                                 A Girl Out of the Past

		              Prologue

	The seventeen-year old girl lay bundled in thick furs in the back of a sled.  Some serious looking men drove the sled horses very hard.  This girl would board a train to Moscow and the men would give their lives to make sure this happened. She would not travel first class but rather take a seat made for her in the baggage car.  They could not be late. Once there, this girl would be taken to Aleksey Chichibabin.  Aleksey’s close associate Boris Akulov would place the girl in suspended animation in a process that he developed over many years.  Aleksey contributed, the better known of the two, many ideas and concepts to the development of this groundbreaking process.  
	Bolsheviks would provide many impediments to this journey.  If they could, they would capture and kill them.  Many precautions had been taken. Their route would be circuitous and complex  to make sure that the girl arrived safely at Aleksey’s home.  Although many close calls occurred, the girl made it to Aleksey’s home, where Boris took charge of her.  He would transport the girl to a secluded place in Siberia.  Once there, Boris would place the girl in suspended animation.  Boris successfully tested the process on pigs and strongly believed the process would work on the girl.  After allowing the girl to use the bathroom and feeding her, she took off with Boris into a summer’s night in Moscow.  
	Many years later, a solitary man, Aksyonov,  attended the machines that circulated through the girl that lay suspended in the coffin-like structure.  The equipment apparently lay here for more years than the man cared to remember. For his silence on the strange machine, they received a nice stipend that kept the family going in this remote part of Siberia.  They received some funds from the government but these funds proved to be inadequate for their needs.   Aksyonov marveled at the simplicity of the machine driven by a small windmill outside. Siberia never lacked strong winds.  The brilliant scientist, Boris Akulov, developed this machine that now kept the young-looking girl alive.  In truth, rumors circulated that the  girl lived on this earth longer than his great grandmother.  Aksyonov, as had his ancestors, guessed the identity of this girl now inside the machine, but the conditions under which they received their stipend left no room for speculation.  Absolute secrecy would be required.   
	On this day, ten doctors and technicians suddenly arrived at the remote cabin with piles of equipment. They even had their own generator.   Aksyonov welcomed them.  They immediately began to revive the girl, following the directions of a book they carried.  The girl showed signs of life.  A stern looking man named Babaev took  Aksyonov aside.  
	“You will continue to receive your stipend provided you keep your mouth shut.  I do not need to tell you what will happen to you and your family if you do not.”
	“I understand you sir.  I am Russian.  I know what happens to snitches.  My family has kept the secret of this machine for a long time.  We will not reveal it now.”  
	An hour later, the team removed the girl now clearly showing signs of life.  






                                     Adoption 

	Kathryn, a short, blue eyed blond seventeen-year-old girl, sat demurely in the Chicago adoption agency.  She had not regained her full health but improved every day.  Her past still lay beyond her recollection but Kathryn began to see some images in her dreams.  At her age, adoption would be highly unlikely but, on this day, Katerina and John Reynolds, who looked for an older girl to adopt, took an interest in Kathryn.  Katerina led the inquiry.  
	“Kathryn, I am Katerina and this is John.  We are interested in adopting you but we understand you have no memory of the earlier part of your life.”
	“Yes, I am not even sure Kathryn is my name, but I cannot remember what my name really is.  So. Kathryn is as good a name as any.  All the girls here would like to be adopted and considering the alternative of staying here, I would like that too.  I think my lacking a memory would be an advantage.  I can learn from you what kind of person I should be.”
	“Yes, and Kathryn is very smart.  We have caught her reading books in French, German, Italian and Russian as well as English.  She seems to know the classics very well but her knowledge of recent history, math and science is more limited.” Carolyn, the person at the agency in charge of Kathryn’s adoption, said.  
	“If we adopt you, we plan on putting you in the prestigious Latin School here in the city.  They have agreed to help you fill in the gaps in your education.  Are you willing to try us out?  I think John and I are willing.”  
	“Yes, I think that would be great.  I will try my very best to be a good girl but I think many regarded me as fun loving and a little naughty in my earlier years.  I sometimes remember things about myself.”
	“Okay Kathryn, welcome to our family.  We are without other children.  You are our first and only. I will take care of the paperwork.”  John said shaking Kathryn’s hand.  
	“For some reason, I remember being a part of a family with four sisters and one brother.  I think they are dead as are my mother and father.  It will be nice to be an only daughter.  By the way, I know how to sew and clean and slept on a hard cot without a pillow growing up.  I don’t think I will be a big burden on you.”  
	“Well, Kathryn, you will have a nice bed with a pillow and your own room.  Also, we have a maid that will do the cleaning in the house.”  Katerina said.  
	“I remember many servants and governesses but my mother and father wanted me to learn how to be self-sufficient and useful.  I just wish I could remember my father and mother and my brother and sisters.  They are still not clear in my mind.”
	“Maybe you eventually will.  In the meantime, you can adjust to your new life.  Now why don’t you collect your things and get ready to go.  Think of this as the first day of the rest of your life.”
	
	





                                          Routines  

	Kathryn rapidly adjusted to her new life.  She studied very hard to make up for her lack of education in certain areas but amazed her teachers with her knowledge of languages.  She spoke as a native Russian speaker and showed fluency in English,  French, German, and Italian as well.  She could read books in all these languages.  The school decided that Kathryn should be a junior which suited her just fine.  She needed two years of makeup education to be ready for college.  After returning from school on the first Friday, Kathryn and Katerina engaged in a serious conversation.  
	“Kathryn, I believe you grew up for at least part of your life in Russia.  You speak Russian better than English.  Does this make sense to you?”
	“Mom, if I can call you that, it does.  I dream in Russian,  but also in the other languages I know.  The figures I see in my dreams also speak in many different languages.  Unfortunately, I don’t remember my dreams very well.  But I want to become a better English speaker and writer.  I want to be part of your family.”
	“I love it that you called me mom.  I have been waiting my whole life for someone to call me that.  I am already feeling that this is going to work out for us.  I had a career earlier in my life and only became a housewife after my husband John became a senior vice president in his company.  If we work together, I think we can make a great life for you.  Oh, and by the way, my grandmother is Russian.  She came to this country as a young girl. Grandma’s things are in the attic. You are welcome to look at them if you want.”
	“I might very well do that.  Russian things look familiar to me.”  
	

	


















                              Strange Encounter 

	Kathryn made friends with Mila Thompson with whom she shared several classes.  Mila close in age to Kathryn had a willowy figure, brunette hair and hazel eyes.  She stood about five  feet seven inches, fully five inches taller than Kathryn.  Kathryn addressed this issue with Mila.  
	“I always wanted to be taller, but god did not have that in mind for me.  I also have had a bad back my whole life but I must say it has been a little better as of late.”
	“Come on Kathryn, you are quite attractive with that blond hair and those blue eyes.  I have seen a couple of guys checking you out.”  Mila responded.  
	“Those same guys are looking at you too.”
	“Well if they like us so much why haven’t they asked us out on dates.”
	“Boys are strange these days. In my dreams, I remember them coming to see us in splendid outfits.  Not here. These boys compete to see who can be the dirtiest and worst dressed in the class.  Worse still, they want us to make the first moves.  I could never do that.”
	“I agree with you on but the clothes don’t bother me that much.  Hey, my great grandmother is coming for a visit to the school.  She just turned 115 if you can believe it.  She is  one of the oldest women in the world.  Nikolaevna spends a lot of time in her past.  She lived in St. Petersburgh and remembered seeing the Tsar and his family several times growing up at various parades and festivals.  She took the middle name of Anastasia as her first name, the Tsar’s youngest daughter.”
	“ I dream of living in that time with the dukes, counts, princesses, and Tsars and their palaces.  Sometimes, I feel I could just step into that time.”
	“Yeah wouldn’t that be great.  I have a favor to ask of you when my great grandma comes tomorrow.  You are fluent in Russian. Could you help translate for us.  We don’t speak the language very well and Nikolaevna often speaks in her native language these days not caring whether we understand her or not.”
	“Sure, I would be happy to do that for you.”
	The next day, Katerina, Mila’s mom, and Nikolaevna accompanied Mila in a tour of the school.  Kathryn hurried to find them in the lunchroom, where they sat. Nikolaevna  could not walk for long periods of time.  She saw enough of the school to be satisfied that her great granddaughter received good care.  As Kathryn walked toward Mila’s table, Nikolaevna’s eyes grew wide.  She tried to go to her knees but Katerina prevented her from doing so.  Nikolaevna cried out in Russian.  
	“Grand Duchess Anastasia, what a privilege and an honor to see you after all these years.  I thought I would never see a Romanov again.  But how can you be here?  The Bolsheviks killed you in 1918 along with the rest of your family.  You would be 123 years old.  I must be hallucinating.”  
	“My name is Kathryn not Anastasia.  I am 17 years old not 123 years old.  I must look like her.”  Kathryn answered in the same language. 
	“You could be her identical twin.  The last time I saw her in 1917,  she looked exactly as you do now.”
	“I should be flattered someone thinks of me this way. Looking like a Grand Duchess isn’t all bad.  I sometimes dream of attending great balls and dancing with handsome men.  Maybe Anastasia had a baby with someone at the palace.  I could be a descendant.”
	“I suppose it is possible, but I doubt it. I knew people who worked at the palace. According to them,  all the Grand Duchesses at the palace were watched  like hawks and their movements carefully controlled.   We would have known if the Grand Duchess Anastasia became pregnant.  We followed the royal family very closely in those turbulent days of a world war.”
	“Well then,  I just happen to look like the former Grand Duchess.   I am Russian after all.  The Bolsheviks made sure all of the Tsar’s children and close relatives died.  Anastasia would have had no way of escaping their grasp. I think we ought to switch to English.  I can see Mila and Katerina are anxious to find out what we have been saying.  I will talk to them.”  Kathryn said. 
	“Nikolaevna thinks I look like Grand Duchess Anastasia.  Obviously, I am not.  I would be 123 years old. Anastasia died in 1918 along with the rest of the Tsar’s family.  I think Nikolaevna longs for the past glory of the Tsar as many Russians do.”  
	“Thanks for talking to my grandma.  She made a major effort to come here today.  Her whole life she has been very healthy but recently her health has begun to decline.  I do not think she will be with us much longer.”  Katerina said.  
	“I am very happy to talk with a fellow Russian and celebrate her long life.”  Kathryn said.  




	
	
	
	
	  
	
	

	












                                          Shadows

	After their last school class of the day, Kathryn spoke to Mila.
	“Mila I must be hallucinating.  I keep seeing two men shadowing us.  Yesterday, for the first time, I received a good picture of them in my mind.  The looked like special forces soldiers, very strong and focused.  They seemed to be protecting me.  They do not interact with us but they watch who does.  For some reason, this kind of attention makes sense to me as if I have experienced it before.”  Kathryn said.  
	“Yeah I have noticed the men. They are focused on you not me.  They seem like guardian angels or something like that.  Are you walking home ?  Your place is close to mine on State Street.  It is a nice day.  I need the exercise.”
	“Sure, even though this is a big city, those guys make me feel safe.”  
	After walking several blocks, Mila and Kathryn noticed two older teenage African American boys following them.  The walked fast enough to overtake the girls.  The girls noticed large bulges in their pants that looked like weapons of some sort.
	“Those guys are focused on us.  They’re bigger and stronger than us and might have weapons.  We need to walk faster.”  Kathryn said.  
	Almost at a run, the two girls noticed the African Americans increased their pace to a run. They would be on Kathryn and Mila in minutes.  The lead one who stood about six feet two inches spoke as he drew near.   
	“Hey ladies you are coming with us.  We need some loving and sex.  You are going to provide it.  If you resist this may very well be your last day on this earth.”
	What happened next surprised their attackers and the girls.  Two huge guys with masks appeared as if out of nowhere and threw the kids to the ground.  One of the Africans pulled a gun and shot one of the men in the chest but apparently the man wore a bullet proof vest.  This escalated the violence.  Both men ripped the guns out of the boys’ hands breaking their wrists as they did so and followed this action with powerful punches to their faces.  They pummeled the boys with such ferocity the girls could hear the bones in their faces, heads and jaws crack.   When the big men finished, the boys lay on the ground with blood pouring out of their heads.  They did not move.  
	The two big men disappeared almost as swiftly as they appeared.  The stunned girls just stood there and waited for the police, who they called on their cell phones.  The African American boys did not look very good.  They might have died.  
	Hours later, after giving a statement to the police, the girl’s parents picked them up at the police station.  The girls who showed no signs of a fight obviously did not hurt the African American boys.  The fact that they carried guns and one had been fired, reinforced this conclusion.  The police, nonetheless, became irritated when the girls could not tell them who the men happened to be.  They did not know them.  They wore masks. The girls called them guardian angels.  When the girls asked the condition of the African American boys, they were told that both of them now lay in intensive care.  They might not live.
	As they waited for their parents to arrive at the police station, they talked.  
	“I can’t believe that happened.  Those boys displayed a great deal of anger.  I think they hated us for being white and attending our school.”   Kathryn said.  
	“Yes, I think that is true.  I would like to feel sorry for them but I can’t.  They would have raped us and maybe even killed us.  I saw hatred in their eyes.  The world can be a very hard and cruel place.  I think they experienced that in their lives but that doesn’t give them the right to attack us.  If they live, they might have a different outlook if they heal.” Mila answered.  
	“I think I experienced that kind of hatred, but I don’t know how or why.  I think my brother and sisters and mother and father died at the hands of men with such hate.  
	





































                                    The Committee 

	The Committee to Restore the Russian Monarchy, often referred to as the Committee,  occupied a nice building near Hyde Park in London.  One third of the Russian people, even though the Tsar fell from power and died along with his family over a hundred years earlier, supported the restoration of the monarchy.  As Russian President Putin prosecuted an unpopular war against the Ukraine, this support seemed to be growing again.  Because Putin murdered and/or jailed his opponents with some regularity, the Committee operated outside of the country.  The Committee chose England because the monarchy still existed in this country.  Indeed, The English monarchy still had ties to what remained of the Russian Monarchy. Grand Duchess Maria and Tsarevich and Grand Duke George still claimed royal heritage from Alexander the second, but the claim had not ignited much attention or devotion among the Russian people.  Nonetheless, Arton Bakov recently established the Monarchy Party of Russia in the hopes a constitutional monarchy like England could be formed.  The Committee had ties to this party and maintained extensive contacts throughout Russia.  
	The Committee chose to remain largely secret and hidden from public view.  Formed out of the remnants of the defeated White Army, the Committee attempted to place sympathetic public officials throughout the government and carried out clandestine missions in the furtherance of their objective of restoring the monarchy.  
 Of all the missions, the one to save a member of Nicholas II’s family loomed as the most important.  In the months before the Bolshevik assassination of the Tsar and his family, white party members who would later become members of the Committee scoured the areas under their control looking for body doubles of members of the royal family.  They found only one, Kira a sickly and very poor peasant born in the same year as Anastasia. Even with knowledge of her likely fate if she exchanged places with Anastasia, Kira volunteered to do so in exchange for large sums of money to be paid her family.  Doctors had already told Kira that she had less than a year to live.  She wanted to do something to help them.  Their family also considered themselves to be loyal subjects of the Tsar.  
The Tsar, aware of his and his family’s likely fate, agreed to the deception. Nicholas II wanted at least one of his family members to survive and along with this member his bloodline.  With the help of a bribed guard, the exchange took place the day before the executions.  
Meanwhile, Anastasia journeyed to Moscow and then to Siberia with Boris Akulov.  
Sergey, the President of the Committee reflected on all these matters as he scanned the latest report on Kathryn.  The Spetsnaz  soldiers working for the Committee  saved her life from an attack by some African American teenagers.  Sergey, a meticulous planner, knew that random unpredictable events like this could defeat any plan.  When Anastasia attended college, they could work on introducing her to the world.  After all these years of inaction, action would be necessary.  




	
	
                                    The FSB

	Ivan, an FSB major, headed the small anti monarchy section.  In the days after defeating the White Army, the GPU created the section to persecute and eliminate the Russian Aristocracy.  The section managed to survive the many changes in the service, the NKVD, the KGB and now the FSB, but its role became less and less important.  Nonetheless, with a third of the Russian public still supporting the aristocracy, the section survived.  They kept careful records of all the Russian Aristocracy still living and monitored committees which supported the aristocracy like the Monarchy Party of Russia and the mysterious Committee.  In the early years, they paid a lot of attention to Anastasia.  Unknown to the outside world, the GPU discovered that a body double died with Nicholas II and his family and that the real Anastasia disappeared.  With all the fake Anastasia’s coming forward in the years afterward, the section stubbornly claimed that she died with her family.  Finally, they arranged for conclusive evidence to be presented that Anastasia died with her family.  
	In recent years, this small section concentrated on what remained of the Russian Aristocracy.  Grand Duchess Maria and Tsarevich and Grand Duke George had a valid royal claim.  The FSB, however, saw no pressing need to eliminate them.  No restoration of the monarchy would occur under these nondescript people.  Whatever really happened to Anastasia, the section knew that she died long ago.  Even if she initially survived, old age would  have taken care of their problem by now. 
	For this reason, the reports that reached his desk that Anastasia had somehow re-emerged in Chicago made no sense to Ivan.  If someone in Russia had a technology  that prevented aging, he wanted access to it.  Ivan didn’t believe in fairy tales.  Nonetheless, some senior person would sooner or later ask him about it.  He needed proof to dismiss any concerns that would be raised.  If Anastasia still lived, as impossible as this seemed, she would have the ability to attract substantial Russian support.  This could not be allowed.  Ivan would begin with photographic evidence.  He would send an agent to Chicago and have him take several good pictures of this girl.  He would then compare it to the pictures they had of the real Anastasia.  Advanced facial recognition technology would at least give him an indication whether this girl and Anastasia could be  the same person.  If luck favored him, this evidence would prove the obvious, Anastasia died many years ago.  













                                     The African Warriors

	John  Rufus ruled his small but violent gang, the African Warriors, with a ruthless but supportive hand.  He referred to the young men in the gang as his children and treated them this way.  Nonetheless, he demanded absolute loyalty from them.  In his violent world, retribution became a way of life.  Everyone in his gang had to know that John would retaliate with extreme prejudice against anyone that harmed one of his members.  Two of his gang members now lay in intensive care with a very guarded prognosis.  If they lived, these two valuable members would be partially paralyzed and brain damaged.  They would be useless to his gang.  Someone had to pay for this outrage.  The code by which he lived demanded as much. Even though the circumstances suggested that his warriors caused their own demise by planning to rape and kill young white girls, John could not take this into account.  He hated white people and could hardly be surprised if his warriors felt the same way.  John felt lucky to live in the north during a period in history where the law provided some protection to people like him.  In another time and place, all of his gang members as well as himself would be hanging from trees by their necks.  Justice would have been  swift and unmerciful. Black boys did not hurt white girls. 
	Despite his path being very clear to him, John faced some formidable obstacles to exact revenge on these white girls.  The two white men that guarded them dispatched his warriors with ease.  They would have to be overcome and killed before any kind of retribution took place against the girls.  After all, they hurt his warriors not the girls.  The police would have to be taken into account as well.  The police would be much more aggressive in defending these white girls than they would be for any colored girls from his hood.  He didn’t have a plan yet but he would develop one in time.  
	 
	 

	


                                  
	
                               











                                       World History 

	Kathryn, who carefully went over her school assignments every night, read the chapter on World War 1 with some interest.  The recounting of the events surrounding the war seemed familiar to her.  When she reached the section concerning the Romanovs, she saw a picture of the Romanovs with her face staring back at her.  Kathryn experienced some shock.  Kathryn not willing to accept what her eyes told her withdrew a magnifying glass from her drawer and studied the picture of Anastasia.  She located some minor blemishes on this Anastasia which she also had. How could she have those same blemishes?  She had no answer as to why a person who died over a hundred years ago could look so much like her. Kathryn knew her fellow students would be thinking the same thing.  She steeled herself for what would certainly be a tough day in school.  
	Kathryn struggled in her world history class.  When the discussion of Kaiser Wilhelm II took place, who ruled Germany during World War I, Kathryn kept thinking of him as Frederick and dad’s cousin.  Victoria, Queen of England at the time, became great grandmother.  Nicholas the II became daddy.  She somehow remembered knowing and meeting these people.  Obviously, she could not have known these people, but these thoughts did enter her mind.  Finally, when the discussion turned to the Romanovs, the entire class turned toward her.  Kathryn raised her hand.
	“Miss Reynolds,  as you know, I do not remember my childhood, but I am aware that I look like Anastasia Romanov, the youngest daughter of Czar Nicholas II.  As the textbook says, Anastasia died in 1918 along with the rest of her family. As far as I know, I am not related to the Romanovs.”
	“Kathryn, we know you are not Anastasia but your resemblance to her suggests you have some kind of connection to the royal family.  Hopefully, one day you will remember what that is.  Do you have anything to add to the discussion?”
	“Only this.  The royal families of these waring countries all knew and socialized with each other. Many had close family relationships but they went to war with each other and became enemies.  It doesn’t make very good sense.  The book tries to explain the reasons but they are hard to accept.  Kaiser Wilhelm and Tsar Nicholas II lost their crowns and in the case of Nicholas his life as a result.”
	“Kathryn wars are often hard to explain.  For the most part, the costs almost always exceed the benefits, but wars still occur.  World War I destroyed most of the aristocracies in Europe but they are the ones who started World War I. Now class let’s discuss this in the context of each of the countries who fought this war.”
	Mila, who sat next to Kathryn in most classes, spoke to Kathryn on the way out of class.  
	“Kathryn, class had to be difficult for you today.  You seem to have the ghost of Anastasia following you.  I think you are going to have to find out what your past is.  Otherwise, what happened in class today will keep on happening.”  
	“You’re right, it will.  People want to have answers from me but I have no answers to give them.  I need to keep studying this time in history for a clue.  My ancestral line probably runs through this time.  I just have to find it.”  
	“I will help you Kathryn.  We can start at the Newberry Library.  It is not too far away.  We can walk there as long as your guys accompany us.”
	“Mila they are always there watching us.  I am a Grand Duchess after all.”  
	“Yeah who has been dead 106 years.”
	A nice fall day, the girls walked to the library from school.  They immediately saw their bodyguards follow along with them.  Halfway to the library, a highly modified Chevy Impala with blackened windows drove up next to them.  The car looked menacing to the girls.  Before they could react, the two big men, who watched over them, pushed both of them into a basement walk down area as the windows rolled down on the car. Both girls scrapped their knees and elbows as they descended into the walk down.  The occupants of the car who looked like African Americans began to fire an assortment of guns.  The two bodyguards returned deadly accurate fire.  Two of the car occupants fell from this fire.  The car suddenly left the area at high speed.  The girls barely missed being shot as several bullets whizzed above their heads.  The bodyguards took several bullets to their vests but had no wounds in their more vulnerable neck and head areas.  Nonetheless, one of the men had a high shoulder wound and the other had a wound in his arm.  One of the men spoke to Anastasia  in Russian. 
	“You can no longer walk safely in public.   What happened today must have proved that to you.  Take Ubers, taxis or public transit in the future.”  
	“Who are you?  Why do you protect us?”
	“All will be revealed to you in time Grand Duchess.  For now, we are dedicated to keeping you safe.”  With this statement, the men disappeared.  
	As the frightened girls emerged from the basement area, Kathryn spoke.
	“He called me Grand Duchess.  But I can’t be her.  I am just so confused.  I suppose we ought to call the police but I don’t know what to say to them.  Except for a few scrapes and bruises, we are uninjured.  Why do those blacks keep attacking us?”
	“I guess they are avenging the harm done to their fellow warriors, but we had nothing to do with that.  They attacked us.  I don’t know whether I am safer with you or more at risk.  I don’t see the connection between the African Americans and Anastasia.  I suppose we are just unlucky that those African American men targeted us.”  Mila said.  
	“Yeah, I don’t think there is a connection.  But one thing I do know.  Both of us would probably be dead without those security guys protecting us.  If my connection to Anastasia has something to do with those security guards being present, I am grateful for it.”
	“Let’s call an Uber.  I have an account.  I don’t think walking right now is very healthy.”  Mila said.














                                     Police Station 

	Later that day, the girls submitted to questioning by a police detective at the police station.  The detective proved to be aggressive and difficult, but the girl’s parents provided a defense attorney to protect the girls.   Paolo Abate, the detective in charge of the case,  spoke.  
	“Okay let me get this straight.  You ladies walked home along state street a month ago and two older African American males came up to you and threaten to beat or kill you if you did not have sex with them. The African American males both had guns in their waste bands.   Two big men came to your rescue, disarming the African Americans but in the process one of the African Americans shot one of the big men in the chest.  The man had a bullet proof vest on his chest so he did not suffer life threatening injuries.  The two big men then proceeded to beat the African American boys badly.  They ended up in the hospital for several weeks as a result.  Today, a sedan with blackened windows drove up to you while you walked to the Newberry Library.  The two big men pushed you into a basement walk up and engaged the African Americans in the car who drew guns and fired at you and at the big men.  You think the big men hit some of the African Americans in the car, but you are not sure.  The car drove away after the exchange of gunfire.  The big men had some injuries but you did not believe them to be life threatening.  Once again, they wore bullet proof vests.  Do I have this right?”
	“Yes,” Mila said. 
	“When I first heard this story, I thought you made up all or part of this story but we have video tape of both of the big men and the African Americans involved in the incidents.  The video tape corroborates your story to a certain extent, but your statements leave two big questions unanswered.  First, why did the African Americans target you in the first place.  Second, who are these big men and why are they risking their lives to save you? Any thoughts?”
	“Mila and I have talked about why the African Americans targeted us.  We saw hatred in their eyes as they confronted us.  I think they wanted to harm two young white girls and get away with it.  Beyond that I don’t really know why they targeted us.  We had never seen them before this attack.  As to the second question, apparently some Russian affiliated group is protecting me.  Mila’s great grandmother, who is 114,  claims I look exactly like Grand Duchess Anastasia.  She saw Anastasia in 1917, a year before her death in 1918 at a royal parade in St. Petersburgh.   Obviously, I am not Anastasia but I may be somehow related to her.  Since I have no memory before I turned seventeen, I don’t know how.  I do, however, speak fluent Russian.  That is all I know.  As to who these two big men are or where they are staying, I don’t know. This time I did talk to one in Russian but he gave me no information.  He just told me not to walk in the city anymore.   I am just glad they intervened on our behalf.  We would not be alive otherwise.”
	“Wow that is a lot to take in.  I am having a hard time believing you.  You know more than you are telling me. We can force you to talk.”  Paolo said.  
	“Wait a minute.  You are going over the line. The girls have told you what they know.  Remember they are the victims here.  I won’t allow my clients to be badgered.”  Attorney Paul Potter said.  
	“Our attorney is right.  We have told you what we know.  If I see these big men again, I will try to get more information from them but we can’t really help you anymore.”  Kathryn said.  
	“Okay you girls can go but I reserve the right to bring you back in for questioning should additional facts come forth.  Oh, and by the way, two young African American males ended up in the morgue today.  They had no identification. They had been shot. We think that they were the two African Americans in the car but we don’t really know.  Young African Americans end up in the morgue all the time.  If they are part of the African Warriors,  we are worried that this situation could spin out of control.”
	“We are sorry they died but if they are who we think they are they tried to kill us.  When you shoot at people, they can shoot back.”  Mila said.  
	“Yes, so it would seem.”  Paolo said.    
	   
	 
	
	
	
	





























                                               Next Day
	
	After class, Kathryn and Mila walked outside on a nice day. They looked around carefully.  Kathryn’s bodyguards lurked nearby.  Detective Paolo would sooner or later bring them into the station for questioning.  As the two girls talked on the edge of the school grounds, a man walked up with an expensive Nikon Camera and took several pictures of Kathryn.  Looking puzzled, Kathryn asked.  
	“Why did you do that?”
	In Russian he responded, “We need a good picture of you Grand Duchess.”  With that statement,  the man disappeared as rapidly as he appeared. 
	“Mila why did that man want to take pictures of me and then respond to me in Russian?”
	“I have a theory.  They may want to compare your face to old pictures of Anastasia.  Facial recognition software can give them an idea of how similar the two pictures are.  I assume that whoever sent the photographer also sent the two bodyguards.  I hope we have an opportunity to meet these mysterious people.”  
	“I hope the same.  Maybe they can clear some things up about my origins.  My origins seem to be affecting my life.  I had better learn why this is so.”  
	As the girls went for a casual stroll, making sure their guardians stood nearby, a well-dressed middle age man approached them.  He had a heavy Russian accent but spoke English well.  
	
	






















                             The Committee Again

	Sergey waited anxiously for his technicians to return.  Using the best facial recognition machine and software, they compared the pictures of Anastasia and Kathryn.  Kathryn’s pictures came from the time she emerged from hibernation. Several pictures had  been taken.   Finally, Terry the lead technician came in to address Sergey.
	“Sergey we very carefully compared the two pictures making sure no technical or human errors occurred.  The conclusion is irrefutable.  The two pictures are of the same person.  It is a 100% match.”
	“I thought this might be the result.  I know both Akulov and Chichibabin worked on cloning technology as well as hibernation.  Is it possible Kathryn is a clone?”
	“I suppose so but even with a clone there should be some very small differences, caused by everyday living such as a small scar, a bump, or blemish.  Both Kathryn and Anastasia had these but the ones we could see were identical.  As far as we know, no one has cloned a human being.  They have cloned sheep but not humans.  If they had, we would have a better answer.”
	“I think it is possible but thank you Terry for your work.  In this way, we can explain the extreme difference in age. Sasha please come in here.  I think I need to go to Chicago and have a talk with this Kathryn.   I doubt we can keep her secret for the next several years.”  Sergey said.  
	Mila and Kathryn spent the day at school as they always did.  They made friends with some of the other boys and girls at the school.  Tim and Tom in their classes at school began to pay attention to them.  They began to enjoy their time at school.  Both of them did well in their studies.  As they reflected on these various topics, a good-looking well-dressed man approached them.  Their now familiar bodyguards drew closer.  
	“I am Sergey.  I am President of the Committee to Restore the Russian Monarchy often known as the Committee.  To give you a better picture of why I am here, I need to tell you a story.  
	In 1918, Tsar Nicholas II, under direct pressure from the Bolsheviks, abdicated his crown as Tsar of Russia.  The Bolsheviks took him and his family hostage with promises they would be protected.  Unfortunately, the Bolsheviks fought the White Army at the time which consisted of Tsar loyalists as well as others unhappy with the Bolsheviks.  The Bolsheviks decided the Tsar and his family would need to be assassinated to dispirit the White Army opposition.  The White Army, knowing assassination of the Tsar and his family to be a likely outcome, desperately looked for people who could substitute for anyone  of the Tsar’s family.  They found only one girl who looked like Anastasia, willing to make the substitution.  She had serious health issues and believed she could help her family by volunteering.  The white army promised her family money.  She volunteered and died with the rest of the Romanovs.  Meanwhile,  Anastasia journeyed to Moscow where she met two brilliant scientists Akulov and Chichibabin who worked on both cloning and hibernation in humans.  After that we do not know that much.  The Committee monitored Anastasia but three times the Russian secret services raided our offices and burned our records.  This is why we eventually moved to London. We don’t  know what happened to her during this long period of time.  Last year, quite by accident, we found records of where Anastasia slept and how to awaken her.  We sent a team that followed the protocols and awakened you.  You told us you did not remember anything before this date.  
	“Since you are an exact match to Anastasia according to our facial recognition technology, you are either her or a clone of her.  We don’t know which you are.  As we expected would happen, your possible identity is beginning to leak.  The African Americans targeting you has not helped.  For now,  you should stay here.  If you do, we will be forced to eliminate the African Americans targeting you.  We cannot afford them trying to kill you a third time.  
	“Anastasia, you may very well represent the future of Russia.  Unfortunately, our other royals, Grand Duchess Maria and Tsarevich and Grand Duke George, do not excite the Russian public as they are not direct descendants of the Tsar.  Grand Duchess Anastasia you do.  Even if you never become Tsar, your voice will be important in our effort to restore the aristocracy to its rightful place in Russian life.  The time for us to do this may very well be coming.  Vladimir Putin’s war in the Ukraine is becoming more and more unpopular in Russia.  The economy is suffering and more and more young people are needlessly dying.  Will you help us?”
	Kathryn looked at Sergey a full minute before she responded. 
	“I am inclined to agree to do what you ask but I need some time to think about it.  Whatever my true identity is, I am Russian.  My country is suffering from the autocratic rule of our latest dictator.  If I can contribute to changing this situation, I will probably do so.”  
	“You are Anastasia, our new Catherine the Great.  We have waited a hundred years to reverse the Bolshevik Revolution.  Our time is now.  I will keep in touch with you and indicate what we want you to do.  Now, I must leave.  The FSB watches my movements.  I don’t want them to focus on you.”     























                                         Paying the Piper

	John Rufus and his six remaining African Warriors sat in the crowded living room they used as a headquarters.  Involved in every conceivable illegal activity, the gang amassed  substantial financial resources.   Their crowded room had all the latest electronics and the best furniture money could buy.  They all drove expensive custom cars.  The gang knew where their two warriors killed in the drive by lay buried and conducted the appropriate ceremonies.  They had not wanted to identify the bodies and have the police focus their attention on them.  John needed revenge but his desire for this cost the lives of two of his soldiers.  He needed to develop a new approach before the remainder of his warriors found new places to go and causes to pursue.  
	As these thoughts entered his mind, John could sense something happened but what that happened to be he did not know.  Then his motion sensors triggered.  One of the many defenses he installed.  When you engaged in illegal activities inevitably some people reacted against you.  John motioned his soldiers to arm themselves.  As they did so, their world exploded.  Tear gas, flash bangs and grenades came through the windows and the ceiling.  Then seemingly out of nowhere, twelve heavily armed soldiers with lasers penetrating the smoke appeared amongst them.  Their automatic weapons fired at each of them in short bursts.  John and his soldiers became so disoriented, they offered poor resistance.  So many bullets found John, he barely had a chance to realize death sought him or to fire his own automatic weapon.   Blackness seemingly out of nowhere enveloped him and shut down his senses.  Surprise became the last emotion he felt.  
	The armed invading solders collected all the cash they could quickly find and disappeared the way they came.  The African Warriors ended their brief and violent life as they lived it in a hail of bullets.  Another gang would take over their territory and business and life would be little changed in the hood they called home.  


















                                  The First Meeting 

	Kathryn walked into the ornately decorated room in a large high rise owned by a very wealthy Russian Oligarch, Ivan.  Ivan, a financial genius, cared little about politics.  He worshipped money and little else. Ivan owned many rich Russian oil fields and other assets in real estate and banking.  Ivan had no wife or children. If Ivan needed sex, he simply bought it.   He supported Putin because doing so helped his business.  If Putin needed help, Ivan provided it without question.  
	After Putin became involved in the Ukraine war, business conditions changed for Ivan.  Putin became suspicious of all his oligarch friends, many of whom secretly opposed the war,  and had them closely watched.  He did not like their financial power and sought to reduce it or claim it for himself.  When one of his close friends Boris disappeared without any trace, Ivan concluded that remaining in Russia no longer would be safe for him.  He used his money to escape to the US.  Eventually he ended up in Chicago.  Ivan, with his vast wealth which he removed from Russia before Putin seized it, purchased the largest estate in Chicago he could find.  Ivan also became obsessed with the restoration of the Russian aristocracy.  Ivan felt a restored Russian aristocracy would better protect his business interests.
	Ivan introduced Kathryn as Russia’s long-lost Anastasia, a child of a Russian Tsar.  Ivan carefully explained how this young girl survived the assassination and how Russian scientific genius preserved her life.  
	As Kathryn rose to address the Russian faithful, she could tell the wide assortment of Russians in her audience loved and worshipped her. She represented everything they lost. She spoke in Russian.  If people did not understand her, she would repeat her remarks in English.  
	“The evidence suggests I am Anastasia Romanov, the youngest daughter of Tsar Nicholas II.  I do not remember my childhood very well.  As a result, I cannot say that I am definitely her.  At the same time, facial recognition is a 100% match.  I seem to have the same abilities as Anastasia and have partial memories of living in the palace and meeting some of the famous people of that time.  Apparently, a guard took a bribe and substituted a girl who looked like me just before the assassination.  Two brilliant scientists then placed me in hibernation in Siberia.  I just awoke and began school here in Chicago.  Sergey who is the head of the Committee can provide you with more details if you desire them.  He has already provided you with some.   This is all I know.”
	“Sadly, Russia seems to have lost its way.  The Russian leader Putin is massacring and punishing our brothers and sisters in the Ukraine because they will not recognize his authority.  The people of the Ukraine do not want to recognize Russia as their sovereigns because Stalin took all their grain at gunpoint and starved  them to death.  As a result, they have no reason to trust Russian rule.  A Russian monarch would not treat his people this way.  He would work with them.  Under a Russian monarchy, we would chart a new path of cooperation and unleash the Russian genius that is now being stymied.  
	‘I could go on.  There is so much wrong with the Russian communist state.  But know this.  Whoever I am, I am Russian.  I want to do what I can to restore peace and prosperity to Russia.”
	After loud applause, an elderly man raised his hand.  
	“Anastasia knew many languages.  Please speak them now.”
	Anastasia anxious to please her audience rattled off a long phrase in German, Italian, French, English and Russian.  When she finished, Anastasia said.  
	“I always liked languages.  They make sense to me.  When people are mean to me, I curse them in a language they do not know.”  An elderly woman raised her hand.  
	“ Grand Duchess Maria and Grand Duke George both have a well-recognized claim on the Russian throne?  While your claim is much stronger as a child of a Tsar, questions about it still exist. Why shouldn’t we follow them instead?”
	“My role here is to help in any way I can.  If you wish to make George or Maria because they have a more provable claim, Tsar that is fine with me.  I risked a great deal putting my name out there.  The FSB will kill me without a second thought as soon as they perceive me as a threat.  For now, I will take my guidance from the Committee as they seem the ones most interested in protecting me.”  A young man spoke next.
	“Whoever you are and I believe you to be Anastasia, you are clearly of Romanov blood and royal heritage.  I will gladly follow you.”  
	A loud chorus of assent and raised arms followed this statement.  Whatever the future held; Anastasia embarked this night on that journey.  
	
	
	
	
	
	

	

                                  
	















                                                 Ivan Shows Concern

	Ivan could not believe the information in front of him.  This Kathryn in Chicago according to their latest and best facial identification technology matched the old pictures of Anastasia with 100% certainty.  His problem now became one of what to do next.  This information would not stay hidden for very long.  Those supporting the return of the aristocracy would certainly see this same information.  Many Russian peasants would believe that Anastasia came from the grave to save the Russian people, a story they would believe more passionately with their sons and daughters dying in the Ukraine.  This also made Grand Duchess Maria and Grand Duke George, even though they did not have a direct line to the throne as did Anastasia, more of a threat.  They all needed to go.  Ivan could not let the aristocracy movement grow.  Regime change often occurred during unpopular wars. They fought such a war now against the Ukraine.  He would seek permission to assassinate all three of them.  With all three of them gone, the threat would disappear.  


	



























                                               The Growing Threat

	Kathryn and her friend Mila walked home from school with their bodyguards nearby.  Kathryn still had not quite reconciled the meeting she just had with the Russians in this area.  They accepted her as Anastasia but what did that mean?  What would she do next?  She didn’t have a clue.  Kathryn turned to Mila.  
	“Mila, I do not know what I am, Grand Duchess or just plain Kathryn.  Whether I want to be or not, I am caught up in all this throne restoration talk.  Of course, the more of this talk there is the greater the risk to me.  I feel like a walking bulls’ eye.”
	At just this moment, Mila tackled Kathryn as a bullet whizzed over her head.  She noticed an intense man coming right at them and then she noticed the gun he pulled from his waistband. Mila just reacted.  She did not think.   The intense and hard looking man took aim at Kathryn again but before he could fire, his head exploded from shots fired by the bodyguards.  The man crumpled to the ground; his eyes glassy.  The two bodyguards quickly checked on Kathryn and Mila.   They spoke to Kathryn in  Russian.  
	“We did not react quickly enough.  Mila you saw the threat he posed before we did.  Sadly, we just have learned that assassins also attacked Grand Duchess Maria and Grand Duke George.  They are alive but barely.  They are in critical condition in the hospital. The assassins are dead but this is little consolation  At the end of the day, you may be the only one left with a claim to the Russian throne.  We provided some security for George and Maria but not as much as for you.  We did not believe the Bolsheviks would target them. We were wrong.”
	“I seem to be everyone’s favorite target. There has to be more to this monarch restoration thing.  The communists have been in control for a hundred years.  What is really threatening them?”
	“I am only a soldier Grand Duchess.  I do not know why the Russian government is attacking, but I don’t believe you are safe here anymore.  We will have to change your life to protect you.”
	“I worried that it would come to this.  Now it has.”  Kathryn responded. 
	















                                        Failed Mission 

	Ivan applied for and received permission to kill Grand Duchesses Maria and Anastasia and Grand Duke George. Anastasia the greatest threat received no injuries.  Maria and George did but might still live.  Ivan lived and operated in almost total secrecy.  No one really cared what he did.  Now his failures brought scrutiny down upon him.  He had questions to answer but not very good answers.  His agency did not like failures.  They also disliked the publicity that began to grow around Anastasia, a woman who should have died in 1918 but somehow still lived as a seventeen-year-old in 2024.  He harbored a certain ambivalence on the assassinations the first time.  This time he felt an urgency to accomplish what he set out to do.  The agency employed many assassins.  He would select another assassin to do the job that had not been done.

































                            The Committee Plan

	Sergey reflected on the vast plans built up over a hundred years to replace the communist government in Russia with a constitutional democracy underneath a new Tsar.  His organization created hundreds of cells with elaborate ciphers and independence.  They lay strategically close to military bases  federal and state police offices and even the FSB itself and they spread geographically throughout the entire country.  Members of these services served as prime recruiting targets.  The KGB and now the FSB occasionally penetrated one of these cells and destroyed it, but when they did the independence of one cell from another prevented the investigation from going any further.  Like the FSB and KGB, members of a cell took oaths of loyalty and secrecy.  Traitors received the same kind of treatment meted out by the FSB and KGB:  torture and  death.  The committee even employed the same threats to family frequently used by the security services. 
 A special cell concentrated on protecting and hiding Anastasia.  They also provided protection for Grand Duke George and Grand Duchess Maria.  This special cell would when the time seemed right, deliver one of these royals to the Committee who would then implement an elaborate plan to place them on the throne.  Anastasia, George, and then Maria in that order would receive the nod when the time proved to be right.  This cell would determine when a royal would be delivered.  No other cell had a right to question this decision.  
Over the last hundred years, the leadership cell, which Sergey led, several times felt the decision should be made.  Afghanistan, for example, seemed an excellent time to do so.  Still the special committee did not act.  They weighed several factors such as the dissatisfaction of the public with leadership and the overall strength of the cells but for whatever reason decided previous seemingly opportune times did not fit the bill.  
Anastasia lay at the heart of the problem.  Born in June of 1901, Anastasia became the focal point of the special committee’s attention in the early years but seemingly lost this attention when she became too old to serve as sovereign.  Of course, the special committee knew of  the work of Boris Akulov but after what would have been Anastasia’s life cycle lost track of what happened to her.  The whereabouts of Anastasia had been burned and lost in advance of a KGB raid.  Only recently, did the special committee learn of the whereabouts of Anastasia.  Deeming at last the time arrived to act with the war in Ukraine becoming more and more unpopular,  they delivered Anastasia to Sergey and the leadership committee.  Sergey now had to decide how to proceed.  He might have decided to use George or Maria as the royals around which to build his rebellion but now Maria looked like she would die and George if he lived might very well have suffered physical impairment from the assassin’s attack.  Anastasia would be their only hope.  He would visit her and her family again but this time he would have to move her to a safe place.  The FSB would come for her again.  He could not let this happen.  Everything he had built, his life work, now depended on her survival.  She became his obsession.  
	  
	
	
	

                                        Anastasia Plans
	
	Sergey met with Kathryn and her parents, John and Katerina, the week after the assassination attempt.  He told them the entire Anastasia story from the beginning.  He also lowered the blinds on all the windows in the house.  Katerina responded first.  
	“I keep questioning my decision to adopt a teenage girl. Such girls are known for being difficult and hard to manage.  Kathryn has made this job easy for me.  She is hard working, respectful, well-mannered, loving and focused.  Despite her outside problems, she has become a part of our lives.  I am not sure what our lives will be like if she leaves us.  You now tell us Kathryn may be the youngest daughter of Tsar Nicholas II and came into this world in 1901.  This is, of course, highly unlikely if not impossible.  Surely the Russian security service, the FSB, must know this.”
	“Katerina, I don’t know how much you know about dictatorships like Russia.  They rule by fear, intimidation, punishment, control  and the manipulation of information.  During peace time, they are fairly stable but during war public opposition grows, particularly if the war seems to be unjustified.  This is what is happening now.  Also, in our new age of the internet, control of information can be difficult to achieve.  People find a way through the blockages put in the way of truer content.  
	“Dictatorships do not tolerate opposition of any kind.  They cannot and survive.  Communists have always feared the monarchy more than democracy.  Fully a third of the Russian public still believes in the monarchy.  As fantastic as it seems, Kathryn is becoming the lost Anastasia in the Russian public mind.  This makes her a threat to the Russian state.  Consequently, their FSB will kill her.  They have already tried once.  They will try again.  We have to keep moving her and changing her identity to keep ahead of the FSB assassins.  I know Kathryn wants to stay with you, but we cannot keep her safe this way.”
	“What about our police or FBI?  Can’t they keep her safe?”
	“They could only keep her safe doing what we will have to do.  Unlike us, however, they do not have the motivation to spend the time and resources to do so.  They will view this as a Russian issue.  We are Kathryn’s only hope for survival.”
	“What do you think Kathryn?”  John said. 
	“I still do not know who I am, but other people want to determine this.  If I had a choice, I would stay here with John and Katerina and my dear close friend Mila, but I can’t really do that without endangering my life and those I care about.  So, I have to go with Sergey whether I want to do so or not.  I have only one request.  I want to be able to communicate with my loved ones while I am on the run.”  Kathryn said.  
	“Kathryn, we have the technology to do that.  We will gladly allow you to talk with your parents and friend.”  
	“Then it is settled.  When do we go?”
	“Tomorrow.  We have no time to lose.”  Sergey responded.  
	As the four of them left the living room, an automatic weapon came to life, spraying the living room with bullets. Cushions exploded, glass broke, and pictures crashed to the floor. Then, several other shots could be heard.  Silence followed.  Because they had moved into the hallway, the bullets missed the four of them.  John spoke.  
	“Kathryn, I guess you have to go but I hate that you have to do so.  This incident makes that crystal clear.”
          	“I am scared to go outside and see the carnage.  My guess is that an assassin tried to shoot us through the closed blinds but our guards killed him after he started to shoot. Sergey you did the right thing when you closed the blinds.  The shooter might have found us otherwise. ”  Kathryn said.  
	“I have been taking precautions like that my whole life.  It just seems natural to me like breathing.  I expect there will be more deaths coming from the communists who rule by force.  Kathryn I will come in the morning to pick you up.  Meanwhile I will increase your protection detail.”  Sergey said as he walked out the door to the scene he expected.  He did not want to wait and talk with the police who would surely come to investigate the shooting. 

































                                           Mila

	Mila sat on her bed in a state of confusion and desperation.  She went through almost every day with her friend Kathryn.  With Kathryn gone, she did not know how she would cope.  Mila really did not have any other good friends.  She only had acquaintances.  Also, Kathryn with her fantastic background brought adventure and importance into her life.  With her gone, all this disappeared.  At just this moment, Nikolaevna walked into her room.  Mila also worried about losing her great grandmother.  Her stories of early Russia captivated Mila. She would miss her terribly when old age finally claimed her.  
	“Mila, Mother Russia has need of you.  Sergey doesn’t understand young girls.  He can’t just move Kathryn around like a chess piece.  She will rebel.  You must be with her during this long ordeal which will come.  Keeping Kathryn alive will be difficult.  The FSB is very good at killing people. This is what they do.  Kathryn will be much less likely to do something stupid and dangerous if you are by her side.  I am very old but I still remember how stupid I could be at that age.”  “Nikolaevna said.  
	“Sergey will never let me accompany her nor will my parents.  I am still a minor and in high school.”
	“I will speak with them but they are likely to attribute my remarks to the ramblings of a senile old woman.  They do not have the passion for the Russian people and commitment to Russia that I do.  I will speak to Sergey anyway.  As a fellow Russian, he might listen to me.  Do you want to go with Kathryn?”
	“Yes of course I do.  I don’t know what to do without her.”  
	“Then I will find Sergey before he leaves with Kathryn.”
	Fifteen minutes later, Nikolaevna walked into the local hotel where Sergey stayed.  She caught the busy Russian as he packed the  limousine that would take him and Kathryn to his home base in England.  Nikolaevna spoke to him in Russian.  
	“You must take Mila with you. Kathryn will need her close friend at her side.  Otherwise she is likely to rebel and desert you.  I know young  girls.  You do not.”
	“You are probably right but this will amount to a kidnapping at Mila’s age. We will invite legal trouble that we do not need.   She could come for a visit to help Kathryn settle in her new home.  Maybe you can sell this to her parents but I will need written permission from them.  If you are going to do this, please hurry.  I need to remove Kathryn from this place.  She is too exposed here.”
	Nikolaevna argued with Mila’s parent for over an hour.  They had never seen her so animated.  Mila finally became part of the discussion, insisting that she needed to help her best friend settle in a new place.  Finally, Katerina broke the standoff.  
	“Mila you can go with Kathryn but only for two weeks to help her settle in her new place.  I am trusting that Sergey can keep you safe.  He has largely done so until now.  Mila, I don’t think you will ever forgive me If I don’t let you go.  Also, I am very tied to my Russian heritage.   Russian are suffering right now under their latest dictator.  Maybe Kathryn if she really is Anastasia can help with this situation and make the whole world safer.”
	
	
	







































	                                   England

	Mila and Kathryn arrived in England without any issues.  Sergey took them to a country estate about 60 miles from London.  Sergey described the estate in detail.  
	“This old house dates back to the 1600’s.  A minor lord owned it. The home needed a great deal of restoration.  The home has a very large great room which we converted to a throne room.  As best we could, we made the room look like a smaller version of the Tsar’s throne room in the former Russian imperial palace.  We have been collecting authentic materials from the Tsar’s time for the last one hundred years.  We intend to crown you Tsarina of Russia in this room.  We have extensive video equipment in the room.  Everything that takes place there will be broadcast to the world and of course Russia.  The Russian government will attempt to block the signals but we have invested in the type of equipment that will by-pass these communist efforts. To the extent we can, we will make sure the Russian people see what takes place here.  
	“We will invite foreign governments to recognize your ascension to the throne.  Most of course will refuse to do so, but any that do will bolster our cause.  We will not directly threaten the communist government but merely offer an alternative way of governing.  Of course, the Russian government will denounce what we do and the FSB will continue its efforts to assassinate you.  They killed your father, mother, brothers and sisters.  They will not hesitate to kill you.  They have already tried.  We have, of course, taken precautions to protect your safety.  Access to this place is strictly controlled.  Why don’t you and Mila take the day to explore the estate.  We have employed cooks, gardeners and maids to make your stay comfortable. Now I must go.  With this part of our plan in process, I have more work than I can handle.”
	When Sergey hurriedly left, Kathryn and Mila explored the estate, which had very nice gardens and modernized bath and electrical service.  The master bedroom contained a huge bed where Mila and Kathryn decided to sleep together. Kathryn commented on this unexpected change in their lives.  
	“Mila I can[t thank you enough for coming with me.  I am simply overwhelmed.  I don’t even know for sure that I am Anastasia and yet Sergey and fellow Russians want to make me the Tsarina of Russia.  Since I have no official recognition from the Russian people or government, I suppose it will be like acting in a play.  I eat well and live in this grand place with servants and try to convince the world that a monarchy that has been dead for over a hundred years is still alive.  I do, of course, have one complaint.  Where are the boys?  I am a seventeen-year-old girl.  I keep fantasizing about a handsome young man but I don’t see one yet.”
	“Ha neither do I, but there is one difference between me and you.  I get to return  home and go to high school where many boys can be flirted with.  You are stuck here.”
	“Don’t I know it.  I wonder if they will bring princes with royal heritage before me.  There are still some kingdoms around the world.  Who knows they might be interested in marrying a Tsarina?”  
	“You never know.  Now I remember Sergey asking you to study the royal ceremonies used by the Romanovs.  You can practice on me.  The day before I return home, two weeks from now,  you are supposed to be crowned Tsarina of Russia.  You will have to do this the right way.  It will be broadcast all over the world.”
	“Okay I will practice every day until then, but you have to help.  The more authentic this looks, the more support I will attract.”










































                               Two Weeks Later

	
	Kathryn otherwise to be known as Tsarina Anastasia Romanov walked in a procession outside of  the estate.  Russians from all over the world joined the procession, many of whom wore traditional Russian clothing saved by their families. Kathryn wore a coronation gown carefully constructed to look as much like the one her mother wore to her coronation as possible.   In long and difficult negotiations,  his Grace, Bishop Mathew of Sourorh, agreed to officiate at the coronation ceremony but did not offer his Russian Orthodox Church in London for the ceremony.  The bishop frequently engaged in negotiations with the Kremlin and did not want to irritate them beyond what he already did.  The bishop would have refused to participate in the ceremony but the war in the Ukraine, where many orthodox members of the church lived,  greatly distressed him.  He felt he had to make some kind of statement about it.  Many of his parishioners felt the same way.  In the Russian tradition, a Tsar served both as a secular and religious leader.  He represented the church in all he or she did. The word Tsar in Russian meant Caesar and the Tsar in the orthodox tradition represented the City of Constantinople, now known as Istanbul as a Caesar.  
	As most of the real Imperial Regalia lay in Russian museums, Sergey and his organization carefully crafted a substitute sovereign crown, scepter and orb, and banner of state to be displayed in the crown room.  
	As with the last coronation, the ceremony began with the singing of Psalm 101, followed by several other hymns, followed by the scripture lessons of Isaiah 49:13-19; Romans 13:1-7; and Mathew 22:15-22.  Kathryn then removed a replica of the chain of the order of St. Andrew and the Bishop robed her in purple.  Also, according to tradition, Kathryn slowly moved toward the Orthodox priest who would give her the crown.  Kathryn would then crown herself Tsarina.  Kathryn wore medals on her exquisite dress.  The Committee spent many years preparing for this moment.  Every detail had to be perfect.  Kathryn did not seem at all nervous.  Without official Russian support, this crowning seemed more like acting in a play.  No foreign government recognized what took place here except for the Ukraine.  After the  Russian invasion, the Ukraine looked for ways to irritate the Russian government.  They even sent an ambassador.  
	Kathryn accepted the crown with a large smile and placed it on her head.  As dictated by tradition, the bishop said two prayers passed down by the Byzantine Empire. The official coronation ended but Kathryn needed to make her remarks.  She did so in fluent Russian and English.  Many communication experts helped her but she insisted on creating her own speech.  
	“A little over one hundred years ago, the Bolsheviks overthrew the Russian monarchy and murdered the Tsar and his children, my family. This negated the thousand-year flow of Russian history.  Some Bolsheviks wanted to right the wrongs of any civilized society.  Some sought power otherwise denied to them. Some wanted to equalize society and give jobs to everyone.  This is not really what happened.  Drunk with power, the communists persecuted people in unheard of numbers.  Stalin their leader killed more Russians than any foreign army.  All the dictators that succeeded him did the same to varying degrees.  Stalin of course led this country in world war II but do not forget he allied our nation with Nazi Germany before he finally turned on them.  Apparently, Europe did not have room for two dictators.”
	“Now we have another dictator, Putin, slaughtering our neighbors and longtime friends in the Ukraine. The invasion of the Ukraine had no reason or pretext, only the desires of Putin to expand our empire at the public’s expense and the lives of our young people. The war has gone so poorly that the Ukraine army now occupies part of Russia.  No foreign power has occupied our precious and sacred land since Stalin kicked out the Nazi’s seventy years ago.  Dictator Putin ought to be ashamed of his incompetence.  My father lost his crown because of the problems he encountered in World War I.  Who will hold Putin accountable for his failings?  Certainly, the Russian people cannot as Putin rigs the elections in his favor and jails and murders all his political opponents.  He has already tried to murder me. ”
	“Russia is not like the Western Democracies, but we can still learn from them.  Britain and Sweden have a king but the crown in those countries serves primarily as ceremonial hosts and as advisors to the government.  We should have the same.  Someone has to speak with our leaders when they go astray without fear of being murdered.  Someone has to speak for open and free elections when we do not have them.”
	“I may not have the opportunity to see our precious monarchy restored to its rightful place in Russian affairs, but my children or their children may enjoy this right.  It is for them and mother Russia I accept this crown and proudly wear it on my head.” 
	Anastasia performed her role well.  She proved to be gracious and welcoming to all.  Her speech received very favorable comment.  While Sergey loved the ceremony and the speech, he worried about assassins.  Without question, the FSB would be plotting to ruin the coronation.  The communists deposed one monarchy; they would be anxious to do it again. 
 As Sergey reflected on his thoughts, a Mil Mi-28 Russian attack helicopter, one of the best made, appeared on the horizon.  Sergey now felt his investment in a Triumph S-400 air defense system justified.  He spent enormous amounts of money placing the system at the estate and suffered criticism for his profligate ways.  Now as the advanced system targeted and brought the advanced attack helicopter to the ground in a fiery ball, he quietly celebrated his foresight.  Sergey’s naysayers would be silent for a while.  
Sergey only reflected for a moment.  He immediately swung into action informing the guests that the communists would be attacking and that for everyone’s safety they should adjourn to the basement, which had been reinforced to ward off armed attacks.  As Sergey corralled everyone, he found Mila and Kathryn and led them to a bomb shelter in the basement area.  As Sergey placed them inside, Sergey said. 
 “ We are providing both of you with an extra layer of protection.  While we believe the situation to be well in hand,  our Tsarina needs the best protection we can provide.  And by the way, Anastasia, your speech exceeded all our best hopes. You looked and acted as the Tsar you are.  I just received a report that our coronation interrupted television programming throughout Russia.  Millions of Russians saw your coronation.  The reaction we are getting is overwhelmingly positive.  Russians are tired of Putin’s brutish ways.  They long for the kind of change we are advocating.  We are engaging in a long fight but are winning the first rounds.” 
Mila and Kathryn sat together in the small bomb shelter.  Mila spoke. 
“Kathryn, your life is so exciting and grand.  How will I go back to school without you?”
“I don’t want you to go.  My new life is scary.  As a Tsar I can make you a  Duchess.  You are Russian after all.  Would you like to be one?  I think your great grandmother would be very proud.  Sergey wants me to confer many of these titles on key supporters.  I will do this.  We need to build support after this challenging day. I hope this communist attack fails.  I think I want to be a Tsarina for at least a little while.”
“Anastasia, if I can call you that, I will come back and visit you as soon as I can.  If I tell my parents that you are going to make me a Duchess, they will almost certainly find a way to bring me back here.”  
“Let me know when you are coming and I will make it happen.”






































                                Russian Attack

Other eyes also tracked the Mi-28.  Anatoly, the leader of a Spetsnaz attack team posed to invade the estate where Anastasia now reigned, reassessed his mission.  According to the plan, the Mi-28 would soften up if not destroy the ground defenses at the estate as well as the estate itself.  The Mi-28 now lay in ruins without ever having fired a shot.  His attack force had no air cover or means of escaping once the mission ended.  The politicians would only assign one helicopter to the start of the mission for reasons only a bureaucrat could know.  Transport helicopters would take those remaining after the assault to an airfield for flights back to Russia.   Something about not wanting to start a world war.  This meant nothing to Anatoly.  If you wanted to win,  you brought the forces necessary to do so.  Anything less would be suicide.  
Anatoly radioed his superiors asking what they wanted him to do.  Anatoly did not fear death or defeat, but no longer liked his odds of success.  Now it became clear, the estate would have the best possible defense weaponry.  He had a few mortars and some rocket propelled grenades but he doubted this would do much to reduce the forces opposing him.  
Anatoly laughed when he received the response from the FSB headquarters.  A precious half hour had been lost.  The FSB merely said to attack if he wanted to do so.  Anatoly thought of the phrase you are damned if you do and damned if you don’t.  If he attacked and lost it would be his fault. He would suffer reprisals.   If he failed to attack, he would be branded a coward and be stripped of his rank if not executed.  He had only one option.  He ordered the attack and prayed.  He must win.  Anatoly possessed no other choice.  
Anatoly’s troops as he knew they would performed well.  They unleased heavy fire toward the estate defensive positions.  Unfortunately, the response proved to be overwhelming as he feared it might be.  Mortars, rockets, rocket propelled grenades, machine guns and even artillery shells rained down on his advancing position.  His men began falling, slowly at first then with greater and greater frequency.  Hundreds lay dead or dying.  He made the estate’s first defensive position but then ten Augusta Westland Apache Helicopters bore down on them.  When they opened fire, Anatoly’s assault ended.  What remained of their attack force surrendered.  Anatoly knew that this Russian mission on English soil would not be well received.  The diplomats would be busy trying to deal with the fallout  

	
	
	
	
	

	
	
		
	
   
	

	                                 The Banquet

An hour later Sergey knocked on the bomb shelter door, announcing that he wanted entry.  When they opened the door, Sergey stood there with a big smile on his face.  
“Good news, the communist attack failed.  We are safe for now.  We have no causalities or injuries.  I would like to continue with our state dinner.  I have the two of you sitting next to each other.  You will be expected to wear the same clothes you did during the coronation.”
“That is fine but we are girls.  We need to freshen up a little.  How much time do we have?”  Kathryn said.  
“Two hours.”  Sergey replied.  
“As girls, we will use it.”  Mila said. 
When Kathryn emerged into the main throne room, many of her supporters stood there.  She felt the need to speak.
“The communist thugs who run our country sent a small army to a nation not a war with them to kill everyone at this estate.  They failed.  As Tsarina of Russia I grieve over the loss of Russians who died in this foolish attack and thank those soldiers who bravely defended us.  I am beginning to think the current communist government is our best advocate for a constitutional monarchy based on the English tradition.  The current government refuses to act in the best interests of mother Russia, only acting in their own interest. With everyone one of these brutish attacks, it only makes our case for a new form of government stronger.  Not let us enjoy the state dinner prepared for us.” 
	According to Russian tradition, a grand banquet followed the coronation.  A huge table, traversing two of the estate’s rooms, awed Kathryn and Mila with its grandeur.  Kathryn made sure Grand Duchess Maria and Tsarevich and Grand Duke George sat next to her on the right.  Maria had not fully recovered from the assassin attack but she insisted on being at the dinner.  Her doctors did not expect her to live much longer.  George suffered partial paralysis from the assassin’s bullet he took. He would  live but not as before.   Both of them should have died but excellent security at their residence and quick and good health care managed to save them before fatal bullets could be fired.   
	When everyone became seated, Anastasia spoke again. 
	“I am very honored to have Grand Duchess Maria and Grand Duke George at this magnificent table with us.  You can see they suffered an assassin attack as did I.  I had the fortune of surviving the attack unhurt.  They did not.  We all wish them a speedy recovery.   I understand some of the others sitting here also claim Russian Aristocratic lineage.  Welcome to you as well.  I intend to rebuild the Russian Aristocracy. This is my mission. How long this will take is uncertain but tonight we begin.  To mother Russia we pledge our lives and sacred honor. I raise  my glass in toast to this sacred duty.”
	All the hundred or so guests did so and clinked their glasses.  After a delicious dinner and several hours of small talk, the dinner ended.  Grand Duke George caught Anastasia on the way out of the dinner.  
	“I should have exposed you for the fraud you are.  Maria is unlikely to recover.  I will be a cripple the rest of my life.  If you had left the communists in our country alone as we have, they would never have attacked us.  You have kicked the bear and now he will destroy us.”
	“The Committee identified me as Anastasia.  I never claimed to be her.  I have only vague memories of my life until now.  Sergey tested my DNA and submitted me to the most sophisticated facial recognition software available.  I matched both of these test to 100% accuracy as Anastasia.  Also, a Russian great grandmother of a friend immediately recognized me as Anastasia when she saw me.  She observed Anastasia in a royal procession in 1917.  Most of the records of me have been destroyed or lost.  One thing is for certain.  Anastasia did not die with her family.  An impostor took her place and important scientists took over her care.  Whether I am the real Anastasia or not, I am relying on the scientific evidence and assuming I am.  As to kicking the bear, we as royals have a responsibility to stand up for Mother Russia against tyrants like Putin, who are destroying our country.  If you want to stand with me, I welcome you.  If you want to hide from the bear, then you can do that.  I don’t think that will protect you but if this is what you want to do, do it.”
	“I still think you are an impostor, but the people who count think you are Anastasia.  I will help but I want protection.”
	“Good, I will make sure you get it.”  Kathryn said.    
	
	
	 

	

	






















                                      The Next Day

	The next day, Kathryn faced a busy schedule including an interview from the BBC.  The Russian attack on the estate elevated what had been a page two story of Anastasia accepting  a crown that no longer existed to something much more important.  Kathryn could not think of any of these appointments.  Mila had to leave to journey to Heathrow and then return to Chicago.  As she always had, Kathryn relied on Mila to settle her nerves and to relieve her fears.  She needed her counsel.  At the end of the day, she still felt like Kathryn a teenage girl who missed her parents and would soon lose the company of her best friend.  
	After Mila’s bag loaded in the limousine, Kathryn hugged and kissed her friend.  Despite being a Tsarina now, Kathryn already felt Mila’s loss.  Finally, Kathryn said.  
	“You better go or I will not let you go.  I am a Tsar after all.”
	“Indeed, you are even though most of the world will not acknowledge it. Kathryn, what will I do without you?”
	“Live a normal life.  Something I can no longer do.  I don’t even think I can safely leave this estate.  I am a prisoner of my own success.”  
	“Okay I have to go.  As agreed, we will skype, text and email every day.  I am not going to let you go that easily.”
	“Nor I you.”
	Two hours later, Kathryn sat with a BBC reporter in the throne room.  
	“I am Susan Gates with the BBC.  I am supposedly speaking with Anastasia Romanov, the youngest daughter of Tsar Nicholas II.  My information here is that Anastasia came into this world in 1901.  Also, my information is that Anastasia died with the rest of her family in a communist execution in 1918.  That would make you 123 years old and a dead person for 106 years, .  You look like a 17-year old girl which brings up the obvious question.  Who are you?”
	“I don’t really know, but this is what I do know.  Anastasia Romanov did not die with her family in 1918.  Tsar Nicholas suspected the communists might execute his family, so he sought look a likes that could be substitute for his family members. The whites or supporters of the crown helped him.  They found only one before the execution took place: a girl that looked almost exactly like Anastasia.  The girl who had cancer volunteered to take Anastasia’s place and died with them.  Anastasia with the payment of bribes escaped and journeyed to Moscow where she fell into the care of Aleksey Chichibabin and Aleksey’s close associate Boris Akulov, both brilliant scientists.  Their work is  lost to history but both experimented with hibernation and cloning.  What happened to Anastasia after that is also lost.  Frequent raids by the Bolsheviks caused those records to be destroyed.  The Committee to Restore the Russian Monarchy, known as the Committee, discovered some information that led them to a remote house in Siberia. There they found me hooked up to a machine powered by a windmill.  The Committee then took me to an adoption agency in Chicago where a couple adopted me.  The Committee after recovering me, conducted two tests on me.  First, they compared my DNA to that of Anastasia.  I matched her perfectly.  Secondly, they ran my picture through the best facial recognition software available and once again received a 100% match.  Finally, a very elderly woman, who lived in St. Petersburg Russia in 1917 saw Anastasia in a parade that year and positively identified me as Anastasia when we met at my high school.  
	“I have no specific memories of my childhood.  I do sometimes dream of palaces and men and women in elegant dress but beyond this I remember nothing.  Based on the information we have, the Committee declared me to be Anastasia and coronated me as Tsarina of Russia.  I intend to perform this role so long as I can.  Personally, I would rather just be a teenager in Chicago and live with my adopted parents and friends.  But fate had something different in mind for me.  By the way, the FSB has tried to assassinate me, Grand Duchess Maria and Grand Duke George.  George and Maria suffered injuries,  I did not.”
	“That is quite a story. So, what you are saying is that you are either Anastasia or a clone of Anastasia, neither of which is medically possible now.”
	“I can only present the evidence I have.  You will have to draw your own conclusions.”
	“Okay supposing you are Anastasia what are your plans for your time as Tsar of Russia?  After all, you have no country.  No one recognizes your claim.”
	“My job is to establish the foundation of a Russian Constitutional Monarchical Democracy based on the English model.  We will at this estate function as such whether people recognize us or not.  Obviously, the Russian government considers us a threat.  They tried to assassinate me, Maria and George and sent an invasion force against this estate.  They have done more to validate our claim than we ever could.”  
	“About the invasion, you seemed to be well prepared for it. Did you think the FSB would do something like this?”
	“We thought it possible and did what we could to prepare.  We are, of course, grateful to the royal air force for sending  helicopters to our aid.  Unfortunately, we cannot conduct our business in Russia, the motherland.  We will be arrested, tortured and murdered the moment we do. Communists, who long ago abandoned their lofty goals of providing jobs and food to the masses, are nothing more than fascist dictators, maintaining power through persecution, illegal trials, murder and coercion.  They are the same grandsons and granddaughters of the thugs that murdered my family.  The Russian people need a new way of governing that enables our great Russian people to prosper.”  
	“You are in this country on a one-year visa.  Some in our government think your visa should be revoked or at least not renewed.  What will you do then?”
	“Governments always have cowards and appeasers, who think you can negotiate with thugs and dictators, your Neville Chamberlains to use an example relevant to this country if you will. The only thing communists now in power in Russia respect is strength and courage.   We are hopeful that this British Government will have this courage and strength and support our cause of freedom.  If they do not, we will find another government that will.“
	“You are pretty sophisticated for a seventeen- year old girl.  How did you manage this?”
	“You forget.  I am 123 years old.  I have been around for a while.”
	







                                      The Ghost

	Completely exhausted, Kathryn fell into a deep sleep at 9 pm.  After a time, she began to dream.  She walked through the estate in her dream as she did earlier in the day but an attractive slender dark girl walked next to her.  The girl spoke.  
	“I am Rebecca.  I came into this world in 1901 and died of the flu in 1918.  I am a spirit in this estate who has failed to enter the light always shinning above me.  Ordinarily as a spirit I am invisible to the living and they cannot hear me.  In extremely rare circumstances, a sensitive can hear and sometimes see me.  You are not a sensitive but you have spent so much time in hibernation near death, you are able to see and hear me in your dreams.  I sense you are much older than your physical appearance.  You may very well be this Anastasia you are claiming to be.  While I lived, I read a story in the newspaper about Tsar Nicholas II and his family being killed by the Bolsheviks. In the story you died with the rest of your family.”
	“HI Rebecca.  I call myself Kathryn now but evidence suggests that I am Anastasia.  I am quite surprised to meet a ghost even if it is in my dreams.  Apparently , the supporters of the crown saved Anastasia by substituting another girl who looked like her.”
	“Yes, I heard you talking to the reporter today.  I think I can help you if you will be my friend and visit me in your dreams.  This house had as many as six spirits at one time but all have gone into the light except me.”
	“I would be happy to visit you.  Ghosts don’t frighten me. How could you help me?”
	“I could watch out for you.  You already have assassins after you.  If one comes into this house either directly or in disguise as an employee, I will be able to  overhear them or sense their evil.  I can then warn you.”
	“That would be great.  The FSB after having failed to kill me twice before will look for other ways to come after me.”
	“Yes, that attack with soldiers created a lot of excitement and fear.  They really want to kill you.”
	“Yes, they do.  That’s what dictators and thugs do. Kill their enemies and opponents.”
	“Then I will protect you.”
	“And I will be your friend and companion at night.”  
	“If you want, I can show you every nook and cranny of this place.  Like a lot of grand old houses in England, this house has hidden passageways and rooms.”  
	“I would love to see all of them”
	“Let’s go.  We can start tonight.”
	For the next several hours, the asleep Kathryn and the spirit Rebecca toured the old house.  They grew closer by the moment.  When Kathryn woke, she could remember everything that took place the night before.  Ordinarily she did not remember her dreams.  Rebecca would keep her safe.  Of that she felt sure.  
	
	
	

	
	
	                          The Next Assassin
	
	Pat Wilson had the job of managing the estate where Tsarina Anastasia resided.  Prior to this job, Pat served as the head butler at a large estate.  He left when the Duke sold the estate to a private developer.  He managed a head groundskeeper who in turn managed several workers responsible for keeping up the outside of the house: a head maid who supervised all the house cleaners and the maid assigned to Anastasia, the head of the kitchen staff, cooks and servers, and the various drivers underneath the head chauffer and finally the security staff.    Some twenty part-time and full-time people worked at the estate.  
	Staff came and went regularly.  The invasion of the grounds by the FSB caused half of the staff to quit.  Pat carefully interviewed each member of the staff.  He checked all references and even interviewed previous employers.  He knew the FSB would try to kill Anastasia again and he had no intention of letting anyone with any questions in their background to work at the estate.  His job depended on it.  Sergey who hired Pat made this very clear.  
	As Pat fretted about his responsibility so too did Ivan.  His bosses at the FSB wanted Anastasis killed in the most spectacular way possible.  The Spetsnaz task force became the focus of this effort.  Its failure reflected negatively on everyone at the agency.  President Putin personally dressed down the head of the FSB for the failure.  Ivan would be in prison had he authorized the raid himself but he only did what his superiors told him to do.  They took most of the blame.  Still, he could lose his job if anymore failures occurred.  
	Ivan also worried about the Anastasia effect sweeping Russia.  Officially, Anastasia Romanov died in 1918 with her family, but after her coronation spread to every corner of Russia on the television, support for reinstating the monarchy grew at a rapid rate.  The public did not like the Ukraine War or the money and lives it took.  To the average Russian, the monarchy seemed a better approach to the problems Russia experienced.  
	With the pressure mounting on him, Ivan welcomed Irina, otherwise known as the chameleon, into his office.  Thin, severe and feral, Irina held a certain animal attraction with her jet-black hair but her dead eyes betrayed her assassin profession.  Irina earned the nickname chameleon because of her amazing ability to become almost any character. Her ability to fluently speak four languages also helped her change personas.  Without a pretense at introducing herself, Irina asked in English.  
	“Who do you want me to kill?”
	“Anastasia Romanov in England.”
	“I assumed her to be the target.  She has quite a following in Russia.  Even my mother who I rarely see praises her. I will need impeccable credentials as a servant woman.  She will be heavily guarded.  I need the access an employee enjoys.”
	“I have already made the necessary arrangements.  I assume you are speaking English to practice your accent.”
	“I am.  I will be Susan Collingsworth, but of course a deadly version.”
	“We want you to leave as soon as possible.  Anastasia must be eliminated as soon as possible.”
	“I understand.  I am already packed and ready to go.”
	With that statement, Irina rose and left the room.  Ivan noticed a chill leaving his office.  He never wanted to be this woman’s target.  
	                      The New Maid

	Irina morphed into Susan Collingsworth with ease. She even adopted a slight cockney accent.  Pat Wilson ran every background check  including an interview with her ex-employer, who just happened to be an FSB spy.  She passed every test with flying colors.  No one even suspected her real identity.  She had no problem with her cleaning duties.  Her mother had turned her into a virtual cleaning slave in her earlier years.  Being a thorough professional, Irina studied the household routine and the estate layout.  Within a day, she had a solid plan.  
	Anastasia liked to go to her room about 9 pm.  She would read, play music and call or skype with her friend Mila.  Then at about 10 pm she fell asleep.  Irina learned all this  from Betty who had been at the estate from the beginning of Anastasia’s time there.  This night, her second at the estate, she would quietly leave her servant’s room on the top floor at 11 pm and slip into Anastasia’s room.  This would not be as easy as it sounded.  Anastasia’s two Spetsnaz bodyguards routinely passed by her room every fifteen minutes.  Being professionals, they would sometimes change the interval to ten minutes or even five minutes.  Irina had to be very careful with these soldiers. As a maid, Irina also had a key.  Anastasia’s guards sometimes locked her door from the outside. They had the same dead eyes she had.  Once in Anastasia’s room, she would fire several shots from her PSS-2 7.62 mm silent pistol into vital parts of the sleeping girl.  Anastasia would finally die as she should have in 1918.  
	What Irina could not have known is the attention she received from Rebecca who began following her the moment she entered service in the house.  Rebecca could feel the evil radiating from the young woman.  During her one hundred years as a ghost, she only experienced this level of evil once before.  A particularly nasty relative, who swindled her father, died of a heart attack.  Instead of going into the light, this relatives’ spirit descended in a red and black whirlpool that formed in the floor.  He disappeared screaming into this whirlpool.  Rebecca did not have to follow Irina for very long.  In the middle of the second day, Irina found a secluded space and made a phone call.  She spoke fluent Russian with the person on the other end of the line.  Rebecca enjoyed studying languages at school and knew a few words in Russian.  She understood enough of the conversation to know that Irina intended to kill Anastasia that night.  She anxiously waited all day for Anastasia to sleep so she could tell her what she discovered. 
	Anastasia fell asleep at 10:35 pm and began dreaming twenty minutes later.  Rebecca came to her in a panic.
	“Your new maid Susan is a Russian assassin sent to kill you. You must wake up and escape through the secret door by your mirror.  Do it now!”
	Anastasia woke with a start.  She packed her bed with pillows to make it look like she slept there and slipped into the secret passageway in her nightgown.  Rebecca showed her the passageway in her dreams.  She had to fight her way through numerous spider webs and avoid some mean looking rats but emerged on the first floor in a matter of minutes.  She would find her bodyguards and seek their protection.  
	Only minutes after Kathryn disappeared into the secret passageway, Irina used her key and entered Anastasia’s room.  She saw the lump in the bed and immediately fired three shots into it.  When no blood appeared, Irina knew she shot some pillows.  Two possibilities existed.  1. Anastasia knew about her true role here and notified her Spetsnaz guards.  2.  Anastasia had a boyfriend and sneaked out to see him.  She would have to assume the former even though she had no idea how Anastasia could have known her true intent here.  Her brief phone call took place in a secluded area where no one could have overheard it.  She had been very careful.  If the guards knew, she had to escape.  Irina could not explain the bullet holes in Anastasia’s bed.  The hit could no longer take place unless she became lucky and saw Anastasia as she escaped.  Irina reloaded her pistol.  Seconds ticked by.  
	Kathryn found her two bodyguards in a small room by the kitchen. They played cards and watched the clock.  Kathryn startled them when she appeared.  
	“Susan the new maid is an FSB assassin.  I escaped my room through a secret passageway that leads to the first floor which I found the other day.  She is undoubtedly there now attacking the pillows I left in the bed.  She has been here one night already.  I don’t think she plans on staying much longer.”
	“We will go to the second floor after her.  Can you show us this secret passage?  If she is waiting for us on the second floor, one of us emerging from your room would flank and expose her.  She will not want to be captured. She will fire at us as soon as she sees us.”
	“This way.”
	The two guards walked toward the second floor, one on the main stairs the other through the secret passageway.
	Irina, still in Kathryn’s room, saw for the first time, a crack in the wall.  Of course, old houses like this had secret passageways.  She quickly slipped into the confined space and started firing her pistol.  At just this moment, the other guard, who climbed the passageway stairs caught one of Irina’s bullets in his shoulder and fell behind a wall in the passageway out of her Irina’s line of sight.  Irina quickly passed the guard before he could fire back at her.  Engaging the guard would cost her precious seconds.  Anastasia had to be ahead.  She remained the target.  Irina emerged from the passageway firing at Anastasia who turned a corner and avoided her shot.  Irina quickly followed assuming a firing position when she rounded the corner.   Irina aimed her pistol at Anastasia but the guard from the stairs stood there. He  shot his Makarov 9 mm  and struck Irina in the forehead before she could fire.  She died instantly.  The threat ended.  
	Kathryn slept in another room that night.  The mattress in her old room needed to be replaced.  When Kathryn finally fell asleep hours later, she thanked Rebecca in her dreams for saving her life.  Rebecca merely smiled saying.  
	“I am glad to have saved the life of the Tsarina of Russia.”













                                           10 Downing Street

	Paul Wentworth, the Prime Minister of Britain, stared at his ministers down the long table at 10 Downing Street.  
	“Alright what else do we have today?”
	The Interior Minister Nigel responded.  
	“I am receiving a lot of complaints about the failed Spetsnaz attack on Anastasia’s estate if that indeed is who she is.  People in the area don’t feel safe.  By the way, Paul thanks for sending in the attack helicopters.  That ended the Spetsnaz raid quickly.”
	“Yes, I understand their concern, but she has made no demands of this government or of the crown.  She is minding her own business.  Foreign Minister Thomas what do you say?”
	“The Kremlin is calling her a criminal and an impostor.  They want her extradited to Russia immediately.”
	“Of course,  they do.  Vladimir Putin would like nothing better than to torture and execute the poor girl after he forces her to renounce her crown.  I have no desire to be called the next Neville Chamberlin.  This government will never bow to dictators and thugs like Putin. This Anastasia is giving Putin so much trouble because Russians are tired of his war in the Ukraine.  They are looking for a way to get out of it.  Anastasia by speaking out is providing one no matter how unlikely it appears.” The Prime Minister said.  
	“I saw King Charles at a recent function.  He is more than willing to meet with Anastasia, but he wants your approval before he does so.  As you know,  our Queen Victoria is Anastasia’s great grandmother.  The King looks upon her as a long lost relative.”  Nigel said.  
	“I have no objection if they meet, but I would recommend the King say he is merely responding to the scientific evidence that says that this girl is Anastasia.  The crown itself takes no position on the matter.”  Paul the PM said.  
	“I think the king can deal with that.  Putin won’t be happy about it.”  Nigel said.  
	“He can scream at us.  Isn’t that what diplomats are supposed to do listen to the demands and complaints of foreign governments.   In all seriousness, the more pressure we can put on Putin to end this war the better.”  Thomas said.  
	“Okay work this out with the crown and our press secretary. The press and media will be all over this story.”  The PM said.  
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	
	



	                            A Royal Visit

	Kathryn felt a little nervous driving up to Buckingham Palace.  If the tests she took proved to be correct, Kathryn once lived in a place like this.  Kathryn doubted she would ever live in a place like this again.  Kathryn walked through endless rooms and halls until she reached the room where the king received guests.  She sipped some tea and straightened her dress.  Finally, King Charles arrived in a nice suit and smiled at her.  Without saying anything, Charles brought out an old picture of the Nicholas II family. She saw her picture in it.  Kathryn had to admit the picture of Anastasia looked just like her.  Finally, Charles spoke.  
	“Anastasia, you look like you just walked out of this picture.  You don’t just resemble the person in this photograph, you are the person in this photograph. You know we are related through Queen Victoria’s second daughter.”
	“Yes, your highness I am aware of that.  You know my strange story.  I fantasize of how I came to be here.  I should be one hundred twenty-three years old but of course I am seventeen in mind and body.  In one version, I  spent most of my life in hibernation.  In another, I am cloned from the real Anastasia.  Each version is fantastical and beyond our current scientific knowledge but here I am.”
	“Science says you are Anastasia and my eyes confirm that.  So as far as I am concerned, you are Anastasia.  My family will always treat you this way.  Unfortunately, I cannot publicly acknowledge this until I can answer how you came to be here as a seventeen-year old.  Also, Vladimir Putin is a dangerous man.  We don’t want to push him too far.”
	‘Yes, he is a thug and a killer not too dissimilar from Stalin.”
	“I agree.  He is a modern Stalin.  Look I want you to spend some time at the palace and meet everyone here.  You are a part of this family and head of the Russian monarchy such as it is.  Royals have to stick together.  I am thinking about holding a ball for you if we can provide the proper security.  Would you like to meet some young men?”
	“Absolutely,  The seventeen-year old standing before you would like that above all else.”  
	“Then we will.”  
	In a moment the king left to attend to other duties but for the first time Kathryn began to feel connected to her past.














                              A Terrifying Dream 

	Kathryn fell asleep shortly after 9 pm, exhausted by her trip to the Royal Palace.  She wanted to dream of handsome men but instead ran into a frightened Rebecca.  Rebecca immediately described the problem.
	“Irina’s spirit is here.  Her anger fills my entire world.  I am waiting for the black and red whirlpool to drag her into hell but this hasn’t happened.  She wants to hurt me but doesn’t know how to do it.  I suppose she attached to this place because she died here.  I don’t know how this works but Irina is here and determined to stay.  To protect myself, I may have to go into the light.”
	“Then I will lose you.  You are important to me.  I cannot afford to have this happen.  Maybe if we talk to her, we can deal with her anger.”
	“She is coming this way.  You can try to speak with her but she is too angry to have a good conversation.”
	Irina spoke before Kathryn could.  
	“What are you doing here?  Did I kill you after all?  You emerged from the secret passageway with me behind you.  I couldn’t get a good shot on you.  Finally, when both of us made the first floor, I got my shot but my world went black and I ended up here.” 
	“Irina you never shot at me.  My bodyguard killed you with a head shot.  This is one assassination you did not complete. When I dream, I can visit this world, but at other times I have no access to it.  Both Rebecca and I believe my long time in hibernation gave me this ability.  Rebecca who died over a hundred years ago has become my friend.  I like to visit her.  She says you are very angry.  I would think your victims have a better right than you to be angry.  You must have known that in pursuing this profession another like yourself would one day kill you.  Today is that day.”  Kathryn said.  
	“I have never revealed the source of my anger.  My stepfather began raping me at age nine and continued until I left home at fourteen.  Every time he did, my anger grew until I wanted to kill every man I met.  Once I began killing men in service to mother Russia, I added women as well.  At this point, killing was the only thing that would calm my anger.  Now that I am a spirit my anger is rapidly fading.  I will now face god’s judgement which is why I feel the pull of the world below.  Hell is where I am bound.”
	“You should have been pulled into hell by now.  The other evil person I saw enter the spirit realm immediately went there.  I think you are still here because of what your stepfather did to you.  You chose the wrong way to deal with it but you had a reason to be angry.  You might want to think about what you can do in this realm to avoid the world below.  From what I know, no one wants to go there.”  Rebecca said.  
	“I will think about what you have said.  I do not know how to ask for forgiveness but I will try.  I never felt fear while I killed but I feel it now.  I have no control in this world.”
	Irina walked slowly away  but paused with her back toward them.  She slowly turned red fire entering her eyes.  Her voice changed to a low growl.  
	“I never failed to kill the victims I targeted until you.  I may not be able to kill you in the real world anymore but I can destroy your soul.  That might even be better.”
	With that statement, Irina came after Kathryn with fury in her eyes, her hands extended into claws.  Just before she reached a terrified Kathryn, the black and red whirlpool formed.  Irina disappeared into it screaming as loud as she could as a spirit.  Suddenly,  silence returned.  
Rebecca said. 
	“I am not sure what happened.  Maybe Irina wanted to be punished.  I don’t think we will ever know.  Still, in spite of everything, I feel sorry for her.  She suffered torture in life, now she will suffer torture in death.  Irina is no longer a part of our spirit or real lives.  Let’s go on to what is important.  Kathryn tell me everything about your trip to the palace. I want to know all the details.  ”
	After telling Rebecca everything, Rebecca faded from Kathryn’s dream and a handsome young man appeared.  Kathryn would really enjoy this part of her dream.  


































                                                 A Quiet Interval  

	Kathryn’s life fell into a settled routine.  She would eat breakfast, eggs and ham and sip coffee, a newly established habit.  After breakfast, weather permitting, she would walk the grounds.  Her security insisted she take a certain path on her walk because of the attempts made on her life. After her walk, Kathryn spent an hour exercising working on her core and arms.   In the rest of the morning, she answered correspondence, phone calls, texts emails and other social media inquiries.  For stock questions, she always gave the same answers.  For more difficult questions, Kathryn would call the Committee staff and review possible answers before she responded.  
	After eating a small lunch, Kathryn would engage in interviews and reach out to Russian groups throughout the world.   Slowly ever so slowly her story began to be accepted by Russians throughout the world.  Of course, not everyone welcomed the return of the Russian Monarchy but enough did to keep her going.  In the final part of the day, Kathryn took online classes to help her advance through high school.  Kathryn  planned to obtain her high school diploma as well as her BA degree.  
	After classes and studying, Kathryn would call Mila to reflect on her day.  The two remained very close despite the distance between them.  
	While Kathryn engaged in her daily activities, Sergey worked tirelessly to pave Kathryn’s way back to Russia.  Every cell they had in Russia organized and distributed literature on the benefits of a return to the monarchy.  From time to time, organizers would be arrested and charged with circulating anti soviet propaganda but the frequency of these arrests slowly declined as the idea of restoring the monarchy began to take hold.  Communist officials realized that the restoration of the monarchy did not have to involve the dismantling of the soviet state.  Much of it could remain. The monarchy served as a figurehead and advisor to the elected officials who would retain the power.  Their communist agenda could largely remain.  
	

















                                Putin’s  Men  

	Mikhail Mishustin stared at his fellow Putin comrades, Sergei Ivanov, Viktor Ivanov, Igor Sechin,  Alexander Bortnikov, and Sergey Narysnkin for several moments before he spoke.  
	“Whatever the generals say, the war with Ukraine does not go well.  The Ukraine will not yield.  They occupy some Russian territory, which is completely unacceptable and even dangerous for us.  Vladimir has always ruled because of his strength.  This makes him look weak and incompetent.  Many younger people in the government and the military are talking about the old man who is past his prime.  We need to exit this war with as favorable terms as possible.  
	“The monarchy movement is also gaining strength.  We came to power destroying the monarchy and killing the Tsar and his family but now the public is having second thoughts about what happened.  They are openly talking about restoring the monarchy.  Like you, I dismissed this talk as crazy and unrealistic, but the more I think about it, the better the idea sounds.  We can maintain our power underneath the restored monarchy just as the Prime Minister of England does under their king.”
	“Vladimir will never accept this concept.  He thinks of himself as a Tsar.”  Sergey Ivanov said.  
	“But he has no royal blood.  The public will never accept him as a Tsar.  I have read the scientific reports on this Anastasia in England.  They say she is the real thing.  This Anastasia will be easy for us to control.  She is only just turned eighteen.”  Mikhail said.  
	“You forget, the real Anastasia would be 123 years old.  She is obviously not that age.”  Alexander said.  
	“This is easily explained.  We worship our scientists.  We can say that the brilliant scientist Akulov devised a way of keeping people in hibernation for a long period of time.  Under this hibernation, people do not age.  When they found Anastasia, she lay hooked up to Akulov’s machine.  We are studying the machine as we speak after discovering it in Siberia.  All Akulov’s scientific papers became lost over the years.  We do not know how to put other people under this hibernation procedure but we will discover Akulov’s secrets.”  Mikhail said.  
	“Yes. This is a great idea, but we need to persuade Vladimir as soon as possible.  He has tasked the FSB with killing this Anastasia.  They will eventually succeed.  I always fashioned myself a count.  This Anastasia can make us all aristocrats.  My communist father would be turning over in his grave, but we have to change with the times to survive.  One thing is clear.  We cannot keep going as we are.  Eventually, there will be a coup.  We will not survive such an event.”  Igor said.  
	“Thank you Count Sechin. You are right.  Now let’s figure out how to get Vladimir to accept our plan.”  Mikhail said.   
	
	

	


                                   Peter

	Peter Worthy, who would become the Duke of Somerset one day after his father John died, looked at the invitation from King Charles with resignation.  Of course, he would go.  A future Duke does not turn down a royal invitation.  Nonetheless, he dreaded going to this ball, a relic of the past.   Although forced to learn how to dance at a young age, he did not like these ancient dances. Peter preferred the frenetic dances of his generation.   Many of the ceremonies he had to observe seemed so archaic and out of step. 
	A handsome dark haired six feet, Peter only had a few dates at this point in his life even though he would leave Eton for Oxford next year.  The women he met  who fawned over the handsome future Duke did not interest him. An excellent student, who did well in the very tough curriculum of Eton, Peer like to think he earned his place at Oxford, but with only 2% of applicants gaining admission, Peter knew his position in society had helped him beat out the competition.  
	Dressed in his formal suit, Peter had to admit that he looked good in it as a future Duke should.  He would stand near the pinnacle of British Society and he do so properly he would have to look the part.  The family chauffer would take him in the Rolls, the only way for a future Duke to travel.  

























	                 

                                    The Ball

	Kathryn received the formal invitation from the royal palace with great excitement.  As a young girl, she often dreamed of a young prince sweeping her off her feet at a fancy ball.  When she had these fantasies, royal dances came into sharp focus as if she had attended a ball like this sometime in her life.  The young men also looked real to her.  The invitation now would make these dreams a reality for her.
	Kathryn mechanically performed her other duties but focused most of her attention on preparing for the ball.  Sergey sent her a money draft so she could select a dress, and have her makeup, hair and nails prepared.  She had to perform all of these services at home.  Security would not let her go out and expose herself to a possible assassin.  Just a few months ago, Kathryn dreamed of being invited to the prom at her private school in Chicago.  Now she would go to a much fancier and more elegant dance but she had no boy to accompany her.  
	Rebecca became very excited when Kathryn described the ball she would attend.  She wanted every detail of her preparation and wanted a full report of what happened at the ball.  Rebecca felt sad when her flu illness prevented her from experiencing this important time in a young girl’s life.  She wanted to live to the extent possible through Anastasia’s experience.  
	When all the preparations ended, Anastasi looked beautiful in her satin blue long dress.  A Rolls Royce limousine picked her up at her door.  She felt like a true Tsarina.  When Kathryn arrived at the ball a butler announced her as follows:
	“Her majesty, Tsarina Anastasia Romanov of Russia.”
	Kathryn’s announcement at the ball became a hot topic at the palace and in the British government.  King Charles wanted to use the formal title.  The Foreign Office worried about offending the Kremlin, which caused six months to pass before the ball finally took place.  In the end, King Charles won the argument.  Like many English people, Russia’s invasion of the Ukraine infuriated King Charles.  His family witnessed too many dictators invading non-aggressive countries.  The ball served as a way for his family to protest the invasion.  
	Kathryn felt like she floated in a dream.  She danced briefly with the King and also the Prince of Wales.  Oddly, Kathryn felt very much at home at the ball as if she attended such things all the time.  While she noticed some handsome young men, she did not notice Peter Worthy until he stood before her.  A very handsome man, Peter nicely fit the bill of handsome young prince.  Kathryn’s eyes sparkled and a big smile spread across her face.  When Peter asked her to dance, Kathryn answered yes before he could even finish his request.  
	Several hours passed as the two danced to every waltz and other tune played.  He finally led her to the side of the floor where they began to talk.  Peter asked the inevitable question first.  
	“Are you really Tsarina Anastasia.  You would be 123.  You don’t look that old to me.  In fact, you are quite beautiful.”
	“The best way to answer you is with facts.  According to facial recognition and DNA testing I am a 100% match to Anastasia.  I even have the same blemishes, not that a girl would ever admit to having any of those.  No one has offered a good explanation of why I am an 18-year old girl, having turned eighteen a short while ago.  The official explanation is that I spent many years in hibernation and did not age in this state.  I suppose that is as good an explanation as any that have been offered.  You didn’t know you were dancing with an older woman, did you?”  
	“Do you remember being a young girl in Nicholas II’s family.”
	“No not specifically, but when I look at historical figures from the early twentieth century, they look familiar to me.  I also have vague memories of balls like this.  Otherwise, I live in the present.   Do you follow me on the news and social media?”
	“I do.  Your story is fascinating to me.”
	“Tonight, I hoped I’d find a boy that felt an attraction to me rather than one who wanted to be near a curiosity.  Whatever else I might be, I am a young girl attracted to handsome men like you.”
	“But I do find you attractive and a little mysterious.  Do you ever think that you might return to Russia one day as the Tsarina?”
	“I think about that every day.   There are forces in Russia that want me restored to the throne, But Vladimir Putin, the President of Russia believes he is the new Tsar.  He is, of course, a peasant with a big ego.  He has no royal blood.  Like all dictators, he pretends to have public support.  Anyone who would oppose him or run against him for office, ends up dead or imprisoned.  With people like him in power, I may never reassume the Russian throne.”
	“I know if you did you would do so with compassion.  I can see that in you.”  Peter said.  
	“Truth is I don’t know if I will ever be Tsarina in mother Russia, but I intend to do my best to make this happen.  Meanwhile, I am happy to be here with you.”
	“And I with you.  I attend Eton.  Maybe you can come and visit me.”
	“I would like nothing better but Putin has his assassins after me.  This is the first outside trip I have taken.  I would like to be free one day to go where I please, but I can’t do that now.  Putin has tried to kill me three times.  There seems to be no end to his attacks on me.” 
	“Maybe we can have you go out with a disguise.  At least, we can have you try.”
	“I would like that but I doubt my handlers would allow it.”
	Kathryn danced with Peter again losing herself in his arms.  She wanted to stay there forever.  Too soon for Kathryn, the dance ended.  Peter said goodbye but before he left, they exchanged phone numbers and emails.  Kathryn would communicate with Peter as she did with Mila.  
	The return trip felt scarier than the outward trip.  If the FSB planned an attack it would be along their route home.  Sergey, Mi-5 and 6 planned for this eventuality.  An Augusta Westland Apache Helicopter stayed close to their route in case an attack took place.  About 2/3 of the way back to her estate, a group of cars blocked their armored car.  As Kathryn’s limousine approached the cars, one of the men fired an RPG-7 at the vehicle.  The armor in the car prevented catastrophic injury to the occupants but the limousine stopped in the road slightly damaged.   Automatic weapon fire immediately followed the rocket propelled grenade attack.  
	As Kathryn huddled in the smoking car, she heard the Apache approaching.  What happened next awed Kathryn.  The Apache M230 chain gun fired followed by the launch of a Hellfire missile.  The ten soldiers and three cars opposing them literally disappeared in a cloud of dust.  Nothing remained except smoking ruins.  When the driver turned to Kathryn,  she said to him:  
	“I am sorry that those soldiers had to die but it reminds me of what are brothers and sisters in the Ukraine must endure.  I do not think you can deal with Vladimir Putin. He is a thug.  He only know violence.  He only has concern for himself.”  
	“Tsarina, I have Ukraine ancestry. I couldn’t agree with you more.”
	The next morning on her broadcast to Russians who could receive her message she echoed the same thoughts.  Russia needed new leadership.






































                                     Putin’s Men Meet Again

	  
	Mikhail Mishustin threw his arms in the air as he addressed  his fellow Putin comrades, Sergei Ivanov, Viktor Ivanov, Igor Sechin,  Alexander Bortnikov, and Sergey Narysnkin,  
“Vladimir did not like the Russian aristocracy idea.  As expected, he thinks of himself as the Tsar of all of Russia.  Unfortunately, I do not believe the Russian people share his sentiments.  Unrest continues to grow.  I am fearful that more arrests will only fan the flames as have Anastasia’s broadcasts.  The latest attempt on her life merely reinforces what she has been saying from the beginning.  Vladimir is a thug with no respect for the Russian people. I say this with a great love for Vladimir.  All of us in this room owe him a great deal.  But at some point, he will hold onto power too long.  Then our enemies will pounce.  Maybe killing Anastasia will help but I fear making her a martyr.”
“We came to power defeating the monarchists.  We also turned back the democracy forces brought by Boris Yeltsin.  We are communists and must remain true to our roots.  Giving monarchists a little power in the form of a platform will not diminish our power.  They will be figureheads, nothing more.  A way to quiet our opposition.  We have to look at it that way.  We need to speak with Vladimir again.  If we continue to bring it up in a non-threatening way, he will eventually relent and bring Anastasia to Russia.”  Viktor said.
“Yes ,if he doesn’t kill her first. All  of this would be unnecessary if we could just bring the Ukraine War to an end.” Igor said. 
“Vladimir will not relent on the war or his pursuit of Anastasia.  Once he sets upon a course, he does not back down until he wins.  We can only subtly suggest a new course.  This is all we can safely do.  Need I remind all of you.  Vladimir eliminates all his enemies even those who once were his friends. He is an absolute dictator not just a dictator.”  Alexander said.  The men around the table merely nodded in agreement to this statement.  


















                                       Traitor

Arkadi Yeltsin, who had a distant relation to Boris Yeltsin, headed the Committee before 
Sergey assumed command.  An ardent monarchist, he passionately believe that a return to the monarchy would be good for the Russian people.  Arkadi acquired the title of Chairman of the  Committee Board, which at least on paper gave him some control over Sergey.  After assuming his current position, Arkadi went home to his mother Russia.  His involvement with the Committee shrank to occasional board meetings and a general knowledge of what the committee did.  Unknown to Arkadi, the FSB tolerated his return for a time when his influence could be used to their  advantage.  Arkadi. much to his surprise, received a summons from Dimitry Medvedev, the head of the FSB.  Arkadi had not heard from the FSB since his return to Russia.  
	Dimitri motioned Arkadi to sit in a chair opposite him.  He began immediately.  
	“Arkadi I have been meaning to catch up with you, our old enemy and chief monarchist.  Because your role with the committee is more ceremonial than real, we have allowed you to retire here.  Nonetheless, we have a request to make of you.  In the words of an American gangster movie actor  I like, I intend to make an offer to you that you cannot refuse.  I want you to kill Anastasia Romanov, who has become a major irritant to our government.”
	“After working for most of my life to smooth her transition into being the sovereign of our country, why would I do that.  From what I hear, she has begun to make major advances in our goal to reinstate the monarchy.”
	“I understand your nephew Dimitri, who is like a son to you, has been accepted to the General Staff Academy.  We are thinking of recruiting him to this agency. Like all military academies, the students of the academy sometimes engage in dangerous  activities.  It would be a terrible tragedy if this fine young Russian died on one of these training missions.   Of course, whether this happens is up to you.  We have a special poison that is radioactive and cyanide based.  It is absorbed through the skin. This poison is 100% effective. You merely have to spill some of this on Anastasia’s to assure Dimitri’s future.  My major adjutant will provide you with the poison and the instructions on how to use it.”
	“I understand Director.  I will do as you ask.”
	“Good, now rid me of this female menace.”  Dimitri said pleasantly.  













                            Kathryn Plans

	“Rebecca, a Committee higher up is visiting tomorrow from Russia.  He has suddenly taken a personal interest in me when he showed no such interest in the past.  Sergey said that this guy, Arkadi mentored him as he rose in the Committee staff to become President.  He assures me Arkadi is on our side. Maybe I have just become paranoid after all these attempts on my life but I feel nervous about this visit.”  Kathryn said.  
	“I have been thinking about what we can do to better respond to threats against you.  You have to be dreaming before I can tell you of a threat.  If the threat is immediate, my warning can be too late to be of any value.  All spirits have the ability to move very light things or to touch a living being very lightly.  The problem for us is this requires a great deal of energy and risks us being drawn into the light up above or the darkness down below.  For this reason, spirits almost never do this.  So, I have decided to lightly touch your ear if you face an immediate threat.  If you feel this touch, you must run as fast as you can to get away from this threat.   I will only touch you this way if the threat is immediate and possibly lethal.  Is this okay?”  Rebecca asked.  
	“Yes absolutely.  This could mean life or death for me.  I will feel a lot more secure if I know you are watching me.”
	“Okay then.  We have a deal.  Let’s hope you never feel my touch.”
	
	
	

	   
  

	 
	
	
	
	













                                                 Arkadi Attacks 

	Arkadi arrived at the English estate used by Kathryn a week after his meeting with the FSB chief Dimitry.  Arkadi convinced himself that the assassination he would undertake would be necessary to protect the ones he loved.  Nonetheless Arkadi worried about how to get away with the murder.  A healthy eighteen-year old does not just collapse and die.  Even if they did not see him spill the poison on Anastasia, Sergey and the rest of the Committee staff would assume him to be responsible.  For this reason, he frequently fingered the small poison flask in his pocket.  The top had a spring attached to it making it easy to open with a flick of his finger but it remained securely fastened.  
	 Rebecca, however,  watched everything he did.  Even though Rebecca tried, she did not see what he fingered in his pocket. She could not act on mere suspicion but his behavior seemed odd to her.  After greeting everyone at the estate. except Kathryn who stayed in her room, he adjourned to the bathroom.  There he removed the small flask and checked the seal.  He practiced the throw he would use to spread the poison on Anastasia in such a way as to not put the poison on anyone else including himself.  Finally satisfied that he had the technique he would use mastered, Arkadi joined everyone else in the throne room.  In Russian, he asked Sergey.
	“Where is Anastasia?  I came here to see her.”
	“She is preparing for her entrance as women will do. She should be down any moment.”
	Meanwhile, Kathryn placed a bullet-proof vest underneath her dress and wore long sleeves.  She also had a rubber suit underneath the dress which made her look heavier than she happened to be. The rubber suit had a turtleneck which covered her neck.  Kathryn spent hours studying the ways someone like Arkadi might kill her: a knife, a gun, or poison that absorbed through the skin.  He could of course use a poison gas but the rest of the people in the room would die from it as well. Also, Arkadi would have to put on a gas mask, a very awkward thing to do.   After hours of study she decided that a poison absorbed through the skin would be the most likely approach.  Just as she readied herself to go to the throne room, she felt the slight pressure on her ear.  Rebecca confirmed what she suspected.  Arkadi would try to kill her.  Why the head of an organization that had spent considerable time and resources trying to protect her would turn on her like this, she would discover later. Preparing herself for what would come, Kathryn descended the stairs and walked into the throne room.  Her outfit clearly perplexed everyone.  They expected the attractive young woman to be wearing something else.  
	Kathryn’s preparations forced Arkadi to alter his plan.  He would have to throw the poison in her face.  This would appear to be what it would be, an attack.  He would suffer the consequences of his attack.  Arkadi would be tried for murder in a country that would not protect him.  Still, he would protect Dimitri.  Arkadi felt old and suffered from high blood pressure and from COPD symptoms.  He would not live much longer than his current 72 years.  He would gladly trade what remained of his life for Dimitri’s life.  Finally, Sergey spoke.  
	“Anastasia what on earth are you wearing?  This is hardly what a Tsarina wears.”
	“Four times I have survived assassination attempts.  I am merely trying out some gear that protects me from such attempts.  I have to say that using these protective outfits doesn’t exactly present me as a woman would like to be presented.”  Kathryn responded with a smile on her face.    
	Arkadi stepped forward to greet Anastasia and withdrew the flask in his pocket at the same time.  Kathryn immediately recognized what he did and turned to run away, using her bodyguards as shields.  Arkadi threw the poison at Kathryn’s face but her quick movement caused the poison to fall on her chest, where the bullet-proof vest and the rubber outfit protected her.  Kathryn’s sudden change in position also caused Arkadi to spill a small amount on his arm.  When Kathryn’s guards saw Arkadi throw the poison at Kathryn, they quickly brought him to the ground, their pistols pointing at his head.  Sergey shocked by what took place, addressed Arkadi.  
	“Why would you do this?  This very brave young woman has done more for our cause in the last year than over one hundred years of our efforts without her.  Did I ever know you?  You are the most despicable among men, a traitor to your cause.”  
	“I had no choice.  Dimitry Medvedev threatened to have my nephew who is attending the General Staff Academy killed in an accident if I didn’t kill Anastasia.  I did what I did to protect him.”  
	“The FSB and the KGB have threatened and killed many of us over the years.  The employees of the Committee have  made many sacrifices for the cause over these years.  One threat and you turn into a traitor dishonoring all their sacrifices.  You disgust me.  Have the English police arrest him for attempted murder?”  Sergey responded.  
	As the two former friends spoke, two women with gloves, carefully removed Kathryn’s dress, the bullet-proof vest and eventually the rubber top from Kathryn.  Several of the servants surrounded Kathryn to protect her modesty.  They then sent the bullet-proof vest to the laboratory to examine what substance Arkadi threw at Anastasia.  Arkadi spoke.  
	“I will tell you what the substance is.  It’s thorium and cyanide-based poison that is easily absorbed through the skin.  If a person manages to survive the cyanide, the thorium causes them to die slowly of cancer.  The FSB uses the poison for many of its assassinations. I spilled a tiny amount on my arm when Anastasia moved.  I am already feeling sick.  I might die and solve your problems of what to do with me.”  
	“I could care less whether you die or live. Take Arkadi out of here.  He is dead to me and our cause.” 










                                      




                                    Reflections

	Kathryn poured out her heart to Peter who she called almost every day.  This last attempt on her life unnerved her. 
	“Peter, in the other attempts on my life, I felt the Committee would stop or prevent them.   I have learned how to live with the stress.   But this time, a compromised member of the Committee came after me.  I can’t seem to trust anyone.  I need to disguise myself and disappear somewhere.  This target needs to become hidden.”
	“Kathryn you know I adore you.  I will hide you near my house for a while.  I don’t think we would be safe out on our own.  They would find you and kill both of us.  Do you really think you will be safe outside your house?”
	“Probably not but at least I could spend some time with you.  I need some male companionship.  I feel like I am in a shooting gallery here and I am the only target.”
	“Are you going to change your appearance?”
	“I will cut my hair short and wear glasses.  I will wear dumpy clothes. This is not the kind of outfit a girl wants to wear for her man but if it makes me safer, I had better do it.”
	“You will still be the beautiful, wonderful, strong Anastasia.  When do you want to come?”
	“I have a small African nation coming today to present their credentials to me.  Russia promised funding for them then reneged on the promise after the Ukraine war sucked up all their money.  In fact, every nation coming to me is angry at Russia or threatened by them.  They know it irritates Moscow when they present credentials to us and this is why they do it.  My aides handle most of this stuff but I have to be there to give the formal approval.  For this reason, I will spend a small amount of time with you and then return to do my  duty.  I need to send a message to my handlers at the Committee that I am not happy about the latest assassination attempt on my life.  I need to show some independence.  I will come tomorrow after I finish the meetings today.  I take a walk then.  At the end of the walk I will meet you as far away from the estate as I can safely travel.”
	“I will be waiting.  I will send a car for you and park it at the edge of the property.”
	















                                  The Escape

	Kathryn took her usual morning walk but headed for the property line.  She rarely walked here because the danger increased the farther, she travelled from the house.  Peter waited for her.  Within minutes she travelled to his estate.  Peter took the day off from attending Eton where his family gained their secondary education for generations.  Peter took her to a well-appointed room isolated from the rest of the house.  To access the room, one had to pass through several hidden doors.  His father Richard, the Duke, often used the room to hide from complaining tenants on the estate.  After re-entering the main house, Richard greeted Kathryn.  
	“Tsarina, how good of your highness to come and visit us.  Peter is quite taken with you.  We have lost so many aristocrats and royals in Europe since World War I.  If you could restore the aristocracy in Russia, all aristocrats would benefit.  You are welcome to stay here as long as you like.  You are beautiful, intelligent, and brave.  I understand a member of the Committee to Restore the Monarchy tried to kill you.  The FSB turned him by threatening his nephew, bad business all of it.”
	“Duke, Richard thank you so much for sheltering me.  I needed to leave the estate where I lived for a while to throw off the assassins.  I will have to return at some point to resume my official duties.  I do not know who to trust.  Anyway, I wanted to spend some time with Peter.  People forget that I am an eighteen-year old girl and like boys just like any other girl my age. I very much want to be Peter’s girlfriend but so far, I haven’t been able to spend any time with him.”
	“He has to return to Eton.  He took a sick day today, but we will give him as much time as possible with you.  By the way, I understand the Romanov’s loved music.”
	“Yes, I know how to play the piano, but I don’t remember learning how to play.  I sing too.  I just started singing one day while I played.  I seem to know Russian classics like Tchaikovsky but I started to listen to modern music and sing along with it.  When I become nervous after the assassination attempts, I play and sing.  It relaxes me.”
	“You are welcome to play our Steinway Grand Piano any time you like.  You are probably safe while the FSB figures out where you have gone.  When they do, you will have to go to the private hidden room.’
	“Yes Anastasia, will you play for me.  I sing in the choir at Eton.  Maybe we can sing together.”  Peter said.  
	“I would love that Peter.”  
	For the next several hours, Peter and Anastasia sang together as Anastasia played the piano.  Then quite suddenly, Anastasia stopped playing, jumped up, and hugged Peter with all her strength.  “I love being here with you Peter,  but every day I live in terror of assassination.  Kiss me, so I can feel close to you.”    
	    

	  
	


                                               Next Assassin

	Anatoly received his assignment from his FSB handlers to assassinate Anastasia with a mixture of fear and anticipation.  With a unique set of abilities, an ability to climb almost everything, unlock almost any lock, disable most alarm systems, and speak many languages fluently including English, the demand for his services grew.  He, of course, trained very hard to be proficient with almost any weapon that his profession could use and developed an uncanny ability to persuade people to help him in his assignments.  Anatoly could tell what people wanted and use this against them.  He would now kill the woman that his fellow officers said could not be killed.  
	The FSB did its usually exemplary job of inserting him in England with impeccable English credentials.   The estate of the Tsarina now had an outer and inner zone of security.  Anatoly’s credentials qualified him for the outer zone but not the inner.  To qualify for the inner zone, an applicant would have had to work for the Committee for at least a year.  Anatoly did not have time to meet this requirement.  So once hired, he began to converse with and evaluate each of the Committee employees that had access to the inner circle.  He looked hard for weaknesses and studied the resumes of those employees provided to him by the FSB.  Finally, he found a Robert Anderson a former SAS officer who had a gambling problem.  Robert aside from his gambling issues, possessed a spotless service record.  He became a vital part of the inner circle defense team.  
	Anatoly approached Robert in a subtle way.  His used his English name John.  
	“Robert, I hear you like to play cards and gamble a little.  Where do you go around here to do this?  I am from Chester, near the Scottish and Welsh border. I don’t know the houses around here.”
	“I go to the Hippodrome bar and casino.  They have great games and entertainment.  I go there frequently.”
	“Hey, do you want some company.  I would love to take a turn on the blackjack tables.”
	“I am going tonight.  Why don’t you come along?”
	“Love too.” 
	Anatoly and Robert quickly became mates at the Hippodrome where Richard began to lose money.  Anatoly could see the glint in Richard’s eyes and could tell the time to strike came.   Richard turned to Anatoly.
	“Just as my luck began to turn, I run out of money.  I don’t suppose you can stake me?”
	“I have a lot of cash but it came from some tough wealthy men.  If you lose it, they will ask for their money back and may ask a favor as well.  They are not the kind of people you can say no to when the time comes to pay them back.  I am just telling you up front what happens with these people.  If you want to leave now, I am fine with that.”
	“How much can you loan me from these guys?” 
	“They gave me 50,000 pounds.  I can stake you up to this amount.”  Anatoly said. 
	“Okay I will take the full 50,000.   I feel lucky tonight.”
	Over the next hour, Robert lost the full 50,000.  He made some money initially on some good bets but lost control and made some risky bets that did not pay.  With anxiety in his eyes, Robert turned to Anatoly.  
	“I guess I am done for the evening.  Lady luck didn’t show up after all.  When will I hear from your guys?”
	“I expect it will be soon. They employ a lot of guys like you in their collection department.  I can show you the graves of some guys that did not pay or refused to do what these men asked.  I am sorry mate that things did not go your way tonight.”
	“It’s not your fault.   I will wait for your guys to get back to me.”
	Anatoly needed access to Anastasia’s window.  He would scale the outside of the house and gain entrance there.  He possessed a porcelain gun that would not be detected by the house scanners.  The following day he approached Richard.  
	“I heard from my guys.  You have to pay 500 pounds a month but they also want me to hand deliver a note they have prepared.  I have no idea what it says.  If anyone other than Anastasia reads the note, they will consider the request unfulfilled.  The collection department will then be activated.”
	“As long as you past the screening, I can let you into the house, but if you knock on Anastasia’s door she will not answer.  You can put the note under her door.”  
	“I think I can sell that to these people.  Follow me, I will screen you myself.”
	As designed, Anatoly’s gun did not register in the screening.  He waved at Richard and headed toward the stairs up to Anastasia’s room.  He considered doing what he told Richard he would do but her door might have a dead bolt with a floor insert making it very difficult to enter through this door.  So, he pursued his original plan.  Anatoly slipped out the back door and immediately began to climb to Anastasia’s second floor window.  Within minutes, Anatoly opened the window by releasing its lock and deftly landed in Anastasia’s room.  Anatoly quickly removed his gun.  As he guessed, the door had a floor mounted lock that would have been almost impossible for him to open but the lock did not appear engaged.  Anatoly scanned the room with his gun but Anastasia did not appear to be present.  He looked everywhere.  According to his intelligence she would be in her room at this time of day.  Uncertain, of what to do, Anatoly noticed a motion sensor in the corner.  He decided to exit the way he came but before he could do so, Anastasia’s two bodyguards burst through the door.  In Russian they said.  
	“Drop your gun or we will send you to the afterlife.”
	Anatoly wisely did just that and put up his hands.  In Russian, he responded.  
	“Nice to meet you gentlemen.”  
	  
	
	
	
	

	

	





                           The Phone Call

	“Hi Sergey. I bet you are wondering where I am.  I decided to visit a friend.  I did not feel safe at the estate anymore.  I know you have worked very hard to ensure my safety but the FSB seems to bypass your precautions with relative ease.”
	“Anastasia, I would have been very angry but another FSB assassin came for you.   He climbed the outside of the mansion and entered your window.  He had a ceramic gun that did not trigger the scan machine.  He gained access through one of our employees who had a gambling problem.  That employee has been fired and turned into the police.  Shortly after he came in the window our guards responded but he had enough time to shoot you if you had been there.  I think randomly leaving as you did without notice is probably a good idea.  It throws off the assassins.”
	“That is not why I did it but we have to keep on working the security angle. I will return to the estate soon but I will not tell you where I am or when I will come.  We have to do everything we can to protect my safety.”
	“Right you are.  You have a lot of work to do when you return.  Your popularity in Russia and among Russian people elsewhere in the world continues to grow.  As it does, you will have more work than ever to do.”
	“I will be back soon enough to do my work and face more assassins.”

























                              The Master Plan 

	The moment Kathryn returns to her estate, she missed Peter.  She had a hard time thinking of anything else.  Some changes to her security situation had been implemented.  A smooth, polished  wall now surrounded her window making the climbing of it very hard.  Also, a hole underneath the window now filled with loose sand complicated access by ladder.  Finally, cameras were installed around Anastasia’s windows, making a stealthy approach almost impossible.  When she spoke to Peter on the phone, Kathryn joked.  “No Casanova is coming to serenade me below this new window of mine.”
	A week after she returned, Kathryn was called to the conference room.  She wore one of the dresses she used to welcome guests.  Sergey began the meeting.   
	“For fifty years, we have been preparing a site on the ocean like this one on the Kamchatka Peninsula in Russia.  We have kept the construction of this facility and its purpose as secret as possible.  Slowly but surely, we have gained the support of all the public officials in the area.  The seven-hundred-mile long peninsula only has 400,000 people.  Of necessity, the site is heavily defended, and has numerous escape routes.  Very few people from the outside will be permitted to visit the facility.  The site, however, has millions of dollars of the very best communications equipment.  At first, we will route our broadcasts from here through this site to test the kind of attack the Russian government will undertake against the facility.  If the site is deemed safe, Anastasia and the rest of her support staff will travel to this site.  Anastasia will once again be in mother Russia.  Needless to say, the government will not sanction our operation and will probably mount an attack on it, but the power of the symbol of the Romanov’s return to Russian soil cannot be underestimated.”
	“I am excited to go there.  I can’t be Tsarina of Russia living in England.  As soon as it is safe, I will go.”  Anastasia said.  
	“Anastasia, you will need to study everything about this site.  It’s location, escape routes and overall layout.  The Peninsula is cold most of the year which makes outdoor walks you so much enjoy difficult, but we have carved out a safe heavily defended route for you to use.  The decision to go there will be made without warning to you or anyone else.  Obviously, the success of this part of our plan is crucial.  If we fail, Russia may never see a restoration of the monarchy.  I cannot give you an estimate of when this will take place.  Everything will continue as it is until the move is made.” 
	“I feel this is my destiny.  The only thing I will regret is leaving Peter behind.”  
	  



	







                                           The Putin Committee

	Mikhail Mishustin once again stared at his fellow Putin comrades, Sergei Ivanov, Viktor Ivanov, Igor Sechin,  Alexander Bortnikov, and Sergey Narysnkin .  
“Every time the FSB tries to assassinate Anastasia and fails, the entire outside world including many within our own country sees our failures.  Vladimir’s policies make her more popular by the day.  Every soldier we lose in the Ukraine, erodes our support.  De-escalation might help but Vladimir increases our military instead, further alarming our neighbors.  We cannot take on the whole world. While he has some support from the Chinese and the North Koreans, this is our war not theirs.  They will send weapons but never soldiers to fight..  We cannot afford to prosecute this war forever.”
“Vladimir will not change.  He is afraid to admit failure as a strongman.  He is resistant to the idea of restoring the monarchy, even though it might blunt some of the criticism he is suffering.  I worry about assassination attempts.  His security is good but no security is foolproof.  In the end, we will support him in whatever he does.   We just have to believe that something good will come out of all this.  We can make suggestions. That is all we can do.”  Igor said.  
“Yes, so long  as his position remains solid. When we see him falling, then we will push our ideas more forcibly. Until then, we wait.” Alexander added.  
“I have heard that Anastasia will come to Russia.  If she does, her support will grow but we will be in a position to finally eliminate her.  I have all my contacts on the alert for her movement back here.”  Sergey said.  
“Do not underestimate her level of support.  Many Russians will support and protect her.  If we attack her, we could face a rebellion.  If only this war with the Ukraine would end.  She feeds on the discontent created by this war.”  Viktor added.  
“Timing will be critical.  If she moves back here too soon, she will not have the support she needs to survive.  Let’s hope that it is soon.”  Mikhail concluded.  
















                                   The Second Trip  

Anastasia spoke with Peter on the phone as she did every day.  Peter said.  
“King Charles is coming for a visit day after tomorrow.  He would like to see you.  I think the king knows that one day you will travel to Russia to pursue your birthright.  He is one of your biggest fans.  Can you come?”
“I will come to see you not him. I am willing to see you anytime.  I think about you every day. Will we meet at the same place?”
“Yes no one caught on last time.  I think it would be the safest thing we could do.”
“I will be there.’
Anastasia could barely sleep thinking of her rendezvous with Peter.  She moved quietly to their rendezvous point and slipped into his Jaguar.  Anastasia did not see the reporter watching her.  
Robert Johnson, a free lance reporter , who worked for the Times, the Guardian, the Sun and the Metro among other periodicals began following Anastasia’s story from the beginning.  At first, her story seemed so fantastic, the newspapers he serviced expressed little interest.  But this all changed when the king received her at court and held a ball for her.  Then the frequent assassination attempts further elevated her story.  Robert suspected she dated the future Duke, Peter, but had not been able to show them together except at the ball.  By asking everyone working at her estate, he established that Anastasia often went on walks and that one day she walked to the end of the property and disappeared for several days.  Robert began watching her walks hoping she would repeat this extended walk.  When he saw Peter pick her up in the Duke’s Jaguar, he almost began dancing with joy.  
As before, the Duke welcomed Anastasia to his home.  He commented.  
“Last time, visiting here saved your life.  I hope you have as good a visit as last time your grace.”
“If I am with Peter, I know I will have a great time. I missed singing with your son.”  Anastasia said in response.  
“The king will be here later today.  Are you ready for him?”
“King Charles and I get along very well.  I will very much enjoy his visit.”
“Dad, Anastasia and I are going for a walk.  We have much to discuss.”
“Go on then.  I think things will become very busy in a short time.”
As the couple walked, Peter became serious.  
“I am not dealing very well with losing you at any moment to Russia.  I love you.  You are a great listener.  You are attractive and very bright.  You understand my problems and can help me deal with them.  No other girl can do that for me.  I can’t stand the other women of my station that dad wants me to consider for wives.  I don’t have any commoner woman who interests me either.  I am still young, ready to go to Oxford as all my ancestors have done, but I don’t think I will find anyone there either.  I look at you sometimes and think you have stepped out of a history book.  I love history.  It is my favorite subject.  In short, I want to marry you but our circumstances don’t seem to allow it.”
“Peter, I love you too and want to have your children.  The Russians who support me will accept my marriage to you, a high-born member of the British Aristocracy.  Our children will continue the Romanov line.  I keep dodging assassins but one may succeed in killing me sometime in the future.  If I have a son or daughter, my long-term goal of restoring the Russian Aristocracy may ultimately succeed despite my untimely death.  So yes, let’s marry as soon as possible.”
“I will ask dad for his blessing.  You will have to do the same with the Committee who supports you.”
“I will do so but I believe they will see the wisdom of doing this.”
 






                                

	
















	
	
	 
	
	
	
	
	  

	
	
	
                                 The Reporter 

	Robert Johnson ran to his car but by the time he started his small vehicle, the Jaguar disappeared.  Nonetheless, he located the Duke’s house and headed there.  Deciding to be very bold, Robert drove up to the entrance to the estate and rang the bell.  He just made it in time.  Security for the king already headed to prepare the estate prior to the king’s visit.   After pounding on the door for several minutes, a tall reserved butler answered the door.  	
	“Yes, what is your purpose here.  The Duke does not react well to trespassers.”
	“I am Robert Johnson, a reporter for the Times and other newspapers.  I observed the Duke’s son Peter pick up Anastasia Romanov at her estate.  I followed them here.  I would like to conduct an interview of both of them if at all possible.”
	“Anastasia, as far as I know, is not here.  The Duke and his son Peter have a PR person who schedules interviews.  You can call her and make an appointment.  The Duke and Peter do not conduct impromptu interviews.  Now please leave here.  If you do not, I will call the police.”
	“I am going to write an article about Peter and Anastasia.  The article will be much more favorable to both of them, if you grant me access.”
	“Here is the card of the PR person who schedules interviews for the Duke and his son.  Call her and make an appointment.”
	With that statement, the butler closed the  large estate door in Robert Johnson’s face. Acting boldly again, Robert refused to move until a police car pulled up next to him and made him move.  He reluctantly drove out of the estate when the angry policeman pulled a  gun on him.  When he reached the edge of the Duke’s property, Robert found a number of policemen and a camera crew gathered.  Robert parked his car with the other reportes and approached Tim Worthy a reporter he worked with at the Times when he began his career.  
	“Hey, Tim what is this about?”  
	“The King is visiting the Duke.  I got stuck with the royal beat but very little happens to report on.  What brings you here? I see you came out of the estate before anyone could stop you.”
	“I have another story I am pursing.  Sorry I can’t share it with you.  I have no idea whether it involves the king or not.  The butler at the estate threw me out of the place.  I didn’t get anything from him.  I think I will hang with you for a while, but I doubt any news will come out of this visit.”  
	“I couldn’t agree with you more.”
	  
	
	








                                                The King’s Visit

	King Charles and the Duke, as soon as the king entered the estate, talked quietly together about Royal matters.  Then King Charles turned to Anastasia.  
	“Anastasia, I have been following your struggles with the assassins sent after you.  The reports I have received indicate your popularity in Russia continues to grow.  Our Foreign Office thinks this is a very positive development.  Under Putin, Russian has been the worst aggressor in the world.  Putin is becoming as obsessed with you as he is with the Ukraine. These obsessions are increasing opposition to him and his policies in Russia.  Young men are refusing to sign up for his war as he tries to conscript them.  It is rather like a pressure cooker.  At some point it will blow.  Keeping you alive has always been a priority with us,  Now it is becoming even more so.  We are hoping if Putin falls, you will be able to return to Russia and re-establish the aristocracy.  Our prime minister is assigning additional security to you.”
	“Thank you, your highness.  I am grateful for any additional assistance.  I have another matter that I would like to bring up to you and the Duke.  Your Royal Ball has been a success beyond any of our imaginings.  Peter has swept me off my feet.  I fell in love with him.  The female part of me is ready to marry him and have some heirs to the Russian throne.  My practical side also believes such a union would be a good idea.  Although the FSB assassins have not yet killed me, having some heirs that could take over for me if I am killed is a very prudent thing to do.  Therefore, I am asking both you and the Duke to allow me to marry Peter.”
	“Peter is this what you want?”  The Duke asked.  
	“Absolutely father.  I am in love with Anastasia.  No other woman even comes close to her in my mind.  I know I am a little young but having more heirs to the Russian throne is a very good idea.”
	“If that is what you want, you have my blessing.  Anastasia has royal English as well as royal Russian blood.  Your highness, what do you think?”
	“I think it is a splendid idea.  Let me call the PM and the Foreign Office and see how they want to handle this.”  The King added.  
















                                        Another Assassin

	Bogdan, posing as an English journalist covering King Charles, differed from his predecessors.  He showed extreme patience in going after his targets.  He wanted his targets in the least secure positions possible.  In his experience, almost all of his targets would eventually be in such a position.  When this took place, he would strike with deadly accuracy.  This opportunity seemed to be at hand.  The newspapers suggested that Anastasia stayed at the Duke’s house, a place much less secure than the Tsarina’s normal estate.  
	He spent the next several hours in his car using his extensive computer skills to research everything he could about the Duke’s estate and the habits of the people occupying it.  He barely noticed that the rest of the media long ago left his location when King Charles headed to Windsor Castle.  Bogdan found a place up the road where he could place his car unseen from the road and retraced his steps to the gate.  From there he moved along the property line until he could no longer be seen from the road.  As he traveled along the fence, he finally found a place where the fence ended.  He followed the fence heading off in the other direction until he finally stood opposite the estate barely visible in the distance.  Bogdan would not find any place closer to the mansion. Waiting for darkness to fall,  he calmly removed his tools and made a hole in the fence which allowed him access.  Bogdan noticed patrols circling the house.  He timed them so he could make slow progress toward the mansion.  
	Faced now with a locked house, Bogdan once again waited until the lights in the house turned off.  He then removed the portable EMP device provided to him by the FSB.  One pulse from this device, all the lights and electronic equipment in the mansion would be deactivated.  The device did its job and Bogdan well trained in lock picking unlocked the front door and slipped inside.  He paused in the front hall listening.  The Duke kept many dogs but they were penned in a nice facility elsewhere on the property.  Satisfied no one stirred, he noiselessly moved up the stairs to the guest rooms location indicated on the records he uncovered.   The estate had five such rooms but to his great distress, Anastasia did not sleep in any of them.  He cursed himself for moving too quickly.  He should have done more research to make sure where Anastasia would be.  Bogdan thought of breaking into the Duke’s and Peter’s room but before he could make this decision, he stepped on a creaky board.  A dog in Peter’s room began to bark.  Bogdan moved quickly to the staircase.  He needed to exit this place as soon as possible.  He made it to the front door when two 9 mm pistols pointed at  his head.  He heard a gruff command in Russian to fall to his knees.  Wanting to live, Bogdan did exactly as ordered.  
	Roughly handled with a bag over his head, Bogdan found himself in a concrete prison.  He saw an assassin he recognized.  From the looks of this prisoner, he would not enjoy the next several days.  








                                     The Wedding 

	Sergey and the Committee agreed with the plan to marry Anastasia to Peter.  Peter would be a Duke and had royal blood in his heritage.  Creating new heirs very much appealed to them.  Due to security reasons, the Duke and the Committee held a small private ceremony at the Duke’s estate.  King Charles attended as did the members of his royal family.  The British Government provided enhanced security.  The Committee broadcast the event everywhere they could.  They conducted a daily battle with Russian authorities over access in Russia.  The Committee would break through the blocks on transmission achieved by the Russian government only to have this government re-establish these blocks,  On this fine day in early September, the Committee broke through allowing transmission of this event throughout Russia.  The Russian people loved the pomp and the circumstance of the event which alternately used the Russian and English languages. An Orthodox priest as well as an Anglican Bishop officiated at the event.   Predictably, the Russian blocks re-emerged cutting off the ceremony but enough of it had been seen to make an impact.  Russians routinely talked about the restored Russian Monarchy and blamed Putin for interrupting the broadcast of the event.  This harmed his support in rural areas of the country where support for the monarchy showed its highest measure.   Vladimir’s popularity also continued to decline as the death toll in the Ukraine War surpassed one million and the Russian people blamed him for the loss.      
	Peter moved into Anastasia’s estate and commuted to Oxford as a freshman having graduated from Eton.  For the first time, Anastasia appeared to be very happy.  She soon became pregnant and shared the news to her Russian followers.  
	





















                                              Time Passes 

	A year after the marriage, Anastasia and Peter welcomed a baby boy into the world Alexei after Anastasia’s long dead brother.   Russians celebrated the birth. This reinforced the notion among many that the monarchy might find a way out of the mess Russia faced.  While the Ukraine War continued to drag on without resolution, the idea of restoring the Russian Monarchy became more and more popular.  Remote rural areas began to express public support for the monarchy.  The major population centers did not express public support but clearly the idea gained popularity there as well.  
	Anastasia, with a baby to care for, seemed to have less and less time for the routines she engaged in on a daily basis.  Her day filled from morning to evening.  When Peter returned from school, she spent as much time as possible with him.  Anastasia even began some online courses at London College to work through her bachelors’ degree.  She realized obtaining her degree would take many more years than the traditional four years.  Anastasia always found a few minutes to play the piano and sing.  This one activity calmed her more than any other.  
	The assassination attempts stopped for a while  The Kremlin finally learned that the more failed attempts occurred, the stronger Anastasia’s popularity with the Russian public became.  With more and more areas of the Russian country expressing opposition to Putin’s rule, the pressure proved to be too much for him.  Always a healthy man, Vladimir experienced a mild stroke.  The Putin Committee met and began to suggest that Vladimir step down from his Presidency but he would not hear of it.  Tensions mounted.  

























                                           The Time Comes 

	Vladimir made his daily walk to his office in the Kremlin as he had done for many years, but instead of walking vigorously he ambled slowly like an old man.  He received some paralysis from a stroke on his right side.  He also slurred his speech requiring many of his aides to strain to understand his orders.  On this day to his great surprise, his office filled with his top aides and military officers.  Mikhail Mishustin spoke.
	“For all of us, the day comes when we must step aside for the good of the country.  This day has come for you Vladimir.  In recognition of your great service to mother Russia, you will be allowed to retire to your palatial estate outside of Moscow.  For this to take place, you will have to announce your retirement to the public and to appoint me as your successor.  If you fight this action in any way, we will have to take other measures to ensure a smooth transition of power.  All of us have decided that this is the right course for us to take.”
	“You Judas,  I refuse to relinquish any power to any of you.  I am the duly elected President of Russia and will not resign.  I alone can lead Russia to its god given destiny.  I will kill and torture each of you.” 
	“Vladimir, we feared you might react this way.  Lieutenant do your duty.”  Mikhail said.  
	The army officer drew his pistol and  walked up to Vladimir.  Vladimir seeing what happened tried to remove a pistol from his desk but before he could the young officer shot him in the head.  Vladimir died instantly.  
	“Please clean up this mess and remove Vladimir’s body.  We have a country to run.”  Mikhail said.  
	Once in his new seat of power, Mikhail said.  
	“Contact Zelenskyy.  This war has gone on far too long.  It is time to bring it to an end. Obviously, I want as good a deal as possible.  Also, contact the Committee to Restore the Russian Monarchy.  Let’s see whether the re-establishment of a Russian Monarchy makes sense for us.  I do not wish to end up like Vladimir.”  
	“Mr. President would you have allowed Vladimir to retire to his estate?”  An aide remaining in his office said.  
	“I am not sure I would have.  He could have provided problems for us in his retirement.”  Mikhail said. 









                                       Reflections

	Kathryn pulled Peter aside one day.  He had just returned from Oxford.  
	“Peter, I love you completely and without reservation, but I feel some physical changes in me that raise some concerns.  We are both very young, but I suddenly feel the march of time.  Whatever means brought me to this moment, I am aging at an abnormal rate.  This reinforces the belief that I am actually Anastasia Romanoff, born in 1901.  My past may be catching up to me.  I have so much to do.  I want to live a long happy life with you but the word long may not apply to me anymore.  I want to re-establish the Russian Monarchy but I do not know whether I will have the time to do this.  If I appear moody, this is why.  I worry that if this aging takes hold you will no longer want or need me.”
	“Kathryn or Anastasia whatever you would like to be called, I have loved you from the first moment I saw you at the ball.  Nothing has changed in this regard.  If this accelerated aging takes place, we will face it together.  Whatever happens, Alexei, the next Tsar of Russia will be the result of our union.”
	“I hoped you would say that. I think I am pregnant for a second time.  We may have two royal births as opposed to one.”  
	“Then we have an even greater reason to celebrate.”
	“I know now why I fell in love with you.  You are the best thing to have happened in my tumultuous life.”   
	























                                            Russia 

	Pregnant with her second child and growing large, Anastasia sat at the conference table with Sergey.  Sergey began talking without hesitation.  
	“Mikhail MIshustin, the new Russian President, has reached out to us for negotiations.  He apologizes  for all the attempts made on your life and assures us that such assassination attempts will never take place again.  As you have no doubt read in the newspapers, he is in peace negotiations with the Ukraine.  What Mikhail has offered us is the following. 
1.  The Kremlin will formally recognize you as Tsarina of Russia.  Your residence will be in the palace we have prepared on the Kamchatka Peninsula.
2. All top tier leaders of Russia will receive appointments from the Russian Crown.  You will have no right to select any of these leaders or dismiss them.   You will merely give them a royal approval.
3. You will have the power to recognize any aristocratic claims of ancient origin and appoint new members to the aristocracy. 
4. No member of the aristocracy will receive land or compensation from the government as a result of their titles and appointments unless the Kremlin determines that such are warranted.  
5. The government will provide adequate funds for the monarchy to operate but will not prevent the crown from obtaining funds through other means.  
6. The government will provide the monarch with updates on its policies and actions  but the crown will have no power over these policies or actions.  The crown will, however, be allowed to comment on them.  
7. The Russian Crown will be allowed to receive foreign dignitaries, provided the foreign office allows it. 
8. As in previous days, the Russian Crown will work closely with the Russian Orthodox Church.  

Obviously, we will accept this deal from Mikhail but over time we hope to carve out some additional powers for our new aristocracy.  Anastasia you will finally become Tsarina of Russia.”
“I am shocked by this development.  Why would the communists offer this?”
“Vladimir’s government seriously degraded the popularity of the communist party with its disastrous war in the Ukraine.  The Russian Crown will give the people something to believe in once again without the party giving up any real power.  We believe this to be a shrewd move on Mikhail’s part.  While you will only be a figurehead, you can still influence the direction Russia takes in the future.  You and the Russian Crown will have a voice.”
“I will, of course, prepare for my trip to Russia.”
“We will need more time to negotiate all the details and to provide for your safety and security.  We suggest you wait for the arrival of your second child before you go.”  
“This makes sense.  I will tell Peter what has taken place.  He will have to brush up on his Russian.  I am giving him lessons and he is taking a Russian Course at Oxford, but now his studies take on a new urgency.


                                  The New Tsarina

	The next six months proved to be a whirlwind.  Anastasia and Peter welcomed a girl to their growing family.  They called her Katerina.  If possible, after a deal with the Kremlin went into force, Anastasia became busier than ever before.  In a shrewd move, she made friends with Sergey Lavov, the foreign minister.  When she received a request for a commoner to be elevated to the aristocracy, she wisely consulted Sergey before doing so.  If necessary, he would run it by Mikhail.  As a result, this Sergey became one of her biggest supporters.  Mikhail also appreciated Anastasia working with the party.  Despite her busy schedule,  Anastasia also carved out an hour every day to be with her children.  She quickly understood what it felt like to be a parent.  She loved Alexei, now running about as a toddler, and baby Katerina very much.  Weeks before her departure, Sergey called both she and Peter to the conference room.  
	“Anastasia, with our new access to Russia, we have finally found Boris Akulov’s diary at one of the places the old KGB raided.   It lay behind a cemented brick. Boris had an abiding interest in history and folklore.  The place he settled in Siberia had a local legend that every hundred years, a person would disappear and reappear over one hundred years later in the same place exactly as he or she left.  Through careful research he found out where and when this would take place.  As he read extensive diaries on the phenomena, Akulov came to realize that the person making the trip into the future would die shortly after making the trip of mysterious causes.  As this became known, no one wished to make the trip anymore.   
	Boris decided that his hibernation machine might avoid these lethal side-affects.  When you arrived at his facility, Boris quickly hooked you up to his machine as the phenomena would take place in four days according to the records he had. At the precise time, Akulov wheeled a hibernating you to the spot where the leap into the future would take place.  As expected, you disappeared at the precise time predicted and reappeared 106 years later.  This is when the Committee team of scientists came to take you off the hibernation machine.  To the Committee’s satisfaction, you recovered nicely from your hibernation.  Akulov of course did not live long enough to see whether his experiment succeeded or not.  He worried greatly that such a long period of time would result in your death.  In real time experiments, subjects never lasted more than one month in hibernation.  They simply died if kept longer than this.  Boris felt it to be very important that everyone believed you spent 106 years in hibernation.  This is why he made it seem to the locals that this is what took place. If any doubt existed, you are Anastasia Romanov.”
	“Thank you and the Committee for digging up the truth.  Unfortunately, this explains what has been happening to me.  Last week, I discovered a grey hair on my head.  For a twenty -one year old, this is a little strange.  Every day now, I am discovering more of them.  I am rapidly aging. I have already told Peter my suspicions.  I am doing what those other time travelers did but because of the hibernation it is occurring at a slower pace.  One benefit of this aging is that is restoring my memory.  I am remembering my childhood as Anastasia and the terrible days leading up to the murder of my family. I would almost prefer not to remember this.”
	“Tsarina I will of course consult with medical experts about what is happening to you, but if they are unable to help, we need to plan for the succession of your children.  Obviously, Alexei will become the next Tsar.”
	“As it should be.  In a sense I have been very fortunate.  I have made some excellent friends, found the love of my life and had two wonderful children who will carry on the Romanov name.  In the process, I have helped re-establish the Russian Monarchy and avoided deadly assassins.   All this I have done in five years in this time.  My father and mother would have been very proud of me. I would like to have lived longer but I should have died long ago with my family who I loved very much.  I hope to see them again in the next life.   Peter I will love you for as long as I am allowed in this world and the next.  We should not dwell on all these morbid thoughts.  I need to return to Russia and live out the rest of my life no matter how long that might be.”
	“Anastasia, nothing has changed for me.  You already told me of your suspicions about this aging.  I will love you for the rest of my life,  I will take care of our children.  They will never lack a father or my love.”
	“Peter you continue to amaze me.  I will need your support now more than ever.”
	
	
  
	
                             




	




















                                                   The Move 

	Anastasia, her children and Peter moved to her new palace on the Kamchatka Peninsula.  She had to die her hair as most of it turned white.  For the first time, age could be seen in the lines on her face.  Anastasia ignored these signs.  She had too much to do to establish the Russian Monarchy.  As she began to act as a sovereign inside of Russia, her popularity soared. Mikhail wisely began to copy the communist model used in China, allowing certain privileges and protections to businesses.  The country GDP began to climb as a result.  Anastasia praised these policies stating that a  rising tide lifted all boats.  While success greeted Anastasia on all fronts, her aging became more and more noticeable. She began to have age related illnesses.  Doctors throughout Russia and the world studied her aging but could not recommend any treatments to stop it.  Many years after moving to Russia, she knew her time grew short.  She called all her close advisors and her husband and children to the throne room.  
	“I came into the world in 1901.  Because of a little understood phenomena, I traveled 106 years through time to be with all of you.  Still time does pass.  This year 2033 will be my last.  Time has finally caught me.  We still have much to do.  We are now competing with the world economically and becoming the kind of nation that people want to emigrate to rather than leave.  A stable monarchy has played a role in this success. With me you have created this stability.  As a sign of this success, our new President has invited us to move our monarchy into our old palace in St. Petersburg.  Our ties to the past remain important.  I intend to survive our move and once again reign in the palace of my father and his ancestors.  When I have done this, my life’s work will be complete.  All I ask of you is to complete the work I have started. I am not fearful of death.  Death came to me in 1918 but I escaped it.  My only regrets will be leaving my husband and children who I love more than life itself.
	“As you know, the Kremlin has allowed me to comment on some of its policies.  You will note I always praise the government before suggesting some modest changes in our judicial and governmental programs.  I have suggested better internment policies and have persuaded the government to create a judicial commission to revise some of our criminal laws.  I have also worked with the Foreign Secretary to improve our ties with our neighbors including the Ukraine and Poland.  As a result, we are better able to sell our energy projects to Europe.  They feel less threatened by us.  I want these efforts of mine to continue.  Sergey will take my place as an advisor to Alexei who will succeed me.  I wish I could have done more for mother Russia but my health will not allow it.  I will leave Russia in your capable hands.”
	
	


                                        
	
	  
	


                                   Last Assassin

	Novikov received his FSB assignment to assassinate Anastasia in 2026 but only now in 2033, when he finally retired, did Novikov have the opportunity to do so.  The monarchy would move to St. Petersburg to the Winter Palace, where Novikov would encounter enormous difficulties in carrying out his assignment.  While his government now supported and praised Anastasia, the FSB never rescinded his assignment.  Many of the FSB leaders did not like to fail and this assignment stood as one of their most glaring failures in their long history.  Also, as ardent communists, these leaders hated the monarchy.  Novikov did not expect to survive this assignment.  The Russian people for reasons he did not understand, loved Anastasia.  They would tear him apart as her killer.   If they did not kill him, the FSB would on the direction of the government.  
	Making friends and engaging in a variety of small jobs at the palace, Novikov would walk in on Anastasia as she prepared for her daily meetings with those seeking titles and jobs from her.  Anastasia always came into the throne room through the back door and the rest of the people came through the front door.  Novikov had already locked the front door and hid in the chamber the night before. He hid his service revolver in the room days before.  The moment she came through the rear door Novikov would shoot her. 
	Right on time, Anastasia walked into the throne room.  She addressed Novikov, laughing as she did so.  
	“So, you are to be my executioner.  I am weeks if not days from dying of natural causes.  You will only make me a martyr and destabilize the government through your action.  Let me die naturally in my real home in St. Petersburgh.”
	“I am an FSB assassin.  I received an order which still stands to this day to kill you.  I intend to carry out this order. I don’t engage in politics.  This is my final assignment before I retire.  I intend to carry it out.”
	“So, those old FSB generals and bureaucrats would kill a popular figure like me to satisfy their own egos.”
	“I do not wish to engage in conversation.  Do you have any last words?”
	 Novikov said this as he raised his pistol to a firing position but as he did so the word Da reverberated throughout the throne room.  Anastasia dropped to the ground as quickly as she could, hitting the hard floor with a loud thud. Novikov’s shot flew right over Anastasia’s body.  Her two bodyguards stood there and returned fire, putting two 9-millimeter bullet holes in Novikov’s head.  Novikov’s shot wounded one of her guards in the shoulder but he would recover.  This guard spoke.  
	“Anastasia, you followed our directions well. We practiced this scenario many times.”
	“I am dying anyway.  Why would they try to kill me now?  This man lost his life for nothing. You are injured.”
	“Our Tsarina,  you have saved our country.  Anyone in your service would gladly die to protect you.  This worthless, soulless creature is not worth one minute of your life.  I am glad that he died and you lived.  You are limping a little. You need treatment.”
	“This old body of mine does not take well to sudden falls.  I am afraid I have hurt my hip.  Let’s seek treatment together.”
	As they spoke the other guard opened the door and people poured into the shocking scene.      
	The new President of Russia, Sokolv, fumed behind his desk.  
	“Those old men, led by Dimitri, at the FSB must go.  Fire them all.  We need new blood.  Attempting to  assassinate Anastasia now after she has brought calm, peace and prosperity to this country is a criminal act.  I thought I made it clear that she now ruled as a friend of the state and of mine.  I want all the people responsible for this act gone by tomorrow.  What you do to them afterwards is of no concern of mine. Am I understood?”
	“Yes Mr. President I understand.” His top aide Boris said.  



































                                            St. Petersburgh
	
	In full regalia, Anastasia Romanov limped to the throne in the throne room in the old Winter Palace. She experienced a great deal of pain today.  Even though her family moved out of the palace in 1905 following the Bloody Massacre, Anastasia always considered the palace her home.  The Winter Palace no longer served as a museum.  It now housed the Romanovs as its builders intended.  Anastasia’s hip had not fully recovered from her abrupt fall during the assassination attempt in her Kamchatka Peninsula Palace. Anastasia did not think she would survive a hip replacement, so she lived with the pain. After sitting on her throne, Anastasia smiled at her assembled aides and seekers of favors from the crown.  In particular, she smiled at Mila, John and Katerina, who visited from the US.  They kept her going at a crucial stage in her life.  As always, Peter, Sergey and her two children, Alexei, and Katerina stood by her throne.  
A sharp pain began in her chest and moved down her arm.  She slumped in her throne chair gasping for air.  She  breathed one last breath and then lay still.  Medical personnel rushed to the Tsarina’s aid but they could not revive her.  When the assembled crowd realized what happened, many of them began to weep.  Mila, John and Katerina from the US, cried louder than most.  Sergey, Peter, and Alexei and young Katerina seemed even more distraught. They lost an essential part of their lives. Anastasia came through the ages to save mother Russia and now she joined her long dead family.    
	Anastasia flew through the air into the arms of her waiting family.  Nicholas, Alexandra, Maria, Olga, Tatiana, and Alexei all smiled at her.  She became the young Anastasia again  in this new world.  Nicholas her father spoke.  
	“My darling daughter Anastasia, you have made us all proud.  You have made mother Russia proud.  The Romanovs will live on now as god intended.”   
	Anastasia wondered whether she would see her friend Rebecca now that she existed in her world.  
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