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  Chapter 0 : Prologue


Soviet Yekaterinburg
A group of people was moving bodies.

The bodies were once those of the sacred imperial family, worshipped by the subjects of the “Empire.”
A man watching the bodies, which would soon be burned, smiled bitterly.

“So fleeting.”

“Comrade Yakov, what do you mean by that?”

“Look at that. The royal family, who were supposed to be under the Lord’s protection, met their end by our bullets.”

The last Tsar of the Russian Empire, Nicholas II, his Empress, and their children.

The God who was supposed to protect them was nowhere to be found. The imperial family met their end by Bolshevik bullets, and now they were nothing but cold corpses that would eventually rot away with time.

“Indeed.”

“In the end, they were just human like us. Yet, until now, they enjoyed all kinds of wealth and luxury as royalty.”

Yakov Yurovsky, who had led the execution for the Ural Workers’ Soviet, scoffed as if his anger was still not satisfied.

“You have a point, Comrade. If they were truly under divine protection, wouldn’t they have resurrected here and now?”

“Heh heh heh. If they were to come back to life, they’d kill us first, but this once again proves that religion is nothing but the opiate of the people.”

If the Lord truly existed, would He have allowed the imperial family of the Russian Orthodox Church to die?

In the end, that God was nothing but an illusion.
And the religion of that God was a lie, nothing more than the opiate of the people.

Yakov sneered with a sardonic grin.
Well, it was fortunate that they were gone like this.

“Hmm, make sure to pacify those comrades who are regretting not having had the chance to rape the princesses. We can’t have the Party’s name tarnished.”

If they had been alive, things would have gone badly for them, thanks to those comrades with bad habits who wanted to defile the princesses.
Thinking of this, he turned around, hoping this tedious time would end soon.

Now, they just needed to strip the bodies, burn them, and bury them carelessly.

The reason for their haste was simple.
They had executed the imperial family, but the reactionaries were marching on Yekaterinburg to secure the imperial family.
Though they were already dead and it no longer mattered.

It was as obvious as looking at the dead imperial family that the city would soon fall into the hands of the reactionaries.
All that would remain for them would be the bodies, so disfigured as to be unrecognizable.

But then, the Cheka agents handling the bodies screamed.


“What is going on?”
Did someone come back to life or something?

That couldn’t be possible; the princess, who had once survived thanks to the jewels hidden in her clothing, must have been stabbed to death with bayonets.

But then…

“The… the princess… the princess is alive!”

The impossible had actually happened.



 
  Chapter 1 : With the body of a free princess


“The Ural Soviet Council hereby sentences you to death.”

Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!

On the screen, the last Tsar, Nicholas II, and his family were executed by the Bolsheviks.

The last imperial family of the Romanovs had faced the people’s judgment through Bolshevik bullets.

The Russian Bolsheviks, along with the people, had already turned their backs on the tyrannical Romanovs, who were once hailed as fatherly Tsars.

Once, they were the brilliant Tsars and their family of Imperial Russia.

But now, they were confined to a mansion in Yekaterinburg and met a final end in a basement, a death that was far too cruel and miserable for the last of the imperial family.

The Romanovs’ bodies were discarded and buried carelessly in a place where no one would tread.

“Hmm. So that’s the end of the movie.”

Watching the final scene of the Romanovs, I sighed deeply.

It was thrilling, sure.

History is full of tales of incompetent emperors and their families dying, but this felt a bit off.

No matter what, it didn’t sit well with me that they were killed by the Reds.

Not just as a citizen of South Korea, which defends freedom and democracy, but genuinely… it’s too tragic for an emperor to fall to a virus-like ideology such as communism.

Reds are only satisfying when they’re beaten. Ugh.

I wasn’t alone in the eerily quiet theater.

Someone was watching the movie right next to me.

“So, do you think the Romanovs were right?”

Next to me was a foreigner with a stern expression; I couldn’t tell if it was just his face or his natural expression.

It’s rare enough to see an old Korean man these days, but what’s a white old man doing here?

And he just suddenly started talking about whether the Romanovs were right.

Is he trying to play the guessing game like Gung-ye?

“I didn’t say anything.”

“It’s all over your face.”

“They weren’t right. But still, dying at the hands of the Reds… how disgraceful.”

It would be better to die at the hands of a hotheaded young Serbian than to die by the Reds.

Dying at the hands of the Reds is just too disgraceful.

“Oh?”

“Especially those Russian Bolshevik Reds. They took power and didn’t even try to follow the reforms of Stolypin, who was assassinated during the imperial era. They did things like collectivization, causing so many Ukrainians to die that they even resorted to cannibalism.”

“I see. But isn’t that ultimately Russia’s issue? You’re a Korean, aren’t you?”

“If there had been no Reds to cut the beautiful S-line of the Korean Peninsula in half, I wouldn’t be complaining like this.”

It’s not that I don’t have some pride in the peninsula, but honestly, isn’t the Korean Peninsula’s shape incredibly beautiful?
Plus, there’s a natural border like the Yalu River.

“Hmm, I see. That makes sense. So, do you support monarchies over communist states?”

“Why is it only communism and monarchy? Isn’t democracy an option?”

Korea also has a tragic history of being colonized by Japan for 36 years due to the incompetent Joseon Dynasty, and you’re asking if I support a monarchy?

“Aren’t you curious?”

“Sorry?”

“About the story after that movie.”

“You can find out just by looking up Russian history.”

Does it really matter to me, a Korean?

I’m already busy living day by day.

“Why don’t you create it yourself?”

“Me?”

“There is a car for Kerensky.”

“What?”

Who the hell is Kerensky? Damn it. Suddenly throwing out an unfamiliar name like that.

“And as things are now, there’s no one left in Russia to do it.”

“What?”

“Yes. It’s a bit far, but aren’t Russia and Korea allies in a way? The Russian Empire even went to war with Japan to help the Korean Empire.”

Even if I don’t know much about history, that’s not right, you crazy old man.
How can you even connect it like that?

What is this guy doing with those incredibly dangerous eyes?

His eyes are gleaming as if he’s about to devour someone.

“No, why are you even trying to connect it? I don’t know what it is, but I know nothing about Russia. Whatever you’re planning to use me for, I’m just an ordinary Asian. Sir, I know nothing.”

“That’s fine. Humans are adaptable creatures.”

“Sorry?”

“So, do your best.”

For what?

“I’ll leave it to you.”

Leave what?

“It’s a bit of a stretch, but it needs to be cleaned up somehow.”

Whatever it is, you should be the one to handle it.

I wanted to argue, but the man muttered something, and I felt my consciousness becoming hazy.

“Since you’re a foreigner, I’ll make sure you won’t die.”

With those words, my vision went dark.

When I regained consciousness, I was lying down.

I was tossed aside carelessly. My whole body ached.

Did that old man throw me here and disappear? I have nothing on me.

At least I’m not hurt.

I struggled to open my eyes and saw strong-looking white men pouring something over me.

Ah, I know these people.

The Bolsheviks who shot Nicholas II’s family.

Right now, irrelevant memories are flooding into my mind as if being forcibly implanted.

It’s like data being transmitted endlessly into my mind.

This body is not mine.

Anastasia Nikolaevna Romanova.

The youngest daughter of Nicholas II, the girl who was shot to death along with her family by the Bolsheviks in Yekaterinburg.

Let’s quickly assess the situation.

I want to live. The Russian Empire began to collapse, starting with Bloody Sunday, where they brutally suppressed protesters hoping to appeal to the Tsar for mercy.

After supporting Serbia, who assassinated the Austrian Archduke, they joined the Allies in World War I, only to face disaster in Germany and trigger a revolution.


The Empire fell, and a new Russian Republic was born, only to have the Bolsheviks take over and form the Soviet Union.

In this process, executing the Tsar’s family was an important trophy to mark the revolution’s success.

The sins of the parents were unfairly placed on the children.

But to be clear, the Bolsheviks wanted to eliminate any rallying point for the White Army opposing them.

Still, they executed them so blatantly without even a trial.

I have a vivid memory in this body.

Thanks to the jewels hidden in her corset, she initially survived, but later, those Reds stabbed Anastasia’s body with a bayonet.

I’m not an expert on world history, but I’ve read enough to know the basics.

Anastasia, who died from a bayonet wound, died, and I ended up in her body.

That old man told me to complete the story beyond the movie.

In other words, he’s telling me to create an alternate history.

I heard that the bodies of Nicholas II’s family were burned with oil and buried haphazardly.

Judging by the situation now, what they are pouring over my body…

Yes, it must be oil.

And they’re about to set it on fire.

Sizzle.

But strangely, my body is fine.

It doesn’t catch fire.

To be precise, there’s fire all around, but not a single flame touches me.

“You won’t die.”

Is this what he meant by saying I wouldn’t die?

If I had to possess someone, couldn’t it have been in pre-World War I Russia?

Did it have to be in the body of a girl?

If not, why not possess Alexei? No, not Alexei; he was too frail. How about Olga, who was once considered a candidate for the throne?

Or even possess someone during the golden time to reform Russia by killing Rasputin.

No.

Why even put a Korean guy in Russia in the first place?

Even if the original world is a mess, there are surely more Russians than Koreans.

If it were like a novel, they could have possessed me in Joseon. At least then there would be a patriotic element. But suddenly, out of nowhere, I’m Anastasia?

“Hmm?”
“Huh?”

Ah. I made eye contact with the guy who threw the fire at me.

His face was frozen in shock, so I winked at him with one eye.

Of course, a girl who was supposed to be dead is alive. And she’s still alive even after being stabbed repeatedly with a bayonet. How could they not be stunned?

The important thing now is to survive.

I’d rather not be buried alive, so I have to think about how to get out of here and figure things out from there.

Alright, once I get out of here, should I flee to America? Or maybe to England, where Nicholas II’s cousin, George V, lives?

Even though they refused asylum, if only the youngest daughter survived after the Romanov family was shot, wouldn’t they take her in?

Let the White Army fight on their own.

By the way, that Red has fallen backward in shock after I kept winking at him.

Even I would be freaked out if a woman I stabbed with a knife suddenly got up.

If things go well, I might be able to turn this situation to my advantage.

So, I boldly stood up.

Maybe because she’s a 17-year-old princess, I’m still getting used to the height difference, but I had to move somehow to stay alive.

Escape?

Running away in a place full of Bolsheviks?

I’d just end up getting certified as a zombie while being showered with bullets all over the world.

Then, I should take a different approach.

Anastasia was later canonized as a saint by the Russian Orthodox Church in 2001.

So why not act like a saint?

Yes, that’s a good idea.

I’ve already returned from the dead.

The Reds are staring at me in disbelief. So it’s all or nothing.

Will the rumors of Anastasia as a zombie spread later on?

Or will I somehow survive as a saint?

I planned to choose the latter.

I brushed off the flames that weren’t catching and stood up confidently.

As I started walking, other Bolsheviks came into view.

They all stared at me with wide eyes.

See this? This is what it means to have chosen blood.

Grand Duchess Anastasia Nikolaevna Romanova. The Russian princess is alive!

“What’s going on? How is the princess still alive?”

“Comrade! We stabbed her with bayonets and hit her with rifle butts to kill her! We just poured oil on her and set her on fire, but she’s not dead and is perfectly fine!”

It’s strange that I can understand Russian like it’s Korean.

What’s clear is that they are quite flustered.

I carefully opened the beautiful mouth that was now mine, Anastasia’s.

“I am a saint.”


“What?”

“The Lord has spoken. He will grant another chance, so condemn the Bolsheviks who do not believe in Him.”

“Nonsense!”

Bang!

What the hell, this guy shoots a bullet while a person is talking.



 
  Chapter 2 : Last Princess Anastasia


“What can I do? Even bullets don’t hurt if they hit you gently.”

The bullets touched my body and rolled weakly on the floor as if they were made from some flimsy wood used in military supplies corruption. This only serves to strengthen the belief that I am truly a saint.

“This… this is impossible.”

“The Lord once said that the Empire would fall. My father and mother have sinned greatly in causing the downfall of the Empire, but He told me to raise it again. Therefore, I forgive your sins.”

“Sins? The Tsar deserved to die! You all deserve death!”

The man was now too busy venting his anger to care whether the princess had come back to life.

He shouted energetically, as if listing sins, wishing I would be buried.

But unless I choose to bury myself, that won’t happen.

More importantly…

“Did the young Crown Prince and Princess, who grew up in a greenhouse without knowing anything, have to be blamed too?”

“!!”

Why did the young Crown Prince and Princess have to die?

The reason was blatantly obvious.

“Be honest. You were afraid. If my father, my mother, and my siblings had been alive, they would have become the rallying point for the loyal Imperial Army to fight against the Bolsheviks. But the Lord told me to forgive your sins.”

Let’s set the record straight.

These people were afraid that the Tsar might become the rallying point and bring down the Soviets.

And with that fear, they executed them under the guise of justice.

“You want us to prepare the dreadful Tsar’s throne again? That’s absurd! The Empire is gone! The red flag of the worker has been raised!”

“The Lord also foresaw the future of the Bolsheviks. The Bolshevik regime will be stained with authoritarianism and violence.”

“Lies!”

“If it’s a lie, then what am I, standing here before you, after being stabbed by bullets and bayonets, and surviving sulfuric acid?”

The Bolsheviks kept their mouths shut.

If a dead person had come back to life…

No, if the person they had killed stood before them, speaking of forgiveness, they wouldn’t be able to hear anything.

Even I would be in shock.

Soon, the man who seemed to have led the execution opened his mouth.

“Why didn’t the Lord protect the great Empire? Why didn’t He protect the Tsar’s subjects?”

“Stagnant water is bound to rot. Once, Russia had to be overturned.”

“Do you really mean to forgive us, those who killed your parents and siblings?”

“If I don’t forgive you, I would have to address even the sin of those who wanted to rape the princess. With a pious heart, I have forgiven even that.”

They say that those men whined to Yakov, expressing their desire to rape the Romanov princesses.

They were said to be the worst kind of criminals.

“Don’t be fooled! Surely… the dead Rasputin must have done something!”

“Isn’t it funny to hear you say that? If that’s true, wouldn’t Rasputin be a true saint? I said I forgive your sins. With the death of my father and mother, the Empire will be reborn from the ashes.”

Bang!

The man who had been shooting at me and arguing just moments ago now had a hole in his forehead.

His name was Yakov, I think.

The leader of the firing squad now had a bullet hole in his skull.

Even though it was the Tsar’s family that could never die enough, those who openly executed them were now shooting freely.

Indeed, the Reds have no principles.

“Ah, I forgive your sins. You will become subjects of the Empire once again.”

For now, the situation is urgent.

Around this time, the White Army was just beginning to move.

They executed the Tsar hastily, fearing that the White Army might reclaim the Tsar’s family.

“Ah, Saint of Russia.”

“Guide us.”

The Reds who had killed Yakov knelt before me and clasped their hands in prayer.

“You are now enemies of the revolution, so you must follow me.”

“Then.”

“Go to the warring great powers and tell them that the Bolsheviks brutally murdered the Russian royal family. Request help. Convey, in any way humans can express, that the Romanovs were ruthlessly massacred.”

Anyway, even with my body like this…

I can’t stay with those who killed my family.

It would be best to keep one person to support me and send the rest away.

The plan is simple.

First, we go to the soon-to-be-established Russian state.

Then, take the Siberian train or whatever means to Vladivostok, and from there, sail to America or Britain to seek asylum.

The White Army will fall, after all.

They will be defeated.

So, I must survive.

Moscow, Russian Soviet Republic

The news of Anastasia’s survival did not take long to reach Moscow.

Upon receiving reports from the Bolsheviks dispatched to Yekaterinburg, Vladimir Lenin was astonished.

“Comrade Trotsky, what do you mean? Comrade Yakov is dead, and there is no body of Princess Anastasia?”

“Yes, Comrade. The other comrades who were in charge of the execution are also missing.”

“Are you saying that they kidnapped the princess and took her somewhere?”

“Princess Anastasia was said to be particularly beautiful, so perhaps…”

“Ha! Did they try to violate her before killing her? And for that, they killed Comrade Yakov?”

Lenin clenched his hands tightly.

One could never predict how such a crazy mistake might play out.

“They were initially said to be of poor character.”

“Grrr, find them! Find them immediately! If, by any chance, the distorted lust of those men causes the princess to fall into the hands of the reactionaries…”

That would be a disaster.

Already, the White Army is closing in from all sides, and if Anastasia falls into their hands…

The outcome of this civil war would be unpredictable.

Even the former officers of the entire Russian Empire and those dissatisfied with the Bolsheviks could unite under that princess, and the Romanov dynasty might revive.

Just imagining it is terrifying.

The civil war would drag on, and the Western capitalist countries would never recognize the Soviets as a sovereign state.

They would surely support the White Army, united under Princess Anastasia.

“They are likely still in Yekaterinburg.”


“What on earth are the Cheka agents who took Princess Anastasia doing?”

“We have to kill the princess to survive, Comrade Lenin…”

Yes, she must be killed.

But something was going terribly wrong.

“Urgent news! The White Army is heading to Yekaterinburg!”

“The Czech Legion is pressing Yekaterinburg!”

The enemies of the Bolsheviks, the White Army, were heading straight for Yekaterinburg, having caught the scent.

Unlike in the original history, the White Army began to move quickly upon hearing the news of the princess’s survival.

Also, the movements of the Czechoslovak Legion, which had declared neutrality in the Red-White Civil War, became suspicious.

All of this was happening because of the princess’s survival.

“How could the news have spread so quickly?”

“Well, Comrade, it seems that while the Cheka agents on site were looking for the princess, they blabbed everywhere.”

“What incompetence! Didn’t we intend to kill them to prevent the Tsar’s family from falling into White Army hands? What were they thinking, throwing them a bone?”

She must be caught at all costs.

If only we could kill that princess, the divided White Army would never defeat the Red Army.

If we lose the princess, she will certainly march to Moscow, shouting for revenge for her family.

“Damn it.”

How did things come to this?

Three days have passed since.

During those three days, these damn Reds diligently reburied Anastasia’s parents and siblings, whom they had killed.

I couldn’t go out in public for a while.

I heard they were trying to hold out until the other Reds withdrew.

After that, I had to make my debut in this city.

These damn Reds, perhaps because they really have turned over a new leaf or just want to ridicule me, have put me on a horse and promoted me in the city where my parents and siblings were killed.

Luckily, I had learned how to ride well.

“This is the saint of the former Russian Empire, Princess Anastasia!”

These Reds were promoting me as a saint everywhere.

Yes, they had killed my family, even Anastasia herself, and then, in the name of God, I piously forgave them.

So, perhaps in their madness, they decided to defect to the White Army.

Anyway.

I, or rather, the defected Bolsheviks and I, remained here.

“Eat.”

Now I’ve become quite used to Russian swearing.

I can’t help but curse.

Honestly, even if I were Russian, I might have wanted to tear into Nicholas’s flesh.

After all, he had so much to answer for.

The problem is me.

Nicholas II’s family and children were all killed, and only Princess Anastasia survived.

These mad, redeemed Bolsheviks spread that news everywhere, putting me at the forefront.

Wherever we went, the people’s reactions varied.

Some cursed the Romanov dynasty to the extreme, others felt pity, and some still remained staunch Romanov loyalists.

I don’t know if they truly see me as a Romanov.

“Is that woman really a princess?”

“Where did the Tsar go, leaving only the princess?”

“If she roams like this, she’s just like one of us.”

In this period of wavering loyalties, even the citizens of Yekaterinburg did not look kindly at me.

But, is this really Yekaterinburg?

Yekaterinburg, indeed.

First of all, my father and mother…

To put it simply, my parents died here.

And now, the lunatics who killed my parents are promoting me as a saint in the very city where they died.

Were they called the Cheka?

Does this make any sense?

Just in case, I asked.

“Is this Yekaterinburg?”

“Yes.”

What are they so cheerfully confirming?

Fine. Thanks for the clear answer.

I seriously had to question whether these idiots had their brains removed for cleaning.

At least…

These brainwashed people seem desperate to work hard to cover up their sin of killing the Tsar’s family.

“The Tsar was killed by the Bolsheviks! He deserved a people’s trial and execution, but not just the Tsar; they cruelly executed even his children! The Empress and the princess were molested, and this lady is the sole surviving princess!”

“The Tsar deserved to die, but his children?”

“Looks like even the Bolsheviks aren’t in their right minds, just shooting anyone they don’t like.”

Now, I’m even receiving sympathetic gazes.

Ha, well, sympathy is better than hatred. Right.

I am starting to feel embarrassed just being here.


I need to leave this city soon.



Author’s Note:

Czechoslovak Legion: A legion of Czechs and Slovaks who formed an independence army during World War I and the Russian Civil War. They occupied the Trans-Siberian Railway with armored trains.

Thank you for your recommendations and support.





 
  Chapter 3 : All Russian Saints


What happens next is important.

Should I escape this place?

In a few days, Alexander Kolchak’s White Army will temporarily retake Yekaterinburg.

After that, Trotsky will strike back, dealing with the enemy forces, and retake it once more.

“Hmm.”

The nearest White Army territory is directly to the east.

If it’s closer, maybe the Don?

To reach the Don Cossack region, I’d have to head somewhat south from here.

Think, think.

Something feels like it’s bubbling up from my knowledge.

I try to recall what I read about world history and Russian history to kill time in the library.

Yes.

The leader of the Don Republic is Pyotr Nikolayevich Krasnov, right?

But that place too will eventually be occupied by the Red Army, so it’s dangerous.

Then, where should I go from here?

I need to move towards the White Army, avoiding the Red Army as much as possible.

I must head toward Siberia, catch a train somehow, and go to Vladivostok. But looking at this situation, it’s clear I’ll be in the spotlight for a while.

At that moment, an unexpected event occurred.

“In the name of Comrade Lenin, we shall cut off the last bloodline of the cursed Romanovs!”

Ah, Bolsheviks.

How many times am I going to face assassination attempts I never even asked for?

Because of those damn, supposedly reformed Reds spreading rumors everywhere, I look like a fool.

No matter what, it was Nicholas II who did wrong. Isn’t it too much to hold his children accountable too?

By now, I can see it all clearly.

A gun was pointed close to me.

The supposedly reformed Reds tried to stop them, but obviously, they couldn’t be faster than bullets.

Well, the guy holding the gun is a Red too, so what does it matter?

Bang!

Honestly, at this point, dying might be one option.

Isn’t this like a game? I am playing the character of Anastasia in a hardcore mode game, where dying means it’s all over.

So, if I die, I will return to my original self.

Or so I thought.

But this body did not die, even when hit by bullets.

It’s not like I became a zombie, surviving while wounded. The bullets simply don’t work on me.

Just like a divine shield that repels everything, the bullets touched my head and fell right off.

“Oh, oh! The princess is unharmed!”

“She is the blessed saint of all Russia, beloved by the Lord!”

“Princess! Please touch my sick child!”

Just moments ago, people looked at me and thought, “Is she really a princess?” “Even if she is, she’s just the Tsar’s daughter.” “Poor thing.”

People who had a variety of reactions suddenly changed their attitudes.

No matter how absurd the setting is, they say Anastasia would have no hope otherwise, but if this is how it’s going to be, why not just possess another character?

After dealing with the speechless assassin Red, I thought I could just pass quietly, but people kept reaching out their hands.

Was this the White Army territory? I’m not sure.

From the start, I’ve been non-religious.

I know nothing about the Lord’s love or whatever.

So from now on, I’ll just do whatever comes naturally.

“Princess, please, just once, hold my hand!”

“Princess! Princess!”

I held the hands of the elderly who asked me to, and even the hands of sick children.

This was merely a show, just a tactic to improve my image.

But then something surprising happened.

A glimmer of life returned to the eyes of the old people who had been starving and on the brink of death.

A boy, who had been unable to regain consciousness from an unknown illness, stood up from the old woman’s lap.

The hungry no longer felt starved.

“Are you full without eating?”

“I feel so much energy.”

“Oh, princess, my child has come back to life! Princess!”

“A true saint!”

What nonsense is this? Are they crazy?

Is this the “Bowl of Enlightenment” of Master Wonhyo?

This was the moment when the name Anastasia was remembered as a saint.

Fine, if you insist on calling me Anastasia even with your shattered heads, I’ll accept it.

I stood in front of a makeshift podium made of wooden boxes.

And then,

In front of all the lambs, I spoke softly, with a melodious voice.

“Subjects of the Empire, lambs of the Lord.”

Carefully, with a voice that sounded as pitiful and sympathetic as possible.

To these unfortunate people who were once subjects of the Empire, now uncertain of their future and vulnerable to the red plague, I began my speech cautiously.

“The red plague, which denies God, is approaching this place. They will try to lure the subjects with sweet whispers of workers’ liberation, but you must not fall prey to their clutches.”

I just said whatever came to mind. I didn’t know a thing, but I spoke clearly, as if it were divinely ordained.

I poured out nonsensical words that had just been generated in my mind to the Lord’s lambs.

“You may mock and ridicule me, my father, the Tsar who was incompetent and shot, my siblings, and the royal family. However, those Bolsheviks intend to enslave workers under their self-imposed regime. This is not about liberation or enjoying the rights of the workers. They merely desire obedient slaves.”

Bolsheviks are just bad, period.

They will demand even more cunning obedience than in the days of the Empire.

The Russians, without realizing they are being subjugated, will live in submission to them.

“They will force their authoritarianism, armed with ideological slogans, on you in the name of uniting the workers. Anyone who disobeys or shows even a hint of dissent will be mercilessly oppressed.”

You will be thoroughly ground down and exploited by the Bolsheviks!

Anastasia is simply stating this.

“Do not be deceived by their words and do not obey them! You must resist! At least until we drive out that red plague, follow me. I promise you: the emancipation of serfs, land reform, and the rights of workers, not in the name of Romanov, but in the name of Anastasia. I guarantee this in the name of the Saint of all Russia! For the future of Russians, we will move forward!”


If I fail here, I can pretend to be disappointed and leave.

I’ll find a way to get on a train and head for the White Army territory, then find a way to get to America. I have no real connections, so I can’t help with Korea’s independence, but I might at least mention it later.

To be honest,

Would people easily believe the words of the youngest daughter of the Romanovs, who is struggling to survive?

I don’t think so.

Considering how much Russians have suffered under the Tsars, would they trust this Anastasia?

“We will follow the princess!”

“We will trust the Romanovs once again!”

“Hail, Princess Anastasia, the Saint of all Russia!”

Hah.

I am certain.

The Russians here, the people who wish to become the lambs of the Lord, would follow me even if I cracked their heads open myself.

Yes. Perhaps now is the golden time.

Before the red plague spreads completely, there may still be some who are nostalgic for the days of the Empire.

Thinking about what to do with them,

I suddenly have a thought.

Are there no Bolsheviks managing this city right now?

The brainwashed Cheka agents may have brought me out, but…

They say the administrative power was weak in the early stages of the civil war, and it seems they were right.

Or maybe they retreated because of the White Army?

Either way.

If things continue like this, I will become a symbolic figure for the White Army in the civil war.

However, no matter what promises I make, the war will ultimately be fought by the White Army commanders.

Pyotr Wrangel, Alexander Kolchak, Anton Denikin, Roman von Ungern-Sternberg, Grigory Semyonov.

Among them, Kolchak’s White Army will soon recapture Yekaterinburg.

I have no idea what month or day it is right now.

I also have no sense of where Kolchak’s White Army is at this moment.

The Bolsheviks won’t remain idle either.

Those idiots hastily executed Nicholas’s family, fearing that the royal family might become a rallying point.

Then, wouldn’t they do everything they can to kill the remaining princess?

Now that things have come to this, those guys must be desperate too.

As evidence, there are people trying to kill me again.

Maybe they’ll try to squeeze me out and kill me.

Should I try to probe a bit?

These brainwashed people might help weed out the Reds.

“Saint! There are still many Bolsheviks in this place!”

An old man shouted.

“Bolsheviks?”

“There are still those who want to find you and kill you, Princess!”

How is history progressing?

Isn’t this the time when they should be retreating? So that Kolchak’s White Army can temporarily retake it?

Ah, I see.

In the end, it’s a matter of perspective.

The Bolsheviks, fearing that the royal family might become a focal point, hastily executed Nicholas’s family.

But now that they are all dead, if one survives to cause trouble, isn’t that possible?

Even though I am a woman, Russia has had Empresses like Catherine the Great. A Tsarina.

They will try to kill me at all costs.

So, even if Yekaterinburg falls to the White Army, they will try to kill the princess somehow.

Among them, some might have planned to offer her if they found her.

But.

These people have witnessed a miracle unfold right before their eyes.

So, they would think that going against me would mean going against God, and feel compelled to follow me.

Having already chosen to surrender, despite everything that has happened, these people, who have lived under the long-standing rule of the Empire, will naturally choose this side.

During the civil war, the White Army was close to being a warlord group, but there were also those who attacked both the Greens and the Blacks, as well as the Bolsheviks and the Whites.

They might also be here.

Anyway, with these brainwashed subjects here, I should hold this place as a base.

Then, I’ll create a meat shield until the situation improves, and flee straight to Vladivostok.

Of course, I don’t think I can run away as swiftly as King Seonjo of Joseon, who mastered time and speed.

But I have to at least pretend to fight until then.

Well, the Bolsheviks aren’t the only ones who can incite people.

To reiterate, if things don’t go my way?

I’ll just run now.

“Blessed subjects of all Russia! If you are going to give me another chance, we must drive out the red plague from this place! If Yekaterinburg is to become the center of a new Russia, we must drain this pus, so pick up your weapons, subjects!”

And so,

The Russian subjects willingly became a volunteer army.

Some truly loyal to the Romanovs, others, after witnessing a divine miracle, became fanatics, fearing God; they began to follow me.

The Bolsheviks in Yekaterinburg were captured.

Seeing the faces of the Reds kneeling before me brings me a sense of exhilaration.

Their faces were filled with animosity.

Well then, before the effect wears off, shall I use this body a little more?

“It seems you want to kill me.”

“Indeed, just like a royal family manipulated by Rasputin! To deceive the people like this!”

“Isn’t that rich coming from you? You, who used sweet words to seize power?”

How dare you wag your tongues.


You cockroaches.

“Take a good look at who you’re up against.”

I grabbed the gun the Bolsheviks were holding and aimed it at my own temple.

Bang!





 
  Chapter 4 : All Russian Saints (2)


Clang!
As if proving that being hit lightly by a bullet wouldn’t kill, the bullet was crushed and rolled on the ground.

Whether it was a bullet or some kind of junk created by military procurement corruption, it was hard to tell.
But at least, those watching this scene witnessed another miracle.

“Oh, ohhh, as expected of a saint!”
“Is that truly a miracle?”

Even the citizens who had followed me here by chance were shocked.
Honestly, to bring Yekaterinburg completely to our side, I would have to keep up this kind of show for a while.

Of course, in other regions, they’d hear rumors and say the princess was filming propaganda, but at least in Yekaterinburg, I had to turn them into passionate fans of Saint Anastasia, blessed by divine grace.

“With miracles like this existing so plainly, yet you still wish to kill me?”
“What… what have you done? A witch!”
“How pitiful. Does that not mean that you are less than a witch?”
“Comrade Lenin is the hope of Mother Russia! You should be in a coffin, dead!”

Of course, there were those who would still spout nonsense until the end.
But most had no choice but to acknowledge me.
They had seen with their own eyes; the bullet had been shot at my head, yet I did not die.
Instead, the bullet had been crushed and fallen to the ground.

Whether they were young Bolsheviks easily swayed by propaganda or seasoned Bolsheviks ordered to kill me, there was no choice after witnessing this.
It meant they were easily swayed by propaganda.
These fickle people would surely waver again during this civil war.

“There is nothing I can do for these poor souls who do not believe in me. How unfortunate that God has ordered their salvation through death.”

With just this one command, it was over.
Those who could not accept reality until the end were subject to execution.
And some Bolsheviks, upon seeing the bullet crushed, defected to my side.

“Salvation through death, you say?”
“It’s a simple principle.”
“Excuse me?”
“Tell the enemy soldiers that even now, if they surrender to us, they will be under the protection of the Lord. You must tell them.”

Even if they were brainless, they would follow any command.
Especially a command from a saint who performed miracles.
So, I intend to give a truly cruel order.

“Then.”
“Hang the corpses of the Bolsheviks on crosses.”

If we do this, there will be two possible reactions:
Either the Bolsheviks will rush at us in a rage, or they will be so horrified that they back away.
I hope for the latter.

Trotsky has not yet come forward to deal with the enemy himself, and they cannot fully commit to attacking this place.
So, even if they gather their forces and come here, they won’t want to end up like laundry hanging on a cross.
There is another way: evacuating with the citizens, but Yekaterinburg is the center dividing European Russia from Asia.
It must never be lost.
If a White Army leader like Pyotr Wrangel is to gain strength, we must connect with this place.
The White Army is not united as it is, and losing European Russia would leave the remaining Siberia with too few people and troops to stand against the Red Army.

The Bolsheviks, who were not blessed by the Lord, ended up hanging on crosses, forced to receive divine blessing somehow.
Now that we have gone this far, how will the Bolsheviks respond?

As Anastasia predicted, the Bolsheviks outside Yekaterinburg were watching the situation in the city.
And they clearly saw crosses erected on the outskirts of the city.
Yes, to be precise, the bodies of their comrades hung on those crosses.

“Aren’t those our comrades?”
“What does it say there? Traitors to the Empire who defied the will of God?”

“It also says ‘Once more for the Romanovs!'”

“When did the Empire fall? How dare they!”

“Comrades, it’s dangerous to go in now. What does it mean? It means that Yekaterinburg has already fallen into the hands of the princess.”

“Do you mean to leave the princess alone?”

“If we go in, we will end up like that.”

“No, why on earth are they saying we defied the liberation of the workers? Are they going to trust the Romanovs again after what happened with the Tsar?”

How could anyone in their right mind trust the Romanovs again?
The Bolsheviks ground their teeth.
Why are there so many obstacles in the way of the revolution?

“If there were any in the city who supported us, it would be different, but we have completely lost contact with our comrades in Yekaterinburg.”

“What does that mean?”

“It means we cannot take that city with just our forces.”

Of course, if we just aimed for the city, it might not be impossible.
But most of our army consists of conscripts.
How would they react after seeing such a sight?
Conscripts who haven’t been properly trained won’t fight properly.
There are already Czechoslovak Legion troops and reactionaries stirring up trouble everywhere; we can’t afford to use all our forces just to capture one princess in Yekaterinburg.
So now, all we can do is grit our teeth and prepare for another time.

Vladimir Lenin, Chairman of the Soviet People’s Commissars, bit his lower lip at the news from Yekaterinburg.

Yekaterinburg had fallen into the hands of the princess.
The meaning of this was simple.

Yekaterinburg still had fools who longed for the Tsar, and now, the reactionaries could gather around the princess to oppose the Soviets.

“Perhaps we should have never captured the Romanovs from the start.”

“We would have had to deal with them eventually, Comrade Lenin.”

Trotsky was a hardliner against the Tsar’s family.
Only by sweeping away the royal family could the revolution be complete.

“But things are turning out strangely. Didn’t you hear? Yekaterinburg has fallen into the hands of the princess!”

“Those who still believe there is a future for the Romanovs are foolish. We must reclaim it with our Red Army.”

Lev Trotsky, in a voice filled with rage, clenched his fist.
And noticing this strange atmosphere, Stalin curled his lips into a smile.
He had come urgently from Tsaritsyn, but things were getting interesting.

“Perhaps it would have been better to make them defect.”

“Stalin, what are you saying?”

“Indeed, if we were not going to kill them all, we should have let them defect. Or killed them earlier. Why kill them at a time when the reactionaries are running wild?”

“Are you changing your tune now?”

“We need to think differently. What do you think the princess will do now? What do you think the reactionaries will do? They will spread the word that the Soviets killed their parents and siblings everywhere. All the imperialist countries with monarchies are related to the Tsar. It’s obvious how they will react.”

The British royal family and the German imperial family are both related to the Tsar.
They might even try to intervene somehow.

“The imperialists’ war hasn’t ended yet! They absolutely cannot intervene!”

“Well, that’s uncertain.”

Direct military intervention is uncertain, but as long as the princess remains alive, this civil war will drag on, and the longer the civil war lasts, the more the unity of the Soviets may collapse.

“What are you talking about?”

“It means that a long, drawn-out civil war that squeezes the blood of the workers has begun.”

“Enough! Are we in a position to fight among ourselves now? Quickly prepare the enemy forces. If Yekaterinburg is in such a state, who knows about the cities within our sphere of influence!”

It was a country built with great difficulty, squeezing out every bit of the workers’ blood.
We cannot return to the era of the Tsar.

“Yes, comrade. And we cannot predict how the generals from the imperial era will react. If they can be appeased, do so; if not, they must be killed.”

“There’s no other way. Do as you must. What do you plan to do about Yekaterinburg?”

“We must gather the Red Army and strike.”

To gather the Red Army and strike.
It meant conscripting soldiers again.

Stalin was excellent at reading the situation.
Even in actual history, he rose to the position of General Secretary and built his dictatorship through a bloody purge.
So, as Stalin saw it, the Yekaterinburg campaign did not hold a promising future.

“What if you fail?”

“Even if it means straining ourselves, we must attack Yekaterinburg. If we leave it as it is, Yekaterinburg will become the center of anti-communism!”

To seize Yekaterinburg even at the cost of overexertion.
Unlike in actual history, the princess has survived and is resisting in Yekaterinburg, so this was something that had to be done, even if they didn’t like it.
If left unchecked, the White Army would certainly regroup around Yekaterinburg.
They had to recapture Yekaterinburg, enduring public outrage for a while if necessary.

“Yes, comrade. And Comrade Stalin must defend Tsaritsyn.”

Upon hearing Trotsky’s report, Stalin’s eyes widened.
It was a real checkmate.

‘This guy?’

By this point, it seemed intentional. Stalin thought Trotsky was deliberately pushing him out.
Of course, defending Tsaritsyn was important, but sending him to Tsaritsyn just as forces were needed to attack Yekaterinburg?
Stalin pondered as he headed to Tsaritsyn.

He thought that Comrade Lenin and Trotsky had been provoked by the actions of the princess.
No matter how he looked at it, attacking Yekaterinburg did not seem to hold a promising future.
Even if they desperately aimed for Yekaterinburg, capturing it was a different matter.
They said the Czechoslovak Legion was aiding the princess.
Victory seemed certain.

‘Well, in that case…’

If things went well, perhaps he could gain the upper hand over Trotsky.
Yes, Tsaritsyn was preferable to Yekaterinburg.
It would be enough just to hold a defensive battle there.
He just had to wait until that tough guy Trotsky brought himself down.

With such dirty ambitions, Stalin headed to Tsaritsyn.
The former Bolsheviks spread stories everywhere about the execution of the Tsar’s family and the survival of the princess, spread by Anastasia.

One of those who heard the news, Anton Denikin, summoned the person who spread the rumors, feeling deeply outraged.

“The Bolsheviks finally killed His Majesty the Tsar and his family?”

“But the princess alone has survived.”

“What? The princess is alive?”

“Yes, Her Highness is the saint of Russia. She did not die even under the countless bullets of the Bolsheviks.”

It was ridiculous, even for a former Bolshevik to say such things.
This former Cheka agent informed Anton Denikin of the misfortune that had befallen the Tsar’s family and the survival of Princess Anastasia.

“At any rate, she is alive?”

“Yes. By now, she must have seized control of Yekaterinburg and has implored us to somehow inform all nations of this.”

The man, once a Cheka agent, did not say they had killed the imperial family.
Given that the princess had already forgiven him, there was no point in confessing now, lest the man in front of him decide to kill him.

Hearing this news, Anton Denikin briefly considered whether it was a Bolshevik trap, but soon dismissed the thought.
Something had clearly happened in Yekaterinburg, and the Bolsheviks wouldn’t openly admit to killing the Tsar’s family if they weren’t out of their minds.

Anton Denikin decided to inform the European countries at war of this news.
After all, there might be no monarchical country that would not feel threatened by the Bolsheviks killing all of the Tsar’s family except for one princess.

“The Tsar’s family is dead, and only the princess survived?”


Of course, the Czechoslovak Legion, which was observing the situation near Yekaterinburg, also received news of the princess’s survival.

At this time, the Czechoslovak Legion was roaming independently on the railroad in Siberia, neither here nor there.

In actual history, this legion was one of the reasons East Siberia and the White Army could be maintained, posing a significant threat to the Bolsheviks, controlling the Siberian Railway and utilizing the armored train, Orlik.

In actual history, the Bolsheviks feared the Tsar’s family would fall into the hands of the White Army, so they executed them. However, the survival of Anastasia caused the situation to take a strange turn.

Originally, the commander-in-chief of the Czechoslovak Legion, General Radola Gajda, could secure a retreat in exchange for handing over Kolchak to the Bolsheviks, but he found this news highly intriguing.


“The Tsar’s family is dead, and Princess Anastasia is the only survivor. Hmm.”

If one were to look solely at practical benefits, securing the Tsar’s family and handing them over to the White Army would be advantageous.
However, according to the information received, the princess had already taken control of Yekaterinburg and had even hung Bolshevik bodies on crosses.

“Well, she could hardly be merciful to those who killed her family. Still, that young girl shows some guts.”

So what should he do?
Should he hand over the princess to the White Army?
Or should he consider another option?
Meeting Princess Anastasia directly could be a good idea.
If she was different from the incompetent Tsar, then expanding the choices might be worthwhile.





 
  Chapter 5 : Army on the Free Train


For several days, I pondered how to escape from this place.
It wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say that this city is no longer under the control of either the White Army or the Red Army, but rather Anastasia’s city, now effectively at the frontlines.

Moreover, the future remains uncertain.
I have no idea how long my head will remain bullet-free.
My only experience with fighting has been skirmishing with biker gangs just to get some food.

So, I considered playing a role as a focal point for the White Army commanders and then finding a way to slip out quietly.
But somehow, Yekaterinburg had completely become mine before I even realized it.
Every time I went out, the Russians were overjoyed, thinking I had come to inspect them.
I couldn’t just spit in the faces of those who smiled at me.

So, I forced myself to smile back and even shook hands directly with my… subjects?

One day, I received a report from a soldier.
“Your Highness, an unidentified army is approaching.”
“Unidentified?”
“It’s the Czechoslovak Legion.”

The Czechoslovak Legion.
A force that traveled all over Russian land on armored trains, chilling the enemy’s bones and applying pressure.
Originally, they were an “independent army” formed by Czechs and Slovaks during World War I, but they were forced to undertake a long journey to Siberia due to the pressures from the German and Austro-Hungarian forces.

Their activities were so remarkable that there was even talk that the Tsar’s family was killed to prevent the Czechoslovak Legion from reaching Yekaterinburg and handing them over to the White Army.
I heard their numbers exceed fifty thousand.

“The Czechoslovak Legion… then they’re on armored trains.”
“Yes. Their commander wishes to meet with Your Highness.”

Why have they come here?
There isn’t even a proper army here; only a few hundred volunteers, more like a fan club for Princess Anastasia.
I see, perhaps they want to negotiate.
After all, even though the Tsar had messed things up, the last child of the Tsar still has some value in the name.

I don’t know why they want to see me.
To hand me over to the enemy?
No, no. If that were the case, they would have attacked by now.
Since they asked to meet, it’s only natural to meet them.

The Czechoslovak Legion is considered an elite among elites, and they number in the tens of thousands.
If I’m lucky, I might be able to increase our allies.

“It is an honor to meet Saint Anastasia, Princess of the All-Russian Empire.”

When I saw General Radola Gajda in person, he indeed exuded an intimidating presence, fitting for someone who had traveled across Russia on a train, terrifying the Bolsheviks.
Was he trying to intimidate me from our first meeting?
I spoke calmly, pretending to be unperturbed.

“General Radola Gajda.”
“You know my name?”
“Aren’t you the commander of the famous Czechoslovak Legion, who rode the armored train Orlik, known for chilling the Bolsheviks’ hearts on the Siberian Railway?”

Is this the right time?
No matter, it doesn’t matter much.
In any case, I can’t afford to offend this person.
But I also can’t show a lowly attitude, given my status as a princess.

“I heard you are quite frail, yet I was surprised to learn you survived the Bolsheviks’ grasp.”
“The dead are dead, and the living are alive. However, I lack the power to protect this land. I do not know how long I will survive.”

To paraphrase, please don’t wander around too much and help me.
That’s what I mean, but I don’t know this man’s true intentions yet, so I can’t ask for help outright.

“Then perhaps it would be better for you to go further east.”
“You must have seen it when you came here. The people revere me.”
“Ah, I have seen it. I could tell that the Romanovs are still firmly rooted.”

It was a taunt, but also sincere.
He probably never imagined there would still be people loyal to the Romanovs. Gajda must have been quite taken aback.
If I felt my life were in danger…

“Thanks to Rasputin’s meddling and the incompetent Tsar, the Bolshevik revolution broke out, and many people turned their backs on us. Yet, the people of Yekaterinburg still follow me, who has no power whatsoever, to this extent. I cannot abandon them and go east.”
“Is that so?”

Still, he maintained a stoic expression.
He was calculating in his head what kind of profit he could gain from me.
Shall I ask a question that might catch his interest?

“Would you like me to guess why you came all the way here, General Gajda?”
“Go ahead.”

Now, a slight sparkle appeared in his eyes.

“You probably want to secure me and send me east. Then, you’d involve yourself a bit in this civil war to gain help from the Americans and the Japanese and find a way to escape to Vladivostok, is that not so?”
“Ah, you’ve seen right through me.”

It was obvious.
The Czechoslovak Legion must want to return home. To do so, they must use any means necessary.
In fact, didn’t they secure a safe retreat from the enemy by handing over Kolchak in exchange?

“That is a good idea, but Yekaterinburg is a crucial region that separates European Russia from Siberia and Asian Russia. It has developed industry, commerce, and finance.”
“Yes, I am well aware of how important this place is.”
“That is why. If this place is lost, the White Army will be weakened.”

Yekaterinburg itself may belong to Asia, but it must remain at least here.
It must connect with southern Russia as well.
The White Army cannot hold out with just Siberia and the Far East.

“Hmm, I would like to hear the true meaning behind your words.”
“You may think, ‘What nonsense is this princess spouting? She understands the situation quite well, but that’s all. Maybe we should just kidnap her and return.’ You might think that.”
“Ahem.”

So, he was thinking that.
Depending on my actions, he could take me away at any moment.
Even if I am to be taken, I should show a dignified appearance.
In such times, it’s best to face things head-on.

“Well, let me get straight to the point.”
“Yes.”
“Go to the Far East, make contact with the Allies, and announce that the Tsar and his family have died, leaving only Princess Anastasia alive. Please propagate this.”
“Well, that is something I would naturally do if I went there. So, you intend to stay here.”

Gajda squinted, trying to read my intentions.
I continued to speak calmly, without reacting to his gaze.

“Tell them that the princess, consumed by vengeance, will confront the enemy in Yekaterinburg and die gloriously. Convey that as well.”
“Are you planning to face the enemy with just a few hundred volunteers?”

Now, let’s start laying the groundwork.

“My father and mother, though incompetent, were shot down mercilessly without trial. And that too right in front of me.”
It wasn’t enough that my parents and siblings were shot before my eyes, but they were also doused in oil, burned, and carelessly buried.
Could anyone remain sane after witnessing that?

“My younger brother also died in agony, and my sisters were finally taunted before being torn apart by bullets and bayonets. Then they were burned to ashes.”
“Huh.”
“I saw with my own eyes, my family being killed so horribly before me. How could I escape alone to survive in peace?”

The justification is convincing.
A princess who has gone mad after witnessing her family die so brutally.
A princess who has no choice but to seek revenge.
I created an atmosphere where, out of sympathy or whatever, if they took me, I would seem likely to commit suicide.

“The living must go on living, no?”
“Even now, I see yellow in the sky, and every night the spirits of my family come to me, asking me to avenge them. You would not know, General, what it is like to see your family burned and buried as mere bones after being so brutally killed. I can’t forget that sight. Yes, if I had one more request, there would be one more thing.”
“What is it?”
“Military supplies. I would like your support.”

At my words, Gajda frowned and, with a serious expression, replied.
“Please give me some time to think.”

Good, let’s see if he takes the bait or not.
I’ve laid out enough of it. If he says, “Stop talking nonsense and come with us,” and forces me to go, that would be the best scenario.
At least it would create a clear image rather than me eagerly tagging along.

Revenge?
Are they my parents? They’re Anastasia’s parents.
I have Anastasia’s memories, but that’s all they are—memories.
I have no reason for revenge.
If I’m forcibly taken along, I could play the role of a tragic heroine in Europe

or America for a while and live comfortably with support from my distant relatives.
If things take an unexpected turn again,
I might really have to sacrifice myself here.
If that happens, I must resolve to change the future truly.
If so, could a union be formed instead of the old empire?

After meeting Anastasia, Gajda gathered with his subordinates to discuss the countermeasures.
In truth, there was no plan necessary for coming this far.
They just needed to make their mark, pick up the trembling princess afraid of the Bolsheviks, and head east.
At least, that was the plan.

But after meeting the princess in person, she seemed to be half a madwoman, probably due to witnessing her family being killed and cremated right before her eyes.
There was a crazed smile lingering on her lips, which women of her age would not typically wear.
She was utterly consumed by revenge.

“She is no different from us, wandering around and unable to return home.”
Although the comparison is a bit different, they were in a similarly desperate situation.

“What should we do? She seems like she would commit suicide if we tried to take her.”
Right. Seeing her like that, she would likely rather die than not have her revenge.
Moreover, this city of Yekaterinburg seemed strangely fanatical about the princess, not Bolshevik at all.
It wasn’t just sympathy for the princess; it was something else.

Yes, as if they had seen a miracle.
After meeting a few of her followers in the streets and talking to them, they said that she had survived Bolshevik bullets and bayonets and that people were healed just by her waving her hand.
Perhaps some of her close associates were working to deify her, but the city seemed to have genuinely fallen into her hands.

There was no way out.
They never expected Princess Anastasia to come out like this.
If anything happened to the princess after they contacted her, the Czechoslovak Legion would be the suspect.
Already in a wandering state, they could be labeled as the princess’s murderers. That would be dangerous.
If all else fails, they would have to find another way.

“Hm, there’s no choice.”
“What?”
“Perhaps it would be best to side with the princess.”
“What? But then, when will we return to our homeland?”

Why are they wandering around Russian lands like this in the first place?
It’s ultimately to return to their homeland, isn’t it?

“It wouldn’t be a bad idea to break through the Bolsheviks who withdrew from the war with their unauthorized treaty. So, cooperating with the princess might not be a bad idea.”
“We are not Cossacks, and becoming the Romanovs’ sword seems a bit… doesn’t it?”
“Since the princess has survived, it’s clear she will become a focal point for those opposing the Bolsheviks. Why not be the first to exert influence there?”

As long as the princess is alive, any faction fighting against the Bolsheviks will likely rally under the banner of the last Romanov with legitimacy.

“In that case…”
“Think about it. What if the princess eventually becomes the Tsarina of Russia?”

If things go well, could the Czechs gain influence over Russia?
After all, if they help this revenge-driven woman settle her grudge, wouldn’t she be grateful enough to help them in return?
Russia is a large country, after all.

Meeting a Tsar who had led Russia to this current state was bad luck, but the country’s potential cannot be ignored.
Moreover, the Bolsheviks are the ones who, for their own power, made unauthorized treaties with Germany, handed over territories, and withdrew from the war—those who deserve to be torn apart!
Thus, they could certainly find reasons to help Anastasia if they needed to.


“But even if we become the foundation for the princess, how far can we go?”
“That is what we need to discuss. For starters, they will have to meet our demands.”
“Our demands?”
“Guarantee of independence. Help us maintain our strength in Czechoslovakia afterward. This alone would be a great benefit for our country.”
“Can we defeat the enemy?”

Can we win?
Instead of vague talk about winning, they must fight desperately, believing they have to win.
Besides, the enemy they see isn’t very strong.

“They’re just cowards. The Bolsheviks withdrew from the Great War because they feared war. And those Russian generals with imperial experience are all in hiding.”
“Ah.”
“Right, well, people help each other in difficult times.”

With Anastasia’s survival,
the gears of history began to turn in unexpected ways.

(Author’s Note)
Tsarina: The female version of the title “Tsar,” the Emperor of Russia.
Continuous updates! Starting tomorrow, there will likely be one update at 11 a.m.!
Thank you for your subscriptions and recommendations.
See you in the next chapter.



 
  Chapter 6 : External Communication


I hoped the Czechoslovak Legion would just leave on its own this time.
I had prepared myself to play the role of a tragic heroine in case they tried to kidnap me or forcibly take me away at any moment.

But things were taking a strange turn.
“We will help Your Highness. We shall be your strong shield.”

What’s up with these guys?
“Oh, but there must be conditions, right?”
“Our demands are simple. After the civil war is resolved, you must guarantee the independence of Czechoslovakia.”
“That’s not difficult.”

Ah, I really want to cry.
This would happen on its own, even without my promise.
The Austro-Hungarian Empire is in ruins, and the independent Czech state wants the return of the Legion.
That kind of promise would happen naturally, even without my involvement.

“Moreover, please help us maintain our strength in Czechoslovakia.”

Do they want to establish a military regime in Czechoslovakia or something?
Was this what the Czechoslovak Legion was about?
“There is nothing difficult about that.”

After the Great War ends, Czechoslovakia will gain independence, and the Legion will return home. So, it will happen regardless of my promise.

“But do you mean to say that you trust a young princess like me, who has nothing? You would have to risk your lives.”

If history changes here, it would be a problem.
Although it’s not prominently featured, the Czechoslovak Legion sold weapons to independence fighters.
Of course, they sold to anyone who would pay, not just independence fighters.
Well, it’s not because I’m a Korean thinking of the independence fighters.
The issue is that I don’t know what might happen due to the changes I’ve caused in history.

Alright. Then let’s see how far you can help me.

“Do you have any plans in mind, that you would stand up so boldly?”
“I do.”
“Please share them with us.”

Ha.
These guys are now offering to be errand boys themselves?
Alright, let’s see how well they can do.

“Unfortunately, we only have a few hundred volunteers here. We need to gather more troops.”
“We agree. Even though our Legion is strong, we believe reinforcement is necessary to defend Yekaterinburg. We will try to dig trenches and defend Yekaterinburg ourselves, but…”

So, they are saying they lack troops.
If Kolchak of the White Army is around, and they still say they lack troops…
It means that if I am to be a focal point, I need to have my own power.
They are saying they can’t do it alone.

Indeed, I’ve heard that in the Russian Civil War, there were cases where people, who criticized the Bolsheviks for negotiating with the Germans to withdraw foreign intervention, ended up siding with the Reds.
Hmm, then what should I do?

There are some options.
Even if it requires some effort, I could attempt to make contact with Anton Denikin of the soon-to-be-formed South Russian government. That man also desires a return to the old times, so he might want to join forces with me.
There’s also Pyotr Wrangel on that side.
There are some others, too.

“I’m planning to make contact with the Don Cossacks. They call themselves the Don Republic. It’s a state established with German support.”

The Don Republic was formed by the anti-Bolshevik Don Cossacks in southern Russia.
It hasn’t been established for long.
Its leader is Pyotr Krasnov, who had been in the military since the Imperial era.
At one point, he tried to suppress Lenin, but after his defeat, he pretended to be loyal to the Bolsheviks and fled to become the Ataman of the Don Cossacks.
Having already crossed the point of no return with the Reds, he could align with me.
He had risen to the position of Ataman and received support from the German Empire.
Krasnov, Anton Denikin, Pyotr Wrangel, and others will engage in the Battle of Tsaritsyn a few months later, not too far into the future.
They will fight for nearly two years but ultimately lose.

“Are you asking us to make contact with the Cossacks?”
“They are a people who have received all sorts of privileges in return for being the Tsar’s sword. They, too, would not want the Bolsheviks to take over Russia.”

The Cossacks were granted tax reductions and other benefits at the level of autonomy in exchange for being the Tsar’s hounds. Would they really welcome the Bolsheviks? That’s probably why the Don Republic was formed, and why they were such a threat to the Bolsheviks.
So what I’m saying isn’t entirely without logic.

The center of the White Army is Alexander Kolchak, but since I survived, this development could be possible.

“That makes sense.”
“And, well.”
“Please, continue.”
“While you’re at it, inform the White Army as well. Tell them to cooperate with me, and I will establish a Duma, a constitutional monarchy. And if they dislike that, a republic is also fine. Let’s first unite around me to defeat the Bolsheviks. I will even write you letters.”

“Establish whatever kind of country you want. Just not the Reds.”
That’s all it takes.
Anyway, since the Romanovs have lost their divine right, even a constitutional monarchy might be difficult.
A constitutional monarchy usually involves some respect for the royal family, but the Romanovs’ authority has fallen to the ground, so they probably don’t think it’s worth respecting anymore.

I don’t want to be in such a spotlight position either.
At the very least, I plan to step back, enjoy a luxurious life, and let others clean up the mess.

“Do you mean to say you’ll relinquish power after the civil war?”
“Don’t worry. I will keep my promise to General Gajda. After all, I only wish to defeat the Bolsheviks. I have no right to speak of the Romanovs regaining power at this point.”
“I understand.”
“Oh, and inform the Allies, including the United States. Military supplies are fine, but military intervention is absolutely not allowed. Spread the word everywhere. The civil war is urgent, so we will accept aid from anyone, be it Germany or the Allies.”
“Isn’t this a time when even one soldier is precious?”

Even if every soldier is precious, some things must be turned away.
Right now, the Japanese would be eager to gobble up Siberia and the Russian Far East.
Above all, we must prevent the Bolsheviks from rallying around the slogan, “We must fight against the foreign intervention!”
In reality, the Reds gained substantial support from the Russian people by doing just that. It’s the worst-case scenario for the already weakened White Army.

“Right now, the Japanese are eyeing Siberia hungrily. When we win the civil war, imagine how much they will swagger. Moreover, the Bolsheviks will certainly spread propaganda, saying, ‘The princess brought in foreign forces to win the civil war! We must fight against her!’ Propaganda is their specialty.”
“I understand.”

At least the Czechoslovak Legion, known for their daring exploits, could be justified with a cause, and they could be portrayed as an independent force internationally.
But…
They even accepted this.

At this point, shouldn’t they just kidnap me and leave, or something like that?
Surprisingly, they seem determined to help me firmly.
This makes things difficult.

Alright. Let’s see how well you do your job.

The Czechoslovak Legion was serious.
They helped dig trenches in Yekaterinburg and even distributed weapons to the fanatics who followed Anastasia.
They trained the volunteers.
And, along with them, I was also trained.

“Your Highness, you are training yourself?”
“Are you planning to go out and fight?”

With this small body, there’s no other way to protect myself.
Naturally, the fanatics in Anastasia’s fan club looked at me in awe.
They seemed to think I would go out and fight.

Well, it’s not a bad idea. Going out to fight immediately… and pretending to be dead, hiding among the corpses to escape…
I kept thinking like that and realized again that this body was a princess’s.
Wouldn’t Russia and Siberia be too harsh for an unidentified woman with no connections to wander around?
That’s just one possibility.
For now, my immediate goal is to land a solid slap on the Bolsheviks’ cheek here.

Since the Czechoslovak Legion followed my words so well, it seems like we might really turn this civil war into a victory for the White Army.
And, it’s not as bad as I thought.

Now I understand why the Soviets were so eager to execute the royal family.
Day by day, more soldiers are arriving in Yekaterinburg.
Maybe they realized that the Soviet method wasn’t just for the common workers, or perhaps they were disturbed by the rumors of the Tsar’s family being brutally massacred, thinking it could happen to them too.

The wealthy class and their allied factions’ troops are increasingly flocking to Yekaterinburg.

“Today, hundreds of Cossack troops have decided to join Your Highness!”

Not just the Cossacks, but even the royalist Imperial troops have gathered under the banner of Princess Anastasia of Yekaterinburg.
All thanks to the Czechoslovak Legion.
I don’t know where they keep bringing them from, but thanks to them, we have been able to expand our influence bit by bit.

The enemy forces, preparing for a decisive battle, couldn’t be seen even in the surrounding cities of Yekaterinburg.
Maybe it’s because of the South Russians or the Czechoslovak Legion.
No, it’s definitely because of them.
They travel around on trains, gathering things here and there. It must have been reported to the Western Allies as well.

“Hmm. The supplies are still a problem.”

The White Army lost largely because they were divided into different factions, each fighting for dominance, and because the key areas were in enemy hands.
It might change a bit with support from neighboring countries, but the most important thing is still to exclude foreign interference.

Are there any who will take the bait soon?
When will the great powers make their move?
As I was thinking about this, the defense soldiers of Yekaterinburg rushed in to report to me.

“Your Highness, the Bolsheviks are approaching.”

The Bolsheviks are coming.
Honestly, it was about time, but they are coming sooner than expected.

“The Bolsheviks?”

I went to the makeshift trenches and stared calmly at the Bolshevik army in the distance, as if gazing at a far-off mountain.
They wanted to show off their might, with the workers’ flag at the front.
Even from afar, they seemed to be in great numbers.
Oh, this is bad.

Look at their numbers—there are so many of them.
If only we had some tanks, we might have been able to do something.
There’s no other choice.
Still, we have machine guns, so if we hold out desperately, we should manage.
The Czechoslovak Legion is also here.
The problem is that my followers might get scared and desert.

The only way is for me to step forward and encourage the soldiers myself.
If the princess takes the lead, no soldier would stay behind.
I must show them that I am different from the father of this body, Nicholas II.

“Your Highness, we will take care of this. Please step back.”

The Legion tells me to retreat.
No way.
Now that it’s come to this, I’m going all the way.

These men are standing here, holding their guns, because they trust me. I cannot just command from the rear while sending them to the front.
I stood before the Yekaterinburg defenders.


Looking at their faces, there were young men who had just shed their boyish looks, middle-aged men who seemed like they’d been through the wringer in the Imperial Army, and even old soldiers with white hair.

The defenders ranged in age from youth to the elderly.
All of them seemed frightened, their eyes trembling.
They were likely scared at the thought of fighting against that massive red wave.
No matter how much they followed me, it couldn’t be helped when their lives were on the line.
People are like that.

Their own lives matter.
Especially if the one they pledged their loyalty to isn’t worth risking their lives for.
That was true of the father of this body, Nicholas II.
Now, they had to believe in me, a young princess.

They had to trust a girl who looked like she couldn’t even fire a gun.
They knew well how reckless a gamble that was. Even those with broken heads would know that much.
I had to appeal to them to believe in me.
To survive. At least to prevent a terrible future.





 
  Chapter 7 : What is the direction of the free war


All the defenders of Yekaterinburg, of all ages, are looking at me, Grand Duchess Anastasia.
They seem to expect something from me.
I must respond to that expectation.

“If we lose here, that red plague will cover all of Russia.”

To be honest, even if I lose, the civil war will continue for some time.
But at least here, I need to heighten the sense of crisis.
If we lose here, we will become slaves of that Bolshevik regime.

“They will create their so-called paradise on earth, but there will be no freedom, no respect for you, nothing.”

They will idolize the General Secretary and claim that they can achieve anything under his leadership, manipulating and brainwashing people.
Of course, that might seem right to some.
It might sound appealing to reform under the leadership of the General Secretary and build a nation for the workers.

But you see, the Russian Empire could have done that too.
If Stolypin hadn’t been assassinated, there was still hope.
The Duma (parliament) existed, and workers could have had their voices heard.
But Stalin, that butcher, purged all his political rivals to consolidate his power and weakened the military.

It would no longer be a nation for the workers but a country where only a single dictator with authoritarian rule remained.
Even when the Soviet Union collapsed and was reborn as the Russian Federation, its traits from the Soviet era didn’t just disappear.
Before the world I lived in fell apart, the leader of Russia was still murdering his rivals with poison tea, claiming a 140% approval rate in elections, and had invaded Ukraine.
At the very least, I have to prevent such a situation from happening again.

“Therefore, we must fight. We will fight those barbaric brutes and win. I will not abandon you.”

All the soldiers listen closely to my words.
We still have the Czechoslovak Legion, the best force on our side.
We are not destined to fall so easily.

“I will stand before you. I will take on the responsibility and burden of the crimes committed by my father, who ruined this country. Trust in me, trust in yourselves, and let us win!”

The eyes of the soldiers lit up with determination at the declaration of Anastasia, Grand Duchess of Russia.
There was no more trembling.
Even the Czechoslovak Legion seemed inspired by me and watched quietly.

I do not know how far my words will reach.
Perhaps some of these defenders might think it would be better to hand over the princess right now.
So, I must show them my sincerity as well.

A girl smaller than themselves takes up a rifle and steps forward.
I walk confidently, poke my face out of the trench line, and aim the Mosin-Nagant at the Bolsheviks.

“I will fight too!”
“I will fight as well!”
“I was once a member of the Imperial Army. I will follow the Grand Duchess!”

Now, they were a proud army of the Empire.
One by one, the soldiers who were hesitating took their places in the trenches.
The red plague was surging like a sea.
The Czechoslovak Legion checked their machine guns installed along the trench line.

Come on, then. Come, you Reds.
I will kill every last one of you.
For the sake of my future.

Pyotr Krasnov.
He was the Ataman of the Don Cossacks and the leader of the Don Republic, established with German support.
He had even written directly to Wilhelm II early on to have the status of the Don Cossack Republic recognized.

A letter arrived for him.
“A letter from Princess Anastasia?”

The content was simple.
Her father, mother, and siblings were brutally murdered by the Bolsheviks, and even their bodies were desecrated.
She could never share the same sky with the Bolsheviks.
She would not stop fighting until those bastards were all killed.
She asked him to join her in fighting against the Bolsheviks.

That was roughly the content.

“Was Princess Anastasia always this brave? No, even if they were Bolsheviks, to execute the Tsar’s family without a trial…”

Moreover, seeing how the bodies were handled carelessly, they really were an uncivilized bunch.
It was a disgrace to have even falsely pledged allegiance to such people.
But if she wants us to join, isn’t that essentially saying she won’t recognize the Don Republic?

Or maybe not?
There’s something else written here.

Whether it’s the imperial Russian Empire, a democratic Russian Republic, a federation, or a union, let’s decide after the war.

A union, huh.
So, does this mean the Don Republic could be maintained as part of Russia?
Well, after all, the Don Republic was established to oppose the Bolsheviks.
If the princess wins and restores the monarchy later, or even collaborates, that’s fine.

The very fact that the princess made such a proposal means she is at least recognizing the sphere of influence.

“She says that she just wants to deal with the Bolsheviks and that they can appoint anyone as Tsar, whether it’s an absolute monarchy, a constitutional monarchy, or a republic, and do as they please. Just get rid of those Reds first. Hmm.”

This is quite tempting.

“I heard there are Bolshevik corpses hanging on crosses in Yekaterinburg; there must be a reason.”

Indeed, the forces opposing the Bolsheviks are too divided right now.
Even now, Krasnov is being pressured to integrate properly under Anton Denikin of South Russia, and he would later lose his position as Ataman and be exiled to Germany.

“Hmm, this letter surely didn’t just come to us.”
It must have been sent to other factions as well.

“Who brought this letter?”
“They say it was the Czechoslovak Legion.”
“There’s no way those guys have gone mad and sided with the Bolsheviks. So the princess is credible, and it seems they’ve sided with her.”

Well, the princess does have enough legitimacy.
Then maybe it would be better to side with her.
The Czechoslovak Legion is under her command.

As Anastasia predicted, the news of the execution of the Tsar’s family spread in Europe.
This was largely thanks to Anton Denikin and the former Bolsheviks who had been forgiven by Anastasia and were actively working for her.

Much faster than in the original history, and in a much grander way, it was made known to the warring powers that the entity called the Soviet Union was a group with no foundation, much more so than in real history.

Even though they were at war, this news shocked all the countries involved.

“The entire Tsar’s family was massacred? Without a trial?”

“How could such a dreadful thing happen?”

“They say they burned the bodies and threw them away carelessly?”

“They say the Bolsheviks ground the bones and drank them with tea!”

“My God!”

Much more quickly than in the original history, and particularly due to the testimony of the surviving princess, the brutal death of the Tsar’s family spread widely, throwing Europe into turmoil, even amidst the war.
Especially the monarchies, like Germany and the Austro-Hungarian Empire, and the constitutional monarchy of the United Kingdom, were in an uproar.
It was a more barbaric act than anything during the French Revolution.

Of course, no one could deny that the Tsar’s family had ruined the country, but to shoot them without a trial and then cruelly dispose of their bodies?
Although some suspected the rumors were exaggerated,
with a surviving princess testifying, the story gained credibility.

The Allies couldn’t just let this incident pass.
Especially not the British Empire.
Unlike France, which had already killed its king, or the United States, which had never had a king, the British Empire, though it had a parliament, still had a king, and that king held symbolic value beyond measure as the ruler of a colonial empire spanning the globe.

Given this situation, the news of the gruesome death of the Tsar’s family of the Russian Empire, which had been the rival of the British in the Great Game, was enough to make even Britain panic.

“How ruthless is Lenin!”

“Indeed, there is no point in dealing with the Bolsheviks!”

“So, what happens after we defeat Germany?”

The Allies were pushing Germany back in the Second Battle of the Marne.
Just as they were gaining the upper hand in the war, such a ghastly incident occurred.

The Russian Civil War.

Alright, a civil war is one thing, but capturing the Tsar’s family so easily? What happens if this is allowed to stand?
Based on this precedent, who knows what anti-war factions might do next?

Those barbaric Bolsheviks were just parroting lies, and they had already treacherously withdrawn from the war.
What if they spread propaganda after the war?
Wouldn’t it be better to support the princess, who seems to be sharpening a sword for revenge?
We don’t know how far the young princess will go, but…

“Does that matter? Aren’t they talking about a continuous revolution?”

A continuous revolution.
Information brought by the princess’s close associates (reformed Bolsheviks).
A grand and arrogant plan to start a revolution in weakened powers after the war, starting from Russia, and to turn all of Europe red with their flag.

“It seems we have to support the princess.”

“Is this the time to defeat Germany?”

“Are you saying we should spare Germany?”

“Looking at the situation now, who knows how far that young princess will go?”

“But look at the Bolsheviks’ plan. They said they would infiltrate the major powers after the war and incite revolutions!”

“Mr. Gallipoli, please be quiet.”

“Oh, shut up, you!”

The war to end all wars. The Great War.

Thanks to American support, the Allies had finally gained the upper hand, but there had been too many casualties.

What if the greedy and barbaric Bolsheviks who had seized power in Russia aimed for an exhausted Europe after the war?

Of course, that’s a matter of possibility.

One might argue that the Bolsheviks, who had lost many territories, including Ukraine, Poland, Finland, and the Baltic States, and needed to stabilize internally, wouldn’t have the capacity for that.

But the fear of the Bolsheviks isn’t just about that.

Did the Bolsheviks overthrow the regime because they had a strong military? Even though the last Tsar, Nicholas II, was incompetent, they managed to exploit that gap with propaganda.

If the Bolsheviks can seize power, then if they dislike the ruling monarch, they can slit their throats and take over.

Once a spark has been set, no one knows where it will fly.

In fact, as the war dragged on, anti-war social movements were growing increasingly within the nations.

What if a revolution really does break out because people can’t live like this anymore?

As much as they hate to admit it, even the British Empire could be shaken.

“What about making contact with Princess Anastasia first? Isn’t she the one on the front lines, more so than Kolchak?”

“Then when will we finish with Germany?”

“Yes, we need to defeat Germany, but if, after the war, Germany cries out that it can’t go on and the red plague spreads, what then? Geographically, they’re closer to Russia than we are, and they say they massacred the innocent Tsar, princes, and princesses.”

If communists run wild in defeated Germany, would the Kaiser’s family remain intact?
Surely, it won’t end well.

It will lead directly to Russian Revolution Season 2.

“We must suppress Germany while projecting our possible influence on Russia.”


“Do you think we have the capacity for that right now? We barely seized the advantage thanks to America.”

“What about letting Japan provide support?”

“Socialist forces are already growing within our own countries. Let’s make contact with the princess first; sending an envoy should be our priority.”

The Allies decided to send an envoy to Princess Anastasia.

Meanwhile, Kaiser Wilhelm II of the German Empire was just as anxious.
“Is it true that Nicky died like that?”

They were each the rulers of the German and Russian Empires, but they were also relatives.

So the news of the execution of the Tsar’s family sent a shiver down Wilhelm’s spine.

According to the news, Nicholas II had his limbs torn apart and could do nothing while the Empress was raped and killed by the Bolsheviks; Alexei was burned alive, and the princesses were not only raped but also stabbed to death with bayonets and tortured.

It is said Nicholas II wept tears of blood in his final moments.

To think that Lenin, whom he had sent to Russia, would do such a thing.


Whatever the case, at this moment, Wilhelm was consumed by the thought that the imperial family of Hohenzollern might suffer the same fate.

What if he and the Empress ended up dying like that, and his esteemed daughter, Luise, was subjected to such unspeakable acts?

Not to mention that Ernst August III of the House of Hanover, who had married Luise, was a despicable person anyway. Such a horrible future was intolerable.

‘Is this really the time to be fighting a war?’

Author’s Note:
Mr. Gallipoli: A nickname given to Winston Churchill after the disastrous Gallipoli campaign against the Ottoman Empire.
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  Chapter 8 : Anastasia White Army Debut


“Ludendorff, that bastard! He’s ruining the war!”
The damned military is ruining the war.
And now, the imperial family has to bear all the responsibility. What nonsense is this?
Even the vile Bolsheviks, after signing the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk and coughing up a chunk of land, have pushed the Reds into their territory and are stirring up a revolution.
That great empire is turning red overnight; perhaps they’re stirring things up right here in Germany.
Shouldn’t we prepare for an exile or something?
No, wait. Shouldn’t we first deal with those damned Reds?
Kaiser Wilhelm II was busy cursing Erich Ludendorff, who was in charge of the military, without ever considering the mess he had made himself.
And what about the current situation in Russia?
“They say the princess is left alone, crying out for revenge.”
“The movements of the Allied Powers are also peculiar.”
Even though the advantage is ours, the Allied Powers have yet to advance properly into the German mainland.
And yet, the Allied Powers remain silent.
Kaiser Wilhelm II, who had seen the war’s bleak outlook and the horrific deaths of his relative Nicky’s (the Tsar’s) family due to the Russian Revolution, finally began to think with a clear head.
It was as if he wanted to make up for all his diplomatic failures at once; his brain began to work quickly.
The economy of the German Empire had already reached its limit.
It was because that damned Ludendorff launched a total war.
It was becoming increasingly difficult to continue the war.
“Perhaps they are taking their time because they believe they have gained the upper hand. Let us also produce tanks and give them a blow.”
The insane military spouted nonsense again.
If you want to die, then die yourselves.
Wilhelm II hated dying more than death itself.
“For now, calm down a bit and how about making peace negotiations with them instead?”
“What?”
France would foam at the mouth in rage, but if we bowed our heads a little to the American Yankees, they might return to their New World.
Japan? Those Asians would be content with taking a nibble at German Kiautschou (Qingdao) and a few islands.
“Isn’t Britain also a monarchy like us? Surely they must be quiet because they have a Bolshevik problem like us. What if we approached them by offering to support the princess in the Russian Civil War?”
Kaiser Wilhelm II considered recognizing the puppet states obtained through the treaty with the Russian Bolsheviks as independent countries or returning the territory to the pre-war state by handing over all the concessions of the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk to Britain.
In a situation where defeat was imminent, even the military, which had been running wild, couldn’t completely dismiss the Kaiser’s proposal as he glared at them with burning eyes.
It was uncertain whether the Kaiser’s plan would work, but the Austro-Hungarian Empire was also on the verge of collapse, and the German Empire was isolated.
Thus, the German Empire, which would fall a few months later in the original history, sought to approach the British Empire, which was at war.
Bang!
A gunshot echoed in the clear sky.
Along with that sound, a red wave surged.
To overtake Yekaterinburg.
Boom! Boom! Boom!
The Bolsheviks’ shells fell toward the trenches.
Their accuracy wasn’t very high.
If their targeting was off, they should have recalculated their positions, but those bastards just blindly fired shells.
After a prolonged barrage, the infantry of the Red Army finally charged.
“Smash all the reactionaries still clinging to their past!”
It seems Lenin is in quite a hurry.
It’s as if he’s sending the Red Army this way no matter what.
Among them, there are probably quite a few who used to be part of the imperial army.
Former subjects of the Tsar, now turned against him, coming to kill the Tsar’s daughter.
Perhaps they were provoked by seeing the Reds who crucified people on the outskirts of the city. Either way, it’s fortunate for us.
The more they rush, the more public sentiment will turn.
The war just ended, and workers finally thought they’d see some peace, but now it’s another war.
They’ve even sent an army to attack me here in Yekaterinburg.
It’s only natural that discontent would grow. In a workers’ state, where there should be no more war and true serf liberation was promised, they started a civil war.
Clearly, Lenin is playing offense, while Anastasia, the Grand Duchess, is defending.
In such circumstances, Bolsheviks become nothing more than an authoritarian group of devils who want to seize power.
Still, it’s better this way.
It’s better to defend than to attack.
The more I kill here, the fewer Reds there will be.
“Your Highness, please step back for a moment.”
General Gaida seems worried that I might die.
But there’s no way that’s going to happen.
I need to do everything I can here to raise even a bit of trust in the imperial family, to make up for the mess that Nicholas II left behind.
“This battle happened because of me. I can’t withdraw now.”
Not only General Gaida, but I also ignored the pleas of the volunteers gathered from the city, aimed my Mosin-Nagant rifle at the approaching Reds, and fired.
This rifle is terrible.
To think I have to use such a ridiculously large gun with Anastasia’s body.
During the Russo-Japanese War, they said the Japanese rifles were better, so there’s no need to say more.
“The only fortunate thing is that the Czech Legion is on our side.”
This is not a disadvantage for us.
The notorious Czechoslovak Legion is also here.
By merely holding the defensive here, we can handle the situation well enough.
I understand Lenin’s judgment, too.
If they don’t capture me, the ghost of the empire they destroyed will resurrect, and the civil war will become more difficult.
If the civil war drags on, the side that will be disadvantaged is Lenin and the Bolsheviks, who established the Red Government by seducing the workers with sweet words.
So, I’m gritting my teeth and holding out here.
I grip the two-headed eagle flag of the Russian Empire tightly.
Before I know it, one of the Reds approaches me.
Yes, come at me like that.
I’m glad my world isn’t a peaceful one but a damned one.
Bang! Bang!
The bullet from my rifle hits the Bolshevik square in the chest.
“Ugh!”
The bullet I fired pierced the chest of the Red, killing him.
I see now. I’ve become accustomed to this kind of situation.
The Red Army pushed up to the trench line.
There might be some Imperial troops among them, but most of them are probably conscripted Red soldiers.
Do they think they can win against me and the Czech Legion, who are holding out in this hellish trench warfare with newly conscripted Red soldiers?
Even though I’ve set things up pretty severely, it’s hard for the Red Army to capture Yekaterinburg.
Among the defenders here are Imperial troops who were active during World War I.
Plus, the Czechoslovak Legion, who has been putting pressure on the Red Army, is dedicated to the defense.
“Give death to those polluted by the Red Plague, the Red Army!”
“Death!”
Things are strange on this side too.
I’ve been leading, but given the difficult times, this side also needed a bit of fanaticism.
As a result, the Bolsheviks were treated as Satan. The Red Plague was literally treated like an infectious disease.
Even the last remaining princess is seen as trying to kill them; those who feared little old Yekaterinburg had gathered like cockroaches, drafted into an army.
When things fit exactly as I said, the defenders of Yekaterinburg regarded the Red Army as nothing more than zombies.
Bang! Bang!
Bullets occasionally flew toward us. But I wasn’t worried.
I might not die for a while, maybe because that strange old man gave me a cheat code like some Japanese protagonist from another world.
The Red Army rushed in for a while.
The volunteer soldiers fought hard, and the Red Army, which was supposed to be so great, couldn’t penetrate the city defense guarded by tens of thousands of Czechs.
Of course…
“Die!”
The trench was occasionally threatened.
Just like now, a damned Red came charging into the trench.
By his looks, he seemed to be just past his youth. The bayonet on his Mosin-Nagant swung fiercely at me.
Clang!
I barely managed to block it with my own Mosin-Nagant.
It was heavy.
As I blocked it, a dull sound resonated, and I felt an electric-like shock coursing through my body.
Indeed, with the strength of a 17-year-old girl, I couldn’t win against even a poorly fed peasant soldier.
Still, I mustered every ounce of my strength and shoved him aside.
Luckily, this fool seemed to be someone who hadn’t received proper training and was easily pushed back.
It’s clear.
This guy is a conscripted soldier.
Just a poor soldier who’s been manipulated.
If we persuaded him a bit, he might throw off his red uniform and join the White Army.
But we don’t have the luxury to do that.
This Battle of Yekaterinburg has a significant meaning.
This Yekaterinburg, where the princess is the supreme commander, is fending off the Bolshevik regular army.
Merely repelling the Red Army would make the White Army see me as a new symbol, and the hesitant White Army warlords would make their choice.
Yes, this battle is my debut.
Winning this defensive battle and making Yekaterinburg the focal point of the White Army is my goal.
So there is no time for leisurely persuasion.
“Don’t blame me.”
Perhaps he hadn’t expected to be shoved by a girl; the young man opened his eyes wide, trying to say something, but my bayonet pierced his heart before he could.
Squish!
With a sensation like stabbing a piece of meat, the young man’s eyes widened, and he lost consciousness.
I bet the army’s overall level isn’t that high, just like this dead young man.
It’s still early in the civil war; the Red Army’s system hasn’t been properly established, and the Russian Imperial officers or generals of note haven’t cooperated.
Moreover, as long as I hold out here, it’ll be less likely for the Imperial troops to cooperate with the enemy than in original history.
The Red Army had no way to overcome this place.
Except for the lucky few soldiers who managed to jump into the trench, few Bolsheviks had the capacity to cross over to our side.
Bang! Bang!
On this side, I’m directly in the lead, shooting with my rifle.
Unlike Nicholas II, who went to the front and messed around, I’m here, directly defending with a gun, killing the Bolsheviks who were once imperial subjects.
To protect the loyal subjects of Yekaterinburg.
Ratatatatatatat!
Whenever the machine guns of the Czechoslovak Legion roared, the Reds swarmed in like cockroaches, shedding blood and flesh, and fell.
The scene was filled with blood and slaughter.
In this sea of blood and corpses that could drive a person mad, I wielded the Mosin-Nagant, a rifle that was too large to be called a gun, stabbing the enemy and firing bullets.
Once, when a Bolshevik jumped into the trench, I slashed his throat with my bayonet, and blood spurted like a fountain, drenching my face and body.
“R-Red Princess!”
In this chaotic massacre, perhaps one of the Bolsheviks recognized my face, for he shouted so upon seeing me covered in blood.
Hey, you. If you call me that, you make me sound like one of you Bolsheviks.
I gave him a bullet right between his eyes.
“The term ‘red’ applies to you Bolsheviks, not me. I don’t want to be put on the same level as you Reds.”
After killing a few people, my instincts from my past life returned.
To survive, begging for food day by day, and fighting tooth and nail against those who tried to steal what was mine.
Remembering that familiar sensation, I moved this young girl’s body freely.
I really craved a cigarette.
Grand Duchess Anastasia was a smoker. She even smoked with her father, Nicholas, an avid fan of cigarettes who didn’t understand the dangers of smoking in these times.
Maybe that’s why Anastasia’s body is craving it.
Well, it’s a luxury in this place.
I tried to moisten my dry mouth with saliva as I pulled the Mosin-Nagant’s trigger again.
Bang!
The things in front of me were no more than cockroaches.
They were not human.
Something between zombies and cockroaches pretending to be human.
I slaughtered them without hesitation.
“Gaaah!”
“Ugh!”
The Reds, the cockroaches, lost strength and collapsed to the ground.
Although the weapon was still far inferior to modern guns, having trained here, my body had adapted.
Wave after wave of Reds crashed against our solid defenses, but I continued fighting calmly, holding them back.
“The young princess is fighting so hard.”
“We can’t just sit back either. Let’s kill one more of these Bolshevik bastards!”
The small number of Cossack troops who had joined us trampled the Red cockroaches.
After a while of fierce fighting,
The waves of red soldiers visibly diminished.
“Are they trying to run away with the reactionaries right in front of them? Anyone who runs away will have a hole in their head from my gun!”
“Damn it! I don’t want to fight anymore!”
“Please save me! I only came along because they said it’d be easy!”
“They said it was just suppressing reactionaries! This is war!”
As expected, these Reds, who lack any roots, cursed among themselves in Russian and moved about in a frenzy.
Being on the defensive side, our numbers were smaller, so we couldn’t see much, but on the offensive side, they were dying in droves under machine guns and bullets.
Seeing their comrades turned into shredded meat beside them, the poorly trained conscripts must have been terrified.
“Damn it! Retreat!”
After some more pounding, realizing they couldn’t break through, the Bolsheviks finally retreated.
Like watching the ebb and flow of the tide, the Bolsheviks suddenly ran away to save themselves.
Some even crawled away to escape.
“Hurrah for Grand Duchess Anastasia! Hurrah for the Russian Empire!”
The sweetness of victory, the thrill, began to fill my body as I realized we had repelled the Bolsheviks.
I breathed a sigh of relief, sweeping my chest.
I survived in this damned hell.
I raised my trembling arms and clenched my fists tightly.
There’s still a long way to go, but we won.
At that moment, someone who seemed to be an officer of the Czech Legion ran over and seemed momentarily surprised to see my blood-soaked appearance, but then quickly spoke.
“Your Highness, we’ve detected an army from the east.”
“A red flag?”
“No, it bears the tricolor of the Russian Empire with a double-headed eagle.”
So, the Bolsheviks retreated for that reason.
A tricolor from the east.
It must be the White Army.
Finally, the effort of sending the Czech Legion has led to this result.
Now, I can breathe a little easier.
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  Chapter 9 : Unconditional before the commies !


The man behind the tricolor flag was Alexander Kolchak.
Originally, he would have staged a coup, become the head of the Russian government, and essentially, the commander of the White Army.
However, history had changed.
He had come to Yekaterinburg.
What does this signify?
It meant that Kolchak’s White Army had joined my forces in Yekaterinburg.
Moreover, they were joining Yekaterinburg under my leadership.
But this guy is incompetent.
No, wait.
History has changed, after all.
Even if he isn’t on the level of Pyotr Wrangel, he might at least be able to maintain the status quo.

“I never thought the General would join me.”
“No, it is only right. This is a war to restore everything to its original place, so I will follow Your Highness.”

Ironically, the ones who guided Kolchak here were the Czechoslovak Legion.
In the original history, the Czechoslovaks handed over Kolchak to the Red Army for a safe retreat, but the tides of history had turned.
With Kolchak joining us, my faction had now become a central force against the Bolsheviks.
This isn’t right.
I felt a headache forming from the changing circumstances.
What should I do now?

Aren’t those Japanese bastards already eyeing Siberia greedily?
Even Kolchak seems to be under pressure from the Allied Powers.

“For now, please take charge of training the volunteers in Yekaterinburg.”
“Yes.”

It felt like the tangled threads were slowly unraveling, piece by piece.
Like puzzle pieces fitting together one by one.
Compared to the original history, the current situation of the White Army was much better.

“Your Highness.”
“What is it?”
“Someone named Vladimir Grigoryevich Fyodorov, whom we met on the way, wishes to see Your Highness.”
“Vladimir Grigoryevich Fyodorov?”
Who is that?
“He is the one who designed the Fyodorov automatic rifle.”

An automatic rifle.
I’m not really a military enthusiast, so I don’t know much about that.
Isn’t that the precursor to the assault rifle later on?
Is he the one who created the ancestor of the AK-47 in this era?
I don’t have much knowledge about this person.
I just heard he made some kind of gun.
At that time, there were already various automatic rifles.
It’s subtle to call it an assault rifle, but in Russia, it might be the most usable weapon.
It seems it would be good to have one.

“Bring him here immediately.”
It wouldn’t hurt to meet him.

“It is an honor to meet the last Grand Duchess of All Russia!”
Fyodorov’s hair was disheveled, and his clothes were torn in various places.
It looks like he had quite a rough journey.
He was said to be under the Bolsheviks, but can he be trusted?

“We don’t have time for such formalities now.
I understand you are the one who made the automatic rifle.
Is that correct?”
“Yes, that is correct.
I created the Fyodorov rifle.
However, the Bolsheviks halted weapon production—”
It must be a gun of a completely different caliber than the Mosin-Nagant.

“You came here, which means you know my situation.
If we are to fight the Bolsheviks, we need many firearms.
Can I entrust you with the production and development of new weapons?”
“Yes, but we may need to rely on foreign companies for production.”

That makes sense.
Russia’s industrial capacity is poor.
Despite its size, Russia is more like a pseudo-great power.
That’s why they got hit by something like the Bolshevik Revolution.
I may lack knowledge about this man, but judging by what he does, he could be helpful.

“For now, we should produce according to our current capabilities.
Soon, the great powers who don’t want to see Bolshevism spreading in Europe will provide support, and that would be the time for full-scale production.”
“Understood.”

Anyway, we still lack a lot on this side.
Soon, the support from the great powers will become a reality.

“The foreign companies are an issue, though.”
Britain, France, the United States—the time should be ripe for the Allied Powers to take the bait.

What matters now is that, for a while, I have to control Yekaterinburg by myself.
After Kolchak’s joining, many nobles and wealthy people of the Empire were here.
So, I gathered the nobles who joined in Yekaterinburg, the key landowners, and citizen representatives.
Still, there doesn’t seem to be any notable figures.
They must be contemplating whether to side with me or not.

The problem is with these joined nobles.
For them to reclaim their past glory, the only option is to restore the monarchy and join this side.
Moreover, the Bolsheviks are now known as brutal and savage who killed the Tsar’s family without a trial.
The nobles had to join this side to save their necks.
And to keep even that neck they have now, they must be willing to lay down what they have.

“The civil war is the civil war, but it’s time to start preparing for reforms on this side.
We must break away from an agrarian society and step into an industrial society.”

With the joining of the White Army, my power in Yekaterinburg extended beyond Siberia to the Far East.
Even though it’s a civil war, it’s time to do something.
System competition.
From now on, it’s not just a war of guns and swords; it’s about who will win the people’s hearts.
That is what’s important.
By winning the people’s support, they will become the workforce and soldiers of White Russia.
Naturally, we can gain the upper hand in the civil war.

In the original history, the White Army beat up the Red Army for a while and regained much of the Russian territory, but due to its nature as a coalition of warlords, it did not receive popular support and was eventually swept away by the reorganized Red Army.
So, we must proceed gradually now.
We must build up little by little, step by step.

Since we just won the battle, we must act now.
“In that case…”
“It may still be a distant matter for us, but let us implement land reform immediately.”
“Land reform? But we are in the midst of a civil war.”

The imperial nobles grimaced in anger.
Some of them probably joined here to avoid seeing such things.
But this is the only way for all of you to survive in the future.

“With the current system, Russia cannot endure for long.
Without land reform, the Red Plague will continue to spread.
It is essential for a new Russia.
If not, do you think those Bolsheviks, who have already executed the Tsar’s family, will spare your necks?”
No, they won’t.
Right now, there are citizens enchanted by the Grand Duchess, but who knows how long that will last.
If nothing changes, the people of Yekaterinburg could turn completely red at any time.

“Ahem.”
“The majority of Russia’s subjects are peasants.
For the people, for the future of this country, and to win back those who have suffered under the incompetent rule of the imperial family and are now swept up by the Red Plague, we must implement land reform.
That is how those wavering due to the Red Plague will once again support the imperial family.”

Though the Tsar may be cursed, the Bolsheviks are long known as a force that would defile even a dead princess.
Their promised reform for the peasants, a workers’ state, was being challenged by the promises of the last Grand Duchess.

Who would seem more tempting?
Yes, we are implementing the policies that the Reds should have been carrying out first.
This is crucial.
How much public support we garner during this period is what matters most.

“Are you saying you want to bring back Stolypin’s reforms?”
“Yes. Land reform.
We will declare that peasants are allowed to own private property.
This is not just words but will be directly enacted here and now.
Will you lose everything and die in this civil war, or will you give up what you must and take what you can?
It will be one or the other.
As you stand at this crossroads between life and death, if you wish to preserve your lives and remain as great Russian nobles, you must stop opposing.”

The nobles could no longer oppose.
They were now in a situation where they had to listen.
To lose their heads or maintain at least minimal privileges and join the reforms—wouldn’t they choose the latter?
Unlike the time when Nicholas II opposed reforms, and they could voice their opposition to reforms, now the situation was dire, and if the last Grand Duchess led, there was no other choice.

Once fiercely opposed to reforms, the nobles now began to lead them.
This could be another lifeline for those swayed by the Red Plague.

The beginning of land reform.
It was like presidential candidates presenting their promises.
It marked the start of a system competition with the Bolsheviks.

Unfortunately, even though the Bolsheviks carried out land reforms after the revolution, they did not allow private

ownership, which drew resentment from the peasants.
It signified that the beginning of the Soviet Union was not as smooth as expected.
Here, the last Grand Duchess whispers everything sweetly.
Isn’t it tempting?

Indeed, to survive, we must move forward in this way.
So, I declared directly in front of the citizens of Yekaterinburg.
“Subjects of the Empire!
I will carry on Pyotr Stolypin’s reforms and achieve the liberation of the serfs!
After this civil war and after the Red Plague is eradicated, I will continue Stolypin’s land reforms and develop the Far East!
I ask all the subjects of the Empire to follow not the cursed Romanovs but the one person named Anastasia!”

There was no time to nitpick now.
I implemented these things immediately.
I know it’s a risky move, but it’s important to act before the Bolsheviks.

I put the nobles, who had some brains in Yekaterinburg, at the forefront.
The nobles, who had many complaints, leading the charge themselves seemed to come across quite favorably to the general public.
From what I’ve heard, the evaluation isn’t bad at all.

“They say the Grand Duchess promised land reform and peasant land ownership.”
“Are you still trusting the Romanovs? The Bolsheviks might be a better option—”
“They say they’ve already implemented some of it?
After the civil war ends and the country is normalized, they’ll continue Stolypin’s reforms.”
“The nobles have taken the lead in the reforms themselves.
They seem to be planning to implement everything after beating the Bolsheviks.”
“I have admired the Grand Duchess for a long time.
Of course, I must follow Her Highness!”

If these were policies enacted by just any White Army warlord, people wouldn’t have been fooled.
However, what is important is that the one implementing these policies is the Grand Duchess.
Not just any Grand Duchess, but the last one.
She didn’t just promise reforms; she implemented them immediately.
It was truly a radical reform carried out during the civil war.


Along with this, she promised an eight-hour workday, a five-day workweek, guaranteed wages, and more.
She promised everything for the post-war period.
Not as a Romanov, but as the last Grand Duchess, Anastasia.

Though the daughter of a cursed and incompetent Tsar, she is trying even harder to correct things.
Even the nobles are taking the lead.

“It’s only natural to be tempted.”
The Reds, who weren’t so fond of Stolypin’s plans, must be foaming at the mouth now.

According to news discovered by a reformed Cheka agent, it seems the Bolsheviks are in quite an uproar.
They’re going around stirring things up, saying the damned reforms led by the wealthy, conducted by the Grand Duchess, will eventually hit a limit.
It seems there are quite a few reactionaries within the regime, as they say.
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  Chapter 10 : Anastasia’s small ball shot


The Battle of Yekaterinburg was lost. 

Thoroughly and completely, they were defeated by the White Army reactionaries. Those damn Czechoslovak Legion soldiers ended up siding with them.

According to reports from the surviving Red Army, the princess herself fought, but does that even make sense?

What matters is that they failed to capture Yekaterinburg, which seemed like a mere handful to conquer. They couldn’t reclaim it, and it remains in the hands of the White reactionaries.

Even more important is that the princess is unharmed.

“Damn it. This wretched princess, that young girl, seems determined to hinder our efforts.”

“They say she has started various reforms for the workers. She’s implementing whatever can be done immediately and promises to carry out the rest after the civil war, once the wartime system is lifted.”

“Do you believe that?!”

The anxious Lenin finally exploded in rage.

Why? Because the princess was carrying out the reforms that the Soviet Union had planned, even before the civil war had ended.

And those were reforms Lenin himself intended to implement.

That princess, who had somehow survived like a slippery eel, was ruining the revolution.

At this rate, it seemed almost like there had been some behind-the-scenes deal to not kill the princess in the first place.

“They say the princess personally appealed to the people, persuading them, with the nobles standing by her side.”

“Could that have come from the head of that young princess? It’s obvious that the nobles are using her as a temporary measure to prevent a loss of public support.”

“I also hear she stepped forward on the front lines against our enemies.”

“Comrades, speak sensibly. She’s just a girl who has lived her life like a flower in a greenhouse. What could she possibly know? The rumors must be exaggerated.”

“Regardless, Yekaterinburg has become more fortified with the joining of the reactionaries. The current Red Army has no means to break through.”

Though one could argue that the casualties were a sign of gradually breaking down the walls of Yekaterinburg, it was the Red Army alone that was dying and being cursed, while more reactionaries were flocking to Yekaterinburg.

Now that South Russia seemed poised to ally with Anastasia, Lenin was put in a position of urgent crisis.

“Damn it.”

“Moreover, it has already spread throughout Europe that we executed the Tsar’s family. Rumors are circulating that the Tsarina and the princess were raped and tortured in front of the Tsar. Meanwhile, our plans for a continuous revolution have been absurdly exaggerated—”

“What were you doing, not stopping that?!”

Lenin’s face flushed red, like the flag of the Soviet Red Workers.

At this rate, wouldn’t the imperialist powers pause their war?

“The people are being swayed by the princess’s policies.”

The Soviet Union was on the verge of losing its mind.

The princess was implementing the same policies that they were supposed to carry out.

They had defined the Princess of Yekaterinburg as an enemy of the revolution, so they couldn’t just follow her lead.

She was also blaming the Bolsheviks for some reforms being delayed, thereby fostering resentment against the Soviet Union.

Things were taking a strange turn.

Even Kolchak’s White Army was now joining Yekaterinburg.

If only the princess had fled headlong to Vladivostok, they might have exploited that, but instead, she was firmly entrenched in Yekaterinburg.

Whether by choice or coercion, this was enough to shake the newly established workers’ state from the very beginning.

The Romanovs may have been an incompetent dynasty, but the newly born Soviet Union could not easily cut down the mighty Romanov tree.

World War I had already taken a vastly different course from its original history.

Upon learning that Lenin, dropped into Russia, had brutally murdered the Tsar’s family, Kaiser Wilhelm II of the German Empire feared that the German royal family might suffer the same fate due to the military and Junkers (German nobility) who had messed up the war.

Moreover, those Bolsheviks had declared they would turn the great powers red, and where would they strike first? Surely Germany, the one who had taken away their territory, would be the top priority.

With the fire now at his feet, Kaiser Wilhelm II considered the possibility of exile to the Netherlands or Britain in the worst-case scenario and began negotiations with the British under the table.

“We acknowledge Britain’s naval supremacy. We won’t ever approach the fleet again. If our Kaiser desires, we’ll even relinquish the rights to Alsace-Lorraine. So let’s end this dreadful war and root out those Reds first.”

“No matter what, we have this war nearly won. Hmm.”

The German envoy, sent to London, met with British Prime Minister David Lloyd George and conducted negotiations with utmost humility.

“The British Empire, even with a parliament, is still a monarchy. Instead of doing this, we’ll hand over rights in the Baltic states and Ukraine to Britain. Can’t something be worked out? Our Kaiser wants to support the provisional government in Yekaterinburg.”

“To persuade France, you’ll need to give up some colonies as well.”

“We’ll do that. After all, where did it all start? Wasn’t it those damned Serbians? Do we have to turn red because of them?”

“The Kaiser seems quite desperate. Very well. We, too, don’t want a communist state across the Channel.”

Even within Britain, opinions were divided.

On one side were hardliners who believed this was the chance to crush the German Empire, while on the other side were moderates who wanted to accept the benefits and colonial concessions from Germany, put a leash on them, root out the Red Plague first, and then watch Germany’s next moves.

After all, seeing an allied country—one that had once fought over the world in the Great Game—turn red, Britain was deeply troubled after hearing the plans spread by the rehabilitated Reds from the Soviet Union dispatched to Europe.

Above all, as the fear of the Red Plague spread across Europe, communists in various countries, inspired by the Russian Revolution, began to take action.

“No, I’m telling you, they wouldn’t dare to do such things in the British Empire!”

“But isn’t that still a possibility? Don’t you see the increasing number of socialists on the British Isles? Now that the German Kaiser has come out with such concessions, we’re in a strong position for a peace settlement!”

“What about France?”

“We’ll just give them some colonies. The urgent task is to extinguish the flames of revolution.”

However…

“It’s not that I’m afraid of communists, but I do feel sorry for the last remaining Anastasia. As her uncle, I’d like to help a little.”

King George V of the United Kingdom, who didn’t want to end up like his cousin, Nicholas II, sided with the moderates, and Britain made a separate secret agreement with Germany.

Naturally, when France learned that its ally had secretly struck a deal with Germany, it went into a frenzy.

“Make peace with Germany? Are you serious?”

“So, you want to leave those satanic Reds alone and stomp Germany first? I know France wants revenge on Germany, but what if the Red Plague spreads after you’ve beaten Germany? Besides, we’re not talking about peace; we’re talking about a truce.”

“Truce, you say. You must think we’re fools. Do you think we don’t know that Germany has agreed to hand over all the rights it took from the Reds to Britain?”

France was concerned that if they accepted the truce while they were already gaining the upper hand thanks to the United States, Germany might use that time to muster all its remaining strength for another attack.

France, sharing a border with Germany, wanted to crush Germany as much as possible while it had the chance.

There was the matter of avenging the Franco-Prussian War, but also, the German military was essentially a force born for war.

They had to crush that mighty army while they had the opportunity.

“Ahem, this is not just an issue for the belligerent nations. If even the Kaiser dies at the hands of those Reds, the next target for these satanic creatures could very well be our British King. You may not care since you’ve already beheaded your king, but think about our position. To be blunt, if it weren’t for us, France would have been trampled by German boots long ago.”

“You bastards! Then what about America?”

“It wouldn’t be a bad idea to restrict their military so they can never wage a war of aggression again, and set them up as a bulwark against the Red Threat.”

The United States, too, could not stand the brutal execution of the Tsar’s family without a trial, nor could it condone such barbarians planning to turn their world red.

If the war continued any longer, it was obvious that socialism sympathizers would increase across the Atlantic, not just in Europe.

Originally, the U.S. had entered the war mainly because of anti-German sentiment fueled by the terror attacks orchestrated by German agents, the Lusitania incident, and the Zimmerman Telegram, but President Woodrow Wilson and the U.S. leadership at the time had wanted to maintain neutrality.

Now that they had beaten Germany and established a superior position, they couldn’t continue fighting a war while nurturing the dangerous seed of the Red Plague.

Furthermore, the tales spread by the Bolsheviks, who had supposedly been rehabilitated by Anastasia, about the execution of the Tsar’s family and the Soviet ambition to turn the great powers red gave hope to anti-war activists and socialists, expanding their influence.

These developments caused Britain and America to hesitate, even though they had almost crushed Germany.

Given that Germany had conceded this much, it was time to end the war.

With Britain having already reached a separate peace agreement with Germany, and under the condition of German apologies and reparations, America had no reason to refuse.

Of course, the opinions of lowland countries like Belgium were hardly considered in this process.

“You traitors! Have you forgotten what Germany did in Belgium?”

“It doesn’t seem like Belgium, who diligently collected severed hands in the Congo, is in a position to speak. Isn’t surviving enough?”


“Someone has to be held accountable, so let’s disband the Austro-Hungarian Empire moderately. We can give independence to Hungary and give Bosnia to Serbia. Let’s give South Tyrol to Italy.”

Since the Bolsheviks foamed at the mouth over monarchies and imperialist states, Austria was to be dismantled, but the monarchy should be maintained to keep them in check.

By this time, Britain’s strategy in Europe had changed.

Anyway, they had the upper hand in the war, and the German Kaiser had finally surrendered and acknowledged British supremacy.

The British Empire had always been the guardian of Europe’s balance.

And after this war, there would be another threat lurking: the Red Plague.

So Britain’s choice was to maintain monarchies and empires like Germany, Austria, and the Ottomans, which could act as a threat to the Reds.

Of course, they would extract as much reparations as they could.

As for the Ottoman Empire, they intended to preserve its national debt while extracting as much as possible.

“We can’t concede anything regarding the Ottomans. Not at all!”

France, meanwhile, was foaming at the mouth, eager to gain something from the Ottomans.

The Ottomans were to be dismantled according to the original history, though they were to be kept as a sultanate.

Thus, the fate of the Central Powers was decided.

To put it simply, Germany was to be shackled as much as possible, the Austro-Hungarian Empire was to be moderately divided while preserving the imperial debt, and the Ottoman Empire was to be dismantled, as if tearing flesh.

“Then, let’s find a way to support Princess Anastasia. According to our sources, the princess does not trust Japan. In that case, it might be best to use Germany.”

“There will be a lot of surplus goods left after the war, so we can send those too. Let’s have Germany send all its weapons there so they won’t think about war again.”

Of course, this movement of the great powers did not go unnoticed by Japan, which had swallowed up Korea, fought in the great war alongside the European powers, and was riding high on nationalist pride.

“As the ally of the British Empire, our Great Japanese Empire is ready to send troops to Siberia anytime—”

“Oh, no need. There will be plenty of rewards left for Japan in the peace negotiations with Germany, so just rest now, Japan.”

Unlike the original history, with Anastasia becoming a rallying point for the Whites, Japan’s support was viewed negatively, and since Germany had announced its support for Princess Anastasia, events began to unfold differently.

“Oh, what a good opportunity to go to Siberia!”

“Can’t we have a break from war? My son died in the Russo-Japanese War! We were just caught up in a European war, and now another?”

“Are you questioning our ideology? Are you a Red? A loyal subject of the Great Japanese Empire would never say such things! This war has brought prosperity to Japan!”

“What nonsense!”

In Japan, some lamented missing the opportunity to go to Siberia, but Japan, too, was an empire ruled by an emperor.

Naturally, they were sensitive to news of the execution of the Tsar’s family and the plans for a Red revolution to topple empires.

They also had to guard against the creeping spread of the Red Plague internally.

Thus, World War I unfolded quite differently from actual history.
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  Chapter 11 : Anastasia’s small ball shot (2)


Yekaterinburg Provisional Government Building

The defeat in Yekaterinburg must have shocked Lenin deeply because, for some time, the Bolsheviks did not attack.

And during this time, I was able to hear about the progress of World War I.

From none other than a special envoy sent by Germany, which was grimacing as it faced imminent defeat.

“What is this? Is World War I going to end so anticlimactically?”

Of course, someone had to take responsibility, so, for example, the Austro-Hungarian Empire has now simply become the Austrian Empire.

But it seems the situation is better than in the original history.

They lost South Tyrol to Italy and Bosnia to Serbia, and Hungary gained independence, but the industrial areas of Czechia remained, and the monarchy was maintained.

How did it come to this?

In the original history, the great powers did learn of the fate of the Tsar’s family somewhat late, but does knowing a little earlier really make such a difference?

“His Majesty the German Kaiser has sent you the uniform worn by Princess Luise, telling you to fight hard.”

The German envoy, who had delivered news of Europe, handed me the neatly folded uniform of the German princess.

I was so dumbfounded that I was at a loss for words.

I stared at the neatly folded uniform of the German princess before me.

From what I could tell, Wilhelm II must have done something behind the scenes.

I didn’t even have a proper uniform myself; I was just wearing a Russian Imperial Army uniform I had folded neatly.

“How did the war in Europe end? It wasn’t a war that should have ended so easily.”

“Our Kaiser believes that the Bolshevik threat is a danger to world peace, so he has made peace with Britain and decided to support the princess for now.”

“Does that mean…?”

“The Kaiser emphasized that the Bolsheviks must be defeated at all costs.”

Ah, now I see.

The Bolsheviks’ infamy known to the great powers of Europe was even more horrific than in the original history.

They attached all sorts of justifications, but in the end, they were seen as barbarians and devils who not only brutally executed the Tsar’s family but also dishonored the Tsarina and the princess.

Among the socialists and communists who wanted to overthrow monarchs and build their own states, there was also much debate. Still, as the Soviet Union’s grand plan became known, communists probably gained more strength.

Wilhelm II, belatedly, realized what could happen if he became the emperor of a defeated country.

Perhaps his beloved daughter Luise might end up suffering the same fate.

Right. No matter how inept he was at diplomacy, it was said that he managed domestic affairs reasonably well. Hearing such news would make him lose his mind.

Especially since his cousin Nicholas II had died.

Could it be that this became a snowball effect?

If it’s that infamous country, they must have shackled Germany. They probably also had to give up their colonies.

After all, having lost the war, they wouldn’t have the strength to maintain their colonies.

“So, Germany is going to support us?”

“Yes. We’ve already discussed it with the other great powers, so please tell us what support you need, and we’ll do our best to arrange it.”

Germany seems to have decided to take the lead and support us.

Good. Then let’s see what they can offer.

“Firstly, due to the poor conditions in Russia, we are having trouble producing weapons locally. Also, we plan to build a new railway network centered on Yekaterinburg.”

Weapon production is important, but the railway network is equally crucial.

To supply such vast Russian territories, a railway network is essential.

In fact, during the Eastern Front, the presence of a railway network allowed the transfer of troops and supplies from the east to fight against Germany.

If the German army advances, new recruits can be loaded onto the trains again and again.

The German army even found themselves amazed by the resilience of the Soviet army.

That shows how important the railway network is in vast Russia.

“Yes. Regarding that, I will contact the homeland and have it reviewed positively. Our Kaiser will support local production. We’ll also look into the railway matter.”

Okay, but there’s something else that suddenly piqued my curiosity.

“And what about tanks?”

One of the reasons Germany started losing the war was the presence or absence of tanks. So, I decided to try making a deal, just in case.

The German envoy’s eyes trembled for a moment, as if he was shaken.

These guys were indeed thinking something about tanks.

Could France end up taking a hit from Germany?

“As for tanks, I’m not sure. But I will report this to the homeland as well.”

If things had gone as in the original history, the Hundred Days Offensive would soon lead to mutinies by the sailors, speeding up the collapse of the German Empire.

Then, with the November Revolution, the empire would fall.

But now, that’s not the case.

Instead of surrendering, a ‘peace’ was reached, allowing the monarchy to survive.

Moreover, the Don Republic has also decided to join Yekaterinburg.

Considering that Germany stands behind the Don Republic, it seems they have talked things over with Germany as well.

Anton Denikin is still in South Russia, but he has sent us a message.

He is willing to coordinate with us at any time.

The current situation for the Soviet Union is worse than in the original history.

They are now facing a massive wall, and what can they do about it?

They are being treated like cockroaches, like devils, and all the great powers of Europe are sending everything left from the war this way.

In the Black Sea, they have even been given old warships to rebuild their fleet.

If they were going to fight the enemy, they wouldn’t need a fleet, but for the reconstruction of the imperial fleet, it would be necessary.

“The British and French have sent tanks.”

After the German envoy left, Kolchak and Gaida of the Czech Legion came in to report.

British MK series, and also Renault FT tanks.

There are German tanks too, but they look rather clunky.

“They must be really desperate.”

They’ve sent not only tanks but also their own officers to train tank crews.

It is indeed serious.

They must be very keen on protecting their dear British King.

If we have these tanks, we could gain the upper hand in the Red-White Civil War.

However, I also have to worry about what happens after this civil war.

There’s no way France and Britain are providing all this support for free.

After the civil war, they might demand some share of the spoils, or something along those lines.

It’s not impossible, but even if that were the case, the great powers are currently all exhausted.

Even if they want to extract something from us, they wouldn’t have the means to exert pressure.

The U.S., a wealthy upstart nation, might support us simply to stop communism, but that’s a rather optimistic assumption.

It doesn’t seem like France or Britain would provide free support.


I need to look into this further.

Unlike in the original history, I did not receive foreign military support in the Red-White Civil War.

At most, it was just material support.

Sure, there were ‘volunteers,’ but it wasn’t to the point of being condemned.

Originally, the Soviet Union, criticized for its treasonous secret pact with Germany, found the public sentiment turning in its favor when the White Army received foreign military support.

But now? The White Army is not seen as so bad. This is important.

Anyway, it means I am doing my job as best as I can for now.

“Princess, how long do you plan to stay on the defensive?”

“Shouldn’t we start attacking the Bolsheviks soon? No matter how many they have, they are just a disorganized bunch. We can definitely subdue them.”

General Gaida of the Czech Legion and Kolchak seem rather restless.

Didn’t they get crushed in the original history?

Right now, it is crucial that the Czech Legion is completely on my side.

Even if it seems like we have the upper hand at the moment, the situation still looks quite precarious.

In the original history, the White Army ultimately collapsed as a coalition of warlords.

Dragging out the civil war is not something I particularly want to do, but…

“I intend to prolong this civil war a bit more.”

“This war?”

“We cannot be certain of victory if we move hastily now. Even if we win, there will still be distrust of the monarchy among those who were under the Bolsheviks. Above all, if we end this civil war quickly, we don’t know what those European powers might demand from us.”

There are still many variables.

So, it’s difficult to aim for anything specific.

Even if the great powers are exhausted and find it hard to make demands, the Soviets cannot be driven out by force right now.

“Then…”

“Of course, I do not intend to keep things completely stagnant. There’s also Japan in the Far East. At the very least, we need to secure all of South Russia.”

I looked at the map hanging on the wall.

A new map of Russia centered around Yekaterinburg.

I focused on a certain place on the map.

“Then, we must unite with Anton Denikin and Pyotr Wrangel.”

“Yes. Once the army has been reorganized, we must retake Tsaritsyn.”

The Soviet Union’s situation is worse than in the original history, prompting them to take extreme measures.

They are conscripting from all over to win the war and the civil war against us before losing out in the competition of ideologies.

It seems they are acting even more ruthlessly than in the original history, but it doesn’t appear to be easy for them either.

If things continue like

this, the Soviet Union will solidify its image as a despicable enemy.

People will see hope in our efforts to carry out reforms centered around Yekaterinburg and prepare for a new Russia.

Even if we cannot win outright now or crush them by force, it doesn’t mean the Red Plague will end.

The Red Plague must be destroyed by the vaccine of the new Russia that I have created.

“A horse with two heads will never move forward. It is essential to unify the army under the leadership of the White Army generals who have joined us here. I plan to make this White Army the regular army of the new Russia. Therefore, we must focus on this place.”

I pointed to a spot on the map.

Tsaritsyn.

In the original history, Stalin grabbed hold of Tsaritsyn and defended against the White Army’s attacks, severing the connection between South Russia and the Siberian White Army.

Later, Tsaritsyn became known as Stalingrad and played a significant role in the Eastern Front.

“As soon as the army is ready, we must attack Tsaritsyn with Anton Denikin of South Russia. Until then, we must stop the Bolshevik maneuvers.”

“Understood.”

The problem lies ahead.

It ultimately comes down to a battle of time.

The idol of the Bolsheviks, Lenin, will inevitably resort to extreme measures in desperation.

He will throw all the enemy troops gathered under the Red Flag against us.

Before that happens, we must secure enough power here.

The exact number of White Army troops gathered here is not yet clear, but it is estimated to be in the hundreds of thousands.

Compared to the number of troops in the Russian Imperial Army that fought in the Great War, it is still far from enough.

It shows just how much the army has been split due to the civil war.

Thus, to increase our troop numbers, we need to secure Tsaritsyn.

“I will also lead from the front.”

“This time too? Defense and offense are different matters. Please reconsider.”

Gaida had opposed me going into the trenches in person.

But I had dug in and fired at the Bolsheviks from the trenches.

If I did that just for defense, imagine me leading an offensive.

Will my body be torn apart by shells? That’s probably what he’s worried about.

If I am to pull the White Army up and over the Red Army, I must lead from the front.

There’s no choice in this matter.

Fortunately, I wasn’t born in a time of peace, so that’s a relief.

“Though things have improved somewhat, I am still a Romanov. I am the daughter of the Tsar who oppressed the people. I intend to step forward to win their hearts and lift them up.”

“If things become too dangerous, you must withdraw. The only hope for the White Army is you, Princess. You must take care of yourself.”

“I understand.”

It’s not like I want to die.

I don’t know how long this body will remain invincible, but whenever I step down, I need to ensure a graceful exit.


For the victory of the White Army, I must lead from the front.

Coincidentally, Tsaritsyn is currently being besieged by Krasnov of the Don Republic.

And the commander defending Tsaritsyn is none other than the notorious Georgian butcher, Stalin.

I wonder what will happen to Lenin’s succession plan if we take Stalin’s head.

Or, there might be another way.



 
  Chapter 12 : Tsaritsyn, freely and widely opened.


Tsaritsyn

Stalin probably never expected this.

That the princess herself would lead the White Army.

But I had to do it.

I had to boost the morale of the White Army.

Of course, if they find out, they might become more determined to kill the princess, but as long as we are entrenched in Tsaritsyn, they won’t know until we gain the upper hand.

“Are you saying the princess herself has come here?”

Krasnov, in charge of the siege of Tsaritsyn, showed me due respect as a member of the royal family.
I wonder how history will unfold.

Pyotr Wrangel had also arrived in Tsaritsyn, leading his troops under Anton Denikin.

This was made possible thanks to the communication network set up by the Czechoslovak Legion and the great powers.

If we manage to win the Battle of Tsaritsyn, we will connect with southern Russia, and compared to actual history, we could exert more pressure on the Soviet Union.

“I have entrusted the defense of Yekaterinburg to General Gayda, so it should be fine.”

Gayda’s Czechoslovak Legion should be more than enough to defend Yekaterinburg.

Furthermore, even Lenin wouldn’t expect a seventeen-year-old princess, still wet behind the ears, to take the field herself.

Therefore, this battle is crucial.

We will crush Stalin, the butcher, and recapture Tsaritsyn.

In this timeline, Trotsky might even become Lenin’s successor.

“Your Highness, the enemy’s defense line is formidable. Quite formidable. We have surrounded them, but still…”

“That’s to be expected. They’ll put everything into this. After all, they can’t afford to let southern Russia and Yekaterinburg link up.”

Krasnov is right.

They’ve dug trenches in the city and stationed their troops there.

Trench warfare is a long, tedious war of attrition.

It is a war of attrition that is tedious for the attacker, while for the defenders, it’s a chance to grind down the enemy’s forces.

In actual history, the White Army only managed to retake Tsaritsyn later, after their strength had waned due to Stalin’s tenacious defense.

I don’t know if Stalin used trench warfare specifically, but when the White Army was at its peak, they couldn’t capture Tsaritsyn, preventing a link-up between Kolchak’s White Army and the White Army of southern Russia.

“How about tightening the siege and urging them to surrender?”

“No. We cannot prolong the Battle of Tsaritsyn. If we wait for them to self-destruct under siege, we’ll only give the enemy more time.”

“Then, no offer of surrender?”

“Our situation is more urgent. We need to inflict maximum damage with our military capabilities before they come to their senses.”

Stalin isn’t the type to accept a surrender proposal anyway.

If my guess is correct, he might be fighting for the position of Lenin’s successor against Trotsky at this very moment.

After all, they are in a far worse situation than the original Soviet Union.

It is in such dire circumstances that power struggles tend to emerge.

At least, one might think, “I can lead this Soviet Union better than you.”

The one who originally reorganized the Red Army was Lev Trotsky.

Perhaps it was Trotsky behind the attack on Yekaterinburg.

The execution of the Tsar’s family in real history is still a matter of debate.

Whether it was directed by a bigwig like Lenin or Trotsky, or planned independently by the Ural Soviet.

But given the current situation, it’s possible someone like Trotsky is pulling the strings.

At least Stalin bided his time like a fox and quickly ousted Trotsky to become General Secretary.

If Trotsky was in charge of the attack on Yekaterinburg, then the Battle of Tsaritsyn might be Stalin’s debut.

Not a chance.

In this version of history, Iron Mustache will never live to become the great leader of the Soviet Union.

I’ll ensure he dies as the butcher of Georgia.

“If that’s the case.”

“Let’s break through the trenches with tanks.”

“But it will take some time for our army to learn to use tanks. It’s not something we can use immediately.”

That’s true.

But in this period of post-war hardship, the Soviet Union likely doesn’t have anti-tank guns. If we just push the tanks through, they’ll crumble.

“Aren’t we flying the Russian flag anyway?”

“Yes.”

“Let’s use the British and French volunteers. Let’s have them fight as Russians who just happen to speak English and French suspiciously well.”

The British and French forces have lent their officers to the White Army for tank training as ‘volunteers.’

However, there is still an issue with the training level for the White Army to use the tanks provided to them in the Battle of Tsaritsyn.

In any case, the enemy forces in Tsaritsyn won’t see the British and French soldiers inside the tanks.

Fortunately, there’s no one on the enemy side providing support, so they lack the weapons to counter the tanks. 

The tanks, driven by Russian soldiers with suspiciously good English and French, will roll over the trenches.

This is precisely why Britain and France sent them, isn’t it?

As long as it’s not revealed they’re foreign soldiers, the Bolsheviks won’t have any grounds to win over public opinion.

Alright, the time has come.

“Tsaritsyn is suffering from a Red Plague! Great White Army of the new Russia! Cross those filthy Bolshevik trenches and liberate Tsaritsyn!”

The White Army’s advance began.

The tanks led the way, followed by infantry for support.

Tanks from World War I.

The British MK series and the French Renault FT proudly rolled forward, their continuous tracks heading toward the trenches.

Rumble.

It feels like seeing the great-grandfather of modern tanks.

This is why I came out here myself.

Look at those heavy machines rolling.

In this period, tanks would clear trenches by lowering their machine guns and sweeping the enemies within.

During World War I, with the invention of tanks, Britain and France earned the title of the originators of tanks.

They also had ample combat experience from the Great War.

There’s no way a hastily assembled enemy force could defeat them.

Rumble.

Listen to the sound of those tracks rolling.

It’s a grand, heavy sound that feels like it could tear up the roads just by moving, even more so than the modern tanks I know.

“Does Your Highness know much about tanks?”

Some people, likely those who brought in tank divisions from Britain and France as ‘volunteers,’ asked with bright eyes.

I didn’t know who they were, but I shook my head.


“No, not really. But I do believe those tanks will protect our infantry.”

What do I know, really?

I’m just acting on bits and pieces I’ve picked up here and there.

To drag the Russian White Army up by its collar, the Battle of Tsaritsyn must end in victory.

“Still, you seem to have a good understanding of tanks.”

Not particularly.

“Well, isn’t it only natural to lead with tanks that can withstand more than men who die easily?”

“I hope Your Highness wins this civil war. My superior, Marshal Philippe Pétain, also hopes that the White Russian side will win.”

What? Philippe Pétain?

“May I ask your name?”

“Captain Charles de Gaulle.”

What is this guy doing here?

And at the rank of captain?

It seems the First World War must have been quite a mess.

Some British officers, too, spoke passionately about the greatness of their tanks, making it clear they intended to impose their gratitude openly after the civil war.

Typical of the arrogant powers.

Anyway, they plan to drag out the civil war.

Those who are exhausted by the Great War and expect some spoils will be straightforwardly ignored.

Charles left after talking about tanks for a while to ride a French one.

“The reactionaries are advancing to capture our workers’ city! Stop the enemy!”

“Our Ekaterina is watching over us! Liberate the city and present it to the Tsarina!”

Among the White Army, I was already called the Tsarina.

Not all White Army members are monarchists. It seems my actions so far have shone quite brightly.

Tsarina, huh.

If it’s Ekaterina, isn’t that the famous Empress of Russia?

I don’t know her exact accomplishments, but I’ve heard she did both terrible and great things. 

It seems they’re trying to give me a nickname of some sort.

“You don’t seem comfortable.”

Kolchak, temporarily appointed as the supreme commander of the White Army in Yekaterinburg and Siberia, was cautiously observing my mood.

“I am not yet the Tsarina. I don’t know if the empire will be reestablished at the end of this war. It could be a republic or a more moderate socialist state than the Bolsheviks. Or perhaps even a federation.”

After the civil war, what Russia will become is uncertain.

The current White Army is united under me to crush the Bolsheviks, nothing more.

If there are still those with broken heads who wish to revive the empire, I could establish a Duma (parliament) and step back.

All possibilities remain. 

I have to decide whether to seek asylum in another country, become a figurehead Tsarina, or hold the title of Grand Duchess and live a comfortable life somewhere.

“For now, they need a Tsar. Even if the empire doesn’t exist at the end, accepting whatever they call you now will boost morale.”

“Really?”

“Even if the country was ruined, the Tsar remains an important symbol for them.”

Alright, then. Let’s see how things go.

Ratatatatatata.

The tanks crossed the trenches, using their machine guns to sweep out the Red defenders hiding in their positions.

Yes, that’s it.

Look at those trenches being cleared. It’s quite a sight.

“What is that?”

“They’ve brought something strange!”

“Stop it! Stop it!”

It’s hard to see clearly, but the tanks seem to be advancing smoothly, so it seems the Reds aren’t able to defend well.

It would be better to see this up close.

Shall I go and follow them?

“No way. You’ve already done more than enough by coming this far.”

Kolchak adamantly refused to let me go any further.

As the idol and mascot of the White Army, I couldn’t go there.

When he heard that I had fought in the trenches myself, Kolchak had almost fainted.

Whatever his personal feelings, he couldn’t afford for me, the White Army’s focal point, to fall.

“Your Highness! The trenches have been breached!”

Why is it so easy?

Even though I bet on the winning side, I expected at least a few days of bloody fighting.

To my knowledge, the Battle of Tsaritsyn was ultimately defended by Stalin.

In the post-war analysis of the civil war, it was said the White Army only barely managed to break through later.

That suggests Tsaritsyn was not an easy target.

I guess the united force and military factions make a difference.

Furthermore, the Bolsheviks were defeated at Yekaterinburg, so their morale must be shattered.
The princess is at the forefront.

This fact alone makes the combat prowess exceptional compared to established history.

If you add in the tanks from Britain and France, who fought in the Hundred Days Offensive against the Germans, the outcome is clear.

However, the enemy is collapsing far more easily than expected.

Wait a minute, should I revise my strategy then?

They are falling too easily.

At this rate, my claim to have staked the fate of the White Army on recovering Tsaritsyn might seem overly dramatic.

“No, hold on.”

If Trotsky really was in charge of the attack on Yekaterinburg…

Then Trotsky is likely taking a political hit.

And Stalin could seize this opportunity to rise.

If the attack on Yekaterinburg had succeeded, dismantling my forces, stopping the southern Russian White Army at Tsaritsyn would have been a piece of cake.

But the attack failed, and I instead advanced on Tsaritsyn.

Yes. This gives Stalin his pretext.

It’s a bit of a gamble, but…

Just like when Germany dropped Lenin into Russia, what if we forced Stalin to retreat to Moscow?

After all, Stalin, having suffered defeat, would probably engage in a power struggle with Trotsky to win.

I could crush Stalin here, but letting them tear each other apart could be entertaining.

“Your Highness?”

“The Bolshevik defending Tsaritsyn, Stalin, is vying for power within the Bolsheviks against Trotsky.”

“Is that so?”

“Yes, a former Bolshevik freed from the Red Plague told me so.”

“He’s quite a big shot among the Reds, isn’t he? We should kill him.”

Yes, ordinarily, killing him would be the right move.

It might even be fun to slit Stalin’s throat with my own hands.

But if we kill Stalin now, he’ll become a martyr.

If we catch him now and kill him, the revolutionary idols Lenin and Trotsky might incite something.

“Why not keep him alive for their internal struggles?”

“Are you suggesting we let him go?”

“Let’s deliberately open the path to Moscow. Instead of making him a martyr by killing a die-hard defender, let’s give him a sense that, ‘Oh, there’s a way out to Moscow, maybe I should retreat.”

“That is unfortunate, but…”

Yes, it is unfortunate. I feel the same way. But we need to think ahead.

“Behind the defeated Red Army at Yekaterinburg is Trotsky. And he failed, and since you joined us, our forces have grown stronger. Isn’t that why we’ve advanced this far?”

“Because Trotsky failed to subdue us, Stalin could blame him for the defeat at Tsaritsyn.”


“Yes. While those two are fighting, we can consolidate our power in southern Russia, Siberia, and the Far East.”

Alright, butcher.

I’ll spare you this time, so go ahead and destroy yourself along with that bespectacled one.

Take Voroshilov with you on your way out.





 
  Chapter 13 : The Greatest General of the White Army


Stalin, in charge of defending Tsaritsyn, was in a dire situation.

After all, they were at a clear military disadvantage.

The supposedly formidable trenches were being overrun in no time.

Moreover, their main force consisted of conscripted peasants.

The officers and generals from the Tsarist era were refusing to cooperate, likely because the White Army was led by a princess.

Meanwhile, the British, French, and Germans were supplying all sorts of military materials to the princess.

The Americans were also supporting the White Army with food supplies through the Far East.

Even the mighty Stalin was struggling to hold his ground under such circumstances and seemed on the verge of defeat.

They had already been pushed back to the Volga River region.

“Comrade, Comrade Voroshilov reports that the reactionary forces are launching a fierce assault. The trenches have already been breached!”

The reports coming in were uniformly dire.

One side had barely been held. Another was breached. The content was always the same.

And this is just for one city; there was no telling how long this could last.

Urban warfare might be the next stage.

“Damn those British and French bastards. Helping the reactionaries—they’re all imperialists, after all.”

Stalin punched the wall, grinding his teeth.

Even in real history, the British tank divisions had supported the White Army, and the Red Army had been relatively on the defensive.

However, by holding out here, they managed to prevent the southern Russian White Army and the Siberian White Army from linking up.

But in this altered history, things had changed drastically with Anastasia becoming a focal point.

Anton Denikin in southern Russia was now moving cautiously while receiving support from the British, French, and Germans through the Black Sea.

For Anastasia in Yekaterinburg, who had received tank support through the distant Far East, reclaiming Tsaritsyn was essential to connect more effectively with the great powers and receive their support.

And now, that was precisely what was happening.

Stalin felt like tearing his hair out.

The situation was far too bleak.

Damn Trotsky. If only he had taken the Tsar’s family hostage or something. Why did he have to suffer because of Trotsky’s actions?

“Comrade Stalin.”

“Is there anything else to report besides the breach in the defensive line?”

“Grand Duchess Anastasia herself is reportedly among the reactionary forces.”

At that moment, Stalin’s eyes narrowed with intensity.

The princess is with the reactionaries?

So, the princess really was their leader.

He had suspected something was off.

“No wonder the White Army is so fired up. Her mere presence is boosting their morale.”

“Yes.”

In that case, we should have Comrade Lenin here, too.

The Soviet Union is like a candle in the wind right now.

The Bolsheviks had barely seized power, but they were isolated from the world. At the very least, they needed to end the civil war quickly and consolidate their internal affairs.

Yet, here they were, forced to fight a defensive war.

“With the leader of the reactionaries in sight, we should also see a rise in morale.”

“But that doesn’t change our military disadvantage.”

“Damn it.”

He had hoped to pin the blame for the execution of the Tsar’s family on Trotsky, and if he managed to hold this defensive line despite the failed attack on Yekaterinburg, victory could have been his.

But things were not going well.

It seemed the imperialists had gone mad, abandoning their war to support the princess in crushing the Bolsheviks.

If foreign troops had at least arrived, he could have branded the princess as a traitor and stirred up some propaganda. But since only weapons were being provided, it wasn’t so simple.

Moreover, the princess’s reforms had created numerous difficulties for the Bolsheviks.

“What… what should we do?”

“Comrades, we must remain calm in times like this.”

A princess, whose parents and siblings were brutally slaughtered before her eyes, was attacking the Bolsheviks fiercely, driven by vengeance.

Right. With such determination, she might even charge toward Moscow in her rage.

Stalin let out a deep sigh.

“Damn, who would have thought executing the Tsar’s family would lead to this.”

Rumors had spread throughout Europe that the Bolsheviks had murdered Tsarevich Alexei in front of Nicholas II and the Empress, and had humiliated and killed the Empress and the princesses in front of Nicholas II.

These rumors became even more colorful as they spread by word of mouth, but Stalin believed that local Cheka agents could have done such things.

There had been enough people furious with the Tsar’s family.

But in doing so, they left the lone surviving princess to awaken.

If they were going to kill them, they should have killed them all at once. They shouldn’t have let one slip through their fingers.

Perhaps it would have been better to convert the entire Tsar’s family instead.

It would be great if reinforcements arrived to attack from behind the princess, but that wasn’t a realistic expectation.

At the very least, to avoid ending up like Trotsky, he had to achieve some success here.

“How long can we hold out?”

“I’m not sure if we can last through today.”

Useless.

Indeed, looking at their situation, it seemed they were collapsing too quickly.

If this continues, Stalin’s grand plan to oust Trotsky and take his place might fall apart.

He would have to think about the future; perhaps he’d need to abandon his newfound friend, Voroshilov.

Right now, surviving was the priority.

How could they break through this encirclement? Their defensive line was already crumbling, and what could they possibly do against the princess’s determined army?

“Comrade Stalin!”

And now, Voroshilov himself had arrived.

Stalin briefly considered whether he should just hang himself here, but quickly dismissed the thought.

At this point, he could only manage a wry smile.

“Comrade Voroshilov, are you saying the princess has brought the reactionaries to the city to crush us?”

“Should we retreat?”

Retreating sounded easy enough.

But was it even possible? They were surrounded on all sides.

They were supposedly preventing the southern Russian and Siberian White Armies from linking up, but the enemy had already encircled them and seemed to be coordinating.

If they were pushed back to the Volga River, and the city itself was under threat, where could they retreat to?

Of course, if they tried to escape using the enemy forces as cover, they might pull it off, but that would be just like what Trotsky had done with his disastrous retreat from Yekaterinburg.


He didn’t want to die here, but he needed to at least save face.

“Are you suggesting we hand over the city to those reactionaries? We can’t just tuck our tails and run.”

They weren’t even sure they could escape from this encirclement.

“There is a retreat route to the north!”

A retreat route to the north?

It was a miracle they had managed to defend this long with an army of such poor quality, and now a retreat route to the north?

But wouldn’t the White Army in Yekaterinburg be to the north?

What could the reactionaries be thinking?

He tried to think it through, but he couldn’t find an answer.

Or perhaps the encirclement wasn’t yet complete.

There was definitely something wrong.

Fine. If there was a chance to survive, he had to take it. Whether he completed the revolution or succeeded Lenin, he had to stay alive.

Then he needed a reason for the escape.

“From the moment Trotsky failed to subdue Yekaterinburg, things were bound to turn out this way!”

Indeed. He had said what Voroshilov wanted to hear.

Yes, this was all Trotsky’s fault.

Because of Trotsky, he was suffering this humiliation.

It was Trotsky’s fault for creating an unwinnable fight. The man with control over the Red Army failed to crush Yekaterinburg, led by a mere teenage girl, and thus brought about this situation.

Of course, Trotsky could argue that it was due to the battle-hardened Czechoslovak Legion standing in the way, but that wasn’t important right now.

Stalin stood up abruptly.

“Comrade Voroshilov, are you forcing me to face this disgrace?”

“We must plan for the future. We cannot just let our Red Army be slaughtered here.”

At the very least, until they found a way to counter those tanks, they couldn’t just throw the Red Army against them to be flattened like carpets.

“Fine. So, this is all Trotsky’s fault, isn’t it?”

Stalin repeated Trotsky’s name once more.

Yes, everything was Trotsky’s fault.

“Hurry. We must get out.”

“But we can’t just leave like this.”

“What do you mean?”

No matter what, he could never forgive the princess for what she had done to him.

“Get me a detachment of Red Guards who despise the Romanovs.”

“You’re not suggesting…?”

“We must show that we accomplished something before retreating.”

Not killed by bullets? Ridiculous.

People die even when lightly hit by bullets.

It seemed like the princess had been lucky enough to survive and spread strange rumors, but let’s see if she can survive this time.

The Battle of Tsaritsyn was won.

Stalin did not offer a desperate resistance.

If he had, it would have been quite troublesome on our end. The retreat route we left open, coupled with his unwillingness to die because of Trotsky, probably convinced him.

He could justify himself, so now Stalin would return to Moscow and continue to compete with Trotsky over the blame for the defeat.

With the recapture of Tsaritsyn, the southern Russian White Army, now threatening Moscow, would join our forces.

In the meantime, we needed to consolidate our rule over southern Russia, Siberia, and the Far East.

“It’s a pity we missed the chance to capture all the enemies.”

“Indeed.”

Kolchak and Krasnov were expressing their regret.

But this was the right call for now.

“Who made the most significant contribution in this battle?”

“Mikhail Drozdovsky. He commanded the advance of the tanks, with the infantry following as per your instructions, Your Highness.”

“What was his original position?”

“He was the chief of staff. He was quite insistent about wanting to lead the tanks, though he didn’t listen well.”

Wasn’t he one of the few outstanding generals in the White Army?

I’d heard that while he had supported the White Army in the civil war, he had also supported constitutional monarchy and Grand Duke Michael rather than Nicholas II.

Isn’t he supposed to be dead?

I’m sure he was supposed to die of sepsis in 1918.

Has something gone awry, and he survived?

Did that damn old man make me Anastasia because I knew a little about Russia?

No, if that were the case, he would have chosen someone who actually liked Russia. I was just an unfortunate case who got caught up in this.

Anyway, someone who should have died is still alive.

He doesn’t seem to be a fellow transmigrator like me; instead, it looks like the situation has snowballed in a strange way after I transmigrated, changing the circumstances and saving someone who should have died.

Fine. Let’s proceed with the entry into Tsaritsyn for now.

“Let’s enter Tsaritsyn.”

“Yes.”

The atmosphere in Tsaritsyn was gloomy.

Well, it had been a city under enemy control.

It must have been influenced by Bolshevik ideology.

Could there be another assassination attempt…

“Anastasia, the princess! We will kill you in the name of the people!”

Damn, is this becoming a regular occurrence?

I’ve lost count of how many times this has happened.

Even the late Austrian Archduke might be jealous.

“Your Highness!”

Bang!

Do bullets still not work?

Still, I was shocked; this time, my forehead really stung.

“W-Why doesn’t she die… Why won’t the bullet go in?!”

The same scene played out once more.

The would-be assassin, seeing that I wasn’t killed by the bullets, stumbled backward and collapsed.

This ridiculous and implausible development. It’s still amusing, as always.

“Unfortunately for you, I have no desire to meet the fate of the Austrian Archduke. So I prayed to the Lord, asking that I not die by bullets. Unlike you, I have different roots.”

Bang, bang, bang, bang!

The man who had just shot at me was shot to pieces by the White Army.

And then…

The citizens of Tsaritsyn witnessed this scene.

The unkillable princess, Grand Duchess Anastasia. Even the people under enemy control saw the truth of the rumors.

“Is she truly a saint?”

“Was there really a reason she survived in Yekaterinburg?”

Looks like there will be more rumors now.

At least the good news is that the White Army generals following me hadn’t seen it clearly.

Later, this will be recorded as a rumor spread to deify Anastasia.

I suppose at some point, the Mensheviks and other factions, who barely managed to unite against the Bolsheviks, will lodge protests.

But that’s something to deal with later.

For now, we must think about uniting with southern Russia.

There are those in Tsaritsyn who have prepared to welcome us.

The Black Baron, Pyotr Wrangel, and Mikhail Drozdovsky.

The two of them greeted me at the shattered Bolshevik headquarters in Tsaritsyn.

“You must be Pyotr Wrangel, and you, Mikhail Drozdovsky.”

I’ve seen Pyotr Wrangel’s picture once or twice.

I used to enjoy looking up historical knowledge before the world I lived in became the mess it was.

“Your Highness, it is fortunate that you have survived.”

“It is an honor to meet the Saint of All Russia.”

“Where is your superior, Lieutenant General Anton Denikin?”

“Lieutenant General is in charge of supply and support from the great powers in the Crimean Peninsula.”

“Hmm, I see.”

That man, not only did he fail in his offensive against Moscow, but he also ruled tyrannically.

Well, for now, it’s best to put that issue aside.

What matters now is that I’ve met the Black Baron, Pyotr Wrangel.


The greatest general of the White Army who harried the Bolsheviks to the end, leading southern Russia.

Now, he stands before me.

Author’s Note:

Pyotr Wrangel, despite the tide turning against him, continued to lead southern Russia in battle until he was defeated and went into exile. He died suddenly of tuberculosis on April 25, 1928.





 
  Chapter 14 : The Shaken Soviet Union


Pyotr Wrangel.

A man who led the White Army in countless battles against the Red Army in Southern Russia in the original history. So much so that he wasn’t mentioned in the Bolshevik anthem, “The Red Army is the Strongest.”

Wasn’t it something about how the White Army and the Black Baron (Pyotr Wrangel) were preparing to restore the Tsar’s throne?

From the lyrics alone, you can see that Pyotr Wrangel is a person who yearns for a return to the old era.

The fact that he was mentioned in the lyrics means he was threatening to the Bolsheviks.

He got the nickname “Black Baron” because he often wore a chokha, the traditional dress of the Caucasian people.

It was said that he became fond of wearing it while commanding the Cossacks. That became the symbol of the Black Baron.

It’s quite nostalgic.

This man was the last hope of the White Army, but in this life, I hope he survives.

“Where does General Anton Denikin stand? Will he act independently, or join with Yekaterinburg?”

“The Lieutenant General wishes to join forces.”

“I see.”

The problem is that around this time, Ukrainian anarchists and communists will start running wild.

Didn’t they have a base in the Ukrainian side of the Crimean Peninsula?

“What about Ukraine?”

“The British army has begun to occupy it.”

“The British?”

I see. They’ve handed Germany’s interests over to the British.

Not that it matters, but it will be difficult for Russia to reclaim these lands after the civil war.

The agricultural produce from the fertile land of Ukraine… Hmm.

Indeed, for a while, it will be necessary to strengthen other regions.

Won’t Ukraine become complex and chaotic due to the intervention of the great powers?

“Your Highness, wouldn’t it be wise to advance toward Moscow immediately with this momentum?”

Advance to Moscow.

Frankly, now is the time, while Trotsky’s Red Army reforms have not yet taken place.

But rushing would do us no good.

Trotsky will try to rebuild the army, but it won’t be easy.

Not while I exist.

Advance, but the priority should be the unification of the White Army.

“We are only now slowly gathering strength, and even though we have tanks sent by the British and the French, if they come to their senses and push us with sheer numbers, we won’t stand a chance. Preparing will take some time anyway. Let’s begin the advance as soon as the White Army is unified and we receive support from the great powers.”

In the actual civil war, the Red Army mobilized 5 million troops.

Relying solely on numbers, they pushed forward.

In contrast, the White Army could only mobilize about one-fifth of that, and even that force was not unified, making it quite weak.

The warlords will be ruined by their infighting.

Of course, that’s why it would be best to suppress the civil war as quickly as possible, but in this history, it won’t be that easy.

“Still, wouldn’t it be a mistake to simply hand over that Stalin?”

“On the contrary, now that he’s returned to Moscow, the military reconstruction will be delayed.”

Having lost the Battle of Tsaritsyn, Stalin will try to shift the blame onto Trotsky, and Trotsky’s army reforms will be delayed as his abilities are called into question.

Before we attack, Stalin will try to seize the opportunity and put intense pressure on Trotsky.

At least, unlike in the original history, we’ll have some breathing room.

We’ve secured South Russia, and we’re no longer just the Siberian White Army.

Furthermore, resistance against the Soviets continues in Finland and the Baltics.

No matter how they try to paint us as reactionaries, the Russians, having experienced Nicholas II, are not fools.

There will inevitably be resentment.

“We desire to maintain the status quo, but they seem intent on continuing the civil war.”

“Yes, that’s exactly it. The Bolsheviks will not last long.”

Killing everyone we see and moving in haste won’t do us any good.

As I always say, we need to show that communism is a complete failure.

While implementing reforms more progressive than Stolypin’s, we must make it clear to all the communists of the world that what they believe in is nothing but a fantasy.

By this time, the Soviets should be declaring breaches of treaties and targeting Belarus, Estonia, Latvia, Poland, Ukraine, and Lithuania. This is called the Western Offensive.

Or is it that the British troops’ entry and my unexpected activities have prevented the Western Offensive?

It would be great if the Polish-Soviet war broke out here.

Moscow, Soviet Union.

Moscow in the Soviet Union was in turmoil for a while.

Stalin’s retreat.

This meant that South Russia had fallen into the hands of the Princess.

To make matters worse, even the Bolsheviks in the Far East were being suppressed by Kolchak’s army, unable to conduct their usual agitation.

In this situation, Stalin returned with a brazen face.

Naturally, Trotsky, who was responsible for the Soviet military, glared at Stalin with bloodshot eyes.

“To lose Tsaritsyn! Koba, what were you thinking? You should have held out there, even if you had to bite your tongue!”

The attack on Yekaterinburg had ended in failure.

From the start, it was uncertain whether victory was possible with the newly rebuilt army, but leaving it as is would only allow the reactionaries to grow stronger and gather forces, so a reckless gamble had to be made.

Well, the failure was inevitable.

Trotsky does not regret his choice.

If the reactionaries were in the same position, they would have targeted Yekaterinburg.

But the fact that there were so few options shows that the Soviets were being cornered.

Tsaritsyn, at the very least, had to be defended.

“Thanks to certain people, the Princess brought a large army, and suddenly the reactionaries were rolling tanks. Did you think we could stop them?”

“You should have rallied the people! After all, the revolutionary workers are fighting through blood and tears; how can the Princess hold out?”

Yeah, right.

Stalin didn’t bother to hide his sneer.

In the first place, it was Trotsky’s fault for not stopping the Princess and the reactionaries from uniting.

This was a chance to oust Trotsky.

“Don’t speak nonsense. Why should I clean up the mess you’ve made?”

“What?”

“Fair is fair, Trotsky. It was because you failed to suppress Yekaterinburg that Kolchak, the reactionary’s army, managed to join with the Princess!”

“What did you say?”

“Because of that, the reactionary army reached Tsaritsyn. How was I supposed to fight in an isolated situation? If we had kept fighting there, the people’s hearts would have turned against us.”

He’s only saying this to undermine Trotsky, but it’s not entirely incorrect.


If it had been a fightable situation, they would have clung to it, even if they had to tear themselves apart.

But what could they do in a situation where fighting was impossible?

Though they failed, at least they made an assassination attempt on the Princess with a few Bolsheviks. That alone is enough to show they did their job.

“What kind of nonsense is that?”

When Trotsky, bristling, tried to retort to Stalin’s sneer, Lenin stepped in between them.

“Stop it. Should we be fighting among ourselves now? We’ve lost South Russia, and the British have landed in Ukraine.”

The Soviet Union was facing its worst situation.

With the Great War over, the great powers had turned their attention to the Soviet Union, and a vast amount of military supplies was being delivered to the White Army via the Black Sea and the Far East.

The execution events were making headlines in America, and in the West, the Soviet Union was being regarded as an untouchable entity.

There was also Kolchak’s alignment, and with the failure to defend Tsaritsyn, even South Russia had fallen into the hands of the Princess.

At this time, they hadn’t yet subdued the reactionaries in the Baltic, and the people were groaning again from the war.

At this rate, the meaning of the revolution is lost.

Moreover, the Princess has pushed for various reforms and announced future reforms to the people, reforms that were originally the Soviet’s agenda.

Reforms with a hint of socialism.

If the Soviets continue with their reforms, they will only be seen as following the Princess.

In other words, the very reason for the Soviet Union’s existence will disappear.

If only they had killed Princess Anastasia, they could have easily dealt with a coalition of warlords, but that failed.

For many reasons, things are not looking good for the Soviet Union right now.

“Comrade Trotsky, what about the officers from the Tsarist era?”

“They are completely uncooperative. Some have joined the Red Army only because their families were taken hostage.”

At Lenin’s bitter gaze, Trotsky could not raise his head.

All military matters were under Trotsky’s jurisdiction.

After all, he was the Soviet’s Commissar for War.

“Even they are unlikely to be cooperative.”

“Some generals have fled with their families in the dead of night.”

Fled with their families.

It’s obvious where they’re headed.

Some will seek asylum in other great powers, while most will likely consider the Bolsheviks wrong and defect to the White Army.

“Have we not simply emboldened the reactionaries?”

Stalin continued to mock Trotsky eagerly.

The more Trotsky tarnished himself, the more room Stalin had to maneuver.

Though the Princess is threatening, Stalin

believes this civil war will drag on.

If he can somehow defeat the Princess with the army Trotsky has painstakingly assembled, he can follow in Lenin’s footsteps.

It was a perfect plan.

Trotsky, unaware of Stalin’s true intentions, continued to defend himself.

“But comrades, without even doing this, we would lack commanders to lead the Red Army, so there was no choice.”

Because Anastasia survived, unlike in the actual history, it became more difficult for the Soviets to bring Tsarist-era officers into the Red Army.

Furthermore, because Anastasia rejected any foreign military support other than logistical aid during the civil war, the Bolsheviks no longer appeared as defenders of Russia against foreign invaders.

“Is there no way to persuade General Brusilov?”

“He’s been taken hostage along with his family. He’ll likely switch sides soon. Fortunately, the Princess hasn’t immediately marched on Moscow.”

The renowned general of the Tsarist era, Alexei Brusilov.

As the commander of the 8th Army during World War I, he defeated the Austro-Hungarian forces on the Galician front and advanced near the Carpathian Mountains, the mastermind behind the famous Brusilov Offensive.

Fortunately, the Princess is not attacking now, and if he were to lead the Red Army, it could yield significant results in this stagnant front.

“Why is it that, when we have the upper hand…?”

“No matter how good their army is, having experienced the overwhelming numbers of the Red Army, the Princess can’t easily attack.”

After all, those who were once subjects of the Russian Empire.

To Princess Anastasia, who wishes to restore the monarchy, capturing them means capturing her subjects.

If she tries to kill them all, the Princess will face political backlash and bloodshed.

Of course, Princess Anastasia, who seeks to unite her military, would find this reasoning absurd, but that’s how Lenin and the Bolsheviks saw it.

They thought that the sheer numbers of the Red Army were preventing Princess Anastasia from advancing.

Moreover, Trotsky, hastily reorganizing the Red Army, failed in his attack on Yekaterinburg. He was propagating that the Princess hesitated to advance due to the numbers in the Red Army he had raised.

If the Princess were to target Moscow, Trotsky was confident she’d find a ticket to the River Jordan.

No, he had to believe that.

At this time, Tsarist-era officers were being threatened by Trotsky to join the Red Army.

“You have far less legitimacy than the Princess, anyway.”

“These bastards should be grateful, yet they dare threaten us?”

“I’m joining the White Army. Good luck.”

In actual history, to rebuild the army, Tsarist-era officers were persuaded, and if that failed, their families were taken hostage to bring them into the Red Army.

However, at that time, many opportunists sensed that the Soviets were gaining the upper hand, making it possible. In this history, with the White Army rallying around the Princess and repeatedly winning, their eyes naturally turned to the White Army.

In the midst of this, these communists, not knowing their place, were threatening them, prompting many to choose the White Army instead.

Meanwhile, the Bolshevik-beloved Alexei Brusilov was being pestered by his son, who had joined the Red Army.

“Father, the Red Army needs you now.”

Father.

“Sigh.”

“The Soviet Union is in a critical state, even before its birth. You must help.”

Brusilov answered his son’s earnest plea with a frown etched across his wrinkled face.

He had no intention of joining the Red Army.

He wasn’t interested in either side at the moment.

A critical state before its birth. If the Bolsheviks had been a proper force, would they have faced such a crisis?

“I have not decided yet.”

He still wanted to remain neutral.

“Father, surely you’re not swayed by the Princess?”

Swayed by the Princess.

Such a statement was like speaking to a brick wall.

Brusilov didn’t want to belong anywhere.

The Soviet Union promised no more wars and a future for the workers, but they drafted young men and marched to Yekaterinburg to capture a single Princess, slaughtering everyone in their path.

Moreover, before any significant reform, the Princess was already making reforms.

There was no hope for the monarchy anymore. That was clear to him, but the Soviet Union wasn’t the answer either.

Despite his son’s persuasion, Brusilov ultimately refused to join the Red Army.

Trotsky, too, fearing the backlash from other officers, could not threaten Brusilov.


This was yet another butterfly effect of Anastasia’s survival.



Author’s Note:

In actual history, Alexei Brusilov eventually enlisted in the Red Army.

He is a different person from Stalin’s friend, Klim Voroshilov.





 
  Chapter 15 : The free Great Khan with blonde hair and white skin.


The Red Idol Lenin and Trotsky Have Gone Mad.

They say they’re taking the families of Tsarist-era generals and officers hostage or threatening their lives to coerce them.

That’s what all the Tsarist officers who have crossed over to this side are saying in unison right now.

It’s not surprising, considering they did the same thing in actual history.

The Reds, once they realized they were short of military commanders, took the families of Tsarist-era generals hostage and used various threats to forcibly enlist them into the Red Army.

And then they kept a close watch over them.

How could this be the paradise on Earth that the Reds dream of?

Still, this is turning out well.

Unlike in actual history, Anastasia has survived, becoming a focal point and reclaiming Tsaritsyn, leading the oppressed Tsarist-era soldiers to defect to our side.

Even in real history, it was like that, and in this civil war, it’s impossible to see even an inch ahead. The White Army’s new focal point has become the royal family.

That’s why those damn Reds have no foundation. Tsk, tsk.

No wonder all those Eastern European Red states later experienced a democratic wave.

And now.

From the Dauria region, or should I say, Manchuria, Roman von Ungern-Sternberg, who is rallying White forces, has sent a letter.

The content was simple.

It praised me as the Tsarina and urged me to crush the Bolsheviks, to become the true Tsar and the true Catherine of the Russian Empire.

Indeed, he is a believer in the divine right of kings to his very bones.

“Does this guy even have any sense?”

Sending a letter like this… If this letter gets out, the anti-Romanov forces, united against the Bolsheviks, will foam at the mouth and desert.

I should reply.

But who knows what this person will do with history changing. It’s best to send a response for now.

If I firmly refuse to become the Tsarina, who knows what he might do? The sentiment towards the Tsar is not good, so it would be wise to delay the decision until the White Army wins. That should suffice.

“For now, those Reds won’t be causing trouble.”

We’ve reclaimed Tsaritsyn and secured South Russia.

The Bolsheviks are stuck with their stalled Red Army reforms. I’ve also heard that non-Bolshevik leftists are on strike.

Of course, right now, the White Army is also suppressing armed Bolsheviks in occupied areas while attempting to win them over.

Both sides will likely focus on internal affairs for a while.

Now, with momentum on our side, we’ll do our part.

Although I’ve become the focal point, there are still various factions here.

Monarchist warlords, the Green Army of peasants leaning toward Bolshevism who joined for agrarian reform, and other groups.

“I declare our White Army, which is fighting against the Red Army, as the new army of Russia.”

“Is the new Russia an empire? What is it? What will its ideology be?”

Representatives of the Green Army, who joined us, asked.

Unlike in actual history, where the Green Army supported the Bolsheviks, they joined us instead, as we implemented policies for the peasants while the Bolsheviks hesitated.

“We’ll know when this civil war ends, but the newly reborn Russia will probably be a state of modified capitalism.”

“Modified capitalism?”

Originally, the term was first used in Japan.

But what does it matter if I’m the one using it?

“It can be seen as a philosophy that supports government intervention in the market economy and the expansion of social welfare, to correct the flaws of capitalism. Yes, it can be seen as taking the good parts of socialism and patching them onto capitalism to soften its flaws. I believe all of you here, who work for the country, will not oppose this.”

“But wouldn’t that mean we learned from them?”

“Originally, we swallow the sweet and spit out the bitter. We suck out the good stuff and leave the rest. This country, Russia, spans both East and West, with abundant population and resources. To capitalize on these advantages, we must do at least that.”

“Your Highness has said that after the civil war, you would seek asylum in another country. If it were Your Highness, perhaps, but if others do not keep their promises, won’t we end up divided?”

Hmm, that could be true.

If ideologies still clash, the warlords supporting the monarchy might rise up.

“Then I should hold a seat in the Duma.”

“That alone won’t suffice.”

“Then you must ascend as Tsarina.”

“Indeed, it would be better if Your Highness ascended as Tsarina through the Duma and guaranteed stability.”

Kolchak is now openly asking me to become Tsarina through the Duma.

Pyotr Wrangel also seems to want me to ascend to Tsarina.

So, Tsarina it is, after all.

The Green Army is frowning but doesn’t seem to oppose it outright.

“Whether I become Tsarina or take a seat in the Duma and voice my opinions, that’s something for later. For now, establishing a government is crucial. A country without a government is not a country. For now, how about a Provisional Government of New Russia? It means the Provisional Government of New Russia.”

“New Russia.”

“Not bad.”

“Then let’s focus on domestic reorganization for a while.”

This country will take decades to reform.

I need to keep pushing for ongoing reforms while unifying the military.

We must start preparing from now.

Chinese-Russian Border, Chinese Eastern Railway.

The Chinese Eastern Railway was Russian territory within China.

It was currently managed by General Dmitry Horvath, a White Army leader, but another White Army leader also operated from this railway base: Roman von Ungern-Sternberg.

Roman von Ungern-Sternberg, who had built his forces based on the Chinese Eastern Railway, received a reply from Yekaterinburg.

At first, he screamed.

Because he received a reply saying that it was not possible for me to ascend as Tsarina right now.

For a staunch believer in the divine right of kings, who had rebelled to restore the monarchy, this was a shock to Ungern.

Unable to accept this bitter reality, he met his close friend Grigory Semyonov.

“The Tsarina has refused the restoration of the monarchy.”

“Of course, she would. I hear there are socialists around her. She must be mindful of them.”

Indeed, that makes sense.

Right now, the White Army is a coalition united only to crush the Bolsheviks.

If the Princess suddenly declares herself Tsarina in this situation, the socialists will foam at the mouth and defect to the Bolsheviks.

“Damn Reds.”

Someday, their skulls must all be smashed.

“Hmm. What should we do?”

“Then we must act.”

“What do you mean?”

Ungern asked, to which Semyonov replied with a sinister smile, as if he had been waiting for the question.

“To rebuild the empire of Genghis Khan. To offer the throne of the Great Khan to Princess Anastasia.”


Semyonov clenched his fists.

As in actual history, Semyonov was half-crazed.

A lunatic who tried to restore the empire of Genghis Khan with the help of the Japanese army, in this history, had not received help from the Japanese due to Anastasia, but still dreamed of the empire of Genghis Khan.

The seat of the Great Khan, spanning East and West.

Is it not a fitting position for Princess Anastasia, who crushes the Reds and purges the Red Plague while reclaiming European Russia?

“What is this?”

It’s not the throne of the Tsar, but the throne of the Great Khan.

“Are the socialists opposing it because it’s a Tsarist regime, after all? But what if the Tsar is merely the Great Khan? Even if the Bolsheviks hold Moscow tightly, isn’t the territory of Russia comparable to that of the former Mongol Empire?”

“Hmm.”

Indeed, the restoration of the monarchy is what matters. Who cares if the ruler is called Tsar, Kaiser, or Great Khan?

Suddenly, such a theory was forming.

Frankly, Ungern couldn’t entirely agree with Semyonov’s nonsensical idea.

“The Great Russia is both the successor of Rome and, in terms of territory, the successor of the Mongol Empire. During the time of the Mongol Empire, Russia was also a vassal state. Now we shall place the Princess on the throne of the Great Khan to revive the Mongol Empire.”

It seems theoretically plausible, but…

The Mongol Empire of Genghis Khan? Does that even make sense now?

But.

Ungern found the madman’s words somewhat logical.

If the damn socialists oppose Tsardom, then the royal family is no longer a royal family.

So why not replace the Tsar with the Great Khan?

“Is it that you propose to make Princess Anastasia also the Great Khan of the Mongol Empire?”

“Yes, indeed. Going back to the roots, this is the beginning of the Russian-Scythian Empire!”

This feels incredibly wrong, fundamentally wrong.

But well, there’s a saying about using a chicken instead of a pheasant.

“Then, just as Russia claims the right to Constantinople as the successor of the Third Rome, to secure legitimacy, we should reclaim the Mongolian steppes. Let’s move the Asian cavalry divisions into Mongolia.”

At this time, Outer Mongolia had declared independence from the Republic of China and was a monarchy under the Bogd Khan.

Now, Semyonov was suggesting toppling this Khanate and offering the throne of the Great Khan

to Anastasia.

Supplies were not in short supply.

They had only taken their share of the supplies provided to the White Army midway.

So, it’s worth trying.

In the spring of 1919, Ungern and Semyonov’s Asian cavalry divisions occupied Khuree (Ulaanbaatar), the capital of the Bogd Khanate.

“How could the Russian army do this?”

“Khan! You are merely a petty figure satisfied with the independence of the Mongolian steppes! However, our Princess Anastasia is the rightful ruler of Russia, which inherited the land of the Mongol Empire, so it is only right for the title of Great Khan to go to our Princess!”

“What nonsense is this! You’re not even from the Golden Clan!”

“Answer me! Can you protect Mongolia from the threats of China and Japan? You can’t! But our Princess’s loyal army will not only defend Mongolia but also dominate Manchuria and exert influence over all of China!”

As soon as he was captured, Bogd Khan was dumbfounded by Semyonov’s words, who wasn’t even Mongolian. However, the dice had already been cast.

As Semyonov said, without Russia’s support, Bogd Khan would be helplessly swallowed up by China. He was not Genghis Khan.

Other Mongolian royals had already crowned the current Bogd Khan, who was from Tibet. If Russia claimed to succeed the Mongol Empire, they had no grounds to stop it.

After all, everyone knew Mongolia couldn’t stand on its own.

It might be better to let Russia dream of the Mongol Empire instead.

“I will confer the title of the Great Khan to your Princess.”

Thus, the seal of the Bogd Khan was sent to Yekaterinburg.

In actual history, the Bogd Khanate, which had been under the rule of the Beiyang government, gained independence under Ungern’s control. Ironically, it was also conquered by Ungern.

Just when I was getting used to this Princess’s body.

Just when I had barely laid the foundations for a White Army government.

I received news that hit me square in the back.

The Bolsheviks are marching on Yekaterinburg?

That’s fine. It would allow me to crush the Reds and turn Russian sentiment against the Soviet regime.

Neither Tsaritsyn nor the South Russian regions were attacked.

The Bolsheviks within have also been dealt with to some extent through the reestablished Okhrana.

So, what’s this backstabbing news?

“They’ve made the Bogd Khanate surrender?”

It is said that Ungern’s hybrid Asian cavalry division, led by Semyonov, composed of all sorts of mixed ethnicities, has occupied Mongolia and secured the surrender of the Bogd Khan.

While my house is on fire, they’ve raised a flag on foreign soil.

“That’s right. This is the seal of the Bogd Khanate. Your Highness is now the Great Khan of the Greater Mongolian Empire.”

Ungern’s subordinate, who came all the way to the Yekaterinburg government office to personally deliver this “good news,” reported with a satisfied look.

Damn it.

What is this nonsense, like the Emperor of Qing being simultaneously the King of Joseon?


Author’s Note:

Grigory Semyonov was actually an odd figure who tried to establish a Mongol Empire with the help of the Japanese army.

In other alternate historical works, Roman von Ungern-Sternberg is often portrayed as somewhat of a madman, but in reality, Semyonov was even more extreme, and when Ungern was in Mongolia, he respected the Bogd Khan and had a relatively good relationship with the Mongolians.

It will be serialized in the neighboring section as well, but it seems the results are somewhat low, so I think it might end with the civil war.

See you in the next chapter!



 
  Chapter 16 : Far East Circumstances


It’s absurd why the Asian Cavalry Corps decided to occupy Mongolia.

When I said I wouldn’t become Tsar, they said, “As long as you’re not Tsar, right? How about the position of Great Khan?”
It was like covering one’s eyes and pretending not to see.
Now, I was about to become the Great Khan with pale skin.
Wait, hold on. Are the Mongols really accepting this?
Are these madmen thinking, “Let’s wait a few years until Mongolia gets invaded by the Anhui warlords and then step in to help”?

“The Mongolians are likely to resist strongly, aren’t they?”

“The Mongol nobles said that if Her Highness wishes to become the Great Khan, they have no objections.”

I’d like to believe that they didn’t confirm this at gunpoint.
Well, considering that Mongolia has been receiving support from the Russian Empire, they might be favorably disposed, but no matter how friendly a country is, if you suddenly invade, public sentiment won’t stay on your side.
But if I become the Great Khan, it might mean that Russia is the Mongol Empire, and the Mongol Empire is Russia, so maybe they hope we’ll protect them from China.
Is this going too smoothly?
It seems inevitable that we will clash with the Republic of China.

“Hahaha! Since Her Highness refused the position of Tsarina, it must be our loyal wish to raise you to the throne of the Eastern Empire.”

“This is rather fortunate. It will set a precedent that shows Russia is not dead yet. It would be appropriate to accept the Great Khan’s seal and ascend to that position, if only to maintain control over Mongolia.”

Not as Tsar, but as the Great Khan.
In this day and age, a Great Khan? This makes no sense.
Yekaterinburg is a city in Asia.
If that’s the reason they’re asking me to take the throne of an Asian ruler, there is some logic to it, but…

“In that case, I will appoint Bogd Khan, who presented me with the Great Seal, as the Governor of Mongolia, and grant him and the nobles the right to participate in the Duma of Yekaterinburg. I will also appoint Semyonov as Deputy Governor to assist him, and Ungern as a Lieutenant General, giving him the overall command of the Asian Cavalry Corps.”

“Yes. The military will handle those matters as well.”

“Your Highness, Yekaterinburg is too exposed to Bolshevik attacks. It would be wise to designate a capital as a precautionary measure.”

We may have recaptured the cities near Yekaterinburg,
but they are still exposed to the Soviets. That might be a bit risky.

“How about Vladivostok?”

“Isn’t the territory around Vladivostok too small? How about annexing Northern Manchuria instead?”

“Northern Manchuria?”

Northern Manchuria? Suddenly? Guys, our civil war isn’t over yet.

“Yes. Originally, Ungern and Semyonov had their bases in Northern Manchuria. Also, there are Russians in a place called Harbin. Since there are Bolsheviks there, we could use that as a pretext to move south.”

“We shouldn’t be the only ones to decide. What do the other members of the Provisional Duma think?”

This is important.
The White Army is a collection of various ideologies.
I’ve managed to drag them this far, and public sentiment has shifted quite a bit, but there are still many people who are fanatically devoted to their ideologies.
I have no choice but to be mindful of them.
If they suddenly decide, “I’m going over to the Bolsheviks because I’m upset!” it would be troublesome.

“I worry that it might widen the front unnecessarily, but since we can’t defeat the Bolsheviks right now, wouldn’t it be better to at least gain Northern Manchuria?”

“Any small amount of strength will help us right now. It seems desirable to incorporate Northern Manchuria and embrace the Russians living in that region.”

Unexpectedly, everyone seemed positive about seizing Northern Manchuria.
Their thinking was that if we can’t immediately retake the Moscow area, we should expand in other directions.
Maybe I had underestimated the situation by focusing too much on history.
My arrival has influenced their thinking as well.
Aren’t there warlords around this time?
I understand that China is currently in the era of the Chinese warlords.
Seizing Northern Manchuria now would attract the attention of the major powers, but more importantly…

“I understand your thoughts, but there are still some issues, so targeting Northern Manchuria immediately will be difficult.”

“What issues?”

“The Japanese.”

The Japanese are the problem.
They had occupied Korea and started the Russo-Japanese War with a surprise attack without a declaration of war to drive Russia out of Manchuria.
The Japanese Empire, which had repeatedly claimed that they were on par with the European powers after the Russo-Japanese War and the Great War, is now full of national pride.
If we say that Russia wants to take Manchuria again, won’t they foam at the mouth and charge at us?
The Chinese warlords won’t be a problem, but even if we are undergoing reforms, we can’t afford to fight both the Japanese and the Soviets simultaneously.
The civil war isn’t even over yet.
In a situation where our troops have been severely depleted from the Great War, fighting a second Russo-Japanese War—what do you think?

“There might be another way to look at it.”

“What do you mean?”

“If the major powers support us, it means they want the Red Plague to end. So they would want us to grow stronger.”

Normally, they would want Russia to break in half and die, but
are they saying they’ll support us to the extent that we can’t establish such a strategy?

“Are you suggesting we ask them to permit us to take Manchuria?”

“No matter how powerful Japan is, if the other major powers approve, what can they do? After all, if Russians are living there, that territory should belong to Russia, shouldn’t it?”

“That’s true.”

Yes, you’re all correct.
Right. If Russians live there, it’s Russian land.
The principle of national self-determination, maybe.
Sure, if national self-determination is interpreted to suit one’s needs, like Hitler did—
No, that’s dangerous. Even in Czechoslovakia’s Sudetenland, it was a significant place with massive industrial facilities. Arguing that we should annex Northern Manchuria just because some Russians live there… well, if it’s about restoring the pride of a fallen Russian, it wouldn’t be too bad.

“That’s not the only problem. Even if the White Army is unified, proposing another front that isn’t against the Bolsheviks could lead to opposition within the White Army.”

Indeed, as I pointed this out, many members of the Duma whispered among themselves.

“Moreover, wouldn’t this lead to new conflicts? There are the Chinese warlords to consider as well.”

“Aren’t they just numerous but insignificant?”

“How could China even afford to worry about Northern Manchuria right now? We need to demonstrate that Russia is still strong.”

Others seemed to ponder my words, but Kolchak and Wrangel were determined to take Northern Manchuria by any means.
I wouldn’t mind expanding the territory a bit, especially if it’s Northern Manchuria.
Of course, this is because I’m Anastasia right now.
Without the major powers, we are in a position to wither and die.
Reforms might improve the situation if they proceed, but…

“Then, how about looking at it a bit differently?”

“A bit differently?”

“Give orders to General Ungern to slowly advance under the pretext of protecting Northern Manchuria with the Asian Cavalry Corps.”

So, this means pretending to move slowly under various pretexts.

“Probe gradually, you mean.”

“If the major powers object, we can withdraw.”

That is quite appealing.
If we test the waters a couple of times and the major powers stay silent… that should be enough.
It might be necessary to reduce Japanese influence in Manchuria to prevent them from establishing Manchukuo later.
If the major powers encourage us to fight, the situation changes.
It would actually allow us to expand in Asia, thanks to the civil war.

“Then, while moving south, let’s also talk to the British. They are, after all, our biggest supporters, along with Germany.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

“And above all, we need numbers. We need people to fight wars and run factories. Therefore, let us embrace the Jews living in Russia.”

“Are you planning to adopt a pro-Jewish policy?”

“If handled well, we might even receive support from Jewish capitalists.”

Hitler has killed so many Jews that other countries’ actions have gone unnoticed, but Russia is a prime example of an anti-Jewish country.
During the Russo-Japanese War, Jews were supportive enough to back Japan.
So, it was necessary to win their favor too.

Meanwhile, the British Empire, hearing reports from its ambassador in Russia about White Russia’s push south into Northern Manchuria, did not react as sensitively as during the Great Game.
Russia, which had already bowed to Germany, was in no position to stand shoulder to shoulder with the British Empire, which had defeated

even Germany.
Moreover, Russia was currently split in half, and the White Russia of Princess Anastasia was under British patronage.
It was almost endearing to think that Russia wanted to have a bit of Manchuria at this point.

“Moving south under the pretext of protecting Russians in Northern Manchuria, huh?”

“Now that life is a bit better, our dear princess wants to have Northern Manchuria, does she?”

“Trying to plant a flag in another region while barely managing to put out a fire in their own house? That’s a bit much.”

“Perhaps they want to show that the Russian Empire is still standing.”

“They want to boost their morale a bit, but Northern Manchuria should be fine, right?”

‘I’m fighting hard! I’ll make sure the Red Plague doesn’t spread to you! So give me a bit more reward!’
That’s what the princess is saying now.
It is somewhat amusing, considering the Soviet Union’s very existence resulted from Russia’s own misdeeds, and that Russia is still alive thanks to the great powers.
The British were willing to turn a blind eye to this.
After all, Ukraine, Finland, the Baltic States, and Belarus had all broken away, and those areas were now under British influence.
The United States also had no reason to oppose, as long as Russia guaranteed American interests in Manchuria.

“This isn’t something the ambassador can decide on his own. Mr. Gallipoli, go to Yekaterinburg and meet with the princess.”

“Indeed. Go ahead, Gallipoli.”

“Oh, come on! Fine, I’ll go!”

And so, Mr. Gallipoli was dispatched to Yekaterinburg.
The British might allow Russia to take Northern Manchuria, but
the problem was whether the Japanese Empire, eager to seize Siberia and the Far East, would accept this.

“Northern Manchuria? We haven’t gotten anything yet! Why only Russia? Why only Russia!”

Unsurprisingly, Japan threw a fit.
Russia doesn’t accept the Imperial Japanese Army’s support and has blocked Japan’s expansion into Siberia.
Why should they give anything to them?

“Since the great powers have already condoned it, we can’t oppose it either. I hear the British Empire is sending someone to the Provisional Government in Yekaterinburg regarding the Northern Manchuria issue.”

“Then how about the planned division of Manchuria?”

“Manchuria?”

Unable to extend its reach as much as it wanted due to the great powers’ tacit approval, Japan shifted its strategy to at least nibbling off some of Manchuria.
It was a typical Japanese calculation that the great powers, weakened by war, wouldn’t intervene in Manchurian affairs.
If they had failed to expand into Siberia, they must at least gain Manchuria.

In this case, excluding all the other great powers, how about negotiating directly with Russia?

“We’ll make an agreement directly with Russia. Russia takes Northern Manchuria, while we secure Southern Manchuria as a bridgehead for our continental expansion.”

“Or, we could claim we are protecting Russians in Manchuria under the guise of aiding our ally, Russia, and then take control of Manchuria ourselves.”

“They might accept it. For now, let’s amicably divide Southern and Northern Manchuria. If this civil war ends with a Soviet victory, we could immediately intervene and push into Northern Manchuria too.”


Though Russia is currently split in two, if we try to claim all of Manchuria, it might provoke the great powers to intervene.
Hara Takashi, Japan’s Prime Minister, did not want to take such risks now that the Great War was over.

“If we divide Manchuria, it also means settling our old grudge with Russia. After all, it will be difficult for Russia to completely annex Northern Manchuria right now. We can send a military attaché to assess the state of White Russia before making a decision.”

“Let’s do that.”

Japan remained ambiguous, neither consenting nor opposing.
This was to prepare for future negotiations with Russia regarding Manchuria.


.



 
  Chapter 17 : Bulldog and Princess


Northern Manchuria

When the Russian Civil War broke out and Russians fled to Northern Manchuria, occasionally accompanied by their military, warlord Zhang Zuolin, who had his base in Fengtian, deployed his troops to the Northern Manchurian border, which shared a boundary with Russia.

The Fengtian Army, now stationed there, had recently been observing the Russian troops daily.

Since the White Army was receiving support for the civil war through Manchuria, it wasn’t particularly surprising. 

However, recently, there was a strong sense that the Russians were openly scouting the area.

“Don’t you think we’ve been seeing Russian troops more frequently lately?”

“They’re getting supplies from the Americans, right? It’s probably because of that.”

“Heh. Then we should take a little cut for ourselves—like a toll fee, you know.”

“Sounds good to me.”

As the Fengtian Army, with its shady origins as bandits, began to think about how they could profit from the situation, a group of cavalry appeared in the distance, riding towards them.

“But who are those guys? A cavalry unit?”

“What unit are they from? Wait, why aren’t they stopping?”

These Russian troops were unusual.

There were white soldiers speaking languages they didn’t understand, but there were also yellow-skinned soldiers speaking Chinese or Manchu, just like them.

“Crush the Chinese bandits and protect the Russians in Northern Manchuria!”

It was an army with various languages that couldn’t be heard in China. 

The flags indicated it was a Russian army, but the Fengtian soldiers never expected that a Russian army would advance southward.

In fact, the army of Ungern wasn’t exactly a regular White Russian army. 

What had entered Northern Manchuria was the Asian Cavalry Corps that Ungern had trained.

“W-We need to send a messenger to General Zhang Zuolin.”

“F-First, stop them!”

“You scoundrels! How dare you defy the Great Russia, the rightful successor of the Mongol Empire! Manchuria is Mongol territory and rightfully belongs to Russia!”

“What nonsense—”

At that time, Zhang Zuolin’s Fengtian Army, which had even participated in the Beiyang-Huaihai War and wielded influence in Manchuria, faced its limitations.

Having only experienced banditry or small-scale skirmishes in the northeastern region, their combat skills were lacking.

Though the Asian Cavalry Corps under Ungern wasn’t large, it was a diverse group composed of Poles, Russians, Buryats, Tatars, Bashkirs, Mongols, some Chinese, Manchurians, and other ethnicities. 

Under Ungern’s command, they utilized exceptional cavalry tactics to swiftly defeat the Fengtian Army.

The Fengtian Army, stationed along the Sino-Russian border, was thoroughly beaten, as if a thief had stolen their wallet.

Although they didn’t station their main forces here due to ongoing confrontations with other warlords, Zhang Zuolin’s army, numbering in the tens of thousands, suffered a devastating defeat at the hands of Ungern’s few thousand troops, with many soldiers either killed or fleeing.

Ungern dismissed this as merely a skirmish.

Though Northern Manchuria fell into Ungern’s hands, Zhang Zuolin, the warlord of the Three Eastern Provinces, was unable to retake the territory.

“Those bastards!”

Though Ungern’s army was far smaller than the Fengtian Army, the disparity in combat capability made Zhang Zuolin hesitate, considering the losses his troops would incur in a battle against Ungern.

If he defeated Ungern, the White Army, which would gain the upper hand in the civil war, might use that as a pretext to advance into Manchuria.

Moreover, the major powers were backing Russia.

Zhang Zuolin reached out to Japan for support, but Japan, which was planning to divide Manchuria with Russia rather than intervene militarily, had no intention of helping the Fengtian warlords in Northern Manchuria, which had already been tacitly approved by the great powers.

In actual history, Zhang Zuolin would have been plotting to oust Jilin military governor Meng Yuanjian, but this incident dashed those hopes.

For Zhang Zuolin, who was based in Fengtian, the land taken by Ungern’s surprise attack was practically his own backyard.

At this time, Zhang Zuolin had not yet fully established his dominance over the Three Eastern Provinces, as he had not yet ousted Meng Yuanjian from Jilin.

Ungern’s southward advance was a significant blow to Zhang Zuolin, who had been on a winning streak in the Beiyang-Huaihai War.

“Serves Zhang Zuolin right!”

Meanwhile, Meng Yuanjian, the Jilin military governor who had been losing power due to Zhang Zuolin’s influence, was greatly impressed by the White Army of Russia after this event and, contrary to history where he would have been ousted by Zhang Zuolin, instead aligned himself with the White Army of Russia.

Northern Manchuria was now in our hands.

“How is this even possible? Why did it work?”

According to Ungern, they had crushed the bandit leader Zhang Zuolin’s gang and planted the imperial tricolor flag in Northern Manchuria.

Now, they were reportedly cracking down on the communists in Harbin.

Zhang Zuolin seemed to be retreating to Southern Manchuria to regroup, but there was good news as well.

Meng Yuanjian of the Jilin military governorate had decided to align with us.

Thus, we gained influence in Jilin as well.

Another year passed like that.
I introduced a planned economy under the pretext of rebuilding the Russian economy, so that our revolution’s idol, Lenin, would have a fit. This gave a slight socialist flavor to things.

Of course, although it was called a planned economy, it was essentially a controlled economic policy that strengthened government intervention in a market economy.

While these policies, pushed through even before the civil war ended, had a slight socialist flavor, the key point was that we were implementing them before the Soviet Union.

Policies that would later be associated with the communists were reborn at the hands of Anastasia.
This might even help minimize the impact of the Great Depression.

What can Lenin do in response to this?

In the end, he would have to come up with something new that didn’t overlap with what we were doing, and that would likely lead to policies aligned with their ideology of denying private property.

The Soviet Union, as it stood, couldn’t accomplish anything properly.
All they had left was to crush White Russia.
But simply focusing on military buildup would only draw further resentment from the Soviet people.
In the end, people might start saying, “The Tsarist era was better!” and more would come over to our side.
The Soviets would just be trapped in a cycle of failure.

Of course, we weren’t entirely unaffected by the civil war, so it wasn’t certain that our policies would be effectively implemented.

But isn’t it better to at least try something than to do nothing like the Soviets?

The reaction from Russians within the White Army and the United States wasn’t bad either.

“Doesn’t this taste a bit red?”

“Hey, what’s so red about policies implemented by our princess? The communists are just copying what our princess is doing.”

“Well, that’s true, right?”

“Exactly! Why bring up those incompetent Bolsheviks?”

The Bolsheviks were now infamous as a group of devils, incapable of doing anything right.
They were seen as filthy cockroach-like creatures, good only at spouting sweet propaganda and inciting people.

Recently, the Bolsheviks had gained a notorious reputation:
They were evil, filthy pests that should never be engaged with.
All they could do was conscript soldiers. 

That’s it.

While Trotsky was rebuilding the army, shattered by class divisions, and amassing millions of soldiers, the Soviets had to tread carefully with the people.

In the end, wouldn’t people start saying, “The Tsarist era was better?”

The Bolsheviks were like a brain-dead regime.

Meanwhile, the princess was struggling, running around and fighting to win back the hearts of her people.

Of course, given our circumstances, not all reforms were implemented effectively. 

But clearly, in a situation where the civil war had starkly divided us, with no entrenched interests left to oppose us, my Russia was slowly beginning to reap the benefits of reform.

Naturally, people would gravitate towards White Russia, where the last princess of the Tsar, I, resided.
It seems unlikely that the White Army will lose this civil war.

No matter what the Soviets try, they will lose to me.

Or perhaps they will collapse on their own.

Anyway, that’s enough of that.

I looked up at the unpleasant British man in front of me.

This British bulldog, Winston Churchill, had been in a foul mood ever since I ignored him and kept reading reports.

This is the man who, after throwing countless Commonwealth soldiers into the meat grinder at Gallipoli, earned the nickname “Mr. Gallipoli.”


This man, who had been cursed to remain an obscure general, had now come here as a special envoy.
He had come eagerly after the recapture of South Russia.

“So, what are you going to do about Northern Manchuria?”

“Before that, let me ask you something, Your Highness.”

“Yes?”

“Do you really have no intention of going into exile somewhere else? If you wish to maintain your status, we could split up the Ottoman Empire and establish a Grand Duchy in Constantinople. How about the Grand Duchy of Rome, or the Grand Duchy of Constantinople?”

Didn’t the Great War end in a draw?

Oh, is the Ottoman Empire the sacrificial lamb here?

Austria has also been held accountable and turned into a “dual empire,” but Germany, the main instigator, seems relatively intact.

Among the countries that joined on the side of the Allies, France must have frothed at the mouth the most.

As for the British, the Kaiser must have been groveling, handing over all their colonies and whatnot.
But not everything went to France’s hands, so they probably decided to tear apart the Ottoman Empire to show, “We won.”

How much do you want to tear apart the Ottoman Empire, anyway?

That’s not dismantling; it’s almost obliteration.

And what about Constantinople? Are you saying I should become the ruler of Constantinople, now under Ottoman rule?

Given that Anastasia’s title is Grand Duchess, it makes sense to form a Grand Duchy, but is it okay for me to take a bite of that?

Not that I ever intended to go there in the first place.

Of course, if we call Russia the Third Rome, it’s a land we should naturally want to claim.
This might just be them fishing to see my reaction.

They have to offer some lip service.

“If I could possess Constantinople, the late Tsar would be pleased, saying we have reclaimed the glory of the Eastern Roman Empire.”

What would we do if we lost all of Russian territory and gained only Constantinople?

Was that even feasible in the first place?

Even if they handed it over like that, if they just left it, the Grand Duchy would be meaningless, wouldn’t it? It would end up being maintained pitifully, like Luxembourg.

This is practically them mocking us.

Damn this Gallipoli guy.

Is he talking to me like I’m clueless just because I’m dealing with baldness at a young age?

“Are you mocking me right now?”

“Excuse me?”

“Aren’t you essentially saying that you won’t even allow Northern Manchuria? Your loyal dog, Japan, sank the entire Russian fleet. Are you worried we might try to advance into the Pacific? Or are you just underestimating us because of our current situation?”

This Gallipoli guy.

He should be grateful I don’t call him “Mr. Gallipoli” to his face. 

He has some nerve.

At my words, the bald bulldog looked startled and quickly waved his hands.

“That was never my intention. Please don’t misunderstand. It seems I misspoke and have upset Your Highness. Northern Manchuria isn’t difficult to grant. However, the Grand Duchy of Rome is merely a strategic contingency plan for an unlikely scenario.”

“Then?”

“If, after the civil war, you guarantee the independence of Ukraine, Poland, the Baltic states, Belarus, and Finland as per the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk, then the Caucasus, Mongolia, and Northern Manchuria will all be jewels of Your Highness.”

Me.

The Caucasus? Oh, right, there’s that too.

Originally, after Germany’s collapse, the British army was stationed there, but has that changed historically too?

Even for the British, it would be hard to station troops in all the places Germany withdrew from. They couldn’t stay put in the Caucasus.

Georgia, Armenia, Azerbaijan.

These guys are acting like they’re giving away their territory as a favor.

They have to give us what they’re supposed to give.

If we want to safely defeat the Bolsheviks, we need to gather all the strength we can.
The Caucasus is no different.

“Hmm, is that so?”

These guys took all the honey-rich lands snatched from Germany.

Poland, the Baltic states, Belarus, Ukraine.

Of these, Ukraine is crucial as Russia’s breadbasket, but if we later expand free trade or increase Russia’s own production, it won’t matter much.

However, there are some within the White Army who don’t want to lose Ukraine.

For instance, Pyotr Wrangel here seems displeased.

Getting Ukraine, even if I wanted to, is going to be tough.

It’s practically impossible in reality.

They plan to set up pro-British governments there and extract guarantees of independence from Russia since they know we can’t directly manage them.

Well, fine.

I don’t even know how long I’ll be here, and if I refuse to accept this, and the British get annoyed and stop their support, then things will get complicated.


Okay, I suppose there’s no choice.

“If that’s the case, then the major powers should recognize that White Russia is the legitimate government of Russia.”

“Of course. How could we recognize those devils as a legitimate government and deal with them? The Bolsheviks need to be crushed. This has been permitted by His Majesty the King of the British Empire.”

Seeing how smoothly things are going, they must be quite fearful of the Red Plague.





 
  Chapter 18 : Bulldog and Princess (2)


Did the cursed country ever take care of Russia this much?

Or could it be that there are communists rooted within?

Well, that would make sense. Every country has its share of Reds.
For pulling them out by the roots, the collapse of their leader, the Soviet Union, is necessary.

This situation has entangled the major powers, whether on a small or large scale.

The story of the fall of the Habsburgs must have been a godsend for the communists, inspiring them with the ambition that they too could achieve such things.

Right, well…
Recovering the territory lost under the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk by engaging in nationalist guerrilla warfare is unnecessary when you could extract gains through trade.

If they ever decide to advance into the Baltics or Ukraine, an opportunity might arise later.
And it’s not bad to have the cursed country recognize North Manchuria and Mongolia.

In the end, this is a win-win for both sides.

So, then.
It would be better to keep this as a secret agreement.
There’s nothing to be gained by revealing it to the public.

“Today’s matter should remain a secret agreement. Do you understand? Even those damned Reds faced considerable backlash over the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk.”

“Of course, there is no doubt about it.”

Thus, North Manchuria and Mongolia have been officially recognized.
The United States and France have also acknowledged it for now.
It’s funny that the countries furthest from those regions get to decide whether to approve or not.

But what can we do? In international society, might makes right. 

If the British Empire, a vast empire spanning the five oceans, says you need permission, you can’t argue.
Then the problem is Japan, which is close to Manchuria.

“What do you think will happen with Japan’s interest in North Manchuria?”

“Japan has already received a hefty compensation. What can they do? Even if they don’t officially recognize it, they will tacitly accept it.”

After all, I’ve lived longer in Korea than in a place without roots as a princess.
If there’s nothing, we’ll develop the core territory of Russia itself.
England will struggle quite a bit in Ukraine.
Russia isn’t the only place where ideological conflicts run deep.
There are also anarchists and communists in Ukraine. The British army will likely suffer quite a bit.

Still…
This guy is somewhat annoying.
After such a massive failure at Gallipoli, what makes him so arrogant?
Fine, then. At the very least, I should have some fun teasing him.

“Understood, Sir Gallipoli.”

“Excuse me?”

“The British and French troops, who came as volunteers to train our tank crews, called you Sir Gallipoli. I thought that was your formal title. Didn’t you win a great victory at Gallipoli?”

I tilted my head with an innocent look, pretending to know nothing.

“Th-that’s not it. I can’t explain it in detail, but it’s definitely not true.”

The bald bastard can’t be rude since I’m a princess, but his face is visibly turning red.
He’s probably frustrated because he thinks he’s dealing with a clueless princess.
This is the perfect time to play dumb and praise Churchill.
“You are the hero who smashed the Ottoman Turks at Gallipoli!”

At least, I should give him this small bit of entertainment.

“Don’t be shy. Unlike me, who barely managed to hold on, didn’t you earn that title by annihilating the Ottoman army at Gallipoli? I envy you, sir.”

“Ahem. Well, then, I’ll see you again later.”

And so, Sir Gallipoli left.

And then…

“The Black Baron seems quite displeased.”

Black Baron Pyotr Wrangel didn’t seem to be in a good mood.

Well, what can I do? It’s the era of those with power.

“It’s just unfortunate that we have no choice but to accept this humiliation.”

“We have no choice. If we want to crush the Bolsheviks immediately, the support of the major powers is essential.”

If we don’t accept it, they may cut off their support and turn Poland and Germany into breakwaters to hold back the Red Plague.

We are the ones in need, so there’s nothing we can do.
Of course, the British will have a hard time, too.

“Still, giving away parts of Greater Russia like this…”

Greater Russia or not, even without the British, it would be hard for the current Russian forces to subdue all those trying to gain independence.

“In return, we got Mongolia and North Manchuria.”

“But compared to the lost lands, those are useless places.”

That’s probably true.
Even though there are resources in Mongolia and North Manchuria, considering they were lost to Germany through the treaty with the Soviets…

“Perhaps the British won’t last long either.”

“What do you mean by that?”

“Even without providing military support to us, they could find any excuse to devour the Soviet Union, yet they haven’t. Why do you think that is?”

“They must be tired, I suppose.”

“Yes. And those Reds won’t miss that opportunity. If they’re already being branded as devils around the world, they’ll turn their attention outward to consolidate internally.”

The Soviet Union is cornered and isolated by everyone.
Internally, they are in a state of ‘being what the Soviet Union used to be,’ and even Lenin probably has no clue what to do.

If they remain idle, the people might turn on Lenin. 

So, he might try to imitate my actions.
With Germany having withdrawn, they will likely call for the annulment of the Brest-Litovsk Treaty and reclaim the lost Ukraine.

After all, they need to redirect internal discontent outward.

They might plan to invade Ukraine, believing Britain can’t intervene militarily—just like North Korea constantly provokes or China threatens Taiwan to maintain internal stability.
Lenin’s mindset is “bring it on” at this point.

In this current World War, with the spread of socialism sparked by the Soviet plans, the British Empire and the United States have given some leeway to Germany and its allies to prevent the spread of communism.
Germany’s defeat was a definite fact.

Even in actual history, the Soviet Union nullified the Brest-Litovsk Treaty with Germany.
If they did that in real history, why would it be different now?
Moreover, the Soviet Union is far more cornered than it was in actual history.
Britain was making Germany support us with weapons so they couldn’t wage war.

Isn’t it reasonable for the Soviets to make some bold assumptions?

That the imperialists don’t have the capacity to support their armies.
Then they might try to reclaim the lost territories—Ukraine, the Baltic states, Finland, and so on.
Trotsky’s rebuilt army numbers five million.

Of course, it’s an army with only numbers, and unlike actual history, the Soviet forces in this world would be pathetically weak.
Even so, they might manage to do something against the British forces in Ukraine with their numbers.

If they defeat the British forces in Ukraine, the victors of the Great War, it would have a powerful propaganda effect.

It would be like the war with Poland in actual history, where they got a thrashing.
But before that, we also have work to do.

“Then this is not good news for us, is it?”

“Unfortunately, the Soviets will likely have a hard time as well. You know well, Black Baron, how many nationalists are in Ukraine, don’t you?”

How long will it take for the Soviets to root them all out?
How long will the Soviet Union last, waging war and sacrificing its people while half-heartedly reforming and merely imitating a princess?

Even revolutionary idol Lenin might soon face the guillotine from the Soviet people.

Of course, that’s all within the realm of possibility.
But this is a country that has already fallen once due to a revolution.
There is no guarantee that Lenin won’t end up like the Romanovs.

“Let’s show that incitement isn’t just their specialty. We can say that while the Soviets betrayed their country by giving away land to Germany through the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk, we were recognized for North Manchuria and Mongolia by the British Empire.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

This rumor must spread before the rampaging Bolsheviks can mobilize the Red Army.
Furthermore, North Manchuria holds special significance.
After all, Russia’s influence in North Manchuria was significantly reduced following the Russo-Japanese War.

How shocking was it to be humiliated by a non-civilized island nation in the Far East?

Although it wasn’t acknowledged through another war with Japan, being recognized for North Manchuria would surely make the Russians in the Soviet Union happy.

Unless they’re utterly brainless, they’ll realize they’re reclaiming lands they sold off through treaties by sacrificing their conscripted soldiers.

That’s what the current Soviet Union would have to do anyway.
Being acknowledged through diplomacy alone carries a different meaning.

Of course, we need to drive out the warlords in Manchuria, but maybe that should be left to Semenov and Ungern, who would become the Vice Governors of Mongolia.

Certainly, people like Zhang Zuolin or Zhang Xueliang might try to retake North Manchuria.
Well, we’ll see how it goes.

In any case, if the British Empire recognized North Manchuria, it basically means, “If you warlords touch North Manchuria, you’re screwed.”
The warlords won’t dare provoke the major powers who have recognized North Manchuria as Russian territory.
And since it’s a China divided by

warlords, not a unified China, they’re unlikely to meddle in Manchuria, making things easier.

Now, let’s deploy the Okhrana and stir up some propaganda.

“The Princess negotiated with the British and got Mongolia and North Manchuria recognized as our territory.”

“I heard that the ruler of Mongolia offered the crown to our princess!”

“As expected, the Bolsheviks who sold off our land were traitors!”

“Logically speaking, is there anything those devils are doing right now? Oh, right, suppressing the church and filling up the military!”


“The princess resides in Yekaterinburg! Our princess is the successor to Catherine the Great!”

The reactions from the subjects were explosive.
I don’t know when the rumor spread that Mongolia had handed over the title of Khan to me, but at least it was helping my popularity rise.
Some even said that since I reside in Yekaterinburg, I have succeeded Catherine the Great, the Empress of the former Russian Empire.

It’s ironic, considering that Yekaterinburg was named after Catherine I, but I have no intention of denying it.
Accepting it would only make Lenin angrier.
Lenin probably wants to bite his tongue and die right about now.

Now, the White Army had some breathing room.
Recently, under the Bolshevik regime, resistance had risen, and several cities had been handed over to our side.
The rumor that the Soviets were traitors was quite damaging.

So, Lenin doesn’t have many options left now.
Either collapse gradually as is, or win a decisive battle against us and take over Russia.
Even if the latter were possible, it would just turn them into a bigger North Korea.

“Black Baron.”
I called Black Baron Pyotr Wrangel.
It was time to start advancing westward.

“Yes, Your Highness.”

“Lead the White Army in South Russia, the White Army in Siberia, and the Cossack Corps that have joined in Yekaterinburg, and slowly advance towards Moscow.”

“Is it finally time?”

I shook my head.

We will only march towards Moscow.
An all-out assault on Moscow can wait until we see the Soviets starting to waver.
If they conscript forces to gather a massive army of five million as they did in real history, then the Soviet Union, a mere sandcastle, will surely collapse.


“We won’t attack Moscow immediately. Let’s shake them up a little more.”

“Yes.”

Well, even so, it’s still about sending in the army.
Now is the time for us to begin our attack.

“Time is now on our side.”

Crushing the hammer and sickle of the workers who beheaded the double-headed eagle.
The double-headed eagle will soar once more.



 
  Chapter 19 : Germanic Pride


Moscow, Soviet Union

Around this time, the leftists in Moscow began staging protests.

They could no longer endure the Bolsheviks, who disallowed private property, forced peasants into collective farms, treated the people oppressively, and established an authoritarian regime.

The Princess, who was leading various reforms, was completely different from them.

The Soviets demanded obedience from the peasants, suppressing them with violence and ruling through terror.

Perhaps, if the White Army had been as hopeless as in actual history, things might have been different.

Surprisingly, for the people of the Soviet Union, there was another option besides the Bolsheviks of the Soviets: the White Russia led by the Princess.

Even if it wasn’t that, the fact that the Bolsheviks, whom they had trusted and followed so much, were worse than the Princess caused left-wing workers to strike and protest.

“What are the Bolsheviks doing?”

“If it’s going to be like this, it was better under the Tsar!”

“Damn it, you’re banning private property? Who do you think you are?”

“Enough with the constant wars!”

Strikes were followed by protests.

The people of the Soviet Union felt that things were worse than during the Tsar’s rule.

No, rather, it seemed that the Princess’s Russia, which appeared to be continuing the Tsar’s legacy, was treating the workers much better than the Soviets.

This betrayal stung even more.

Wasn’t it true, then, that the Bolsheviks were merely seeking power and had incited the workers for their own gain, just as the rumors from White Russia claimed?

The protests were intensifying, and amid the continuing vicious cycle, the Soviet Union had to make a decision.

The problem was that Trotsky was the one in a position to make that decision.

“Comrade Trotsky, the number of strikes and protests has been increasing lately.”

“Crush them all! Make an example of them! What is the Cheka doing?”

Trotsky was becoming more radical as time went on.
Crush them all and make an example.

This was nothing less than the return of Bloody Sunday.
Even the Tsar wasn’t that extreme.

Trotsky’s close aides thought so, too.
Of course, Trotsky had his reasons.

If left unchecked, reactionaries could intervene from behind, and in the worst-case scenario, they might incite a new revolution among themselves, just like Lenin and Trotsky did.

That revolution would likely be influenced by the Princess, and Russia could return to that damned imperialist era.

“Isn’t this a bit too extreme?”

“Don’t you get it yet? If we don’t overcome this crisis now, we’ll end up like the Tsar! The woman now called Catherine III is shaking us from within!”

Trotsky was desperate.
Once people have tasted revolution, will they sit idly by?
So there was only one answer.

“I feel like starting a revolution.”

“Then die!”

Naturally, the Bolsheviks took up arms to prevent another revolution.

They would have to enforce a reign of terror for a while, even if it meant shedding blood.

Once the workers surrendered, they would carry out their reforms first and overthrow the troublesome Princess to establish a true worker’s state.

That was the answer.

“Comrade Trotsky seems too hasty.”

“What else can we do? The Princess knows our weaknesses too well.”

The Princess, by nature, understood the weaknesses of the Soviets, which had begun by enticing the people with sweet words.

She took the policies the Soviets might have implemented, explained them directly to the people, and put them into action.

Of course, how much reform could a country in the midst of a civil war accomplish?
It was unclear how far those reforms would reach across the vast expanse of Russia.

Stalin, who had been meticulously observing the current situation in Russia, knew it well.

‘She’s a frightening woman.’

The reforms were partly to win over the people’s hearts back to the royal family, but they were also aimed squarely at the Soviets.

The Soviets had repeatedly promised reforms to the people, trying to implement them.

But it seemed the Princess had taken the plans the Soviets had intended to implement, made them more appealing, and carried out the reforms herself.

Unlike the Soviets, who had incurred resentment by denying private property, the Princess recognized private property and declared reforms based on that.

It was as if she was saying, “If I do this first, what can you do?”

Now, whatever they did, the Soviets could no longer shake off the label of imitating the Princess, undermining the very foundation of the Soviets.
For Stalin, who someday wanted to become the leader of the Soviets, this was a bad omen.

Before things worsened, the Princess had to be stopped somehow.

They needed to crush those reactionaries and make the people follow the Soviets.

Of course, there was a long way to go, and right now, Lenin’s intentions needed to be gauged.

“Does Comrade Lenin share the same thoughts as Trotsky?”

“For now, we plan to retake Ukraine.”

“Ukraine?”

“We need to redirect internal dissatisfaction outward.”

So, that’s how it is.
Lenin, too, was crumbling.

He was desperate to maintain power immediately.

Yes, well, that’s only natural.

Right now, the very existence of the Soviets was in jeopardy.

Losing power here would mean not just Lenin but all of the Communist Party would be punished by the people.

In other words, for the Soviets, losing power now meant death.

They could suffer the same fate as the Tsar.

Still, Stalin saw it as fortunate.

If Lenin and Trotsky bore the brunt of the people’s complaints and grievances and acted as the meat shields…
Wouldn’t that be as if the Princess was actually helping him?

‘A chance is coming for me.’

The Princess’s pressure worked in Stalin’s favor as an opportunity.

The opportunity seemed to be approaching faster than expected.

To take advantage of it, he first needed to bring the party’s cadres onto his side.

“Stalin, doesn’t it seem that Comrade Lenin is getting too hasty as well?”

On his way back from gauging Lenin and Trotsky’s moves, Voroshilov spoke to Stalin.

Yes, they would have seen it too.

Lenin and Trotsky had become too extreme.

Here, Stalin had to lay the groundwork.

He needed to gather those suitable to join him and clearly identify those who would need to be purged later.

He needed to start preparing now.

“Well, it is extreme, but retaking Ukraine is something we must do.”

“Does that mean you agree?”

“I don’t know. If we’re going to retake it, now is the right time, and if we want to redirect the people’s dissatisfaction from the party to an external enemy, now is the time to strike elsewhere. But won’t that mean more bloodshed for the people? So, I don’t know.”

“Comrade Lenin should have kept you by his side instead of Trotsky.”


Voroshilov and other party leaders felt a sense of bitterness at Stalin’s lament.
This wasn’t what they had fought the revolution for.

They said it was inevitable to protect the Bolshevik regime, but this wasn’t the revolution the party leaders had wanted.

How was this any different from the Tsar?

“Under the Red Banner, it felt like we could do anything.”

“What else can we do? We have to trust Comrade Lenin.”

Stalin secretly smirked.

For now, he would keep pretending to follow along nicely.

And when Lenin and Trotsky had done their part and were collapsing under the people’s unbearable resentment like a sandcastle…

That would be the time for him to step forward.
He would overthrow Lenin and Trotsky with a new revolution.

The Soviet Union was suffering from convulsions.

According to the news brought by the Okhrana (the Imperial Russian Secret Police), who had joined this side, Trotsky’s military reforms were being thwarted by Stalin, just as he had planned.

Originally, at the time when the White Army was fighting among themselves for dominance, Trotsky would have finished rebuilding the army and pushed the White Army back with a massive force of five million.

But now, that was blocked.

Perhaps Stalin believed that since they were also building up their strength, they wouldn’t attack his side, but in any case, he was opposing Trotsky’s plans.

There was ample justification.

The failure to attack Yekaterinburg, the joining of South Russia’s Yekaterinburg with the provisional government, the sluggish reforms, and the continued oppression by the incompetent Communist Party, which only increased the number of troops—all this led small and medium-sized cities to steadily join the White Army out of frustration.

Stalin’s side argued that they should carry out reforms first and then build up the military.

Perhaps we could take a little more time.
Unlike in actual history, the White Army here had united, except for the Baltic and Finnish fronts, and under the support of the major powers, White Russia was growing rapidly.
Pyotr Wrangel was appointed as the Supreme Commander of the “Liberation Army,” uniting the White forces in South Russia, the Cossacks, and part of the Siberian White Army, and slowly began advancing west.

Of course, there were strict orders, but no battles were fought.

Cities seeking liberation from Bolshevik oppression welcomed Wrangel’s forces. Since there were no significant battles, Trotsky found himself in even greater trouble.

Meanwhile, the White Army under Pyotr Wrangel grew daily as more cities joined White Russia.
And Anton Denikin’s forces did not move for the time being.

They had to defend their position in Ukraine.

Germany’s support, having become Britain’s second battalion, was remarkable.

As if the pride of the Germanic people had never existed, they spared no expense in supporting us, just as the British, French, and Americans instructed.

In addition, they provided technical personnel.

Thanks to that, if the reality I’m facing now were the usual domain of a Grand Duchess, it would seem as if I had used some kind of cheat code.

Frankly, it’s suspicious to no end.

Germany, which isn’t even an ally and was originally an enemy, is being so nice to us?
Logically, it makes no sense.

Wouldn’t it be more reasonable for them to plead with the British to let them handle the Reds themselves?

What could they be thinking?

“A new railway network is being built around Yekaterinburg.”

Kolchak, who recently became a representative of the Duma, reported.

Yes, Yekaterinburg now functions as the capital.

The ones who kept saying, “We hate the Bolsheviks, but we hate you too!” and committed terrorist acts throughout White Russia had disappeared.

In actual history, the White Army never properly united, and even at its peak, it failed to recapture Tsaritsyn, and the Bolsheviks or non-Bolshevik leftists terrorized them from behind.

Maybe they liked what I was doing, or perhaps White Russia had grown enough to cure those with anger management issues who would otherwise cause terror, or maybe it was because they were busy clobbering Reds in the Far East while the current Reds were acting like fools.

“The railroads are like veins that bring blood to the vast land of Russia. The heart would be at the center. Yekaterinburg must become that heart.”

I know it’s a civil war, but…
Isn’t it time for some competent figures to appear?

It’s hard to lift Russia, torn apart, all by myself.

The nobles carrying out reforms or the representatives of the citizens of Yekaterinburg are currently holding all the ministerial positions.

When the provisional government finally establishes a proper administration, we need to bring in some talented individuals. I hope they won’t all be dead by then.

“Too many German weapons and goods are coming in.”

“Well, it’s a good thing for us, isn’t it?”

What is the German Empire trying to gain by doing this for us?

They even built all the factories in Yekaterinburg, South Russia, and Central Asia.
And they were all munitions factories.

Were Germans always so generous?

Did they say they’d reduce their reparations by doing this?

Even so, it doesn’t make sense for them to give away so much with their German pride. And why, especially since they were the losers?

“Your Highness, Germany says they will help us produce tanks locally.”

This time, Mikhail Drozdovsky spoke with excitement.

He had long been obsessed with tanks.

What? They’re going to help produce tanks?

“What?”

They’re making tanks?


Wait a minute, no way, Germany wouldn’t just give everything away so innocently.
Why would the Germans help us make tanks?

Didn’t they lose after producing only a few tanks? Or am I wrong?

“Do you know why they’re helping?”

“The reason is that the ‘Kaiser’ says that whenever he sees Your Highness, he is reminded of Princess Luise and wants to support you generously, but because of the watchful eyes of Britain and France, he’ll help secretly.”

Well, that’s obviously suspicious.



 
  Chapter 20 : Germanic Pride (2)


When did that man ever see me to say that I remind him of Princess Luise?

What is Wilhelm thinking?

Yes, we need to grab onto anything we can right now, even if it’s just a straw.

The Bolsheviks aren’t fools either. 

They’ll do whatever they can to build something like a tank, by whatever means necessary.

We need to prepare for a decisive battle before that.

I turned my gaze to Kolchak.

Kolchak is, for the time being, a pillar of the Duma (parliament), the current commander of the Siberian White Army, and in charge of Asian diplomacy.

Why is a military man handling diplomacy as well?

Because there are no people. 

There are no people. 

These people should have doubts about how I am leading the country right now.

Only after the civil war ends will we be able to appoint some people.

Anyway.

“How is the situation on the Chinese side?”

They must be trembling with anger after losing Mongolia and Northern Manchuria.

We have no reason not to feel a bit resentful about this either.

Even if we could accept Northern Manchuria, Mongolia was suddenly conquered by Ungern and reported afterward.

Of course, China can’t even think of trying to take it back right now.

The Chinese army was beaten by Ungern’s Asian Cavalry Division even after occupying Mongolia, so what can they do?

“They made some protests, but what can they do? They’ve shut up.”

“Well, that’s fortunate.”

Yes, even if China protests, what can they do?

If it was truly a no man’s land, it might be different, but White Russia, backed by the Great Powers, has already taken Mongolia and Northern Manchuria.

Even now, China has to deal with its own issues and can’t afford to start something with us.

Japan is staying quiet, so what can China do?

And.

What are the revolution’s ruined idols, Lenin and his lackey Trotsky, up to?

I read the reports that have come in.

Indeed, my appearance has twisted history.

Originally, there were various provisional governments even among the Whites.

The Siberian Provisional Committee, the West Siberian Provisional Committee, Komuch, the Ural Provisional Government, Idel-Ural State. 

Among them, the Ural Provisional Government, which arose around Yekaterinburg.

I have essentially replaced all of them now.

None of the others are visible.

Well, no matter how much they ruined the empire, what faction could have a more legitimate claim than a surviving Romanov princess?

In actual history, they fought for dominance, but they weren’t forces that were entirely unknown.

Next is Ukraine.

“There are suspicious movements in Ukraine?”

I hear that the enemy forces are increasing near the Ukrainian border.

Soon, Ukraine will become the sacrifice of our idol, Lenin.

“Yes, it seems there will be a bloodbath soon.”

“What is the internal situation in Ukraine?”

The internal situation in Ukraine is important.

Anyway, because of its location, if Ukraine falls to the Soviets, we will be in danger.

“They were almost overthrown by Simon Petliura’s anti-Skoropadsky faction, which opposed Hetman Pavlo Skoropadskyi’s rule, but they are barely maintaining their regime with British help.”

What a name.

This is why I like Korea. Simple three-syllable names like Kim Cheol-soo are so much better.

“They went from being a German puppet state to a British puppet state.”

Even our Britain is getting involved in Ukraine.

Aren’t they being too greedy?

Yes, to summarize, it’s still a mess over there too.

“Yes, we need to prepare ourselves as well.”

“Tell Lieutenant General Anton Denikin to stay vigilant. If possible, it might be good to expand our influence little by little, and in the worst case, we might have to intervene as well.”

It wouldn’t be good for the Soviets to take Ukraine.

If we can’t take it, neither should the Soviets.

Something is bound to happen soon.

Although it may be a Bolshevik trick, in the civil war, they could muster up to five million troops.

While they won’t bring out that many, they could still try to take Ukraine with sheer force.

Britain might ask us for help, and if Ukraine falls, the southern Russian region will be exposed.

So, will the next battlefield be Ukraine?

“And this is a rifle that was manufactured in the armory recently established in Yekaterinburg.”

Suddenly, a rifle was placed on the desk.

The person who placed it was Fedorov.

“Oh, this is…”

“It has been modified with a cooling kit to solve the existing overheating problem. It will soon be mass-produced in a factory established by Germany.”

Why on earth is it Germany again?

It doesn’t seem like Germany poses a threat to us, but there’s definitely something they’re aiming for.

I just can’t figure out what that is.

No, wait, could it be…

I’ve heard they somehow begged for peace with Britain.

Wasn’t it called a ‘ceasefire negotiation’?

While the British side says it’s a truce but effectively a surrender of the allies, the Germans only call it a ceasefire.

These guys, could they…

Are they planning to extract massive amounts of materials from Russia and then quietly transfer them to Germany for a final strike?

If they intend to take advantage of a moment of British complacency to stab Paris with a bayonet?

For now, they’re just pretending to support us while catching their breath.

“No, they wouldn’t be crazy enough to do that.”

“Pardon?”


“Nothing.”

I’m not sure about this new automatic rifle, but if Fedorov is confident, it must be trustworthy.

At least, it should be much better than the bulky Mosin-Nagant.

“Are you saying they plan to mass-produce this rifle?”

“Yes, it’s possible. Germany is cooperating actively.”

Germany is also suspicious, isn’t it?

It sounds like they’re saying they’ll move all their military factories to Russia and use them. If Germany really makes a bayonet…

What effect would that have on Russia?

I need to end the civil war before that happens.

When would be the best time to make a move?

We should do it while the Czechoslovak Legion is still here. So, Ukraine is key.

“If we arm the border White Army with what is being produced right now, that should do. Then, please continue the weapon development at the armory.”

“Yes.”

Fedorov withdrew, and I sought out Mikhail Drozdovsky.

In matters like this, I need to speak with him.

Mikhail Drozdovsky is currently in charge of tanks, supported by Germany.

“Chief of Staff.”

“Yes, Your Highness. What do you need?”

“I find Germany’s movements suspicious.”

“In what way?”

“Aren’t they being too generous? They were our enemies not long ago.”

Could it be that the military restrictions in the Treaty of Versailles do not apply?

If that’s true, the English and Americans might think of using Germany as a bulwark against the Red Plague in case of an emergency.

Germany is a better option than the newly independent Baltic States, Finland, Poland, or Ukraine, which can’t even handle their internal affairs.

Since Germany acknowledged naval superiority and coughed up its colonies, and since Austria-Hungary, which barely played a role as an ally, has been torn apart, they might have decided that no country would help Germany.

Still, I find it suspicious, so I want to hear Drozdovsky’s advice.

“It’s common for today’s enemy to become tomorrow’s friend. It is indeed a strange situation, but I understand that helping us was one of the conditions of their negotiations with Britain.”

Yes, usually, but…

If they are helping us just to make sure we kill those Bolshevik bastards, then it’s understandable, but there must be a limit.

Aren’t they being too generous?

“Could it be that they are planning to fool England and France, build up their strength with what they produce on our land, and then strike France again?”

Whether Germany has the capacity for that is secondary.

Doesn’t it look like that?

“It’s not impossible, but surely they wouldn’t do that. They still have to pay reparations.”

“What if they print money recklessly?”

There’s talk that the Weimar Republic in actual history caused the Great Depression by printing too much money.

“Even if Germany has such plans, we are currently in the middle of a civil war. We can’t meddle in their affairs.”

True enough.

“Yes, I suppose so.”

But still, I want to poke around and see. That’s what I’m thinking.

If it’s not just something they intend to take back later, but really something they’re giving us freely, that would be perfect.

So, what I’m saying is, I want to swipe it all.

If there’s even the slightest chance that Germany harbors ill intentions and plans to stab France with a bayonet again, can’t we seize everything, claiming we are preventing a war?

We should keep an eye on Germany, but since the White Army’s weapon production is now on track, we won’t be pushed back by the rebuilt Bolsheviks, unlike in real history.

So, should we put Germany on the back burner?

The fact that our Wilhelm is somehow maintaining the imperial title has new significance.

In original history, the November Revolution established the Weimar Republic. However, since the Treaty of Versailles became just a truce and armistice, the German Empire has continued past the new year.

Wouldn’t it be harder for our little mustachioed art student to take over Germany then?

Who cares?

My house is on fire; why should I care about someone else’s?

“Well, let’s put the German issue aside. It’s a good sign that the people under Bolshevik rule are increasingly dissatisfied with them.”

“Yes, our army is already superior in quality. Although the Bolsheviks are trying to rebuild their military, it doesn’t seem to

be going well.”

A considerable difference in military strength compared to actual history.

Their military reform is still stagnant, and all the officers from the Imperial era have defected to the White side.

Most of the officers who joined the Red Army were opportunists.

Judging by the smell, they must have thought the Soviets were hopeless. This further delayed their military reconstruction.

The time is coming.

“The time is approaching. The more they strengthen their army, the more people supporting the Soviets will turn to us.”

Every soldier they lose makes our side stronger.

In the end, they have failed.

“Understood.”

“General Gaida, has there been any progress with the Basmachi movement?”

The Basmachi movement.

This was a revolt of the Turkic people in Central Asia against the Russian Empire and the Soviet Union.

It began in 1916, during World War I, as anti-Russian sentiment flared due to the conscription of Muslims by the Russian Empire, sparking violent incidents.

The October Revolution expanded this situation throughout Turkistan, leading to an uprising centered around the Ferghana Valley.

Guerrilla warfare continued for years, but it eventually ended when the Red Army won the civil war and the Sovietization of Central Asia was completed.

Of course, that’s the story in actual history.

In the world I’m in, they were still active in Central Asia under White Russian control.

I tasked Gaida with handling this issue.

I told him to work hard under me before going to Czechoslovakia.

“Yes, Your Highness, I have instructed them that a representative of the Turkic people can come to the Duma and that we will cooperate to some extent.”

“This time, rather than conscription, we will formally hire their Muslims. Test them to see if they are willing to help with the civil war.”

“What if they refuse?”

If they refuse.

Hmm, to begin with, I don’t expect them to accept.

This uprising was triggered by an explosion of anti-Russian sentiment. Why would they accept conscription?

They might say something like, “Are we being fooled?”

What else can we do? Just leave them alone.

There’s no need to tire ourselves out fighting a guerrilla war behind enemy lines when we have the Bolsheviks ahead of us.

“Then leave them alone. There’s no need to create unnecessary trouble.”


“Yes.”

Guerrillas are always the most tenacious.

Especially if they’re Muslim, even more so.

If it really doesn’t work out, we can just try to appease them.





 
  Chapter 21 : Mother of Russia


Germany

Kaiser Wilhelm II of Germany, as Anastasia predicted, did not give up on the war.

No, to be precise, he had to go to war.

Somehow, he needed to seize France to make up for the losses he had suffered in the war.

Kaiser Wilhelm II, who had managed to lead the perfect peace negotiations, minimizing reparations as if he had hidden his miraculous negotiation skills and diplomatic talents for this day, found himself with new ambitions when Britain easily accepted the terms.

In other words, there was more personal greed in the Kaiser.

Now that even the Austro-Hungarian Empire had been shattered, wouldn’t it be worth trying to take down France at the very least to balance the scales?

“Are the preparations proceeding smoothly?”

“Yes, it seems that neither the British nor the Americans have noticed yet. Since the U.S. has achieved its goal, they will likely focus on supporting Russia, while Britain will remain busy with the situation in Ukraine.”

Surprisingly, the U.S. quickly withdrew from Europe.

Seeing them support Russia through the Far East, it seems that communists are also increasing within the U.S., and they aim to solve that issue.

“What about Anastasia?”

“We are building railways and factories for her; what could the princess have to say? She should be grateful for whatever we provide.”

The German Empire was preparing a secret operation.

Under the pretext of securing the industrial power of White Russia, they were secretly building factories in South Russia and Central Asia.

Of course, it was not solely for Russia’s benefit.

They needed to showcase their efficiency to the great powers.

Russia had its own factories.

Didn’t the other great powers generously provide weapons to crush those rootless Bolsheviks?
They were just taking their share.

Anyway, even if they took a bit, Russia would have enough to use. Then, once they had gathered enough within Germany, they would make their move.

“When the time comes, we must move carefully.”

“Yes.”

“We just need to march directly into Paris and secure France’s surrender. Britain, having claimed we had submitted to them, won’t have much to say as long as we keep fulfilling the secret agreements.”

For now, Britain, smiling broadly over the colonies Germany ceded, wouldn’t suddenly send troops back to fight against Germany.

So, it all boiled down to wordplay.

The U.S. would also find it hard to intervene again in a finished war.

“Indeed.”

“And what about the performance of our tanks?”

“Performance tests show they are similar to France’s Renault FT.”

Germany had already produced tanks comparable in performance to France’s Renault.

This was largely thanks to disassembling British and French tanks after the war.

“I see. We should strike when they are pleased to have torn apart our allies, the Ottomans and Austria.”

“Yes.”

“And if we can bring Anastasia as a daughter-in-law after the war, wouldn’t Russia naturally fall under our influence?”

If they could bring Russia over to their side, the dismemberment of their former ally, the Austro-Hungarian Empire, would be a loss they could afford to bear.

It would resolve the Eastern Front.

“Exactly, Your Majesty.”

If they succeeded, it could be a possible future.

They didn’t know what would happen with Russia, but if they could seize France, the German Empire could revive.

Meanwhile, the Turkic people who had launched the Basmachi movement also received an offer from Anastasia.

Ibrahim Bek frowned upon hearing Anastasia’s proposal.

“Participation in the Duma with expanded autonomy… Even if they offer such a carrot now.”
“Her Highness the Princess is well aware of your circumstances, including the forced conscription of Muslims. She has apologized on behalf of her father, the former Tsar.”

“Hmm.”

“Already, the Mongolian Bogd Khan, who pledged allegiance to our Princess, has been appointed as the Governor of Mongolia, and the royal family members have entered the Duma.”

Of course, it was different since Mongolia was an external state at the time.

However, if the Mongolian royal family could advance into the Duma, there was no reason why the Turkic people could not.

“Isn’t this an attempt to placate us during the civil war?”

“Her Highness is aware of that too. She said that if you cannot trust her, there’s nothing she can do, but she hopes you will remain quiet until the civil war is over.”

“Is the civil war that difficult for you?”

Ibrahim Bek’s eyes sparkled.

If that were the case, wouldn’t it be better to aim for complete independence?

No, if Bolshevik Russia oppressed them in the same way, it would be the same thing anyway.

Currently, the Basmachi movement was mostly guerrilla warfare.

If Russia decided to pursue them immediately, the Basmachi movement would be thoroughly suppressed.

“It wouldn’t be bad for you either. This is the plan if the Soviets take over Russia.”

The emissary sent by Anastasia revealed the Soviet plan.

Of course, Ibrahim Bek breathed heavily in anger.

“Collectivization? Do you want us to accept that?”

“That is the policy of the Reds. Our Princess sees the policy of collectivization as a means for the Bolshevik dictatorship to establish itself. And we are the last bastion against such Bolshevik threats.”

“Grr.”

“And this is a secret ‘proposal’ from Her Highness to you. She hopes the Muslims will fight alongside the Whites in exchange for a fair payment.”

Ibrahim Bek’s hesitation did not last long.

The Russian Empire had been a terrible enemy, but it was clear that a worse time would come if the Soviets took over.

At least they should follow their own enemy.

Thus, the Turkic people joined the White Army.

Meanwhile, the White Army under Pyotr Wrangel recaptured Kazan and hoisted the Russian Imperial tricolor flag.

“Hurrah for the White Army of Russia! Hurrah for Princess Anastasia!”

The White Army of Russia, as the army of the nascent Russian state, was filled with pride in being Anastasia’s army, the last Romanov.

Of course, there were still collateral branches left among the Romanovs, but for now, the one leading them was Princess Anastasia.

Pyotr Wrangel smiled contentedly, looking at the Russian Imperial tricolor flag hoisted over the recaptured Kazan.

Not long ago, Anatoly Pepelyaev’s 20,000 troops captured Perm, making it easier to take Kazan.
Indeed, joining Yekaterinburg from South Russia had been a wise choice.

Thanks to that, they had also reclaimed Samara to the south and Kazan in front of them, and with this momentum, they could aim for Nizhny Novgorod.

“At this rate, Yekaterinburg is relatively stable. We should be able to reach Nizhny Novgorod.”

If Ukraine fell under the White Army’s sphere of influence, they could press from Ukraine’s side as well.
That meant they could attack Moscow, where the Reds were entrenched, from all sides.

“If that happens, it might be good to bypass through Smolensk.”

One thing was clear: the enemy would not last much longer.

Even the Cossacks under the enemy’s command were coming over to this side.
Yes, but…

“Princess Anastasia.”

Pyotr Wrangel knew little about Princess Anastasia.


He thought she was a delicate flower raised in a greenhouse, but did she really have such resolve?

He heard she did not die even when struck by bullets, though that might be a bit of an exaggeration for legitimacy and deification, but even putting that aside, it was a fact that she directly faced the enemy at Yekaterinburg.

If Princess Anastasia had not been there, if she had fled, the White Army would have crumbled and been defeated by the Bolsheviks.

Whether they were Republicans, anti-Bolshevik socialists, or monarchists, they were now united under Anastasia.

They were even undergoing reforms.

Though they could not implement them across Russia due to the civil war, the attempt was important.

Come to think of it, didn’t Princess Anastasia first raise her army in Yekaterinburg?

“It reminds me of Catherine the Great.”

The mother of Russia, who raised the fallen Russia again, herself.

Yes, for now, this civil war was important.

As soon as they began to advance slowly, as per the Princess’s wishes, more collaborators joined.
At this rate, Moscow would not be too difficult to take.

Recently, technicians from America had been deployed.

Since the Bolsheviks had occupied the good areas, the support was for developing the territory currently held by White Russia.

However, if there was one issue, it was that an unexpectedly notable figure was here.

Nikola Tesla.

A rival of Edison and known as the father of wireless communication, he had invented various things, including radar.

Who would have thought he would come here?

“Nikola Tesla, the father of wireless communication.”

“You know me well.”

He was said to be handsome in his youth, and it seemed some of that past appearance still remained even in his old age.

What could bring him to Russia?

It would be much more convenient to be sent from America.

“A great inventor coming to a country in the midst of a civil war.”

“I felt that this place could provide inspiration. Even in my old age , my mind is filled with endless ideas, constantly demanding a new environment for invention.”

“Hmm, we can’t provide much support due to the civil war, but is that okay with you?”

“It is fine. There is already substantial support coming from America.”

It’s unknown why he came here, but since he is here, it would be better to keep him around.

After all, he’s in his old age. Why not utilize him in White Russia as well, rather than just in America?

To do that, something new to spark his interest would be needed.

Yes, didn’t he already develop the concept of radar?

Later, the Yagi antenna was developed by Hideki Yagi and Shintaro Uda.

“Do you know anything about radar?”

“Yes. I never expected Her Highness to know about radar.”

Hmm, it might be worth trying this first.

I had no choice.

The world I lived in was one where you had to try anything.

I tried to manipulate the radio to see if any cities with functioning governments remained and studied various things in libraries.

During that time, I learned about the antennas created in the past.

The Yagi antenna.

It was widely used even in civilian life, such as for TV reception.

I took out a piece of paper and drew a picture in front of Tesla.

“How about something like this?”

“What is this?”

“This is a directional antenna. I would like to use it for military purposes. I am an amateur, so I just thought of something like this.”

“A directional antenna, you say. An antenna… Hmm, it could be quite innovative for radar.”

It was originally developed in 1925.

Might as well have you make the Yagi antenna ahead of time.

“This looks like a new challenge. I will try it.”

“Interesting.”

“And one more thing.”

“What is it?”

“I plan to rebuild Russia’s fleet after the war. I heard you created a radio-controlled boat.”

Nikola Tesla demonstrated a radio-controlled boat in 1898.

At the time, it was called telepathy or black magic, and it was only researched in the U.S. after World War II. 

I plan to keep Tesla in Russia by saying things that might interest him.

“Fools dismissed it as black magic. But that…”

“Would you consider researching it in Russia? Also, Russia is vast. Wouldn’t you like to build the power transmission tower you designed, the one that could send electricity over several kilometers?”

“How does Her Highness even know about that?”

There isn’t much time left until the Great Depression.

So, before then, I should extract everything I can.

Germany is providing weapons and technology, the British and French are supplying tanks and volunteers, and the U.S. is sending money.

If not now, when would such a thing be attempted?

Even Nikola Tesla conducted many experiments that were not feasible even in the 21st century.
If Tesla could be made to do anything here before he dies, human history might change a little.

“I never expected Her Highness to know so much about this old man. Very well, I will give it a try.”

Nikola Tesla was appointed to head the newly established Russian Ministry of Science and Technology.
It seems something incredible has happened.

Who would have thought it would be Nikola Tesla?

Did the grandfather who sent me here create an improbable plausibility, or was it a possible one after all?

Looking at Tesla’s personality in history, it doesn’t seem entirely impossible.


At first, I intended to see who else besides Tesla had been sent from America, but then I noticed something that caught my eye.

“George S. Patton?”

George S. Patton came as a military attaché?

Why?





 
  Chapter 22 : All over Ukraine


Note on the Storyline: The mention of MacArthur in the telephone conversation has been revised to Patton for a more fitting narrative progression!

It seems like the Americans are quite serious about this situation. But why would they even come here?

To me, he’s a great figure. Wow, that’s impressive! But at this time, he was just someone who had been active in World War I.

If the great powers were taking this Red-White Civil War seriously rather than just watching from afar, it wouldn’t be impossible.

So, it wouldn’t be strange for the officer dispatched by Germany to be Walter Model.

Thankfully, With the addition of South Russia, Vasily Kharlamov, the White Army leader in the Caucasus, and Ilya Fondaminsky, a high-ranking official of the Kerensky government, had joined.

Various other figures had also joined the Duma.

And then, “The enemy army has entered Ukraine. The anarchist Nestor Makhno, under attack by the enemy, has made contact with us, leading the Black Army.”

Finally, the other side has begun to move.

Their entry into Ukraine suggests they plan to dominate Ukraine, suppress Anton Denikin, and attack our flank.

We can’t just sit and watch this.

If the Soviets manage to seize Ukraine, it will become difficult to receive support from the great powers through the Black Sea.

Anton Denikin would be at risk, and they might cut off the Whites in the south as well.
So, we must take the initiative in Ukraine.

If we defeat them in Ukraine, it would be good to advance north and target Moscow directly.

Pyotr Wrangel has already captured Kazan, so it would also be advantageous to attack from both the sides and below.

Then there’s Nestor Makhno, an anarchist who is also part of the enemy forces in the Ukraine region.

Historically, he took control of southern Ukraine and the Crimean Peninsula in 1919, but later led the Anarchist Black Army and rebelled against the Bolsheviks, whom he perceived as dictators. 

He was attacked by the Red Army afterward.

In this altered history, the Soviets revealed their true colors earlier and, being in a precarious position, Makhno seems to have resisted them and is now trying to join us.

Or perhaps Trotsky, seeing the anarchists as incompatible with the current situation, decided to crush them.

“Aren’t they also aligned with the enemy?”

“They are Reds as well, but still… hmm.”

Infighting among the Reds is always welcome.

It’s always more entertaining to watch the Reds fight among themselves.

These rootless types, dividing into Leninists, Stalinists, Marxists — it’s always fun to watch them fight each other.

“There must be some conditions for them to join the Whites. Have you heard anything?”

“They say they will help the Whites win, but in return, they want the Makhno territory, even if only within the regions they control in Ukraine, to be recognized after the war.”

Makhno territory.

A Free Territory, practically a government run by anarchists.

We have no intention of recognizing it at the moment, but if we need them to fight the enemy, we might as well agree to it for now.

It’s a common tactic to use them temporarily and dispose of them later. 

We could give them a position in Ukraine for appearances, and later accuse them of supporting the Reds to justify taking them down.

After that, I could easily swallow up the eastern part of Ukraine, which Makhno controlled.
Britain wouldn’t care or interfere that far.

“The fight for control in Ukraine is crucial.”

“Yes.”

“Britain might soon want us to intervene as well. Let’s raise an army in the south. Contact Lieutenant General Anton Denikin and tell him to advance from the south.”

I thought about going myself to boost morale, but doing so would only give the Bolsheviks an excuse to declare that capturing the princess would end the war, riling up the Red Army.

So, it’s better for me not to step in directly until the strength of the Reds has been sufficiently depleted.
I can only hope Anton Denikin does well.

If we look at actual history, his reputation isn’t all that great, which is concerning.

Ukraine

The British forces stationed in Ukraine were frustrated.

“They’re offering us anything — Ukraine, colonies, whatever, just save the royal family!”

Germany had turned into a generous tree, giving away everything, and for a while, Britain had rejoiced in having subdued Germany. 

But now, after a long war, it seemed best for them to set up a pro-British government in Ukraine and withdraw.

The forces stationed were only in the thousands, a small number.

There were belated complaints that they had been too lenient with Germany, but the U.S. President had also advocated for lenient treatment of Germany, and the aftermath of victory couldn’t be undone.

But just then, the Bolsheviks, seemingly mad, sent a military force to attack the British stationed in Ukraine, a force with no real strength.

“Let’s kill all the imperialists and liberate Ukraine!”

“Ura!”

“Have these Reds gone mad? How dare they point their guns at us, the British Empire, who even defeated the Jerries?”

At first, with the Ukraine army they had organized according to their own taste and with their great war experience, the British easily defeated these conscripts.

However, their numbers were far too many.

“There are too many of them for us to handle. These madmen are pushing like the Chinese with sheer numbers.”

“Damn it, request support from White Russia! They won’t like Ukraine falling to the Reds either!”

“Yes!”

The British forces in Ukraine requested support from the White Army.

They had no choice but to accept; they also didn’t want to be flanked.

“Great Red Army, cross those trenches! Down with the imperialists! Ura!”

Meanwhile, the morale of the Red Army, regardless of their victories, was not great.
From the start, they had been forcibly conscripted.

Though they were pushing against the British army with guns at their backs, dissatisfaction only grew. 

They resented the Bolsheviks more and more, knowing they were likely to die anyway.

Moreover, the British weren’t the only ones in Ukraine.

They were also fighting against anarchists, whom they had initially considered comrades, turning them into enemies and suffering from guerrilla warfare.

“Damn it! This ‘Great Red Army’ is more like a bloody mess!”

“Shh! You’ll get shot by the political officers!”

“Shoot me if you want! This isn’t why we supported the Bolsheviks!”

The Red Army was increasingly disillusioned with the Bolshevik regime.

They had thought that supporting the Bolsheviks would improve their lives compared to the Tsar’s times.
But reality was even more terrible.

There were still class distinctions, and the elites openly abused their positions. 

These Reds, while calling themselves comrades, treated people with violence and authoritarianism, threatening with guns if orders weren’t followed.

Anyone who didn’t obey the Bolsheviks was quickly labeled a White Army reactionary and taken away.
Even here, the same thing happened.

A political officer who had been monitoring them raised his gun toward a suspected reactionary who appeared to be spreading impure thoughts.

“You reactionary bastard!”

Bang!

“Sergei is dead!”

As the political officers fired their guns, the soldiers had no choice but to comply.

But despite this, the number of soldiers deserting, led by officers, was growing every day.

Feeling betrayed by the Bolsheviks they once trusted, these men eagerly deserted to the White Army that had entered Ukraine, following Princess Anastasia’s orders.

“What, the Whites are coming?”


“This is our chance. Let’s desert!”

There was a clear limit to threats by gunpoint.

If there was truly no other option, they might have no choice but to charge toward the British army.

But knowing the Whites were nearby offered a new opportunity.

Many who wanted to survive deserted in large numbers.

Still, the Red Army advancing to seize control of Ukraine was vast.

Anton Denikin’s forces advanced into eastern Ukraine.

Makhno’s anarchists, helping the Whites, carried out relentless terror attacks, troubling the Bolsheviks.

Desertions within the Red Army continued to rise daily.

At the same time, the British forces were dying fighting the Red Army in our place.

Well, Why should I care about that?

Isn’t it a good thing?

It’s not like the British forces are entering mainland Russia; it’s the Reds attacking the British in an independent Ukraine.

Even though Ukraine is called ‘Little Russia,’ the Reds sending their conscripted soldiers to die trying to seize Ukraine, which they themselves had ceded in treaties, isn’t something even conscripted soldiers would be happy about.

Why try to threaten others into cleaning up a mess after surrendering everything to Germany to end the war?

Naturally, the conscripted Red Army’s discontent is bound to grow.

“The Bolsheviks are pushing too hard.”

“Maybe it’s because they don’t have many opportunities left?”

Kolchak sneered at the Bolsheviks.

If you think about actual history, this guy should be grateful to me.

Well, he has reasons to sneer.

What the Bolsheviks are trying to do now clearly shows they’ve lost sight of the revolutionary spirit.

Even though they’re throwing the Red Army into the fray, if they manage

to take Ukraine, they can claim it as a victory and proclaim that the Red Army is indeed strong and imperialism has been defeated.

In short, they’re looking outward to maintain their power.

Though they could still propagandize that we are acting as Britain’s lackeys, giving Ukraine to the British,
I doubt they’d be foolish enough to make such a claim.

We were only dispatched to seize eastern Ukraine at Makhno’s request.

This is an opportunity.

Given the current situation of the Soviets, the forces in Ukraine are probably their main troops prepared ambitiously.

It’s a shame, really.

Honestly, isn’t this the chance?

If we strike from Finland and the Baltics, while Pyotr Wrangel’s army pierces through to Moscow, we could do it.

Destroying the troops in Ukraine would be similar.

Even just stopping them from taking Ukraine would be enough.
They’ve pressured themselves into Ukraine, and if they fail to seize it,
it would mean a military failure for the Red Army.

We could dismiss what happened up to Yekaterinburg as a hasty operation without properly preparing the army, but Ukraine? 

They’d even brought in former Imperial officers to quickly build it up to scale.

While they haven’t fully rebuilt it, so we don’t have the five million-strong army from actual history, anyway.

If they crush the Red Army and still fail in Ukraine, Stalin would certainly be happy.

Of course, I plan to collapse the Soviet Union before Stalin can become its General Secretary.

If they fail in Ukraine, we march straight to Moscow.

Retaking Moscow would surely mark the end of the Soviet Union.

If the Soviet Union, the bastion of communism, falls, what will happen to the other countries?

I know that communists have been growing in number in many nations.

Yes, but first, We need to see if Anton Denikin can win.

Kliuchevsky, maybe.

I doubt he will lose, but if he does, it will be dangerous for us too.

“Can Lieutenant General Anton Denikin capture the Bolsheviks in Ukraine?”


“He believes it’s quite possible.”

“We mustn’t be overconfident.”

It seems like he’s obedient for now because I’m here. But Anton Denikin is a bit ambiguous to be considered a brilliant general.

Still, if he can’t defeat such a wretched Red Army, he would be an idiot.






 
  Chapter 23 : All over Ukraine (2)


“How are our tanks progressing?”

I told them to try producing tanks.

If the Reds really produce an army of five million, we have to solve it with quality, not quantity.

That’s why we also received fighter support.

Where does the money and resources come from?

It comes from the great powers who are funding us to kill the Bolsheviks.

I’ve heard that tank development is going smoothly, particularly with Germany’s proactive assistance.

“Yes, we are producing tanks, but they are not yet ready for deployment in actual combat.”

“Hmm, that’s unfortunate.”

“However, with the tanks from Britain, France, and Germany, it won’t be difficult to crush the Bolsheviks. We already have some tanks sent to the Black Baron.”

The Black Baron, Pyotr Wrangel.

Originally, I raised him to the position of Commander of the Western Army.

But he is more commonly known as the Black Baron than as the Commander of the White Russian Army.

Certainly, it’s easier to call him that.

“That’s a relief. What about sending some to the Ukrainian front?”

“There are already German and French volunteers there.”

German and French volunteers, you say.

That would be the White Russian division, suspiciously fluent in German and French.

In the end, if we lack manpower, we must push through with quality.

It is right to deploy tanks and planes as soon as they are available.

Since World War I ended early, there is an abundance of supplies.

“We must advance to Moscow as soon as the Ukrainian front is secured.”

“Yes, and Major Ungern says he also wants to crush the Reds. What should we do about it? He claims to have expanded his Asian Cavalry Division considerably.”

That fellow?

He’s more enthusiastic than I thought. 

But how many men can he have in his so-called Asian Cavalry Division? At best, a few thousand, right?

And aren’t they weaker than the Cossacks?

“Hmm. How could they compare to the Tsar’s sword, the Cossacks? Still, his courage is commendable. Tell him to go to Ukraine if there is no threat from China.”

“Yes.”

But…

Is this really alright?

I’ve been thinking for a while; I’m still officially 18 years old.

These people are listening to everything an 18-year-old says.

No matter how much of a monarchist they are, even if I’m the Tsar’s daughter, they wouldn’t entrust everything to a young girl.

It seems Kolchak is working hard as well.

If the government of the White Army is functioning because of me, isn’t that enough said?

Of course, it’s convenient since the Duma members do as I say.

Thud.

But why is it so noisy outside?

“This won’t do!”

“Get out of the way!”

“Who is being so unreasonable?”

Bang.

Who is this person barging in?

It doesn’t look like a Bolshevik—judging by the uniform.

“You, there. Princess.”

He has a familiar face; judging by his uniform and his English, he seems like an American soldier.

Who could he be to have come all the way here?

Does he dislike the Russian army that much?

No matter how I look, I am still a princess, so this is a bit much.

Do they think they can act like this because they believe they hold the upper hand?

“Who are you?”

“George S. Patton, sent here as a military attaché.”

“And?”

“Give me a chance too. I’ll lead my volunteers and smash the heads of those Reds!”

Is this what George S. Patton was really like?

Why does it feel so shocking?

But apart from that, the U.S. is in a position to act as our wallet right now.

What on earth is he thinking, coming here as a military attaché?

There are U.S. soldiers here to help with supplies, but America hasn’t sent any volunteers on its own.

They were not dispatched as combat troops.

“What makes you so bold?!”

Mikhail Drozdovsky tried to drag Patton away, but I raised my hand to stop him.

It’s Patton. He says he came to find me because he wants to crush the Reds. It’s worth listening to him for now.

“I want to hear your reason.”

“What about the Germans? Despite losing the war, they boldly participate in battles. How can I just sit back and watch?”

That’s under Anton Denikin’s jurisdiction. 

Did he run all the way here because he couldn’t stand that? That’s South Russia, after all.

But wouldn’t it be dangerous if he dies while acting recklessly?

“We appreciate the United States supporting us, but isn’t this unreasonable? Did you get permission from your government?”

Patton dragged a chair to sit in front of me at my question.

“Our esteemed President sent me to Russia to prevent a revolutionary war caused by the Bolsheviks.”

Wilson?

Woodrow Wilson advocated for lenient treatment of Germany in real history.

That was to prevent another war, but after suffering immense damage, Britain and France, who were enraged, imposed huge reparations on Germany, which ultimately led to World War II.

In this place, where Britain and France’s vengefulness has been tempered by the Bolsheviks and they’ve switched to “let’s wait and see” regarding Germany, perhaps Wilson’s lenient stance has been accepted.

I don’t know how things are in the U.S. right now, but Wilson is now supporting the White Army to prevent a new war caused by the Bolsheviks.

Patton’s words may not be entirely wrong.

Patton is known as a “fighting rooster,” a man who leaps into conflicts all over the place.


From the U.S.’s point of view, sending a fighting rooster as a military attaché to the White Army is a way to both handle him appropriately and keep an eye on Russia.

“Patton, you aren’t here to stop anything. Your role is to relay the situation in Russia to your home country, isn’t it?”

“What’s the difference? Isn’t it the same?”

Why are you asking me that, sir?

Things like World War II…

You know, those kinds of things.

Wait, if I exist in this timeline, wouldn’t World War II also turn out differently?

If that’s the case—

“Can you avoid blaming us, even if you die?”

“I won’t die. But if you don’t let me join, I’ll hold a grudge against you forever.”

This guy really has a manic look in his eyes.

Is he really like this?

If he wants to do it, there’s no need to stop him.

“Fine. But there are conditions. The Reds are accusing us of being traitors, claiming we’ve brought in foreign troops. If you want to participate in combat, you must wear a Russian uniform.”

“You want an American soldier to disguise himself as a Russian?”

“If you refuse, I can’t authorize it. You can blame a young girl all you want.”

What can you do if you say no? That’s what I’m saying.

It looks like he’s desperate to catch the Reds.

If that’s the case, he should follow our lead.

If you want to fight as you please, listen to us.

“Ugh, but I don’t speak Russian.”

“So, despite your confidence, you don’t seem capable of eliminating all the Reds who hear English and start broadcasting that the princess has brought in foreign troops?”

If you can’t do that, I can’t allow it.

Pyotr Wrangel is advancing westward. 

Once the Ukrainian campaign is over, we’ll be attacking from the side and below. There’s no room for even a tiny blemish.

“Hmm. Did I say I couldn’t do it? I’ll give it a try.”

You should have said that sooner.

Well, considering George S. Patton’s experience in World War I, maybe we can expect something.

“Very well. I’ll inform the military. Feel free to go wild.”

“Ha ha ha ha! At last, I can finally get those Bolsheviks!”

Patton, like a child who had just received a toy he wanted, ran out, filled with excitement.

It happened so quickly.

But where are his volunteers? Well, maybe he’ll figure it out himself.

Oh well, let him do what he wants.

If he’s uncontrollable, it’s better to let him run wild.

“Isn’t he too arrogant, given our situation?”

Kolchak seems not to like Patton, but as long as he’s helpful, he won’t ruin anything.

“Leave him be. Since that day, I’ve only seen the title of ‘princess’ as a focal point, a symbol. I’ve never truly thought of myself as a princess.”

“I apologize.”

It’s more comfortable for me that way too.

Anastasia’s memories are still in my head, but I’m originally a Korean guy.

A Korean who struggles to get by day by day.

Being revered as a princess is just too much.

It’s actually more comfortable when someone barges in like that.

“Anyway, if he wants to run wild, what can we do? Give him a suitable position. The Ukrainian front should do.”

“Yes.”

For now, the civil war is in our favor.

Thanks to the supplies pouring in from the great powers, we can press on even if our industrial strength is weaker than the Soviets, and above all, the united White Army is strong.

It would be great if Lenin, Trotsky, and Stalin were caught while fleeing, but if we do that, those so-called revolutionary figures might claim they ran to save their own skins.

That would make anyone still sympathetic to the Bolsheviks reconsider.

“Princess, if we take Moscow, will you move the capital back there?”

“We are already centered around Yekaterinburg, but it’s something to think about.”

Honestly, Moscow would be the perfect capital.

The Russian Empire claimed to be the successor of the Eastern Roman Empire and emphasized that Moscow and Rome were both built on seven hills.

Thus, Moscow can be seen as a city with symbolic significance as the successor to the Eastern Roman Empire.

In real history, the White Army later

called Vladivostok the “Fourth Rome,” even as they were falling apart, showing how they still valued their claim to be the successor of the Eastern Roman Empire.

So, if Moscow is desecrated, we could call Yekaterinburg the Fourth Rome instead.

“The civil war isn’t over yet, but after the war, I intend to keep Yekaterinburg as the Fourth Rome. It seems inappropriate to call Moscow, the center of the Red Plague, the Third Rome.”

Furthermore, though I don’t know how history will turn out, there’s always a chance that a German corporal named Adolf might claim Lebensraum and invade.

To play it safe, Yekaterinburg might be a better choice.

Of course, I don’t know if Hitler will become the Führer of Nazi Germany again.

The snowball effect I’ve started is huge.

Maybe the Kaiser will surrender to Britain and return to Austria.

Well, it’s never a bad idea to be cautious.

Ukraine

Aside from the British garrison, there were also German, French, and mysterious American soldiers in Ukraine who had volunteered to fight for Russia.

To prevent them from becoming material for Bolshevik propaganda, all of these troops wore Russian Imperial Army uniforms, but one man watching the Russian army chatter in various languages was baffled.

“Living long enough to see things like this.”

Roman von Ungern-Sternberg, who had joined the Ukrainian front with his Asian Cavalry Division, laughed heartily at the sound of German, English, and French.

He didn’t have no intention of sweeping away the Bolsheviks in Ukraine in collaboration with Lieutenant General Anton Denikin, but wasn’t this truly a multinational force?

It was as rare a sight as Grigory Semyonov’s constant ranting that the current Russia was the successor of the Mongol Empire and that it should expand into China.

More importantly, among them, the Germans had been the enemy.

Ungern then calmly looked at the troops he had brought.

The Asian Cavalry Division.

Unlike in real history, where the White Army had established a stable sphere of influence, Ungern had managed to significantly expand the Asian Cavalry Division.

The unit was a truly multinational force composed of Russians, Buryats, Tatars, Bashkirs, Mongols, Chinese, Manchurians, Poles, and more. Recently, troops from Mongolia joined, and Koreans who had fled Japanese rule and reached Manchuria had swelled its ranks to 5,000.

Combining Semyonov’s troops left behind to guard Mongolia with these, it was quite a substantial force compared to the original historical numbers.

It was a mixed unit, but it was the army that had swiftly conquered Mongolia, and it had even repelled Chinese forces trying to encroach on Mongolia from time to time, turning it into an elite military group.

Moreover, every soldier in the cavalry was fiercely united, having been captivated by Ungern’s formidable courage and exceptional horsemanship, rendering nationality meaningless.

“By the way, I heard that the Bolsheviks are advancing on Kyiv?”

He briefly considered acknowledging the Bolsheviks for their sheer momentum despite their lack of any real foundation, but upon hearing their strategy, it seemed less impressive.

Rumor has it that the Bolsheviks are indeed large in number but lack any real combat effectiveness.

According to the retreating British forces, they only retreated because the Bolsheviks kept pushing forward with their sheer numbers until they ran out of bullets.

Indeed, the Bolsheviks’ strategy was simple.

They were short on supplies, so many of their men weren’t even armed with guns. 

Those without guns would charge at the enemy until they could grab the rifle of a dead comrade, then charge again. 

When they fell, the next person would grab the gun.

Wasn’t this crude and barbaric?

Ungern was convinced that the Bolsheviks were far cruder and more barbaric than his Asian Cavalry Division.

So…

Isn’t it about time to strike the Bolsheviks from behind?

Even if the enemy has the numbers, a sudden blow from the side should throw them into confusion. And if Anton Denikin’s White Army attacks from the front in Southern Russia?

Wouldn’t it be possible to defeat them in Ukraine?


It might be within the realm of possibility.

“There’s no way I’m letting them take the glory. Those Bolshevik bastards probably aren’t even prepared for a night raid.”

At the very least, he thought there was no harm in trying.

As always, he would personally lead his troops.

With this thought, Ungern mounted his horse.



 
  Chapter 24 : Grand Change Party


Ungern summoned the Asian Cavalry Division.

It was nighttime, but if he sent someone to notify Lieutenant General Anton Denikin, they would move the troops and launch a night raid.

“You lot! The enemy we have to fight is nothing but a ragtag group with a lot of heads and barely any weapons! Now, we are going to pierce right through their backs! Prepare yourselves!”

Thousands of the cavalry division began moving stealthily in the night.

And there was someone secretly watching them.

‘That guy has quite a momentum.’

As soon as Anastasia gave permission, George S. Patton led the American troops, who were supposed to assist the Russian White Army, all the way to Southern Russia.

But now, thousands of cavalrymen were moving at night.

It was clearly a scheme by the cunning Slavs to steal George S. Patton’s glory.

Though the number of American troops was small, he still did not want to lose his chance to act before that guy Ungern.

So, it was obvious what he should do, wasn’t it?

“We’re going too! Let’s show those Reds the bravery of the United States, which shook Europe!”

“But, sir, we don’t have enough weapons.”

“Use whatever’s left! And mount some machine guns on the trucks!”

“We don’t have enough trucks.”

“Put them on the wagons then!”

At Patton’s absurd demands, the few American soldiers who had come to assist, not to fight, were in tears as they scrambled to meet at least the minimum requirements and followed behind him.

And so, the Americans, inadvertently following Patton, ended up trailing behind Ungern.

“Those guys? I won’t lose to the Yankees here!”

The German volunteers, who had to be mindful of their defeated nation’s status, lit up their eyes and followed after them.

If there were those who were not particularly eager:

“What madness is this?”

“But isn’t it peaceful when they’re away?”

“Seems better than fighting.”

It was only the French volunteers who had been full of complaints after the abrupt end of the World War.

And then…

“Is that Ungern fellow insane?”

Lieutenant General Anton Denikin, who was informed in the middle of the night to move his troops, was baffled.

Still, for a lieutenant general, some guy bringing only a few thousand troops was giving orders?

However, Anton Denikin, having developed a keen sense while stuck in Southern Russia, noticed something.

Following Ungern, the American and German troops were also moving.

The Americans and Germans were wearing Russian Imperial Army uniforms at the princess’s request. 

But in any case, both the American and German troops were moving.

If he didn’t act now, he might lose his chance to achieve merit.

Anton Denikin mobilized the entire Southern Russian White Army.

Boom! Bang! Boom!

The Bolsheviks, stationed near Kyiv, were caught off guard by the sound of artillery and gunfire at dawn.

“These reactionaries are cowardly to attack at night!”

“Who are you calling dirty cockroaches, you bastards!”

The Bolsheviks, who were on the verge of capturing Kyiv, were thrown into chaos by Ungern’s night raid.

The Bolsheviks had the numbers, but the five thousand-strong cavalry division, with its extensive combat experience, was formidable.

Moreover, the Americans and Germans, who arrived late and attacked from different directions, made the Bolsheviks mistakenly believe that a large army of reactionaries was conducting a night raid.

Having just managed to repel Makhno’s guerrillas, they were plunged into a new disaster.

“I-I don’t want to die!”

“I surrender!”

“Do you want to die by my gun? Fight now!”

“You go out and fight!”

As they were attacked from all sides at night, the conscripts, unaware of the enemy’s strength, were often horrified and surrendered upon seeing their comrades being cut down.

They had prepared for a possible night raid, but the enemy’s cries, coming from all directions, filled them with fear.

Some soldiers even killed the political commissars who were threatening them after the commissars fired their guns.

“Hello?”

“That guy’s an American! The princess brought in foreign troops! Gah!”

As the chaos continued through the night, Anton Denikin’s army launched an attack to finish them off, and the Bolshevik forces suffered devastating losses overnight.

Amazingly, the supreme commander of this Red Army was Trotsky, who had been unable to come in person due to Stalin’s restraint.

The one leading the troops was Aleksandr Yegorov, a former colonel of the Russian Empire who had defected to the Red Army and served as the field commander, attacking Ukraine alongside Mikhail Frunze, the commander of the southern forces in Ukraine.

They had recently driven out the British forces and taken control of central Ukraine.

However, they could not withstand this large-scale night raid.

“Damn these reactionaries!”

The battle had already been one of pushing forward with sheer numbers.

Yegorov had been able to lead this mass of troops effectively, but there was no way to handle a night raid.

How could he have guessed they would launch a night raid?

Who would have expected them to come riding on horses?

It was naturally difficult for the Red Army, most of whom were barely trained, to withstand the thousands of cavalry pounding the ground in the middle of the night.

Furthermore, as the battle progressed a bit, people began to panic and flee at the sound of machine guns firing from somewhere in the night.

Semyon Timoshenko and Semyon Budyonny, under Yegorov’s command, fought hard, but there was nothing they could do about their already collapsing forces.

Mikhail Frunze’s forces arrived to support Aleksandr Yegorov, but Yegorov’s forces had already been broken, and Frunze had no choice but to gather them and retreat.

In the end, the Red Army, which had been dispatched to seize Ukraine, had to retreat.

“Do you mean we failed in Ukraine too?”

Trotsky, who had planned this attack, could not avoid political repercussions.

Trotsky gritted his teeth upon receiving the report of the defeat in Ukraine.

“Damn it. Are you saying Comrade Yegorov couldn’t stand up to Anton Denikin?”

There was no other choice.

Brusilov still refused to cooperate.

It had taken dozens of attempts to coerce and cajole even the officers and generals of the Tsarist era into the Red Army.

Yegorov was one of them.

Trotsky himself had wanted to go to Ukraine directly, but he couldn’t.

Stalin was openly aiming for his position internally.

Even Comrade Lenin was no longer what he used to be.

Whether his clarity was fading or something else was at play, Comrade Lenin was no longer adept at handling the reactionary forces.


If only Lenin could suppress Stalin a bit more…

But Lenin seemed overwhelmed just keeping the party together.

He was even letting Stalin, who was co-opting party officials, stabilize the Communist Party.

‘The Soviet Union is collapsing.’

The revolution is collapsing.

The Soviet, painstakingly built, is falling apart.

Considering the establishment of the Soviet Union, it has been a miracle to get this far, but now it’s almost there; really, almost there, but this is too much.

It was so close, and if only that Anastasia woman hadn’t been there, the reactionaries would have collapsed fighting among themselves!

What on earth is that Anastasia woman who is stopping their revolution?

At least the Red Army sent to the Baltic side managed to defeat the White Army, but that was an independent White Army not directly connected to the princess, and it wasn’t even the main force.

And then…

Trotsky had to report the failures in Yekaterinburg and Ukraine to Lenin.

Although the commander was Yegorov, the person who ordered it was Trotsky himself.

This wasn’t something to boast about.

He had to report a defeat that meant a significant crisis for the Soviet Union to Lenin.

“Comrade Trotsky.”

“Yes, Comrade Lenin.”

“Do you have anything to say about the recent Ukrainian campaign?”

“Well…”

“It seems we have only provoked the great powers.”

If we had completely subdued and taken Ukraine, that would have been different.

No matter how imperialist they are, they have just finished a war and have no troops to spare to support Russia.

They must be worried about the rise of communists within their own countries. They wouldn’t opt to send troops.

So, attempting to seize Ukraine was a gamble worth taking.

If we had seized Ukraine and defeated the reactionaries, we could have turned the tide again.

It was a grand plan to defeat Southern Russia and push that princess into Siberia all the way to Vladivostok, based on the fertile land of Ukraine.

Most importantly…

The aim was to win and turn the people’s hearts, uniting the Soviet as one.

That way, the Red Army could be rebuilt again and again.

But it had failed.

And to make matters worse, it wasn’t even the imperialist great powers but the reactionaries who defeated us.

This would make the already shaky Soviet seem like it’s being axed at the roots by the princess.

“Comrade Lenin, but we had no choice. Ukraine was essential for us to win.”

“And what was the result? Failure. We should have focused more on internal governance. Even considering the regions not yet taken by the White Army reactionaries, we have enough to rebuild.”

“For the legitimacy of the revolution, to show that the revolution is right, there was no choice. If we had just hidden away among the imperialists, our revolution would have ended right there.”

“For now, keep the army in check.”

“Comrade Lenin.”

“Recently, Nizhny Novgorod fell to Pyotr Wrangel.”

Nizhny Novgorod has fallen.

Nizhny Novgorod is a city close to Moscow.

Its fall means the road to Moscow is now open.

“Then!”

“It’s time to reinforce Moscow’s defenses. If we lose Moscow, we will have to go to Petrograd.”

Moscow was practically the last bastion.

If we lose this place, the Soviet’s power would be greatly weakened.

“Ugh…”

Trotsky ground his teeth.

“If we can only defend, if we can just protect Moscow, we might be able to negotiate a ceasefire with those imperialists.”

As long as we can keep defending.

With that defense line, we might manage to push for a ceasefire.

Of course, it’s the worst option, but there’s no choice if we need to buy time.

Keep cajoling, persuading, and inciting the people. Spread the word that the attacking princess is pushing them back into Tsarist oppression, inciting fear for now.

“Yes.”

Trotsky left Lenin’s office with slow, defeated steps.

And then…

He glared at Stalin, who was standing nearby with other comrades.

“Why does the talk of a truce with the reactionaries come from Comrade Lenin’s mouth? Stalin!”

“Face reality. It’s the only option left because you failed.”

“What did you say?”

How dare he say that!

Who was responsible for failing to defend Tsaritsyn?

How could he speak so shamelessly with such a calm face?

“I saw tanks in the army of the princess attacking Tsaritsyn.”

“Tanks?”

You hadn’t heard?

Even knowing that they were terrified of those tanks, why do you say the same thing?

“Yes, tanks bearing the Russian Imperial flag. It means the British and French are now determined and even supplying tanks. The trenches were breached in an instant by those tanks. We must recognize reality. The great powers are already deeply involved. Our way to survive is to exhaust the supporters of the princess enough that the White Army’s offensive falters. We have to throw in the lives of the people.”

This is not the kind of revolution Trotsky wanted.

This revolution that amounts to nothing, having to watch for the eyes of the imperialists—he hated this reality.

If it came to this, it would be better to fight to the death.

Even Comrade Lenin was acting strangely, and Stalin was exploiting it.

A truce with the reactionaries?

The reactionaries have already secured Southern Russia.

The Bolsheviks in the Far East were long ago suppressed by the reactionaries.


Of course, if we just settled for a truce now, the Soviet could revive anytime, but this would not lead to victory in this civil war.

The princess is a dangerous figure.

She is a symbolic figure undermining the revolution.

A truce would mean the revolution is unfinished.

To overturn this harsh reality, we must, by all means, defend Moscow.



 
  Chapter 25 : Towards Moscow (1)


Trotsky’s ambitious plan has failed once again.

Sigh What a fool.

I’ve pushed the Soviet Union to the brink, but at this point, isn’t this a matter of intelligence? 

It’s like fighting for power while standing on the edge of a cliff, just as the country is about to collapse.

Still, it’s working out well for us.

Of course, Belarus seems to have fallen to the Red Army, but this resembles actual history. 

In fact, the only odd thing is that there hasn’t been a Soviet-Polish war. 

It’s likely because British intervention changed the course of history significantly.

Once the Soviet Union is crushed, we can naturally step in and take control.

Stalin will be working hard to seize Trotsky’s position.

A message just arrived from the Black Baron, informing me that they’ve retaken Nizhny Novgorod. Ukraine should be secure now, too.

Though negotiations with Makhno and the British remain, Britain must realize they can’t hold Ukraine forever.

News also came in from the Baltics, which had been under the influence of the Baltic Duchy but are now independent due to Germany. 

In Finland, Nikolai Yudenich is leading the Northwestern Army, supported by British forces, and plans to advance on Petrograd.

But before all that—

I gazed proudly at Ungern, who stood before me.

“I’ve heard Major General Ungern played a major role in the Battle of Kyiv.”

“I couldn’t stand still. I regret only that I couldn’t capture that damned traitor, Yegorov, who once served the imperial army.”

“That battle wasn’t even based on a proper operational plan, was it? You’ll get another chance. What’s important is that the combat strength of the Asiatic Cavalry Division is significant.”

If it hadn’t been for that surprise attack, the battle would have been an agonizing slog in the daylight.

We were truly fortunate in this battle.

Who would’ve thought Ungern’s 5,000 cavalrymen would pull it off? The Red Army surrounding Kyiv numbered in the hundreds of thousands, but the cavalry pierced through them in one strike.

In the ensuing chaos, Anton Denikin’s White Army swept through, dealing severe blows.

Though about half of them surrendered.

Not all of the others were killed either. 

The surprise attack caused many to flee, and not many were killed.

The surrendering Reds even killed or handed over their political officers to survive.

What’s even funnier is the involvement of some mysterious Russian-speaking forces—led by none other than Patton and Walter Model.

Wait, Walter Model’s here?

What’s he doing here? Is he even supposed to be at this level?

Thankfully, Charles de Gaulle focused solely on defense.

What a strange civil war this is. It’s not a mini-world war, but more like a one-sided beating of the Reds.

Anyway, the non-Russian-speaking Russian forces played quite a significant role as well.

A cavalry charge of 5,000 men in the dead of night—how terrifying would that have been?

On top of that, Ungern’s military prowess was undeniably proven.

He’s not the crazed figure from the ghost stories of history.

He’s simply a man who masterfully commands cavalry. 

The Mongols revered him, and it seems they weren’t exaggerating.

“If Major General Ungern is this skilled, I can’t imagine how impressive Gregori Semyonov, the Vice-Governor of Mongolia, who gave me the title of Great Khan of Mongolia, must be.”

Formally, Semyonov outranks Ungern.

“Well, that man is a bit…”

“Not great?”

“He’s all about claiming that the Russian Empire is the successor to the Mongol Empire and wants to establish a Russo-Scythian Empire.”

“How remarkable.”

That has no real basis, does it?

Connecting Mongolia to the Scythians—I can kind of see where he’s coming from, but still. Claiming that the Russian Empire succeeded the Mongol Empire?

That’s as absurd as saying Korea succeeded the Tang Dynasty.

He seems like a madman.

But for now, we’ll have to wait and see since he’s not doing anything.

“Your Highness, why did you call us here today?”

It was Mikhail Drozdovsky, the Chief of Staff of the White Army, who spoke.

Yes, this is what you’ve all been waiting for.

The moment that history should have granted you, but didn’t.

The opportunity to accomplish the great mission that was taken from you by the Reds.

If they knew the true course of history, they’d bow before me, thankful that I’m giving them this chance.

“Yes, it’s the moment you’ve all been longing for.”

“I see.”

Finally, the time you’ve all been waiting for has arrived.

The Red Army in Ukraine has been annihilated.

This means we can now put pressure on Moscow from the south.

Pyotr Wrangel’s army has also advanced to Nizhny Novgorod, near Moscow.

Meanwhile, Nikolai Yudenich’s Northwestern Army is planning to advance toward Petrograd, or what will later be known as Leningrad, from the Finnish front.

Now is the time.

“The Reds are fighting among themselves for power in Moscow, and Yudenich’s Northwestern Army is set to press on Petrograd.”

Although the timing might not align perfectly, the disorganized Red Army should make coordination easier.

So, it’s time to prepare.

We’ll march on Moscow soon enough.

I won’t give Stalin time to consolidate his power.

I know everything about Stalin, but he knows nothing about me. He won’t know how I’ll strike.

We’ll press in from the south and the east.

When the opportunity comes, you have to move swiftly.

“Pyotr Wrangel and the Black Baron’s White Army have retaken Nizhny Novgorod and gained additional forces.”

The room was silent.

Everyone had been waiting for this moment. 

They were just waiting for my words—or, perhaps, the words of the princess who might become tsarina.

Even in actual history, Moscow was threatened.

It was only due to a lack of strength that they were repelled by the Red Army.

But the White Army in this timeline is stronger than ever.

Trotsky’s ambitious plan to invade Ukraine with the Red Army ended in near total destruction.


Had they succeeded in Ukraine, they might have pushed through Belarus and Poland, but they completely bungled the first step.

“Anton Denikin’s Southern Russian Army has begun its northward advance. The Bolshevik forces boasted of their military might, but they’ve been utterly crushed. The great powers are supporting us, and even Jewish financiers are backing us.”

The White Army even made concessions to the Jews, promising not to allow any more anti-Semitism.

Anyone fighting for the White Army, whether on the front lines or in factories, would be granted citizenship in the new Russia.

This promise was made in the name of the Romanovs.

As a result, the Jewish financiers significantly increased their support.

Considering the Jewish backing of Japan during the Russo-Japanese War, this is an incredible step forward.

Maybe we could give them a piece of land in Asia later and let them establish Israel. We could even promise that and extract more support.

Everyone here knows what I’m about to say.

The core of White Russia, gathered here, is anxiously awaiting my words.

“The world is supporting us, and the Bolsheviks are isolated. Their army can no longer advance beyond their borders.”

They’ll likely be too busy defending.

“Then finally…”

“Yes, the road to Moscow is open. Anton Denikin’s Southern Russian Army, Nikolai Yudenich’s Northwestern Army, and the Black Baron’s Cossack forces must converge on Moscow.”

“Understood.”

With the generals who are currently at the front absent, the people present included Mikhail Drozdovsky, Roman von Ungern-Sternberg, Vasily Boldyrev, Anatoly Pepelyaev, Alexander Kolchak, and several members of the Duma.

I pulled out a dagger and stabbed it into Moscow on the map of Russia.

And finally, I made my declaration.

“Let’s reclaim the Third Rome, Moscow, and put an end to the Red Plague.”

The time had come.

We’ll retake Moscow and eliminate those bastards—Lenin, Stalin, Trotsky, all of them.

The full force of the White Army began to mobilize.

Modern weapons produced in Yekaterinburg, Central Asia, and Southern Russia were now in the hands of the White Army, ready to crush the Reds. Their uniforms were perfectly matched, too.

The actual White Army would have been envious of the situation we were in.

We hadn’t been able to deploy our air force yet, but we had formed a new White Russian Air Corps, far superior to the old Imperial Russian Air Force.

The Reds will likely try to defend Moscow.

Their weapons are inferior, and their training is lacking, but they’ll probably try to hold on with sheer numbers. 

The so-called workers’ state—the utopia—these dreamers will maintain the Soviet Union by driving their people to death.

How hypocritical.

Do they even realize that everything they do undermines the legitimacy of their revolution?

This is the true face of communism.

The communists around the world will be shaken by this.

They’ll realize that communism is nothing more than this.

Of course, the die-hard Reds will ignore it and still cry for communism, even if their heads are bashed in.

But many sympathizers will abandon them.

Maybe even the Chinese Communist Party won’t emerge from this.

If that happens, Chiang Kai-shek’s Republic of China might unify the country.

Considering China’s potential, we’ll need to intervene and splinter them into a period of warlordism, like the Warring States period. That would be best to prevent them from unifying.

“Why am I getting ahead of myself…”

China is a problem for later.

We’ll eventually clash over Mongolia and Manchuria anyway.

After all, we’ve essentially occupied Manchuria, which used to belong to China.

We can think about that later. First, we need to retake Moscow and establish a new Russia.

As I prepared to join Pyotr Wrangel for the march on Moscow, I mounted my horse, ready to move.

Just then, I spotted some Asian officials.

They’re not Chinese asking for Manchuria, are they? No, they wouldn’t dress so sharply. And there aren’t any independence activists here, so they must be Japanese.

One of them was wearing a military uniform that looked strangely familiar.

“Who are they?”

“They seem to be officers sent by the Japanese. They’ve come as military attachés to greet Your Highness.”

It’s not just a greeting; they probably want to get a feel for us.

Since Japan couldn’t intervene in Siberia, they’ve been watching as Northern Manchuria falls into Russian hands.

They must want to see whether Russia will become an enemy or an ally.

There’s also the history of the Russo-Japanese War to consider.

Japan, in real history, didn’t have the capability to control Siberia and had to deal with guerrilla warfare from the Reds.

So, what will they think now?

If the White Army appears strong, they might set their sights on Siberia.

I can’t afford to show weakness.

Among the Japanese officials, there was one man in a military uniform who looked particularly familiar.

I approached him, curiosity piqued.

The Japanese officials seemed to sense my interest and politely greeted me.

They introduced themselves as the Japanese delegation to White Russia.

And that military man who came with them… I knew I had seen him before.

There’s no mistaking it.

I approached the man.

Someone I might know well. Though I could hardly believe it, it was indeed him.

One of the only Japanese men I respect and admire.

I approached the man who I thought it might be.

“Who are you?” I asked.


The man, who I suspected was one of the most respected figures among Koreans, stood straight and cautiously replied.

“I am Captain Renya Mutaguchi of the Imperial Japanese Army, dispatched to the Russian Empire. I offer my greetings to Her Imperial Highness, Grand Duchess Anastasia of the Russian Empire!”

So it was him after all.

Renya Mutaguchi. Yes, that’s the name.





 
  Chapter 26 : Towards Moscow (2)


A spy for the Allied forces, a shadow of the Korean Independence Army, and a figure who dealt the greatest blow to the Japanese during their occupation while also contributing to the Allied victory—such was Mo Jeon-gu, whose famous quotes have earned him deep respect from 21st-century Koreans.

At first, he was involved in the Siberian Intervention. 

However, since that history was erased, he was likely reassigned as a military attaché. 

Seeing not just Japan but other great powers sending prominent figures with no real roots shows just how seriously they’re all taking this civil war. 

But as for Mutaguchi, this really wasn’t the right time for him to be involved. Honestly, if it weren’t for the Imphal operation, he wouldn’t even be this famous.

The Japanese officials, aside from Mutaguchi Renya, seemed like innocent diplomats, but I can’t take them at face value. 

Japan is definitely dangerous. 

While the White Army may be a large egg, those guys might try to make a move on Siberia if they see a chance. 

They’re the kind of people who, if Russia seems appetizing enough, will let their military run rampant.

So, I need to be firm.

“You’re not just a military attaché, are you?”

The Japanese diplomats didn’t seem to know how to respond. Come on, you can’t just act clueless.

“Well, um…”

I hadn’t heard of any military support coming from Japan. 

They couldn’t send an army, but maybe they were following the Americans to observe the White Army. 

Now that I think about it, Mutaguchi, when he was a major, infiltrated the Kamchatka Peninsula for reconnaissance. Could he be doing something like that here?

He wouldn’t have come all the way here, pretending to sneak around, only to get caught by me, would he? No, it’s Mo Jeon-gu.

The Japanese aren’t a sneaky people. 

They’d boldly say they’re here to observe the White Army. Isn’t that more their style?

Either way, this man doesn’t seem like an enemy.

I patted Renya on the shoulder.

“Mutaguchi Renya, you have the face of someone destined for greatness. Keep up the good work.”

“Thank you!”

Mutaguchi Renya bowed politely.

Our dear Renya had better do his best. 

Even though the history of this world has changed, considering his track record, he’s bound to make a big impact here as well.

Now, it’s time to move.

“Chief of Staff, how many White Army forces have gathered?”

“Yes. Over 1.8 million soldiers are ready to march on Moscow at any time.”

Considering the actual history of the White Army, and the fact that they weren’t conscripting people like the Soviets did, that number is incredible.

I wonder how the Soviets are faring.

“Then let’s move.”

It’s been several years since I’ve lived in this body.

I need to finish this damned civil war quickly.

And after that, to maintain internal control, I’ll need to manage the economy carefully so we’re not hit by the Great Depression.

In Soviet Moscow, as the White Army marched step by step into Soviet territory to cleanse the Red Plague, the forces of Satan shrieked in desperation. 

The Bolshevik revolution was close to being fully realized, but the presence of one damned princess brought it all crashing down.

People were already starting to say that recent reforms were similar to those of the princess. 

They questioned whether the Soviet Union even had a reason to exist, or if they were just there to conscript soldiers.

And at such a time, the White Army didn’t miss the opportunity to exploit these cracks.

In no time, the reactionary forces were closing in from both the south and the east. 

Even Yudenich, who had been defeated by the enemy, was now aiming for Petrograd (St. Petersburg) with the Finns from Finland.

“The reactionaries are closing in from all sides.”

“Comrade Lenin, we may be able to defend against Yudenich’s forces, but we can’t stop Anton Denikin’s Southern Russian forces or the Black Baron’s march toward Moscow.”

“Damn it.”

Lenin clenched his teeth. He bit his lower lip and pulled at what little hair he had left.

Trotsky was no different. 

Always the fiery one, he seethed, glaring at the panicking party members. He still couldn’t recognize his own mistakes.

Meanwhile, Stalin remained calm.

He sat there with a serene expression, as if he had already given up.

Everything had gone wrong since the execution of the Tsar’s family.

They lost every major battle they needed to win.

The battles of Yekaterinburg, Tsaritsyn, and Kyiv in Ukraine—all ended in defeat at the hands of the White Army. 

The Red Army had only been able to act like bullies against the Baltic states, bolstered by their Western offensives.

With a heavy sigh, Stalin bit his lower lip.

‘Damn it. We’re running out of time.’

Stalin knew it was all Trotsky’s fault.

No, actually, it was because the princess was moving faster than expected. It was as if she wasn’t going to give Stalin any time to consolidate his power.

Originally, Stalin’s plan was to oust Trotsky after a few more failures. 

Then, under Lenin’s name, he would hand over more concessions to the great powers to secure either support or mediation and negotiate a truce.

Afterward, he would turn Lenin into a traitor who sold out to the imperialists and launch a new revolution, establishing his own Soviet state.

That had been his plan all along.

Although Russia would lose a lot in the process, Stalin, the Butcher of Georgia, was willing to take any seat of power he could get.

He figured that once the colonial empires crumbled, they could later reclaim everything. 

That’s why he worked hard to gather powerful allies within the Red Army and even won over many former Imperial officers with bribes.

But the princess was moving too quickly.

There was only one option left now.

They needed to defend Moscow to the end, weaken the momentum of the White Army, and negotiate a ceasefire.

Without support from the great powers, the Soviet Union was still more stable than the Whites.

If they could survive, they would grow stronger.

‘Though, looking at the current situation, even that seems like a long shot.’

It was all a gamble.

Stalin had never been entirely optimistic about the success of the revolution in the first place.

With these incompetent people all around him, he wasn’t even sure if this gamble would work.

Still, they had to try to hold the line.

What was left for the Soviets at this point?

They had to make use of their one advantage.

Even though Southern Russia had fallen into the hands of the princess, the core of European Russia was still under Soviet control.

This meant they still had a large population to draw from.


They couldn’t just sit around doing nothing.

If the princess was moving this fast, they needed to mobilize as many people as possible. There was no time for idle chatter.

“Comrade Lenin, we can’t afford to waste time right now.”

“What are you saying?”

“The vengeful princess is leading the reactionaries, and they’re marching on Moscow. We need to stop her fury.”

“But Comrade Stalin, we don’t have enough weapons.”

He was right. They were short on weapons. They were doing their best to keep the factories running and producing arms, but it was tough.

In actual history, Russia had to rely on other countries for weapons due to its poor situation during the war.

The current Red Army was in an even worse state than in actual history. There was no one to provide support, and their weapon supply was severely lacking.

They had managed to produce some tanks, but it was uncertain how effective they would be. 

They had also absorbed some planes from the Imperial Air Force, but it was embarrassing to even call it an air force.

The lack of experienced commanders was also a serious issue.

Although they had managed to recruit many former Imperial officers, that was the extent of it. 

Many experienced generals who had fought in the war remained neutral or had defected to the White Army, unable to endure the Bolshevik repression.

Still, there was one advantage left—the sheer number of people.

Although the White Army’s numbers were increasing as they took more territory, the Bolsheviks were still everywhere.

This meant the White Army had to divide its forces to maintain order.

On the other hand, if they could concentrate their forces in Moscow…

And if the Bolsheviks could sabotage from behind, the plan could work perfectly.

“We have a surplus of manpower, Comrade Lenin. If the workers are willing to sacrifice their lives and hold out until their bullets and shells run out, we have a chance.”

“Indeed.”

Bang!

Lenin slammed his fist on the table and stood up abruptly, his face turning red.

He was even more fired up than when he had first rallied the people to join the revolution.

His anger was palpable as he glared at Stalin with bloodshot eyes.

“You’re suggesting we throw the people to their deaths as bait?”

“We’ve already suppressed strikes with the Red Army and thrown thousands of bodies into the river. Their corpses are still floating there, so what’s the difference?”

The Soviets had brutally crushed leftist workers who had gone on strike.

Just like Bloody Sunday, the workers, supposedly fighting for the Soviets, were killed under a hail of bullets and thrown into the river.

Even in the real history where Anastasia didn’t live, records of such massacres remain.

“The strikes had to be crushed!”

“Comrade Lenin, let’s be honest. If you want to achieve revolution, you have to sacrifice the few to gain the many.”

Stalin whispered as if he were trying to seduce Lenin.

To establish the Soviet state, some blood had to be shed.

Those who resisted the Soviet regime had to be sacrificed.

The same applied now.

To defeat the White Army, they had to sacrifice the few.

They needed to throw the people into the line of fire until the enemy ran out of ammunition.

There was no other option.

Moreover, this would be an effective strategy against the princess.

She might be the last Romanov, potentially capable of reviving the empire.

There were other distant relatives, but for now, Anastasia was the only one with true legitimacy.

If Anastasia herself were to kill her own people, it would be a massive political win for the Soviets.

Stalin made his point.

“If the princess leads the charge herself, it’ll be no different than her killing her own subjects.”

To boost the morale of the White Army, Anastasia would surely make an appearance.

Stalin believed the princess would do just that.

She hadn’t appeared on the Ukrainian front, but in the battle for Moscow, she was sure to show up.

“We’ll be fighting the princess to the death, then.”

“Stalin, we’ll still be outnumbered in the end. We’ll lose.”

Trotsky, sensing the growing optimism, struck with a blunt reminder.

It wasn’t entirely wrong.

They would eventually be outnumbered.

Even though the Bolsheviks had more people, they didn’t have an overwhelming advantage.

But Stalin still had a plan.

If the princess showed up for the battle of Moscow, it was certain.

“I’m well aware of that. But Comrade Lenin, if the princess is at the forefront, it’s not just about boosting their morale. It’s critical for us as well.”

“What are you getting at, Stalin?”

“When their forces close in on Moscow, what if we send our Red cavalry around the back to capture the princess?”

It was a gamble.

So far, she had managed to evade assassination attempts, but if they succeeded in capturing the princess, they could break the White Army’s center of gravity.

This was Stalin’s last-ditch plan to turn the tide in favor of the Soviets.

“I see. It’s possible.”

“We could change the course of the war.”

For this to work, the newly formed Red cavalry had to play a crucial role.

Stalin hoped that the cavalry, made up of those who harbored deep resentment toward the Romanovs, would succeed in their mission.

“Budyonny, your Red cavalry’s role will be vital.”

“This time, I will stake my life on capturing the princess.”

Budyonny hadn’t forgotten the humiliation he suffered in Ukraine at the hands of Ungern’s Asiatic Cavalry Division.

Determined to win, he had formed the most powerful cavalry unit in the Red Army.

Other units might fail, but he was confident that his cavalry, forged alongside the Cossacks, would not lose.


“Then the defense of Moscow will be entrusted to Comrade Mikhail Frunze.”

“Yes, Comrade.”

Mikhail Frunze had earned the task of defending Moscow after regrouping Aleksandr Yegorov’s scattered forces and successfully repelling the pursuing White Army.

And so, the curtain rose on the Battle of Moscow.





 
  Chapter 27 : Battle of Moscow


I joined the army led by Pyotr Wrangel along with reinforcements, and in every city we reclaimed, I went in to console the Russians.

“We were powerless, and because of us, the Tsar was killed by the Bolshevik’s guns and knives. We are sorry, Princess. Sob.”

Those who had followed the Tsar to the end would see me and cry, asking for forgiveness.

They said they had been too weak to stop the Bolsheviks from daring to assassinate the Tsar’s family.

“No, it’s not your fault. It’s the consequence of the incompetence of our royal family, who inflicted tyranny upon you. In fact, I thank you for still believing in the Romanovs.”

I comforted them by taking their hands personally.

When asked why there were no Bolsheviks near Moscow, the answer was simple.

According to the information gathered by Pyotr Wrangel, many Bolsheviks were currently gathering in Moscow.

Although this area was within our sphere of influence, making it difficult for the Bolsheviks to act wildly, Tsar-supporting civilians in other regions were being executed by the Bolsheviks.

Still, there was not a single Bolshevik here.

It was as if they had retreated like the tide, only to return as a red sea to confront us.

We also had to succeed in the Battle of Moscow.

I instinctively felt it.

If we did not win this battle, the civil war might not end even by the time of World War II.

I didn’t know how long the support from the Great Powers would last, but in the worst-case scenario, we might be pushed back to the Far East by the Soviets.

As we advanced toward Moscow, many thoughts crossed my mind.

Although I still identified as Korean, I couldn’t help but tremble at the reality that history was being altered because of me.

Moreover.

Just by coming this far, I felt like I had fulfilled my role.

I came this far to end the battle, but risking my life is a hard thing to do. Especially when considering my past life.

Despite having no connection to Russia, I had come this far, becoming the idol of the White Army.

Once I start something, I have to see it through to the end, but I feel like the presence of death is slowly creeping over me.

“Princess.”

Perhaps my face had shown it all, as Pyotr Wrangel was now beside me, guarding me.

“Black Baron.”

“It seems you’re worried about this battle.”

“How could I not be? This will be a great battle, where blood is spilled again to correct the mistakes of the royal family. The Bolsheviks are also Russians. They were once subjects of the Tsar. The thought that we will be spilling the blood of our own people is somewhat…”

In truth, I just wanted to survive, but still, I had to talk well.

“That is war. In the end, you must steel your heart. We will protect you, Princess, and secure victory to show the world that Russia’s true ruler is still the Romanov family.”

Yes. We were in a favorable position.

The plan I had devised meant the White Army was much larger than in actual history, with better-quality weapons and higher morale.

On the other hand, the Bolsheviks were not as well off.

We had more than enough potential.

“Yes.”

“The Bolshevik army has appeared at the front!”

At last, we faced the Red Army of Moscow.

Near Moscow.

The Bolsheviks, it seemed, were playing some music from their camp, possibly to raise morale.

Ah, I had heard this music many times.

Before the world collapsed, I had heard this song on XTube.

The Red Army must indeed be powerful. It was the same music from that video. I even liked the song enough to give it a thumbs-up.

I remember checking when it was made. Has it already come out?

It must be around 1920 now. Ah, that song was from 1920.

I wonder if the lyrics are the same.

Soon, the song started to rise from among the Bolsheviks.

“Белая армия, чёрный барон
The White Army and the Black Baron

Снова готовят нам царский трон.
Are once again preparing the Tsar’s throne for us.

Но от тайги до британских морей
But from the taiga to the British seas,

Красная Армия всех сильней!
The Red Army is the strongest of all!”

As expected.

The Red Army was singing in chorus that the Red Army is the strongest.

Such upstarts. In reality, they haven’t even gained the upper hand, yet they sing of dominance.

Having lost several times and now stuck defending Moscow, they sing about ruling from the taiga to the British seas. How absurd.

The taiga to the British seas means the entire expanse of Russia.

These red devils, with none of the Far East, Siberia, or Southern Russia under their control, are so arrogant.

But still. It’s good this way.

The song is quite nice, after all.

It’s a pity it’s not the White Army’s anthem, so I’m not sure how things will turn out in this world.

Even though the Black Baron is still powerful, it’s ironic that he’s included in their lyrics.

They sing to demoralize us.

Or maybe it’s a trick to boost the Red Army’s morale.

Hmm, that song is definitely well-made.

It sounds like they’re preparing for battle, shouting “Ura” as if gathering their resolve with the song before the fight.

Unfortunately for them, if this battle ends in victory for the White Army, that song will only be heard in hell.

Matching the Bolshevik’s song, music started to rise from the White Army as well.

Some quick-witted fellow must have begun it.

“Боже, Царя храни!
God, save the Tsar!

Сильный, державный,
Strong and mighty Tsar,

Царствуй на славу, на славу намъ!
Reign for glory, for our glory!

Боже, Царя храни!
God, save the Tsar!

Сильный, державный,
Strong and mighty Tsar,

Царствуй на славу, на славу намъ!
Reign for glory, for our glory!

Царствуй на страхъ врагамъ,
Reign and strike fear into our enemies,

Царь православный!
Orthodox Tsar!

Боже, Царя храни!
God, save the Tsar!”

The White Army was singing “God, Save the Tsar,” the national anthem of the Russian Empire.

I thought the unofficial anthem from the time of Catherine II might have been better.

But this is the official anthem, so perhaps it’s better.

“Soviet people! Will you once again suffer under the rule of the Tsar? Or will you stand together under the red banner of the workers? Look! Those reactionaries, the White Army reactionaries, who are still clinging to nostalgia for the past, have come to capture you! They intend to oppress you and reign with brutal tyranny under the double-headed eagle once again!”


“The Military Council calls you to the battlefield! Fight! Defeat them, and let the world know that imperialism is finally crumbling! If you retreat here, they will kill you, kill your families, and violate you! Stop the reactionaries! Ura!”

The enemy soldiers began their “Ura” charge toward the White Army.

What nonsense. What complete nonsense.

These are the same people who couldn’t seize power without relying on propaganda.

When it looked like they were losing, they dissolved the Duma and seized control.

If you lay out all the events from the birth of the Soviet Union to Stalin’s rule, I don’t understand why there are still people who praise the Soviet Union.

Didn’t they massacre their own workers just because they wouldn’t listen?

How is that any different from the rule under the Tsar?

It’s just that Nicholas II did such a terrible job.

If Stolypin had remained, there probably wouldn’t have been a Soviet Union at all.

“Tempting the people with sweet words, ignorant of anything other than hypocrisy, authoritarianism, and oppression—how long will this horde of Satan be allowed to occupy the Third Rome? Great White Army of Russia, root out these satanic soldiers and reclaim the Third Rome!”

“Uraaa!”

The White Army, led by Pyotr Wrangel, began advancing with tanks at the front, aiming to crush the Bolsheviks’ defensive line.

“There is the leader of the reactionaries, Princess Anastasia! Kill all the White Army reactionaries who are still clinging to the princess’s skirts! Soviet Ura!”

“God, bless Saint Anastasia Tsarina of All Russia! Long live the Russian Empire! Ura!”

The ground shook as cries of “Ura” echoed from all sides.

The White Army and the enemy forces clashed head-on.

There was no foreign intervention here.

The American, German, British, and French forces only observed the battle under their military attachés.

Let’s just ignore the fact that Mutaguchi Renya is present.

Despite their enthusiastic chorus, the enemy forces were of poor quality.

Still, perhaps because Trotsky had worked hard on military reforms, the enemy soldiers were at least wearing uniforms, though not all of them. Those who were wore Budyonovka hats adorned with red stars and long coats.

It seems they had quickly cobbled together uniforms, trying to rebuild their army.

The Budyonovka is a hat with a red star, and during the Winter War, the Finnish soldiers famously ridiculed the Soviet army for wearing these hats that looked like bullseyes on their heads.

The hat was named after the famous Semen Budyonny.

The color is bright, and the design is poor.

It looks like a Mongol-style outfit.

It makes them appear extremely poor.

Although the White Army also wore coats, theirs were black, and their hats were Western-style.

They didn’t yet have helmets, but just by looking at both sides, it was clear who had lived better.

Even the weapons were different.

The Soviet army was mostly armed with Mosin-Nagant rifles or weapons captured from the Great Powers during World War I.

Occasionally, I could see Fedorov automatic rifles, but only occasionally.

Most of our forces were equipped with improved Fedorov rifles.

But there was an even bigger difference.

Rumble.

We had tanks.

Not suspicious tanks operated by people who couldn’t speak Russian, but a real Russian tank division, where the soldiers actually spoke Russian.

Most of the tanks were still foreign-made, but thanks to German support, we had begun producing Russian tanks, designated as A-1 tanks.

The “A” was taken from the first letter of Anastasia’s name.

“They seem quite effective at taking down Reds.”

Mikhail Drozdovsky was thrilled at the idea of taking down even his fellow Russians.

Well, they are Reds, after all.

Reds are already considered Satan’s spawn, cockroaches beyond redemption, so it’s understandable.

Still, we needed to be careful.

The Soviets also had tanks, but only a few, either captured or crudely put together from disassembled foreign tanks.

The grand battle for Moscow.

Although the enemy was on the defensive, they knew they had to throw everything into this fight, and so they clashed with our advancing forces head-on.

Artillery fire rained down from both sides.

The Bolsheviks’ artillery was relatively poor in performance.

On the other hand, our weapons, though varied due to the many different countries supplying them, were far superior to the Bolsheviks’ artillery.

In terms of both range and destructive power, we had the upper hand.

While the skill of the commanders was important, the Bolsheviks not only lacked capable commanders, but their weapons were also inferior.

“Princess, it would be best for you to move back. This place is too dangerous.”

“There are many soldiers dying because of me. If I’m not going to fight directly with a rifle and bayonet, then at least I want to raise the morale of the soldiers from here.”

So, I will fight from here.

Look at those Reds.

Is the leader of the Bolshevik cockroaches, Lenin, leading them personally? No.

Is Trotsky here? No.

Not even that “elite monster,” the butcher from Georgia, is present.

Of course, on our side, Pyotr Wrangel is the official commander-in-chief.

So who is leading the enemy forces?

Mikhail Frunze.

In actual history, Wrangel, who had been a threat to the Bolsheviks in southern Russia, was eventually defeated by Mikhail Frunze’s offensive and had to flee with soldiers and civilians into exile.

In real history, Wrangel didn’t have many soldiers under his command, so it was an overwhelming defeat.

“Strange.”

“Yes?”

“The enemy is said to have a cavalry unit. But I don’t see any cavalry.”


“They might be planning to strike from the flanks.”

Even though firearms had diminished the importance of cavalry, cavalry units still existed in this era.

The Bolshevik Red Army’s cavalry was one such force.

If this battle was as important as it seemed, their cavalry would surely appear. Where, then, would they emerge?

Perhaps if the enemy had an opportunity, they would strike when our main forces were concentrated on breaching Moscow’s defensive line.



 
  Chapter 28 : Battle of Moscow (2)


Semyon Budyonny.

As the commander of the 1st Cavalry Army of the Red Army, he played a significant role in the Russian Civil War and the Soviet-Polish War, and in actual history, he was also active in the German-Soviet War.

With history altered, Budyonny led the cavalry corps in Ukraine and performed relatively well. 

However, after the Southern Army was defeated by the attacks of Ungern and Anton Denikin, he was forced to return to Moscow to lead the defense. 

Upon Stalin’s suggestion, he was tasked with cutting through the Black Baron’s rear and capturing the princess.

This plan was known as the “Saint Hunt.”

Although hastily put together, the plan aimed to swiftly break through, even if it meant the cavalry would suffer heavy losses, to capture the princess.

Even if the Red Army’s cavalry corps were wiped out, success would allow them to rebuild at any time.

Budyonny personally took the reins, leading his cavalry to bypass the Black Baron’s army in one swift charge.

Sure enough, behind the lines, the imperial tricolor with the double-headed eagle was fluttering grandly.

The princess must be here.

“Red Army cavalry! Target the reactionaries’ flank! Capture the princess!”

Budyonny’s cavalry swiftly swept through the area.

However, despite successfully reaching the rear, the princess was nowhere to be found.

Having focused solely on a decapitation operation to capture the princess, Budyonny’s cavalry soon had to turn back in the face of a White Army counterattack.

They had ventured too deep to simply retreat now.

Before long, they were met by the Cossack cavalry sent by the Black Baron.

Known as the Tsar’s sword, the Cossack cavalry charged at the Red Army cavalry without hesitation.

“You filthy Reds! Do you even know where you’ve wandered into?”

“How dare you ride horses in front of the Cossacks! Arrogant fools!”

Semyon Budyonny had tangled with the Cossacks before, but his Red Army cavalry could not stop the battle-hardened Cossack cavalry, composed entirely of seasoned Cossack warriors.

The blades of the Cossacks turned the Red cavalry quite literally red with blood, thoroughly devastating them.

Under Budyonny’s command, they somehow continued to fight, but the outcome was clear as day.

The Cossacks pressed from the front, while the White Army artillery that had previously allowed a surprise attack now rained down shells on the Red cavalry.

“Damn it! We’ve failed!”

Under the fierce onslaught of the Cossack’s blades and the relentless artillery fire, Semyon Budyonny cried out in frustration.

“Capture that Red bastard!”

It wasn’t long before Semyon Budyonny was captured by the Cossack cavalry.

As expected, the Red Army cavalry threatened our flank with their loud shouts.

Are they fools?

If we were truly an unprepared army, their cavalry might have caused us trouble. But even though our main force, with tanks at the front, was attacking Moscow, we were prepared.

“Those arrogant fools dare to flaunt themselves in front of the Tsar’s sword, the Cossacks. Cossack cavalry! Crush those Red cavalrymen who charge at you like moths to a flame!”

The Black Baron had already prepared the Cossack cavalry for this.

At his command, the Cossack cavalry clashed head-on with the Red cavalry.

A battle between the enemy cavalry and the Cossack cavalry.

There were some Cossacks in the enemy cavalry, but thanks to me (Anastasia), most of the Cossacks had joined the White Army.

The Cossack division, thus organized, faced the enemy cavalry head-on as they tried to strike from the rear.

The Cossack blades, known as the Tsar’s sword, cut down the enemy cavalry—the Bolsheviks—without mercy.

Though the enemy cavalry fought fiercely, trying desperately to break through the Cossack forces, it didn’t seem easy.

I couldn’t see it from here, but had the Cossacks been defeated, our rear would have been in danger from the cavalry.

According to the reports, the enemy cavalry had retreated, and their commander, Semyon Budyonny, had been captured.

Still, I had to give them credit.

Despite being on the verge of collapse, they had managed to exploit a weakness.

“They certainly put up a fierce fight.”

“Even so, they’re just Bolsheviks.”

Pyotr Wrangel dismissed the Bolsheviks as nothing of importance.

Indeed, that’s all they are.

Had they succeeded and inflicted significant damage on us, I would have been more surprised.

But there’s something else that’s still puzzling.

“Oh, no, I meant it’s impressive how they charged in so recklessly. Unless they had a specific goal, there’s no reason for such a fierce attack, is there?”

If they had just intended a hit-and-run, they would have retreated at an appropriate moment, but the enemy cavalry was tenaciously clinging to us.

There must be some goal.

“Indeed.”

Wait a minute, something suddenly flashed through my mind.

Look closely. If these incompetent Bolsheviks had a strategic goal, what would it be?

A perfect plan to reverse the tide of the battle.

“Hmm. Wait, hold on.”

Yes. That’s it. There’s no other explanation.

“What’s the matter?”

“They might have been trying to capture me, willing to sacrifice themselves. If they want to turn the tide, they would need to capture me, wouldn’t they?”

“Hmm. That’s possible.”

Even without directly targeting me, their attack could still have been worthwhile.

If we didn’t have the Cossack cavalry, that is.

But they aren’t fools; they knew we had Cossacks. So why did they charge despite knowing that?

They must have been aiming for the command structure.

But they failed because, surprisingly, I was in the vanguard.

“Strategically, for those idiots barely holding on by numbers to reverse the situation, they’d need to capture me, the focal point of the White Army.”

“Indeed. But since you were in the lead, Princess, they failed.”

The Black Baron nodded in agreement.

Yes. Clearly, that was their only option.

That’s why they were so desperate to break through, even at the cost of their precious cavalry. If they could just capture me, even as a hostage, it would have been enough.

Or perhaps they didn’t need to capture me—just killing me would have sufficed.

“They failed to achieve their strategic objective and only got themselves killed.”

“Still, the Bolsheviks have quite a large number of troops.”

They’re still numerous.

It would be shocking if most of them were Bolshevik loyalists, but judging by their morale, it seems many were forced into this.

They probably want to surrender, but just before they can, a bullet to the head will stop them.

That’s how the Red Army officers operate.

After all, when most of these men were mere peasants just recently, you need to use force to keep them in line.


“They’re trying to stop us with sheer numbers. It’s quite telling—they’re admitting that the Bolsheviks have no legitimacy or cause. Many lives will be lost.”

“To root out the Bolsheviks, there’s no other choice. You must steel yourself.”

“To finish this in one blow, we’ll have to accept some casualties.”

“They’ll try to defend Moscow no matter what, but their ability to mobilize troops is limited.”

That’s true.

The situation is far different from actual history.

They’ve already lost popular support after their revolution.

Now, they keep drafting more soldiers, and unlike in actual history, people are turning against the Bolsheviks and joining the White Army.

“Is there no one inside Moscow who can help?”

“I believe the Okhrana (the Department for Protecting Public Security and Order) has infiltrated Moscow. Let’s wait a little longer.”

Hmm, that seems unlikely to succeed.

Even though the Okhrana is formidable, the Reds will tighten their control over Moscow with the Cheka (the Soviet secret police).

Perhaps a protest, but a full uprising inside Moscow seems difficult.

“By now, there must be dissatisfaction within the Bolsheviks’ ranks as well. How about we use aircraft to drop leaflets offering amnesty to those who surrender and urging the citizens of Moscow to revolt against the Bolsheviks?”

“That’s a good idea. I’ll instruct the air corps.”

Now was the perfect time for leaflets like these to be effective.

The Battle of Moscow was fierce.

However, unlike the demoralized enemy forces, the White Army’s morale soared, thanks to the presence of the Black Baron and the princess, who led from the front.

“Look! Our Tsarina is watching over us from the front lines! Let’s kill all the Reds and offer the glory of victory to our Tsarina! Ura!”

“God is with us! Crush the Bolsheviks once and for all!”

The White Army fiercely advanced, cutting down the Bolshevik forces with modified Fedorov automatic rifles to defend Moscow.

“If we lose to the reactionaries, we’ll suffer under the Tsar’s tyranny again! Let’s protect the Soviet Union that Comrade Lenin built with our deaths!”

“For every enemy you kill, your rations will increase!”

The battle between the White Army and the Red Army raged on as both sides pushed and pulled in a brutal struggle.

The White Army infantry advanced alongside British Mark tanks, Renault FT tanks from France, and their

own A-1 tanks, produced with help from the German Empire. Together, they mercilessly shattered the enemy’s defenses.

“Argh! My leg!”

“Please! Spare me! I don’t want to die!”

Thud! Crunch!

Many Bolsheviks, terrified by the sight of the tanks, fell and were crushed under the treads, becoming nothing but flesh. The Bolsheviks who witnessed this horror turned pale, but Red Army officers aimed their guns at them from behind, forcing them to continue fighting.

“Comrades! Do you want to die? Stop the reactionaries immediately! Or are you just playthings of that princess?”

With political officers threatening them from behind and White Army tanks advancing in front, the Red Army was helpless, forced to hold the line with their lives.

In the skies above, the Russian Empire’s bombers, the Ilya Muromets, along with the Austro-Hungarian Hansa-Brandenburg G.I bombers, dropped bombs on the enemy positions, further tormenting the Red Army.

Although the enemy had aircraft, they were quickly shot down like autumn leaves by our F1 fighters gifted by the Germans and Sopwith Camel fighters from the British.

With superior weaponry and fighting prowess, the White Army advanced, wiping out the Bolshevik forces that relied solely on numbers.

“Break through the Reds’ trenches! The summit is near!”

Anton Denikin, leading the Southern Russian White Army, had also joined from the south, relentlessly pounding the Moscow defenses.

The Bolsheviks in the trenches followed their comrades, who had been turned into mincemeat by the tanks’ machine guns, while the White Army infantry stormed the trenches with submachine guns and Fedorov automatic rifles.

Despite the heavy losses, the Bolsheviks, throwing sheer numbers at the battle, managed to hold out, keeping Moscow defended.

Of course, dissatisfaction within Moscow was inevitable.

“Why must we die?”

“If you want to die, go fight and die yourself! Stop taking the lives of my husband and children!”

“How could you dare to riot instead of finding glory in defending the Soviet Union from the reactionaries’ invasion?”

Rat-a-tat-tat!

Meanwhile, within Moscow, a shootout erupted between the Okhrana, who had infiltrated the city and gathered disgruntled Bolsheviks to stage protests, and the Cheka, who had come to suppress the demonstrations.

“Reactionaries have infiltrated Moscow! Crush the White Army’s intelligence network led by Anastasia!”

“Kill those Reds who think they’re the Okhrana!”

The fact that the Okhrana had infiltrated Moscow was a huge shock to the Soviets.

It meant the reactionaries had finally reached Moscow.

They were preparing for an uprising.

Just like the Bolsheviks had done during their revolution.

For the Bolsheviks, who had once staged a revolution, this was an especially terrifying realization.

The Cheka was dispatched to kill the reactionaries, but their numbers were sure to keep increasing.

“We’re managing to hold them off for now, but I don’t know how long we can keep this up, Comrade.”

“So, what are you suggesting?”


“Comrade Bukharin is right. Comrade Lenin is a symbol of revolution to communists worldwide. At this point, it may be wise to consider evacuating Moscow.”

Within the party, the idea of evacuating Moscow was gaining traction.

The situation on the Moscow front was that unstable.

This strategy of defending by throwing masses of people into the grinder would inevitably lead the Soviet people to resent the Bolshevik regime.

The people who had once turned against the Tsar could easily turn against the Bolsheviks too.



 
  Chapter 29 : Battle of Moscow (3)


“Are you telling me to give up on the revolution?!”

“You must start over. Petrograd still stands strong. You need to go there and prepare for the future.”

Go to Petrograd? How far do they expect me to go?

Has it become that dangerous just to travel from Moscow to Petrograd?

Petrograd is a symbolic city where the Soviet revolution began.

Returning there means starting from scratch.

Lenin did not want to accept this.

“No, not yet.”

“Comrade Lenin?”

As Stalin, the People’s Commissar for Internal Affairs and Intelligence of the Soviet Union, looked at Lenin, whose eyes had lost focus as if his spirit had departed, he realized that the sharpness Lenin once had was gone.

Lenin unfolded a map of the Moscow region.

“Semyon Budyonny’s Red Cavalry will strike at the heart of the enemy princess, and with one powerful blow, we’ll crush Anton Denikin and Pyotr Wrangel—the reactionaries.”

“Budyonny’s cavalry has already been repelled by the Cossack reactionaries.”

“If Comrade Yegorov’s Red Army hits Denikin’s rear, everything will turn around.”

“Comrade, Comrade Yegorov doesn’t have enough combat troops to mount an attack. His previous attempts failed.”

Stalin shook his head as he listened to Lenin’s words.

Yegorov’s Red Army? That was the predecessor of the Red Army before Trotsky officially formed it.

How desperate must things be if we’re relying on a force that’s not even the Red Army?

Even if Yegorov had enough soldiers to attack Denikin’s rear, there’s still a shortage of weapons.

“Where did all the soldiers go, Stalin?! If you’d only stopped Tchaikhin, none of this would have happened!”

“I apologize, Comrade.”

“Get out, all of you!”

With Lenin’s command to dismiss everyone, Stalin left Lenin’s office.

He thought to himself:

“We’ve utterly failed.”

Semyon Budyonny’s Red Cavalry had been our last chance, hoping to break through and capture or kill the White Army’s princess, who symbolized their power. 

But rumors said that she had been leading from the front and that Budyonny’s forces were repelled by the Cossack cavalry instead.

Captured alive. Now, all that’s left is to sacrifice the people to hold off the enemy.

Even if we succeed in defense, Bolshevism will be finished. It might not even be possible to stop them.

How can the revolution, symbolized by Lenin, collapse so quickly?

Is the revolution really being brought down by a single surviving princess?

Stalin himself had proposed executing the Romanov family, but killing them hastily instead of waiting for the right moment had been a severe blow.

Lenin had become a demon leading the Bolshevik people to their deaths.

“Of course, some fight out of hatred for the princess, but…”

Things are not looking good.

The princess has been shamelessly dropping leaflets from planes, offering amnesty to those who surrender.

‘People of Moscow! Stop listening to the evil whispers of the Bolsheviks and rise up! Don’t let them push your husbands, sons, and brothers into a civil war against fellow Russians!’

These leaflets were everywhere.

Even though it wouldn’t affect the White Army, it was enough to turn the heads of Moscow’s citizens.

Now, to maintain control, we need to call the die-hard Bolsheviks from the front lines, but that will weaken our manpower even more.

“We’ve lost completely.”

Where did it all go wrong?

Anastasia, the princess, had somehow outmaneuvered the Soviets like a member of the secret police, undoing their carefully laid plans by enacting reforms before we could. From that point, the people had already become disappointed in the Soviets.

No, it was the failure to kill Anastasia that was the real mistake.

We should have either turned her to our side or killed her when we had the chance.

If the Romanovs had switched sides and promoted our cause, the White Army would have crumbled.

Once the Soviets took over all of Russia, it wouldn’t have been too late to execute the Romanovs.

“Damn you, Trotsky.”

Then again, Stalin couldn’t completely absolve himself of blame.

He had tacitly agreed at the time. Trying to oppose Trotsky in that moment would have only led to being branded as a reactionary and executed.

Stalin had no intention of dying as a martyr.

As the battle for Moscow dragged on, the city’s defenses were crumbling.

No matter how many people we throw into the fight, they are being killed, turning the Bolshevik regime into nothing more than a meat shield.

The only reason the defense was holding was because…

“Comrades! The enemy princess, the leader of the reactionaries, is coming! Are you going to run away now?!”

It was because hardline Bolsheviks were standing behind the people with guns pointed at them.

These people were already too far gone to escape from their fate, just like the soldiers fighting on the front lines who were shot if they tried to retreat.

Those few hardcore Bolshevik officers shot any civilians who resisted, maintaining control through fear.

But the battle couldn’t continue like this forever. It was only a matter of time before the defenses collapsed.

“Shall we surrender to the princess?”

Anastasia was young, but she was still an imperialist.

During the civil war, she appointed governors in Mongolia, pushed south into northern Manchuria, and called for the restoration of the empire. Surrendering to an imperialist was unthinkable.

Even if we beg for our lives, Anastasia’s family was killed, and she is not likely to show mercy.

The best option was to kill Lenin and flee to Petrograd.

Or, we could incapacitate him temporarily. We just need time to escape.

Stalin’s wife, Nadezhda Alliluyeva, was working in Lenin’s office. She would know what to do.

As the battle in Moscow raged on, the Bolsheviks were running out of options.

The Red Army soldiers, caught between the White Army’s advances and the threats from their own officers, were reaching their breaking point.


Just then, a soldier burst into Stalin’s tent.

“Comrade Commander!”

“What is it?”

“Co- Comrade Lenin has collapsed!”

The worst-case scenario was unfolding.



 
  Chapter 30 : Battle of Moscow (4)


The White Army, which had been pressing the attack and shaking the Red Army, momentarily withdrew.

The Black Baron saw Moscow in ruins, with the Red Army collapsing like a sandcastle, and thought to use this brief moment to regroup before launching an all-out offensive.

But there was unrest in the Reds’ camp.

“The Reds seem strange.”

“It’s unfortunate that our infiltrated Okhrana agents were discovered, so we’re unable to gather any intel on the internal situation.”

The Okhrana had infiltrated Moscow to incite an uprising, but unfortunately, the attempt failed.

Is it because the citizens of Moscow still like the Bolsheviks? No, that’s not it.

It’s just that the control over Moscow’s citizens has been more thorough than expected.

The Cheka had rigorously managed the citizens, executing and hanging anyone who showed signs of dissent.

“Perhaps they have sensed that the end is near.”

“Have the defectors said anything?”

“They escaped quietly when they saw an opportunity.”

“Did you conduct an ideological examination on them?”

“Yes, nine out of ten called Lenin a bastard. The one who couldn’t say it, well, he refused.”

I ordered an ideological examination for those who surrendered.

I had them curse Lenin and explain their reasons for surrendering, doing it half out of curiosity.

But to think that there was one who couldn’t curse Lenin.

Lenin’s sinking ship must still have some honey in it that this one finds sweet.

“Those people should be sent to Siberia later or executed as an example.”

“Understood.”

You can’t tolerate a die-hard Bolshevik.

Most of them will probably be sent to Siberia, but high-ranking Reds will need to be executed as an example.

I had let Stalin go earlier, but it would be nice to capture him in this battle.

If only we could catch Lenin, Trotsky, and Stalin together—it would be perfect.

But…

An all-too-familiar American gentleman had come to visit again.

“Princess.”

“Now what? You war-hawk.”

Ah, it’s Patton again. Isn’t he being a bit too rude, even though I’m a princess?

So, what does he want this time?

Considering how he dealt with Ungern and crushed the enemy, I can guess why he’s here again.

He probably wants a free ticket to join the survival game of crushing the Reds in Moscow.

“I’m not a war-hawk, I’m Patton.”

Anyway, the situation here is different from Ukraine.

The Reds have gathered every last person they can, dragging all the people to defend Moscow, proving that they can still amass an army.

There’s no way he seriously wants to charge in with his small American force, like he did following Ungern back then.

Even Ungern is now circling around Moscow, waiting to capture any Bolsheviks trying to flee.

He was just lucky in Ukraine.

And besides, it’s we who must reclaim Moscow.

Patton’s Americans can’t even be considered volunteers.

Reclaiming Moscow has to be done by the White Army for it to have any meaning.

“Reclaiming Moscow is my destiny and a goal the White Army must achieve on its own. Don’t tell me you want to join the battle with just a handful of Americans.”

Even the Germans asked if they could participate in the battle for Moscow.

It may be called a truce, but seeing a defeated nation like them trying to get involved is suspicious.

At least the British are occupied in the Baltic region, fending off the Red Army, so they can’t participate here.

“I’m a veteran of the Great War. You think I don’t understand that? I’m just asking for your support afterward.”

Support afterward? What does he want?

“Afterward, as in when the Bolsheviks flee from Moscow?”

“Ungern, I can’t let him win.”

Hmm, would it be bad to refuse him too much?

Knowing his personality, if he doesn’t play any role, it might feel a bit unfair to him.

Maybe I should let him work with Ungern to capture the fleeing Bolsheviks.

“Then go after the Bolsheviks who try to escape from Moscow.”

“Hahaha, I will!”

Look at him, running off excitedly.

Is he going to be okay?

I wondered if I should call him back.

But, frankly, here in Russia, if I have to choose sides, it’s with Ungern, not him.

I turned my gaze outside the tent and looked toward Moscow in the distance.

Seeing the columns of smoke rising from the bombarded and shelled city gave me an odd feeling.

In actual history, the White Army never captured Moscow.

In the end, the White Army failed and disappeared into history.

Surely there won’t be any divine intervention suddenly allowing the Reds to win here, right?

That strange old man sent me here because he hated the Reds.

Whatever happens, the outcome won’t change.

With each passing day, more and more Red soldiers deserted or defected to us, or simply ran away.

After distributing leaflets saying they didn’t have to surrender to us and could just return to their original homes, the number of deserters grew even more.

There’s no turning the tide.

Once we regroup and launch a full offensive, we will win.

I was trying to relax, confident in our victory, but the Reds were more insane than I thought.

“The enemy is advancing.”

“What, now?”

Have they finally gone mad now that their end is near?

Indeed, the Reds, wearing caps marked with red stars, came charging toward us like a wave breaking from Moscow’s defensive lines.

But that’s all they’ll do.

Our firepower is far superior, and our defenses even stronger.

Tatatatatata!

The German MG08 machine guns shredded the Red cockroaches.

I don’t understand why they’re launching such a mindless assault.


Mikhail Frunze’s ambitious offensive was utterly failing.

At first, I was briefly shocked, wondering if they had gone crazy.

But the hastily assembled Red Army, made up of poorly trained conscripts, was no match for the White Army, which had already won several battles and had ample combat experience.

The quality of our weapons was far superior, and even if it came to hand-to-hand combat, the White Army would massacre them.

So why this madness?

I should ask Drozdovsky.

“Chief of Staff, what do you think?”

“They’re probably throwing everything they have, knowing they’ll lose if they stay put. They want to try something before more of their soldiers desert.”

“That makes sense.”

So something must have happened that made their soldiers start deserting.

“And?”

“If not, then something must have happened inside Moscow. They’re launching this reckless attack to cover it up.”

“A rebellion within their ranks, then? If so…”

If something broke out internally, whether it was already suppressed or still smoldering, it means Moscow is falling apart.

“It’s likely that there’s infighting among the Bolsheviks.”

“That seems most likely.”

So, a conflict has erupted within the Communist Party.

It probably wasn’t an uprising inside Moscow, but perhaps they’re torn between negotiating with us or fighting to the end.

Bloodshed within their ranks might explain why Frunze was trying to cover it up with this offensive.

Not long after, as expected, Frunze’s offensive failed to even dent our defensive lines.

How could an army that was barely holding out in defense manage to mount a successful attack?

It may have been possible in Ukraine, where the British forces were fewer, but not here.

After some time, a Bolshevik wearing a white flag approached from Moscow.

“Comrade Stalin proposes ending this pointless civil war and resolving things peacefully through democratic elections.”

Is this a joke?

This is the funniest thing I’ve heard in my life.

The Soviets want to end the civil war and hold democratic elections?

Do they think all the suffering they’ve caused was just to set up this punchline?

It’s absurd, to say the least.

“Anyone would think the Bolsheviks were the victims here.”

They look like a bunch of beggars pleading for their lives after getting beaten up.

Anyone might think we were the villains here.

They tried to overthrow Russia, those Reds.

“It’s not even worth considering. They’re just desperately trying to survive.”

“The same Bolsheviks who dissolved the Duma to seize power are now proposing elections? Princess, we cannot accept this.”

Pyotr Wrangel and Mikhail Drozdovsky were firmly opposed.

I had no intention of accepting either.

The Reds are liars, through and through.

Something’s off. This isn’t their style.

No, wait. “Comrade Stalin?” Something must have happened to Lenin.

That’s why Stalin sent someone.

Stalin, calling for democratic elections? That man who believes power comes from the barrel of a gun?

It’s not as if he’s an idiot who truly believes in elections.

This must be a ploy to buy time.

Even if they gain time, the situation won’t improve for them.

No one is going to support the Bolsheviks now.

Who in the world would help a group treated like cockroaches by everyone?

So, it’s clear.

“They’re trying to escape.”

“Sorry?”

Even if they hold out here, it won’t work.

Some Bolsheviks may fight to the death, but seeing the state of their forces, even a rebellion in Moscow wouldn’t surprise me.

They know that even if the Red Army from the Baltic arrives, it won’t help.

They’ll probably just use it as a means to escape.

“It makes no sense to take this offer seriously. The same Bolsheviks who dissolved the Duma to seize power are now suggesting elections? They’ve long passed the point of thinking they could win any election now.”

Even if they were genuinely dumb enough to believe in elections, who would support the Bolsheviks?

How many people would be willing to die to give power to those who’ve been grinding people into the dirt?

These Reds are even more authoritarian and violent than in actual history.

They’re not going to end up

well.

“So, in the end.”

“They’re just buying time. And there’s no one left to help them.”

“Then they’re planning to run.”

Exactly. As always, running away is second nature to them.

They’ll flee to regroup and prepare for another chance later.

But this time, running means the collapse of communism. Do they not realize that?

Still, whatever.

Something has definitely happened to Lenin. That’s why Stalin’s man is here.

And I have no intention of letting this Bolshevik envoy go.

At this very moment, they’re probably looking for a way to escape.

Sure, we could send him back and then attack, but…

It’s better to strike now.

“Something must have happened to Lenin. Interrogate him.”

“Yes!”

“Comrade Princess, I don’t know anything—”

Who does this bastard think he’s calling comrade?

Even if I’m a dead princess, I have no desire to be called ‘comrade’ by a Bolshevik.

In the 21st century, the world will be devastated by these Reds. The only good Bolshevik is a dead one.

“How dare you call the Princess comrade! Take him away!”

“We cannot give them time. Let’s launch our offensive now.”

Stalin is surely planning his escape, but he won’t be getting away from me.

Just as Frunze’s offensive was losing steam, we began our counterattack.

This time, I personally led the soldiers, shooting alongside them.

Just like in the Battle of Yekaterinburg.

“Sons of the Empire! The defense of Moscow has crumbled! Charge forward, for your Tsarina fights alongside you! Reclaim the Third Rome with this attack!”

“God save the Tsarina and the White Army!”

“Ura for the Russian Empire!”

The uniforms of the White Army were dark green on top and black on the bottom.

From a distance, the sea of green looked like a black wave crashing through the Reds’ defensive line and engulfing Moscow.

With Frunze’s failed offensive, the Bolsheviks had lost the ability to defend.

Moscow, which had barely held out by sheer numbers, was now collapsing under the fierce onslaught of the White Army.

Victory was within reach.

“Citizens conscripted by the enemy! Will you die for the Bolsheviks who send you to the front lines like cannon fodder? Surrender! In the name of Anastasia, not the Romanovs you distrust, but in the name of a saint, I will forgive you!”

I stood with the White Army, shaking the enemy forces.

This would work now.

Frunze’s final attack had failed, and they had nothing left.

As expected, hesitation spread among the enemy ranks.

They stopped firing and began murmuring among themselves.

“It’s dangerous, Princess!”

“Ignore the words of the princess! Kill those reactionaries!”

“Don’t be a meat shield for the Bolsheviks. Surrender and join the White Army!”

“Shut up!”

Bang, bang, bang!

Political officers began shooting at me, fearing that more defectors would try to escape.

“Princess!”

There was panic in the White Army ranks as they called out to me in alarm.

Unfortunately for them, I did not die.

It hurt, but it wasn’t enough to penetrate my body.

The bullets didn’t even tear my uniform as they fell to the ground.

“A real saint…”

“She’s truly blessed by God.”

The Red soldiers stared at me in disbelief.

Even the political officers, who had been firing, were left speechless, trembling in shock.

“A witch…”

A witch? How rude.


And my saintly miracle caused a sudden shift among the enemy forces.

Bang!

The Red soldiers, previously terrified of their political officers’ guns, turned on them and started shooting.

The Red Army, which had been desperately holding the line, collapsed in an instant.

The red banners fell, replaced by the imperial tricolor adorned with the double-headed eagle, filling the battlefield.



 
  Chapter 31 : Nothing happened


Moscow

At this time, Moscow was already in chaos due to the mass evacuation.

Although the Bolsheviks tried to prevent the exodus by labeling anyone fleeing as a reactionary and threatening to shoot them, even executing some to set an example, the flow of evacuees did not stop.

“You reactionaries!”

“Shut up.”

No matter how many times the officers threatened, the evacuees only scoffed, and the procession continued.

More and more people openly cursed the Bolsheviks.

Of course, most of them were shot on the spot, but this only fueled the public’s resentment against the Bolsheviks.

Meanwhile,

Upon hearing the news that Lenin had collapsed, Trotsky returned to the party headquarters, fuming as he glared at Stalin.

“Stalin, what is going on? Comrade Lenin has lost consciousness!”

“It seems he collapsed from overwork.”

But it wasn’t overwork.

Stalin had secretly drugged Lenin through his wife.

Stalin’s plan had two outcomes.

If Lenin died, he would claim that the Ochrana had assassinated him, using it to vilify the White Army.

If Lenin didn’t die, he would blame overwork, use Lenin’s condition as an excuse for confusion, and flee to Petrograd to buy time.

Stalin had even ordered Mikhail Frunze to attack the White Army as part of his broader scheme.

Trotsky, unaware of Stalin’s plans, was at a loss as he rolled his eyes in frustration.

With Lenin, the symbol of the Soviet Union, collapsing at such a critical time, it was nothing short of a death sentence for Trotsky amidst an already dire situation on the battlefield.

“Of all times for him to collapse…”

“How is the war going?”

Stalin asked, offering Trotsky a glass of cold water, even though he already knew the answer.

Trotsky gulped down the vodka instead, slamming the bottle onto the desk.

“We can somehow hold off Anton Denikin, but fighting the princess and the Black Baron’s army is impossible. And Mikhail Frunze failed in his offensive.”

“That offensive was my doing.”

“What? You ordered an attack when we barely have enough to defend?”

Trotsky’s eyes widened in shock, realizing that Stalin had orchestrated the suicidal assault.

Why would he do something so reckless?

In a situation already this difficult, why make defense even harder?

“The news of Lenin’s collapse cannot spread.”

“What are you thinking?”

“Call back the Red Army from the Baltic and retreat to Petrograd.”

“The reactionary leader, the princess, is about to seize Moscow, and you want to run away?”

Leaving Moscow would mean admitting defeat to Anastasia, the leader of the White Army.

No one could accept that reality.

“Moscow isn’t even the official capital yet.”

“That’s not the point!”

True.

But Stalin intended to create a legitimate excuse before retreating.

This was not about fleeing with their tails between their legs.

“I know. So, do you want to die here?”

“What?”

“That vengeful princess is coming to swallow Moscow whole with her reactionary forces. If anyone dies in battle, maybe they’ll escape her wrath, but if caught, she’ll slaughter us without mercy.”

“Are you afraid of death?”

Afraid of death?

Of course.

Stalin was not someone destined to die here.

He dreamed of building a communist nation, one even greater than Lenin’s vision.

“Lenin has collapsed, and communism is shaking. If we die, communism will truly fall.”

“Ugh.”

Even Trotsky couldn’t deny it.

The global communists were watching this civil war unfold.

They were watching the Bolsheviks fight against the White Army, led by the imperialist princess Anastasia.

And this war was turning towards a Bolshevik defeat.

If this battle ended with all the Bolsheviks present being wiped out, they might become martyrs to the communist cause.

But it would also prove that violent uprisings like the Bolsheviks’ were unsustainable.

Realizing this, communists worldwide would undoubtedly become more cautious.

So they had to survive.

Stalin placed his hands gently on Trotsky’s shoulders, smiling kindly.

“Trotsky, we’re merely retreating to prevent the fall of communism. Yudenich hasn’t crossed Petrograd yet. Let’s head there.”

Yudenich, who had been tasked with capturing Petrograd, had not yet succeeded.

Anastasia’s survival had complicated Finland’s independence issue, and Finland hadn’t immediately sided with the White Army, leaving Yudenich struggling alone.

Even Trotsky couldn’t deny that Petrograd was still relatively safe.

There was no reason to continue fighting the reactionaries here.

“What about Moscow?”

“Leave it to Mikhail Frunze.”

“He won’t last long.”

Trotsky understood the situation clearly.

While Mikhail Frunze had held out for a while, his time was running out.

Frunze’s offensive had failed, and it was only a matter of time before Moscow fell to the reactionary White Army, led by Anastasia.

“The survival of the Communist Party is what’s important. You stay with Comrade Lenin.”

“What about you, Koba?”

“Someone needs to be the bait to distract that demon princess. I’ll lead them away and head to Petrograd.”

“Good luck.”

For the first time, Trotsky was genuinely moved and clasped Stalin’s hands.

Who would have thought Stalin had such a spirit of sacrifice?

Stalin had originally pushed for the execution of the Tsar’s family during the Kerensky Republic.

And when Anastasia’s survival had thrown everything into chaos, Stalin had quickly blamed Trotsky, who had ordered the executions.


Because of that, Trotsky had always thought of Stalin as a power-hungry madman.

But now, Trotsky felt ashamed of having once viewed Stalin as nothing more than a power-hungry lunatic, much like the imperialists.

Of course, Stalin’s true thoughts were different.

‘This fool. We’ll leak Trotsky’s position to the imperialists and escape while they’re distracted.’

With that plan in mind, Stalin discreetly leaked information to the Ochrana while he, his wife, Voroshilov, Blyukher, and Tukhachevsky quietly slipped out of Moscow.

Originally, these three had fought under Mikhail Frunze against the White Army, but Stalin had deemed them important enough to escape with him.

“Is it really okay for us to escape alone?”

“We’ll still need to defend against the White Army once we reach Petrograd. It’s better if you come along.”

“It’s a shame we don’t have Budyonny. But fine, we’ll follow you.”

Meanwhile, a suspicious group of White Army soldiers, all proficient in German, were circling around Moscow.

Having heard that American forces were assisting the Asian Cavalry Corps in attacking the retreating Bolsheviks, the German army had followed the Americans, only to lose track of them.

“What the hell are we doing in this Slavic land?”

One German soldier grumbled, feeling lost in what seemed to be a desolate area near Moscow.

“Damn it, why are we even fighting for these Slavic scum? We’re even wearing their uniforms.”

As he searched for the Americans, the disgruntled German sergeant noticed a group of Red Army soldiers on the move.

Yeah, this was all because of the Bolsheviks.

Jews and Bolsheviks.

Those two were the reason the German army was here.

Germany had lost because of the Jews, and now he was in this Slavic land because of the Bolsheviks.

“Might as well take out my anger.”

The Russian sergeant, who spoke excellent German, raised his rifle and fired at the group of Red Army soldiers.

He needed to vent his frustration on someone.

“Bolsheviks! Get them!”

Bang!

The misplaced rage of the German White Army soldier was unleashed upon the fleeing Bolsheviks, and, as if fulfilling his wish, the bullet tore through the crotch of one of the men running away.

“Aaaaagh!”

Stalin, in pain far worse than when he had wandered Siberia or when he had been arrested and exiled, collapsed forward, blood pouring from between his legs.

The excruciating pain overwhelmed him.

Blood continued to flow from his crotch.

“Ahhh! Your legs! They’re bleeding!”

“Stalin! Stalin!”

“Damn it, his crotch is drenched in blood!”

“I…I can’t. Quick, escape to Petrograd… Ugh.”

Not long after leaving Moscow, Stalin and his companions were captured by the White Army, suspiciously proficient in German.

Meanwhile,

“I feel oddly relieved. What is this feeling?”

The German soldier who had shot Stalin in the crotch found an unexpected sense of satisfaction, enough to momentarily shake off the shock of Germany’s defeat.

It was as if he had slain a mortal enemy from a past life.

He felt strangely content.

And thus, the once mighty Moscow crumbled.

No, it had never been that solid to begin with.

It was like pouring water into a cracked pot.

There had been no internal cooperation from Petrograd, and external forces had continued to pound at them relentlessly, leaving no way out.

“I surrender.”

Mikhail Frunze, the commander of the Red Army’s eastern forces defending Moscow, soon surrendered.

After all the bloodshed and relentless fighting, the White Army entered the eerily silent Moscow, where all had been disarmed.

“I have reclaimed the Third Rome at last!”

I entered Moscow on horseback, wearing a uniform styled like that of a Russian general but modified to suit Princess Luise.

The White Army soldiers, who had arrived earlier, opened the way for me, lining up on either side of the main street to greet me.

Behind them, the

citizens of Moscow nervously observed us.

Some parents trembled while holding their children.

Old men with hollow eyes stared in our direction.

A child, younger than me, wept while wearing a Soviet uniform.

These people, whether willingly or not, had supported or collaborated with the Bolsheviks.

Now, they feared we might slaughter them as the Bolsheviks had done to their own.

I approached them.

“Nothing happened.”

“Princess?”

“After the Black Plague, we simply suffered through the worst epidemic. Nothing more, nothing less. No civil war, no fratricide.”

The citizens of Moscow listened silently, holding their breath.

“Humans endure trials. Russia merely faced a brief trial. Yet we are still Russian, heirs to the Eastern Roman Empire, rulers of Europe. Let us rise from this.”

It was nothing more than a passing epidemic.

Yet we were all still Russians, and, as the heirs to the great Roman Empire, we would rise above this pain.

“The funeral for those who died from the plague will be held after we restore order to Moscow.”

All of this was due to the Red Plague.


Neither we nor you were at fault.

Just forget it all.

“Now, return to your livelihoods, citizens of Moscow.”

With that, I concluded my speech.

It was time to clean up the remaining Bolsheviks for good.



 
  Chapter 32 : You created a monster


Among the ones we captured, one of the notable figures from Korea that I knew in my past life was Semyon Budyonny.

He had led the enemy cavalry in a reckless charge, only to be utterly crushed by the Cossacks and captured, as if beaten in a rainstorm.

Others, like the female revolutionary Alexandra Kollontai and Aleksandr Shliapnikov, were also caught. Apparently, both attempted suicide before being captured.

And then, there was Lenin.

To be exact, Lenin had completely lost consciousness.

It seemed like someone had tried to take him away. Lenin was found on a carriage, and the driver had been shot by White Army soldiers, allowing them to capture Lenin.

We had finally captured Lenin, the one we had dreamed of seizing!

But there wasn’t much feeling of triumph.

If Lenin had been captured while conscious, filled with anger over the revolution’s failure, maybe it would have been different. But now, unconscious, he looked more like a homeless vagrant than the revolutionary leader he was.

“Why did Lenin collapse?”

“It seems someone tried to assassinate him. Traces of heavy chloroform inhalation were found in his office.”

“It wasn’t the Ochrana, then?”

If the Ochrana had been involved, we would have known right away, but that wasn’t the case.

But didn’t Mikhail Frunze also die from chloroform? This reeks of Stalin’s doing.

Though, Stalin himself was nowhere to be found.

Lev Trotsky—he had thoroughly searched Moscow but was nowhere to be seen. If he wasn’t here, he must have fled already. That’s the only logical conclusion.

“Unfortunately, we haven’t captured a big figure like Trotsky. However, we did manage to capture Stalin. He was caught by some lost German soldiers.”

Ah, so Stalin did get caught after all.

“Those suspiciously fluent in German White Army soldiers, I bet.”

There are no foreign forces helping us. It’s just the multilingual White Army.

“What do you intend to do with the surrendered Bolsheviks?”

“As planned, we’ll execute the Communist leaders, including Mikhail Frunze, without trial. A trial is too much of a luxury for Reds. The political commissars will either be shot or sent to Siberia, depending on how much they participated in the fighting.”

Mikhail Frunze, who historically clashed with Stalin and later died in 1925 from excessive chloroform during surgery, was rumored to have been killed as part of Stalin’s plot. Considering Stalin’s purges, it wouldn’t be surprising.

From the White Army’s perspective, there’s no reason to keep him alive.

After all, he’s the one who tormented us until the very end in Moscow.

Historically speaking, it seems only fitting for him to die. Even if we sent him to Siberia, if he escaped again, it would be a nuisance.

Most of the Bolsheviks will be executed.

We know how many escaped from Siberia before. The truly dangerous ones need to be eliminated.

Even those prominent Bolsheviks who haven’t yet committed atrocities must be killed. Even if they contributed to the war effort, they’ll be a problem later.

Even if I, as a saint, wanted to show mercy, sparing them would only lead to dissatisfaction within the White Army, and the Reds might pretend to surrender while plotting rebellion.

We will purify this plague with executions.

“Understood.”

The White Army generals, who had gained rich experience and many victories during the civil war, were not lacking in comparison to the Soviet generals of actual history.

In World War II, Stalin had purged many of them, leaving them unprepared, so it only made sense to avoid repeating history by not showing mercy to these named figures.

There’s no way the communists would ever obey me.

Lev Trotsky has likely fled to Petrograd by now. After losing Moscow to the White Army, the only place left for him to run is Petrograd, the city of revolution.

“Princess, we’ve received reports that the Reds are fleeing westward. General Ungern is in pursuit.”

Westward… that must mean Petrograd.

Trotsky is likely among them.

“The Reds are truly relentless. This will likely end at Petrograd.”

The Bolsheviks couldn’t admit defeat and fled.

General Ungern’s Asian Cavalry Corps is chasing them down, but Trotsky is unlikely to be with them. His destination is most certainly Petrograd.

Although he has fled, Trotsky isn’t one to beg for his life, is he?

Or… could he be?

We should quickly apply pressure on Petrograd.

“Offer Finland conditional independence and tell them to support Yudenich’s attack on Petrograd.”

“Are you really willing to allow Finland’s independence?”

There’s no other choice.

If Finland hadn’t already declared independence, things might be different. But they’ve already done so, and now they’re watching our every move carefully.

It makes sense to grant Finland’s independence under certain conditions.

“Yes. The new Russia cannot be a thuggish state that bullies its neighboring countries. Tell them I’ll also serve as Finland’s nominal king if they accept, but otherwise, we’ll respect their sovereignty.”

“You intend to keep them within our sphere of influence.”

“If we simply let them go, other minority groups hoping for independence might start causing trouble.”

Just as we’re on the verge of victory in the civil war, we don’t need such distractions.

Now, it’s time to execute the Bolsheviks who surrendered in Moscow.

The executions were carried out on the outskirts of Moscow.

The White Army disarmed the Red Army officers and herded them into a corner.

“C-Comrades! You promised to spare us if we surrendered!”

“We only surrendered because we believed you!”

“The only ones who’ll be spared are those who were forced into Bolshevism by circumstance. As for you, who slyly surrendered like foxes, you’re all sentenced to death!”

Bang! Bang! Bang!

The Red Army officers, who had once felt a thrill in executing Tsarist officers, were now being executed by White Army officers themselves.

For a while, the streets of Moscow were soaked in the blood of the Reds.

The Bolsheviks, who once celebrated the revolution as if they owned the world, received no mercy.

Those who had once ruthlessly killed others met their own brutal end, as the hardcore Bolsheviks were shot to death.

The blood of the Red Army officers would serve as the fertilizer for the new Russia.

“Princess, Lenin has woken up.”

“Well, well, he actually woke up.”

Time to pay Lenin a visit, as a victor. It’s only proper to meet him.

Lenin, who had just recently regained consciousness, was dragged out by the White Army and forced to kneel before me.

His bloodshot eyes glared at me.

“What a fierce expression.”

Of course, it was only natural. He was facing the enemy who had destroyed his revolution.

But that feeling went both ways.

I, too, was facing the man who had overthrown the empire.

Though I may have been Korean in my past life, in this life, I am Anastasia. And now, I had personally defeated the infamous Lenin.

How could I not relish this moment?

“Princess! Even if we die here, the proletarian revolution will never stop! Communism will ultimately prevail!”

Bold words, indeed. But what can I say?


That’s not going to be so easy.

Had the Soviet Union truly succeeded, maybe that would have been the case. But it ultimately failed.

During the civil war, in actual history, leaders like Stalin and the Red Army terrorized the peasants, stole their food, burned villages that resisted, and executed deserters publicly.

Not that the White Army was entirely innocent either, but the Soviet regime, built on lofty ideals, quickly became authoritarian and violent.

Such hypocrisy.

I pulled out my baton and lifted Lenin’s chin with it.

“You speak well. But it’s never going to happen.”

“!?”

“What you’re talking about is pure idealism. Whether it’s Trotsky or anyone else, wherever they go into exile, the result will be the same.”

“What do you mean?”

Yes, what do I mean?

I smiled confidently at Lenin.

“Russia has already experienced a civil war once. Now, communism will be purged from the country as part of the national policy. Wherever communism takes root, it’ll serve as a justification for invasion. Thanks to you, Russia will become synonymous with anti-communism, and any future resurgence of communism will be seen as a threat. The new Russia will see it as its destiny to crush communism across the world.”

“W-What…?”

Going forward, Russia will bear the infamous title of the first country to have endured a communist civil war.

And this Russia will come to despise communism with every fiber of its being.

It will be seen as Russia’s destiny to hunt down communism wherever it sprouts.

“Trotsky? Once he’s cornered, he’ll flee Petrograd as well. Whether it’s to China, the New World, or Europe.”

“!!”

Lenin must have understood the meaning of my words. The reborn Russia will justify its expansion and invasions under the guise of “purging communism.”

Could there be any better justification than that?

“Thank you. Thanks to you, the Russian Empire will rise once more.”

Lenin’s face turned red with fury, as if it might explode.

Yes, that was the face I wanted to see.

Because of their actions, the world would become even more imperialistic.

Lenin was probably seething inside, realizing that wherever communism tried to take root, it would be met with resistance from the new, imperialist Russia.

Communists, despite their intentions, would have made themselves pawns in the resurgence of imperial

ism.

That’s a complete checkmate.

Even if they try to flee like cockroaches, they’ll only give Russia more excuses to intervene.

In Lenin’s eyes, I must look like the ultimate villain of imperialism.

“We’ll conquer every nation where communism has taken root. The world will be drenched in blood. And those workers you claim to represent? They won’t even realize they’re being used and discarded like tools.”

“I… I… I’ve created a monster.”

Lenin’s eyes trembled as if he had just seen a monster, completely overwhelmed with fear.

Foolish Red.

Or maybe, with their instincts, he could sense something far more profound.

In that case, I’ll play along with his fears.

“Thanks to you, I’ve had an epiphany. As I said, there will be no trial. Tomorrow, shoot him—no, do as the British did to the Indian rebels—blast him apart with cannons. Do the same with Mikhail Frunze and all the other Reds. Blast them apart.”

“Yes, ma’am!”

Lenin was dragged away by the White Army soldiers waiting in the background.

Tomorrow, Lenin, along with the other communists who resisted in Moscow, will be executed by cannon fire.

The idol of the revolution, who had once risen up and built the Soviet Union, would be torn apart and scattered in pieces.

“Princess, the words you said to Lenin earlier…”

General Drozdovsky, who had been watching my conversation with Lenin, seemed curious about my intentions.

On the surface, it might sound like I had grand ambitions, but given the current situation in Russia, such talk seemed unrealistic.

“Ah, it was just teasing.”

“Teasing?”

Ah, they probably don’t have the term “teabagging” in this era.

I cleared my throat.

“I was merely mocking him. None of that will actually happen. After all, communism is practically on its way out.”

“Still, it seemed like a good strategy.”

“Huh?”

“At least, as a justification for war when needed, it could work.”

Why is he taking this so seriously?

Sure, in theory, it sounds plausible, but right now, we have bigger problems, like the ongoing civil war.

Yes, Stalin for one.

“That’s one way to look at it. But where is Stalin now?”

“Well, actually… I was just about to tell you…”

It seemed difficult for him to say. Was something wrong?

After hesitating for a moment, Pyotr Wrangel finally spoke, delivering shocking news.

“He was rendered impotent by a gunshot.”

“A gunshot… to that unfortunate place?”

“According to the doctor, yes.”


“You mean, Stalin has become…”

“Correct.”

I barely suppressed my laughter.

So Stalin ended up impotent?

How utterly pathetic.



 
  Chapter 33 : Strange Phenomenon


“No way… How could I be impotent!”

Wow, when I came to see this impotent Stalin, for a moment, he reminded me of Shim Yeong.

Yes, this guy needs to be teabagged too.

“You look pretty pitiful. Weren’t you one of the big names in the Soviet Union, along with Trotsky?”

“P-Princess!”

“Why are you so surprised? If you were caught, you should have expected to meet me.”

“Are you here to kill me?”

Well, I did originally plan to kill him, but…

Thinking about it now, it feels a bit different.

“I plan to execute Lenin and the others by cannon fire, but after hearing you’ve become impotent, I’m wondering if it’s even worth killing you. Don’t you think? Wouldn’t people say I’m too ruthless if I kill a man who’s already been emasculated?”

“What are you talking about…?”

“Why don’t I just send you and your wife to Siberia? You can live the rest of your life under surveillance there.”

With that, I left Stalin’s hospital room.

He’s no longer the Stalin I knew from history.

He’s just an impotent communist now, nothing more and nothing less.

There’s no reason for me, the leader of the White Army, to deal with him personally.

Honestly, though, I did feel a bit sorry for him.

The “Man of Steel,” the butcher of Georgia, the mastermind behind the Great Purge and industrialization, and the man who turned the Soviet Union into a global power — that same Stalin had become impotent.

Thinking back to when he was still a man, I almost felt pity for him. Simply sending him to Siberia should be punishment enough.

Communism had already been crushed, and Stalin had no chance of making a comeback.

Before he gets there, Siberia will likely turn into something like the Gulag, and even if Stalin survives, he’ll be a broken man.

Maybe it would be entertaining to have people mock him as he makes his way across Siberia, a pitiful sight for all to see.

And when he’s been sufficiently humiliated in Siberia, if he shows any signs of trouble, I’ll just send the Ochrana to finish him off.

It might also be a good idea to keep Tukhachevsky in Siberia for a while and see if he might defect. If he does, we could use him.

Ultimately, what matters is whether he has the will to defect.

“With this retaking of Moscow, the Bolsheviks’ main forces have been practically wiped out, but there are still remnants remaining.”

“Yes, we must recapture Petrograd as well.”

The Soviets have lost Moscow.

On top of that, most of their leadership has been captured here.

The people’s support has long faded, and all that’s left are scattered remnants.

Of course, Trotsky is still in Petrograd, but once we take that, we can truly say the plague is over.

“Let’s stabilize Moscow and then head straight for Petrograd.”

The resistance there will be less intense than in Moscow, but…

After all, wasn’t that the empire’s capital?

Even though Nicholas II was dethroned, and the revolution began there…

That’s precisely why it must be me, a Romanov, who takes it back.

The recapture of Moscow was a monumental achievement for the White Army, putting them firmly in control of the civil war.

Naturally, all the White Army generals were ecstatic.

The captured Reds were made to suffer the full wrath of the White Army for all the trouble they had caused.

In the outskirts of Moscow, they were brutally executed, beaten to a pulp until it was hard to believe they were even human anymore.

However, contrary to these events, Baron Ungern, who had survived in this alternate history, was in an incredibly foul mood.

“Patton, do you hold some sort of inferiority complex against me? Or were we enemies in a past life?”

“What are you talking about?”

“Why do you keep trying to follow me wherever I go?”

Ungern was beside himself with frustration.

Why does this guy keep showing up wherever I go, trying to steal the glory?

It was the same in Ukraine, and again during the Moscow operation, when he captured fleeing Reds, only for Patton to interfere.

Because of that, the pursuit failed, and the Reds escaped to Petrograd.

“I never did such a thing. It was you, Major General, who led your cavalry right into my path.”

“Let’s get one thing straight. As a military attaché, shouldn’t you have stayed out of the way and simply observed from the sidelines? And what’s the deal with mounting a machine gun on your carriage?”

“Ahem. It was authorized by the princess herself.”

The princess? No way. Look at this gruff American.

There’s no way the princess would authorize this without being threatened.

This Yankee must have used his burly frame to intimidate the delicate princess.

“You threatened her, didn’t you!”

“Threatened? I simply opened up to her as a soldier with a heart full of passion. The princess, as the Empress of the battlefield, understood the heart of a warrior.”

Is this guy asking for a fight?

She understood the heart of a warrior? More likely, she let him be because he was acting like a fool in front of her.

Bang!

“Are you asking for a fight?!”

“That’s enough!”

Mikhail Drozdovsky stood up, stopping Ungern in his tracks.

“What were you doing as the princess’s adjutant, to let such an insolent man ruin our holy war?”

“General Patton is a young war hero who excelled during the Great War and is well-versed in tank warfare. If we want to build a tank corps in Russia, we’ll need his help.”

“The Asian Cavalry Corps is the strongest!”

Ungern’s cavalry, which he had carefully nurtured, was indeed powerful.

Although it was a multinational unit, their combat power was unmatched.

“Do you really think your Asian Cavalry Corps can hold up against armies equipped with tanks? Maybe in the Far East against Chinese bandits, but in Europe, the cavalry won’t be as effective.”

“Ugh.”

Ungern couldn’t argue with that.

For now, they had been effective because their enemy was the Bolsheviks.

The Asian Cavalry Corps, while fierce, was made up of various ethnicities and was not equipped with tanks.

They might perform well in the Far East, but in Europe, they were at a severe disadvantage.

Mikhail Drozdovsky planned to use Patton’s help to build a tank corps for Russia.

“Hahaha! Come now, why should two men like us get worked up over something like this? Let’s all just get along.”

Patton laughed heartily, patting Ungern on the shoulder.

Ungern’s face twisted in frustration.

Berlin, Germany

Around this time, France was experiencing a strange phenomenon.


“What in the world!”

“What’s wrong, France?”

“Germany isn’t paying the reparations!”

That’s right. Germany was refusing to pay reparations.

“Why aren’t they paying the reparations?”

Despite losing the war, despite surviving on France’s mercy, despite being the ones obligated to pay reparations, they weren’t paying.

What an absurd situation.

They survived while others were torn apart, thanks to France’s leniency. Yet now they refuse to pay?

France was infuriated by Germany’s audacity.

So, France, as a victorious nation, formally demanded an explanation from Germany.

“It seems the reparations are being delayed. What’s the reason?”

“The reparations are astronomically high. We ask for more time.”

High? After England and America helped reduce them significantly, and now you still say it’s too much? The mighty Germany can’t pay?

“Are you joking?”

The British, who had already grabbed all the lucrative colonies, and the Americans, who had nothing but money, were lenient, but not France.

The scars from the Franco-Prussian War were too deep to heal easily.

Regaining Alsace-Lorraine from the German Empire wasn’t enough to settle old wounds.

In short, France believed they had been more than merciful in sparing the German Empire.

“We even returned Alsace-Lorraine to you.”

“It’s Alsace-Lorraine!”

“Just give us a little more time. We’ve been busy supporting White Russia.”

“Very well. But remember this. The only reason Germany, who lost the war, still has its territory intact is because of the mercy of France! You should be grateful that we took pity on our long-time enemy!”

Despite their frustrations, France knew Germany wasn’t a country they could deal with on their own.

They couldn’t just march in with tanks and demand reparations, with Britain and America watching over their shoulders.

Knowing the power of tanks, it was obvious that Germany would start producing them too.

“Yes, of course.”

As the French ambassador finally left, Ludendorff clicked his tongue.

“Those frogs have grown bold.”

In the past, they wouldn’t have dared show their faces in front of me.

At this time, Erich Ludendorff held significant control over the German Empire.

Though it wasn’t the same as during the war.

Ludendorff had tried to drag out the war even as defeat loomed, but Kaiser Wilhelm II had reined him in, limiting his influence to the military.

Still, as a soldier, Ludendorff was a brilliant figure, and as long as he remained loyal to the Kaiser and the government, Wilhelm II would tolerate the current system.

The problem, however, was that Wilhelm II was already planning another attack on France.

Ludendorff relayed the news from Russia to Kaiser Wilhelm II.

“Your Majesty, Princess Anastasia has retaken Moscow.”

“Did our forces

get to try out the tanks?”

“Yes. They operated the tanks under the pretext of training the Russian army.”

“Good. We must continue gaining experience until the civil war ends. If Moscow has been retaken, that means the Bolsheviks are mostly defeated.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Can we succeed this time?”

This time, the plan was to attack France alone.

Once again, the Schlieffen Plan would be used, but with a slight difference.

This time, the plan was to use tanks to prove that Belgium was nothing more than a highway, and quickly capture Paris.

Of course, this ridiculous plan had originated in Ludendorff’s mind, and Kaiser Wilhelm II had accepted it.

Although things were quiet in Germany now, if the Treaty of Versailles was implemented, the situation could worsen, and the imperial family might be overthrown.

Therefore, attacking France was necessary.

The outcome, however, remained uncertain.

And for good reason: within the German Empire, the Red tide was slowly rising.

“The failure of Comrade Lenin was due to the authoritarian and violent methods he employed. Here, in Germany, the people’s hearts are in our hands, and the German Communist Party will ensure success.”

“Yes, Comrade Luxemburg.”

Rosa Luxemburg.

In actual history, after the German Empire fell during the November Revolution, she and Karl Liebknecht led an uprising for communism, but it failed.

However, in this alternate history, the German Empire survived, and after seeing the failure of the Soviet Union, marred by violence and authoritarianism, Luxemburg regarded the Soviet revolution as a failed attempt.

She and Liebknecht quietly began building their strength.

Lenin’s brutal actions during the Russian Civil War were well-known, and now, his failure was evident.

Rosa Luxemburg viewed the Russian Civil War as an ill-prepared, violent struggle.

The Bolsheviks, who claimed to fight for the people, had exploited those very people to maintain their power, much like the Tsarist regime had done.


Learning from Lenin’s mistakes, Luxemburg began slowly consolidating power within Germany.

“The time is approaching.”

The German Communist Party had already received intelligence that the Kaiser and the military were planning another war.

They intended to capitalize on that, aiming to recruit disillusioned regular soldiers when the time came.

Ironically, contrary to Anastasia’s expectations, communism was quietly regaining strength in Germany.



 
  Chapter 34 : Petrograd, the city of revolution


Finland

Around this time, Finland was in a state of internal disorder, reorganizing the country after resolving its civil war with the leftists, backed by the British army.

Externally, Russia was in the midst of a civil war.

When the proposal from Tsarina Anastasia, who had captured Moscow and gained the upper hand in the war, arrived, Finland was thrown into turmoil once again.

President Kaarlo Juho Ståhlberg and General Carl Gustaf Emil Mannerheim, a former officer of the Russian Imperial Army and the current commander of the Finnish Army, were troubled by the proposal.

The proposal suggested that the Russian Emperor should also serve as the King of Finland, in exchange for recognizing Finland’s independence.

While it promised independence, it seemed no different from Finland’s previous status as a Russian protectorate.

However, they couldn’t outright reject it, as the White Army led by the Tsarina had essentially secured victory in the civil war, and Finland itself was deeply wary of communism, having fought its own civil war and suffered under pressure from the Red Army.

“A proposal like this from White Russia… Hmm.”

“What do you think we should do?”

“Isn’t this like being a British colony? Just look at Canada.”

“Won’t this mean we’re treated like a protectorate again before we even gained our independence?”

“If the Tsarina also serves as the monarch of Finland, while recognizing our independence, it might not be so bad.”

The cabinet was in uproar.

But Mannerheim, who had been observing the situation quietly, had a different opinion.

He was a monarchist loyal to Russia.

Even though he had returned to Finland and taken a position after becoming disillusioned with Kerensky’s Russian Republic, his loyalty to the Russian Emperor remained intact.

With the White Army gaining the upper hand, President Ståhlberg had retained Mannerheim as Commander-in-Chief, and Mannerheim, in turn, had accepted the role, effectively leading Finland as Ståhlberg’s political partner.

Naturally, Mannerheim found the proposal quite appealing.

As a monarchist and a Swedish-speaking Finn, he saw it as a reasonable offer.

“Hm. I think it’s acceptable.”

“So, you want Finland to become a protectorate again?”

“If the Red Army were winning, I might think differently, but since most of the Red leadership has been captured in Moscow and only Petrograd remains, it’s clear that the White Army is winning. We should side with them, and accepting this proposal seems like the best option.”

“But we’d become a protectorate of Russia again!”

“The great powers have recognized our independence, and Tsarina Anastasia herself has guaranteed it. It’s better to accept and secure our independence.”

Considering Finland’s position, the Tsarina’s proposal was either completely true or false, but there was no real alternative. 

The promise of guaranteed independence was something they had to rely on. If it was indeed true, it wasn’t a bad deal for Finland.

If they could find a way to uphold the formalities, the Tsarina would guarantee and maintain their independence.

“If it’s true, it wouldn’t be a bad outcome. If it’s true.”

“Hmph. So what exactly did the Tsarina demand of us?”

“All we have to do is ensure that Nikolai Yudenich’s Northwestern Army can safely attack Petrograd from behind.”

“That seems reasonable enough.”

With the proposal accepted, President Ståhlberg gave Mannerheim full command of the Finnish military and lent support to Nikolai Yudenich’s Northwestern Army as it moved to pressure Petrograd.



The day of the executions had arrived.

It was finally time to deal with the core of the Reds.

The day had come to execute all the famous Soviet figures from history.

“Vladimir Lenin, Georgy Chicherin, Alexandra Kollontai, Pavel Dybenko, Mikhail Frunze, Aleksandr Yegorov, Semyon Budyonny, Semyon Timoshenko, Kliment Voroshilov, Vasily Blyukher, Felix Dzerzhinsky, Yakov Peters, Ivan Konev… are all sentenced to death by cannon fire.”

Many familiar names from Soviet history.

Looking at some of these individuals and their abilities, it might have been useful to spare a few, but unfortunately, they had fought hard against the White Army during the civil war.

Trusting only in future knowledge wasn’t enough, and to fully rid the world of the Red plague, the commanders of the Red Army had to be executed.

If I, as the Tsarina, spared them, the White Army commanders would be outraged. If these figures had defected earlier, it might have been a different story.

Realistically, it was hard to show mercy.

The only one who might deserve forgiveness was Georgy Zhukov, a Red Army officer who had defected to the Black Baron’s side before the battle for Moscow.

And there was Tukhachevsky, who had been sent to Siberia.

Well, it was fortunate we managed to save at least those two.

Considering the White Army’s leadership, even if a future war with Germany breaks out, we should have a solid lineup. Things should work out well.

Boom!

Those sentenced to death were bound together and blasted apart by artillery fire.

Those who weren’t mentioned were sent to Siberia.

Impotent Stalin and his wife were sent off as well.

As I said before, this time it will be almost impossible for them to escape.

The White Army, many of whom lost comrades or family to the Reds, will personally manage the Siberian camps.

Strangely, I feel a deep sense of satisfaction.

Maybe it’s because we won, and I no longer have to worry about dying. Or maybe it’s because Anastasia’s lingering grudge against the Bolsheviks has finally been resolved.

Whatever the reason, I feel a sense of relief and joy.

The satisfaction of having avenged myself.

“Yes, you must be satisfied now, too.”

I muttered quietly, whether to the spirit of Anastasia, wherever she might be, in the afterlife or still lingering beside me, I didn’t know.

These were the documents left behind when the Soviets ruled European Russia, before we captured Moscow.

It seems Trotsky and Stalin left these behind when they fled in a hurry.

Or perhaps they burned everything, and this is all that remains.

Notes about the future direction of the Soviet Union…

“At least there’s no Soviet-Polish war this time.”

Perhaps due to the awareness of the great powers, or maybe because the Red Army was in worse shape than in actual history, they had attacked the Baltics and Ukraine, but not Poland directly.

The Red Army’s only notable achievement was the annexation of Belarus.

We can easily swallow that up ourselves.

It seems the Red Army that had been advancing in the Baltics was redeployed to Petrograd.

“Hm?”

Drozdovsky, hearing me mutter, asked me what I meant.

There’s no point in explaining it.

If I said something like, “I’m from the future,” they’d probably think Tsarina Anastasia had gone mad.

“Nothing. I was just thinking that it’s strange Brusilov isn’t here.”

Alexei Brusilov, a renowned general from World War I, had joined the Red Army in actual history. But this time, he seems to have stayed out of it.

I doubt he followed Trotsky all the way to Petrograd.

He wasn’t a hardcore Bolshevik.

In actual history, Brusilov sided with the Reds because the circumstances left him no choice.

But history seems to have changed significantly this time.

If he had joined the Red Army, the Ochrana would have found out.

“Yes, but among the Bolsheviks captured in Moscow, we found Brusilov’s son, Alexei.”


“He’s still alive?”

“Yes. He was captured by the White Army after the Red Army surrendered yesterday. I was planning to report to you on what to do with him after the executions.”

So, Brusilov’s son is alive.

In actual history, he died.

But here, he’s managed to survive.

His death was what drove Brusilov to side with the Reds in actual history. Since his son hasn’t died, Brusilov has likely remained neutral.

“Hm. Did he kill many of our men?”

“It seems the Reds were careful not to put him in dangerous situations in order to win over Brusilov. He was stationed in the rear during the Moscow battle.”

I see. They must have really valued Brusilov.

It makes sense, given the influence he would have depending on which side he supported.

“Hm. Well, if that’s the case, maybe we could spare him—”

“The problem is, he’s a hardcore Bolshevik. He’s an enthusiastic supporter of their cause. Even after being captured, he was shouting that the White Army imperialists would be defeated.”

So he’s one of those.

Ideology is the real issue here.

I had to kill the top Soviet commanders in this timeline because, with the White Army’s victory, there was no future in which they would become the famous figures they were in actual history.

The same applies to Brusilov’s son.

When it comes to ideology, there’s really no way to let it slide.

He’s a hardcore Bolshevik.

If I let him live, who knows what kind of trouble he might cause.

Even if I think that no Bolshevik scum could ever overthrow a reformed Russia, leaving a hardcore Bolshevik alive sets a dangerous precedent.

If I were going to spare him, I might as well have spared the Soviet commanders as insurance for a potential future war with Germany.

“Well, in that case, he must die.”

“Princess! Princess!”

“Please, don’t do this!”

Why does this remind me of Patton? No, it wasn’t Patton’s voice.

The one who barged into my office was Brusilov.

He’s here because he knows his son is about to be executed.

There can be no other reason.

He’s been neutral all this time, but now that his son is in danger, he’s come running.

Not that I blame him for staying neutral.

The empire fell, and the Soviet Union is in chaos.

While the White Army remains, Brusilov probably sees it as the successor to the empire. That’s why he hasn’t chosen a side.

In the end, neutrality was his only option.

The problem is, when the conflict ends, neutrality will leave him in a very awkward position.

Just like now.

If he had the power to maintain his neutrality, it would be different, but Brusilov doesn’t have that power anymore.

Sure, if he joined our side, his influence would be considerable.

But could he be persuaded?

Couldn’t I use his son to blackmail him?

“Are you here to beg for your son’s life?”

“Princess, please spare my son. He’s still a child with no combat experience, who hasn’t killed any White soldiers. I beg of you.”

A father pleading for his son.

He kneels before me to save his son.

This man, who once demanded the Tsar abdicate.

Fine. Sparing one boy’s life isn’t that difficult. But even so, I need to get something in return.

After all, that’s how this game is played.

“If his ideology is already rooted in Bolshevism, he must die. Just like my parents were killed by the Bolsheviks.”

“I understand your desire for revenge. But I promise, I will keep him under house arrest and make sure he never approaches communism again.”

That’s not enough.

“If you truly want to save your son, you’ll need to make a proper deal. An old man begging for mercy won’t be enough.”

Brusilov finally clings to a sliver of hope and looks at me with desperation.

Yes, that’s the attitude I wanted.

“What do you want?”

There’s an army of defected Reds who’ve joined us.

I’ve incorporated them into the White Army.

How about you lead them?

“Lead the defected Reds in anti-communist propaganda and march west. While I’m retaking Petrograd, you’ll round up all the remaining Bolsheviks.”

That’s the deal.

With him leading, it will be much easier.

Brusilov, who had no particular affection for the Bolsheviks, didn’t seem shocked or troubled by my request.

“You want me to hunt down the Bolsheviks in the west?”

“Yes. If you can’t do that, I won’t spare him. As a great commander of the empire, it’s only fitting that you lead the charge in defeating the enemy.”

“I will do it.”

Just as he sided with the Reds in actual history, now his only path is to work with the White Army and spread anti-communist propaganda.

Honestly, he should be grateful to me.

“But until the civil war ends, you will remain under the White Army’s supervision. As long as that ideology remains, you’ll live quietly. When this civil war is over, the new Russia will despise Bolshevism.”

“I understand.”

Brusilov, a great commander from World War I and a man of considerable influence within the Russian army. With him leading the anti-communist efforts, the Red Army will fall even faster.

That’s what I’m counting on.

After appointing Brusilov as the commander of the Western Front of the White Army, I began erasing the traces of the Bolsheviks that Lenin had left behind.

There was also news about Trotsky.

“General Anton Denikin’s forces are mopping up the Reds around Moscow, and as you predicted, Princess, Trotsky has retreated to Petrograd.”

“That’s good to hear.”

Trotsky won’t last much longer.

With the Red Army’s defeat at Moscow, its main forces were practically destroyed. With Lenin and most of the Bolshevik leaders and members dead, the Soviets had lost their central leadership.

Trotsky remains, but what can he do, alone and isolated?

In fact, the radical Trotsky was already being shunned within the Bolsheviks, and he had used brutal tactics like threatening and exploiting the people to build the Red Army.

Even if he’s holed up in Petrograd, there’s no way to revive the Soviet Union.

Still, I can’t afford to give him any breathing room.

After all, the Reds must be wiped out as quickly as possible.


“Finland has accepted our proposal and agreed to support Yudenich.”

With that, everything was in place.

“Then, let’s go.”

Two years had passed since I became Anastasia. It was now the spring of 1920, and Anastasia Nikolaevna Romanova was 19 years old.

With Moscow secured, the White Army launched its final offensive to capture the remaining Bolsheviks and Trotsky in Petrograd.



 
  Chapter 35 : Petrograd, the city of revolution (2)


Duma

At the time Anastasia led the White Army from Moscow, Admiral Alexander Kolchak, the head of the newly established Russian fleet and the acting chairman of the Duma, convened a temporary session of the Duma.

In attendance were representatives of Yekaterinburg citizens, nobility who had joined in Yekaterinburg, Green Army representatives, and many others.

These participants came from various ideological and political backgrounds, and the purpose of the Duma meeting was to decide the future direction of the new Russian state post-civil war.

In other words, they had to determine whether Russia would become a socialist state, a democracy, or a monarchy.

Kolchak called for the Duma to be convened at the moment when the princess had left Moscow, in order to settle this matter before she returned from Petrograd.

“When the princess returns from Petrograd, we will reconvene, but it is better to gather opinions now so there is no confusion later.”

“What is the agenda, Chairman?”

“The future direction of our Russia.”

“Hmmm.”

The reaction from the assembly was mixed, likely because the agenda was too sudden for many.

While some had anticipated it, many had been focused on war and reforms, so this was not entirely unexpected.

“There may be those present who wish for a moderate form of socialism, distinct from the Bolsheviks, as well as republicans. Of course, there are also monarchists. However, I believe we are all aware that this Russia cannot function without the princess. Even territories like Mongolia and northern Manchuria are only recognized because of the princess, although they have not yet been officially integrated due to the ongoing civil war.”

“So, Chairman, are you suggesting a return to the old ways?”

The fact that Kolchak was a monarchist was no secret among the members of the Duma.

With Anastasia pushing through reforms in recent years, some may have suspected that Kolchak intended to restore the old autocracy.

“That is not my intention. The princess herself does not wish for a return to the old autocracy.”

“Then?”

“A Greater Russian Federation. A Union of States. This is what the princess has envisioned.”

“A Union of States?”

The idea was to transform Russia into a union that would accommodate the country’s various ethnic minorities, warlords, and leaders.

Having endured the trials of the civil war together, the aim was to unite under a new federation.

The idea was for different ethnic nations to coexist under the umbrella of a United Russia.

Indeed, minority representatives had already entered the Duma, and the plan was designed to gain the support of minorities who had aligned themselves with the White Army.

Kolchak intended to take it one step further.

“And why not establish a constitutional monarchy with the princess as Tsarina?”

The proposition to crown Princess Anastasia as Tsarina.

Kolchak had one main reason for pushing this agenda.

Although Anastasia had expressed a desire to step back, her actions during the civil war and the reforms she implemented suggested that she wasn’t entirely willing to withdraw.

If she had planned to go into exile, she would have done so long ago.

In fact, the princess had even taken up the title of Great Khan in Mongolia.

Kolchak had come to one conclusion: Anastasia wanted someone to raise her to the position of Tsarina. Given her father’s mistakes, she couldn’t declare herself Tsarina, but she hoped someone else would make the move for her.

Kolchak saw through Anastasia’s intentions and presented this agenda.

Of course, one could argue that Kolchak’s motives weren’t entirely selfless.

From the beginning, he had supported Anastasia, and if she did not ascend to the throne or went into exile, he would have to withdraw as well.

It wasn’t so much about ambition for power but rather the idea that after all the hardships, being pushed to the background didn’t sit well with him.

Having been labeled a monarchist, if the country were to become a republic or a socialist state, his departure would be inevitable.

So, the solution was to crown Anastasia as Tsarina in a union of states.

The Duma members whispered amongst themselves about the proposal to crown Anastasia.

“Well, it’s already decided, isn’t it?”

“If the princess steps down now, Russia will be divided again.”

“Even under a constitutional monarchy, with the princess’s fame, it will essentially be an autocracy for a while.”

“She already has the military and the people’s support. There’s no point in opposing it.”

“…….Salic law probably won’t apply here, will it?”

If Southern Russia hadn’t joined yet, the Green Army might have had some say, but now Southern Russia had joined, and the military and public support were firmly in the princess’s hands.

At this point, opposing the princess would only make things worse. It was better to secure a seat in the Duma.

“I support the motion.”

Starting with Krasnov, a republican who defended Moscow alongside General Gaida, the Caucasian White Army leader Vasily Harlamov, and several other White and Green Army leaders, including those with socialist leanings, expressed their support.

“Is Salic law not an issue?”

One member mentioned Salic law, receiving disapproving looks from the others, but the issue was quickly dismissed.

Ultimately, it was unanimously agreed that post-war, the newly established Russia would be a constitutional monarchy and a federation.

Although it was officially a union of states, in reality, it was more like a second Russian Empire.

Petrograd

“The Tsarina herself has captured Moscow! Now it’s our turn! Let us, the Great Russian Imperial Army, capture Petrograd and present it to the Tsarina!”

With the support of the Finnish forces, Yudenich’s army was on the verge of capturing Petrograd.

However, with Trotsky reinforcing the Bolshevik defenses, the situation had changed, and Petrograd’s defensive lines had been fortified.

“Hold off the reactionaries to the end! We must defend the revolutionary city of Petrograd!”

Although they were close to capturing the city, the situation shifted as Trotsky became the rallying point for the Bolsheviks.

This was, after all, the city of the revolution.

The revolutionary city could not fall to the reactionaries.

Trotsky fiercely defended Petrograd.

After having lost Moscow to the White Army, leaving Comrade Lenin behind, he could not afford to lose Petrograd as well.

Thanks to Trotsky’s determined defense, Yudenich’s offensive was ultimately unsuccessful.

Even Pavel Bermondt’s Western Russian Army, which was supposed to assist Yudenich, had to deal with their own setbacks and couldn’t lend support.

“Damn it. Commander, do you have any solutions?”

“Hm, it will be difficult. If the civil war hadn’t broken out in Finland, we might have been able to pressure Petrograd earlier.”

Had Finland been able to assist earlier, things might have turned out differently, but even Mannerheim could not achieve this on his own.

Even so, the situation had improved thanks to the Tsarina’s proposal.

Waaahhhh!

“What’s happening?”

“The Tsarina Anastasia has arrived with a massive army!”

“The Tsarina herself?”

Indeed.

The Tsarina who had slaughtered the Reds in Moscow had arrived with a great army.

A monarch personally leading an army in the 20th century?

It was unbelievable.

The Tsarina, in person, leading her forces into a bloody battlefield filled with cannon fire.

While her father, Nicholas II, had also commanded troops at the frontlines, this was different.

This was not the time when Rasputin lurked in the shadows, and the revolutionary forces betrayed the imperial family.


Now, many were rallying behind the Tsarina.

The morale of the White Army, which had surrounded Petrograd, soared to new heights.

During the battle for Moscow, the Bolsheviks had pulled most of their forces from the western front to defend the city.

Many of them had either died or surrendered, and only a small number remained on the western front.

These troops surrendered or collapsed with every assault.

Of course, there were still some hardcore Bolsheviks, but they were in the minority.

In any case, I wasn’t the only one hammering them; Brusilov, who was leading the western front, was also beating them down.

“God bless the holy Tsarina of all Russia!”

“God bless the Tsarina!”

How unfortunate.

I clicked my tongue in disappointment.

If only Lenin, Stalin, the Red Army leadership, and the entirety of the Soviet Union had remained in Petrograd, destroying the revolutionary city would have had more symbolic significance.

It’s a bit disappointing.

Now, this so-called revolutionary city was just another place to be captured by the enemy.

“How many enemy troops are there?”

“We don’t know the exact number, but we estimate there are tens of thousands.”

Tens of thousands, huh. This should be easier than the battle for Moscow.

Even after leaving troops behind to secure the retaken territories, the army I brought is more than enough to overthrow Petrograd.

Sure, we might suffer some losses if they resist fiercely, but in the end, they’re just remnants.

The more they resist, the more it will fuel the White Army’s hatred and rage against the Bolsheviks.

Will Trotsky accept a surrender offer?

That diehard Bolshevik probably won’t.

“Tens of thousands, huh.”

“You should launch the attack now.”

Yudenich, gritting his teeth, was urging me to attack.

But I wasn’t in a hurry.

Petrograd is isolated anyway.

No matter how hard Trotsky holds out, he’s not going to magically receive supplies of weapons, or see the faulty Mosin-Nagant rifles replaced by the superior Fedorov rifles, or get tanks and airplanes.

The citizens, already filled with distrust towards the Bolsheviks, are surely going to turn on Trotsky.

Or will they, like

true revolutionaries, cling to Trotsky and refuse to let go?

I’m curious to see how this plays out.

“Once, these were my father’s subjects. Let’s surround the city and give them a few days. That way, we’ll appear a little more merciful.”

I gave them a few days.

As expected, and unsurprisingly, Trotsky remained completely silent in response to the surrender offer.

We even distributed flyers to the Petrograd citizens, saying that if they handed over Trotsky and his comrades, there would be no battle.

The result? Complete disregard.

It seems they want to see bloodshed.

Or maybe they’re determined not to hand over the imperial capital intact, even if it costs them their lives.

I gave them a chance.

It was the Bolsheviks in Petrograd who rejected that chance.

It’s clear there’s nothing but hardcore Bolsheviks left.

Until now, I’ve held back, but I hate the Bolsheviks.

These disgusting people who destroyed the world I knew, starting a nuclear war and bringing the world to ruin.

Their politics are nothing more than oppression and brutality, dressed up as idealism.

They claim to want equality, but in reality, they worship dictators. They are the very embodiment of hypocrisy, like cockroaches.

The emotions of Anastasia, whose family was executed by the Bolsheviks in this world, combined with my own hatred, have reached a peak.

Didn’t I offer them a chance to surrender?

They chose not to take it.

“I gave them a chance. They ignored it. Should I forgive them for that?”

Still infected by the Red plague, I’m going to cure them with the most extreme measure: death.

“Does anyone object?”

“No.”

“No one objects.”

“Death to these Bolsheviks!”

“Deliver them their final punishment!”

The White Army commanders unanimously agreed to crush the enemy.

They had been fighting the Bolsheviks for a long time.

These were people who had refused to join the revolution and had risen up against the Bolsheviks. There was no reason for them to oppose the extermination of the Bolsheviks.

“Moscow may have been soiled by the Red plague, but with its surrender, it will at least become part of the new Russia, if not the Third Rome. But Petrograd will not.”

There is no forgiveness for Petrograd.

If it wants to remain the revolutionary city until the end, then I will uproot it thoroughly.

All the White Army commanders present.

Anton Denikin, Brusilov, and Ungern are still conducting their campaigns in the west, so they’re not here.

But Pyotr Wrangel, Drozdovsky, Nikolai Yudenich, Krasnov, Pepelyaev, and even Mannerheim, commander of the Finnish army, were here.

I looked at them all and made a clear declaration.

“As of today, Petrograd will be erased from Russian history. The name Saint Petersburg, along with this city that symbolizes the fall of the Russian Empire and the revolution, will be deleted. Deploy all artillery, tanks, and aircraft. Do not hold back just because it was once home to the Tsar. As your Tsarina, I give you permission. Destroy it thoroughly. Uproot every last Bolshevik who still believes this is their world.”

That place, Petrograd, which had once been a revolutionary city, had become not only a symbol of the revolution but also the sacred ground of the hardcore Bolsheviks.

To uproot the revolution, I will destroy it completely.


“Yes!”

We won’t be held back by the hardcore Bolsheviks in Petrograd.

I will destroy the symbol of the revolution to ensure that the remaining embers of Bolshevism across Russia don’t flare up again.







 
  Chapter 36 : Saints of Petrograd


Petrograd

At this time, the hardcore Bolsheviks in Petrograd, despite fearing the White Army that had encircled the city, had something they relied on.

They were now trapped in Petrograd, having lost all means of expanding their power, but they believed that the Tsarina would not easily attack the imperial capital, the city where the Tsar’s palace stood.

Of course, this didn’t mean they could overturn the situation.

However, they held on to the hope that if Petrograd held out, Bolsheviks across the country would rise up again.

That’s how they clung to their hopes.

The Bolsheviks remaining in the revolutionary city were the embodiment of hardcore communism, with their souls steeped in the ideology.

For these hardcore Bolsheviks, Anastasia’s offer of surrender wasn’t even worth considering.

“The reactionary Tsarina cannot cross this line.”

“She won’t dare destroy the Tsar’s city. She will have to enter the city directly, and that’s exactly what we want.”

“We will prove that our revolution was just.”

“Comrade Trotsky will lead us!”

Indeed, Petrograd was the city of the revolution, and even the Bolshevik citizens, who had flocked there from all over, were ready to die as revolutionaries and Bolsheviks.

However, their bravado lasted only for a moment.

Boom! Boom!

From the sky, bombs rained down, as if to engrave upon them that they were nothing but targets for bombing experiments. Bombs fell like a downpour.

And then, the artillery resumed its shelling of the city, with buildings collapsing and people being crushed or torn apart by the bombardment. The damage was growing by the second.

“She’s got more resolve than her father did. Is she really planning to root us out completely?”

Trotsky clicked his tongue.

He acknowledged that the revolution had essentially failed.

Even if he admitted this, he couldn’t stop now.

There was no way that imperialism and communism could coexist.

One of them had to be completely eradicated.

Petrograd was the city where the revolution had succeeded. If he had to die, he would ensure the revolution was remembered by defending Petrograd to the end.

Trotsky knew that if the White Army, which was now dominant throughout Russia, succeeded in crushing the Bolsheviks, their forces would grow into an unstoppable wave.

He had to stop that imperialist tide.

He had to prove the revolution’s righteousness.

Did the Tsarina know? Just by appearing as the enemy of the revolution, she had ensured the Bolsheviks in Petrograd would fight with desperation.

With that determination, Trotsky fiercely defended Petrograd.

However, despite his efforts, the overwhelming firepower was reducing Petrograd to ruins.

“Comrade Trotsky, you must flee.”

The Bolsheviks urged Trotsky to flee.

“Where am I supposed to go? Where?”

It was too late.

Comrade Lenin was captured.

He had failed to bring Lenin back, and not only Stalin but countless comrades had been captured.

The rumors were that they had been executed.

In such a situation, what would be the point of escaping alone?

“Comrade Luxemburg of the German Communist Party is preparing for revolution in Germany. If we escape through the North Sea and meet up with her—”

Stop talking nonsense.

Finland had already sided with the reactionaries.

The Tsarina had not just taken the title of Grand Duchess of Finland but had claimed the Finnish throne itself.

Escaping would require immense luck, and Trotsky had no intention of leaving.

“No. I cannot run anymore. The revolution in Germany is theirs. I will not bend my will.”

The revolution in Germany was for Germany.

Even if he went to Germany, it would mean nothing. He had failed in backward Russia, and going to Germany would be nothing more than a defeated revolutionary seeking refuge.

“Comrade.”

“You should escape.”

Trotsky refused to move.

He didn’t deserve to flee.

Soon, the Tsarina, driven by vengeance, would march into the city with her reactionary White Army.

He would take as many of them with him as he could before he died.

That would be enough. Seeing the imperialist Tsarina who had crushed the Russian revolution would be a victory.

Maybe, if he could time it right, he’d shoot her and reignite the revolution with his death.

He would die a martyr.

That was Trotsky’s final plan.

Of course, this was all in Trotsky’s head.

“If that man escapes, other communists will follow!”

Unlike Trotsky, who had resigned himself to martyrdom, the other communists who had followed him had no intention of allowing this.

If they didn’t flee now, they would never get another chance.

“I’m sorry, Comrade.”

“What?”

Trotsky was half-forcibly dragged away by the other communists.

Not long after, the Bolsheviks fled Petrograd with the unconscious Trotsky.

Boom! Boom!

It had been quite some time since the shelling around Petrograd had begun.

The infantry had not yet advanced.

The idea was to soften them up as much as possible before sending in troops to hunt down the exhausted Bolsheviks.

The prolonged bombardment had turned Petrograd into a wasteland.

Roads and buildings were destroyed, and countless lives were lost.

“Lord, cleanse these red patients of their sins through death.”

The red plague of Petrograd was being cleansed through death.

Some wondered if too much of the city was being destroyed.

However, by the time Yudenich’s forces attacked, all those who could have evacuated had already done so.

The only ones left were the hardcore Bolsheviks.

There was no answer from them, whether it was surrender or anything else.

Just like Lenin and his fanatics had been executed by firing squads, the Bolsheviks here had to be exterminated.

I was curious to see what Trotsky would do.

Would he become a martyr for the communists?


Or, like in actual history, would he escape to another country, like Mexico?

I didn’t really care either way.

Later, when Russia had to intervene somewhere, using the communists as pawns might be the best option.

Trotsky would have to pay for his crimes of killing the Tsar’s family.

But rather than letting him die a martyr, weakening communism by using him before killing him might be a better plan.

“Your Highness, Petrograd is essentially in ruins. The infantry can move in now.”

Good. It’s time.

“Let’s go in.”

“Would it not be dangerous for you to enter in person?”

It probably would be dangerous.

But I needed to prove that the Romanovs were still alive, that Princess Anastasia wasn’t just a puppet Tsar raised by the White Army.

There were likely still people who saw me as nothing more than a delicate flower sheltered in a greenhouse.

I had to stand at the forefront and fight.

“I must enter myself if they are to know that the Romanovs ended the revolution. Besides, I cannot die.”

“If you insist, then at least enter with the soldiers.”

“Understood.”

Though bullets hurt a little more than before, I still wasn’t going to die just yet.

I could just feel it.

Once the shelling ended and the city lay bare, with its defenses shattered, the entire White Army surged into Petrograd like a wave crashing over the ruins.

At the head of the charge, I rode on horseback, shooting Bolsheviks who emerged from hiding after the bombardment.

“It’s… the Tsarina… ugh!”

The Bolsheviks, who believed in their revolutionary spirit as if it were as powerful as the Japanese Yamato spirit, died with a single bullet.

Bang! Bang!

I shot every Bolshevik who wasn’t wearing a White Army uniform on sight.

Petrograd was isolated.

They had no food, barely any weapons.

Starving people who had somehow survived the bombardment could do nothing but die at the hands of my bullets.

They couldn’t even mount a proper counterattack.

Their only focus was hiding from the White Army’s onslaught.

Of course, it wasn’t all easy.

As we moved deeper into the city, the fighting became more intense.

The Bolsheviks knew their end was near.

Perhaps that’s why they fought with such reckless abandon, throwing their lives away.

There were still some brave Reds.

“There’s the Tsarina! Kill her!”

Some Bolsheviks tried to charge at me, hoping to kill the Tsarina.

Bang! Bang!

As I advanced further into the city, a group of Bolsheviks ambushed me from an alley with submachine guns, spraying bullets.

“Ow.”

Once again, the enemy’s bullets failed to kill me.

It hurt a little, but it didn’t leave a mark.

It was like being quickly flicked all over my body, as if someone were lightly slapping me.

“Your Highness! Wait—what?”

The problem was that this time, the White Army soldiers who followed me all saw it.

Uh, this might actually be dangerous.

The Tsarina was hit by a hail of bullets, and yet she’s completely fine.

This might lead to some sort of strange deification.

Oh, I just had a brilliant idea.

A perfect way to crush the Bolsheviks’ morale.

I spread my arms wide and shouted boldly between the White Army and the Reds.

“Behold! I am the one and only saint chosen by the Lord for Russia! Bolshevik bullets are powerless against me! They couldn’t even pierce my uniform! It’s as if their bullets can’t kill a single person!”

I declared that I, as a saint, was immune to bullets.

Russia’s thousand saints were not with the Bolsheviks, but with me, Anastasia.

“Huh, you’re right.”

“Yeah, she

’s fine.”

“Why did these idiots even start a revolution?”

“They’re the real fools.”

“The Bolsheviks’ bullets can’t even touch the saint! This means that the Reds are incompetent! If those morons had ruled Russia, the country would have been the laughingstock of the world!”

The Bolsheviks were incompetent. Their defeat was destined. The Tsarina was blessed by the Lord.

All of this boosted the White Army’s morale even further.

“Damn, are these even real bullets?”

“Look at her, she’s completely fine!”

“With no real bullets, how did they expect to have a revolution?”

The Bolsheviks, who had probably hoped to raise their morale by killing the Tsarina, were left in shock.

They realized that, whether or not I was truly blessed, their supply of defective bullets made them look utterly incompetent.

In no time, the White Army, fueled by renewed confidence, poured bullets into the demoralized Bolsheviks, who had been hiding in the ruins just moments before but now could barely put up a fight.

The resistance from the Bolsheviks gradually died out.

What was the point of fighting if they had no weapons and couldn’t inflict any real damage?

“I… I surrender.”

“You should’ve surrendered earlier. Die!”

The White Army, fueled by hatred, refused to accept the Bolsheviks’ surrender.

I watched quietly.

I had given them the chance to surrender.

They had refused.

Now, realizing that continuing the fight was meaningless, they tried to surrender. But that wasn’t true surrender.

They were just trying to save their lives.

The White Army showed no mercy.

The entire city of Petrograd was swept clean of Bolsheviks.

Some had tried to flee, taking Petrograd’s remaining citizens—those who hadn’t managed to escape earlier—as hostages, but they failed.

I had a question.

“Didn’t everyone evacuate?”

“They tried to flee late, but they were taken as hostages and forced to work for the Soviet cause.”

To sustain the factories that kept the Soviet war machine running, they had kept people from leaving.

“These people are insane.”

They were truly going off the rails.

Well, they had been like that from the start, slaughtering anyone who opposed the Soviets. Even in Petrograd, the Soviets had been acting like Soviets.

Reds need to be wiped out.

Eradicating every last one of these Reds on Russian soil is the only way to ensure there will be no more communists in China or North Korea.

“Cleanse every Red you see.”


“What about Trotsky?”

Trotsky… right. He was supposed to be here.

“Capture him alive, but kill him if necessary.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

Will Trotsky run away again?





 
  Chapter 37 : End of the civil war


Honestly, I think it would be better if they just ran away.

No matter which country he goes to, that crazy communist bastard will surely try to spread communism again.

Later, we can intervene anywhere with the excuse of capturing Trotsky.

We intervene under the pretext of eradicating communism.

This is a really good method.

Perhaps that would be a better option.

The problem, however, is that I am Anastasia.

Trotsky probably supported the assassination of Nicholas II.

I don’t know who led it in actual history, but there’s a high chance Trotsky was involved.

After all, he was the defense minister of the Soviet Union.

He must have understood the significance of the tsar during the civil war, and strategically, it might have been to prevent the unification of the White Army.

Of course, that’s just a possibility.

But looking at how things are progressing now, that guy is my enemy.

So, from Anastasia’s point of view, Trotsky should be torn to pieces.

As the White Army surged into the city, the Reds died without being able to properly resist or surrender.

Considering this was once the capital of the Empire, it feels like the final destination of the Red Plague, giving it a unique feeling.

Now, it’s just a place with remnants of the Red Plague.

We even reclaimed the Winter Palace.

For the time being, I’ve decided to handle the affairs of Petrograd from the Winter Palace.

“Your hair has grown quite long.”

As I recall, the women of the tsar’s family had their heads shaved while they were imprisoned in Yekaterinburg.

That was the case even after I possessed Anastasia for a while.

My hair was short for a time.

But now, it has grown quite long, and unlike the Anastasia of history, I’m nearly an adult now.

How long must I continue playing the role of Anastasia?

Not for too long, at least not until the new Russia is fully on track.

China has launched a nuclear strike on Taiwan!

North Korea dropped a nuclear bomb on Seoul!

Nuclear war has broken out!

Hmm.

Well, honestly, this world might be better than the original one.

At least for now, with the White Army generals organizing Petrograd, there’s a little less for me to do.

Some time later, Northwestern Army Commander Yudenich and Finnish Army Commander Mannerheim visited the Winter Palace.

“Northwestern Army Commander Nikolai Yudenich, Finnish Army Commander Mannerheim. You’ve both worked hard.”

“No, we should have reclaimed it before you arrived, Your Majesty.”

That’s not a bad thought, but Yudenich did his job.

Compared to failing in actual history, he successfully penned Trotsky and the Reds inside Petrograd.

“No, it is only fitting for me, a Romanov, to reclaim it myself. When the White Army takes control of all of Russia, you’ll be well rewarded.”

“Thank you!”

“And Finnish Army Commander Mannerheim.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

He was responsible for supporting Yudenich.

Considering the scale of the Finnish army, it’s more accurate to say that he provided various material support rather than direct military aid.

“As I mentioned, as long as I am also crowned as the King of Finland after your civil war, you are free to do whatever you want within Finland.”

To put it bluntly, I’ll allow independence, but please consider saving face for us too.”

“Yes, the Finnish parliament will be deeply moved by your grace, Your Majesty. Thank you.”

Mannerheim would have helped even if I hadn’t attached such conditions.

He’s a Russophile after all.

Perhaps my proposal made him consider supporting Yudenich more favorably.

With conditional independence for Finland added as a reward, Mannerheim might even eye the position after Ståhlberg.

He’ll likely become the Prime Minister rather than the President.

Having a Russophile as Finland’s head of state wouldn’t be bad.

Not long after, new news arrived.

“Trotsky has been captured.”

The Black Baron came to report the long-awaited news to me at the Winter Palace.

“Oh.”

And so, Trotsky was brought before me.

One of my enemies was now kneeling in front of me.

In actual history, he fled to Mexico and was eventually killed by an assassin sent by Stalin, but in this timeline, he’s about to die much sooner.

Look at his face. His eyes are bloodshot, and he’s panting.

“I have some words to exchange with him alone.”

“That’s dangerous.”

“You can wait outside. If I scream, come in. Besides, he’s bound up tightly, isn’t he?”

It seems Trotsky resisted quite a bit. His whole body was wrapped in ropes.

It’s funny to see Trotsky in such a state.

Ah, how can I resist teabagging this guy?

No, wait a minute. That bastard. Yeah, that’s it.

“Hmph. Trotsky.”

“If it weren’t for you… if only it weren’t for you!”

“Why are you so angry?”

If he lost to someone so much younger, shouldn’t he just kill himself?

If he had done that, he could have ended as a martyr for communism.

Normally, that’s what he would have done, right? If he were going to kill himself, he should have done it already.

“If only you had quietly died!”

“What kind of fool would just quietly die? Unfortunately, I’m someone who can’t die.”

After this civil war, and after some time passes, even this invincible body won’t last forever.

The spot where the bullet hit earlier still hurts quite a bit.

So, this time, I’ll make sure it’s done right.

I’ll mock him to my heart’s content before killing him.


“What?”

I pulled out a pistol from Trotsky’s waist.

Bang!

As always, I shot myself in front of Trotsky.

Of course, I didn’t die this time either.

There was a red mark left on my temple, but Trotsky saw it clearly.

Look at his face.

He looks like he’s seen a ghost.

Now that he knows who he’s dealing with right before his death, he’s probably covered in goosebumps.

He must now realize who he’s been trying to deceive.

“If the Soviet Union was truly right, would I be standing here now? The Soviet Union is radical and violent.”

“That’s just part of the revolutionary process! Once the Soviet Union is properly established and the people believe in it, only then can we achieve the proletarian revolution on earth! Radical? Oppressive? That’s just a temporary disorder in the process of achieving communism.”

How long do I have to keep playing along with this nonsense?

I really don’t like this guy.

“A reformation that brings about a communist paradise? Nonsense.”

“What did you say?”

“You claim to end the Tsarist regime, yet you’ve effectively made Lenin the new tsar, haven’t you? When Lenin dies, Russians will serve his successor. In the end, stagnation leads to decay. Looking at what you’re doing now, I can already see the future clearly.”

I can see it all too clearly.

I sneered at Trotsky as I said that.

“What could a young girl like you possibly know!”

“You’ll brainwash people with communist education, calling Lenin and his successors the leaders of all nations, spouting nonsense. And then? People will live lives as stifled as they did during my father’s time, unable to protest. There will be no freedom, just a more oppressive and authoritarian rule with a different title. What’s the difference between serving the tsar and serving Lenin?”

What I’m saying is, you’re worse than the tsar.

I guess it’s more like venting my frustration at him.

“You wretch!”

“Don’t bother denying it. Throughout history, every country has had leaders who brought it to its peak, and others who led it to decline and ruin. What makes you think the Soviet Union will be any different? Oh, if you do a good job with the brainwashing, you might turn the Russians into fools, unaware that they’re being used as mere tools.”

“What do you think communism is!”

“Inciting the lower classes to kill the rich and steal their wealth for yourselves. That’s all you are.”

“You don’t understand communism at all!”

I don’t need to know, nor do I intend to.

Trying to understand it would be a waste of time.

“Why would I need to understand it? It sounds ideal in theory, but when experienced, it’s something not to be learned. You hardcore communists might not understand that, though.”

“If you’re going to kill me, just do it! Even if I die here, the revolution will rise again someday!”

I was going to kill him anyway.

Honestly, there’s no reason for me to waste my breath on him like this.

“Don’t worry. Thanks to you, I’ll become the new ruler of the Russian Empire.”

“What?”

“I’ll suck out every bit of value from what you’ve built and mix it into capitalism. Just like how you seduced the people with sweet words and enslaved them to the Party, I plan to do the same with a different name.”

“Are you saying that what we’ve done has benefitted you?”

“Yes. I’m really grateful. Thanks to you, the Romanovs will rise again.”

“!!”

That should be enough.

I’ve entertained this loser long enough.

“But one thing. You’re not Trotsky, are you?”

This guy isn’t Trotsky.

He might look a bit like him, but he’s not.

I’ve seen Trotsky’s face clearly before. This guy isn’t him.

“!!!”

“Saint Rasputin of the Romanovs blessed me with his guidance.”

If he’s a hardcore communist, mentioning Rasputin would really strike a nerve.

To hear that the new Russia would be under the influence of the man who played a significant role in the fall of Tsarist Russia…

It’s a pity. If this were the real Trotsky, it would be perfect.

How absurd must it be for Trotsky, who thought he had achieved the proletarian revolution, to hear that the woman he fought against is planning to re-establish a Rasputin-influenced Russia?

“Aaaargh!”

Still, the fake Trotsky began to scream.

He cried out in a voice far too loud for his age.

I called for Pyotr Yudenich, who was waiting outside.

“Take this fake Trotsky away. Tomorrow, in front of the Reds, announce that the real Trotsky has abandoned them and fled, leaving behind this imposter. Then, let’s finish off the remaining Reds.”

“Yes.”

So, the Russian Civil War is nearing its end.

What will become of me once this war is over?

If, in the worst-case scenario, Russia no longer needs me, then I suppose I’ll have to go to America or Britain.

German Empire

Wilhelm II was closely monitoring the civil war in Russia.

Naturally, if Russia turned red, Germany would likely be their next target, so Germany was paying close attention to the Russian civil war.

And the end of that civil war was beginning to come into view.

The princess has captured Petrograd? Impressive. Our German weapons truly are amazing, after all.

“Indeed.”

Strictly speaking, it was mostly the White Army’s effort, though they did receive some support. But that wasn’t Wilhelm II’s concern.

“Once this civil war is over, wouldn’t it be worth proposing a marriage? We still have Prince Joachim, don’t we?”

Joachim von Preußen.

The sixth son of Wilhelm II. In actual history, right after World War I ended, his wife, Marie Auguste, filed for divorce, seeking to run away with another man, and the divorce was finalized.

In 1920, he committed suicide with a pistol in Potsdam.

In this altered history, however, the Hohenzollern family was spared from extinction, and instead, they cast out the adulterous Marie Auguste, allowing Prince Joachim to survive.

Wilhelm II was planning to match Joachim with Anastasia.

But before that…

“Well, it’s about time we raise the army again. With France letting its guard down, now is the perfect opportunity.”

“Yes.”


However, Wilhelm II was unaware.

He didn’t know that there were many within the military who were dissatisfied with his previous backdoor negotiations.

These individuals had joined Rosa Luxemburg’s revolutionary forces.

And the revolution was fast approaching.





 
  Chapter 38 : United Russian Federation


Here is the translation of the text into English:

Mutaguchi Renya.

He graduated from the Imperial Japanese Army Academy in 1910 and from the Army War College in 1917 at the age of 29.

In actual history, he participated in the Siberian Expedition. However, during this time period, where the Siberian Expedition became impossible, Renya was dispatched to the Korean Peninsula by the Japanese side in preparation for advancing into Southern Manchuria after the eventual partitioning of Russia and Manchuria.

Stationed in the Northern part of the Korean Peninsula, Renya took part in subduing Chinese bandits in Manchuria while serving in the Southern Manchurian advance force, marking the start of a path different from actual history.

One day, while in the midst of suppressing bandits as usual, Mutaguchi Renya received an order from the homeland.

“Infiltrate the Asian Cavalry Division of Roman von Ungern-Sternberg and gather detailed information about the White Army’s situation.”

The mission was to infiltrate the Asian Cavalry Division recruited by Roman von Ungern-Sternberg and assess the situation of the Far East White Army.

However, that plan was quickly blocked by the unexpected presence of Korean individuals whose reason for being there was unclear.

“Isn’t this guy a Japanese bastard?”

“Hm. I came here to make money.”

“Why? You’d make more back in your homeland, wouldn’t you?”

The nerve of these disobedient Koreans who rejected the grace of the Empire and defected to join the Asian Cavalry Division! Why are they acting so difficult?

“Not every Japanese person lives well, you know.”

“Sorry, but I can’t trust you. You’re a mysterious Japanese after all. Even if you sincerely want to join the Asian Cavalry Division, can you really survive among the Koreans here?”

The Asian Cavalry Division, under Ungern’s command, had expanded its influence significantly to Northern Manchuria and Jilin, leading to a large influx of Koreans.

This included Hong Beom-do and his independent army.

Unlike in actual history, Hong Beom-do, who had been fighting for independence and now sought future opportunities within the Asian Cavalry Division, was skeptical whether this Japanese could survive among the Koreans, who were being treated like colonial subjects.

“Hmph! With the Yamato spirit, of course!”

“You’re sounding more and more suspicious. Get lost!”

And so, Mutaguchi Renya was kicked out by none other than Hong Beom-do, the leader of the Korean cavalry unit in the Asian Cavalry Division.

But Renya did not give up.

It wasn’t because he was scared, but because it would be better to see things firsthand rather than being stuck with the Koreans in the Asian Cavalry Division.

‘What can I possibly learn from observing the Far East? I will meet that woman, the so-called Saint of Russia, myself!’

From that point on, Renya’s thoughts changed.

He decided to report information about the Asian Cavalry Division to the homeland and follow the Japanese officials dispatched to the White Russian forces.

In simple terms, he was planning to keep one foot in the door.

It would be enough to just inform the homeland about how the Asian Cavalry Division was operating.

“What’s this Jap doing here?”

“I don’t know. He said he wants to observe the civil war himself.”

“Seriously, what a guy.”

And so, Mutaguchi Renya, along with the Americans supplying the White Army via rail, arrived in Yekaterinburg, where he was able to have an audience with Empress Anastasia, the cavalry queen.

‘So this is the Empress of Russia? Impressive. In this era, no less. She truly resembles Amaterasu!’

The sight of her riding at the front, directly leading her troops in the 20th century, was truly awe-inspiring.

That too, a princess on horseback.

Of course, if Anastasia, who was clinging to anything she could to lift the morale of the White Army and win back the hearts of the people from the Bolsheviks, heard this, she would have dismissed it as nonsense. 

But that’s how Mutaguchi Renya perceived the princess.

To him, she looked like the reincarnation of Amaterasu in Russia.

It wasn’t that Anastasia herself saw him as someone destined for greatness.

A hero recognizes another hero.

Just as the Empress of Russia had recognized him, Renya had also recognized the Empress.

She was a majestic figure, comparable to the Emperor of his own nation.

A woman capable of advancing into a battlefield filled with bullets and artillery—surely such a person must be the reincarnation of Amaterasu.

Surely, this meant that the Emperor of Japan must also personally lead the Imperial Army to Southern Manchuria, subdue the Chinese bandits, and defeat China.

Boom! Bang!

The Battle of Moscow, personally led by the Empress, was equally astounding.

The Reds were no match for the White Army, whose morale had been lifted thanks to Empress Anastasia.

Mutaguchi Renya reported everything he witnessed back to the homeland.

The news that the figure he had initially considered just a figurehead was personally leading the military and suppressing the Reds convinced Japan that, rather than contesting over Russia and Manchuria, they would solidify their position with a partition of Manchuria.

After the recapture of Petrograd, they were busy dealing with internal Bolsheviks.

Those who had been forcibly conscripted by the real Bolsheviks were released and pardoned, while those who vowed to live as Reds even in death were slaughtered in droves by the vengeful bullets of the White Army.

Executions of real Bolsheviks took place in every region that had been recaptured.

In some cities, those who had been threatened and forcibly conscripted into the Red Army were now helping the White Army hunt down the Reds.

All of Russia’s cities were consumed by hatred and rage against the Bolsheviks.

The new Russia was reborn, drenched in the blood of civil war, with a deep hatred of the Bolsheviks and a destiny to destroy them.

“What happened to Makhno?”

“Negotiations with the British are ongoing to establish the Dnieper River as the boundary, making Eastern Ukraine Makhno’s anarchist free territory.”

Makhno’s anarchist free zone.

Currently, the land Russia holds in Ukraine includes the modern-day Donetsk, Luhansk, and Crimea.

On the western side of the Dnieper River, a pro-British Ukrainian republic has been established.

In other words, Makhno’s free territory is stuck between both sides.

We’ll devour it when the time is right.

The British must know we’re keeping Makhno alive for a reason. It’s a clear sign that we’ve split Ukraine with the British.

I feel sorry for the Ukraine of my old world, but when you consider how they were beaten by the Soviets in real history, this outcome is probably much better.

“Your Highness, General Brusilov’s army has reported that the Red Army remnants participating in the Western offensive have been completely wiped out.”

Kolchak, representing the summoned Duma, spoke.

“Is that so.”

At this point, the leadership of the Communist Party had already been decimated by bullets, practically beheading the party.

The remaining army had joined Trotsky in defending Petrograd but was completely destroyed. They never stood a chance with their remaining numbers.

It’s a bit unfortunate that we lost the independent Baltic states, but there’s nothing we can do about that.

While I can swallow up Eastern Ukraine using Makhno, I’ll have to tread carefully with the British regarding the Baltics.

Maybe we should focus on China instead.

No, my time here won’t last much longer anyway.

Soon, the Duma will decide the future of Russia.

“Isn’t it about time to finalize the issue of the capital?”

The capital, huh.

My opinion hasn’t changed.

Of course, there’s no better place than Moscow to serve as the capital.

Yekaterinburg is a good city, but it’s a bit lacking as Russia’s capital.


“Petrograd’s location is too vulnerable, don’t you think? Even though I’m also Queen of Finland, it’s too close to foreign soil. If a war breaks out, it’ll be exposed to enemy fleet bombardment. On top of that, the city’s suffered significant damage, aside from the palace. The same goes for Moscow. Until both cities are rebuilt, it might be better to keep Yekaterinburg as the capital. And besides, there’s a more urgent issue at hand.”

There’s a more pressing matter than the capital.

As I mentioned earlier, the direction Russia will take in the future is what’s important.

I’ve proposed a federation under a constitutional monarchy.

Of course, this is just for appearances. Given the ideological baggage still lingering from socialism, I’m expecting an ending where I get ousted once the federation is established, much like in America.

I forced myself to calm my pounding heart.

What will emerge if the Soviet Union ceases to exist?

“Yes, we’ve already gathered the general consensus.”

Already? That was fast.

It seems I need to start preparing my mind for what’s to come.

“Well then, let’s hear it.”

Yes, I’ve always been ready to shed a tear and leave for another country.

Now I’ll hear the inevitable: 

“Thank you for your efforts. The future of Russia is a democratic republic,” or, “There’s no place for the royal family in a new socialist Russia. Please go into exile.”

If my exile is decided here, I’ll throw away my title as Queen of Finland and immediately head to Britain—

“The consensus of the Duma is clear. Your Highness, we ask you to become our Tsarina.”

What?

Did I hear that right?

Yes, this is something that needs to be clarified. Surely only those who support me are asking for this, and that wouldn’t make sense.

I stood up, placing my hand on my chest, and declared confidently.

“I am the daughter of a man who ruined the country. If it’s for cleaning up the mess my father made, then think of it as me paying for his mistakes.”

“Millions of White Army soldiers across Greater Russia have all sworn allegiance to Your Highness. You have issued various reform plans and taken the lead in solving Russia’s pressing issues. No matter who becomes the head of state, they cannot surpass Your Highness.”

So that’s what this means.

Did I really hear that correctly?

It seemed so surreal that I asked again.

“So, you’re asking me to become your Tsarina? And does this mean the Duma has accepted my proposal for a federation?”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

“At least it’s a constitutional monarchy.”

There’s the Duma, and I plan to give power to the Duma. So, even if I become Tsarina, it will be under a constitutional monarchy, much like Britain.

Whether I like it or not, the symbolic value of the Romanovs has become too significant to be discarded.

“Yes. Please ascend to the throne as Empress and rule all of Russia, from the sea of England to the taiga.”

They certainly know how to use fancy words.

I wonder if the socialist forces also agreed to this.

After all, the Green Army, though not Bolsheviks, still harbors socialist aspirations.

“Was this decision unanimous? There must not be a single dissenting voice.”

“Everyone is of the same mind. In these troubled times, we need a strong leader. Kerensky was weak and lost power to the Bolsheviks, but Your Highness personally suppressed the Red Rebellion.”

I crushed the Bolsheviks to save myself.

To be honest, seeing what the Bolsheviks were capable of, I feared that even if I went into exile, they might send the NKVD to kidnap and kill me.

In fact, after the civil war, many White Russian organizations were established abroad, only for members to be kidnapped by the NKVD and executed in the Soviet Union.

Given the circumstances, do you think they’d leave a royal family member alone?

So leading the White Army to victory in the civil war was a good choice for my future.

But now, they want me to become Tsarina too.

Will the German-Soviet war become the German-Russian war?

I don’t know if that will happen, but…

I need to crush Hitler before he becomes too powerful, unlike in actual history.

I must oppose the rearmament of the Rhineland or send General Guderian to crush Germany when they tear apart Czechoslovakia.

But that’s a story for later.

For now, it seems I’ve ascended to an unprecedented throne.

The Tsar, the Tsarina of all of Russia.

“Well, I’m relieved you think so.”

Ah, what a mess.

Why do I have to play the role of emperor, which I was never meant for?

I never seriously intended to stay here.

Should I have run away during the civil war, even if it meant being criticized?

But no, that would have been too much.

“The coronation will be held on a good day in Yekaterinburg.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

The moment the Greater Russian Federation, or Federal Empire, was born.



● Author’s note:

Currently, Ukraine is divided by the Dnieper River, with the pro-British government’s Ukrainian Republic in the west, and Makhno’s anarchist free zone in the east, under White Army influence.

Additionally, Belarus, which was once occupied by the Red Army, naturally fell back into White Army control, while the Baltic States and Poland have pro-British governments.


The Greater Russian Federation is modeled after Franz Ferdinand’s “United States of Greater Austria” reform plan for Austria-Hungary, but in a Russian version.

And considering Germany’s situation, it’s uncertain if Adolf will become the Führer as he did in actual history.

Our Anna, knowing the history, would prefer to deal with Hitler, but since the Communist Revolution of Luxemburg, which was crushed immediately in real history, is now far more prepared, Adolf’s path might also change.

The reason I haven’t added a “Plus” yet is because the performance in the neighboring country was better than expected.





 
  Chapter 39 : German Revolution


The next issue is the countries that supported us during the civil war.

I wonder if there will be anyone saying, “We helped you, now give us something in return.”

“Do the great powers expect anything from us?”

“Not yet. Even if they do, wouldn’t Germany be the one asking? After all, it was Germany that actively supported the arming of the White Army.”

Germany, huh. Now that I think about it, they haven’t said much yet.

Then next is the U.S. 

The Americans are the wealthy ones who helped the White Army avoid starvation through various lend-lease arrangements.

It would be difficult to refuse if those people ask for something in return.

“What about the U.S.?”

“The U.S. has requested that we guarantee the independence of the nations that became independent under the Brest-Litovsk Treaty.”

That’s not too difficult.

Russia is a land full of potential. 

It has abundant resources and a large population. Given that we were saved thanks to the great powers, we can’t just break that treaty.

Although the Baltic states have already become independent, we’ve made Finland a pro-Russian state, and the British were lenient with us absorbing the Bolshevik-held Belarus.

We also kept Eastern Ukraine under control, so it’s fine.

“Is that all?”

“Well, haven’t those people already gained political points just by supporting our victory?”

Honestly, I don’t know much about the U.S. from this era.

I spent most of my time avoiding gangs and burying myself in books at the library, so I’m not well-versed in American affairs.

The only thing I know is that Wilson is half-paralyzed and has his death marked.

I’m not sure if the Russian Civil War will have an impact on American politics.

That Wilson is also the man who gave the first President of Korea, Syngman Rhee, his doctorate.

I’ve heard that his self-determination principle influenced the March 1st Movement and the Korean Provisional Government.

“What about Britain and France? Are they saying anything?”

“They are probably too busy managing what they gained from tearing apart their allies.”

“Is that so?”

“Germany basically threw its colonies at Britain and France in an attempt to survive.”

Huh. Wait a minute, so this means…

Britain and France aren’t in a position to demand anything from us, saying they supported us.

Strictly speaking, Germany’s contribution to our support was the greatest.

The U.S. helped a lot too, but they’re across the Pacific and Atlantic.

If they’re going to absorb all of Germany’s colonies, it might just play out like in actual history.

So for now, is Germany the main issue?

No, isn’t Germany also being controlled by Britain?

If Germany isn’t a big problem, then the most pressing issue for Russia is rebuilding the nation.

Even though many people died in the war and the civil war, I don’t think unemployment will be a problem, even if the Great Depression hits. But the end of the civil war isn’t the end of everything.

We need to rebuild the devastated land.

We’ll blame everything on the Bolsheviks, saying that all of this is their fault.

“For now, let’s focus on a national rebuilding period. We’ll implement the land reforms and economic policies we’ve already started across Russia. I trust the Duma will handle this well.”

“Yes, Your Highness.”

“Also, many people died in the recent civil war. Many of those who could have helped us were killed by the Bolsheviks. Now that the civil war is over, there will be those who slowly start showing their faces again.”

With the end of the civil war, officials from the imperial and Kerensky government eras will likely resurface.

To form a government, we’ll need to bring them in.

“There are former minister-level figures who fled to southern Russia. I will include them in the Duma.”

“Each department should also give preferential treatment to skilled workers. After that, we must develop our industrial capabilities to prepare for the future.”

“What do you mean by preparing for the future?”

I can’t talk about World War II.

How many people would believe me if I mentioned World War II at this point?

Even if it’s not exactly the same, there’s no guarantee that another war won’t happen.

One thing is certain: now that we have momentum, we must push through with reforms.

If things get too comfortable, the stubborn aristocrats might wish for a return to the old days.

So, it’s good to warn them that there might be another war.

“A great war ended unsatisfactorily. A new war could arise within the next few decades.”

“Could it really happen again?”

They aren’t completely oblivious.

It’s possible that some other war, in this altered history, could break out.

Take Germany, for example.

Doesn’t it seem suspicious?

Are they really just mindlessly following Britain’s orders, as if the Germanic people have collectively fallen under a spell?

“Do you think Germany will just sit quietly? Doesn’t it seem strange that they, of all people, have become merchants carrying weapons to us? Wasn’t it the German army that captured Stalin in the Battle of Moscow?”

They’re being too aggressive.

It feels like they’re forcing this goodwill on us to gain something in return, by indebting us.

“Yes. It was a corporal named Adolf Hitler.”

“Adolf Hitler, you say?”

Isn’t that Hitler in his incomplete, maturing phase?

“Do you know him?”

“No, not exactly. It’s just that I haven’t seen someone achieve such great accomplishments. After all, Stalin was a central figure in the Bolsheviks.”

Hitler made Stalin impotent.

What an irony of history.

Was that name being used in this era too?

Killing him now to change the future—no, that’s not the right course.

I don’t know how the future will unfold. Just because I want to kill Hitler here doesn’t mean I can.

Capturing and killing a withdrawing German soldier? That doesn’t seem right.

Besides, with the German Empire still alive, Hitler’s actions might change.

And if history doesn’t change, I’d rather face an enemy I know.

If I kill Hitler now, someone else I don’t know might take power.

What if that someone starts another war with a completely different meaning?

It’s better to keep him alive than to go out of my way to kill him.

But that aside.


It’s clear that the Germans are planning something.

We just don’t know what it is yet.

“You have a point. So what should we do?”

“Meanwhile, we’ll focus on rebuilding Russia and preparing against external threats. If another great war breaks out, we will inevitably be drawn into it, given the help we received from others. At the very least, we need to strengthen our national power so that we won’t be dragged into it. Everyone must roll up their sleeves.”

I don’t know if I can make Russia as powerful as Stalin’s Soviet Union.

Even though Stalin caused a bloodbath with his Great Purge, he still built up the economy and turned the Soviet Union into a superpower.

“As I’ve mentioned before, the railways are the most important in this country. We need to connect rail networks throughout the country to ensure smooth logistics.”

“Understood.”

“Of course, I hope there won’t be a second great war, which gave the Bolsheviks the chance to rise in the first place.”

The White Army’s victory in the civil war and the altered outcome of World War I…

We don’t know what kind of snowball effect this will have.

If this isn’t the future I know, then I won’t have any answers either.

To prepare for that time, shouldn’t we at least acquire nuclear weapons?

But for now, rebuilding Russia is the priority.

It would be nice if a pumpkin just rolled in at our feet.

Maybe the Romanov branch family members will start making moves soon.



Berlin, Germany

“Now, let’s pressure France—”

“No way, it’s revolution time!”

At that moment, revolutionary fervor was sweeping across Germany.

The end of the war didn’t mean everything was resolved.

Unlike in actual history, Germany had minimized the damage it suffered in the Treaty of Versailles, but that wasn’t everything.

The Germanic people’s pride had been scratched by defeat.

Forced to act as Britain and America’s errand boy by helping the Russian White Army, and squeezed by reparations, the German people were being drained dry.

Amidst all this, rumors of another war being planned began to spread.

On the surface, the reason sounded plausible enough:

“Too many reparations! We can’t pay! If this continues, we’ll be forced to take drastic measures!”

The reparations were too high, and the French were being overly domineering.

But setting that aside, the idea of starting another war was the dream of someone with their head in the clouds.

Some military factions, furious at Kaiser Wilhelm for arbitrarily ending the previous war and now wanting to start another, joined the revolutionary forces.

And at the time when Wilhelm II was about to declare a grand mobilization, saying he could no longer live under France’s tyranny, the German Communist Party, which had been preparing for revolution, finally rang the bell.

A revolution, unique to Germany, unlike Russia’s.

As Wilhelm II was consumed with excitement over the prospect of devouring France, he failed to grasp the situation unfolding before him.

“Your Majesty, you must flee!”

“What is going on?”

“The Communist Party (KPD) has declared the Free Socialist Republic of Germany and is starting to take control of Berlin!”

The Communists had finally begun to wreak havoc in Germany.

Wilhelm II was shocked.

They had been preparing for war, and now this? What was happening?

“What is the military doing?”

“The military is also divided.”

“How long has it

been since the Russian Civil War ended, and now this? Who is leading this rebellion?”

Who are the scum responsible for daring to start a communist revolution in Germany?

“It’s Rosa Luxemburg and Karl Liebknecht. They are the ones leading the revolution.”

At that moment, Wilhelm II’s head began to spin.

His mind raced faster than ever.

The death of his cousin Nicky, Anastasia surviving alone, the Russian Civil War…

Communism and monarchy cannot coexist.

Surely they will try to execute the Hohenzollern family.

“Should I go?”

“Where to?”

“There are loyal troops outside of Berlin. We should join them, and if worst comes to worst, consider heading to East Prussia.”

“East Prussia?”

“Yes, it seems those bastards have even recruited the regular army.”

“Let’s do that.”

Wilhelm II swiftly led the royal family out of Berlin.

Although the German Communist Party was enraged at failing to capture the royal family, their top priority was to secure full control of Berlin and establish the Free Socialist Republic of Germany.

In actual history, the Social Democrats declared the Weimar Republic, but here, the tables had turned, and communism was about to take root in German history for the first time.

Of course, this would not be an easy feat.

“This is ridiculous! Communists?”

August von Mackensen, stationed in East Prussia to monitor the newly independent Baltic States, Poland, and Ukraine under British influence, rallied the remaining imperial forces alongside Ludendorff to stop the Communists.

In February 1921, Germany plunged into civil war, triggered by the German Communist Party’s revolution.

Germany’s civil war had enough potential to affect neighboring countries as well.

“Didn’t we try to prevent Germany from ending up like this?”

“What on earth did Kaiser Wilhelm do to cause a revolution?”

The Allied powers were in chaos.

Just as the Russian Civil War was about to end in a White Army victory, now a revolution had broken out next door.

At this time, the Allied powers were already entangled in a muddy fight against Atatürk and the Grand National Assembly of Turkey, who had risen in anger at the severe partitioning of the Ottoman Empire.

Now, in addition to their troubles with Turkey, they had to worry about their neighbors as well.

Meanwhile, when the German Communist Party failed to secure complete control of the civil war, they even sought help from France.

“Kaiser Wilhelm was planning to attack France again! Here’s the evidence, and this is why France must recognize us as the legitimate government!”

“What?”

France was outraged upon discovering Germany’s intentions.

Despite having been lenient with Germany, it turned out they had been harboring these schemes behind their backs.

They wanted to crush the German Empire completely, but starting another war was also a burden for France.

Internally, France hadn’t yet confirmed the truth of Germany’s war plans, and for now, stopping the rise of communism seemed more important, so they provided support to Ludendorff and Mackensen’s military government.

Of course, France was not without its own problems.

The French Communist Party, observing the revolution in Germany, was preparing for the revival of the Paris Commune.

But there were figures in France who didn’t approve of this situation.

“What has become of the once-great France?”

One such figure was François de La Rocque.

In actual history, he led the far-right anti-Republican organization Croix-de-Feu, calling for the overthrow of the Third Republic. In this alternate history, the way the Russian Civil War ended abruptly and the revolution in Germany stirred him deeply.

The despicable German Empire, still scheming against France, and the German Communists, with whom there could be no negotiation…

One had been planning to stab France in the back, and the other was a group of Communists with whom there was no value in associating.

La Rocque feared that France might be forced to confront Germany again, and whether France could withstand it weighed heavily on his mind.

And in Japan…

“The Koreans are rallying around King Yi, calling for independence!”

“What is the colonial government doing? Why haven’t they suppressed this yet?”


“We’ve been told not to rely on forceful suppression but to resolve it diplomatically!”

“Diplomacy is what’s making these people look down on the Empire of Japan and cause unrest!”

“Just make sure King Yi doesn’t get any strange ideas and keep him under strict surveillance!”

The story of the Empress personally leading the army to resolve the national crisis spread like a fairy tale across the Korean Peninsula, causing the Koreans to rally for independence around the Yi royal family.

The snowball Anastasia started rolling continued to grow endlessly.



 
  Chapter 40 : The legitimacy of Rome


A revolution broke out in Germany.

But the country that was born from it wasn’t the Weimar Republic.

It was the Free Socialist Republic of Germany.

Founded by the revolution of Rosa Luxemburg and Karl something-or-other, the Free Socialist Republic of Germany.

The combination of “freedom” and “socialism” in one name was almost laughable.

“A revolution in Germany, huh. How on earth does a revolution even happen?”

Rosa Luxemburg. Originally, her revolution was supposed to fail.

But here, a revolution broke out while the German Empire was still intact?

What kind of horrible mess did they create to end up like that?

“I’ve heard that the Kaiser has been driven out of Berlin.”

The news coming in was consistently bleak.

World War I had ended in a rather anticlimactic manner.

And with the White Army’s victory in the Russian Civil War, a well-prepared communist revolution broke out instead of the Bavarian Republic.

“This seems to be quite serious.”

How does such a well-planned revolution, one that should have been easily suppressed, come about?

Rosa Luxemburg was supposed to be immediately suppressed, paraded around, and then executed. Something feels off.

Well, she did rise up a bit later than expected.

Maybe she was better prepared this time and even managed to recruit the regular German army.

Unlike in actual history, there hadn’t been a significant disarmament either.

So, does this mean that Germany will now become the leading communist country instead of the Soviet Union?

Is Trotsky in Germany?

“I heard the revolution broke out because they tried to attack France again.”

“A defeated nation, one that survived only by the mercy of the Allies, and they tried again? Does the Kaiser even live in the same era as me?”

I mean, sure, Hitler also tried to repay their bankruptcy through war, so I can understand that, but still, this is a bit much.

Shouldn’t they have read the situation a bit better?

My expectations were right after all.

Germany, being Germany, has to collapse in the end. Of course.

So depending on how this civil war plays out, can we just take advantage of it?

If the communists take over completely, we can just swallow up everything we received from Germany.

The problem is, what happens to our dear mustache man if that occurs? What will happen to World War II?

Given the nature of communism, they would likely suffer less from the Great Depression.

Would they fight to spread communism instead of the Soviet Union?

Could I then have the chance to justifiably crush Germany later?

I heard Patton is currently working with Mikhail Drozdovsky and Ungern to form the Russian armored corps.

Ultimately, World War II is what matters most.

Whether we’ll face Nazi Germany or communist Germany, it seems inevitable that a conflict with Germany will arise.

“Hm.”

If we look at this as an opportunity, it might be best to intervene now. But having just ended our own civil war, it’s tough to even stabilize internally, let alone support the Kaiser in Germany’s civil war.

“Your Highness?”

“How many White Army troops are available for mobilization right now?”

“If you take into account those tied up in mopping up the remnants of the Reds and securing public order, we can immediately mobilize around 500,000 troops from the West. You don’t mean—?”

Five hundred thousand, huh. Well, we do have a large population.

That’s just the number of troops available for immediate mobilization. If we were to mobilize the entire White Army, it would be several times that number.

Given the vast size of Russia, sheer numbers alone won’t be enough.

I shook my head.

“No. It’s just to be prepared in case something happens. I don’t plan to support the Kaiser just because we received help.”

Unless there’s appropriate compensation, there’s no reason to support their civil war.

Our priority now is to stabilize internally while keeping an eye on Germany.

The damage from the civil war was greater than expected.

We may have a large population, but besides that, we need time to rebuild the cities.

For instance, Azerbaijan, which declared independence, is now pro-British, and the British have handed it over to us, so we’re moving troops to annex it. The same goes for Georgia.

“Then we must focus on our own tasks.”

“Tasks, you say?”

“I’ll need to visit the regions hit hardest by the recent battles.”

For now, I’ll start with Petrograd.

Then I’ll travel around Moscow, Tsaritsyn, and Yekaterinburg, rallying the people, like a politician on a campaign trail.

Many refugees have returned to Petrograd, and there are citizens who once suffered under Bolshevik oppression.

I’ll need to comfort them and promise a better future.

The Bolsheviks, whom they placed their faith in after abandoning the tsar, turned out to be no different from the tsar.

And now, a new tsar, in everything but name, has appeared.

So, I’ll have to gently win back the hearts of the people.

After all, even though these regions suffered under Bolshevik tyranny, they were still influenced by communism.

We’ll need to rely on the aid we received to soothe the people for a while.

I toured the streets of Petrograd, comforting the citizens.

“The Saint herself touched my daughter, and she immediately got up!”

“My elderly mother has risen!”

“We’ve been starving for so long, but our bellies are full!”

When people are struggling, they naturally seek something to cling to.

People’s minds are easily swayed by their beliefs.

And so, for a while, the magical powers of “Monk Wonhyo’s Skull” continued to work.

At this time, the Allies still had unfinished business.

That was the Turkish War of Independence, which broke out in the remains of the disbanded Ottoman Empire.

It began with a popular uprising in the heavily divided Turkey, and now, Mustafa Kemal Atatürk, the hero of Gallipoli and the Great War, was leading the Turkish Grand National Assembly (the independence army) and fighting back against the great powers.

Despite receiving no support from the Soviet Union and being in a far worse situation than in actual history, Atatürk was miraculously defeating the great powers and was on the brink of securing independence.

Even the Greek army, which had boldly declared its Megali Idea and advanced to Ankara, was now being pummeled by the Turkish forces, reaching the end of their offensive.

“At this rate, Atatürk will gain even more momentum.”

“They talked about reclaiming Byzantine territories, but it seems Greece has reached its limit.”

“And now Germany is in chaos too.”

“Perhaps it would be better to recognize Turkey’s independence.”


The great powers were leaning towards this idea.

However, with the White Army’s victory in the Russian Civil War, the great powers began to reconsider.

The Great War had ended too abruptly for their liking.

They needed a symbol of victory.

Austria had been adequately partitioned, and Germany had been shown enough leniency.

If they had known the Russian Civil War would end so quickly in the White Army’s favor, they would have been more aggressive in tearing apart Germany and Austria.

But it was too late.

If that was the case, then they would have to shred the Ottoman Empire into pieces.

After much deliberation, the Allies once again turned their eyes to Russia.

Yes, the civil war may have ended, but Russia still has an army of millions.

What if they could be convinced to strike at Atatürk?

After all, Russia had historically claimed to be the successor of Rome, constantly clashing with the Ottomans.

Recently, Russia has even been calling itself the Third Rome, for the sake of national pride.

If not now, then when?

“Hasn’t Russia’s civil war ended? Don’t they have millions of troops left?”

“What if we asked Empress Anastasia for help?”

“Empress Anastasia is hailed as the reincarnation of Catherine the Great. She won’t help us for free, though.”

Among the White Russians, the Empress was revered as the reincarnation of Catherine the Great.

Of course, considering that Catherine the Great was criticized for oppressing peasants and being a tyrant, it was a strange title. But focusing solely on her achievements, she was seen as a queen who expanded territories, which was why she was hailed as her reincarnation.

As a female ruler, the offer to reclaim the territories of the Eastern Roman Empire might be very tempting to Anastasia, who still had an unstable position due to the civil war.

Not to mention, there are over a million elite White Russian troops, battle-hardened from fighting the Reds.

“Hm. But Empress Anastasia has just ascended to the throne after the civil war. And she’s a woman. To establish her legitimacy, she might indeed be tempted by such an offer.”

“What if we revised the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk or offered her Constantinople and the former Byzantine territories?”

“She’s already taken Belarus and created an anarchist ‘free zone’ in eastern Ukraine under her influence. We can’t allow any more treaty revisions.”

Caught off guard, they had already lost Belarus and ceded eastern Ukraine to the anarchists for now.

Of course, it was obvious that they only handed it over temporarily to the anarchists in order to eventually annex it and remove it from British influence.

But the British Empire couldn’t even manage all of Ukraine, so they had done the best they could by establishing a pro-British government in western Ukraine. They couldn’t exactly demand eastern Ukraine too.

“That’s Britain’s problem. For us in France, it’s different. The Kaiser’s reckless actions have left us on the verge of a Commune uprising. Or are we going to keep letting Atatürk drag things out, with Germany’s problems looming over us

too?”

Unlike in actual history, France hadn’t yet managed to extricate itself from the Ottoman quagmire.

Their mindset was that they needed to crush at least one nation.

“If we offer Russia the former Eastern Roman Empire’s territories, we’d be revising the Treaty of Sèvres. What about Greece?”

“Why should we be responsible for their failure? It’s better to bring Russia in.”

“If Russia, having just ended its civil war, gets involved in an external war again, we’ll have to provide them with proper compensation.”

They were probably still too busy recovering from the aftermath of the civil war. Would Russia even accept being dragged into another war so soon?

Those Slavs aren’t likely to repay the favor of being saved from the Reds.

So we’ll have to offer them something.

We’re already giving them economic aid, so let’s exclude that.

What if we help them transport troops and offer all of Eastern Thrace, including Constantinople?”

“That’s not a bad idea.”

It was decided.

Russia would be offered the mantle of Eastern Rome.

At this time, Anton Denikin was overseeing the Caucasus military district of southern Russia and essentially commanding all the troops in that region.

The civil war had ended with a White Army victory, and he still held the position of commander of the southern Russian army group, but…

He had one complaint.

Pyotr Wrangel, his subordinate, was outshining him.

Despite being the one who threatened the Bolsheviks and conquered all of southern Moscow, he felt like his fame was still overshadowed by the “Black Baron.”

He was disgruntled because his best effort now was simply monitoring Makhno, who had taken control of eastern Ukraine.

That’s when some interesting news reached Anton Denikin’s ears.

“The British and French want to drag us into a conflict with the Ottomans?”

This is it.

The chance to present the Empress with the legacy of Rome, to offer her the Second Rome!

A chance to restore the wounded pride of the Russian people, tarnished by the Bolsheviks!

How dare a small country like Greece lay claim to the Eastern Roman legacy? No way!

Anton Denikin longed to lead the White Army to Anatolia.



Author’s note:

The Treaty of Sèvres: The treaty that dismantled the Ottoman Empire after its defeat in World War I.

The damage from the Russian Civil War is far greater than in actual history.


As the civil war dragged on, the Red Army’s desperate actions were beyond imagination, and the Bolsheviks even destroyed towns and villages that didn’t follow them to conscript soldiers and seize resources.

Even after the White Army’s victory, remaining Bolshevik workers across Russia were completely purged in the White Army’s wrath. With the implementation of economic policies and other factors, it seems likely that France, which wasn’t as affected by the Great Depression due to its labor shortage and war devastation, and the Soviet Union, which was isolated, will also avoid severe damage.

There was a mention of the Yi royal family. Personally, the author dislikes the Yi family for ruining the country, so it’s unlikely that the new Korea will be a monarchy.

I also think the country’s name won’t be the Korean Empire or the Republic of Korea that succeeded it.





 
  Chapter 41 : You can’t let your guard down


The Empire of Japan was keeping a close watch on the Russian Civil War.

Depending on how the civil war unfolded, they could extend their reach into the Russian Far East and Siberia.

However, contrary to Japan’s hopes, the situation solidified with a White Army victory, leaving Japan in a situation akin to a dog chasing a chicken only to see it fly to the roof, helpless.

“The princess, who was thought to be a delicate flower in a greenhouse, turned out to be quite the warrior. She entered a battlefield drenched in gunfire and fought alongside the soldiers herself. Does this even make sense?”

“Not only Major Mutaguchi but also our diplomats, as well as British and French military attachés, have confirmed this.”

“Having survived the battlefield, it seems certain she will become the Tsarina. And with an elite force of millions under her command, it doesn’t seem like we can easily aim for Manchuria through war like we did in the Russo-Japanese War. What do you think, General?”

“Are you suggesting the Prime Minister is considering a division of Manchuria instead?”

“The Empire is strong, but pushing into the Far East and Siberia brings too little benefit.”

“Then how do you plan to obtain Southern Manchuria from China?”

Southern Manchuria was already an area where the Chinese warlord Zhang Zuolin was gaining strength.

Zhang Zuolin hadn’t openly rebelled against the Republic of China government either, so there was no justifiable reason to enter Southern Manchuria.

“That’s the problem… Hmmm…”

The military was unanimously pushing for an aggressive expansion into Southern Manchuria.

Hara Takashi believed that now was not the time for war, at least not yet.

So, they needed to at least establish a “justification.”

Then, a thought suddenly came to him.

“Wait a minute, wasn’t the reason the Russian Asian Cavalry Division occupied Northern Manchuria because Russians lived there?”

“Yes, they claimed that any land where Russians live is Russian territory.”

What a ludicrous justification, even by the standards of the Empire.

Of course, they had claimed additional territorial rights over Manchuria when the Mongolian Khagan bestowed the title of Grand Khagan upon the Bogd Khan, but now this justification could be put to good use.

“Many Koreans have crossed over to Gando and Southern Manchuria.”

“Yes, a large number of rebellious Koreans have moved there.”

“And since Koreans became our subjects when the Korean Empire was annexed, it is only natural that Southern Manchuria becomes the territory of our Empire, as our subjects live there. Isn’t that so? Where our subjects reside, that land is ours.”

“Oh.”

“Didn’t even King Yi of the former Korean Empire constantly have his eyes on Manchuria? Now that the Korean Empire has been annexed, our justification is more than sufficient.”

Before the Russo-Japanese War, Emperor Gojong of the Korean Empire had once raised an army and, with the tacit approval of Russia and France, marched into Manchuria, delivering a blow to the Qing forces.

He did such a thing even while his own country was being devoured by the Empire.

Although the Gando Agreement rendered it meaningless, the current China was not the Qing Dynasty anymore.

A miraculous logic was coming together.

The Japanese Imperial Army stationed in Korea crossed the Yalu River and attacked Zhang Zuolin, the bandit leader who had unlawfully seized the rightful territory of the Korean Empire.

“Why are these bastards always coming after me!”

After being relentlessly attacked by the thousands-strong Russian Asian Cavalry Division, Zhang Zuolin’s forces were halved, and he eventually fled to Shandong, never recovering his former power.

At the same time, the newly rebuilt Russia was still in the process of recovering from its civil war.

The new head of administration was Alexander Krivoshein, now Prime Minister.

In real history, Krivoshein had been an administrator in South Russia, and prior to that, he was the Minister of Agriculture in the Imperial government, a supporter of parliamentary reforms.

Although he had been dismissed for opposing Tsar Nicholas II’s decision to personally command the army, he had refused to join the revolution and had aligned with the White Army.

He had even tried to rescue the Tsar’s family in Yekaterinburg during their captivity.

Later, Krivoshein, alongside Wrangel, led the South Russian government.

In short, he was well-suited for the position of Prime Minister at this time.

Though, in real history, he was destined to die—after fleeing to Istanbul and France, and later dying in Berlin.

Life is unpredictable like that.

Looking at his record so far, he had fought the Bolsheviks with Anton Denikin in South Russia, and now he had come to Moscow after keeping an eye on Makhno’s forces alongside the White Army.

“You’ve been with the Russian White Army in Crimea all this time.”

“I failed to save His Majesty.”

“What’s done is done. There was nothing the Prime Minister could have done. Many of the former Imperial bureaucrats have been killed by the Bolsheviks’ Red Terror.”

The Bolsheviks killed all officials who didn’t cooperate with them and whom they saw as imperialist enemies opposing the revolution.

“Yes, they truly are vile creatures.”

In an attempt to vent their frustrations, the remaining Red Bolsheviks who had sided with the enemy were now being killed by the White Army in a reverse of the Red Terror, known as the White Terror.

Of course, from their perspective, it was terror; from ours, it was simply justice.

The Bolsheviks were being wiped out, and the new parliament was being composed solely of White Russian bureaucrats.

Given that these officials had worked under Stolypin, they would likely do a good job.

“Since you worked under Stolypin, I trust you’ll do well as Prime Minister.”

“I will do my utmost.”

Kolchak took a seat in the Duma and was appointed as Admiral of the Black Sea Fleet, while the government was starting to take shape.

The Minister of Finance was Mikhail Vladimir Vernadsky, who had served as the Minister of Finance in South Russia.

The Foreign Minister was Sergei Sazonov, who, in real history, had represented Kolchak’s Russian state in Paris.

The Minister of Agriculture and Land Management was Grigory Vyacheslavovich, who had also served in the South Russian government.

The framework of the government was now established.

It so happened that, while I retained the title of Marshal of the Russian Army and Tsarina, Wrangel was handling military affairs, allowing me to breathe a little easier as I was unfamiliar with such matters.

Around that time, a proposal arrived from Japan.

“Japan is proposing the division of Manchuria?”

“Yes. They are suggesting that Southern Manchuria go to them, and Northern Manchuria to us.”

The proposal received by Golitsyn from Japan had passed through the military and the Duma before reaching me.

It was a typical move from Japan, full of nationalistic pride and a desire to grab whatever they could.

“Who is Japan’s current Prime Minister?”

“Hara Takashi.”

Isn’t that the guy who was assassinated? I recall he was killed by right-wing forces.

Anyway, never mind that.

“What is the Duma’s view on the Manchurian division?”

It seems like they want to oust Zhang Zuolin and seize the region for themselves, now that history has changed.

Honestly, with my Korean sensibilities, I don’t want to give away Manchuria, even without the Mukden Incident.

“The Duma seems to view the division of Manchuria positively.”

“Of course, they do.”

I doubt Japan will start another war, but if they decide not to divide Manchuria, they might launch a sneak attack on Russia without a declaration of war, as they did in the past.

It’s not like I can veto this decision, since the Duma will have the final say.

If we divide Manchuria, Japan will likely focus more on China.

“What is Japan’s official reason for wanting Southern Manchuria?”

“On the surface, it’s to efficiently manage the South Manchurian Railway Company, but we know better.”

Of course, it’s suspicious. Why can’t they just admit they want more territory?


“It’s suspicious, no matter how you look at it.”

“I’ve heard that they plan to relocate many Koreans there as well.”

Relocate Koreans to Southern Manchuria?

“To Southern Manchuria?”

“Yes, they say it’s to disperse the unrest caused by the Koreans, so they plan to send them there.”

Relocating a population wasn’t unheard of, but…

Dividing Manchuria and relocating Koreans to Southern Manchuria…

Japan is really trying something new here. So, this snowball I set rolling is even affecting Japan like this?

“Did they tell you this directly?”

“Perhaps they’re trying to reassure us that they don’t intend to provoke us in Manchuria.”

It seems Mutaguchi Renya must have given them a terrifying description of me.

Japan wants Southern Manchuria, but they don’t want to provoke us.

But wait, relocating Koreans…

That doesn’t sound so bad at first.

Since I can’t really oppose the Duma’s decision, the Manchurian division agreement is already decided.

If we make this agreement properly, dividing Manchuria between us could be a good thing.

Eventually, when Japan inevitably goes rogue, we’ll clash with them.

We’ll get our revenge for the Russo-Japanese War, and when we help Korea gain independence, we could even give Southern Manchuria to the new Korea because many Koreans live there.

That would at least fulfill my sense of loyalty to my previous life.

The problem lies with China.

“What is China’s stance?”

“Japan has sent word that if China objects, we should respond together. Here is a map for the division.”

Black Baron Wrangel presented the map.

Looking at it, it didn’t seem like a bad deal.

This way, Heilongjiang Province would fall into Russian hands, while Japan would take Southern Manchuria.

It was an ideal setup for making further advances into China.

In conclusion, it seems Japan has decided to divide Manchuria rather than start a second Russo-Japanese War.

With this, we could solidify our hold over Northern Manchuria, making the Daqing oil fields ours.

It’s not a bad deal.

If Japan honors this agreement, there won’t be a Mukden Incident, and the Kwantung Army will focus on expanding into China.

This way, Japan won’t cause trouble in Manchuria, and when Japan inevitably goes rogue, Russia will have a chance to strike.

At that point, when Korea gains independence, we could even give Southern Manchuria to them under the pretext that many Koreans live there.

This agreement could actually be a boon when Korea becomes independent.

Yes, for now, this isn’t a bad deal.

The only question is how long this agreement will last.

“We’re not talking about an alliance, are we?”

Setting aside my Korean instincts, I could never ally with these people.

The mere fact that we are signing a non-aggression pact with such treacherous people is surprising enough.

“If Manchuria is attacked, we will respond together with Japan against China. Aside from that, the non-aggression pact is the extent of the agreement.”

“Japan is known for launching surprise attacks without a declaration of war. We cannot forget the humiliation we suffered in the Russo-Japanese War. If the Duma views this positively, go ahead, but we must remain cautious.”

Japan cannot be trusted.

They could very well try to take all of Manchuria for themselves.

“Understood. Now, moving on to the next issue.”

Is it the Black Baron this time?

“What’s the issue?”

I’d prefer to just play the role of a figurehead, approving decisions from above.

That’s why I accepted a constitutional monarchy and the Duma in the first place.

“The ambassadors from Britain and France have requested reinforcements.”

“Reinforcements? But the war is over… Oh, they mean for the Ottoman Empire.”

By now, Mustafa Kemal Atatürk must be achieving his miraculous victories, beating back the great powers.

But for them to ask us for reinforcements?

They must have suffered significant losses.

Their focus on the Ottoman Empire suggests they’re determined to crush it.

“Yes, they’ve offered to hand over Constantinople and the entire Eastern Thrace to Russia in exchange for sending reinforcements.”

That bulldog Churchill had confidently promised to make me the ruler of the Grand Duchy of Rome, but he couldn’t even defeat the Ottoman Empire.

If I had been seduced by his words and gone into exile, I’d probably be sucking my thumb somewhere by now.

Mustafa Kemal Atatürk, the hero of the Ottoman Empire, must be furious about the Treaty of Sèvres and fighting against the great powers.

Honestly, I feel sorry for him.

Not just because I’m Korean and naturally inclined to sympathize with Turkey, but also as Anastasia. Seeing a nation face such a catastrophe evokes sympathy.

If you think about it, the Ottoman Empire’s involvement in the Great War was partly Britain’s fault.

Considering that, I do feel quite bad for them.

In real history, the Soviet Union quietly aided the Ottomans, but now that the White Russian forces have won, the great powers are turning to us.

With Greece failing miserably, the opportunity has come to us.

“Hmm. Has the Duma considered this proposal?”

“Yes. Since the Southern Army Group is still intact, there is considerable discussion in the Duma about sending it.”

After the civil war, the White Russian forces were divided into the Western Group, responsible for defending Eastern Europe, the Southern Group, responsible for defending Southern Russia, the Central Group in Siberia, and the Eastern Group in the Far East.

The Russian Federation was essentially the Russian Empire under a different name, inheriting the military districts from the imperial era.

Of course, we abandoned control over districts like the Warsaw and Kiev Military Districts, but the Southern Group was still responsible for the Caucasus.

The Southern Army Group was under Anton Denikin’s command.

But I don’t know if Denikin is capable of defeating Atatürk.

It hasn’t even been long since the civil war ended, and if we start another war, what will the people say?

Won’t they start calling me a warmonger instead of a saint?


“It’s not even for defense… Isn’t it risky?”

“True, but given the aid we received during the civil war, it’s hard to refuse outright, despite the risks.”

Yes, that’s fair.

We owe them a lot, so we can’t just refuse.

Either way, we can’t afford to let our guard down.



 
  Chapter 42 : Russia’s Share


We need to consider the worst-case scenario.

“As you are aware, Black Baron, during the revolution, many armies turned their backs on my father and sided with the revolutionaries. If we join this war, is there any chance that the forces under Anton Denikin will turn against us?”

“The army under General Anton Denikin is no different from the Tsar’s army that fought alongside Your Highness when you personally led the charge on Tsaritsyn. They have seen your valor on the battlefield, so I doubt they would dare harbor any other thoughts.”

Hmm. Still, there are many problems.

Let’s assume that we can’t avoid the conflict and decide to attack. The question is whether Anton Denikin can win.

“Can General Anton Denikin pull this off? I understand that Kemal is currently dealing heavy blows to the British and French.”

“I do not deny that Kemal is a hero, but part of his success stems from the fact that the great powers are not fully committed. Moreover, General Denikin is currently eager to head to Anatolia himself.”

I see.

If the British and French truly commit, even Atatürk won’t be able to hold out.

Not only them, but Greece is also in the mix.

Of course, there’s a difference in motivation between an army defending its homeland and one invading and occupying foreign land.

“Hmm.”

I tapped my finger on the edge of the desk, deep in thought.

Yes, compared to history, Atatürk is now fighting even harder, tightening his belt and giving it his all.

If we deploy the Southern Army Group, the situation will surely change.

No matter how well he fights, without sufficient forces, it would be impossible to win against overwhelming numbers.

“Does this plan not sit well with Your Highness?”

That’s not it.

I’m currently too busy to even ascend the throne, at best holding the position of Grand Khan of Mongolia and Supreme Commander of the Russian Army.

Semyonov wants me to go to Mongolia and officially take the title of Grand Khan, but that seems a bit… over the top.

I’m already too preoccupied with post-civil war recovery to ascend the throne, and this situation feels like a gamble.

Yes, if we’re going to gamble, we should at least extract more benefits.

“What if General Anton Denikin fails?”

“In that case, we could treat him as an independent warlord and place all the blame on him. After all, General Denikin has been acting too independently. If he fails, we could hold him responsible.”

I see. Is that why Black Baron Wrangel is keen on accepting this double-edged offer?

By dividing the military districts, only Anton Denikin’s forces would be involved, so if something goes wrong, all the blame can be shifted to him.

I couldn’t help but laugh.

“So, whether he succeeds or fails, we can drop the arrogant Anton Denikin. That’s your plan, Black Baron?”

“Not exactly, but I am concerned that he has grown too independent, almost like a warlord.”

“It’s fine. It happens. However, I feel we could extract more from this situation. After all, aren’t the British and French the ones in a hurry?”

In situations like this, you should squeeze out as much as you can.

How could such an opportunity come right after the White Russian victory?

Now that Russia’s future looks brighter with various reforms, even the socialist-leaning members of the Duma are showing interest.

If that’s the case, we should push while we can.

“Indeed.”

“We should aim to take Northern Anatolia, and since several cities have suffered during the civil war, we should seek financial compensation as well.”

Only then could we truly claim to be the successors of Rome.

It seemed that even Wrangel hadn’t considered this far, as he swallowed nervously.

“Do you think they’ll accept that?”

“Germany is turning red, and if the Allies need to capture the Ottoman Empire, won’t they take our hand? Of course, we’ll need to negotiate within reasonable limits.”

Honestly, I’m just throwing it out there.

In negotiations, you need to aim high so that even after compromises, you still get a lot.

If they reject one, even getting one other thing would be good.

In real history, the Soviets were disregarded as communists, but now White Russia stands differently.

It wouldn’t be bad to restore old Roman territories by taking Northern Anatolia. After all, we’ve already secured Constantinople.

As the successor to the Eastern Roman Empire and the protector of Orthodoxy, we must claim what is ours.

It suddenly occurred to me.

If we retake Constantinople—no, Constantinople—couldn’t I then claim the title of Roman Emperor?

I would achieve something no Russian tsar ever had.

Anastasia’s status would soar to unimaginable heights.

During the Soviet era, Russia abandoned its claim to being the successor of Rome, but that’s different now.

The Russian Empire—or rather, the United States of Greater Russia, as it is now officially called—still maintains the imperial legacy of Rome.

This is a chance to restore the dignity and splendor of the fallen imperial family.

The problem is that all of this depends on whether this intervention succeeds.

That’s why we should also send an envoy to Atatürk.

Winning without fighting is always the best option.

“Go ahead and send the proposal. At the same time, we should send someone to meet with Mustafa Kemal, the hero of the Turkish Grand National Assembly.”

“Do you think he would accept surrender?”

That’s uncertain. But it’s worth a try.

However, there is a chance.

Atatürk must be in dire straits right now.

Without the Soviet Union supporting him, unlike in real history, he’s likely relying on Italian supplies to barely hold out.

If the Allies redirected their strength from Germany’s defeat to tearing apart the Ottoman Empire, they might have some breathing room.

In other words, Atatürk is facing an even harder situation than in real history.

Despite that, he’s still managing to fight. This just proves that the Allies, despite winning the world war, are barely holding it together.

Sure, the Allies are trying to salvage their pride by divvying up the Ottoman Empire as spoils.

Atatürk is only human.

Without an army to fight, what can he do?

“Entering this war could complicate things in many ways. It would be ideal if we could reap the benefits while avoiding combat.”

“Exactly.”

“If we can’t avoid a fight and things go wrong, so be it. But in the meantime, make sure to inform General Denikin. He should enter Anatolia but not advance immediately. If he disregards this and fails, we can hold him accountable.”

Since our share of the spoils is already secured, it would be best to gain without a fight.

“What are Your Highness’s intentions?”

“I will go personally.”

“You will go yourself, Your Highness?”

Why is that so surprising?

Would the weakened Turkish army be more formidable than the Red Army?

“Yes. If the White Army of South Russia fought alongside me during the siege of Tsaritsyn, it wouldn’t be strange for me to go.”

This would give some weight to the operation.


At the right moment, when Anton Denikin makes his move into Anatolia, I’ll step in.

I’ll go to South Russia to appease the public, then make a quick trip to Turkey.

In a different world, I might have been scared.

But now, with this body, the battlefield doesn’t frighten me.

A sudden idea came to me, and I snapped my fingers.

“And regarding those weapons that Germany is smuggling—if they’re really meant to be used against France, shouldn’t we seize them? After all, they were produced on our land before being exported, so they’re technically ours.”

“That’s quite an idea.”

Another war? No, we’ll seize these weapons for the sake of our ally France!

That’s the idea.

Could Germany, in its current revolutionary turmoil, even challenge this?

“Even so, we don’t know how the public will react, so let’s frame it like this: It’s not a ‘war,’ but a ‘special military operation.’ We’ll take Constantinople as compensation and send in mercenaries, making it appear like a limited intervention.”

I never imagined I’d be using that term here, but it sounds good, doesn’t it?

Russia, which was on the brink of collapse during the civil war, will now rise dramatically.

This is alternative history in action.

The Allies were taken aback by Russia’s proposal.

They had saved a dying nation, and now what were they trying to pull?

Unlike in real history, where France withdrew from the Turkish War of Independence, the French still thought they could give it a go, and the British were equally stunned.

“All of Northern Anatolia? Huh. We save them, and this is how they repay us?”

However, White Russia, with its recent experience in the civil war and long-standing international diplomacy, had a point to make.

“Isn’t it unreasonable to ask a country that just finished a civil war to send reinforcements? The aid provided by Britain and France was to stop the rise of communism, wasn’t it? Our country has suffered millions of deaths or injuries, and many cities have been ruined by the Bolsheviks. Convincing the public to support sending the White Army would require proper compensation.”

Just when they thought the war was over, now they had to send troops to Turkey.

Of course, morale in the White Army was sky-high, and they were filled with pride in being “the army of the saint.” If I ordered them to march on Ankara, they could probably do it in no time. But we need to be compensated.

“While we can provide financial assistance… Hmm.”

“It’s not a bad idea to tear apart the Ottoman Empire

, but how about this? Let’s recognize the Pontic Greeks’ Pontic Republic and hold a vote in five years, giving Russia control.”

“So, if we agree to that, you’ll provide support?”

“Yes, we can commit 200,000 troops from the Southern Caucasus Army Group.”

“Our stake is Eastern Thrace!”

Greece demanded Eastern Thrace, claiming they were the rightful successors to the Eastern Roman Empire, but that wasn’t happening.

They’d already lost to Atatürk, so there was no chance.

“Can’t you see you’ve already lost Ionia and the Aegean? You shouldn’t have lost in the first place!”

“Italy has pulled out, but they’ve been heavily supporting the Turkish Grand National Assembly with supplies. We desperately need Russia’s support.”

With Italy out of the picture, Russia simply takes its place.

It was a simple matter when you looked at it that way.

The Allies didn’t take long to decide.

Italy had abandoned the effort, Greece lacked the capability to advance further, and France, already dealing with internal unrest due to the Commune’s actions, needed something to show the public.

Britain also couldn’t afford to drain its resources on Turkey any longer.

Negotiating with the Turkish Grand National Assembly was off the table, as they demanded complete territorial sovereignty. 

The only choice left was to rely on the White Army’s assistance.

At that moment, Atatürk’s forces, buoyed by a series of miraculous victories, continued to harass the Allied forces across Turkey, raising their morale.

It was as if the gods were on their side, as victory after victory followed.

However, the Turkish Grand National Assembly and the Turkish people were suffering greater losses than the Allies.

The difference was clear between those fighting to protect their homeland and the exhausted invaders.

Just when they thought the end was near, Russia entered the war.

In August 1922, Anton Denikin’s army was crossing into Anatolia aboard Allied transport ships.


“Let us offer the Second Rome to the Tsarina! This is a special military operation by the White Army of Greater Russia! Let us boldly claim the successor of the Eastern Roman Empire and tear apart the Turks!”

“Uraaaa!”

Anton Denikin’s Southern Russian White Army advanced with fierce determination.

This army, now heading into Anatolia, was the same force that had fought alongside the Tsarina during the siege of Tsaritsyn, witnessing her heroic deeds firsthand.

For them, reclaiming the Second Rome held no fear.



 
  Chapter 43 : Atatürk and the Tsarina


Anton Denikin’s South Russian White Army moved meticulously and quickly.

As if attempting to reclaim lost territories, they entered Anatolia with the determination of protectors of the Eastern Orthodox Church and as successors of the Eastern Roman Empire.

“Why are the Russians here?”

“We can’t stop such a massive army!”

The Grand National Assembly’s army fell into despair.

They were overwhelmed, watching the Russian forces surge forward like a tidal wave.

The Russian army had no concerns about supplies. 

The Entente powers provided them with transport and food, and the German weapons, confiscated to prevent them from reaching Communist Germany, were plentiful.

The Russians ruthlessly crushed the Bolsheviks and now targeted the Grand National Assembly, which was already weakened and struggling to defend itself.

Greece, which had considered protesting against Russia, was too intimidated by the White Army’s strength and withdrew.

Meanwhile, the Grand National Assembly of Türkiye faced a grim reality.

“We’ve received reports that the Russian White Army, supported by the great powers, has crossed into Anatolia.”

“How many forces are we talking about? Russia’s civil war just ended, so they shouldn’t be able to mobilize that many.”

They hadn’t entirely dismissed the idea that Russia might intervene, but this was happening far too quickly.

In the Assembly’s mind, Russia was still recovering from internal strife and wouldn’t be able to participate in the war.

“Two hundred thousand troops, armed with German weapons.”

The Grand National Assembly, which had believed it could win independence after miraculous victories, suddenly found its morale shattered by the news of the approaching Russian forces.

Did it have to come to this?

What crimes had the Ottoman Empire committed to deserve this brutal treatment and dismemberment?

“The Russian White Army under Anton Denikin has halted its advance at Samsun.”

“There wasn’t even a battle. Why did they stop?”

Samsun was an undefended area. Why stop there?

Of course, if Denikin’s forces continued to push forward, they could face guerrilla warfare, but for now, they held the upper hand.

“Could they think it’s a trap?”

“What should we do now?”

The Grand National Assembly was thrown into confusion.

There was no clear answer.

An additional force of 200,000 troops had joined their enemies.

And these weren’t just any troops—they were Slavs, long-standing enemies who had always coveted Ottoman lands.

Mustafa Kemal began to wonder if he had made the right decisions all along.

Perhaps it was time to give up and accept that even if they surrendered now, Türkiye’s history would still honor their struggle.

But Mustafa Kemal quickly shook off such weak thoughts.

It wasn’t over yet.

He knew the Russians weren’t simply relying on their numbers—they were formidable.

Even so, the sheer size of their force made them a serious threat, and the Russian army that had entered Anatolia was no ordinary one.

“General Inönü, can we win?”

“Realistically, no. It’s already a miracle we’ve lasted this long, thanks mostly to the supplies Italy left behind.”

The Grand National Assembly’s forces had managed to hold out thanks to the abandoned weapons of Italy, which had pulled out after not receiving Dalmatia in the peace agreements.

But now they faced 200,000 Russian troops.

And not just any troops—these were well-equipped with the latest weapons, primarily German arms, marching proudly into Anatolia, claiming to be the heirs of Rome.

This was the same army that had repeatedly defeated the Bolsheviks in civil war and restored Russia.

“If they were just a large force, that would be one thing. But this is a well-trained, well-supplied army. It will be difficult to defeat them.”

“The Entente has sent us another proposal, haven’t they?”

With the Russian army’s involvement, the Entente had sent another revised offer, one that also took into account Greece’s earlier withdrawal.

“Yes. They propose that the northern regions of Türkiye, where the Pontic Greeks live, along with Constantinople and Eastern Thrace, the land of the Second Rome, be ceded to Russia. In return, they offer to preserve central and southern Anatolia.”

The land along the Sea of Marmara, except for the parts ceded to Russia as former Eastern Roman territories, would be placed under the League of Nations’ joint administration, with a portion recognized as belonging to the new Türkiye.

While it was painful to think about the islands of the Aegean going to Greece and territories being taken by Britain and France, as well as the establishment of an autonomous Kurdistan, this proposal preserved more land than the earlier division.

Of course, it was the Russians who would be celebrating, proudly proclaiming themselves as the successors of Rome.

Under this agreement, Türkiye would never be able to regain the same strength as before.

But survival came at a cost, and they promised that if Türkiye gave up its lands, its independence would be guaranteed.

“It makes sense that Russia would be eager for this.”

“And this is something directly from Russia.”

“From Russia?”

“It’s a personal letter from the princess.”

Mustafa Kemal couldn’t shake the uneasy feeling as he looked at the letter from Anastasia.

But this was the same Anastasia who had personally crushed the Bolsheviks.

She had faced a national crisis just like him.

What would such a war goddess have to say in her letter?

It couldn’t be anything other than a demand for surrender—

“No, it’s not. She’s asking for talks?”

“Talks? With the Russian princess?”

“Yes.”

The content would likely be the same in the end, but she still wanted to talk.

And she wanted to avoid the eyes of the great powers, which meant there could be room for negotiation.

“Could it be a trap to lure the general and kill him?”

“She says to meet in Samsun.”

Of course, Anton Denikin’s army was there, but the request was for a meeting, a conversation.

Perhaps meeting her could yield unexpected results.

Who knows? Things might turn out differently.

And so, Mustafa Kemal, the hero of Gallipoli, now stood before me.

The man who had given Winston Churchill the mocking nickname “Mr. Gallipoli” after annihilating the Entente forces at Gallipoli and becoming a hero of the Ottoman Empire.

I never imagined I would see him here.

And in negotiations over the partition of the Ottoman Empire, no less.

Personally, I’ve always admired him for humiliating Churchill in World War I, and for his disdain for the British pirates.

“So, I meet Saint Anastasia of all Russia. I am Mustafa Kemal.”

“The hero of Gallipoli and the Turkish War of Independence. It’s a shame we meet under such circumstances.”

“If you feel that way, withdraw your army. I know that Russia has suffered greatly from the civil war.”

She’s quite fierce, isn’t she?

But I get it. After all, they did bring a huge army to crush Türkiye.


While modern Türkiye has good relations with Korea, that world is different from this one.

Moreover, I am the Russian princess, after all.

There’s no way relations between Russia, the heir to Eastern Rome, and the Ottoman Empire, which destroyed it, could ever be good.

Especially not in this situation.

“Even if I wanted to, it’s impossible. We’re only able to do this because we received help from the great powers, and of course, I want Constantinople for myself.”

“It’s Istanbul.”

“That land, forcibly taken by the Ottomans after they destroyed Eastern Rome, is sacred Roman territory. To us, it’s Constantinople.”

To us, it’s Constantinople!

How dare they call it Istanbul?

“Are you really trying to pressure us with stories from the past?”

Sensing that he was losing the argument, Kemal changed the subject.

Sure, let’s get to the main point.

I’m here to take Constantinople, after all.

“As you say, fighting another war while the people are still recovering from the civil war would be a gamble. That’s why I’m here—to offer you a new surrender proposal.”

“Do you really call that a proposal?”

His determination to keep fighting is impressive. Sure, I can appreciate the whole ‘fight to the last man’ attitude.

But it’s not like they have an army left to fight with.

Not even weapons.

“Do you have an army to fight with? Do you have enough supplies? Can you withstand an assault if we unite with Britain and France and attack from all sides?”

He couldn’t answer.

Exactly. There’s no way he could.

“The Turkish people will fight to the last man against their enemies.”

“That’s predictable. Your plan is to fight until everyone dies, exhausting the Entente and then negotiating, isn’t it?”

“!!”

“But unfortunately, Britain and France are determined to crush you completely. They have their imperial pride at stake. You know how detestable they can be, don’t you?”

Mustafa Kemal, Inönü, and the soldiers of the Grand National Assembly stared at me in disbelief.

What? We are the successors of Rome, and we have the right to act with such arrogance toward you.

After a moment, Kemal calmed his anger and spoke again.

“If we surrender, all that remains for us is central and southern Anatolia.”

“At least you’ll be able to keep that much before all the Ottomans are killed. Britain and France need your surrender, Kemal. Consider yourself lucky that they’ve been so lenient after all the fighting. Otherwise, you’d be worse off.”

Isn’t this far more merciful than what the Ottomans did to Eastern Rome when they destroyed it?

At least I’m letting your country survive.

When you think about it, the solution is simple.

Kemal refused the partition of the Ottoman Empire > The Entente decided to crush the Ottomans completely to demonstrate their victory in the Great War > Kemal fought bravely

and delayed surrender, so they decided to settle for just his capitulation.

Britain needs to secure political victory, and France, which is already facing rising communist sentiments, needs no further explanation.

So if Kemal resists, the Grand National Assembly will perish, and Türkiye will be wiped out.

Sure, other powers might face internal struggles, but they’ll maintain their sovereignty.

But Türkiye? It’ll be truly over.

The Pontic Greeks will gain independence, and Kurdistan will follow.

Britain and France will take their revenge on Türkiye.

“Damn the British! If it weren’t for them, we wouldn’t have even entered that cursed war! Now you want us to surrender to them again?”

Atatürk suddenly stood up and shouted.

I know. Churchill’s betrayal with his warships really stung. The Ottomans do have a right to be angry.

Their pride has been trampled.

But you know, someday, a better opportunity will come.

“There will be another chance.”

“A chance?”

“This isn’t the end. Things haven’t settled well, and Germany is now in the hands of the communists. When the time comes, Russia could help your country regain what it lost to Britain and France.”


Eventually, the opportunity will come.

By then, Britain and France will have to focus all their resources on dealing with the red plague in Germany, and they’ll struggle to hold on to anything beyond their homeland.

Just like in real history, they’ll have to give up all the lands they’ve fattened themselves on.

Türkiye will also seek to reclaim its territory.

And when that time comes, isn’t it worth looking the other way?



 
  Chapter 44 : Roman Empire III


Atatürk never bowed his pride, even as the nation was crumbling.

“At that time, were you asking for Roman territory instead of supporting us? If we’re being honest, we are also successors of the Eastern Roman Empire.”

That’s nothing but wordplay.

I didn’t want to engage in such a tedious argument.

Now, I should just lay everything out clearly.

“To be honest, I need to maintain appearances as well. We need to secure that much to keep the current Russia intact. In this situation, where neither side can act decisively, we need your country’s concession.”

“Then Russia should just step back.”

“Either we all die, or we preserve national bonds. It’s one or the other. Of course, if the former is chosen, Türkiye will surely fall. Other nations might see a change in government, but Türkiye won’t.”

Moving the army without a battle could cause some misunderstanding. We need to secure this amount as compensation.

To gain Constantinople without war?

The White Army will be on a patriotic high, claiming that Tsarina has reclaimed the second Rome.

“Heh.”

In the end, this is just more wordplay.

The UK and France will eventually have to give up their colonies.

As for verbal support, we can offer as much of that as needed.

“In return, let’s engage in some wordplay ourselves. Allow Türkiye to ‘grant independence’ to the Pontic Greeks, as if they were gaining autonomy. That way, the Grand National Assembly would appreciate having an ally like Russia.”

“Russia, an ally? How are we supposed to believe that?”

Right, it’s impossible to trust.

Even I can’t trust them. 

It’s like leaving a fish market in the hands of a cat—handing over large territories to an enemy.

“If you can’t trust Russia, then trust me.”

“Trust you? A princess?”

“My parents and siblings were executed by the Reds right in front of me, and I barely stopped the country from falling into their hands. I was far from the line of succession to the throne, yet here I am being called Tsarina. As someone who overcame a national crisis, I personally support a general who is willing to sacrifice himself for Türkiye’s independence.”

It’s practically an appeal to Atatürk.

“I need time to think.”

Yes, it’s good to have reached this point.

I’ve almost succeeded. Had this failed, war would have been inevitable.

“If Britain and France catch wind of this, it will be a problem. We can’t afford to drag this out. A battle between both armies would be disastrous.”

Not long after, Atatürk responded.

He agreed to delay matters for the future. He said he would trust me, though it might be in vain.

Looking at reality, he decided that it was better to trust an ally, even if it felt like a gamble, for the sake of future opportunities.

In real history, Ismet Pasha, a special envoy sent by the Grand National Assembly to Britain, stubbornly refused the proposals of the major powers, standing firm until the end.

But in this altered history, the White Army entered Anatolia, forcing a capitulation.

Unlike real history, the new Türkiye retained only central and southern Anatolia, including Ankara, becoming a minor state.

“Whew. It’s a relief for now.”

“It feels like we’ve given Russia too much, but… well, as long as we block the Mediterranean, we should be fine.”

“Look at Germany. If the German Free Socialist Republic wins the civil war, that’ll be a real problem. We need to empower Russia.”

“Did Tsarina negotiate with Kemal alone?”

“Come to think of it, doesn’t Tsarina’s reforms make her seem a bit… socialist?”

The UK and France were able to save face, while the Russians, whose pride had been wounded by the Bolsheviks after the civil war, were united by newfound pride.

Their pride was none other than ‘Rome.’

After nearly losing their country to the Reds, the Russians were more than ever inflamed with pride, claiming themselves as the true successors of Rome after retaking Constantinople.

“We’ve reclaimed Constantinople!”

“She’s the reincarnation of Catherine the Great! Tsarina Anastasia is the rightful heir of Rome and the true ruler of Russia!”

“Reviving Rome is a great feat!”

“The Third Rome!”

“The Holy Roman Empire is merely Germany’s predecessor!”

“God save the Tsar!”

The Russians, who had banded together after the civil war as the descendants of Rome, were now filled with pride in their Roman legacy.

It was a pivotal moment, where the White Russians, unlike the Soviet Union in real history, solidified their identity.

And…

Atatürk and his allies felt like they were the losers.

“Is this really okay? It feels like we’re getting duped.”

“The princess’s words carry weight. We’ll have to see how things unfold. Didn’t you say it’s a miracle we’ve gotten this far?”

Even the Grand National Assembly’s army was grumbling at this point.

Is this really enough?

“Yes, but can we really trust Russia?”

“I don’t trust Russia. I trust the princess.”

We don’t yet know exactly who this princess is.

But at her age, how could she be standing here so calmly in the heart of enemy territory?

There weren’t even that many Russian soldiers around.

She’d come out here for ‘talks,’ ensuring the safety of Kemal and the Grand National Assembly’s leadership by withdrawing the army.

In this situation, it would be easy to kill her if they decided to, yet she faced life and death with that calm demeanor.

When you’ve fought on the battlefield, you learn to tell.

Whether someone should be viewed with caution, or whether they are a potential ally.

The princess fits both categories.

If Russia pushes too hard, they could get the approval of the UK and France to swallow up more than half of Türkiye.

But instead, the princess chose to make allies.

Yes, for now, survival is what matters.

For the day when Türkiye can once again rise as it did in the Ottoman era.

Finally, the Grand National Assembly of Türkiye surrendered.

Mustafa Kemal Atatürk himself came as their representative, while Churchill came from Britain, supposedly for T-bagging. Typical troublemakers.

We sent Vasily Kharlamov, former leader of the Caucasus White Army and now the Foreign Minister, to negotiate.

Thus, the new Treaty of Ankara was signed.


Greece stormed out of the negotiations, throwing a tantrum.

For the White Army, or more precisely, for Tsarina, whose family had been destroyed by the civil war and who was barely confirmed as Tsarina by the Duma, the recapture of Constantinople solidified her legitimacy.

It’s a relief they surrendered.

If Atatürk had decided to fight to the last man, we would have been exhausted, just as we were finishing the civil war, and the people in the former Bolshevik territories were still restless. They might have even turned red again.

Compared to real history, it’s a pitiful ending, and it’s hard not to feel sorry for them.



 
  Chapter 45 : Crazy things


Now, with the Makhno issue resolved.

“Is there anything else that could be a problem at this point?”

“There’s some friction involving General Brusilov’s army in Poland.”

“In Poland?”

Could there really be friction in Poland?

I doubt Poland is attacking Russia in this situation.

“It’s not a full-blown war, but it seems the Polish army, trusting in Britain, has been causing trouble.”

“Poland… Poland.”

I drum my fingers on the desk, trying to recall my impression of Poland.

It’s a country that started poking around as soon as it gained independence.

In modern times, Poland had a reputation for aggressively purchasing weapons from South Korea before nuclear war broke out, aligning itself with countries that shared similar painful histories as other Eastern European nations. 

However, right after gaining independence, it was disliked for its expansionist tendencies, drawing attention from all directions.

And now they’ve stirred up trouble?

There couldn’t possibly be another war, could there?

“This isn’t leading to war, right?”

Starting another war with Britain right now would be troublesome.

If Britain wanted to deal with us, they would have mediated during the civil war and arranged for the Bolsheviks to crush us both.

“No, it’s not a war. The British army stationed in Poland apologized on their behalf.”

“They apologized for them?”

“It’s probably because of Germany. France and Britain are exhausted, and with revolutionary Germany being unpredictable, they probably want to maintain good relations with us.”

If that’s the case, then…

This is a huge boost for Russia, isn’t it?

If the British are apologizing to avoid conflict with us, that means they don’t want to be our enemy. Wow! Russia, weakened by civil war, has skyrocketed overnight!

The snowball I started rolling has grown massive.

“Poland isn’t much of a problem, but the real issue is the Baltics.”

“The Baltics?”

“Major Pavel Bermondt, leading the Western Russian White Army, wants to go to war with the Bolshevik-free Baltic states.”

It seems like he’s gotten too comfortable and now feels the itch to fight.

But no, that’s not the right move.

At least until Russia regains its former strength, we must remain a peaceful state, slowly accumulating small gains.

“What does the Duma think? Personally, I believe those Baltic states were ceded under the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk. A conflict with Britain could arise. And didn’t we acknowledge their independence to gain British support in our fight against the Bolsheviks?”

“Just like we took over Eastern Ukraine, shouldn’t we secure at least one of the three states?”

Shouldn’t we be satisfied with having retained our current territory after winning the civil war?

“Latvia and Lithuania are heavily influenced by Britain. So strategically, Estonia would be the best option. Let’s propose joining the Union. It’s just my opinion, but the Tsarina can inform the Duma that she’s against war, and the Prime Minister can take it from there.”

Russia, now a federation, governs several minority nations that originally sought independence.

One of the reasons they united was thanks to the Bolsheviks.

By offering expanded autonomy while showcasing the atrocities Bolsheviks were bound to commit, they found common ground in fighting against the Bolsheviks.

“I’ve heard that General Bermondt’s forces have already clashed with the Estonian army. Do you think they’ll listen to us?”

“If they refuse, we’ll see when the time comes. There’s no reason to provoke Britain unnecessarily. This is just a diplomatic suggestion. Now isn’t the time for war.”

We can’t force them if they decline.

As I said, Russia mustn’t become a bully.

If Estonia rejects the offer, there’s no need to go to war with Britain.

Sure, the Turkish War of Independence was advantageous for us, but at least until the Great Depression, we need to keep a low profile.

If the Baltics start acting up because we left them alone, we can deal with them then.

Now, it’s time to focus on domestic matters.

The Baltics can be dealt with appropriately later.

The real issue is Manchuria. 

The division has already been discussed, but Japan hasn’t said anything yet.

“Yes.”

“What’s happening with the division of Manchuria?”

We’ve already secured North Manchuria, but South Manchuria is a different story.

Japan said they would handle South Manchuria, so I’ve been waiting to see how they’ll proceed. But at this rate, the local warlords in Manchuria might be wiped out completely.

“The Japanese army recently entered South Manchuria.”

As expected, they didn’t disappoint.

They may find it hard to confront us, but they have no problem crushing China. Typical behavior.

“As expected of the Japanese army. Always living up to their reputation as bullies. What’s their excuse?”

“They claim that Chinese bandits keep crossing the Yalu River.”

They’re taking over all of South Manchuria over some bandits.

It’s exactly the behavior you’d expect from imperialists.

Do they think that if China protests, we’ll step in to help?

“They’re taking all of South Manchuria because of some bandits. Typical Japan. But that’s a problem in many ways.”

“It seems they’ve learned from your principles of self-determination.”

What?

“Self-determination?”

I did advocate something similar to self-determination.

I argued that every nation should have its own place to live, just as we respect the minority nations within Russia. 

I expanded their autonomy and reorganized them accordingly.

In essence, I suggested that minority nations deserve respect and a place to call home, which helped bring them into the White Army.

Alright, let’s put that aside for now.

But did Japan really use that as their justification?

The Asian Cavalry Division, which took over North Manchuria, was made up of Ungern’s soldiers who later joined the White Army, so I can stretch that claim.

But South Manchuria is different.

Japan hasn’t even bought their ticket for the Great Kanto Earthquake yet.

It’s going to hit next year.

“Their official justification is that since Koreans, who are subjects of the Japanese Empire, live in South Manchuria, it belongs to Japan.”

“Oh.”

Incredible. Did they learn that from me?

It seems they’ve come up with this excuse to justify their desire to take over South Manchuria.

They returned Qingdao at the Washington Conference, so now they’re determined to take over something else.


The idea of confronting Japan for this is tricky because Russia isn’t in a position to defend Chinese territory like South Manchuria.

It would be better to stick to the agreement we reached behind the scenes and let Japan take South Manchuria.

Moreover, Japan has adopted a warped version of self-determination as their justification.

Since Koreans live in South Manchuria, it’s Korean land, and since Koreans are subjects of the Japanese Empire, South Manchuria belongs to Japan.

If China accepts this logic, then when Korea becomes independent and claims South Manchuria as its own in the future, China won’t be able to argue against it.

Everything is falling into place according to my plan.

I’m not doing this because I’m originally Korean and want to give them South Manchuria.

Korea’s position as a potential counterbalance to Japan, which could be influenced by the U.S., makes it strategically perfect.

In the future, I’m not sure if Korea in this timeline will align more with Russia or the U.S., but if Japan eventually falls under U.S. influence like in real history, it would be ideal for Korea to act as a regional balancer in Northeast Asia.

For that to happen, they’ll need some strength.

China, meanwhile, has been blindsided by the loss of South Manchuria.

Originally a warlord-controlled area, China wasn’t yet unified, so South Manchuria couldn’t fully be considered part of the Republic of China.

Nevertheless, it was still Chinese territory.

Although it was the domain of a warlord, Zhang Zuolin, it was recognized as Chinese land.

But now they’ve been hit from behind.

Russia has taken North Manchuria.

Japan has taken South Manchuria.

The Beiyang Government immediately dispatched Wang Jingwei as a special envoy to Japan.

“How could you do this? Manchuria is the territory of the Republic of China!”

“Well, that’s a bit misleading.”

However, the Japanese foreign minister, Uchida Kosai, responded to Wang Jingwei’s outrage with a calm and composed demeanor.

He wore the expression of someone who already had all the justifications lined up, facing an argument he couldn’t lose.

Wang Jingwei sensed something was off.

“What do you mean?”

“Manchuria, the homeland of the Manchus, was never part of China, which was established by the Han Chinese after the fall of the Qing Dynasty.”

‘Destroy the Qing, restore the Han.’

How can the Republic of China, established by the Han people after toppling the Qing, claim that Manchuria, the homeland of the Manchus, is their land?

The Japanese side neither understood nor intended to.

“What are you talking about?”

“After Russia took North Manchuria, I understand many Han Chinese crossed the Great Wall.”

The Han people of the three northeastern provinces had to flee, either by choice or force, after Russia expanded southward.

Now, the only ones left in North Manchuria are the Manchus, who don’t mind living under Russian rule, and a few Han Chinese. 

Moreover, the Japanese army has recently been crossing into Manchuria regularly, so the warlords have retreated. What exactly are they trying to say?

“What are you trying to imply?”

“There is a concept known as self-determination. All peoples have the right—”

“I understand what it means. So what exactly

is Japan trying to say?”

Once again, the Chinese refuse to listen to the end of a sentence.

Self-determination.

The idea that all peoples have the right to determine their own destiny. On the surface, it’s a noble principle, especially when it comes to the independence of oppressed minorities.

But it was originally a dark, strategic claim made to force defeated powers to give up their colonies. Japan, as a victor, didn’t apply it to Korea.

“There are many Koreans living in South Manchuria. Isn’t it natural that the land belongs to the people who live there?”

“What nonsense.”

“What nonsense? Just as the land south of the Great Wall is Han Chinese territory, South Manchuria, where Koreans reside, rightfully belongs to Japan.”

What kind of absurd logic is this?

“How can land where Koreans live be Japanese land? Isn’t Korea a colony of Japan? By that logic, you should first liberate Korea!”

“Colony? Korea was annexed by Japan, and Koreans became subjects of the Empire. So, naturally, the land where Koreans live, including Manchuria, is part of Japan.”

Annexation, right. They’re good with words.

‘What is this madness!’

Sure, if Koreans started claiming that Manchuria belonged to them because it was part of Goguryeo’s territory, Wang Jingwei could at least pretend to listen to them.

But Japan saying this?

What kind of nonsense is this?

They’re trying to argue that because of annexation, Korea isn’t a colony, but that’s just wordplay.

After all, aren’t the Koreans in Manchuria refugees fleeing colonial rule?

“What kind of crazy logic is this?”

“It was none other than Tsarina Anastasia of Russia who taught us this principle of self-determination.”

There it is again, Tsarina Anastasia.

If Anastasia, busy rebuilding Moscow and Petrograd, heard this, she’d probably wonder what in the world they were talking about. But by now, even in China, her name had spread.

She was the subject of rumors spread by the White Mongol Khans, Ungern and Semyonov, claiming that Russia had inherited the Mongol Empire and was pressuring Chinese warlords.

And what does that imply?

It means that, if necessary, they’ll devour the Republic of China just as the Mongols devoured the Song Dynasty.

Now, even the Japanese Empire is getting involved.

“Japan has a duty to protect the Koreans, subjects of the Emperor, from Chinese bandits in Manchuria.”

“If we don’t recognize this!”

If you don’t recognize it, there’s nothing you can do.

Uchida Kosai’s smile was chilling.

“If you don’t recognize it, then you’ll find yourselves up against both the Russian and Japanese Empires.”

That insidious, sly smile unique to Japanese imperialists spread across Uchida’s face.

Little did Japan know that South Manchuria might one day become part of Korea, but for now, they were proudly invoking Russia’s name.

‘Wait, could this mean… Japan and Russia are forming an alliance?’

If that’s the case, it changes everything.

Apparently, Russia lost a lot of territory to Germany. So now, they’ve set their sights on Manchuria.

Japan, having returned Qingdao after the Washington Conference, is now eyeing South Manchuria. That seems to be the reasoning.

Both Russia and Japan are openly targeting China.

And yet, the other powers remain silent.


This clearly suggests that the great powers have already given their tacit approval behind the scenes.

Of course, to be more precise, the European powers were busy turning their attention to internal problems after the wars ended with the Treaty of Ankara. They simply weren’t in a position to care about Asia at the moment, but that hardly mattered.

In the end, Wang Jingwei was forced to submit.

After Mongolia, now Manchuria.

Wang Jingwei grew to resent both Japan and Russia.



 
  Chapter 46 : Madmap


Like any other day, I was busy patrolling the area once controlled by the Reds and managing the public sentiment. Then, someone came to see me.

“My granddaughter has grown up so much. Sniff. She’s really my granddaughter.”

It was Dagmar of Denmark.

In other words, Maria Feodorovna, the mother of Nicholas II and the widow of Alexander III, came all the way to Moscow.

Her sister’s son was George V of England.

It’s said that he looked so much like Nicholas II that people mistook him for being alive.

In actual history, she escaped Russia with the help of the British during the horrors of the civil war. But in this alternate history, she’s able to come all the way to the rebuilding Moscow.

She came here herself, crying and even holding my hand.

Oh, I should’ve run away to Yekaterinburg sooner.

“G-Grandmother?”

“Yes, it’s me, your grandmother. Oh, my poor child, how much suffering you must have endured. Sniff. You lost your father, your mother, your sisters, and your brother. How hard it must have been.”

But I’m actually fine.

I didn’t see their bodies in person, after all.

Those Bolshevik scoundrels, having a change of heart, took care of everything so I wouldn’t have to see it.

Once everything is settled, we’ll decide later whether to relocate the remains from Yekaterinburg.

If I were the real Anastasia, I’d be shocked, but I’m not.

“Grandmother, I’m okay.”

“Oh, my poor child. To think you dragged your frail body into battle against the Bolsheviks. Sniff. I convinced George to help you.”

“Really?”

Was one of the reasons England helped because of her?

Well, that makes sense. It’s a little uncomfortable, though.

Even though I look like this, I’m a completely different person on the inside.

I’m not the real Anastasia, so this feels a bit wrong. I guess you could say it’s pricking my conscience.

“Do you have any thoughts of marriage?”

“Marriage? Russia’s situation isn’t good enough for something like that.”

If it were a political marriage, it might be worth considering.

But there’s no suitable match, is there?

Germany has Joachim, who is divorced, but he’s much older. And there’s no one particularly suitable in England either.

Even if it’s a political marriage, it wouldn’t do to have a husband who would bring down the prestige of the Tsarina.

“Then what do you plan to do about an heir?”

“There’s Grand Duke Kirill’s son, Vladimir, isn’t there?”

Grand Duke Kirill Vladimirovich.

After Nicholas II died, and Mikhail was assassinated, and Alexei was executed, he was the closest surviving royal to the throne.

Things have changed quite a bit with Anastasia’s survival.

As far as I know from history, Kirill’s son is Vladimir Kirillovich, a grand duke.

Of course, he’s still a child at the moment.

But for now, it’s best to consider young Vladimir as the next heir.

After all, in a situation where a revolution has wiped out so many and the line of succession is in chaos, I, as the Tsarina and the saint of all Russia, have the authority to choose the heir.

I could marry into a noble family instead of a royal family, but I’m not in a position to do that.

I was just trying to wrap up the civil war and leave, but then they made me Tsarina, and I even recaptured Constantinople.

If it were a time of peace, it would be a different story.

There’s also the Great Depression to prepare for, and a lot needs to be reformed to establish a constitutional monarchy.

At least thanks to the civil war, everything got turned upside down, allowing us to get this far.

“You don’t have to take on everything your father couldn’t. Why do you…?”

“If I have the ability to do so, then I must. I may have won this civil war, but they could rise again and turn everything red. If not now, when else can we put things in order?”

Now is the time to solidify the constitutional monarchy.

If I flee now, even though everyone is supporting me as Tsarina, Trotsky, who fled somewhere, could come back.

And if not him, there could be another Lenin or Stalin.

So I have to stay here.

Not to mention, I’m not the real Anastasia.

“Is there anything this grandmother can do to help?”

“Please focus on maintaining good relations with England. Also, we’ll need help from the British in establishing a constitutional monarchy.”

“Very well. I’ll head to England and speak with them myself.”

My grandmother left again, as if she’d do anything for her granddaughter, heading back to England.

Even if the British are treacherous islanders, they are still a constitutional monarchy.

I think it’s worth emulating that aspect of the British system.

At least, that’s what Russia needs right now.

For now, I sent word to Grand Duke Kirill in Finland, letting him know that I’m considering Vladimir as the successor.

And I told him to return once the country is stabilized.

Now, the next thing is the coronation.

Along with the Manchurian partition agreement, the coronation is one of the most pressing issues for Russia right now.

“How should we handle the coronation?”

“Shouldn’t we naturally hold it in Constantinople?”

With the royals and nobles returning to Russia, well…

It’s taking a long time to organize the coronation because of those people.

We can’t exactly hold a coronation in a place filled only with soldiers. We need to restore the grandeur of the imperial era, at least on the surface.

“Yes. I’ve heard that General Anton Denikin has sent the White Army to clear out the Ottomans from Constantinople.”

“Really?”

That man sure is working hard.

It seems he’s not too keen on being overshadowed by Pyotr Wrangel, who was under his command.

At the very least, he wants to drive out the Ottomans from the Second Rome.

“They’ve decided to abolish the use of ‘Istanbul’ and go back to calling it Constantinople.”

It was called Istanbul by the Ottomans.

Constantinople, Konstantiniyye, or Constantinopolis.

It’s been called many things, but in Slavic countries, it was known as the City of the Emperor, or Tsargrad.

“What do you think about calling it Tsargrad, to fit with the Slavic language?”

“Constantinople has a better ring to it. After all, don’t we call the Tsaritsa ‘Tsarina’?”

It’s always best to go with what’s easier to pronounce.

Besides, doesn’t Constantinople have that Roman flair?


“Great Khan.”

He was the only one who called me “Great Khan” in this place.

Grigory Semyonov.

He’s a figure who has firmly inserted himself into the Duma’s discussions regarding the coronation, but he looks like he’s high on drugs right now.

Here we go again.

“Yes?”

“The incarnation of Tengri, and the Great Khan of the Mongol Empire.”

What nonsense is he about to spew now?

Grigory Semyonov is the biggest nationalist fanatic in Russia right now.

Unlike in actual history, he didn’t align with Japan, but with the victory of the White Army, the restoration of the Mongol Empire, and the recapture of Constantinople, this man’s eyes have turned strange.

His pupils are out of focus, rolling up and down in his head.

He’s exuding a rather unsettling vibe.

In alternate history novels, Ungern is portrayed as the “Mad Baron,” but here, Ungern seems relatively sane, while Grigory has turned into this lunatic.

“Go on, what is it?”

Whenever this man starts talking, it’s terrifying.

“The title of Tsar originally derives from ‘Caesar,’ meaning heir to the throne. It does not signify the emperor itself. Thus, the Tsar of the Russian Empire does not truly represent the ruler of an empire!”

Oh. Something’s coming. He’s about to say something crazy.

“Has this man lost his mind?!”

“Now, now, Duma members, please hear me out. Now that we’ve recovered the lands of the Eastern Roman Empire, I believe it is only fitting that we receive the blessing of the Russian Orthodox Church and be titled the all-powerful ‘Imperator of the Roman Empire!’”

Well.

If that’s the case, shouldn’t the title be “Basileus” since we’ve only reclaimed part of the Eastern Roman lands? But no, technically, what he’s saying isn’t wrong.

If we’re borrowing from old titles beyond the Slavic world, then that would be correct.

“Well, uh, then I suppose we could say that, just as I hold the title of Great Khan, I’ll also assume the title of Byzantine Emperor. Hm.”

Yes, let’s just go with that.

Tsar of Russia, Great Khan of the Mongol Empire, and Emperor of Byzantium.

I’m most curious about how Greece will react.

If we’re talking about the legitimacy of Rome, Greece and Russia are still brought up, but how would I know about that?

Even if I let it slide that I’m originally from Korea, can Russia really claim the Roman throne and its legitimacy? I have my doubts.

“Heh heh. Then the only thing left is the Son of Heaven in China. The Qing Emperor once held the position of Great Khan, but that title is now meaningless, as Joseon, which claimed to inherit the legitimacy of China, became the Korean Empire before being annexed by Japan.

It’s only fitting to gather the Koreans who fled to Manchuria and crown their emperor…”

I stopped thinking.

Because if I said anything more in front of him, who knows what he’d latch onto next.

This man has clearly lost his mind, especially now that he’s been riding high after all the victories, unlike in actual history.

But he’s also militarily capable, repelling the Chinese who frequently cross over into Mongolia. So, I can’t exactly lock him up as a lunatic. When did he even learn Korean history?

“Well, I don’t think it’s a bad idea to claim the title of Roman Emperor. Since we’re transitioning to a constitutional monarchy and transferring power to the Duma, we could certainly use multiple titles to enhance the prestige of the royal family.”

“Is that so?”

There is some logic to it.

Now that I’ve relinquished power, it makes sense to create an untouchable, sacred domain. The title of Roman Emperor would help fill that role.

It might seem like delusional patriotism, but there’s some merit to it.

Rome. Who could dare challenge that name?

“By the way, Japanese Foreign Minister Uchida Kosai has arrived in Moscow to negotiate the Manchurian partition agreement. Perhaps he should witness the Roman Emperor’s coronation as well.”

“Huh, Uchida Kosai?”

“Yes. He has come personally from the Japanese Foreign Ministry to Yekaterinburg to negotiate the Manchurian agreement.”

I suppose this means they’re looking to form an alliance.

It could be that Hara Takashi is feeling the pressure from the right-wing.

In history, Prime Minister Hara Takashi was assassinated by the right-wing, but this time, he survived.

Maybe because they now see an opportunity to gain control of Southern Manchuria.

“Japan must really want to make an ally out of us.”

“There’s no other country in the Far East capable of exerting influence like ours.”

They seem awfully suspicious.

It feels like they’ll stab us in the back at some point.

Wasn’t it the Great Kanto Earthquake?

Didn’t the massacre of Koreans happen during the Great Kanto Earthquake?

Hmm, knowing the future, I’d want to help those Koreans who are going to die, but being someone who’s not Korean, I don’t know how to help them.

I’m not Anastasia, and I’m not some independence activist who could smuggle them out.

Maybe I should find a way to help.

It’s unsettling. Honestly, I wish I were in Korea instead of Russia.


Well, that’s something the Duma can handle. I’ll go distribute food to the orphans who’ve crossed over from villages burned by the Bolsheviks.

“Will you do it yourself, Your Majesty?”

“It’s not yet time for the coronation. Besides, the Bolsheviks burned those villages to recruit manpower and gather resources to fight us. We should take responsibility for that.”

Yes, there’s no need for me to attend the negotiations with Japan.

I’m better off focusing on winning the hearts of the people.



 
  Chapter 47 : Manchuria Partition Agreement


Japanese Foreign Minister Uchida Kosai, advocating for the principle of national self-determination, defeated Wang Jingwei in a debate and crossed over to Russia in high spirits.

“Centered around Yekaterinburg, it’s a country with a fully developed railway system.”

The new Russia had built a web of railroads across the entire nation.

In addition, over a million elite troops and millions of reserves, hardened by the civil war, were ready for action.

If Japan were to fight a second Russo-Japanese war to claim all of Manchuria, millions of elite soldiers would pour in via the more advanced Siberian trains.

Although Japan was more confident in naval battles than during the last war, it would still need to plant its flag on land. If not, it could even lose the Korean Peninsula.

As Uchida Kosai rode the train to Yekaterinburg, observing soldiers stationed everywhere, he grew more convinced.

“Indeed, we must maintain a friendly relationship with Russia.”

The great powers of Europe, suffering heavy losses after this war, were groaning in pain.

Even Mutaguchi Renya repeatedly praised the current Tsarina, comparing her to a reincarnation of the old Nobunaga who once sought to unify the world, or perhaps even to Amaterasu.

Honestly, calling her the reincarnation of Nobunaga or Amaterasu seemed like something Mutaguchi said just because the Tsarina praised him a little.

However, according to diplomats, one thing seemed to be true.

She wasn’t just a ruler from the medieval times but a formidable woman who personally fought alongside soldiers in the heat of battle. It was like something out of a novel.

Considering the previous Tsar’s failings, it was probably necessary to capture the hearts of the military in such a way. Nonetheless, this presented both an opportunity and a crisis for Japan.

Russia would not be the same as before.

Even if Russia lacked the naval strength to invade Japan, there was no need to fight them.

After all, even if Japan managed to occupy Russia’s Far East, there would be nothing to gain. Although the Tsarina rejected Japan’s support, she seemed to hold some affection for Japan.

Through the Manchuria Agreement, Russia and Japan could acknowledge each other’s ownership of Manchuria. Japan could expand into China while Russia would focus on Europe.

“The Empire and Russia can become allies.”

If Japan were to fight China, Russia would likely support Japan to protect North Manchuria and Mongolia.

With such hopeful thoughts, Uchida Kosai finally arrived in Yekaterinburg and met Russia’s Foreign Minister.

“Welcome. Please excuse the chaos, as the aftermath of the civil war has yet to be settled.”

The man who welcomed Uchida Kosai was Sergey Sazonov, the current Foreign Minister of Russia.

In actual history, Sazonov represented Kolchak’s Russian state at the Paris Peace Conference but was ignored due to Russia’s lack of a legitimate government.

However, in this alternate timeline, World War I ended before there was time for such events. Sazonov remained with Kolchak’s Siberian White Army, sweeping out Bolshevik remnants in the Far East, and was later appointed as the Foreign Minister of the newly formed Russian Federation under Anastasia’s leadership.

“No need to apologize. Thank you for welcoming me so warmly despite my sudden visit. First, allow me to congratulate you on reclaiming Constantinople from the Ottomans.”

“Ah, you’ve heard? Why don’t you tell the Tsarina yourself?”

“Excuse me?”

Tell the Tsarina? Where was the Tsarina?

“She’s right over there.”

Following Sazonov’s guidance, Uchida Kosai arrived at a place guarded by heavily armed Russian soldiers.

And in the midst of them, distributing food to children alongside Russian noblewomen, was a radiant woman.

It was immediately clear that this was the Tsarina.

A saint from a chosen bloodline, much like the Japanese imperial family that descended from the divine.

She was a young woman whose noble bearing was unmistakable.

Dressed in military attire, the Tsarina was personally handing out food, embodying the title of the “Empress on Horseback.”

“Even though power has been transferred to the parliament, she’s still the leader of Russia, isn’t she? A national leader, personally?”

Considering Russia’s situation, with the new government still unstable, it made sense that the leader had to personally step forward.

But she was more than just a figurehead.

With such a leader, the newly victorious Russia would rise like a double-headed eagle to the skies.

Indeed, for the future, it was clear: Japan must remain an ally of Russia.

“Minister, is there something you need?”

The woman, who should have been laughing and socializing with the noblewomen, recognized them and approached with a casual wave.

“I am Uchida Kosai, Foreign Minister of Japan, here regarding the Manchuria Agreement.”

“I greet the Great Khan of Mongolia, the Saint of All Russia, and the Tsarina of All Russia.”

Though unsure if this was the proper greeting, Kosai bowed deeply, flattering the Tsarina for the sake of a smooth Manchuria Agreement.

The Tsarina’s face, however, stiffened slightly at his words.

“It is quite a long title, isn’t it?”

“I first want to congratulate you on your victory in the civil war and the restoration of the glory of Byzantium with the recapture of Constantinople. From the Emperor of our Empire to the people of Japan, we all celebrate your achievement.”

Uchida Kosai spoke with the appropriate weight in his voice, though the smile on the Tsarina’s lips seemed to twist ever so slightly.

“There’s no need for such grand words. Just convey my gratitude to your emperor. As for the Manchuria Agreement, hasn’t everything already been settled?”


Indeed, everything had already been agreed upon.

The Japanese Kwantung Army and Russia’s Far Eastern Military District had already been stationed in North and South Manchuria, with the borders clearly drawn on the map.

“Yes, it is a great relief that Japan and Russia have reached this agreement in alignment.”

“We are signing this agreement in the hope that there will be no more surprise attacks like in 1904. Let’s uphold the agreement. Now, as neighbors, we should get along well, shouldn’t we?”

“Ahem. Such an incident will never happen again. We, as Russia’s neighbors, will ensure a friendly relationship with your country.”



 
  Chapter 48 : Free Socialist Republic of Germany


The German Revolution was larger than expected.

Kaiser Wilhelm II, who had gone to East Prussia, attempted to recapture Berlin with the Imperial Army.

During that time, the military had suppressed the media, keeping the defeat a secret. The fact that the German Empire had lost all its colonies, thrown away its German pride, and become a puppet of the British was revealed by the Communist Party.

In particular, the fact that money was being printed under the pretense of paying reparations was exposed. Public sentiment towards the royal family and the military plummeted rapidly.

And then, “The Kaiser must abdicate! Boo!”

“What have the Junkers ever done for us?”

“When you look at it, maybe the Communist Party is the better option!”

Even before the revolution that erupted right before they could stab France with a spear, the truth had exploded, and the resentment towards the royal family and military only grew.

Though they tried to spread propaganda that they had intended to strike France first,

It didn’t work.

“Another war?!”

“These people are fundamentally wrong!”

The revolution led by Rosa Luxemburg and Karl Liebknecht unfolded quite differently from actual history.

Though the German Empire lasted a little longer than in real history, Rosa Luxemburg and Karl Liebknecht had clearly observed the Soviet Union’s downfall. Unlike the hasty and radical Russian Revolution, they slowly garnered public support from within and recruited the regular army.

Unlike the Russian Revolution, which executed those who did not follow communism, the German Communist Party listed every mistake made by the Kaiser, the Junkers, and the military, emphasizing that they had no choice but to rise up.

Support for the Communist Party began to grow in southern Germany as well.

Infuriated by the truth spread by the Communist Party, people even began to terrorize the Junkers.

The German Communist Party quietly encouraged the Germans themselves to rise up. The revolution in Berlin, which in actual history was suppressed by the right-wing Freikorps, was not quelled.

“The revolution isn’t being suppressed?”

“Your Majesty, this way, please!”

Only then did Wilhelm II recall the gruesome execution of his relative, Nicholas, and swiftly maneuvered to escape.

The German Communist Party had no intention of executing the royal family, having seen Lenin’s failure from the start.

Public sentiment was in favor of the Communist Party, and they had planned to propose exile to the royal family to smoothly complete the German revolution.

However, like an emperor of the East in the 16th century who swiftly commanded armies and bewildered the enemy, the Kaiser suddenly fled back to East Prussia.

“The Kaiser has fled to East Prussia.”

“Damn it, is he planning to fight to the end?”

Disillusioned by this, even more people began to side with the Communist Party. The German Communist Party attempted to organize the People’s Army to take East Prussia by force.

But,

“Stop right there!”

“Is it the British again?”

Britain, which had been closely observing the revolution, moved Poland. By having Poland occupy Danzig, the German People’s Army could not march to East Prussia.

Britain mediated a ceasefire with the condition of recognizing the revolutionary government of Germany, transferring Danzig to Poland, and acknowledging the Kingdom of East Prussia.

France, meanwhile, sneakily proposed that the Rhineland be declared a neutral, independent state, stating that Germany could not be trusted. The German Communist Party further cemented its revolutionary power by blaming the Kaiser and Junkers for the Rhineland’s independence.

Of course, the Kaiser’s family, who had fled to East Prussia, didn’t fare well either.

“This won’t do. Let’s use it!”

Learning from the Russian revolutionaries, members of the German Communist Party who pursued the royal family to East Prussia blew up the carriage carrying the royal family with a bomb. All of Wilhelm II’s children, except for Victoria Louise, were killed.

However, although the German Communist Party had taken control of Germany, their grip was not yet complete.

There were still remnants of the Freikorps, right-wing groups who either still supported the Kaiser or disliked both the Kaiser and the Communists. They refused to acknowledge the Communist regime.

“Rosa Luxemburg, isn’t she a damned Jew as well?”

“Judeo-Bolshevism is a science!”

As Freikorps terror against Jews and the German Communist Party spread nationwide, many Jews were targeted. To escape the terror, German Jews turned their attention to exile in other countries.

They couldn’t flee to neighboring countries like Britain, France, or Austria, which were wary of the connection between Jews and communists. Most of them headed for the Russian Federation, which had recently undergone civil war and offered benefits to Jews and skilled workers.

Among them were Albert Einstein and Fritz Haber.

And,

“Our United Russian Federation welcomes you.”

The famous Russian saint, who implemented pro-Jewish policies, warmly welcomed them with a smile.

Would Japan believe what I say?

Even if they did, they wouldn’t be able to respond. Perhaps they would think my words are nonsense.

Of course, they wouldn’t believe it.

Who would trust someone suddenly proclaiming that a disaster would occur somewhere on their land?

It was just lip service, really.

Right. But Japan isn’t the problem.

“God save the Tsar!”

“O descendants of great Rome! Rise again from Constantinople!”

“Hail Tsarina Anastasia! Long live the United Russian Federation!”

I’m holding my coronation.

With the Roman crown placed on my head,

Amidst the Russian White Army, royals, and nobles, I proudly ascended to the throne as both the Emperor of the Eastern Roman Empire and the Tsar of Russia.

This coronation was different from the traditional Tsar’s coronation.

In Constantinople, amidst fluttering banners of red with golden double-headed eagles and yellow with Russian double-headed eagles, I proudly ascended the throne that had been vacant since Nicholas II, during a brief civil war.

The Russian Orthodox Church, nearly destroyed by the Soviets, played its role in supporting my coronation.

Unlike Nicholas II, I appeared as the Empress of War, backed by the strong support of the White Army. I also inherited the legitimacy of the Eastern Roman Empire.

And,

Immediately after the coronation, I changed into my imperial uniform.

This trailing dress is really annoying.

“Hmm, does Her Majesty the Empress prefer military uniforms?”

“Dresses just feel… uncomfortable.”

I sighed and shook my head at the Black Baron, who teased me.

Even Princess Louise of Germany had modified her uniform with Russian army trousers.

I, too, found this trailing dress incredibly inconvenient.

Honestly, coming to Constantinople was already a hassle.

Now known as Tsargrad, this city had shed its Turkish influence and was transforming into a Greek and Russian style.

Ambassadors from various nations didn’t hold back their congratulations on the surface.

The British ambassador irritated me by mentioning the ‘Red Empress,’ but I dismissed them as ignorant pirates unaware of Russia’s true situation.

France subtly requested that I subdue the German Communist Party, but with the vastness of Russia to manage, I couldn’t help the frogs.

The Greek officials, meanwhile, were grinding their teeth.

Even if I claimed the title of Emperor of the Eastern Roman Empire, this city was too far south to be a capital. I planned to stay here for a while before returning to Moscow.

Thinking about Russia’s massive expanse, I felt like I was constantly traveling the country—a journey I had never experienced in my previous life.

If not for the railroads, what would I have done?


“Tsarina, there’s something I must inform you of.”

Now in charge of the Ministry of Internal Affairs and the Okhrana, Boris Savinkov cautiously approached, chewing his words.

“What is it?”

“It may be bad news, but it seems the civil war in Germany has completely shifted in favor of the revolutionaries.”

In the end, the Kaiser’s forces lost, and the revolution succeeded in Germany.

What happens to Nazi Germany now?

What about Adolf Hitler?

What will happen to Adolf the martyr who was supposed to kill Hitler?

I even gave Adolf a medal through German officers for his services.

I had hoped for a scenario where I could prepare defenses against Germany’s invasion, then successfully defeat the German army in a grand battle.

Reality is different, as expected.

Still, isn’t Russia now the enemy of the revolution?

Even though the German Communist Party distanced itself from Lenin,

This massive social reform I’m spearheading seems somewhat socialist.

If it succeeds, the Communist Party will have no purpose, and the communist revolution itself will be blocked.

For ideological victory, the Communist Germany will likely prepare for war.

Because of those Germans, I now have another emergency meeting right after the coronation.

Wouldn’t it be nice if the Duma handled everything on its own?

I just want to relax and stamp papers from above.

Becoming a master of signing documents is my dream.

Anton Denikin is still busy decorating Constantinople.

Thanks to that, famous figures like Fritz Haber and Einstein have come to Russia.

At the very least, Einstein is a huge win.

Perhaps I can secretly get him to start nuclear research in Siberia after some reforms.

After all, they came to Russia because we valued Jews and skilled workers. They’ll do their best.

Once we develop nukes, even if we’re losing the war, we can drop a nuke on Berlin or Paris as long as we have air superiority.

“They say the German Revolution happened in an instant.”

I suppose so.

I’m well aware of how the snowball of my survival has grown.

But I never imagined Rosa Luxemburg’s communist revolution would succeed.

Well, the German Empire had survived, and they had watched Lenin’s downfall, so they must have prepared thoroughly. Still, it’s surprising. It’s not even the Weimar Republic but the German Free Socialist Republic.

“The German Communist Party must have prepared for a long time, seeing

Lenin’s failure. Besides, unlike us, with the vast land that allowed the White Army to organize for a civil war, Germany is different.”

Indeed, communists, no matter their origin, are impressive.

They fundamentally have cockroach-like resilience.

“Do you think the Kaiser can retake the mainland from East Prussia?”

I cautiously asked Pyotr Wrangel.

Does the Kaiser have the ability to retake the mainland?

If so, does that mean the civil war will drag on, and could Germany muster the strength for a second world war?

If solving the Great Depression proves too difficult, war might indeed be the answer.

Even the U.S. only got through it with the New Deal, then fully recovered thanks to World War II.

I don’t know much about Rosa Luxemburg, but seeing her endure and now swallow up Germany is quite remarkable.

I heard she’s Jewish.

She likely won’t become the Secretary-General. Karl something-or-other will probably take that position.

Our dear Corporal Adolf must loathe this.

Should I support the Kaiser with weapons—or rather, sell them to him? But that would seem too ungrateful, wouldn’t it?

The problem is whether the Kaiser has the ability to sustain a long-term war.

“At this point, it’s impossible. With the secret of Germany’s defeat spreading uncontrollably, even the German military has split. Some of those affected by the civil war have fled to neighboring countries, and many have come to our side in Russia.”

Hmm, I suppose so. Wilhelm did mess things up too badly.

I doubt France would help Wilhelm, who tried to invade their country.

“Many Junkers are dying as well.”

“On a separate note, the Kaiser has requested aid from us.”

How desperate must he be to request aid from a country that has just ended its civil war?


There’s no chance.

The monarchist faction, having been aided by the German-manufactured weapons that Anton Denikin’s army had been armed with, did not transfer weapons to the Kaiser’s army.

At the very least, we’ve met the bare minimum requirement on our side, so there’s no issue.

Any complaints? Well, what could they do about it?

If they had won the civil war, maybe things would be different.



 
  Chapter 49 : Where is the Great Germany going ?


“The fight against the German Communist Party is likely to be a long one, don’t you think? We should refuse. Besides, wouldn’t it be better for us to take what Germany left behind rather than let the communists have it? What do you think, Minister of Finance?”

By this, I mean the stockpile of weapons Germany left behind, using Russia as their arsenal.

“The Tsarina is right. Our reforms have only just begun, and our current stability is mostly due to the support of the great powers. Even our advance into Anatolia was largely thanks to their help. If we assist the Kaiser, we could find ourselves sinking into another quagmire.”

“That’s correct. I’ve also heard that France is not supporting the Kaiser out of spite. And it seems England has Poland keeping an eye on East Prussia to restrain the communists.”

So even the military is against it.

England did a decent job, after all.

Unlike in real history, Germany has practically lost East Prussia.

Of course, it’s actually Communist Germany now.

At this point, we need to justify not helping Germany.

“Wasn’t their help for us also just a means to deceive the great powers?”

It was to stick it to France.

Even now, I think Wilhelm II was quite the figure, in more ways than one.

“This country has anti-communism as its national policy. Wouldn’t it be best to offer some support?”

“Fighting for them with bloodshed is a bit much. Defeating Communist Germany is important for us, but we’ve already had too much war. We haven’t even fully recovered from the civil war, and starting a new war is difficult. Fighting Turkey was manageable, but fighting Germany is another matter. Moreover, the fact that England recognized Communist Germany shows that even they are struggling.”

That’s all true.

But that doesn’t mean we can just avoid sending troops.

After all, there’s General Bermondt’s White Russian Army. We can send them to East Prussia to help the Kaiser settle there securely.

This would continue to undermine the legitimacy of Communist Germany.

That alone should be enough.

To Communist Germany, the Kaiser’s presence in East Prussia is like stepping on Legos or tacks.

No matter how communist they’ve become, there will still be loyalists to the Kaiser.

And there are groups like the Freikorps, too.

Communist Germany will be even more challenging than Nazi Germany.

The problem is whether France or England will cause us trouble. But I suppose we can let them talk for now.

“Still, we should show some loyalty. How about sending General Bermondt to East Prussia under the guise of helping them? And if East Prussia becomes too dangerous, we could offer to help establish a German kingdom within Russia along the Volga River.”

The Volga River has long been home to German settlers.

Back in 1762, Catherine the Great accepted a large number of European immigrants to increase population density and agricultural production.

The Germans who settled along the Volga River are known as the Volga Germans.

During the Soviet era, there was an autonomous Volga German Soviet Socialist Republic, but due to Hitler’s invasion, Stalin forcibly relocated the Volga Germans to Siberia and Central Asia.

So, it’s like playing with words.

Like how Silla’s King Munmu allowed Ansung to establish the Bojeok State in what was once Baekje territory.

If it doesn’t work out, they could remain as a formal kingdom within Russia.

This would also give us justification for taking down Communist Germany later on.

If the Kaiser can’t retake his homeland and things stabilize like this, Communist Germany will inevitably regain strength.

“That doesn’t sound bad.”

“But this won’t be the end. The Communist Party, with its red tendencies, might see us as the final enemy of their revolution.”

Since we’re killing the Russian revolution and threatening communism with our new form of revisionist capitalism, we’re bound to become their biggest enemy.

“Indeed. Our reforms are likely to provoke fierce opposition from the communists. They’ll target us to maintain their power.”

War is inevitable.

As long as White Russia stands tall, the communists will need to take us down to ignite their global revolution.

“We should maintain our military capacity at a reasonable level, accelerate weapon development, and establish defensive lines near Poland.”

At my words, the military officials all nodded in agreement.

It’s bound to happen.

Otherwise, they wouldn’t be true communists.

Next, I need to prepare for the Great Depression.

Knowing it myself won’t solve anything.

I was planning to warn them in advance.

It’s better to be prepared than caught off guard.

“I happened to overhear something from the American side.”

“What was it?”

“It was something an American economic expert said. He predicted that a massive economic depression will soon hit the United States.”

“Isn’t the U.S. in a period of economic prosperity?”

It was the Minister of Finance, Mikhail Vladimirovich Vernadsky, who reacted.

Since he’s in charge of Russia’s economic policies, he’d be sensitive to such news.

He’s well-educated and quite capable.

Though I’ve only given suggestions, he’s been working hard to implement economic reforms.

“This has been foreseen for some time, and it’s expected to hit before 1930. We should prepare for it.”

“It’s just a rumor for now, but if an economic depression does occur, it will likely be due to labor issues. Given the heavy toll of the civil war, would we really be severely impacted?”

Perhaps not. Russia’s economy has always been in shambles.

But still, that bad? Is that where we are now?

“Is it really that bad?”

“We’ve lost millions of soldiers and civilians in the civil war. Afterward, we carried out widespread purges of the reds across Russia. And the Bolsheviks destroyed and looted regions that didn’t support them, leaving the European part of Russia devastated. We may have a large population, but for the next few years, we won’t have anyone left jobless on the streets.”

This is shocking.

We’ve expanded the territory, but we’re in dire straits.

It feels like I’m hearing the reality of Russia’s perpetually broken economy.

“Haven’t we received a lot of support from the great powers?”

“The assistance was only during the civil war. Before that, the economic situation was already dire. Thanks to the investments made during the war, we’ve managed to avoid an immediate crisis. Moreover, we’re currently implementing socialist-like policies due to the civil war’s aftermath. The Tsarina’s five-year economic plan is one such example. If this were before the world war, the other great powers would have accused us of being a communist state.”

What a joke.

I let out a small laugh, but Vernadsky’s serious expression made me stop.

“Is it really that bad?”

“You must understand why the socialists are quiet right now. Some even refer to the Tsarina as the ‘Red Empress.’”

Oh, my god.

Well, that makes sense.

After all, we’ve borrowed from the New Economic Policy and the five-year plans.

Even the Soviet Union in real history referenced Stolypin’s reforms, so I suppose it’s fair to say I did the same. But is it really that extreme?

This is quite a shock.

“So, you’re saying we just have to tighten our belts and keep working hard.”

“Yes. Many of the old, rigid nobility died in the civil war, and with the establishment of the republic, the bureaucracy has been reorganized. We’ve reinstated the zemstvos and maintained stability. If we continue like this, slowly transitioning to industrialization through regional development, things should improve. Russia has an abundance of natural resources, so we can use those to effectively respond to the depression.”

So even if the Great Depression hits, we just need to maintain the status quo.


It sounds plausible.

But when will this actually become possible? That’s a different issue.

Will we develop more than the Soviet Union did in real history?

“Then when will Russia fully recover?”

“We are still in the midst of reforms, but for the country to recover completely, we’re looking at the mid-1930s at the earliest. Fortunately, Germany, which built our railways for transport across this vast land, is in such a poor state that we won’t need to worry about them. As for the Kaiser in East Prussia, we can just toss him some scraps.”

The mid-1930s, huh? World War II is just around the corner.

If Communist Germany starts a war, we’ll likely face it before then.

Or maybe around the same time as in actual history?

“For now, let’s support the German engineers who fled to Russia from the Communist Party. We’ll also need to address the treatment of the German volunteers in Russia.”

“Since they fought the communists, they can’t exactly return to Germany and join a communist state. They’ll either head to East Prussia or stay with us.”

“By the way, I’ve recently met a German friend with an interesting talent.”

Recently, Mikhail Drozdovsky, who had been working with the Black Baron to establish the armored units and reform the Russian army, showed me some drawings.

At first glance, they just looked like drawings of buildings.

But they seemed similar to something I’d seen a few times on the internet.

“Who drew these?”

“A German corporal named Adolf Hitler. He’s even been awarded the Iron Cross, First Class.”

Oh, my god.

So Adolf is here, painting pictures?

Ah, come to think of it, the guy is probably adrift right now.

He can’t go back to Germany, which has been tainted by communism. He doesn’t want to return to a divided Austria, which he no longer considers great.

And he probably doesn’t want to go to East Prussia, where the incompetent Kaiser is.

“It seems he wants to ignore the fact that his homeland has become a communist state. He’s been painting pictures. He’s not quite a painter, but…”

Still, this artwork is impressive. What if he pursued industrial design or architecture?

I’ve got a good idea.

It’d be a disaster if Hitler started causing trouble, especially with the communists already stirring things up.

I’ll summon him to Moscow once I return.

At this point, the German volunteer soldiers in Russia were adrift.

The French volunteers had already started preparing to retreat to the Crimean Peninsula, cursing the Kaiser for planning another attack on France.

The British volunteers, wary of the German revolution, had moved to Poland, leaving behind only the Russian army and some remaining U.S. troops.

The German volunteers were left with no clear direction.

They couldn’t return to Germany, now the German Free Socialist Republic, as they had fought the communists here. And even the German soldiers who were fed up with the Kaiser couldn’t return home.

Their options were either East Prussia, which could collapse at any moment and where they’d likely end up as cannon fodder for the Kaiser, or staying with the Russian army to secure a position in the newly reorganized military.

But many had families and friends in their homeland, so most of them were left in limbo.

Among them was Adolf Hitler.

After gaining fame for capturing a key communist leader, he was awarded a medal by the White Army in Russia. Now, he spent his time doing nothing but painting.

The Russian side provided him with food and lodging, allowing him to waste away his time.

He didn’t do much of anything.

If anything, he occasionally served as a military advisor for the Russian White Army’s new recruits.

Hitler found satisfaction in introducing the Russian army to the might of the German military.

“Hey, Hitler. What are you going to do? Painting won’t solve anything.”

A comrade, who had spent his time hunting communists, now plump and well-fed, asked Hitler, who continued to waste his time painting.

Hitler shook his head lightly.

“Germany under communism isn’t Germany. I have no intention of returning.”

Of course, there were still right-wing forces and East Prussia, but Germany had become a mere puppet of the great powers, having even endured a revolution. It was no longer the Germany he knew.

“I’m thinking of going to East Prussia. Will you come with me?”


“I’m not sure.”

He had briefly considered returning to Austria.

Even though it was a multi-ethnic empire, Austria had still been a great power. Now, it was in ruins.

The Germanic nations were all collapsing.

Next chapter coming soon.



 
  Chapter 50 : A nation is a country


Hitler looked around with tired eyes, devoid of any soul.

This Slavic land doesn’t sit well with him either.

Even the Tsarina of Russia respects Jews. Honestly, though, given the situation, they’re accepting anyone with talent, regardless of nationality, and Russia can’t afford to be picky about manpower right now.

If I think positively, this could be a way to rid Germany of all its Jews. But instead, Germany has been stained red instead of Russia.

What should become of Germany?

Is East Prussia the only answer?

I can’t bring myself to follow that incompetent Kaiser.

Wasn’t it because of his incompetence that the once-great Germany ended up in this state?

“I’ve decided to stay here, in case there are any German soldiers who wish to serve in the Russian army after defecting from the White Army.”

Military service, huh. It might not be so bad.

At least, compared to Germany, this Russia might be in better shape.

Though they were enemies once, after the outbreak of the Russian Civil War, the German volunteer troops were treated quite well in this Russian land.

Maybe it’s thanks to the massive supplies sent to White Russia to act as Britain’s pawn.

There were even women who would kiss any passing German soldier.

But serving in the Russian army is a different matter altogether.

“I heard the Russian army is proud to be called the ‘Army of the Saint.’ So, you want to become a saint’s soldier too?”

“Anastasia Tsarina is certainly beautiful.”

He had once briefly seen the Tsarina by chance. Even compared to Luise from his homeland, she was far more beautiful.

Moreover, her image of leading from the battlefield in uniform was enough to call her the goddess of war.

But still, she’s the Tsarina of the Slavic people, not connected to Germany.

Right at that moment.

“I heard this is where the German soldiers are staying. Is Adolf Hitler here by any chance?”

A White Russian officer in a green military uniform had come looking for Adolf Hitler at the German quarters.

And he was specifically asking for Adolf Hitler.

“I am Corporal Adolf Hitler.”

“The Tsarina liked your paintings. What do you think? Would you like to have an audience with the Tsarina?”

An audience with the Tsarina?

Why would I need to meet the Tsarina of Russia?

“Looks like you’ve caught the Saint’s eye. It’s probably because you took down that Bolshevik.”

“Congrats, man. The Tsarina is incredibly beautiful.”

The German soldiers around him congratulated Adolf Hitler, but his feelings were complicated.

They say all the right things.

Germany is already ruined, yet this is what they’re doing.

Adolf Hitler brushed himself off and followed the White Russian officer to meet the Tsarina at the Moscow Interim Government building.

She’s quite young.

A royal who managed to rally the people back under the monarchy after restoring order, despite the turmoil.

It’s impossible not to compare her to the incompetent Kaiser of East Prussia.

“It’s an honor to meet the Tsarina of all Russia. I am Corporal Adolf Hitler, sent as a volunteer from the German army.”

“So, it was you who captured Stalin. Did the White Army award you a medal? I heard the Black Baron awarded German soldiers a medal.”

“Yes. Capturing the Bolshevik was just a matter of luck.”

“Have you decided what you plan to do next?”

“I haven’t made a decision yet.”

Hitler answered, lowering his head.

To have to say such things to the Empress of Russia.

No, more importantly, why was I summoned? I am curious about the reason.

If the Empress called me, it must be for something significant.

“In that case, I’d like to make a suggestion. Do you have any interest in industrial design? Or perhaps architecture?”

“Excuse me?”

What kind of suggestion is this all of a sudden?

Industrial design? What does she mean? Architecture? Out of nowhere?

Looking carefully, there were drawings on the Tsarina’s desk.

Yes. I had drawn those random sketches, trying to forget about Germany, which had fallen to the Reds, and my now no-longer-great Austria.

It seems a Russian officer had admired them and brought them to the Tsarina’s hands.

“As you can see, the civil war has caused immense damage to our material wealth, and ruins are everywhere. We need to rebuild many buildings, and your drawings caught my eye.”

“Hmm.”

“Your artwork is magnificent. I would love to see the buildings from your drawings rise above the rubble. What do you say? Would you like to fully unleash your talents?”

The Tsarina was someone Hitler couldn’t quite figure out.

It’s funny, really, for a German volunteer to evaluate the monarch of another country, but still, isn’t it?

She’s crushing the Bolsheviks, yet her policies seem to have a Bolshevik flavor.

Adolf Hitler hesitated briefly, but as he was currently facing an uncertain future and needed to do something, he accepted the Tsarina’s proposal.

He had only thrown out a suggestion, but Hitler accepted it.

Who would have thought?

Hitler in the 1920s. He seems far from the villain of history.

Well, even if he is historically labeled a villain. If the path to Nazism is blocked, what else could he do?

A tiny snowball rolling led to the German revolution, after all. I suppose you could call this a “Hitler raising game” where the path of the Führer has been blocked.

I’m curious to see what this man will do from here on out.

After all, his ability to give speeches is unmatched.

He was the kind of person who captured the hearts of the German people.

But the current Hitler looks like a man without a soul.

Considering that he accepted my request so easily, it’s almost as if his soul is already dead.

“As long as you do your work well, I can promise you anything as your Tsarina. I will support you as needed. There are many Germans living in Russia, so helping Germans isn’t difficult.”

She referenced the Germans living in the Volga region.

In fact, some German soldiers were planning to settle in the Volga German area.

Since they couldn’t return to Germany, now controlled by the Reds.

East Prussia, where the Kaiser resides, is embroiled in fighting with the Reds, and going there would only lead to death. Austria is also a defeated nation.

So, instead, they chose to settle as a part of the German community in this newly formed Russian Federation, a multi-ethnic state.

“The Volga Germans?”

“Yes. During the civil war, they were oppressed between the Red and White Armies. So, we’ve established the Volga German Republic as part of the federation.”

If the Kaiser were to come, it would feel like a vassal state of Russia.


That alone would probably keep him from coming.

The Volga Germans are descendants of those who immigrated to Russia, so they wouldn’t suit the Kaiser’s taste anyway.

“I see. I’ll keep that in mind.”

It’s a bit unsettling to hear him say he’ll “keep that in mind.” Hopefully, he’s not planning to create a Lebensraum in the Slavic land for the handful of Volga Germans.

“Do you have anything else to say?”

“Your Majesty has established the federation, but doesn’t that make it a multi-ethnic state that includes Jews as well? I’m curious as to your reasons for forming the federation.”

Ah, I see.

Hitler is searching for the path he must take.

That’s why he captured a Bolshevik and stands before me now, seeking advice.

He wants to hear my ideology.

In a homogeneous nation like Korea, this might not be an issue, but Russia is now a multi-ethnic state.

There’s no way to single out Jews here. To hide a tree, you hide it in a forest.

In a multi-ethnic federation, Jews can blend in too.

“It’s multi-ethnic, but ethnicity doesn’t matter. Ethnicity is nothing but an illusion.”

“Are you saying ethnicity is just an illusion?”

Why is he so surprised?

“A country is more important than ethnicity. No matter their ethnicity, if a person works for Russia and takes pride in being Russian, they are Russian. That’s right. You could say the nation itself is the ethnicity. A forest made up of many ethnic trees forms the country. The future of this Russian Federation is for all ethnicities to become Russian and embrace capitalism, looking towards the future.”

A country where anyone would want to be Russian.

Where anyone, even with dark skin, living here and calling themselves Russian, would be considered Russian.

That’s the kind of country I’m building.

“Then, what do you think of Germany, Your Majesty?”

Ah, that’s a good question.

Yes, I’m curious too. What kind of influence will my ideology have on Hitler?

“Germany is in a state of confusion, consumed by the Red Plague, unable to even distinguish its own ethnicity or nationality. But isn’t the Austrian Empire still standing? Austria, as the leading German ethnic group, could unify Hungary and Slovakia and cleanse communist Germany.”

“A nation over ethnicity. I see. Then treating Czechs and Hungarians as honorary Austrians—”

This conversation is taking a dangerous turn. Or maybe not.

“Did my words help you find your direction?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. For now, I will work here before returning to Austria.”

With newfound resolve, Hitler left my office.

Well, it’s good to see him doing his best.

I wonder how Hitler will change in the future.

One thing is certain, the likelihood of him following the same path as in real history is low.

Austria, with only Czech lands remaining, won’t be able to grow into something like Nazi Germany.

In real history, Hitler had a string of lucky breaks that allowed him to spiral out of control.

We’ll see if Communist Germany is

any easier to deal with.

The Reds are terrifying, after all.

Wait, if Hitler goes to Austria and gains power, it might be possible to place him on the front lines against Communist Germany.

Now, there’s someone else I need to meet.

At the coronation, many Russian nobles were moved to tears, watching the revival of Russia.

One of them stands out as the biggest figure.

“Prince Yusupov.”

Yes, Felix Yusupov, the Prince himself.

The Yusupov family is extraordinarily wealthy. We’ll have to extract some of that wealth for the reconstruction of this new Russia.

This man was originally banished for his role in Rasputin’s execution, angering Nicholas II.

“I never imagined the young princess would rise to the position of Tsarina so gracefully.”

“Well, that’s life, isn’t it? Even a girl who knows nothing can change when faced with the deaths of her family and her own looming demise.”

I didn’t expect to be here either.

If he knew my true circumstances, wouldn’t he be shocked?

Wouldn’t it be funny if I told him I wasn’t even the original Anastasia?

“I’m sorry that I ran away while you were fighting, Tsarina.”

“It’s not your fault. Frankly, staying behind to be executed by the Reds would have been just as problematic. Running and hiding when you can’t fight is better for the future. That’s how you’ve returned to us now.”

“Your Majesty.”

Why is he so moved?

The reason I brought him here is because he has money. There are things I need him to do.

“There will be much for you to assist with, Prince. New Russia is undergoing reforms, but it is still weak. Now that you have reclaimed your wealth, please contribute to the national budget.”

“Of course, I will help.”

Yes, yes. If you survived thanks to me, you’d better bring some of that wealth to the table.

In real history, this man fled into exile, only managing to bring a few jewels with him. But here, he’s gotten his wealth back.

Later on, he even squandered what little remained, running a fashion-related business abroad.

At this rate, shouldn’t he be bowing to me and doing as I say?

“And I’ve come up with a business idea.”

“A business idea?”

He’ll be surprised when he hears my plan.

“Yes, a way to make money. I’ve thought of something amusing. Since many of Russia’s new subjects are still starving, I want to create something convenient for them to eat.”

“Please tell me more.”

Good, good. I like the sound of that.

As expected of a man with property scattered throughout Russia.

This man even had a Yusupov Palace in Yalta, which Stalin used as accommodation during the Yalta Conference.

What I’m about to tell him is this:

In my previous life, in a ruined world, I once studied how to make ramen. The recipe and everything.

Although, realistically, I concluded that it would be easier to scavenge for cup ramen that might still exist.

I never thought it would come in handy like this.

“So, what I’m talking about is…”

Prince Yusupov’s eyes sparkled as he listened to my explanation.

“Oh, that sounds incredibly appealing.”

“But whether or not you can pull it off is another matter.”

Being rich is one thing, but whether he has the will to do it is crucial.

While the Duma is treating me well on their own, I can still suggest ideas like this.

“It doesn’t seem like a bad idea. I’ll give it a try.”

“Once we gather the ingredients, I can demonstrate how it’s done.”

“Would Your Majesty personally do such a thing? If you provide the recipe, I will find the people to make it happen.”

Well, thanks for that.


In real history, Korea’s ramen technology was supported by Japan’s Myojo Foods, which helped them create their first ramen.

But in this world, who knows what will happen to Japan. In the real world, Korean ramen was also popular in Russia.

So, couldn’t we just borrow the idea and create it here first?

“Very well. I’ll prepare the recipe for you.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty.”



 
  Chapter 51 : Anastasia’s Reign


The extinction of the Bolsheviks due to the victory in the Red-White Civil War.

Moderate socialists, including the Mensheviks, joined the Duma.

Constantinople was recaptured.

Russia, which was once on the verge of becoming an outcast in the world after being stained red, became known worldwide in various ways.

Some expressed concern, suspecting that the Tsarina had been brainwashed by the Reds who killed her family and, as a result, implemented socialist policies, turning Russia red in a slightly different way.

Of course, this was dismissed as merely welfare policies, seen as necessary to govern the vast, multi-ethnic Russia that stretched from Europe to the Far East after completely crushing the Bolsheviks.

“Our British Empire has expressed concern about your recent reforms.”

“Is this interference in domestic affairs?”

“This is not interference. Are you not implementing policies similar to those of the Bolsheviks?”

“While the British Empire may be able to easily suppress its colonial subjects, our country fought a massive civil war across the entirety of Russia. How large do you think our land is compared to the British mainland? This is a choice for survival, and it is modified capitalism that incorporates the advantages of socialism into traditional capitalism. Didn’t your country once advise us to appease the peasants for fear of revolution?”

Britain and France had once urged the Tsar to pacify his subjects out of fear that the Russian Empire would be overturned, but he completely ignored them.

That, of course, led to the revolution.

“Well, if you say so.”

“Instead, allow me to explain to your country what modified capitalism is. It’s exactly what your country needs.”

Through the ambassador, they tried to protest to Russia, but all they ended up hearing was an enthusiastic lecture on modified capitalism.

“Isn’t this just an attempt by the Reds to indoctrinate us? Is it really not?”

In any case, the Tsarina wouldn’t repeat the Bolshevik crime of executing her family.

Aside from that, even the socialist-leaning Russians remaining within the country were pleased with the Tsarina’s reforms.

“Comrades! It was said that those who do not work shall not eat! Just because the Tsarina is treating the workers well, do not idle! Time is money, and one earns according to the amount of work they do!”

Of course, these were socialist factions that had moderated into protest movements after witnessing the brutal executions of the Bolsheviks by the White Army across Russia. Unlike during the time of Nicholas II, they were moved by the Tsarina’s treatment of workers and peasants, urging them to work harder for Russia.

Although many people had died, the rapidly built factories operated every day, and the railroads, which had been destroyed during the civil war but rebuilt with German support, were nationalized and expanded into new routes.

While Russia was undergoing such development, a major incident occurred in Japan.

Uchida Kosai warned the Japanese government that the Tsarina had predicted a disaster in Kanto, but both Kosai and the government scoffed and ignored it.

They merely thought that the young Tsarina was venting her frustration over losing the opportunity to divide Manchuria.

But then, the disaster struck.

Crack! Boom!

“What’s that sound?”

“What else would it be? An earthquake!”

“What, really?”

“What is this?”

Translation:

The disaster foreseen by the Tsarina struck Japan.

A massive earthquake hit Kanto, causing widespread damage across the Kanto region, including Tokyo, Ibaraki Prefecture, Chiba Prefecture, and eastern Shizuoka Prefecture.

The property damage exceeded 4.5 billion yen, and more than 110,000 houses were either completely destroyed or severely damaged.

What’s more problematic is that the damage was far greater than in actual history.

The Japanese Empire, which had forcibly relocated Koreans from mainland Japan to southern Manchuria with military assistance, had only recently completed the settlement of Koreans in the Kanto region, where the army was stationed.

To elaborate further:

The Tsarina’s words caused Kanto to become a point of concern.

“Many communists fled abroad during the Russian Civil War. Could it be that the Tsarina is planning to release Bolsheviks into Kanto to strike us?”

Russia had no intention of waging war with Japan, especially while facing off against China in Manchuria and Mongolia. However, the possibility that they could release Bolsheviks to trouble the empire seemed plausible.

As a result, the Japanese army stationed more troops in the area to maintain security and prepare for any unforeseen circumstances.

But then, the massive earthquake struck.

The damage was indescribable.

It wasn’t the Middle Ages, but it was almost as if the Tsarina’s warning, which had been dismissed, had predicted the earthquake that would strike Japan.

The Japanese government regretted not listening to the Tsarina’s warning, but only briefly. After all, how many countries would believe such a warning of a massive disaster?

“Did the Tsarina cause the earthquake as revenge for the Russo-Japanese War?”

“Stop talking nonsense.”

“Even the fact that the Tsarina predicted the earthquake doesn’t make any sense.”

Although the Japanese government descended into chaos, speculating various conspiracy theories because they had not acted on the Tsarina’s warning, they first focused on calming the public.

In actual history, the Great Kanto Massacre began with accusations that Koreans had poisoned the wells. However, since most Koreans had been relocated to Manchuria, the accusation shifted to the Chinese: “The inferior Chinese poisoned the wells to kill the loyal subjects of the Empire!”

“Let’s kill all the Chinese!”

The local vigilante groups, formed to maintain security, not only killed every visible Chinese but also targeted Japanese who had even a slightly strange accent, mistaking them for Koreans or Chinese.

The Japanese government worked tirelessly to handle the aftermath.

In the process, some began to reevaluate the Tsarina.

“The Tsarina is truly a saint.”

“She is the one who warned us of the disaster that would strike the Empire. Russia is truly a friend of Japan.”

Though no one knew how the Tsarina had known, one thing was certain: the Tsarina had shown goodwill toward Japan.

“Well, considering the Tsarina’s age, she probably doesn’t even know much about the Russo-Japanese War.”

“But really, how did she know about the earthquake?”

The discussions continued, going around in circles about how the Tsarina could have predicted the earthquake, but the conclusion was that it was simply a coincidence.

Debating whether the Tsarina truly had the power to foresee disasters was difficult, especially considering the immense damage caused by the Great Kanto Earthquake.

Even several warships, which had been dispatched in case the Bolsheviks attempted to take advantage of the situation, were damaged.

Moreover…

“Explain yourselves immediately!”

China demanded an explanation for the massacre of Chinese people and called for an apology and compensation.

“The damned Japanese cursed us and then evacuated their people when the earthquake hit!”

“Serves them right!”

The Koreans, who had been forcibly resettled in southern Manchuria, laughed in delight.

At that time, in a Siberian camp, a man approached the Okhrana, which was responsible for monitoring the Bolsheviks.

“I was a Cheka agent. During the civil war, I also helped eliminate Mensheviks who infiltrated the Soviet Union.”

“So, what are you trying to say?”

“I don’t want to rot in this frozen hell. Give me a chance, and I will pledge my loyalty to the Tsarina! I can handle any dirty work for the Tsarina!”

Loyalty to the Tsarina.

Given his historical record, it was a statement that seemed hard to believe. But this man was desperate.

He didn’t want to die in such a place. He believed he wasn’t meant to perish here.

“Aren’t you a communist? What kind of dirty work are you talking about—disposing of your fellow Bolsheviks?”

“I only joined the Bolsheviks as a means of survival. If I had known that Lenin was merely a delusional communist dreamer, I wouldn’t have joined them at all! While I’ve recruited for the Red Army, I’ve never fought against the White Army! I’m nothing like those people rotting over there!”

Lavrentiy Beria.

In actual history, he was a man who did anything for Stalin, serving as the head of the NKVD during the Great Purge and responsible for executing countless people.


However, with the people’s sentiments now aligning with the Tsarina, and the Red-White Civil War ending in a victory for the White Army, Beria saw Lenin as nothing more than a deluded dreamer.

Feeling deeply betrayed by life, he now wanted to work for the Tsar and the creation of a new Rome.

The Great Kanto Earthquake had struck.

“Well, it seems telling them doesn’t help after all.”

Not that they would have listened anyway, but I had warned them casually, thinking it would be pointless.

Even if they had taken my words seriously and prepared, there was no way that the vast population of Kanto could have been relocated, nor could they have moved all their buildings and wealth.

Still, the damage turned out to be worse than I had anticipated.

At the very least, if they had ignored me, the damage should have stayed the same, or even lessened a bit, with the Koreans having left. But the damage was worse?

According to the investigation by the Okhrana under the Ministry of Internal Affairs, they speculated that the Tsarina had somehow directed the Bolsheviks who fled during the Red-White Civil War toward Kanto, leading to greater damage than originally expected.

Wow, what a snowball effect!

If only they had thrown all their forces into Kanto and lost their war capabilities entirely, that would have been ideal, but I guess that was too much to hope for.

“Your Majesty.”

“What is it?”

“How did you foresee the disaster that would strike Japan?”

“Well, who knows?”

The Duma was abuzz with talk of my foresight of the disaster.

But these things are trade secrets.

The way they all stared at me was truly strange, but I didn’t claim to have known everything because I was some kind of saint.

After all, I don’t know everything. What would happen if they asked me when and where the next disaster will strike? That would be a problem.

Our own situation isn’t great, so we can’t send relief supplies, but let’s send Japan our deepest sympathies through our ambassador.

“Yes, we will do that.”

Meanwhile, I saw something quite interesting.

A Red came to the Okhrana, boasting of his achievements as a Cheka agent, and asked to join the Okhrana.

The Okhrana is part of the Ministry of Internal Affairs, but after the Red-White Civil War, it also serves under the orders of the Romanov royal family.

Its main task recently has been monitoring Bolsheviks in Siberian camps and identifying potential defectors. One person had come forward.

The person wanting to join the Okhrana was none other than Lavrentiy Beria.

Yes, that Beria.

The man who rose to power under Stalin by executing countless people and met a tragic end after making too many enemies.

Although in this timeline he had joined the Cheka, he had reportedly been involved in Red Army recruitment and had clashed with infiltrators from the Okhrana and Moscow’s control.

And now, this man wanted to work under me.

“This Beria… What exactly does he claim he can do?”

This guy was Stalin’s loyal hunting dog.

Had something changed with history, or was he just trying to escape his fate by making empty promises?

“He claims he can deal with all the remaining Bolsheviks. He also says that there was a plan for the Georgian Communist Party to stir up trouble and confuse the White Army in Georgia, but he can stop that too.”

“Well, let’s see what he has to say.”

Alright then, let’s see what this man will do.

I decided to summon him.

“It is an honor to meet the Holy Lady of Russia, the Tsarina, the Great Khan of Mongolia, and the Emperor of the Eastern Roman Empire!”

What is this guy doing? Is this really the Beria I know?

Look at him prostrating himself before me.

Is he really the type of man to do this just to survive? Even Hitler, before going to Austria, spent years here in architecture. Could this man be something similar?

“So, you say you’ll do any dirty work without hesitation?”

“Yes! If the Tsarina commands me to lick her shoes, I will lick them. If she commands me to lick her feet, I will do so!”

The way I crossed my legs and extended my shoe made me feel a little uncomfortable listening to this.

“I don’t need that kind of perversion. What matters is how well you do your job. Also, I despise Reds.”

In other words, I’m talking about an ideological test.

To join the Okhrana, you must be someone who can curse Lenin as a scoundrel.

“Lenin is a dreamer, and communism is nothing more than a nonsensical ideal!”

“For example?”


“Communism may seem like an ideal philosophy at first, but once you experience it, you realize that it’s the most authoritarian, violent, and futile thing. I didn’t realize it until it was too late.”

I guess I’ll have to admit he really knows what he’s talking about.

But wasn’t this guy the most violent one in the Soviet Union?







 
  Chapter 52 : The Diverging Fate of Beria and Trotsky


This bastard probably didn’t care much about the first two things.

After all, in actual history, that was the sort of work he did.

The third thing, however, is likely what he focused on the most.

He must have been diligently working for the Cheka, only to end up in this miserable state.

“You’re not planning on going to Germany alive, are you?”

“The Tsarina has already embraced a compromise with reality through revisionist capitalism. Communism in Germany won’t last long either. How could the well-fed ever fall for communism?”

Looking into this bastard’s eyes, I see he’s serious.

The sly gaze of someone groveling to the strong, just to survive. This guy is the real deal.

He’s not some die-hard Bolshevik aiming to kill me to prove the revolution’s legitimacy.

No, he wants to live. He clings to me, the Tsarina, for a new chance at success.

“Why not just cling to the Duma representatives?”

“Even if the Duma exists, what could be more important in this era than gaining the Tsarina’s favor?”

Exactly. My symbolism cannot be ignored.

Even with the Duma in place, I will have a voice for a while.

“Let’s be frank. You were always a guy who would latch onto anything for success.”

“That is—”

“I’m not criticizing you for it. But you’re the kind of person who would do anything to climb the ranks. At least you’re competent.”

That’s the one thing I like about him.

There are two types of people who strive for success.

One is the type that flatters incompetent rulers to gain power.

The other is the type that showcases their abilities through all kinds of dirty deeds to climb the ladder.

At the very least, this guy belongs to the second type right now.

||

Communism in Russia is already over.

Even if you go to Germany, you’d find yourself in a different faction from those offering up ideologies like Rosa Luxemburg’s or Karl Liebknecht’s.

You’d be treated like leftovers, and receive no respect.

Even if you flee from Germany again, the Ohkrana, who have suffered at the hands of the Cheka, would chase you to the ends of the earth to kill you.

So, you’ll choose to lick my boots and grab the ladder of success from here.

Fine. That works.

There are probably many who are disappointed with Lenin by now.

For those who truly fought for a better world through revolution, looking at today’s Russia would have made them lose their cause.

A Tsarina with full military support.

A Tsarina who has secured Constantinople, the Mongolian steppes, and Northern Manchuria, territories Russia so desperately wanted to reclaim.

A Tsarina who guarantees socialist-like reforms and worker welfare.

A Tsarina who is pushing Russia forward to catch up with other world powers with futurism, even at this very moment.

On the other hand, the Soviet Union, tarnished by violence and authoritarianism, is ruled by red dictators.

It’s obvious who will win.

That’s why this perceptive Beria has joined my side.

I was looking for someone like him anyway.

“Join the Ohkrana as a temporary agent. Take on the mission to purge Georgia’s Communist Party, then cross the Atlantic. There are people to find and people to capture.”

Let’s see what you’re capable of.

If you fail, we can always get rid of you.

This guy, desperate to climb the ranks, will try his best to carry out his orders. Fine, let’s see what this Beria, now clinging to the Tsarina, can do.

“Just give me the order.”

“In America, there’s a man named Robert Goddard. He’s developing rockets. We’ll support him in his rocket development. Persuade him, not with force, but with words, to come to Russia. The second person is Igor Sikorsky. He will be responsible for Russia’s future aircraft.”

A man developing rockets.

Werner von Braun of Germany, influenced by this man, would go on to develop the V-2 and various other rockets.

The missiles created by Robert Goddard weren’t even treated that well in the United States.

That’s why we’re bringing him here.

Let him do as much as he can.

Of course, Russia’s conditions are poor, and we can’t give him a big budget. But it’s important for him to know someone is interested in his rockets.

“So, who is the person we need to capture?”

“Trotsky. He could be in Mexico or America. Can you find him?”

In the original history, Trotsky fled to Mexico.

Of course, with the timeline and history flowing differently, I can’t be certain, but if we follow the Ohkrana’s trail, Trotsky went through Northern Europe to Germany, where he disappeared.

Knowing his personality, he wouldn’t have stayed long in Germany, where the factions are different from his.

It’s not likely to be France, where the Commune is barely hanging on.

He probably crossed the Atlantic.

It’s either the United States or Mexico, so sending Beria there is a good idea.

“So, the top priority is Robert Goddard and Sikorsky?”

That’s right. We need them to develop rockets and prepare for World War II.

Unlike in real history, this will be a fight between a backward Communist Germany and a fully-prepared Russia. Can Germany surpass the White Russian Empire?

“Yes. Trotsky is secondary. For now, we need to cleanse Russia of the red influence. Wipe out Georgia’s Communist Party.”

“I will not disappoint you!”

Fine. Let’s see how it goes.

Just as you showed your cruelty in real history, use it now for the sake of the Russian Federation.

Do that much, and I’ll make sure you can at least die of old age under my protection.

Of course, if you go back to your old ways, I’ll kill you.

Around this time, Trotsky was being dragged on a forced odyssey.

He had fled by ship to Sweden, entered Communist Germany, but soon realized he couldn’t stand the more moderate Communist revolution espoused by Rosa Luxemburg, which differed from the approach of his comrade Lenin and himself.

Seeing the failure of the Soviet Union, the idea of Luxemburgism was intolerable to him.

It was essentially admitting defeat within the Communist movement.

Still, the German Communist Party helped Trotsky escape to another country.

He considered going to China, but he heard that the Communist Party there wasn’t doing so well either.

So, he arrived in the United States.

A place where communism could never thrive, Trotsky lived a miserable life.

Sizzle, sizzle, sizzle.

The chicken that Trotsky grabbed with tongs was dancing deliciously in the oil.

As he watched the chicken, he couldn’t help but think he was no different from it, which made him seethe with rage.


“Why am I frying this chicken?”

“Comrade, we must avoid Ohkrana’s pursuit, so there’s no choice.”

That’s right.

Trotsky was frying chicken in America with the help of Russian communists, hiding from the Ohkrana.

Even this work was getting on his nerves, and he couldn’t stand it anymore.

If only he had died that day at the hands of the Tsarina…

Now, in Russia, the Soviet Union was being criticized as a corrupt regime that couldn’t even manufacture a single bullet properly.

They were completely denouncing the Soviet Union and the revolution.

“If only I had died that day, I wouldn’t be suffering this humiliation!”

“Comrade, you will have a new opportunity here.”

A new opportunity. What nonsense.

Trotsky turned his gaze to the window.

Outside the shop, a model of Trotsky holding a fried chicken and smiling was on display.

Sure, I suppose that could be considered an opportunity.

If I wanted to spend the rest of my life frying chicken!

Trotsky hated this life.

“What new opportunity? This is all because of that damn Tsarina!”

And so, just as he was about to spend another day cursing the Tsarina, as usual, he noticed a commotion outside.

A white man and woman were beating up a black man.

“Hey, what do you think you’re doing, you black bastard?”

“No, I didn’t mean to look at her! I wasn’t trying to stare at the woman!”

Racism rampant in American society.

Despite the abolition of slavery, discrimination against black people persisted, and even though America seemed to be rising, it was hiding a host of social problems beneath the surface.

‘Could this be…?’

Trotsky’s eyes sparkled.

That’s right. His revolution wasn’t over yet, even as he approached death.


“Comrade Trotsky.”

“What is it?”

“You need to fry one more chicken.”

Sizzle, sizzle, sizzle.

Fine. For now, I’ll fry this damned chicken in front of me.



 
  Chapter 53 : Anti-communist spirit


“However, Your Majesty is highly likely to be a carrier of hemophilia. Therefore, if…”

It seemed difficult for him to continue speaking. I could see him hesitating, nervously biting his lips.

I could guess what he was going to say next.

“If you were to have a child, there is a possibility that the child could inherit hemophilia as well.”

“Yes, Your Majesty. And while the risk isn’t high, it would still be wise to refrain from traveling across the country, just to be safe.”

Well, that’s something I already knew, so it didn’t matter much. This checkup was mostly for formality anyway.

Looking at my body now, it’s clear that it’s still weak. But, it feels as if something miraculous, like a coating, has been layered over it, similar to candy.

“I have already considered that, so it’s no problem. Thank you for your efforts. Please continue to work hard for the advancement of Russian medicine.”

“Yes, I will do my best to meet Your Majesty’s expectations.”

Vera Gedroits withdrew from the office.

I leaned back comfortably in my chair, opening and closing my hand repeatedly.

This body… it functions strangely.

Well, I never planned on having children anyway. I already have someone in mind to succeed me, and even though I’m dragging Russia forward by the collar, I am aware of the records regarding hemophilia.

This might spark debates about succession. It would be wise to bring Vladimir over from the Kingdom of Finland soon.

Anyway, none of the current royals, whether distant relatives or not, dare to challenge my authority.

Salic law? Now that I’ve ascended the Russian and Eastern Roman thrones in Constantinople, it might as well be buried at the bottom of the Black Sea.

In this situation, there’s no way the distant relatives could interfere.

I may not hold all the power, but as a constitutional monarch, I command immense authority. I’ve stood proudly on the battlefield alongside my comrades, earning the unwavering support of the White Army.

Would distant relatives try to interfere under such circumstances?

Not a chance. It doesn’t make sense.

If they were to return to Russia now, they’d only receive glares of disapproval.

Today’s Russia follows ‘Anastasia.’ There’s no guarantee that other royals would be welcomed with open arms.

So, health problems aside, everything should be fine.

After all, I am not Anastasia—there’s something else inside of her.

The world I once lived in was destroyed by a nuclear war, instigated by Russia, China, and North Korea.

They claimed to be communist, but the Russian Federation, successor of the Soviet Union, along with China and North Korea, brought about the end of the world.

All I can do now is ensure that this future doesn’t come to pass by uprooting communism entirely. That’s my ultimate goal.

Germany, with its immense industrial power, fell to communism?

This is not something to be ignored.

As I said before, even that Germany will prepare for its final battle against the White Russian Republic, born from crushing the Soviet Union and driven by its hatred of communism.

The policies of the White Russian Republic would be a fatal blow to communist Germany.

Moreover, the Kaiser still resides in East Prussia.

Will they be able to defend against an Anschluss? Is that even possible?

Austria’s situation is different from actual history, so maybe they’ll hold out.

Germany is still dealing with the aftermath of a civil war.

While communism has its characteristic fanaticism, I’ll have to wait and see.

“Your Majesty, the Communist Party in Georgia has been wiped out. It seems that even after the Soviet Union fell, they were still attempting to lead a revolution within Georgia.”

Minister of the Interior, Boris Savinkov, reported on the situation in Georgia.

I see. So that’s how it is.

“That Beria fellow is quite efficient in his work, isn’t he?”

He certainly knows how to get things done.

“Indeed, Your Majesty.”

“Other than him, are there any communists worth turning to our side?”

I must admit, there are talented individuals even among the communists.

We executed plenty during the last purge, so there must be some worth keeping among the remaining lot.

I suspect there are a few good ones locked up in the camps.

“There’s a bureaucrat named Vyacheslav Molotov.”

“A communist doing something that other communists would hate. Interesting.”

So that’s the kind of person he is.

I bet Trotsky gave him a hard time.

“Yes, he’s a bit unusual. But he surrendered when Moscow fell.”

His name didn’t appear on the execution list.

He’s experienced Lenin’s regime and now watches as I transform Russia. Who knows—his views might change. But is it really worth bringing him into the republic?

Even Beria outright dismissed Lenin as a dreamer and acted as if he had no ties to Stalin.

“Let’s have a talk with him.”

If he refuses, he can just keep working in Siberia.

After all, wiping out communists is non-negotiable.

“What’s the situation in Turkey?”

“In Turkey, Mustafa Kemal Atatürk has brought the country under control and is focusing on internal affairs.”

If Mustafa Kemal truly became the father of modern Turkey as in actual history, we should lend him some support.

We can’t afford for him to die prematurely.

You could call it sympathy, knowing what I do about history.

Personally, I want Turkey to remain part of the international organization Russia will lead in the future.

An organization consisting of nations occupying or succeeding the land of Rome. Something like the Treaty of Constantinople Organization.

I don’t know how long communist Germany will last, but…

That red plague is a grave threat.

“We should extend a hand there as well. We need to improve relations. Speaking of which, what’s the official name of the new Ottoman state?”

“The Turkish United Republic.”

A name inspired by my influence.

Just as I incorporated minority groups into the republic, Atatürk took that idea and aimed to expand toward the Middle East.

It seems that Atatürk is looking to rebuild the Ottoman Empire, albeit in a different form.

“That’s not bad. Then we should reach out.”

“Do you think they’ll be friendly toward us, considering we’ve taken some of their land?”

Well, we have a strong justification.

We only aimed to reclaim Constantinople and the lands of Eastern Rome as our rightful claim.

But what about Britain and France?

They have no such reason yet continue to act antagonistically.

Especially Atatürk, who must be grinding his teeth against Churchill.

“We have strong claims to Constantinople and Pontic Greece. On the other hand, Atatürk has more reason to be angry with Britain and France, who have been wreaking havoc long before us. Atatürk negotiated with me in good faith, trusting that we would help him. That says something.”


Those who weren’t present at the negotiating table wouldn’t understand.

In the end, Atatürk trusted me and chose the White Russian Republic as his ally.


“Your Majesty, do you mean to support Turkey? Will that mean going against Britain and France?”

“Of course not.”

Why would we antagonize the British pirates, whom we couldn’t invade anyway, or the French, who would be pummeled by the German plague?

We’ll just stay behind the scenes, and when Britain and France bleed dry fighting the German revolutionaries, Syria and Iraq will fall apart.

That’s when we’ll quietly lend Turkey a hand. Just a tiny bit.



 
  Chapter 54 : Fun idea


“Well, I did lead the war, so it was expected.
But still, this is just…
It’s kind of funny, isn’t it? Watching middle-aged men asking permission from a 20-something Tsarina who only holds symbolic power.

“How is Nikola Tesla from the Ministry of Science and Technology doing?”
“I understand that Prince Yusupov has invested in Tesla’s new Wardenclyffe Tower, and it’s currently progressing.”

I heard something about the development of radar recently, but is he already working on something else?
Wardenclyffe Tower?
Didn’t that originally fail because it didn’t show clear results, and Morgan withdrew his investment, thinking it wouldn’t be profitable?
Should we just let him continue with it?
If it succeeds, the wireless transmission technology could be a massive breakthrough, especially for a vast land like Russia.
Was Yusupov that wealthy? Well, with Wilson showering Russia with the immense generosity of the U.S. to celebrate White Russia’s victory, along with the Romanov family’s gold, we can afford a bit of luxury until the Great Depression hits.

“Any notable results so far?”
“He’s reportedly invented something called a wireless transmission camera.”
“That’s insane.”
Wasn’t that invented in the U.S. around 1924?
But anyway.

It’s not just Duma test papers asking for my approval that are piling up on my desk.
Today, I also received a complaint from General Ungern.

“By the way.”
“Yes, Your Majesty?”
“Why is Patton still hanging around in Russia instead of returning to his country? General Ungern seems quite upset with him right now.”
Apparently, Drosdovsky keeps siding with Patton, and it’s driving Ungern crazy.
They seem to be clashing over armored warfare doctrines.

“Well, it seems Patton feels like he’s been forgotten in the U.S. and plans to stay in Russia for a while longer.”
“I see. Since I don’t want to deal with him either, let’s leave him to General Ungern. And, even though we’ve signed a non-aggression pact with Japan, we must remain vigilant. The Far East should not be neglected in its management.”
Even though they’ve signed a treaty with us to reassure us and establish their sphere of influence, we can’t trust them.
And if we want to give Japan a proper thrashing in the Second World War, the Far East must always be prepared for conflict.
Fortunately, we now have a reason to station troops there under the pretext of countering Chinese forces, so deceiving Japan won’t be that hard.

“The improved Fyodorov automatic rifles are rolling out of the factories every day. Soon, even the troops in the Far Eastern military district will be armed with them.”
“That’s good. We must never neglect weapons development. We always need to be prepared to improve the quality of our arms for the next war. What about the tanks?”
“Tanks are also continuously being developed, with help from the German engineers we have here. They say we’ve already surpassed the British tanks.”
“They’re still here?”
They didn’t return to Germany?
With tanks alone, isn’t Russia already in a dominant position?

“They can’t exactly go back to communist Germany, and they’ve grown disillusioned with the Kaiser in East Prussia.”
That makes sense.
If they return to East Prussia now, they’d be worked to the bone like slaves for the mainland’s reclamation.
Considering that, well…
“That’s true.”

German engineers.
In actual history, didn’t Germany and the Soviet Union exchange technologies and resources?
But our situation is even better than it was back then.
We’re absorbing Germany’s technology in advance, and since Russia has no intention of providing resources to communist Germany, their situation will only worsen.
Communist Germany will find itself facing a much more formidable Russia—one brimming with anti-communist sentiment and bolstered by resources and technology.
It’ll be tough for communist Germany.
How will this play out?

After all, Nazi Germany only managed to conquer Europe due to a series of fortunate breaks, leading up to the war with the Soviet Union.
It shows how crucial resources are.
We need to increase our oil reserves. We also need to prepare for the Great Depression.
That’s why I’ve suggested to Duma that we take this opportunity to send exploration teams to search for resources, and they’ve already sent teams, hoping to solve Russia’s economic issues by extracting more resources.
Oil is a national issue.
Russia is already considering using its internal resources as a countermeasure for the Great Depression. This is a given.

“So, how are the resource explorations in Siberia and northern Manchuria progressing?”
“They’re ongoing, and we expect results soon.”
Will the Daqing oil field be possible?
We already have some oil, but more would be better. Historically, Japan failed to discover oil near Daqing in the 1930s, even after adopting U.S. drilling technology.
This means we’ll likely need some help from the U.S.
I’m not sure if they have that kind of technology at this point, but we’ll need to give it a shot.
Though I didn’t want to, I’ll have to use the knowledge I learned from that old man in the library.
Looking back now, perhaps the reason he sent me to this world is because I possess the knowledge needed to prevent that horrific future.

I moved my fingers as if drawing in the air.
“Try digging in Western Siberia. Surgut seems like a promising area.”
“Pardon?”
“I just have a feeling there might be oil there. And if our technology isn’t up to the task, try reaching out to an American oil company.”
Surgut.
A city in Western Siberia where oil will eventually be discovered.
It was found in the 1950s, and while it wasn’t known during World War II, we should start preparing to extract it.
It feels like I’m living out a territorial novel where the protagonist has access to cheat codes for resources.

“Understood.”
“Also, make sure to dig around in Manchuria as well. We may need to rely on Prince Yusupov’s help to invest in that area.”
We’ll have to be cautious and discreet to avoid tipping off Japan.
Alternatively, selling fuel to Japan later could inflict more damage on China and the U.S. during the Second Sino-Japanese War and the Pacific War.
If we’re going to take the alternate history route, White Russia leading the Cold War wouldn’t be so bad.
And once everyone’s exhausted, we can deliver a swift blow to Japan from behind.
They won’t be able to withstand an attack from us, whom they consider an ally.
If China suffers more damage than in actual history, both Chiang Kai-shek and Mao Zedong may fail to unify the country, and China could remain in a warlord state.
It’s crucial that China never becomes unified.
Even though Chiang Kai-shek supported Korea’s Provisional Government, he viewed Korea as a satellite state due to his Sinocentric views.
If he had successfully unified China, Korea might have become subservient to China.
Since the communist party is unacceptable to White Russia, China must remain fragmented.
I know better than anyone how dire the future would be if Communist China were to survive.
That future must be prevented at all costs.

Sometimes I see alternate history novels where China is either unified under communist rule or divided between the People’s Republic and the Republic of China. But why even bother?
Just break it up into warlord states. Communists shouldn’t be given even the smallest chance to regroup.

I’m not at the point where I can tell Duma this yet, and right now, Europe is our priority.
After all, I’m merely a figurehead Tsarina.

But I’m curious about one thing.

“Come to think of it.”
“Yes, Your Majesty?”
“What are General Gaida and the Czechoslovak Legion up to?”
I’ve been actively supporting General Gaida and the Czechoslovak Legion in their efforts to form the new Czech military.
But what’s happening now?
Czechoslovakia is still part of Austria-Hungary. While Austria, as a defeated nation, can’t do anything to Gaida, independence for Czechoslovakia doesn’t seem likely.
If Czechoslovakia were to declare independence, it would only further weaken Austria, and our mustachioed friend wouldn’t have the strength to fend off communist Germany.
If I attempt to peel off Czechoslovakia, the great powers will foam at the mouth.
Communist Germany will also be eyeing Czechoslovakia.
This will put General Gaida in a precarious position, regardless of which side he ends up on. What does Duma intend to do with Gaida and the Czechoslovak Legion?

“I believe it would be best to have General Gaida and the Czechoslovak Legion be integrated into Austria’s forces.”
“Yes, Austria needs military strength to fend off communist Germany, but the heavily reduced Austrian forces are struggling due to disarmament clauses. It would be beneficial to have the elite Czechoslovak Legion bolster their ranks.”
“That’s a good approach.”

For example…
What would happen if I dropped Gaida and his legion into Austria alongside our mustachioed friend?
At this time, there was growing unrest among the ranks of Gaida’s Czechoslovak Legion.
Though time had passed

since the Russian Civil War, they still hadn’t returned to their homeland, and frustration was mounting.

“General, when will we return home?”
“Hmm, it seems we’ll need to remain in Russia a little longer.”
Gaida did his best to quell his soldiers’ dissatisfaction.
He too wasn’t thrilled with the current situation, but he couldn’t afford to voice his frustrations and risk offending the White Russian Republic’s military leadership.
More importantly, he had a clear grasp of the realities of the situation.

“I’ve heard that Britain and France have not permitted Czech independence. What should we do now?”
“Even if we were to gain independence, communist Germany’s claws are still there, and we would only be exposed to danger again.”

General Radola Gaida, having fought in both World War I and the Russian Civil War, had developed a keen sense of awareness.
While Czechoslovakia was still part of Austria, even if independence were achieved, communist Germany would soon threaten the country.
Austria, barely managing to sustain itself, would never support an independent Czechoslovakia, and if they were to stand alone against communist Germany, they would surely fall.
Russia, too, was not in a position to fight communist Germany immediately while supporting Czechoslovakia.

Joining the White Russian forces, like their former commander, Mikhail Diterikhs, had done, was an option, but it would undermine the meaning of their fight as the Czechoslovak Legion.

However, there was now a new option.

“What should we do, then?”
“It seems Duma plans to send us to Austria-Hungary.”
Indeed, Duma was planning to send the Czechoslovak Legion to Austria.

“Isn’t that against our promises?”
“Apparently, this is being done at the Tsarina’s suggestion. They’re negotiating for us to become part of Austria-Hungary’s military, so we should wait and see.”
Perhaps that would be for the best.

Radola Gaida hoped that Duma’s negotiations with Austria would go well.
If Czechoslovakia couldn’t manage on its own, it might be better to gain control of Austria’s military, with Russian support, from within.
The only issue was that Gaida, as the leader of the Czechoslovak Legion, was accustomed to military affairs. Leading in politics, however, would require assistance.

At that moment, someone approached Gaida.

“Who are you?”
“I’m Adolf Hitler, a corporal from Germany. Are you General Radola Gaida of the Czechoslovak Legion?”
Adolf Hitler.
I’ve heard he’s recently been favored by the Tsarina and is involved in designing New Moscow.
But what is he doing here?

“If you go to Austria, might you assist me there?”

This was the first meeting between Radola Gaida and Adolf Hitler.

Meanwhile, Turkey was following its historical course, with Mustafa Kemal Atatürk rising to power, albeit with a smaller territory.
Atatürk made efforts to improve relations with Russia.
At this point, Russian-Turkish relations were relatively positive compared to Turkey’s relations with other foreign powers.
Thanks to the efforts of the Okhrana, the Russian occupation of Constantinople and parts of Eastern Thrace was explained as a necessary measure to halt Greek advances and prevent the Entente from further carving up the Ottoman Empire.

Conversely, Britain and France were seen as the worst foreign powers in Turkey.
They were the ones who dragged the Ottoman Empire into the war and caused its downfall.
And alongside them were the Greeks, who, having aligned themselves with Britain and France, advanced into Anatolia.


Though the Pontic Greeks fell under Russian influence, the rest of the Greeks would have to be dealt with eventually.
Until then, Atatürk would focus on diligently governing and growing Turkey.

After his encounter with Anastasia, Atatürk was inspired to work tirelessly to rebuild his country.
Russia had promised support, as long as Turkey refrained from targeting Constantinople or Eastern Roman territories.

“We’ve been receiving weapons from Russia.”
“The mighty Byzantine Emperor is keeping his word.”

Indeed, they were still sending weapons, as promised.
Turkey had just emerged from war, and having relied on Italian supplies, they were left with almost nothing.
The weapons provided by Russia were a welcome relief.

Thus, the Turkish National Army was born, heavily influenced by the White Army’s experience from the Russian Civil War.
After building up its military, Turkey proudly embraced its identity as a Turkish nation.
All the ethnicities within Turkish territory were considered part of the Turkish nation.
Although the adoption of a federal system to unite various ethnicities seemed somewhat contradictory, Atatürk was determined to reshape and modernize Turkey.
At the very least, he was set on reclaiming the lands of Syria and Iraq that had been taken by Britain and France, and perhaps even advancing into Egypt.



 
  Chapter 55 : Mancheol and China


Mutaguchi Renya, who had been thriving in the Japanese Empire, was deployed to the South Manchuria Railway Company, commonly known as Mantetsu, to protect the Japanese South Manchurian Army.

In effect, he became the commander of what was called the Mantetsu Army.

To be precise, the army pushed Mutaguchi Renya, who had built separate relations with Russia for advancing into China, into this position.

However, there was one problem.

“The rebellious Koreans are troublesome. Hmm.”

The rebellious Koreans who fled to South Manchuria were committing various acts of terrorism against the Japanese army in Manchuria.

What’s wrong with these rebellious Koreans? What complaints do these Koreans, who refuse to listen and live as subjects of the Empire, have?

Actually, Mutaguchi Renya didn’t care whether the Koreans had grievances against the Japanese government or if they had genuinely turned over a new leaf and lived as loyal subjects.

Even if the Koreans who swore loyalty to His Majesty the Emperor died of a plague right in front of him, as long as it wasn’t the red plague, it didn’t matter to him.

He just didn’t want the Koreans here to do anything strange.

“Hm, what to do with these Koreans?”

Although he didn’t mind suppressing these Koreans, Mutaguchi Renya was confident that he was one of Japan’s finest elite officers, soldiers, and samurais.

It wouldn’t be appropriate for someone like him to personally deal with the rebellious Koreans who occasionally committed terrorist acts on the railway.

Moreover, there was another problem with suppression.

Ultimately, it was about suppressing the Koreans who were committing terrorism.

As someone in charge of maintaining security in South Manchuria, suppressing these Koreans would imply that there was already a problem with security in South Manchuria, and this would also be known to the mainland.

That would create a significant issue for his elite career path.

Koreans who had come to South Manchuria from the mainland couldn’t earn as much as those in the mainland, so some of them subtly sympathized with the rebellious Koreans.

At that moment, as he grumbled and lamented his situation, sticking his lips out in frustration,

!!

Mutaguchi Renya’s mind started working quickly.

The mind of Mutaguchi Renya, who was acknowledged as Japan’s future hero by none other than Anastasia, the former saint of Russia, the Great Khan of Mongolia, the Tsarina of all Russia, and the Emperor of Eastern Rome, was working brilliantly.

“Aren’t there some Koreans in the Asian Cavalry Division?”

I’m sure there were quite a few Koreans in the Asian Cavalry Division.

It seems that these simpletons, having fought with bandits in Manchuria, had raised their combat skills and managed to join Russia’s Asian Division.

What if I just handed them all over?

It would help fill the shortage of Far East troops in our ally Russia, and on this side, I could secretly send all the rebellious Koreans without notifying the mainland.

Isn’t that perfect?

Of course, if it became known to the homeland, they would slap me and order me to capture all the rebellious Koreans, saying it was nonsense. But Mutaguchi Renya, judging Russia as an ally, decided to proceed.

So, Mutaguchi Renya contacted the Asian Cavalry Division stationed in North Manchuria separately.

But lo and behold, wasn’t it the Korean he had seen before who appeared?

“Hey. Haven’t we seen each other somewhere?”

Yes, that Korean named Hong something or other.

Mutaguchi Renya lamented that there were no generals from the same great nation like Ungern or Semyonov present at this moment.

It wasn’t because he was afraid of being caught by Hong Beom-do.

As an elite, Mutaguchi Renya decided to deceive Hong Beom-do with perfect acting.

“Oh, what are you talking about? Do you think I, Lieutenant Colonel Mutaguchi Renya of the Mantetsu Army of the Empire of Japan, know a Korean?”

“Or not. Are you angry? But what’s this about wanting to hand over Koreans?”

For Hong Beom-do, there was nothing wrong with this.

In the end, being in the Asian Cavalry Division itself was about gaining strength and building an army here.

Of course, it would be a good thing if Koreans came over during that process.

But the Japanese army?

Couldn’t this be the Japanese army pretending to be Koreans?

Planning to infiltrate the Asian Cavalry Division to spy on Russia?

“It means exactly what I said. There are many Koreans causing disturbances in South Manchuria, so I want to hand them over to our ally, Russia.”

That statement didn’t make sense.

No matter how much of an ally they were, would they really hand over colonized people just like that?

“No, no. Is it normal to just hand them over like that?”

“Try to understand at least once. You’ll understand when I say it nicely. This is why Koreans are tsk tsk.”

Mutaguchi Renya clicked his tongue in frustration.

He couldn’t understand why Koreans were so suspicious.

And only then did Hong Beom-do understand.

‘Ah, I see. This guy is trying to avoid punishment for letting Koreans cause trouble in South Manchuria, fearing the mainland will find out.’

In a nutshell, he was doing this to avoid getting disciplined.

Certainly, for now, it would be great if they could send Koreans over like this. But they would need Ungern, his superior, to return before they could attempt anything.

Hong Beom-do had originally joined the Asian Cavalry Division to make money and build strength for future resistance against Japan, as it was impossible to fight due to a lack of supplies. However, he hadn’t expected things to go so well.

‘Wait. If I play this right…’

Couldn’t I extract what I need from this fool with his ridiculous theory?

“Sounds good. But can I make one request? If so, I’ll keep my mouth shut, and you can take the Koreans causing disturbances in South Manchuria.”

“Hmm?”

“Actually, the Russian Far East Army only has outdated weapons. The Russian homeland is currently focusing its military on Europe, so our side might not receive any supplies until later. Until then, we might suffer significant losses fighting the Chinese bandits.”

It wasn’t entirely wrong.

To Hong Beom-do, the Asian Cavalry Division was the strongest.

Thousands of their troops had beaten the tens of thousands of Chinese warlord Zhang Zuolin’s troops like dogs and turned North Manchuria directly into Russian territory.

However, the current Asian Cavalry Division had diverted its main forces to Europe to capture the Bolsheviks.

Naturally, the number of cavalrymen from Europe was small, and primarily poorly armed Asians remained.

So, it wasn’t an unreasonable request.

“Oh, I see. You want to receive the Empire’s new firearms. Well, that’s fine. After all, it seems like you’re already in Russia as a guerrilla or something, so that’s fine.”


Is he really an idiot?

I tested him just in case, but I didn’t expect him to respond like this.

If that’s the case, this is great.

With the Far East Army’s supplies already low, if they could receive Japanese weapons, wouldn’t they be able to arm themselves comfortably?

Thus, Hong Beom-do obtained a significant amount of Japanese weapons from Mutaguchi Renya.



 
  Chapter 56 : Soft Autonomy Theorist and Charina


There were some Soviet defectors who decided to dedicate their lives to the Union.

Many of them surrendered after being disappointed with Lenin.

As for Stalin, I don’t think he’s interested in coming back, and I have no intention of bringing him back either.

I almost considered recommending that he become a eunuch priest and conduct mass there, but I didn’t.

Thanks to my modern knowledge, I know these people well by my standards, but all people of this era know is that Stalin made the Soviet Union a powerful country.

From the perspective of Anastasia in this era, Stalin is merely a Bolshevik official who killed her family and siblings.

Even though he followed Lenin, he’s not as well-known as he was in actual history at this point.

Wouldn’t it seem strange if I openly mocked Stalin?

“Hmmm.”

Let’s keep thinking.

Among the people exiled to Siberia, who are the named figures?

As a person who was Korean in my previous life, I can’t think of many.

Honestly, even if someone else were to possess a Russian and become Anastasia, they probably wouldn’t know much either.

Even though I learned a bit of world history from libraries, after all, it’s the history of another country. I don’t know everything.

There weren’t many names I recognized on the execution list either.

Hmm. Well, does it matter?

To be honest, they’re just “named figures” within the Soviet system. I’m guessing that even the white army’s named figures could survive, at least until the Cold War era.

Take Drozdovsky, for example—he managed to create an armored unit. And the people from the South Russian Republic who were supposed to go into exile in other countries are now leading the Union well.

So, it seems like handling the people in Siberia is the answer.

Should I just get rid of all of them if they’re just a waste of resources?

Since the Red Army is being completely defeated in this civil war, they won’t become famous as in the original history.

Even though it hasn’t been mentioned, the Red Army has been shattered and defeated from all sides.

Many of the people who would later become famous were likely killed during this process.

Come to think of it, Hitler’s movements have also become quite aggressive recently.

Should I focus on Austria, or should I wait until Czechoslovakia gains independence and return later? Okhrana has reported that Gajda approached Hitler, persuading him to go to Austria.

The combination of Gajda and Hitler.

What kind of snowball effect will this create?

In actual history, Radola Gajda participated in founding the Fascist Party in Czechoslovakia.

Could this lead to the formation of an Austrian Fascist Party?

From this point of view, Hitler’s life this time will have a much higher difficulty level.

Even though starting World War II in the first place was insane, if Hitler aims for power in Austria, he would try to revive the Austro-Hungarian Empire to increase his weight. He would have to dedicate his life to federalizing it and also face the fight against Communist Germany.

In many ways, Hitler’s situation is complicated right now.

Yet, he’s diligently handling the tasks I assigned him.

He’s not slacking off—he’s helping build the new city of Moscow, and I hear that Nikita Khrushchev, a former conscripted Red Army soldier, is doing well beside him in the construction department.

The problem is that the new city of Moscow looks suspiciously similar to Germania. I’ve already adjusted the design to better suit Russia’s current circumstances.

At this point, shouldn’t I just stop monitoring everything through Okhrana?

Isn’t it time for me to let go and just relax?

Would it be so bad to enjoy myself and indulge a little, as long as I don’t go overboard with luxury?

“Your Majesty.”

The Black Baron comes to see me whenever I’m about to forget.

“What’s the matter?”

“There’s an issue I think should be discussed with you, Your Holiness.”

“Do you need my permission?”

“Yes. Since this is a military matter, the military has decided that they must consult with Your Majesty.”

Isn’t this something the military should handle? It’s not like I’m a mother bird they need to beg for food from. If anyone saw this, they’d think they were mama’s boys.

Do I really hold that much influence?

Well, at least other departments don’t come asking, “What should we do, Tsarina?” about everything.

Otherwise, my head might have exploded by now.

I spoke with a calm and gentle expression.

“What is it?”

“A special envoy from the Law and Government of the Republic of China has arrived.”

The Law and Government of the Republic of China?

Did those people exist at this time? It’s 1923 right now.

But isn’t this a matter for the Foreign Ministry?

It seems that the Black Baron has taken this on because they want to discuss military-related matters.

“What’s the name? Is it Wang Jingwei or Chiang Kai-shek?”

I remember hearing that Chiang Kai-shek visited the Soviet Union.

Is this an alternate history where Chiang Kai-shek comes?

“No. It’s someone named Chen Jiongming. He’s a Guangdong warlord who has a cooperative relationship with a man named Sun Yat-sen from the Law and Government of the Republic of China.”

Chen Jiongming. Chen Jiongming.

Let me think. Wasn’t he the one who clashed with Sun Yat-sen over the Soft Autonomy Theory?

But why would he be working with Sun Yat-sen now and coming here as an envoy of the Republic of China?

Does he plan to establish the United Republic of China after seeing the United Republic of Russia?

“What does he want?”

“He requests support to subdue Duan Qirui.”

Is this the Northern Expedition of the Law and Government?

“So, this Chen Jiongming has come to ask for help with the Northern Expedition?”

“Yes.”

Was the Northern Expedition of the Law and Government around this time?

I didn’t study Chinese history at the library.

I’m not completely ignorant of that history, thanks to historical games, but I only know the big events, not the details.

I don’t know if the Law and Government existed during this time, what they’re doing, or what changes have been caused by the snowball effect I set in motion. I know nothing about it.

In any case, the existence of the Law and Government suggests that they’re planning to go after the Beiyang Government, just like in history. What’s Japan doing now?

Isn’t Japan practically salivating at this situation?

Wait, no—they’re probably too distracted by the earthquake to pay attention to this right now.

Japan would probably prefer to get along with the Beiyang Government.

From their perspective, Duan Qirui would be easier to deal with while they’re suffering from the earthquake’s aftermath. They’d try to get along as best as they can.

Europe is too preoccupied with its own issues to care about China right now.

If Britain or France decided to focus on China while dealing with Communist Germany, they’d be insane.


Isn’t this a good situation for us?

Expanding into China… that’s not a bad idea.

It wouldn’t be a bad thing to shackle China while we’re at it.

“But why do you say I need to get involved?”

“Even though I’m in charge of the military, Your Majesty holds the ultimate responsibility for all military branches—land, sea, and air.”

There’s definitely a big misunderstanding here, but… never mind.

“Hmm. Very well. I will meet with Chen Jiongming.”

“Your Majesty, you personally?”

“When you look at one thing, you can understand ten. I want to see if this man sent by Sun Yat-sen is capable of rebuilding China, just as I rebuilt Russia.”

Let me reiterate: I know very little about Chinese history from this period.

I only know a little about Sun Yat-sen’s death, Chiang Kai-shek’s cooperation with the Communist Party, the Shanghai Provisional Government, and other things of that nature. Everything else is just surface-level knowledge.

So, based on my judgment, China could end up very different from actual history.

In other words, I could divide it into a warlord state.

Fine. Let’s hear what he has to say.

Chen Jiongming came to Yekaterinburg but learned that the Empress was staying in Moscow, so he took a train there.

Just as he was about to unpack at his lodging, an uninvited guest arrived.

“Are you Chen Jiongming?”

“Who are you?”

“We are the Okhrana, the Public Order Protection Bureau of the Romanov Imperial Family. The Tsarina wishes to see you, so follow us quietly.”

We are the Okhrana, the shadow of the Tsarina.

Chen Jiongming knew at least that much.

The reason he had some knowledge of Russian affairs was that, given the pitiful state of the Republic of China, he knew they would eventually have to seek help from external forces. He wanted to make Russia an ally, not Japan, which was openly showing ambition toward China.

The fact that Okhrana came meant that the Tsarina, known as the saint of Russia, had taken notice of him.

So, he was quietly taken to the Kremlin, where the Tsarina was staying, and soon found himself before the young Empress.

“Are you Chen Jiongming?”

A soft, delicate voice.

The owner of that voice was the one who ended the civil war and grabbed Russia by the throat, pulling it up from the depths of hell.

Chen Jiongming showed all the respect he could muster on the spot.

“It is an honor to meet the Saint of All Russia, the Empress of the Eastern Roman Empire.”

“You’re the commander of the Guangdong government?”

“Well, I’m the Governor of Guangdong and the Minister of the Army, but the commander…”

“Soft Autonomy Theory.”

“!!”

“You came here for support, but to be honest, you’re not keen on the Northern Expedition.”

“How… how do you know that?”

There’s no way Okhrana would know that much.

In actual history, Chen Jiongming only hinted at his Soft Autonomy Theory, and perhaps the Beiyang Government knew about it, but there’s no way the Tsar’s shadow could have infiltrated the Republic of China to know that.

In Japan, there’s talk of the Saint predicting the earthquake and calling Russia a friendly ally. Could it be that she knows such things because she’s truly a saint?

Even if she’s not a real saint, the fact that Okhrana had a presence even in the Republic of China means that the Tsarina knows everything about its internal affairs. This alone was enough for Chen Jiongming to submit to her.

“You’re trying to develop the Guangdong region and build up strength, but Sun Yat-sen is desperately trying to siphon off Guangdong’s finances for the Northern Expedition. Meanwhile, you’re in a position where you’ll have to pull out the military. And yet, you can’t go against Sun Yat-sen because Duan Qirui is a factor.”

“You know everything…”

Surprised for a moment, Chen Jiongming was interrupted by the Tsarina, who raised her delicate hand.

“Yes. For now, I’d like to hear Sun Yat-sen’s intentions.”

“The Provisional President has stated that he cannot tolerate Russia’s occupation of northern Manchuria. However, for the greater good, and to prevent Japan’s growing influence in China, he is willing to support the effort to subdue Duan Qirui, and I came to Russia to make that argument.”

“If that’s what Sun Yat-sen really wants, then he’s as shameless as Lenin. He’s no different. Now, Chen Jiongming, I’ll give you the floor. What do you want personally, not on behalf of the Law and Government? I can’t stop Sun Yat-sen’s Northern Expedition as a foreigner.”

This was the moment Chen Jiongming had been waiting for.

The Tsarina was testing him now. He had to make a good impression.

“Yes. We cannot stop the Northern Expedition.”

“So, you want help minimizing Guangdong’s losses?”

“Yes. And…”

“It’s impossible to send troops, but I can provide military supplies. I’ll send military advisors to Guangdong, people who were active during the Great War and the Civil War.”

“If that’s the case…”

“In the future I see, you could become the commander of the Guangdong government. If you rush, it will only be a fleeting moment of power.”

I know that you’re planning to attack Sun Yat-sen.

And I know it won’t last long.

“You know I will attack Sun Yat-sen?”

“That’s the future I see.”

The future?

A prophetic saint? So, the prediction about the earthquake was true? Does that mean that, in her vision of the future, I’ll become the commander of the Guangdong government?

Chen Jiongming began to imagine it.

Establishing his own Guangdong government. And eventually becoming the leader of the Republic of China.

A country of soft autonomy, led by him. China! The United Republic of China!

Chen Jiongming now saw the woman before him—the young Empress—as the guide who would help him realize his dreams.

In that case, it was right to seize this opportunity.

Not someone like Sun Yat-sen, who couldn’t grasp reality.

“Then please show me the path I should take.”

“I’ve heard there’s a saying in the East, ‘Woxin changdan’—endure hardships to achieve your goals. I’ll lend you my strength. You will lead the Northern Expedition and build up your power to oust Chiang Kai-shek.”

Whether Chen Jiongming had the ability to oust Chiang Kai-shek was uncertain, but Anastasia believed that, at the very least, he could drive him out and take control of a part of China.

Sun Yat-sen only had about two years left to live anyway.

He had endured more hardship than in actual history, so he might die even sooner.

Chen Jiongming looked puzzled, not knowing this.

“Sun Yat-sen?”

“Sun Yat-sen doesn’t have much time left, so you don’t have to move against him. Just wait for that day.”

Sun Yat-sen doesn’t have much time left?

“Are you saying the President won’t last long?”

“At most, he has about two years left.”

Two years. It would be great if he died before the Northern Expedition. That wouldn’t be bad at all.

If that’s true, then there’s no need to rush.

If he’s going to die on his own, why strain myself?

“If we, Russia, support you, you must lead the Northern Expedition. You must also monopolize the connection between us and China.”

“Yes.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Good. This is how it should be.

If I want to borrow Russia’s strength, I have to monopolize the connection.

I need to be the only person who serves as a bridge between Russia and China.

“Remember why I’m raising you up.”


Yes, of course.

Even though there’s an interpreter present, the Tsarina—the Empress—is treating me, a mere warlord, with great respect by personally summoning me through the Okhrana.

She is treating me like a national leader.

In that case, I must live up to those expectations.

Chen Jiongming resolved to lead the Northern Expedition.



 
  Chapter 57 : Age of Madness


Chun Jung-ming excitedly returned.

Afterward, he sent a substantial amount of Russian military advisors and surplus weapons.

Support for East Prussia?

We’re not the only ones supporting the military in East Prussia.

It seems that the British are also firmly backing East Prussia to counter Communist Germany.

So, the surplus is just being handed over to Chun Jung-ming.

“Is it really okay to support him? He doesn’t seem capable of controlling all of China.”

The Black Baron, who had followed my orders to provide military advisors and equipment to Chun Jung-ming, seemed displeased.

At a glance, Chun Jung-ming doesn’t seem like someone who could take over China. He gives off that impression.

But that doesn’t mean he’s entirely without ability.

With his ideas of federal autonomy and the United States of China, I can still use Chun Jung-ming as a piece on the board.

“That’s exactly why we should support him. He may not be able to control all of China, but he’s definitely capable of managing part of it.”

Yes, Chun Jung-ming doesn’t have the capacity to rule over all of China.

But he could handle being a warlord.

He could control part of China, perhaps even establish a regional government.

Before the United States of China becomes a reality, he might be able to maintain control of something like Guangdong in a fragmented, semi-autonomous state.

“So, you intend to support him intentionally?”

“I’m looking decades ahead, beyond the present reality. Just a few decades ago, China was a cake divided by the great powers. But the potential of a modernized, unified China is enormous. We must prevent that growth.”

As someone who knows the future, I’m determined to stop it.

“Are you saying China could surpass us?”

The Black Baron doesn’t seem too optimistic.

Of course, just a short while ago, China was nothing more than a feast for the great powers.

It’s hard to believe that this same country could someday surpass Russia.

It’s difficult to imagine, but the fact remains: the new Cold War will be between the U.S. and China. It must be hard for the current Russians to accept.

That’s why, without direct intervention, we must minimize their influence and ensure that China remains divided.

“No matter the era, population size cannot be ignored. It was possible for the great powers to stay ahead because they were far more advanced than China, but you can’t ignore the vast land and enormous population.”

“Still, it’s hard to believe they could defeat us.”

The fact that China will lead the new Cold War already means they’ve surpassed Russia. But even before the nuclear war, they were causing trouble, showcasing nothing but hegemony.

The best course of action is to keep them divided and constantly at odds.

If Chun Jung-ming’s vision of the United States of China becomes a reality, not only Russia but neighboring Korea will surely become a satellite state.

They could end up worse off than the historical southern half of the Korean peninsula.

“Personally, I like China, which can be considered the origin of Eastern civilization. That’s why I want to see more of it.”

More, many more. I want to see more countries than we currently have in the world.

In my view, places like Syria and others will eventually fall under a new Ottoman Empire.

If Hitler tries to revive Austria-Hungary to stand against Germany, Hungary and Czechoslovakia will likely align under Austria again.

There might be fewer nations than in real history.

So, we need to increase the number in China. Don’t you agree?

“So, you want China to fragment?”

“Yes, of course. Especially since Russia shares a border with China. We need to be cautious. All of this must be led by our United Federation for the sake of future generations.”

After the Ukrainian invasion, which was tied to nuclear war, Russia, formerly the Soviet Union, became increasingly dominated by China.

In fact, China was practically the one that triggered the nuclear war.

“I see. Your foresight is truly remarkable, Your Majesty.”

It’s nothing remarkable.

I simply want to avoid a bleak future.

In that sense, maybe being in Russia is better than being involved with Korea.

But being in Russia means I have to pay attention to both Europe and Asia, which is quite a burden.

Even if Britain and France… no, if only the U.S., which had the advantage of being the “lone superpower” in the real history, could perform as it did, the future would be better.

“The Foreign Ministry needs to carefully assess international relations. Strengthen ties with existing allies like the U.S., the U.K., and France.”

“Yes. At the request of the U.K., we’ve also increased the troops stationed in East Prussia.”

Sadly, the Baltic states ultimately chose independence.

Though in my eyes, they’re nothing more than British puppet states, they claim independence, so what can I do?

As I mentioned before, I haven’t bothered with them.

After all, they’re future independent nations. Russia needs to focus on improving its image right now.

It’s impossible to militarily reclaim territories that have already broken away from Russia, and we must consider the British perspective as well.

Unless they see us as weak and decide to make a move, there’s no need to provoke the Baltics.

“It’s a shame about the Baltics. But since the British are behind them, it’s unlikely we’ll be able to incorporate them into our federation.”

“Judging by how things are going for Britain, it seems they desperately need our help. Perhaps you could negotiate with them?”

That’s not quite right.

Of course, there’s a chance. If Britain stubbornly demands, ‘Give us the Baltics!’ they might get their way in the end.

But separate from that, Britain’s performance in the Great War might take a serious hit.

“With Germany in its current state, there’s probably a lot of talk within Britain. It wouldn’t make sense to demand the return of what was given away under the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk.”

If a second world war breaks out, Britain’s position will be crucial.

The entire island could serve as an unsinkable aircraft carrier for bombing the German mainland. And if war does break out, Russia could use Britain as a strategic base to land forces in France or Germany.

Whatever happens, we must prevent Britain from succumbing to communism or fascism.

“It’s disappointing.”

“There’s no need to be. Russia has plenty of potential just by securing the territories we currently control. Later, when they regret not joining our federation, we’ll have made Russia great enough for them to envy.”

It’s a simple idea.

We just need to develop Russia to the point where others will envy us.

That will satisfy the military as well.

We’ve already placated their discontent over losing land by reclaiming North Manchuria, Mongolia, and Constantinople.

Besides, the narrative that we “sold off” land was pinned entirely on the Bolsheviks before they died.

It’s just karma for what they did.

****

Around this time, Britain was also internally groaning.

In the end, they gained nothing fundamental from letting Germany off the hook.

Sure, they gained more colonies, secured promises for reparations, and took advantage of the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk.

But regardless, the German revolution broke out.

The reason they spared Germany, the country that had dealt the greatest blow to the Allies in the war, was to prevent a communist revolution… and it happened anyway.

This made sparing Germany pointless.


People remembered the losses rather than the gains. Parents who lost their sons on the battlefield were furious that their children had died in vain, despite Britain gaining large territories.

“What did we gain from sparing Germany?!”

“Exactly! Now we’ve got Communist Germany!”

“What difference did my son’s death in the war make?”

“Why did we even join the European war?!”

“We secured the Ottomans’ surrender, didn’t we?!”

“Russia’s the one celebrating over the recovery of Constantinople!”

Even calling it the Ottomans’ surrender was a stretch. It was more like a desperate concession of land in exchange for signing a surrender.

In fact, Russia had to drag the Ottomans along before they could achieve victory.

And that’s not all.

They’d gone out of their way to help the Kaiser of East Prussia settle there.

The problem was… there were no reparations.

Communist Germany had declared the Treaty of Versailles null and void.

While they gave back all their colonies, Britain and France lacked the will to challenge a stubbornly defiant Germany once again.

They couldn’t muster the strength for another trench war against the communists.

It was a fight they couldn’t win or lose.

While they recognized Communist Germany, it was more of a reluctant acknowledgment not to interfere militarily than full diplomatic recognition.

All they could do was join other nations in diplomatically pressuring Germany into submission, as usual.

However, they still had to prepare, so they stationed British troops in Poland and East Prussia, alongside Western Russian forces who were eyeing the Baltics.

In short, money continued to bleed out.

Half of Ukraine and the Baltics were still under British influence, which required even more money.

Asking the U.S. for help was out of the question. After Germany surrendered, they had conveniently backed out.

Relying on them for more support could spell trouble.

Nevertheless, the British Empire was somehow holding on.

They had secured some gains, after all.

Of course, Russia was still looking for ways to nibble away at those gains. But even so, the British Empire managed to endure.

Other countries, however, were not as fortunate.

Italy, in particular, had many grievances.

Despite winning the war by attacking Germany and Austria from behind, they felt their gains didn’t match the effort expended.

They’d pulled out of the Ottoman conflict for that very reason.

“We’ll turn the tables!”

“There’s only one thing we want! To rule Italy!”

“We supported the Allies, and all we got was Trentino-Alto Adige and the Istrian Peninsula!”

The fire of discontent burned brightly.

Compared to the promised land, the meager territories they received enraged the Italians.

“The Slavs have restored the Second Rome!”

“We need to revive Rome too!”

“Look at Germany! They’ve had their communist revolution! A communist state is perfect for reviving Rome!”

Much like in real history, Italy’s failure to gain sufficient land had sparked internal unrest.

In fact, the ambiguous end to the war only exacerbated the situation.

While Russia, once on the verge of collapse, had miraculously revived as the United Federation and reclaimed Constantinople, establishing itself as the protector of the Eastern Orthodox Church and the successor of the Byzantine Empire, Italy’s position was far worse.

The Italians, already frustrated with their country’s situation, couldn’t help but voice their dissatisfaction.

And with Germany’s successful communist revolution, Italy’s socialists saw their opportunity.

In real history, Benito Mussolini would have founded fascism. But in this world, he became the leader of the Italian Communist Party.

Inspired by Germany’s revolution, Mussolini, who had initially leaned toward fascism, found a new path.

Germany’s Free Socialist Republic, born from the ashes of the corrupt German Empire, inspired Mussolini.

He realized that revolution was necessary to restore the glory of Rome, which Italy had failed to achieve in the war.

Mussolini was also provoked by Russia’s recovery of Constantinople and believed Italy must reclaim Rome to truly be the heirs of the Roman Empire.

What else could make Italy the true successors of Rome?

Mussolini’s socialist roots, combined with the inspiration of Russia’s labor-friendly policies, which were reminiscent of socialism, drove him to this conclusion.

In a whirlwind of emotions and complex thoughts, he concluded that the best way to rebuild Rome was to challenge Russia, just as Russia had once destroyed communism.

“To rebuild Rome, we must defeat Russia!”

And to achieve this, Mussolini knew he had to cooperate with Communist Germany.

Thus, Mussolini, under the guise of communism but with ideas eerily similar to fascism, founded the Italian Communist Party.

“Comrade Mussolini, let us support you. Bring about Italy’s revolution and liberate your country.”


With support from Communist Germany, Mussolini rapidly expanded his influence, eventually leading what would come to be known as the “Red March” or “Roman Revolution” in this world’s future, seizing control of Italy.

King Vittorio Emanuele III was reduced to a figurehead, effectively under house arrest, while Benito Mussolini became the second most powerful communist leader in Europe, following Karl Liebknecht, the Secretary-General of Communist Germany.

And naturally…

“We’re surrounded by communists!”

Austria, caught in the middle, was in chaos.
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In any case, Austria managed to retain the title of “Empire,” despite being a defeated nation.

However, as they were ultimately a defeated country, Austria now had to worry about the possibility of communists emerging within its borders. Both neighboring countries to the north and south, Italy and Germany, had become communist.

In its weakened state, Austria couldn’t avoid the threat of the Red Plague.

Serbia, which had been persistently begging Austria under the name of Yugoslavia, had also recently started promoting communism under a young communist named Tito. The Austrian Empire, situated just above, had no choice but to feel alarmed.

With the rise of Communist Germany, some Junkers, generals, and other personnel from Germany fled to Austria, but Austria’s national power was far behind compared to the days of the Austro-Hungarian Empire.

Thanks to the Allied Powers, the Habsburg monarchy managed to retain the empire, even though public sentiment had turned against them, preventing the establishment of a republic as in real history. Austria was in no position to be selective about anything.

In this situation, Karl I, who had retained the title of Kaiser by maintaining the monarchy, had to make an important decision.

“We’re surrounded by communists on all sides!”

A busy Britain certainly wouldn’t take care of Austria, which was surrounded by communists.

Karl I recalled a recent proposal from Russia.

Austria was to take in Radola Gajda, who was originally intended to be sent to independent Czechoslovakia. Austria would also strengthen its national defense by giving Gajda a position in the military.

From Austria’s perspective, it was an absurd request, but given the circumstances, they thought it might actually be the better option.

At this point, Austria was no different from a candle in front of the Red Flood.

In order to protect his position as Kaiser and prevent a possible communist revolution in Austria, Karl I decided to accept Russia’s proposal, though with a few additional conditions.

“Isn’t General Gajda of the Czechoslovak Legion known for his strong army? Forget about the Czechoslovak independence war—if he pledges loyalty to the Habsburgs, we’ll forgive him for everything and give him military command. Bring him to Austria immediately!”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Finally, it was decided that Radola Gajda and his tens of thousands of troops would return to Austria.

Austria agreed to accept Radola Gajda, though with some conditions attached.

They requested surplus weapons from Russia as well as a mutual defense treaty.

Given their situation, Austria was necessary for Russia, and the Foreign Ministry seemed to have decided to accept the terms.

Historically, Austria served as a counterbalance to Russia during the Dual Monarchy. But now, Austria had become more of a buffer to block the Red Plague from reaching Russia.

If Austria reached out first, Russia had no choice but to accept.

Even Britain didn’t object.

If Britain had been upset, they would have had to form an encirclement around Germany themselves. But given Britain’s current situation, that was impossible.

Faced with the need to isolate Communist Germany, Britain had to withdraw due to internal problems.

Besides, Britain had already overused its colonial troops.

Italy was also right below them.

If Britain couldn’t do it, Russia would have to.

Perhaps Britain’s grand strategy was to isolate the communists with the help of France, Britain, Poland, and Russia.

If Hitler and Gajda successfully took over Austria and managed to incorporate Hungary or Slovakia back into the empire, strengthening their power, they might stand a chance.

Even if World War II broke out, with Russia’s support, they might be able to hold the front at the Austria-Poland line.

Austria would suffer significant damage as the battlefield.

In that case, Hitler’s ambition for Lebensraum might be thwarted, as it would likely be impossible to unify Germany under Austria’s leadership.

If World War II broke out, there was a high chance Austria would be torn apart again in the aftermath.

To handle the situation, Hitler would need to work hard, uniting Hungary and Slovakia, utilizing his persuasive skills. Hmm.

That’s why I worry about that man.

On top of it all, Italy had also become communist, and Tito’s communists were causing havoc in Yugoslavia.

These people once seemed to be on decent terms with Russia, but they’re now falling into their own trap.

With Communist Germany to the north and Communist Italy and Yugoslavia to the south, this is why I say Hitler’s “Austrian starter pack” comes with a very high difficulty level.

At least he’ll survive as part of the Axis of Evil.

Anyway, do you know what I find most amusing?

It’s Benito Mussolini.

Once the soft underbelly of the Axis Powers and Hitler’s eternal comrade, he somehow managed to seize power through a Red March in Rome.

Isn’t that hilarious?

“Mussolini has become the Secretary General of the Italian Socialist Republic.”

Recently, I’ve been so busy with internal matters in Russia that I haven’t kept up with European affairs.

Who would have thought that Mussolini would establish a communist state instead of a fascist one?

Even if it wasn’t Hitler, he was destined to become Germany’s eternal comrade.

Hitler, on the other hand, seems to have been inspired by me, trying to reunify Hungary, Czechoslovakia, and Slovakia, and revive the Austro-Hungarian Empire.

I’m not sure why both Atatürk and Hitler are influenced by me, but whatever.

In the end, the conclusion is that Hitler’s situation is still better than in actual history.

He’s been in frequent contact with Gajda recently.

“Your Majesty, are you worried about Germany and Italy?”

Basil Harlamov from the Foreign Ministry, who came to get graded by Professor Anastasia, glanced at me as he broached the topic.

I nodded slightly.

Yes, if you ask me if I’m worried, I am. I also pity them.

“The people of Germany and Italy, suffering under Liebknecht and Mussolini, must be pitied.”

What will happen when they realize that communism is only idealistic in theory?

They’ll experience brief prosperity under Liebknecht and Mussolini, but soon enough, they’ll taste bitterness.

Above all else…

Since communism is involved, I’ll have to carry out reforms similar to those I implemented.

Whether they attach their own names to it or something else, they’ll certainly copy the reforms I introduced.

They’ll make a few tweaks, thinking they can do it differently.

Looking at the Red-White Civil War in the Soviet Union, Germany and Italy will demand complete obedience from their people.

The result will likely resemble something like North Korea.

A North Korea-like state ruled by an iron fist.

To maintain their regime, they’ll paint Russia as the final boss. And their people will die, sacrificed for the continuation of their communist regime.

We, however, have a buffer in Austria and a wild card in Hitler to fend off the Red Plague. But their people will still die.

Thinking that all of this stems from my survival and the White Army’s victory in the Civil War, it makes me feel a bit strange.

Because of my existence, two nations have become communist.

“The people under Liebknecht and Mussolini won’t appreciate that Her Majesty, the Saint of Russia and Emperor of the Eastern Roman Empire, is worrying about them.”

Is that so?

I smiled faintly, drawing a curve on my lips.

The reason I worry about them is simple.

Both nations are not to be taken lightly.

It’s not that I’m concerned about their suffering under the oppression of communism. It’s just that there will be too many communists to kill, and that’s what I’m worried about.

I’m only worried about the fact that Russia will have no choice but to kill them.

I’m only worried about our White Army, who will have to crush those communists mercilessly.

“Can’t we still do something about Yugoslavia?”


“Do you mean Serbia?”

“Yes.”

Why should I care about those guys?

If we trace the origins of World War I, it all started with the Sarajevo incident, caused by Serbia’s Black Hand gang.

Austria-Hungary was trying to implement the Austro-Federal solution, and they feared their share of the South Slav territories would fall to Austria.

That’s what set everything in motion, sparking the actions of their nationalists.

Ultimately, their obsession with creating Yugoslavia, their own pan-Slavic dream, was the root of it all.

If we start dissecting the complex reasons, there’s no end to it, but even if we leave that aside…

Sure, Russia is also a Slavic nation, so I can let that slide. But after this great war, they all ascended to Yugoslavia.

Just look at their current state after the war.

Despite being the ones who sparked the war, Russia suffered in the Red-White Civil War, while they emerged as Yugoslavia.

I don’t like that.

And now they’re trying to establish communism?

Why would I want to rescue them from the Red Plague?

Well, if we at least take care of them, our dear martyr Adolf might be able to focus on stopping Germany and Italy.

Fine, let’s hear their reasoning.

“So why are these well-fed folks trying to seize power through the Communist Party?”

“It seems there’s a lot of dissatisfaction in newly acquired territories like Bosnia and Croatia. The Serbian Communist Party, led by Josip Broz Tito, has proposed solutions to these problems and is gaining support. Although he’s still young, it doesn’t seem like he’ll be able to take over Yugoslavia right away.”

But he’s already painting everything red, slowly preparing for a communist takeover.

He’s already a young host to the Red Plague. What an ominous sign.

It’s a tricky situation

for us to intervene.

“In other words, they’re not going through civil war like us or flipping the system overnight like Italy. They’re moving peacefully?”

“Yes.”

“Then there’s no way for us to intervene.”

Germany and Italy are both busy dealing with internal affairs, so this is the best time to take military action.

But right now, it’s not a matter that’s harmful to Russia, so there’s no justification for intervention.

I don’t want to attract the attention of the great powers. We can’t always solve everything with the military.

“Then we’ll just lodge a formal protest.”

“Yes, if they ignore it, we’ll draw a line with them.”

World War II will inevitably turn into a fight against the Reds.

We can just say, “We don’t know you, commies.” That will suffice.

We’ll provide support to Austria as a buffer against the Red Plague from behind the scenes.

For us, the best approach is to let France, Austria, and Britain clash with the Italian and German communists.

Once they’ve weakened each other, we can wipe them all out later.

It’s an arrogant yet grand plan, isn’t it?

Eventually, we’ll have to work hard to develop nuclear weapons and completely eradicate the communists.

Einstein seems to be busy researching, so we’ll have to put that plan into motion later.

“And there’s an invitation for Your Majesty from Britain.”

“To London?”

“Yes”

Is there really a need to go?

This is not the time for leisurely overseas tours.

Even today, there are plenty of latecomer students coming in for evaluations, without even considering this foreign ministry person.

By now, I’ve gotten used to evaluating them as their teacher.

But to go to London amidst all this?

No, I find such things bothersome, so I won’t do it.

And who knows if these latecomer students (the Duma) will even do their tasks properly in my absence?

I’m already getting headaches from signing all the papers that keep piling up as I shuttle between Moscow and Yekaterinburg, reviewing each one carefully.

“Let’s just decline, saying there are internal issues.”

Aside from that, I do need to make some domestic visits.

Vera Gedroits advised me to refrain as much as possible, but I still have to go.

After all, according to her, I’m like Tanghulu—strong and fine, so it should be okay.

This time, I’d like to visit the Far East.

Even though it’s a colony, it’s close to the Korean Peninsula, so it might feel different.


But before that, I need to oversee General Gaida’s departure myself.

“I’d like to see General Gaida first.”

“Yes, I’ll summon him.”

Before long, General Gaida entered my office.

He looked much more impressive than expected.
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General Gaida’s face gleamed with health, thanks to the good food and care he had received in Russia.

Yet, his firm resolve remained unchanged.

“General Gaida. Austria has accepted. Have you made your decision?”

“Yes. I will go to Austria.”

“We had intended to send you to Czechoslovakia. It’s a pity.”

This was real.

Who would have expected that Czechoslovakia would remain under Austrian rule?

Gaida hadn’t anticipated it either, so he didn’t voice any complaints.

“It’s a decision by Britain and France. The victors always act predictably.”

“It seems Austria’s Kaiser is in a bit of a hurry. They’re asking for a mutual defense treaty.”

“Austria, you say?”

“I hear that the British forces stationed in Austria are also planning to withdraw. They must be trying to tighten internal control. If even the forces that maintained the monarchy leave, Austria will be left in an untenable position.”

Austria, isolated and alone.

It was clear that it would be absorbed by Germany through a ‘Red Anschluss.’

And with that, communist Germany would bulk up its power.

“Most likely, communists will take over the government.”

“Yes, the people have already turned away from the monarchy. It was only sustained by British support, and the rise of communism is inevitable.”

Indeed, it would be inevitable.

Communists would occupy the country from top to bottom.

Voices within Austria would undoubtedly echo the same sentiment.

In the end, Karl would need his own armed force.

“What does the Tsarina desire?”

This one was sharp.

I didn’t particularly desire anything.

I just hoped Gaida would take control of the Austrian military and stop the communists.

I didn’t want to see the Balkans drenched in red.

The more communists we had to fight, the more exhausted our military would become.

Not to mention, if the saint’s country wiped them all out, what would people say?

We just needed to sweep away the axis of evil, nothing more.

“I simply believe that if you want to survive in Austria, General Gaida, you must cooperate with the Kaiser. With military backing, the emperor won’t be able to discard you.”

“Not a bad idea. That would also resolve the issue of betrayal. In fact, a certain figure recently visited me.”

I knew about that.

That’s why I was looking forward to this.

Gaida, combined with our Adolf, who had awakened early under my influence. I was truly excited about this.

“Yes, Adolf Hitler. He’s currently in charge of Moscow’s urban planning. Are you comfortable with him?”

“He seems to have a knack for swaying people.”

“I hope he helps in rebuilding Austria, but I suspect communist Germany will try to invade Austria by force.”

That’s the only way for communist Germany to expand its power.

They’d likely ally with their fellow communists in Italy.

“I’ll do my best to prevent it.”

“Austria must survive for Russia to continue its efforts to block communism. Please, I’m counting on you.”

“Yes.”

Gaida soon returned to Austria with the Czech Legion.

Thus, the Gaida issue was resolved.

Honestly, war was preferable.

If there was no risk of death, fighting in the battlefield and shooting guns was a form of entertainment.

It might be a good idea for me to personally intervene in World War II.

Assuming my cheat-level body is still intact by then, it’ll come in handy.

The Tsar who fought in World War II.

After that, perhaps the name Anastasia would be etched into history.

Though it’s not my real name, it’s a satisfying form of surrogate pride.

Speaking of which, I wonder if Tesla will do well going forward.

Considering Russia’s current state, if he wants to accomplish what he dreams of, he’ll have to keep generating electricity.

Will he manage that?

Given his genius, I’d bet he’s already got it covered.

Whatever happens, he’ll figure it out. That’s beyond my knowledge.

After all, in that ruined world, I’d threatened people to siphon electricity. But I’m not an engineer, so I don’t really know.

One thing I am certain of: there won’t be any old men coming to grade me on it.

I highly doubt Nikola Tesla will show up asking me for an electrical engineering exam.

Or so I thought, reassured, before wanting to rip my hair out.

Because Nikola Tesla really did show up.

Why on earth did this man seek me out?

He’s long past the point of asking me, “What do you think?” like a peer.

“Your Majesty.”

What could he want to say?

“Yes, what is it you wish to say?”

I seriously wondered if I should dredge up the bits of chemistry knowledge I learned in high school while napping. Surely, he wasn’t here because I’d mentioned radar, thinking I was some kind of kindred spirit.

How could I explain myself? How could I explain it in a way that history wouldn’t record Anastasia I pawning Tesla off?

“This land of Russia lacks many things, and its backwardness makes my mind work as sharply as it did in my youth.”

Whatever he’s been up to, his hair is wild, and he’s standing excitedly before me.

He gestures with his fingers, twirling them to show that his brain is spinning.

What is this man up to?

I was reminded of Semenov, who was similarly obsessed with Russian nationalism, and I couldn’t help but feel a little flustered.

Maybe the saying is true: geniuses are always a bit mad.

I should just play along.

“Ah, yes. And?”

“A grizzled old man appeared in my dream and gave me knowledge so clear that I remembered it even after waking up. This is something I never experienced in America. I realized that this place, Russia, is where I’m meant to bury my bones.”

Who was that old man?

It’s best not to think about it. The man before me is a true genius, unlike me, who brought modern knowledge into this world. Given his reaction, he’s likely to keep going for quite a while.


Fine. So why did he come to see me?

“With the support of Prince Yusupov, I’ve been able to try many new things.”

“Yes, I’ve heard about that. And?”

I wanted to hear what came next.

What could our renowned genius, Tesla, be aiming for?

“The problem is, as much as I’d like to try many things, the backwardness of this place is still an issue.”

His mind spins rapidly.

He wants to bury his bones here.

Russia is too backward.

It feels like this is leading somewhere.

“Russia may stimulate your brain, but the environment is still a problem. Is that what you’re saying?”

He could just say it outright.

I can see that Russia is quite behind the times.

Even in the world I came from, people said the same.

“Yes.”

“Alright, I understand. So, what do you need?”

“I believe we need to prepare generators and set up proper research facilities.”

Right, so the issue comes down to funding.

Now that the Americans are pulling back, if Tesla succeeded, they’d just try to claim a share of the credit.

And I don’t like giving up what I’ve got. If we start with a hacked-up map, we need to make sure we’re the ones reaping the benefits of any talent we cultivate.

But what about Prince Yusupov’s money?

“What about the prince’s investment?”

“There is some support, but it’s not enough. The prince is planning a new venture, so he said he can’t invest much at the moment.”

In simple terms, this is a request for money.

It’s like asking for a treat because you’ve already shown enough results.

He’s working hard, so there’s no reason not to support him.

Now the question is how to provide that support. Obviously, the answer is to dip into the royal treasury.

In history, the whereabouts of the Romanov family’s gold were unclear.

The Romanov gold was nearly taken by the Soviets, but I recovered it.

Now, naturally, it’s mine, so I can use it however I like.

Using some of it for Russia’s development won’t bother the late Nicholas II.

After all, I avenged his family by wiping out the Bolsheviks. He should be grateful, right?

I smirked as if it were nothing.

“So, it’s a funding issue. Very well. I’ll provide some of the Romanov family’s gold.”

Even this old man—why make things complicated?

Sure, Russia’s current state may be pitiful, with only appearances holding up, but I’ve got gold (not my money).

“The royal gold?”

Why is he so surprised?

It’s not like I’m that attached to money.

Honestly, it’s not even mine. That’s all. If it were, I wouldn’t be so generous.

But since it’s not, and I’m not taking it with me when I die, I’m fine with using it like this.

“I don’t have much use for it right now, and spending some on an investment won’t deplete it.”

Tesla’s eyes gleamed with admiration, and he clapped his hands in appreciation.

“Remarkable. Morgan refused to invest his overflowing wealth in me and left me in debt.”

Why get so excited about that?

I don’t know much about that side of things, so I decided to let it slide.

Getting worked up won’t erase your past debts, Tesla.

Frankly, I need him to keep running endlessly here, so a little flattery is necessary.

“It’s for the development of the country. However, I expect results.”

“Understood.”

Simply put, it’s the equivalent of personal funds.

With Russia undergoing reform, losing too much money would be a problem. This money is drawn from the royal treasury.

It’s a gamble to invest solely in Tesla, but given his accomplishments, it’s a safe bet.

I’m even considering founding a company under Tesla’s name.

“How about setting up a company before anyone else can snatch the results? The Romanov-Tesla Company, perhaps?”

The Romanov-Tesla joint company. Doesn’t that sound impressive?

Given how things are going, I suspect this man will keep producing right up until the end.

I don’t expect futuristic developments like in history, but at least he might surpass the Soviet Union.

“Hmm. I’m content just to do my research with the Tsar’s support. I don’t need my name on it. Just a small token of recognition will suffice.”

“That’s not a problem.”

And so, Nikola Tesla left with a mountain of Romanov gold.

I also gave some hush money to the bank manager who oversaw the gold, just in case.

I detest unnecessary misunderstandings.

This man really has no greed, only a hunger for research.

If things go well, I might even make Tesla’s coffin out of gold.

Tesla aside, the blueprints sent by Hitler were quite amusing.

It wasn’t Germania, but he had also sent a city plan for Constantinople, which I hadn’t even mentioned.

A plan to revive the city as “Neo-Byzantium,” blending its Byzantine past with modern 20th-century architecture.

I never expected to receive such a proposal from Hitler.

Since we’ve reclaimed Constantinople, it wouldn’t be a bad idea to restore it as a major city.

Of course, I don’t intend to waste money on a vanity project.

But we have a lot to work with.

When World War II breaks out, we could extract reparations from the Axis powers to fund the reconstruction of Constantinople.

And as for the anger of the defeated nations?

We’ll let Hitler deal with that.

Considering this, I doubt he’ll be keen on annexing Germany just to absorb their war debts.

“Well, then.”

I turned to gaze out the window.

The rebuilding of Moscow was clearly visible.

I still had plenty of work to do.

I could already see myself gaining the title of a dutiful daughter who cleaned up the mess left by Nicholas II.

Once again, I planned to engage in a little public service.

In some cities, we had already managed to bring people over to our side by receiving ‘saintly’ approval, but Moscow was different.


Although the red had faded, that didn’t mean they were friendly toward us.

To put it simply, it was the same as always.

I would go out to serve the people until their situation improved.

There’s no better monarch for earning the people’s goodwill than one who serves them directly.

Vera Gedroits had allowed me to do so, which was good enough for now.
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When Chen Zhongming returned, supported by the Russian military advisory group and supplied with numerous Russian-made weapons, Sun Wen welcomed him with open arms.

“Haha, Chen Zhongming! You’ve done well!”

He even embraced him tightly.

That’s how much the Russian aid meant to the Hufa Government, like rain in a drought.

“The Tsarina didn’t even dare to mention the issue of Manchuria. Hahaha!”

Chen Zhongming, while scoffing internally, proclaimed confidently that he had stood firm even in front of the Tsarina.

“Of course. The imperialist Tsarina had no choice but to acknowledge our Hufa Government.”

Lenin, at least, was an idol of the Bolsheviks and met his end in a fitting ‘explosive finale.’ If he were remembered in White Russia as a communist dreamer, then Sun Wen was truly a dreamer in his own right.

Unlike in actual history, in this world, after overcoming countless hurdles, he had barely managed to establish the Hufa Government. Sun Wen was convinced that his government stood for righteousness and great ideals.

Just as Joseon had sought to spread Confucianism to civilize Japan and the Jurchen, Sun Wen believed that his vision had moved the imperialist Tsarina in Moscow.

‘We’ll see about that.’

Chen Zhongming, wearing a bright, smiling mask, sneered inwardly at Sun Wen.

Backed by Russian power and strengthening the military, Chen Zhongming rapidly rose to prominence as a hero within the Hufa Government.

Chiang Kai-shek felt threatened by Chen Zhongming’s rapid ascent.

It was suspicious, to say the least.

It seemed as though Chen Zhongming’s rise within the Hufa Government was all part of some grand plan.

Thus, Chiang Kai-shek went to meet Chen Zhongming in person.

He wanted to confirm whether or not Chen had sold out China to the Russian Tsarina.

Maybe instead of stopping at Manchuria, he had betrayed all of China.

Given his actions so far, Chiang Kai-shek knew that Chen Zhongming was not someone who blindly followed Sun Wen, which made him all the more suspicious.

“Did the Tsarina really provide all those weapons?”

“Yes. Is there a problem?”

“Are you saying she provided support without any conditions related to Manchuria?”

“The Russian Tsarina said she would support us regardless of that, so there’s no issue.”

Chen Zhongming played dumb.

“Even so, it’s hard to believe she would give it all for nothing.”

Isn’t that strange?

The Tsarina? That’s hard to understand.

Given the tension over Manchuria, it seemed odd that the Tsarina would provide support.

“There are still matters regarding Manchuria and Mongolia, but the Tsarina doesn’t seem to like Japan’s collaboration with Duan Qirui’s Beiyang Government.”

“Huh.”

Chiang Kai-shek found it odd.

Why would Russia, which had issues with Japan over Manchuria and Mongolia, support Sun Wen’s Hufa Government, which criticized the imperial ambitions of both Russia and Japan?

Especially since Chiang Kai-shek had never been to Russia, he found it difficult to believe that the Tsarina, after enduring a civil war and focusing on Europe, would be willing to support the Hufa Government in Asia, a potential future annoyance.

“Hmm.”

“Or do you think I’ve handed China over to the Tsarina’s skirt?”

Look at that smug face.

As his position solidified, that expression came naturally.

Chiang Kai-shek hadn’t quite thought that far.

After all, why would the Tsarina, who had reclaimed her European territories after winning the civil war, salivate over China?

There was no reason to accuse him of being a traitor.

“No, that’s not what I meant.”

Chiang Kai-shek gently shook his head.

There was no need to alienate Chen Zhongming, who served as the intermediary with the Russian Federation.

Was he just being overly sensitive?

Europe had no time for China, thanks to Red Germany, and Russia was the only power capable of supporting them now.

Chiang didn’t know what Chen had promised in return, but for now, it didn’t matter.

Maybe he had offered up a few Chinese interests.

If it later turned out that Chen had betrayed them, he could always be removed, allowing Russia to keep Manchuria as a concession.

As the reforms proceeded, I, too, had been going around, practically selling my face everywhere.

Whatever I did, I made sure I was at the forefront.

Just like Princess Olga, who personally cared for the imperial army, I also took direct action.

If the Tsarina were to ask whether it was appropriate for me to do this, the answer would be an obvious “no.”

But I did it anyway.

Of course, I wasn’t aimlessly wandering around.

On the surface, I told the officials it was to regain the trust of the people, which had been ruined by Nicholas II. After the war, the public’s morale was completely shattered.

And then…

“To think the Tsarina would visit the construction site in person! What in the world…”

Even I didn’t expect to see Hitler on-site.

I was handing out towels and water to the workers when he showed up with a shocked expression.

Was the man with the mustache overseeing things directly?

I had only tasked him with drawing up the building plans. That’s why I’d placed architects at his side, so why was he here?

Seeing the young Hitler’s surprised face made it hard to reconcile this image with the future Führer of Nazi Germany.

It seemed that a person’s starting point really did make all the difference.

“This is the least I can do to regain the people’s trust after my father dragged it into the dirt. At the very least, I can earn the title of Tsarina who works for the people of the Federation.”

A monarch who personally engages with the people in the 20th century.

I’m well aware of how extraordinary that is, and I’ll be the one to set the precedent.

“In truth, Your Majesty is Russia’s only hope. If any malevolent force were to arise…”

A malevolent force?

There’s no way any are left.

Maybe a few who harbor resentment over the deaths of their families, but that’s precisely why I’m here, doing this.

With a few Cossacks by my side, there’s no one who could pose a threat. They’d be dead before they got close.

Or perhaps… I don’t think I’ll die from a bullet anytime soon.

Besides, the Okhrana is always following me.

“Those people have long been dealt with. By the way, is Sergeant Adolf here to inspect the buildings?”

“I’ve been compromising with the architects as we proceed with the Moscow urban plan, but I can’t give up on aesthetics.”

“Ah, aesthetics.”

That’s so typical of Hitler.

He was always someone who cared deeply about appearances. A certain level of compromise was expected.


“There are some concerns. Focusing solely on practicality would make the city’s exterior rather unsightly, wouldn’t it?”

“Well, it is one of the cities serving as a capital, so that’s understandable.”

Moscow, at least, isn’t on the same scale as Germania.

It’s good to see that he’s at least suggested something to the architects about the appearance. It seems our comrade Adolf has some thoughtful ideas.

This was a great opportunity. It was time to open up a new path for Hitler.

As the reconstruction of Moscow continues, and with the plans starting to take shape, I’m sure Hitler also realizes that the time has come.

“The Czech Legion will soon head to Austria. It’s obvious they’ll become the Kaiser’s loyal force. Now, it’s time for you to decide your next destination.”

“Yes. I plan to go to Austria. That’s why I came to check in before leaving.”

Well, that’s as expected.

It would have been a hassle if Hitler had declared he was going to Bolshevik Germany to become their Führer and speak before the Duma.

In that case, I would have had to use the Okhrana to deal with him behind the scenes.

Now, what should I say to Sergeant Adolf, who’s headed for Austria?

“Austria is surrounded by the red plague. You’ll likely have a harder time than I did. At least I had the Romanov title to serve as a rallying point.”

I had the Romanov title, so I managed.

But can this world’s Hitler succeed in Austria instead of Germany?

Judging by his plans with Gaida, it seems like he intends to rely on Gaida’s military power to accomplish something. I’m curious to see how he’ll do it.

“Do you know what I plan to do?”

I’m also curious, so I’ll try to gauge his response.

“For example, you might rally people under the anti-communist banner, mentioning our Russian Civil War. You’ll warn them of the red tide from Hungary and Slovakia, former imperial states, and tell them they must unite.”

If Hitler wants to accomplish anything, that’s the only option he has.

To resist the Bolsheviks, Austria must make anti-communism its ideology, reabsorbing Hungary and Slovakia into the empire.

He’ll likely placate the Czechs, too.

The timing isn’t bad.

After Austria, he’ll probably move on to Hungary and Czechoslovakia, while proposing a reorganization of the Greater Austria Federation, or something like that.

If he doesn’t like the name Austria, maybe something like the Danube Federation wouldn’t be bad.

To unite what can’t be easily united, you need a common enemy.

Communist Germany and Italy would make great catalysts for that.

Still, it will be much harder than in Germany.

“It’s just a hunch. As a veteran of the Great War, you’ll need to bring Hungary and

Slovakia back into the fold as part of Austria. You’ll have a much harder time than I did.”

All I did was gather up warlords.

Plus, I had a cheat-level body.

Hitler, on the other hand, has to face communist Germany with a weakened Austria.

The treaty binding Austria is likely to be loosened by Britain and France due to the threat of communist Germany.

Hitler’s attitude may have shifted after fighting alongside former enemy volunteers from the Great War.

“But it must be done.”

Comrade Adolf clenched his fist, his eyes burning with determination.

There’s one more thing I need to check before sending him off.

“You seemed to have had bad feelings toward the Jews. Do you still feel that way?”

That’s the problem with this guy.

I’ve thought about this many times, but my main concern is this:

In the future, will he come back shouting about Lebensraum, threatening to invade the Jewish-friendly Russia that supports pro-Jewish policies?

The reasons behind the Soviet invasion were more complex than just Lebensraum, so maybe I shouldn’t worry too much.

But if his ideology turns against Russia in the future, that’s an issue.

I’m not sure if he fully understood my question, but our mustached friend pulled a book from his coat.

The title was Toward the Annihilation of Communism.

“It’s a book by a Jewish woman named Ayn Rand. She’s studying at Moscow State University.”

“Oh, right.”

I nodded instinctively.

Wait, when did that get written? The Ministry of Education had mentioned something about publishing anti-communist literature, but I didn’t expect them to have enlisted Alisa Rosenbaum.

Who would’ve thought Alisa Rosenbaum would write a book called Toward the Annihilation of Communism?

Her pen name was Ayn Rand, if I remember correctly. That must be it.

“This writer seems to have keenly felt the nature of communism at a young age. Reading it, I realized not all Jews are Bolsheviks.”

So, to Hitler, it seems Bolsheviks > Jews.

“What’s your ultimate dream?”

“To destroy the Bolsheviks who ruined Great Germany and unite Germany under Austria’s leadership, with Vienna at the center.”

I see. That’s what he means.

If communist Germany collapses and its constituent states regain independence, unifying Germany under Austria wouldn’t be a bad deal.

His eyes were filled with sincerity, without a trace of falsehood.

Even his hatred for the Jews had been transferred entirely to the communists.

In real history, this was the man who initiated the Holocaust with the intent to kill all Jews. Now, instead of Jews, it seems that all the world’s communists will bear the brunt of Hitler’s wrath.

Upon further thought, perhaps supporting Hitler isn’t a bad idea.

If he does his job well, I can set him up as an anti-communist shield and let him take care of all the communists.

I do like the idea of getting things done without getting my hands dirty and having someone else prepare the meal.

If I were to proclaim that I’d wipe out the communists, it might tarnish my saintly image.

On the other hand, it’s fine if Hitler does it all.

“Building a dual empire won’t be easy. It’ll be tough, with the red tide closing in on Austria from all sides. But I’ll support Austria’s position when the time comes.”

“Thank you.”

“I’ll also make sure the Volga Germans assist you.”

With those words, I left the construction site.

The question now is whether it’ll all work out.

Personally, I just hope Hitler manages to build a proper bulwark against the communists. If not, I’ll have to lend him more support.

Since we share a border with China in Asia, Hitler’s Austria needs to hold its ground.

Of course, there’s no need to worry about China for the next few decades.


To ensure that remains the case, I’ll need to make some moves in China as well.

Now, my next destination is clear.

Honestly, that book by Ayn Rand, Toward the Annihilation of Communism, that Adolf showed me—it’s got me intrigued.

Yes.

It’s time to meet Alisa Rosenbaum.



 
  Chapter 61 : Alyssa Rosenbaum


“Charina has come to the university!”

“Wow, is it true that she fought against the communists with such a frail body?”

“I heard that she’s a saint who can heal diseases just by touching hands!”

Yes. I have arrived at Moscow State University.

But I couldn’t just bring Okhrana here alone. I came with a man named Georgy Ribov, a member of the Progressive Party of the Russian Commonwealth, who works in the Ministry of Education.

They say this man is a graduate of this university.

I knew him as one of the citizen representatives who joined the Yekaterinburg provisional government, and he had a liberal tendency.

Moreover, he had surprised the women’s movement activists with his stance on women’s suffrage.

Well, I didn’t know about that part.

In actual history, he’s presumed to have played quite a significant role.

Maybe in the original history, if he had joined somewhere, he might have worked for the Kolchak government. That seems likely.

“You’ve heard of Alisa Rosenbaum?”

“Yes. After the civil war, I was invited to the university. Even then, I felt there was something budding in her.”

“Hmm. So it wasn’t directly related to the Ministry of Education’s work but rather influenced by you.”

That’s about right.

In these tough times, it’s easy to be influenced by someone.

The Russians are currently being influenced by me and the Duma, which follows my tendencies.

Likewise, Alisa Rosenbaum, who is going through the elite course at Moscow State University, is no different.

Given that she’s written a book called Toward the Annihilation of Communism, well.

She will surely be a great asset working tirelessly for Russia’s anti-communist future.

“If it’s anti-communist, wouldn’t that be expected? However, in the end, it’s all thanks to Your Majesty. After all, one could say that the very spirit of this Commonwealth system is Your Majesty.”

They’re praising me too much.

I’m nothing more than a ruler who only grades.

“Alright. Let’s take a look.”

Anyway, in actual history, she became famous in America as a thinker and writer.

Don’t you wonder if she can make her mark in Russia in this altered history as well?

When I met Alisa Rosenbaum, the young woman who had written Toward the Annihilation of Communism, she seemed far too young to be the author of such a work.

It would be more accurate to say that her future doesn’t seem bright.

“Alisa Rosenbaum.”

“For Your Majesty to personally call my name and choose me!”

Alisa Rosenbaum gazed at me with an ecstatic expression, as if she were a devout Muslim worshipping Allah.

Is that something to be so moved by?

“It’s not such a big deal. I’m just here to observe talented individuals broadly.”

Those who might have died nameless in the Soviet Union must live confidently in White Russia.

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“You wrote the book Toward the Annihilation of Communism?”

“Yes, I wrote it.”

With pride, she said that no one else but she herself had written it, that she had authored this masterpiece.

Alisa Rosenbaum beat her chest as she spoke.

Then, she handed me the book she had with her.

I hadn’t been able to read the copy given to me by young Adolf, our future Führer of Austria, since he had cherished it so dearly. But when I read the copy given to me by Ayn Rand, it was truly remarkable.

It was a proper work that cultivated an anti-communist spirit.

It explained why communism was destined to fail, why it was inherently authoritarian, and even delved into the future of communism.

She had written it all with great effort.

“Impressive. I liked how it laid bare the hatred and anger towards communism and its flaws. It was quite impactful.”

“Communism is an ideology that must be eradicated.”

Yes. That’s exactly it.

Alisa Rosenbaum is quite unique.

“Ah, but that’s a secondary issue. From the beginning, Russians have suffered great harm due to communism. Hatred and anger towards communism are only natural. But you didn’t lose your reason when writing this book, did you?”

“Of course not. Your Majesty’s Russian Commonwealth is a successful example of combining only the advantages of communism with existing liberalism, having thoroughly crushed all of communism’s flaws. Communism, with its authoritarianism and violence, and the Bolsheviks are nothing more than ideologies for seizing power.”

Yes, she understood well.

To think that Alisa Rosenbaum, famous under the pen name Ayn Rand in actual history, would say such things here.

At this point, I think it’s fair to say that my efforts to change the course of history are bearing fruit.

“Yes, that’s right.”

“I saw it myself. While they claimed to be distributing to the people, the Bolsheviks looted my father’s pharmacy and kept the medicine for themselves.”

That’s the essence of it.

To be precise, the Red Army resorted to such extremes only because the situation during the Russian Civil War became dire.

Communism discards human rights like trash.

It only seems sweet in the beginning, but once things get tough, nothing is more miserable than communism.

Alisa Rosenbaum knows this.

“That’s the essence of communism. From the beginning, it’s all about stirring up the people while keeping everything for themselves.”

“They even copied Your Majesty’s policies. How incompetent they must be!”

Well, originally, those were policies Lenin and his cronies would have implemented.

But I did it first.

So, to Alisa Rosenbaum, communism must seem even more contemptible than in original history.

She was already someone who hated communism and saw no hope in it.

Now, having witnessed communism’s incompetence firsthand, her anger must have only grown.

I wonder if she now sees herself as one of my followers.

“What do you think of Russia today?”

“It’s accelerating, to say the least.”

For a moment, I was bewildered.

I thought I understood Russian well by now, but did I mishear that?

“Hmm?”

Accelerating?

Why did acceleration suddenly come up?

Sure, what I advocated wasn’t bad for the anti-communist cause. But to call it acceleration—Ayn Rand seems to have felt a lot from this Russia.

“Modified capitalism. In my opinion, Russia today is pursuing a more rapid change than even modified capitalism.”

“Hmm.”

Something seems a bit off about Alisa Rosenbaum, too.


Alright. Let’s hear her out.

I nodded, signaling her to continue.

“This is acceleration. This country, Russia, is striving to change. It’s moving far beyond those colonial empires like Britain and France. It is accelerating forward. Like a cocoon, about to become a butterfly. Accelerationism. This is the Russia that Your Majesty is creating, isn’t it?”

“Well, you’re not wrong.”

Honestly, there was a hint of madness in her words.

She must have had a rough time under the Red Army.

By implementing various policies ahead of Lenin and simultaneously pressuring the Red Army, the regions under their control must have experienced significant change.

Alisa Rosenbaum, too, was swept up in that wave of change.

“When the Bolsheviks executed my father for supposedly hiding more medicine, I realized that this system should never be sustained.”

“Executed?”

“It was practically an act of revenge. When they were losing to the Whites, those cockroaches began looting everything. And my father was one of their victims.”

Was that originally the case?

Or just another outcome of the snowball effect I started?

Even considering that, she remains rational. Normally, she would despise the Whites just as much for pushing the Reds into that desperate situation.

It didn’t seem like something I needed to bring up.

I cleared my throat, pretending not to notice.

“That’s unfortunate about your father.”

“Haven’t you endured far worse, Your Majesty? Oh, I apologize if I’ve been disrespectful to you.”

Ah, that’s right.

In the eyes of others, I’m someone whose entire family was brutally executed by the Bolsheviks, driving me to obliterate them all in a fit of rage.

No wonder so many sympathize with me.

Especially nobles and royals. Given how they accept the change in Anastasia, the massacre of the Romanovs must have played a part.

It makes sense that people who already viewed communism negatively would hold an even deeper resentment after such an event, strengthening their anti-communist spirit.

“Did you manage to get your pharmacy back?”

“Yes, thanks to Your Majesty’s complete defeat of the Bolsheviks, we were able to retrieve it safely.”

I figured as much. As part of winning back the people’s favor, we returned properties stolen by the Bolsheviks or redistributed them to those most affected by the civil war.

So, what is Alisa Rosenbaum’s dream?

“I’m glad to hear that. What is your dream?”

If it’s something I can help with, I might as well.

Perhaps, later on, she could become a prominent figure in our anti-communist propaganda.

In any case, by supporting writer assistance programs, I could naturally help Alisa Rosenbaum along the way.

After all, it was thanks to the anti-communist propaganda department that Alisa Rosenbaum was able to publish her book in the first place.

“My dream is to continue writing as an anti-communist author and, eventually, join the Duma to fight against communist states!”

Alisa Rosenbaum clenched her fists tightly.

So tightly that the veins in her hands were visible.

“Do you dislike Germany and Italy?”

“Germany and Italy will undoubtedly challenge Your Majesty’s Russia. I believe we must thoroughly crush them to prove that Your Majesty is right!”

“I see.”

She has a keen eye on global affairs.

Indeed, Germany and Italy will challenge us.

They’ll want to crush the anti-communist Russian Commonwealth. Even if we don’t want conflict, they will come to us.

“Of course, I’m only speaking in terms of systemic competition. War leads to too much bloodshed.”

It’s good to hear she wants to avoid war.

I’d prefer if she stuck to her writing, but seeing someone like Alisa Rosenbaum enter the Duma would be quite interesting.

So, I decided to offer my support.

“I will support your path to the Duma.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty!”

She’s quite something in many ways.

It’s true that people are deeply influenced by the environments they experience.

I have a feeling that I’ll see Alisa Rosenbaum in the Duma someday. I look forward to that day.

“Your Majesty, it is time for you to leave.”

“Ah, yes.”

This will be enough for today.

Come to think of it, shouldn’t Beria be bringing something by now?

Before crossing the Atlantic, I left some things up to chance, half as a gamble. I hope they prove helpful.

If not, I’ll have to search within Russia for someone interested in rockets.

Hmm. Now that I think about it.

It seems like a good idea to promote among the Volga Germans and recruit more people from Germany, especially technicians.

We can’t only accept those fleeing from the establishment of communist Germany, who have become our sworn ideological enemies. We must take more proactive steps.

Around this time, Beria was making his way to America, aiming to advance within the Ministry of Internal Affairs.

While secretly asking the accompanying Okhrana agents to track down Trotsky’s whereabouts, he approached a man named Goddard, as requested by Charina.

Indeed, Goddard had knowledge of rockets.

But how did Charina know about such a person?

If this was someone Okhrana had investigated beforehand, they wouldn’t have bothered assigning Beria to this task.

Although Charina had likely grown up sheltered like a flower in a greenhouse, such doubts were fleeting, as Beria had already chosen his path.

If Charina asked him to act, he had to act, even if it meant pretending to die for her.

There was no reason to question why Charina wanted him to find this man named Goddard. He just had to find him.

“Go to Russia?”

“Charina holds your abilities in the highest regard.”

While Beria stealthily approached Goddard, Goddard himself was confused by the situation.


His rocket research had been halted midway.

Then, out of nowhere, men dressed in black appeared.

They spoke of how their master knew about rocket technology and was aware that Goddard was researching it.

The Russian man in front of him was revealing everything.

As if daring him to take interest.



 
  Chapter 62:  Germany and Russia


Beria, while exalting the Tsarina, worked to sway Goddard.

His tactic was to dangle intriguing bait, spark interest, and press hard before the target could overthink. Letting the mood guide the conversation was a skill Beria honed after surviving the Red-White Civil War and Siberian labor camps.

“How could the Tsarina know anything about rockets?” Goddard asked, curiosity evident.

As expected, Goddard was intrigued. Beria knew that if he were in Goddard’s shoes, he’d wonder why the Tsarina, his new patron, was interested in him. If Russians suddenly appeared, saying, “Our Tsar is fascinated by your technology,” wouldn’t anyone be curious?

“I don’t know,” Beria replied smoothly, “but one thing’s certain: she knew enough to lead us to victory in the civil war.”

“Hmm. That’s something to consider,” Goddard said, stroking his chin.

“She said your expertise will be vital in the future. You must decide here and now.”

With the bait taken, Beria let it simmer. Give the prey time to choose, but not too much—demand a decision swiftly to shake their judgment.

“What’s really going on?” Goddard pressed.

“I don’t know the details,” Beria said, leaning closer, “but Russia can fund the rocket development you crave. Our Tsarina is deeply invested in rockets and will back it with the imperial treasury.”

“Hmm,” Goddard murmured, wavering.

Now for the decisive strike, prepared for just this moment of hesitation.

“If you’re still unsure, the Tsarina instructed me to show you this,” Beria said, producing a set of drawings she had crafted herself. “Take a look.”

Beria didn’t understand the sketches—technical diagrams were beyond him—but the Tsarina had said they’d pique Goddard’s interest. He handed them over.

“Isn’t this some kind of weapon? Hm? An anti-tank weapon?” Goddard asked, studying the papers.

“She said to try applying your technology to this.”

To Goddard, the Tsarina’s designs seemed incomplete, with gaps in the process. They hinted at recoilless guns and anti-tank rockets—fields he hadn’t explored. The ideas were vague but feasible, sparking possibilities. The Tsarina’s interest was genuine, and Russia’s support could make it real. There was no reason to hesitate.

“Hm. Alright, I’ll go,” Goddard said, resolve firming.

Frustrated by stalled research and fading interest post-war, Goddard saw Russia as a lifeline. Beria’s sly smile widened.

“Good. Very good. Now, we just need to find Igor Sikorsky.”

Trotsky was a problem, but Beria could handle him by tracking down some red agitator in America. Even on the fringes, Beria knew Trotsky’s radical nature. With a theatrical flourish, he spread his arms.

“Excellent choice. Our Tsarina will be thrilled to welcome you. The Okhrana will arrange a ship—follow them.”

“Understood,” Goddard nodded.

Thus, Goddard’s journey to Russia was sealed, his rocket research set to advance far faster than in the original history, fueled by Romanov wealth.



In Communist Germany, a Soviet-like regime was taking shape. Political commissars swarmed, monitoring every move, and workers were barred from private gatherings. With many Germans fleeing to Austria, commissars tightened their grip, intervening in everything to curb defections.

American journalists, invited to tour factories under the pretext of studying communism’s benefits, aimed to uncover the truth. Guards at every corner unnerved them, but they were allowed to interview.

The atmosphere was icy. Communism promised paradise, but factory workers moved sluggishly, their tired bodies betraying caution. One journalist approached a worker.

“Do you enjoy working here?”

“Yes. Of course! The Party’s guidance leads Germany to prosperity and development!” the worker replied, forcing a smile.

The smile was fake, masking struggle under some threat. The journalists weren’t convinced.

“That’s not what I meant. Are you happy here?”

“Yes. Absolutely! It brings me joy!” the worker insisted, grin strained.

Was it joy or a forced grimace? They wanted to probe deeper, needing to grasp communism’s reality in its heartland, Germany.

“We’re curious about communism’s benefits. Can we ask more?”

The worker’s face twisted in distress, nearly tearful. “Please, that’s enough. Just leave me alone.”

The journalist fell silent, spotting a commissar watching from the background. He backed away cautiously.

Russia’s tales of communism weren’t the real thing—this was worse. Though some Americans subtly sympathized with communism and Communist Germany, this wasn’t it. A worker pleading for relief under surveillance revealed enough. The journalists left Germany.

Even skilled professionals, slightly better off, were discontent. Daily surveillance, orders from ignorant commissars, and Freedom Corps terrorist attacks—claiming Party collaboration—made life unbearable. America was too far, and Austria’s borders were sealed. The Polish corridor offered escape to East Prussia or Russia, but Volga Germany was the draw.

“There’s a German community in Russia. Volga Germany. I’m going there,” one technician said.

“Not East Prussia?” another asked.

“Do you want to go to the place that caused this mess? I’m heading to Volga Germany. The Tsarina values skilled workers. I’ve bribed the People’s Army in Danzig.”

“I’ll come too.”

Many German technicians fled to Russia through various routes. Communist Germany was creaking from the start.

In East Prussia, another figure plotted revenge.

“Just wait. I’ll borrow Russia’s power to avenge my children!” the Kaiser vowed, sharpening East Prussia’s strength.

The paradise of communism was neither prosperous nor peaceful.

In Surgut, Russia, oil teams dug feverishly. “The Tsarina said resources sleep in Siberia, waiting for us!” a team leader urged.

“There must be something here. Let’s dig.”

With American drilling technology and Romanov funding, the national project thrived. Finally, a cry rang out.

“We’ve found it! Look at this!”

“Isn’t this what the Tsarina meant?”

Oil was discovered in Surgut, validating the Tsarina’s vision. Volga Germany’s promotion paid off, with thousands of German professionals—mostly skilled—crossing over, drawn by Russia’s promises of fair treatment. East Prussia and Austria weren’t viable alternatives.

Students graded by the Tsarina were stunned. “How did you know about the oil field?”

“Just a feeling,” she replied cryptically.



Meanwhile, a gift arrived from East Prussia. 

“A gift from the Kaiser? A dog?” the Tsarina asked, eyeing the shepherd.

“Yes, Your Majesty. He sent a shepherd.”

Even in his plight, the Kaiser sent gifts? His dynasty was shattered, but the Louis couple’s survival mirrored her own.

“They want to get along with us. Hm.”

She wasn’t fond of dogs—cats were her preference, and a bad memory of a biker gang’s dog bite lingered from apocalyptic times. She’d let the shepherd roam the palace with a caretaker.

“Has the power dynamic reversed?”

It wasn’t exactly control before, but she hadn’t expected the one-armed Kaiser to plead with Russia. The letter was striking.

“What’s this about?”

He wanted to discuss the German throne, particularly Victoria Louise’s ascension, asking about her own rise.

“Maybe because his children are gone,” an advisor noted.

“Their dynasty’s in ruins,” the Duma agreed.

It aligned with her expectations. The letter ended with his wish to raise Louise to the throne.

“Why discuss it with me? Why talk about Princess Victoria Louise’s ascension?”

“The Kaiser may see Your Majesty’s precedent as a model for establishing an empress.”

Her precedent? Right—she’d bypassed Salic Law and other succession rules to claim the throne as Tsarina. But her case was unavoidable; Russia had no choice but to rally around her.

East Prussia’s monarchists, including Junkers, faced a similar crisis. “They want to make a daughter empress? But Salic Law exists, and surely there’s a male heir?”

“We think they’re fostering ties as a fellow empress-ruled nation.”


Your issue is my issue, and mine is yours. Germany and Russia share pains and circumstances, they wanted to convey.

With a torn country, laws could bend, exceptions made. “They’re drawing parallels—civil war survivors, empresses rising, strengthening ties to gain our support.”

The Kaiser knew she supported Austria but wanted East Prussia as the bulwark against Communist Germany. Austria might be better, but Poland complicated things. Unlike the original history, Poland avoided fighting Russia but held Danzig. Communist Germany, anti-British, rejected Poland’s control, while the Kaiser, needing Polish support, accepted it to survive.

Poland wouldn’t aid either Germany or Russia otherwise. The Kaiser’s push for Louise as empress also checked Poland, aligning with Russia.

Bermont was in East Prussia, so good relations wouldn’t hurt.



 
  Chapter 63 : Tsarina and Poland


The reason for maintaining a close relationship with the Kaiser of East Prussia is simple.

For instance, when Hitler’s Austria really wanted to unify with Germany, that opportunity arose.

After World War II, whether it was a North German Empire or a Federation, sending Louise to split Germany in half would be quite interesting.

It would feel quite different from the actual historical division of East and West.

“Right. Let’s put that aside for now.”

However, there’s something else I’m curious about.

There’s an army from Vermont in East Prussia. 

This would likely make Poland uncomfortable.

Even though Vermont’s Eastern Russian Army appears somewhat independent, it’s still an army under Russian command.

If such forces firmly establish themselves in East Prussia, wouldn’t that put Poland in a rather uncomfortable position?

“Poland seems surprisingly quiet. Isn’t it time to provoke them?”

“Poland is currently surviving thanks to Britain, so is that likely?”

“Isn’t it possible for them to pick a fight with us, supported by Britain?”

Or could this be a butterfly effect resulting from Britain receiving the Brest-Litovsk Treaty?

Given their independence, they wouldn’t want to reignite border disputes defined by the British Empire.

Well, unless they’re fools, would Piłsudski, supported by Britain, pick a fight with the White Russians?

As a pro-British state caught in the communist German encirclement, would Poland engage in conflict with the White Russians, who are also anti-communist?

No.

What if Britain later tries to contain Russia again?

If they end up helping East Prussia, it could inevitably lead to a conflict with Poland.

From Britain’s perspective, they would likely support Poland more than us.

After all, Poland shares a direct border with communist Germany.

Knowing that Russia is reaching into Austria, they must be feeling uneasy.

Should I have received an invitation from London?

Maybe seeking permission from Berahedroitz for an overseas trip is one way to go.

In the end, Britain is playing the role of a restraining force.

If, due to some incident, Britain pulls out of Poland, the Baltics, or Ukraine, it would be terrifying just to imagine.

It seems that communist Germany would run rampant.

Doesn’t this mean we need to improve relations with Poland?

Given the current political system, Poland will ultimately confront communist Germany.

Poland wouldn’t dislike that.

If they go overseas, wouldn’t Poland be the first to consider?

Józef Klemens Piłsudski. 

I feel there might be room for dialogue with him.

If I say I want to support Poland while rebuilding the Poland-Lithuania union, they might tolerate it, and I wouldn’t have to get too close to Russia, right?

I really don’t want unnecessary trouble.

To be honest, I don’t care later on if they are crushed by Germany, but Germany’s ultimate goal is to capture the enemy of the revolution, the Russian Republic.

That means the buffer state, Poland, must survive.

If even Poland gets swallowed by Germany, Austria is truly finished.

Romania or the Baltic states wouldn’t be enough.

They are likely to be heavily influenced by communist Germany.

Therefore, even to make the Poland-Austria line the front, we must maintain a friendly relationship with Poland.

No matter how many times I think about it, it’s the same.

In the end, it’s Poland that’s directly facing communist Germany.

In actual history, if not for the Soviet Union, Poland could have fought harder against Nazi Germany.

No, could they have pushed back?

What’s certain is that it was thanks to the Soviet Union’s invasion that Nazi Germany could easily invade Poland.

Now, communist Germany. 

Even the brain drain and military personnel have mostly flowed towards Austria and East Prussia.

How many talented individuals will there be in the People’s Army they hope to establish?

Will there be figures like Manstein and Rommel remaining in the communist German army?

If that’s the case, it’s still about Poland.

Poland must survive to block Germany.

Can communist Germany even look towards Poland?

Initially, we must prevent any rash invasion. It’s necessary to show a friendly relationship between Poland and Russia.

“Visiting Warsaw might be a good idea sometime.”

“It’s very dangerous. During our civil war, we were still the same Russians. What would those Polish guys think of Your Majesty?”

They probably dislike Russians.

Currently, Piłsudski, who has seized power, is also a nationalist who led the Polish Legion under the Austro-Hungarian Empire against Russia during World War I.

I don’t know what kind of butterfly effect occurred in between, but anyway, it seems he became Poland’s leader through Britain’s support after Austria’s defeat.

He hasn’t retired since 1922 and continues to lead.

That person was worried about a two-front war and ultimately signed a non-aggression pact with Nazi Germany.

However, with the emergence of communist Germany and the necessity to align with Britain, we must improve relations not with Germany but with Russia.

Piłsudski’s sense of diplomacy reflects that even just looking at Poland’s current borders gives an answer.

He’s managing Poland’s internal affairs while bowing under Britain’s authority without unnecessarily provoking Russia.

“To think of communist Germany, we must recognize Poland. To do that, I must go directly to Poland.”

“Even though Germany cries out for the violation of the Versailles Treaty, it’s probably just talk. They are not what they used to be, and the Kaiser is now confined to East Prussia, right?”

The military seems somewhat complacent due to their victory in the Civil War.

That red state, communist Germany, is firmly entrenched.

Communism hasn’t ended.

“Considering the resentment Poland holds against us, Your Majesty…”

Yes. I am not unaware. Above all, Poland’s leader Józef Piłsudski’s brother, Bronisław Piłsudski, was arrested for being linked to a group that attempted to assassinate Alexander III.

But you see, there are no eternal enemies or allies in national interests.

As long as Poland doesn’t act up, there’s no reason for Russia to retake Poland, which could serve as a buffer.

Russia is still vast even after losing land, and they have reclaimed their Second Rome.

By actively appealing this, I aim to improve relations with Poland.

Even to catch the reds.

“Even so, I will go. I must go. The fear of the reds is not in a strong army or national power. It’s in the propaganda. Isn’t the communist Germany and communist Italy proof of that?”

“That may be true.”


“We need to strengthen the solidarity between the surviving nations.”

With figures like Atatürk and İnnönü in Turkey, and since we’re keeping an eye on things, communist Germany will have a hard time targeting southern Russia.

Therefore, we must improve relations with Poland.

The German reds will never let Poland be.

To prove that communism is right, they will do anything to turn Poland red.

Does Britain stop them? The reds will focus more on the navy to prevent crossing the English Channel, so helping Poland with the army seems impossible.

They would likely respond more lukewarmly than in actual history.

From Britain’s perspective, communist Germany is just something dirty. It’s not really a threat. So, in the end, Poland will be in danger.

“And if I were to die, I would have died in Ekaterinburg that day. Until the reds disappear from this world, I will never die.”

Of course, I will never allow the reds to rampage.

“So, how do you think Germany will respond?”

“Personally, I think communist Germany will first deal with the Rhineland. France will likely tolerate the red flood overflowing in the Rhineland due to their internal Commune issues.”

Like the remilitarization of the Rhineland in actual history.

If I were to write my own scenario, it would probably be after Poland.

Given their position, the scenario of a European revolution could only unfold in that order.

Therefore, I must do what I can do.

The arrival of the Russian Tsar and Eastern Roman Emperor, Anastasia Tsarina, in Poland was enough to surprise the military and even the Duma members.

In fact, since the time of the civil war, Kolchak, who was practically the chairperson leading the Duma, and the Black Baron of the White Army were worried about Anastasia’s visit to Poland.

“Is it unnecessary to stop Your Majesty’s trip to Poland?”

“You are someone who survived that civil war. If Poland does not wish to go to war with us, they can do nothing to Your Majesty. It will be fine.”

“Hmm. Your Majesty seems too sensitive because of those Bolsheviks.”

“It can’t be helped. I witnessed the brutal deaths of the former Tsar, Tsarina, and all my brothers before my eyes. The current Tsarina will likely do everything she can to root out the Bolsheviks.”

Although the reign of the previous Tsar was not particularly good and it was the Tsar that triggered the revolution, it’s normal for one to lose their mind when their family dies that way.

Yet the Tsarina somehow pulled Russia up from the red waters.

She is not someone who rushes into action.

The intention to go to Poland is likely part of her preparation to isolate communism.

“We merely need to support Your Majesty.”

“It would be great if Poland could hold Your Majesty’s hand.”

“Since Your Majesty highly evaluates Józef Piłsudski, who leads Poland now, isn’t it like seeing the future already?”

Realistically, it’s hard to imagine Poland siding with Russia.

At first, neither Kolchak nor the Black Baron was particularly in favor of recognizing Poland’s independence. But if the Tsarina has decided, it likely means that making Poland a buffer state is preferable.

Second Polish Republic

Józef Piłsudski, the leader of the Second Polish Republic, received news that made him doubt his ears from his close aide and Foreign Minister, Gabriel Narutowicz.

“Tsarina Anastasia wants to come to Poland personally?”

“She wishes to discuss the future of Poland and Russia seriously and wants to visit in person.”

“Without bringing an army? Just like that?”

“She mentioned it’s for the purpose of surrounding communism.”

The Tsarina of Russia wishes to visit Poland personally.

What does this mean?

To Józef Piłsudski, Russia was a nation that had to be pushed away as it sought to secure Poland’s territory and survival rights.

Until just before the Great War, he fought against Russia under the Austro-Hungarian army to gain independence.

It’s quite a laughable story that he is in this position now, having been betrayed by Austria and imprisoned, only to end up here thanks to Britain.

Currently, he is following the order of Britain while sharing a border with communist Germany, so it’s difficult to target Russia, but he harbored ambitions to expand towards Russia someday.

However, as he had ambitions, he was more sensitive than anyone to foreign relations.

In the current situation, Britain would not want Russia and Poland, which could be used as a shield against communist Germany, to confront each other.

So, we must look into Russia’s true intentions.

“The Tsarina is coming directly?”

Her parents ruined the country. Yet, she is trying to pull the fallen Russia back up by its collar.

We shouldn’t underestimate her just because she’s young and a woman.

In France, there’s even talk of her being the Russian version of Joan of Arc.

At her age, she is ready to jump into battle and even states she will come to Poland.

She’s not bringing an army but rather coming to foster good relations.

“What do you think?” Hmm.


“Well, judging by the Tsarina’s actions so far, she might be sincere.”

“She’s showing expansionist tendencies by restoring Constantinople openly?”

Isn’t it possible that they could target Poland to establish their prestige?

An independent Poland is, after all, something Russia would want to devour for the sake of the Tsar’s authority.





 
  Chapter 64 : Tsarina and Poland (2)


Gabriel Narutowicz, the Polish Foreign Minister, assessed the current international relations with cold precision.

Russia is now an enemy of the communist revolution, yet at the same time, it is the resurgent double-headed eagle.

“That’s why. We have Anatolian territory, and now we are closely connected to China in the east, aren’t we? Even Russia is practically at odds with communist Germany. There’s no reason for them to fight us.”

Gabriel Narutowicz concluded that the Tsarina had no intention of being hostile toward Poland.

To target Poland would mean to confront Britain once more. After leading the civil war to victory and restoring Constantinople, the Tsarina, whose authority was soaring to the skies, would not engage in such a pointless endeavor.

If Russia is in a position to fight against communist Germany, it will likely prefer to maintain a friendly relationship with Poland.

Yuasef Pilsudski pondered for a moment about Gabriel Narutowicz’s judgment.

When it comes to Russia, it’s difficult to make hasty judgments.

“Why do you think it’s hostility?”

“The Tsarina implemented welfare policies for the workers during the civil war to win over the hearts of her subjects, thus squeezing the Bolsheviks. She struck a blow against communism through reformist capitalism. For communist Germany to justify their revolution, they must inevitably defeat Russia. Therefore, a confrontation is unavoidable.”

Ultimately, Germany will attack Russia in the future.

Pilsudski also considered the possibility of attacking Russia alongside Germany, but that would complicate matters with Britain and France, and he didn’t want to be seen as allied with the red Germans.

Indeed, if the Tsarina understands that, it wouldn’t be an exaggeration to say she takes Poland seriously as an independent nation.

“I see. So it’s safe to say the Tsarina takes us seriously.”

“We were able to gain our independence thanks to Britain. In this context, we cannot afford to embarrass ourselves with Russia.”

That makes sense.

Thinking about it that way, they are indeed the enemy. The Bolsheviks should have seized control of Russia.

“It’s unfortunate. If the Red Army had won, we might have been able to look towards Russia.”

Had the Red Army won without any support for the White Army, Germany wouldn’t have been communist either. In that case, Poland would have moved towards Russia backed by Britain.

That thought alone is regrettable.

Yes, Russia is close. There’s no need to antagonize them and create danger between communist Germany and Russia.

Pilsudski had been particularly alert after recently witnessing Italy’s communization due to Germany.

He intended to actively ally with Britain and France, but France was lukewarm, and it seemed that Britain wouldn’t seriously assist once the war broke out, even if they were wary of communist Germany.

But suggesting an alliance with Austria and Hungary is also problematic. 

Austria seemed to be approaching Russia, and Hungary was indifferent as it hadn’t directly confronted the issue yet.

So, it appears that Russia is the only option, even if it’s miserable and dirty.

“Still, the Tsarina coming in person is something.”

How bold of her.

It makes sense considering the Tsarina has faced life-and-death situations throughout the civil war. Yet still, isn’t this a bit too relaxed?

The Tsarina of all Russia, the Tsar, the Great Khan of Mongolia, and the Emperor of the Eastern Roman Empire.

Is this the judgment worthy of a Empress seated in such a position?

This brings on another headache.

The question is whether the right-wing factions will welcome the Tsarina’s visit to Poland. There might be conspiracies for assassination against her.

This would require the army to be mobilized to prevent any mishaps.

“We must prepare for a warm welcome. We must ensure the right-wingers do not act up.”

“Yes, Your Excellency.”

Indeed, let’s see her directly.

I must hear what this young Tsarina has in mind for coming all the way to Poland.

A few ministers accompanied him to Poland.

In attendance were former Foreign Minister Sergey Sazonov, General Ungern, and my assigned aide, Veragedroitz.

“Is your work as a vice-minister going well?”

“Yes, it’s fine. It’s an honor to serve Your Majesty.”

Russia is vast, and the diplomatic service has grown as well, with Sergey Sazonov and Vasily Kharlamov both serving as ministers.

Sergey Sazonov primarily handled diplomatic affairs in Asia, while Vasily Kharlamov took care of Turkey and European diplomacy.

To be honest, there’s a bit of a funny story here.

As a union, when reorganizing departments, the existing Foreign Ministry and I ended up creating a separate diplomatic office, leading to a kind of humorous situation when they were merged back into the Foreign Ministry.

As a result, Sergey Sazonov was demoted to vice-minister when the ministry was restructured.

“Ahem. Who would have thought I would come to Poland like this?”

“It seems the general is not pleased.”

“How could I be? I must acknowledge these Polish scoundrels instead of subduing them.”

General Ungern’s complaints did not cease.

“It cannot be helped. Keeping Poland alive will serve as a buffer zone. At least for now.”

Above all, if a war were to break out with Poland, it would be troublesome in many ways.

If they win, communist Germany will also cause trouble. Given the vastness of Russia, these reforms might halt again due to war.

“Um, understood.”

“But we have retaken Constantinople. Now Poland must survive as well. It’s better to make Poland an ally before it falls to communist Germany.”

Even if Poland complies with Britain’s regime, they will eventually realize that Britain will not help them.

Just looking at the current situation makes that clear.

Austria is also distancing itself, so Poland is likely to do the same.

Then, Poland will have to choose between Germany or Russia.

It doesn’t seem likely they would want to side with Germany and break with Britain.

As long as Poland is encircled by East Prussia, they have no choice.

Thus, they must make the first move from this side.

“If you feel unwell at all, please let me know immediately.”

“Don’t worry. I’m fine.”

And Veragedroitz seemed to worry too much.

Honestly, it’s not like he can do much for me at this moment. I’m fine being blessed by the gods like the Tanghulu Tsarina.

Before long, we arrived in Warsaw.

“Welcome to Warsaw. I am Gabriel Narutowicz, the Foreign Minister of the Republic of Poland.”

“This is the Tsar of all Russia.”

“It is an honor to meet the Emperor of Rome.”

“Nice to meet you. You need not introduce yourself; I have no ties to the throne, so it’s embarrassing to self-proclaim.”

“Yes, Your Majesty. Our Chancellor has been waiting for you.”

How long has it been since independence, and already they have established such a framework for the country?

Though Britain’s help has been a factor, Pilsudski can be seen as quite capable.

It’s disappointing that he didn’t come out himself.

“Please come in. I hope your journey was comfortable.”

“How can I only mention the sorrow of the Polish people who have suffered under the oppression of your country?”

“Um.”


“Ah, I have no intention to mock or deride. Seriously, I wish to maintain a friendly relationship with your country.”

While putting on my best sales smile, I showed the Tsar’s sincerity.

In this process, it doesn’t matter how the other party perceives it.

At the very least, it will be known that the Tsar is reconciling with Poland.

If anything happens here, it will solely be Poland’s responsibility.

“Is that so? Then, does that mean you would recognize us if we annex Lithuania?”

“What could be impossible? I understand the Chancellor of Poland is from Lithuania. If you wish to rebuild the Polish-Lithuanian Commonwealth, I will gladly support you.”

“How so?”

“As the Tsar of Russia, encompassing both East and West, I know everything.”

“Then, does it mean the Tsar has no ambitions for the Baltics?”

“Russia is sufficiently vast even after losing land. Recently, we have expanded into Anatolia. There’s no reason to be concerned about the Baltics or Poland. Developing and managing the land we already possess is more than enough for Russia.”

Russia is wide and vast.

Compared to Russian territory, Poland’s land is just a handful.

If it were Korea, they would have expanded either to the continent or Japan, but now Russia is sufficient.

Having already taken enough with the territories of North Manchuria, Mongolia, and Anatolia, isn’t that plenty?

Just exerting influence over neighboring countries is sufficient.

“Then, please tell me what you desire.”

The conversation is progressing quickly, which is good.

“Our Russia will no longer seek to occupy Poland again. We also guarantee your independence. What I desire is an improvement in the relations between Poland and Russia.”

“Are you saying this because you hope we will become a buffer zone against communist Germany?”

Indeed. You understand well.

You must grasp your position properly.

“The justification for my visit to persuade the Duma is indeed that. Separately, I believe neighboring countries should get along. Aren’t Poland and Russia neighbors?”

“What if we, in turn, allied with Germany and advanced towards Russia?”

It seems they want to express their resistance or complaint from their position. With their eyes wide open, they assert that if they combine forces with the reds to attack Russia, what would happen?

Why would someone who knows better act this way? That’s truly a foolish question.

Ultimately, the end of that will lead to Poland, which will also turn red.

“Are you truly making this statement seriously, as someone who has spent years on the battlefield?”

“It’s not impossible.”

Yes, yes. It’s truly not impossible.

If Russia were to seriously regard Poland as an enemy, Poland would not hesitate to side with Germany across the sea instead of paying attention to Britain.

Given that Britain is struggling to properly contain communist Germany, Yuasef Pilsudski might indeed team up with the reds.

And behind the scenes, whether it be the Polish People’s Republic or something else, they will likely be established with the assistance of communist Germany.

You cannot trust the reds.

It’s true that I came this far because I want to maintain a good relationship with Poland, but that doesn’t mean I have any reason to bow down to them.

“You seem to underestimate the reds’ ability to incite. Surely they will attack us while simultaneously initiating a process to communize Poland.”

And you will have to make your way to Yekaterinburg. Is that feasible? Berlin is closer, after all.

You should speak plainly.

Are you willing to take the risk of hellfire and gamble by siding with Germany?

You’re looking for war? Can you even manage that? Given that Yekaterinburg served as the capital during the civil war, it could effectively wage war from there.

Can you even reach Yekaterinburg?

Factories have already relocated toward Southern Russia and Central Asia, much like during the Great Patriotic War.

In that case, you might as well head to Berlin.

Did only Russia divide the territories? Prussia did too.

Knowing that, I was able to smile graciously from a superior position.

“Then, what is it that you ultimately wish to gain?”

“It’s simple. What we desire is a mutual defense treaty.”

“Ultimately, it means to serve as a shield for Russia as a country caught in between.”

“So, do we have options? You don’t truly believe that Poland can choose the card of neutrality, do you? Well, it wouldn’t matter. We have no intentions of doing anything with Poland. But we will not assist you if you are violated by Germany.”

If you refuse to accept that, then we will need to prepare a defense line centered on Austria, Western Ukraine, Romania, and the remaining Baltic states. That’s the only way to resist the red Germans.

As I mentioned, Poland cannot come to Russia.

The reds will inevitably invade to deal with their revolutionary enemies, but despite Poland’s deep anti-Russian sentiment, attacking Russia for the sake of expansion will be difficult.

Yes.

It would be enough to redirect their attack direction.

They know this but likely want to make some timid resistance or protest.

“I’m convinced that war will come.”

“It will happen somehow. Poland is nothing more than a stepping stone to Germany on its way to Russia.”

And even if it weren’t Germany, would you sit idly by?

In the end, there are only two options: either submit to Germany or become an ally of Russia.

There are no eternal allies or enemies between nations.

Of course, while Prussia consumed all of Poland’s territory, the current situation for Poland isn’t favorable either, caught between two untrustworthy sides, and the British pirates are hard to trust.

“Ha.”

Even if Russia is undesirable, he is a person who understands their situation well.

Let’s throw in a carrot just enough.

“However, as long as you do not target our Russia by consuming Lithuania or Latvia, we will support Poland’s position.”


“…………..Please give me some time. I will discuss this with the cabinet and make a decision.”

I nodded slightly.

I sincerely hope they make a wise choice.

Who knows who the real enemy is? Surely, our Yuasef Pilsudski would know well?





 
  Chapter 65 : Tsarina and Poland (3)


After Anastasia and the Russian ministers withdrew, Józef Piłsudski convened the cabinet.

How should I explain this troublesome issue? After much deliberation, I finally laid everything out, but it seemed the cabinet wasn’t too fond of the Tsarina’s proposal either.

To be more precise, they didn’t like the idea that the Russian Tsarina was making such a suggestion.

“Isn’t the Tsarina too arrogant?”

“Perhaps aligning with Germany would be one way.”

“Yes. Why not expand into Russia while we’re at it? They’re already a toothless beast.”

“But there’s Britain in the way.”

“Britain is across the sea, and they’ve already withdrawn their troops from Austria and the Baltics, haven’t they? If we handle their share of the burden, they’ll probably turn a blind eye. Maybe that’s why the Tsarina is throwing out this offer.”

Expansion into Russia.

That’s what just came out of the cabinet’s mouth.

Yes, Józef Piłsudski would have probably considered it doable if Russia were in the same state as it was five years ago, during its civil war.

But now, things are different.

This is not the time to reveal a belligerent nature by calling for expansion.

“Russia today is not a pushover.”

Though they were pushed back by Germany during the Great War, they’ve experienced civil war and even reclaimed Constantinople.

Russia, tightly gripped by the young but bold Tsarina, who has proven herself on the battlefield.

Moreover, just by population size, Russia is a formidable opponent. Its vast land makes any war exhausting for us.

Can we handle the increased territory?

Can we trust Communist Germany? Are our supplies sufficient? Numerous problems arise.

Furthermore, Communist Germany currently lacks a significant military force.

Though they will undoubtedly strengthen their arms when the time comes.

Whatever happens, Poland will become the battlefield.

Despite gritting our teeth, we must acknowledge that the Tsarina coming here herself to establish a new relationship shows some respect for Poland.

Coming personally to Poland, to an area that was once Russian territory, for the sake of improving relations—this is proof that Russia is firmly in the Tsarina’s hands. 

How far can Poland advance against a unified Russia?

“The Tsarina said this: ‘Isn’t Berlin closer than Yekaterinburg?’ Looking back at the civil war, to break Russia’s war capability, we’d have to reach the Urals. No, we might even have to go beyond.”

It’s hard to even imagine going that far.

And we can’t ignore the possibility of external pressures.

In reality, it would be the Polish army that would need to take the initiative in such a war. 

But if we station them in occupied territories, we expose our backs to danger.

There’s no guarantee that Germany won’t swallow Poland whole.

Will Britain and France help us when that time comes? I doubt it.

“That may be true, but…”

“The fact that the Tsarina confidently came to Polish soil is already an answer in itself. She’s daring us to try.”

The Tsarina may have entered Poland like a moth to a flame, but she surely knows her own value.

If something were to happen to the Tsarina here, or if we reject her proposal, Józef Piłsudski would have to bear the consequences.

“Did she promise to guarantee our independence?”

“She did.”

If the Tsarina herself said it, it’s probably trustworthy.

According to her, even after losing so much territory, Russia still has plenty of land.

It seems she’s aware of the anti-Russian sentiment among the Polish people. 

They wouldn’t push their army into a place where they would face heavy casualties just to reoccupy it.

“So, will you accept?”

“That’s quite the dilemma.”

Józef Piłsudski let out a deep sigh.

That’s the issue. Józef Piłsudski, too, has been active on many battlefields.

He’s just as displeased with the current situation.

The idea of gifting Lithuania, which is under British control, as if it’s theirs to give is also absurd. 

At times, the thought of truly clashing with Russia isn’t entirely off the table. 

Hmm.

“If Russia has no intention of attacking us, wouldn’t it be better to stay neutral? A mutual defense treaty… If Russian troops enter our land to fight Germany, what else might they do?”

“Hmmm.”

A war with Russia must not happen.

This was something even the cabinet reluctantly agreed on.

Even now, Russia’s elite forces outnumber Poland’s army several times over.

However, signing a mutual defense treaty comes with heavy burdens.

The Russian army is proposing to enter Poland to fight Communist Germany. How will our people react to that?

Can the Russian army be trusted?

Given the cabinet’s composition, and with Józef Piłsudski’s Poland soon to hold another election to elect a president, won’t this influence things?

As the cabinet’s deliberations dragged on into the night, Polish nationalists and right-wing groups gathered in a building in Warsaw.

Naturally, they knew what was happening in the cabinet and were furious.

How hard-fought was their independence? They couldn’t let Russia control them again.

“The cabinet seems to have taken the Tsarina’s proposal positively.”

“How can they accept that? It’s absurd.”

“We must proceed as planned.”

Their goal was another Sarajevo—no, something even bigger.

They had already received explosives from the Communist Party of Germany, which was sponsoring Polish nationalists, to eliminate the Tsarina.

That audacious woman made it this far, but that’s as far as she goes.

Once the Tsarina is eliminated, Poland and Russia will cross a point of no return, and Germany will come to Poland’s aid.

Austria, now a minor power, won’t be able to help Russia. Supported by Germany, Poland can face off against Russia.

“The bomb is limited. We must ensure the target is only the Tsarina.”

“Yes!”

The die had been cast.

Yes.

This was all for Poland.

What choice will Józef Piłsudski make?

He’ll probably deliberate and adjust my proposal to some extent.

At least, Józef Piłsudski himself will.

I’m as certain of that as I am that I’m no different from dreamers like Sun Yat-sen or the Communist idol Lenin, who’s still convinced a proletarian revolution will come true.


Even the ministers who accompanied me seemed worried.

“Come now, we should at least be shown a proper place. What is this second-floor inn? It’s hardly suitable for the Tsar of all Russia, a saint, and the Emperor of Eastern Rome.”

Ungern was visibly displeased that they had been assigned such a shabby lodging.

But even though it’s shabby, it’s a fairly luxurious inn with all the necessary amenities. Better than the temporary government office’s bedroom in Yekaterinburg.

“There are many right-wing and nationalist extremists in Poland with strong anti-Russian sentiments. Some of them are even fanatics. That’s probably why they did this.”

Indeed.

Even the Polish soldiers who escorted me to this inn said they had to bring me here “for safety reasons.”

They’re probably considering the possibility of an attack.

If they had sent me somewhere nicer, it might have been harder for the soldiers to secure the area due to the number of people.

Of course, there’s also the possibility that anti-Russian sentiments played a role in not wanting to give good accommodations to a Russian.

It’s a small act of defiance against the possibility that my proposal could allow Russian troops to enter Poland again legitimately.

“Giving away Lithuania and Latvia? Aren’t those under British control?”

“They wouldn’t really give them away. We only promised ‘support.’ That doesn’t mean we’re denying British influence. Britain’s support hinges on whether they tolerate the reconstruction of Poland-Lithuania. Knowing those Brits, they’re probably considering whether to actually strike Lithuania, now that the British troops have left.”

“So, if Britain decides not to allow Poland to take Lithuania and Latvia…”

“Any clash with Britain would be detrimental to Russia. At that point, we’d just step back. Isn’t it our job to give Piłsudski something to dream about?”

It’s all wordplay in the end.

The kind of deceit the great powers excel at.

If they do accept and try to advance into Lithuania, it’ll be a bit amusing.

Given Poland’s nature, they might just go through with it.

Then, Britain will refuse to allow it, and we’ll pull back.

At that point, Poland wouldn’t be able to side with Germany, and they’d be left sucking their thumbs.

If Britain allows it and Poland evolves into Poland-Lithuania, we could hold on to Germany for a bit longer.

Whatever happens, Russia doesn’t stand to lose.

After all, Poland will be the battlefield, whether it grows larger, smaller, defends well, or poorly.

What matters is that Poland, eager to strike Russia, serves as a meat shield.

“What if they don’t accept?”

“Józef Piłsudski isn’t a fool. He led the Polish army under Austria’s command and eventually defeated the Russian army. Now, with Britain’s help, he’s Poland’s leader. He probably knows better than anyone about international relations. The British wouldn’t have chosen him otherwise.”

The Brits wouldn’t install someone who’s unreasonable as Poland’s head.

They would have chosen someone who could talk sense and check Germany’s power. Someone with the charisma and ability to do so.

“So, you think they’ll accept?”

If you look at it simply, yes.

But honestly, Poland isn’t really in a position to reject us, is it? Specifically, Piłsudski isn’t.

“Yes. They’ll probably feign some pride and then accept. We’ll just offer a mutual relationship, equal footing, and agreements in areas like trade. As long as Poland doesn’t harm Russia’s interests, we’ll support them fully.”

Once they accept, we’ll respond accordingly.

“If they don’t accept, it’s dangerous. Isn’t this enemy territory?”

“Yes. Honestly, I can’t say I’m not considering that possibility.”

I was always thinking, ‘That could happen.’

“If that’s the case, it’s a big problem. We don’t have many guards, do we?”

Ungern jumped up from his seat.

Seeing a general looking like that was kind of amusing. I just blurted it out.

Hmm, did I really make a mistake? Should I have sent only ministers?

No, I can’t show weakness.

When my authority is at its peak, I must do all I can.

It’s a gamble, but it’s worth it.

I’ve survived many near-death experiences myself.

To be honest, I sometimes fantasize about Józef Piłsudski being moved by my boldness and immediately accepting my proposal—like how Japan tried to impress the U.S. by launching the Pearl Harbor attack to lift the embargo.

Everything I do ultimately reflects on Russia’s prestige.

I can’t show weakness here either.

So I speak confidently.

“We’ve already shown our trust by coming here. We came to a place where we might die. Let’s wait and see.”

It’s truly a gamble.

If something happens to me here, it’ll be the end.

In that ruined world, each day was a life-or-death situation.

A lawless wasteland filled with radiation-poisoned wanderers, where the law had practically collapsed.

And now, it’s time for bed.

It’s not appropriate for grown men to be in the same room as the Tsarina.

“Anyway, isn’t it time for bed? Surely, you’re not planning to stay up all night with me.”

“Ahem. We’re just concerned for Your Majesty’s safety.”

I know their concern all too well.

But still. If we all stay together, how will it look?

How will the Polish see us? Won’t they think we’re huddling together out of fear? Such rumors might spread.

“In times like this, we must remain confident. If we stay up all night, looking like cowards, what will they think? Ah, so the Russian Tsarina isn’t much after all. Don’t make me look like a coward.”

Despite my appearance, I hold the titles of saint, great khan, tsar, and emperor of Eastern Rome.

For such a person to cower in fear in a once-occupied nation doesn’t make sense.

“Yes. Understood.”

Finally, they all left.


It seems they didn’t want to see the Tsarina’s authority diminished.

Only after they left could I stretch out my legs.

“Finally, they’ve gone.”

This is what I think:

At this point, would Polish nationalists, right-wing extremists, or fanatics really let the Tsarina, the emperor of a potential enemy, stay here without doing anything?



 
  Chapter 66 : Warsaw Incident


Just look at the Black Hand guys from Serbia. 

They were missing a screw in their heads and ended up killing the Archduke of Austria on the spot.

Before Poland even gained independence, how would they have reacted to the Tsarina’s proposal after defeating the Russian army in the great war?

From their perspective, it would seem like a pointless offer.

In that case, they might take a gamble.

If I were them, that’s what I would do.

For example, they’d kill the Tsarina and leave Józef Piłsudski with no choice but to fight a war with Russia.

Furthermore, Russia is still largely united thanks to my symbolic presence, so they might entertain the hope that once I’m dead, Russia could fall into disarray.

Well then, let’s write a little scenario.

For example, the German communist lackeys, who are looking for a chance to stir up the Polish workers, hear that the Tsarina is coming and pass a bomb meant for a communist revolt to Polish nationalists.

This would be the most perfect scenario.

The problem is with the other ministers.

If we get through safely, it’ll be perfect, but the possibility of danger also extends to them.

If we’re not properly prepared, they’ll likely target only me, but it will still be dangerous.

“Well, it’s not something that’s happened yet.”

It hasn’t happened yet, so let’s just keep this as a potential scenario.

Let’s think about what happens if Poland simply refuses.

The world doesn’t move according to my will, after all.

Even though I acted calm in front of the ministers, I must prepare for the possibility of rejection.

I’ll have to consider Poland a potential enemy and set up defensive lines. And as much as I dislike it, I’ll have to deepen ties with England.

But initiating the attack is not an option.

It’s better to fight from a defensive position—it’s easier to gain allies that way.

“Am I doing the right thing?”

If a Great Depression strikes, perhaps the image of communist Germany will change slightly.

They might claim that communism allowed them to avoid the impact of the depression.

What would happen if they incited people like that?

“What do I know?”

That’s something for economists to figure out. All I can do for now is to travel around, acting as the face of the country, telling everyone that Russia is still standing strong.

Germany is probably in chaos internally too, but that’s beside the point.

Knock knock—

Someone knocked on the door.

Is the inevitable finally happening?

“Who is it?”

“Ah, well, I was told that today’s guest is a very important person, so I was sent to check if you’re comfortable or if anything is amiss.”

It was a girl who looked a bit younger than me.

She wasn’t armed or anything. Odd, is this really going to pass by so smoothly?

“I’m not particularly uncomfortable, so why don’t you just—”

As I was about to casually send the inn worker away—

Crash!

Something asserted its presence loudly as it shattered the window and rolled into the room.

It looked like a wooden box, and on closer inspection, it was something suspiciously black, wrapped in a newspaper.

It reminded me of something I’d often seen on video streaming sites.

That red-commie guy Simyoung, always ending with an explosion thanks to clever editing.

“So this is what they throw in this era, huh?”

“What is that?”

I smirked.

It seems they couldn’t recreate the Sarajevo incident, so they opted for a bomb instead.

Bullets were just a minor sting, so I wonder how bad a bomb will be.

Isn’t it a little exciting?

“You might die, so get out.”

With a boldness that no ordinary person could ever muster, I pushed the inn worker out of the room.

And then—

As if to make a firm declaration that it would surely kill me, the bomb exploded without hesitation.

Boom! Boom! Krrr!

The bomb detonated, and everything that had decorated the room just moments ago—tables, drawers, lights, the bed—was destroyed by the blast.

And I was flung against the wall.

“Huh, this one’s pretty big.”

It felt like a heavy fist had punched me in the gut, leaving my chest tight and breathless.

Luckily, it seems like the bomb only hit this area.

I dusted myself off and stood up.

My imperial marshal’s uniform was torn in several places, but considering I had taken the blast head-on, it wasn’t too bad.

“What’s going on? What happened?”

“There was an explosion on the second floor!”

“Your Majesty, you’re in danger!”

The ministers who had just left, along with Ungern and Beregedroyc, rushed in with panicked voices from the first floor.

I threw on the coat I had worn to Warsaw, not wanting to show them my torn uniform.

“Honestly, what a fuss from grown men.”

Acting as if nothing had happened, I spoke with as much calmness and authority as possible.

Why?

Because the guy who looked like the one who planted the bomb was staring at me wide-eyed from the end of the hallway.

“N-no way… How… The room is destroyed… How are you still alive?”

So it was him. A guy like the Black Hand of Poland.

Given the logistics of smuggling in a bomb, he probably had accomplices.

Considering that there were some Polish soldiers stationed nearby to protect me, this means someone aided them.

The one who personally deployed the soldiers to protect me was none other than Józef Piłsudski.

Unless he had completely lost his mind, Piłsudski wouldn’t have ordered my assassination.

This means someone within the Polish military must be a co-conspirator.

Looks like Piłsudski is not as in control of Poland as he should be.

“That guy must be the culprit. He came to check if I was dead.”


“That bastard!”

The culprit was immediately captured by Ungern and forced to his knees.

The fact that he’s still glaring at me, even after throwing a bomb at a foreign monarch, is just plain rude.

“Curious why I didn’t die? Even though the room is in shambles and my clothes are torn to pieces, why am I the only one alive?”

“H-how could you survive that explosion?”

This guy still doesn’t understand the reality of the situation.

But right now, the invincible Tsarina should be the least of his concerns.

“Is that important?”

“I mean, you didn’t die from a bomb, so isn’t that the most important thing?”

Yeah, yeah, that makes sense.

He set out to kill me and failed. It was an assassination of a head of state, an act of sheer desperation.

I smirked bitterly.

I laughed at our Polish friend who tried to blow me up.

“You went through all that trouble, but you couldn’t kill me. Now, what do you think will happen to Poland?”

The culprit was left speechless.

Yeah, even though this happened, war is unlikely to break out.

If they had actually killed me, it might have been a different story, but since I survived, Józef Piłsudski has no other choice but to accept Russia’s proposal.

Soon enough, the culprit was dragged away by soldiers.

Now, let’s see what Piłsudski will do.

Bang!

As the cabinet members debated endlessly over whether to accept Russia’s proposal, maintain neutrality, or secretly seek an alliance with communist Germany to fight against Russia, Józef Piłsudski received news that shook all of Poland to its core.

“What? A bomb exploded at the Tsarina’s residence? What happened to the Tsarina?”

“We’ve captured the culprit and several accomplices on the spot. They are nationalists, sir.”

The right-wing radicals finally caused trouble.

Of all times, they had to pull this off while he was in charge. This was a disaster.

“Damn it. I had the place secured just for this reason.”

If she had actually died, there would be no choice but to face the consequences.

But the Tsarina was alive and well.

What does this mean?

She had come all the way to Poland, extending a hand for reconciliation, and in return, they’d greeted her with a bomb.

What an embarrassing situation for Poland to be in on the world stage.

Now, the country, not long after its foundation, would forever bear the shameful title of the nation that tried to assassinate a foreign monarch with a bomb.

“Someone must have collaborated. Who was it? You better speak truthfully. The inn worker witnessed everything with her own eyes.”

To make matters worse, reporters from all over the world had already spoken to the innocent inn worker, who, knowing nothing about politics, recounted the events as they happened.

She had seen the bomb come into the room, and the Tsarina had even saved her from it.

With Piłsudski’s sharp glare burning into them, the ministers couldn’t even raise their heads.

After a long silence, one of them finally spoke, his voice trembling.

“Well… we might have encouraged the right-wing groups to express their anti-Russian sentiments… but—”

In that instant, Józef Piłsudski felt a piercing headache as his temper flared up.

‘We might have encouraged them?’

There they were—the very idiots who had ruined everything, standing right before him.

Because of those bastards, Poland was now tied to an invisible leash, destined to be Russia’s obedient hunting dog, gnashing its teeth at communist Germany.

“Isn’t that the reason all of this happened?!”

“I never gave the order to kill her! A bomb? Really? That was never the plan! We only intended to derail the negotiations!”

Their words spewed out in self-defense, but Piłsudski wasn’t buying any of it.

Sure, no thief admits they stole something themselves.

These fools had doomed Poland to its fate.

“If the Tsarina had been killed, this country would’ve been at war immediately! Before Germany could help us, millions of Russian White Army soldiers would’ve trampled us, leaving the nation awash in blood!”

“But Germany would—”

“Germany?!”

They think Germany would step in? Only after Poland was completely obliterated would Germany come in, pretending to help, only to impose their communist regime on the land.

Poland, like many other nations, would become another puppet in the hands of the communists.

Józef Piłsudski had witnessed how the communists rose to power in Russia and Germany during their revolutions.

Even if Britain had prevented them from expanding during the Russian Civil War, the very notion of allowing Germany to take advantage now was absurd.

“Do you really think that?”

“The situation is… tricky.”

“Tricky? That’s an understatement. Now the whole world knows that we threw a bomb at Russia’s Tsarina, who came to extend an olive branch! We have no choice but to accept Russia’s proposal now!”

Whether they intended to reenact Sarajevo or not, this was clearly a mistake.

The only option left was to comply with the Tsarina’s demands and hand over the culprits to Russia.

There had never been another choice.

And yet, what was even worse was that Poland had lost the chance to save face. 

Any hopes of negotiating on equal terms, of standing tall and proud as they accepted the Tsarina’s offer, had been shattered.

The Tsarina, with her pleasant smile, was now merely wearing a mask. 

Behind it, she was undoubtedly plotting how to use Poland as a mere meat shield in her war against communist Germany.

Piłsudski’s instincts screamed that this was the case. 

But unfortunately, the people beneath him lacked the insight to understand this reality.

When Poland gained independence with Britain’s help, and when the Russian Civil War had ended, the path to war with Russia had already been blocked.

“I’ll have to go there myself.”

Poland would have to bow deeply.

That was the only way they could prove to the Tsarina that they were doing everything in their power to mend relations.

“Y-you’re going yourself, Marshal?”

“Isn’t that a bit…”

Were these fools still not grasping the gravity of the situation?

Józef Piłsudski pointed at each one of them with his finger, his frustration boiling over.

“We nearly killed the monarch of an empire that spans East and West. I should be grateful that I’m not throwing you lot at her feet! You should be thanking me for sparing you from that!”

In truth, if the Tsarina had declared war, Piłsudski would be tempted to overhaul the entire cabinet.


If it were just a matter of fighting Russia alone, Poland would grit its teeth and stand its ground. But now, they were a nation despised by the world for their barbaric attempt to assassinate a monarch with a bomb.

Russia had every justification for war, and the international community would rally behind them, leaving Poland to face yet another period of hardship.

For now, they had to bow low.

“Understood.”

With a sigh, Józef Piłsudski began walking toward the door, hoping this incident wouldn’t spark a war.



 
  Chapter 67 : Air Defense Agreement


Unable to resist the insistence of Beragedroitz, I was admitted to a hospital in Warsaw.

Although calling it ‘admission’ might be generous, it’s essentially the same as confinement with Beragedroitz glaring at me.

Here, I’m being heavily guarded by the military under Józef Piłsudski.

Ungern is nearby, and Deputy Foreign Minister Sergey Sazonov seems to have met with someone of equal status, Gabriel Narutowicz.

And then.

Before me, lying comfortably, appeared the Chief of State.

As a victim who had almost died, I comfortably reclined as I addressed Chief Piłsudski.

“Are you feeling well?”

“Welcome. As you can see, I’m fine. I managed to ‘accidentally’ avoid the explosion.”

“Ahem. I apologize. We were so vigilant. The culprit is an anti-Russian right-wing group. There was a co-conspirator among the soldiers guarding the inn, and it seems a German communist provided the bomb.”

The fact that the Chief is telling me this personally—what an honor.

At the very least, he’s trying to convey that he had no part in this. At the same time, he’s asking for my understanding of Poland’s situation.

“Is Germany behind this?”

“We aren’t sure. We’re investigating, but the German communist who provided the explosives to the culprit and his accomplices has already disappeared.”

It doesn’t seem like someone connected to the German government.

At least, it seems unlikely that Germany deliberately sent a communist to assassinate me during this suddenly planned trip to Poland.

In that case, this suggests that Germany might already be plotting a revolution within Poland.

The attempt on my life was probably an impromptu act by those German communists infiltrating Poland.

Hmm. This means Poland will struggle quite a bit in the coming war.

The threat posed by Communist Germany will be different from that of Nazi Germany. Shouldn’t I be a bit more lenient?

If the man who nearly got assassinated shows mercy?

The world will surely see me as a symbol of peace.

Of course, only on the surface. Poland is now destined to become Russia’s hunting dog, with no option left but to forsake Germany.

This incident might even spark calls within Russia to reoccupy Poland.

But that’s something that may or may not happen in the distant future.

For now, let’s leave everything in Józef Piłsudski’s hands.

“I’ll leave that matter to you, Chief.”

I said this as I leaned comfortably against the wall.

‘You handle it. I’m not bothered.’ That’s the sentiment here.

But for some reason, Piłsudski looked at me with a suspicious gaze.

His wrinkles deepened. Why is he looking at me like that?

Well, it does seem strange for someone who almost died to leave the punishment of the would-be assassin entirely to the leader of the country.

From Piłsudski’s perspective, I could be jumping up and down, demanding the immediate arrest of the culprit and his accomplices.

But this isn’t about showing grace.

It’s not about winning the hearts of the Polish people either.

“Aren’t you going to punish them directly?”

“Of course, we’ll take the culprit. In fact, I hope you’ll deal with those right-wingers as well. If I handle it, it will barely scratch the surface, so for the sake of your dignity, you’ll have to deal with them thoroughly. If you don’t, Poland’s international standing will be as isolated as the Communist Party’s.”

If I punish them directly, Poland won’t cooperate. Even if we take down the culprit, Piłsudski’s authority will be undermined.

On the other hand, if I leave the task to Piłsudski, he’ll have the chance to clamp down on the anti-Russian nationalists and right-wingers.

The anti-Russian sentiment will ease a bit, making Poland a more useful hunting dog.

On the surface, I’ll appear to be a merciful emperor.

Unfortunately, knowing Poland’s habits, they’ll likely stack up more karma in the future.

That’s when I’ll strike.

Until then, at least in front of this man, I need to smile. After all, I’m used to dancing along the edge of death, so I should appear forgiving.

And I just thought of a good idea.

If communists can infiltrate, couldn’t Ochrana do the same?

It might be wise to keep an eye on Poland’s situation. This is something I can delegate to Beria or anyone else.

Does Józef Piłsudski realize?

That Poland is now leashed.

“After such an incident, you seem rather cheerful.”

How could I not be?

The supposedly dangerous trip to Poland is unfolding exactly as I had hoped.

My whole body feels like it’s been beaten up, but as long as I can use Poland as a meat shield for Russia, it’s not so bad.

Who knows if Grandma will get back up again? But at least I’ve gained what I wanted.

Yes, after all this, Piłsudski won’t be able to refuse my proposal.

I’m not even hoping for a mutual defense treaty.

The Russians themselves wouldn’t be too keen on that anyway.

Crushing communism is now the destiny of the newly reborn Russia.

If Communist Germany invades, the Russians will gleefully crush the reds into bloody pieces like their flag.

However, a mutual defense treaty to “defend Poland from Communist Germany?” Will the Russians accept that? Especially for Poland, who just tried to kill their Tsarina?

They’re bound to say, ‘Absolutely not.’

The mutual defense treaty was only ever meant to provoke Poland. It was never intended to be like the US-South Korea Mutual Defense Treaty—where we’re in it together.

I hadn’t expected much from it, but now there’s been a bombing?

Poland’s standing with Russia has probably worsened.

So, we just need to address the surface-level issues.

In other words, an anti-communist agreement against Germany.

Let’s make sure we clearly distinguish friends and foes.

Even in this world, Germany and Italy will be on the same side, so we need to divide enemies and allies in advance.

Looking at France, it seems like another 6-week defeat is inevitable.

Even if Communist Germany doesn’t explode like Nazi Germany, its unique qualities will probably trample France.

I don’t believe in deterrence, but somehow, it seems like that’s the case.

From the looks of France, they seem to be in chaos due to internal issues like the Commune. Germany, along with Italy, will probably trample them somehow.

In that case, we need to bind Poland with chains.

Looking at Piłsudski’s disgruntled face, you can see he can’t refuse my words.

Look at his wrinkled face.

He knows what I’m thinking.

I smiled faintly, without a hint of pretense.

“After this incident, you won’t be able to refuse my proposal, will you?”

“Heh. So, are you saying this was all calculated?”


Of course not. Not even I could plan for that.

Who in their right mind would gamble with their own life?

I’m just laughing because things turned out well. But my heart was pounding at the possibility of failure.

I’m just pretending to be fine right now.

Thinking of this as my grand plan? That’s a bit much.

“Of course not. I just considered it one of the possibilities. Frankly, I never expected there would be such crazy people in Poland. But after dealing with the Bolsheviks in Russia, I’m used to madness.”

“Heh.”

“So, will you accept my proposal?”

He has no choice but to accept.

If he refuses here, Poland will be ridiculed by the world.

Poland wasn’t exactly held in high regard to begin with.

“We have no choice, but our people fear the return of Russian soldiers to Poland. You must understand that, Your Majesty. We have no choice but to accept your proposal, but please consider the sentiments of both our nations’ people.”

As if I didn’t know that.

I lightly waved my hand and spoke.

“Oh, don’t worry. If war breaks out, we’ll only supply weapons to the Polish army. The mutual defense treaty was just a suggestion. We’ll simply negotiate military passage rights in advance during wartime.”

That probably stirred up the Polish nationalist faction.

As I said, we don’t need a mutual defense treaty with Poland.

We’ve already secured a treaty with Austria, after all.

Humanly speaking, we’ll let Poland take the brunt of the fight, causing as much damage to Germany as possible, and when Poland is nearly overrun, they’ll come begging to Russia for help. 

Then we’ll step in, annexing the East while striking Germany.

Piłsudski knows this too, yet he has no choice but to accept.

Later, he’ll crack down on the right-wing and nationalist forces to revise things.

“Only weapons?”

“In the meantime, we’ll focus on creating a defensive line from Austria to Hungary and up to the Baltics. Ideally, Poland will hold the front, but since you seem so opposed to it, we’ll just provide arms and hope Poland manages to hold out as long as possible.”

Ultimately, Poland will maintain at least a façade of friendship with us.

That’s enough for now.

The primary goal here is to show Germany that Poland remains closely tied to us, even if it’s just for appearances.

This has been accomplished.

Of course, in an ideal scenario, Poland would genuinely cooperate, standing by our side as an ally, but after nearly being assassinated, I have to admit that this future seems more and more unlikely.

So, if Poland can’t be counted on, a mutual defense treaty becomes meaningless.

An unreliable ally can be more dangerous than an enemy. If Poland’s military can’t trust us enough to properly resist Germany, they certainly won’t be able to stop them.

In that case, it would be better for us to remain behind, securing our defenses.

It’s not like I’m oblivious to the dangers ahead.

There’s no way I’ll be traveling across all of Poland, going from town to town, apologizing profusely to its citizens. “Oh, we Russians are so sorry! Please be friends with us!”—I have no plans for that.

Not only would that undermine my prestige as Tsarina, but after the attack here in Warsaw, who knows what might happen elsewhere? I’m sure similar incidents will occur.

So, let’s just stick to sending weapons.

The Polish army, which has trained hard to resist Russian forces and maintain its independence, will now be tasked with holding the line against Communist Germany.

Historically, Poland was able to give Nazi Germany quite a bit of trouble, despite being pounded on both sides.

If we, who were once the Soviet Union, supply them with enough weapons, Poland will fulfill its role as a meat shield against Communist Germany.

Eventually, after taking enough of a beating, when the suspiciously Russian-speaking Polish soldiers cry out for help, that’s when we’ll send in our troops. Under the pretense of assistance, we’ll quietly occupy Eastern Poland and strike Germany from there.

“Either way, it seems Russia stands to gain,” Piłsudski remarked dryly.

“We have nothing to lose. The enemy took Belarus, and we reclaimed it, but there’s no point in Poland if you don’t want it. If you refuse, we’ll just send arms. However, as I stay here longer, Russian forces will begin gathering at the border, under the guise of a ‘special military operation.'”

I added a slight threat to my words.

There’s no war. Just something someone in the future might call a “special military operation.”

“I understand. We’ll accept.”

Good. Why couldn’t he just say that from the start?

And so, we signed an anti-communist agreement with Poland.

Poland officially identified communist states as potential adversaries and aligned itself with Russia. This also included Germany and Italy.

It wasn’t a mutual defense treaty, but Poland had, in effect, positioned itself as an enemy of Germany. They had chosen their side.

Of course, Poland would be the battlefield, and our main point of interest was providing adequate weaponry.

Piłsudski’s dream was to rebuild the Polish-Lithuanian Commonwealth.

We had promised to support this, but unfortunately for him, the issue of Lithuania was left out of this anti-communist pact with Poland.

After all, this wasn’t about improving relations or fostering reconciliation. This agreement was signed under my pressure and led by my interests.

There was no need to drag in Lithuania, no need to involve England in future negotiations. It ends here.

‘Poland threw a bomb at the Tsarina, so there’s no reconciliation, only an anti-communist pact.’

That’s how the world will hear about it.

“You may not intervene, but you certainly don’t approve of us either,” Piłsudski said, his discontent showing.

“Didn’t you say you’d support this?”

It seems they want to take everything they can get. Where’s their sense of decency?

“After trying to assassinate a foreign monarch, isn’t it a bit much to expect so much in return? It’s not like I’m stopping you from benefiting. Isn’t that exactly what you’re asking for?”

What I’m saying is: feel free to take what you can, but tread carefully.


If at any point your actions start to infringe on Russian interests, you might just find yourself subject to another ‘special military operation.’

Go ahead and try! Take what you want!

Who knows, if a Lithuanian born in Moscow asks us to help Lithuania, another ‘special military operation’ might occur.

Had the assassination attempt not happened, maybe I could’ve turned a blind eye to all this. But, well, too bad.

You should’ve accepted my terms earlier.



 
  Chapter 68 : Japan and England


No matter who I am, I can’t just overlook a nation that tried to kill me. 

They should be thankful there’s no war, isn’t that enough?

They should understand that I’m being quite generous right now.

Even now, if there are no complaints, I can’t intervene if they take Lithuania. 

But it would probably upset me.

I’ve let it slide to this extent.

Frankly, things are already a mess, and if Russia turns a blind eye to Poland’s expansion, Poland might start getting other ideas.

There are a few things to be added to the agreement.

One of them is that the Russian army cannot enter Polish territory without a request from the Polish government. 

In other words, military transit requires prior consultation.

“Then, it’s certain that you will support us with weapons, right?”

“As long as Poland doesn’t betray us, yes. And one more thing.”

Unlike Austria, with which we’ve signed a mutual defense treaty, Poland is a country we can support, but we can’t let our guard down.

This time, we were able to take the lead in the agreement because of the assassination attempt against me.

“What else is there?”

“Since we’ve discussed things in advance, you should come to Moscow to sign the agreement in person.”

This much should satisfy the Russian people, right?

“You’re asking me to come to Russia?”

“Austria eventually lost territory to Serbia, but Russia will be different.”

“!!”

“If you don’t come to Russia yourself, I won’t be able to calm down the military, who are furious over this incident. Do you dislike that?”

I smiled confidently.

Even I can’t stop the military if they get too excited.

For example, something like Anton Denikin’s special military operation.

“Understood.”

Yeah. You have to accept it.

That’s the way to ensure survival.

With this, Poland will be officially aligned with Russia.

And Communist Germany will certainly have to target Poland in order to reach Russia.

“Ha, but even this level of leniency is a bit much. There’s no guarantee those bastards won’t turn their fangs on us.”

On the way back, Ungern still seemed unable to let go of his frustration.

As a royalist, he probably couldn’t stand the fact that the Tsar almost got killed by Polish hands.

“That’s right. It’s only because Józef Piłsudski is still in control that things are stable for now. Though even he orchestrated that pathetic assassination attempt behind the scenes.”

Whether Poland behaves sensibly after this or trolls us, or whether they keep their promises with Russia—it doesn’t really matter.

As long as they uphold the air defense agreement, they won’t be devoured by anyone.

If they don’t honor it?

They won’t garner any sympathy in this history.

“So, are you saying something might happen during his successor’s term?”

“Yes, most likely.”

There’s already been an assassination attempt now. What will happen with his successor?

If Józef Piłsudski chooses his successor wisely, things might be fine. 

But given how fired up Poland is right now, I don’t know if the next generation will be able to control it.

The countries involved in the air defense agreement are Poland, the German Empire (East Prussia), Austria, Hungary, Romania, Western Ukraine, and so on. 

Should we openly include Lithuania too?

Britain and France also need to be involved.

“Your Majesty is truly remarkable.”

Deputy Minister Sazonov, who had been listening quietly, applauded.

“Deputy Minister Sazonov, what do you mean?”

“Your Majesty, did you not foresee all of this? Did you not anticipate that Polish nationalists would stir up trouble? You even personally risked yourself to bind Poland in chains, did you not?”

Uh, why is it turning out like this?

I didn’t exactly aim for that, though I can’t say I didn’t expect it.

The way Deputy Foreign Minister Sazonov was looking at me—it was as if he were gazing upon something holy.

“No, that’s not…”

“Indeed, unable to deal with Poland through war, you’ve made them Russia’s lapdog in this manner.”

Ungern, why are you understanding it like that?

I hope no more strange misunderstandings pile up after this.

Since we’re already in Poland, should we make a quick stop in East Prussia?

The German ambassador has approached us, asking us to visit East Prussia.

For just a moment, I entertained the thought, but Ungern shut it down.

“We can’t. The road to East Prussia is dangerous, and we don’t know if German communists have infiltrated East Prussia.”

“Oh, really?”

Now that I think about it, that does make sense.

Weren’t the German communists behind this recent assassination attempt? Who knows what else they might do.

“Your Majesty needs to preserve yourself. You may have been lucky this time, but who knows what lingering effects there might be on your body. You need to return home.”

With even Beragiedroitz blocking me, I couldn’t insist any further.

“Alright, alright, I get it. Stop nagging.”

My ears are about to fall off from all the scolding.

Well, there’s nothing I can do. After all, there was an actual assassination attempt.

Even the Kaiser in East Prussia won’t be able to blame me for returning home due to assassination threats.

On the contrary, if I invite the Kaiser to Moscow, they’ll likely accept.

At least they’ll know we’re considering the German Empire.

I don’t know how many troops they’ll be able to muster from that region, but we have Austria’s Adolf Army, so we’ll manage.

“I wonder what Japan will do.”

Those guys are supporting the Beiyang government.

With the earthquake damage, it seems they’re trying to secure Chinese concessions through the Beiyang government, which listens to them.

On the other hand, we’re selling weapons to the Constitutional Protection Government.

I’ve already spoken to them in advance, just in case they push back.

“Hahaha! Why bother with those who can’t even manage their own colonies properly?”

“Major General, what do you mean?”


“I’ve heard that Your Majesty’s heroic deeds have spread to Korea, and there’s a movement centered around the royal family to restore sovereignty. As a result, a considerable number of troops have been deployed to Korea.”

So, the snowball has started rolling in Korea too.

It’ll take the outbreak of World War II to justifiably defeat Japan and find a way to help Korea.

But, in the meantime, won’t Japan end up bleeding financially?

They’ve already suffered an earthquake, they’ll have to station troops in Korea for a while, and there are even reports of resistance from Koreans and Manchurians in Manchukuo.

Well, if they suffer, that’s good for us.

With these pointless thoughts, they won’t have time to think about attacking Russia again.

The Empire of Japan had been supporting the Beiyang government, recognizing the South Manchuria Railway Company and their hold over the region. 

Meanwhile, the Constitutional Protection Government under Sun Yat-sen, determined to oust Duan Qirui, had begun stirring up trouble in Manchuria, demanding compensation for the Chinese civilians killed in the recent earthquake.

Russia, too, had taken steps, providing military advisors and weaponry to a figure within the Constitutional Protection Government, a man named Chen Zhongming. 

This was making the Japanese nervous. 

The imperial court in Tokyo, including Prime Minister Hara Takashi and the Minister of Finance Takahashi Korekiyo, knew that they had to manage the growing tensions with China carefully. 

With Russia now backing their opposition, the situation could easily escalate.

“Is it true that the Russian Confederation is now supporting the Constitutional Protection Government?” one Japanese diplomat questioned the Russian ambassador.

The ambassador replied, “It is said that Her Majesty’s legitimacy as Tsarina compels her to provide support. That is the official reason.”

“Hmm. But still, this seems a bit… excessive.”

“From what I understand, they believe that by letting this civil war in China drag out, it will prevent both Russia and Japan from being threatened by a unified China.”

The Russian ambassador’s words were intended to ease Japan’s concerns, but in truth, it was a delicate balance of power. 

With China divided, both Russia and Japan had vested interests in keeping the status quo, even if it meant backing opposite sides of the conflict.

“I see… There’s logic in that, but we’ll have to monitor the situation closely.”

Russia was currently an ally to the Japanese Empire, despite these complicated entanglements. However, the matter of the Korean royal family was proving to be a thorn in Japan’s side.

“The real problem lies with the Yi Dynasty, doesn’t it? Especially King Sunjong, of Changdeok Palace.”

Sunjong, also known as Lee Cheok, had been reduced to a figurehead under Japan’s colonial rule, yet recent stories of Anastasia’s heroic deeds had emboldened certain factions within Korea. 

They were beginning to rally around the royal family, seeing them as the last hope for restoring the Korean monarchy and reclaiming their sovereignty.

Japan had responded to this growing unrest with brutal force, crushing any sign of rebellion under the guise of protecting the monarch from insurgents. 

The reality was that Sunjong was now more of a prisoner than a king, carefully watched under house arrest.

Unlike in actual history, where Japan maintained tight control over the royal family, the Great Earthquake had weakened their ability to monitor them as closely as before. 

This gave rise to a situation where one of the royal family members, Prince Yi Kang, had managed to disappear. He was last seen near the border between Manchukuo and Korea, around the town of Andong.

In real history, Prince Yi Kang’s attempt to flee in 1919 had been thwarted by increased surveillance. 

But in this alternate history, the chaos caused by the earthquake had allowed him to slip through the cracks. 

His disappearance was a major embarrassment for the Japanese government, which was already struggling to maintain order after the earthquake.

This was why Yi Kang had recently become a person of great interest, even within Japan. 

Unlike his father, who had been more submissive, Yi Kang had risen through the ranks, earning a reputation as an elite and a skilled diplomat. 

Japan feared that he could potentially become a rallying point for anti-Japanese sentiment both in Korea and among international powers.

“It seems we should continue treating the royal family with respect, while simultaneously diminishing their status,” one Japanese official proposed during a government meeting. “We can do so by highlighting their family’s dubious history.”

“What do you mean?” someone asked.

“It’s simple. During the Mongol invasion of Goryeo, records show that the ancestors of Taejo, the founder of the Joseon Dynasty, surrendered to the Mongols and became their officials. Later, when the Mongols fell, they switched sides again to Goryeo. We can frame this as a family of traitors, who betrayed their own nation for personal gain.”

“Hmm. So you’re saying that we should portray the Yi family as opportunists who betrayed Goryeo and later betrayed Korea by selling it to Japan?”

“Exactly. We will continue to treat them as part of the aristocracy, but we’ll undermine them so thoroughly that they’ll never become a focal point for Korean resistance again.”

The proposal was met with approval, and orders were sent to the Governor-General of Korea. 

They would begin a quiet campaign to tarnish the royal family’s reputation, using Korean nobles loyal to Japan to spread the narrative. 

It was a tactic designed to prevent any future insurrections by delegitimizing the only symbol of hope many Koreans had left.

As if things weren’t already tense enough, news of the assassination attempt on Tsarina Anastasia in Poland had spread across Europe and the rest of the world. 

Her visit to Poland, once a Russian-controlled territory, had drawn global attention. 

It was seen as a significant moment, symbolizing the Empress of Russia extending a hand of peace to a former adversary.

Several newspapers had already begun referring to Anastasia as a symbol of peace, a leader capable of bridging the divides left by history. 

Naturally, the bomb attack during her visit only added fuel to the fire. 

In Britain, there were concerns that Poland’s ambitions, particularly under Józef Piłsudski, would soon extend to Lithuania.

“To throw a bomb at the Tsarina, who had just begun mending relations with Poland? Has their newfound independence driven them mad?”

“It’s fortunate nothing worse happened. But now I wonder—will Poland try to take Lithuania next?”

“Would they really touch Lithuania, under our influence?”

“Do you think people who throw bombs at rulers care about spheres of influence?”

“I’m beginning to doubt Poland’s role in containing Germany. What if they ask for Lithuania as well?”


“We need to find out what exactly was discussed. Surely the Tsarina wouldn’t have entered Poland without some negotiation in mind.”

No matter how much Poland might despise Russia, the attack on a monarch who ruled over both East and West was seen as an audacious move, one that sent ripples through the entire British Empire. 

The message was clear—if Poland could attempt to kill the Tsarina, who was to say they wouldn’t turn their sights on Britain or any other weakened nation?

And so, the British Empire turned its attention to the Baltics, abandoning any dreams of a Polish-Lithuanian empire as Piłsudski had envisioned. 

His dreams were dashed at the bottom of the Baltic Sea.



 
  Chapter 69 : Our little bastard


Throughout the Great War (World War I) and the Russian Civil War, even France, an ally of White Russia, was worried about Poland possibly colluding with Germany to attack Russia.

France was anxious because if Russia, which was holding the Eastern Front, fell, the communist Germany and Poland might target France next.

“To think she survived—perhaps the saint really is a saint.”

“How can such barbarity exist in this era?”

“If it continues like this, won’t they act high and mighty when we fight Germany?”

“Comrades, at times like this, wouldn’t it be better to cooperate with Germany?”

“What nonsense about cooperating with Germany… huh? This bastard is a commie!”

Meanwhile, within the ranks, there were factions in the commune that had been collaborating with the German Communist Party. 

They subtly suggested now was the time to distance themselves from Russia, but this was absurd.

Moreover, even communist Germany, troubled by the unexpected actions of a communist party member dispatched to Poland, was not pleased with the situation.

“Tch. If you were going to act, at least succeed.”

“Well, what could you expect from those dumb Polish bastards?”

“I still can’t figure out why the party members did what they did.”

“Comrade Secretary, Poland has officially protested.”

“Let’s just deny everything.”

Germany’s communist party, due to the greed and failure of a local party member, was now painted as the Axis of Evil that had encouraged Poland to assassinate Tsarina.

The German Communist Party protested that they had nothing to do with it, but no country believed Germany’s claims.

“Hahaha! This incident may have been unfortunate, but haven’t we clearly shown the Moscow woman the resolve of our communist party? Hahaha!”

Even Mussolini, who was an ally, believed it was Germany’s doing. He went as far as sending a letter to Karl Liebknecht, the secretary of the German Communist Party, praising him for displaying revolutionary resolve.

And then…

“The National Liberal Workers’ Party of Austria declares at this moment! We will overthrow those Serbian commies who humiliated us in Sarajevo, liberate Germany from the plague of communism, and eradicate the red plague that threatens us from Italy!”

“Hitler! Hitler!”

In Austria, Adolf Hitler founded the National Liberal Workers’ Party of Austria, proclaiming the extermination of communism.

Though initially small, his party grew rapidly due to the threat posed by communists and support from prominent German figures who had fled to Austria.

Upon my return to Moscow from Poland, I was greeted by agitated citizens of the Union. Somehow, word had already spread.

Well, there were a lot of foreigners present at the time. There must have been Russian journalists as well.

While I was busy negotiating and arranging agreements in Poland, they had already arrived in Moscow.

“How dare those Polish bastards threaten Her Majesty!”

“We must punish them immediately!”

“I’ll personally take the lead!”

Many people were waving the Union’s flag and calling for the downfall of Poland.

If I had been just a little later, the Duma might have been unable to withstand the pressure of the citizens and launched a ‘special military operation.’

Anyway, as I was being escorted into the Kremlin, the police were barely managing to calm the enraged citizens, who were fuming over Poland’s barbaric actions.

I glanced at a newspaper lying on the ground, finding it quite amusing.

“Poland answers the Tsarina’s olive branch with bombs!”

“Does Poland want war with Russia?”

“Is Poland a German puppet?”

The articles were quite sensational, as if war could break out at any moment. But that can’t happen.

If war with Poland broke out now, it would also become a hassle for Russia.

Although Britain, as a monarchy, wouldn’t say much if we took action against Poland over this, I needed to assess the military situation first.

Sure enough, the military’s stance was just as I had expected.

“Your Majesty, General Anton Denikin insists on launching a ‘special military operation’ to punish the arrogant Poland.”

“Even the White Army shares General Denikin’s sentiment. Poland’s impudence must be dealt with!”

“Her Majesty is Russia itself. How dare Poland throw a bomb at such a person? Poland should be wiped off the map!”

The term “special military operation” had stuck since it was used once before in Turkey, and it seemed Anton Denikin had become quite fond of it.

It felt like the phrase was becoming a catchphrase because of me, even though it wasn’t a war.

There were even rumors suggesting that I had deliberately gone to Poland to create a pretext for war.

“No, no. We will not attack Poland. Poland will serve as a fine buffer against Germany.”

I said no, really.

I have no intention of going to war with Poland. There will be opportunities later—why fight now?

Starting a war with Poland now would complicate matters with communist Germany.

“So, Your Majesty plans to go easy on Poland?”

“I never said I would let them off.”

When did I ever say that?

Who knows how long this peace will last? If this continues, I might lose my life in the next bombing.

What I’m saying is that fighting Poland now would be bothersome in many ways.

“In that case—”

“Let’s be patient. It’s much more beneficial to turn Poland into a scapegoat that attempted to kill a foreign ruler than to launch a war that might evoke sympathy for them.”

As I read the newspaper, I noticed many articles praising me for showing restraint toward Poland.

Yes, war with Poland is not an option.

Besides, it’s fine. If we take Poland, when war with communist Germany breaks out, the communists will stir up a revolution within Poland itself.

For now, Poland only shows a good image. Later, when Poland acts up again, we can split it and only take the eastern part.

Moreover, even with a justification for war, once we take Poland, Britain might start meddling with Russia again, asking what’s next after conquering Poland.

“Quite unfortunate.”

“As the saying goes, ‘when the hunt ends, the hounds are cooked.’ It’s a phrase from the East.”

“Are you saying you’ll claim Poland after the hunt ends?”

That’s how I managed to calm the military’s insistence on attacking Poland.

If I hadn’t intervened today, Anton Denikin’s army might have crossed into Poland for a special military operation by now.

And as I was about to relax at the Kremlin, my eyes fell on a stack of papers awaiting my review.

Ah, do I really have to deal with all of this?

Can’t they just take my seal and stamp it themselves?

Since I discovered oil fields in Surgut under my name, it feels like they’ve been relying on me even more.

“So, besides these papers, any other news?”

“There is indeed, Your Majesty. Here it is.”

Prime Minister Alexander Krivoshein handed me a newspaper.

It was from America. As I looked closer, I realized it was about communist Germany.

“Hmm, American journalists went to see communist Germany?”

The Americans had gone to visit the world’s first communist state out of curiosity.

This is… hmm, how should I put it? A bit pitiful.


“The reality of communism! Meeting a German worker!”

The reality of communism.

The American journalists had captured the images of factory workers in Germany.

On the surface, they appeared to be smiling, but I could see what looked like a political officer in the background.

There was also a worker on the verge of tears. There’s no way these photos were doctored, given the era we’re in.

Shouldn’t they have seen something like this coming after looking at the Soviet Union?

Is Germany’s revolution following the Soviet path but with slight differences?

It’s more or less a German version of the Soviet Union. I had expected communist Germany to be in better shape than Russia.

But no, communist Germany isn’t in great shape either. Why does it feel like the political officer’s terror reign has settled in Germany too?

Sure, there must be those who are passionately pro-communist, but they wouldn’t show up in the papers.

Still, the fact that such articles even exist implies that communist Germany isn’t doing so well.

“Perhaps they learned something from Lenin.”

If they had learned anything, they wouldn’t be like this.

Or maybe they’re like this because of Lenin.

While I expected this, I thought that since their revolution succeeded, they’d make communism appear more appealing in their own way.

“Of course, we’re talking about communists here. It’s possible that they felt pressured by the existence of Her Majesty’s United Russia.”

“Really?”

So our presence is bothering communist Germany?

Naturally, the victory of the White Army would have—I mean, had it been the Soviet Union, there wouldn’t have been any German Free Socialist Republic in the first place.

Given the way Wilhelm II was ruling, it was only a matter of time before a communist revolution erupted in Germany.

“Moreover, there’s been significant workforce migration to Austria and East Prussia. To stop people from leaving, the control measures had to become stricter.”

“Hmm, I see.”

It’s not just us; even Austria and East Prussia are welcoming German immigrants fleeing the communists.

If Austria, with its anti-communist propaganda and the nostalgia of the Kaiser’s regime, manages to entice them, what’s left of communist Germany?

Naturally, they’ll start mobilizing the people’s army at the borders to stop the outflow.

A people’s army to protect (monitor) the workers? Sounds just about right.

It wouldn’t surprise me if they’re already calling it the ‘Invincible Red Army of the People’s Defense.’

Actually, no need to speculate. The newspapers already show posters of it.

It’s not quite the ‘People’s Army,’ but something akin to a “People’s Defense Force” seems to have been established.

I saw a poster on the front page of the newspaper depicting it.

“Not the strongest army of the Red, but the strongest People’s Defense Force!”—they were really pushing that narrative hard.

This was probably a workaround to the restrictions placed by the Treaty of Versailles.

Even though they loudly denounced the treaty, the revolution itself opposed war, so openly rebuilding an army would have garnered some resistance.

The question of arms must be an issue too.

Our one-armed man essentially turned Russia into a weapons manufacturing plant, and we’ve gobbled up all the good weapons ourselves.

In the end, when the time comes, their defense force will transform into an army.

They will steadily prepare for a global revolution, readying their communist reforms in their own way.

Unlike the Soviet Union, where I personally led the revolution ahead of Lenin and Stalin, communist Germany never existed before now.

The Weimar Republic? Well, those guys were on a different track compared to the current Free Socialist Republic of Germany.

And Karl Liebknecht? He’s someone I didn’t know very well. Originally, he was supposed to die, but now he’s alive and leading something.

Given the tight control Germany seems to be under, what’s this guy up to now?

“Also, the individual Your Majesty has been waiting for has arrived in Russia.”

“Who is it?”

“A man named Robert Goddard, and just a few days ago, Igor Sikorsky entered Russia as well.”

Oh. Already? That’s quick.

Beria has really been efficient with his work.

“That’s good news. Beria, that rascal, is getting things done properly.”

That scoundrel has become quite useful since he became our man.

If he pulls any psycho stunts again, I’ll deal with him, but for now, I’m satisfied. His actions are pleasing me at the moment.

Is it still hard to locate Trotsky?

“How is Trotsky doing?”

“It seems it will take a little more time.”

At this point, there’s no way Beria would switch over to Trotsky’s side.

Trotsky might still have some comeback plans in the works.


But following Trotsky, who would forever be on the run from Okhrana’s relentless pursuit, instead of the certainty of rising within Russia, is nonsense.

If that were the case, Robert Goddard and Igor Sikorsky wouldn’t have safely arrived in Russia.

“Well then, let’s meet those two first.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Now then, it’s time to meet Robert Goddard, who will create the future weapon to bring down Germany.



 
  Chapter 70 : Charina Prophesies


Robert Goddard.

The person who will develop rockets, which have not yet made much of an impact.

That person is now standing in front of me.

“You must be Robert Goddard.”

“Yes, Your Majesty. I am Robert Goddard. It is an honor to meet the Tsar of All Russia and Emperor of the Eastern Roman Empire.”

He showed me the utmost respect.

I think he must have sensed something.

Perhaps he’s wondering how the Tsarina across the sea knows about him.

“It is an honor for me to meet someone working on rocket technology.”

“How could Your Majesty know about that? Even in the U.S., there weren’t many who knew, and my plans were shelved due to the end of the war.”

He must be curious.

How could I know about rocket technology?

And how could the empress across the sea know? 

It might seem plausible during the Great War, but during that time, Russia was dealing with a revolution and civil war, so there was no way for me to know.

What should I say here?

I should have thought of an excuse beforehand. Instead of suddenly saying, ‘Come to Russia!’ He would find it suspicious, so I had told him directly to come.

This is the tricky part.

It’s always a hassle to come up with a reason at times like these.

With a serene smile, befitting a saint of Russia.

“It’s simple. The Lord told me that you possess technology that Russia needs.”

“Are the rumors about you being a saint true?”

“You may find it hard to believe. Just think of it as a hunch. Whatever the reason, your technology is essential to us.”

In any case, we need your technology.

Is the reason that important?

“What is Your Majesty’s goal?”

Goddard cautiously asked why I had summoned him to Russia, clearly curious.

“To completely eradicate communism from the world. For now, it would mean defeating Germany.”

The goal is the collapse of communism.

I declared my strong intention to crush it by force.

Create rockets to eliminate Communist Germany and the Reds.

Unlike history, where the Soviet Union rose to power and painted many countries red, I will cut off that sprout.

Even if the newspaper says something like that, those who are swayed by communism will still be swayed.

In the first place, newspapers are meaningless if people don’t believe them.

Even if it comes out like this, communists will likely claim, “Our Communist Germany would never do such a thing!” Those who fit the phrase ‘heads full of rocks’ would say that.

Try controlling things thoroughly within Germany. A mere newspaper won’t have much meaning.

Wasn’t one of the Cambridge Five in a similar situation? He fled to the Soviet Union and regretted that the world he desired was not the one he found.

An American journalist who exposed the reality of the Soviet Union was even killed.

I can’t say that communism has been completely exposed by a single newspaper.

“Hmm, I also saw that newspaper on my way here. If Your Majesty supports me, I will make an effort to develop rocket technology.”

“There are a few conditions. Your name will go down in Russian history, but that technology must not be transferred to America.”

Even if I tell them, it should be later.

At the very least, I want Russia to get ahead a little.

“Yes, I understand.”

“And while you’ll be affiliated with a state institution, you’ll also be part of a defense company created by the Romanov family.”

Might as well pull him in as much as possible.

Later, I can tell the Duma that the Romanov family is working hard for the country under the pretext of this and that. In the future, this will also improve the image of the Romanov family.

“A company, you say?”

“That’s right.”

“For me, as long as the technology I develop is put to use, that won’t be a problem.”

Just like Nikola Tesla, this man is the same.

It’s not bad if I can absorb all the talents and their technologies.

After sending off Goddard, all that was left was Sikorsky.

“Igor Sikorsky. I heard you developed the Ilya Muromets.”

“Yes, Your Majesty. I fled to America to escape the revolution. Originally, I was planning to establish an aviation company in America.”

If he says he was planning to, then in actual history, it must have already been established by then.

Wasn’t the aviation company called Sikorsky?

However, since the Bolsheviks are being defeated, he’s hesitant.

So, did he have thoughts of returning to Russia all along?

“Now that the Bolsheviks have been defeated, history has changed.”

“Pardon?”

It’s useless to talk about changing history to people of this time.

I shook my head and clapped my hands once.

“Now that you’re back, it’s fortunate. The state will support you, so please develop aircraft for Russia.”

“I will do my best.”

I want to extend my influence as widely as possible.

Even though power has been transferred to the Duma, whether it’s me or another Tsar, Russia needs the Romanovs for the future.

Even after me, I plan to maintain at least a minimal influence for the Tsar to continue approving bills from the Duma.

Experiencing the Russian Civil War taught me something.

Having a royal family as a focal point is necessary to ensure at least some unity.

Even in Korea, there’s a lot of talk about people rallying around the Yi royal family as a focal point.

Though Korea’s case is a bit special, a royal family is still needed as a symbol.

In the 21st century, there were some discussions in Britain about whether a king was necessary.

Wouldn’t it be nice for the Romanovs to propose paying for the royal family’s maintenance with the national budget?

It’s all an investment for the future.

A Romanov oil company would be good. A defense company is also being created.

Fedorov founded a defense company based on his Fedorov automatic rifle, and a tank defense company is also in the works.

It would be nice if Sikorsky, who has arrived in Russia, developed not only helicopters but also a wide range of aircraft.

I’ll do my best while I can.

I’ll make sure a revolution cannot occur by working as hard as possible.


I’m considering all possibilities, even what will happen to the Romanov family after my death.

If I think about my past life as a Korean, shouldn’t Nicholas II, who died, be grateful that I, a foreigner, avenged him?

“Speaking of which, ambassadors from various countries have requested an audience with Your Majesty.”

Ambassadors from several nations?

It seems that, after the incident in Poland, there are many who wish to speak with me.

“Very well. I should meet them.”

Ambassadors from many countries came to offer their condolences for the terrorist attack that took place in Poland.

The British and French ambassadors, in particular, seemed curious about whether I had any secret discussions with Poland. However, I deflected their inquiries by stating that the matter was being handled by the Foreign Ministry.

It’s natural for them to wonder. After all, Britain and France likely believe that the Tsarina, who narrowly avoided death, is favoring Poland.

They must be wondering if I plan to retaliate against Poland. Perhaps they’re here to gather information on that front.

However, I have no reason to explain anything to them. If they’re that curious, they can go to Poland and ask for themselves.

Ultimately, it’s a matter of pride.

Next in line is the ambassador from Japan.

“His Majesty the Emperor of Japan was concerned about Your Majesty’s safety following the recent incident and has sent a gift of Korean ginseng. This ginseng has been renowned since the Joseon Dynasty.”

Uchida Kōsai, the Japanese ambassador, eagerly explained the virtues of Korean ginseng.

Korean ginseng?

So Japan has taken control of ginseng production following its annexation of Korea.

At this point, shouldn’t they be feeding that ginseng to their own emperor, whose health must be failing?

“Your country must be in turmoil after the earthquake, so I appreciate His Majesty’s thoughtful gesture. Is the Emperor of Japan in good health?”

“Given that Your Majesty, a great ally of Japan, has expressed such concern, it is only natural that our Emperor remains in good health.”

There’s no way that’s true.

I know for a fact that Hirohito is acting as regent.

The current emperor, Yoshihito, is likely in poor health.

Just by the way Uchida hesitates and carefully chooses his words, it’s obvious.

Is Yoshihito unable to speak at this point?

Tsk tsk. What a weakling. I ended a civil war in this body, and yet…

Of course, I can’t compare myself to him—I’m Anastasia, reinforced by divine power.

As someone who was Korean in my previous life, I’m curious about Korea’s situation, but asking directly might be inappropriate.

Or maybe not. Based on what Ungern said, isn’t the atmosphere in Korea quite tense?

“Hmm, I’ve heard that there’s some unrest on the Korean Peninsula. Is that true?”

“There are rebels, but they won’t reach Northern Manchuria, so there’s no need for Your Majesty to worry. Even though people are rallying around the Yi royal family, it is their fate to collapse.”

Really?

It seems difficult to get any more information from him.

If they had any sense, they wouldn’t be stirring up a bloody conflict in Korea given the current circumstances.

With the earthquake that struck Japan, it’s more likely that they’ll just station troops to suppress uprisings and work behind the scenes to prevent the Yi family from becoming a central figure of authority.

Considering Uchida’s response, that’s probably what they’re planning.

Even if they manage to rally, it will collapse. Since they can’t kill the Yi royal family, they’ll just degrade them.

But that’s not the full picture, is it?

“Manchuria and the Korean Peninsula must be stable before you can deal with China, isn’t that right?”

“Pardon?”

“Aren’t you here because of the China issue? You couldn’t resolve it through the Duma, so you’ve come to me personally, haven’t you?”

I know exactly what you’re up to.

You’re just biding your time, waiting for the right moment to move into China. You probably got a stiff neck from watching me support Sun Yat-sen, and now you’re here to inquire.

“Yes, that is true, but…”

“Countries only profit when others are divided. When they’re fighting amongst themselves, they can’t focus on external matters, right?”

That should be clear enough for them to understand.

They’re probably trying to feel out my intentions, but this much is sufficient.

“So, you’re saying Your Majesty has no intention of provoking Japan?”

“I’m not particularly targeting your country. Russia shares a long border with Mongolia, after all. More importantly, isn’t a disobedient China more profitable than one that simply follows orders? Does that make things clear?”

That should be enough for now.

They’ll interpret it as they like, and when the time comes, they’ll happily engage in a Sino-Japanese war.

Judging by the fact that they brought ginseng, it seems they weren’t here to scold me over China but to discuss the situation.

Isn’t it laughable, though?

They came all the way to Moscow, pretending to offer condolences for the incident in Poland, but in reality, they just want to talk about China.

Of course, I expected as much from them.

“Indeed. Then…”

Uchida Kōsai hesitated for a moment, as if there was more he wanted to say.

A diplomat should speak clearly.

“What else are you curious about?”

“Your Majesty predicted the disaster that struck our country.”

Ah, that.

I wondered when they would get around to asking about that.

I figured they’d come sooner or later to ask, ‘How did you know?’

“That was just a dream I had.”

“A dream, you say?”

“Is there any further disaster looming over Japan? Would Your Majesty know?”

Oh-ho, so that’s what they’re after.

Are they actually putting their faith in such things?

Even if outwardly they dismiss it as coincidence, they might still be curious about the fact that I foresaw it.

After all, Japan is dealing with the aftermath of the earthquake, and their emperor, Yoshihito, is in such poor health that Hirohito is acting as regent.

They must be wondering if there’s more to come, which is why they’re asking me directly.

“There may be. In fact, it’s rather strange.”

“Strange, Your Majesty?”

“Within the next two to three years, your country will experience another significant upheaval. That’s why I asked if your emperor was well. But since you’ve assured me he is, my prediction could be wrong.”

I’m telling them that their emperor’s days are numbered.

But they won’t be angry. I didn’t say he would die for sure, just that I was checking on his health.

Still, Uchida Kōsai’s eyes widened in shock.

Given the situation with the Japanese emperor, he must understand exactly what I mean.

“Th-then, His Majesty the Emperor…?”

“I don’t know exactly what the upheaval will be, but in any case, it’s fortunate that he’s in good health, isn’t it? Does that answer your question?”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Uchida Kōsai, half in a daze, bowed and hurriedly left.

Regardless, Yoshihito’s fate won’t change just because I mentioned it.

In actual history, despite all their efforts to extend his life through various treatments, he still died.

I didn’t tell them the exact cause or how to cure it. 

That’s something the doctors of this era would know better than me.

After all, I’m just a Tsarina armed with future knowledge and divine protection.

Uchida Kōsai must have asked me directly out of curiosity.

Did the Tsarina really foresee the disaster?

If so, could she be of help to Japan in the future?

Or maybe he just wanted to know when their emperor might pass away.

If the Yi royal family is further degraded, it might not drastically change the future, but their influence could disappear from the Korean Peninsula to the extent that something like the Imperial Family of Korea Association wouldn’t even come into existence later.

Though I said the royal family should be a focal point, when Japan collapses and Korea gains independence, trying to restore the Lee royal family as a central figure after they sold out the country would be impossible.

Maybe, as a constitutional monarchy, they could restore the descendants of the Goryeo royal family for their symbolic value, or perhaps someone from the Tae family, who were related to Balhae and Northern Manchuria. 

If not, Korea will likely remain a republic.


Actually, for a moment, I thought about doing something similar to what Finland does, where I also serve as its monarch, but… no, that doesn’t seem right either.

“Well, that’s a matter for later.”

While I was lost in thought, the ambassador from the German Empire (East Prussia) arrived.

And the ambassador’s name was quite an artistic one.

Arthur Zimmermann. This man, who approached me as the German Empire’s ambassador, was none other than that Arthur Zimmermann.



 
  Chapter 71 : Grand Duke Kiril Vladimirovich


Artur Zimmermann.

This person resigned from the position of foreign minister, and one of the reasons was the Zimmermann Telegram incident.

He recited the magical spell to Mexico, promising that if they attacked the United States, they would recover their lost territory. 

This was one of the reasons the U.S. entered the war on the side of the Allies.

He went to East Prussia, and now it seems he’s been dispatched as an ambassador.

The German Empire.

Calling it the German Empire with just East Prussia? Ahem.

Wouldn’t it be more appropriate to call it the remnant forces or the Kingdom of East Prussia? Anyway, this man didn’t hold back on the oily words in front of me.

I didn’t know much about the German side, but it’s impressive that he’s still alive.

“You’re still alive, I see.”

“Pardon?”

“Never mind.”

I gently shook my head.

It’s simple if you think that they must have run out of people in East Prussia to even need someone like him.

“As expected, Poland should not have become independent. Our German Empire’s Kaiser publicly criticized Poland’s actions and declared that the German Empire would stand with Russia.”

Look at how they immediately react like this when Poland does something.

The Kaiser, too, must not trust Poland.

They’re cooperating now, but there’s no telling about the future.

For instance, Poland, after crushing Communist Germany, might devour all of Germany. Wilhelm II is probably worried about that as well.

“Please convey my thanks to your Kaiser.”

“And regarding the Anti-Comintern Pact, our Kaiser views it positively and said that if granted permission, he would like to come to Moscow personally to discuss the future of our two countries.”

“Oh, that’s good.”

Anyway, you’re an important card to take down Communist Germany.

Germany’s legitimacy—it’s necessary to pay attention to East Prussia to prevent Hitler’s Austria from uniting Germany via Vienna.

It might be impossible with Austria’s capabilities, but who knows?

The Kaiser might later need to salvage even North Germany. Right?

Zimmermann went on with his endless praises of me.

I can see through you, you bastard.

Am I meeting the German ambassador, or am I talking to a gossiping neighborhood lady? By the time I finally managed to send him away…

The Prime Minister appeared with a bothered look.

“Your Majesty.”

“What is it?”

What could have happened for you to have that look?

If you’re going to tell me to grade papers again, I might die. Let them do their wrong answer notes themselves now.

“Grand Duke Kirill Vladimirovich has requested an audience.”

Grand Duke Kirill Vladimirovich.

A cousin of Nicholas II, and someone with ties to Anastasia.

This man, when the February Revolution broke out, swore loyalty to the Russian Provisional Government and boldly betrayed Nicholas II.

Of course, Nicholas II lacked that much in human connections, and he himself was one of the causes of the revolution, being a king of missteps.

Anyway, from the perspective of Anastasia, who became the Tsarina, he was just a man who stabbed the Romanovs in the back.

Even after Nicholas II died, and after Mikhail, who was considered the next Tsar, also died, he ran away and declared himself Emperor.

Yes, I also sent Okhrana to properly adjust things related to Vladimir.

After wandering around in exile, seeing the state of White Russia, it seems he returned to Finland. Since I informed him that I considered his son as a successor, he must be hoping for something.

“It must be for the sake of his child.”

It’s about time to settle things with him too.

Grand Duke Kirill Vladimirovich.

The cousin of Nicholas II, who fled to Finland as soon as the revolution overturned Russia.

Before that, he betrayed Nicholas II during the February Revolution and swore loyalty to the Provisional Government.

As the White Army gained the upper hand in the civil war, he remained in Finland for a while.

The reason was simple.

His child might become the Tsar, so at the very least, his authority could be secured by Anastasia.

Of course, Anastasia could also have children, but considering her health, it might be possible for a successor to be designated separately.

As expected, he sent Okhrana, stating that he would designate his son Vladimir as the successor.

While Anastasia might not be able to continue as Tsarina due to her health, his son could ascend to the throne.

Considering Anastasia’s health, it seemed unlikely she would remain in that position for long.

Even Constantinople was recovered.

It appears that the White Army generals, who were seasoned by the civil war, restored Constantinople to restore the Tsar’s authority.

At this level, there was potential.

However, upon returning to Russia, he felt the cold atmosphere.

Very few welcomed him, or even the Romanov dynasty itself, while Russia was filled with voices solely praising Anastasia.

Even the White Army, where he once served, treated him coldly.

It was clear that within the White Army itself, Anastasia held a commanding presence, with the military under her sway.

As Nicholas II’s cousin, he now felt like he was walking on thin ice.

But Anastasia had indeed designated Vladimir Kirillovich as her successor, and even the now-secretive Okhrana, which had become a protector of the Romanov dynasty, had personally taken him.

Thus, he shouldn’t be treated like this.

That’s why he decided to request an audience with Tsarina Anastasia.

He had to.

At the very least, Anastasia could solve this problem.

Being treated as a symbol of the White Army, if Anastasia just spoke the word, it would suffice.

Although he got the chance to meet Anastasia, she looked at Kirill with a cold stare.

“Anastasia.”

“Do you have no respect for the Tsar?”

“What?”

Was Anastasia always like this?

Grand Duke Kirill was slightly taken aback by Anastasia’s unexpected demeanor.

Had she always been like this? Well, maybe she changed after going through the civil war.

“I was elected directly by the Duma representing all of Russia as the Tsar. How come you have no respect for the Tsar?”

“Ahem.”

Since I last saw her, it seems she has really changed after ascending to the position of Tsar.


Does power truly change people?

With the military backing her as Tsar, Anastasia was pressing him coldly, as if she had truly become something else.

“When the February Revolution occurred, you betrayed my father. I allowed your return, and now you seem to want more?”

“No, I—my son—he is your chosen successor.”

Then shouldn’t he be entitled to something? Shouldn’t the Romanov family be taken care of, especially when their authority has fallen so low? For the sake of the Romanov revival, Anastasia needed to help, but why was she being so uncooperative?

“Yes, I’ve chosen your son as the successor. But that doesn’t mean I’m giving you any power or privileges. Let me be clear: you will have no claim to the throne, no authority, and no special treatment. Only the heir I’ve chosen will earn the respect of the people.”

“He’s my son!”

Grand Duke Kirill, visibly upset, raised his voice, but Anastasia remained icy, her blue eyes devoid of any emotion as she stared at him.

“You should know the truth. Your son needs to understand who his father really is. How incompetent the Romanovs were, and why the Romanov dynasty fell so hard. I’ll ensure he learns all of this.”

What was she planning to teach his son? What was her true intent behind all this?

“That’s too much! After all, I—”

“I’ve let you live comfortably, haven’t I? But fine, I’ll give you a choice.”

Finally, something he could work with. Maybe now he could get something out of this. Just as he felt a glimmer of hope, Anastasia pulled out a pistol from her coat and spoke again.

“One option is this pistol, and the other is the cannon outside.”

“What? Are you offering me military command?”

Anastasia’s face twisted in what could only be described as contempt.

“Do you know how my father, mother, sisters, and my brother Alexei died? They were brutally executed right in front of me by the Bolsheviks.”

“That’s… indeed, a tragic event.”

Kirill averted his eyes, recalling the horrifying massacre of the Romanov family. Even he hadn’t expected things to escalate to that point, forcing him to flee to Finland in panic.

“Yes. So, after we retook Moscow, do you know what happened to the Bolshevik leadership?”

“What happened to them?”

Now that was something he was curious about. How did the murderers of the Romanov family meet their end?

“Because of the suffering they caused the White Army, they were hated with a passion. Every Bolshevik officer, whether captured or surrendered, was executed by firing squad in the streets.”

“I see.”

But why was she bringing this up now? Was she trying to make him feel guilty by recounting the past?

“Lenin and his cohorts, the leaders of the Bolshevik regime who killed my father, mother, and siblings—they weren’t even given the luxury of a trial. They were executed by cannon fire, just like the British did to the Indian rebels. We showcased that method.”

“Then…”

“So, would you prefer to be shot by firing squad or blown apart by cannon fire? I’ll give you the dignity of choosing your own death.”

As if she were discussing something trivial, Anastasia coldly laid out her options. She was serious.

“!!”

A shiver ran down Kirill’s spine, as if an invisible blade had just been placed at his throat.

“The Bolsheviks who killed my family died that way. Do you think a traitor to the Romanovs like you deserves any better?”

Could he handle this?

Anastasia now held a sword in her hand, seemingly out of nowhere.

“Isn’t this a bit too harsh? I…”

“Do you think I’m joking? Do you really believe I’d let someone who came here to scavenge for power ruin Russia again?”

Anastasia snapped her fingers, and suddenly, soldiers flooded the room, surrounding Kirill Vladimirovich.

Their silent presence was clear—his next words would decide whether he lived or died.

Kirill swallowed hard, feeling a cold sweat break out across his back.

“I—I don’t want the throne! I have no interest in it! Please, just spare my life.”

Now he understood. His survival instincts kicked in, forcing him to bow down completely.

“Do you really wish to live?”

“Yes, absolutely. I want nothing more. Please, forgive me.”

Kirill desperately begged for his life, grasping for any shred of mercy. In the February Revolution, he had been quick to betray Nicholas II for the provisional government. But this time was different. This time, his life was truly on the line.

“All your titles will be stripped. You’ll spend the rest of your days quietly in Finland with your family. Do not dare to send anything to Vladimir beyond a letter of well-wishing. Do I make myself clear?”

“Yes. Yes, I understand.”

Grand Duke Kirill could no longer even raise his head before the Tsarina of all Russia. He could only nod in submission.

Okhrana will be watching you.


If you make even one wrong move, you know what will happen. 

The White Army is victorious, and I am the Tsar. You will be remembered as a traitor to the Romanovs, and it will be no trouble for me to have you executed.”

“I… I understand.”

Grand Duke Kirill Vladimirovich had no choice but to submit to Anastasia’s authority.

Now, he would return to Finland, tail between his legs.



 
  Chapter 72 : Vladimir Kirillovich


Kiril Vladimirovich eventually left the Kremlin Palace in haste.

He was now scheduled to be sent to Finland with his family.

However.

“I am the biological mother of that child. At the very least, let me stay here. I beg you, please.”

Victoria Melita, Vladimir’s mother, insisted on staying.

I could handle a father, but there was no way to deny a mother who didn’t want to leave her child behind.

I didn’t want to go down in history as a tsar who lacked maternal compassion like Anastasia Tsarina.

I didn’t want to hear that kind of reputation.

“I’ll allow it. But don’t even think about instilling any misguided ideology into Vladimir. Remember that there is always a gun aimed at Grand Duke Kiril’s back.”

Victoria Melita agreed to all my conditions.

Does it follow the law?

Well, I am the law here.

At this point, everyone in the National Duma was either loyal to me or had turned their backs on the old Romanov regime, so they accepted anything I did.

In the end, it was only Kiril who faced de facto exile to the Kingdom of Finland.

Although I heard that Kiril’s wife, Victoria Melita, had supported his claim to the throne, it’s not something I can reproach her for now, since it never happened.

As of now, I am the absolute ruler, and she will not oppose me, especially since her son will nominally become the tsar.

I suspect she’ll follow my words more closely now.

As for Grand Duke Kiril, I’ll notify Finland in advance, but as stated, I will also send the Okhrana to keep watch over him.

Historically, he loudly proclaimed himself as the head of the Romanov family and sought the tsar’s throne, but here, that’s impossible.

I can understand why he betrayed Nicholas II, given the tsar’s incompetence and the fact that the people chose the Soviets over the Romanovs.

But declaring himself the head of the Romanov family afterward was rather shameless.

Considering he now wants to make a claim as the tsar’s father in this alternate timeline is infuriating.

I intend to let his mother raise Vladimir but will prevent her from trying any funny business.

I also plan to appoint Georgy Lvov, leader of the Progressive Party and a liberal thinker, as Vladimir’s tutor.

Later, when he’s older, he’ll have to serve in the military, so I’ll introduce him to military figures as well.

“Is this really okay?”

The prime minister seemed to imply that I was being too harsh on the royal family.

Yes, at first glance, it does seem that way.

“They should be grateful I didn’t execute him. But even so, we can’t slack on surveillance. Beria of the Okhrana is capable, so I’ll have him take care of the surveillance once he finishes hunting down Trotsky.”

If things start to seem off, Beria can handle it with his own dirty hands.

After all, if we consider history, Kiril would’ve met a bad end anyway, so it’s only fair that Beria dirty his hands instead of mine.

“That makes sense.”

Right.

On that note, maybe I should go see Vladimir.

Since I brought him here at a young age, he likely hasn’t been much influenced by his father.

From now on, I need to ensure he is fully molded into our way of thinking.

“I think I’ll visit Vladimir. After all, he’s my cousin. If there’s nothing else urgent, I’ll head over.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Vladimir is in the Kremlin Palace.

Though I haven’t spent much time with him, it was mainly to protect him from the communists within the country.

But now that communism has been eradicated in Russia, there’s no need to hide him any longer.

I found Vladimir in the garden, playing with a dog Wilhelm II had sent him.

He had named it Belka, and they seemed to get along well.

Even when I arrived, the dog followed me closely, showing its friendly nature.

As long as Vladimir wasn’t grieving his father’s absence, I suppose that’s fine.

I just hope Belka continues to comfort him.

The two of them make quite the dependable pair, actually.

I approached Vladimir, who was playing with Belka in the garden.

“Aunt Anastasia!”

Wait. What? No, that’s not right.

Honestly, am I really old enough to be called an aunt?

But when I thought about Vladimir’s age, it made sense.

Fine, I guess.

At a glance, I look too old to be called a sister, and considering things, I could have a child like Vladimir if I had given birth early.

But still, not an aunt.

Let’s clarify that. I’m not his aunt.

Sure, I’ve heard people in the past casually call women “auntie” when asking for drinks at a restaurant, but this isn’t one of those times.

Calmly and with a bright smile, I placed my hands on Vladimir’s shoulders and said:

“I’m your sister, not your aunt.”

“Sister?”

With a cute, innocent look that only a child could have.

I usually dislike kids, but this one is adorable.

“Yes, I’m your sister.”

Being called “aunt” left me with a strange feeling.

I’m his sister. Not his aunt, but his sister.

“Sister, I heard Father went to Finland. Is that true?”

“Well, Grand Duke Kiril left for Finland for your sake.”

“Father? Why?”

Should I sugarcoat it and explain it like a fairy tale, or just tell him the truth?

After a brief consideration, I decided to be honest.

I don’t want him to later accuse me of lying when he grows older.

I’ll tell him now, so when he asks about his father in the future, I can remind him that I told him already.

With the proper upbringing, he’ll turn out fine.

For now, as long as he understands vaguely, that’s good enough.

I crouched down and calmly opened my mouth.

“Grand Duke Kiril swore loyalty to the government instead of the tsar when Russia fell into chaos. Because of that, he was branded a traitor by the Romanov family.”

“So, what happens now?”

He’s young, but he understands the Romanov family and the role of the tsar.

If he asks what happens next, I should answer.


“So, Grand Duke Kiril left for Finland, fearing that if he stayed with you, you would also be criticized.”

“Did Father do something terribly wrong?”

Yes. Yes, he did.

He betrayed Nicholas and pledged loyalty to the revolutionary government, but once Nicholas II died and the line of succession became unclear, he suddenly claimed to be the next tsar.

If he had stuck to just one course, maybe I could understand, but his opportunistic claim to the throne disgusts me.

If Vladimir had grown up under Kiril’s influence, who knows how he would’ve turned out.

In recorded history, there were even suspicions of Vladimir collaborating with the Axis powers, though I don’t know the details.

In any case.

“Yes, he made a very big mistake. Saving you was the best course of action for me. Because of your father, many people turned their backs on the Romanovs.”

“I see.”

“If you truly want to honor your father, you should stay in Russia, learn from me, and work hard to succeed me.”

Work hard.

You need to become a proper heir.

Once he grows up and secures a position in the Duma, it’ll be time for Grand Duke Kiril to die.

Though he may die at Beria’s hands even before that in this history.

“I’ll do my best to be like you, Aunt!”

Why are you calling me aunt again?

“No, I’m your sister. Sister.”

After spending a good while playing with Vladimir and Belka, I returned to my office.

Now that I think about it, soon, various countries that are part of the Anti-Comintern Pact will be sending their representatives to Russia, including Józef Piłsudski of Poland.

He might even get attacked on the way here, so we’ll have to give him a grand welcome.

*****

Chinese Protectorate Government

The Protectorate Government, with support from Russia, strengthened its military and attempted a Northern Expedition.

Gradually, Duan Qirui’s Beiyang Government began losing ground to the Protectorate forces, who were aided by Russian advisors and white army veterans from the Russian Civil War.

The military expertise shared by these advisors helped improve the quality of the Protectorate’s army.

These better-armed troops performed much more effectively than other forces.

“Long live the Republic of China!”

On the battlefield, the Protectorate forces, armed with Russian weapons, launched charges while shouting, “Long live the Republic of China!”

This type of attack was inspired by Russia’s own “Ura charges” and adapted as the Chinese “Long live charges.”

At first glance, it might seem like a mindless human wave tactic, but the combination of Russian weapons and organized charges was not to be underestimated.

“Are they seriously using this?”

“Well, since they have so many soldiers, it seems to be working. But is this really okay?”

“Her Majesty wants the civil war to drag on, or at least for China to suffer significant losses, so we’ll leave it alone.”

so the military advisors decided to let it slide.

In terms of sheer numbers, Duan Qirui’s Beiyang Government forces were greater, but with Japan’s occupation of southern Manchuria, many who had harbored resentment toward the Beiyang Government either defected to the Protectorate or took a neutral stance, rendering their numbers less significant.

“Indeed, the weapons sent by the Tsarina are of exceptional quality!”

“Hahaha! It’s General Chen Jiongming’s brilliant leadership that’s making the difference!”

Chiang Kai-shek, watching Chen Jiongming flatter the Russian military advisors, couldn’t help but feel irritated.

But there was little he could do.

After all, it was thanks to these Russian-supplied arms that he was able to build his military forces.

Meanwhile, Mao Zedong of the Chinese Communist Party had drawn closer to Chen Jiongming during this period.

“Do you truly believe, General, that China can develop and prosper more under the idea of soft autonomy?”

“Indeed. You too believe that a unified China is a source of all misfortune, don’t you?”

“Well, yes, but…”

At this time, Mao Zedong believed that a unified China was not the answer. He found common ground with Chen Jiongming’s desire for a loosely governed autonomy.

“If soft autonomy is realized, you could essentially establish your own state within China, governed by your own ideology.”

“Oh…”

Although Mao Zedong had founded the Communist Party, without Soviet support, his communism was more akin to anarchism. If Trotsky or Lenin had heard it, they would’ve questioned whether it was communism at all.

It was an ideology that straddled the line between anarchism and communism.

However, with his loss in the civil war and the corruption that plagued the revolutionaries, who couldn’t even produce a single bullet properly, Mao had lost faith in the Soviet model. 

Trotsky had famously fled, and Lenin’s attempt to retain power by conscripting and intimidating the people was a disaster.

The armed struggles of communism had failed miserably, and while Communist Germany showed some success, the same revolutionary method did not seem feasible for China, which was too vast.

Thus, Mao now wanted to establish a peaceful, regional Soviet Republic.

“But it’s unfortunate… that it has to be the Communist Party.”

“Hm, but I am not like Lenin or Trotsky.”

He couldn’t take after them.

Lenin had ultimately failed, and near the end of the civil war, he resorted to terrorizing and conscripting the people just to hold onto power.

Trotsky, who had fled and became famous for it, was also no one to admire.

“Good thing, then. The Tsarina of Moscow despises communists.”

“Come to think of it, I heard you met the Tsarina in person. Is she truly that remarkable?”

“Shh.”

Chen Jiongming quickly raised a hand to cover Mao Zedong’s mouth.

It was as if he was warning him not to speak of it.

Mao hesitated for a moment before asking, “What do you mean?”

“She knew everything. What plans I had, the situation in the Protectorate Government… It was as if she were a saintess, knowing all.”

“That can’t be possible!”

“Think about it differently. Even if she’s not omniscient, doesn’t it mean that the Tsar’s eyes and ears are everywhere in the Protectorate Government?”

Mao’s eyes suddenly widened in realization.

Chen Jiongming wasn’t just elevating the Tsarina to saint-like status; he was subtly hinting that the Tsar’s spies were already entrenched within the Protectorate Government.

But how? When had the Tsar managed to infiltrate?

The Protectorate Government didn’t even have white Russians. 

It was composed solely of Chinese. So, the implication that the Tsar’s eyes and ears were present meant that some of the Chinese officials in high positions could actually be Russian spies.

Perhaps there were even Communist Party members who had defected. Who could say for sure?

At this point, it might be easier to believe that the Tsarina truly did know everything, just like a saintess.

“You’re right, but…” Mao trailed off.

Chen Jiongming, meanwhile, seemed content with their mutual understanding.

“It’s not as though we can start rooting out the Tsar’s spies now. It’s too late for that. So, let’s just accept that the Tsarina is omniscient and omnipotent. It’s easier on the mind.”

“I see… It might be better to believe that.”

Finding and eliminating the Tsar’s agents in the government was an impossible task at this point.

It would be easier to just attribute it all to the Tsarina’s divine knowledge.

“But I heard the Tsar authorized some kind of anarchist free state in Ukraine?”

“Yes, I heard about that. Are you leaning in that direction too?”

“I am. I am not like Lenin or Trotsky.”

There was no point in emulating those two. 

They were failures. 

Even the very concept of Bolshevism had collapsed during the Russian Civil War when the leaders, desperate to maintain power, had resorted to conscripting peasants into an ill-prepared army.


Mao had no intention of following that path.

“Whatever happens, I need your support.”

“You can count on it.”

Unlike in real history, the establishment of the Chinese Communist Party, as well as Mao’s ideology, had diverged significantly.

Mao had taken a great interest in Chen Jiongming’s idea of soft autonomy, believing it was the best way to carve out a portion of China and mold it into his own vision.



 
  Chapter 73 : Two Emperors


After the turn of the year in January, I met Kaiser Wilhelm II in Moscow.

I had granted permission for the Kaiser’s visit to Russia after some time had passed.

Apparently, he had spent a bit of time handling some domestic affairs in East Prussia.

Meeting Wilhelm in person, up close, he seemed very different from the imposing, one-armed Kaiser I had seen on the internet.

Maybe because he had lost his family or suffered surviving the threats from the Reds, his face was hollow, and he looked older than his historical depiction.

Yet, he treated me with such respect that it left me feeling somewhat strange.

He genuinely went out of his way to smile at me, as if lifting me up as much as possible, even offering direct praise.

He put in considerable effort to get on my good side, almost to the point of being burdensome.

As we strolled through the Kremlin, he eagerly shared the situation of the German Empire with me.

“Hahaha. You’ve grown into such a dignified figure.”

“Thank you.”

The one-armed man offered a faint smile and repeatedly praised me.

Why is he acting like that, making it so uncomfortable?

When he behaves like this, it unsettles me, especially with my roots in a culture of Eastern courtesy in my previous life.

“Nicky should be here to witness this, truly. Haha.”

For a moment, I doubted my own ears.

What nonsense is this old man spewing with such a kind face?

He’s the one who deployed Lenin into Russia! Seriously, what is he saying?

I won’t pretend to defend the incompetent Nicholas II, but this guy sent Lenin to Russia, triggering a revolution that eventually allowed the Bolsheviks to seize power and led to the death of the Tsar’s family.

“By the way, is it true that you commanded the army during the civil war with that delicate frame of yours?”

“Oh, I merely showed my face. The actual command was in the hands of Black Baron, General Anton Denikin, Admiral Alexander Kolchak, and the others.”

I really only showed up with my face.

Sure, I did fight, but most of the tactics and strategies came from Black Baron’s mind, and initially, Kolchak had my back.

Even at Yekaterinburg, I held out only because I knew Kolchak was coming, sustaining myself with a sense of psychological stability.

Had I not known Kolchak was on his way, I might have bolted.

“I see. It seems you have generals with extensive battle experience and an elite army in the millions.”

Look at those greedy eyes! He’s lusting after my army with those eyes!

Why do you desire my army?

I have no intention of having my army fight for your German Empire.

You can have North Germany as your change after I’ve rounded up the German Reds.

The fate of Germany rests solely in my hands.

“So, did you come just to sign the anti-communist pact today?”

“Before that, there’s, uh… the matter of the Kaiserin.”

“Oh, the issue with Princess Victoria Louise’s succession, right?”

Ah, I’d forgotten about that.

But what problem could that really pose? 

When a nation is turned upside down, you can exploit that chaos to achieve your goals.

Just look at me. During the Red-White Civil War, I managed to threaten the Russian nobility into aligning with my policies and barely swayed public sentiment.

Sure, there are still socialists, but at least they don’t resort to Bolshevik antics anymore.

“Anastasia… no, Tsarina. Would it be a problem if our Louise ascended as Kaiserin?”

The one-armed man asked with a trembling voice.

Hmm, so he wants a comparison with my situation?

Well, there likely won’t be any major issues, even if the context in Russia differs somewhat.

Seems he has a lot of worries. But in the end, isn’t it up to Wilhelm, as Kaiser of Germany, to handle Germany?

“Russia, surprisingly, has been fine. Though, that may be because no one else but me could take the helm.”

“Hmm, then… could you assist me?”

“Are you hoping for support from me, the Empress?”

So that’s his true intention.

He wishes for me, the Empress, to support the Kaiserin.

With only East Prussia in his possession, he must be in dire need of foreign support.

And support from a monarchy, at that.

Choosing Britain wouldn’t be ideal, given their historical enmity, and they would resent that he acknowledged Communist Germany. 

But support from Russia, whom they helped? That’s different. 

Especially from an imperial nation.

“Ahem. Well, it’s the eyes of the Junkers and the military that are concerning.”

“Isn’t everything already overturned? Supporting it would be no issue for me. If I recognize it, then East Prussia’s Junkers and military, already in a precarious situation with the throne and their livelihood, won’t stir up trouble over the Kaiserin issue.”

“Ah, indeed. Yes. I think it’s high time we forge the anti-communist pact and take action against Communist Germany.”

He looked at me with eyes brimming with ambition.

As expected, he’s a figure who has ruined diplomacy.

Let’s consider it carefully, just a bit.

“It’s not the right time yet.”

“Not ready yet? If not now, then when will we catch those reds?”

Wilhelm stares at me with wide eyes.

Looking into those eyes, I can almost hear him thinking, Without you, Germany can’t be reclaimed! He looks a bit pitiful, as if he’s begging. 

But when I think about it, isn’t this his own doing?

Before thinking about spearing France, shouldn’t he have considered managing his internal issues first?

“The internal situation in Russia isn’t quite stabilized yet, and as you know, Kaiser, Germany isn’t a simple opponent for us.”

“Hmm. That’s true.”

“Moreover, if we were to attack that Communist Germany now, they’d twist it as they like, claiming that Russia attacked first and making the international community see us as a bunch of villains. And you, Kaiser, would be branded as a traitor who betrayed the country by dragging Russia into it just to reclaim Germany.”

“Would it really go that far?”

He still doesn’t fully understand our circumstances. 

No wonder things have gone downhill for him.

“Maybe things are different in Germany, but here in Russia, during the civil war, the Bolsheviks smeared the White Army as traitors, claiming foreign powers were supporting them.”

In this timeline, it didn’t necessarily make the Bolsheviks look like the saviors of Russia, though.

“I see. That does make sense.”

“I understand your wish to pass on a unified German Empire to Princess Luise, but now is the time to take things slowly.”

He must know. The royal family members are all being killed off. 

He must be worried about what would happen to Luise if he dies too.

If reclaiming Germany proves impossible, he might choose a more modest path, like exile.


Not that I’m planning to just let Wilhelm go freely.

After all, I’d rather not see Hitler unite all of Germany to recreate the Holy Roman Empire’s territories. 

When I think about Hungary, Czechoslovakia, and such, it seems like unifying Germany without Wilhelm would still be a challenge. 

But, either way, someone needs to govern Northern Germany.

For that reason, I can’t be too cold with Wilhelm III or Empress Luise.

“When do you expect it to be possible?”

“Hmm. It might take at least ten years.”

For now, that’s just an estimate.

With the White Army winning the civil war and history turning upside down, Communist Germany will eventually prepare for war to fuel their revolution. 

If they go through an economic depression, they’ll only get more desperate.

I judge it’ll take around a decade for them to be fully prepared.

In alternate history novels, you often see protagonists relying too much on future knowledge and getting caught off guard. So I have to stay well-prepared.

When the time comes, I must send troops under the pretense of helping East Prussia and Poland, ensuring we don’t get ambushed like Stalin did in the German-Soviet War.

“That long?”

“They’ll be the ones to start the war.”

We won’t make the first move. Not until East Prussia, Poland, or Austria is attacked.

“Why do you think that?”

“Russia has a history of overthrowing communism, and Communist Germany, for the sake of world revolution, would seek to destroy Russia. That’s one of the reasons they seized power, so it’s inevitable.”

He should understand at least that much.

Even if he fumbled diplomacy, he still has some insight.

Wilhelm, listening to me, nodded gravely.

“That makes sense. So when they’re ready for war, they’ll come.”

“Exactly. Kaiser, you can’t just build up strength in East Prussia. They’ll push reds into East Prussia to justify their unification of Germany. You need to root them out.”

I always think about the danger of those reds—not because of military strength, but because they infest rotten areas like cockroaches and turn them red with propaganda.

“Huh, for young Anastasia to be this insightful. Truly remarkable.”

It’s not that I’m remarkable—it’s that you’re incompetent.

Isn’t East Prussia full of Junkers, making it even more vulnerable?

So don’t lose East Prussia, no matter what.

“After my family’s deaths, I began thinking about many things.”

“Right. I, too, thought a lot after my family was killed in that terrorist attack.”

Right. 

After all that, if he didn’t start thinking, he wouldn’t be human.

It’s all his own fault.

Well, the butterfly effect of my actions meant bloodshed instead of a quiet exile in the Netherlands.

“I’ll catch every last red in my lifetime, so you needn’t worry too much.”

“Is that so? By the way, have you chosen a marriage partner?”

“No.”

Why should I? I seriously want to question him with the who, what, when, where, why, and how.

Oh, right. Stay calm. 

He doesn’t know my situation.

From his perspective, it’s a natural question.

The American public might be equally curious.

“Isn’t it time for you to marry, even as a Tsarina?”

He’s slipping it in again.

It seems he wants me to marry someone from East Prussia. 

Not a chance.

Are there even any suitable candidates? I doubt it.

“If I marry, I’d have to bear children, and I’ve suffered from weak health. I wouldn’t want to pass on hemophilia. And wouldn’t it be unfair to my husband if he ends up childless?”

“I see.”

Alexei himself almost died from hemophilia, and Rasputin won favor by easing his suffering, gaining power as he did so.

If it were up to me, I’d deal with someone like Rasputin, but the hemophilia risk is always there.

Besides, thinking back on my previous life, marriage and children seem like a hassle.

So I need an excuse.

“I’m married to the state.”

If I marry, it’ll only limit my mobility.

And considering my unique circumstances, people probably wouldn’t find it odd if I stayed unmarried.

I’m fully committed to dragging Russia forward in my generation, so having leisure time for marriage seems absurd.

“Then what about your successor?”

“For now, I’ve brought Grand Duke Kirill’s son, Vladimir, to the Kremlin. Since the nation has been overturned in my generation, now is not the time to follow laws or traditions.”

True monarchists might feel uncomfortable, but I am the law.

In my generation, the Romanov dynasty could be seen as merely the Anastasia dynasty.

I’ll guide Vladimir to align with my vision and to cultivate support from the Duma.

If we participate in World War II, there should be enough backing.

Only I can secure legitimacy for Vladimir. I’ve stripped Kirill’s side of titles and exiled them.

Would they dare challenge me, the Tsarina, after not showing their faces during the civil war?

Vladimir will be raised to win support from the Duma and have a path to prove himself as a military leader, even gaining recognition in the Second World War.

I heard that a Spanish princess entered the military for the throne in the 21st century, so the military path might suit Vladimir.

“You have a lot planned.”

“Yes.”

“And what about Poland?”

Leaving Poland as it is?

No, that’s not my plan. From an outsider’s view, they might think I’m too favorable towards Poland.

The world might see it as the Tsarina’s generosity toward Poland.

The White Army might also be itching to deal with Poland.

Let Poland be seen as a pest, while the Tsarina is viewed as a saint.


“I have plans for that. Don’t worry, there will be no harm to the Kaiser. Although Poland doesn’t have much power, at least under the Anti-Comintern Pact, they won’t interfere with the German Empire’s struggles against Communist Germany.”

“That’s reassuring. Speaking of the Anti-Comintern Pact, if our country joins, which other countries might join?”

Ah, that would make sense.

East Prussia could use more allies right now.





 
  Chapter 74 : First Air Defense Agreement


“First, I’m considering Austria, Hungary, Slovakia, Romania, and maybe Türkiye. 

I’m also planning to speak with the UK and France on the matter.”

It seems that Bulgaria, annoyed by Yugoslavia, has quietly expressed interest to our Ministry of Foreign Affairs about joining the Anti-Communist Pact. 

I don’t know what’s going to happen with that.

What else can be done if Hungary, Slovakia, and Romania all want to join the anti-communist pact?

Looking at Greece’s continued dissatisfaction, it wouldn’t be surprising if they turn red soon. 

Even if they don’t turn red, they could end up fighting on that side.

It’s not as though the U.S. would team up with communist Russia in a Lend-Lease to take down Germany, is it?

At any rate, Poland, being a nation directly bordering Germany and with reasonable standing, along with Austria, which houses Hitler, will ensure that the Anti-Communist Pact serves its purpose in case of emergency.

Although Slovakia is independent for now, it seems to be under Austria’s influence, so they’ll probably join, too—at least, as long as those two don’t mess things up.

“Is there anything Germany needs our help with?”

“Help?”

What is this one-armed man suddenly talking about?

“Still, aren’t we on the same side now?”

If Germany had been in good shape, he wouldn’t have said such a thing. 

It looks like he’s trying to get us to join their side by any means.

“Then, fleet technology—yes, could we get some assistance with U-boat technology?”

Our navy hasn’t been rebuilt yet, and Russia’s technology is a bit lacking. 

Our fleet and submarine technology lag behind other countries.

Fleet reconstruction costs a lot, so I thought it would be better to at least focus on submarines.

In the Russo-Japanese War, we lost not just because the Baltic Fleet was worn out from circling around the globe; fuel and the help of friendly France also played a role.

The Japanese fleet, bolstered by British assistance, was also remarkably efficient. 

Russia’s submarines are generations behind other great powers. 

So, we need to get whatever we can.

“It’s not difficult. Although there was a mutiny among the sailors, we moved all the technical secrets to East Prussia to keep them away from the Reds.”

“Oh, that was a smart move.”

Even so, considering that some of the first supporters of the revolutions of Rosa Luxemburg and Karl Liebknecht were military figures, moving military technology to East Prussia might end up being the same thing. 

But it appears the sailors did indeed revolt.

“Then, why don’t you take a break until Marshal Józef Piłsudski arrives? I, too, have handed over authority to the Duma.”

“Oh, I see. I understand.”

I passed it off, saying that I was merely a figurehead and needed to be mindful of the Duma, and got the Kaiser out.

After all, there are people on this side who would be glad for it.

Finally, Józef Piłsudski arrived in Moscow, looking thoroughly disgruntled. 

It seems he received quite a bit of Russian jeering on his way here.

I gave him the warmest reception. 

When he crossed the border, for his safety, we even decorated his car with Polish flags, declaring, “I am the president!” It was a bonus that banners welcoming the Polish president were hung in every city.

Maybe because of my heartfelt hospitality, Piłsudski looked utterly exhausted, his face weary from enduring East Prussian hardships.

“Welcome. Was the journey comfortable?”

I smiled broadly as I shook hands with Józef Piłsudski, grinning ear to ear.

Piłsudski’s eyes trembled with a slight shiver, probably finding my behavior amusing, considering all the abuse he had endured on his way here.

“Yes, Your Majesty. Thanks to your welcome, I was able to make it here.”

I pretended to be completely unaware and smiled innocently.

“You needn’t worry; we don’t have any terrorist incidents in Russia. Please enjoy some sightseeing while you’re here.”

Take a look around. These days, Russia is quite safe to travel. 

Of course, if the Polish Prime Minister were to stroll around, he might get criticized for many reasons, but there likely won’t be any bombings.

“No, sightseeing might be difficult.”

“Oh, is that so? That’s unfortunate. I even put up big signs in every Russian city to welcome you.”

With a bright, innocent smile, I spoke to Piłsudski as if I were an oblivious young girl.

“I’ll have to decline.”

“Oh, alright. I’ll leave the joking here.”

After all, this is a setting for the Anti-Communist Pact, not a place for idle chatter. 

But we do need to keep smiling. 

What better picture than the leaders of Russia and Poland smiling at each other as Poland becomes Russia’s shield?

While it would usually be more appropriate for the Prime Minister to step forward, given Poland’s history under the Russian Empire, the Tsar needed to appear to reconcile, at least on the surface.

Though the neighboring heads of state would understand it was all an act, we planned to put on a show of reconciliation. 

So, it was better that I took the stage.

Krivoshein’s suggestion was that if we were going to take Poland under our wing, it would be best to display Russia’s magnanimity. 

Although the White Army initially opposed this, I accepted it immediately. 

It might seem like Russia is doing a lot, but if you dig deeper, Piłsudski is the one really being burnt up.

In the coming war, Poland will shed blood for Russia, and Piłsudski is probably the one holding back tears the most.

Yes, if we were to frame it, Piłsudski’s very presence here is akin to a vassal making a royal tribute in Eastern terms.

Poland’s cabinet must see this as a disgrace.

Anyway, with this, Poland is unable to resist Germany on its own, so they’ll have to focus on victory.

And there’s one last step I’ve prepared to seal the deal.

Reporters from around the world gathered here—journalists from Britain, France, Austria, Türkiye, and other countries that oppose communism. 

Communist Germany, too, will be watching Poland’s moves.

Now comes the moment that will be broadcasted in newspapers worldwide as the reconciliation of Russia and Poland, Russia’s forgiveness.

Like ants, a swarm of reporters gather, documenting every word Piłsudski and I share, capturing photos.

Ohrana, with some hints, recorded the occasion as the historic day Russia and Poland reconciled.

“The Russian Tsarina and Polish Marshal Józef Piłsudski are smiling together!”

“A historic moment of reconciliation between Russia and Poland!”

“Oh, how merciful of our saintly Russia to forgive Poland, despite their bombings!”

Before the Kremlin, the Russians watched with various emotions—shock, astonishment, rage. 

But most praised me for mercifully forgiving the arrogant Poland.

Merciful forgiveness? I hold grudges longer than they think. 

If Poland’s name still stands in the future, then they can talk about mercy then.

Piłsudski will need to stay vigilant. What kind of future awaits Poland after his death?

Maybe he’s even worrying if Poland will be bombarded one day.

Piłsudski grimaced, clicking his tongue at the journalists snapping endless photos.


“Smile on this auspicious day.”

“Haha, alright.”

So, this day, January 22, 1924, became the celebrated day of reconciliation between Russia and Poland.

It may seem like coincidence, but it happens to be the same date as Poland’s January Uprising against the Russian Empire in 1863. 

Isn’t it fascinating that the anniversary of the uprising has now become the day of reconciliation between Russia and Poland?

With this performance of reconciliation over, we began the Anti-Communist Pact in earnest.

From the German Empire, Kaiser Wilhelm II and Foreign Minister Richard von Kühlmann attended. 

From Russia, I, along with Prime Minister Krivoshein and other ministers, were present. 

For Poland, Prime Minister Józef Piłsudski and the notable Gabriel Narutowicz were also in attendance.

Since the terms had been discussed beforehand, there was little need for further negotiation.

“Today, we declare that Russia, Poland, and the German Empire will stand together against the communist threat.”

To put it bluntly, this means: “Today, Poland declares itself Russia and East Prussia’s meat shield.”

To outsiders, it might look like a friendly alliance of three nations targeting communist Germany and Italy, but that’s the reality.

“Sign here immediately!”

“We, Po-land, are Rus-sia’s dogs.”

Why does it seem like Pribislinsky Krai is in the future?

It seems that Piłsudski has already foreseen it—look at him trembling even as he signs. 

He might not know what future this Anti-Communist Pact will bring, but Germany (East Prussia) and Poland have joined today as planned.

Austria will have to participate, given that they’ll face Germany and Italy anyway. 

For now, it’s just East Prussia, Poland, and Russia; next will be Romania, Austria, and perhaps Türkiye.

Yugoslavia looks like it might soon fall to Hitler’s wrath as a red regime. 

This might be the start of the first Anti-Communist Alliance.

The British and French are too prideful. 

They agree with countering communism but show no interest in my proposal for the Anti-Communist Pact.

Well, those damned pirates and frogs. 

Their pride is always in the way.

They doubted that Russia could build something like the Ilya Muromets back then, didn’t they?

“Wouldn’t that be a bit awkward?” Romania added.

“Our Foreign Minister, what are you saying?”

“Romania annexed Transylvania, Bukovina, and Bessarabia in the last war. There might be some issues with Hungary or Austria over it, don’t you think?”

The Foreign Minister raised a valid point. 

True, if this were a genuine alliance, that could be an issue. But this is the Anti-Communist Pact, so it’s different.

“It’s better to invite them for now. Leaving Romania isolated could lead them to align with communist Germany, which we wouldn’t want. There’s no active conflict with neighboring countries at the moment, is there?”

Austria or Hungary might grumble, but they’ll accept. Besides, didn’t Hungary receive support from Romania?

“Yes. When the communist revolution broke out in Hungary, Romania supplied materials that allowed Horthy’s forces to annihilate the communists.”

“Still, there’s bound to be some unease.”

Now the Deputy Foreign Minister, Boris Savinkov, was voicing a slightly pessimistic view on Romania. But that’s probably unnecessary. 

This isn’t an all-out alliance.

On the surface, this Anti-Communist Pact is only about countering the communists, specifically “communist states.” In other words, just an anti-communist pact.

So, we can simply clarify that we won’t intervene in any territorial matters between members. 

I waved my hand dismissively.

“As long as it’s limited to opposing communist countries, it should be fine. Just make the offer. If they refuse, we can always say that we at least extended the invitation.”

“And regarding the Anti-Communist Pact, we’ll also invite Bulgaria, which has approached us already.”

“Bulgaria?”


“Yes. Bulgaria lost territory to Serbia and Greece in the last war. Now that Yugoslavia is on the verge of turning red, perhaps we should invite Bulgaria to the pact to help check Yugoslavia?”

It seems the Foreign Ministry had been considering this. Although Bulgaria was our enemy in the last war, there are no eternal enemies—or allies. Besides, the more allies we have, the better.

“Go ahead with that.”

Though, ideally, the Foreign Ministry could handle these things without consulting me. 

I’d prefer not to have every detail brought to my desk.



 
  Chapter 75 : Enemy and Ally


Austria, Vienna

On the day the Anti-Comintern Pact was signed, Austria also received news of the pact through the Russian ambassador.

In this alternate history, Karl Renner, who would become Austria’s federal chancellor in actual history, was now managing state affairs as the chancellor of the Austrian Empire.

He brought up the topic of the pact with the Kaiser, who recently gained power with the support of Gaida’s army.

“Russia invited us to join the Anti-Comintern Pact?”

“Yes. For now, it seems to primarily involve Poland and East Prussia.”

“Then we should naturally accept, don’t you think? Commander Gaida?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. In any case, that Germany will surely try to invade Austria. 

Therefore, we must form an alliance. 

Although the Anti-Comintern Pact is limited to communists and not a formal alliance, for us, surrounded by communists, it’s essentially a Triple Alliance.”

Triple Alliance. 

Hearing it framed this way, it certainly seemed plausible.

In history, Otto von Bismarck, the chancellor of the German Empire, initiated it as part of his policy to isolate France. 

This time, the Russian Empress pushed for the Anti-Comintern Pact while in Poland, thus reviving it in a new form.

“I see. Although things are somewhat different now, the fact that Empress Anastasia of the Russian Federation and the Kaiser of East Prussia are together certainly makes it so.”

Of course, this new Triple Alliance was created to isolate the communist homeland of Germany, with Poland playing a more significant role than East Prussia.

“Your Majesty.”

“Commander Gaida, is there something you wish to say?”

“I was considering the possibility of supporting a man named Adolf Hitler from the Austrian National Freedom Party.”

“Ah, the well-known anti-communist figure as of late.”

Karl I also knew of this man, Adolf Hitler.

An Austrian who had fought in the German military, he had once served as a volunteer in Russia during the brief period when Germany had become a puppet of Britain, and reportedly had the audacity to castrate Stalin, a key communist figure and Lenin’s closest associate.

In Russia, Hitler had become famous for that deed.

In Austria, he was known for advocating retaliation against Serbia, condemning the secretaries of Italy and Germany, and being a fervent anti-communist speaker.

“Yes. Hitler’s speeches are so effective that the German communists wouldn’t dare extend their influence into Austria.”

“I heard that some fellow named Tito was doing similar things in Serbia. They seem to be on opposing fronts.”

“Italian Mussolini has also issued a statement directly denouncing Hitler.”

Karl I paused, deep in thought.

As Kaiser, he had developed a sense of discernment.

While Gaida’s efforts had strengthened Austria’s defense, Karl wanted to preserve the empire that was still intact, thanks to British involvement, and saw it fitting to remain on an anti-communist course.

Gaida seemed to be strongly recommending Hitler.

Perhaps it was safe to trust the words of a man who had actively hunted communists in Russia.

“They say the Empress favored him?”

“It’s true that Empress Anastasia was deeply impressed by Hitler’s urban planning when he was in Russia. I hear Moscow’s city design was essentially built upon his plans.”

Gaida held back a chuckle as he spoke.

‘Favored’ might have been an exaggeration that would surprise Anastasia if she heard, but Gaida knew this would make the Kaiser pay closer attention to Hitler.

Surely, with the recent news of the Empress’s favor, the Kaiser would be interested. 

This much, he was certain, Anastasia would forgive.

Karl’s interest in Hitler began to grow.

Indeed, he was familiar with Hitler’s anti-communist speeches.

A staunch anti-communist, favored by the Russian Empress who would now support Austria – this man could indeed be of service to Austria.

“I would like to meet this man, Hitler.”

At last, Hitler had caught the Kaiser’s attention.

As Austria was contemplating the Anti-Comintern Pact positively, Hungary also received an invitation to join.

In actual history, the Kingdom of Hungary had seen Kun Béla, with Soviet support, establish a communist regime known as the Hungarian Soviet Republic. 

But in this world, such an attempt was easily crushed.

Kun Béla’s communist revolution did occur, but Regent Miklós Horthy of the Kingdom of Hungary, with support from Romania, managed to defeat him.

At a glance, Horthy’s path didn’t seem to deviate from history aside from preventing the establishment of the Hungarian Soviet Republic.

As regent of a kingdom without a king, Horthy contemplated Empress Anastasia’s offer to join the Anti-Comintern Pact.

“Should we join the Anti-Comintern Pact?”

“It wouldn’t be bad for us.”

“After all, didn’t we nearly see a communist government established here? There are even whispers that the underground communists are backed by the German Communist Party.”

Horthy’s close advisors strongly recommended joining the pact, and Horthy himself saw little downside.

“Yes, it’s not a bad idea. But…”

The issue lay in Austria’s involvement.

The Allies had no intention of reviving the Austro-Hungarian Empire.

The condition for maintaining the Austrian Empire was the dissolution of the Dual Monarchy, and Horthy, who had once commanded the Austro-Hungarian Navy, had ended up in Hungary.

While aligning with Austria in the Anti-Comintern Pact seemed unsettling, there weren’t many options, especially with rumors of Yugoslavia turning communist.

Additionally, Yugoslavia had threatened to declare war if Karl I were placed on the Hungarian throne to revive the Dual Monarchy, a move they found detestable.

To top it off, Italy had also been vocal about supporting a Hungarian revolution.

“Arrange a date for me to go to Moscow to meet with the Empress.”

Romanian King Ferdinand I, who significantly expanded Romania’s territory, also received Empress Anastasia’s proposal for the Anti-Comintern Pact.

While the agreement was dressed in elaborate rhetoric, it essentially boiled down to a simple matter – uniting to defeat communism.

The pact also guaranteed the signatories’ independence from external threats.

King Ferdinand didn’t need much convincing.

After all, Romania had been promised the territories of Transylvania, Bukovina, and Bessarabia as part of the agreement, recognizing them as Romanian lands.

Surface-level relations with neighboring countries weren’t necessarily poor either.

In fact, Romania had previously supported Hungary’s army under Horthy to prevent a communist regime from taking root.

An agreement aimed at countering communism.

Although Ferdinand found this notion slightly troubling, considering that Austria and Hungary were also under pressure from the German Communist Party, it was unlikely they’d turn against Romania.

If he was to suffer the trials of parenting issues, he might as well ensure Romania’s safety in diplomacy.
With this agreement, Romania would secure peace until communist Germany’s collapse.

As Ferdinand I dreamed of a peaceful Romania, Boris III of Bulgaria, who established an authoritarian regime the previous year, was also deep in his own ambitions.

“Serbia… I think it’s worth a shot.”

Rumors were swirling that communists were scrambling to take power in Yugoslavia, and Russia had reportedly protested to Yugoslavia over this matter.

Clearly, the relationship between Russia and those Serbian factions had weakened.

Indeed, from Empress Anastasia’s perspective, those who had killed her family and now sought control in Serbia were hardly acceptable.

If Yugoslavia were to fully turn communist, Empress Anastasia, who had publicly declared her anti-communist stance, would likely support Bulgaria from behind.

Thus, the countries invited to join the Anti-Comintern Pact each found themselves wrapped in their own aspirations.

******


With the Anti-Comintern Pact announced, communists worldwide responded.

Karl Liebknecht, General Secretary of the German Free Socialist Republic, issued a grand proclamation on behalf of the communist bloc:

[The Anti-Comintern Pact targets the German Free Socialist Republic and the Italian Socialist Republic. We will not stand by idly.]

How. Terrifying.

One wonders what kind of article will emerge now that Austria, Hungary, Romania, and Bulgaria have joined the pact.

While Germany is expected to respond, Italy – another bundle of unpredictable communists – also added to the humor of the situation.

After all, the general secretary of the Italian Socialist Republic is none other than Benito Mussolini.

If it were anyone else, I might be unsure about Italy. But Mussolini?

How could it not be amusing?

One wonders if he’ll set his sights on Ethiopia, just as he did in the original timeline.

“You seem pleased, Your Majesty.”

Minister of the Interior, Boris Savinkov, glanced at me curiously.

Why wouldn’t I be pleased?

These people are bound to initiate war.

Just imagining them attempting to restrain themselves from war while managing internal affairs for the sake of world revolution is laughable.

“Oh, haven’t they already revealed their hostility? It’s clear they’re the ones likely to initiate war first.”

Those ideologues spouting imperialism nonsense will probably use the same justification as always: 

‘to liberate Austrian workers suffering under the Kaiser’s oppression.’

They might even attempt to ignite a revolution in Poland under this pretext.

There are plenty of ways they might interfere.

“Now that you mention it, it could indeed happen.”

“Minister, what are you implying?”

Savinkov muttered seriously, “One of Mussolini’s declared goals is revenge on Abyssinia.”

Abyssinia, the former name for Ethiopia, used before adopting its current name in 1931.

How similar can things get, even under communism?

Is it really acceptable for a communist state to pursue such ambitions?

“Did he really say that?”

“Yes. Though he called it a revolution, merely mentioning Abyssinia hints at his true intentions, doesn’t it?”

Well, I suppose they’ll contrive some grand-sounding justification when the time comes.

‘Liberate the oppressed Ethiopians from the Emperor!’ they’ll say.

One way or another, they’ll try to invade Ethiopia.

Actually, could we not thwart this?

Although it’s a little early to say, it might be a good idea to supply Ethiopia with advanced weaponry before the war even starts, allowing them to resist.

This approach isn’t only about preventing war – it’s also about inflicting maximum damage on Italy.

While it would be ideal to make them incapable of waging war, disrupting their plans as much as possible is also a sound strategy.

“How about we send military advisors to Abyssinia? What does the Ministry of Foreign Affairs and the military think?”

After all, I’m just the figurehead czar.

I’d appreciate it if they could answer without concern.

“To Abyssinia, Your Majesty?”

“Yes, I’m suggesting we provide our assistance to Abyssinia.”

These people seem to underestimate Ethiopia.

During the First Italo-Ethiopian War, Italy actually lost.

Of course, the circumstances were different during the Second War, with Italy exerting its full strength and technological advantage, which made it much tougher for Ethiopia.

But if we provide them with proper weapons, wouldn’t they be better prepared?

Last time, the foreign advisors recommended guerrilla tactics, but they chose direct confrontation, resulting in considerable losses. 

With improved weaponry, that could change.

Even if they ultimately lose, we can at least ensure Italy suffers heavy casualties.

“Ethiopia is not just any African state. It’s a nation with a rich history.”

As an ancient Christian country, Ethiopia had always held a place of honor, sometimes even considered descendants of Rome.

Of course, that lineage is somewhat far-fetched, but still…

If Italy suffers some losses there, wouldn’t it weaken the communist axis?

Japan, of course, never really fought on the European front, so let’s not factor them in.

To keep Japan at bay, it would be best to minimize our losses in Europe.

“If war is bound to break out, it’s wise to weaken them beforehand. We should establish contact with Abyssinia.”

“Abyssinia? Will tanks even be able to operate there?”

“Well, I suppose they could, right?”

Tanks were deployed in the Second Italo-Ethiopian War, after all. They should be able to maneuver there.

But there was one thing I was curious about.

Currently, I was attending the Duma as a figurehead, but the person who just asked about tanks…
He looked American.


“By the way, why are you still here?”

“Well, I thought staying here would be a great way to study this doctrine properly, haha!”

Ah, it’s General Patton.

Why hasn’t he left yet? Sigh.





 
  Chapter 76 : The Tsarina is watching the rockets


“Hmm. Is that so? Don’t they say anything in your home country?”

“Yes, there’s no need for concern on that front!”

No, but you’re American. 

Shouldn’t you be heading back to the States instead of worrying about this? 

Are they still telling you not to come back?

How many years has it been since the civil war?

Maybe I should just let this slide. 

The U.S. hasn’t made a big deal out of it, anyway.

Perhaps they’ve forgotten since Wilson became half-paralyzed, but either way.

“Well, can the Ministry of Foreign Affairs handle the Ethiopian side?”

“Shall we proceed immediately?”

“Hmm.”

If this really were the same future, the Second Italo-Ethiopian War would break out in ’35, so we’d approach it strategically a few years prior.

But right now, I’m uncertain about the exact timing, so maybe building up Ethiopia’s strength in advance is the best move.

After all, looking at the current state of Communist Italy, it’s unlikely that the Stresa Front (the tripartite alliance of Britain, France, and Italy against Germany) will materialize.

“Let’s first use the Ohrana to monitor Italy’s situation while gradually approaching.”

Currently, Ohrana essentially functions as a secret intelligence agency, so it might be a good idea to send them to Italy right away.

Even if history has changed, I won’t let my guard down and be caught off-guard.

“Shouldn’t we also support Poland with arms?”

“Yes. Since they strongly opposed our forces coming in, let’s provide them with the weapons as previously discussed.”

Poland, now a member of the Anti-Comintern Pact, is arming itself diligently with Russian weapons.

Communist Germany will likely view Poland as a Russian puppet.

That alone will provoke them.

Poland has now become a hunting dog on our side.

Of course, Poland’s current status is much weaker than in the original history, but with Russian support, they’ll fight Communist Germany relentlessly to avoid extinction.

They’ve essentially branded themselves globally as “I’m on Russia’s side, hehe.”

Rather than trying to reverse this, perhaps it’s better for them to stay under the patronage of a master who’ll at least throw them a bone.

Maybe they’re still dreaming of restoring the Commonwealth.

Either way, with Britain and Russia aligned against the communists, Poland will do their part clawing at Communist Germany, and perhaps they’ll even ask, “Could you give us Lithuania as change?”

Since there’s no history of conflicts between the Soviet Union and Poland, they’ll eagerly jump in if attacked.

“Your Majesty, I have something to discuss regarding the Jewish issue.”

Gregory Vyacheslavovich, the Minister of Agricultural Land Management, spoke.

“Is there a problem?”

“Jews from Poland are coming over and settling in Russia.”

Jews from Poland?

Oh, that’s a new development.

Alright, let’s hear what’s going on.

“Why from Poland?”

“They say Poland is also persecuting Jews with anti-Semitic policies, so they’re fleeing to either Russia or Communist Germany.”

Around this time, Poland wasn’t just anti-Russian and anti-German, but also anti-Semitic.

They couldn’t afford to be anti-Russian now, and they had become anti-German, but since they couldn’t wage war, they likely targeted the vulnerable Jews within their borders.

“But Pilsudski wouldn’t have allowed that, would he?”

Even as an anti-Semitic state, Pilsudski treated Jews with some leniency.

This means, at least until he dies, this kind of thing would be unlikely to happen.

It’s a bit strange.

“It seems discussions were held with nationalists. The Ministry of the Interior suspects an agreement was reached with Dmowski, from Poland’s National Democratic Party, known as Endecja.”

So, they’re siding with Russia but taking it out on the Jews? That’s their approach?

I didn’t meet this Dmowski character when I was there. 

I don’t know much about Polish history, so I’m not sure what kind of person he is.

Is he a figure on the nationalist side who targeted me?

Or was he trying to control the nationalists, but failing at it?

“What kind of person is he?”

“He’s said to be a rival of Jozef Pilsudski.”

“Are you saying he’s the head of the faction that threw a bomb at me?”

“No, Your Majesty, when you visited Poland, Dmowski was in Britain trying to counter Communist Germany.”

To get support, perhaps.

If Britain decides to support Poland, it’s one thing, but with the Polish-Lithuanian issue and the fact that an assassination attempt occurred there, it would be difficult for them to provide assistance.

So, in his absence, the nationalists must have run wild.

And when he returned, he suppressed the nationalists through Dmowski, the anti-Semitic figure, who then launched attacks against the Jews. Is that it?

Meanwhile, our pro-Jewish policy likely attracted them here.

“Hmm. So, it’s because of our pro-Jewish stance?”

“Yes, but it’s causing some issues, as it involves external Jews who didn’t participate or support the Whites during the civil war.”

That makes sense. 

After all, we’ve had a long-standing anti-Semitic policy. 

Even though we’ve shifted to a pro-Jewish stance, it doesn’t mean the Russian people will suddenly welcome Jewish refugees from Poland with open arms.

“What about settling them in Northern Manchuria?”

Although there are Han and Manchu people in Northern Manchuria, I hear their numbers have decreased.

The Northern Government was said to be accepting many people from Manchuria to increase the population. So, what if we send the Jews there?

“Hmm. That could certainly prevent conflict.”

“Since we’ll need people for the development of Manchuria, it seems suitable enough, though it’s rather cold. But if there’s a place fit for them to live, wouldn’t that be acceptable?”

At any rate, I’m giving them land without persecution.

Isn’t that enough?

“Yes. The department has already been considering Northern Manchuria regarding the Jewish issue.”

Unlike the ‘states’ of the United States, the Russian Federation consists of various republics.

There might even be an Israel Republic within the Russian Federation someday.

Our own Hitler might suddenly go mad and start persecuting Jews.

So solving this here and now could be a valid approach.

In other words, we’ll send them to Northern Manchuria under the guise of giving them land to settle.

The Jews will have a place, and we’ll gain from developing Northern Manchuria. Besides, having them there would inevitably tie them to Russia.


Alternatively, we could establish Israel on Polish land after seizing it.

Northern Manchuria, then.

So, how does the ethnic composition look there?

“What’s the current ethnic composition there?”

“It’s quite diverse. There are Han and Manchu of Chinese origin, but due to the civil war, there are also Russian immigrants, Jewish communities, and a considerable number of Koreans.”

Since there was talk of White and Red Russians clashing in Harbin, I assumed there was a significant Russian presence. And Koreans, too?

“Koreans?”

“Many have come from Northern Manchuria. Recently, Renya Mutaguchi of the Manchurian Railway sent thousands of Koreans, claiming he’d support the Russian Northern Manchurian Cavalry Division of the Asian Cavalry.”

They truly are like the shadow army for independence.

They could all turn against Japan in the future.

At this point, I wonder if I wasn’t Korean in my past life.

Or maybe someone like me, a Korean, was reincarnated here.

Could it actually be?

Given his unusual history, it’s enough to make one suspicious.

Well, as long as they help populate Northern Manchuria, that’s fine.

Those Koreans will likely contribute to developing Northern Manchuria, too.

“Let’s suggest Northern Manchuria as an option for the Jews coming from Poland. If they accept, offer them support for settlement.”

“Yes.”

Northern Manchuria, Northern Manchuria. 

Now that I think about it, I’ve only heard that it was occupied by the Asian Cavalry Division, and I haven’t paid much attention to it.

Eventually, we’ll need to deal with Japan, so it might be wise to focus on this area, too.

“Wasn’t Harbin the main city there?”

“Yes.”

“Visiting Harbin personally might be good. I’ve paid attention to Europe since the civil war but haven’t focused much on the Far East.”

I stood up confidently.

Since the Far East Republic was established here, I should check out Asia.

Now that the Whites won the civil war, many communists left that area. Plus, personally, I’m curious to visit, as it’s the closest part of Russia to the Korean Peninsula.

I’d like to see the Koreans living in Russia in this era.

“A personal visit to Harbin might be unwise.”

“Though security has been restored, is there anything notable?”

“Yes, a visit after the Jewish settlement might be ideal.”

The ministers seemed intent on dissuading me.

Somehow, the more they say no, the more I want to go.

Is it really not a good idea to go now?

Perhaps I’ll wait until the Jews have settled.

Reluctantly, I returned to my seat with a defeated expression.

“Separately, Robert Goddard expressed a desire to meet Your Majesty.”

The Black Baron, noticing my disappointed demeanor, spoke up.

I didn’t expect Wrangel to bring up Goddard’s name.

It seems Wrangel has been managing Goddard since we intend to weaponize his expertise.

“For what purpose?”

“He wishes to demonstrate a rocket launch experiment to you.”

“Rocket launch, you say? Then, I suppose I should see it.”

Let’s have a look at what Goddard has put together.

The military seems to have been helping Goddard with his rocket work on a site near Moscow, where he’s been preparing a rocket model.

“Your Majesty, it’s an honor to see you in good health.”

“Oh, let’s skip the small talk. I’m here to see that.”

“Haha, of course, Your Majesty! I won’t disappoint you!”

Goddard, seemingly ready to go at any moment, began preparing to launch the rocket right in front of me.

Pshooooo!

“Oh, impressive.”

But just as I was thinking that, it plummeted to the ground like a deflated soda bottle with a thud.

Well, I didn’t expect instant success, but seeing it up close, the disappointment is almost palpable.

Still, this test was initially scheduled for two years from now. So, it’s two years early.

Goddard spent a long time addressing these issues, so maybe I should lend him a hand here.

In the actual World War II era, rocket technology had its fair share of problems, to say the least. 

Back then, I’d learned some rocket basics to smash a few shelters for those roadhogs, but I’m not sure how much help it’ll be here.

I decided to give a gentle hint.

“Is this what you call a rocket?”

“It’s certainly intriguing, but how long do you estimate it would take to make it weapon-ready?”

The ministers accompanying me were also wearing less-than-enthusiastic expressions.

Understandable. After all, this is a project I, the Tsarina, had endorsed, so this lackluster result must be a letdown.

But at least we’re off the ground.

“Doesn’t it seem to fall too close for comfort?”

I asked Goddard, who was sweating nervously and glancing at me with a guilty expression.

“My apologies, Your Majesty. The experiment results are far from satisfactory.”

No, I’m not angry about that.

In fact, I’m quite impressed that he managed to conduct an experiment initially scheduled for 1926, two years early.

I gave Goddard a small smile, preparing to drop a subtle hint.

“Could it be that the nozzle position is the issue?”

“Pardon?”

I gestured at his design plans.

It’s all about acting like I know what I’m talking about, just enough to suggest a potential solution without forcing it on him.

Pointing to the rocket lying on the ground, I continued.

“This fuel tank acts like a counterweight, correct? Couldn’t the thrust from the nozzle be getting obstructed by this tank?”

“Oh!”

It seems he understood immediately. Truly, a genius is a genius. Perhaps I should add a bit more.

“It appears to significantly reduce thrust. What if you positioned the liquid fuel, liquid oxygen, and nozzle in that order?”

“Aha…”

“Using a gyroscope to stabilize direction could also be beneficial.”

Goddard’s eyes widened in realization, and he clapped his hands together.

“Yes, yes! Thank you, Your Majesty!”

“Well, we’ve seen its potential, so I look forward to something even better next time.”

“Yes! I’ll make sure to show Your Majesty great results!”

He bowed and began gathering up his fallen rocket.

If my advice resonates with him, that’s great.

With this two-year head start and my guidance, it’s possible that Russia’s weaponry in World War II could be even more advanced than in the original timeline.

“Your Majesty.”

Suddenly, an elderly man, who seemed to have been nearby, approached. I didn’t recognize him.

“And who might you be?”

Is he a wanderer? I should have words with the military about site security.

“I am Konstantin Tsiolkovsky. May I work on rockets with this young man?”

With no preamble, this strange old man shoved some papers into my hands.


Rather presumptuous, isn’t he?

I sighed and skimmed through the papers, only to find theories about space travel.

Wait…?

For a moment, I wondered if this man had traveled from the future. He’d already come up with these ideas?





 
  Chapter 77 : Fyodorov Arsenal


“Did they really already make something like this?

Isn’t it a bit too futuristic for people of this era to produce?

For a moment, I wondered if this person, like me, had come from the future.

But assuming it was just my lack of knowledge, I cautiously approached Tsiolkovsky.

“Did you create all of this?”

If it’s true, that would be incredible.

“I’m hard of hearing, but I’ve wanted to research rockets so much! Just once, with all I have left in me!”

Hard of hearing?

I see. That might explain why he only talks about what he wants.

But if this is true, he’s believable.

How amazing would it be if this Tsiolkovsky were to work with Goddard?

Something in my chest was pounding.

Isn’t this the history that I’m creating?

I showed the documents filled with theories about space travel directly to Goddard.

“Mr. Goddard. What do you think?”

When Mr. Goddard took Tsiolkovsky’s theory from me, his eyes sparkled.

He cast a glance toward Tsiolkovsky.

It was a gaze as if he were observing an extraordinary creature, wondering, “Who exactly is this person?”

This is all just a fraction of my perspective as the Tsar.

I should have learned a little more about space theories.

Even though I studied them out of boredom in the library, it’s not like I could go to space. 

Why would I have learned about it?

Even if I had, it would’ve only been mere information about space, nothing more, nothing less.

It was simply, ‘Here’s the money; now make it happen.’

So, Goddard, do you think it’s possible?

“There’s potential. Though it wouldn’t be possible in our lifetime. But if this thing called a rocket continues to develop…”

Then it might be worth trying.

Who would have dreamed that there was such a person in Russia?

There’s still so much knowledge that I don’t know.

Of course, staying locked in the library doesn’t mean I’d know everything.

He’s likely one of those great figures in history that I wouldn’t have known.

It’s a bit subtle to consider him another person like me who’s possessed, so he must just be a genius of this world.

“Please give me paper and pen.”

If he’s really genuine, he’s someone worth believing in.

So, I decided to appoint this person who could possibly bring Russia’s space field further ahead.

Russia in this world must stand tall as a benevolent Russia.

I wrote down my message to Tsiolkovsky on the paper given to me by the Black Baron and handed it over to him.

[In Russia, each and every talented person is precious to us. If you can truly produce results in rocket research, I grant you permission.]

I want to believe he will achieve it.

If he can master rocket technology, maybe we could easily crush Germany in war.

I hope there will be no need to use nuclear power.

“I will definitely make it happen!”

Konstantin Tsiolkovsky and Robert Goddard.

What will this combination accomplish, I wonder?

“Is this not a waste of the budget?”

On the way back, the Minister of Finance, Mikhail Vladimirovich Vernadsky, spoke in an uneasy voice.

Yes, at first glance, it does seem like a waste of the budget.

“There’s potential, but I don’t know if it’s something Your Majesty should personally invest in.”

The other ministers also didn’t have a favorable reaction.

Yes, it probably looks that way now.

But there’s enough value in investing, which is why I’m doing this.

In this era, only a somewhat mad person would be able to speak so boldly about space theories.

“Just by looking at this theory, doesn’t it show that Tsiolkovsky is quite a genius?”

No matter how I see it, this person appears nothing less than remarkable.

I may not know much because of my ignorance of history, but he could also be a tragic genius overshadowed by others.

I wouldn’t be surprised if he’s someone whose significance was only verified posthumously.

He might even be the origin of the Soviet space technology in this world.

“Indeed, that may be so.”

He still doesn’t look entirely convinced.

Yes, I suppose it would seem strange in this era.

Especially now, when rockets haven’t properly emerged yet.

But once they’re weaponized and show some results, the ministers will acknowledge it too.

Moreover, I intend to use Duke Yusupov’s funds for this rocket as well.

In other words, it’s not solely running on the national budget.

“Let’s keep an eye on this. If this bears fruit, we’ll be pioneering a field before any other country.”

Technology that surpasses everyone else.

Even before the United States follows, we could be a few steps ahead.

Perhaps even launching satellites decades in advance.

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“If countries like England and France learn of this, it would be troublesome.”

Though the Americans themselves showed no interest, it won’t hurt to be cautious, even if England or France might not attempt it.

“I will be cautious.”

Hmm, now that I think about it, there’s something else I’d like to try.

Since I’m here, wouldn’t it be worthwhile to do a bit more?

Like, for example, I’d like to tour a factory at least once.

I should say it directly. 

After all, I am still a leader of this country, am I not?

Of course, I’m just a figurehead, but nonetheless.

“Hmm. Since I’m already here, I’d like to take a look around a factory.”


“A factory, Your Majesty?”

It’s not like I want to simply play around.

“Don’t you find it disturbing when reading those newspapers? Those Germans…”

When I see those German newspapers, well. 

Communism has been established, but there are still workers who are discontent with it. 

That’s the gist of it.

This means there might be people in our current Russia who feel the same way.

Yes, that’s a simple story.

Public sentiment must always be observed, especially since Russia is vast and expansive.

There may be people who hold dissatisfaction toward me.

In order to identify such people, at the very least, this much must be done.

“Yes, indeed.”

“So, I’d like to take a look at our factory as well.”

It’s a simple reason.

It’s absolutely not because I just want to look around.

After all, I’m holding back from confirming what I want to see by going down to the provinces myself.

“There’s the Fedorov Arsenal in Moscow.”

The arsenal? That’s a weapons factory, isn’t it? Right. 

It’s about time I saw it, don’t you think? Especially since it’s a place where weapons are produced, there will be a lot to prepare.

If we’re going to be selling to places like China and Poland, we can’t afford any defects.

“Alright. Let’s go there, then.”

“Yes, I’ll arrange the visit.”

Oh, wait a moment. That’s one thing. 

But wouldn’t it be a bit strange to go looking like the Tsar?

“Ah, hold on a second.”

I raised my hand, stopping the ministers who were moving hastily.

“Yes, Your Majesty?”

“If I go as the Tsarina, wouldn’t it seem a bit intimidating?”

If I enter a factory as the Tsarina, even those with grievances might be too afraid to speak up.

So, pretending to be an ordinary person might be a good idea. 

Perhaps posing as a journalist from America would also work.

If I were to appear as a reporter, workers dissatisfied under the guise of the Russian Federation might openly express their grievances.

“Do you really need to go to such lengths?”

“In ancient times, rulers of an Eastern nation would roam among the people in plain clothes to understand the hearts of their subjects. It’s called incognito travel.”

They tilted their heads at my words, as if unsure of what I was getting at, but it’s the same concept.

A foreign journalist covering the reality of the Federation and the disgruntled Russian workers resentful of their government.

Wouldn’t that setup allow people to speak more freely?

“Hmm. I understand what you mean, but I wonder if it would be effective.”

“It would be better if you went openly. Things are different now than they were before the civil war.”

“They will all praise Your Majesty.”

The ministers seemed a bit worried, which only made their unease more suspicious.

Honestly, it doesn’t make sense for everyone to sing my praises.

All I’ve really done is enter recaptured cities and make a few speeches in the Duma.

Would anyone feel free to voice complaints in front of the Tsarina?

“Isn’t it better than appearing directly as the Tsarina?”

The ministers were trying to dissuade me, somewhat unnecessarily.

If we go openly, and anything happens, these people would just start lashing out at the factory workers, saying, “How dare you disrespect the Tsarina!”

Though I’m not the owner of the factory, I am the one who implemented the policies keeping it operational.

And it will be my responsibility to make changes in the future.

*****

Sergey worked as a laborer at the Fedorov Arsenal in Moscow.

The Fedorov Factory produced modified Fedorov automatic rifles, and Sergey had taken the job to make a living after the Red-White Civil War.

His work was fairly straightforward.

Being young, his job mostly consisted of sorting or moving crates filled with weapons.

Before the Red-White Civil War, he’d heard stories about workers being treated like dogs and protesting endlessly, but Sergey hadn’t experienced that himself.

Since the Russian Federation had adopted a blend of socialism and capitalism after the civil war, Sergey worked in an environment that favored workers, unlike the previous generation.

“Alright, let’s have lunch and get back to it.”

Mr. Ma, who was in charge of sorting ammunition, clapped his hands, leading the workers to break for lunch.

Lunch was simply bread, but the rest environment was well-maintained, and it was satisfying.

However, something was unusual today.

The other workers were murmuring amongst themselves.

Just then, the factory manager, who had been talking to a man in a suit, approached Sergey and the other workers who were having lunch and clapped his hands.

“Workers, listen up. Today, some esteemed individuals will be inspecting the factory, so let’s try not to appear too relaxed.”

Esteemed individuals inspecting the factory?

“Yes, sir!”

Who could these esteemed individuals be?

In the old days, when important people came, workers would reportedly protest and demand more bread. Nowadays, they were simply asked not to appear idle.

So, who could be coming?

“Who is visiting today?”

Finally, Sergey raised his hand, too curious to hold back his question.

“They’re here to check if this factory is running smoothly. And journalists will be here, too, so speak openly to the State Duma.”

Speak openly? Are we supposed to just go about our usual work?

Now that I think of it, I recently read in the newspaper that German workers were being treated like slaves by soldiers.

Of course, Russia isn’t perfect, but at least here, break times and personal freedoms are guaranteed.

My neighbor, who was conscripted into the Red Army and later returned by the White Army, even said that the country is far better off than it was ten years ago.

Looking at it that way, the current Tsarina is indeed a remarkable person.

These esteemed visitors probably have something to do with her as well.

So, everyone put on their best effort, showing how diligently they work.

“Yes, sir!”

Everyone responded enthusiastically, seeming to think along the same lines as Sergey.

Soon after, ministers from the State Duma arrived to inspect the factory.

And, curiously, among them was a woman who exuded an air of nobility.

“I’m a journalist from America, here to report on Russian factories. Is there anything you find inconvenient about working here?”

She questioned Sergey, glancing toward the ministers as if checking their reactions.

Inconvenient things… There were a few.

He did want a greater variety of bread, but that was a bit too much to ask, and the work itself wasn’t particularly exhausting.

However…

‘She looks familiar…’

She definitely looked like someone he’d seen before. Yes, a few years ago, toward the end of the civil war.

When the Reds were about to seize Moscow, she was the woman who had entered the city, riding atop a horse, her presence ending the war, the Empress who rode straight into the line of fire.

To the French, she was known as Russia’s Joan of Arc.

Anastasia, the Tsarina of the Russian Federation.


In the public’s eye, she was praised as the first Tsarina of a new Russia, hailed as Anastasia I.

Sergey liked to think he had a keen eye for details.

Isn’t it strange for only one journalist to accompany such esteemed people?

Though she was flanked by “colleague journalists,” all of whom looked rather fit, nonetheless…

Why is the Tsarina here, posing as a journalist?
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Could it be that they think they haven’t been caught? Or maybe they’re playing at being a journalist?

Right. 

Perhaps the Tsar is just taking a break from work.

Taking a break and then complaining, “Oh, it’d be nice if the meals improved,” would be a bit childish.

Other than that, he was satisfied with his situation.

Honestly, there wasn’t anything to complain about anyway.

So, Sergei simply answered truthfully.

“Uh, um. I have no complaints.”

“Really? You can be honest. I’ll make sure it doesn’t reach the ears of those higher-ups.”

Well, even if I had complaints, wouldn’t it make more sense to talk to the invisible factory owner, Fyodorov, who’s supposedly developing weapons?

Sergei, who had grown up in severe poverty and had been toiling in Bolshevik-controlled Moscow since he was young, knew a thing or two.

Perhaps the Tsar came out to see if the subjects were really working and not just slacking off?

Just by looking at this, you get an answer.

There’s talk among the older men about how the country is gradually becoming more stable, thanks to what’s called the Anastasia Reforms, a five-year plan.

Right. That’s it. 

In factories these days, there’s talk that those who don’t work shouldn’t eat.

The Tsar came to genuinely check if people were still getting their wages while just lounging around.

How could a citizen of the United States, a subject of the Tsar, afford to slack off?

Contrary to Anastasia’s intentions, Sergei had a grand misunderstanding.

“What are you talking about? We have no complaints whatsoever. We were just about to get back to work after lunch! Isn’t that right, everyone?”

“Uh… yeah, that’s right.”

“When you compare it to the time under the Bolsheviks or the former Tsar, things are incredibly better now.”

As if on cue, the factory workers responded in unison to Sergei’s question.

Anastasia was unaware.

She didn’t know that as reforms progressed, Russia grew wealthier, and as the people’s standard of living improved, it was no longer a time for pleading for shorter work hours and more bread. 

Rather, it had become a strange time where not working as much as one’s wages was odd.

Anastasia was unaware.

She didn’t know that these factory workers had once been conscripted into the Red Army, and when Moscow was recaptured by the White Army, they had seen the Empress at the forefront of the White forces.

The factory workers and Sergei, in one heart and one mind, understood the Tsar’s profound intentions.

Anastasia responded with a saintly smile.

“That’s a relief! Let’s continue working hard for the development of Russia!”

To Sergei, that gentle smile was the most beautiful thing.

‘Truly beautiful.’

The Russia she leads will surely stand tall in the world.

The Tsar’s disguise as a journalist was something they decided to keep secret among the staff.

Returning to the office, he sat comfortably.

Wow, disguising myself as a journalist is pretty fun.

It was amusing that they shared everything, unaware I was the Tsar.

In the midst of it all, the lack of complaints was a bit shocking.

Was it only the truly loyal, ‘cracked-head’ Black company workers who remained after the Bolsheviks were crushed?

People who would still say, “The Tsar!” even if their heads got smashed in.

Honestly, anyone with complaints probably got killed by the White Army as retribution during the civil war.

“Your Majesty.”

“Yes? What is it?”

The ministers looked like they had a lot they wanted to say.

Well, my disguise as a journalist must have looked a bit strange to them.

“Nothing. At any rate, it’s good that the citizens of the United States have no complaints. Doesn’t the lack of protests speak for itself?”

Oh, right. That’s one way to see it.

I’d forgotten while enjoying the factory tour.

“Hmm. So that’s how it is.”

I’d forgotten.

There was that Bloody Sunday incident.

Right, just the fact that there are no such protests is incredible. 

Maybe I got too carried away.

“Yes.”

“That worker’s name was Sergei, wasn’t it? A hardworking young man.”

I quite liked him.

A young man who remains loyal to the Tsar in these times. I don’t dislike that type.

A man like that would probably take up arms on his own when the country is in crisis.

Or, at the very least, he’d diligently keep the factory running, producing weapons to arm our White Army—the so-called White Army.

I like him.

Doesn’t that mean the remaining workers are all of that type?

That gives you the answer, doesn’t it?

Thanks to the Red-White civil war, the true reds were weeded out, leaving only the real ones behind.

Perhaps I should raise the wages for them specifically?

“Yes.”

“Since they cooperated with the interview, why not reward Sergei and the factory staff with some small gifts?”

It’s only proper to reward those who can speak well.

Now I understand why rulers tend to listen to the words of flatterers.

“I will do so, Your Majesty. It seems a good way to keep them quiet.”

“Pardon?”

“Nothing.”

I don’t know what he’s talking about, but fine. 

The reward should match the work, and a bonus should match their loyalty.

The Fyodorov factory eased the tension I’d had due to the American press, even if only a little.

“Speaking of which, the Fyodorov factory is producing more firearms than others.”

“Really?”

“Yes. Perhaps because it’s located in Moscow, they’re more diligent in production.”

I suppose it’s because they know the Tsarina resides in this city.


Fyodorov probably has his reasons for being attentive.

“I wish production were that high in other sectors as well.”

“Rumor has it that socialists are encouraging workers to increase coal output as well.”

Socialists are actually useful in times like these.

“That’s a relief.”

Considering coal mining and Russia’s rich resources, it’s something we should maximize for our advantage.

Ah, speaking of which, the Stakhanovite movement comes to mind.

Back in Stalin’s second five-year plan, a miner in Kadievka extracted 14 times the standard amount of coal, becoming a propaganda symbol.

I’m not sure if it’ll be the same in this history.

If Communist Germany is our opponent, then we’d better hurry a bit.

“How about we do some propaganda, too? Promote the weapons coming out of the munitions factories as the military strength that will protect Russia.”

“Won’t it seem like we’re preparing for war?”

One should always be prepared for war.

Our Communist German friends could at any time turn their people’s militia into a regular army and openly attack Poland.

Besides, it probably won’t look like we’re preparing for war.

The weapons coming from the factory are being used to arm the Far East Army, which includes the Russian Asian Cavalry Division, and are also being sold to the Huofang Army in China.

The funny thing is that Japan opened up Southern Manchuria for easy weapon sales to the Huofang Army.

“Since we’re making money by selling weapons to China anyway, it doesn’t really matter.”

From what I hear, our Japanese friends are also selling weapons to the Beiyang government.

So, we sell to Huofang, and Japan sells to Beiyang.

It’s practically like a weapons testing ground for both sides.

Those guys probably just want to sell more weapons since there’s nothing else they can extract from the Beiyang warlords right now.

So, they actually helped us by enabling weapon sales.

After all, we don’t have any volunteers in the Huofang Army.

Suddenly, an idea crossed my mind, and I wiggled my fingers.

“Ah, Poland. Make sure they’re fully stocked with weapons. Enough for the entire Polish army to be armed with Russian-made weapons. But no free giveaways—just sell them at a discount. After all, aren’t they part of the Anti-Communist Pact?”

This way, it looks like we’re preparing for defense rather than being a war-loving state.

“They could use that army to target us.”

“That’s why we have to do it. If they’re reliant on Russian-made arms, they’d be hard-pressed to use them against us.”

Just as a precaution.

It’ll seem like we’re generously supporting them with weapons, but they’ll end up addicted to Russian arms.

Wouldn’t it feel like cognitive dissonance to attack Russia with weapons made in Russia?

“Ah, I see.”

“In that case, they might eventually turn against Germany, asking for more weapons.”

If they grow too reliant on Russian arms, that’s exactly what’ll happen.

Even the most reckless among them would probably prefer to direct those weapons against Communist Germany, which they see as a legitimate enemy, rather than targeting us. 

It would, inevitably, lead them to check Communist Germany’s power instead.

I’ve said it many times, but Germany is much easier to handle than Russia.

At least from a geographical standpoint.

Russia extends beyond the Urals, while Germany is isolated and surrounded—forcing Poland to choose sides.

And Poland, still caught in hostilities with China, remains a promising market for our weapons.

It might sound like the work of an arms dealer on the surface.

But it’s better than being directly involved in war, isn’t it?

“Have there been any updates related to the Anti-Communist Pact?”

“They’re responding positively.”

“Really?”

That’s a relief. Romania had been a bit of a concern.

After all, it’s a straightforward decision: which side will you take? But who would align with an isolated Communist Germany in a world like this?

And it’s not as if they’re even a monarchy.

We should never let our guard down, but those Balkan nations have limited options.

Both the Romanian Kingdom and the Bulgarian Tsardom are monarchies, after all.

Just look at the Communist countries. 

The defeated Bolsheviks in the Russian Civil War murdered the Tsar’s family, and Communist Germany chased down and eradicated the Kaiser’s lineage in a similar manner.

Even Mussolini in Italy, despite sparing the royal family, reportedly received support from Germany to overturn Italy and imprison its royalty.

The Romanian Kingdom and the Bulgarian Tsardom would likely consider this.

If they stayed too friendly with Germany, they might face Communist revolutions in their own countries.

Thinking about it, there are still quite a few monarchies around.

“Austria and Bulgaria are planning to send their Kaiser and Tsar here directly.”

“Is that so? Not bad at all.”

At this time, I believe Bulgaria’s ruler is Boris III.

He’s known to have met his end after a meeting with Adolf Hitler during the Second World War.

Perhaps, in this version of history, Boris III aligns with Russia.

He was someone who sought to expand territory by siding with Germany during the Second World War.

If Yugoslavia falls to communism, his aspirations to expand might just align with history.

Still, there’s an underlying worry.

Rosa Luxemburg and Karl Liebknecht, two figures who perished in a failed revolution, come to mind.

No matter how much we draw lines or establish alliances, we should always be wary of unpredictable variables.

Did Wilhelm foresee the Bolshevik Revolution when he sent Lenin to Russia?

Perhaps he just wanted Russia to withdraw from the war.

With that in mind, what if we dispatch our anti-Communist propagandists to other countries as well?”

“Anti-Communist propaganda?”

Now that’s an intriguing suggestion.

I’ve seen Communists fervently spreading revolutionary ideas, but anti-Communist propagandists from Russia? That’s a first.

While we’ve conducted anti-Communist campaigns domestically, we’ve never tried sending people abroad.


It would be interesting to send someone to Austria.

“Reports indicate that Communist Germany has been subtly promoting its ideals in Austria and Hungary, sowing seeds in the shadows. Why should they have a monopoly on propaganda?”

Ah, that’s quite astute.

That’s the mindset I like.

After all, the only good Communist is a dead Communist.
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Thinking about it, unless it’s due to agitation by Bolsheviks on the run, Germany has already succeeded in a communist revolution.

So what if the Communist Party members in Communist Germany start promoting a revolution like theirs?

In places like Austria, public opinion toward the royal family has dropped since the war, hasn’t it?

The monarchy has been preserved thanks to Britain, but with Britain’s withdrawal, General Gaida has taken on one part of Austria’s national defense.

The problem is precisely this.

A royal family estranged from public opinion, enforced stability through the military—it’s an environment ripe for a communist revolution.

Dropping Adolf Hitler in could help somewhat.

Actually, isn’t it thanks to Adolf Hitler that things are holding together right now?

Since he’s been tirelessly pushing anti-communist propaganda.

“Alright. First, what’s the situation in Austria?”

Adolf Hitler rotated around, accompanied by some from the Okhrana who had followed him.

People even followed him from Volga Germany, so they needed to be sent safely.

I only heard about this belatedly, as it was an internal affairs issue.

As for his subsequent movements, all I know is that Adolf is putting in a lot of effort.

“Adolf Hitler of the National Socialist Austrian Workers’ Party is diligently spreading anti-communist propaganda.”

It seems like Hitler is working really hard.

Even if he’s not the axis of evil, he could become quite a troublesome figure for communist countries, couldn’t he?

Then again…

“Is it that well-known in the Ministry of Internal Affairs?”

I couldn’t help but ask in surprise.

Has Hitler grown to that extent already?

It appears he’s unexpectedly competent as an anti-communist.

I wouldn’t think he’s the type to write something like Mein Kampf.

“Yes, it’s to the point where we don’t even need our own anti-communist propagandists there.”

“To that extent? And yet he established a party so quickly.”

That was fast.

Thankfully, he’s on our side—had he been an enemy, it could have been disastrous.

On the contrary, imagine if the Austrian communists had been enthralled by the German revolution.

That would have been catastrophic.

Austria’s situation is already in shambles post-defeat in the war; a communist revolution could easily succeed.

“Austrian-aligned German Junkers and capitalists are actively supporting it, so that’s likely why.”

“Then there’s no need to send anti-communist propagandists to Austria.”

“Indeed. Those from the Okhrana who followed Hitler are working with General Gaida to locate communists within Austria.”

Surprisingly, could the Okhrana be quite competent?

“Then, with help from the Anti-Comintern Pact countries, we can send anti-communist propagandists. What’s the situation in Turkey?”

Bulgaria, Romania, Austria, and Hungary are covered.

“Atatürk has personally agreed to visit Moscow.”

“That’s fortunate.”

Still, having Russians themselves conduct anti-communist propaganda might be best.

Sending people to Romania, Turkey, and Bulgaria for anti-communist efforts seems reasonable.

“How do you plan to recruit anti-communist propagandists?”

What, like hiring part-timers?

Although Russia now despises communism,

“I intend to utilize the Okhrana.”

“The Okhrana seems to be involved in so many places.”

How many are in the Okhrana, anyway?

Isn’t it supposed to be a Public Security Preservation Bureau? Their numbers seem excessive.

Maybe their numbers swelled during the Red-White Civil War.

They’ve essentially transformed from their original role into a secret organization protecting the royal family, but well.

No, asking about it would be losing.

“Yes, Your Majesty. How about sending them to communist countries as well?”

Communist countries? No, that’s a bit much.

“Sending them to communist countries might lead to unwanted results. What if they get enthralled by communist propaganda?”

Like labor indoctrination or something.

“Frankly, most of the Okhrana wouldn’t fall for it. They experienced the civil war directly, after all.”

Oh, I see.

If they were that susceptible, they’d have joined the Cheka.

Though communism has its various factions, it’s ultimately just wordplay.

At its core, it’s merely an idealistic ideology, nothing more or less.

But.

The same holds true in reverse.

To hide communism’s flaws, its vicious and ugly side, the communists will kill any Okhrana we send.

That is absolutely unacceptable.

“Even without that, there are many issues. If communists discover our agents, won’t they attempt to kill them?”

Okhrana agents are invaluable.

We can’t send them to communist countries to get killed.

“Ah, true.”

“The only good communist is a dead communist. We should only send anti-communist propagandists to countries where the Communist Party operates in secret.”

Sending them to deal with communists directly feels wrong.

It would be good to infiltrate and gather intel, but for Germany, as long as we stay prepared, there shouldn’t be a problem.

Even now, we see the underground activities of German communists. Focusing on addressing this is essential.

Germany’s attempts to form allied communist states indicate that, in its current isolation, it must transform neighboring countries into communist states to survive.

“Understood, Your Majesty.”

I think the anti-communist propaganda is quite beneficial.

We can curb those susceptible to communism from slipping into its grasp through targeted anti-communist campaigns.

“Communism is a failed ideology that’s bound to disappear, but like a devil, it worms its way into people’s minds.”

“Do we not know that? Thanks to the current Duma and Your Majesty, communism is virtually non-existent in Russia.”

Indeed, that is fortunate.

“As Your Majesty mentioned, the Great Depression is the real issue, isn’t it?”


That’s right.

Around the Great Depression, communism could be seen as a viable solution.

Historically, the Soviet Union wasn’t affected by the Great Depression, thanks to its communist system. Will Germany be unaffected too?

If so, then France, with its own internal commune troubles, might certainly lean toward communism.

France was severely affected by the Great War, and though the Great Depression’s impact isn’t as dire, communism could still be seen as the answer.

To prepare, the anti-communist propaganda project proposed by the Minister of Internal Affairs might be best.

Communism must be eradicated.

After all, my carefully crafted, modified capitalism is superior to communism.

In reality, communism is just a system for stable dictatorship, nothing more.

The ones defending communism as an ideal worthy of proper application—their words are empty; they should be torn apart.

Perhaps, unless we have an AI with no desire for power, impartial to all and capable of true communism.

In human society, communism can’t be realized.

Eventually, someone becomes a dictator, the system rots, and stagnation ensues.

Thus, communism in Germany must not stand.

In that case, using anti-communist propagandists seems the right approach.

“Then we should send anti-communist propagandists to the Anti-Comintern Pact countries. Hmm.”

Britain should be fine.

Wasn’t Churchill an anti-communist?

Even if he wasn’t, he’d want to eliminate threats to Britain.

He would likely despise communist Germany, so that’s covered.

If we send anti-communist propagandists, what would they say?

Not long ago, those who fought a civil war against communists might have grown significantly.

“Your Majesty. While sending anti-communist propagandists is good, we should also support individuals fleeing from communist countries.”

This was suggested by Sergey Dmitrievich Tverskoy, the Minister of Administration.

Aren’t we already doing that?

I hadn’t expected this from the administration.

“Aren’t we already?”

“Ah, my apologies. I meant to say ‘persecuted individuals.'”

Persecuted individuals, huh.

That’s interesting. In Communist Germany, would the persecuted be the Junkers?

If any Junkers remain, they would have fled to East Prussia or Austria. The persecuted individuals he mentions are likely not them.

Who could he mean?

“Persecuted individuals?”

“Artists from Germany and Italy have reportedly fled in large numbers.”

“That’s the first I’ve heard.”

Ah, artists.

Why are they being persecuted?

“Bolsheviks surrendered earlier because public opinion soured over Lenin’s initial policies.”

“So we’re suggesting that Russia take in persecuted individuals from Germany and Italy for support?”

“Yes. Both countries are reportedly suppressing artists, so now would be a good time.”

Ah, yes. Under Nazi Germany, many artists were persecuted for creating what was called ‘degenerate art.’

So those artists are now being suppressed under Communist Germany?

“Why are they being suppressed?”

“Likely due to the communist system, is it not?”

“One wouldn’t expect communism to suppress them so much.”

Would Germany really suppress everyone like that?

“Who typically supports artists and appreciates their work? Now, with their isolation, Germany has no one but artists for international advocacy.”

Ah, indeed.

Wealthy patrons traditionally supported the arts.

Could they be calculating this?

If Germany’s artists defy the Communist Party’s orders, if they act against them—it could happen.

I hadn’t thought of that. Russian artists fleeing to other countries post-revolution also exist.

To preserve the system, potential anti-communist figures would be expelled.

If we could pull them in, Russia could surpass its cultural and artistic achievements in history.

“Hmm. That makes sense. This would also elevate Russia’s cultural standing. But is it feasible?”

“Many have already migrated to East Prussia or Russia.”

How did I overlook that?

If the Minister of Administration advocates this,

he might have a favored writer or artist.

Hence, his suggestion.

“Please continue.”

“This also offers a chance to promote Russian culture. Why not establish a dedicated department for arts and literature to enhance Russian culture and introduce it abroad?”

So, they’re proposing the establishment of a department.

Doesn’t South Korea have a Ministry of Culture, Sports, and Tourism?

“Hmm. Are you suggesting an official department?”

“Yes. Many artists were scattered during the civil war. To bring them back, why not establish a Department of Culture and Arts within the Union’s Duma?”

A Department of Culture and Arts.

Yes, that could work.

The question is what comes next.

If we create the department, we need a minister and deputy minister. Do we have anyone in mind?

Surely, the Minister of Administration doesn’t intend to take the role.

“How should we appoint the minister?”

Sorry, but I don’t know anyone this time.

Shouldn’t it be someone with relevant experience?

Especially in Russian culture and arts.

“An artist would be preferable, wouldn’t it? Most ministers have a civil war background, so a prominent figure in the arts could fit.”

“Do you have someone in mind?”

“Ivan Bunin, of the Russian United Writers’ Association.”

The Russian United Writers’ Association.

It seems that’s already been established.

“Ivan Bunin?”

“He’s a novelist known as the successor to Tolstoy and Chekhov.”

That level of talent is impressive.

I haven’t read Tolstoy, but I know he’s a renowned writer.

If Bunin is considered Tolstoy’s successor, that’s likely a solid choice.

“I’m aware of Ivan Bunin as well. He’s well-regarded abroad as a remarkable novelist.”

The other ministers agreed.

If even the Minister of Administration and others recognize him, he must be quite a figure.

A person of his caliber should be fit for the position.

“Hmm. If he’s already leading the Writers’ Association, he must be famous here in Russia.”

After some thought, but would a novelist make a good culture minister?

We’ve appointed people with southern Russian connections to ministry roles, so it should be fine.


But would appointing him raise suspicions among others?

“Do the ministers agree?”

“Ultimately, it’s Your Majesty’s decision, is it not?”

Why does it all come down to my decision?

Don’t pass your responsibilities on to me; this isn’t a group project.
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The character Tolstoy is one that even I, a complete layman in literature, recognize.

So, if it’s someone of Tolstoy’s caliber, wouldn’t they make an excellent figurehead?

The Minister of Culture and Arts of the Russian Federation is Tolstoy’s successor!

People are going silent.

On top of that, isn’t this a job I could personally take on?

I can’t go all the way to Harbin, but at least I could show that the Tsarina is actively supporting Russian arts.

“Well, if that’s the case, let’s make it happen. I don’t think it’s a bad idea.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“If it’s someone of Tolstoy’s caliber, I should meet them personally.”

At my confident declaration, the Duma members exchanged glances, each keeping their thoughts to themselves.

What are these people up to?

“If you have something to say, just say it.”

“Well, we’ve known since the Civil War, so while we won’t stop Her Majesty from acting personally, could you refrain from going as a reporter this time?”

These people? I didn’t plan on it this time.

They didn’t catch me when I inspected the factories, but they worry about unnecessary things.

Ivan Bunin

He was a writer and poet during the Russian Empire.

Born into a noble family in Voronezh in 1870, he began his literary career by publishing poetry and prose in a newspaper office.

As a prolific writer of poetry collections and novels, he translated Henry Wadsworth Longfellow’s The Song of Hiawatha into Russian in 1903, earning the Pushkin Prize, which he won again in 1909.

In 1909, he was also elected as an honorary academician of literature at the Imperial Academy of Sciences in Saint Petersburg.

In real history, when the revolution broke out in Russia, he fled to France, where he lived as a stateless exile, earning respect as Tolstoy’s successor and becoming the first Russian Nobel laureate in literature in 1933.

However, the Soviet Union failed to persuade him due to his staunch anti-communism shortly after World War II.

In this story, however, his fate was different.

With the intensification of the Red and White Civil War, Lenin and the Bolsheviks attempted to conscript all able-bodied men, including Bunin, who, as a noble, found himself in a precarious position. Not wanting to fight for the Bolsheviks, he fled to France, hoping for a White victory.

In France, he wrote poetry about the tragic reality his homeland faced, which garnered acclaim even in France.

When the Red-White Civil War ended in a White victory and the Russian Federation was established, he returned to Russia, founding and becoming the chairman of the Russian Federation Writers’ Association in Moscow.

His poetry, which resonated with many struggling Russians post-civil war, cemented his status as a great literary figure in Russia.

One day, someone visited the Writers’ Association.

“Are you Ivan Bunin, the great Russian writer?”

“Yes, I am. And who might you be?”

The person was dressed as a soldier with a cross on their chest, indicating a high-ranking officer. Yet, she was a woman—and young at that.

While female soldiers were not uncommon during the Red-White Civil War, was there a woman from the nobility who had been active in the war?

As Bunin’s mind filled with questions, the woman, hands clasped behind her back, began circling him as she spoke.

“Would you consider becoming the Minister of Culture and Arts?”

“The Minister of Culture and Arts?”

While literature, including poetry and novels, falls under the realm of the arts, being the Minister of Culture and Arts was unexpected.

Who was this woman offering him such a position?

Just as Bunin felt a twinge of curiosity, the woman began speaking again, hands still behind her back.

“After the civil war, much was destroyed, and while Russia is changing, there’s still a lot missing. Yes, that’s art—creativity and creation are lacking. Many artists were divided by the revolution, and the State Duma aims to revive Russian arts through the newly established Ministry of Culture and Arts.”

Yes, I understand. But who exactly is this woman, speaking so confidently?

Is she from the Duma?

Or perhaps a prominent figure who had actively fought for the White Army?

These days, members of the Duma have even started supporting the association directly as they learn more through newspapers.

Given that, I’m familiar with the names of the State Duma members, but this young woman?

Eventually, Bunin had to ask the question on his mind.

“May I ask, who exactly are you?”

“I’m someone who can place you in the position of Minister. Even if it’s just as a figurehead. All you need to do is focus on your literary work, Mr. Bunin. I’ll assign a deputy for the rest.”

Someone with the power to appoint him?

A young woman in a White Army general’s uniform?

A shiver ran down Bunin’s spine as he realized who she was.

Bunin immediately paid his respects as a Russian nobleman to the woman before him.

“It is an honor to meet you, Tsarina!”

“Oh, don’t be so formal. After the civil war, those kinds of formalities have become more of a burden.”

Anastasia waved dismissively, brushing it off as if it were trivial.

“But how could I, upon meeting the Tsarina, Saint of All Russia, not pay my respects?”

“If you wish to be formal, then so be it.”

Formal, you say? Was she referring to the ministerial position she had mentioned earlier?

“Do you mean the ministerial position?”

At Bunin’s question, Anastasia nodded.

Being offered a ministerial position so suddenly gave Bunin a headache.

Even if they offered him the post of Minister of Culture and Arts, he wasn’t sure why he had been chosen.

After all, why was he supposed to take this position?

“Communist Germany is reportedly oppressing freedom of expression by cracking down on artists. In times like these, shouldn’t we support our artists?”

“Hmm. That is indeed a good idea. But even though I’m a renowned writer, there are complications with appointing me as a minister, aren’t there?”

“It’s already been approved by the Duma. You don’t have to work directly with them or anything. Just continue as you always have, focusing on your writing for the betterment of Russian literature.”

After all, what could a poet and novelist like him actually do?

Those below him would handle the necessary tasks.

Through his long literary career, Bunin had become perceptive.

What the Tsarina truly wanted to convey was that Russia esteemed art so highly that it could elevate a writer to a ministerial position.

This approach would likely attract many disillusioned individuals from Communist Germany.

‘So, Tsarina Anastasia was such a person.’

As a noble himself, he wasn’t entirely unfamiliar with the royal family.

Could it be that the civil war had indeed changed her?

“Did you personally prepare all this, Your Majesty?”

“No, I’m too busy to be embarrassed to say, but I didn’t even know about the great author you are until the Minister of the Executive informed me.”

“I see.”

Having been active in Moscow, it seemed that the members of the State Duma who had heard of his fame in France held him in high regard.

“It seems the Duma members are well aware of your work, as you were famous even in France.”

“That’s an exaggeration.”


In France, he had only become well-known for his work expressing the sorrowful reality of his homeland, devastated by the civil war.

He never thought that word of it would reach the Tsarina, who had put an end to the civil war.

Under such circumstances, it was difficult to refuse.

“Will you accept the position of minister, then?”

Anastasia smiled warmly, extending her hand to Bunin.

This was clearly an invitation to take her hand if he intended to accept.

“I’m not sure my literary talents are as grand as you say, but if it’s for Russia’s sake, I’ll accept.”

“Then, I look forward to working with you, Minister of Culture and Arts.”

Bunin took the young Tsarina’s hand firmly.

****


Communist Germany, Free Socialist Republic of Germany

After the Communist Revolution, artists in Germany couldn’t openly express themselves.

Painters, poets, and novelists all had to conform to the Communist Party’s agenda, producing works that glorified communism and advocated for world revolution.

As the sole country where the Communist Revolution succeeded, the Party ensured that artists could only engage in activities that aligned with their propaganda.

Thomas Mann and Heinrich Mann were among the artists impacted by these restrictions.



 
  Chapter 81 : Italian Hero


They promoted a novelist to the Minister of Culture and Arts and widely publicized it.

This had a significant impact on neighboring countries.

The new Tsar seemed enamored with arts like novels and paintings.

France, where Ivan Bunin briefly took refuge and was already well-known, congratulated them on appointing a literary giant as the Minister of Culture.

Many German artists also sought refuge here.

Of course, in Communist Germany, people criticized the Tsarina for being so engrossed in the arts, saying that she neglected national affairs.

Those idiots don’t even know the real power lies in the National Duma.

“Hm, not bad.”

It’s nice to see something like this.

Still, Russia continues to thirst for talent.

The development of culture and arts is fine, but shouldn’t this country have more scholars?

Although I say I aspire toward the arts, it doesn’t mean I want to pour money into it.

Yet, who would have thought Gabriele D’Annunzio from Italy would come to Russia?

This man is practically the godfather of Italian nationalism.

In other words, he’s almost the origin of our Mussolini’s fascism.

This man is remarkable—during World War I, he dropped propaganda over Vienna and got furious when Italy didn’t receive the promised territory. 

He even declared himself the Duce and got support from the people of Fiume.

Later, Mussolini would adopt the same title.

A Roman fanatic, he tried to turn Fiume into a miniature Rome, creating his own currency and national symbols, even absorbing the army sent to suppress him.

However, in 1921, he was ultimately subsumed under the Giolitti cabinet, ending his movement.

I don’t know much about him, but I have some basic knowledge and insights from Okhrana.

If this man had ruled all of Italy, he might have truly implemented a Roman system.

In this history, has Italy fallen to communism, prompting him to flee to Russia?

So, I decided to meet this Italian hero myself in the Kremlin.

“It’s an honor to meet the hero of Italy.”

“Oh! It’s a great honor to meet the Emperor of Rome. I never expected the Emperor of Rome to know of me.”

“There’s no need for such high praise. We carefully select exiles as we’ve had our own communist civil war. However, I recognized your name and wanted to meet you.”

“Is that so?”

Above all, this man likely knows some news from Italy.

Italy is practically isolated, pairing up with Germany.

We can’t send Okhrana there, so we rely on exiles for information.

Seeing him come here likely means he found the current Italy unfit.

“Does Communist Italy suppress artists as well?”

This I had to ask directly.

“Not only that, they are tearing everything down. Mussolini, that idiot, says he’s recreating Rome’s glory but behaves exactly like a Red revolutionary. No, he’s an imbecile who is neither here nor there.”

“Aren’t communists always duplicitous? Anyway, welcome. What are your plans in Russia?”

I’ve heard he’s deeply into Orientalism, though I don’t know any of his works.

Considering his career, just being a soldier might not have been a bad life.

Then again, he’d have been accused of war crimes and likely executed.

“I plan to write for a while. Rome stands no chance as long as communism rules Italy.”

“I see.”

They say he’s a notorious womanizer; let’s see if he’ll really just write.

!!

An interesting thought came to me.

If this man survives until World War II…

What if, after smashing Mussolini’s Communist Italy, I made him the new Duce of a new Italy?

“Russia embraces a wide range of literature, including from Russia, Germany, and the East. Please contribute to the advancement of our country’s literature.”

“That won’t be difficult.”

“Do you have anything else to say?”

He hesitated, as though he had much to say.

“I heard there’s a party called the Roman National Party.”

Roman National Party?

For a moment, I was taken aback.

Roman National Party? What do they do?

The Black Baron standing next to me had a curious frown.

I tilted my head toward the Black Baron, signaling him to come closer.

“Do you know what the Roman National Party is?”

“Well, it’s…”

The Black Baron explained the Roman National Party, and I was taken aback.

Roman National Party.

It’s a party founded by figures associated with the White Army.

They proclaimed it as the legitimate heir of Eastern Rome, aiming to support the Romanov dynasty as it continued with my authority.

It’s practically a fan club for Anastasia, especially among aging military officers.

It’s both a royalist political force and, less flatteringly, an idol fan club for Anastasia.

Surprisingly, it has a large following. 

They must have added “Roman” for a nostalgic effect, as the party has grown unexpectedly popular.

The founder is Roman von Ungern-Sternberg. 

If he created it, it might be a support base for the Tsar within the National Duma, intended to build a royalist faction.

With their anti-communist reputation from the Red-White Civil War, they likely hold influence.

They even say Ungern’s close friend, Grigory Semyonov, strongly recommended the name Roman National Party.

Curse that White Army and their meddling!

For a moment, I thought that way, but fine.

Russian pride in Byzantium, the Roman spirit—these aren’t bad things.

In my world, Russia was fueled by its identity as the Soviet Union’s successor. 

Here, Russia may continue with a Byzantine, Roman legacy.

As long as this doesn’t become some fascist party like the Nazi Party, it’s not an issue.

Gabriele D’Annunzio is waiting for my answer.

Feigning knowledge, I gave him a nod and a smile.

“Ahem, yes, such a party exists.”


“Can I join it? If Russia is the true successor of Rome, I, too, wish to join.”

His obsession with Rome persists.

Is it because we own Constantinople?

“You’re not yet a Russian citizen, are you?”

“I would gladly accept Russian citizenship.”

“You’d give up your Italian citizenship?”

“Considering the current Italy, yes. That red Italy can hardly be called a successor to Rome. I should’ve taken an army into Rome back when Fiume supported me.”

Fine, that could make sense.

But I’m curious about what’s really happening in Italy.

Given his tone and the fact he’s here…

“You harbor deep resentment.”

“The current Secretary-General of Italy, Benito Mussolini, declared that the Secretary-General is also the Duce, and he praised me.”

It seems he was practically exiled from Italy.

What on earth is Mussolini thinking?

I’m sure he’s lost his taste for this red Italy.

“What happened to the Pope?”

“Benito Mussolini didn’t touch the Pope and allowed a separate papal state.”

Is this the Vatican emerging early, in 1924?

“Has the Vatican become independent?”

“Mussolini recognized the Pope’s sovereignty, giving him practical authority over the Vatican, though still referring to it as the Papal State.”

“Hm.”

It seems he’s made more concessions to the Pope than in real history.

In 1929, the Vatican City State was established by a treaty between Benito Mussolini and Pope Pius XI.

Is this happening five years earlier?

With a papal state, does this mean tax revenue also goes there?

No, how does Communist Mussolini’s Italy operate?

“Of course, the Pope hasn’t formally recognized it. He calls himself a ‘prisoner of the Vatican’ and criticizes Benito Mussolini for ‘red aggression.’”

Red aggression.

Will the Pope in this world end up not recognizing either the Italian Kingdom or Communist Italy?

Prisoner of the Vatican, red aggression.

Italy’s history in the 21st century might be more extensive.

“It seems the Pope hasn’t recognized it.”

Maybe in 1929, the Pope will formally recognize it in a different form.

Considering Italy has embraced red communism, the response might be different.

“Indeed. Mussolini claims he’s reached a compromise with the Pope and gives as much consideration as possible to the papal state.”

Does the public accept Mussolini?

“Do the Italian people accept Benito Mussolini?”

“Yes, praising him for resurrecting Rome. Unlike Germany, he has retained the monarchy to appease royalists.”

I see. Since the people support Mussolini, the papal state barely matters.

Mussolini must be more stable than Germany.

After all, he kept the monarchy, is resentful of Britain and France, and may use Communist rhetoric to gain popular support.

So…

The Italian Socialist Republic he’s established is a twisted form of fascism wearing a communist mask.

Communist Germany likely embraced Italy’s form of communism or at least adopted its disguise.

Whether communism and Rome can coexist remains to be seen, but at this rate, another world war seems likely.

An interesting thought came to mind.

Using D’Annunzio for the papal state could be beneficial after we deal with red Italy.

If only the Papal State remains in the Italian Peninsula by the 21st century…

Would there be a Papal ‘fever’?

Or perhaps eventually, turning Italy over to Gabriele D’Annunzio, including the papal state, could be an intriguing option.

“Very well. Join the Roman National Party, but if you accept Russian citizenship, you must work hard for Russia.”

“Of course.”

Since he’s expressed such determination, both in taking Russian citizenship and joining the Roman National Party, we should keep him engaged.

Now, that’s enough for him.

Another prominent figure, Enrico Fermi, also arrived.

He participated in the Manhattan Project, one of the minds behind it.

It seems he fled Mussolini’s communism. We should place him in the Russian Academy of Sciences—or maybe connect him with Einstein.

“It’s amazing how Russia has become a refuge.”

After D’Annunzio, drunk on Roman pride, left, the Black Baron spoke with astonishment.

“Is that so?”

“Is Russia already a country worthy of receiving exiles?”

To his frank comment, I couldn’t help but chuckle!

It’s a reactionary effect, don’t you think? Since it’s a powerful anti-communist state, those escaping communism naturally want to come here.

People are like that.

Just to defy communists, we’ll go to Russia, the country that crushes communism!

“Is there another agenda item?”

“Yes. Dr. Einstein, along with other physicists, wishes to have an audience with Your Majesty today.”

“Then, let’s meet them.”

Why does Einstein wish to see me now?

Planning to connect him with Enrico Fermi, I’m glad to see him at this moment.

When I saw Einstein for the second time since his arrival, he looked radiant.

“So, Dr. Einstein, what do you wish to say?”

“Your Majesty, thanks to your generosity, I’ve settled well in Russia.”

I worked very hard for him.

I’ve offered numerous forms of support to accommodate him, establishing the Russian Academy of Sciences to favor scientists.

“What is it you desire?”

“Your Majesty mentioned accepting exiled artists.”

“Yes.”

Many have come to Russia for that very reason.

To aid exiles, Okhrana spread rumors that Communist Germany would send party members to assassinate artists who left.


“Isn’t physics equally important?”

Of course.

Why else would I be so enthusiastic about accommodating him?

What does he want to discuss with me? Should I bring up the atomic project?





 
  Chapter 82 : It’s just a doodle


“Say whatever you want.

I’ll cover you as best as I can, so hurry. For Russia—or rather, for this Anastasia—make the nuclear weapon.

If we secure it first, we’ll ultimately win. That’s why I’m making every effort to treat Einstein well.”

“Of course, it’s important. Do you have something to say regarding physics?”

“There are many students interested in physics, and it’s all good. But, I hope Russia can invite physicists from other countries.”

Invite physicists from other countries.

“So, you want to conduct research together.”

Well, when it comes to physics, it’s all about this person, after all.

This person has always been the core of modern civilization.

“Are you dissatisfied with the Russian scholars? Aren’t there also students here?”

If he doesn’t like Russian scholars, hmm, is there no other choice?

“No, there are competent people like Pyotr Leonidovich Kapitsa. And here we also have Otto Hahn and Lise Meitner from Germany, all highly skilled individuals to work with. But I want to aim even bigger. This way, Russia’s physics could see significant growth.”

Ah, now that I look, are those two following him?

Otto Hahn and Lise Meitner? Aren’t they both figures related to nuclear research?

Both Hahn and Meitner were associated with the Kaiser Wilhelm Institute.

So, Germany’s Uranium Project wouldn’t exist here.

Nazi Germany ultimately failed as well. 

They invaded Poland during the project, conscripting physicists into the Wehrmacht, halting the research.

But apart from that—

I see. So he wants to open up something grand.

He wants to gather Russian physicists, he said.

For Einstein’s sake, following the Royal Society of London, they established something similar, like the Royal Society of the United States. 

If we want to achieve something, Einstein’s advice is indeed correct.

If our dear Dr. Einstein wants to pursue something, he should do it.

But there must be conditions.

If Otto Hahn and Lise Meitner are involved, they might be researching nuclear-related topics.

Ah, indeed. If not now, when could we possibly throw this out there?

I raised a finger before Einstein.

“But there is a condition.”

“Go ahead and say it.”

Straightforward; I like it.

I have some knowledge of nuclear topics.

Ah, though it’s just basic knowledge of outcomes, not the detailed processes like physicists.

It’s not as though I’ll be making a nuclear weapon in this post-apocalyptic world.

When the nuclear war was about to break out, I looked into how to deal with nuclear matters.

I learned about surviving when a nuclear bomb is dropped.

While researching this, I figured that in the end, it’s best to head straight for the explosion’s epicenter and go out in a blaze of glory.

And as an added bonus, I naturally picked up how nuclear fission works and some related knowledge.

I recalled what I knew and quickly jotted down nuclear fission theories and notes on paper.

Basic concepts, the type of nuclear reaction, units, and formulas.

Just enough to whet their appetite.

Of course, I’m not an expert in this field.

I handed over the notes I scribbled down to Einstein and the other scientists.

“What do you think?”

“This is—”

It’s hard to say much just by looking at it.

After all, physicists need to conduct research themselves.

Even if I hand it over, they wouldn’t immediately say, “What is this nonsense?”

At the very least, they’d say they’ll experiment with it. This is how it goes.

So, I’m tossing out this bait.

At first, it’s not meant as a weapon—just a material to work with.

Nuclear fission, the phenomenon itself.

Curious? How about researching it? That’s how I’m presenting it.

Physicists, being scientists, would want to verify if this is real.

“Please research nuclear fission.”

“Your Majesty, may I ask a question?”

Einstein and the others looked serious.

Well, isn’t this something that should originally come out around 1938? It’s like giving only answers on an essay exam.

In the end, they’ll need to experiment directly to truly understand.

“Yes, go ahead.”

“Where did you learn about this?”

It would be odd to pretend I knew this.

I wouldn’t have had the time to learn this during the civil war, and there were even fewer opportunities before that.

Pretending to know could lead to them grilling me for details, which wouldn’t be ideal.

In this case, a dream would be the best excuse.

“Just? An old man told me in a dream.”

Even Tesla said he got his ideas from an old man, so I’ll say I heard it from one too.

“In a dream?”

“So, how about proving this in nuclear physics? If you can verify what I saw in my dream, I’ll allow you to pursue anything you wish.”

In other words, if they conduct an experiment to confirm what I saw in my dream, they’re free to pursue anything they want.

“In that case, yes, I’ll try it.”

“Oh, regarding this nuclear physics research, I would prefer not to share it with the invited foreign physicists. Or perhaps you could make Russian citizenship a condition of sharing the research.”

At least until the end of World War II, only Russia should possess nuclear capabilities.

That way, if Germany gains an edge, we can end it with a “Yes, we have nukes.”

To curb Russia’s recklessness in the future, I might share nuclear technology with a country like the United States. But at least during World War II, it’s best that only we have it.

“Understood. Then, anything else you wish will be granted as you please.”

“Thank you.”

With that, Einstein and his party accepted Tsarina’s scribbles and withdrew.

It seemed unnecessary for them to report back directly to me, but I suppose it’s natural since I accepted their asylum.


Or perhaps it’s because I’m an absolute monarch.

How to toss the nuclear bait to this person? This should suffice. I should gradually suggest developing it as a weapon.

Apparently, this person opposed nuclear weapons due to their danger.

Later, a figure like Lev Landau, the Soviet equivalent of von Neumann, would appear.

No, for now, I should focus on building goodwill.

I might argue for weaponization later, considering Communist Germany.

After all, it’s a miracle this person came to Russia.

They could’ve gone to Austria or any other country, yet they came to this war-torn land. Isn’t this some kind of fate?

If Einstein invites foreign scholars to Russia, we can attract talent in physics, chemistry, biology, and other fields. Let’s add conditions to facilitate this.

“Your Majesty, what you handed over earlier—”

The Black Baron seemed curious about what I handed over.

“Are you curious?”

“Your Majesty, you’ve foreseen so much up until now.”

Well, I’m not perfect myself.

This foresight thing will only get me as far as World War II.

That, too, due to the variable of the German Free Socialist Republic, a sort of zombie state.

There’s a chance that what I wrote could later make Dr. Einstein say, “It seems that old man in your dream was scribbling, haha.”

If that happens, I’d just become a foolish Tsarina who instructed scientists based on her dreams.

So I’ll keep my story vague for now.

“Just doodles this time.”

“Doodles?”

Not exactly, but—

The nuclear fission notes I handed over may or may not turn out to be mere scribbles depending on whether they figure it out.

“If they can’t figure it out, it’s just scribbles. Just something I, the Tsarina, saw in a dream.”

But I firmly believe they’ll succeed.

Of course, even if this process is accelerated from history, developing nuclear weapons costs a lot of money, which is a problem.

Isn’t there some way for a lot of money to suddenly come in?

Like something happening in the United States, with Russia stepping in to resolve it and receiving massive funding in return. That’s tempting.

Isn’t there any way for a windfall to come?

Selling oil to rake in money is good, but it’s always nice to have a well-filled wallet from the start.

Money from others is always the sweetest.

Even if we sell oil, it won’t immediately be invested in nuclear bomb development.

There’s so much for Russia to improve.

The United States.

Meanwhile, Beria and the Okhrana were having a hard time tracking down Trotsky in America.

Recently, they frequently visited a chicken restaurant.

Beria and the Okhrana agents would come here for chicken every time they failed to find Trotsky.

Today, as usual, Beria threw off his hat in frustration.

“Damn it. Where the hell is Trotsky hiding?”

“Hmm, how about we call it a day?”

“There are still Okhrana agents who see me as a Cheka puppet. Finding that guy will prove my loyalty, won’t it?”

Within the Okhrana, no one saw Beria as a Cheka puppet anymore.

Communists were nearly extinct in Russia anyway.

Meanwhile, Beria kept pursuing this mission, wanting to earn merit.

“Well, it’s good enough as it is now. Tsarina plans to assign you a new mission. If it takes this long to find Trotsky, you might miss it.”

“What is it?”

“Grand Duke Kirill recently returned, trying to gain a foothold, but Tsarina expelled him.”

Grand Duke Kirill. Yes, he was said to be the cousin of Tsar Nicholas II, manipulated by the heretic Rasputin.

In that case, he’s likely insignificant.

Judging by the current situation, does Tsarina mean for him to be killed?

Beria lowered his head slightly, speaking in a hushed tone.

“Is it to eliminate him?”

That would be ideal.

“Not quite. Tsarina plans to assign an Okhrana agent to watch over him. Since we can’t be sure of what he might do in Finland, she intends to keep a skilled individual on him for the time being.”

So we’re to take turns monitoring him?

If ordered, I could kill him myself.

But Trotsky’s whereabouts remain the most intriguing.

“Ha, by the way, that mannequin looks like Trotsky.”

While eating, Beria’s eyes fell on a human-shaped mannequin outside.

It did look like Trotsky.

If he wasn’t holding a chicken and had a bit less weight, he might actually resemble him.

There’s no way that ruthless Trotsky would gain weight and be frying chicken with a kindly smile, right? Haha.

“Right?”

That wicked Trotsky wouldn’t get chubby and start frying chicken.

Especially considering that the mannequin had been prettified a bit.

That man must be shouting for revolution somewhere, even now.

In this rich land of the United States, he seems unlikely to be here.

Trotsky lived and breathed revolution.

If anywhere, perhaps China or France.

Beria was well aware of this.

Even if not visibly present, Trotsky’s madness and ferocity likely left a deep impression on the countryside people under Soviet rule.

Tsarina might be guessing, but with her sharpness, she could track down someone like Goddard, so Trotsky must have some trail.

“I’ll convey it well to Tsarina. Perhaps it’s time to return.”

“Hmm. I’ll think about it for a few days.”

He was eager to achieve merit.

He had to capture Trotsky somehow.

At this time, Trotsky, whom Beria was tirelessly seeking, was in contact with American communists and holding communist gatherings for African Americans marginalized by society.

“There are still slaves in this United States. Where? Among you. African Americans are slaves! Although slavery has been abolished, you’re still treated as nothing more than slaves. You are as human as any white person! You are proud citizens and workers of this great continent! So why are you treated like slaves?”

During the Civil War, sixty years prior, Abraham Lincoln’s emancipation proclamation had been made.

Even now, the culture of lynching African Americans persisted in the South, which was known as the Great Migration.

Why are African Americans still discriminated against?

Back in the original world of 1935, Jesse Owens, an African American, set world records at the Berlin Olympics and won four gold medals, yet he faced racial discrimination.

Even during his time at Ohio State University, he couldn’t use white-only dormitories, restaurants, or buses.

Now, things are just as bad, if not worse.

In this world, Trotsky targeted this painful issue of discrimination against African Americans.

And.

The African Americans, drawn to Trotsky’s eloquence and persuasive words, followed him like rain after a drought.

“Yes, he’s right!”

“Why should we be treated like this?”

“We are human too! We have the right to be treated as equals to white laborers!”

“Great words, sir!”

African Americans were inspired by Trotsky’s speeches.

“You are not inferior to the whites or even to the Asians imitating white imperialism like the Japanese. Who would dare tarnish the dignity of your lives simply because your skin is black? If you trace your roots, you were once part of a proud civilization and a vital part of history! Now, rise up! Demand your rights!”

Trotsky’s ideology that all humans, white or black, are noble and equal laborers was far from his usual revolutionary stance.

However, it resonated with the people of color in America, and Trotsky’s rallying speech wasn’t merely an attempt to satisfy his revolutionary cravings.

These African Americans were at risk of lifelong exploitation by whites without him.

It was mutually beneficial.

Of course, Trotsky concealed his identity.

Due to the Okhrana agents searching for him in America, he had to heed his comrades’ advice and keep a low profile.

Wearing a thick coat, heavy glasses, and partially covering his face, he looked suspicious but was trusted by African Americans.

When someone empathizes with your suffering, it’s hard not to feel goodwill.


Around Trotsky were American communists who had revealed their faces and Russian communists who had come with him from Russia.

African Americans didn’t find this strange and eagerly awaited Trotsky’s speeches and rallies.

In the shadows of America, Trotsky gathered people of color and communists marginalized by American society.

Most of them were former U.S. soldiers who had fought in the Great War, a fact that wasn’t exactly hidden.

As Trotsky departed from his rally, the savory scent of fried chicken lingered in the air.



 
  Chapter 83 : Let’s draw a blueprint


The time had finally come.

I summoned the likes of Beria, leaving only a few of the Okhrana dispatched to the United States.

Apparently, they couldn’t find Trotsky.

Well, finding Trotsky had always been a matter of “if they could.”

It was no surprise that they couldn’t find him, as he had crossed the Atlantic long ago, lost to the whims of history.

“You couldn’t find Trotsky?”

“No, we couldn’t. I apologize.”

Beria hung his head.

What a hypocrite. I’m sure he was serious about finding Trotsky, but wasn’t he overacting in front of me?

Right. He must be that eager to be on my side.

“You wouldn’t believe how hard he worked. He even almost got caught taking down communists within the United States.”

“Did you find anything strange? Didn’t anyone look like him?”

Trotsky had fled from Petrograd, whether by choice or by force.

Surely, he would have disguised himself to avoid the Okhrana.

So at the very least, they should have found someone who resembled him.

“We did see someone who looked like Trotsky, but we didn’t meet him directly.”

What does that mean?

They saw someone who looked like Trotsky, but they didn’t meet him directly.

Did they just see a photograph or something?

I’d let that slide even without an excuse, but this was annoying.

“You didn’t meet him directly?”

“There was an old man model holding fried chicken, and he did resemble Trotsky. He even said he wanted to meet the man himself.”

The Okhrana agent standing next to Beria handed me a photo.

It was a model in front of some fast-food place.

What the—this looks exactly like the KFC guy.

The resemblance to Trotsky, plump and smiling warmly while holding a chicken leg, was uncanny.

Didn’t KFC come out decades after this?

“Hm. This is exactly like that KFC guy model.”

“Excuse me?”

Oh, that slipped out.

It looked so much like that man that I’d momentarily mistaken it.

Since KFC hasn’t launched yet, this can’t possibly be KFC.

“No, never mind. So, you didn’t meet this person directly?”

Judging by Beria’s actions, they likely didn’t meet him.

It seems like he’d seen Trotsky from afar quite a few times.

Given how the Bolsheviks treated the people, he would’ve recognized him immediately if he had met him in person.

“No, I did not. Is that man Trotsky by any chance?”

Beria, as if I had some prophetic insight, looked at me and asked.

Yes, it’s Trotsky.

Unless Harland Sanders, the founder of KFC, has somehow come back in time and decided, “I’m going to start frying chicken sooner!” then it must be Trotsky.

It’s ridiculous to think that revolutionary Trotsky would be frying chicken.

Though, who knows what he’s really up to behind the scenes.

Is he frying chicken?

Fried chicken—it’s hard to resist, honestly.

Isn’t there a theory that fried chicken originated with Black slaves?

At this time, Black people are still facing severe discrimination.

For some reason, I can’t help but feel Trotsky might be secretly gathering Black people while frying chicken, planning something.

Hm.

If my hypothesis is correct, this could be a profitable opportunity.

Imagine Trotsky inciting Black people to start a revolution. Of course, with America’s might, the country won’t be overturned instantly, but if he successfully unites Blacks and communists, he might just be able to stir up a civil war.

Rather than capturing him now, it might be wise to watch and let something unfold.

If I time my intervention right, perhaps I could make a financial gain from our Yankee friends.

Patton is here, so I could always send him back.

Had he not been restrained by another agent, Beria might eventually have found Trotsky.

So, is there any reason to capture him now?

America may be an ally of modern Korea, a superpower, but I have no reason to resolve this issue for them now, considering my past life.

Letting this cancer known as Trotsky grow a bit more before intervening seems like the better course.

“How would I know that? If they realize you’re Okhrana while you’re stirring things up too much, it could cause diplomatic issues. Just establish a branch in the United States.”

Establish an Okhrana branch to monitor regularly. Let’s just call it TFC for now.

There’s a good chance TFC will eventually cause some kind of explosion in America.

“Then, what should I do now?”

While I was lost in thought, Beria cautiously asked, gauging my mood.

Ah, yes. He’s certainly displaying a servant’s spirit.

Excellent attitude.

He’s worried I’ll punish him for not capturing Trotsky. That’s why he’s trying to proactively show that he’s at my disposal.

For now, keeping him as an Okhrana agent wouldn’t be bad.

“Beria, I appoint you as an official Okhrana agent. For now, keep an eye on Grand Duke Kirill’s movements in Finland.”

Though he’s no longer a Grand Duke, a bit of mockery is in order.

Whatever he does in Finland, he’ll likely keep shouting, “I am the Tsar!” But periodic pressure will prevent him from trying anything too foolish.

“What should I do if he starts behaving suspiciously?”

“Like what?”

His eyes glinted sharply.

All right, let’s hear what he has to say.

It seems like something interesting might come out of his mouth.

“Couldn’t he potentially claim to be the true successor of the Tsar, undermining Your Majesty’s authority?”

As expected of someone of his caliber, he’s rather astute.

Indeed, he does claim the Tsar’s position, so he’s not wrong.

Our Beria is quite sharp.

“Though unlikely, hm. If he does, just issue a mild warning. He’s still Vladimir’s father, so we can’t kill him.”


No matter how much he’s betrayed us, we can’t kill him.

Even if he claims to be the Tsar now, it’ll only make him look mad in the eyes of history.

Though I criticize Kirill for his opportunism, he has enough sense to understand that this disparity in rank is clear.

“Understood, Your Majesty.”

Beria and the Okhrana withdrew.

It would be nice if a civil war among Blacks could truly erupt.

Standing up, I moved to the window.

The weather had softened with the advent of spring, and the sun shone down warmly.

With no grading today, it’s a good day to start strategizing.

Fine, let’s start envisioning the future.

Let’s not get caught off guard; consider the variables.

Germany is on track to make Poland its hunting dog and continue its weapons development.

That’s going as planned. Which leaves America.

What will Trotsky do?

If my guess is correct and he stirs up Blacks and other minorities…

It’s tough to incite a communist revolution in America immediately, but Trotsky will undoubtedly try to recruit the Black community, who already face discrimination.

Let’s imagine he successfully rallies Blacks and communists, sparking a civil war.

America’s second civil war would be a racial one.

A civil war between Blacks and Whites—though it’s uncertain if America would split in half like during the North and South conflict.

Trotsky might strike when the Great Depression hits.

If the civil war breaks out effectively, the United States will have to seek outside help.

France, deeply scarred by the Great War, is out of the question.

The UK, with its own priorities, is equally unlikely to send forces.

There’s no need to mention communist Germany or communist Italy.

That leaves the United States of Russia, which despises communists and has a formidable infantry born out of battles against communists.

Can’t you see who they’ll rely on?

Of course, the world won’t operate solely according to my plans.

America is vast.

Trotsky might suddenly die, or it could all end up as just Trotsky’s Black Chicken Club.

Or he might found some kind of Black Rights Protection Association.

But if everything goes as planned?

Why not demand Alaska back?

Depending on how the civil war unfolds, perhaps I could even reclaim all of Russian America, maybe even up to northern California.

Back when Russia ventured into America, Spanish California was shocked to see Russian trappers hunting near their colonies.

They even built Fort Ross near San Francisco.

They even reached Hawaii, though they faced complaints.

This, of course, is mere fantasy, assuming everything goes perfectly.

If none of it works out…

Then I can keep monitoring Trotsky, the chicken-man, until he can be caught anytime.

If he lacks the ability for a communist revolution, keeping him alive wouldn’t be a bad option.

It would be a hassle if the U.S. were to learn that Okhrana has infiltrated their territory and informed the White House.

If there’s no money-making scheme in sight…

Then, we’ll simply have to rake in cash by exploiting Russian resources.

We might have to grab Russia by the collar to produce even a single nuclear weapon.

One for experimentation, and another to launch at Germany.

Let’s try sketching a plan.

We’ll sell resources to Japan.

I’m not sure if China under Tian Zhongming’s self-governing theories would fight Japan as fiercely as in the original history, but if we support Japan moderately, Japan will be caught fighting against both China and the U.S., with blood spilled on all sides.

Oh, wait.

If we provide oil, but Japan doesn’t go to war against the U.S., what then?

The attack on the U.S. was due to a complex set of reasons, but who knows where this snowball I’m rolling will end up.

Moreover, it’s uncertain if the Axis alliance will be formed, and for now, we need to see how things play out.

There’s no guarantee that the Pearl Harbor attack will happen.

So, I’ll just provide some support on the sidelines.

It’d be ideal if the U.S., Japan, and China were forced to bleed each other dry. For now, let’s leave it at that.

Look outside. The reconstruction of Moscow is well underway.

It’s not perfect, but at least it’s well-built enough that when the Germans attack, there won’t be any “Oh, my city!” moments of despair as I beat the ground and weep.

The wounds from the civil war have finally started to heal, so it’s time to decide on the capital issue.

To be precise, we’ll officially resolve the capital issue while also addressing the matter of the Tsar’s family remains, which are left abandoned in the Yekaterinburg cemetery.

To do that, I need to propose a plan to the National Duma.

After all, I am the one who evaluates the Duma’s proposals.

At the very least, I think this issue should be resolved by Anastasia, daughter of Nicholas II.

Coincidentally, Georgy Lvov is probably tutoring Vladimir.

I decided to summon him.

“You called for me?”

Georgy Lvov arrived quickly.

It seems he just finished teaching Vladimir.

“Is Vladimir learning well?”

“He’s still young, so his future is uncertain, but he is bright for now. At the very least, he doesn’t seem like he’ll follow the same path as Grand Duke Kirill.”

That’s a relief. If he turns out to be an opportunist, greedy like Grand Duke Kirill, it’ll be troublesome.

Fortunately, I assigned Lvov to him early on, so he should be well-educated.

“That’s a relief.”

“Your Majesty, do you perhaps dream of a return to autocracy?”

Of course not.

Why would I dream of autocracy?

“The royal family should merely be the rallying point for Russians, and power must come from the National Duma and the citizens who support it.”

“I see.”

This principle remains unchanged.

I am a free person and not a fool.

Originally, I was Korean. While I don’t lack a sense of monarchism, that can be fulfilled through a constitutional monarchy.

For the Romanovs to continue after my time, they must be supported by the National Duma.

If I dreamt of autocracy, there would probably be a few military figures in the White Army who’d have some issues with that.

So, I never entertain such thoughts.

“Once he’s past his mid-teens, I’m considering letting him experience life in the White Army.”


At the very least, if I cultivate a support base, they will respect the Tsar properly within the National Duma.

“Ah, so you’re considering the military’s support, as the Tsar’s position exists.”

Georgy Lvov stroked his bearded chin thoughtfully as he said that.

Yes, that’s probably what most people would think.





 
  Chapter 84 : Charina wants to rest


In the end, it was the White Army that put an end to communism, and without a solid base of power, support is uncertain.

However, my thoughts differ.

Just because we connect things doesn’t mean the White Army will support it without question.

With various factions integrated into the White Army, there are many who harbor grievances against the former Romanov dynasty.

The reason they follow me is because I’m ‘Anastasia,’ not just a Romanov.

Therefore, I need to prove my capability.

World War II will serve as a grand event to rally support for Vladimir.

If Vladimir safely becomes the successor, he can have children and pass down the position of Tsar through them.

So, for now, I’ll keep a moderate stance.

“That’s not the only reason. I’m concerned about a war.”

“A war?”

Yes. There’s no need to hide it.

After all, since Lvov is Vladimir’s mentor and a member of the Duma, it needs to be said.

He already knows about the succession, so even if I speak in a roundabout way, he’ll understand.

“Vladimir has been chosen as the successor, but he’s still the prince of the tarnished Romanov dynasty, the son of Grand Duke Kirill. He needs to build his support base on his own, at least to serve as a focal point. That’s why, war.”

“By war, do you mean with China?”

China, yes. That seems the most likely for now.

There’s a lot of discussion in the Duma regarding China.

The Duma isn’t fond of the Sun Yat-sen government, which demands support on the condition that it doesn’t recognize Russia’s occupation of Mongolia and Manchuria.

Some have even mentioned that we might have to address this issue someday.

I shook my head lightly.

“Not them. Japan will likely fight China before we even get involved.”

Japan has only that direction left if it wants to expand its power. That’s expected.

“Then where are you referring to?”

“Germany and Italy, Yugoslavia. I’m thinking of a second great war. Didn’t I mention it before? Communist Germany, for the sake of its legitimacy, will try to crush our modified capitalism.”

At first glance, Britain, France, and Russia seem advantageous by weight class. But scale-wise, it’s bound to escalate into a large-scale war.

So, even if I call it the second great war, there wouldn’t be much difference.

“If they aim for Russia, hmm.”

“This time will be different from the first. The White Army has many distinguished commanders, and those people have dispersed across Austria and East Prussia.”

Figures like Walter Model did not go to Communist Germany.

Those who came as volunteers from Germany either stayed with the White Army or set their path to Austria or East Prussia.

Some did go to Communist Germany.

However, they were publicly shamed, called traitors who aided the White Army in massacring their communist comrades.

Because of this, the German volunteer soldiers who were considering it ended up going to East Prussia or Austria.

That will make things a little easier.

By then, Vladimir will have grown, and he will be able to participate in the war at a young age.

He might enter the war at an age similar to when I set up the provisional government in Yekaterinburg.

“So, you intend to have the young Grand Duke participate in the war and become a hero?”

“To that extent, at least, Vladimir will need to build support and legitimacy.”

This is something I’ve mentioned a few times.

It’s the first time I’m saying it seriously in an informal setting.

“Hmm, it doesn’t sound like a bad idea. I should take better care of the Grand Duke, then.”

Yes, I would appreciate that.

Our Vladimir would be better off as a figure who cooperates well with the state Duma, rather than a fool who opportunistically demands the throne.

It would be perfect if the imperial maintenance fund was secured through the foundation I established.

“Yes, please.”

Given Vladimir’s delicate position, this much is necessary.

“There is one more thing I need to mention.”

“Please, go ahead.”

Yes, I’ve always liked how forthright Lvov is.

“It’s about the capital.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“As we consider ourselves the successors of Rome, how about designating Moscow as the administrative capital and Yekaterinburg as the wartime capital? I’d like to bring this up in the state Duma as an agenda item.”

So far, it’s only been discussed informally. Nothing has been passed as a formal agenda in the Duma.

Moreover, there’s an issue tied to the capital that involves me.

“Isn’t Moscow already practically the capital? I believe the capital issue has been raised a few times.”

“Indeed. But rather than deciding it with the White Army for military reasons, I intend for it to be a formal matter in the state Duma. After all, my parents’ remains are there as well.”

In other words, I intend to settle it once and for all this time.

“Do you mean formally?”

“Although my father wasn’t qualified as a ruler, as his child, I can’t just leave my parents’ remains there. Once the capital issue is resolved, we can decide where to bury them.”

This could ultimately extend to the issue of the remains.

Unlike actual history, I’ve managed to keep the monarchy going here. Shouldn’t the remains be taken care of as well?

This ultimately connects to the capital.

“So, you intend to resolve the remains issue this time as well.”

Yes, exactly.

I think now is the perfect time.

Moscow has now developed quite well, just as per Adolf’s vision.

“If we officially designate Moscow as the capital, there’s the matter of the remains, isn’t there? Petrograd has been mentioned in the past, but it’s desolate now, and the Peter and Paul Cathedral is far from Moscow.”

Though in the future, it will ultimately be interred in that cathedral.

In this world, Petrograd was the last place the Bolsheviks resisted, and now it’s been branded as a ‘red city.’

Some in the White Army even just call Petrograd a red city.

Many citizens of Moscow also dislike Petrograd.

So this issue of making the capital official for Nikolai II’s tomb is a matter of formally resolving the capital issue.

If we designate Moscow as the capital, interring the remains in the cathedral there might be an option.

“Then, how about Moscow’s Cathedral of the Archangel?”

“Hmm, the Cathedral of the Archangel.”

The Cathedral of the Archangel. I hadn’t thought of that.

The Cathedral of the Archangel was also the burial place of Tsars. It’s not devoid of legitimacy.

“Before the transfer of the capital to Petrograd, it was used as the royal burial site in Moscow. For the Romanovs’ authority, it might be better than constructing a new cathedral.”


Are you suggesting not to waste money and just use the old Cathedral of St. Michael the Archangel?

Well, if Moscow is chosen as the capital, that makes sense.

I don’t intend to make Petrograd the capital again, and if Moscow or Yekaterinburg becomes the formal capital, using Petrograd’s cathedral as a tomb seems unfit due to the distance.

It’s quite far from Moscow to Petrograd, and even further to Yekaterinburg.

Besides, Yekaterinburg is also part of the Asian region.

“Then, please propose it as an agenda item.”

“Yes?”

Why is he looking at me with that dumbfounded expression?

This is something that should be presented from his side, after all.

“I mean, I am merely offering a suggestion to the state Duma. I am requesting that the leader of the Progress Party convey it.”

Lvov is the head of the Progress Party.

Along with the Roman National Party, they hold considerable influence in the Duma.

“What, I mean, um. Excuse me?”

“I’m a figurehead Tsar, remember? I’d like the Duma to handle this issue and allow me to spend time with Vladimir and Belka.”

In other words, I want some rest!

Now that I’m leaving it to them, I’m having some regrets.


Lately, I’ve been overthinking things, and it’s been making my head throb.

Honestly, there were things I’d just handed over without fully understanding myself.

However, Lvov looked at me strangely.

“Oh, well, um, alright. I’ll at least present it as an agenda item.”

Yes, make sure to do it well.



 
  Chapter 85 : Tsarina wants to rest (2)


Constantinople, purely by its location, is the worst choice as a capital.

Currently, Italy’s navy could theoretically bombard it if things went awry.

The same applies if friction were to arise with Britain again.

Even the Ottomans have experienced Constantinople being exposed to threats from German warships.

Russia’s unrefurbished navy would struggle against even Italy’s forces.

“That would be somewhat unreasonable. Unless we gain full control over Anatolia and Greece, it’s not feasible.”

In the current situation, rallying for a Byzantine restoration by conquering Turkey and Greece is out of the question.

Recognizing this a member of the Roman National Party cleared their throat.

Everyone settled into a realistic stance as their excitement calmed down.

“Well, yes. Moscow does have a certain foundation.”

“If the Tsarina holds significance in Moscow, then so be it.”

After all, if the Tsarina is looking to Moscow, there’s no need to consider a third option.

If the Tsarina had expressed a desire to relocate to Constantinople, it would be seriously discussed; however, her intent toward Moscow eliminates any reason to choose Constantinople.

“Then, let’s decide on Moscow.”

“Officially decided as Moscow, indeed.”

“We’ll also need to move the remains of the late Tsar to the Cathedral of the Archangel and notify the Orthodox Church.”

With Moscow decided a member of the Roman National Party couldn’t help but feel dissatisfied.

Why wasn’t the all-powerful Tsarina Anastasia directly handling this matter, allowing those Progress Party representatives to speak of the capital and remains?

Is it appropriate for the State Duma to address the remains of someone who was once a Tsar, no matter how much the country has fallen?

Of course, in the end, the remains will be moved to the Cathedral of the Archangel in Moscow. 

But why isn’t the Tsarina directly overseeing this matter?

Roman von Ungern-Sternberg.

He effectively the leader of the Roman National Party in place of Grigory Semyonov, who is out in Asia, found this deeply displeasing.

So he stood up boldly.

“But let me say something.”

“General Ungern, what do you wish to say?”

“Why does Her Majesty defer to the head of the Progress Party?”

“Hmm.”

Georgy Lvov paused briefly.

It was, in fact, an opportunity the Tsarina had provided for the Duma to properly handle things.

Despite transferring power to the State Duma, the Tsar’s authority remained formidable.

Considering that this Tsar was someone who had directly fought on the front lines where bullets and shells fell, his authority was naturally immense.

The Tsarina sincerely wanted the Duma to handle this issue and had set it as an assignment.

However, that Ungern is a staunch monarchist.

No, he could be considered a devoted loyalist to the Romanov family.

He’s probably assuming something has gone wrong.

“Is there any misfortune that has befallen Her Majesty?”

Ah, there it is.

He’s already questioning her absence for just one day.

Georgy Lvov sighed deeply.

Even if the Tsar disliked it, everyone relied on the Tsarina by this point.

Though they had changed the sign, the country was still practically under absolute rule.

Georgy Lvov, having witnessed much, understood. However, if the Duma validated the Tsar’s authority like this, Lvov himself would end up being reprimanded by the Tsarina Anastasia.

He had been particularly scolded when the issue of marriage was raised in the Duma.

“No, she respects the Duma’s opinion and thus instructed that the Duma should resolve it.”

“Oh, indeed, it’s a matter for the Duma. Hmm. Hmm.”

“Additionally, Her Majesty wishes to invest in scholars.”

“That wouldn’t be bad. I hear that Dr. Einstein is quite a notable figure.”

Supporting scholars was also considered favorable.

The members present, unlike the Bolsheviks, were driven by a desire to properly reform Russia.

“Not only that scholar, but it would also be good to allocate some budget to the White Army.”

Generals of the White Army affiliated with the Roman National Party saw this as an opportunity and spoke up.

Each White Army soldier is elite, yet the quality of weapons remains inferior.

They are only now properly using the Fedorov automatic rifle. While producing guns domestically, as opposed to relying on foreign production during the old empire is a significant advancement, they still lack tanks and aircraft.

“Her Majesty has arranged with the German Kaiser for the transfer of technicians for tanks, warships, and aircraft. Let’s set the budget at that time.”

The meeting between the Kaiser and Anastasia had only involved technical cooperation on tanks and warships, but the foreign ministry had successfully negotiated with the German Empire (East Prussia) to include fighter aircraft.

Additionally, with Sikorsky’s factory strengthening the air force, the future of the Russian Air Force was anticipated even within the White Army.

“Understood.”

“What about the Jewish issue?”

The Jewish issue was also raised.

Many Jews who had crossed over from Poland, despite Russia’s recent pro-Jewish policies, remained a lingering problem after Russia’s long-standing anti-Semitic stance.

During the Russian Civil War, at least they took up arms or supported the war financially. Those from Poland, however, were not among them.

“At first, there was some commotion, but as we promised settlement support, most chose to move to Northern Manchuria.”

“That’s fortunate. There are still Manchus and Han people in Northern Manchuria, so sending in Jews would help mix the population.”

“Did you look into the matter of Korean immigration?”

The Koreans moving into Northern Manchuria.

Recently, as the Duma observed issues in the Far East, they took note of the Koreans coming in as well.

It was originally intended as a matter for the Tsar, but the Duma decided to investigate this independently to handle it at their level.

Considering that the current matter is deeply connected to the Asian Cavalry Division. So, after investigating:

“It appears that Koreans who initially migrated to Mantetsu from Japan were dissatisfied with Japan and decided to move to Northern Manchuria. Surely, the White Army also investigated this through the Asian Cavalry Division?”

“Indeed, there are such individuals, and there are also Koreans who come under the command of a man named Hong Beom-do, who leads the Korean unit within our Asian Cavalry Division.”

“Hmm, that’s not bad.”

While the Beiyang Government encouraged Manchus and Han people in Manchuria to move to the Huaibei region, many remained.

With the addition of Jews and Koreans, well…

If the sudden migration improved security by increasing the size of the Asian Cavalry Division, it would be beneficial.

“What about the civil war between the Beiyang Government and the Constitutional Protection Government?”

“They’re still in a muddy fight, it seems.”

“Still? Didn’t we send a military advisory group to the Constitutional Protection faction?”

With Russian military advisors, why is it still dragging on?


Although they expected a delay, the White Army still found the level of these Russian-advised factions woeful.

“On the other hand, Japan supports the Beiyang Government.”

“The Tsarina considers a man named Chen Jiongming as the future leader of China; should we leave this be?”

Direct support for Chen Jiongming was nearly equivalent to backing the next leader of China.

Yet, was it alright for things to stall like this?

Even if the Beiyang Government seems disorganized, the Constitutional Protection faction holds the advantage. Eventually, the Beiyang Government will have to retreat.

“Well, that’s fortunate.”

While fortunate, another issue existed.

Would Chen Jiongming, whom the Tsarina supported, truly rise as China’s leader if they barely scrape through?

“Still, at this rate, wouldn’t it be hard for Chen Jiongming to become China’s leader? Even if we have close ties, too many warlords oppose him.”

Though the Beiyang Government faced pushback from various warlords and struggled against the Constitutional Protection faction.

Conversely, the Constitutional Protection faction barely stayed united under Sun Yat-sen’s name, so if the Beiyang Government fell, internal divisions might occur.

“Is it problematic to have so many warlords?”

“The abundance of warlords implies that, should Chen Jiongming later ascend to leadership, those emboldened by their military power will resist him.”

Especially in China, where even now the Constitutional Protection Government is almost a coalition of warlords.

In such a situation, even if the Constitutional Protection faction defeated the Beiyang Government and Chen Jiongming ousted Sun Yat-sen, would he truly become a stable leader?

“Then even if Chen Jiongming somehow leads, he’ll likely plunge into another civil war soon after.”

“Won’t the other leaders be too weakened by war?”

“If he wins decisively, maybe. But if the civil war drags on like this, rivals will emerge in time.”

Even though Chen Jiongming has the lead, that could cause issues.

The longer the war goes on, the greater the chance for others to accumulate achievements similar to Chen Jiongming or grow in power behind the scenes, waiting to challenge him.

In such a scenario, fully consolidating power would be difficult for Chen Jiongming.

“Should we intervene, then?”

“How does the Foreign Ministry view this?”

Intervening would almost certainly provoke Japan.

“Further involvement is challenging. There’s no need to strain relations with Japan now.”

Russia has advanced greatly yet a confrontation with Japan in the Far East remains unwise.

Furthermore, if Russia overextends Britain or France might challenge Russia, thinking it’s overstepping.

It’s best to hope that the Constitutional Protection faction and Chen Jiongming succeed at the current level of involvement.

“Alas, we’re left only to observe.”

Soft autonomy proponent. Chen Jiongming.

It seems that China’s soft autonomy concept is akin to Russia’s federal model, just at an earlier stage.

Unlike Russia’s sweeping reform, China’s vast population and numerous warlords make a direct federation unfeasible.

Considering that, it’s fortunate to have a monarchy here.

At least the White Army could rally around the Romanovs as a focal point.

Yet, the Tsarina selected this seemingly inadequate Chen Jiongming as China’s next leader.

Surely, Tsarina Anastasia knows best, having held direct discussions with Chen Jiongming.

“Hmm. Should we report this to Her Majesty?”

Eventually, contrary to Anastasia’s intentions, the list of tasks only grew longer.

Am I, perhaps, not destined for rest?

I was about to relax and play with Belka when Prime Minister Krivoshein came looking for me.

“From China?”

“Yes. They’re still engaged in a grueling battle.”

So the war between the Constitutional Protection and Beiyang factions continues.

“Isn’t it beneficial if they reduce their numbers for us?”

True. If the Constitutional Protection faction is completely at a standstill, it could pose some issues. Helping them without them decisively winning could reflect poorly on Russia.

“After all, the White Army directly sent military advisors. It wouldn’t be ideal if the civil war dragged on for too long, would it?”

Hmm, but still, that’s something to consider.

There’s no need to be overly concerned about appearances.

It could still be seen as an accomplishment, having provided them with military support.

“It’s alright. We brought them up from the brink of defeat. Moreover, with their strength diminished, they can hardly protest about Northern Manchuria.”

“That is true, but…”

What is he trying to say?

“But?”

“If the civil war drags on, wouldn’t it endanger Chen Jiongming’s faction?”

Chen Jiongming?

Ah, that’s true. The longer the civil war, the more likely it is that other warlords will rise to challenge him.

“That’s right. Even if the Constitutional Protection faction wins, other warlords may grow stronger in the process.”


“Yes. Thus, I came here seeking Her Majesty’s guidance.”

Seeking my advice, then.

Hmm, advice… What can I say?

I wish for the status quo to remain.

I hope China sheds blood through the autonomy phase.
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If China is floundering in a civil war like a foal stuck in a swamp, bleeding in internal conflict, unification will only drift further away.

After fighting so hard, the warlords won’t willingly relinquish their power.

“It won’t be difficult. In fact, it will empower Yanseong autonomy. From the start, my objective has been to divide China. This prolonged civil war will make it less likely for China to reunite in the future.”

“You’ve mentioned dividing it. Are you suggesting leaving it in the warlord state?”

“Exactly. That way, they’ll keep each other in check forever. What if later on, Tian Zhongming, having seized power, starts assigning territories like ‘This is yours, that is yours,’ pushing for Yanseong autonomy and even possibly forming a united federation? What would we do then?”

In actual history, Tian Zhongming didn’t fare well, but we can’t predict how things might change if he comes to power.

Unexpectedly, he could embody an emperor like Tang Taizong or the Yongle Emperor of the Ming Dynasty, crushing those resisting autonomy under the military and proclaiming, “I will reclaim Vietnam and restore Joseon as a vassal state!” – a mad prospect, but who knows?

Of course, it’s all nonsense, yet, in some twisted way, Tian Zhongming could awaken.

We don’t know what kind of country Yanseong Autonomous China might become, but the deeply rooted Sinocentrism will persist.

Even the Communist Party has exhibited that behavior, repeatedly.

So, maybe just leaving things as they are is a viable approach.

“Have you, by any chance, foreseen something about China?”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, since Your Majesty is also a saint, did you foresee China becoming an evil power?”

Is your intention to tear apart China because you believe it will turn evil?

In short, that seems to be what they’re getting at.

“Are you saying you believe in that?”

How does Duma view me, anyway?

Am I really a constitutional monarch?

“Personally, very personally, I think a powerful China will lean toward hegemony. With their vast population as a base, if they industrialize and reach a state of stability, they will start to reminisce about the time they were the center of the world and may try to project their strength over neighboring countries. I’ve already warned the White Army, China is a country that must never be taken lightly.”

The Foreign Ministry must keep this in mind, always.

After Russia’s invasion of Ukraine turned out to be a dud, it became dependent on China.

Then came the Taiwan invasion which escalated into a nuclear war.

“I understand, but considering Tian Zhongming is someone Your Majesty selected, does he not have some merit?”

“Doesn’t everything happen as I will it?”

“Hm, but this still feels off.”

Yes, it’s hard to put into words.

Something about this feels off. Will things work out the way Russia hopes if we let this slide?

Wait a minute – are they perhaps…?

Were they relying solely on my word all along?

They’ve believed everything I’ve said but are now suddenly feeling uneasy?

No.

Shouldn’t it be Duma’s responsibility to take action if I’ve set them on this path?

If I went so far as to make Tian Zhongming my follower, shouldn’t they know what to do?

If I sit here quietly, Tsarina might end up shouldering the blame, accused of leaving Duma high and dry.

No, that wouldn’t be ideal.

I’ll handle my role as a bright, presentable Tsarina to the best of my abilities – at least until Duma stands on its own.

I’m known to take responsibility when it matters.

Now, didn’t I hear that Japan is actively supplying weapons to the Beiyang Government?

“But I do understand Duma’s concerns.”

“Then…”

The Prime Minister’s face brightens.

Good, there’s still one viable option left.

There’s a way to bring an end to the Yanseong autonomy and the war.

“If my faction is in such disarray, it wouldn’t sit well. How about mediating directly?”

“Will Japan stand by quietly?”

“Japan knows that Duan Qirui of the Beiyang Government won’t last long. If the civil war escalates, other great powers could intervene.”

Despite Japan’s apparent lack of concern over China.

With some thought, it makes sense, doesn’t it?

Russia and Japan are selling arms – but won’t they feel the urge to intervene, even slightly?

They might try to use China’s turmoil to quell domestic discontent.

“It’s better to reach a moderate agreement with Japan. Japan won’t completely reject it; after all, they’d rather secure rights with Russia than allow other powers to intervene.”

“There’s logic in that.”

“The Guardian Government is indeed gaining ground, right?”

“Yes, as things stand, they are bound to win, but…”

“Then, let’s cut this off now and test Yanseong autonomy.”

“Will Tian Zhongming accept?”

And if he doesn’t, then what?

Sun Wen’s days are numbered. 

If the Guardian Government establishes itself as superior and the war ends ambiguously, we can place the blame on Sun Wen.

After a vague conclusion, reach a compromise with the warlords to achieve Yanseong autonomy.

A low-level Yanseong autonomy.

“Let’s try moving toward a smaller-scale Yanseong autonomy. Japan wouldn’t be opposed.”

Japan might actually welcome it.

It’s easier to justify hostile actions if the Guardian Government consolidates China into an anti-Japanese regime. But fighting a unified China would be inevitable.

Japan would prefer a divided China sprouting seeds of internal discord.

Then when the time is right they could lead the internal division and subjugate China.

This wouldn’t be a bad move for Tian Zhongming, who ostensibly wants a Yanseong autonomy.

“I understand. Then…”

“I’ll handle it on my end. I’ll send a personal letter to Tian Zhongming. Prime Minister, inform the Foreign Ministry to reach out to Japan for mediation.”

If Russia alone intervenes in China, Japan might question it.

It’s better to proceed together in Asia-related matters.

If Japan realizes that Russia is consulting with them on every issue, they’ll lean in one of two ways:

Russia is weaker than expected, so they’re kowtowing to Japan.

Or they’re suggesting a joint venture in China for mutual gains.

I’m personally hoping for the latter.

I’ve given considerable attention to that side, after all.

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Now, what lies in China’s future?


Guardian Government.

Anastasia’s letter, delivered through the Russian White Army’s military advisors supporting the Guardian Government, reached Tian Zhongming.

“A letter from the Tsarina?”

“Yes. Only Commander Tian Zhongming may read it.”

After a moment of contemplation, Tian Zhongming reads the letter from the White Army’s military advisor.

Its contents are simple – urging him to accept mediation now.

Though its hidden meaning is somewhat clear in the letter.

“Is this truly the Tsarina’s will?”

“I didn’t read the letter directly, but if we follow the orders from the homeland, the great powers could intervene if this continues. The Tsarina suggests intervening now, with the Guardian Government having the upper hand, so that Commander Tian Zhongming can seize Sun Wen’s position.”

The intervention of the great powers.

Britain and France wouldn’t miss an opportunity to step in while China bleeds.

Tsarina of Russia must know that.

“Hm.”

“We’ll set up the justification; Commander Tian Zhongming, you only need to persuade Sun Wen. I heard his health is declining these days.”

None of Tsarina’s arguments are wrong.

The end of this war will inevitably see Sun Wen dethroned, leading to a succession battle.

What comes next? Let’s speak frankly.

How many would support Yanseong autonomy?

Better to conclude this stage with ambiguous mediation, place the blame on Sun Wen, then negotiate with the other warlords to develop each region independently.

That’s the answer.

Tian Zhongming finished calculating in his head.

The first step is persuading Sun Wen.

Japan Empire

Japan, having received Russia’s mediation proposal through its ambassador, discussed the issue in Prime Minister Hara Takashi’s cabinet.

“A mediation in the Chinese civil war? What’s the meaning behind this?”

“It’s probably to secure interests if the civil war drags on.”

There’s also the Middle East Railway and Russia’s own internal affairs, but it’s uncertain what stake Russia can claim in China.

On the other hand, prolonging the war and continuing arms sales might be more advantageous.

“For us, it’s better if Duan Qirui prevails.”

Formally, a pro-Japanese Beiyang Government victory is favorable for Japan.

After all, Duan Qirui is the de facto ruler of the Beiyang Government.

This is also a marriage of convenience.

Japan knows Duan Qirui’s cooperation with them depends on the Guardian Government’s opposition.

Moreover, Duan Qirui likely won’t last much longer.

Even now there’s increasing opposition to the Guardian Government among warlords.

Japan’s current interests in China lie only in providing arms.

Ideally Japan would deploy troops but with the great earthquake’s aftermath, garrisoning troops on the Korean Peninsula, and managing Manchuria Railway a full intervention is difficult.

For now, the work of Renya Mutaguchi in Manchuria, maintaining public order, is commendable.

Still, something must be done about Duan Qirui soon.

“Duan Qirui of the Beiyang Government will turn on us if the Guardian Government is taken care of. We should pursue practical benefits now.”

“Is there any meaning in the sudden proposal for mediation? Wouldn’t a Guardian Government victory suit Russia?”

Japan also observed the Guardian Government slowly overpowering the Beiyang Government.

The Beiyang Government has already sold out to Japan, and with the civil war dragging on, it’s only a matter of time before it collapses.

So, it might be best to back out at this point.

From Japan’s perspective, Russia’s offer to collaborate on China’s issue implicitly acknowledges Japan’s influence there.

“It’s said the risk of other great powers joining in is the reason.”

“For the good of the Imperial Nation?”

Some pro-Russian officials were pleased, thinking Russia was being considerate. But it’s more complex than that.

“There are multiple reasons, but Russia has received help from Britain and France and can’t prevent them from intervening.”

“If Duan Qirui contacts Britain and France, it’ll be an issue for us. We’ve considered mediation ourselves, so aligning with Russia now is sensible.”

“It still feels like we’re conceding too much to Russia.”

“Yes, but there’s little to lose.”

Japan agreed to Russia’s suggestion and dispatched special envoys to the Beiyang Government and Guardian Government.

Meanwhile, interim president Sun Wen of the Guardian Government was furious at the news of mediation proposed by Russia and Japan.

When Tian Zhongming reported it, Sun Wen slammed his fist on the table in anger.

“Unbelievable. They want to end it here?”

“But we’ve at least managed to make Duan Qirui step down.”

The mediation agreement requires Duan Qirui to step down, with a commitment from Russia and Japan for military intervention if not.

But this also means China’s peace, this precariously sealed wound, depends on colonial powers like Russia and Japan.

Sun Wen initially opposed it, hating this dependency.

“This isn’t right!”

Yet…

“According to Russia, Britain and France are considering intervention.”

When Tian Zhongming muttered cautiously, audible only to Sun Wen, he scowled.


“That’s not true.”

“Even if it isn’t, the mere suggestion will unsettle people, no?”

Sun Wen reconsidered.

Perhaps that’s true.

Besides if Russia and Japan hold sway over China, will other countries remain passive?
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Sun Yat-sen pondered for a moment.

In fact not long ago the British had proposed selling them weapons.

Thinking it over it wasn’t entirely impossible.

“Then should we accept?”

“Yes, as long as the condition is met that Duan Qirui of the Beiyang government is completely removed from power. Although it’s not a total collapse, he’ll return to the Anhui Clique and has pledged not to seek the position of President again.”

“Still…”

There was something unsettling about this.

They were just gaining momentum.

“We also don’t know how long Russia’s support will last. At least with this war, we managed to remove Duan Qirui, so isn’t it acceptable?”

Russia had indeed provided free support up until now.

Free support from an imperialist country? That likely wouldn’t last.

As time went on, the Russian Union would probably start demanding something in return. Even the mediation proposal they presented was, in part, a pretext for potential military intervention if refused.

If things continued as they were, they might be able to oust Duan Qirui somehow, but having to rely on foreign hands for it felt off.

Perhaps Russia and Japan as mediators simply disliked the interference of other powers.

But if they refused here, Russia and Japan would likely intervene militarily.

At that point, it wouldn’t be about ousting Duan Qirui through force alone but potentially seeing Russia and Japan stamp their approval on a document splitting China.

Besides, Sun Yat-sen knew he didn’t have much time left.

If so, he might as well settle it here and prepare for what’s to come.

His health had been declining lately, so he had no choice but to prepare for the future.

“Ugh! Huff… I guess I have no choice. We’ll accept it.”

After a brief show of resistance, Sun Yat-sen accepted.

“It’s just as Charybdis said.”

“What do you mean?”

Mao Zedong, now one of Chen Jiongming’s close aides, asked in confusion as they exited Sun Yat-sen’s office, murmuring to Chen Jiongming’s comment.

“Would Sun Yat-sen have accepted this if he were his usual self? The man who gritted his teeth at Japan? He even said he’d only take aid from Russia. This man always let his ideals and emotions guide him, rarely facing reality. He wouldn’t have accepted.”

Sun Yat-sen’s health was indeed in decline.

Even during this recent meeting, he had needed his wife Song Qingling to assist him.

The day Charybdis predicted was approaching.

With Duan Qirui’s departure and Sun Yat-sen’s imminent death, a new era of autonomous governance would begin in earnest.

“Come to think of it, he did seem different than before.”

Chen Jiongming had doubted it initially.

But seeing him like this was surprising.

If he hadn’t accepted the mediation proposal, he had been prepared for the worst.

Assassinate Sun Yat-sen, or force him to accept the mediation.

Besides, Russia had expressed its willingness to intervene directly if Sun Yat-sen refused, making it so that he had no choice but to accept.

“It won’t be long before he dies. The Communist Party is ready, correct?”

“Yes, the Communist Party is prepared.”

“It’s time to start preparing.”

In preparation for that day, Chen Jiongming and Mao Zedong had been working covertly.

Once Duan Qirui stepped down from the Beiyang government, that would be the beginning.

Sun Yat-sen was near the end, and Chen Jiongming would take the lead to establish autonomous governance when the time came.

Thus, with direct intervention from Russia and Japan, the conflict between the Constitutional Protection Government and Duan Qirui came to an end.

Unlike actual history, while Duan Qirui could retain some power, it was limited to that.

Even Duan Qirui himself acknowledged his limitations and relinquished his position in the Beiyang government, agreeing to return to his role as commander of the Anhui Clique, effectively resuming his warlord status.

And now with a new government about to emerge.

Sun Yat-sen reached the end much sooner than in actual history.

“Gasp… Huff!”

“Honey! Honey!”

Was it the strain from the Constitutional Protection War? Or the burdens he carried from dealing with the warlords?

Sun Yat-sen’s health deteriorated faster than in history.

In his final moments, as his life flashed before him, one thought passed through his mind.

Russia’s Tsar, and the Union. Chen Jiongming, the proponent of autonomous governance. Superficially unified China, yet still divided among warlords.

His mind raced.

‘Wait, could it be!’

He couldn’t fully grasp it but just before his death he sensed it all connected to Russia’s Charybdis.

That Chen Jiongming would betray China, deceived by Russia’s Charybdis into dividing the country.

He couldn’t be certain from distant Moscow, but there was one thing he knew.

After his death, China wouldn’t unite.

He had to rise somehow even if it was just to tell Chiang Kai-shek.

Before he passed he tried to squeeze out his last words to his wife, Song Qingling, about what would follow his death.

“Honey… honey, say it again. What are you saying?”

But by then speaking had become difficult. 

Sun Yat-sen passed away, his wife’s tear-streaked face being the last thing he saw.

News of Sun Yat-sen’s death brought grief to many in the Constitutional Protection Government.

But Chen Jiongming saw this as an opportunity and called on Mao Zedong.

The day had finally come.

“Now, let’s begin.”

“Yes, Commander.”

Chen Jiongming and Mao Zedong had been waiting for this day.

For the era of autonomous governance, they needed to downplay Sun Yat-sen’s legacy.

In other words, while the entire government mourned Sun Yat-sen’s passing, they intended to throw cold water on the situation and shift public opinion against him.

Following Chen Jiongming’s orders, Mao Zedong and the Chinese Communist Party claimed that Sun Yat-sen had actively accepted the mediation plan, bringing foreign intervention.

“Sun Yat-sen knew he didn’t have long to live. He accepted the superficial mediation to claim it as his own achievement!”

“That’s absurd! Sun Yat-sen?”

“Would anyone do something so obvious?”

“Disillusionment with Sun Yat-sen is growing even within the Constitutional Protection Government!”

“Indeed, it did seem odd for Russia and Japan to suddenly present a mediation proposal that he accepted.”

The truth about Sun Yat-sen, in contrast to his public image, set the continent ablaze.

Of course it wasn’t entirely wrong.


Being on his deathbed, Sun Yat-sen had indeed failed to think clearly.

While many still revered him across China, the warlords were shaken.

Since they were only united due to Sun Yat-sen, their alliance was fragile.

Anyone could rise up to seize power over the Republic of China.

At this time, Guangdong warlord commander Chen Jiongming summoned the warlords.

Though some were displeased with Chen’s summons, they couldn’t ignore him, as he was among the last to offer advice to Sun Yat-sen.

Besides Chen Jiongming’s troops were elite forces trained directly by the Russian White Army advisors.

Refusing to attend would be akin to declaring a challenge, so they reluctantly complied to see what Chen Jiongming had in mind.

Among those present were key figures, including Wang Jingwei, Chiang Kai-shek, Tang Shaoyi, Tang Jiyao, Xu Shuzheng, Qu Tongfeng, Cao Kun, Wu Peifu, Feng Yuxiang, and other prominent warlords who had fought on opposite sides.

Chiang Kai-shek, who saw himself as Sun Yat-sen’s successor, looked particularly dissatisfied but held back until Chen Jiongming spoke.

With a displeased expression, he opened the conversation.

“Commander of Guangdong, what are your intentions now?”

“What do you mean?”

“Now that the provisional president is dead, won’t you, supported by Russia, control China?”

Yes, that would be one way.

For a moment, Chen Jiongming considered it.

But it wouldn’t end well.

It wasn’t like they had completely crushed the Beiyang government or the Anhui Clique warlords, who had now fallen into obscurity.

If he were to declare himself the ruler of the Beiyang government here, to claim the presidency akin to an emperor’s throne in this era…

The warlords would storm out and form an anti-Chen Jiongming alliance, making him the next Duan Qirui.

With excessive Russian involvement, he’d be branded a traitor.

No, he couldn’t do that.

Chen Jiongming wasn’t after power.

He simply wanted Guangdong, which was already substantial, to develop peacefully, envisioning a day when all Han Chinese would hold his name in their hearts.

Besides, Charybdis didn’t just support autonomous governance; she saw it as a way to check Japan’s influence.

So now, he persuaded the warlords with a kindly demeanor.

“As I said before, the previous mediation proposal was the provisional president’s decision alone. I didn’t agree to it. The result is, as you can see, an imperfect end to the civil war, an incomplete Central Plain.”

“Why the sudden shift in the conversation? The Commander of Guangdong, who’s directly tied to Russia, is suddenly changing his tune?”

Chiang Kai-shek asked brusquely, irritated by Chen Jiongming’s

undermining of Sun Yat-sen’s legacy.

Without any change in expression, Chen Jiongming sneered.

“China is vast, with a large population. The many warlords here are proof of that. With such a large population, each of you governs forces that could form a country elsewhere. Let’s be honest—none of you want to relinquish the power you hold, correct?”

His words made many clear their throats.

It wasn’t incorrect.

If Sun Yat-sen were alive, perhaps they’d rally around him, but with his death and their newly gained influence during the Constitutional Protection War, none were willing to yield.

The Guangdong Clique, led by Chen Jiongming, had emerged as the most powerful, but they didn’t want to relinquish their authority in their respective regions where they ruled like kings.

Hearing these words from Chen, backed by foreign powers, they felt enticed.

“So, what then?”

“China is not yet ready for unification. Instead, if each of you here develops your territories and builds enough strength to resist foreign intervention, we could establish a unified government and elect a president later. Isn’t that more sensible?”

“So you’re suggesting we divide?”

Essentially, he was proposing a return to the Five Dynasties and Sixteen Kingdoms era or the Warring States period.

But it sounded reasonable.

Even if they were to forcefully create a unified government now, true unification would be difficult, and modernizing each warlord’s cherished region remained uncertain.

To be honest, they simply needed a pretext.

They just wanted the legitimacy to reign over their territories as warlords.

“If Sun Yat-sen were alive, we’d unite around him, but as things are, won’t we end up fighting each other? Then foreign intervention becomes inevitable. Sun Yat-sen’s foolish choice to accept the mediation proposal could lead to more demands later. Placing Puyi as emperor in the Republic of China with autonomous governance would be ideal.”

“Not a bad idea.”

The warlords agreed.

All but one—Chiang Kai-shek.

“Aren’t you suggesting we abandon unification?”

“That’s not it. It simply isn’t feasible for everyone right now.”

“Then what’s your proposal?”

“Later, whichever region has advanced the most can serve as the basis, and an election can determine leadership. As I said, we’ll place an emperor, so it’s not division.”

Division wouldn’t happen. Even as warlords, they’d respect the formal return of the Qing emperor.

This was the easiest solution.

The Russian Union had small republics, but China would do things the Chinese way—with warlords.

At least, that’s what Chen Jiongming believed.


“Not a bad idea.”

With unanimous support from the warlords, the last emperor of the Qing Dynasty, Puyi, was restored to a ceremonial throne.

Each warlord managed their respective territories, initiating what seemed to be a period of autonomous governance.

“This is the China I envision.”

However, to Anastasia, who received the report, it was merely a return to the Warring States, the Five Dynasties and Ten Kingdoms, or the Sixteen Kingdom.
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Rothschild

Recently, at the British branch of the Rothschild family, considered the stronghold of the Rothschilds, the worsening situation in the UK became a headache.

“There’s a Jewish woman in the leadership of the German Communist Party, right?”

“Just a close aide to the secretary-general, I heard.”

“Come to think of it, isn’t the Rothschild family also of Jewish descent? Could it be that they’re supporting the German Communist Party?”

Due to the recent “red” spread over what was once the German Empire, anti-German — specifically anti-communist German — sentiments have intensified in the UK leading to anti-Semitic sentiments.

This sentiment was fueled by information spreading that Rosa Luxemburg, a leading figure in the revolution alongside German Free Socialist Republic Secretary-General Karl Liebknecht, was a Polish-born Jew.

Some even questioned, “Aren’t the Rothschilds Jewish? Could it be?”

Naturally, the Rothschilds found this bothersome. 

Yet, to them, it was like the barking of dogs — just something to brush off. After all, who would dare challenge a family that holds Europe’s finances in its grip?

Around this time, however, another strange piece of news arrived.

“Recently, Russia has been protecting Jews.”

“Protecting Jews? Hah. A country known for anti-Semitism is doing that?”

Walter Rothschild, the 2nd Baron Rothschild, let out a visible smirk.

That anti-Semitic Russia?

Though he’d heard they tried to embrace Jews during the civil war, could they really be serious?

For him, it was akin to abandoning his zoologist career.

Historically, he had even supported the Balfour Declaration, which laid the groundwork for the future state of Israel.

“They’re supposedly helping Jews settle as a matter of national policy, even providing assistance to settle in the eastern lands.”

“Helping Jews settle? That only applies to the Jews who supported the Whites, doesn’t it?”

“Apparently, that’s not the case.”

This was news to him.

He’d thought only those who had assisted the Whites in the Russian civil war were treated well.

“The current Tsarina is seemingly implementing pro-Jewish policies because of the assistance Jews provided during the civil war.”

Tsarina… he’d heard of her.

The “saint” of Russia, she was even referred to as the Joan of Arc of Russia by their ally France. It may have been romanticized and exaggerated, but she supposedly fought alongside soldiers amid the bombings during the civil war.

“She was remarkable during the civil war, they say. A woman fighting alongside soldiers. Fascinating.”

“Probably just propaganda.”

“No, no. Given the state of the Romanovs, it’s likely she had to do something drastic to win back the people’s hearts. Even if some of it is exaggerated, half of it is probably true.”

Baron Walter took out documents from his desk, seemingly having had an idea.

He had investigated the Tsarina a while back.

He’d forgotten about it due to the recent concerns in the UK.

Supposedly, during the civil war, she had implemented reforms that socialists would favor, throwing the Bolsheviks off guard.

The Bolshevik regime, which had executed the royal family, couldn’t emulate her moves for the working class. 

Instead, they collapsed after continuous conscription drives.

Walter thought of her reforms as a preemptive move.

She extended workers’ welfare, preemptively reducing the appeal of Bolshevik reforms.

Some argued that the reforms were the work of the nobles, with the Tsarina as a mere figurehead. However, he found it hard to believe that the rigid aristocrats would push such reforms.

“If that’s true, then she truly is a saint.”

Something occurred to him.

“By the way, I heard Russia recently discovered oil.”

“Yes.”

It was from a company called Romanov Oil Company.

With a name like that, it was undoubtedly a company the Tsarina had established.

In Russia, Branobel should have had a stronghold on the oil industry. Did the revolution harm Branobel’s influence even if it failed?

This might align with the plan but the Romanov Oil Company was intriguing.

Would it be worthwhile to extend a hand?

Ploiești oil fields were good, but what if they reached out to Surgut as well?

“Why not try connecting with them?”

Though the British branch was secure, seeing how the situation in the UK was unfolding, it was wise to diversify.

If the Tsarina were to implement pro-Jewish policies, it might be worth a try.

Perhaps they could establish a Russian branch of the Rothschilds.

Not that he intended to make the Tsarina a daughter-in-law, but forming a connection with the young Tsarina might not be a bad idea.

*****

China had entered an era of warlords.

It had always been chaotic, but with Sun Yat-sen, who had the potential to unify the country, now gone, the situation was dire.

Chiang Kai-shek hadn’t managed to grow his influence much.

And no one faction held substantial power.

When will this chaos ever end?

Come to think of it, it was rather amusing.

“Chen Jiongming must be quite the dreamer.”

Accepting this was quite the feat.

He thought he’d decided to do so with only his faith in me, but I knew better.

Even without my intervention the warlords would eventually become too power-hungry to relinquish control.

They would end up distrusting and fighting each other. 

And with no one holding a dominant position, Chen Jiongming would fail to be a unifying force, and China would descend into chaos with each region in its own hands.

It wouldn’t be like the time they fought for the Emperor’s throne; it could even last longer.

Sometimes as a proxy war for foreign powers.

Chen Jiongming had no choice but to trust me.

Why?

It was like a person looking to a cult for solace, and I had voiced his deepest, unspoken dreams.

Even revered as a saint in Russia, Tsarina could not but trust me.

He couldn’t fathom that I intended to divide China.

Still, at least he’d installed Puyi as Emperor, presenting the image of a united China, albeit in name only.

It was nominally the Republic of China, yet people called it the Empire or Federation of China.

Following my lead without understanding the foundation led to this outcome.

“But…”

According to information from the Okhrana, the communists were mentioned.

Why is Mao Zedong suddenly appearing?


Apparently, he played a key role in defaming Sun Yat-sen this time.

Essentially becoming the second-in-command of the Guangdong warlords.

“This madman.”

Is there no one else to trust other than Mao Zedong?

No. Maybe something changed for him with the altered history.

Communist icon Lenin had disappointed everyone and died in an explosion, Stalin was impotent, and Trotsky was frying chicken in the US, pandering to the black community.

If the German Communist Party heard about the Chinese communists they’d likely go, “Oh, there’s a Communist Party there too?”

Germany’s focus on internal affairs meant they wouldn’t care about China.

So Mao Zedong in his current form was likely…

More of an anarchist than a communist.

I’d heard that when he first encountered communism, he leaned towards anarchism.

A guy who said China was better off divided into 27 parts.

If I could use Mao Zedong along with Chen Jiongming to divide China and also restrain Chiang Kai-shek…

Ah, this is too tempting to resist.

If China stayed fragmented, and Mao Zedong became Chen Jiongming’s successor…

I’d gain a legitimate reason to militarily intervene in a fractured China.

“Was Mao Zedong a communist?!” With a feeling of being betrayed.

The United Federation of Russia, recalling its close brush with a communist coup, could justify intervening in China with its anti-communist stance.

Of course, this would be further down the line.

Perhaps after China suffers during the Sino-Japanese War.

Once China’s weakened, it could be interesting to support the establishment of a Jewish state to check China.

Or maybe establish Green Ukraine there.

If not, they could bring Zhang Zuolin, currently in Shandong Peninsula, back to consolidate forces in Manchuria.

Even if Zhang Zuolin had been a bandit, his physical prowess was remarkable.

If they could help him grow into a warlord again, it could be worth it.

This could be entertaining, imagining it.

Manipulating China to my will would prevent unification for a long time.

A few decades of division would make unification difficult, much like how modern-day Korea remains divided.

Alright, then. Let’s leave China as it is for now.

Chiang Kai-shek won’t stay quiet.

Even Chen Jiongming’s reports mention Chiang’s discontent.

Something’s bound to erupt in China soon.

Perhaps a civil war or internal strife before the Sino-Japanese War.

It may be an ideal moment for military intervention.

For now, I’ll set China aside.

Suddenly, I remembered something from earlier.

They say a British Rothschild baron is coming to Russia. If it’s from the British embassy, it’s likely true.

But why is he coming?

Well, I can guess.

He probably caught wind of Surgut’s oil.

We don’t know the reserves there yet.

He’d likely want to “help with production” and secure some shares.

Though we couldn’t afford to antagonize Rothschild, it was still bothersome.

Rumors suggested Rothschild had a liking for the Tsarina due to her pro-Jewish policies, and might be trying to leverage that.

Anyway, we’ll see what happens when Baron Rothschild arrives.

Meanwhile, Duke Yusupov, who had somehow grown into a businessman came by today.

“But why is Duke Yusupov here?”

“Your Majesty, it seems he has business regarding oil drilling.”

Regarding oil drilling?

I’d told Duke Yusupov to invest some funds into oil drilling since we were investing Romanov gold everywhere.

“What’s the matter?”

“With all the recent ventures, it seems we’ll have to postpone oil development for now.”

Postpone oil development?

Ah, that’s rather unfortunate.

Before the Great Depression, we need to secure as much as possible.

Russian economists said that, unlike other countries, we might at least maintain the status quo or improve during the Great Depression.

So, I wanted to secure whatever we could.

“I want to secure as much as possible before the Great Depression hits. Is that impossible?”

“It’s not entirely impossible, but then other funds would…”

Hmm, so it’s a shortage of funds.

Should I use the remaining gold?

No, I need to keep some reserves for emergencies.

“Is there another way?”

“There’s a way. Thanks to Your Majesty’s support, I’ve studied a lot about oil.”

Oh, he’d studied hard.

I should hear him out.

“Continue.”

“Actually, Branobel offered to assist with oil production.”

“Branobel?”

What’s with that name that sounds like a publishing company?

“Branobel provided the pipelines for Surgut’s oil production and even supported tankers, though they’re not useful immediately.”

Pipelines and tankers? Even in this era?

They must be quite a company.

Ah, the Nobel family.

The family of Alfred Nobel.

Since I didn’t know their situation well, I nodded before asking.

“Why are they helping us?”

“Because they nearly lost the Russian market due to the revolution. Though Swedish, the family had prospered in the Russian Empire and was practically a Russian company.”

“Because of the revolution?”

“The Nobel family once held nearly half of the Russian market, especially in connection with the Baku oil fields. However, during the revolution…”


It seemed Rockefeller and Rothschild had attempted to take advantage of Branobel.

Rockefeller. I remember hearing about Standard Oil and other companies while receiving oil drilling support from the U.S.

They must have planned to use the red victory in Russia to nationalize the Baku oil fields and damage Branobel.

So, the Nobel family… could they be useful for oil-related endeavors?
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Listening to Yusupov’s story, it seems the Nobel family had quite an eventful history.

The Nobel family’s oil company “Branobel” achieved great success in Russia, accounting for 50% of the world’s oil production. 

However, the Bolsheviks attempted to nationalize the Baku oil fields in Azerbaijan, putting the Nobel family at significant risk of loss.

As expected.

“Well then, perhaps aligning with the Nobel family is an option?”

“His Majesty has also suggested that. I’m currently discussing this matter with Emmanuel Ludvigovich Nobel from Branobel.”

“Good.”

I wonder what will happen to America’s Standard Oil? It would be quite satisfying if Trotsky were to stir things up. 

Let’s let the Americans handle their issues for now. The Rothschilds remain the next concern.

Was it Walter Rothschild?

How about finding a way to get money out of him to fund oil drilling in northern Manchuria? If we start with Surgut in partnership with Branobel, then northern Manchuria could be tackled with the Rothschilds.

We could encourage them to invest in the Daqing oil fields to enable drilling by the 1930s. At the very least, we need to ensure they can’t interfere with oil sales from Baku or Surgut.

Wait a minute.

“But hold on.”

“Yes?”

“Doesn’t the Duke already have enough money? Results should already be evident.”

I know that mass-producing ramen at this point in time is unlikely. I’m not expecting miracles. But I’ve provided some ideas quite a few actually.

Instead of putting my name on them, I’ve allowed the Duke to take the profits.

“Yes. We’ve made considerable profits with the generator invented by Dr. Tesla. And as per His Majesty’s suggestion, we’re trying to produce that ramen, although it’s not yet mass-produced.”

“So? What’s the issue?”

Judging by his face, he seems to be working on something. But hopefully, it’s not some strange business venture.

In actual history, he lost money on a fashion venture. Hopefully, he’s not about to waste his earnings on that again. 

His circumstances may be different, but I doubt a fashion business would thrive here.

When I stared at him, Duke Felix Yusupov scratched the back of his head and continued.

“Well, the truth is, I’ve invested in radio. Dr. Tesla said that Russia’s vast land could only be managed through wireless communication and encouraged me to pursue radio investment.”

Radio? Now, that’s actually a good idea.

I don’t have any objections to that. In fact, I fully support it. Given Russia’s situation, a wireless revolution is essential.

Tesla would want it to be extensive.

It would be beneficial to source funding from elsewhere if possible.

“Well, that seems useful. I won’t object. But, Duke.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Absolutely do not start a fashion business. Never. Do you understand?”

This must be emphasized.

I can’t tolerate even a single deviation.

There are far too many promising ventures for this era; there’s no need to get sidetracked by fashion.

“Am I really doomed to fail with a clothing store?”

What is he talking about?

One might think I have clairvoyance.

If I fail to predict something significant for World War II, will they accuse me of being abandoned by the divine?

“I’m not sure why both the Prime Minister and the Duke think that, but it looks like it would fail to me.”

It’s very likely to fail, at least according to history. This is my way of saying not to waste money on things like clothing stores.

“All right. Understood.”

Now let’s think about meeting with the Rothschilds.

How about casting him as an “honorary Bolshevik” for supporting the Reds? If he’s been meddling behind the scenes, it doesn’t mean much if it remains hidden. But if this is revealed, it could get interesting.

Russia, after all, was born with a deep hatred of Bolsheviks.

No, wait. Before meeting Rothschild, I need to understand the situation.

First, I should call Boris Savinkov to inquire.

Yes, the current European sentiment toward Jews.

“Your Majesty, you called for me?”

Boris Savinkov from the Ministry of the Interior rushed to the Kremlin not long after I summoned him.

Yes, if he’s this quick, I might have time to set things up before Rothschild arrives.

“Can you tell me the current perception of Jews in Europe?”

“It’s never been particularly favorable. Here in Russia, the perception improved due to the Jews fighting alongside the White Army during the Civil War.”

Judging by his tone, it seems the situation in Europe isn’t very good.

In Russia, Jews received some acceptance for supporting the White Army, but with Rosa Luxemburg’s successful revolution…

“Has the sentiment worsened?”

“Since Your Majesty mentioned the Communists, I assume that’s the context.”

When I mentioned the Communists, Boris Savinkov’s eyes darkened.

Right. It’s convenient when someone understands without needing further explanation.

“Yes. Rosa Luxemburg, though Polish, is Jewish, isn’t she? I thought there might be something related to that.”

“Yes. Anti-Semitic sentiments have been inflamed. In Communist Germany, they’ve been attempting to defend the Jews, which has intensified anti-Semitic sentiments in neighboring countries. With Luxemburg and other Jewish members in the Communist Party, there’s a perception that Jews supported the German Revolution.”

Due to the Jewish leader Rosa Luxemburg, the Communist side likely extended some privileges to Jews.

Perhaps there’s a way to craft this more strategically.

“Are such details publicly known?”

“The rumors are mainly spread by the German Freikorps who fled to Austria. Ironically, while Jews are leaving Communist Germany, the Freikorps rumors persist.”

So, in Communist Germany, like the Russian Soviets, property and resources are being nationalized for “fair” distribution, impacting Jews negatively.

“Did nationalization by the Communists harm Jewish interests?”

“Yes.”

Wait. So, what’s Austria’s situation?

If anti-Semitic sentiments are growing, won’t Hitler in Austria start causing trouble?

Suddenly, that thought crossed my mind.

“What’s the situation of Jews in Austria?”

“It’s not much different there.”

“Any reports of physical persecution or speeches advocating for the arrest of Jews?”

If so, Hitler may need to be dealt with.

And I may need to ensure France doesn’t adopt Commune ideologies.

At my words, Boris Savinkov’s eyebrows twitched, and he cautiously replied.

“No, not yet. Although anti-Semitism has worsened in Britain, it hasn’t reached that level.”

That’s a relief.


How long did Hitler stay in Russia?

Many Jews fought for the White Army during the Civil War.

So, today’s Hitler is at least not someone who would send Jews to gas chambers.

This is surprising, though, Rosa Luxemburg and Communist Germany defend the Jews.

And yet, this is giving rise to the Jewish-Bolshevik conspiracy.

Jewish Bolshevism then. The notion that international Jewish influence drives Communist movements.

Due to Jews fighting for the White Army, Russian Jews are viewed favorably, but I could exploit this to bring down Rothschild.

Frame it such that Russian Jews are “good” Jews, while those spreading from Communist Germany are “Red” Jews, backing revolutions — and use it to undermine Rothschild, who supported it.

It might not harm him significantly, but an official denouncement from a ruler could change things.

I crafted a rough plan in my mind.

“Austria is fortunate, then. So, essentially, in Europe, Jews are associated with the Reds. Is that correct?”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Perhaps it’s feasible with the right connections.

Even I can’t directly challenge Rothschild.

But perhaps I can extract some funding through strategic anti-Semitic sentiment and Bolshevism pressure.

According to the Okhrana, Rothschild recently entered Moscow.

Ordinarily, I’d formally summon him here, but as Tsar of this land, I have no reason to humble myself.

“Your Majesty, Baron Rothschild has arrived and seeks an audience.”

Unexpectedly, it was Georgy Lvov who delivered the message, not a courtier.

“Oh, I didn’t expect Representative Lvov to relay the message personally.”

“I encountered him just outside the Kremlin.”

It seems he happened to meet him after his lessons with Vladimir. 

Officially, Rothschild claimed he was on a sightseeing trip through Russia, even saying he wanted to see some Russian wildlife. But obviously, that’s not the case.

Still, he surely said something.

“Did you happen to hear anything?”

“He mentioned that as he’s in Russia, it would be respectful to seek an audience with Your Majesty. But it’s likely related to oil investment, isn’t it? Baron Walter Rothschild expressed his desire to meet with you.”

“Then, I suppose I should see him.”

An unexpected choice — just what I wanted.

If things go wrong, I’ll make it clear that the state Duma isn’t involved and that this is my initiative.

If I fail? That wouldn’t be too bad.

Even if Rothschild becomes a nuisance, as long as we’re drilling oil on Russian soil and not British, we’ll manage.

If relations with Rothschild turn sour, I could just hole up in the Kremlin with a sheepish apology.

All right, then. Time to meet Rothschild.

I ordered a courtier to bring Baron Rothschild into the Kremlin.

Meeting the second Baron Rothschild, Walter, he appeared quite generous in demeanor. The type you’d instantly suspect of working in finance.

“What brings the Baron of Britain’s Rothschild family all the way to Moscow?”

“As expected, you live up to your reputation. Noble in demeanor yet down-to-earth. Indeed.”

The moment we met, he began with unnecessary praise, clearly trying to win favor.

I waved it off dismissively.

“I may lack power as Tsar, but I am still the Tsar. Please, let’s get to the point.”

“Have we Rothschilds offended Her Majesty?”

“Do you take me for a fool?”

“Pardon?”

“During the Civil War, your Rothschild family funded Trotsky and Lenin on the condition that Bolsheviks wouldn’t supply oil from the Baku fields to the global market. Isn’t that right?”

“Not entirely incorrect.”

To summarize, the British government sent volunteer forces to support us, but the Rothschilds privately supported the revolutionaries.

Even if the Bolsheviks lost, Rothschild likely hoped Russia would be split, leaving Baku oil under Bolshevik control.

They never anticipated I’d end the war so quickly.

A businessman might do such things. They funded the revolutionaries to eliminate Branobel, a rival. Rothschild and Rockefeller are like that.

“Your Majesty, I understand and respect your anger, but perhaps we could establish a cordial relationship?”

Maintaining a positive relationship — yes.

That’s why I’m doing this.

As I mentioned, there’s a contingency plan if things go south, but I’ll push him just to the limit while keeping face.

I don’t wish to alienate the Rothschilds.

Still, I’ll take it this far.


I laughed smugly.

“Ha-ha-ha. Am I mistaken in assuming that your interest lies in Surgut’s oil? Given your extensive network across Europe, you must have smelled the oil. But what can you do? Rothschild, you’re an honorary Bolshevik, aren’t you?”

Pinning him as a senseless Bolshevik.

Of course, there’s context here, and if this is Bolshevism, then America, with its Lend-Lease to the USSR, might as well be awarded a top Bolshevik honor by Stalin.
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“Your Majesty, that’s a misunderstanding. It was simply a company policy, nothing directly related to our family.”

Misunderstanding or not, didn’t the Rothschilds truly sponsor them?

Behind Royal Dutch Shell lies the Rothschilds, doesn’t it?

“Forget misunderstanding; isn’t it an undeniable fact that, because of your sponsorship, the Bolsheviks resisted the White Army even more?”

“That’s an excessive assumption.”

This might sound like wordplay, but think carefully.

If the Rothschilds hadn’t supported the revolutionary forces, wouldn’t Mikhail Frunze have surrendered a day earlier?

Would Trotsky have even had time to escape to Petrograd?

“Perhaps Bolshevik Trotsky, who could be called a Bolshevik leader alongside Lenin, had enough time to flee to Petrograd. In fact, he wasn’t even captured and managed to escape entirely. This, too, could be attributed to your support for the Bolsheviks.”

Here’s what I’m saying: “I don’t care! Either way, it’s your fault for backing the Bolsheviks!” By saying this, Russia can emphasize its dislike of you.

Surgut has already decided to align with Branobel.

The fact that the Rothschilds showed interest means there might be some interference.

Moreover, considering that the British Volunteers led the support, Rothschild in Britain would have likely tried to influence Surgut with the backing of the British government.

Does it make sense that Rothschild, a major shareholder in Royal Dutch Shell, would have no connection?

“Well, that’s a bit…”

“Think about it. Was there truly no possibility at all? The fact is, while the British government supported the White Army, your side collaborated with the Bolsheviks to some extent to deal with Branobel, and the Bolsheviks, in turn, used the support to shoot down the White Army with one more rifle.”

Even if it isn’t true, I have to extract money somehow. I must frame them as honorary Reds.

“Hmph.”

“From the Rothschilds’ or Standard Oil’s perspective, the ideal scenario might have been the White Army controlling Asia, centered around the Ural Mountains, and the Bolsheviks taking Europe while grabbing hold of Branobel.”

Isn’t that a possibility?

I don’t believe my conjecture is entirely baseless.

To oust Branobel, we need to stain the Russian sea, in which Branobel swims freely, red.

“You have quite the imagination. We hadn’t considered it that far. If Branobel falls, so be it; if not, so be it.”

Of course.

In the end, it was merely a test. Royal Dutch Shell will just continue to keep Branobel in check along with Standard Oil.

But still…

How would Baron Rothschild feel about this personally?

Considering the growing anti-Semitic sentiment in Britain, it would be amusing to link Jews and Rothschild to oil manipulation.

“I’ve heard there’s recently been a rise in anti-Semitic sentiment in Britain. Sometimes the belly is bigger than the body. If you’re behind Royal Dutch Shell, it wouldn’t be hard to draw the connection.”

“Are you threatening us with that? The Rothschild family is not so weak as to fall over such threats.”

Toppling the Rothschilds?

What nonsense is that?

I don’t expect to be able to topple the Rothschilds from Moscow.

But I can at least be a nuisance.

“But I could be a nuisance. What if the Emperor of an anti-Communist state with pro-Jewish policies publicly and prominently blames the Rothschilds in the newspaper headlines?”

Communist Germany and Communist Italy are raising suspicions of Judeo-Bolshevism by embracing communism.

Behind this is Royal Dutch Shell, which supported the enemy.

Isn’t that the perfect picture of Judeo-Bolshevism?

I tapped my fingers on the desk, waiting for Walter Rothschild to speak.

“Hmph, if that was your intent, you would have already acted. Since you’re discussing it, do you want something?”

Yes, now we’re getting somewhere.

Unlike before, I smiled brightly and spoke.

“Surgut Oil will join hands with Branobel. I hope there will be no interference in this. Please also refrain from meddling with Branobel’s Baku oil fields.”

I need at least this level of assurance.

Standard Oil doesn’t seem interested in this area.

“While I resolved my assets in Russia by becoming a major shareholder of Royal Dutch Shell, I can’t control the company at will.”

“But you can at least exert some influence, can’t you? Isn’t that possible for Rothschild, with branches all over Europe?”

Of course, I don’t know the internal workings on their side.

Whether the company is independent or not is irrelevant.

Even if the company currently has no relation with the Rothschilds, as long as there’s some connection, won’t Rothschild exert some influence?

Just handle that part.

“Hmph. You’re putting me in a difficult position. Very well.”

Walter Rothschild wiped the sweat from his forehead with a handkerchief, replying briefly.

Now it’s time to throw in a suitable carrot.

“But there’s still more land to explore. Northern Manchuria.”

“Isn’t Northern Manchuria where Russians and Jews are recently settling?”

“Yes. That’s exactly where. Russia is developing so many areas, and it requires a lot of money. We’re even using the Romanov gold reserves. It’s concerning enough that the Romanov financial advisor is worried.”

“So, you’re asking us to invest money there. Does that mean we’ll receive shares?”

Why else would I bring it up?

Of course, I’m implying there’s a chance for shares.

Even with the Rothschilds, I wouldn’t just extract money for nothing.

If I fail in this negotiation, the Duma will have to handle it.

“There’s a saying, ‘He who does not work, neither shall he eat.’ It means you eat as much as you work. Do your best for oil drilling in Northern Manchuria.”

“Hmph.”

What’s with the hesitation?

If the Tsarina gives you such an opportunity, shouldn’t you take it?

“With the number of Jews, we’re even considering creating a Jewish autonomous region or possibly a Jewish state on the Chinese side in the future. But to do that, Russia needs to gather all its resources.”

We need to earn as much money as possible.

This is all for the Jews. I should spin it like this.

With this much, wouldn’t Rothschild show interest?

“Are you saying you intend to build a Jewish state?”

See, he’s unexpectedly interested.

What does that imply?

“Poland has persecuted so many Jews that large numbers have come to Russia. They’ve also come from Germany and Austria. It’s challenging for us to accommodate them all, so wouldn’t it make sense to prepare a separate area for relocation?”

It seems the Duma already has a plan for something like this.

It’s not entirely out of the question.

“I see. A Jewish state in the East… fascinating.”

“Isn’t Rothschild also Jewish? Then you should provide some support.”

This was just another excuse to get some money out of him.


I’m absolutely pro-Jewish. If you’re not evidence of Jew-Bolshevism funding those communist reds, then it’s only right to support the current White Russian regime.

That’s what I’m saying right now.

“There’s also the Ploiești oil fields, so if the oil doesn’t work out, I just came here to research animals.”

“Let’s speak sensibly here. Does it make sense to come to Russia just to research animals?”

Can anyone be certain that this man isn’t trying to check on Bronnobel’s affairs in Russia?

Of course, I can’t say for sure if Baron Rothschild would get involved directly, but since he’s in Russia, he’d at least want to look into things a bit.

“Ahem. But really, Your Majesty’s intentions are quite simple. To sum it up, Bronnobel is Romanov’s domain, so don’t interfere. You’ll get your share, but focus on oil exploration in northern Manchuria, and, as a Jewish family, support fellow Jews.”

He’s answering well, albeit with a troubled expression.

This is going quite smoothly.

Was Walter Rothschild always this easy to reason with?

Or perhaps he’s just playing along with my “Reject this, and you’re a red!” antics.

Either way, he’s not likely to go back on his word.

“I’m glad you understand.”

Having gotten what I wanted, I clapped my hands and shook hands with Baron Walter Rothschild.

However, after the handshake, he resumed his businessman’s gaze, as if there was something more he wanted to say.

“Is it true what you mentioned earlier about establishing a Jewish state in the East?”

He’s more interested than I expected.

I might be able to get a bit more out of this.

“As I mentioned, a significant number of Jews have migrated to our side, so we’re keeping it open as a possibility. Besides, China is indeed a land flowing with milk and honey.”

Isn’t that why China has held its power for so long, with various invaders eyeing the central plains?

Of course, it might vary depending on China’s situation, so if it doesn’t work out, we’re considering a Jewish autonomous region in northern Manchuria.

From what I see here, China will inevitably fracture, with warlords ruling instead of a unified nation, let alone the Northern and Southern Dynasties level of division. So, there’s no rule against a potential Israel rising in the East.

“Hmm.”

“Isn’t it better than those contested lands in Africa or Palestine, with all the noise surrounding them?”

Moreover, it’s not entirely impossible.

Why? Because even the Japanese Empire attempted the Fugu Plan to relocate Jews to Manchuria. 

This plan aimed to develop Manchuria using Jewish settlers. Japan was hoping for wealthy Jews, but only impoverished Russian Jews, along with the White Army, ended up migrating, so it failed.

Honestly, this isn’t all that different.

If Jews were to settle in northern Manchuria, near the Daqing oil fields, wouldn’t that create a rather appealing picture? Especially if we broadcast that the Rothschilds are backing it?

Japan’s Fugu Plan may have failed, but this one has potential.

Wouldn’t this entice someone like Walter Rothschild, practically the Jewish representative in Britain?

“If you’re considering it, which region are you looking at?”

“If we establish a Jewish autonomous region, it would be in northern Manchuria as part of the Russian Federation. If we’re thinking seriously about a Jewish state, then it would likely be somewhere like Rehe or Hebei provinces in China.”

Originally, the Japanese Empire initiated the Rehe Incident, mobilizing the Kwantung and Manchurian Armies to annex Rehe as part of Manchukuo’s territory. This led Zhang Zuolin’s son, Zhang Xueliang, and the Fengtian clique to a path of decline.

“I believe Japan is currently deeply involved in that area through the South Manchuria Railway.”

Oh, he doesn’t know yet.

Or maybe he simply doesn’t care. After all, the Great Powers, excluding the U.S., only began criticizing Japan when it started eyeing Indochina.

“What do you think Japan’s interest in the area stems from? It’s for continental invasion. They’ve already hinted as much, and the South Manchuria Railway Company is practically a military base for continental invasion.”

Japan invaded the continent in the original history, so why would it be different here?

If anything, with Russia sharing control of Manchuria and oil issues arising as in the original history, they’ll definitely target China.

The Marco Polo Bridge Incident, which sparked the Second Sino-Japanese War, might have been initiated by Mutaguchi Renya, but ultimately, Japan pursued the war over oil, expanding the front to Southeast Asia.

“That may be true of Japan, but how does that relate to establishing a Jewish state? There wouldn’t be a Jewish land, regardless of who wins.”

That’s true.

Only when both sides are fighting.

If Japan wins, they’ll secure territory and rights within China; if China wins, they’ll recover their territory and the South Manchuria Railway.

But here’s the thing.

That’s only if the Second Sino-Japanese War follows the typical course.

I twirled my finger in the air, hinting at something unusual.

“But what if the Sino-Japanese War doesn’t go as expected?”

“Are you suggesting Russia might intervene?”

Who knows?

That’s only possible if I seriously consider building a state for the Jews.

“We’re on good terms with Japan now, but the Russo-Japanese War remains a lasting humiliation for Russia. But that’s anyone’s guess. With the Balfour Declaration, you simply need to support the Jews as a Jewish family. This isn’t a situation for state-building discussions just yet.”


I leave just a bit of bait.

A businessman would know.

Though once the land of the ancient Kingdom of Israel, it’s now the Palestinian territory and a potential seed of conflict.

Imagine squeezing between these yet-to-modernize, infighting Chinese, setting up Israel with Russian support.

Wouldn’t that spark just a bit of hope?
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That night, Baron Rothschild, who was spending the night in the Moscow accommodations prepared by Tsarina, was deep in thought.

“Israel in Chinese territory…”

Though the Balfour Declaration had already practically confirmed that Israel would be established by moving Jews to Palestine, it wasn’t an entirely impossible idea.

Although Tsarina’s words were somewhat cryptic, upon looking around Russia, he realized it was currently the only European country not persecuting Jews.

In fact, Jews were indeed migrating eastward.

Establishing Israel in the land where Palestinians lived, leaving room for conflict, versus establishing it over in Asia… Although it could cause friction with China, if they remained divided as they were now, wouldn’t that give Jews an opportunity to establish themselves?

Even if Japan topples China sooner than expected, if Russia strikes back at Japan for revenge over the Russo-Japanese War…

Though China is vast in both land and population, it was a nation devoured like a cake by the Great Powers, given its lack of modernization.

It was only natural they would be defeated if they were fighting Japan while split by warlords.

If Russia helps China in the Sino-Japanese War and acquires territory in return…

It’s not impossible.

Historically, China had been the dominant power in East Asia.

It had long been a mighty nation with countless vassal states under its influence.

It was its rich lands and large population that enabled China to maintain hegemony for so long.

Establishing Israel on that land…

‘Surprisingly, it might not be a bad idea.’

The position of Jews in Europe had become delicate.

Only communist countries treated Jews well, while in other European countries, Jews were labeled as honorary communists, Communist spies, Bolshevik conspirators, and so on.

However, Russia was different, and in East Asia, Jews were not well known, and communism was practically unheard of.

If a Jewish-friendly Russia bordered Israel established in Chinese territory, it might not be a bad move.

“Russia… is not a bad option.”

But Tsarina had laid out some conditions with an extra hidden one.

Recognition of Branobel’s dominance in Surgut, as well as leaving the Baku oil fields and Surgut untouched, in exchange for developing North Manchuria.

Accepting all of this would mean drawing a line with Standard Oil.

Given the intent to push Branobel along with Standard Oil, this was a matter of trustworthiness.

Even as Baron Rothschild, he couldn’t control company policy on his own.

It could get slightly uncomfortable, though ignoring Tsarina’s proposal was always an option.

It was just unsettling.

So, does this mean he’d have to work with Branobel again?

Branobel had been competent.

Furthermore, if Tsarina was directly supporting it, it might mean a partnership with the Romanov Oil Company, indicating direct royal involvement.

Supporting Branobel, then, meant supporting the Romanovs.

The Rothschild branches in Germany and Italy had effectively ended with the communist governments in power.

The situation in Austria wasn’t ideal due to its anti-communist stance.

If anti-Semitic sentiment intensified in England, seriously considering setting up a branch in Russia could be worthwhile.

While the Baron of Rothschild and Anastasia Tsarina were secretly discussing these matters, Duke Felix Yusupov met with Emmanuel Ludvigovich Nobel, who was running Branobel.

The oil business had to be wrapped up quickly.

If Tsarina set her mind to it, she’d follow through, so things had to proceed swiftly.

“Why did you ask to see me today? Is there an issue with the pipeline installation?”

“It’s not that. I’m here to convey words from our Tsar.”

Words from the Tsar? Does he mean Anastasia Tsarina?

What could it be about?

Anything unrelated to Royal Dutch Shell would be nice.

During the revolution and the subsequent civil war, the Bolsheviks nationalized the oil industry, receiving support from companies competing with Branobel.

Though they had reclaimed shares in the Baku oil fields after the civil war, they had suffered a blow from nationalization, leaving them far behind Royal Dutch Shell and Standard Oil.

“What exactly is it?”

“Tsarina suggested a new joint oil company between the royal family and Branobel.”

A joint oil company.

An unexpected proposal.

While Branobel’s survival had been the main focus, it seemed Tsarina held interest in Branobel.

“You mean Tsarina wants a joint company with Romanov?”

“Yes. Thus, she has also arranged a deal with the Rothschilds to support Branobel.”

Even a deal with the Rothschilds?

Isn’t Rothschild the Jewish family backing Royal Dutch Shell?

“Hmm.”

This was indeed surprising.

To think Tsarina would take interest in the Nobel family’s oil company.

After nearly losing the company to revolution, working with the Romanov royal family didn’t sound so bad.

“Well, then, will the royal family directly support my family?”

It was simpler than figuring out how to counter the Bolsheviks.

The Romanov royal family supporting the Nobel family was proof in itself.

A joint company with the Romanovs essentially meant that the Russian royal family directly operated the company, allowing it to grow larger than before.

“As long as it doesn’t harm Russia’s interests, His Majesty will support the Nobel family. Our Tsar holds deep regard for Branobel.”

To prepare for the Great Depression, Tsarina aimed to maximize Russia’s resources.

In times when other countries struggled, she wanted Russia to at least maintain its current state and hopefully progress.

Thus, Tsarina had taken an interest in oil.

The Romanov Oil Company could manage on its own, but with Branobel’s strength, things could only improve.

“Will Royal Dutch Shell and Standard Oil be fine with this? I wonder if Rothschild will let it slide.”

They would likely make a fuss.

For the Nobel family based in Russia, it would be advantageous to have someone to back them up given the impact of the civil war.

“Trust His Majesty. If Baron Rothschild has agreed, it’s as good as settled.”

Yes, well. Limited to Russia, Royal Dutch Shell likely couldn’t interfere further.

That was why they supported the Bolsheviks in the first place.

Alright, let’s give it a try.

“Hmm, though it’s a matter to discuss with the family, I’ll consider it positively on a personal level.”

Soon after, the Romanov-Branobel joint oil company was established.

Apparently, our Baron Walter Rothschild came not to study animals but me.

How much time had passed since our secret talk? Why was he visiting already? I’m not an animal.

Well, let’s hear what he has to say.


“Your Majesty, about the founding of Israel…”

So, he was interested in the establishment of Israel in the East.

Was he really considering China rather than just the Balfour Declaration?

As a Jewish chemist from the Russian Empire who developed acetone manufacturing, Chaim Weizmann had insisted to Balfour that only Palestine could be the Jewish homeland.

But Baron Rothschild’s interest was unexpected.

If this Israel matter is used well, it might attract more Rothschild investment in Russia.

Then, perhaps I should put on my best smile and say what he wants to hear.

“Yes, go ahead.”

“While there is already the Balfour Declaration, is Your Majesty considering proceeding independently?”

The Balfour Declaration? Why should we be concerned about it?

As far as I know, it only gained support due to the Holocaust reinforcing the establishment of Israel.

Ah, so that’s it.

He’s weighing the prospects of Israel in both Palestine and China.

If the Israel project in the East were to succeed, the Rothschilds and Britain could use the Balfour Declaration to extend their influence in China.

Alright, let’s play this carefully.

“I did mention ‘if.’ If by any chance a great number of Jews migrate east, we’d have to establish a state for them, wouldn’t we?”

“Hmm.”

If he genuinely wants a state, he should try to bring the Jews who would migrate under the Balfour Declaration here. This is what I’m hinting at.

Considering that thanks to certain malicious countries, the Middle East has been stained with blood, it might not be a bad idea.

Of course, if Jews occupy part of China, the Chinese, driven by their characteristic Sinocentrism, will try to expel them, while the Jews will fight to keep their Eastern Jerusalem.

Additionally, having pro-Russian Korea support Israel in checking China from behind is an attractive scenario, as is potentially developing a navy larger than the army to block future U.S. expansion in the Pacific and Asia.

It’s a good picture.

If this Baron helps, and Britain gives a nudge…

“Is there certainly oil in North Manchuria?”

He gazes at me with a suspicious look.

Surely a personal question.

Anyway, if oil field development gets closer to establishing Israel in the East…

“It’s deep underground, but it’s there. I sent an exploration team, so drilling technology development is crucial.”

“Isn’t it only speculation from Your Majesty?”

Yes, it’s speculation. If he dislikes it, he could learn future knowledge himself.

I held back from saying it aloud.

This was the perfect time for mystique.

Given his unusual reaction to the Israel project in the East…

“Yes, it’s just speculation. Speculation that found Surgut, and a possibility confirmed by the exploration team. But drilling technology still needs development.”

“Hmm.”

Well, he must be curious.

He’d want to ponder over North Manchurian development and Israel in the East.

These are seemingly unrelated topics, but Tsarina had connected them.

Subtly, I had thrown out the idea.

If he invests in North Manchuria, I’ll grant Israel in the East if the Balfour Declaration’s Israel fails.

That’s the gist of it.

“Russia is resource-rich. Thus, I plan to further develop drilling technology. Who

knows? If you help, Rothschild might gain a foothold in Russia.”

At the very least, it could offer a haven for Jews, who might face contempt anywhere else in Europe.

“It truly sounds like the devil’s whisper. There’s something I’m curious about, Your Majesty.”

With a friendly face, what else could he want to know?

“Go ahead.”

“After touring Moscow today, I realized something. Your Majesty is a saint and possesses great foresight.”

Why is he probing this, you troublesome old man?

Is he not an Anastasia researcher but an Anastasia scholar?


I shook my head earnestly.

“Oh, that’s merely something foreign citizens attached to me in their praises. I’m embarrassed that Baron Rothschild heard of it.”

“It’s a famous story in England that Your Majesty foresaw Japan’s disaster. Even some Japanese visitors to England mentioned it.”

Alright, what exactly are you getting at?

I’m feeling quite uneasy right now.
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It’s absurd.

Now even Rothschild plans to ask me about the future.

Recently, even Krivoshein, the Prime Minister, and Duke Yusupov have all asked me about the future.

“So?”

With that, I raised an eyebrow and asked curtly.

“What do you think the future of Palestine looks like, Your Majesty?”

Krivoshein, the Prime Minister, Duke Yusupov, and now even Baron Rothschild.

They might as well just call me a shaman.

“Do you mean the future after the Jews settle in Palestine?”

“Yes. Can you see something like that?”

Is that bothering them?

Well, as a representative of the Jews in Britain, it’s only natural to be curious. Even if Britain supports them, the Jews living there will have their own path.

Given that there’s a saint who supposedly foresees the future right here, he might just want to ask casually, like a tarot reading.

Now that I think about it, it makes me angry.

Why do they insist on believing that? Or perhaps they just want to hear something from a woman called a saint to feel reassured?

What kind of future will that Balfour Declaration bring?

“Well, who knows? But look, you’ve seen British Foreign Secretary Arthur Balfour’s declaration and the McMahon-Hussein correspondence, and the deals with France. Baron, you can imagine what kind of future awaits if Jews settle in Palestine, can’t you?”

“Hmm.”

Why would even a foreigner ask that?

If you think lightly, the answer is already clear, isn’t it?

Surely, even Rothschild knows that Britain is up to something.

They’ve swayed their tongues to persuade the Arabs, just as they did when they wanted to strike the Ottoman Empire. 

And then, under the guise of supporting the Jews, they used their silver tongues once more.

Considering all the jabbering they’ve done, they should know well what will happen on that land.

“It’s not like Britain is going to manage that land forever. They’ve already schemed to dismantle the Ottoman Empire, so it’s only fitting that blood, incomparable to the original sin, will be spilled. That sin is deep.”

“Does that mean China would be fine? Will a unified China allow the land where the Jews live to remain untouched?”

Of course not. A “unified” China would undoubtedly wage war to drive the Jews out of their territory.

But that would only be possible once China is unified.

With China’s current capacity, even soft autonomy is far from unification; even more so if Japan invades.

 Just as the Song dynasty, famous for its pre-industrial revolution, was ravaged by the Mongols, China would crumble in a war with Japan.

Chen Zhongming, a fan club member of Anastasia, is strongly advocating for soft autonomy. And if there are no figures capable of unifying the warlords, that’s the end.

Even Chiang Kai-shek didn’t eradicate corruption until he was driven to Taiwan.

Establishing a Jewish state isn’t entirely out of the question.

“Unification would be difficult. They’re already divided under the guise of soft autonomy, and if Jews are moved there in exchange for some land in return for a little help in war, who would object?”

“Your Majesty, then I will assist in the oil exploration in northern Manchuria. As a Rothschild baron, I am also curious about the vision you have.”

Is that so?

Seeing this now, yesterday he spoke to me purely as a banker, and today he’s speaking personally. Isn’t that right?

“Judging by the fact that you’ve repeated yourself, I suppose you’re prepared to draw the line if it’s not to your liking?”

“Haha, no such thing. But as the head of the Rothschild family rather than a businessman, as a single Jew, I simply want to do business with Your Majesty. In other words, the Rothschild family, not the company, will directly assist in the oil exploration of northern Manchuria. That’s what I mean.”

This wordplay is quite sophisticated, but…

In short, it’s like saying, “Your plan is very intriguing, and the Rothschilds themselves want to establish a credible relationship.”

“You’ve thought wisely. After all, I am merely a symbolic tsar established by the national Duma. If your words were just polite, there would be little I could do.”

“You jest well, haha!”

What’s that? I really am just a figurehead, you know.

Joking with a symbolic tsar, the nerve.

“Then, I look forward to working with you.”

Unexpectedly, I shook hands with Anastasia and Walter Rothschild personally.

Baron Walter Rothschild stayed in Moscow for a while, studying Russian wildlife.

I even had Okhrana investigate, suspecting he might be researching Anastasia. To my surprise, he was genuinely interested in finding animals.

Later, Duke Yusupov arrived with someone from Branobel.

“Your Majesty, I am Emmanuel Ludvigovich Nobel, managing Branobel. I should have requested an audience with Your Majesty sooner. I apologize.”

A middle-aged man with a warm demeanor bowed before me.

Emmanuel Ludvigovich Nobel.

So, this is the man who will drill for oil alongside the Romanovs under Branobel.

Apologize? I should be the one grateful.

Since he’ll be sharing Branobel with me and drilling oil vigorously, it’s me who should be thankful.

“Not at all. I appreciate you coming.”

I took Emmanuel Nobel’s hand with a smile.

The fact that he came this far must mean he’s positively considering it.

“I will form a partnership with Your Majesty’s Romanov Oil Company.”

I like how quick he is to the point.

In Emmanuel Nobel’s view, forming a partnership with an oil company might not seem very profitable.

After all, a partnership would mean shares would go to the Romanovs.

But looking at it differently, it also means the Romanovs are backing the Nobel family. 

And if more oil fields are developed thanks to me, then the Nobel side will profit significantly.

At least, it’s better than the original history where they went bust.

That’s how I see it.

“Is that so? Wise choice.”

It would have been troublesome if he said no.

I’ve already boasted to Baron Rothschild.

If that had happened, I would have threatened Branobel by saying I’d bring in Standard Oil or Royal Dutch Shell into Russia.

If that didn’t work, I would have had to grow the Romanov Oil Company myself.

Since he accepted immediately, it also means I can extend my reach into other areas of the Nobel family.

“It’s a company that nearly fell in the revolution once. Besides, with Your Majesty considering our Nobel family, this is only natural.”

So, he trusts the Romanovs will guarantee it.

The Nobel family, backed by the imperial family!

But the guarantee of the Romanovs, whose authority has diminished, doesn’t seem all that impressive.

“Good.”

“But I’m a little concerned about Standard Oil.”


“That side will be fine.”

Thus, the Romanov-Branobel Oil Company was established.

Of course, Standard Oil might express dissatisfaction.

Though I didn’t say anything, the Duma already approached Standard Oil to assist with oil exploration.

But it would be a bit off if Tsarina went fishing for Branobel and Royal Dutch Shell but did nothing for them.

Besides, it’s not like they asked for free support.

Moreover, if Branobel plans to extract oil in Russia, what are they going to do?

Those guys have already made enough profit anyway.

If they make too much noise, I’ll toss them a hint about a few oil fields in China.

I’ll shift their attention by suggesting they work with the local warlords to develop those areas in exchange for shares of the oil.

Alternatively, I could give them a chance to drill deeper into Siberia.

This could, in a roundabout way, even incite Japan to believe that conquering China would bring them oil, prompting an earlier Sino-Japanese war.

One must consider all sorts of variables like this.

Now, with this, a nation for the Jews has been established, and future wars in the Middle East have been prevented.

Of course, other conflicts might arise, but that’s none of my concern.

While protecting the Jews, I’ll also collect some capital. 

There might be some noise abroad, but since the European powers know the Jews supported the White Army in the Russian Civil War, they won’t criticize Russia for protecting the Jews.

Rather, governments of the great powers would be satisfied if Russia accepted the Jews, who only cause unrest in their own countries.

So, how will things play out in Europe?

Will the occupation of the Ruhr occur as in actual history?

Around this time, France was quite uneasy about the existence of the Free Socialist Republic of Germany.

After all, these people were openly calling for the nullification of the Treaty of Versailles.

Why were they calling for the nullification of the treaty? Obviously, it was a declaration that they wouldn’t pay reparations.

The revolution in Germany empowered communists and the Commune in France.

“Then why did we go to war?”

“Seriously, no reparations? What’s the point of this?”

“Perhaps it’s time for the Commune to gain power…”

The Commune began to murmur about Germany not paying reparations, questioning why they fought, and lamenting the lack of wages for workers.

There was a lot of talk.

French Prime Minister Raymond Poincaré, a staunch anti-German figure, wanted to claim that the German communists ignored the reparations, but what good would that do?

He wanted to turn the demilitarized zone of the Rhineland into a buffer state, but even that faced strong opposition from the locals, making it impossible.

Additionally, with the revolution in Italy bordering France, they couldn’t focus solely on Germany.

The United States watched from afar, and Britain, though encircling communist Germany, seemed like a toothless lion, withdrawing troops embarrassingly.

Communist Germany continued to declare that they couldn’t pay.

Though the demilitarized Rhineland wasn’t yet militarized, they’d secretly created some kind of People’s Militia, causing headaches.

At this rate, the dignity of France as a victorious nation and the fate of France itself would both be at risk.

The coal and timber promised as reparations weren’t forthcoming from communist Germany.

East Prussia?

How much could the Kaiser in tiny East Prussia possibly contribute to reparations? The essence was in the Free Socialist Republic of Germany.

Raymond Poincaré had to make a decision at this point.

“This can’t go on.”

If they refused to pay, then he would send the army to collect it directly.

With some delay due to Germany and Italy’s communist revolutions and domestic Commune issues, Prime Minister Raymond Poincaré decided to send in the troops.

Thus, in 1924, French and Belgian forces finally advanced into the Ruhr area of the German Free Socialist Republic.

In actual history, the French occupation of the Ruhr lasted from January 11, 1923, to August 25, 1925, but it started a year later and progressed more fiercely.

Initially, the French army took control of Ruhr’s coal mines and tried to gain knowledge from BASF’s nitrogen fertilizer factories, but the factory workers resisted, leading to a strike after a French officer assaulted an employee.

“We are not French workers!”

“Belgians, get out of the Ruhr!”

“We are Germans!”

Just as the Weimar Republic government did in actual history, the German Communist Party issued orders for a general strike in the Ruhr.


German Communist Party Secretary General Karl Liebknecht, who had been closely monitoring France’s actions, sent communist agents to infiltrate the Ruhr’s labor force and incite them.

The plan to turn the Ruhr into a buffer state failed due to the German Communist Party’s sabotage.

While the workers in the Ruhr weren’t steeped in communism, which was a consolation for France, the French forces were more aggressive than in actual history, shooting striking workers rather than merely accusing them of sabotage.

Bang! Bang-bang!

The gunfire in the Ruhr was more than enough to incite the German communists.
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Gunfire rang out in Germany’s Ruhr, and German workers there fell victim.

Seizing upon this moment, the German Communist Party intended to rally the Ruhr to support the German Free Socialist Republic instead of the Kaiser, who had fled to East Prussia.

Thus, they incited the German workers in the Ruhr.

“The colonial imperialists fired at us!”

“That’s the true face of imperialism!”

“Look! The French are killing even fellow Europeans with guns!”

“Workers of the Ruhr! Resist the French who seek to make you slaves!”

As the situation turned strange, France’s reign of terror ironically pushed the Germans in the Ruhr to support the German Communist Party.

Ironically, the very nation that feared Communist Germany—France—ended up driving the Germans in the Ruhr into the arms of the Communist Party.

The international community’s reaction was also less than favorable.

“What are you doing? How can you commit such atrocities against fellow Europeans?”

“But they’re just Reds; are you saying we should leave them be?”

“Killing protesting workers will only drive the Germans further toward communism!”

With German support for the Communist government strengthening, both Britain and the United States—worried about a stronger Communist Germany—condemned France.

In response, France began hiring its own people in the Ruhr to extract coal, while secretly supporting Albert Leo Schlageter of the German Free Corps, aiming to direct German resentment toward the Free Corps instead of France.

“Just focus on weeding out the Reds. If you take on the villain role, France will fully support the Free Corps.”

“I’m not thrilled about joining hands with you, but if it helps to catch the communists, so be it.”

Yet, in the end, it led to a financial crisis in France, as in actual history, heightening German hostility toward the French.

Seeing the situation in Europe, France attempted to occupy the Ruhr in a manner even harsher than historical records show, spilling blood as if it were truly a colonial conquest.

In reality, history was already brutal in the way Europeans treated fellow Europeans, but here, it was even worse.

It reminded one of how the former Russian Empire mobilized forces to slaughter protestors.

Nonetheless—

“The Ruhr occupation really did happen.”

Is this the irony of history or something?

In the end, this part unfolded similarly, as well.

Britain and the United States criticized France, concerned that Germans in the Ruhr—one of the core areas in Germany—were supporting the Communist Party.

It was only common sense: if you control this area, how will Germany ever pay reparations?

The Ruhr is one of the core regions that bolster Germany’s national power, and it’s Europe’s largest industrial zone, so occupying it serves little purpose.

Or perhaps not—since Communist Germany outright refused to pay reparations, it all amounts to the same.

If France sent troops intending to take over the area instead of reparations, it makes sense.

Refusing to pay reparations would only make the German Communist Party flaunt its defiance against France within Germany.

Britain isn’t in a position to start another war over reparations. Moreover, since the legitimate government fled to East Prussia, it complicates who should actually pay the reparations.

Should I also join in on the criticism?

The Ruhr is essential for Germany’s war capability.

Personally, I’d like France to annex the Ruhr to the extent that Communist Germany wouldn’t even dare think about war.

But that would be difficult.

Besides, we’re too far removed from this to meddle or pass judgment.

“The Free Corps movement in the Ruhr area has become quite active.”

Boris Savinkov presented a report on the Free Corps’ activities in the Ruhr area.

“So things are moving in this direction.”

In actual history, the Free Corps in the Ruhr also faced death at the hands of the French army on suspicion of sabotage.

In this case, France appears to be supporting the Free Corps from behind.

Whatever the case, it doesn’t concern me much.

“Should we make a statement as well?”

“In what way?”

“By supporting France.”

The Foreign Minister, Vasily Kharlamov, seemed unwilling to be outdone by other great powers and proposed siding with France immediately.

Should we issue a statement? Do we need to?

Let’s be clear—geographically, it’s just too distant. 

What’s the distance from Moscow to the Ruhr, anyway? If Russian forces reached the Rhine, that’d be different, but we have no reason to involve ourselves merely out of anti-communist sentiment.

The distance aside, what France is doing is no different from colonizing fellow Europeans. 

Plus, this will only end up encouraging Germans in the Ruhr to support communism.

Reports indicate that the Germans in the Ruhr were not necessarily pro-communist, but it’s obvious how this will turn out.

Even so, France’s occupation of the Ruhr will inevitably weaken German national power, which isn’t a bad outcome.

It’d be better if the occupation lasted longer than it did in actual history.

However, openly supporting France would be unbecoming for a country known as the land of the saint.

Conversely, it’s absolutely unthinkable to make any statements supporting Communist Germany as an anti-communist state.

In this case, it’s best to say nothing at all.

“Let’s stay neutral.”

“Pardon?”

“We’re neutral. We don’t want Communist Germany to succeed, but France’s actions will only push Germans in the Ruhr further into communism. If you insist on a statement, simply say we hope France’s protection of the Ruhr for reparations proceeds peacefully. That should be enough.”

This way, it will appear to France as if we’re supporting the occupation of the Ruhr, but it won’t seem like we’re overly siding with France, either.

That should suffice.

“Understood.”

“Alright, so how is the Free Territory of Makhno doing right now? I imagine it’s also experiencing some impact.”

“They’ve reached the limits of their anarchist system and can no longer intervene in Ruhr.”

Have they really reached their limits already?

It’s hard to believe that such a Free Territory could operate smoothly.

After all, could anyone who chose anarchism as their ideal really be considered normal?

It must be full of people who only want freedom in everything, so there’s no way that the Free Territory could have been launched and maintained properly.

They desire a truly free area without a country, but suddenly a nation called the Free Territory appears.

“Limits?”

I didn’t think anarchism would last long.

Even without external interference, anarchism is what it is.

Isn’t the ideology of anarchism all about being more free than anything else?

Anarchism, often referred to as a red ideology close to communism, is indeed distinct from communism.

Simply put, anarchism is more alien than communism.

“They’ve occupied the means of production and are trying various things, but the Ukrainians seem to be expressing dissatisfaction with the rapid changes.”

Occupying the means of production and taking control over things, huh?


Reading the reports that came in, it’s impressive.

Collectivizing agriculture and worker self-management. Hmm. It really does have that red flavor to it.

It’s like a little Soviet has been born in Ukraine.

Outwardly, there’s no state, but in essence, it’s as red as it can get.

And that’s why it’s problematic.

“Are you saying the regime might collapse?”

“They call it a Regional Defense Committee, at least in their own words.”

Why does the Aragon Defense Committee come to mind?

Could this inspire the Aragon Defense Committee to take over Spain too?

No, probably not.

Ukraine itself is said to be reaching its limits.

The Aragon Defense Committee hasn’t even emerged yet, so we can let that go.

But I’m curious.

Just how does the Free Territory operate as a state?

Ah, right. It’s not a country; it’s a committee. Hmm. Since I respect others’ preferences, I’ll treat Makhno’s territory as a committee.

“Right. The Free Territory governed by that committee—isn’t it ultimately being dragged along by Makhno?”

The report only mentions their policies.

And those policies, delivered from Makhno’s side, tout, “This is the anarchist way!” So I need to send the Okhrana to investigate.

When I glanced over at the Interior Minister, Boris Savinkov, he seemed hesitant, glancing at me carefully before speaking cautiously.

“On the surface, the committee is leading the Free Zone. Each region of Ukraine has been restructured under Makhno’s Ukrainian Regional Defense Committee with separate local committees.”

“Why so hesitant? It’s not a difficult task.”

“It’s just that it’s hard to take them seriously.”

Well, yes, the Makhno Regional Defense Committee.

From Russia’s perspective, having integrated various republics into a union, it looks small and trivial.

I suppose it’s awkward that I’m taking these people seriously.

But if the committee is managing the state, and there’s a committee for each region, then is there another layer of committees underneath?

That’s why they didn’t list it all in the report.

Committee after committee after committee—it would look like that if they did.

“If that’s the case, then there must also be committees at the village level, right?”

“Yes.”

So, it’s just committees everywhere.

I feel like there might even be family committees in households.

“But it’s uncomfortable for Ukrainians, and they’re expressing dissatisfaction, right?”

“Yes. They don’t seem to be adapting well to the new system.”

Well, it must be their first encounter with such an odd concept.

It’s full of committees, and Makhno’s regime—so many committees operate under the Regional Defense Committee, taking orders.

Ultimately, there’s a supreme committee overseeing countless other committees, and although it’s named a committee, it operates in a Soviet-style manner.

Some of the Green Army soldiers were from Ukraine.

I imagine they’re glad they joined the union.

Isn’t the Free Territory of Makhno essentially sustained by Nestor Makhno’s leadership?

The Free Territory was created to liberate everything, but what it’s doing is closer to the Soviet way.

I suppose it can’t be helped.

Makhno has attracted communists who would be useful.

Since they’re close to reds, they probably get along with reds well, so I intentionally let the communists drift toward Makhno’s Free Territory.

Even the military name of Makhno’s Free Territory is peculiar.

They call it the Free Defense Force, so it seems like they wanted to show that even the military is something freer.

But what benefit did we gain from this?

“What demands did we make as a condition for establishing the committee after the civil war?”

As I recall, we made some demands in exchange for letting the Free Territory be.

I’m not sure since the White Army handled it entirely.

“To supply food and to limit their military force to 50,000.”

Right. It’s better not to provoke them unnecessarily, so we left them alone.

It’s far better to let them have their freedom.

Once they mess around with this ‘Free Zone’ of theirs, they’ll realize how absurd it all is.

“Is that being observed properly?”

“Yes.”

If they don’t abide by that, Anton Denikin’s military corps, our expert in special military operations, would march into Ukraine.

They’re not in a position to strengthen their military anyway, right?

What military force would there even be in the Free Zone? Still, it’s Ukraine.

In fact, it’s closer to communist Germany than to us—a state with an anarchist ideology.

If, by any chance, the Free Territory of Makhno remains unintegrated until World War II…

“What about the quality of the military forces, besides Makhno’s forces?”

Does the Free Territory of Makhno currently have the capacity to strengthen its military?

Even if it’s just half of Ukraine, we can’t underestimate the reds.

They’re always agitating for something, after all.

Makhno is no different. It may be called the Free Zone, but it’s just red.

One thing is clear.

If discontent piles up to the point of feeling like they’ve hit a wall…


“What do you think will happen if it collapses?”

“There are some pro-Russian factions in Ukraine who wish to join the union. Perhaps they would rally together.”

“That wouldn’t be so bad.”

Hmm, if that happens, couldn’t Mr. Makhno reach out to communist Germany?

It would be troublesome if he clings to communist Germany.



 
  Chapter 94 : The Turki and Kurdish Problem


Certainly.

Of course, between Makhno’s Free Territory and Germany, we have Mr. Moustache’s Austria and Hungary, and even pro-British West Ukraine in the middle. Still, you never know.

What if, while extending its lifespan with Communist Germany’s support, it attacks Russia upon the request of the German Communist Party during World War II?

That’s a bit concerning. 

I want to be as cautious as possible right now, at least ensuring Makhno remains firmly within our influence.

“Isn’t Communist Germany supporting them from behind?”

“That’s impossible. They are entirely dependent on us for weapons, even somewhat isolated from Communist Germany. Besides, no one but us is paying attention to the Free Territory.”

To be precise, other major powers are likely assuming we’ll eventually annex Ukraine. 

Even Britain has subtly acknowledged that Makhno falls within our sphere of influence. 

In essence, Makhno’s Free Territory is treated as a Russian free city.

So, what Boris is implying now… it’s like Poland, gradually coming under our influence.

“Are they armed with our weapons?”

“Yes, we’re supporting them with weapons in the same way we did for Poland.”

“That’s reassuring.”

At least this way, they won’t be able to pull any tricks on us later. If they attempt to attack us with Communist Germany’s support, we’ll notice it right away.

At that time, we can choose to strike them down or subtly seed discord from now on. 

If they consider moving toward us to consolidate internal unity, it might become a bit bothersome.

Not that Makhno, who has received our assistance, would think of such things. 

It wouldn’t make sense for him to do something suicidal. 

If anything, he might want to take what’s left of Ukraine, the half under the pro-British faction.

Perhaps it’s time to start nudging things forward. 

If Makhno’s Free Territory appears to be on the verge of collapse, it might be good to stir things up a bit and have them come our way.

Of course, that’s if something arises from Makhno’s side.

“We’re constantly monitoring Makhno, so if something happens, we can swiftly involve pro-Russian elements from within and intervene.”

“Then that’s settled. You seem to have more to discuss today?”

Seeing all these White Army officials here, it seems to be a military matter.

Right, they seem to have something specific to say. 

While I’ve been exerting influence in the Duma, I’ve kept my involvement in economic matters to a mere formality. If I step in, it’s usually in diplomacy or military affairs.

They probably want to bring that up now. 

It’s not about Japan, is it? At least Japan views Russia as its ally. They could face quite the slap in the face if not careful.

“It’s the Kurdish issue.”

“Kurdish?”

Why is the issue of Kurdistan suddenly coming up?

Though I have a rough idea. The question is, what relevance does it have to us now?

“It seems that Kurds in Turkey are showing signs of wanting independence.”

“Is that so.”

If Turkey’s history unfolded correctly, Atatürk’s Turkey would have appointed governors in Kurdish regions, which previously only had to pay taxes during the Ottoman period. 

This would have led to growing discontent.

In 1927, the Kurds even established a country because of it—the Ararat Republic or something along those lines. 

Around this time, Turkey was dealing with both restorationist and anti-secular rebellions.

Even though we’re supporting Turkey, they’ve lost more territory compared to the original timeline. 

They haven’t even conducted the famous Greek-Turkish population exchange.

The Greeks who would have been part of the exchange are now potentially merging with Russia in the Pontic Greek Republic. 

Meaning Turkey is significantly weakened compared to the original history.

Russia benefits from recovering Byzantine territories, but with Turkey being weaker, it’s possible that Kurds might rise sooner. 

Thankfully, we’re providing weapons to Turkey, but still, I feel sympathy for the Kurds.

The Kurds in Turkey are essentially victims of the victorious Allied powers of World War I. 

They had promised Kurdistan’s establishment, but in 1923, they replaced the Treaty of Sèvres with the Treaty of Lausanne, omitting Kurdistan.

But still…

“So, does this concern us?”

In the recent treaties, I haven’t included anything about Kurds. After all, we were invited to Constantinople like mercenaries under other great powers’ guarantees. 

The Pontic Greeks, however, are under a treaty exclusively between Turkey and us.

There’s no reason for us to get involved in the Kurdish issue.

“Technically, no. But it’s complicated.”

“It sounds like there is something.”

“A figure from the Kurdish Jelali tribe, Ihsan Nuri Pasha, has requested arms support from Russia.”

Ihsan Nuri Pasha was the defense minister in the country the Kurds would later establish in Turkey. The president was separate, but this was still before independence. 

They were likely preparing to resist Turkey.

Now, they’re asking us for support?

“Supporting Turkey while providing arms to a group seeking independence from Turkey? We could simply ignore them, couldn’t we?”

“Yes. They have a compelling justification, though, which makes it difficult to refuse outright.”

What kind of justification?

“They claim that as the true Empress and founder of a united republic, you should support their independence.”

I see. Since I’m not an imperialistic monarch, they’re suggesting it’s my duty to assist them. 

Given our support for China’s constitutional government, it’s not unreasonable for them to make such a request.

It feels a bit strange to outright dismiss it.

“How audacious.”

“Indeed. This could become problematic, could it not?”

Ultimately, Kurdish independence would likely end in a tragic defeat. 

That’s unfortunate, but considering I’m inclined to keep Turkey intact, supporting them would be an issue.

How much territory would Turkey lose if the Kurds gained independence?

In fact, Turkey was once envisioned as an ally for World War II. It would be inconvenient if Turkey’s power waned.

“Hmm… this is indeed a troublesome matter.”

“What if we use Kurdish independence as a pretext to annex Turkey?”

Ungern declared this boldly on the spot.

No, that’s not quite right. It’s not that I’m refraining from targeting Turkey out of some brotherly sentiment as a Korean.

Even if the Russian army is elite, Atatürk’s Turkish army is formed by those who became demons to protect their homeland. 

The Russian army was once in a similar situation. Would they want to face such a Turkish army?

Turkey could turn out to be a quagmire for Russia.


Considering we’ve already reclaimed some Byzantine territory, swallowing Turkey now would only lead to indigestion.

“Atatürk is not someone to be underestimated. Besides, we can’t make an enemy of Turkey over the Kurds. If we wanted Turkey, we would have taken it during the last war.”

When the Kurds appealed to the international community for help, the great powers dismissed it as an internal Turkish matter.

Our support is enough for Turkey. Making Turkey part of Russia’s economic sphere will suffice.

“Still, we can’t simply ignore the Kurds, can we?”

“Indeed. While the Duma understands your stance, the issue is that the Kurds have invoked your name.”

“Hmm.”

I tapped my fingers on the desk, deep in thought.

The Kurdish appeal to Russia isn’t hard to ignore, but its international perception and potential benefits for Russia are factors to consider. 

Turkey must prevail here. We need to support Turkey without tarnishing our international image.

Military support isn’t possible. Or rather…

“The Kurdish region is, after all, Turkish land, a successor to the Ottoman Empire, correct?”

“Yes.”

“Turkey sent governors to administer it, and the Kurds rose up because they disliked it.”

Turkey sent administrators to manage the region, which upset the Kurds, who were used to their autonomy.

But the Kurds have their own sense of justice. At the moment, they seem to be asking for material or military support, right?

With Turkey’s current state, it seems the Kurds are hastening their independence efforts.

“At the very least, they likely want arms support.”

I pity them.

Turkey has already lost a chunk of Byzantine territory because of us. If the Kurds push for independence, Atatürk will do whatever it takes to prevent it.

“Hmm.”

“Perhaps we could mediate, judging the right and wrong?”

A proposal for mediation might work.

From the Kurdish perspective, they seem eager to ignite something immediately, which is unsatisfactory.

“No, that won’t do.”

“So, what is your decision, Your Majesty?”

If we want Turkey to lean toward us, it’s best to side with Turkey. If we propose mediation, they’ll perceive it as interference.

“Their justice claims the saint should assist them. But can a saint support a violent struggle?”

A saint shouldn’t support bloodshed unless it’s a true holy war.

“In that case…?”

“Let’s provide medical support only.”

A saint’s specialty should be healing. I’ll send medical teams to handle any casualties that may arise. Due to the civil war, Russia has also expanded its medical corps.

It should be fitting.

“Will that suffice?”

“Turkey must remain our ally. For us to fight together in the future, we can’t let the Kurdish issue drain their strength.”

“Future conflict?”


The Duma members went silent as if they had died. I should hold back on such remarks, especially in the presence of those who endured the civil war.

Germany and Italy alone aren’t enough for a major war. Without Austria and facing Britain, France, Austria, and Russia, they might crumble immediately.

I waved my hand to clarify.

“Oh, I meant a future final conflict with the German Communist Party. Don’t misunderstand.”

Believing otherwise would make me sad.
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“I have predicted things before, but you shouldn’t take them seriously.

I only foresaw the great earthquake in Japan and the location where the oil would erupt.

Anything else?

Anyway, things like that can be guessed and hit the mark.”

“So, does that mean another world war?”

“Then how large of a force should we mobilize?”

The senators were contemplating this with utmost seriousness.

Ah, how did I end up slipping up with my words?

“Well, uh… It’s just that there could potentially be a war on a similar scale. It’s a matter of possibility. It’s not like France will be taken over by communist Germany or anything. We must always be prepared. That’s what I meant.”

“Are you saying that in the next war, France would fall under a communist regime?”

“No, that’s not what I’m saying.”

If these people start believing this, it’ll be troublesome.

What if they get all serious, only to find out communist Germany is less formidable than they thought?

Or what if the wars happen independently?

Blindly believing what I say is dangerous.

Turkey should at least act as a bridgehead in the Mediterranean toward Italy or Greece, so we need to let them be.

“A second war, hmm.”

“Yes, just consider it as a possibility. In the last world war, we in Russia faced a revolution. So, we need to exercise caution with various scenarios.”

This should be enough of an excuse.

“Hmm, I understand what you mean.”

“Besides, aren’t we discussing the Kurdish issue right now? War is a matter for later. For now, just agree to provide medical aid—if they really plan on becoming independent, that is.”

Providing assistance if they’re planning an independence war is ridiculous.

And what about places like Syria or Iraq?

The Kurds there, along with other ethnic groups in territories occupied by the British and French, would be clamoring for help too.

That’s out of the question.

“So, how should we convey this to Turkey?”

“Let’s just be frank with them. The Kurds are merely trying to use me to receive support, aren’t they?”

Seeing how the Kurds have even mentioned me in their plea for support, they must have already instigated armed independence.

It’s all so transparent right now.

I can sense a dangerous angle developing here.

Isn’t that why they desperately mentioned me?

“Yes, Your Majesty. If we’re not planning to target Turkey under the pretext of supporting the Kurds, then there’s no reason we couldn’t capture the Kurds alongside Turkey.”

Right. When you think about it, isn’t it obvious?

How dare they speak like that with me in the picture?

Mentioning me, who’s trying to become a mere figurehead Tsar?

“How insolent. In that case, there’s no reason to hide anything.”

Knowing this, wouldn’t Atatürk be furious?

He might even lead an army himself.

“So, should we just be honest with Turkey?”

“Yes, let’s tell them the truth. There’s no need to keep it a secret. They’ve already handed us Constantinople; we need to reinforce that Russia is Turkey’s friend. Ah, wait a moment.”

“Yes?”

“Didn’t we develop new weapons recently? Let’s have Turkey test them.”

While we’re at it, wouldn’t it be good to experiment with our tanks and aircraft as well?

We aren’t declaring war ourselves just yet, so testing it out in Turkey might be best.

Apologies to the Kurds, but we need to conduct weapon tests.

“Ah, that’s a good idea. Weapons are most useful in war, after all, and this is a chance to assess our tanks and aircraft.”

No, wait a moment.

I raised my hand slightly to continue speaking.

“And let’s also provide weapons to the Kurds.”

“Weren’t we only sending medical staff?”

Come on, just medical staff wouldn’t provide a proper performance test.

We’ll give the Kurds some of our older weapons for testing.

“We can just hand over some outdated weapons. Given the quality difference in weaponry, Turkey won’t complain. Oh, why not give them the ones that Britain and France supplied us?”

I gave some modern weapons to Chen Zhongming, so we still have plenty of Mosin-Nagant rifles and British and French weapons.

We can just throw those to the Kurds.

“That’s a good plan. Testing weapon performance that way sounds better. The White Army will comply with Your Majesty’s wishes.”

This should be enough.

It’s a good thing I was present this time.

If I hadn’t been at the Duma and was instead off having fun, maybe there wouldn’t have been a war to conquer Turkey, but there would definitely be talks of punishing the Kurds for attempting to use Tsarina’s authority, and things could have escalated.

Of course, the other senators besides the White Army would’ve opposed it.

Atatürk could have kept things from escalating in this way too.

It’s hard to understand why they wouldn’t want to handle things smoothly if I’m not around.

Anyway, since word has reached my ears, let’s have Atatürk deal with some hardship too.

Yes.

Let’s call it the “Mutual Annihilation Strategy.”

Ankara, Türkiye.

The Kurdish support issue was directly communicated to the Turkish government through the Russian ambassador.

Upon hearing this from İnönü, Atatürk was understandably furious.

“Dare to ask Russia for help?”

The Kurds were already engaged in an armed independence struggle to the extent that deploying troops immediately was on the table.

This was happening at an even earlier stage than in real history, given Türkiye’s weakened state.

Already annoyed by the armed resistance of the Kurds, Atatürk was even more enraged by Russia’s involvement in the matter.

Were they seeking independence only to openly cling to Russia?

What emboldened them to act this way? Were they relying on Russia’s support?

Even if that wasn’t the case, requesting aid from Russia was unacceptable.

“At least it’s fortunate Russia informed us.”

“Well, if you can call it fortunate.”

What could have been the reason for this information?

Russia wasn’t just a country run by a Tsar anymore.


“In any case, it would have been troublesome if Russia had supported the Kurds.”

Exactly.

Could it be that Tsarina genuinely wants Türkiye as an ally?

Russia, with its millions of elite troops strengthened by the civil war, was in a prime position to swallow Anatolia whole.

Yet, instead of entering under the pretext of Kurdish support, they were offering assistance.

Even if sending medical personnel to the Kurds was unsatisfactory, maybe that was just to save face.

“In any case, sending medical personnel is… hmm.”

It felt as though they intended to prolong the Kurds’ resistance by giving them hope for survival.

“They must have their own reasons. Meanwhile, we’ve received new weaponry from Russia.”

“The Kurds haven’t received any arms?”

“According to the officers on the ground, a few trucks with Russian flags entered Mount Ararat.”

So, what are they up to? Are they ultimately aiding them?

Was Russia’s desire for Türkiye as an ally a lie?

Would they merge Pontic Greece and eventually bring it into Türkiye?

“Heh, are they just trying to make both sides kill each other?”

“The Russian ambassador said that the weapons sent to the Kurds were all outdated, from the civil war or earlier, as a matter of Tsarina’s dignity. Meanwhile, we’ve been supplied with newer models.”

Atatürk was somewhat reassured by İnönü’s words.

Even if Russia was using the Türkiye-Kurd conflict as a testing ground for weapons, they were still sending modern weapons to Türkiye. The Kurds might still possess old weaponry. Was that the reason for sending medical personnel?

“Fine. That’s acceptable. How much support did they send?”

They probably sent just enough to maintain appearances.

The fact that Russia was involved in aiding the Kurds at all was humiliating. What were their circumstances, anyway?

With the Tsarina supposedly safeguarding her authority, they’d sent Fyodorov automatic rifles, tanks, and aircraft to the Kurds?

“Yes, it seems that way.”

Aircraft? While providing the Kurds with outdated weapons and medical personnel?

Perhaps they wished to assume the role of a saint while sending tanks and aircraft to the Turkish National Government, eager for independence. It felt like Türkiye was being toyed with by Russia.

“We’ll avoid attacking areas where Russian medical personnel are stationed. And with the recent separatist rebellion, we need to take this opportunity to suppress them completely. I’ll go there myself, and you should head to Moscow for the air defense agreement.”

“Certainly. Then, I’ll mobilize the National Army immediately.”

Seizing the chance to see Russia’s new weapons in action, Atatürk led his army to Mount Ararat, where the Kurdish forces were positioned.

Meanwhile, Ihsan Nuri Pasha and Biroye Heski Telli, who had hoped for Russian support, felt grateful yet disappointed with the assistance of weapons and medical personnel.

They had honestly anticipated combat troops.

Having reclaimed Eastern Rome and established Pontic Greece, were they now forgoing this opportunity?

A perfect justification had presented itself.

“Combat support is out of the question. Russia claims they lack the resources after numerous wars.”

“Hmm. That’s disappointing.”

Despite their massive military, they claim to lack the means for more war.

This meant that Tsarina had chosen Türkiye over the Kurds.

The weapons provided were merely an act of goodwill.

“Well, at least we received weapons. We initially hoped to leverage the Tsarina’s influence, so we should be grateful.”

Indeed, given the weapons supplied, it would be unreasonable to ask for more.

After all, they had hardly expected anything.

It would have been different if the victors of the Great War had actually honored their promise to guarantee the establishment of Kurdistan.

“Well, there’s no helping it.”

“Even so, Türkiye won’t be able to crush our spirit for independence!”

Ihsan Nuri Pasha steeled his resolve.

The arrow had already left the bowstring.

Having witnessed Russia’s intervention during the Turkish War of Independence and Atatürk’s subsequent capitulation, the Kurds swiftly united and rose up.

There was no turning back now.

“Ihsan Nuri Pasha! The Turks have mobilized troops!”

“So, it has come to this?”

Ihsan Nuri Pasha stood up resolutely.

Though the power disparity was clear, he had no intention of backing down.

When else could the fervor for independence be stirred?

While Türkiye was still in turmoil with its own issues, now was truly the opportune moment.

He wouldn’t stop, even if it meant his life.

And then…

Shoooom! Boom! Boom!

The Turkish forces began bombing Mount Ararat with Russian-supplied aircraft, and Turkish infantry followed with tanks, advancing up the mountain.

“What… what is that?”

“Our weapons are utterly ineffective against those tanks!”

“Damn it.”

“Where did they get all that weaponry?”

Though they could hold off Turkish infantry, there was no way to counter the bombers.

At a time without anti-aircraft guns, the Kurds holding out on Mount Ararat had no means of resistance.

In such circumstances, the bombers posed a dire threat to the Kurds on Mount Ararat.

“Turkish forces are closing in from all directions!”

“Damn it. Fight to the end!”

The Kurdish independence war, instigated by Ihsan Nuri Pasha and Biroye Heski Telli, was steadily crushed by the Turkish National Army, fueled by Atatürk’s determination not to lose Kurdistan.

Unlike history, they were defeated by Atatürk’s forces before they could even establish a state on Mount Ararat, reduced to resisting from the edges of the mountain.

However, it wasn’t entirely accurate to say the Turks had completely subdued the Kurds.

Tat-tat-tat-tat!

The machine guns mounted on the mountain were formidable.

Russia had handed over leftover supplies from supporting Chen Zhongming’s forces, leaving the Kurds in control of machine guns.

Though scattered, the Kurdish people were unable to establish a state, leading Atatürk to leave the remaining insurgents’ suppression to the troops stationed there, while he himself returned to Ankara.


Yet…

“Machine guns on the mountain—aren’t they a bit much?”

“Tanks can’t go up the mountain!”

“Then, bomb it properly!”

Unexpectedly, the mountain battle at Mount Ararat dragged on.
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A recent dilemma has arisen.

The mention I made of World War II.

Though a select few were already aware of what I had said, I still let it slip in a gathering that included newcomers to the nation’s Duma, who had just assumed their positions as members of parliament. 

I brought up World War II there.

Ah, this feels a bit problematic.

World War II should really unfold as expected. After all, the current Turkey-Kurd conflict doesn’t even count as a war.

I’m not a saint.

I’m considering whether to slightly involve myself in the post-WWII colonial liberation movement, given the anticipated various military conflicts in Africa and the Korean independence issue. 

However, the plight of the Kurds is beyond my current concern.

If the Kurdish drive for independence persists even after taking down Communist Germany, I might utilize it to some degree, but not now.

No, honestly, I can’t even be sure if all the things I’ve mentioned will actually come to pass.

If Communist Germany’s actions were to incite colonial workers to rise up, leading to difficulties in colonial management, then maybe. Hm.

Even mentioning World War II out loud has now become somewhat bothersome.

To the point where even such suggestions are coming up:

“How about relocating all wartime factories to Central Asia?”

“Since we already did so during the civil war, it shouldn’t be a problem.”

Recently, some newly appointed Duma members, unfamiliar with the situation here, started suggesting that factories should be relocated in advance.

Factories have been a recurring topic, but the fact that this came from parliament members, rather than the military, is significant.

If World War II doesn’t break out, I’ll really look foolish in front of those communists.

Russia is a rising double-headed eagle.

What will be the result if we go wild with war preparations?

First, there’s Communist Germany. 

They’ll undoubtedly start rearming, crying out, “Kyaaak! The anti-communist state is gathering its forces to attack Germany!” blatantly rearming in response.

France will likely reclaim the Ruhr under various pretexts.

Wouldn’t it be best to just hope that Trotsky manages to communist-ify the U.S. with all his efforts?

According to recent reports from the Ohkrana’s American branch, it seems Black communities have been gathering more often.

Is Trotsky planning to stir something up?

If he actually managed to turn America communist…

But a communist America—handling that is daunting. Who knows how a communist America would steer the country?

Whether it grows stronger or weaker. Given the U.S.’s innate potential, it’s challenging for Russia to handle America’s might.

It wouldn’t be bad to develop nukes first, but we lack the capacity to occupy North America due to the navy.

Also, if America becomes the headquarters of communism, things will get complicated.

Even if we erase that assumption for now…

If by sheer luck, a revolution erupts in France, turning it into a commune, and Britain exhausts its forces at Dunkirk, forcing a solo peace with Communist Germany and pressuring the western front against new Austria-Hungary, then who knows.

Well, if France sides with Germany, one might call it a WWII-level conflict.

At least from what I see now, if no WWII-scale event erupts, I might really face a popularity drop because of my little slip of the tongue.

It would be fine if they had heard it from me before. But only the White Army and a select few high officials knew.

Should I provoke something bigger in Asia?

Couldn’t Japan do something to deserve not two, but about twenty nuclear bombs?

If the secret Allied agent, shadowy independence fighter Mutaguchi Renya, wrecks Britain’s European war efforts, leading to the success of the Imphal operation, and wears down the Allies as far as India, then maybe it would be worth trying.

How would a war with Japan play out then?

In any case, if a war breaks out, Russia must time its entry perfectly.

“Hmmm.”

Is there any way to ignite something? Some way to stir things up?

The best scenario would be for our allies, France and Britain, to fumble the war so badly that the Duma clutches its neck in exasperation.

That would be ideal, especially for Russia’s national strength.

If WWII concludes too smoothly, France and Britain might keep exploiting Germany and maintain their colonies.

And who knows what will happen with America.

Ideally, France and Britain would be beaten to the point where they can’t maintain their colonies.

“Should I just leave it to fate and hope something sparks on the other side?”

The British, while desperately attempting to encircle Germany, have suffered disastrous failures, which might embolden us.

I wonder what kind of explosion our Communist Germany might set off.

It’d be nice if they confidently ignited something major.

“Woof! Woof!”

Belka barks enthusiastically, wagging his tail.

Were shepherds always this type?

The sturdy fellow snuggles so well.

“Belka. You’re lucky. Just by playing around with Vladimir, you get your fill of food and run around as you please. Ha.”

Belka and I have grown closer.

There’s not much to do here, and since I don’t have a lover or anyone to flirt with, I’ve bonded with Belka and Vladimir.

Belka probably has no idea what I’m thinking.

The expectations of the United Russians for me have risen too high because of all the things I’ve stirred up.

The national Duma is likely feeling the same.

Now that I’ve mentioned war, they might feel some unspoken pressure.

Of course, it’s not as if war will break out immediately, and I’ve kept my words vague enough that no one is panicking just yet.

Just as I was playing with Belka, the Black Baron arrived.

“Your Majesty.”

“I told the Black Baron to keep an eye on the Kurds.

The White Army has been handling military support for Kurdistan and Türkiye, after all. Anyway, isn’t it likely that our new Russian weapons are involved somehow?

But I doubt a busy person would seek me out just because of Kurdistan.

‘How are things on the Kurdish front?’

‘The Kurds are reportedly on the brink of annihilation at Mount Ararat.’

So, Atatürk has come down in full force. How can the Kurds possibly hold out if the army is bringing all its resources?

‘And how are our weapons performing?’

‘Thanks to our new weapon models, they’ve been driven to the edge of Mount Ararat in no time. Even the Ilya Muromets is producing significant results.’

Well, that’s good enough. Although the Ilya Muromets is an old WWI bomber of the Russian Empire, it should have no trouble targeting the Kurds on the mountain.

Especially since proper anti-aircraft guns are rare in this era. They may come into play later on.

‘Hmm, I’d like to make an even better bomber.’

I really don’t know much about this field. There’s hardly the capacity to produce fighter jets in the middle of an apocalypse, and the army only has shelters created by the infantry.


The only solution is to gather talent in aviation in advance to speed up tech development.

‘I understand that the Sikorsky Design Bureau has various aircraft under development. They’ve even made some improvements to the Ilya Muromets we dispatched.’

Well, that’ll do. 

It would be problematic if we ended up weaker than the Soviet Union, especially after altering history to prevent its establishment.

That’s why I made sure to bring in experts on rocketry.

‘I think that’s enough for now. But have we not managed complete suppression?’

It’s disappointing if we haven’t achieved full control. 

Is Atatürk not as capable as expected? Or could it be the absence of population exchanges with Greece and the transfer of Pontus Greeks and Constantinople playing a role?

It might just mean that Türkiye is weaker than anticipated.

Then again, the National Assembly’s circumstances weren’t favorable in this timeline.

‘Türkiye also faces rebellions from Pan-Islamic and anti-secular forces, and their machine gun positions in the mountains are formidable.’

‘Hmm.’

Yeah, it’s challenging when they’re entrenched with machine guns in the highlands. And sending tanks up the mountains wouldn’t be very practical.

For a country established in the mountains, I suppose they’d have some paths that tanks could traverse, but failing to hold them would be absurd.

No, they haven’t failed yet.

An interesting idea just came to mind.

I gently stroked Belka’s head and spoke.

‘An intriguing thought just occurred to me.’

‘What is it?’

I’m not sure if it’s actually interesting, but it’s worth a try. 

After all, this idea originated when Mikhail Tukhachevsky in the Soviet Union conceived his deep operation theories.

What am I suggesting?

What if we deployed troops on Mount Ararat via transport aircraft?

‘How about dropping forces onto Mount Ararat by transport plane?’

‘With a transport plane?’

It doesn’t sound like a bad approach. Could this be considered an airborne force?

Didn’t the Soviet Union establish airborne troops around 1931?

This could be a worthwhile attempt on Mount Ararat.

‘I’m no expert on the military, but wouldn’t deploying troops on Mount Ararat amidst bombardment increase our effectiveness?’

Suddenly, it hit me.

Couldn’t they capture the Turkish infantry directly if we deployed them at Mount Ararat?

This could be a good experiment with the Turkish army. If it’s not effective, we can abandon the idea and continue our research.

‘Hmm, that does make sense. It’s a good plan.’

Maybe the Black Baron has changed due to the altered timeline.

Since he’s gained a reputation as a hero of the White Army, he’s been collaborating extensively with Mikhail Drozdovsky on military doctrines and armored strategies.

‘Let’s research this further and subtly propose it to the Turks. We could try it ourselves as well.’

It seems like it’s worth preparing an airborne force in advance. If we’re ready a few years earlier, it’ll be all the more useful in war.

‘Understood.’

This could work out well. Since we’re already assisting Türkiye, why not help them establish an airborne division for trial deployment?

Maybe we should consider sending volunteers to Türkiye? Although, it’s not an outright war, so I wonder if it’s necessary. 

Sending volunteers to hunt Kurds might not sit well with Atatürk either.

And if our weapons given to the Kurds end up killing our own volunteers, that would be unfortunate.

‘By the way, what’s on today’s agenda? I believe there’s something scheduled with the Black Baron.’

The Black Baron serves as the Minister of Defense for the Confederation. 

A busy man like him wouldn’t come to deliver a casual report on Kurdish matters to a mere figurehead tsar.

He must have something specific to discuss.

‘Yes. You’re scheduled to meet with Karl Renner, Prime Minister of Austria; Regent Miklós Horthy of Hungary; the King of Romania; Prime Minister İnönü of Türkiye; and the Tsar of Bulgaria.’

Quite a list.

Judging by these figures, it must be members of the Anti-Comintern Pact.

‘The Anti-Comintern Pact, I see.’

‘Yes, Your Majesty.’

So, I’ll be meeting with several foreign heads of state. Let’s see how this plays out.

Germany’s Kaiser and Poland were dealt with swiftly, but here we have Hungary, Romania, and Bulgaria in the mix.

Wait, why not bring up the idea of airborne troops now that İnönü is here?

‘An idea just came to mind.’

‘Yes?’

‘Would it not be appropriate to discuss this with Prime Minister İnönü directly? It’s a rare chance given everyone’s busy schedules. 

They’re here to sign the Anti-Comintern Pact and return promptly.’

İnönü might actually appreciate it.

After all, he would be aware of the Turkish soldiers turning into blood-soaked casualties under those mountain machine guns, just like we do.

‘Indeed. Perhaps arranging a private meeting with Prime Minister İnönü would be wise.’

The interesting thought doesn’t end there.

Now comes the core of the discussion.

‘There’s something else. This might be a good opportunity to discuss the restoration of the Austro-Hungarian Empire, don’t you think?’

‘Do you think Britain and France would stand by and watch?’

Certainly not.

Britain and France would protest, citing treaty violations, but this world isn’t bound to follow original history.

Wouldn’t Britain and France prefer to have a large buffer to sacrifice instead of their own citizens?

‘We’d need to impose conditions, of course, but with Germany and Italy under Communist influence and Britain struggling with its containment efforts, if Yugoslavia also turns red, they’ll be worried. 

If I support the Austro-Hungarian Dual Monarchy, what are the chances it could happen?’

‘Wouldn’t Hungary’s internal issues need to be addressed as well?’

That’s not my concern. With a figure like him, it’ll work out.

With his oratory skills, he can surely handle it. Hungarian nobles may need to compromise, but as I said, that’s beyond my purview.

If Hungary’s status is elevated in the form of a dual monarchy rather than as part of the former Austrian Empire, it could work.

It’s up to him, and I’m not here to spoon-feed him.

‘We’ll focus on garnering external support. The rest should be handled internally.’


There’s no immediate war to worry about.

Neighboring countries prevented the Habsburgs from ascending the Hungarian throne by threatening war, but if Russia openly supports Austria?

Communist Germany has its own issues with the Ruhr and internal matters.

If we solve things on the inside, the external part should be manageable.

Alright, then. Let’s see how these leaders from the era of the great world war play their roles.



 
  Chapter 97 : Second Air Defense Agreement (2)


Flags of various countries, excluding the tricolor of Russia’s double-headed eagle, were hoisted at the Moscow Kremlin.

These flags represented the nations gathered here for an air defense agreement.

“To think the person who personally led soldiers in that civil war is such a lady. Remarkable.”

“A lady? She’s still the Tsar, after all.”

“Oh. Right, my apologies.”

Tsar Boris III of Bulgaria gave a forced cough and turned his head.

Right. If I were in his position, I’d probably think, “This lady fought directly in the civil war? Really?” I understand completely.

“It’s been a while, Prime Minister Inönü. How have you been?”

He looked radiant, though his face seemed a bit tense. It was still much better than during the independence war.

Not bad. I hope he’s not upset over the weapons I sent to the Kurds.

I mean, I sent aircraft and tanks—if he’s got complaints, that would be odd.

Besides, Inönü has no way of knowing the future, so he must think his nation still exists thanks to Russia.

In that case, it’s understandable.

“We are driving out the Kurds with the ‘weapons’ sent by the mighty Tsar. How could we not be pleased?”

Isn’t that just a roundabout way of saying, “Your mighty weapons are making things hard for us”? He’s being awfully blatant.

Well, at least he hasn’t failed to build a nation as in actual history.

I’ve heard the Kurds have been pushed to the point where they can’t even seek international help.

“Oh, it seems that the old weapons are managing in the mountainous terrain. I thought our bombers and tanks would solve it.”

“There are limits.”

“I’d like to discuss that matter with the Black Baron later. Let’s tackle that issue together.”

Hopefully, he’ll listen.

Just one well-placed paratrooper drop should do it.

Even though I don’t know much about military tactics—having missed my own service due to the country’s state—securing the mountains should solve it, right?

If he’s aiming to build a nation, then there must be a city suitable as a capital. Let’s give it a try.

“It seems everyone here is from the war generation. I’m clearly the youngest.”

Everyone else looked to be well into their years.

Seeing Miklós Horthy in person was impressive; I’d only seen him in photos before.

The regent of a kingdom without a king—dictator Horthy.

And wasn’t he also an admiral of the Austro-Hungarian navy? A navy admiral for a landlocked country, no less.

“It’s an honor to join an air defense agreement with someone like you, who fought the Bolsheviks on the battlefield.”

At least no one seemed too opposed.

Not that there wasn’t an air of awkwardness, but as they’d come in response to my call, they’d likely accept the air defense agreement here.

“Thank you for viewing me so favorably.”

There must be those uncomfortable with this gathering.

Especially Romania, considering it took a large chunk of Hungary’s land.

Although, they do say it helped prevent Hungary’s communist revolution.

Well, let’s see if I can stir things up a bit here.

If our friend with the mustache no longer becomes the symbol of evil as in the original timeline, shouldn’t we help reestablish Austria-Hungary?

“Although signing is convenient, I’m sure some of you feel uneasy here.”

“Ahem.”

Right. It was clear from their expressions that some felt the tension.

They may have gathered here due to the looming threat of communist Germany and Italy, but personal grievances couldn’t have vanished entirely.

After all, some were on the winning side of the Great War, and others lost and saw their countries dismantled.

Though they weren’t thrilled, they were here for political reasons.

Let’s eliminate some of that friction.

The Tsarina needs to desperately encourage moderation.

“But everyone came to Moscow at my invitation, in the spirit of unity under the air defense agreement, correct?”

“Does the Tsarina have more to add?”

“When facing Communist Germany, we cannot afford any discord within.”

Time to drop some bait.

“Hmm, please continue.”

Inönü gave a keen look, intrigued. The other leaders also looked at me, encouraging me to speak.

“To be frank, I foresee a war coming.”

“A war, despite our unity?”

“It’s inevitable. Our very existence poses a threat to them. Right now, they’re agitating communists in the Ruhr, not only against France but also using imperialism to stir hostility among Germans. They’ll portray their conflict against us as their revolutionary war. So I’m planning for a complete victory in the future.”

A war is coming.

They won’t believe it right away.

However, I’ve explained to them how Lenin led his revolution, and if they have ears, they’ll know about the Bolsheviks’ continuous revolution doctrine that I’ve spread.

Knowing this, they couldn’t completely deny it.

“A complete victory, then.”

“Communists are the most cunning and observant of opponents. They could easily sow discord among the air defense alliance.”

“Hmm, so you’re proposing a deeper discussion.”

“Yes. Let’s scheme something the communists will despise.”

It could be called an anti-communist conference.

And, in a way, a conference to nurture ambitions, offering incentives for cooperation with Russia.

We’re consolidating the air defense agreement with promises of post-war spoils, even though the war hasn’t happened yet.

A secret discussion without England or France.

“Since you initiated this, Tsarina, why don’t you go first?”

“We’ll coordinate details later, but after the war, Bulgaria could reclaim Macedonia from Yugoslavia. Austria could secure South Tyrol and coastal areas from Italy, and Yugoslavia should be dismantled.”

“That sounds like a plan. But as for us Hungarians…”

Hungary is already looking ahead.

Time to drop the Austria-Hungary bait.

I alternated glances between Karl Renner, the Austrian Empire’s Chancellor, and Miklós Horthy, the Regent of the Kingdom of Hungary.

“What would Hungary think of reuniting with Austria? Place the current Kaiser on Hungary’s throne and establish a personal union. If the Communists grow stronger, Austria and Hungary will be most at risk. Wouldn’t it be better to go back to the Empire days and face this together?”

“Heh. Do you think it’s that simple? I admit that managing a kingdom without a king is cumbersome, but we also have internal opposition to consider. If Italy, Yugoslavia, and Germany are going to be our enemies regardless, we should ignore their threats of war. A union is premature, though.”

“Special cases need to be considered. Britain and France will understand that if Austria falls, Hungary and other nations are at risk too.

They’ll need a larger nation on the continent to take the blows from Germany and Italy on their behalf, at the very least.”

“But isn’t Russia there for that?”

Well, he talks smoothly.


Anyone listening would think we’re in Czechoslovakia’s position.

Unfortunately, if war breaks out, you’ll be the first ones to get hit regardless. There won’t even be any need for military deployment.

He probably made that remark to express minor dissent, but I have something to say too.

“Surely, you’re not suggesting we deploy troops in Austria and Hungary, are you? Even if they were to permit our military presence, it would only give them a pretext. Now is not the time.”

“Even if our army is elite, it’s still a daunting task to face Germany and Italy, who’ve flipped their lids and are now revolutionizing. Britain and France might have no choice but to listen once the communist threat becomes more substantial.”

They’ll have no choice.

The very proof is in the continued existence of the Austrian Empire, isn’t it?

That very state hints at the possibility of a dual alliance with Hungary. If history follows its course and the Soviet Union is established, Britain will likely aim to rebuild Austro-Hungary to prevent Soviet expansion westward.

“Well, we’ll need to look into this further within Austria.”

“A plebiscite in Austria and Hungary could also be a good method.”

“Would voting suffice?”

“It’s not about the voters. The power lies with those who count the votes.”

A national referendum for unification is a possibility.

And it can be manipulated, leaving the consequences to you.

“Ha, Tsarina, you’re a formidable person.”

“Hm. That’s something we’ll have to decide in the future.”

“Yes, I’m not suggesting immediate unification either. If the two countries can withstand the Germans, Italians, and Yugoslavs, there’s no reason to rush into it. For now, Russia simply supports you.”

“Then, what of Transylvania?”

Romania’s King Ferdinand I, seemingly concerned about Transylvania, interjected.

“There should be no discord among the nations in the Anti-Communist Pact. I heard that Horthy’s regency in Hungary barely suppressed a communist revolution with Romanian support.”

It seems they’ve already given and received support.

“Transylvania is, hmm…”

Horthy didn’t even try to hide his discomfort, casting a glance at Ferdinand I of Romania, likely wishing to reclaim it in his heart.

“Why not make a concession on Transylvania? The United Russian Republics have also relinquished claims on Bessarabia.”

I’m aiming for a favorable arrangement.

Accepting Bessarabia alone from Romania in our federal territory would be an awkward look. 

Unless Ukraine somehow joins Russia later, claiming only Bessarabia amid the extensive current territory stretching from Pontus Greece to Constantinople doesn’t feel quite right.

Of course, if Romania were to self-destruct, a scenario could emerge where both Transylvania and Bessarabia are amicably returned.

Horthy Miklós, though dissatisfied, held back from mentioning it directly, possibly out of gratitude for the assistance he had received from Romania.

“If a dual monarchy doesn’t come to fruition, what about Hungary’s share?”

“The northern part of Croatia would suffice, wouldn’t it? As for Serbia, leave it to Austria and Bulgaria.”

Geographically, Serbia can be slowly devoured by the two of them.

In the First World War, Russia took Serbia’s side, but we’re now firmly expressing our intent not to do so.

“Is Russia abandoning Yugoslavia?”

“The main culprit of the First World War was Serbia, which assassinated Austria’s crown prince. And yet they grew into Yugoslavia, flaunting their arrogance while communists roamed freely. Why would we, a staunch anti-communist state, support them?”

“So, this implies that Yugoslavia will be dismantled post-war. Does Romania have a share?”

Romania’s share?

I haven’t thought of anything yet.

After all, this is just to rally and unite the Anti-Communist Pact nations; territorial issues will be discussed post-war.

“Romania’s role would primarily involve resource support, likely petroleum. Military support, if necessary, will earn territorial concessions proportional to the contribution.”

“So, if the war ends swiftly, there’s nothing for us?”

His tone immediately reflected disappointment.

What can I do if he’s disappointed? Romania is merely a wedge in the Anti-Communist Pact.

“That’s likely the case. However, Romania, rest assured that Russia and Hungary will not demand territorial restitution from you. Isn’t that assurance enough? Furthermore, once the post-war situation settles, there will be territorial recovery and expansion for all concerned nations.”

“Hmm, is that so?”

“Our Bulgaria won’t be satisfied with merely Serbia.”

It seems Boris III of Bulgaria has high aspirations.

“Is there something you desire?”

“Bulgaria must reclaim Greece. Even if it’s not directly related to the anti-communist war.”

So, he’s basically saying, “We’ll take Greece if we join the Anti-Communist Pact on your side.”

There’s no word yet of Greece aligning with Germany, so the situation is a bit ambiguous.

It’s probably about reclaiming territory seized by Greece—Thrace, perhaps.

It’s all about reclaiming lost land.

His statement is clearly a request for our support or endorsement.

Greece is not my concern.

If anything, Greece is a competitor to Russia, being the successor to the Eastern Roman Empire.

Even the Megali Idea, that lofty national policy, aimed to restore Eastern Roman territories.

Wouldn’t Russia, having reclaimed Constantinople, be the true successor to the Eastern Roman Empire?

I see no reason to extend loyalty to Greece.

“Hmm. After we take down communist Germany and Italy, Russia will support Bulgaria’s move on Greece.”

As long as we don’t send troops, that should suffice.


Of course, technically, Greece is part of the Eastern Roman sphere, but Russia is already vast as it is.

“Before the war, you mean?”

“Wouldn’t Greece obviously switch to communism if we attack before the war begins? They’d undoubtedly claim we gave them a reason.”

Not to mention, Britain and France, who would despise us for giving them a pretext, would also be reluctant.

Although Britain and France agree with the Anti-Communist Pact, they’ve refrained from direct involvement, likely uncomfortable with Russia’s lead.



 
  Chapter 98 : Russia will soon be Rome


“That makes sense. But will the Duma support the Tsar’s words?”

“Yes. It has already received unanimous support.”

This part had already been approved by the National Duma.
Since I needed to lay out a strategy for World War II, it wasn’t too difficult.

“Can I take the lead on the Anti-Communist Agreement?”

“No, of course not. Isn’t it obvious?”

“As this is a gathering of foreign leaders, naturally, Your Majesty should lead.”

They accepted it all too readily.

I had a feeling about this. 

The Duma might leave everything to me, and if it goes wrong, they’ll blame me.

Therefore, I need to share the responsibility with the leaders involved in this Anti-Communist Agreement.
So, if Bulgaria decides to attack Greece, I don’t intend to interfere.

However, I also won’t offer any military support.
Basically, even if Bulgaria attacks Greece, we’ll just remain neutral.

“We will join in the matter with Greece as well.”

“Turkey?”

“Yes. The Greek army has declared the Megali Idea and has ravaged and slaughtered in our territory. We must retaliate.”

I had heard this before, so there was no reason to refuse.
After all, it’s after World War II.

There’s no reason to support Greece in a war that doesn’t take place on Russian soil.
If one were to consider the Eastern Roman legacy, allying with Greece might make sense, but they haven’t said a word.

The Duma sent out the proposal for the Anti-Communist Agreement to several countries, excluding only a few they had selected.

The proposal was also sent to the pro-British Baltic states and even Greece.
The Baltic states agreed, on the condition of securing their independence, while Greece has yet to respond.

Perhaps Greece has issues with Russia for interfering with the Megali Idea, or maybe because Bulgaria and Turkey are part of the agreement.

Or it might be due to the Communist-influenced Yugoslavia and Italy, who knows.
In any case, Greece did not attend.

As a result, the day has been set for Bulgaria and Turkey to attack Greece together.
Well, it’s Greece’s fault for not showing up.

Now, shouldn’t we get something out of this?

“Then, we in Russia have a request for Bulgaria, Romania, and Turkey.”

“What is it?”

Perhaps Boris III and Ferdinand I didn’t expect Russia to demand anything from Romania or Bulgaria, as they paused mid-sip, eyes wide.

It seems Inönü had anticipated something.

Now, what do these three countries have in common?
They all have ties with Rome.

Romania, whose name means ‘land of the Romans,’ openly claims Roman heritage through its national identity.

Although Bulgaria hasn’t made such claims since its independence from the Ottoman Empire, they once aspired to the title of emperor, just like Rome.

Turkey, on the other hand, is the successor to the Ottomans, who took over Eastern Rome.

“Constantinople is rightfully a part of Russia, as the true successor to Byzantium. You must acknowledge this.”

In accordance with the treaty, Turkey had already accepted this during its War of Independence.
Since Bulgaria now borders Constantinople after annexing it, they must acknowledge it, too.

With Constantinople under Russia’s control, demanding international recognition of it as rightful Russian territory essentially means acknowledging Russia as the legitimate successor to Eastern Rome.

“Since you hold Constantinople, it is rightfully Russian land, and indeed, Russia is the true heir of Eastern Rome.”

“We in Romania agree as well.”

While we’re here, I plan to get Turkey to reaffirm this.
Although they previously recognized Russia’s hold over Constantinople, this concerns the legitimacy of Roman heritage.

For an effective anti-communist alliance, allies must fully understand one another.

Prime Minister Inönü coughed slightly, appearing a bit uncomfortable.

But it’s unavoidable if we aim to strengthen ties during this Anti-Communist Agreement.

“We in Turkey also recognize the Union of Russia as the successor of Eastern Rome.”

Even the Ottoman Empire used the title ‘Rome’ after absorbing Eastern Rome.

However, they did so to legitimize their conquests and win over the Byzantine nobility during the absorption of Eastern Rome.

But now, Turkey’s recognition of Russia as the legitimate heir of Eastern Rome is a decision to abandon that Roman legacy established in the Ottoman era.

Honestly, it was strange for them to use the name of the empire they destroyed.

Even the name Turkey is rooted in national identity, not Roman heritage.

In short, one successor of Eastern Rome is enough, and that’s Russia.

Russia’s current unity stems from its pride in being the heir of Eastern Rome.

With this recognition here today, it affirms that Russia is not merely the elder Slavic nation but indeed the core of Roman heritage.

Considering the anti-communist struggle of the present, the recognition of Russia as the successor of Rome will only strengthen the Russian people’s pride in Roman heritage rather than Communist ideology.

Come to think of it, if Greece had attended, they might have argued passionately about being the descendants of Eastern Rome due to the Megali Idea.

In terms of ethnicity, Greece does hold the heritage, while Russia claims the spiritual legacy.

“Now, everyone, please sign the agreement.”

Using international relations to gain recognition of Russia as the heir of Rome among neighboring nations surrounding Constantinople might be a bit bold, but it’s effective.

“Has East Prussia and Poland already signed?”

“Yes. Now that we are all united against communism, isn’t this a beautiful day? Let’s all take a photo together.”

I smiled brightly as I took a photo with the heads of state.

With Austria, Hungary, Romania, Bulgaria, and Turkey joining the second agreement following the German Empire and Poland, the Balkans are now firmly united against communism.

Berlin, German Democratic Socialist Republic

With the second Anti-Communist Agreement splashed across the newspapers, the German Democratic Socialist Republic has learned the news.

“Damn, is a revolution in the Balkans impossible?”

No one knows what carrots Tsarina offered or how she tempted them, but many Balkan countries have sided with Russia.

This means leading a revolution recklessly is nearly impossible.

Moreover, with all except Turkey being monarchies, their internal unity must be strong.

And with President Atatürk having already personally met with Tsarina to secure Turkey’s independence, the chance of Turkey becoming communist is slim.

Secretary General Karl Liebknecht clicked his tongue regretfully as he looked over the map of the Balkans.

“Given the situation, we must make sure Yugoslavia is thoroughly communized, Comrade Secretary General.”

Rosa Luxemburg’s words were correct.

Communist fervor was sweeping through Yugoslavia at that very moment.

Even Croatia and Bosnia, former territories of the Austro-Hungarian Empire, were joining in, leaving the Yugoslav government with no answer.

“What do you think will happen with the French Revolution? It would be ideal if it happened before the war.”

The communization of France would serve as a significant factor in ensuring Communist Germany’s dominance over Europe in the future.

“The French Revolution might be difficult to achieve immediately. France won’t be able to hold out in the Ruhr for long, so after they withdraw, we should first proceed with the colonial revolution support plan.”

Colonial revolution support.

Communist Germany had boldly declared the annulment of the Treaty of Versailles, but it hadn’t yet recovered from the war’s devastation.

For now, all it could do was grind its teeth at France, which had occupied the Ruhr, unable to take action.

However, the power of the Reds did not come from military might.

Historically, communism seeped into the hearts of those who were struggling and suffering, converting them to communism as well.

Colonial people were no different.

In fact, the colonized subjects, suffering under the oppressive colonial empires, would be even more susceptible.


The German Communist Party, as Anastasia anticipated, was already preparing for the final war.

Such is the nature of communism.

The final enemy the German Communist Party had to overthrow was Russia.

Russia, having crushed the Bolsheviks early on, despised Bolshevism and communism, continuously mocking and opposing Communist Germany in the competition of regimes, and obstructing the spread of revolution.

Communist Germany was well aware of its limitations.

To confront Russia, it would first have to defeat both Britain and France.

These colonial empires were also enemies of communism, just as communism was an enemy they sought to destroy.

However, it was unrealistic for Germany to expect to take on all of them with its own power.

Thus, it settled on a pragmatic solution: infiltrating colonies with communists to increase the number of communists. 

When the time came for Germany to wage a war of worker liberation, colonies would simultaneously rise up, tying down British and French troops in their colonies, and thus weakening their ability to wage war on the European continent.

This was the colonial revolution support plan.

If the colonial people could at least hinder the British Empire and France, then, in the interim, they could overthrow that despicable Empress of Russia, who bewitched workers with the absurd notion of revisionist capitalism, and realize true liberation in Europe.

“Very well. We must continue recruiting the colonial locals. And also keep supporting the French Commune.”

“Yes, comrade.”

Meanwhile, in France, they maintained contact with the Commune, supporting it.

The plan was to strike a blow at the Anglo-French alliance forces on the French front while they were occupied with their colonies, aiding the French Commune in seizing control, which would ensure a shift in power and change the course of the war.

In this process, the Low Countries (Netherlands, Belgium, Luxembourg) were merely highways for Germany to march into France.

One minor point of concern remained.

Secretary General Karl Liebknecht’s gaze shifted from the map on his desk toward the Italian Peninsula.

Yes, Italy.

A peculiar state claiming to recreate the glory of ancient Rome while espousing communism. The state of Secretary General Benito Mussolini.

“Is he still the same?”

“Tch.”

“Comrade, Secretary General Benito Mussolini is still proclaiming Rome, though he claims it’s a form of communism unique to them.”

The so-called leader of Italy wasn’t adopting communism for worker liberation but rather for the revival of Rome.

However, Germany couldn’t easily criticize Italy for this because, on the surface, Italy operated as a communist state.

Though if it were scrutinized, Germany might have grounds for criticism, it would result in a rift with Italy, which, for now, was unnecessary.

In Harbin, Russian North Manchuria

At this time, Harbin in Russian North Manchuria was bustling with the excitement of pioneering.

Pioneering naturally required people.

As Russia extended its influence as far as Vladivostok, where many Han and Manchu people had departed, White Russians and Jews sent from the Russian homeland were arriving one after another.

The Jews, in particular, found this new environment unfamiliar.

Having wandered Europe and settled in Poland after losing their homeland for so long, they faced persecution and expulsion due to Poland’s anti-Semitic policies.

The Jewish community, welcomed by Russia, was directed to North Manchuria by the Russian government with promises of settlement subsidies.

At that time, wealthy Jews in Poland liquidated their assets and moved to North Manchuria as part of the first migration wave.

“Will we be living here?”

“Dad, it seems a bit cold here.”

“It’s still better than dying under the rule of those Polish brutes.”

Though it wasn’t the most appealing land to call home, it was certainly better than living under the watchful eyes of those Polish oppressors.

A bearded White Russian general, who seemed to be the one guiding the Jews to North Manchuria, gathered them in Harbin Square as they disembarked from the train.

His name was Dmitri Horvat. Previously, he had controlled the Trans-Siberian Railway, receiving support from major powers and disrupting the Red Army in the Far East. With the victory of the Whites and the establishment of the United States, he was appointed governor of Russian North Manchuria.

Standing on the podium, he addressed the Jews.

“Listen, everyone. From now on, you will settle here, pioneering and living in this land. Many Jews who arrived earlier already live here.”

Suddenly being told to live here and pioneer.

Among the Jews who had traveled this far by train, some had complaints, but it was better than suffering under Polish oppression.

Of course, the buildings that Eastern people had once inhabited weren’t entirely to their liking, but over time, they would transform it into their own.


“Oh, and if there’s anyone interested in assisting with oil exploration, come to the North Manchuria Governorate. Many jobs are available in that area.”

Oil exploration.

Recently, there had been active oil exploration in North Manchuria, quietly supported by the Rothschilds.

With experts confirming the potential for oil, it wouldn’t be bad news for the Jews in North Manchuria if oil was discovered.

Russian propagandists dispatched from the homeland encouraged the Jews to pursue this “Manchurian Dream,” making oil exploration and pioneering a daily reality for them in North Manchuria.



 
  Chapter 99 : The royal family of a ruined country


Russian-controlled Northern Manchuria, Harbin

The people who settled in Northern Manchuria weren’t just Jews. 

There were also the native Manchu, as well as a few Han Chinese, and more recently, Koreans, who had become a significant ethnic group in the region.

And here, under cover of darkness, there were figures establishing a Korean provisional government in Harbin, intended to be an arm of the Shanghai Provisional Government. 

Although it wasn’t yet recognized by any authority and still operated in secrecy, it was a fully structured provisional government, complete with a Prime Minister.

“Your Highness, is there anything you find inconvenient in your living conditions?”

An Chang-ho, who had been appointed as Prime Minister of the Harbin Provisional Government due to Anastasia’s twist in history, asked cautiously to the man before him.

“Should I expect a life of abundance when I, a prince of a fallen nation, live in a foreign land that is not even my own?”

The man’s name was Prince Yi Kang. He was the son of Emperor Gojong, a weak ruler of the Korean Empire, and Lady Jang.

After the nation fell and he lived under the surveillance of the Japanese, Yi Kang disguised his identity and escaped to Southern Manchuria. 

There, he learned that Renya Mutaguchi, the commander of the Manchurian Army, intended to send rebellious Koreans to Northern Manchuria.

Through connections with Asian mounted divisions that negotiated with Renya Mutaguchi, Yi Kang was able to make his way to Northern Manchuria.

“Ahem. Now that the Harbin Provisional Government has been launched, we can use Your Highness as the focal point to expand our influence.”

“Haha, don’t speak nonsense about focal points. As far as I know, support for the royal family in Korea has been dwindling.”

It was true. 

The one success in Japan’s policy for managing Korea was its degradation of the royal family. 

The Japanese administration had orchestrated this policy to prevent Koreans from uniting around the royal family like Russia’s subjects rallied around the Tsarina.

Rumors spread among the Korean people that the royal family had betrayed the nation since the Joseon era, and Prince Yi Kang’s disappearance led to a steep decline in support for the family.

“Your Highness…”

“Oh, I’m not complaining. Our royal family has committed unspeakable acts against its own people. Historically, what Japan is spreading isn’t entirely wrong.”

Though the Japanese government’s narrative was blunt, it wasn’t a baseless lie. Yet, Yi Kang, as a descendant of the Korean royal family, wanted to keep his conscience.

“I don’t dream of restoring an empire. But for the sake of reclaiming my nation, for Korea’s independence, I would risk my life to stand against Japan.”

“Your Highness, with words like these, the Koreans of Manchuria will not waver.”

“But this provisional government was established without the consent of the Tsarina of Russia, correct?”

Officially, the group appeared as Koreans migrating to Northern Manchuria. Yi Kang questioned if an unrecognized government could indeed be called a provisional government.

“There are rumors that once development in Northern Manchuria progresses, the Tsarina herself may conduct an inspection. While we can’t go to Moscow, we could seek contact if she visits Harbin.”

Contact with the Tsarina, a legendary woman said to have personally ended the Russian civil war… It was daunting. 

Unlike Korea’s royal family, she had reclaimed her nation and even brought prosperity, something that Yi Kang couldn’t help but admire, though Russia was Japan’s ally.

“Russia is Japan’s ally. Would they tolerate us?”

Though the relationship was complex, Yi Kang saw that on the surface, Japan and Russia cooperated. 

Russia might not wish to provoke Japan into a second Russo-Japanese War, and Japan wouldn’t want to agitate the rising Russian power.

It was fortunate that they could secure a position in Harbin with the support of a Jewish capitalist, who, like them, had lost his homeland.

“Can’t we appeal to them based on principle?”

“Principle?”

“Though the Tsarina claims to be a constitutional monarch, her influence is comparable to that of an autocrat. If we can persuade her, she may recognize our provisional government.”

Although outwardly Russia professed constitutional monarchy, An Chang-ho, who had spent time in Manchuria observing Russian affairs, saw that the Tsarina’s influence stretched from Europe to the Far East.

Yi Kang pondered this.

“What principle would you suggest, Prime Minister?”

An Chang-ho smiled.

“There is ample principle. The Tsarina is regarded as a saint and even holds the title of Emperor in Europe. She supported the Hufa Government led by Sun Yat-sen, which opposed Japan.”

An Chang-ho had seen that Russia backed the Hufa Government, which opposed the pro-Japanese Beiyang Government, by providing military advisors and arms. With some finesse, they might be able to secure aid.

“Both Russia and Japan supply arms to the factions they support. Doesn’t this align with their interests?”

“Perhaps. Yet Russia’s public justification for supporting the Hufa Government remains in the name of justice. Besides, the Asian Mounted Division, which includes many Koreans, is also welcomed by Russia, as they are willing to accept Koreans into Northern Manchuria. It’s not entirely impossible.”

“It would be a gamble.”

“We should prepare in case of failure. I will ask Woo Nam in America to prepare an escape route for Your Highness.”

In any event, they had to prepare for the worst. If they failed to win the Tsarina’s favor, Yi Kang would also be in a precarious position. After a moment’s thought, Yi Kang shook his head.

“No, I’ll handle that myself.”

“Are you certain, Your Highness?”

“I am already branded a traitor by the royal family. I should, at the very least, strive to make amends. If the Tsarina comes to Northern Manchuria, I will meet her in person.”

The Yi Royal Family was tarnished with a reputation as traitors who sold the country to Mongolia, then betrayed Mongolia for Goryeo, and later turned against Goryeo to establish Joseon, eventually surrendering to Japan. 

But Yi Kang wanted to devote himself entirely to Korea’s independence, risking his life to persuade the Tsarina.

*****

Kremlin, Moscow

After signing the Anti-Comintern Pact, I had an in-depth discussion with Inönü about the Kurdish suppression.

“For now, we cannot provide direct assistance.”

A shocking statement. 

Having previously supplied arms to the Kurds, the idea of withholding support was astonishing. 

Inönü looked at me in disbelief.

After all, it would be absurd for our forces to be killed with the weapons we provided to the Kurds. 

So we can’t offer direct support. Why engage in another’s war without benefit?

To appease Türkiye, though, I raised the topic of airborne forces as planned.

“So, what kind of assistance do you intend to provide?”

Inönü’s face twisted in slight annoyance, as if urging me to get to the point.

“Well, we will continue with weapons support, but we have something new to propose.”

“A new proposal?”

“Is this directly from General Charina?”

Why are you so surprised?

Even though I may look like this, I’ve held a gun and fought all the way from Yekaterinburg. 

Sure, my body may be as delicate as a tanghulu, but do you think it’s easy to go where bullets are flying? 

Especially in this era? 

And as a greenhouse flower that wasn’t even a part of the women’s military?

Only someone like me could handle it.

So if you trust me, we can even capture the Kurds on Mount Ararat.

“I’m only bringing up this plan because I thought it was worth considering.”

When I nodded at the Black Baron, he pulled a paratrooper plan document from his jacket.

A clever plan that involved securing air superiority and using transport planes to drop troops.

There’s no need to even secure air superiority over Mount Ararat, as it lacks anti-aircraft defenses.

The Kurds don’t have any aircraft either.

Even if they did, all it would take is some Russian fighter jet support for Turkiye to finish them off.


“Hmm, descending by parachute from planes… Not bad.”

“Yes. How about we try this out in combat with the Kurds?”

Inönü scanned the document, his eyes glinting with interest.

“It’s not a bad idea. Is this something our two countries would operate jointly?”

Of course.

If we establish a paratrooper division, it will be beneficial in warfare.

We need to dominate the airspace and deploy paratroopers to secure the German region first and end the war decisively.

“Wouldn’t that be ideal? For us to operate this division, we need experience, and we can’t wage war alone. We’ll need your nation’s assistance.”

A paratrooper unit would also be helpful in a war with Greece.

“Certainly, deploying forces on the mountain and launching an attack from below to create a feint operation is possible.”

To begin with, there likely aren’t many Kurds left.

From the latest reports, the remaining Kurdish forces appear scattered, engaging in guerrilla warfare in the mountains.

“This method would minimize losses, wouldn’t it? We, Russia, are allies to your nation.”

“Paratrooper operations are quite fascinating. Very well, then.”

Before leaving, Inönü held several discussions with the White Army staff.

They shared military information on the paratrooper division and documents related to the Kurdish conflict.

Through the leadership of the White Army, Turkiye signed a military agreement.

It would be ideal if the battle with the Kurds on Mount Ararat were prolonged. Now, Turkiye’s involvement is settled.

There remains one person who hasn’t yet left Russia.

Miklós Horthy.

For some reason, he hasn’t returned but remains here with Hungarian officials.

It seems he has something he wants to discuss personally.

“Why haven’t you returned yet, Regent?”

“O, omnipotent Tsar of Russia.”

“Do you have something to say?”

Why such grand flattery?

I don’t dislike flattery, but coming from Horthy, I am rather curious.

When I inquired, Horthy cautiously opened his mouth, as if to move directly to the main point.

“Wouldn’t it be dangerous to include Romania in the anti-air defense agreement?”

“Hmm. Why do you think so?”

“Romania will do anything for its own interests. Didn’t they take Transylvania by siding with the Entente?”

“I thought that issue was already resolved.”

I’m not fond of grudges.

Transylvania is a large portion if we consider Hungarian territory. But if we think about an anti-air defense agreement… well.

“There’s a fundamental issue.”

“A fundamental issue?”

Yes. What exactly is it?

“I’ll tell you directly.”

“Yes, please go ahead.”

I also like directness.

What grievances could Horthy possibly have?

If I want the restoration of Austria-Hungary to go as I wish, I must at least turn Horthy into a pro-Russian figure.

To strengthen his position, I’ll have to offer assistance.

Well, Romania is somewhat concerning to me as well.

Frankly, Romania is a bit of an unstable nation.

Imagine abandoning one’s beloved wife only to live with Magda Lupescu, a Jewish woman he met after divorcing his wife.

As a result, Ferdinand I excluded his wayward son from the line of succession and named Carol II’s son, Mihai, as crown prince.

Carol II seized the throne from his son Mihai, claiming his son’s rule was unjust.

If nothing significant happens internally, Carol II could reclaim the throne from his son Mihai, who received the support of the Communist forces to usurp Carol II and take control of Romania.


Conversely, in an alternate historical scenario, Mihai I could retain the throne, only for Carol II to switch alliances with Communist support.

Although monarchy and communism seem incompatible, we must consider the possibility that father and son might collaborate with the Communist Party for the sake of their own claims to the throne.

That said, it would be problematic for me to interfere directly in Romanian internal affairs.

Even though the situation is different, didn’t Romania switch sides and fight alongside the Soviet army against Nazi Germany?

Even if I prepare everything, I must consider the potential repercussions for Hungary.



 
  Chapter 100 : Secret Agreement


Horthy Miklós cautiously began to speak.

What kind of story would he tell, and how would he persuade me, using Romania as his angle?

“Your Majesty, you have not only made significant contributions on the battlefield but also managed to bring Russia up to its current status. I’ve even heard people say that you can see the future, that’s how insightful you are. How effectively will this anti-communist agreement proceed?”

“Hmm. You mean things won’t go exactly as I want them to.”

Though he hadn’t explicitly said it, it seemed he was implying, ‘You may be young and naive, but things in this world don’t move so easily.’ 

That was probably what he wanted to convey.

Well, I may have been a bit too generous with the carrots.

He might be thinking I see the world too simply.

“Yes. Especially within Hungary, I don’t believe they would accept the terms of this anti-communist agreement as they are. Austria faces an immediate threat from Germany, and Bulgaria is tied up with conditions on invading Greece, but we, Hungary, are somewhat removed, aren’t we?”

In short, he’s saying that it’s too delicate for him to decide everything on his own.

It’s no surprise such a sentiment would emerge.

“So, you mean there’s a fundamental need for something.”

“Yes, if we’re to even consider re-establishing a personal union with Austria, we’ll need to persuade the nobility and the upper class.”

“In other words, there needs to be something to silence them.”

Let’s put it bluntly, without beating around the bush.

To form a personal union with Austria, Horthy himself must have substantial authority.

Judging by his response, it seems Horthy hasn’t completely consolidated his power over Hungary.

What exactly happened when Austria dissolved its empire? I’m curious why Horthy is like this now, but asking would seem like an overstep into internal affairs.

Alright, let’s indulge in some conjecture of my own.

Anyway, Hungary received aid from Romania, so for Horthy to gain better control over Hungary, he needs to score some points.

“Yes. At the very least, wouldn’t we need to reclaim Transylvania? Of course, I appreciate Romania’s help in preventing a communist revolution, but if we trace back the cause, wasn’t it because Romania, under Hohenzollern, betrayed Austria and Germany by siding with the Allies in the last war, leading to their disintegration? That defeat in the war allowed communists to fester internally.”

“Hmm.”

Not exactly an incorrect statement.

Romania did surrender midway, but as the Allies triumphed, they took all they could get.

Moreover, history has changed, and I don’t know the full details.

I don’t entirely know how the communists emerged, but there must have been some butterfly effect within Hungary despite the Soviet Union’s fall.

“Transylvania, hmm.”

I tapped my fingers on the desk.

How should I handle this?

Leaving it to him could jeopardize the union.

“Is there no way?”

“There isn’t exactly no way. But the fact that you’re asking me this is part of the problem.”

I had prepared for a moment like this.

The anti-communist agreement I created was solely for anti-communist purposes.

“Pardon?”

“The anti-communist agreement is, as its name suggests, a defense alliance limited to countering communism.”

“Meaning?”

Horthy began to catch on to what I was suggesting.

“We’re only guaranteeing territorial integrity for the purpose of anti-communism. For instance, if you were to claim Transylvania on legitimate grounds for territorial restoration, rather than for anti-communism?”

“Would that be allowed?”

“Even Britain and France expanded their territories through all kinds of deception. Why shouldn’t Hungary have the same privilege? And besides.”

Should I mention this?

It’s a bit of a wordplay, but… well, it’s the only option I see.

What the heck, let’s just say it.

After all, even in Russia, plenty of people trust me.

Who knows, maybe Horthy will too.

“Please, Your Majesty, reveal your plan.”

“In our country, we have the term ‘special military operation.’ It’s a term that implies a military operation, not a war.”

I never imagined I’d have to explain this myself.

That I’d be directly justifying such a wordplay.

I explained the concept of a special military operation to Horthy.

In Russia, they packaged the deployment to Turkey as a ‘special military operation’ to avoid it being labeled as ‘just another war,’ but Horthy could use the same tactic.

“So, after seizing Transylvania without a formal declaration of war, call it a ‘special military operation’?”

“As expected of a soldier, you catch on quickly. Especially if Austria were to assist Hungary in the process, wouldn’t that make a personal union easier to achieve?”

If Austria supported Hungary from the shadows, it would endear Austrian officials to Hungarian bureaucrats, allowing a tenuous yet feasible personal union.

Not a bad idea at all; it’s quite brilliant, if I do say so myself.

“Well, it’s not impossible if we proceed as a surprise, but if the scale gets too large…”

“For now, start by merely claiming territorial rights to pressure Romania.”

If things escalate, it can be labeled a ‘special military operation,’ but for now, we should create the foundation for reclaiming Transylvania by pressuring Romania.

“Hmm, but suddenly asserting territorial rights seems a bit…”

He really wants a lot, doesn’t he?

No, wait. There’s still a way.

“Are you familiar with Romania’s Prince Carol?”

“Of course. He’s notorious within Romania itself. I heard that when there was talk of him marrying Tsarina’s sister, Grand Duchess Olga, she refused due to his immoral behavior.”

Good, so Horthy knows this.

Grand Duchess Olga indeed rejected Carol II for that reason.

What I’m about to say will likely convince Horthy that I can see the future, even though it’s nonsense.

Might as well make it convincing, right?

Even if my prediction is wrong and Romania’s royal affairs deviate from historical events, Russia can intervene if a territorial dispute arises.

It’s just the difference between having solid and flimsy justifications.

“Would you believe me if I said I can glimpse the future? Of course, even for me, the future isn’t certain. If this fails, we’ll have no choice but to pursue the territorial dispute head-on.”

“Please, go on.”

Horti, prepared to listen to my story with a somewhat strange expression, was ready to hear me out.

He seemed to have a willingness to listen first, so I relaxed and began to speak.

Whether he believed it or not would be Horti’s decision. Honestly, with the reshaping of history, there was no telling how things might change.

“In a few years, the current King of Romania will exclude Carol from the line of succession and name Prince Mihai as the crown prince.”

“Is that really true?”

“So, at that time, approach Carol II. Support his rightful claim to the throne, and in return, reclaim Transylvania, which is Hungary’s rightful territory.”

“If that leads to a civil war?”


A civil war? Even better.

Then, a special military operation could be carried out immediately.

Frankly, I don’t think it will come to that.

“A special military operation.”

“Then, does that mean Russia has no intention of intervening?”

Isn’t that obvious?

Why would we intervene? There’s no reason to.

That’s precisely the loophole in the Anti-Comintern Pact. Even if Russia says, “Please, don’t fight,” Hungary could respond, “Isn’t the Anti-Comintern Pact limited to the communists?” If Hungary claims the Transylvania issue as a non-communist matter, Russia would have no choice but to step back.

“Of course. The Anti-Comintern Pact might shake a bit, but that’s just an internal matter between Hungary and Romania. Russia could feign reluctance to interfere, only to step in as a mediator at Hungary’s request.”

But, it seemed that the Tsar of Bulgaria had already noticed that loophole.

After all, it’s called the Anti-Comintern Pact.

That’s why he dragged Greece into it as a condition of joining, asking me to refrain from intervening in Greece’s issues ahead of time.

“You don’t seem very fitting for a saint. I’m astonished. Ah, I apologize if my words were rude.”

Horti bowed his head politely.

It wasn’t rude at all.

I don’t even know why I’m considered a saint.

Honestly, everyone calls me ‘Saint’ everywhere, and even the Russian Orthodox Church recognizes me as one. 

But still.

“This field is just like that.”

“If what Your Majesty says is true, what does Russia gain from mediating?”

Right. Russia should receive something for the mediation.

That would likely be Bessarabia.

“Bessarabia, I’d assume.”

“Romania stands to lose all the territory they’ve managed to expand into.”

Horti sipped his tea with a sly smile.

Indeed, that would be the case.

But Romania was allied with Russia and Britain, even if today’s events are a consequence of Romania’s participation in the war, snatching land from others.

Ferdinand I wasn’t exactly a distinguished man, compared to his wife.

In fact, it was practically all her doing.

Not that she was entirely normal, either.

“Isn’t it Romania’s fault for joining the Allies and seizing Transylvania and Bessarabia in the first place?”

“If we succeed, Queen Marie of Edinburgh will be clutching her head in frustration, ha ha ha ha!”

Ferdinand’s wife, Marie of Edinburgh. She was Queen Victoria’s granddaughter and Alexander II of Russia’s granddaughter.

Queen of Romania and wife of Ferdinand I, she persuaded him to join the Allies in the war.

As a result, they snatched quite a bit of territory.

Privately, Marie of Edinburgh was rather scandalous, committing adultery despite having Ferdinand as her husband and even bearing a child by her lover.

Yet her husband tolerated it all.

If the Transylvania issue is expedited, maybe Austria-Hungary could be rebuilt a bit faster.

Initially, I had considered maintaining Romania’s status quo, but thinking of their historical side-switching, there’s an uneasiness.

To solidify Horti as an ally, I should support his side.

Still, I won’t extend my influence as far as Austria.

“However, the matter of collaborating with Austria is for the Regent to handle.”

“Of course.”

Thus, Horti and I entered into a secret agreement.

Horti returned with a cheerful face, like a child who had received the toy he wanted.

It felt like the relationship between a teacher manipulating grades and a student.

Then.

“You’re truly impressive.”

Mikhail Drozdovsky, who had recently been promoted to Deputy Minister of Defense, looked at me with admiration, like a student looking up to a respected teacher.

He had been present at the grade-fixing secret pact.

“Pardon?”

“After the Great War, Romania had stealthily taken our territory. By the end of the civil war, Romania had slyly seized Bessarabia. With Britain backing them, we couldn’t bring up the Bessarabia issue until now.”

“Is that so?”

I see. I hadn’t known that.

When you said you’d relinquish the claim to Bessarabia, honestly, I was curious about what vision you were drawing.

“I see.”

To think I’m drawing a vision—it’s almost laughable.

I’m merely doing the best I can.


“So, you even anticipated that Horthy Miklós would seek you out, Your Majesty?”

“Not exactly.”

It’s better to let people think what they want.

Even though that’s not my intention at all, it’s more fitting to trail off, keeping a mysterious aura.

It would damage my pride a bit if I just admitted it was pure luck.



 
  Chapter 101 : The Glory of Romania


The Kingdom of Romania

King Ferdinand I of Romania returned home after concluding the Anti-Communist Pact and a summit with the Czarina.

During his absence, his wife, Maria of Edinburgh, managed the country in his stead, and she warmly welcomed Ferdinand I.

“Did the Anti-Communist Pact go well?”

To be precise, she was a bit curious about whether her somewhat unreliable husband had managed to handle the agreement properly in front of Russia’s hero and the other leaders, and if perhaps he had ended up making any deals disadvantageous to Romania.

“Yes. The young Czarina was quite impressive.”

Quite impressive, indeed.

After all, the Romanov princess, who was much younger than their eldest son Carol, had personally led the army in a civil war and even managed to regain public support.

Therefore, Romania must clearly define its stance.

In a position where it was wedged among nations under the Anti-Communist Pact, Romania could not afford to be seen as weak and had to be present at the negotiation table as a victorious power of the Great War.

If there was even a slight opening, would Russia leave Romania, which had taken Bessarabia, alone?

“It’s not about her being impressive. England, while reorganizing internally, is also withdrawing its troops from pro-British western Ukraine. If Russia, now awakened, seeks to recover Ukraine and aims for Bessarabia as well…”

Yes, that would indeed be risky.

Ferdinand could understand his wife’s concerns.

After all, by heeding her advice, he had managed to navigate Romania into its current state.

At the very least, Romania as it stood now needed assurance of its security.

Immediately neighboring Hungary had lost Transylvania to Romania with the dissolution of the Austro-Hungarian Empire, and somehow, Romania had ended up occupying Russia’s Bessarabia.

Due to the revolution and civil war in Russia, there had been little objection, but the ownership of Bessarabia could still spark a war.

“According to the terms of the Anti-Communist Pact, both Transylvania and Bessarabia are officially recognized as Romanian territories.”

“Is that so?”

Maria examined the text of the Anti-Communist Pact handed to her by her husband.

It was an alliance against communist countries. The pact was purely a defense alliance against communism.

Indeed, this was a relief.

As long as it was limited to anti-communism, Romania would not need to intervene in other issues.

However, there were some concerning points, such as the clause that Bulgaria and Turkey, as a condition of joining the Anti-Communist Pact, would receive support from Russia in hostile actions justified against Greece.

Moreover, while Transylvania and Bessarabia were mentioned, there was no reference to Dobrudja, taken from Bulgaria.

“Why does this seem so suspicious?”

“My Queen, what’s the problem? In fact, now there’s no risk of losing any territory, and unless we take sides, there’s no threat of attack from neighboring countries.”

“No, that’s not it.”

Maria shook her head. Although she denied it, she felt slightly uneasy.

It was as if these shifting international relations were merely a dance atop something unstable.

She couldn’t shake the feeling that Romania’s current glory might not last long.

Though the war had ended in victory, it seemed as if another, unfinished conflict still loomed.

In that war, Romania would likely be squeezed for all it had.

Having become a patriot of Romania through the Great War, Maria of Edinburgh worried that Romania might once again fall into semi-colonial status, as it had after the Treaty of Bucharest.

She had joined the Anti-Communist Pact to protect Romania and to avoid once more being trampled by German boots, but…

What was this ominous feeling?

Meanwhile, her eldest son, Carol II, was a continuous disappointment.

“Will that frivolous Carol be able to govern the nation effectively against mighty Russia or communism? That’s what concerns me.”

The queen sighed, resting her hand on her forehead.

Ferdinand I was also worried about this.

Yet, upon reflection, he found it somewhat amusing that she voiced such concerns now.

“Ha ha ha. It’s amusing that you’re worried about that now. After all, didn’t you yourself spread your legs for another man (Romanian Prime Minister Barbu Știrbei) and even have a child with him? Carol takes after you completely.”

“Why are you bringing that up now?”

Maria’s face flushed with anger.

Yes, she admitted to the affair, and even to having a child with her lover, but it was something Ferdinand had long accepted.

She didn’t understand why he was bringing it up again now.

“Well, why indeed. Seeing that last princess left by the previous Czar shining so brightly, it seems laughable in retrospect. The truth is, you have no right to criticize Carol.”

Ferdinand couldn’t help but feel envious of Anastasia, much younger than Carol, yet effectively ruling a vast empire stretching across East and West.

Unlike her father, the Russian people revered her, viewing her as a mother figure and rallying around her with unity.

Even the incompetent Nicholas II had Rasputin, a mad monk, yet he never had a wife who engaged in affairs and bore a lover’s child.

Whoever Anastasia resembled, she seemed to have a commendable spirit. Carol, however, mirrored his mother in his degeneracy.

“Let’s drop this subject. I’m tired.”

Ferdinand I turned his weary back on his wife.

And.

Watching his lonely back, Maria sighed.

Today, she recalled her mother from the House of Saxe-Coburg and Gotha, who had often rebuked her for siding with Britain, Germany’s enemy.

Not long after that…

As if to confirm Maria’s unease, the Kingdom of Hungary began conducting military exercises near the border under the pretext of anti-communist training.

Today, she had been summoned to a meeting of the White Guards.

The topic was likely a predictable one, but she asked the Black Baron out of curiosity.

“By the way, what’s the status of the airborne division?”

Ah, the airborne division.

Turkey, eager to quickly suppress the Kurds, had sent officers to collaborate with Russia in studying airborne operations.

Results were expected soon.

“Deputy Minister of the White Guards, Mikhail Drozdovsky, supervised a test on our soil. The results suggest that the strategic value of airborne operations is sufficiently high. However…”

“However?”

“It may be possible to capture the Kurdish villages near Mount Ararat in Türkiye or Armenian villages that cooperate with the Kurds. However, dealing with the guerrillas hiding in the mountains seems fundamentally challenging.”

“Are there still villages cooperating with the remaining forces there? Are they still not under our control? Despite the considerable reduction of forces, the losses are growing, so it seems you’re considering using the airborne troops.”

“Is that so?”

“Of course, if we occupy the villages supporting the Kurdish soldiers in the mountainous areas, they’ll eventually collapse. However, if we simply send soldiers into the mountains, the transport aircraft would have to maneuver above the mountains to ensure safe landings for the soldiers, but it’s uncertain if the guerrillas would sit idly by during that time.”

“Yes, that’s true. There’s a possibility they could be killed, becoming little more than fodder for bullets as they descend into the mountains. It’s certainly regrettable.”

“There haven’t been any casualties yet, correct?”

“Yes. Ultimately, if Türkiye deploys airborne troops, they must handle the Kurdish forces on Mount Ararat, right?”

“Indeed, it’s unfortunate. If the Turkish forces just jump off the planes into the mountains, they’re likely to face quite an unfortunate outcome. Who knows, the Kurds might have to clear Turkish bodies from the mountain tops.”

“That’s true, but there’s one problem here.”

“Hmm. But you know,”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“The crucial point here is this: If we’ve helped them this much, isn’t it up to Türkiye to decide how to deploy their forces on the mountain? The Deputy Minister of Defense worries too much.”


“They should be grateful to us for doing this much; they won’t resent us. Why should we be responsible if the Turkish forces suffer on the mountain?”

“Ah, I see.”

“Whatever they face when they fall on the mountain, that’s their problem, not ours. No Russians are dying there, are they? Think about it sensibly. We’re not sending volunteer airborne troops. It’s Turkish forces facing life and death, not Russian forces. Why worry about that?”

“Given that we’ve shown them the way, Türkiye won’t have any complaints with us.”

“Indeed, Your Majesty, your insight is remarkable.”

“This much is only natural. Now, if it’s used in an actual war, what would be the best way to operate it?”

“By defining it as an airborne assault, as Your Majesty previously mentioned, it would involve projecting forces to attack and occupy the enemy ground. Additionally, considering tank advancements, just like in civil wars, these tanks will be effective for swiftly attacking enemies on the battlefield and crushing them.”

“Yes, that sounds promising. It would be excellent for breaking through enemy defenses.”

“With the rapid mobility of the armored units centered around tanks, using airborne transport will be a viable method for assaulting the enemy.”

“Oh, that sounds familiar, doesn’t it? See? I wasn’t just saying things randomly.”

“Have you named it?”

“It’s called the Theory of Deep Operations.”

“Theory of Deep Operations. I like that. I wonder if Mikhail Tukhachevsky will have a role to play here.”

“Also, Vladimir Kappel, the cavalry captain of the White Army’s Cossack Cavalry, is showing interest in tanks.”

“Interest in tanks, hmm. If well-known White Army generals are showing interest in tanks, it might not be a bad thing. Besides, Vladimir Kappel—I think I’ve heard of him before. Isn’t he the one who led White Russian forces across Siberia?”

“Are you referring to that Vladimir Kappel who leads the Cossack Cavalry?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

“Well, once tanks are developed, the cavalry will have fewer opportunities to play a significant role.”

“I’ve always thought it was surprising that cavalry is still being used up to now, especially the Russian Cossack Cavalry. A pillar of cavalry achievements well into the 20th century, Vladimir Kappel has reportedly led the White Cossack Cavalry to defeat enemy cavalry repeatedly.”

“Indeed, that’s likely the case.”

“In the end, if we are to end Germany, the role of the tank corps will be crucial. It would be ideal if we could expand its size to the point of covering the Rhine.”

“Though I’m not sure how long Comrade Karl will manage Germany, it would be satisfying to show the revolutionaries the downfall of Germany in their era.”

“Thinking about it, hasn’t our Russian industrialization advanced significantly by now? We’ve seen considerable results, received assistance from Germany, and boosted the national budget by selling resources.”

“Yes, Germany truly was a divine intervention. Wilhelm II made the insane move of using Russia as an arms factory. In the end, he poured all he had into us, giving Russia numerous advantages. Judging from his leniency, it seems he considered it compensation for our support.”

“So, I was suddenly thinking.”

“Please, go on.”

“What if we create a massive tank corps capable of sweeping across all of Europe in no time?”


“The armored wave. A massive tank corps capable of sweeping across Europe. Considering the Russian Federation’s military, it would be a White Flood, given the White Russian Army’s context.”

“After sweeping through Europe, hitting Japan’s backside wouldn’t be a bad idea, either. But, for some reason, the Black Baron held back his words and finally spoke up.”

“Though we are growing stronger, we’re still not quite there yet. However, if it’s the 1930s, then with tank divisions, countries like Romania could easily be crushed in no time, Your Majesty.”

“It was just a bit of exaggeration.”

“I understand. To hit me with facts like that… quite the way to keep one humble!”
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Even if the name of the country is different, the population would be around the same here or there, right?

Isn’t Russia precisely the kind of country that would recruit people from the fields?

It could probably sweep across Europe with just its infantry.

Though America is known for having an overpowered map, if you think about it, Russia’s resources are also formidable.

After all, in the world where I originally lived, Russia even threatened Europe by talking about turning off the gas valve.

Siberia, moreover, still has an abundance of resources.

“I may not know much about the military, but with what we’ve prepared so far, Russia should be fine even if a global depression occurs, as long as the world takes time to recover.”

“Well, that’s reassuring. How is the development of northern Manchuria going in the Far East? Are the Jews causing any disturbances?”

Northern Manchuria is practically under military administration.

When we took Northern Manchuria by surprise during the civil war, we didn’t officially go through the process of ceding it; instead, we set up a military administration.

With the mix of Jews and Koreans, and given that Japan took Southern Manchuria, a military administration has been necessary for a while.

Since it’s under military administration, the only authority is the White Army, so I’ve asked Black Baron about it.

“There are no issues with the Jews. However…”

“However?”

“It seems that the Koreans settled in northern Manchuria have been quite organized in their participation in the development of the region.”

They are participating in the development of Manchuria in an organized manner.

Considering that many Koreans came over from Manchuria and the Korean Peninsula, wouldn’t that make things quite chaotic?

But I hear they’re working diligently.

There are many ethnic groups, yet he specifically mentioned Koreans. That suggests they’re particularly successful in northern Manchuria compared to the Jews or the remaining Manchurians.

In other words, it seems there’s someone behind the Korean community, uniting them.

Black Baron, who has gained significant experience from the civil war, seems to have caught onto this aspect.

“Who do you think is behind the Koreans?”

“Well, there’s no significant turmoil, so we’re keeping an eye on it. But don’t you think there might be something? I was just wondering if the Asian Cavalry Division might have some influence.”

Someone organizing them around a central figure…

This feels a bit strange. Now that I think about it, was the Shanghai Provisional Government around at this time?

It seems inappropriate to inquire about this with China.

However, on the surface, Russia is on friendly terms with Japan.

“Are there any groups in Manchuria or China trying to fight against Japan? For example, Koreans fighting for independence?”

“We could look into it, but as far as I know, there’s nothing currently. If that were the case, wouldn’t Japan be asking us to investigate Koreans in northern Manchuria for them?”

That’s true. In that case, it’s safe to assume there is no Korean provisional government opposing Japan in China.

But something still feels off here.

Could they have established a provisional government in northern Manchuria on their own?

If they’re uniting Koreans there to develop northern Manchuria, it would be beneficial for us, and Koreans would also gain by sheltering their provisional government under Russia’s protection.

If my guess is correct…

“By the way, it might be related, but there’s a rumor circulating in Manchuria that a Korean royal has gone missing.”

Just as I was feeling something was off, Mikhail Drozdovsky spoke up.

“A Korean royal? Who?”

“They say someone named Lee Kang, the Prince Uichin, has disappeared. The Manchurian Military Administration even sought our assistance on behalf of the Russians.”

Prince Uichin, Lee Kang.

I heard he was trying to seek asylum with the Shanghai Provisional Government. But perhaps he sought refuge in northern Manchuria instead.

If that’s the case, everything seems to fall into place.

The fact that Koreans in northern Manchuria are gathering around someone means there’s a figure suitable to serve as their focal point there, suggesting they’ve established a provisional government.

That figure might be Lee Kang.

“Wait, did the Manchurian Military Administration ask for cooperation?”

“Yes, it wasn’t the Japanese government but the Manchurian Military Administration.”

So, the Manchurian Military Administration is already acting somewhat independently of Japan.

Should I view it as similar to the concept of the Kwantung Army?

After all, the Manchurian Military Administration is technically part of the Japanese military, and the South Manchuria Railway is a Japanese-owned railway company managing southern Manchuria.

“Is the Manchurian Military Administration acting independently?”

“Yes, it seems the Japanese homeland has granted South Manchuria a certain degree of autonomy to focus on managing the Korean Peninsula. They’ve formally requested cooperation.”

“Did you find this person named Lee Kang?”

“Information on Lee Kang is scarce to begin with. Even Manchurian forces, if they’re looking for him, prefer to do so discreetly.”

Of course, if the fact that Lee Kang went abroad were known, overseas independence activists would try to find him.

Searching discreetly likely means they’ve blocked most paths leading to the U.S. and are therefore searching around Manchuria instead. The Japanese government probably issued instructions for the Manchurian forces to search.

Japan would have a hard time openly searching for someone from the royal family who went outside, as they need to consider Korea’s stance.

“Minister of Internal Affairs, quietly search through the Okhrana as well. He has nowhere else to go but here; he might even be in northern Manchuria.”

“If we find him, should we send him to Japan?”

Sending him to Japan.

That would not be a good choice.

From a Korean perspective, there’s no reason to appreciate the royal family of the Korean Empire, even under Japanese rule, but if Lee Kang has already successfully defected, there’s no point in interfering.

On the contrary, Lee Kang could serve as a card to unsettle Japan—a kind of wild card.

Even if the royal family becomes branded as traitors through Japanese schemes, their name still carries weight.

Moreover, capturing and sending Lee Kang would mean delivering other provisional government officials to Japan as well.

That doesn’t sit well.

I shook my head slightly.

“No. If you find him, just keep him under surveillance. Just make sure he doesn’t leave anywhere.”

“Your Majesty thinks that this Lee Kang is uniting Koreans, doesn’t he?”

“Not incorrect. That’s the feeling.”

If he’s already joined the provisional government, he could secretly gather Koreans using his name.

Coincidentally, the Koreans in Manchuria are people who were also in Japan’s mainland, so it would be easier to rally them here, unlike in the Korean Peninsula, where the downgrading of the royal family is in full swing.

“Leaving him unchecked, won’t he just cause trouble?”

Probably not.

From the czar’s perspective, if Lee Kang came all the way up to northern Manchuria, it means he has nowhere else to go and won’t be causing trouble here.

In fact, he might have to seek Russia’s help, so what could he possibly do?

If he does go somewhere, it would be the U.S., but would Lee Kang leave the Koreans in Manchuria and travel all the way to America?

I don’t think so.

Crossing into Manchuria likely means he intends to fight Japan, unlike other royal family members who collaborate with them. If he goes to America, when will he return?

“As the Black Baron said, even the Koreans in the Asian Cavalry Division could be influenced. Let’s just leave it as it is. Besides, Japan is not our ally.”

For the Russians, there’s always the notion of seeking revenge for the Russo-Japanese War when the time and pretext arise.


The fact that the empire straddling East and West lost to an island nation in the Far East remains a scar in Russian hearts.

Considering the current enthusiasm, wouldn’t it be wise to seize the opportunity to take revenge on that island nation?

In preparation, I’m planning to prepare pretexts separately.

The Korean provisional government will become a necessary pawn when the time comes.

“Are you preparing for the future?”

“Yes. It hasn’t caused any problems just yet, has it? It’s wise to keep a trump card ready for any eventuality.”

“Yes. The Koreans are following the Far East Army’s control well. Surprisingly, they’re participating in Manchurian development more diligently than the Jews.”

Well, while Jews needed a place to settle immediately, Koreans are in more dire straits.

They need to build strength to fight Japan directly.

Moreover, they were forced to find a place away from Japan, which happened to be northern Manchuria.

If, later on, the Korean provisional government incites Koreans on the peninsula to rebel collectively, expelling Japan would become much easier.

If so, I’ll indeed need to visit the Far East.

Seeing how things are there would help gauge what to do when war breaks out with Japan.

“Hmm, I suppose I’ll need to visit the Far East at least once.”

“Right now, there’s nothing to see besides St. Sophia Cathedral, so we’ll likely be able to make a trip next year or the year after.”

Next year or the year after.

Hmm. I wonder if we can start drilling in the Daqing oil field by then.

We’re accelerating drilling technology development to extract oil, so something should come of it.

“It’s not exactly a sightseeing trip, so what does St. Sophia’s Cathedral have to do with it? Well, when everything is prepared, I’d like to see it, so let’s go when the time is right.”

Northern Manchuria has been under Russian control for nearly four or five years now. Why would northern Manchuria, a place where we must remove all Chinese influence, be any different?

It must have been quite Russianized by now.

“Still, haven’t we advanced Russianization quite a bit?”

“We’re developing the existing Manchurian urban areas to resemble Russian cities as much as possible.”

Even now, Constantinople is trying hard to recreate the Roman aesthetic, but since we secured northern Manchuria earlier, it should be fine. We’ve been managing it since the civil war.

“Your Majesty, speaking of Manchuria, Japan reached out to us today.”

“From Japan? Not the Manchurian forces this time?”

“Yes.”

Why so many love calls?

Do the Japanese really consider Russia their ally?

Ugh, that’s a bit revolting.

How painful would it be if they got backstabbed?

Alright. What could Japan want from us this time? What do they want that made them reach out again?

“What’s it about this time? Are they asking us to invade China together?”

“Not that. They expressed interest in joining the Anti-Comintern Pact.”

They want to join the Anti-Comintern Pact?

Now that’s unexpected.

“I suppose they heard about it somewhere.”

We aren’t exactly hiding it, but Japan seems pretty invested in Russia’s affairs.

Japan, in the Anti-Comintern Pact.

Historically, the Anti-Comintern Pact was signed.

However, in this history, it’s more than just an Anti-Comintern Pact; it’s a true military alliance against communists.

Japan must know that.

Are they saying they’ll take the Siberian Railway all the way to Europe to fight Germany?

Is that their condition for joining?

Isn’t that a bit greedy?

What business do they have in Europe?

“They’re expecting to fight and seek influence in Europe, right?”

“After winning the last war, they’ve become a bit overconfident.”

Are they really planning to reach Europe?

Do they think we’d bring Japanese forces to Europe just because they’re our allies?

I’m not sure, but if this historical change has made them think they’re on par with European powers and eligible for the Anti-Comintern Pact?

It’s not impossible.

“They want to expand into Europe.”

“Those yellow-skinned fellows have gotten quite audacious. Ha, we should’ve crushed them completely in the Russo-Japanese War.”

Yes, they’re indeed audacious. But racial discrimination isn’t good.

Japan’s narrative ultimately speaks of overcoming Anglo-American brutality and liberating Asia with something like a Greater East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere.

We shouldn’t hold prejudices against Japan until the moment we strike.

“We’re all human. Discriminating by race is not good. What does the Foreign Ministry think of this?”

“They’re inclined to accept under certain conditions. Rejecting might create discord in the Far East.”

That makes sense. The Anti-Comintern Pact serves as an extension of the Russo-Japanese non-aggression agreement for Japan.

The more complacent they are, the better it is for Russia.

Attaching a title is no trouble at all.

At least until the Russian Far East Army is strong enough to independently counter Japan’s northward expansion, it’s not a bad idea to grant some of Japan’s requests.

But we can’t always be agreeable.

If we keep giving in, what will be left for us?

Won’t they start looking down on us?

No, actually, this might be a good opportunity. It’s an Anti-Communist alliance, right?

That means it’s a defense pact against communists, and not all communists are in Europe.

At this moment, China has communists.

If, later on, Mao Zedong’s faction becomes well-known, won’t Japan attempt to intervene?

“Add a condition. Say that they can only send reinforcements against Germany at Russia’s request. Use the excuse of not giving communists any pretext. And let’s tell them they can help prevent the spread of communism in Asia.”

“Yes. I’ll do so.”

To avoid being taken lightly, we need to show some level of vigilance.


Therefore, Japan can only move at the request of Russian forces.

Then, Japan won’t be able to gain influence in Europe if we don’t call them, and they won’t pursue it too eagerly either.

But.

If that happens, Japan’s role in the Anti-Comintern Pact would be limited to pursuing communists in Asia, possibly even sparking the Sino-Japanese War.

Maybe they already have that in mind.



 
  Chapter 103 : Radio Station


Japanese Empire

Japan was closely monitoring Russia’s actions.

Since Russia’s policies in Asia might clash with Japan’s own, Japan had to consider Russia as both an ally and a potential adversary.

However, since its last intervention, Russia showed little interest in expanding into China.

Although it maintained good relations with the Chinese warlord Tian Zhongming, Russia did not display any particular ambition towards China.

Instead, Russia was in the process of forming a defensive alliance against Germany in Europe through an anti-communist pact, and Japan was confident that Russia would not seek to expand beyond North Manchuria or Mongolia.

“We’ll join too! We’ll join too!”

Japan, filled with a sense of national pride after its victories in the Russo-Japanese War and World War I, considered itself equal to Western nations and wanted to join the anti-communist pact alongside Russia, Britain, and France, although somewhat passively.

However, Japan had its own hidden motives for joining this influential group.

“Russia has agreed to accept our participation in the anti-communist pact.”

Prime Minister Hara Takashi received news from Uchida Kosai regarding Japan’s potential participation in the pact.

Due to Japan’s geographical distance from Moscow, it merely expressed a delayed desire to join the pact to Russia.

“There must be conditions, right?”

“They proposed that if the Japanese Imperial Army were to be dispatched to Europe, it would only be allowed via the Siberian Railway upon Russia’s request.”

The Minister of the Army, Tanaka Yoshikazu, who was listening to the anti-communist pact’s terms beside Hara Takashi, found this condition satisfactory.

After all, there was no reason for Japan to risk lives on the German front in distant Europe.

Even if Japan were to defeat Germany, what gains could it realistically expect from such a victory?

At most, Japan might obtain Russian guarantees on its interests in China, but Russia did not seem particularly interested in that either.

“That’s sufficient. The anti-communist pact, after all, is primarily aimed at countering communists.”

“But, does the anti-communist pact even hold significance for the Empire? It might be more like shackling ourselves.”

Prime Minister Hara Takashi doubted the relevance of the anti-communist pact. After all, Germany was quite far from Japan.

Moreover, considering the composition of the anti-communist pact nations, Japan had no need to venture into Europe.

Would Japan end up forced to supply arms if Russia requested aid to combat communists?

Japan had made considerable profits by selling arms during the recent Chinese civil war and secured its interests in China through mediation.

But that itself posed a problem.

“Why do you think so?”

“Don’t you know? The Chinese have claimed autonomy, transforming each warlord into a regional government. The Beiyang Government has vanished entirely.”

Indeed, that was the issue.

Claiming autonomy had led to the complete disappearance of the Beiyang Government.

In this process, Japan found itself uncertain as to which Chinese government it had engaged with.

Japan was already pouring substantial funds into Korea, as well as the South Manchuria Railway. It felt played by the Chinese’s wordplay.

As a result, support for Hara Takashi’s cabinet had dropped.

“You only see part of the picture, Prime Minister. The Communist Party is thriving under this autonomous governance in China.”

“Hm, yes, I’ve heard about Mao Zedong of the Chinese Communist Party.”

Mao Zedong, known as the successor of Tian Zhongming, was said to be leading a unique form of communism.

Whatever differences existed were irrelevant.

What mattered was that they were communists.

The anti-communist pact was a coalition against communism.

And in China, there was the Communist Party.

Later, if Russia went to war with Germany, Japan could justify an advance into the continent under the pretext of crushing the communists in Asia.

“When Russia faces off against Germany, we’ll assist them by advancing into the continent with the justification of suppressing the Communist Party in Asia.”

That seemed like a sound plan.

“It’s about justification, then.”

Prime Minister Hara Takashi did not particularly object.

After all, a stronger Japan would be beneficial, and it was unclear when a war with Germany might erupt.

Whether the Chinese Communist Party would still exist if war broke out with Germany remained uncertain.

Even if war did break out, there was no guarantee China could defeat Japan.

A country that couldn’t even finish its own civil wars would hardly be able to defeat the Japanese Empire.

“With the justification of crushing the Communist Party in China, we would be able to advance into China without interference from the major powers in the anti-communist pact.

Once the war in Europe ends, China will fall into the hands of the Empire.”

After clashing with Germany once more, by the time the war draws to a close, China will have entirely fallen into the hands of the Imperial State.

“A plot to devour China, is it? But do we really need China?”

Korea was annexed right away, and then even Manchuria followed.

The costs from both Korea and Manchuria aren’t small.

Especially with the army stationed in Korea, money is pouring out like water even now. Without the economic boom from the Great War, this would have been absolutely impossible.

Even then, Manchuria was only nominally a Japanese-owned railway company, but in reality, it was nothing more than a puppet state.

“Isn’t it insufficient to settle for only Manchuria? The Imperial State must continue to grow, and its future lies in China.”

Even after achieving victory in the Great War and enjoying an economic boom, how could one possibly hold back?

“The future of the Imperial State lies in China.”

“That vast expanse of land is far too valuable for the defeated Chinese people. Shouldn’t it be right for His Imperial Majesty to rule over that divided China?”

Taiwan, Korea, and South Manchuria—having come this far, surely China is next.

We must turn that vast China into something like British India, serving His Imperial Majesty and his subjects.

“Isn’t direct governance risky?”

“As you can see from the example of Korea, even making the Koreans His Imperial Majesty’s subjects comes with great difficulties. Directly governing the hundreds of millions of Chinese is unrealistic. Naturally, it’s best to leave them as a puppet state while turning all that vast land into the Imperial State’s own.”

Is the ambition not a bit too grand?

Assuming it does come to pass, what about the expenses of war and the international relations that will arise?

Well, by then, there will be a new cabinet in place, so what’s there to worry about?

Hara Takashi abandoned these thoughts.

A few days passed after burying the Romanov family at the Cathedral of the Archangel.

[Crackle, crackle—today’s broadcast is the national anthem of our homeland, Russia.]

From the Kremlin radio installed by Count Yusupov, the voice of a Russian woman flowed out.

To be able to hear this through the radio in this era.

“The radio of this age is truly amazing.”

Though it’s quite different from the radios I know.

It’s surprising to think that even this is thanks to Count Yusupov stepping into the radio business.

The Moscow Radio Station.

A radio station opened in Moscow, which had recovered from the ravages of the civil war.

In actual history, it was established in 1922 in Moscow.

If you look at it, you might think they’re two years late and falling behind in radio technology.


Of course, Moscow wasn’t the first.

Where I am, Ekaterinburg was the pioneer.

After the civil war ended in Ekaterinburg, it was established there in 1922.

Starting afresh with Ekaterinburg as the center was natural since that’s where my base was. Taking care of that place was part of it too.

In actual history, the White Army never even properly attacked Moscow, so it was spared from the civil war’s damage, but here, Moscow took quite a beating in the conflict.

And so, a radio station was established in Moscow this year.

[Today’s song is “The Farewell of Slavianka!” It was sung almost as a national anthem by some in the White Army during the civil war!]

The song “The Farewell of Slavianka” flowed sweetly from the radio.

In actual history, it was known as the White Army’s song.

Not only for the White Army; it was quite popular in the Slavic regions.

I looked at Count Yusupov, who had brought this form of entertainment.

“Hmm, the radio is quite enjoyable.”

“I’m glad it pleases Your Majesty.”

“Certainly, the radio industry is helpful. We’ll need to increase radio coverage as well. Russia’s vast expanse makes it challenging.”

It hasn’t spread all over Russia yet, but gradually, we must increase radio coverage.

Thinking of it, wireless technology is the best.

Even though it hasn’t spread as much as expected, it’s good to see the radio gaining traction in Russia.

“Isn’t it due to the legacy left by physicist Alexander Popov?”

“Who was he?”

“He was an imperial-era physicist and a wireless researcher. He was one of those who invented the wireless receiver.”

“Wireless, you say. Wireless would certainly be necessary for this vast Russia.”

“Recently, Dr. Tesla has been collaborating with engineer Guglielmo Marconi. They’re working tirelessly to achieve a wireless revolution. Perhaps something might come out of it?”

Who is Guglielmo Marconi?

I assume he’s also involved in wireless technology.

I don’t know much about that; I just hand everything to Tesla and ask him to take care of it.

Now that I think about it—

“Wouldn’t it be nice if telephones could work wirelessly?”

“Mm-hmm.”

His expression shows that he thinks it’s still impossible.

“I suppose I’m wishing for too much, but it’s just a thought. Nonetheless, if wireless telephones were possible, wouldn’t they be very advantageous militarily?”

“I’ll keep that in mind.”

“Don’t overdo it. Oh, by the way, who’s leading the Moscow Radio Station?”

“I am the first president.”

The first president—makes sense since he started it himself.

Count Yusupov really is involved in a lot.

Of course, Yusupov has made everything under my name while he manages the business himself, so there’s no problem with that.

It’s irksome, though. Why, you ask?

While I’m always handling grading or evaluations, this man gets to do what he wants.

I might have to find some way to put him to work.

“Count Yusupov seems to be taking care of everything.”

“Ahem. But isn’t my wealth also that of Your Majesty and the Romanovs?”

True, that’s correct.

Thinking about it, there are many ways to use the radio.

How about using Yusupov’s Moscow Radio Station to spread anti-communist propaganda?

Currently, anti-communist propaganda involves slogans like “Down with the Communist Party!” or banners here and there.

In schools, anti-communist education takes place.

We teach the students exactly how empty communism is. It’s all written plainly in the textbooks.

We’re raising all these students as staunch anti-communists.

“I understand that, Count. I know you’re working for this country without any personal motives. But, what if…”

“Yes?”

“What if we expand anti-communist propaganda through the radio?”

“Through the radio?”

“By referring to examples like the revolution in Germany, we can let the people of the United States know what’s happening there.”

Communism, which supposedly lacks freedom.

It seems to represent the workers, but that’s just a shiny façade.

In reality, communism is merely an ideology optimized for authority and dictatorship.

What if we broadcast all this over the radio?

Seeing Count Yusupov nodding, it seems he agrees this would be useful.

“Then, I will look into it.”

“Also, wouldn’t it be beneficial to inform the Russians about various European news? At the very least, they could think, ‘Russia isn’t like that.’”

You could call it propaganda.

By emphasizing Russia’s superiority while highlighting the situations in other countries, we show that Russia is indeed a better place.

“There’s a timely bit of good news.”

“Good news?”

“One of our radio station staff recently visited France’s ‘Radio Paris.’”

Radio Paris? A French radio station?

I wonder if they got any help with radio from the French side.

“And?”

“By chance, they encountered some news about England and France.”

News about England and France?


If it were just ordinary news, Count Yusupov wouldn’t bring it up.

I’m sure it’s news that would please me.

“Is there an issue?”

“Recently, communism has been slowly spreading in places like French Algeria and African colonies of Britain and Belgium.”

In the colonies?
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“Yes, communism is spreading.”

I don’t know the exact details of real history, but here, there exists a Communist Germany.

If Germany only focuses on finding its own way to survive, ignoring the Treaty of Versailles entirely, just how powerful could it become?

Didn’t they disregard the Treaty of Versailles after their revolution?

Unexpectedly, they might be strong.

“It must be Germany.”

When Britain and France are weakened, Germany stirs things up from within.

Whether Germany currently has that capability is a different question, though.

But to reiterate, the fear of communism doesn’t come from military power.

It’s the effect of propaganda.

With communist propaganda, even without weapons, if Germany has shield-slave cannon fodder willing to die for them, it’s a gain for Germany.

There’s no need for outright rebellion.

If they can even slightly shift Britain’s and France’s focus to their colonies, Germany will be well-positioned to strike.

Of course, the media tends to exaggerate things a bit.

When they say communism is spreading, it probably just means that colonial subjects are vaguely aware of it.

Hmm, inciting the colonies, huh?

But what are the odds that these colonial subjects will stage coordinated communist protests at just the right time?

Even if they manage it by sheer luck, Germany would need to unleash as much potential as in our original history.

“To what extent is it spreading?”

I don’t know the specifics.

“I’m not certain yet, but the important thing is that it’s spreading, right?”

“Indeed.”

Over time, they might even provide arms support.

Though Britain and France ended the First World War a bit early, didn’t they exhaust themselves supporting the White Army during the Russian Civil War?

If it’s known that news about communism is spreading, then the British and French governments would also know and be too busy focusing there.

It’s best to leave them be.

Rather than squeezing Germany right now, it’s better to let them be.

If we strike Germany while they’re in a gray area, it could turn into “The colonial empires are trying to crush communism!” and sway more support toward communism.

It’s best to make a big move first, then bring it under control.

“Alright, that’s enough. I look forward to working together from now on.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Now, the radio broadcast is done.

Next on the agenda is the Black Baron.

Recently, with Turkey discussing military agreements and such, the Black Baron has been visiting the Kremlin frequently.

“Your Majesty, Mount Ararat is now fully occupied by Turkish forces.”

Then, that means the Kurdish uprising has effectively ended.

I do feel a bit sorry, but it can’t be helped.

If Russia takes a moral stand and supports the Kurds, then they’d have to assist the colonies of Britain and France, which isn’t ideal.

“Airborne troops seem to be quite useful, don’t they?”

“Deploying paratroopers on a mountain didn’t yield the best results. It wasn’t entirely ineffective, but it was more effective to deploy airborne units to occupy the villages around the mountain and starve them out.”

Our supplied weapons must have run out by now, so that’s likely the end of it.

If Turkey’s airborne troops succeeded, then that’s good enough.

Since they succeeded in Turkey, they should be able to use airborne forces more strategically in the future.

“I see. Then they are indeed useful, right?”

“As you said, Your Majesty. If the skies belonged solely to Russia, we might be able to deploy airborne units to break enemy resistance.”

“That’s a relief.”

“And Türkiye has requested to purchase our Russian weapons.”

“Not bad, right? It means our weapons are gaining credibility.”

Thinking back to the days of the former empire, when we produced weapons through our allies, this is quite good.

I believe I’ve sufficiently proven my worth at this point.

Though grading every day is a bit tedious.

“What about Hungary?”

“As per Your Majesty’s orders, it seems the Hungarian forces are conducting regular military training at the borders. The Romanian forces seem to be responding with training as well.”

Interesting.

That’s amusing.

Hungary’s military training is ostensibly to stand against the Communist Party.

Romania is also keeping an eye on Hungary’s forces under the pretense of military training against communism.

One side aims to strike, while the other defends.

Ferdinand must be rotting inside.

It’s obvious to anyone that this is an unspoken protest for Transylvania.

Hungary probably justifies it by claiming they can’t train on the Austrian side.

If Romania is doing it, they could claim it’s in defense against an invasion from Yugoslavia.

Of course, Romania probably doesn’t actually think Hungary will invade.

“I doubt the Romanian forces genuinely believe an invasion is coming.”

“They must also be aware of the loopholes in the air defense agreement, right?”

They must know.

Ferdinand I might not know, but his queen, Marie, for all her scandals and illegitimacies, was still a capable queen.

But even such a queen—what can she do?

With an heir like that, no less.

And can they really handle both Russia and Hungary?

“They probably know. But they wouldn’t be aware of any special military operations, would they?”

Taking Transylvania with a bizarre justification right then and there.

Such an act would surprise Romania, Hungary, and even myself.

Moreover, a special military operation isn’t just a plan.

“Could they possibly predict Hungary doing such a thing just when there’s trouble on the Romanian throne?”

Could they even imagine Hungary noticing Romania’s power structure and approaching Carol around the time Ferdinand dies?

What would they do even if they found out?

If a small country like Romania ignores Russian arbitration, then what?

Would they go whining to far-off England or France?


As long as western Ukraine is intact, England wouldn’t care.

Even Britain and France should know the gaps in the air defense agreement.

Would they meddle unnecessarily in the Balkans?

“But is it true? Is it really possible the Romanian king might die?”

“We’ll only know when the time comes.”

Romania hasn’t seen any major historical shifts, has it?

The war ended early, but they devoured everything as expected.

But will Hungary be able to hold off on a special military operation until 1927?

In the few years ahead, who knows what might happen?

“By the way.”

“Yes?”

“Military training—it’s quite convenient, isn’t it?”

There’s also the matter of preparing for a potential landing in Italy later.

It’s good to give Romania a sense of ‘Wait, what are they up to?’

By making Romania feel a bit off-kilter, their forces might split along the coastline to prepare for a Russian landing.

Even though the Russian navy is weak, it could still handle the Romanian navy, and that would stir Romania a bit.

Notifying Romania in advance about the training might also be wise.

“What are you thinking about?”

“Doesn’t our Black Sea fleet still exist?”

Some battleships we received during the Civil War supported its reconstruction.

I’m thinking of taking out something that I have to do personally.

“We have a few battleships under construction with German technology. But I heard it’s still far from being a force, according to the navy department.”

Well, that doesn’t matter much.

Although naval power should be strengthened, the main battlefield for Russia is land, not sea.

With British naval assistance, sea control should be manageable.

Not that I’m saying we won’t strengthen the navy; it’s just not the time to discuss it now.

Anyway, what I’m proposing has nothing to do with fleet expansion.

I’m suggesting just one thing.

“How about conducting a naval landing exercise?”

A naval landing exercise—it’s quite novel.

With this, we could apply psychological pressure on Romania.

Romania might have to move its forces a bit.

“A naval landing exercise?”

“It would be ideal to conduct it near Romania.”

I stood up and pointed to the eastern coast of Romania on the map hanging on the wall.

We’ll just hover around those parts.

Even with the air defense agreement in place, they’d still have to guard their own waters, which would prompt their army to move as well.

Wouldn’t that make it easier to conduct a special military operation on Transylvania?

Ferdinand must be aware of Russia’s support for the reconstruction of the Austro-Hungarian Empire.

Even though Transylvania is promised, it would still make him uneasy.

“Are you saying we should conduct a landing exercise?”

“In Romania? How about asking for cooperation from western Ukraine? An exercise from Sevastopol to land in Odessa—no, that might provoke England.”

But Romania wouldn’t suspect any landing plans from Sevastopol to Novorossiysk or other Russian coasts.

Practicing a landing operation for a different country might be just the thing to prod Romania.

“Yes, Your Majesty. How about asking Bulgaria instead? Proposing a landing exercise in Varna or Burgas.”

“Bulgaria?”

Bulgaria, hmm. That might be a better choice.

“We’ve already accepted Bulgaria’s conditions, so why not inform them that it’s in preparation for a landing in Italy?”

Bulgaria—no complaints there.

Their military is limited after their defeat.

This issue didn’t come up during the last air defense agreement, but we could use disarmament talks to propose landing exercises to prepare for a future invasion of Greece.

“That’s true. And perhaps we could hint that we might support their landing in Greece if needed.”

“Yes, that sounds promising.”

Assisting Bulgaria with a Greek landing would be quite appealing to them.

Since Russia has already made a deal with Bulgaria, if they feel suspicious, we could explain it as preparing for a future landing in Italy and helping Hungary.

Actually, wait—why not add more to that?

“Indeed.”

“Go on, Your Majesty.”

This might work out quite well.

Is there really any reason to be subtle about it?

The Normandy landing was the most well-executed landing operation.

If we’re doing it, let’s do it right.

“Let’s go big. Propose a joint landing exercise to both Bulgaria and Türkiye. After all, they would also be prepared for a Greek attack.”

We’re allies in defense, after all.

Bulgaria and Türkiye already agreed to support Greece in a future war, so they’d accept this.

I’m not bad at this, am I? Even without extensive war knowledge, I think I’m pretty clever with this.

“Oh, that sounds excellent.”

“Would Admiral Kolchak be in charge?”

The navy department is handling it, while the air force, led by Igor Sikorsky, manages the airfield and design bureau.

Since we’re planning to use planes for military purposes, we’re supporting the design directly.

“The Black Sea and Pacific fleets are currently being reinforced.”

“Yes, let’s proceed with the landing exercise.”

Actually, landing operations in this era require practice.

Even the Gallipoli landing had complex issues.

“Instead of simply marching inland, we should conduct a landing in Greece and tighten the noose from all sides. That’s why we should try landing operations.”

“So you mean a full-scale training exercise, not just for Romania?”

“Yes, we should also prepare a manual.”


“Hmm, that sounds good.”

“The air force will decimate enemy strongholds in the landing zone, and infantry will land from the assault ships. Eventually, when dealing with the communist Italian fleet, we’ll need landing operations. It’s essential.”

A landing operation to check Romania.

But in the future, it could also serve as justification for practicing a serious landing operation to eventually capture Italy.

With Bulgaria’s assistance, it shouldn’t be difficult.



 
  Chapter 105 : The Queen is Broadcasting


The story of the landing drill, which began simply as a measure to keep Romania in check, had now taken on a more serious purpose.

They even managed to secure the perfect justification—landing in Greece and Italy.

Of course, if Romania let slip the details to Greece and Italy, it would create chaos. But when that happens, they could legally “tear Romania apart.”

“Understood. But wouldn’t Romania also know the justification for attacking Greece and Italy? What if they leak it over there?”

“Then we’ll just accuse them of being communist collaborators and tear them apart legally.”

Why overthink it?

Just corner them with, ‘Hey, aren’t you a communist collaborator?’ and proceed to tear them apart. Simple.

“I’ll try to discuss this with Admiral Kolchak of the Navy Department. Oh, and recently, radios seem to be spreading and becoming quite popular.”

“Yes, and?”

“I heard some anti-communist propaganda on the radio. Just a personal thought, but…”

“Go on.”

I leaned in to hear the Black Baron’s suggestion.

It seemed like he had a good idea.

“How about Your Majesty delivering a message directly to the United States citizens through a radio broadcast at a station?”

“Oh? Me?”

I do enjoy things like that, but what would I even say?

Wouldn’t that just look like an abuse of power?

But then again, I am the Tsar. It’d be kind of funny if I said, ‘I want to try a radio broadcast.’

Delivering anti-communist propaganda directly might be another matter, though. But still, speaking myself… I do have a position and reputation to consider.

Who would expect the Tsar to personally do something like that?

Wouldn’t the radio station staff grumble, ‘Ugh, the Tsar is just using her position to broadcast whatever she wants’?

“Yes, I think it would be a great idea for you to try delivering anti-communist propaganda directly. You do have experience from Ekaterinburg, Moscow, and Petrograd, after all.”

Hmm. That’s a good point.

I could clap my hands in admiration at the idea.

But that aside, can I really do it? That’s another issue entirely.

“But would it be okay for me to say it?”

“What do you mean by that, Your Majesty?”

“I mean, I’m not a radio station employee, nor was I invited there. Saying, ‘I want to go and broadcast myself,’ feels a bit… inappropriate, doesn’t it?”

The Tsar broadcasting using her authority!

That’s a bit much.

Granted, it might not cause too much trouble.

But back then, at the Fedorov Arsenal, I managed to pass as a journalist.

If even a small remark like this gets out, it could be problematic.

The Tsar monopolized radio airtime with the sole intention of anti-communism.

How would that be recorded in history?

Ugh, this doesn’t feel right. Honestly, it’s a bit embarrassing.

“On the contrary, I think people would welcome it.”

“Why? Wouldn’t they say I’m abusing my authority as Tsar? Using the radio station for anti-communist propaganda? That would stir up a lot of talk.”

Aren’t there quite a few socialists in media outlets?

There might be some in the Moscow Radio Station too. Although I haven’t heard anything particularly socialist when I listen to the radio.

“Hm, they wouldn’t point a gun at you, would they?”

“Your Majesty, I think you’re underestimating your own popularity.”

Popularity? What popularity?

“Well, popularity is just… what it is.”

Popularity-wise, I’m probably no more than a slightly well-known woman on 21st-century social media.

Other than that, I just whine about wanting to do things.

“Hm, I will follow Your Majesty’s will, but I think it’s worth trying once. They would likely accommodate you.”

Hmm, come to think of it, a Tsar delivering a broadcast personally!

“If we do it this way, it kind of makes sense, doesn’t it? A radio station where the Tsar broadcasts directly. Even just that would make the station famous.

Of course, someone might say, ‘What other radio stations are there besides the Moscow Radio Station right now?’ but still.

If the Tsar works directly at the radio station, it could bring some prestige.

Wouldn’t it blow up in popularity?

‘Let’s try it when the idea comes to mind.’

‘Yes, then I shall take my leave.’

Alright, let’s send the Black Baron off.

Now, as I think about it, broadcasting on the radio myself—this seems oddly appealing.

If I’m going to do anti-communist propaganda, wouldn’t it be best if Anastasia, a symbol of anti-communism, took the lead?

Hmm. That doesn’t sound like a bad idea, does it?

In that case, I should give it a shot.

‘Maria? Are you out there?’

I called for Maria, a woman recently appointed as my secretary at the Kremlin.

She’s a sort of maid who assists me by checking documents with me in my office and carrying out my orders.

At my call, a girl around my age entered the office.

‘Yes, Your Majesty. Did you call for me?’

‘Can you get in touch with the Moscow Radio Station? Tell them the Tsarina wants to try broadcasting.’

Let’s give it a try.

If the radio station says, ‘Even if it’s the Tsarina, we can’t allow it!’ then I’ll back off.

It might also be a good idea to let Duke Yusupov know in advance. But considering how busy he’s been lately, there’s probably no need to summon him.

‘Yes, I’ll look into it.’

‘Ah, if they object, don’t argue with them, alright? Pressuring them with authority isn’t ideal.’

‘Understood.’

I like how she accepts orders without asking unnecessary questions.

Maria—her name is so common in Russia, but she’s a woman from the White Army.

Apparently, she joined me as a volunteer from Yekaterinburg.

I couldn’t remember everyone from back then because there were so many people, but so I’ve heard.

Besides Maria, others from Yekaterinburg are employed at the Kremlin and are part of my guard here.

Among them, Maria holds the position of my personal secretary.

Originally, I considered bringing in people who had served the Romanovs during the old empire or those who had worked as maids or tutors for the OTMAA siblings, but—

Most of them either died during the civil war or returned to their home countries if they were foreigners.


So, I hired a large number of people from Yekaterinburg to work in the Kremlin.

This also signifies that I won’t neglect Yekaterinburg just because Moscow is now the capital.

The problem is with the Moscow Radio Station.

Now, what should I do if they refuse?

‘If they refuse, it would be embarrassing.’

Well, there’s no helping it. In that case, I’ll just have to set up a private radio broadcast at the Kremlin.

***

Moscow Radio Station.

Dmitry, the station director, was one of those who had participated in Duke Yusupov’s radio business.

When the radio was officially introduced to Moscow and the station was opened, he was appointed as director. He knew better than anyone who the mastermind behind this station was.

Anastasia Nikolaevna Romanova.

Yes, the Tsarina was behind this station.

Even Duke Yusupov admitted that the true owner of the radio broadcasting business was the Tsarina.

Yekaterinburg, Moscow—it was the Tsarina who had first started the radio business.

Dmitry, well aware of this, received a peculiar message.

‘Director.’

‘What is it?’

‘The Tsarina’s secretary from the Kremlin said the Tsarina wants to do an anti-communist broadcast.’

What? The Tsarina wants to do an anti-communist broadcast?

Dmitry blinked in disbelief.

Did he hear correctly? The Tsarina wants to broadcast on the radio?

‘Uh, is that so?’

It was baffling.

The Tsarina could show up anytime and say, ‘I want to broadcast,’ and this station would have to accommodate her.

Of course, doing it too casually would be inconvenient, but there was no reason to be so cautious about applying.

She could just come and ask casually, ‘Can I broadcast?’

There was no need to approach this so carefully.

‘Hmm. An anti-communist broadcast.’

It didn’t sound like a bad idea. And the Tsarina broadcasting directly?

That’s precisely what this station wanted.

After all, if someone as influential as the Tsarina broadcasts directly, it would significantly boost interest in radios among Russians.

Sure, radios are expensive, and the current distribution rate isn’t high.

In Moscow, perhaps only a handful of people own radios.

In Yekaterinburg, which became the Tsarina’s base during the civil war, the State Duma seems to have increased radio distribution rates, but—

For now, most Russians probably wouldn’t bother buying a radio.

But what if there’s a slight shift?

What if you could hear the Tsarina’s voice?

The hardcore monarchists wouldn’t be able to resist.

After all, when the Red Army was wiped out during the last war, a large proportion of the remaining White Army consisted of monarchists. If they could hear the Tsarina’s voice, they would use radios.

And naturally, the radio station would thrive.

Even putting all that aside, it’s the Tsarina we’re talking about.

How could anyone dismiss her?

Personally, Dmitry himself was from the White Army. If the Tsarina requested it, of course, he would cancel all other plans to accommodate her broadcast.

In the first place, broadcasts weren’t that active yet.

They played some music, prepared a few programs, but with low radio distribution, the priority was to encourage radio purchases.

Given that context, it was surprising that she wanted to do it herself.

But this was undeniably a profitable opportunity.

‘Accept it immediately.’

And so, the Tsarina’s visit to the radio station began.

The entire staff came out to greet her.

Unexpectedly, the Tsarina arrived in simple attire.

She entered confidently in formal wear, greeting and encouraging each staff member warmly.

‘Everyone, thank you for enduring the antics of this foolish Tsarina from early in the morning.’

Her tone felt more like that of a common laborer at a factory than a dignified monarch.

‘Oh, no! It’s an honor for us!’

***

Duke Yusupov had ensured that the radio business and other projects planned by the Tsarina were staffed primarily by pre-revolutionary White Russians, especially staunch monarchists rather than moderate socialists.

Thus, every staff member here could only express admiration for the Tsarina’s arrival.

‘I’m planning an anti-communist broadcast. Hmm, what would interest the United States citizens? If I’m doing this, I’d like to consider that.’

Dmitry clapped his hands at her question.

How could that be difficult?

Even the Tsarina’s personal experiences would likely inspire and move the United States citizens.

‘Ah, yes. It’s simple. You could briefly explain how you established a provisional government in Yekaterinburg, overcame the civil war, and detail the atrocities committed by the communists during that time. That way, the youth in the United States can develop a strong anti-communist spirit.’

Russia would likely become a place where communism could no longer take root.

‘Oh, that sounds good. But won’t it be boring?’

‘Hmm, I don’t think so,’ Dmitry replied hesitantly.

Of course, not. The Tsarina’s civil war narrative was practically a heroic saga.

From gathering volunteers in Yekaterinburg and establishing a provisional government to uniting with Admiral Kolchak’s White Army and retaking Tsaritsyn alongside the White Army of Southern Russia—

Winning back public sentiment through various welfare policies that turned against the Bolsheviks.

Then, the heroic battles in Moscow.

The Tsarina’s famous quote, ‘Nothing happened,’ came from the Battle of Moscow.

While Anastasia may not have known it, her words, ‘Nothing happened,’ left an indelible mark on the hearts of the White Army and Moscow citizens who greeted her.

If all that were calmly narrated over the radio, it wouldn’t be a bad idea.


‘Hmm. Alright. It’s a good way to kill time. Let’s do it.’

Let’s do it.

With just that one phrase, the decision was made. The Tsarina had commanded it.

With that alone, the radio station, staffed by White Russian monarchists, operated as though its lifeblood depended on accommodating the Tsarina’s broadcast.

‘Ahem. Well, let’s begin, shall we?’



 
  Chapter 106 : The Queen is broadcasting (2)


The serene flow of Charina’s voice streamed through the radio, reaching the ears of Moscow citizens where radios had been distributed.

“That day was horrifying. For me, it was so—a day when the heavens and earth turned upside down. I, who knew nothing and was merely confined in the mansion, was taken with my family by the Bolsheviks and imprisoned in the Ipatiev House.”

Charina’s story, emanating from the radio, was an anti-communist chronicle.

At first, many people tuned in out of curiosity, wondering, “Is this really Charina?” However, the words that came from her calm voice were shocking.

“The Bolsheviks, without any trial, indiscriminately shot my parents and siblings. Those self-proclaimed Bolsheviks, nothing more than criminals, committed horrific acts against my mother and sisters. They shot young Alexei, and even the loyal servants who stood by us to the end were executed simply for serving our family.”

“My father was incompetent as a Tsar. He didn’t listen to the voices of the people and responded with guns and swords. However, the execution that day wasn’t because of my father or the karma of our family. They executed us because we could have become a rallying point for the White Army, an opposition to the Bolsheviks. It was purely to protect their own power. I will refrain from saying more about what those Bolsheviks, who seized power through propaganda, did to the people, as everyone already knows.”

“After witnessing the Bolsheviks who executed my family that day, I realized they could never embrace Russia or its countless people. I, who alone survived that grave, gathered volunteers in Yekaterinburg and fought against them.”

Less than a decade had passed since the end of the civil war.

The land, rivers, and mountains hadn’t changed, and Moscow’s citizens—many from the generation that experienced the Red and White Civil War—knew well of the events. Whether they were from other cities, former White Army members, or those who had suffered under Bolshevik rule, they all were part of that war-torn generation.

They could now hear Charina’s experiences live through the radio.

At the war’s conclusion, with the Bolsheviks swept away and moderate socialists supporting Charina’s policies, many praised her, even if they weren’t monarchists. They eagerly wanted to hear more of her accounts.

“Let’s listen to the radio!”

“Me too! I’m going to buy a radio!”

The chronicle that began in Yekaterinburg spread to Moscow’s citizens and even to those in Yekaterinburg, where the first radio broadcasts had been established. Naturally, the number of people buying radios steadily increased.

Even those who had blindly followed the Tsar during the days of Nicholas II, when the cries of the people were ignored, bought radios.

“You can hear the Tsar’s voice?”

“If you’re a loyal subject of the Empire, you have to buy one!”

Their desire was simply to hear the voice of the Tsar—the voice of the last bloodline of the late Tsar, echoing through the air.

With various reasons, people increasingly purchased radios.

This went beyond Charina’s intent of sharing her anti-communist memoirs and promoting propaganda through the newly distributed radios.

“Director! Charina’s radio broadcast is receiving an overwhelming response! I heard the radio distribution rate has increased!”

“Of course. It’s Charina, after all!”

The radio’s distribution rate skyrocketed.



In a Siberian labor camp, Charina’s radio broadcasts could also be heard.

“This was Anastasia, Tsar of the Russian Federation.”

Her voice and her chronicles of the civil war were like an oasis in the desert for the guards stationed at the Siberian labor camps.

“Heh, Charina’s doing radio broadcasts now.”

“And we can hear it even here.”

“This radio broadcasting thing must be incredible. Didn’t they say that Dr. Tesla and Prince Yusupov developed it?”

The innovation of the radio was undeniable.

Especially in vast Russia, where the radio was an ideal tool for Tesla’s wireless revolution to connect the expansive land. With Prince Yusupov’s funding and Tesla’s technology, the performance of the radio improved significantly.

“Honestly, the world feels like it’s changing because the Tsar has changed.”

“Well, when you listen to the broadcasts, even Charina sounds regretful. The late Tsar met such a tragic end, after all.”

“Looking back, the ruthless execution really was just the Bolsheviks’ desperate attempt to suppress the White Army.”

Even among monarchists, opinions on the late Tsar were divided.

However, as the Bolsheviks’ incompetence and tyranny became widely known, coupled with the fact that the execution wasn’t a just act of retribution but a ploy to maintain their power, the late Tsar Nicholas II, despite his flawed reign, garnered sympathy.

Meanwhile, a man listening to the guards’ conversation from beyond the camp wall let out a scoffing laugh.

“Hah. Was it really the late Tsar’s death that brought about such changes?”

To think that it would lead to this.

If that were the case, it was truly simplistic and naïve.

Stalin couldn’t shake his suspicions about this “Anastasia.”

No, not really. If it were Olga, maybe. But Anastasia? Consider her age. Was such a thing even possible?

A princess who likely didn’t know the first thing about politics?

Anastasia, who had been known as a mischievous princess since childhood?

Could such a person transform after witnessing her family’s death?

At best, she should have been consumed by vengeance, lashing out recklessly. Yet, this felt as if every step was calculated and deliberate.

Moreover, the fact that only Anastasia survived was utterly baffling.

Was there even a way to survive in that situation?

Whatever the reason, she lived. It felt more like someone who had died had come back to life.

There were even rumors she had survived a bomb attack in Poland. At this point, it was almost fitting to call her an immortal witch.

Was something else wearing the princess’s skin?

The cruel woman who mocked Stalin after his emasculation that day was far from a mere girl.

“Well. What does it matter?”

Stalin ceased his pondering.

Whether Anastasia had truly been resurrected or something had taken over her body to lead Russia this far, well—

Regardless, Russia was functioning better than it ever had under the Bolsheviks. That alone was proof that the revolution had failed.

Even so, the unfulfilled revolution was regrettable. Yet, how many people in this frozen wasteland would rise up with Stalin to ignite a new revolution?

Before that could happen, the Okhrana’s bullets would surely find their mark on Stalin’s skull.

Still, while the revolution had failed, Stalin himself had not been executed.

Instead, he had been spared, though at the cost of his manhood—a metaphorical second death.

Still filled with countless grievances, Stalin stood tall even in this absurd situation painted by defeat.

Of course, it was far from the image of a communist.

“Father Stalin, it’s time for mass.”

“Has it already gotten so late?”

Stalin dusted himself off and stood up.

How many years had it been since he became a eunuch?

-“Seriously, why did you get involved with the Communist Party or whatever and end up like this?”

-“Sign your name here. It’s a blank conversion form. You’re renouncing communism.”

Now, Stalin was living as a priest in a Siberian labor camp, making the sign of the cross under the persuasion of his mother, who had come all the way to the camp, and under pressure from the Okhrana to convert.

If Lenin or Trotsky saw this, they would laugh until they clutched their sides.

Having been turned into a eunuch and abandoned even by his wife, who was imprisoned with him, this was the only thing he could do.

At least he hadn’t signed the conversion form. That was something.

Stalin hadn’t surrendered to the Okhrana.

Still, if he had one complaint…

He simply wanted to see the face of that damned German who had made him a eunuch.



Was the broadcast successful?

Hopefully, no one’s saying behind my back, “Ah, Tsarina, the broadcast is so haphazard.”

There were plenty of female staff at the radio station. Weren’t women good at gossiping behind people’s backs?

“Recently, radio purchases by the citizens of the Union have increased dramatically.”


“Not citizens of the Union—refer to them as nationals.”

“Ahem. Recently, radio purchases by the nationals of the Union have increased dramatically.”

Radio purchases were on the rise.

Did that mean there were more Russians with enough economic power to buy radios?

No, that didn’t seem right. It was more likely that people had developed an interest in radios and started buying them.

Sure, among the many Russians, there had to be a few who could afford radios.

Later, they would need to purchase color televisions too, but for now, radios would suffice.

“Why are you telling me this?”

“Well, the Duke Yusupov turned the radio business over to Your Majesty. Simply put, your name is now on it.”

“So my name is on the documents, is that it?”

Well, he’s certainly good at looking out for me.

If I’m not mistaken, Duke Yusupov is probably working hard, given the ideas I’ve provided him. He seems like someone with a keen nose for money.

“Your Majesty’s popularity is rising day by day.”

“No, I mean, why? Just because my voice was broadcasted on the radio?”

I couldn’t understand what that had to do with my popularity.

“Well, the citizens of the Union now follow and praise Your Majesty. Naturally, they’d be satisfied to hear your voice on the radio.”

“Are there really that many people who can afford radios?”

Radios must be expensive.

When I said some Russians might be able to afford radios, I only meant a small proportion could. From what Maria’s saying, it sounds like people are buying radios just to hear my voice, as if I were an idol.

“Even if it costs them dearly, there will be many citizens who find comfort just in hearing Your Majesty’s voice.”

Could there really be people like that in the world?

Still, I’m a little curious.

If my popularity is truly rising, then it’s not just because of my authority—it’s genuine.

“How much?”

“I believe all those who’ve followed the Romanov dynasty since the imperial era will buy one.”

People who have followed the Romanov dynasty since the imperial era…

So, the elderly are buying radios just to hear the voice of a Tsar who could be their granddaughter.

Oh, Lord.

Imagining it, I feel like I’ve done something terrible.

Radios in this era must be quite expensive.

“I feel like I’ve made a mistake.”

“What does it matter? It’s Your Majesty’s era. European nations are distributing radios already. Isn’t it all the more necessary for Russia, spanning from East to West?”

Maria may be simple-minded, but she has a point.

Yes, spreading my voice across Russia through radios to assert, “This is Russia!” seems necessary.

The problem is, for this to work, Tesla needs to bring his wireless revolution to fruition.

“To make this happen, it’s true we need a wireless revolution. Hmm.”

For a moment, I hesitated, but this side is settled.

Tesla will solve it in time.

Honestly, I only know his name and nothing else about him.

I’m barely getting by in this ruined world. What would I research or invent? I’m even from the humanities.

So, the next issue is obviously that.

Television. Television.

If radios become widespread, the next logical step is television.

Expecting a 21st-century computer in Anastasia’s lifetime might be too much, but color television seems achievable.

Wouldn’t we need people in that field to handle television production?

Yes, that’s the right move.

Wasn’t it Philo Farnsworth?

I believe he was the first to invent electronic television.

During the apocalypse, I studied to try running a television or computer and naturally learned about him.


Russia also had Vladimir Kosma Zworykin.

He went to America during the Russian Civil War and settled there.

I don’t know the details, but he probably worked with the Whites. Ultimately, his achievements shone in America.

Would this place be any different?

Or would he, due to some snowball effect, simply head to America as he did in actual history?
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“Wait a moment, then. Doesn’t it make sense to investigate this once?”

“Right now, Russia is prioritizing its engineers. The Ministry of Science and Technology is actively researching and developing new materials and technologies for future use.”

“You never know. There might even be someone working on television research.”

“Maria, is there any research related to television in the Ministry of Science and Technology recently?”

“I’ll look into it.”

“It would be nice if this television thing turned out well. Didn’t Germany acquire several patents and broadcast the Berlin Olympics on television with their existing technology?”

A short while later, Maria returned with a stack of documents and began to speak.

“Yes, there is. A person named Vladimir Kosma Zworykin has joined forces with Dr. Tesla to conduct wireless research. He is also working on television-related studies. Another collaborator is Kálmán Tihanyi, an electrical engineer and physicist from the Kingdom of Hungary.”

“Yes, that’s it!”

Zworykin. I had faith in this man!

Right. Just the fact that he remained in Russia says a lot.

Originally, this man must have been part of the White Army faction. If history went as it originally did, he probably served under the Kolchak government before moving to the United States.

I don’t know much about Kálmán Tihanyi, but it seems they’ve even invited physicists from other countries, including Hungary. Perhaps the improved relations due to the Anti-Comintern Pact made this possible.

Could we actually watch television before America?

“That’s fortunate.”

Thinking about it, it’s best to get started immediately.

Honestly, there might be a shortage of funds, but wouldn’t it be possible to gather some investors?

Considering the discussions already happening with the United States, it might be worth targeting American investments.

If America shows interest in television, we could accept their money and proceed with development.

If not America, collaborating with Anti-Comintern Pact nations to pool resources wouldn’t be a bad option either.

“So, the Ministry of Science and Technology is conducting research in collaboration with other countries’ researchers?”

“Yes, that’s correct.”

Then there’s potential.

It might be worth inquiring about investment opportunities in Hungary.

“Then wouldn’t it be better to request investments from countries with inventors conducting television research? We should also throw bait to America.”

To approach America, we’d need to utilize Ohkrana.

If we throw bait in America, won’t they send television engineers, scientists, or inventors our way?

Through this, we could lead the development of television under Russia’s initiative.

Of course, it’s essential to prevent Germany from buying up patents.

Given the growing systemic competition with Germany, it would be a disaster to let them gain the upper hand.

Even though the war hasn’t started yet, we need to take the lead in this technological race.

While those people focus on solidifying their communist system and meddling in British and French colonies, Russia will strengthen its national power and advance technologically.

Isn’t that a great plan?

These technologies can also be used militarily if necessary.

True to our reformist roots, we can continue to develop our military strength, recruiting from our vast populace.

Especially since we’re already advancing in aviation, by the 1930s, we could even rival British fighter planes.

However, the biggest problem remains.

Ultimately, it’s up to the State Duma to make the final decision.

This means allocating the national budget to technological development.

“Though I don’t fully understand, if Your Majesty decides this, the State Duma will follow.”

The fact that the State Duma will comply might itself be a problem.

Isn’t it dangerous for them to listen to me too much?

What if I’m just spouting nonsense?

Sometimes I wonder if I’m forcing them to do things against their will.

“Isn’t it too much to make them do things so forcibly?”

This, too, will eat up the budget.

If I push for this, the State Duma will need to redistribute funds. That makes me feel a bit guilty.

It might even interfere with Russia’s ongoing industrialization.

“They will likely welcome it with joy. After all, Your Majesty isn’t pursuing this technology for luxury.”

“Well, that’s true.”

Ultimately, this technological development will become the foundation for leading the world.

So, it’s being done out of necessity.

Besides, in this lifetime, I won’t live to see the 21st century’s scientific advancements. It’s not a personal desire.

It’s all about changing the future.

At the very least, the 21st century should surpass the original world in progress.

“Your Majesty, also, we’ve received a message from the Moscow broadcasting station.”

“Hmm?”

Why would the Moscow broadcasting station contact me?

Did they dislike my broadcast?

It’s not paranoia—I sometimes hear things.

Given how poorly the Romanov family has been treated, I wonder if they might lodge a complaint about my radio broadcasts, despite my personal authority as Anastasia.

“They’re wondering if you’d consider establishing your own private broadcasting station in the Kremlin.”

They want me to open a private radio station?

Ah, I see. They can’t solely cater to the Tsar, so they’re offering support while encouraging me to broadcast from the palace.

“Hmm. That’s a matter to ponder. From their perspective, does this mean I’m in the way? Are they saying they’ll provide equipment so I can broadcast from my office?”

That’s a bit annoying.

Even a kind Tsarina like me can get angry sometimes.

“Oh no, that’s not it. On the contrary, your broadcasts have been so effective that they’d like you to continue. They’re suggesting setting up a station in the palace for convenience.”

“So, it’s because the response has been positive?”

“Yes. Since the feedback has been excellent, and it benefits the station, they’re certainly not against it. After all, who wouldn’t love the stories of a war hero?”

That’s true.

From the station’s perspective, it’s probably inconvenient for the Tsarina to commute back and forth.

I can’t just hang around the broadcasting station all day, either.

If you think about it, broadcasting from here is for my convenience.

In that case, there’s no reason to refuse.

There are plenty of cleared-out spaces in the Kremlin where Bolshevik traces have been removed. They could easily be converted into a broadcasting room.

It might also be a good idea to use Maria for Kremlin propaganda.

Not bad at all.

“So, they’re accommodating me. Is that right?”


“Yes. In fact, they even offered to install the radio station for you. They said it would be an honor if you continued to broadcast.”

Then, thanks to the Tsar’s reputation, the radio station will flourish even more.

If the response is good, it shouldn’t end after just one or two broadcasts.

As they suggested, if I broadcast regularly, it’s more practical to handle it from the Kremlin rather than commuting.

It would be convenient to broadcast right after freshening up in the Kremlin.

“Not bad.”

Using radio, I could deliver speeches directly to all of Russia.

Of course, we’d have to wait for the wireless revolution to advance further.

Come to think of it, does this mean Yusupov’s radio business is thriving?

“Increased radio distribution means greater purchasing power for radios, doesn’t it?”

“Yes.”

“That means the radio industry is advancing.”

If you think about it broadly, my anti-communist propaganda is boosting radio distribution through its promotional effect.

If that’s the case, why not get Yusupov’s business to invest in television as well?

After all, Yusupov claims it’s my project, so adding television to the mix wouldn’t hurt.

I’ve emphasized the importance of television countless times.

Television is an indispensable part of human history.

Broadcasting what I say on radio through television would be even more effective.

Indeed, television needs to arrive sooner.

It might even be worth squeezing Tesla for more results. Should I check on his progress?

“Ah, Your Majesty, about that…”

“What?”

“It’s almost time for the National Duma meeting. Today, His Majesty is scheduled to attend.”

Come to think of it, the meeting (which is like a class) is about to start.

Perfect timing.

Maybe I should bring up the topic during the session.

This time, the agenda for the Duma meeting was related to the military.

Since the air defense treaty, issues concerning the military have been sensitive in the Duma, alongside industrialization.

“This amphibious training is good, but an amphibious operation inherently means securing naval supremacy. For that, we’ll need a powerful fleet. The Italian fleet in the Mediterranean isn’t a force to be underestimated. Even if we gather the Baltic Fleet and the small Far East Fleet together, wouldn’t it still be difficult?”

No matter how tough the situation is, wouldn’t we still be able to handle the Italian fleet?

No, wait. What if the Red Mussolini decides to focus entirely on their navy?

“If only we hadn’t suffered such losses during the Russo-Japanese War… sigh.”

“Still, we have Britain and France as our allies. If the British Mediterranean Fleet joins forces with our Black Sea Fleet, we can crush the Italian fleet, can’t we?”

Defeating the Italian fleet alongside the British fleet.

Honestly, that sounds plausible.

Now, if the Japanese formally side against us alongside Germany, they’re bound to target China, being part of the air defense agreement.

At least, given their alignment, they wouldn’t touch French Indochina or initiate southern operations.

This also means the British Eastern Fleet won’t be tied up with Japan. In short, if we fight the Communist Axis, we won’t lose in fleet battles.

But then again, there’ll be chaos in the colonies.

“What’s important is that we need to allocate budget to the navy as well.”

Kolchak, who is practically overseeing the Navy Department, finally spoke up.

Now that I think about it, if he’s also handling amphibious training, he’ll need to prove his worth.

Given his track record, he seems to have some experience fighting during the First World War as the commander of the Black Sea Fleet.

“Well, uh, the Navy Department seems to be misunderstanding something.”

Right. The Prime Minister is speaking up as well.

What could he be getting at?

“What kind of misunderstanding?”

“We are already building the Fyodorov-class battleships using German-transferred technology. Even the Kaiser of East Prussia couldn’t manage it and sold us ships. While not on the level of British standards, they’re solid enough to hold their ground anywhere.”

I see. So, the navy has already been strengthened sufficiently.

Of course, we’ll need to continue reinforcing our military, but Russia’s main battleground isn’t the sea. There’s no need to rush.

“Ahem. Don’t you think this is a bit much, especially with Her Majesty present? What I mean is, we should secure aircraft carriers like Britain or Japan.”

Hmm.

“Aircraft carriers, huh. I’m not sure if they’re that useful yet.”

Oh, right. Aircraft carriers might actually be necessary.

They’d be crucial for bombardments and support during landings.

On a personal note, don’t aircraft carriers have a certain allure?

Especially aircraft carriers from the World War II era.

And not just any major power’s, but Russian aircraft carriers—White Russia’s, not Soviet. Isn’t that cool?

“Well, it might be good to have some aircraft carriers.”

I blurted it out without thinking.

Honestly, we don’t absolutely need carriers.

It’s just my personal desire to have one. That’s all. But if building carriers ends up causing problems for the Russian Empire, that would be…

“Do you think aircraft carriers are useful, Your Majesty?”

Now that I’ve thrown it out there, I can’t take it back.

If I’ve already mentioned it, I should lean toward owning carriers.

“Wouldn’t it be good for aircraft carriers to support amphibious operations? It might also be worthwhile to develop landing ships for amphibious support.”

After all, Russia is a nation that once competed with the British in the Great Game.

We should redevelop our fleet accordingly.

“Then we’ll have to allocate a budget for carriers as well.”

“With Dr. Tesla’s radar, it should be feasible to effectively use them in fleet battles.”

Ah, so that’s it. Kolchak must have wanted to bolster the fleet using Tesla’s radar.

The Yagi radar here is being referred to as Tesla radar.

“If we go with Your Majesty’s plan, we’ll also need to develop aircraft for the carriers. The Air Force will have to focus on developing more planes.”


Hmm.

“Aircraft development is already underway under Air Force Minister Igor Sikorsky. Although he couldn’t make it here, a man named Sergey Ilyushin is reportedly working on designing planes. They’re so desperate to develop aircraft that building carriers or landing ships immediately seems…”

Sergey Ilyushin?

Oh, I’ve heard that name before. Isn’t he the guy who worked on Soviet aircraft development?

Then we probably can’t redirect funds from the Air Force budget.



 
  Chapter 108 : Navy Budget (2)


“How about asking the British for a technology transfer for aircraft carriers?”

“I don’t think that’s a good idea. Asking the Brits for this and that feels a bit wrong, doesn’t it?”

Right, this is a matter of pride.

Besides, do we really think Britain would willingly share all their aircraft carrier technology with us? After all, they were once our rivals in the Great Game.

Now that Russia’s situation has slightly improved, we can’t go around asking Britain for favors again.

If that’s the case, perhaps we should consider other methods.

“What about collaborating with Japan on technology?”

“Japan?”

Japan suddenly comes up here?

I know Japan has quickly deployed aircraft carriers into actual combat. But still, with Japan?

If we gain something, we’ll also have to give up some of our technology.

“Our Russian tank technology is superior to Japan’s, as I understand. What if we offer some of that in exchange for aircraft carrier cooperation?”

Offering tank technology for aircraft carrier technology?

This doesn’t seem like a fair deal.

“Still, giving away tank technology seems a bit much, doesn’t it? Wouldn’t it be better to offer resources instead to secure cooperation on aircraft carrier technology?”

Personally, I think it wouldn’t be a bad idea to share some tank technology and encourage Japan to focus more on their army, letting them further clear China during the Second Sino-Japanese War.

But sharing tank technology might backfire later. What if Japan betrays us and our army suffers heavy losses as a result?

“What if they reject the proposal?”

I hadn’t thought about Japan refusing.

Strengthening our navy is desirable, but fundamentally, as long as Russia can defend its own waters, the navy remains a secondary option.

As for sea control, Britain can handle that.

Even if those pirates complain, “Why should I help Russia?” it doesn’t really matter.

We don’t need to land in Italy. We can push down from the ground with Austria’s army and hang Red Mussolini at the gas station.

But if Japan outright says no…

Should we then offer tank technology after all?

It’s not like developing aircraft carriers on our own in Russia is out of the question.

We could just bring in German engineers to get the job done.

Right, we can take our time with the aircraft carriers.

If it works, we’ll get them. If not, we can focus on improving the performance of our aircraft for now.

Wait, does this mean the current military budget is heavily skewed toward the army and air force?

Can we even afford this?

“Alternatively, what if we formed a technical cooperation group with other nations under the air defense treaty?”

“That would benefit too many nations. It’s not viable.”

I decided to ask the ministers arguing over budget issues.

“So, the military budget is currently skewed toward the army and air force?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. While the navy is being strengthened, it is far behind compared to the army and air force.”

So, to summarize:

The navy is building a few more battleships of the Petrov-class, and we have some ships acquired from Germany, but overall, the navy is significantly behind compared to the army and air force.

But it makes sense for priorities to shift this way.

Let’s be realistic. Unless we plan to face the United States head-on, we don’t have territories across the sea to defend.

We need to strengthen the army and air force to protect the land we already have.

“Honestly, aircraft carriers can wait. We already have plenty of ships Germany tried to scuttle but sold to us instead. Now is not the time to focus on the navy.”

“But the navy is essential if we want to turn the Mediterranean into our sea in the future, isn’t it?”

“We currently have 10 battleships, 12 cruisers, 72 destroyers, and 20 submarines. Including other vessels, that’s over 200 ships. We can’t even maintain all of them right now.”

“Many of those are barely functional. We’re only able to maintain them thanks to the ships we bought from Germany. And most of the fleet is outdated. The performance gap between generations is like having a wall in their capabilities.”

Russia, which struggles even to fully arm its infantry in wartime, can’t afford to equip its navy with the latest ships.

Thus, the 200-ship fleets of the Black Sea and Baltic Sea are mostly outdated. That’s what they mean.

Isn’t that still quite a lot?

“Your Majesty, the navy does need more funding. Aircraft carriers would be essential for any amphibious operations.”

So, we need aircraft carriers just to conduct amphibious operations?

Sure, I find aircraft carriers fascinating, but I’m not about to bankrupt the country with military expansion.

Admiral Kolchak seems keen on making proper use of the navy.

But if you ask whether building aircraft carriers is feasible for Russia right now, that’s another matter.

“We haven’t even formally proposed anything to Japan yet. Aircraft carriers can wait. For now, we can just focus on fitting out older ships and using their decks for fighters. It’s not like the air force can create airborne carriers. We can take our time.”

If Russia’s situation makes it impossible to build proper carriers, then that’s a problem.

Building things without a clear plan only leads to wasted budgets.

Perhaps we could look into developing amphibious assault ships later.

That might work out.

But as I said, now is not the time to invest in the fleet.

“Fine. We’ll postpone aircraft carriers for now. Convey to Admiral Kolchak, commander of the unified fleet, that as per Your Majesty’s words, we will explore the proposal to Japan. If that fails, we’ll delay the matter further.”

Got it.

“If it is His Majesty’s will, there is no choice.”

“That’s right. Couldn’t Japan share some information about their aircraft carriers?”

I had to console the dejected Kolchak.

Meanwhile, it seemed like the Air Force was seriously considering my proposal about aerial carriers. However, I decided to play dumb and move on.

“Anyway, we can’t just pour all the growing budget into military expenses.”

“Then, do you have something in mind?”

Ah, finally. Now, it’s my turn to speak.

Rubbing my hands together, I opened my mouth with anticipation.

“There are already many things under development, but wouldn’t it be better to focus on television research?”

“Television? What exactly are you referring to?”

So, television isn’t widely known in this era yet.

“This is what I have in mind.”

I sketched it out myself.

Unlike the thin, wall-mounted televisions of the future, I drew a bulky cathode-ray tube TV.

I even roughly illustrated how the broadcasts could be viewed.

This was all I could manage, given my lack of expertise in this area.

While I couldn’t predict how much of an impact my suggestion would have, considering it delayed Kolchak’s aircraft carrier plans, I hoped for the best.

“Indeed. With this, people across Russia could behold His Majesty without requiring His presence in person.”


“Pardon?”

“Ah, you must have thought of this inspired by radio broadcasts. Even now, many rejoice at hearing His Majesty’s voice over the radio. Imagine how they’d feel seeing him directly.”

Wait, how did he interpret it that way?

Well, as long as it helps develop televisions, I’m all for it.

“On that note, wouldn’t it be good to seek investors from other countries as well?”

“Do you have a specific country in mind?”

If I had to name one, it would be the United States.

“I’m considering the United States.”

After all, Philo Farnsworth is there. Collaborating with him seems like a good idea.

Though it would be nice to surpass the U.S. in certain fields, it seems wise to work together on television technology.

After all, Philo Farnsworth was the first to invent an electronic television.

“Alright, I’ll look into it. So, this television research must already be underway at the Ministry of Science and Technology?”

“There are already a few researchers working on it. Since it’s come up, why don’t we go take a look?”

Thus, I decided to visit the Russian Ministry of Science and Technology in person.

“Greetings. It’s an honor to meet the scholars contributing to the advancement of humanity’s science.”

“Your Majesty, what brings you all the way here?”

What brings me here?

Naturally, I came to see how things are progressing.

“I wanted to commend Dr. Tesla regarding the recent advancements in radio technology.”

“Ahem. Your Majesty has already provided substantial support.”

Yes, I’m aware of the support.

A significant portion of Russia’s national budget is allocated to Dr. Tesla, separate from Yusupov’s contributions.

“How is the wireless research coming along?”

“I promise that before I die, the entirety of Russia will be connected wirelessly. I’ll prove that I’m greater than Edison.”

I didn’t even mention Edison, but he seems quite fixated on him.

He must be keenly aware of what Edison might be doing while he spearheads the wireless revolution here.

“Good. I like your ambition. Now, about television—do we have someone currently working on its development?”

“I believe Zworykin has been researching televisions.”

Tesla then brought forward Zworykin, who indeed seemed to be working here.

So, he really was here. This means Russia could lead in television development.

Einstein, Nikola Tesla, Zworykin, Kálmán Tihanyi, and other physicists… I’m eager to see what they’ll produce.

“Ah, so you are Zworykin?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. It’s an honor to meet you.”

“You’re working on television development, then.”

Given the changes in history, I thought he might have pivoted to something else. But apparently, while assisting Tesla, he’s still focused on television development.

That pleases me greatly.

“Yes. It’s something I’ve been interested in for a while, and the Ministry of Science and Technology has supported my research efforts.”

Good. 

That’s a relief.

I’m quite satisfied. This means we can anticipate progress in television technology.

Once television is done, I should set my sights on computers.

Before that, though, it might be good to ensure the television they produce aligns with the vision I have in mind.

I handed Zworykin the television design I had previously shown to the national Duma.

“I’d like televisions to look like this. Can it be done?”

“Hmm. It’s hard to say without immediate development, but I’ll do my best to make it happen.”

Good. I like the word “effort.”

I personally believe that those in this room are immensely talented individuals.

These are geniuses who have left their mark on history, far ahead of their peers.

If they put in effort as well, who knows what wonders they’ll create?

Feigning ignorance, I responded.

“Oh, really?”

“Since it’s Your Majesty’s command, I’ll make it happen.”

“Thank you. I’ll also seek foreign investors, so feel free to develop it as you see fit.”

The Duma members who had followed me seemed equally intrigued by the research and development efforts of the Ministry of Science and Technology.

Even with assistance from the United States, developing televisions could elevate Russia’s global standing.

I’m looking forward to it.

***

Meanwhile, in the Japanese Empire, the Navy Ministry convened an emergency meeting in response to a proposal from the Russian Navy.

For Russia—the northern bear and once a naval power that had commanded respect across the world—to request aircraft carrier technology from the Empire of Japan…

This was a significant event for Japan, which was currently steeped in national pride.

Following the resignation of the Hara Takashi cabinet, which had maintained relations with Russia amidst the Great Earthquake and subsequent improvements, Kato Takaaki was appointed Prime Minister, forming a new cabinet.

The new cabinet took Russia’s request seriously.

“Russia has requested technical cooperation regarding aircraft carriers.”

“From Russia?”

Prime Minister Kato Takaaki sought the opinion of Navy Minister Takeshi Takarabe regarding the proposal from the Russian ambassador.

While the official request pertained to aircraft carriers, the real question was likely about the level of Japan’s naval technology.

“In exchange, Russia has offered to provide resources needed by the Empire.”

“Hmm. If Russia is rebuilding its navy, doesn’t that pose a threat to the Empire?”

“The Russian ambassador claims it’s to bolster the Black Sea fleet against the Italian Navy.”

Bolstering the Black Sea fleet to counter Italy essentially implies a desire to turn the Mediterranean into a Russian-dominated sea.

Whether that benefits the Empire is another matter entirely.

“Would this be to our advantage?”

“If there’s any advantage, the Empire could rise even further under the rising sun.”

“Wouldn’t it be better to send our fleet to Europe and engage Italy directly?”

Prime Minister Kato Takaaki pondered briefly before shaking his head.

It seemed pointless to consider such actions when no war had yet begun.

“No, that’s not an option. Sending our fleet to Europe would yield no benefits. Besides, Russia has already agreed to let the Empire expand into China. Moving into Europe is beyond the Empire’s current capabilities.”


Why should the Empire’s fleet perish in the distant Mediterranean?

“Aircraft carriers or not, this essentially means transferring the Empire’s latest naval technology. Hmm.”

That was indeed a concern.

Although Russia was currently an ally, it had once been an adversary in naval battles.
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“Wouldn’t Russia eventually acquire this technology on its own, given enough time? Furthermore, accepting Russia’s request for technical cooperation could help us contain the British fleet.”

“What do you mean by that?”

This decision is tied to the future of the Empire.

The Russian fleet, much like how the British once used Japan as a gendarme in the Far East to block Russia’s southern expansion, could become a gendarme to counteract the British fleet’s influence in Asia.

“Even though they are currently allies, weren’t Britain and Russia once the two great powers that divided the world during the Great Game? The Russian fleet used to be quite formidable. Though after their defeat against the Empire, their recovery has been challenging.”

“And so?”

“Moving forward, the Empire’s fleet will have to take responsibility for Asia. In that context, the British fleet would be an obstacle—specifically, the Eastern Fleet. While Germany remains a common enemy for now, if Russia’s fleet strengthens, Britain would likely focus its fleet in Europe to counterbalance Russia.”

That reasoning does make some sense.

“So, the Russian Far East Fleet…”

The Russian Far East Fleet.

To be honest, it’s currently more or less useless.

Word is, Russia is preparing for naval battles against Italy. Moreover, their request for cooperation with the Empire essentially confirms that Russia’s fleet isn’t very strong at the moment. If they were to engage in a decisive battle with Italy, they would likely pull the Far East Fleet back to Europe.

“Russia has already divided Manchuria with the Empire and signed a non-aggression pact. There’s no need to worry about the Far East Fleet. If we’re not planning to expel the British fleet by force, we can use Russia’s naval power to keep Britain in check.”

Even without the fleet, Russia already shares a border with the Empire via the South Manchurian Railway.

If war breaks out, it would likely result in a ground battle.

The military envisions making Asia part of the Empire’s sphere of influence.

This would inevitably lead to clashes with Britain.

Britain’s Eastern Fleet is no pushover. However, engaging in war is tricky, as Britain is also part of the mutual defense agreement.

Wouldn’t it make sense to maneuver Britain’s fleet towards Europe instead?

If Russia’s European fleet becomes stronger, Britain would have no choice but to feel the pressure.

“Indeed, that makes sense.”

Japan decided to transfer fleet technology to Russia, hoping that the Russian fleet would obstruct the British fleet.

Contrary to Anastasia’s predictions, Japan accepted Russia’s request for technical cooperation to dominate the Asian seas.

Japan also accepted the U.S. Navy Department’s proposal.

This news was enough to stir the Russian State Duma.

Japan accepted a proposal that was initially thrown out as a mere possibility.

This meant allocating a budget for rebuilding the fleet.

“Japan has accepted our Navy Department’s proposal.”

“They’ve agreed to this?”

“What are their intentions?”

“As long as we provide Japan with the resources they need, they are willing to cooperate on fleet technology on the condition that we do not strengthen the Far East Fleet.”

They agreed to cooperate on fleet technology?

And it’s related to aircraft carriers? That’s rather peculiar.

“Does the Navy Department know why Japan made such a decision?”

“It seems too subtle to call it mere goodwill. However, given the condition not to strengthen the Far East Fleet, it seems they want us to focus solely on Europe.”

To that extent?

Only on the condition that the Far East Fleet isn’t strengthened?

No matter how you look at it, this seems rather convenient.

“If that’s the case, it makes sense. But what does His Majesty think?”

“Hmm, I’m not sure.”

This is quite ambiguous.

With history having changed, it’s hard to predict Japan’s true intentions.

However, considering their interest in advancing into China, they may be even greedier than in actual history.

There are even claims that had they secured oil supplies, the Second Sino-Japanese War might not have happened. And in this situation, which predates any oil embargo, Japan is already eyeing expansion into China.

This implies they might also target the South.

Perhaps they are considering that during a major war in Europe, with a powerful fleet, they could secure French Indochina and turn the southern seas into their backyard.

However, war would be challenging. This suggests that during a major European war, the Japanese Empire, with its typical opportunism, might stir up resistance forces in French Indochina and demand the territory from France.

For this plan to succeed, Britain’s Eastern Fleet must be absent from the Pacific or the South China Sea.

“Ah.”

A realization suddenly hits.

For the Eastern Fleet to withdraw to Europe, there must inevitably be a strong competing or hostile force with a powerful fleet. If Russia is rebuilding its fleet, the interests align.

Of course, this is still speculative.

But isn’t it the most plausible explanation?

Otherwise, it doesn’t make sense for Japan to give away its technology just for some resources.

Could it be that Japan’s technology is falling behind?

Or perhaps they calculated that, since we received German technology, it would balance out. Regarding aircraft carriers, they might just be providing a blueprint with a mindset of “good enough.” Alternatively, they might genuinely consider us an ally and think, “Here, take this!”

Who knows?

“Looking at it from all angles, it seems that we could eventually develop an aircraft carrier ourselves. The real question is whether we do it sooner or later, but Japan has now lent us a hand. Given Japan’s historical tendencies, they’re full of sinister schemes. If that’s the case, my hypothesis might hold water better.”

I clapped my hands.

“Japan is targeting China. This essentially means they are eyeing all of Asia. For Japan to fully claim Asia as its own, they would need to secure dominance over the Pacific and the South China Sea. However, the British and French fleets stationed in Asia would pose obstacles.”

“Ah, so they’re hoping we expand our fleet, forcing Britain to feel threatened and recall their Asian fleet to Europe.”

“Exactly. Japan might be planning to treat the Pacific and the South China Sea as their naval backyard to establish dominance over Asia. But having to contend with both the U.S. and Britain at the same time would be a headache for them. Furthermore, under the current Anti-Air Agreement, declaring war on Britain and launching a surprise attack is unlikely. Without direct conflict, the best way to move the British fleet to Europe is through such strategic maneuvers.”

“This could lead to a new arms race with ships, couldn’t it? The British pirates, so proud of their navy, wouldn’t tolerate having a Russian fleet that surpasses theirs.”

“Hmm. So, what you’re saying is, we need to invest in our navy?”

“Italy and Greece aren’t island nations. We could pressure them from the land; there’s no need to go out of our way to benefit Japan, is there?”

I tapped my temple with my finger, pondering. Allowing Japan to gain an upper hand doesn’t sit well with me. Yet, it might be necessary to prop them up for a while.

If Japan firmly believes that Russia is a steadfast ally, they’ll move forward with their southern strategies without hesitation. 

And if this reignites competition between Russia and Britain, even if not to the extent of the Great Game, Japan will feel emboldened to act more audaciously in Asia.

Such developments might bring an earlier end to the war with Germany. Perhaps Japan might even engage in a larger-scale conflict with the U.S. than in actual history.

However, the U.S. hasn’t yet emerged as a superpower, nor have they granted Korea independence. I see no reason to accommodate the U.S., but that presents its own challenges. 

Unlike history, there’d be no need for lend-lease aid to the Soviets, nor a Normandy invasion. If the U.S. can focus its full force on the Pacific in a solo battle against Japan… Hmm.

It would surely be an epic showdown. Unless Japan develops nuclear weapons, the U.S., enraged by Japan’s audacity in the Pacific, might launch an overwhelming operation to crush them. That said, even in the immediate scenario, this isn’t necessarily bad.

If Japan runs rampant in Asia, they will inevitably clash with British and French spheres of influence. To avoid the hassle of confronting Japan directly, Britain might cede some interests to Japan and concentrate their fleet on Europe.

In that case, why not invest just enough in the navy to avoid overburdening the budget?

“Let’s allocate only as much budget as won’t strain our finances.”

“Do you intend to play into Japan’s hands?”

This isn’t about pride or catering to Japan’s desires; it’s just one of many possibilities. The critical point is that Japan accepted our proposal.

“If Britain concentrates its fleet here, won’t that make it easier to strike Germany and Italy?”

Whether they monitor us or not, if Britain focuses its fleet on Europe, would Italy even stand a chance?


“That makes sense.”

“Even with the transfer of aircraft carrier technology, it’s not something that materializes overnight. One or two carriers should suffice. Admiral Kolchak can oversee their design, can’t he?”

Kolchak, after all, has been eager to have them. One or two carriers should be feasible. As a former commander of the Black Sea Fleet, Admiral Kolchak should have enough expertise to handle it.

“The funds we secured during the Chinese Constitutional Protection War through mediation should cover the aircraft carrier budget.”

Krivoshein’s expression turned sour as he continued.

“Rebuilding the fleet with carriers as the centerpiece is still out of reach, isn’t it?”

“Indeed. While our situation is better than in the imperial days, and we are expanding, the reality is we cannot simultaneously invest in the army, navy, air force, and internal industrialization. The army fares well thanks to Germany pouring resources into countering France, but much of our attention is consumed by the air force.”

“Then our naval strategy against Italy will depend on collaborating with Britain or France. Italy’s strength lies in its navy, so its army must be weaker. Given Italy’s limited national capacity, they can’t invest equally in everything.”

Historically, Italy was never particularly formidable. Mussolini tried to elevate Italy to great power status, but their efforts often fell short. 

Their involvement in the Spanish Civil War and the disastrous attack on Greece during World War II were prime examples.

If Italy concentrates on its navy, their ground forces will inevitably be weaker. Austria’s armies could push through on land, but first, we need to address Germany’s designs on Sudetenland.

“Understood, Your Majesty.”

Kolchak bowed his head, visibly disappointed. Such is life. Japan’s cooperation on technological exchange is valuable, and they achieved some success in the early stages of World War II. 

However, simply adopting Japanese technology won’t guarantee our own strength. It might even present issues.

Can we just mimic their methods? Naturally, we’ll adapt them to suit our needs, but Japan’s carrier experience is still in its infancy. Learning from them might serve as a reference, but no more.

Given our limitations, we must accept that this is an impractical goal for now. Even reaching this point has been a miracle, achieved by leveraging our resources, crushing internal Bolshevik dissent, and kickstarting industrialization.

With the collapse of Germany, we’ve gained substantial benefits, but the navy doesn’t have to focus solely on carriers.

“Perhaps we could explore submarine development instead, like the German U-boats.”


Germany’s U-boats were highly effective during the world wars, especially considering their limited naval strength. Churchill himself feared U-boats throughout World War II. A focused U-boat strategy might yield better results.

“Submarines?”

“The Imperial Navy used U-boats effectively during the Great War. It’s just a thought, but wouldn’t submarines demand a smaller budget than carriers?”

“Indeed.”

Yes. I’ve already negotiated with the one-armed gentleman about this. If U-boat development is already underway, why not commit to it? It could prove fruitful.



 
  Chapter 110 : Anastasia Attention


“Yes, Your Majesty. That will also be reviewed by the Naval Department.”

Now, if 1930s Russia, bolstered by its national strength, focused on producing ground weapons diligently, it could work out.

In short, whatever schemes Japan tries to pull, it’s not necessarily bad for Russia.

“But if the Japanese Navy dominates Asia, our Far East could be at risk. The Russo-Japanese War itself was a war fought without their declaration, wasn’t it? If they succeed in Asia, as Your Majesty mentioned, they might target our United States in the future.”

Targeting the United States.

Right. When they have no other places left to attack, they might set their sights on Russia.

If they manage to turn China into a puppet state, strike a deal with France in the Southern Operation for Indochina, and seize the Philippines from America?

They might consider targeting Russia, given they’ve defeated us once before.

Still, that insane Imperial Headquarters doesn’t seem like it would choose a peaceful path different from the historical one.

“In that case, God will help us.”

“Excuse me?”

I shook my head.

“Oh, I’m just saying. Nothing is set in stone. Since we’re already anticipating war with Japan, wouldn’t it make sense to prepare our Far East Army under the pretense of preparing against China, rather than focusing on the navy?”

Even if it’s just speculation, isn’t it plausible that if Japan grows too arrogant, they might aim for Asia and attack the Philippines?

After all, since they’re on the same side as Britain, the burden would be lighter. They could quickly take the Philippines and propose negotiations with the U.S.

For example, they might say, “If you acknowledge Japan’s interests in the Philippines and the Pacific, we’ll cooperate in other areas.”

Given that Japan once slapped America with the Pearl Harbor attack, believing the U.S. would respond to negotiations afterward, such a scenario isn’t entirely impossible.

Of course, this is just my imagination.

What will actually happen remains unknown.

But by then, nuclear weapons might be developed.

For instance, if Japan targets Russia instead of the Philippines, we might have to defend the frontlines, secure air supremacy, and deploy nukes first.

“Indeed, that makes sense. Understood.”

“Excuse me?”

“I will follow Your Majesty’s will.”

The military is simply following my words without question.

What peculiar people.

If this speculation turns out to be accurate, Japan is destined to fall, and British colonies won’t last long either.

Especially if Communist Germany stirs the pot, Britain might later grant independence under the condition of establishing a pro-British regime rather than a communist one.

Whatever the case, once Communist Germany has planted its red seeds, the aging British lion will struggle to maintain its colonies.

Germany likely intends to drain Britain and France of their strength.

For Communist Germany to provoke Britain and France’s colonies is a one-way strategy.

This makes me curious.

“Have there been any significant developments in Britain and France?”

Aren’t they struggling because of Britain right now?

Russia currently has no significant resources, and regions like Central Asia and the Caucasus, where enemy forces were eliminated, have been incorporated into the United States.

While watching from across the river, it would be troublesome if Britain and France weaken themselves too much in their colonies.

Britain has its fleet, but its army is thin, relying on support from Commonwealth nations.

If Britain’s troops are concentrated in the colonies, they can’t reinforce the French front in times of crisis.

And if the French army, supposedly strong, is tied down in the colonies, the outcome is obvious.

“It seems France can’t hold out in the Ruhr for much longer.”

“Why is that?”

I suspected it wouldn’t last long due to historical precedent, but this seems to imply something more specific.

Perhaps France must pull out of the Ruhr due to other considerations?

For instance, colonial issues might be erupting to the point that maintaining the Ruhr becomes impossible.

Germany could even use this as leverage to threaten them.

“There are reports that Britain and France are protesting against Germany over the spread of communism in their colonies.”

It’s unusual for them to lodge formal protests.

For them to do so must mean it’s causing significant trouble.

“That’s not an easy matter.”

After all, communists are adept at denying responsibility. Communist Germany would never admit to anything.

Whether they have the capacity to support resistance movements in the colonies is uncertain, but if they’ve acted, it’s already done.

“Your Majesty.”

“Yes, General Ungern. Speak your mind.”

“I was deeply moved by Your Majesty’s radio broadcast.”

So he’s been scribbling notes all this time, has he?

He must have been pondering the broadcast.

Come to think of it, before the world went to ruin, a neighbor was utterly obsessed with virtual streamers.

Surely, it’s not something like that.

“That was just a suggestion from the Black Baron. I tried it once.”

“In the Roman National Party, all members went as far as buying radios.”

What? This is starting to sound like an idol fan club.

I’ll have to investigate how that party operates later.

“Why do you bring this up, though?”

“If the communists are spreading their ideology in the British and French colonies, perhaps Your Majesty’s voice could be broadcast there as well?”

Why would anyone suggest such a thing?

Why would such a scenario even come up?

“Oh, that’s an interesting idea. If we did that, the colonists might think capitalism is better than communism.”

“Isn’t the real allure of communism for the colonists the promise of liberation?”

“And wasn’t it Your Majesty who crushed communism? Among the citizens of the United States, your philosophy is called ‘Anastasiaism,’ and some even refer to it as an ideology.”

What on earth?

“Anastasiaism,” of all things? How horrifying.

It evokes Stalinism and Trotskyism.

Even close by, in Communist Germany, there are Luxemburgism and Liebknechtism.

But setting that aside, what appeals most to colonists is communist ideology.

By aligning themselves with colonial empires, the revisionist capitalist nations naturally distance themselves from the concept of independence.

Even if the colonists were to extol revisionist capitalism over communism, it wouldn’t bring them closer to independence.

So, even if this idea were promoted, it’s ultimately meaningless to them.

“Even if they hear it, without independence, they won’t care much.”

“Your Majesty, it’s not a bad idea. If communism continues to spread, Britain and France will eventually be forced to take action. They’ll likely try to establish pro-British or pro-French governments in their former colonies.”


Krivoshein speaks with interest.

As expected of a prime minister, he knows a thing or two.

Pro-British and pro-French governments, huh.

When you think about Britain’s treatment of Indian recruits during World War I, the answer is practically written.

“That’s likely.”

“But if they aim to establish sincerely pro-British and pro-French governments to the extent of prioritizing their home countries, it might lead to resistance from colonies already tainted by red ideology. The seeds of communism would spread again from the colonies.”

“Then we just need to act when the time comes.”

The plan sounds great in theory.

If it works, that is.

Unfortunately, it’s hard to see it as anything other than an overly convenient development.

“Yes, at the right moment. Once Britain is forced to grant independence, we’ll disseminate it then. That way, the newly independent nations might at least avoid adopting communist ideology.”

Spreading communism on one side and revisionist liberalism on the other.

What madness.

If this goes wrong, won’t it backfire?

Britain and France might even protest against us.

While it’s not a bad approach, it’s hard to call it a great one either.

The potential gains aren’t substantial.

Even if revisionist capitalism spreads, how does that benefit Russia?

On the contrary, communism might spread further.

Broadcasting revisionist capitalism through the radio to colonists?

Insane. What would I gain from that?

I’d likely end up being vilified by the colonists.

“I haven’t decided on that yet.”

“My apologies, Your Majesty.”

“I understand why you’re saying that. However, the important thing is that I haven’t made a decision yet. From the start, it’s just a possibility. There’s an unnecessary risk of provoking both Britain and France. Of course, the idea of stopping communism is good, but Britain and France, with their colonial management, will handle that on their own. On the contrary, Britain might claim that Russia is using communist Germany as an excuse to invade India. That could happen too.”

“Britain was already keeping Russia in check during the Great Game, after all.”

“Of course, they might mess it up.”

“But at least it’s better than Russia interfering from the sidelines.”

“It’s not a terrible method. For instance, why not propose that Britain and France give up their colonies first?”

“Do you think they’d listen?”

“Normally, they wouldn’t. But if the expansion of communist Germany creates problems in their colonies, they might consider our suggestion under certain conditions. Just when the idea of colonial independence is about to surface, we strike. Instead of broadcasting modified liberalism on the radio.”

“Oh. That does make sense.”

“They might not willingly give them up because of their pride. But if we phrase it as something like, ‘As fellow anti-communist nations, let’s start gradually relinquishing colonies,’ they might reluctantly comply, saying, ‘Well, we have no choice.’ It’s certainly better than losing colonies disgracefully due to a communist revolution.”

“Starting to set the stage now wouldn’t be a bad idea. For example, by pointing out to Britain and France that communist ideology seems to be spreading too widely.”

“That way, Russia will appear to be working for the liberation of colonies. Afterward, the colonized people will praise Russia.”

“Tsk. What a shame. Even the colonized should hear His Majesty’s voice opposing communism and embrace civilization.”

“Well, that’s not urgent. Let’s observe for now.”

“Moreover, spreading modified capitalism in the colonies could unnecessarily provoke Japan. After all, this modified capitalism is practically my brainchild.”

“Let’s attach an absurd theory to it and claim, ‘Modified capitalism is the perfect ideology for countries on the path to independence!'”

“Outwardly, we honor the Yi dynasty and formally annex the Korean Empire, but Korea remains a Japanese colony.”

“While I do intend to liberate Korea eventually, it doesn’t sit right to have Koreans believe, ‘Russia will help us as long as we trust modified capitalism!'”

“For now, we can’t yet take on the role of ideological leaders, bouncing around eagerly.”

“Of course, when Germany starts a war, Russia will also prepare in many ways. But for now, let’s wait and see.”

***

1925, Berlin, Germany.

The French ambassador, now accustomed to the routine, knocked on the door of the German Free Socialist Republic’s Ministry of Foreign Affairs.

“What on earth are you doing?”

“What are you referring to?”

“You’ve planted communists in our Algerian colony!”

The French ambassador berated Rosa Luxemburg, the foreign minister of the German Free Socialist Republic.

He was truly tired of the endless repetition. It wasn’t the first time he’d come to the ministry, frustrated by the news of German communists being discovered in Algeria.

He was sick to the point of despair.

“We know nothing about that.”

“Right. Like these deceitful communists wouldn’t deny it.”

“So the communist caught in Algeria was sent by the Kaiser of East Prussia, was he?”

“Communist, you say? It’s improper to call those who voluntarily enter colonies under oppressive rule to liberate the workers by such a name.”

“Ah, so you’re admitting it! You’re the culprit!”

They no longer even tried to hide it.

Frankly, dealing with the Kaiser’s Germany had been easier.

These people lacked even a shred of trust or decency between nations. They were completely devoid of principles.

No wonder they were becoming isolated on the world stage.

At first, he’d felt some sympathy for them when they lost West Prussia and Danzig to Poland and were divided from East Prussia. But now, he felt no such thing.

“I told you, we know nothing of it.”

Still, they insisted on their innocence.

If this were a battlefield, the ambassador would have smashed the woman’s head with a rifle butt just to see what was inside. Snakes, perhaps?


“The communists caught in Poland, connected to the Tsarina’s terror plot, also brazenly denied everything!”

“Can your colonial empire control every individual within its borders? These are selfless communists driven by justice to free the suffering colonized. We can’t control them all.”

What nonsense.

Their audacity to say such things with open mouths was astonishing.

Had the Kaiser truly lost his country to these lunatics?



 
  Chapter 111: A Small Ball Launched by the Reds


“Hah. It’s amusing that a state as authoritarian as yours dares to say such things. Do you realize that your Secretary Karl is nicknamed the ‘Red Kaiser’?”
It was already a well-known fact.
Rosa Luxemburg frowned at the French ambassador’s sarcasm.
Still, it didn’t matter.
Plans had been in place for moments when France was this annoyed.

“That’s quite a harsh statement. However, if France lends us its support, we could cooperate to some extent to prevent the communists from spreading revolution to Algeria or Indochina.”

Now, they were even targeting Indochina. The sheer audacity was baffling.
“Preventing a revolution,” they said—what they truly wanted was obvious.
What they wanted was for France to withdraw from the Ruhr.

The French ambassador let out a long sigh.
“So, you’re asking us to withdraw from the Ruhr.”
“Then we might be able to help. Consider this—Britain no longer demands reparations. And we Germans simply cannot raise any more funds for reparations. Yet, aren’t you benefiting greatly from the Ruhr?”

These people were predictable.
Those damned reds. Perhaps Germany should have crushed the Kaiser’s Germany and eradicated communism while they still could.
But there were no alternatives now.

“The demilitarization of the Rhineland—this must be upheld.”

Rosa Luxemburg suppressed a smirk, knowing this diplomatic victory was hers.
Of course. Such is the reality of imperialist nations.
Communism had inevitably begun to encroach on them.

France, unable to sustain its occupation of the Ruhr any longer, had no choice but to step back.
Naturally, if communist Germany truly intended to withdraw from Algeria, it would not have embedded communists in the colonies in the first place.

The seeds had already been sown, with communists dispatched to colonial territories time and again. These communist agents had begun taking root among the colonists. Establishing a contact network was already sufficient.

One day, when war erupted against the imperialist nations, when that revolutionary war finally came, and countless colonies groaning under the weight of imperial empires rose up—

After collapsing France and squeezing Britain, Rosa Luxemburg turned her gaze eastward.
To the Slavic lands where the double-headed eagle, thought never to rise again, had soared high into the skies once more.

“Then, for now, Romania, is it?”

Romania, recently destabilized by Hungary’s provocations.
If the turmoil caused by Hungary’s pressure could ignite a workers’ liberation within Romania, striking back at Russia might become feasible.

The German Communist Party had been preparing for this eventuality for some time.

Meanwhile, events in Romania began taking a peculiar turn.
Though Hungary refrained from outright invasion, it frequently conducted military exercises along the border, blatantly eyeing Transylvania.

To make matters worse, Russia, purportedly preparing for a future landing in Italy, was conducting joint landing drills with Bulgaria and Turkey, further unsettling Romania.

Despite being part of the Anti-Communist Pact, Romania could not help but feel uneasy.
Additionally, peace within the Romanian royal family was far from assured.

After the Anti-Communist Pact, King Ferdinand I often found himself compared unfavorably to Tsarina Anastasia, who had single-handedly revitalized Russia, and to his playboy son, Carol. Each time, his resentment toward his wife, Queen Marie, who had inherited a fiery and scandalous nature, grew.

A queen who had had an affair and even bore an illegitimate child, yet was adored by the public.
The thought alone made his stomach churn.

Naturally, marital strife was frequent, and as relations with her husband soured, Queen Marie could only sigh.

Amidst all this, Hungary’s provocations continued, and the royal family had to start considering the matter of succession.
No matter how strained their relationship, they had to agree on this critical issue.

“Michael will be appointed as Crown Prince.”
“Not Carol?”
“Entrusting the throne to someone as scandalous as him would tarnish the royal family’s honor.”

Looking back, Ferdinand regretted marrying Marie.
Her father, Alfred, Duke of Edinburgh, had opposed the marriage—and perhaps he had been right.

“…You’ve made a wise decision.”
“How ironic, that the child who resembles the queen the most is the one she dislikes.”

It was indeed amusing. The queen despised the child who most resembled her instead of defending him. And to top it off, her friend Loïe Fuller had publicly revealed that the queen often badmouthed her husband.

“…What must I do to atone? The child passed away shortly after all.”
“That doesn’t change the fact that you bore the illegitimate child of your lover. And even had the audacity to claim it was mine.”
“I’m truly sorry.”

Queen Marie’s face twisted in visible discomfort.
Although she couldn’t help but feel resentful about being reminded of events long past, she had no choice but to accept responsibility for her one-sided misdeeds.

Still, that was that, and the looming crisis facing Romania had to be addressed.

“But we must set that aside for now. Hungary clearly covets Transylvania. Do you not see how our efforts stopped the communist revolution?”

“And whose fault is it that Hungary ended up in that state? I sacrificed my standing in the family to follow your persuasion, yet you blame me?”

Now aging and less inclined to bear the burdens of governance, Ferdinand had grown weary.
While it was true that Queen Marie’s efforts had brought about Greater Romania, it was also undeniable that she had caused much of the current predicament.

“Your Majesty!”
“Why not handle it yourself? You already achieved Greater Romania with the seeds you planted—solve the crisis with the same determination.”

In Ferdinand’s view, Queen Marie would handle everything as always. His role, at best, was limited to nominating Michael as his successor rather than Carol.

But the news soon reached Prince Carol.
“Hand the throne to my son instead of me? Preposterous!”

Furious, Carol lashed out, and Hungary’s Miklós Horthy saw an opportunity he couldn’t pass up.

In 1925, France finally withdrew from the Ruhr officially, claiming to have extracted all possible reparations.
It seemed there had been covert negotiations between communist Germany and France.

Apparently, France had demanded that communists not spread further in Algeria, and Germany had agreed.

Or so Beria, who had been traveling across Europe, informed me.
“France must be incredibly foolish. Do they think this will stop the spread of communism in Algeria?”
“They must be trying to put out an immediate fire.”
“Even so, withdrawing from the Ruhr so easily is a mistake.”


The seeds of communism had already been planted. It was only a matter of time before they sprouted, nurtured by the local population.

As for Romania, its situation grew increasingly volatile.
Hungary’s pressure destabilized Romania internally, sparking disputes over succession.
Despite warnings from Romania to the major powers about Hungary’s designs on Transylvania, nothing changed.

The Anti-Communist Pact-bound Britain and France dismissed the concerns, reasoning that Hungary wouldn’t dare make a move.
Russia, preoccupied with unrelated matters, refrained from intervening.

Hungary continued its military drills along the border, and Ferdinand and Marie’s marital discord only escalated.
While Russia investigated through the Okhrana, the reports revealed little more than the royal couple’s ongoing strife.

It was a chaotic situation ripe for external manipulation.



 
  Chapter 112: Toward Northern Manchuria


“Exactly. I’m just a bit worried. Otherwise, wouldn’t we lose a justification for reclaiming Bessarabia? Even if Hungary uses Transylvania as a pretext for war, we don’t know how the conflict will unfold.”

Worried, are you? You’ve got a silver tongue.
This guy is just trying to butter me up, hoping to snag control of an Okhrana branch.
Still, the word justification has a nice ring to it.

“Justification is a wonderful thing, but it’s also naive. Justifications are nothing more than fabrications—create one, and you’re good to go. For example, we could deliberately pressure Romania, stir up talk of collaboration with the communists, and then brand them as communist collaborators. Ultimately, it’s all about power.”

In the end, the powerful fabricate justifications as they see fit.
Of course, I won’t stoop to the level of the British, who started the Opium Wars with absurd excuses.
But if Hungary takes the lead, I can craft a plausible pretext from behind the scenes.

“That’s true, but…”
“And besides, there’s no justification as solid as reclaiming territory. Hungary will march into Romania under the guise of restoring Transylvania. If Hungary falters, we could always fabricate a story about Romania aiding communism. Simple, no?”

This was mostly a jest.
Romania might not behave as I or Horthy wish—it could veer off in unpredictable directions.
In dire circumstances, fabricating justifications is always an option, but that’s not my job.
After all, what does an emperor like me, just a figurehead scoring points, have to do with it?

“Is it really that simple?”
Oh, this guy. Acting like it’s not his problem.

I pointed directly at Beria.
Why do you think I kept you alive? Isn’t handling these dirty jobs part of your responsibilities?

“You’ll just gather the evidence in Romania yourself, Beria. Find the communists and round them up.”
“Me?!”

Beria pointed to himself in disbelief.
Who else but you, genius?
Does he still not get it? Among former Soviet officials, no one’s as successful as this guy.

Not even big names like Mikhail Tukhachevsky.
Beria is the closest to his original role in history among the White forces.
I’ve heard Stalin’s been preaching sermons in a gulag somewhere. Considering how far he’s fallen, Beria’s living the dream.

“If you can’t handle it, I’ll hand it over to another Okhrana branch.”

At my words, Beria flinched and quickly waved his hands in protest.
Ah, he finally realized he was talking nonsense.
That’s better.

You don’t say, Huh? Me? in front of me.
Do the job right and fast. You’re no stranger to this kind of work.

“No, Your Majesty. I will handle it personally when the time comes!”
“Don’t take it too seriously. It’s just a hunch I’m working with for now.”

I waved dismissively at Beria, who was brimming with youthful enthusiasm like a new recruit.
This was a real task, though.

It’s a possibility worth exploring.
King Ferdinand I and Queen Marie are already in marital turmoil.
The reports from the Okhrana confirm as much.

Romania’s options are limited.
Bound by the flimsy framework of the Anti-Communist Pact, it’ll struggle to escape Russian influence.

“You’re as sharp as ever, Your Majesty.”

I raised a finger to make something clear to the naive Beria.
Even if every contingency fails, Russia will have the last laugh.

“It’s a simple matter. A special military operation is already planned. Hungary fights Romania under the pretense of reclaiming Transylvania. When the time comes, we use the Anti-Communist Pact to ensure that member states don’t fight each other. That’s it.”

The Anti-Communist Pact has a loophole: it’s solely about opposing communism. This loophole, however, can be exploited to our advantage.
Even if all other variables go awry, the pact serves as insurance. Later, we can play peacemaker, claiming it’s a matter of national salvation.

“Indeed, that’s brilliant.”
“Our decisions shape everything. Whatever we decide, we take Bessarabia as our consolation prize. Whether we label Romania as communist collaborators, meddle in their royal succession, or act as mediators, the Anti-Communist Pact gives us the leverage to do as we please.”

In short, we can play it however we want.

“Understood. So, Hungary sets the stage, and we use the Anti-Communist Pact to secure Bessarabia.”

Beria’s quick thinking impressed me, though his enthusiasm was a bit grating.

“Just follow my orders, nothing more, nothing less.”
“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Nothing more is required of you.

Meanwhile, the Far East seems quite busy.
China isn’t a concern right now, but it appears there’s been significant Jewish settlement and development in Northern Manchuria.

I considered sending Beria there, but for now, his tasks in Romania are more pressing.
In any case, the Okhrana is already keeping an eye on the Far East.

“Now, about the next matter…”
“Your command is my will.”

His over-the-top loyalty was slightly irritating.
I appreciated the dedication, but excessive zeal makes me want to knock some sense into him.

“I need you to summon Minister Grigory Vyacheslavovich and General Ungern before I send you to Romania.”
“Understood!”

I could’ve had Maria handle it, but I’d also tasked her with reviewing the State Duma. This way, Beria could handle some errands en route to Romania.



Not long after, Grigory Vyacheslavovich and General Ungern arrived at the Kremlin.

“What brings us here, Your Majesty?”
“Is it about that radio broadcast for Patton?”

Why would I involve Patton in this?
When is he even leaving? Never mind. I have questions for these two about the Far East.

“Actually, I want an update on the Far East, particularly Northern Manchuria.”
“Ah, Northern Manchuria. Yes, Your Majesty.”

The more chaotic foreign affairs become, the more we must focus on domestic governance.
Northern Manchuria, under military administration for years, might now be on par with Russian mainland standards.

“How are things there?”
“Well, after significant development by Russians and Jews, the situation has improved considerably.”

“And the land issues—have they been resolved?”

Northern Manchuria had its share of land disputes, as many Han and Manchu people lived there before.
Since the fall of warlords like Zhang Zuolin, many migrated south of the Great Wall. Still, as more Jews, Koreans, and Russians settled, conflicts with the original landowners naturally arose.

“Yes. The local Manchus have aligned with the governor-general, and the Beiyang Government entrusted us with managing lands left by those who relocated south.”

“Good to hear.”


Of course, China as a unified government barely exists anymore.
The Qing royal family remains a figurehead, little more than a symbol of leadership. Most authority lies with local governments.

While Communist Germany continues to draw attention, Britain and France would likely faint if they fully grasped China’s disarray.

Northern Manchuria stands apart from these issues.



The conversation shifts to Northern Manchuria’s strategic importance in future conflicts with Japan. The development of infrastructure, land management, and diplomatic maneuvering with the Korean Provisional Government are addressed as the emperor evaluates long-term plans.

Eventually, the discussion turns to the Provisional Government, hinting at its potential use as a pawn in future conflicts, while carefully navigating the implications of its ties to Jewish benefactors.



 
  Chapter 113: Toward Northern Manchuria (2)


“I’m not sure if the Koreans will be of much help,” Ungern said, rubbing his chin thoughtfully.

Honestly, I feel the same.
But regardless, it’s about time to visit Northern Manchuria.

Not just to check on the Korean Provisional Government.
There’s more to it than that. Historically, the Provisional Government wasn’t unified; multiple groups existed, even within Shanghai.
Whether the Harbin-based Provisional Government is the sole entity in Northern Manchuria remains uncertain.

Moreover, it would be improper for the Empress of Russia to visit Northern Manchuria solely to meet the Korean Provisional Government.

The Provisional Government is merely an incidental visit. The real purpose is elsewhere.
After all, post-liberation Korea might not necessarily rely on today’s Provisional Government.

“That’s something for the Okhrana to handle later. In the meantime, would it be acceptable for me to visit Northern Manchuria?”

Though I directed the question to the Minister of Land Management, it was also aimed at Ungern, who still commands the Asian Cavalry Division despite the presence of a Northern Manchuria governor-general.

Ungern’s eyes gleamed subtly, betraying his anticipation.
“Your Majesty intends to go personally?”

The idea had been floated before, but now it was time to act.

“We’re not in any dire straits right now. Showing a presence there will energize development in Northern Manchuria.”

Picture it: the idolized Anastasia gracing Northern Manchuria.
It wouldn’t miraculously boost morale among hardworking Russians.
But a personal visit could solidify Northern Manchuria as Russian territory.

“Very well. I will notify the governor-general to prepare for Your Majesty’s arrival and discuss land management matters in advance.”

The Minister of Land Management nodded before glancing at Ungern, who looked contemplative. Being a prominent member of the Roman National Party, Ungern was bound to overdo the arrangements.

Better to keep things simple.
“Keep it modest, please. Nothing too grand—Northern Manchuria’s circumstances must be considered.”

“Understood, Your Majesty.”

Despite my preference for simplicity, leaving the Roman Nationalists unchecked could spell trouble.

“By the way…”
“Yes, General Ungern?”

Ungern hesitated, an unusual sight for someone of his stature. His position in the Roman National Party made this particularly odd.

“How will you convince the State Duma?”

Ah, the Minister of Land Management mirrored my realization with a look of concern.
The State Duma hadn’t been consulted yet.

“Northern Manchuria, you say? Well, since it’s been decided, it seems appropriate to go.”

“Surprising. I thought they’d object.”

“Had it been Poland, perhaps. But Northern Manchuria is firmly within our sphere of influence and quite secure—especially with the Asian Cavalry Division stationed there.”

Surprisingly, the State Duma approved the visit without fuss.

Though it was labeled a “vacation,” it wouldn’t be an extended stay. Maria and Vera Gedroits would accompany me, ensuring security even though the likelihood of an attack was minimal.



Northern Manchuria in this era had transformed into a diverse, rapidly developing region. Despite its harsh terrain, 20th-century advancements promised much potential.

Once populated by Manchus and Han Chinese, Harbin’s indigenous traces had faded, replaced by Western-style architecture funded by Jewish capital and Russian investment.
Though devoid of traditional Eastern-style buildings, a significant number of Asians still resided there.



Governor Dmitri Horvath received word from Moscow:
The Empress herself was coming.

“Her Majesty? Personally!?”

Although affiliated with the White Army, Horvath had never seen the Empress.
Perhaps he’d glimpsed her as a young grand duchess, but during the civil war, he had been occupied managing the Chinese Eastern Railway. With limited resources, leaving Northern Manchuria for Moscow was impossible.

Having only heard her voice on the radio, the prospect of meeting her in person was overwhelming.
He wasted no time assembling the governor-general’s army.

Despite the Asian Cavalry Division’s presence, Horvath deemed it proper for the governor-general’s army to personally welcome the Empress.

“Her Majesty is gracing Northern Manchuria! Prepare to welcome her properly!”



The expanded army of the governor-general, now tens of thousands strong, sprang into action. Soldiers lined Harbin Station in preparation for the arrival of the Trans-Siberian train carrying the Empress.

Locals watched the military movements with curiosity.
The deployment of soldiers to a train station, rather than the Manchurian frontier, was unprecedented since the civil war.

“Who’s coming to warrant this?”
“I heard the Empress of Russia herself is visiting.”

“Her Majesty? Here? We must welcome the one who granted us this land!”



Russian settlers, Jewish immigrants under resettlement policies, and capitalists seeking opportunities in Northern Manchuria all gathered to welcome the Empress.
The governor-general, sensing an opportunity, orchestrated these supporters into an organized welcoming committee.



Meanwhile, in Harbin, Ahn Chang-ho, a key figure in the Korean Provisional Government, overheard the commotion.

“Who’s arriving to cause such a stir?” he asked a fellow Korean.

“The Russian Empress herself. Everyone’s been preparing for her arrival.”

Ahn Chang-ho hurried back to the Provisional Government headquarters.
“President Kim! Is His Excellency here?”
“What’s the urgency?”

“The Russian Empress has arrived in Harbin!”



The members of the Provisional Government knew they couldn’t let this opportunity slip by.

“President Kim, this is critical. If the Russian Empress sides with the Japanese, we’re finished.”

“Staying silent won’t achieve independence. We must take a chance.”

Though hesitant, Kim Gu eventually agreed.
The Provisional Government lacked resources or influence, but this moment demanded boldness.



The train screeched to a halt at Harbin Station. Soldiers disembarked, forming a protective cordon as the Empress stepped out.

Golden-haired and regal, she radiated an aura befitting her title as the Empress of the Russian Union, the Great Khan of Mongolia, and the Tsar of All Russia.

The crowd erupted:
“God save the Tsar!”
“Long live Empress Anastasia! Long live the Russian Union!”
“Long live the Saint of All Russia! Hail the Great Khan of Mongolia!”

The enthusiasm was overwhelming. Even Ungern, standing nearby, looked moved.

“Look, Your Majesty! People from all walks of life, East and West, celebrate your visit!”

Despite the grandeur, I couldn’t help but feel embarrassed.
The cheers were deafening, their words laden with reverence.


Even an elderly Russian settler cried openly.

“Your Majesty! Thanks to your leadership, we’ve rebuilt our lives in Northern Manchuria!”



I waved to the crowd, thanking them with a speech.

“Thank you, citizens of the Union! Your Empress will never forget this warm welcome!”

As I entered the governor-general’s residence amidst fervent applause, I couldn’t shake the feeling that Northern Manchuria, with its enthusiastic inhabitants, was eager to prove its loyalty.



 
  Chapter 114: Far East Policy


“It is an honor to meet you, Your Majesty!”

An elderly man, undoubtedly Dmitri Horvath, stood before me, saluting with the utmost respect.

This man was once part of the White Army, someone who might have died or fled into exile in another timeline. Yet here he stood, proving his capability. Managing Northern Manchuria—a harsh and desolate region—while assimilating numerous Han and Manchu locals into a Russian system was no small feat.

And he had accomplished all of this under a military administration.
Though the long-term plan was to incorporate the region as a core part of Russia rather than a colony, Horvath had already laid the groundwork for this ambitious goal.

For someone who originally worked in railway management, he had far exceeded expectations.
I offered him a pleased smile, commending his efforts.

“No, the honor is mine, Governor Horvath. I hear you protected the railway from Bolshevik forces during the civil war, ensuring the White Army’s supply lines remained intact?”

The forces tasked with guarding the railway could not have been large. Yet, they had managed to fend off the Bolsheviks and maintain the flow of American aid to the provisional government in Yekaterinburg.

“Ha-ha. The Bolsheviks in Manchuria were little more than saboteurs, and a small force was sufficient to suppress them.”

“Regardless, you’ve done an impressive job managing Northern Manchuria since it fell into our hands.”

I cast a brief glance at Ungern, who stood nearby.
After all, it was his Asian Cavalry Division that had recklessly seized the region in the first place.

“It is all thanks to Your Majesty’s grace.”

“Well, I’ve come primarily to see how things are progressing here, but I’d like to hear your perspective as governor while I’m here.”

“Of course! I’ll share anything Your Majesty wishes to know!”

Good. That’s the attitude I need.
This isn’t an inspection or some sort of assessment. There’s no need for anyone to be overly tense.

I’m here to gather information—specifically, to see how prepared Northern Manchuria is to serve as a strategic base for undermining Japan.

“Northern Manchuria is a barren land, so we must activate its economy based on available resources.”

“Indeed, Your Majesty.”

“This region is slated for oil field development, similar to Tyumen in Siberia. How are we progressing in that regard?”

While Tyumen’s oil fields were already slated for development, I hoped Northern Manchuria would follow suit soon.

“Oil reserves appear to lie deep underground and have not yet been discovered.”

“So, nothing significant has been found yet.”

I nodded, suppressing my impatience. These things take time.

“However, Branobel and Royal Dutch Shell have sent advanced drilling equipment, so we anticipate results soon.”

“That’s promising.”

Branobel, effectively a Romanov joint venture, might as well be my company. And the Rothschilds had been extraordinarily cooperative in funding development here.

Things should begin to progress. Branobel was already ahead of historical timelines in developing drilling equipment.

“Meanwhile, Harbin and the surrounding areas have seen considerable progress. Within a few years, we’ve all but erased the traces of the Manchu people who once ruled this land.”

During my journey here, I noticed remnants of Chinese-style traditional houses, though Russian-style architecture dominated.

This suggests one of two things: Horvath is either exceptionally competent or has been aggressive in enforcing compliance.

“And what of the remaining Han and Manchu populations? Were they crushed into submission?”

Those who stayed after Northern Manchuria became Russian territory likely clung to their homeland out of longing. Were they subdued through force, like in Japanese-occupied territories?

“No, Your Majesty. While new laws were enforced, there was little opposition. Most who stayed had already accepted the inevitability of Russification. Moreover, seeing Jewish and Russian settlers living in superior housing motivated them to adopt our resettlement policies.”

“Resettlement policies?”

I hadn’t expected the governor-general to independently implement such measures. It makes sense, though; Northern Manchuria is far from Moscow, and the local administration needed to take initiative for detailed governance.

Horvath’s competence explains the region’s development.
Though not a backwater, I expected it to resemble those urban photos where one side of a street is modernized while the other is a shantytown.

Instead, Northern Manchuria appeared cohesive and well-planned.

“Our policies support Jewish resettlement as directed by Moscow. Locally, we’ve ensured that those who comply enjoy equal rights and benefits as Russian citizens. Jewish financiers have funded the construction of communal housing as well.”

That explains the cluster of large apartment buildings I saw.
The Jewish community’s wealth never ceases to amaze me.

The timing and pretext are everything; the Rothschilds had poured resources here, believing in Northern Manchuria’s oil potential and trusting my word.

Northern Manchuria is drifting farther from Chinese influence. By the time figures like Chiang Kai-shek or Mao Zedong turn their eyes here, my plans will already be firmly in place.

“Has the South Manchurian Railway caused any provocations?”

“No, Your Majesty. They are in no position to provoke us.”

I asked out of caution. The Japanese might try to instigate conflicts along the South and North Manchurian borders to claim territory.

The Asian Cavalry Division and the governor-general’s forces are fewer in number than Japan’s Manchurian or Korean garrison troops, so vigilance is essential.

“Anything else of concern?”

“One issue stands out. Koreans from South Manchuria have formed an organization they call the Korean Association.”

“Korean Association?”

“Yes. Internally, they refer to it as a provisional government. However, the Jewish sponsor funding their building claims everything is above board, so we’ve left them alone for now.”

“I see.”

This wasn’t unexpected.

“If Your Majesty orders it, the governor-general’s army could remove them.”

I pretended to contemplate the suggestion before shaking my head.

“No, leave them for now. What about the Korean units in the Asian Cavalry Division? Have they been in contact with this provisional government?”

“General Hong Beom-do leads the Korean units, but no direct contact has been confirmed.”

Even if no formal contact exists, informal ties are inevitable.
The provisional government likely sees the Asian Cavalry Division as a coveted ally in their armed struggle against Japan.

It’s no coincidence they’re stationed in Northern Manchuria.

Meeting the Koreans is a tempting idea, but as the Tsar of Russia, there’s no pressing reason for direct interaction.

“Someday, using Koreans as a pretext to strike Japan might be advantageous.”

Whether they approach us depends on their desperation.

Frankly, if they’re desperate enough, they’ll come to me.

If not, Russia can still liberate Korea and leave the rest to the Duma to establish a government composed of local leaders.

When the time comes, Korea will prove its value as a buffer against Japan.

“Your Majesty, must we liberate Korea? Wouldn’t it be simpler to annex the peninsula outright?”


I shook my head at Horvath’s imperialist mindset.

“The Far East requires a balance of power, not additional burdens. A free Korea, allied with us, ensures Japan can’t reemerge as a threat.”

By liberating Korea, Russia gains a reliable partner while avoiding unnecessary strain on its resources.

A divided China lacks the capacity to maintain regional balance, and Israel is set to handle containment there.

When all is said and done, Korea is the only logical choice.



 
  Chapter 115: Yi Kang and the Tsarina


Sometimes, I wonder: if we were to form a government not from the historical Korean Provisional Government, but from ordinary people living under Japanese rule, oppressed and left to fend for themselves, how different would things turn out?
Wouldn’t that be an intriguing twist in this grand scheme?

“Understood, Your Majesty.”
“More importantly, I must ensure I return to Moscow on schedule.”

There’s something to be said about pacing oneself.
“After all, I’m just a teacher overseeing the grades, aren’t I?”

In the few days I’ve been away, I imagine my desk at the Kremlin is already stacked high with documents prepared by the Duma. My aides at the Kremlin can keep things running, but they don’t have the authority to finalize decisions for me.

If the Provisional Government truly feels the urgency, they can always board a train and follow me to Moscow.

The arrival of the Russian Empress threw the Harbin-based Korean Provisional Government into a frenzy. Decisions had to be made.

“I will go in person.”
“Your Highness, how can you meet the Russian Empress alone? Let me accompany you.”

Ahn Chang-ho resolved to follow Yi Kang closely. Yi Kang, who had risked everything to travel from Japanese-occupied Korea to South Manchuria, and finally to Northern Manchuria, could not afford to be captured here in vain.

“Minister Ahn, it would be better if you stayed back in case anything happens.”
“President Kim is here, and Woo Nam (Syngman Rhee) is in America. Even if something happens to us here, Rhee can continue the independence movement with the Korean community in the United States.”

Neither Yi Kang nor Ahn Chang-ho felt much fear.

“All right. Let’s meet this Emperor of Europe in person.”
“Yes, Your Highness.”

As the sky darkened, Yi Kang and Ahn Chang-ho discreetly left the Provisional Government building and made their way to the governor-general’s office.

Unlike Korea under Japanese rule, this region, even in just a few years, had flourished thanks to the investment of European capitalists. The governor-general’s office stood as the centerpiece of this rapid development, illuminated even at night.

The grandeur of the building surprised Yi Kang and Ahn Chang-ho, who had spent their days in hiding and had never seen it up close before.

“I heard the Russian Empress is staying in the governor-general’s office.”
“Truly magnificent. Was the Korean Governor-General’s Office ever this grand?”
“Perhaps. I’ve heard Northern Manchuria has developed rapidly thanks to foreign investment and oil exploration.”

“Then we’ll need to enter under that pretext to meet the governor-general first.”
“Agreed.”

At that moment, several men surrounded Yi Kang and Ahn Chang-ho.

“Damn it. They already knew!” Yi Kang clicked his tongue.
No surprise—there was no way the Northern Manchurian governor wouldn’t know about the Provisional Government. But why wait until now to act? Was it because of the Tsarina?

“You two, come with us quietly,” one of the men ordered in broken Korean.
They weren’t planning to kill them—at least, that’s what the tone suggested.

“It seems we have no choice but to follow them,” Ahn Chang-ho said.

Blindfolded, the two men were escorted away. When the blindfolds were removed, Yi Kang and Ahn Chang-ho found themselves standing in a room, flanked by Russian soldiers, with a woman seated before them.

Her pale skin was as white as snow, her golden hair shimmering, and her eyes as deep as a tranquil lake. She held a cigarette with an indifferent expression, as if she already knew who they were.

‘So, this is the Russian Empress.’

Without thinking twice, Yi Kang, his voice trembling, began to speak the Russian he had practiced.
“It is an honor to meet the Tsar of Russia.”

The Empress regarded them for a long moment, her expression unreadable. Finally, she stubbed out her cigarette in an ashtray and spoke softly.

“You must be Yi Kang, the Korean prince. Your Russian still needs work.”

The words were in Korean, albeit slightly accented.

It had been years since I’d spoken Korean face-to-face with another Korean. The last time I’d practiced the language, it was out of a sense of nostalgia rather than necessity. Still, I hadn’t forgotten the basics.

“Your Majesty speaks Korean?” Yi Kang asked, visibly surprised.
“The Russian Union is a multiethnic state. It is only natural to learn the languages of its people. My interest in knowledge has led me to pick up Korean, though not out of any special regard for Korea.”

Ungern and the governor-general’s officials exchanged astonished looks. I had intended to keep my knowledge of Korean a secret, but since these men had been brought here discreetly, there was no need for an interpreter.

“Indeed,” Yi Kang replied hesitantly.

“I am a busy woman, so let us get to the point,” I said, cutting off any further pleasantries.

“Please help us secure independence.”

“Independence?” I raised an eyebrow. “Surely you don’t mean the independence of Korea, which formally united with Japan under a treaty signed by your imperial house.”

“That is precisely what I mean,” Yi Kang replied, gritting his teeth.

I leaned back, observing their expressions. There was anger, shame, perhaps even desperation. But if they sought my aid, I needed to see how they presented their case.

“Is independence the desire of the millions of Koreans on the peninsula?” I asked.
“Koreans have never once desired Japanese rule. The treaty was signed under duress, with traitorous collaborators wielding seals against the will of the people.”

“Is that so? Such is the fate of weaker nations. But then, what of it?”

Yi Kang’s eyes widened in shock. Perhaps he had expected sympathy, or at least a more measured response.

“I hear much even in Moscow. Isn’t the Korean royal family itself known as a house of collaborators?”

“!!”

I let my words hang in the air. If Korea were to be liberated, it could not be under the banner of the Korean Empire. The flaws of that monarchy were too deeply ingrained.

“Even if you claim to want independence, can Korea rise above its own imperial house’s legacy of betrayal?” I pressed.

Yi Kang and Ahn Chang-ho stood their ground. After a moment, Yi Kang spoke.

“The Korean Empire is no more. The people have abandoned the royal family. After independence, I intend to personally bring the imperial family, including myself, to justice for their crimes. It is my duty to right these wrongs, even if I must do so alone.”

I studied him carefully. His answer was satisfactory, but it wasn’t enough. Russia would not fight Japan on sentimental grounds alone.

“Suppose we were to assist you. If Russian soldiers shed their blood for Korea, what do we gain in return? This nation has ample resources, land, and manpower. What benefit do we derive from your liberation?”

Yi Kang’s eyes flickered, and for a moment, he seemed unsure. But then he spoke again, his voice steady.

“Your Majesty’s conflict with Japan is inevitable, is it not? Even as allies, you have merely bought time to consolidate your power in Europe. That is why you supported the Provisional Government of China, is it not?”


I leaned forward, intrigued.
“Go on.”

“Russia cannot allow communism to spread unchecked, and Your Majesty’s legitimacy rests on eradicating it. Korea’s independence aligns with your strategic goals. It is not only a moral choice but a practical one.”

Ungern rose from his seat, enraged.
“How dare this fallen prince address our Empress in such a manner!”

I raised a hand, silencing him. “Let him speak.”

Yi Kang had made his point, but convincing Russia’s leadership—let alone the Duma—would require far more than appeals to principle. Still, he had planted a seed. Whether it would grow remained to be seen.



 
  Chapter 116: Yi Kang and the Tsarina (2)


Frankly, could anyone here believe such words? Even I find them hard to trust.
Why? Because history has changed.

In this altered timeline, Yi Kang might indeed become president. Or he might do something that deeply offends Russia’s interests.

“Yes, Your Majesty. Koreans never forget kindness. If you liberate Korea, we will become a loyal ally in Asia to Russia.”

Ah, yes. That’s how it was in the original history too.
When Emperor Wanli of Ming aided Korea, they remembered and served his dynasty for centuries. With China fragmented, there would be no Chinese oversight to worry about. If we were to liberate Korea, they would indeed become a staunch ally of Russia.

Unlike the Japanese, who strike without warning.

But that’s my perspective as someone with a connection to Korea. From the standpoint of an outsider, this would sound utterly absurd—a mere colonial government-in-exile claiming to become a reliable ally to the Tsar.

I decided to press them further.

“A mere peninsula colony of Japan dares to proclaim itself an ally of mighty Russia? Who do you think you are, to claim such a lofty role alongside us?”

“If I have offended Your Majesty, I sincerely apologize. But our desperation is genuine. Should Russia liberate Korea, Koreans will view it as a profound act of grace and will forever remain loyal to Russia under any circumstances.”

Well, that was a strong statement. It clarified their stance: if liberated, Korea would repay Russia’s kindness by becoming a shield to protect the Far East.

“Let’s say we help you gain independence and allow Korea to grow stronger. What guarantees do we have that you won’t turn against us and target Russia’s Far East?”

“Korean history proves this. Korea has never acted as an aggressor. When Emperor Wanli saved Korea, the nation served him loyally for centuries. Moreover, after liberation, Korea would face China on its own. Why would it expand its front against Russia as well? Korea lacks the population and resources to do so.”

History of non-aggression, huh?

Realistically, it was probably more due to weakness than choice. Goguryeo might have been an exception, but Joseon largely kowtowed to unified China.
Still, it’s a plausible argument.

As a pro-Russia state, Korea would inevitably rely on us for resources. That dependency alone would bind them to us. Watching Japan be squeezed economically should offer them a clear example of what resistance would bring.

At best, Korea might contribute tungsten as a resource. But rather than antagonizing Russia over scarce resources, it would likely opt for cooperation to ensure its survival.
With its population and a fragmented China in the future, Korea could serve as a balancing force behind Israel in post-war Asia—just as I planned.

I stood up, a smile forming on my lips.

“Fine. That might not be a bad arrangement after all. Look, General Ungern, Governor Horvath—don’t you think they’d make a suitable gendarme for the Far East?”

“As much as I find their disrespect for Your Majesty distasteful, they are certainly more agreeable than those wretched Japanese.”

“And given Japan’s treachery during the war, this could provide the perfect justification for action.”

While they didn’t seem entirely convinced, politically, they appeared willing to accept the idea of Korea’s independence.

“Listen carefully. Had you come here groveling for help, I might have cast you aside without a second thought. Russia does not need pitiable requests from a weak nation. We need capable allies who can carry their own weight.”

“Thank you. We will never forget this act of grace.”

Yi Kang bowed deeply. But this was no time for complacency.

As I’ve said, Korea’s post-liberation status will depend entirely on how the Provisional Government conducts itself.

“However, this is merely talk for now. How you act from this point onward will determine Korea’s fate. If you falter, the Korean peninsula might end up governed by a local puppet regime under our influence.”

And I meant it.

I may be the Tsar, but I cannot do everything on my own. The Duma has cooperated with me thus far, but this issue is separate.
Even if they’re eager to crush Japan, the Duma might not see value in heeding Korea’s pleas. Japan is one thing; Korea’s independence is another.

“Of course,” Yi Kang replied.

“Upon independence, Korea must remain a steadfast pro-Russian state. We will assist in rebuilding your nation, but you must understand: we will ensure dependency to maintain your allegiance.”

At the word “dependency,” Yi Kang and Ahn Chang-ho’s faces twitched.

Did they assume Russia would reduce Korea to a colony?

While securing an ice-free port would be lucrative, we already have enough ports. Dependency here refers to economic reliance.

“What exactly do you mean by ‘dependency’?” Yi Kang asked cautiously.

“We’ll provide the resources needed for your nation’s survival. But should we cut those ties, Korea’s economy would face immediate collapse.”

This means exclusive imports, ensuring Korea depends solely on Russia. A dependent Korea would never turn against us.

“I understand.”

“Upon independence, Korea must remain a pro-Russian state. While we will offer resources to rebuild your nation, we expect Korea to act as our ally, not merely as a beneficiary of our goodwill.”

“Understood.”

The tension in Yi Kang and Ahn Chang-ho’s faces made it clear they didn’t take my words lightly.

After they withdrew, Ungern spoke up with a dissatisfied tone.

“Even with dependency in place, I still find this arrangement unpalatable. Why not treat Korea as we do Finland and declare Your Majesty the Korean Emperor as well?”

“They wouldn’t accept such a move. Two to three million people might be insignificant compared to other powers, but their numbers are not so small as to dismiss entirely. And would the Russian people accept their Tsar also being an Asian Emperor?”

Ungern frowned but said nothing more.

I continued. “Besides, the very suggestion would inflame tensions. Koreans might feel betrayed if their hard-fought independence resulted in a foreign monarch ruling them again.”

“True. It’s a shame, though. You’re the Great Khan of the Mongol Empire and the Emperor of Byzantium. Why not add an Asian crown to your titles?”


Ungern’s words carried a hint of playful mischief. But it seemed he understood the boundaries, for now.

“Let’s focus on what we can control. Governor Horvath, expand the governor-general’s army with Korean recruits, but ensure Japan cannot object. Keep things discreet.”

“It will be done. Manchuria’s current governor, Muta Guchi Renya, remains unaware of our intentions. In fact, he’s still sending Koreans here without realizing their potential threat. Quite amusing, isn’t it?”

“Good. Let’s proceed with caution and maintain our advantage. I’ll remain here for a few more days before returning to Moscow.”

And with that, the future of Korea under Russian support began to take shape.



 
  Chapter 117: The Shogun of South Manchuria (1)


Mutaguchi Renya. I’d seen him once before.
Back then, I let it slide because of the civil war, but he’s the most revered Japanese hero in future Korea, isn’t he?
It might be fun to flatter him a bit and use that to separate the South Manchurian Railway (Mantetsu) from Japan.

Ah, I’ve thought of something amusing.

“If things go well, we might be able to exploit that Mantetsu Army commander, Mutaguchi Renya.”

“That incompetent man, Your Majesty?”

Oh, what slander! How could you call such a great general incompetent? Isn’t that just rubbing salt in his wounds?

“Mutaguchi Renya is an opportunist, full of bluster and averse to actual work.”

“A samurai-obsessed Japan has someone like that?”

Of course, I was just making an educated guess. For all I know, Mutaguchi could turn out to be a truly remarkable individual. Perhaps history dealt him an unfair hand.

But the Mutaguchi I saw during the civil war bore an uncanny resemblance to the one I’d heard about.

“Obviously, if we tell him outright to betray Japan and join us, he won’t believe it. But if Japan faces a crisis and we suggest that Mutaguchi Renya use his Mantetsu Army to ‘liberate’ Japan and become its new leader?”

The idea would be to encircle or ambush Mantetsu, then disarm the Mantetsu Army. If Japan is pushed to the brink, we could bolster Mutaguchi by telling him: Only you can overthrow this savage, imperialistic Japan that’s no better than Western colonial powers.

Flatter him enough, and rather than getting crushed by Russia’s vast army, he might convince himself he’s doing the righteous thing by switching sides.

If this strategy works, even partially, we could carve out a piece of Japan under a Mutaguchi regime to keep post-war pro-American Japan in check.

“Oh!”

Ungern exclaimed, clearly impressed.

If he’s that amazed, it’s almost embarrassing.

“Of course, this is all hypothetical. Judging by his current state, Mutaguchi is likely to be recalled to Japan soon enough.”

Even the Governor here seems to scoff at him.
Judging by Japan’s intentions in joining the Anti-Comintern Pact, they’re clearly targeting China. From what I’ve gathered, their ill-gotten gains from China have been mismanaged under their puppet regime. Other than squeezing the Forbidden City’s Puyi dry, they’re accomplishing little.

At some point, Japan will likely aim for full-scale war with China, and Mantetsu will be their base of operations. By then, Mutaguchi will almost certainly be recalled. His antics can only go unnoticed for so long.

“Hahaha! A shame, really!”

“But if, by some miracle, he holds his position…”

“Well, if he does manage to stay, that might be interesting.”

If Mutaguchi somehow manages to deceive the Imperial General Headquarters and maintain control of Mantetsu, it wouldn’t necessarily be a bad thing. But realistically, Japan will replace him before long.

“Your Majesty, may I make a suggestion?”

“What is it?”

“Why not invite the Mantetsu Army commander to North Manchuria?”

“Invite Mutaguchi Renya here? To North Manchuria?”

Was this a suggestion to bring Mutaguchi up north just for amusement?

On second thought, it wouldn’t be a bad idea to raise his profile diplomatically, making it harder for Japan to remove him.

“The Governor-General of North Manchuria could host the Mantetsu commander under the guise of strengthening Russo-Japanese relations. If Mutaguchi Renya attends, a warm welcome from Your Majesty would be quite the spectacle.”

“Hmm, there’s merit in that.”

“Of course, Your Majesty’s presence isn’t strictly necessary. Just the news of the invitation might compel Japan to keep Mutaguchi in place longer.”

That’s actually not a bad idea.

“Very well. Proceed with the arrangements.”

Inviting the Mantetsu Army commander and showing him hospitality as a war hero recognized by Russia’s Tsarina could work wonders.



Yamato Hotel, Shenyang, South Manchuria

At this time, the South Manchurian Railway Company was surprisingly well-managed under Mutaguchi Renya’s supervision.

Through covert dealings with Hong Beom-do, leader of the Korean units within the Russian Asiatic Cavalry Division, Mutaguchi had maintained order in Mantetsu. His control over South Manchuria had grown so firm that Japan’s central government was even considering handing full control of Mantetsu to him.

The Yamato Hotel, the pride of Shenyang and a hub of Mutaguchi’s activities, stood as a testament to his success.

Mantetsu had become a clean, orderly region under Mutaguchi’s leadership. The credit for this lay in his clandestine dealings, which ensured that neither unruly Korean insurgents nor other troublemakers dared to challenge his rule.

Naturally, this allowed Mutaguchi to indulge freely in wine, women, and song.

“Hahaha! South Manchuria is now my domain!”

“Indeed, sir. The Imperial Government might soon officially recognize you as the Shogun of South Manchuria.”

Tsujii Masanobu, one of Mutaguchi’s subordinates in the Mantetsu Army, clenched his fist dramatically, further inflating Mutaguchi’s ego.

“You flatter me too much.”

“But look around, sir. Even the unruliest Koreans bow before you. Even those proud Korean women, with their famed chastity, follow you obediently.”

Mutaguchi glanced at the women draped around him, clad in elegant kimonos tailored to his tastes. They were, in truth, Korean gisaengs.

As he surveyed the scene, an unsettling thought crossed his mind.

“Hmm. Is it really okay for me to indulge like this? Am I overdoing it with the women?”

“Sir, throughout history, no great man has disdained women. You’ve already secured South Manchuria; what is there to worry about?”

“Hmm, perhaps you’re right.”

Reassured, Mutaguchi pulled the women closer, his earlier reservations dissipating.

“South Manchuria will become the springboard for conquering China. By then, Mantetsu’s importance will only grow. Who knows, sir? You might even become the Governor-General of South Manchuria or surpass that.”

The words of flattery lifted Mutaguchi’s spirits.

“Hahaha! You do have a way with words. But enough with the compliments—didn’t you come here for a reason?”

“Ah, forgive me, sir. I nearly forgot.”

Tsujii retrieved a letter from his pocket, presenting it with a slight bow.

“It’s a personal invitation from the Governor-General of North Manchuria.”

“What? And you’re only telling me this now?”

“I apologize, sir!”

“Well, let me see it… Hmm… The Governor-General is inviting me to North Manchuria? For the sake of fostering goodwill between our nations?”

Mutaguchi’s eyes widened in disbelief.

“And I hear their Tsarina is currently in North Manchuria.”

“The Tsarina herself?”

Mutaguchi paused, his mind racing.

If this invitation coincided with the Tsarina’s visit, it wasn’t just a routine diplomatic gesture.

“I see. So the Governor-General is seeking to strengthen Russo-Japanese ties by using this opportunity.”


“That does seem likely, sir.”

Still, unease crept into Mutaguchi’s thoughts. North Manchuria was teeming with Koreans. What if one of them took this chance to settle an old score, like when Ito Hirobumi was assassinated at Harbin Station?

“Sir, the region has developed significantly. Surely no one would dare harbor ill intent toward you, a respected commander.”

“Hmm. That does make sense.”

Reassured, Mutaguchi prepared for his journey to North Manchuria, blissfully unaware of the machinations unfolding around him.



 
  Chapter 118: The Shogun of South Manchuria (2)


After a few days in North Manchuria, a curiosity arose.
There was something peculiar about the relationship between Mutaguchi Renya and the Korean Provisional Government (KPG).

The Asiatic Cavalry Division’s Korean unit had grown with recruits coming up from South Manchuria, and Japanese weapons were flowing into the area in unusual amounts.

This all reeked of something fishy.

I summoned Ahn Changho, the acting prime minister of the KPG.

“What exactly is the relationship between the Mantetsu Army Commander Mutaguchi Renya and the KPG?”

“Are you referring to Mutaguchi Renya of the Mantetsu Army?”

“Yes. Seeing as his actions seem to benefit you, is he perhaps one of your independence fighters?”

I couldn’t help but ask, half-joking.

Ahn Changho chuckled knowingly. Clearly, they had some understanding of Mutaguchi already.

“Well, no. He is a Japanese bureaucrat through and through. But we do have a mutually beneficial arrangement.”

That made sense. Even if they weren’t directly collaborating, it seemed they’d found common ground.

“Very well. Handle it as you see fit. Just remember, we’re inviting South Manchuria’s key figure here to foster goodwill. Any missteps would be unacceptable.”

“He is a valuable figure even for us. If anything were to happen to him, we’d risk someone dangerous taking over South Manchuria.”

He wasn’t wrong. Keeping Mutaguchi in power might actually be the safer option.

“Fine, we’ll leave it at that. Now, about the KPG in Harbin…”

“Yes, Your Majesty?”

“Since Harbin is close to Japan and far from Moscow, wouldn’t it be wise to station someone in Moscow to represent the government’s interests?”

Russia is vast. Communication lines need to be maintained, and Moscow is far more accessible than Harbin. Even with Tesla’s advancements in telephony, there are limits to coverage across the empire.

“Wouldn’t that be risky? The Japanese embassy is in Moscow, after all.”

“True, but Yekaterinburg, our emergency capital and logistics hub, is another option. You could even establish an official diplomatic mission there.”

Yekaterinburg, as a logistics hub, was well-connected and secure, making it an ideal location for such a base.

“A diplomatic mission? How would that work?”

Ahn Changho seemed puzzled.

“Russia is a federation of republics and provinces. Recently, Mongolia joined as the Mongolian Republic. Similarly, your Koreans could establish an autonomous government within Russia. Japan wouldn’t have grounds to object.”

The concept was similar to the Mongolian Republic, led by Bogd Khan under Russian oversight. A symbolic government in name only, but it could serve as a useful cover.

“I see. A way to deceive the Japanese, then.”

“Precisely. However, the name of such a government must be carefully chosen to avoid provoking Japan. Something neutral that doesn’t imply direct claims over Korea.”

The aim was to give it a name that could appease the Japanese while allowing it to function covertly as part of the independence movement.

“Understood. We’ll deliberate on the matter.”

“Good. Let me know what you decide.”

After Ahn Changho departed, I mulled over potential names.

They would likely avoid “Korea” to prevent antagonizing Japan. Names like “Goryeo,” “Samhan,” or “Buyeo” might come up.

Just as I was losing myself in these musings, Ungern entered my office with news.

“Your Majesty, he has arrived.”

“Ah, Mutaguchi Renya?”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Very well. Let’s make it seem as though I’m meeting him by coincidence.”

A casual encounter would suffice. Even a brief acknowledgment from the Tsarina would enhance Mutaguchi’s standing in South Manchuria.

I moved to the second-floor window of the governor’s building, watching as Mutaguchi Renya greeted the North Manchurian governor.

“Hahaha! I am Mutaguchi Renya, commander of the Mantetsu Army. It’s an honor to meet you, Governor. This is my adjutant, Tsujii Masanobu.”

“Honored to meet you, Governor!”

Mutaguchi Renya and Tsujii Masanobu—a dream team of opportunists. Seeing them together was almost comical.

“Our friendship with Russia benefits greatly from your efforts in South Manchuria, Commander.”

Mutaguchi’s rise was impressive for his age. Not even 40, and already commanding the Mantetsu Army. He must have maneuvered skillfully to secure such a position.

After exchanging pleasantries, Mutaguchi entered the governor’s office. Before long, he was brought before me.

The moment he saw me, he bowed deeply.

“Oh! To meet the legendary hero of Russia again—what an honor! I am Mutaguchi Renya of the Greater Japanese Empire! Following Your Majesty’s words, I have become a key figure in South Manchuria!”

He was all smiles, his enthusiasm almost overwhelming.

“Ah, what a pleasant surprise. Such coincidences are rare.”

“Indeed, Your Majesty! It must be fate!”

His demeanor was so unreserved that it was almost endearing.

“Hmm. I hear you’ve become quite influential in South Manchuria.”

“Hahaha. As a soldier of the Empire, I am merely doing my duty!”

Honestly, if the KPG decided to leak anything incriminating, his career could end overnight. But how could I, with my background, betray an asset like Mutaguchi?

“Your fortune seems boundless. But remember, South Manchuria’s stability depends on keeping Mantetsu strong.”


Mutaguchi’s eyes sparkled, sensing my veiled encouragement.

“Yes, of course, Your Majesty! I shall ensure Mantetsu remains secure.”

Satisfied, I offered him a parting piece of advice.

“If Japan ever finds itself at war with China, focus on securing Mantetsu rather than seeking personal glory. Preserve your forces for what lies ahead.”

Mutaguchi nodded solemnly, unaware of how this strategy might serve my own plans.



 
  Chapter 119: The South Manchuria Governor-General’s Office


“Russia has acknowledged it? Well, what should we do now?” Japan might say this sarcastically while elevating the Mantetsu (South Manchurian Railway Company) to a governor-general’s office.

Of course, given the Great Kanto Earthquake and the chaotic state of Korea, Japan might not have the bandwidth to prioritize South Manchuria right now. However, it is clear that Japan will want to solidify its hold there.

Looking at their ambitions for conquest in China through the Anti-Comintern Pact, their intentions are undeniable.

“Here in North Manchuria, we have an official governor-general’s office. But South Manchuria is represented merely by a company. That seems rather… mismatched, don’t you think?”

“Indeed, Your Majesty. It doesn’t do justice to the dignity of the Empire. With our ally, the Russian-governed North Manchuria, being so well-established, it is unbecoming for South Manchuria to remain just a company.”

The disparity is evident. North Manchuria is an official Russian territory with a governor-general. South Manchuria, meanwhile, is just a corporate entity.

“The European powers are tied up with Germany right now. Even if South Manchuria is officially declared a governor-general’s territory, they wouldn’t dare intervene.”

The United States, with its vested interests in Manchuria, might be a concern. However, Japan seems to have been careful to acknowledge American interests in the region.

“What about South Manchuria’s stability? Are there any issues?”

“Not at all! While some Manchus initially harbored dissatisfaction, the disarray in China has left them with no choice but to accept Japanese governance.”

Indeed, the Manchus of today are a far cry from their glory days during the Qing Dynasty. With China fractured, there’s no homeland for them to escape to.

“Is Mantetsu treated as a colony, then?”

“Certainly not! South Manchuria is home to the loyal subjects of the Japanese Empire—Koreans. It is a protectorate, deserving of the Empire’s full attention.”

Was that an earnest statement or mere wordplay? Either way, it was a uniquely Japanese perspective.

Still, Mutaguchi Renya’s flair for rhetoric is impressive.

This was the man who boldly declared, “Supplies are taken from the enemy,” as if medieval warfare tactics were still relevant.

He may have been a disaster for the Japanese military, but his audacity is undeniable. And here I was, writing a letter to help him climb the ranks.

“Very well. I shall send a letter to your government, expressing my modest opinion.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty!”

Mutaguchi Renya bowed deeply before me, his posture as upright as ever.

“Enjoy the celebration our governor has prepared for you. I must soon prepare to return.”

“It has been an honor to meet you, Your Majesty!”

What a polite fellow. If he continues like this, perhaps he could one day lead Japan into a new era.



The news of Anastasia personally endorsing Mutaguchi Renya in a letter to the Japanese government stirred significant interest.

Though the letter was framed as a personal suggestion to avoid accusations of interference, the implications were clear.

The idea of elevating South Manchuria to a governor-general’s office wasn’t unwelcome in Japan.

“Did you hear? The Tsarina, after meeting our Mantetsu Army Commander, sent a letter of endorsement.”

“Yes, but what does it mean?”

“The letter suggests that someone like Mutaguchi Renya, who stands equal to their North Manchurian governor, should not merely be a military commander but instead serve as the governor of South Manchuria.”

“Hmm. It’s true that South Manchuria is too large and significant to be run solely as a corporation. The profits from the region have been substantial as well.”

Mantetsu’s revenues were now one of Japan’s main sources of income. However, as a corporate entity, its administrative capacity was limited.

Initially, Japan had envisioned Mantetsu as its version of the British East India Company, and while the experiment hadn’t failed, it had its limitations.

“The problem is that we’ve gained nothing substantial from China. The emperor in the Forbidden City is little more than a wealthy figurehead.”

“Then we should establish a governor-general’s office to assert the Empire’s authority. With the approval of a rising power like Russia, there’s no reason to hesitate.”

With Britain and France preoccupied by Germany’s propaganda campaigns, and Russia’s implicit approval, Japan had the perfect justification.



Mutaguchi Renya’s promotion was formally approved, marking the transformation of South Manchuria into a governor-general’s territory.

The move signified the official integration of South Manchuria into Japan’s external territories. Mantetsu would continue its corporate operations, but administrative control now fell under the new governor-general.


Naturally, this move faced protests from various Chinese warlords, but their fractured state rendered them powerless to challenge Japan’s dominance in the region.

I returned to Moscow after these developments, my desk piled high with documents. Though much of the work was merely signing off on my ministers’ decisions, I found myself reflecting on the outcome.

Japan had made its move, and South Manchuria was now firmly under its control.

In the end, my letter had played a role, but it was the internal pressures within Japan—managing Korea, planning for a future war in China, and balancing their strained budget—that had truly pushed them to act.

What a game this has become.



 
  Chapter 120: Russia’s Standing


“They’re really working hard on assimilating their colonies, but this ‘Naeseon Marriage’ policy is quite amusing. What other colonial empire would push for assimilation so aggressively as to promote intermarriage?”

“Well, they did proclaim the slogan of ‘Naeseon Ilche’ (Japan and Korea as one body), didn’t they?”

The Naeseon Marriage initiative yielded unexpected results, leaving even the Korean Governor-General’s office surprised. While the policy was aimed at increasing marriages between Japanese men and Korean women, the data revealed that unions between Korean men and Japanese women were disproportionately higher.

It’s unclear why this happened, but it added to the peculiar nature of Japan’s assimilation campaign.

Frankly, it was doubtful whether such policies would succeed. More likely, it would only strengthen anti-Japanese sentiment, as in the original timeline.

They weren’t creating a dual monarchy like Austria-Hungary, nor did they seem to grasp the deep resistance cultivated by decades of colonial rule.

“And so, unable to manage Korea alone, they’ve dragged South Manchuria into the mix,” someone from the White Army remarked.

Ah, so that’s their reasoning.

The elevation of Mantetsu to the status of a governor-general’s office was likely Japan’s way of redistributing the burden of managing Korea’s unrest by tying it to South Manchuria’s administration.

“Exactly. What a curious move.”

“Ha! Imagine being dragged around by one’s colonies to the point of arranging marriages to placate them. Even Britain or France wouldn’t stoop to such measures.”

It was indeed peculiar, and one couldn’t help but wonder if my interventions had inadvertently influenced Japan’s accelerated assimilation efforts.



The White Army’s speculation seemed plausible. Japan was likely using Korea’s assimilation as a stepping stone to stabilize the region and prepare for future military campaigns in China.

Mikhail Drozdovsky, one of my advisors, chimed in:

“It seems Japan is already laying the groundwork for its invasion of China. Assimilating Koreans would stabilize their rear and allow them to bolster their military forces. After all, on paper, Korea is now part of Japan.”

That makes sense. Historically, Japan’s invasion of China began somewhat haphazardly, with rogue actions like Mutaguchi Renya’s incursion sparking a broader conflict.

Now, however, Japan appears to be planning deliberately. Korea’s current unrest, coupled with Japan’s military buildup, points toward a calculated move into China.



“But can China withstand a Japanese invasion? While it appears unified on the surface, it’s essentially a fractured state with decentralized governance,” someone questioned.

The answer wasn’t straightforward.

“China’s warlords are no fools,” I explained. “Even under the guise of loose autonomy, they will inevitably prepare for unification. Military buildups will follow, whether for self-defense or eventual consolidation.”

The idea of China’s fragmented regions pooling their resources for unification might sound like wishful thinking, but it wasn’t out of the realm of possibility.

The Middle Kingdom’s history is steeped in cycles of disunity and reunification. Figures like Chiang Kai-shek and Mao Zedong wouldn’t simply bow to the current fragmented state.

“Mark my words: warlords won’t easily relinquish their power. Each will build their military strength, creating armies capable of challenging one another. If Japan invades, they may unite against a common enemy.”



“For now, let’s keep observing. Japan isn’t likely to start a full-scale war immediately,” one advisor concluded.

Indeed, Japan’s economic interests in South Manchuria and Korea were still lucrative. There was little incentive to launch an immediate invasion.

However, preparations were undoubtedly underway.



“Your Majesty,” someone finally asked, “why did you personally recommend Mutaguchi Renya in your letter to Japan?”

Ah, so they’ve been wondering about that.

“Well,” I began, “that man will be Japan’s undoing—a hidden weapon, if you will.”

“More effective than the military advancements we’re working on?”

“In certain ways, yes.”

My strategy was straightforward. Should Japan invade China, they’d become bogged down in a protracted conflict. At the opportune moment, Russia would strike, seizing South Manchuria and leveraging Mutaguchi Renya’s position to destabilize Japan’s rear lines.

Even if Mutaguchi didn’t defect, a swift Russian assault would easily overwhelm Mantetsu’s defenses.

However, much hinges on circumstances aligning favorably. Mutaguchi could just as easily remain loyal to Japan, complicating matters.



As discussions of Japan’s potential moves subsided, attention turned inward to Russia’s growing strength.

“How is our economy faring?” I inquired.

“Your Majesty, we have already surpassed pre-World War I levels,” Prime Minister Krivoshein assured me.

“Russia’s economy is flourishing,” echoed other ministers.

Oil discoveries, burgeoning exports, and increasing foreign investments—particularly from American firms—signaled that Russia was on an upward trajectory.

“Even Morgan Bank has expressed interest,” someone noted, referring to the prominent U.S. financial institution.


Still, I couldn’t shake the feeling that our rapid growth might invite trouble.

“Be cautious,” I warned. “As we grow stronger, powers like Britain may attempt to thwart us. And we mustn’t overlook the matter of Makhno’s Free Territory.”

While Pontic Greece had been subsumed into Russia’s orbit, the anarchist enclave in Ukraine remained a potential flashpoint.

If Britain decided to intervene to keep Russia in check, things could get messy.



The pieces were moving on the global chessboard. Japan’s ambitions in China, Russia’s resurgence, and the unpredictable currents of history all promised turbulent times ahead.



 
  Chapter 121: The Misfortune of Romania


“That issue is already under discussion within the White Army headquarters, so there’s no need for concern.”  

“Your Majesty, while Japan, China, and the economy are important, there’s a matter more urgent than all of those.”  

A more urgent matter? For the tsar who would rather just focus on grading papers, this statement was nothing short of aggravating.  

“A more urgent matter?”  

“Romania.”  

Ah, Romania. That is important. But isn’t that where Beria has been dispatched to sow discord? It seemed like it would take some time before any tangible results emerged from there. For now, it appeared that Horthy was merely clinging to my promises, waiting for Ferdinand to die. At least it looked like they were making contact with Carol in the meantime. I couldn’t understand why this issue was surfacing now, but fine. Let’s see what they have to say.  

“What’s happening in Romania?”  

“Romania’s internal situation is becoming increasingly unstable.”  

“Oh?”  

Well, that much was to be expected. After all, Beria was in there stirring the pot.  

“There are reports of a communist presence emerging within Romania.”  

“Beria must be doing a fine job.”  

“No, Your Majesty. It appears there are actual communists at work.”  

“Communists, you say?”  

Actual communists? Not something fabricated by Beria? This required a more thorough look.  

“Perhaps the German Communist Party has planted operatives in Romania, as they did in Poland?”  

“Hmm. A communist revolution in Romania, you say.”  

Could that even be possible? Were the Germans out of their minds?  

“Why would Germany send communists to Romania?”  

“If Romania were to become a communist state, it would encircle Hungary from all directions.”  

“Before that happens, the Russian army would march in.”  

No, that’s not it. This isn’t such a simple matter. Sure, if Romania became communist, it could threaten Hungary from behind with Yugoslavia. But standing in the way is pro-British Western Ukraine and the Russian forces. Romania would be a powder keg ready to explode. Yet the German communists surely understand this. Figures like Karl Liebknecht and Rosa Luxemburg wouldn’t act so carelessly.  

“Perhaps it’s about the symbolism of starting a revolution in Romania. Doesn’t that carry its own significance?”  

That had to be the answer.  

“Symbolism?”  

“If a communist revolution succeeds in Romania, the Germans can present it as proof that exporting revolutions is possible. This could raise morale. Moreover, if our Russian White Army suppresses the communist Romania and reclaims Bessarabia, it would deepen the German communists’ hostility towards us, bolstering future support for war. And Romania could be hailed as a glorious martyr, inspiring communists worldwide to unite.”  

That’s how I see it. There’s no other explanation. The German communists’ priority right now is to create allies or at least demonstrate their ability to support other nations. They need to show that revolutions can happen elsewhere. Romania would be their ideal starting point.  

“What you say rings true, Your Majesty.”  

“But if I may, Your Majesty.”  

“Speak.”  

“Hm. I’ve spent much time thinking, if I were a Bolshevik, how would I act?”  

Truthfully, it wasn’t much thinking on my part. Anyone living in the 21st century in South Korea, familiar with China, North Korea, and the Soviet Union’s legacy, would already know. Communists are shameless and audacious. They act like thugs when they have power and expertly manipulate narratives to stir chaos when they don’t.  

“That’s why Your Majesty has introduced economic policies to sway public sentiment, has it not?”  

Yes, that’s correct. The Soviet Union should have enacted such policies themselves. Even if they had some positive aspects in their early days, communism’s inherent flaws make its eventual downfall inevitable. Even so, I digress.  

The key strength of communists lies in their ability to incite. With power, they impose their will shamelessly; without it, they manipulate and inflame public opinion with remarkable skill.  

“I often say this.”  

“Communists excel at incitement. Isn’t that what you mean?”  

“Indeed. For the German communists to stir up revolution in Romania, they’ll likely exploit the succession disputes and the royal couple’s situation.”  

If the German communists aim to destabilize Romania, they will exploit even the slightest openings. The royal couple, having aligned with the anti-communist pact, are natural targets. The German communists would not miss this chance to use the royal family’s controversies to their advantage.  

“The Romanian people view their queen as a figure who embodies national pride and grace while harboring admiration for her resilience. However, Romania has its own painful history of being trampled by Germany.”  

It was the queen’s pro-British persuasion that led Ferdinand to side with Britain during the war. While Britain’s victory justified the decision, Germany’s past occupation and Romania’s semi-colonial status were not easily forgotten.  

Now imagine if Romania had lost the war or suffered a more lenient peace. Would the queen still enjoy her current level of admiration? Likely not. An unfaithful queen who dragged her husband into a disastrous war would have faced intense scrutiny. The German communists might exploit this sentiment.  

“Could the communists use such sentiments to fuel their propaganda?”  

“Romania is a victorious nation. Public trust in the royal couple should remain high.”  

“Propaganda depends on how effectively the narrative is spun. Hungary’s military exercises along the border, combined with Britain and Russia’s apparent inaction, could sow doubt. I see this as a pretext for agitation rather than a genuine threat.”  

The British, despite their history of interference, are unlikely to defend Romania staunchly. To Britain, Romania represents a distant interest in a world increasingly focused on countering communist Germany. Britain may not defend Romania outright, but neither would they want to antagonize Russia, their ally against Germany.  

“A minority within the kingdom may harbor resentment towards the royal family. The communists could exploit this sentiment.”  


That’s true. Not everyone in Romania worships the queen. Those directly affected by German occupation would be particularly susceptible.  

“Let’s fan the flames where we can. Observing the German communists’ moves and lending subtle support where it suits us could be advantageous.”  

If the German communists light the spark, it will present us with an opportunity. Whether through military intervention or diplomatic maneuvering, Russia must be prepared to act swiftly.  

Romania’s internal instability, compounded by external pressures from Hungary and covert communist agitation, was a brewing storm. In the distance, the players watched and prepared to seize the moment when the pot finally boiled over.  





 
  Chapter 122: The Future of the British Empire


From a distance, Beria observed the German Communist Party member delivering a rousing speech to Romanian workers and let out an admiring sigh.

“Truly, the Tsar foresaw even this.”

The former Russian “Saint” was as insightful as she was beautiful, her vision encompassing the entire world. How else could she have foreseen that the German Communist Party would so blatantly infiltrate Romania and instructed him to gather evidence of their collusion with the Romanian state?

Honestly, if Communist Germany had remained passive, Beria had considered seducing the queen as part of his plan. He thought about luring her into a trap, planting pre-prepared documents showing the Romanian royal family’s collusion with communists in her chambers. That would have required meticulous preparation.

But now, things had become far easier.

Even the head of Russia’s Okhrana had suggested making use of the German Communist Party, so the path was clear.

“It seems we must lend our friends some support,” Beria muttered, a sly grin spreading across his face as he watched the communist agitator addressing the crowd.

Beria quickly set to work, mobilizing agents from the Romanian branch of the Okhrana to create new narratives.

“What’s our next move, Beria?” one of his colleagues asked.

Beria smiled wryly and wagged a finger.
“The queen hasn’t done anything to suppress the protests, has she?”

Intervening might only inflame the situation, so she was wisely staying out of it. But therein lay an opportunity.

Her personal life was scandalous, to say the least. If Romania had lost the war, these protests would likely have been even more intense.

“How about this: we spread the story that the queen, displeased with her husband signing the anti-communist pact, is conspiring with a communist lover to hand over power, which is why she’s tolerating the protests.”
“Will people believe that?”
Beria chuckled, his lips curling into a mocking smirk.
“Even if this causes hesitation among those praising the queen’s past deeds, one figure might be able to capitalize on this.”

Beria tossed a photograph onto the table.
It was a picture of none other than Crown Prince Carol.

“Surely not,” his colleague said.
“Yes, Carol. The queen’s eldest son, who’s been sidelined, could use this opportunity to claim he’s setting things right and turn against his mother. While Carol’s reputation is far from spotless, his mother’s promiscuity makes his flaws less damning. If he rises to reclaim his place, there will be those who rally behind him.”
“True enough.”

To the Okhrana, Carol seemed like the type to seize any opportunity to regain his status. If things escalated into conflict, Hungary or Russia could intervene, and that would be the endgame.

“All we need to do is give him a gentle push.”

The Okhrana itself wouldn’t move openly. Their role would simply be to nudge Carol in the right direction, subtly and strategically.



At 10 Downing Street, the official residence of the British Prime Minister, chaos reigned.

The German Communists’ relentless propaganda and provocation—seemingly designed to scream, “Look at me!”—had piled endless paperwork onto the Prime Minister’s desk.

Stanley Baldwin, the Prime Minister, was overwhelmed. Once admired for his domestic policies in the original timeline, Baldwin had, upon assuming office, withdrawn British forces from the Baltics, Poland, Ukraine, and Austria—only to face a barrage of provocations from Communist Germany.

One particularly taxing day, Winston Churchill, now Chancellor of the Exchequer, burst into Baldwin’s office.

“Chancellor Churchill. What’s the matter?”
“Germany’s been dealt with, but now Russia, having absorbed parts of the German fleet, is returning to the seas. Recently, they’ve even secured technological cooperation from Japan.”
Churchill’s concern was straightforward: Russia, having regained some of its former glory, was once again asserting itself. As the victor of the Great Game, Britain had a responsibility to contain Russia.

“And?” Baldwin sighed. “Forgive me, Chancellor, but you’re no longer the First Lord of the Admiralty. Spare me the trouble.”

But Churchill, ever persistent, refused to relent. After all, this was a matter of British prestige and global dominance.

“Romania is under pressure from all sides due to loopholes in the anti-communist pact. Don’t you sense a connection?”
“Yes, yes. Russia and Hungary want to carve up Romania. What’s your point?”
“We must immediately warn Russia to stay out of Romania. They’ve already taken half of Ukraine. Any designs on Romania must be crushed! We should even threaten military action if necessary, to contain them before they grow any stronger!”
“And whose fault is it that we’re in this mess?” Baldwin replied, smirking.

The Prime Minister’s retort stung. Churchill had been one of the most vocal proponents of taking action against the communists, overriding other opinions in the cabinet and rallying support from France and the United States. Now, Britain was dealing with the unintended consequences of those decisions.

In truth, Britain had hoped for a prolonged Russian civil war to keep the nation weak. Instead, the unexpectedly competent Tsarina and Germany’s covert industrial aid had enabled Russia to stabilize and rise again.

“Listen, Chancellor,” Baldwin said, exasperated. “Your plan to focus solely on suppressing communism has led us here. You wanted Russia bogged down in endless internal strife, but now we’re dealing with a stronger Russia and a Communist Germany. And perhaps,” he added with a pointed look, “the German communists learned from Russia’s civil war how to succeed in their own revolution.”

Churchill, momentarily taken aback, quickly regained his composure. “Even so, Prime Minister, this is no time for inaction. We must act decisively.”

Baldwin, however, was reaching the end of his patience.

“Chancellor, don’t you understand? We simply don’t have the capacity! We’re struggling just to contain Communist Germany, and now you want us to threaten Russia as well? At this rate, we should be negotiating with Russia to borrow their army to help contain Germany!”


The reality was grim. Britain, still reeling from the losses of the Great War and drained by battles against communist insurgents in its colonies, lacked the resources or will for further conflict.

“Do you really think Communist Germany has only spread its influence to Algeria?” Baldwin asked pointedly.

Churchill’s silence spoke volumes.

“Britain is in no position to police both Europe and the colonies. If we don’t scale back somewhere, we risk losing everything,” Baldwin continued. “We may even have to grant our colonies greater autonomy to keep them tied to the Empire.”

Churchill’s face reddened. “Autonomy? For the colonies? Surely it hasn’t come to that!”
“It hasn’t yet,” Baldwin conceded. “But the trajectory is clear. Without a major shift, we may soon find ourselves forced into such concessions.”



As Churchill left Downing Street, his shoulders slumped, he muttered bitterly to himself.

“How did it come to this? The British Empire, so mighty, reduced to this state.”

The Empire had once stood atop the world, claiming victory in the Great War and securing spoils through backroom deals. Yet now, it was stretched thin, facing threats from Communist Germany, a resurgent Russia, and colonial unrest.

For Britain to regain its former glory, Churchill thought, the communist threat must be eradicated. To do that, strong leadership—leadership like that of Russia’s Tsarina—was essential.

“Yes,” Churchill murmured. “The monarchy must be the answer.”

A new vision for the British Empire began to form in his mind.



 
  Chapter 123: Romania’s Degenerate


“Hm?”
Something intriguing appeared in the reports.

The queen had reportedly refrained from addressing the protests entirely. However, the real issue wasn’t Queen Marie but King Ferdinand of Romania.

It seemed that Ferdinand’s health had significantly deteriorated. Considering the historical timeline, it felt partially like my fault, which made me feel somewhat apologetic. After all, isn’t it likely that the peculiar protests spurred by his wife’s scandals and their erratic family situation had brought about his decline?

The protests targeted the queen’s alleged infidelity, claiming that her extramarital escapades had brought the country to ruin. Yet, what could one say? He should have kept his wife in check, or at least avoided being persuaded by her to enter the war.

“Oh dear. Why couldn’t she keep herself from running around with other men?”
It was a pitiful situation, indeed. Did she really love men that much?

Now that I think about it, the German communists have claimed absurd things, like the Tsarina’s decision to remain unmarried being due to her spending nights in the war tents with soldiers or generals of the White Army.

Given such rumors, it’s fair to assume that this entire Romanian situation was orchestrated by the communists.

“Though I despise the German Reds for mentioning Her Majesty, I must admit they’re occasionally useful,” Maria quipped bitterly.

I wondered if the king would succumb to his ailments even sooner than expected. On the other hand, the situation might de-escalate on its own. Whether Beria would exploit this further or Horthy would intensify his pressures remained uncertain, though British intervention could complicate matters.

“Your Majesty, we’ve received a message from the White Army Headquarters.”
At that moment, a message from the White Army arrived.

“What is it?”
“It seems rumors have reached the headquarters, claiming that Queen Marie has been fraternizing with communists.”

This whole “Queen Marie” ordeal was becoming exhausting. If even the White Army brought it up, could it be that they were planning to use this as a pretext to intervene in Romania?

“Would this really escalate over such an incident?”
Historically, Marie was meant to end her life as a celebrated queen. Sure, her children caused her headaches, but she herself was adored by Romanians despite her known promiscuity.

And now she’s being accused of consorting with communists?
I decided to head to the White Army Headquarters for clarification.



Upon arrival, I found the generals gathered around a map of Romania, apparently discussing strategy. Were they already preparing to dismantle the country?

“What’s going on here?” I asked.
“We’ve received reports about these rumors spreading in Romania,” one general replied.

“Where are these rumors coming from?”
While I had my suspicions, I wanted confirmation.
“From Beria, one of our Okhrana agents.”

Beria! That man was always up to something. Though it seemed odd, I still couldn’t dismiss it entirely.

“Beria, huh? What did he do this time?”
“It seems he exploited the protests over the queen’s inaction. The situation spiraled from there.”

The report from the Black Baron laid everything bare. The contents were absurd, alleging that a queen who once “sold the country to Britain” might now sell it to communist Germany.

The Okhrana couldn’t have pulled this off alone; the involvement of German communists lent credibility to the rumors.

“Beria really set this in motion,” I mused.
“Yes, Your Majesty.”

It was all beginning to make sense. Beria’s handiwork was clear, but would it truly justify our intervention?

“Are these rumors widespread?”
Though things had escalated, it didn’t seem catastrophic enough to topple Romania just yet.



According to additional reports, Crown Prince Carol had inserted himself into the situation.

“What? Carol? How is he involved?”
“Apparently, he’s using these allegations against his mother to rally support from the military.”

Carol! Of course, he would exploit this. Having been passed over as heir in favor of young Michael, his resentment was bound to boil over.

Even if Carol had a dismal reputation, his status as the king’s son still carried weight. Without his intervention, this might have blown over, but with him stepping in, the queen’s scandals—true or exaggerated—gained new traction.

“Given the king’s poor health, he couldn’t intervene either,” another general noted.



Carol escalated the situation further by reaching out to Hungary and Russia for support, claiming that his mother was handing the country to the communists.

“Carol has requested our aid in ousting the queen to save the country from communism.”

Had Beria anticipated this? If so, that man was truly formidable.

Meanwhile, Hungary, sensing an opportunity, contacted us to propose their own intervention.



The situation was rapidly spiraling toward chaos. Carol and his supporters labeled the queen a communist collaborator, accusing her of plotting to turn Romania into a communist state.

Queen Marie, in turn, pleaded with Romanians not to believe Carol’s accusations. However, Beria had already bribed a Romanian agitator to “confess” publicly:

“It’s true! I seduced the queen! She agreed that Romania needs communism. Workers of the world, unite!”



The Romanian military fractured into factions, with some siding with the queen and others with Carol. Meanwhile, Carol began secret negotiations with Hungary, offering to return Transylvania in exchange for their support in his bid for the throne.

Hungarian regent Horthy agreed. With both internal divisions and external pressures mounting, Hungary launched a “special military operation,” claiming to protect ethnic Hungarians in Transylvania.

Russia also declared intervention, ostensibly to restore order:
“The queen’s alleged communist sympathies and the involvement of Crown Prince Carol necessitate Russian peacekeeping forces to stabilize the region.”


Under General Ungern’s command, Russian White Army troops swiftly landed in Romania and occupied Bessarabia.

The Romanian army, caught between the queen and Carol, was disarmed with little resistance. Desperate, Romania appealed to Britain and France for help, but their responses were tepid at best.

“We’d like to help, but…”
“We’re hardly in a position to intervene.”

Between colonial pressures and domestic challenges, neither Britain nor France could afford to act. Moreover, the discovery of actual German communist operatives in Romania complicated matters, legitimizing Russian involvement under the anti-communist pact.

Thus, with Hungary advancing from the west and Russia seizing Bessarabia, Romania’s future grew increasingly uncertain.



 
  Chapter 124: Romania’s Degenerate (2)


Communist Germany, though not entirely an outsider in this matter, remained eerily silent.

“This… this wasn’t the plan!”

Their initial goal was merely to scatter red seeds here and there, not to escalate matters to this degree. If Communist Germany had rebuilt its military to the strength of the former German Empire, things might have been different.

Unfortunately, with the Kaiser having turned Russia into a munitions factory and left its stockpiles behind for the Russian treasury, Germany had no means to field an army unrestricted by the Treaty of Versailles.

Had this incident occurred ten years later, they might have considered it an opportune moment. But now? It was the worst timing imaginable.

Fearing backlash, Communist Germany refrained from responding to the situation. However, their “eternal partner,” Italy, had a different reaction.

Upon hearing of the Romanian queen’s alleged alliance with communists, Italy wasted no time stirring the pot.

“Amazing! The queen who achieved Greater Romania is now building a communist state herself! How fitting for a successor to Rome!”

Italy’s leader, Benito Mussolini, showered Queen Marie with ironic praise, referring to her as the “Red Queen” while condemning Hungary and the Russian Union as imperialist oppressors of the working class.

This added fuel to the rumors of the queen’s alleged collusion with communists, and with a communist state backing the accusations, Queen Marie was branded as a communist almost overnight.

“I’m not a communist!” Marie lamented. “How could this happen? I’ve lost my legitimacy!”

King Ferdinand, bedridden and unresponsive, left Marie to rely only on her other children, excluding Carol.

Marie, now marked with a red stigma, tried to rally support from Britain and France, as she had during the Paris Peace Conference. However, both nations declined to intervene, leaving her stranded.

“This is dire. The public sentiment isn’t what it used to be,” Barbu Știrbey said, reviewing reports from Bucharest with a furrowed brow.

The situation was deteriorating quickly. What could have been suppressed early on had grown into a crisis.

“Știrbey, what should we do?” Marie asked.
“We should have dispersed those protests by force from the beginning…” he replied, trailing off.

“This must have been caused by external interference! Otherwise, it wouldn’t have escalated like this!” Marie exclaimed.

Indeed, the scale of the situation seemed unnatural.

“Prince Carol has stated he would pardon everything if the throne is rightfully handed to him,” Știrbey informed her.

“That scoundrel as king? It’s too dangerous!”

“It appears that Carol’s supporters trust him, given Queen Marie’s own past scandals,” Știrbey explained.

The irony wasn’t lost on Marie. Carol had inherited her traits—an issue that both his supporters and detractors recognized. Yet the people trusted Carol because he promised stability after the chaos wrought by his mother’s reputation.

“Hah, a man who betrayed his own mother, calling her a harlot to steal the throne, dares to seek the crown?” Marie spat.

The queen’s relationship with her eldest son had soured even more than in history. It was no surprise, given that Carol had publicly accused her of being a communist collaborator.

Meanwhile, King Ferdinand lay unconscious, unable to intervene.



“Transylvania has fallen into Hungarian hands, and Russian forces have occupied Bessarabia under the guise of peacekeeping. If we don’t act, a civil war will break out, and Hungary will seize Romania by force,” Știrbey explained grimly.

“We should appeal to Russia, then. Anastasia Tsarina might persuade her Duma to pull back Russian and Hungarian forces. Surely, as a fellow ruler, she would listen,” Marie suggested.

Știrbey, unaware that Anastasia herself had orchestrated these events, latched onto the idea.



“Help? Why would I do that?”

When Știrbey arrived at the Kremlin, his appearance was pitiable. This was the man who had fathered an illegitimate child with the queen, now reduced to begging me for assistance.

“Please, Your Majesty, this is all a misunderstanding. Our queen is neither a communist nor in collusion with them,” Știrbey pleaded.

I sighed internally. He had no idea that I was the architect behind his misery.

“Who told you to commit adultery and then come asking me to clean up your mess? This is your own doing. Why should I help?” I snapped, disgusted by his audacity.

“You dare appeal to me, a fellow woman leader? Unlike your queen, I don’t betray my principles or my people for the sake of men. I never married, let alone betrayed a husband,” I continued coldly.

“My apologies, Your Majesty, but—”

“Enough. If your queen is truly righteous, she should take up arms herself and deal with her treacherous son. Isn’t she beloved by the people? Let her lead them into battle against Carol and prove her legitimacy,” I added, brushing him off.



Știrbey left the Kremlin in despair, clutching at the hope that I had promised some vague form of help.

Naturally, I called in the Black Baron to finalize the matter.

“Baron, allow Queen Marie to approach the peacekeeping forces in Bessarabia.”

“Does that mean we’ll assist her, Your Majesty?” he asked cautiously.

“Of course,” I replied, stirring sugar into my coffee. “But how we assist her is up to us.”


The Black Baron immediately understood. My “assistance” was simple: evacuate the queen to Russia under the pretense of safety, effectively exiling her.



Marie would likely agree to this under desperation, but once removed from Romania, her reputation would be irrevocably tarnished. With her departure, Carol’s claims against her would seem justified, and the remaining Romanian populace would be left disillusioned.

As for Carol, his base of support rested on the National Christian Defense League, an anti-communist and anti-Semitic faction. Their influence ensured Carol’s position as a figurehead for the fractured military.

While Britain and France remained silent, their inaction effectively legitimized our peacekeeping mission.

Thus, the stage was set for Carol to ascend the throne, the queen to face exile, and Romania’s future to be reshaped under our guidance.



 
  Chapter 125: The Romanian Crisis


The deployment of Russian “peacekeeping forces” in Romania had been carefully framed to avoid provoking Britain or France. To my pleasant surprise, their reactions were far from hostile.

“Well, it seems they’re satisfied,” I mused.

Indeed, by operating under the guise of peacekeeping, we had preempted any major objections. The justification was clear: the situation in Romania was closely tied to communist uprisings. Britain and France had no grounds to challenge us, especially as they were too preoccupied with Communist Germany’s provocations to focus on Romania.

“This benefits us,” I noted, “but do you think Queen Marie will stay quietly in Russia?”

“Of course not,” replied one of my advisors.

Marie was a competent woman—when men weren’t involved. No doubt, she would try to rally support to depose Carol and reclaim her position. However, as long as we monitored her actions and maintained plausible deniability, she posed no real threat.

“If Carol asks us to return his mother, we’ll comply,” I said, smiling wryly. “But I doubt he will. After all, he’s painted her as a communist sympathizer and a traitor. Why would he want her back?”

Marie’s reputation was in tatters, and once she arrived in Russia, she would be reduced to nothing more than a powerless exile. Still, it was a pity—she wasn’t a bad ruler outside of her scandals. History even honored her with statues in Romania.

“But for Russia’s sake, sacrifices must be made. She won’t die—we’ll take care of her. Who knows? Perhaps she’ll have her uses in the future. If not, she’ll at least have some company here in Russia.”

At this moment, an advisor interjected, “Your Majesty, there’s news from the State Duma.”

“What is it?”

“The Korean Provisional Government in Harbin has established the ‘Balhae Republic,’ an autonomous government.”

Balhae Republic? The name made sense. “Han” was too politically charged to use, “Goguryeo” or “Goryeo” might have been better, but with Yi Kang involved, those names carried historical baggage. Balhae was a safer choice, tied to the region’s history and its multi-ethnic legacy.

“Interesting. A Balhae Republic… Japan won’t react to this, I presume?”

“Hardly. They won’t see an autonomous republic as a significant threat.”

“Exactly.”

The name, however, made the republic appear as little more than a Russian client state, which might suit their purposes. It did make me wonder if “Goryeo” might have been a more strategic choice, but that was for them to decide.

For now, my focus remained on Romania. “Let’s proceed with the current plan. Keep me informed.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

The Black Baron bowed deeply and departed. My attention drifted to the tranquil Moscow skyline. This city, at least, would not suffer a siege like in my other life.



Meanwhile, in Romania, Barbu Știrbey returned from the Kremlin with great enthusiasm.

“Your Majesty, Tsarina Anastasia has agreed to help us!”

However, Queen Marie felt uneasy. Why insist on meeting the peacekeeping forces in Bessarabia? Why couldn’t the Russian forces come directly to Bucharest?

“Bessarabia? Why there?”

“It’s likely because they’re operating as peacekeepers. Moving further might be seen as overreach,” Știrbey explained.

Bessarabia was historically Russian territory, and Russia had no real justification for marching into Bucharest. Still, Marie couldn’t shake the feeling that something was off.

“Foreign intervention… will this really help?” she murmured.

“It’s the best option. If we do nothing, we’ll have no choice but to hand power to Prince Carol. The longer we delay, the more likely Italy will intervene.”

Italy was indeed a growing concern. Mussolini had already caused enough trouble with his public support for the communists. If Italy or Yugoslavia decided to get involved, Romania would become a battlefield.

Marie sighed. “Fine. Let’s see what the Russians can do.”

Late at night, Marie and Știrbey departed for Bessarabia in secret to avoid alerting Carol. Upon their arrival, they were greeted by disciplined Russian soldiers.

“Are you the Queen of Romania?” a commanding officer asked.

“Yes. And who might you be?”

“I am Roman von Ungern-Sternberg, Commander of the Russian Peacekeeping Corps,” he replied, his piercing gaze scanning the entourage for signs of a trap.



Before Marie could say much more, Ungern barked orders.

“Escort the queen and her advisor! Protect them at all costs!”

The Russian troops quickly surrounded the queen and her party, leading them aboard a ship. But as the ship set sail, Marie grew suspicious.

“Why are we boarding a vessel in Bessarabia?” she asked.

“They must be conducting naval drills,” Știrbey speculated nervously.

Marie grumbled, “Using our crisis as practice? Typical.”

It wasn’t until they docked in Sevastopol that the truth became clear: Marie and Știrbey had been transported to Russia itself.



Back in Bucharest, the news of Marie’s departure caused an uproar.

“What? The queen fled to Russia?”

“But isn’t Russia anti-communist?”

“She must have sought asylum in neutral Russia, leaving us to fend for ourselves!”

Carol, seizing the moment, marched his forces into Bucharest under the protection of Hungarian troops. Marie’s former supporters, feeling betrayed, were in disarray. The rumors spread by the Ohkrana of Marie’s “asylum” only deepened their despair.

The news reached Ferdinand, who was still recovering.

“Could it be true? Has she really—ugh!”

“Your Majesty!” his attendants cried as Ferdinand collapsed from the shock.

Meanwhile, Carol boldly declared his intentions:

“Communism will no longer plague this land! Transylvania, which has brought nothing but misfortune, will be returned to Hungary under a mandate. Bessarabia will also be restored to Russia!”

Though some hardline Romanians resisted, Carol’s rhetoric swayed the majority. He framed his concessions as necessary to restore Romania’s dignity and fulfill its Roman legacy.



In Sevastopol, a defeated Queen Marie realized her predicament.

“We were tricked,” Știrbey lamented.

Still, I sipped my tea calmly when he stormed into the Kremlin, fuming.

“Your Majesty, this is outrageous!”

“Outrageous?” I asked, feigning innocence.

“You kidnapped the queen under the guise of help!”


“Kidnapped? Nonsense,” I replied coolly. “We rescued her from certain death. If you’re unhappy, feel free to leave.”

“Leave?!” Știrbey sputtered in disbelief.

“Did I not tell you to fight your battles yourselves? Yet here you are, blaming us after begging for help. How ungrateful.”

This left Știrbey speechless, his indignation fizzling out as he realized he had no recourse.

As for me, I smiled inwardly. The plan had worked perfectly. The queen was safely out of the way, and Romania was now under Russia’s watchful eye.



 
  Chapter 126: The Foreign Minister of the Allied Powers


I had done everything I could. Truly, I had tried my best.

If someone were to look at this situation from a neutral perspective, my actions wouldn’t seem entirely unjustified, would they? I mean, sending peacekeeping forces in response to a queen’s request isn’t exactly unheard of, is it?

It’s just that I, too, never imagined peacekeeping troops would be used this way.

“Hah, but still…”

Barbu Știrbey, drenched in sweat, seemed eager to argue his case, but what could he possibly say? Judging from his current demeanor, it seemed Queen Marie had berated him thoroughly.

“And what exactly do you propose? That I, sitting here in Moscow, unfamiliar with your country’s internal intricacies, should order the peacekeeping troops to arrest Prince Carol?”

It was absurd for anyone to blame me. Neither Queen Marie nor Știrbey had handed me control of their army, nor were they in any position to complain about my handling of the matter.

“That’s not what I meant,” Știrbey muttered.

“Look at the situation,” I continued. “Carol has the upper hand. If Russia were to intervene more directly, do you think Britain and France would remain idle?”

“But now people are saying Russia aims to take Bessarabia.”

“Well, of course.”

The State Duma had already decided to demand Bessarabia from Carol’s government as compensation. After all, what else could Russia possibly gain from this intervention?

“We mediated the situation; naturally, we deserve compensation. Are you suggesting Russia should have intervened out of pure goodwill? Even under the Anti-Communist Pact, Bessarabia was never permanently ceded to Romania. It’s only fair that we reclaim it.”

“And what about us? What happens to us?”

I sighed, annoyed at having to repeat myself.

“You’re free to stay in Russia or return to Romania. Either way, accommodations will be arranged in Moscow if you choose to remain. Didn’t I already tell you? I’m a saintly figure—abductions and underhanded schemes aren’t my style.”

After a moment of silence, Știrbey sighed deeply and withdrew.



As he left, I tapped my fingers against the desk, contemplating a fitting response. A small, mischievous smile crept onto my face.

“Maria.”

“Yes, Your Majesty?”

“Contact Beria. Let’s spread a rumor that Queen Marie ran away for a love affair.”

Maria stifled a laugh. “The once-praised queen falling so far… It’s poetic.”

“What choice does she leave me?” I muttered.

With Romania’s affairs momentarily settled, I thought I could finally rest, but no.

“Your Majesty, British Foreign Minister Austen Chamberlain requests an audience.”

“Him?” I raised an eyebrow. “What could he want?”

“He’s been sent by Britain regarding the Romanian matter.”

Ah, so Britain had decided to make its discontent known.

“Very well. Show him in.”



Austen Chamberlain entered with a polite, yet stern demeanor.

“I thought you would raise this with the State Duma. Why seek me directly?”

“The Duma defers to Your Majesty’s wisdom. I believed it more efficient to discuss matters directly with you.”

Ah, so they were passing the buck to me. Typical.

“Well then, Minister Chamberlain,” I said, gesturing for him to speak.

“Let us address the issue of Bessarabia,” he began.

“Why does this concern Britain?” I asked, leaning back. “Bessarabia was originally Russian territory. By securing Romania’s stability, reclaiming Bessarabia is only fair compensation.”

“And what of Ukraine? By annexing Bessarabia, Ukraine becomes isolated, does it not?”

Chamberlain was sharp, I had to admit. He had correctly identified the geopolitical implications.

“That’s a fair concern,” I conceded. “But rest assured, we have no immediate designs on Ukraine. For now, Bessarabia will operate as an independent republic under Russian protection.”

Chamberlain frowned, dissatisfied. “And Hungary’s occupation of Transylvania?”

I shrugged. “It’s their rightful claim, wouldn’t you say? Romania took it from them unjustly.”

At this, Chamberlain’s expression soured further. Clearly, Britain’s tacit support for Romania in past disputes was coming back to haunt him.

“Surely, a compromise can be reached—perhaps dividing Transylvania into northern and southern regions?”

His suggestion irritated me. I slammed my palm on the desk, startling him.

“Minister Chamberlain, let me be clear. King Carol has already acknowledged Hungary’s claim. This is an internal matter for Romania. Britain has no right to interfere.”

“But Your Majesty, Hungary’s growing monarchist faction poses a significant risk. There are whispers of a ‘Dual Monarchy’ resurgence. Should we not prevent a potential restoration of the Austro-Hungarian Empire?”

I smirked. “Even if Hungary restores a monarchy, do you truly think a fragmented Austro-Hungarian Empire could withstand the pressures of Germany, Italy, and Yugoslavia?”

Chamberlain hesitated but pressed on. “And yet, Your Majesty, such a resurgence could destabilize the region further.”

“Perhaps. But a stronger Hungary serves as a useful buffer against Communist Germany.”

“Germany, in its current state, cannot wage war. Its military is in shambles.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Perhaps. But you underestimate their capacity for subversion. Their propaganda and ideological exports are far more dangerous than their current military capabilities.”

Chamberlain’s face darkened. “Propaganda?”

I smiled faintly. “Tell me, Minister, has Germany not sown the seeds of revolution in your colonies?”

His stunned expression was all the confirmation I needed.

“Do not underestimate communism’s ability to exploit despair,” I warned. “Germany may be weak now, but if left unchecked, their influence will only grow.”



As our conversation wound down, Chamberlain looked visibly unsettled.

“I’ll take your warnings under advisement,” he muttered.

“Do so,” I replied. “And while you’re at it, consider abandoning the gold standard. It will only hinder your recovery.”

“Abandon the gold standard?”


“Yes. If Britain truly wishes to recover from the Great War, the gold standard will do more harm than good.”

Chamberlain raised an eyebrow, skeptical. “Your Majesty seems to have a unique perspective on the future. Perhaps you see things others do not?”

I chuckled. “Perhaps. Or perhaps I simply understand the weight of history.”

With that, Chamberlain took his leave, still pondering my words.



As he departed, I leaned back in my chair, satisfied. Romania was under control, Britain had been warned, and the world’s chessboard was shifting ever so subtly in Russia’s favor.



 
  Chapter 127: Selective Red


Belgrade, Yugoslavia.

In Yugoslavia, Josip Broz Tito led the Yugoslav Youth Communist Party.
Captured by the Russian Imperial Army during the Great War, he observed the Russian Revolution and civil war unfold while in captivity.

Ordinarily, witnessing the Russian Revolution would have fully immersed him in communist ideology. However, even in this alternate timeline where the Soviet Union had collapsed, Tito still embraced communism.

The reason was simple: in this version of history, communism for Tito was merely a means to consolidate power.

Let’s be honest—why passionately advocate for communism when Russia, the great “elder brother” of the Slavic peoples, hadn’t gone communist? In fact, the current Russia vehemently despised and rejected communism. Poking the bear of White Russia seemed utterly pointless.

Tito’s sole inspiration was this:
Communism served as a tool to unite the fractured nations that had formed Yugoslavia.

If Tito could become Yugoslavia’s “Lenin,” that would suffice. He only needed to emulate Russia’s early Bolshevik period, unifying the country under the pretense of communism. Once the situation stabilized and Tito rose higher in the hierarchy, he could adopt something like Russia’s model of “modified capitalism.” From there, he could even align Yugoslavia with Russia, as it had during the Great War.

Of course, Tito was aware that Anastasia, the Tsarina of Russia, despised communism with a passion. Yet, seeing how Russia’s current policies borrowed heavily from Bolshevik tactics, Tito figured that mimicking them a little wouldn’t draw her ire. Surely the “elder sibling” wouldn’t strike him down for that.

And yet…

“Well, I’m screwed.”

The German Communist Party had begun covertly supporting Tito, and Benito Mussolini of Italy openly lavished praise upon him.

When Mussolini declared Romania’s Queen Marie the “Red Queen,” he also lumped Tito into the mix, praising him alongside her.

Then Russia issued a pointed protest, even directly referencing Tito.

“Even if the Romanian Queen is a Red, this is completely unjustified!”

Tito was incensed.

Unaware of the actual details surrounding the Romanian crisis, Tito could only suffer in silence, a victim of circumstances.

Now, if he tried to backpedal, claiming, “It’s all a joke! Just a joke!” who would believe him? Surely, they would kill him.

Even Tito himself, if in another’s shoes, would take that person out.

And so, between potential assassination by German and Italian communists or a stealth operation by Russia’s Ohkrana, Tito found himself in a dire predicament.

To make matters worse, in Austria, a certain Adolf Hitler was busy gathering momentum, vowing to return Yugoslavia to “what it once was.”

This left Tito with an urgent decision to make.

“Given Italy’s proximity, I’ll have to feign friendliness toward communists. At the same time, I need to remain on Russia’s good side. What if I rename the Yugoslav Communist Party to something like the Yugoslav National Socialist Party?”

Surely Russia would then pause and wonder, “Wait, is this guy even a communist?”

Think about it. Both Germany and Italy had parties explicitly named “Communist Party” when they seized power. If Tito used a different name, it might at least create plausible deniability.

After all, he was still young. Surely Russia’s Tsarina wouldn’t go out of her way to assassinate him just yet.



Meanwhile, in Moscow, the Romanian crisis was drawing to a close. Hungarian and Romanian foreign ministers had arrived for negotiations.

Originally, Romania’s prime minister had planned to attend, but the new government under King Carol II could only spare its foreign minister.

Clearly, they had their hands full.

For Russia, this was a straightforward matter of securing the return of Bessarabia.

Beyond that, as a “neutral” mediator, Russia sought to finalize Hungary’s claim over Transylvania.

“Romania agrees to return Bessarabia as a gesture of goodwill to Russia for its role in mediating peace. Does the Romanian side consent?”

“Yes, we consent.”

Romania’s Foreign Minister Ion G. Duca grimly acknowledged the terms.

His expression was sour, but what could he do? Romania had no grounds to protest the loss of Bessarabia.

Moreover, Romania’s intelligence had no clue that Russia’s Ohkrana was behind the scenes orchestrating events.

From their perspective, the German Communist Party was the likely culprit.

Even Queen Marie and her lover Barbu Știrbey believed Germany was to blame, with their ire focused on German Communist leader Karl Liebknecht and Mussolini, who had dubbed her the “Red Queen.”

With rumors tying Poland’s Tsarina Anastasia to German Communist plots, Romania saw little reason to suspect Russia.



“Does the Romanian side accept Hungary’s proposal for Transylvania to be administered as a mandate under Hungarian governance?”

This time, it was Hungary’s Foreign Minister Lajos Walko who spoke.

The so-called Transylvanian Mandate was a crafty plan devised by Regent Miklós Horthy.

By framing it as a mandate rather than outright annexation, Hungary aimed to preemptively quell British interference.

Russia had already hinted its tacit approval, but Horthy had still played his cards wisely.

By treating Transylvania as a semi-independent entity, Hungary could later pursue its full integration into a restored Austro-Hungarian dual monarchy.

At the table, Russia’s Prime Minister and Foreign Minister ensured that the proceedings maintained the appearance of impartiality.

As for me, I observed from my position of authority, pensively twirling a pen.

This was my chessboard, after all. Watching the pieces move was half the fun.

“Yes, but please assist with relocating ethnic Romanians from Transylvania.”


“Of course, we’ll accommodate that.”

And so, with that agreement, Transylvania was effectively lost to Romania.



For Hungary, this was a day of triumph. For Romania, a bitter retreat.

As for me, I had secured Bessarabia for Russia, an outcome that left me thoroughly satisfied.

Looking forward, I wondered: what role would Tito and his selective communism play in this ever-shifting chessboard of geopolitics?



 
  Chapter 128: Britain’s Miscalculation


Once the Romanian and Hungarian delegations had left, the Duma was abuzz with discussion over the successful reclamation of Bessarabia. Among the White Army officers, the mood was jubilant, and they wasted no time heaping praise upon me.

“Ha ha ha! All thanks to His Majesty’s brilliant strategy, we’ve regained Bessarabia!” exclaimed Mikhail Drozdovsky, visibly elated.

Truth be told, luck played a significant role this time. Had Communist Germany not been covertly involved, the entire strategy might have needed a complete overhaul. In hindsight, Beria’s deft maneuvering deserves much of the credit.

“Honestly, I didn’t do much. I merely expressed my opinion. Beria was the one who executed it so well,” I said modestly.

Even when the groundwork is perfectly laid, poor coordination can derail everything. Yet, to my surprise, Beria pulled it all off seamlessly.

Without modern conveniences like instant messaging, he managed to act on my intent without direct oversight. That’s a feat in itself.

“Well, if not now, when else could we have reclaimed Bessarabia? The British would never have allowed it because of Ukraine,” someone noted.

True, if Britain were at full strength—its post-war reconstruction completed and its dominion over the Baltic States, Poland, Ukraine, and other territories intact—they would likely have resisted our claim.

With Romania’s allegiance to Britain during the Great War, the chances of Russia reclaiming Bessarabia under such circumstances would have been slim.

Instead of granting it to us, Britain might have strengthened its encirclement of Russia by bolstering Germany’s position.



“It’s curious, though,” one officer remarked.

“What is?”

“Given the circumstances, I expected some reaction from Communist Germany.”

“They can’t do much,” I replied matter-of-factly. “All they’re capable of right now is sowing seeds for future dissent, not triggering uprisings.”

Communist Germany’s strategy is simple: plant the seeds of revolution wherever possible and wait for them to sprout. Directly inciting rebellion is beyond their current capacity, especially since they have yet to rearm.

“What about Italy, then?” someone else asked.

“It’s different for Italy,” I said.

Benito Mussolini’s position allows him to act boldly, unlike the more cautious Germans.

In a strange way, Mussolini played a crucial role in this situation. By openly praising Queen Marie as the “Red Queen,” he inadvertently drove many Romanians to switch their support to King Carol.

Historically, Carol would lose all his territories, bow to German pressure, and eventually abdicate after a series of blunders. But here, by framing the ceded lands as “revolutionary territories tainted by the Red Queen,” he solidified his power.

Marie, in retrospect, was little more than an unwitting pawn.

Ironically, Mussolini might deserve more credit than I do.



When I inquired about Mussolini’s latest antics, Boris Savinkov handed me an Italian newspaper. The front page featured a theatrical image of Mussolini feigning sorrow—a propagandistic attempt at pathos.

“What does it say?” I asked, unable to read Italian fluently.

With a smirk, Savinkov translated: “The Red Queen’s grand aspirations were thwarted by the imperialist tyrant Tsar and Horthy.”

I couldn’t help but laugh. Mussolini still had no idea that Marie’s so-called “grand aspirations” had ended in her fleeing to Russia.

Between his bluster and Communist Germany’s meddling, this debacle had turned into a masterful unintentional collaboration against Romania’s monarchy. Even fate seemed to conspire against Queen Marie.

“She’s laying low for now,” Savinkov informed me when I asked about her current state.

“Well, that’s understandable.”



Meanwhile, the Ohkrana brought updates from Austria and Yugoslavia.

In Austria, Adolf Hitler had declared Hungary’s recovery of Transylvania as a triumph for Habsburg glory.

“They’re setting the stage,” I mused.

As for Yugoslavia, Josip Broz Tito’s actions were more ambiguous.

While Tito nominally led the Yugoslav Communist Party, he had recently rebranded it as the Yugoslav National Socialist Party. This shift occurred shortly after Mussolini publicly praised him.

“National Socialist? That’s… peculiar,” I said.

“Yes,” Savinkov confirmed. “Unlike Germany or Italy’s Communist parties, Tito seems to be using communism primarily as a tool for national unification. This could also be an attempt to curry favor with Germany and Italy while maintaining plausible deniability with us.”

Tito’s cautious maneuvers indicated he was testing the waters, trying to extract benefits from all sides without fully committing to any.

“Keep an eye on him,” I instructed.

While Tito’s actions didn’t yet pose a direct threat, his potential as an obstacle in the long term couldn’t be ignored.



Finally, I turned my attention to the United States.

“Any news from America?”

Savinkov immediately understood what I was implying. “You mean Trotsky, of course.”

“Indeed,” I confirmed. “What has he been up to?”

Savinkov’s report was intriguing. “Trotsky has been engaging in civil rights activism, particularly championing African American rights. He’s even holding weekly rallies.”

“Trotsky, of all people, doing that?”

It didn’t add up. Trotsky wasn’t the type to genuinely devote himself to such causes unless they served a larger agenda.

Sure enough, Savinkov continued: “We’ve also uncovered evidence of arms smuggling. Chinese surplus weaponry from the recent warlord conflicts seems to be making its way to the U.S., possibly through Japan.”

If Trotsky was involved in smuggling arms, it could only mean one thing: he was laying the groundwork for something bigger.

“Keep a close watch. If he catches wind of our scrutiny, he’ll vanish,” I warned.

“Yes, Your Majesty,” Savinkov acknowledged.



Back in Berlin, British Foreign Secretary Austen Chamberlain met with German Communist Party Secretary Karl Liebknecht to confront him about reports of “red seeds” being sown in British colonies, particularly in India.

“First, you default on reparations from the Treaty of Versailles. Now you sow rebellion in other nations’ territories?” Chamberlain demanded.

Feigning innocence, Liebknecht retorted, “We cannot control those inspired by the ideals of freedom. They act of their own accord.”


Chamberlain barely contained his anger. The situation was exacerbated by reports from London indicating that communist agitators had infiltrated the Baltic States, Poland, and Ukraine.

Despite Poland’s vigorous crackdown under Russia’s watchful eye, the Baltics and Ukraine were proving more vulnerable to infiltration.

Chamberlain’s frustration mounted as Liebknecht proposed a veiled quid pro quo: “Perhaps some financial assistance might help us address these problems more effectively.”

Though skeptical, Chamberlain reluctantly concluded that supporting Communist Germany might be the lesser evil—for now.

Little did Britain know, its “pragmatism” would only sow the seeds for future chaos.



 
  Chapter 129: K.F.C




Vienna, Austria-Hungarian Empire

At this time, Adolf Hitler of the National Liberal Austrian Workers’ Party was delivering an impassioned anti-communist speech to the citizens of Vienna.

“Ladies and gentlemen, our Austria is enduring challenging trials. Communist agitators rise against us from all sides. To the north, Germany; to the south, Italy and Yugoslavia—threats loom large!”

Hitler, his voice rising and veins bulging, captivated the gathering crowd in Vienna.

“We must not bow down. Why? Because the Habsburg monarchy, this noble house, is the last bastion of Germanic authenticity! Look to the Red Germany! Once a force mighty enough to challenge the British Empire and the indomitable French army, it has now fallen into the disgrace of communism!”

“Listen to him! He’s got a point!”

As Hitler’s fiery rhetoric continued, bystanders began applauding, some nodding in agreement.

“Their national pride—our Germanic identity—has been shattered. They’ve turned into rootless Reds! This is a stain on the Germanic race, a betrayal of the Aryan lineage. Only Austria remains the purest guardian of this heritage!”

Unlike his historical counterpart, this Hitler sought to turn the despair of Austrians into a rallying cry, laying the groundwork for reintegrating the empire’s scattered pieces.

Cheers erupted, a resounding roar echoing through the streets.

“They are more despicable than the Jews who sought only their profit! And yet, they are our Germanic brothers. Austria, as the last true custodian of German heritage, must liberate the oppressed Germans living under the yoke of Red Germany! But our strength alone is insufficient.”

Hitler’s tone dropped, his head bowing dramatically. The onlookers followed suit, a collective silence falling over the crowd.

Then, resolutely, Hitler raised his head, his clenched fist trembling with determination.

“But we have allies—old comrades! Slovakia, Hungary, Transylvania—all must unite! Together, we can form a new nation, not like the fractured empire of old, but as equals, as honorable Aryans, as united Danubians! Together, we can stand firm against the final battle with communism and emerge victorious!”

“Hitler! Hitler! Hitler!”

Not everyone in the crowd was persuaded, though.

“Why should we be equals with them?”
“We fought for independence, and now we’re supposed to give it up again?”
“Isn’t this Austria’s problem to fix alone?”

Even among Austrians and the former subjects of the dual monarchy, many questioned the rationale behind reunification.

Yet, others, particularly supporters of Franz Ferdinand’s vision for a United States of Austria, found merit in Hitler’s arguments.

“A new nation, you say? That might work.”
“As long as it’s not just for Austrians, I’m in.”
“If it means stopping the Reds, it might be worth it.”

Ironically, the communist threat catalyzed renewed support for the idea of a rebuilt Austro-Hungarian Empire.



Kentucky, United States of America

In the shadows of Kentucky, clandestine movements were underway.

“This feels risky,” muttered Leon Trotsky as he eyed a crate of weapons, his unease palpable.

“What’s troubling you, comrade?” a companion asked.

“Smuggling arms—ugh. I never thought it would come to this,” Trotsky said, clicking his tongue.

Indeed, Trotsky and his comrades were smuggling arms—preparing for the revolution they believed inevitable in the United States. With no other option, smuggling became their lifeline.

“It was your idea, comrade,” the man pointed out with a wry grin.

Trotsky groaned. True, the plan had been his. Building an armed force was essential, and yet he had not anticipated the irony of sourcing weapons manufactured by the counter-revolutionary Russian Federation.

“These came from China, but they’re Russian-made, right? Damn. Even our enemies have a hand in this,” Trotsky muttered.

Still, his chain of fried chicken restaurants—a cover for revolutionary activities—was wildly successful, even expanding into a franchise operation. It was a surprising turn of events.

“Who would’ve thought fried chicken could fund a revolution?”

“Brilliant, comrade! Call it the Chicken Revolution!” joked Grigory Kulik, a close ally overseeing the arms smuggling.

Trotsky frowned. “A Chicken Revolution? Really? Are we a joke to you?”

“Not at all, comrade. It’s perfect! It’s so absurd that no one would suspect us of being revolutionaries. Even the Russian Federation’s secret police wouldn’t take it seriously!”

Trotsky sighed. The ridiculous name had a point. If the Russian secret police, the Okhrana, were looking for threats, they might dismiss a group hiding behind fried chicken as harmless.

“Fine. We’ll use it as a code name.”

“Excellent! And if we leverage our fried chicken operations, we can attract more support—especially from Black communities.”

Though Trotsky grimaced at the nickname, he couldn’t entirely dismiss Kulik’s enthusiasm. Despite his skepticism, he had to admit that the plan—however absurd—might work.

And so, the Fourth International gained an unlikely codename: KFC—a mock acronym blending their revolutionary ideals with their chicken franchise’s cover.

Trotsky gritted his teeth as Kulik clapped in admiration.

“It’s brilliant, comrade! Kentucky Fried Communism!”

Trotsky clenched his fists and muttered under his breath, “Don’t remind me.”



As the year turned, the Russian Federation surged ahead with rapid development. While foreign investments remained modest to mitigate external economic shocks, the government implemented a five-year plan to build on the successes of its New Economic Policy.

The plan emphasized domestic production, fostering pride in Russian-made goods.

“Let us produce with our hands what we need for our people!”
“Every citizen must contribute to the Federation’s progress as one united nation!”
“Workers of Russia, become one with your machines!”

The entire nation seemed to function like a well-oiled machine. Factories thrived, industries expanded, and productivity soared.

Still, Anastasia, overseeing these developments, couldn’t shake her concerns.


“Is this sustainable?” she asked, frowning as she observed the industriousness of her people.

“Fear not, Your Majesty,” reassured Prime Minister Kryvoshein. “The eight-hour workday remains intact, as per your decree.”

“But does it not trouble you that they labor so zealously? Is it my name driving them like this?”

“It is a testament to their belief in your vision,” Kryvoshein replied.

Anastasia sighed, her brow furrowing. While the progress was undeniable, the sight of her people working with almost mechanical precision left her uneasy.



 
  Chapter 130: Supporting the Red Chicken Shack




“Above all else, Alexei Gastev, a trade union activist, is leading the charge. He claims that for Russia to advance, workers must become like machines. He believes this aligns perfectly with the Tsarina’s accelerationism, and he’s rallying the workers accordingly.”

Workers turning into machines—it’s not entirely a bad idea, provided that workers’ welfare is assured. After all, it’s for the nation, isn’t it? Everyone becoming like components in a grand machine, all revolving around the Tsarina as the heart, pumping life into the veins of the Russian Federation.

But is that really feasible?

“Isn’t this dangerous?”

“Not yet, Your Majesty. Moreover, Gastev is a poet and a member of the Moscow Writers’ Association.”

“Interesting.”

“And unlike the communist Germans, we do not send political commissars to every factory.”

That’s true. We don’t oppress our citizens like some regimes. Communists shout about liberating workers, yet in Germany, they station commissars in every factory to oversee industrialization.

At least we don’t.

Factories aren’t military barracks. Why would they need commissars? Sure, they reward production quotas with medals or the like, but isn’t that still oppression by another name?

“We investigated Gastev and found that he venerates the Tsarina and has been deeply influenced by your accelerationist policies. Since he isn’t pushing for unpaid labor and since we’re implementing robust welfare policies for workers, there’s no immediate cause for concern.”

A bit eccentric, perhaps, but no different from other colorful characters one finds in times of upheaval.

“As long as it’s effective, that’s one thing. Whether it’s truly beneficial is another matter.”

“If he crosses the line, we’ll intervene. But for now, he’s also part of the Romanov National Party.”

“Oh, wonderful.”

A fanatic in my fan club, apparently.

“Unlike the Bolsheviks, who organized new parties from scratch, Gastev seems simply inspired by Your Majesty’s leadership.”

What can I say to that? It’s like the Tsarina fan club went rogue.

Well, what’s done is done. If they’re using my authority as leverage, they might as well make the most of it.

“As long as it doesn’t go too far, it might even be useful.”

While it has a whiff of communism, the Soviet Union is long gone. If it’s repackaged as accelerationist revisionist capitalism, it could work.

I’m not brandishing a sword and forcing laborers to work under threat of violence. These days, I sometimes feel like if I did do that, they’d be even more compliant.

“But be vigilant. Overzealous companies might exploit workers by exceeding the eight-hour workday to curry favor with the government. Crack down on that.”

“I’ll ensure enforcement. By the way, Your Majesty, the State Duma has a suggestion regarding this matter.”

“What is it?”

“During the Five-Year Development Plan, they propose awarding medals to recognize workers who contribute outstandingly.”

“That’s an excellent idea.”

Medals could motivate workers and foster pride.

“However, we would like Your Majesty’s approval to proceed.”

“For what?”

“There’s been a suggestion that Your Majesty personally name the new medals.”

Medals named after me?

The Soviet Union had its Lenin Medals, so maybe I should create something similar.

I am, after all, the idol of the Russian Federation.

How about the Anastasia Medal? Or the Tsarina Medal?

“My name, Anastasia Medal. How does that sound?”

“A medal bearing Your Majesty’s name?”

Yes, the ultimate idol merchandise: the Anastasia Medal. Considering people buy radios just to listen to me, it’s clear how strong my public support is. A medal named after me would only reinforce that.

Or perhaps the Ekaterina Medal?

Even as a federation, we have a Tsar, and the high regard for the Romanovs makes a Tsar-related medal a fitting choice.

“Alternatively, the Tsarina Medal or even a new Double-Headed Eagle Medal could work.”

“Understood, Your Majesty.”

No, wait. I’ve thought of an even better idea.

I snapped my fingers.

“I’ll personally award these medals myself.”

“You’ll present them, Your Majesty?”

“Why not? Wouldn’t it be wonderful?”

The idol of the nation personally presenting medals. The workers would love it. It’d be like a singer handing out autographed merchandise to fans.

“They would indeed cherish it. But isn’t it burdensome for Your Majesty?”

“It’s worth the effort.”

Even Lenin had medals with his bald face on them, and countless Soviets wore those with pride.

Why shouldn’t my face grace a medal? It’s undeniably more charming.

“Your will is resolute, Your Majesty. We’ll begin preparations.”

With that matter settled, I turned to the Black Baron.

“I have something to discuss with you.”

“Command me, Your Majesty.”

“Are our army’s weapons sufficiently stocked?”

“Yes, we have surplus outdated firearms stored away. Do you have a specific purpose in mind?”

“Do we still have that much left?”

If there’s excess, I could think of somewhere to send it—perhaps to someone like Trotsky in America.

“Yes, some of the older equipment used by our White Army has even been transferred to the Polish forces.”

Good. If we’re consistently advancing our arsenal, it might even be time to lay the groundwork for something revolutionary. Something like the AK-47.

“About weapon smuggling to America…”

“You mean Trotsky.”

Exactly. His name is on everyone’s lips when it comes to such matters.

“We should flood the market further.”

“Are you suggesting inciting a revolution in America?”

The Minister of Internal Affairs looked shocked.

Not necessarily. All I want is for him to create some chaos over there.

“Whether he succeeds is his problem. However, we know America’s strength from the Great War. They tipped the balance when the Allies faltered against Germany.”

“That’s true. They even aided us during the civil war.”

“Yes, but no ally remains eternal. America supported us then because it suited them economically and strategically.”

My intention isn’t to crush America but to ensure their strength doesn’t obstruct us in Europe.


“Then what are you proposing?”

“Let’s distribute surplus arms to the Chinese warlords for free.”

If our surplus weapons find their way to China, they might eventually flow into American hands via backchannels. It’s a subtle but effective way to stir the pot.

“Understood, Your Majesty.”

Thus began a plan both strategic and mischievous: one part global intrigue, one part tactical maneuvering.



 
  Chapter 131: Anastasia Medal




That cobbled-together stick plane? Forget it. I’m talking about something sleek, like a manta ray.

Of course, not the marvel of the 21st century, the B-2 Spirit. Even I can’t hope to create something like the B-2 with today’s technology.

But flying wings are not new. The Ho-229 by the Horten brothers in Nazi Germany and Northrop’s YB-35 in the US were pioneering designs. While the YB-35 lacked jet engines and was ultimately a failure, the Ho-229 featured jets and proved promising, even if it didn’t achieve full production.

The problem is jet engines. They’re still years away. Maybe by the 1930s, they’ll become feasible. But we could at least experiment with the airframe, right?

That’s how this design came about.

It’s not quite a replica of either the Ho-229 or YB-35. It’s closer to the latter but unique enough to stand on its own. I don’t know what will come of it, but I plan to hand it over to Sikorsky and Ilyushin to tinker with.

“Hmm, I’ve drafted a concept for a next-generation aircraft.”

“It resembles a manta ray,” someone remarked.

Exactly. That was the intent.

“Doesn’t it look sleek and futuristic?”

“Certainly different from conventional aircraft.”

A huge departure from the rudimentary planes of this era.

“I can’t guarantee it’ll even fly, but I plan to present this to the Sikorsky Design Bureau.”

At first, it was just a whimsical sketch. But what if it works? What if it revolutionizes aviation?

Leaders often indulge their curiosities, setting grand projects in motion with a simple whim. At least, that’s what I’ve read. Why not see if this idea sparks something similar?

If I were just an ordinary person, this would remain a mere fantasy. But I’m not—I’m the Tsarina.

“So, what do you think?”

“Undoubtedly impressive, Your Majesty. But, if we pursue this, the Treasury might raise objections.”

“Because of the cost?”

“Precisely.”

The Black Baron’s concern is valid. Jet engines and novel designs aren’t cheap. This will bleed money, and not a little.

But isn’t that why we’ve been expanding oil production? From Baku to Siberia, from Daqing—our reserves will attract nations desperate for energy.

Still, I must temper my enthusiasm. It’s not as though I’m demanding they build this tomorrow. It’s a concept, a vision for the future.

“Don’t worry. I’m not asking for it to be built overnight. Think of it as preparation. Something to work towards.”

Sikorsky and Ilyushin will have their hands full with this challenge. The ripple effects of introducing this design could be enormous. Who knows what paths it might open?

“Well, I’ll leave it to you. I don’t intend to overburden the people with military projects.”

“Still, it would be fascinating to see such an aircraft realized,” the Black Baron admitted.

“At least you understand my curiosity!”

With that, I resolved to visit Sikorsky.



At the Sikorsky Aerodrome, I handed over the flying wing concept. Sikorsky examined it carefully, his face betraying intrigue.

“Hmmm. This is unlike anything I’ve been working on,” he finally said.

“Is it possible to build?”

“Not impossible, Your Majesty. But we’d need to suspend other projects to dedicate resources to this.”

His tone wasn’t dismissive, though. If anything, he seemed intrigued.

“I’m currently focused on another project, but this design is certainly unconventional. It breaks the mold entirely.”

“That’s the idea.”

“But conventional propellers won’t suffice for this. If I’m to attempt this design, I’d need something fundamentally different. What’s its intended use?”

“A bomber. Something fast, capable of quickly delivering payloads and returning to base.”

“If that’s the case, couldn’t we use traditional designs—”

“Wouldn’t it be more effective to surprise the enemy with something so unorthodox they wouldn’t know what hit them?”

“Ah, an element of shock and awe.”

Exactly.

“Still, helicopters are more critical for now. This can wait until later.”

Sikorsky nodded, seemingly relieved. “Of course, Your Majesty. However, I’d like to assign some of our team to study this design further.”

“As long as there are no leaks.”

“None, I assure you.”

The idea of a flying wing—a design that even the Germans struggled with—could shift the balance of aviation. If Germany’s Horten brothers remain active, perhaps they’ll attempt something similar. Or perhaps they won’t.

This might just be Russia’s chance to take the lead.

“Proceed at your discretion. I’ll await the results.”

With that, the flying wing was left in Sikorsky’s capable hands.



At the Fedorov Arsenal, Sergei, a diligent worker, was summoned by none other than Fedorov himself.

“Ah, Sergei, our employee of the month!”

“M-Me, sir? Surely there’s been a mistake!” Sergei stammered, utterly bewildered.

“You’ve been recognized for your dedication. It’s precisely that spirit that earns you the honor of receiving the new Anastasia Medal.”

“Th-The Anastasia Medal? Named after the Tsarina herself?”

“Indeed. And this is no small honor. You’ll receive it directly from Her Majesty at the Kremlin.”


From the Tsarina herself?

The thought alone was enough to bring tears to Sergei’s eyes. To meet the Tsarina—Russia’s radiant idol—was a dream he never dared entertain.

When the day arrived, Sergei, clad in his best attire, stood trembling in the grandeur of the Kremlin. And then, she appeared.

The Tsarina herself, the embodiment of grace and strength, descended to bestow the medal.

For Sergei, it was a moment etched in eternity.



 
  Chapter 132: The Tsarina’s Medal and a Brewing Storm




The Anastasia Medal ceremony was nothing short of a spectacle.

There she was—the Tsarina herself, radiant and smiling, walking up to Sergei with the medal in hand. Her every step was deliberate, her presence commanding yet warm.

“Sergei from the Fedorov Arsenal. Oh, excuse me—there are so many people named Sergei. There’s the poet Sergei, the engineer Sergei… It’s quite the popular name, isn’t it?”

Her remark brought chuckles from the crowd, including Sergei himself. Indeed, it was an immensely common name.

“It’s an honor, Your Majesty!” Sergei replied, his voice cracking slightly from nerves.

“They say you’re a master at sorting ammunition—an invaluable role. Ammunition is a soldier’s lifeblood, after all. Thanks to diligent workers like you, our nation prospers. Keep up the good work!”

The Tsarina turned to address the assembled Duma members and other workers.

“Let us applaud Sergei of the Fedorov Arsenal, a shining example of Russia’s future!”

Thunderous applause followed as Anastasia personally pinned the medal to Sergei’s chest.

The medal—a gleaming piece adorned with the Tsarina’s likeness—was now affixed to his oil-stained shirt. Sergei bowed deeply, overwhelmed by emotion.

“I’ll do my best, Your Majesty!”

“Good answer!” Anastasia beamed and patted his shoulder, moving on to the next recipient.

As she walked away, Sergei couldn’t help but marvel. Up close, there was no mistaking it—the elegant, commanding presence of the woman who had appeared in so many broadcasts was now a vivid memory etched in his mind.

Across the nation, the medal ceremony was broadcast live on the radio.

“I’ll work even harder to earn one next time!”

“Can you imagine? The Tsarina herself, pinning the medal on you!”

The ceremony sparked a nationwide fervor. Workers across Russia redoubled their efforts, fueled by the dream of standing before their beloved monarch.

For those old enough to remember the bygone imperial days, the Anastasia Medal became a tangible symbol of continuity and renewal. For ordinary citizens, it was proof that even the humblest laborer could be recognized by the Tsarina herself.

Yet the reaction abroad was mixed.

In Japan, the idea of the emperor personally awarding medals was briefly floated, only to be dismissed as unnecessary.

“We are subjects of the Emperor! We need no trinkets to inspire loyalty!”

In England and France, the ceremony was largely ignored. The republican traditions in France and the more detached style of the British monarchy left little room for such gestures.

But in Communist Germany, the reaction was outright hostile. Plans to introduce similar worker-focused medals, the Liebknecht Medal and Luxemburg Medal, were scrapped to avoid any association with what they called “imperialist mimicry.”



After the ceremony, Anastasia convened with the Duma.

The first to speak was none other than the Black Baron himself, Roman von Ungern-Sternberg.

“Your Majesty! How could you bestow such an honor on common laborers before us, your most loyal servants?”

“Uh… was that really such a big deal?” Anastasia asked, retreating slightly under the Baron’s intense gaze.

“It was not just a big deal—it was monumental! I implore you to extend the same honor to your devoted military and noble supporters!”

“Well, I was considering creating separate medals for the military and the nobility. Perhaps something like the Imperial Service Medal?”

“Your Majesty, we eagerly await it!”

Anastasia let out a small sigh of relief. She had underestimated just how coveted the medal would become, even among the nobility and military elite.

“Now, what are the results of this medal initiative?”

Duma member Georgy Lvov stood to deliver the report.

“Your Majesty, the medals have had a remarkable effect. Workplace efficiency has skyrocketed. In some cases, workers are volunteering for additional shifts just to prove their dedication.”

“That’s… concerning. Excessive overtime is not what I intended. Implement strict rotations for nighttime work, and ensure that labor laws are being followed. Our priority is worker welfare, not exploitation.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Just as Anastasia was about to move on, another Duma member spoke up.

“Your Majesty, we have troubling news from England.”

“Oh? What is it?”

“Britain has taken pity on Communist Germany. They’ve sent engineers and industrial experts to assist in rebuilding its industry. Additionally, they’ve renegotiated the terms of the Treaty of Versailles to be more lenient.”

The Tsarina’s expression darkened.

“They… what?”

Britain, a member of the anti-Communist Pact of Steel, had extended a helping hand to a Communist state. Worse still, they were empowering a nation that could become a major threat to Russian interests.

“They’ve provided the Germans with both manpower and expertise, ostensibly to ‘stabilize’ the region,” the Duma member elaborated.

“Stabilize?” Anastasia scoffed. “What they’re stabilizing is Germany’s potential to wreak havoc again. Have they forgotten the last war so quickly?”


It was absurd. The same Britain that had fought tooth and nail against Germany during the Great War was now aiding its ideological and geopolitical adversary.

“Prepare a full intelligence report. I want to know exactly what they’ve sent and how Germany plans to use it.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

As the session continued, Anastasia couldn’t shake the unease gnawing at her.

The medal program had been a success, but the storm brewing in Europe signaled more challenging days ahead.



 
  Chapter 133: Self-Justification, British Style




Moscow, Russian Commonwealth

This was a violation of the Anti-Comintern Pact—or was it?

Upon reflection, Anastasia realized the Pact only mandated resistance against Communist aggression. Helping Communist Germany rebuild didn’t necessarily break the agreement. It was a loophole, one the British had exploited with their typical flair for self-interest.

Those bloody pirates.

“Technically, the British have disguised their actions as a form of humanitarian aid,” a Duma member reported. “They claim this is for German ‘recovery,’ not an alliance.”

Anastasia scoffed. “Humanitarian aid? For Communists? Do they expect us to believe that?”

“Your Majesty, Britain is overstretched,” the Duma representative explained. “They’re trying to maintain their empire, pacify their colonies, and recover from the war all at once. Supporting Communist Germany is a desperate attempt to manage everything.”

Britain had become an empire too large to sustain. It held onto a vast array of colonies, struggled to pacify the pro-Communist elements within them, and now sought to mitigate Communist Germany’s influence with economic gestures.

But Anastasia wasn’t fooled.

“This isn’t aid. It’s fear. Britain’s terrified of losing control of their colonies to Communism, so they’re paying off the Germans to leave them alone.”

The Duma member nodded. “They’re also aware that Communist Germany is using this support as propaganda to bolster their legitimacy.”

“And it’s working, isn’t it?”

“Absolutely. Reports indicate that Germany is spinning this as proof of Communism’s superiority. They’re claiming that the great British Empire has bowed to the proletariat.”

The Tsarina sighed. “Fools. They’ve handed the Communists their most powerful weapon: a narrative. Britain’s caution will cost them dearly.”



London, British Empire

Winston Churchill was furious.

He stormed into Parliament, his face flushed with indignation, his infamous temper on full display.

“Supporting Communist Germany? Have you all gone mad?”

The chamber fell silent as Churchill’s voice echoed through the hall.

“What in God’s name is this treachery?”

“Mind your tone, Mr. Chancellor,” a fellow MP interjected.

“My tone? My tone?!” Churchill jabbed a finger at the MP. “The only thing that should be minding itself is this Parliament’s collective sanity! You’re aiding the very people who would see the Empire destroyed!”

His colleagues shifted uneasily in their seats.

“Is this about the colonies?” Churchill pressed. “About your precious, crumbling empire? Are you so desperate to maintain it that you’ll grovel before the Reds?!”

“Chancellor, the colonies must be stabilized. If supporting Germany ensures that stability—”

Churchill slammed his fist on the table.

“Stabilize the colonies by capitulating to Communism? Brilliant strategy! Let’s see how stable they are when the Communists use our own aid to undermine us further!”

The room erupted into heated debate. Some MPs supported Churchill’s hardline stance, while others argued for a pragmatic approach to maintain imperial stability.

“Do you even understand what you’ve done?” Churchill demanded. “You’ve given the Communists everything they need to rebuild—money, technology, skilled labor. And what will they do with it? They’ll rearm, they’ll rebuild, and then they’ll destroy us!”

One MP tried to calm the situation. “Mr. Chancellor, you’re overreacting. Germany is in no position to pose a threat to Britain or its allies. Their industry is in ruins, their military non-existent.”

“For now!” Churchill shot back. “But mark my words: when they’ve rebuilt, they won’t thank us. They’ll turn those weapons on us—and on France. And when that day comes, don’t come crying to me!”

The chamber fell silent as Churchill’s words hung in the air.

Finally, the Prime Minister spoke. “Winston, we’ve made our decision. This is the only way to protect the colonies. Unless you have a better solution—”

Churchill cut him off. “A better solution? Yes, I have one: strength. Show strength, and the Communists will think twice before challenging us. Instead, you’ve shown them weakness.”

With that, Churchill stormed out of the chamber.



Later That Evening

In the privacy of his study, Churchill nursed a glass of scotch, his mind racing.

They’d made a colossal mistake, and he knew it. Britain’s attempt to placate Communist Germany was not just a strategic blunder—it was an invitation for disaster.

And yet, he was powerless to stop it.

A knock at the door interrupted his thoughts.

“Enter.”

A young aide stepped inside, carrying a sealed envelope. “Message for you, sir. From the Russians.”


Churchill raised an eyebrow. “The Russians?”

He opened the envelope and scanned the contents. It was an invitation—an offer to meet with Lavrentiy Beria, one of Anastasia’s top advisors.

The message was clear: Russia wanted to cooperate with Britain to counteract Communist Germany’s growing influence.

Churchill smirked. “At least someone has their wits about them.”

He took a long sip of his scotch, the wheels in his mind turning. Perhaps there was hope after all.



 
  Chapter 134: Free Territory of Ukraine


At the same time that Churchill roamed London’s streets, seething with frustration, a group of men approached him.

“Are you Winston Churchill, Chancellor of the Exchequer?”

“And who are you? Relatives of Gallipoli victims here for a chat?”

Though the question was laced with sarcasm, Churchill’s irritation was evident. Fresh from his tirade in Parliament, the last thing he needed was to deal with strangers, especially ones whose intent might not be friendly.

“We are with the Tsarina’s service, sent on her behalf.”

“Her service?” Churchill scoffed. “Oh, don’t tell me. The infamous Ochrana? And here, in London?”

“Lower your voice, sir,” one of them said, raising a finger to his lips. They glanced around warily, though the quiet streets held few bystanders.

Churchill stiffened. The idea of the Russian Tsarina’s intelligence agents operating openly in Britain was ludicrous—or would have been, had they not exuded an air of undeniable legitimacy.

“Let’s say I believe you. Why approach me? I don’t have the patience for meddling monarchs,” Churchill said sharply, his temper still flaring from the day’s events.

“Our Tsarina shares your concerns about Communist Germany,” the apparent leader said. “She is deeply troubled by your country’s recent decision to provide aid to Berlin.”

Churchill froze. Of course, the Russians would be watching. They were anti-Communist to their core, their Tsarina’s Commonwealth practically born from the blood of Bolsheviks.

“And you’ve come to scold me on her behalf?”

“Not quite,” the agent replied smoothly. “Her Majesty has sent you these.”

With that, a leather case was produced and opened just enough for Churchill to see the contents. His eyes widened at the sight of glittering gold bars nestled within.

“I’m no bribery merchant,” he growled, glaring at the agent.

“This isn’t a bribe, Chancellor. It’s an investment. A gesture of solidarity against the Communist threat. Her Majesty believes you are one of the few men in Britain capable of leading the fight.”

Churchill eyed them suspiciously. “And what does the Tsarina want in return?”

“For now? Simply to remind you of the stakes,” the agent said. “Oh, and one more thing: she strongly advises against pursuing the gold standard.”

Churchill’s glare deepened. “The Tsarina wants to tell me how to run my country’s economy?”

“It is merely advice,” the agent replied. “Her Majesty has her reasons, and she believes it would not serve your ambitions to bind Britain to such a rigid framework.”

Churchill snorted. “What makes her think I care about her economic theories?”

The agent smiled faintly. “Because the consequences of failure will benefit only Berlin and Moscow. Surely that’s reason enough for concern?”

Churchill let the words linger in the air. Whatever else he thought of the Tsarina, she was no fool. The gold standard might stabilize Britain—or it might mire it in stagnation while others surged ahead.

He glanced again at the gold bars. “The Tsarina thinks I’m the man to save Britain and crush Communism, does she?”

“She does.”

Churchill chuckled mirthlessly. “She’s not the first to say that. But it’ll take more than gold to fix this damned country.”

The agents inclined their heads and slipped into the shadows, leaving Churchill alone with his thoughts.

Far from London, in the Free Territory of Ukraine, Nestor Makhno stared at a letter from Karl Liebknecht, the General Secretary of Communist Germany. The letter urged cooperation between the Free Territory and Berlin, promising mutual support against imperialism.

Makhno frowned as he reread it. “They want us to unite under their banner?”

The council members around him murmured anxiously.

“This is a dangerous path, Comrade Makhno,” one said. “If Moscow learns of this, we could be crushed.”

“True,” another agreed, “but what choice do we have? We’re surrounded by enemies. The Russians could annex us at any moment.”

Makhno drummed his fingers on the table, deep in thought. The Free Territory was far from stable. Its collectivization efforts were failing spectacularly, with peasants revolting against policies they saw as oppressive. To make matters worse, some were beginning to speak wistfully of life under the Commonwealth.

“Can we survive much longer without allies?” Makhno finally asked.

Silence fell over the room.

The reality was grim. The Free Territory’s anarchist ideals had lost much of their luster, and its future was anything but secure.

“We’ll send a cautious reply,” Makhno decided. “No formal commitments, but we’ll keep the door open. For now, we focus on stabilizing the Territory.”

Unbeknownst to Makhno, not everyone in the Free Territory was loyal to his cause. Among the ranks of his supporters were former Bolsheviks who had defected during the Russian Civil War. Grateful for the Tsarina’s clemency, they had secretly sworn loyalty to her.


One such defector whispered to a comrade that night. “Makhno is flirting with Germany. We must inform the Tsarina.”

In Moscow, Anastasia Romanova listened to the report with a mixture of amusement and disdain.

“So, Makhno’s true colors are finally showing,” she remarked. “Send him a warning. Make it clear that aligning with Communist Germany will be seen as a direct threat to the Commonwealth.”

As her advisors scrambled to carry out her orders, Anastasia leaned back in her chair. Makhno’s experiment was faltering. When it collapsed—and she was certain it would—the Free Territory would fall into her hands, another piece in her ever-growing empire.

She smiled faintly. Time, after all, was on her side.



 
  Chapter 135: Free Territory of Ukraine (2)


Let’s take stock of the situation.
History has changed.
Our Hitler never rose to power through the Nazi Party, and Adolf the hero didn’t end up killing Hitler either.

Honestly, from my perspective, having someone familiar like Adolf Hitler rise to power in Germany would have been preferable. At least he’s a known enemy. However, history has been diverging ever since Hitler volunteered to fight in the Red-White Civil War.

At the very least, I sent him to Austria in hopes of preventing an Anschluss.
If Britain remains distracted by its colonies and doesn’t interfere in Europe, the postwar dominance of Europe will naturally fall to us.

We’ll replace the defeated communist axis governments with pro-Russian regimes and create a union similar to the European Union, effectively resurrecting the Roman Empire.

No Anschluss, Germany divided between East Prussia and Austria, and constrained by Poland. Even if the opponent isn’t exactly the same as the historical Hitler, the original Hitler was just lucky enough to win his gambles.

Considering that, Germany won’t be too hard to handle.
Still, I’m preparing for a worst-case scenario where France is lost and Britain, tied up with its colonies, limits itself to guarding the English Channel and remaining non-interventionist on the mainland.

If Britain loses France, it’ll be hard for them to land in Germany. Otherwise, the United States would need to use Britain as a stepping stone to reach mainland Europe. But I’ve already “poisoned” the U.S., so… hmm.

Anyway, that’s why we have the Anti-Comintern Pact. Allies and enemies must be clearly defined.

“If Austria and Poland can serve as shields, and the Balkan countries back them up, this could work.”

It seems feasible.
Communist Italy is “communist” in name only.
As long as Mussolini is there, nothing significant will change. Honestly, I’ve said this many times already.
But maintaining a sense of urgency is important, so Maria should at least be made aware.

“Your Majesty, you’re looking far into the future.”
Of course.
When fighting communists, you must always focus on the future.

Beware of the seeds of communism they sow because you never know how they’ll bloom.

“You have to look ahead. By focusing on the future instead of the present, you can prepare accordingly. Britain may be stuck in the present, but I’m not.”

Thinking of how the Soviet Union and the communist bloc turned out in the original timeline, I can roughly predict how the revolution of communist Germany will spread.

I don’t know if Germany will follow the same path as the Soviet Union, but judging by their current behavior, they feel like a German version of the USSR—perhaps even more active.

Looking at Britain and France’s current situations, it’s clear that Germany is trying to sow communism in their colonies, despite limited resources.

Britain is already on edge, to the point that another Chamberlain-style “peace in our time” scenario seems likely. They’re not just overreacting; they’re seriously wary of communist influence spreading in their colonies.

But today, a new incident has occurred.

“Your Majesty, this is urgent.”
“What is it?”
“Someone claiming to be a Soviet Russian Cheka agent has arrived at the Kremlin.”

A Soviet Russian Cheka agent?
Announcing that at the Kremlin gates is practically a death wish.
No one could be that foolish.

Considering that Moscow is overwhelmingly pro-Anastasia, such a declaration is absurd.

Suspicious. Very suspicious.
I decided to let them in for now.

The Kremlin is guarded by the Imperial Guard, also known as the Anastasia Guard, so there’s no immediate danger.

“Alright, bring them in.”
“Are you sure, Your Majesty?”
“I’m sure. I think I know who it might be.”

Even if this Cheka agent has come to assassinate me, I still have my trump card—my “tanghulu.”
No worries.



So, I let them in.
The man who claimed to be a Cheka agent looked familiar.

Ah, yes. That face from Yekaterinburg.
The one who watched me survive and foamed at the mouth, trying to kill me until the very end.
The one who killed Yakov—or was it Yakovlev? I don’t even remember his name anymore.

“So, this is where you ended up—Mahkno’s Free Territory.”

I never imagined he would end up in Mahkno’s Free Territory.
He’s not a notable figure.
Just a typical Cheka operative who wanted to mess with the tsarina. A mere extra, no more, no less.

But he ended up in Mahkno’s territory.
If he defected to me, that alone is intriguing.

“A territory like Mahkno’s Free Zone could always oppose the Tsarina. Naturally, I infiltrated it to atone for my sins and serve Your Majesty.”

“Your Majesty, can you trust this beggar’s words?”

Maria looked ready to seize him at any moment.
To be fair, this “Cheka agent” looked every bit the part of a vagabond.
It must have been a complicated journey from Mahkno’s Free Territory to the Union.

“He’s the one who killed the Cheka member who tried to kill me at Yekaterinburg. He defected at the last moment.”

I remember his face clearly.
Years have passed, but I haven’t forgotten.
He directly witnessed the image of an immortal saint.

He saw me survive unscathed through fire and bullets and defected in a frenzy.

“I see.”

The fact that he came here must mean he has a reason.

“Alright, speak. What is it?”

“Mahkno’s Free Territory received a direct letter from Germany’s secretary.”

Germany sent a letter to Mahkno’s Free Territory?

“A letter? How do you know this?”

Mahkno. His name keeps popping up.
Ukraine’s Mahkno Free Zone.

Could we annex them before the ’30s?
Even if we do, Britain wouldn’t object to us taking Mahkno’s land.

The plan was to let Mahkno mess up with collectivization policies and intervene when the timing was right.

“I am a member of Mahkno’s Supreme Labor Committee!”

“A member of Mahkno’s labor committee?”

This Cheka operative is on Mahkno’s committee?
His name is probably something like Sergey Something-or-Other. But he’s been this diligent?

When I offered the defected Cheka agents some compensation as a goodwill gesture, I didn’t expect this one to end up embedded there.

“Yes. When Mahkno established the Supreme Labor Committee as the highest authority for workers, he recruited many Bolshevik defectors.”

I see. The Supreme Labor Committee. What a name for a government body.
Doesn’t exactly exude gravitas, does it?

Still, I can’t take his words at face value.

“Even so, it’s hard to believe without evidence. Do you have any proof?”

“I stole the letter.”

This Cheka agent answered confidently.

“A letter? You were that close to Mahkno?”

“They immediately placed me on the committee because I was a Bolshevik defector. I became a sort of errand boy for Mahkno.”


The Cheka agent handed over a letter envelope.
From the torn envelope, I pulled out a letter.

If defectors are being recruited so carelessly, it speaks volumes about the state of the Free Zone.
Surely, if it were well-organized, they wouldn’t blindly recruit Bolshevik defectors.

It suggests instability in Mahkno’s anarchist regime, which is a favorable sign for Russia.

But none of that matters right now.

What’s important is this letter.



 
  Chapter 136: Free Territory of Ukraine (3)


The idea of awarding medals to former Bolsheviks isn’t a bad one.
We’ve killed as many as we needed to, and the remaining ones don’t pose much of a threat. Now we can afford to treat them moderately.

By clearly drawing a line—stating that the enemy of Anastasiism, of our reformed capitalism, is Germany’s communism—we could unite even the remaining communists under the banner of Anastasiism.

“Not a bad idea, Your Majesty. But are you perhaps being too lenient with those red devils?”

“No matter how extensive our intelligence network is, Russia is vast. There are bound to be communists still in hiding.”

To put it bluntly, we’re in a position where we have to appease the workers. Naturally, the workers are closest to communists. By awarding medals even to communists, we can consolidate their allegiance to Anastasiism.

“Do you think the Duma will accept this?”
“I’ll bring it up when we convene about the Mahkno matter.”

Still, I’m a little worried.
This time, I’m the one calling the meeting, so won’t the Duma be surprised?



As expected, the Duma was in an uproar.
Why? Simply because I was the one who summoned them.

To preempt any complaints, I started things off myself.

“Ah, I apologize for summoning you all, including the Prime Minister, during your busy schedules. But it’s urgent.”

“If Her Majesty finds it urgent enough to summon us, what on earth has happened?”

Sure, they’re all busy, but I couldn’t just call them together for trivial matters.

Still, I couldn’t present this issue too gravely either.

“Oh, it’s nothing major. Just a Cheka agent who once tried to bury me in Yekaterinburg came to pay their respects.”

I said this lightly, brushing the back of my head.

The room fell into a stunned silence, the atmosphere growing icy.

“What? Who dares even exist after such heresy?”

“Isn’t this someone who collaborated with those who assassinated the former Tsar?”

“No, this individual defected to me back then and informed us of the Bolsheviks’ revolutionary plans as well as the unjust executions of my family. We let it go at that.”

“To think they tried to bury the Emperor of Rome! This wretch should be—!”

Well, the main perpetrator is dead, after all.

Before I could even get another word in, the Roman National Party’s White Army generals were up in arms.
Especially Ungern.

I raised my hand to calm Ungern, who was seething with rage.

“Enough, General Ungern. That’s quite enough. These individuals killed the Bolshevik operative responsible for the Tsarist family’s execution. I forgave them back then, so let’s not dwell on it. What matters now is the information this Cheka agent brought us.”

“What kind of information could a wretch like that possibly provide?”

“It’s about Mahkno, head of the Supreme Labor Committee—the highest governing body in the Ukrainian Free Territory—who received a letter from Germany’s secretary and decided to hide it from us.”

“Can this Cheka agent’s word be trusted?”

“There’s no reason for them to lie. We also have evidence.”

I distributed the “love letter” that Liebknecht had sent to Mahkno among the Duma members.

“To think such actions were carried out behind our backs. This is unforgivable. Who allowed the Free Territory to exist in the first place? Mahkno aligning with that Liebknecht—it’s outrageous!”

Mahkno may or may not end up aligning with communist Germany in the future, but this is damning enough for now.

“What’s the current situation in Ukraine? It would be troublesome to intervene without a proper pretext.”

We must ensure we have a valid justification.

Consider the special military operation to “denazify” Ukraine in the 21st century. Ukraine resisted and fought back.

Even if one supports Ukraine in that case, Mahkno’s Free Territory truly deserves to be wiped out.

Still, we need a justification to minimize resistance. At the very least, we must create a narrative that convinces Ukrainians to prefer joining Russia over fighting against it.

“Mahkno is struggling with collectivized farming.”

“Collectivized farming?”

Are they still failing at it?
Well, the more they mess up, the better for us.

The worse Ukraine performs, the more its people will compare themselves to their neighbors—Western Ukraine, aligned with Britain, and the Russian Union. And let’s be honest, they’ll barely glance at Britain and will mostly compare themselves to Russia, which implements pro-labor policies with a slight socialist touch.

As Mahkno’s support dwindles due to this contrast, we’ll benefit.

“Yes, they’re still exporting grain to us, but it seems they’re doing so to maintain the illusion that everything is fine.”

That makes sense. The Soviet Union did something similar in history.

The USSR failed at collectivized farming too but refused foreign aid, instead showcasing its strength by exporting the grain it extracted from Ukraine—even as millions of Ukrainians starved during the Holodomor.

Could another famine be on the horizon for Ukraine?

This “collectivized farming” is nothing more than a sham. It’s essentially replacing landlords with state-controlled farming monopolies.

Mahkno’s Supreme Labor Committee is now the de facto landlord. With farmers unlikely to follow this new regime willingly, production would have been dismal, and any remaining produce likely confiscated for export.

If Mahkno isn’t forcing this through sheer authoritarianism, the reports of failure wouldn’t even be circulating.

But what happens if Ukraine repeats the mistakes of the Soviet Union’s Holodomor? Is Mahkno turning Ukraine into hell?

For the USSR, Ukraine was just one region, but for Mahkno, it’s the entire territory. If they enforce brutal confiscation policies, it’ll be akin to self-destruction.

“Eventually, they’ll collapse under the weight of their inefficiencies. We’ll simply take advantage of that moment.”

“And in the meantime, we’ll continue working to sway Ukrainian farmers to our side.”

“Good. Let’s proceed. At the very least, we must secure Eastern Ukraine in the upcoming campaign.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”



Taking Eastern Ukraine would be satisfactory for now, though the fractured borders with Western Ukraine are bothersome. It would be ideal to unify the entire region during a future conflict.

For now, Britain won’t contest our actions in Eastern Ukraine. The groundwork has already been laid.

“Encourage uprisings among Ukrainian farmers and make it clear that Russia offers them stability and prosperity. Ensure we annex Eastern Ukraine in this campaign.”

“Understood, Your Majesty.”

Eastern Ukraine’s acquisition is the immediate goal, though leaving Western Ukraine under British influence feels incomplete. Perhaps during a larger conflict, we can claim it all, finally integrating the region fully into a greater Russia.


For now, patience is key. The groundwork is set, and the path ahead is clear.

“Encourage uprisings among Ukrainian farmers and make it clear that Russia offers them stability and prosperity. Ensure we annex Eastern Ukraine in this campaign.”

“Understood, Your Majesty.”

Eastern Ukraine’s acquisition is the immediate goal, though leaving Western Ukraine under British influence feels incomplete. Perhaps during a larger conflict, we can claim it all, finally integrating the region fully into a greater Russia.

For now, patience is key. The groundwork is set, and the path ahead is clear.



 
  Chapter 137: Free Territory of Ukraine (4)




People never truly know what the future holds. Since history has already changed, who knows if Ukraine will end up entirely under Russia’s control during the Second World War?

Even if such developments are delayed, it would be awkward for Churchill if the Tsarina, who had extended a hand to him, suddenly started snatching British-occupied territories.
So, let’s plan for Western Ukraine to be taken when Britain missteps during the Second World War, leveraging our share of influence in the process.

“Still, the resources we’ve gained in Eastern Ukraine are abundant, so it’s fortunate we prioritized securing the east.”
“Agreed. We’ll limit ourselves to Eastern Ukraine for now. I’ve heard there’s been a new newspaper published in Germany?”

It seems that a newspaper has been recently published in Communist Germany.
From what I hear, its contents mock the hostile powers.
Apparently, it’s been getting a lot of laughs in the Kremlin and Okhrana, but I haven’t seen it myself yet.
I missed the timing because I was busy with a radio broadcast.

“Yes. It’s spreading propaganda about ‘Imperialism kneeling before communism!'”
Imperialism kneeling before communism, huh?
Frankly, any intellectual worth their salt wouldn’t be fooled by such rhetoric. But in Germany, it’ll resonate well.

The front page features a caricature of a gentleman wearing a top hat, seemingly representing Britain, bowing to a worker holding a hammer and sickle—the symbol of communism. The description accompanying the cartoon is full of mockery toward Britain.
The gist of it? “The great Rosa Luxemburg has humbled Britain’s Foreign Secretary, Austen Chamberlain.”

If a newspaper like this made its way to Russia, it’s likely already circulating in Poland, Austria, and East Prussia.
Wow, our dear Britain has been utterly humiliated.
The once-great colonial empire, victor of the Great War, now appears to bow to the newborn Communist “cockroaches.”
This will surely make the Germans wonder, “Is communism the right path after all?”

Britain doesn’t seem to be reacting much, which is baffling.
Perhaps they’re rationalizing it, thinking, “We’re an island nation, so it’s fine.”
Or maybe they’re genuinely planning to join us in a future confrontation.

“Britain’s pride must be in tatters.”

Just reading the newspaper is dizzying.
Blatantly, it declares, “Communism is right, and imperialism is doomed.”
The whole thing is absurd.

“Indeed. Even among the nations of the Anti-Comintern Pact, Britain’s actions as a global colonial empire are causing feelings of betrayal.”
“Hmm. That’s good news for us, then.”

Germany’s antics to maintain its communist regime are undermining Britain’s position and inadvertently aiding us.
Of course, this will also help stabilize Communist Germany’s own system. But how will Britain’s allies, who once trusted them, react?

Colonial empire, victor of the Great War—those titles now mean little. A nation in the Anti-Comintern Pact begs a communist state for colonial peace.

“Some are saying the Anti-Comintern Pact is crumbling, but we’re still standing strong.”
“For now, we must secure Eastern Ukraine firmly. Later, we’ll revisit the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk.”

Ukraine is a must-have for Russia.
Until now, we’ve been too preoccupied to address the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk, but frankly, that treaty was devastating enough to ruin a nation.

It ceded half of Russia’s European territory, over 50 million people, 90% of coal production, more than 70% of steel production, 54% of industrial capacity, and much of the rail network.
In short, it annihilated the country.

The Bolsheviks ceded all this, believing that communist revolutions among the great powers would nullify the treaty.
This fear of a communist uprising even drove Britain to support us, leading Churchill to reconfirm the treaty on their side.
While we’ve managed to reclaim Belarus, Ukraine remains essential.

Now that Britain’s stance has weakened, it’s time to bring this issue to the Duma, even if we can’t yet retake all of Ukraine.

“Your Majesty, who will handle the Ukrainian intervention?”
“Isn’t General Anton Denikin familiar with Ukraine? Let’s assign it to him.”

Such matters should be entrusted to someone experienced.
We can’t risk appointing someone unfamiliar with Ukraine’s situation, only to give Communist Italy an opening.
While Communist Germany isn’t yet fully rearmed, meaning this won’t escalate like the Spanish Civil War, we must still be prepared in case Makhno’s forces prove unexpectedly resilient.

“Understood, Your Majesty.”
“Later, we’ll incorporate Ukraine as an autonomous republic within the Union and merge its military district with the Southern Russia Military District.”
“As you command, Your Majesty.”

That should suffice.
At least, my Russia doesn’t forcibly annex territories.
We simply wait for a suitable justification to intervene when a neighboring state ruins itself.

Now, let’s move on to the matter of medals.

“I plan to award medals to members of the National Duma, and later to Cheka agents. What do you think?”
“Your Majesty, even if they didn’t assassinate the previous Tsar, these people tried to bury you alive. Isn’t it excessive to give them medals?”

True. I personally don’t mind, but others might see it differently—these are the ones who tried to kill me.

“They’ve repented and willingly walked into the Free Territory to undo their mistakes. Killing them now would make me a Tsar who contradicts herself.”
“Still, isn’t it too generous to award them medals?”
“Then we’ll create a separate medal. It’ll show that even former Bolsheviks can serve the Union.”
“If that’s Your Majesty’s wish, so be it. However, I’m concerned about being too lenient.”

Most prominent Bolsheviks are dead, and those who aren’t are in Siberian labor camps.
What harm could come from this?

“There aren’t many Bolsheviks left anyway. Besides, do you think they’ll be eager to accept a Tsar’s medal and pledge loyalty to me?”

It’s not likely.
Common sense suggests that Bolsheviks in labor camps won’t come to me saying, “Your Majesty, I admire you! Please award me a medal.”

“This is a kind of propaganda, then?”
“Exactly. Once the Ukraine matter is resolved, there’s no telling what Communist Germany might say. We’ll emphasize that even rehabilitated communists can receive medals.”

The Ukraine Free Territory is ablaze due to the failure of collectivized farming policies.
The policy isn’t merely problematic—it’s killing farmers.

While the Soviet Union’s Ukraine was significant, in this alternate reality, Eastern Ukraine, already weaker in agriculture than British-puppet Western Ukraine, is essentially self-destructing.

Exploited beyond their limits, farmers in the Free Territory are protesting.

“We can’t take this anymore!”
“Makhnov should recognize our rights!”
“The Tsarina acknowledges farmers’ rights!”

The protests turned violent as the Labor Committee’s Black Army opened fire on the farmers.
Farmers retaliated by forming militias, but they were no match for the Committee’s armed forces.


Facing starvation and oppression, the farmers turned their eyes to neighboring countries—particularly Russia.
Unlike under Makhno’s anarchist regime, Russian farmers under the Tsarina enjoyed protections and support.

Disillusioned with the Free Territory, Ukrainian farmers began calling for Russian intervention.
General Denikin’s forces, experienced in Ukrainian warfare, responded by advancing into the Free Territory.

Makhno’s attempts to resist diplomatically were dismissed by Moscow.

“Why would we declare war? You have no government or nation.”

In Russia’s eyes, the Free Territory was an anarchist void, ripe for the taking.
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“Anarchy means…”
“And what exactly does anarchy mean? We acted appropriately. The farmers of Ukraine desired Russian rule, so we deployed our military.”

Anarchy—meaningless in the context of the Free Territory.

The Free Territory’s diplomatic envoy reported back to Makhno, saying they had been deceived by Russia.

“How did that letter get out?”
“It seems some Bolsheviks from the Supreme Labor Council crossed the border and tattled to the Tsarina.”
“Traitorous scum!”

Unlike his enraged subordinates, Makhno had a different thought.
No, it was her—the Tsarina.
The very Tsarina who had triumphed in the Civil War. Even the Bolsheviks, who loathed her, wouldn’t have willingly sided with her, no matter how much they hated Makhno’s policies.

This meant one thing: some of those Bolsheviks had been the Tsarina’s agents all along.

“So, the Tsarina planned this from the beginning.”

Of course. What was the Free Territory to begin with?
It had been established with the Tsarina’s consent. She had no real reason to leave a fractured piece of Ukraine independent just to counterbalance Britain.
Besides, the Free Territory was barely distinguishable from the Bolsheviks who had assassinated the previous Tsar—it was merely communism under another guise.

Perhaps Makhno should have been more selective about which Bolsheviks he accepted.
No, it was already too late. He should never have entertained Karl Liebknecht’s letter. He should never have given Russia an excuse.

“This goes against everything we agreed upon!”
“We must mobilize the Defense Forces immediately!”
“Yes. If Russia has betrayed us, we will fight to the last man!”

The Black Army, now the Defense Forces of the Supreme Labor Council, leveraged their experience fighting the Red Army during the Civil War to confront Anton Denikin’s White Army in Southern Russia. But…

“Do we really need to fight?”
“Let’s be honest. Makhno is ruining the Council.”
“No one’s going to help us anyway.”

Unlike their Black Army days, the Defense Forces showed little resolve.
Many had supported Makhno, believing he would govern the Council and the Free Territory effectively.

But Makhno had failed.
Unknown to him, Council bureaucrats implementing collectivized farming policies had been pocketing profits and hoarding resources.
Few were willing to die for a leader and a Council that had lost the trust of the people.

Hearing that the Tsarina was governing well, some even welcomed the prospect of living under Russian rule.

The once-dedicated Black Army directly escorted Denikin’s forces to Kharkiv.
Makhno, completely blindsided by the betrayal, found himself reeling.

Some did remain loyal, fighting to the bitter end.

“We’re dead if we’re caught!”
“If we’re going to die anyway, might as well fight!”

Those who had committed atrocities under collectivized farming policies had no choice but to resist, knowing they would be executed if captured.
But most fled, some only to be killed by enraged farmers.

Even among the remnants, morale was shattered.
Denikin’s army, familiar with Ukraine and equipped with superior weapons and numbers, crushed them without mercy.

“Finally, we’ll wipe out these filthy anarchists! Leave none alive!”

Denikin’s troops systematically dismantled Makhno’s Defense Forces.

Makhno, in the Supreme Labor Council office, at last faced reality.
“So, this is the end of the Free Territory.”

His mind wandered back to when he first led the Black Army, filled with revolutionary fervor.
He hadn’t forgotten those ideals.

In truth, Makhno was not oblivious to the issues with collectivized farming.
He had anticipated resistance from landlords and farmers alike but believed things would eventually improve.
Perhaps they could have.
But time was not on his side.

Tsarina Anastasia had no intention of leaving the Ukraine Free Territory alone.
And, had Makhno been in her position, he admitted he would have crushed such an opportunity himself.

He hadn’t imagined there were already spies within the Supreme Labor Council, working for the Tsarina.
Still, this was a total defeat.
The Tsarina had moved quickly and thoroughly, ensuring her actions were beyond reproach.

If taken to Moscow, Makhno knew his ideals would be utterly discredited in court.
Why would anyone care about the opinions of a defeated leader, especially one whose regime was hardly recognized as legitimate?
At best, he’d be seen as a mere bandit leader.

Makhno decided there was no point in living.
His wife and children had abandoned him, and there was nothing left to fight for.

If he died now, perhaps he would be remembered as a martyr, a symbol of resistance against Russian imperialism.

Taking his revolver, Makhno pressed it to his temple and pulled the trigger.

Bang!

The bullet pierced his temple, splattering blood and brain matter across the office wall.
With Makhno’s death, the Ukraine Free Territory met its end.



Meanwhile, a small medal ceremony was taking place at a Siberian labor camp.

“This is absurd.”

Stalin was incredulous.
A minister dispatched from Moscow had personally pinned a medal to Stalin’s chest.

It was the new Double-Headed Eagle Medal, awarded exclusively to former Bolsheviks who had contributed to the Union.

The reason? Stalin had helped stabilize the labor camp as its priest, earning this recognition.

Stalin quickly realized the ceremony was meant to portray the Tsarina as a benevolent figure, willing to embrace even former Bolsheviks.

The White Army guards and Okhrana agents in attendance applauded enthusiastically.

“We always knew this day would come.”
“The Iron Priest is truly the only one worthy of the Tsarina’s grace in this frozen wasteland!”
“Stalin! Stalin! Stalin!”

Stalin forced a smile as he endured the ceremony.
Refusing the medal was out of the question; rejecting the Tsarina’s “favor” as a priest would have been disastrous.

The Bolsheviks present at the ceremony, however, whispered amongst themselves.

“Traitor of the revolution!”
“I knew it! The moment he became a priest, he betrayed us!”
“Did he fall for the Tsarina? Is that why he’s still alive?”
“While Lenin’s comrades are dead, this scoundrel survives. Must be love, eh?”

Stalin seethed inwardly but stayed composed.

For now, survival was his priority.
One day, he would exact his revenge, however long it took.



The Duma held its own medal ceremony to honor those who had contributed to the founding of the Union.


Among those recognized were:


	Prime Minister Alexander Krivoshein, for preserving the Southern Russian government.

	Alexander Kolchak, for saving the Tsarina and leading the White Army to victory in the Civil War.

	Anton Denikin, for his victories in Ukraine and the Moscow campaign.

	Pyotr Wrangel, Mikhail Drozdovsky, and others for their roles in the liberation of Moscow and other key battles.



Foreign allies were also honored, including Finland’s Mannerheim and even Patton in the United States.

As the ceremony concluded, news arrived: the Ukraine Free Territory had been destroyed, and Makhno was dead.

Despite expectations that Makhno might fight to the bitter end, his demise came as a surprise to many.

Makhno’s story ended in tragedy, but there was little doubt that his actions and death would fuel future legends among anarchists. The Duma resolved to ensure that his legacy would not threaten the Union’s stability.
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It seems that Makhno’s suicide is only known to our forces. If so, this can be manipulated.
“There might be people who revere Makhno in the future. Let’s keep his suicide a secret, select criminals resembling Makhno who are expendable, disguise them as Makhno, put them on trial, and execute them along with his remaining associates. To avoid suspicion, I’ll add the justification that I, as the Tsarina, couldn’t stand the sight of communists.”
“Oh, that’s an excellent idea.”
“We’ll proceed with it.”

But honestly, Makhno is truly detestable. Think about it.
Why did he kill himself in his office?

He wanted to portray his death as a tragic end: “I failed to achieve my grand vision due to the Russian invaders.”

But there’s a problem with this narrative.
The Council system was somewhat functioning, and while collectivized farming faced resistance from farmers, it might have succeeded if given time. People might view this as an achievement.

Figures in history are often reevaluated. While Makhno might not qualify as a great figure, there will still be those who glorify him.
Not in the future, but even now.

Communist Germany is actively spreading propaganda, and anarchists worldwide are watching. Look at Benito Mussolini—he ended up hanging at a gas station, but modern Italian right-wingers revere him.

Depending on future circumstances, Makhno might also be glorified again. That possibility must be eliminated in advance.

In that case, we need a different approach.
What if we dress Makhno in women’s underwear?

When discovered, Makhno would be described as wearing women’s clothing and lingerie. We could have the Cheka agents testify to this.

Raising my hand, I suggested, “Just in case, let’s have the fake Makhno wear women’s underwear. When found, he’ll be reported as having been embracing women in his office, with lingerie on his head.”

“Excuse me?”

The Duma members were visibly shaken.
Understandable—they didn’t expect a mention of women’s underwear.

But they’d find the idea entertaining if they listened to my reasoning.

“Future generations are uncertain, but for now, we have anarchists and Communist Germany. We must label him as a deviant to prevent them from idolizing him.”

If Makhno is portrayed as a pervert, neither Communist Germany nor anarchists would have the grounds to glorify him.
Photographs would ensure this narrative. Who would dare defend a man photographed in lingerie?

“This way, Makhno will forever be remembered as a deviant, not a revolutionary leader.”

A deviant in women’s clothing couldn’t possibly be capable of accomplishing anything.
With no chance of reevaluation, he’d only be remembered as a pervert.

“That’s an amusing idea.”
“Indeed, this will prevent Communist Germany or Italy from defending Makhno or calling him a martyr.”
“Even the most shameless communists wouldn’t support a pervert obsessed with women.”

In this timeline, no one will support him.
Compared to history, he’d likely face even greater ridicule in death.



“Are the Ukrainians fine? Are there any complaints about us being invaders?”
“None, except from Makhno’s close associates.”

Makhno’s associates were likely those with no choice but to resist, knowing they’d be executed.
If they were going to die anyway, they’d choose to fight.

“For now, let’s provide tax reductions and benefits under the guise of rebuilding Eastern Ukraine. We need to clearly show that we’re different from Makhno.”
“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“What about the reactions from neighboring countries?” I asked the Minister of Foreign Affairs.

International reactions are critical. Look at historical Russia—it faced endless criticism for invading Ukraine, supported only by a few rogue nations.

But in this case, we’ve annexed a lawless anarchist zone. Surely the situation is different.

“Britain sent Austen Chamberlain to express mild concern, but they will soon cite Communist Germany as justification for their inaction.”
“As expected.”

Britain might grumble, but they have no grounds to intervene. They tacitly accepted the Free Zone as Russian territory when it was established, knowing it was effectively anarchist.

“What about Communist Germany?”
“They’ve issued a vehement protest, claiming the imperialist Tsar crushed the seeds of Ukrainian communism.”
“Hmm.”

Expected. Let the communists play among themselves.

Reintegrating even part of Ukraine’s population and industry is beneficial. Moreover, Ukrainian farmers, angered by collectivized farming, will likely see us as liberators.



“Have we returned the land to landlords yet?” I asked the Minister of Land Management.
“Yes, Your Majesty. Restoring what the Supreme Labor Council confiscated has significantly increased the number of independent farmers.”

“Good. Let’s establish the Ukrainian Autonomous Republic within the Russian Union and create a zemstvo there. Ensure landlords’ rights are recognized.”

The zemstvo (local council) system allows landowners, farming communities, and urban residents to elect representatives for three-year terms.
This is the opposite of Makhno’s policies, which stripped farmers of their rights and led to chaos.

By restoring these rights, we’re effectively liberating farmers and ensuring their acceptance of Russian rule.

Furthermore, our reformed zemstvo system is more robust than before, allowing councils to influence national issues. The restrictions from the imperial era are gone.

“We’ve also appointed governors and local ministers for the region,” the Minister said.
“They’re not nobles, correct?”
“No, Your Majesty.”

“Good. Ukraine has only just joined us. Nobles would dominate the councils and marginalize locals if included.”

I emphasized showcasing our effective governance, even if we don’t target Western Ukraine directly.
This could sway pro-British Ukrainians to support us, paving the way for future unification.



Krivoshein brought up a concern.
“There’s unrest in the Baltic states, Your Majesty.”

“Estonia, Latvia, Lithuania? What’s the issue?”

“They fear a Russian invasion. Reclaiming Ukraine under the pretext of the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk has made them wary.”
“Understandable.”


It makes sense. The Baltic states must see us as a resurgent bully reclaiming former territories.

“What’s Britain’s stance?”
“Their Foreign Minister expressed concern, but nothing major.”

No need to overreact. We have no intention of invading the Baltics.



“Germany will reshape Europe’s balance of power. If we lead its defeat, countries within former Byzantine territory will align with us. That’s when we’ll establish a new bloc—the Roman Treaty Organization. Through it, we’ll integrate economies and assert our leadership.”

This will be the new Roman Order—led by Russia.
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“Hmm, leading the war and ending it might work, but it feels like this would be a Rome without Rome itself.”
That’s probably how it would seem. After all, Rome is in Italy.
However, if Italy loses the war, then a new Italy could join the fold afterward.

“Well, eventually, a new Italy will join.”
“In that case, it would resemble a unified Rome from before the split into the Eastern and Western Empires.”
“That’s likely how it will be.”
“In that sense, Rome’s reconstruction wouldn’t be difficult even without military annexation.”
“As expected from Your Majesty.”

The White Army generals praised me, and other Duma members nodded in agreement, finding it acceptable.

“Of course, let’s keep this as a preliminary plan for now, primarily to reassure Britain.”
Churchill needs to keep a firm grip on Britain, after all.

Eventually, even a new Italy will fall under our influence.
With Italy joining, the scope will extend to the Western Roman Empire as well.

Simply put, it would resemble a European Union led by Russia.
This would be reborn under the name of the Roman Treaty Organization.

Spain and Portugal? They’ll likely join postwar, avoiding any challenge to Russian dominance.



“Oh, we also need to develop Eastern Ukraine.”

From what I’ve heard, Makhno implemented several policies to develop the eastern region.
Collectivized farming was one of his attempts to boost agriculture, but it ended in catastrophic failure.

Still, the foundation Makhno laid shouldn’t go to waste. Under Russian governance, it can be properly utilized instead of being squandered by anarchists.

“Yes, Eastern Ukraine is essential to Russia. It must be developed properly.”

“Then, for the time being, let’s focus on developing Ukraine while cautiously managing our diplomatic relations. Oh, by the way.”

There’s one thing I’ve been curious about.

“Yes, Your Majesty?”

“Who received the White Russia Labor Merit Medal at the Siberian labor camp?”

The White Russia Labor Merit Medal is a medal awarded to former Bolsheviks for their contributions to the Union.

Previously, I personally awarded this medal to certain Cheka agents. But I’m curious about what’s happened in Siberia.

“It was a man named Iosif Stalin. He received the medal for stabilizing the prisoners as a priest in the labor camp. An article about this was also published in the Moscow newspaper.”

“Pfft… Ha… Hahaha!”

Oh, Stalin, receiving that medal?
Stalin must be foaming at the mouth right now.
Even if he’s not, he’s undoubtedly being ostracized by Bolsheviks and likely grabbing the back of his neck in frustration.

Still, I never expected him to actually receive it.
I wonder what Trotsky’s reaction will be to this.



Foreign Minister Austen Chamberlain returned to Moscow.

Recently, Communist Germany’s newspapers blatantly proclaimed, “The British Empire has surrendered to communism!”

Shortly after, Russia’s forces entered Eastern Ukraine and annexed Makhno’s Free Territory.
The timing couldn’t have been more perfect.

Chamberlain came to hear Russia’s explanation for this sequence of events.

The Baltic states, having memories of threats from Bermondt’s White Russian forces, were anxious about Russia’s expansion. Chamberlain demanded a clear explanation from Russia’s Foreign Minister about the annexation of the Free Territory and the safety of the Baltics.

Several days passed in Moscow.
Why was the Duma dragging things out when a simple explanation would suffice?

Chamberlain, irritated and feeling the pressure, wondered if he’d need to meet the Tsarina directly again.

Just as he was considering it, Russia’s Foreign Minister approached him.



“I’m not sure what grand response you’re waiting for,” said the Foreign Minister, “but as the successor of Byzantium, Russia seeks to reclaim the territories of Eastern Rome. The Baltic Sea is appealing, yes, but we have Finland, and since the Baltics were not part of Rome’s territories, we have no intention of pursuing them.”

“So, you intend to seize Turkey and Greece, expanding into the Mediterranean?”

Such an ambition was unacceptable to the British Empire.
Russia returning to the Mediterranean would pose a significant threat to Britain.

Reclaiming Byzantium inevitably meant clashing with Britain in another iteration of the Great Game.

Russia had already restored Constantinople and entered Anatolia. If they aimed to dominate the Mediterranean like Rome, a confrontation with Britain was inevitable.

And what about the Middle East or India?
The Middle East was once part of Byzantine territory. Would Russia leave India untouched if they took the Middle East?

For Chamberlain, already humiliated by Germany, this was an urgent matter.



“Diplomacy isn’t a one-off event,” continued the Foreign Minister. “Reclaiming territory doesn’t always mean war. If Russia’s influence extends over Byzantine lands, isn’t that still reclamation? Even if our fleet has been strengthened, it pales compared to yours. Why would we aim for the Baltics?”

“Then are you saying you’ll advance into the Middle East or India?”

“Reclaiming Roman territory is our national policy—a principle to unite our people. It’s a governing ideology, nothing more. With Communist Germany and Japan deploying hundreds of thousands in Manchuria, do you really think we have the capacity for such ambitions right now?”

Listening to this, Chamberlain felt only greater unease.

The notion of restoring Rome meant a likely challenge to Europe’s dominance, potentially leading to inevitable clashes with Britain.

“If we had targeted the Baltics, we would’ve already sent Anastasians to agitate the region. But as there’s no record of the Baltics being Byzantine territory, our focus is elsewhere. More importantly—”



Anastasians were fervent supporters of the Tsarina, even more zealous than traditional monarchists.

Chamberlain had heard of these Anastasians before arriving in Moscow. During his stay, several Russians had approached him, attempting to preach about the “Saint of Russia.”

While the Tsarina’s accomplishments could explain such devotion, the idea of Anastasians infiltrating the Baltics was unsettling.

“But what’s this more important reason?”

“Word has spread across Europe that your British Empire has surrendered to communism.”

“Our Empire would never stoop to such a thing!”

Chamberlain’s face turned red as he erupted in anger.
Having been humiliated by Churchill in the Cabinet and mocked in German propaganda, this was a sore point.



“Well, we sympathize with Britain’s plight and have no intention of exploiting it further.”

Chamberlain was silenced.

Accusing Russia of deceit would only make Britain look more hypocritical.

Leaving Moscow, Chamberlain felt utterly defeated.



Meanwhile, in Communist Germany, the news of Makhno’s Free Territory being annexed within three days of Russia’s military operation had arrived.

“Damn it! To think the Free Territory would fall so easily.”

Secretary Karl Liebknecht clenched his teeth.
While he hadn’t thought highly of Anastasia, the Free Territory had been a rare ally.

“Reports state Makhno was discovered with women’s lingerie on his head, indulging with women.”

“What a disgraceful sight.”



Eastern Ukraine was unified, establishing the Ukrainian Autonomous Republic.

Local councils and friendly administrations were set up, and many people were reportedly crossing over from Western Ukraine.


“Why are people coming from Western Ukraine? It’s a British puppet state, yet it’s still functioning.”

Perhaps Ukrainians preferred to be under Russia, seeing it as a better option than being a British proxy.

“Perhaps they see the Ukrainian Autonomous Republic as a similar concept but prefer aligning with Russia.”

“Or maybe Britain’s surrender to communism has left them disillusioned.”

Either way, they were crossing over.
For now, that was enough.



 
  Chapter 141: The Order of Russia (3)




It’s somewhat akin to Austria, fractured into a small state after World War I, fostering public sentiment for unification with Germany.
But wasn’t Ukraine an independent nation after separating from Russia? I’m not sure how this all came to be.

“Furthermore, Western Ukraine fought alongside British forces against the Red Army during the Russian Civil War.”
“The entire Ukrainian campaign, you mean.”

So, word of me spread across Ukraine because of that?
Well, that was at Britain’s request, and from our perspective, eliminating the Red Army in Ukraine was essential to simplify the civil war.
It was all part of the Ukrainian campaign.

Even I was stunned by how unexpectedly quickly that battle ended.
It highlighted the strategic brilliance of Ungern and Anton Denikin.

On the flip side, this means Ukrainians have developed an intense fear and hatred of communists.

To be fair, it’s reasonable to expect that the Red tide, which nearly engulfed them from the west, could surge again.
Considering Austria isn’t what it used to be, Western Ukrainians, unaware of the larger context, might feel similarly.

“Yes, at that time, Western Ukraine was on the brink of occupation. But Your Majesty’s White Army defeated the Reds, which seems to have left a heroic impression on them.”

Boris Savinkov spoke these words, smiling contentedly.

Why are you smiling?
This man, a staunch Roman National Party member, proudly wears their small cross-shaped badge on his chest.

“Is that so?” I responded with a strained smile, suppressing a sigh internally.

Right, to people like him in the Roman National Party—essentially the Anastasian fan club—I must seem like a phenomenal idol.
Could it be that Ukrainians view me the same way?

Summing it up, Ukrainians, identifying as “Little Russians,” would likely choose Russia over Britain if given the choice.

This sparked an amusing thought.

When I visited Northern Manchuria, young students sang my praises enthusiastically, like fervent fans.

When Hitler entered Austria with the Wehrmacht, Austrians greeted him with overwhelming enthusiasm.

If I were to visit Western Ukraine, would I be welcomed like a celebrity?
Would I be swarmed by fervent admirers, like an idol surrounded by devoted fans?

Could this enthusiasm even give me leverage to negotiate with Churchill and acquire Western Ukraine?

Of course, that would diminish some of the gains made under the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk.

Finland was absorbed into the Eastern Allies during its civil war while Britain was distracted.
Poland, originally intended as a pro-British independent state, has now become a loyal ally of Russia.

Even the Baltic states, primarily former German colonies, were seized.
Wouldn’t Churchill, then, consider ceding Western Ukraine as a manageable concession?

Should I start probing the waters?
This feels like something I need to discuss with the Black Baron.

Conveniently, he had just arrived with the Minister of Internal Affairs.
I flashed a radiant smile and fixed my gaze on the Black Baron.

Under my intense stare, his eyebrow twitched, and he finally lowered his head.

“Your Majesty, it’s too early to target Western Ukraine. Recently, British forces have been redeployed there.”

Even before I had a chance to speak, the Minister of Defense firmly opposed the idea.

So, the British have moved troops back into that region.

I understand what that signifies.
It’s Britain’s way of signaling: “We won’t relinquish Western Ukraine to Russia!”

They aim to dissuade us from harboring any ambitions there.
And indeed, I was beginning to entertain those ambitions.

Slightly disappointed, I muttered petulantly,
“Well, I wasn’t seriously considering such a thing anyway.”

If it’s not possible, then so be it.



On another note, I’ve been keeping a close eye on Britain lately.

Much like Communist Germany can’t ignore Italy, we also need Britain as a critical partner.

The situation in Ukraine, the Baltic matters—Britain has become a significant focal point for us.

Our rhetoric about restoring Rome could provoke them.

Fortunately, Britain hasn’t formally protested.

Acknowledging Britain’s naval superiority, particularly regarding the Mediterranean, seems to have bought us goodwill.

They seem willing to tolerate our reclamation of Constantinople and the Pontic Greek Republic.

Britain, having taken such a submissive stance toward Communist Germany, probably wants to avoid appearing overly aggressive toward Russia.

It’s likely their unspoken stance is: stick to the nations outlined in the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk, and we won’t escalate matters.

In other words, Britain currently lacks the leverage to be more assertive with us.

Just as we see Britain as a necessary partner, they likely view us as the only reliable nation amidst uncertain alliances.

If Churchill recognizes this, he may feel even more compelled to act.



Later, the Minister of Internal Affairs brought me news.
“Your Majesty, we’ve received a report from Beria.”

“What does it say?”

“It seems Downing Street believes our assurances that we have no ambitions in the Baltics.”

Of course they do.
“The Baltics, after all, are a point of pride for Britain. They’ll protect them as long as their pride is at stake, but not so desperately as to lose rationality. They’re likely trusting our words to a reasonable extent.”

With British forces stationed in Western Ukraine, they probably think Russia won’t act rashly there either.

The British, entangled in their colonial empire, aren’t likely to go out of their way to antagonize us unnecessarily.


“Do we have any updates regarding Churchill?”

Churchill remains a pivotal figure.

If Churchill sees an opportunity to leverage Russia to his advantage, he might start making his moves.

What he does next will be crucial.
As long as he doesn’t antagonize us, we’re fine with whatever path he takes.



For now, it seems prudent to let Churchill play his hand and see where it leads. If we can nudge events in our favor along the way, all the better.
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Keynes was a famous economist, active during World War II in the Treasury and instrumental in establishing the Bretton Woods system.
I’ve read that he was involved in the creation of the world reserve currency.

To clarify, Keynes didn’t advocate for the U.S. dollar to become the global reserve currency. Instead, he proposed an international currency called Bancor as a foundation for a global monetary system.
However, the dollar-based system was the one that prevailed. Bancor, being a solid idea, even inspired aspects of the Special Drawing Rights (SDR) at the International Monetary Fund.

Inviting Keynes to Moscow for some discussions might be interesting.
We could establish a connection, and maybe later, experiment with implementing Bancor-like principles.

Of course, I can’t say whether Keynes in this timeline would make the same proposals. But it seems like an idea worth exploring.

I snapped my fingers, smiling.
“How about we invite him to Moscow?”

“The British economist?”

“If he’s confident in his ideas, why not have him collaborate with our economists to study modified capitalism?”

Modified capitalism is something I pieced together, borrowing bits and pieces from different systems. Even within the National Duma, there’s been talk of refining it further.
Keynes might be a perfect fit for that task.

“However, convincing him might be a challenge.”

“Not necessarily. Frame it as an opportunity for him to test his ideas in Russia. He might find that appealing.”

If he refuses, it won’t be a major setback.
Having him would be beneficial, but his absence wouldn’t hinder the Russian Federation.

Building ties with Britain in this way could be a subtle but effective move.

“Very well. I’ll inform the Okhrana to proceed.”



Speaking of the Okhrana, isn’t Beria stationed in London right now?

We placed him there as a liaison for communications with Churchill.

“By the way, Beria’s in the London branch of the Okhrana, right?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. He oversees the branch there.”

“I’m surprised British intelligence hasn’t caught on.”

If he’s remained undetected so far, that’s impressive. I wouldn’t mind giving Beria a round of applause for his work.

“It helps that Beria is capable, but I imagine Churchill keeping quiet is a significant factor as well.”

“True. If Britain has decided to work with us, maintaining a point of contact would be in their interest.”

From Churchill’s perspective, we’re a useful partner—unlike the communists.
To him, the current government that yielded to the communists likely seems like traitors.

But there’s another reason I brought up Beria: jet engines.

It suddenly popped into my head.



Even though I can’t confirm if Germany in this timeline will pursue jet engines for their aircraft, I’m treating Communist Germany as a threat equivalent to Nazi Germany.

Call it paranoia, but from Russia’s perspective, better safe than sorry.

Germany, fractured and weary, isn’t the same as the Nazi version, and Austria seems wary enough to avoid reunification. But caution is never wasted.

Who knows? A Red Luftwaffe could emerge to challenge our air force someday.

Russia is still behind in many technological fields, particularly aviation.

While we might keep pace with aircraft technology until World War II, we need to get ahead in jet engine development to secure an edge.

“Have you heard of Frank Whittle? He should be at the Royal Air Force College or some similar institution in Britain.”

“And who might he be?”

I couldn’t explain jet engines just yet—not in detail.

While I recall key names and general concepts, the specifics of jet engine mechanics elude me. If I knew them, I’d have made one myself by now.

“The technology he’s developing could be of immense value to Russia in the future.”

“Would this development relate to weaponry?”

Is a jet engine considered a weapon? Technically, it powers weapons, so let’s go with that.

“Yes, it’s related to weaponry. Make contact with him, establish rapport, and provide any support he might need.”

“Understood.”



Now, back to infrastructure.

A new document from the Ministry of Transport and Construction was brought to my attention.

“This concerns the expansion of Russia’s infrastructure. The National Duma has unanimously endorsed it. It’s practically a consensus.”

“Infrastructure expansion? What’s our greatest need?”

“Roads, Your Majesty.”

“Roads, hmm… I agree. Railways alone aren’t enough. The more roads, the better. But roads need infrastructure like traffic lights as well.”

Traffic lights aren’t common in this era, but introducing modern systems could work wonders.

“We’ll prioritize that as well.”

“And roads require cars. Don’t you agree?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. Currently, we import cars from companies like Ford in the U.S.”

That’s true. I’ve even received cars as gifts from foreign manufacturers.
Although I don’t drive them much, foreign cars are definitely here.

But Russia still lacks its own renowned automobile manufacturer.

We’ve established a tank design bureau in Yekaterinburg, but automotive production remains a blind spot.



“We’re still far from self-sufficiency in this area, aren’t we?”

“Yes. Recently, we’ve been importing many trucks from Austria’s Laurin & Klement.”

“Laurin & Klement?” That name rings a bell.

“They faced challenges after the Great War due to design flaws that caused their vehicles to catch fire, leading to financial troubles.”

So they sent their trucks to us?
It sounds like a plea for investment.

Wait a second—Laurin & Klement? Could that be Škoda?

“Yes, Laurin & Klement eventually became Škoda Auto, known for their vehicles and even military equipment during World War II.”

If they haven’t been acquired by Škoda yet, this could be an opportunity for us.

“Let’s acquire them.”

“The entire company?”

“Yes. If they’re struggling, we could buy them at a bargain and start producing vehicles in Russia. We’ll fund this through private channels.”



Soon after, I called for Prince Yusupov.

The once lean figure who had returned after the civil war now looked well-fed and prosperous.
Clearly, his ventures in oil, radio, and even confectioneries like ramen and Choco Pies have been highly lucrative.

“Your Majesty, to what do I owe the pleasure?”

I rested my chin on my hand and smiled slyly.

The prince gulped nervously, clearly sensing where this was headed.

“Recently, you’ve been making significant profits, haven’t you? I hear your ventures are flourishing.”


“Well… yes.”

“Great. I’m considering an automotive investment. Would you care to contribute?”

“I’ve already been exploring the automobile sector due to the upcoming infrastructure projects.”

“Excellent! Let’s join forces.”

Prince Yusupov’s investment might just drive Russia’s automotive industry forward.
If we’re building roads, why not ensure Russian cars drive on them?
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Perhaps that’s why American cars are so popular. But shouldn’t we promote our domestic car industry?

“Your Majesty, have you done any research on this?”

“Well, uh…”
I twirled a strand of hair, hesitating.
Honestly, I didn’t know much. Actually, I didn’t know anything.

But could you blame me? Russia’s car industry had completely collapsed—how could I possibly know anything about it?

Here’s what I meant: the state of our automobile industry is so terrible that we may need to rely on foreign expertise.
For example, Laurin & Klement. It’s a renowned Czech car manufacturer. What if we acquired it?

“You want to acquire Laurin & Klement?”

“Have you heard of them?”

“Yes, I came across them while researching foreign companies.”

So he’s done his homework. That’s reassuring.

“Well, you’ve accumulated some wealth, haven’t you? Why not use it to acquire them?”

“Hmm, I could look into it. But I’ve heard there’s another company interested in them as well.”

See? This is the kind of person Yusupov is. He thinks ahead and does his due diligence. That’s why he’s survived and thrived.

“Who else is pursuing Laurin & Klement?”

“Škoda.”

Ah, so it’s that point in history.
I don’t know the exact timeline, but if Škoda hasn’t sealed the deal yet, we might still have a chance.

“Then proceed. Acquire it if possible. If not, no big deal.”

I wasn’t going to force the issue. If Laurin & Klement didn’t work out, there was always Russo-Balt.

“With the defects in their cars and if Škoda isn’t fully committed, it might actually be feasible,” Yusupov speculated.

“Exactly. And if we provide proper support, they’ll thrive.”

That’s the role of an investor, after all.
This could be a great investment for Yusupov, especially given how well his other ventures are performing.

“Of course, this company would belong to me, wouldn’t it?”

“Uh… cars are a bit different, aren’t they?”

Oh, come on. Who’s the reason you’re making all this money?

And so, the acquisition of Laurin & Klement began. But there was another matter to address:

We needed roads to match our cars.



To support our budding auto industry, the Duma approved an ambitious road construction project.

The plan was to create a vast network of highways, with Moscow at the center, radiating outward like the threads of a spider’s web.

From the laborers breaking ground to the bureaucrats drafting blueprints, everyone was stunned by the project’s scale.

“Isn’t this a bit too ambitious?” one murmured.

But the Tsarina’s vision inspired unanimous support.

“She’s promising a car for every citizen!”

“If the Tsarina wants this, we must make it happen!”



When I saw the map of proposed roads, I couldn’t help but intervene.
The scale was overwhelming.

“Are we sure this is feasible? Won’t the laborers revolt if they’re pushed too hard?” I asked the ministers.

The Finance Minister confidently responded:
“Your Majesty, thanks to the reforms and newfound revenue from resources, our finances are more than sufficient to handle this.”


“That’s not my concern. I’m asking about the people. Humans—not machines—are the ones building these roads.”

The response startled me.

“Among those volunteering for the project, many no longer see themselves as human. They see themselves as… machines, Your Majesty.”

“What?”

I froze. Surely, I misheard. Or had I?
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“Ahem. Actually, a certain Alexei Gastev has been promoting a labor motivation campaign related to the road construction project.”

So, he’s contributing after all.
But given his ties to the Roman National Party, I can’t help but worry.
Thankfully, power lies with the State Duma, not with the Tsar.
If laborers protest later and blame me, I can just say, “This was the Duma’s doing,” and wash my hands of it.

Still, I can’t let this give Communist Germany any excuse to stir trouble. Oppressing workers could lead to serious backlash.

“Well, it seems like he’s urging workers to put in their best effort, like machines. But if they’re working like machines, we’d better pay them accordingly.”

“Of course, Your Majesty. None of this is forced. They’re working in shifts, including at night.”

That sounds fair. As long as there’s no resentment, this should work.

So, they’re running 24-hour shifts.
“Fine. I’ll leave it to you.”

Honestly, this isn’t my area of expertise.
The most I can do is offer some words of encouragement.

Maybe I’ll address this on the radio:
“If the Tsarina’s actions have caused undue hardship, please voice your concerns openly and demand improvements. If any unscrupulous employers fail to pay their workers, report it to the Kremlin.”

“I do feel guilty for the workers, though.”

Even though the Duma is responsible, this road project is historic.
It’s necessary, given how much the infrastructure was destroyed during the Civil War.
But in Russia, which has already experienced one revolution, you can’t ignore the workers’ concerns.

“You’re acquiring an automobile company for the people. Compared to that, is building roads really an issue?”

“Excuse me?”
Where did that come from?
I might’ve mumbled my thoughts aloud, but it’s not like the acquisition is finalized yet. If it falls through, I’ll just turn to Russo-Balt.

“This is a propaganda poster Alexei Gastev designed,” they said.

Curious, I took the poster and immediately felt a headache coming on.

It depicted oddly stylized men and women praying before a goddess who looked suspiciously like… me.
And beneath it, the text read:

“The Tsarina is gifting automobiles to the people. Shouldn’t we repay her grace by building roads? Workers, the roads are the lifeblood of Russia, upon which your cars will run. Let us pave the way and honor the Tsarina’s generosity!”

Wait… is this why everything spiraled like this?

It’s essentially saying, “The Tsarina is giving us cars, so we must build roads to use them.”
 And the masses, or at least my most ardent supporters, have bought into this idea.

This is bad.

I was only planning to make some money behind the scenes. But now, unless I genuinely produce cars, I’m doomed.
Later, they’ll say, “We built roads while the Tsarina did nothing!”

That would break my heart.
Should I consider pivoting to making armored vehicles for the muddy seasons instead?

And Alexei Gastev… This man is becoming a real headache.

“If you don’t produce cars, this could turn disastrous.”

“Are you planning to acquire Russo-Balt?”

I haven’t yet, but well…
I trust Yusupov to handle it properly.

“I’m working on it. If it doesn’t pan out, I’ll consider investing elsewhere. But we must meet the public’s expectations. Is Alexei Gastev really trustworthy?”

After all, he’s the one spearheading this mess.
I’m seriously starting to dislike him.

“Well, he does lean a bit red. But since our republic embraces revised capitalism, it shouldn’t be a problem.”

“Hmph. It still bothers me. Workers are humans, not crops we harvest from fields. If they struggle, improve their conditions.”

“Understood, Your Majesty.”

Yes, the Soviet Union had thrown human waves at the Germans in desperation, but workers shouldn’t be treated like expendable resources.

At the end of the day, it’s people who make things happen.
The Russian Empire’s fall had many causes, but mistreating workers was a major one.
Even now, despite reforms, we need to do more.

Speaking of workers, Russia needs more people.
After the Civil War, population growth is crucial for rebuilding and preparing for future conflicts.

Even if increased birth rates now won’t yield soldiers in time for a potential Second World War, they could at least staff factories.

It’s time to sow the seeds.
“Well, even if the roads get built smoothly, we’re losing manpower, aren’t we?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. Ultimately, it all comes down to people doing the work.”

“Shouldn’t we encourage childbirth as well?”

A population boom is the answer.
If another war causes similar devastation as in our original timeline, we’ll need all the help we can get.

“No need to worry. Birth rates are already on the rise,” came the reply.

“Really?”

“Indeed. After the Civil War ended and life stabilized, people have begun having more children.”

“Perhaps life improving gives people hope for the future.”

“Precisely. And much of the credit goes to you, Your Majesty. Though there’s a curious trend—there’s a growing preference for daughters.”

“Daughters?”

I interrupted, surprised. A preference for girls? How unusual.

“Well, Your Majesty, as a woman yourself, many parents hope to raise daughters who might follow in your footsteps.”

Oh, no.
Just because I managed to rise as a Tsarina doesn’t mean that’s feasible for everyone.

This might lead to an influx of women joining the military.
Are we heading toward a female-dominated military? That’s a bit extreme…

“Regardless, the population is recovering?”

“Yes, the losses from the Civil War are being compensated.”

“Isn’t it a bit too fast?”

“Those children will grow to become workers in the Republic.”

Well, that’s true.
Even if the preference for girls seems odd, a rising population is good news.



Meanwhile, Germany and Italy remain quiet.
It seems both nations are focusing on internal reforms.

Polish intelligence suggests that Communist Germany is pursuing a New Economic Policy to strengthen its foundations.
Italy, however, is broadcasting propaganda, claiming, “Once we defeat Russia, the Italian Communist Party will be unstoppable!”

That’s why these road projects are urgent.
Infrastructure leads to economic growth, which in turn strengthens our nation.

America is a prime example: their extensive road networks support the transport of goods like milk, vegetables, fruits, and clothing.

Russia, with its vast and underdeveloped terrain, must follow suit.

I clapped my hands together and announced,
“In that case, I’ll contribute directly. I’ll show my support for the road construction effort.”

“Your Majesty… do you mean…”

“I’ll personally participate, symbolically, in the labor efforts.”

The room fell silent.
Far from being impressed, my ministers looked horrified.

“During the Moscow Reconstruction, your presence was necessary to lift spirits. But road construction? It’s unbecoming of your station.”


“Why not? I’m just playing a symbolic role.”

“Your Majesty, this could backfire. People might question why the Duma is making the Tsarina work.”

So much for that idea.

Reluctantly, I dropped the plan.

Still, I need to ensure the success of this road project—and our automobile ventures.
If nothing else, I’ll remind the people:
“You paved the roads, so I began the automobile industry. Together, we built this future.”
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“Still, a broadcast wouldn’t hurt, would it?”
If I can’t be physically present at the construction sites, I can at least address the nation through the radio. If this were a livestream on the internet, I might not do it, but a radio broadcast? It’s just my voice, and it doesn’t feel burdensome. Maybe when televisions become a thing in the future, it’ll be different.

Returning to the Kremlin, I headed to the radio room.
“Alright, let’s get started.”
I clapped my hands, calling for Maria.
“Maria, set it up for me.”
“Planning a radio broadcast out of the blue today, Your Majesty?”
“This is the least I can do to ease my mind.”

After all, I’m the daughter of Nicholas II. With a massive construction project like this underway, people might look at me critically. Besides, I want to make it clear how I differ from my father. Unlike him, I care deeply about what the workers are doing, even if all I can do is cheer them on.

“Your Majesty, it’s ready.”
Maria soon had everything set up for me. I sat in front of the equipment she prepared.

“Honored citizens of the Russian Confederation, we have risen anew after suffering the scourge of Bolshevism. The devastation of the former Russian Empire is behind us, and through reform, the Russian Confederation now strives for the welfare of its workers and citizens. Today, our growing national strength is evident as we work to build transportation networks vast enough to traverse our great land by automobile.”

I hadn’t prepared anything in advance, so my words were more encouragement than anything else. Still, I put my heart into it, trying to inspire as genuinely as possible.

“Today, I learned something from the State Duma. Many workers have voluntarily joined the effort to construct roads. Your dedication is what makes Russia stronger each day. Upon hearing this, I, Anastasia, your Tsar, wondered: What can I do to support you from my position here in the Kremlin? After much thought, I decided to use the Romanovs’ wealth, accumulated through generations of tsars, to advance the development of the automobile industry for the benefit of all our people.”

In essence, I’m telling them, “You’re building roads, and I’ll build the cars to run on them, using the Romanovs’ fortune.” Of course, most of that fortune comes from our oil business—specifically, from Yusupov’s deep pockets.

“Imagine the roads you’ve built stretching across our vast Russian land, carrying automobiles produced by a Russian automaker. Imagine yourselves driving those cars. Doesn’t that thought alone bring you joy?”

I aimed to spark the imagination of the workers to motivate them. The harder the work, the greater the sense of pride when it’s done. Though… if the cars don’t materialize later, that might be an issue.

“To the west, the Red Germans snarl at us, criticizing Russia daily and claiming their system is superior. They call for the liberation of workers and accuse us of imperialism. But look! Do we oppress our workers with political officers as they do? Like the Soviet Russia they so admire, they are nothing more than a red-tinged tyranny cloaked in authoritarianism. Let us show them how prosperous we are, how truly great it is to be citizens of Russia!”

The right tone of confidence was key. I knew the Ministry of Transport had outsourced much of the construction work, so I added this:

“If any of you are being mistreated or exploited by a cruel boss, don’t hesitate to knock on the doors of the Kremlin. I’ll personally see to it that justice is served.”

With that, the broadcast ended. Adding more would’ve felt forced. It was an impromptu speech, after all, and I’m not particularly skilled at oration.

Clap, clap.
Maria applauded as she handed me a cup of coffee.
“An amazing speech today, Your Majesty.”
“Really?”
“You seem to be enjoying this more and more.”
“Enjoying it? Not at all.”

I waved my hands in denial. If I admit I’m enjoying this, what does that make me? A streaming queen? Thank goodness there’s no internet or computers yet; otherwise, I’d be the ultimate streaming empress.

Still, Maria beamed with delight. “You gave a magnificent speech, so I’m sure the public will respond well.”

“Think so?”
“Absolutely. People will appreciate encouragement more than seeing you laboring alongside them.”

“Why do you think that?”
“Imagine it from their perspective, Your Majesty. If the late tsar had worked alongside the workers, wouldn’t that feel a bit… odd?”

It’s like this: imagine me showing up as a manual laborer, lifting bricks and digging ditches alongside them. Now that I think about it, yeah, that would be weird.

“Fine, maybe it would look strange.”
“Exactly. Besides, you’re not just any tsar. You’re a war hero, Russia’s Joan of Arc, the Holy Tsarina of All Russia, Emperor of the Eastern Romans, and Great Khan of the Steppe. To see you working with them would be overwhelming for the workers. People might even rise up against the Duma, accusing them of making their tsarina do manual labor!”

The more I thought about it, the more it made sense. With all the titles I carry, it would indeed seem bizarre for me to be out there.

“Alright, you’ve convinced me. I’ll stick to supporting from the sidelines.”



Some time later, Yusupov arrived at the Kremlin with exciting news, practically glowing with pride.
“Your Majesty! I have great news!”
“Oh? What is it?”
“We’ve successfully acquired both the Laurin & Klement and Russo-Baltic companies!”

So, he managed to buy both companies? How much did that cost him? Not that I’ll pry—it’s not like I’ll pay it back.

“That’s excellent news. So, where will we set up the factories?”

We need factories to produce cars. The old Russo-Baltic location might be a good place to start.
“Russo-Baltic originally operated out of Riga, didn’t it?”
“Yes, but later relocated to Petrograd.”

“Hmm. In that case…”

Petrograd had been the Bolsheviks’ last stronghold, and its role diminished after Moscow became the capital. But it could be revitalized, perhaps as a hub for industry. Turning Petrograd into a center for automobile manufacturing would also make it easier to convert those factories into military production later, if necessary.

“Alright. Let’s set up the factory in Petrograd.”


“Rebuilding there, huh? Not a bad idea. But what if Communist Germany sends naval forces to attack?”
“Do they even have the naval strength for that? They’d struggle to defend their own coasts, let alone reach us.”

Communist Germany doesn’t have the fleet to threaten Petrograd, especially after losing much of their navy to the war and subsequent treaties.

“Besides, what about Hispano-Suiza? Are they willing to cooperate?”
“They are, Your Majesty.”

“Really? That’s a relief.”

With their assistance, we’re poised to rebuild our automotive industry. Let’s open up a new chapter in history and pave the way for a thriving Russian auto industry!
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Contrary to Anastasia’s concerns, her broadcast was received positively throughout Russia, especially among the general populace.
Unlike Lenin, the bald Bolshevik idol, Anastasia Tsarina of the Confederation was an entirely different class—Russia’s own national idol.

The Tsar’s encouragement via radio was a stark contrast to the old Tsars, who had suppressed dissent and treated protestors as enemies of the Empire. Anastasia’s efforts to directly connect with her people, coupled with reforms and welfare improvements after the civil war, solidified her strong support base.

“The Tsarina is giving us cars!”
“Blessed Saint Anastasia is using her own fortune for the people!”
“The Tsarina is right! Our true enemy, Communist Germany, is watching us! We must work hard to strengthen our nation!”
“I’ll join the road construction effort, too!”
“But, uh, this is a tough job. Shouldn’t we hire experienced workers? Especially with the rasputitsa to contend with.”
“Just teach us how to do it! We can handle it!”

Even those who had never stepped onto a construction site eagerly volunteered. Among them were White Army veterans who had fought alongside Anastasia during the war.

But there was a fundamental issue.
“What about the rasputitsa? Wouldn’t it make more sense to prepare for tanks rather than cars?”
“Well, orders are orders. We’ll pave as best we can, and where it’s not too bad, we’ll lay simpler roads. Ultimately, it’s manpower that’s the issue.”
“This level of manpower is unsustainable; the wages alone will be crippling.”

With so many volunteers, the Ministry of Transport faced logistical challenges. While laborers abounded, paving roads to withstand the rasputitsa was arduous and required skilled hands. And while aristocrats, stripped of their old wealth, were contributing what they could, there was a growing desire for a cheaper, more “expendable” labor force.

“Considering the rasputitsa, we need workers we can push to their limits.”
If there’s a choice between paid labor and unpaid labor, wouldn’t unpaid labor be preferable? Besides, mistreating paid workers would lead to backlash. This wasn’t a return to the oppressive practices of the old Empire but a pragmatic solution in the new Russia.

And there was a practical source of expendable labor.
“What about using the Bolsheviks?”

Indeed, the Bolsheviks, the Confederation’s sworn enemies, were “legally” expendable.
“That’s a great idea!”

After local Duma representatives proposed the plan to the national Duma in Moscow, it was approved with little resistance.

“Reactionaries! Where are you taking us?!”
“Let go of me!”

That day, tens of thousands of Bolsheviks from Siberian labor camps were rounded up.
“Well, look who’s finally useful,” Anastasia remarked dryly, exempting only Stalin, who had somehow risen to the bizarre status of “celibate priest” in the camps.

Dragged out in filthy rags, the Bolsheviks struggled against White Army soldiers.
“Why should we work for you scum?!”
“Weren’t you the ones who claimed to fight for the workers? Then you should help them now. Or was your revolution just a power grab?”

Officials from the Ministry of Transport and White Army soldiers turned the Bolsheviks’ ideology against them.
“What nonsense!”
“If you truly stood for the workers, you’d lend a hand, wouldn’t you?”

With no room for refusal, the Bolsheviks were forced into labor at construction sites. Their supposed commitment to workers left them no choice but to comply. Refusal would prove their revolution had been nothing but a lie.

Laborers were even brought to watch the Bolsheviks toil, ensuring they couldn’t back out.
“If we’re workers, too, then recognize our rights!”
“The Bolsheviks are no better than cockroaches. Do cockroaches get rights?”
Bang!

Any resistance was met with swift violence. A shot fired in front of defiant Bolsheviks silenced further rebellion. Those in the camps could have ended their suffering with suicide long ago but clung to life, proving their fear of death outweighed their revolutionary ideals.

“Are they paid for this work?”
“Why would they be? They’re unpaid labor, which makes it even better.”

Bolsheviks received no wages. Across the central government in Moscow and regional administrations, anti-Bolshevik sentiment was strong. These officials ensured the forced laborers were strictly monitored by military guards and had no access to money.

After all, why waste funds on people who’d be sent back to camps once the work was done? What would they even spend it on? They were already living off the taxpayers’ money.

And so, Bolsheviks were worked to the bone without pay.

“Reports say they’re treating the Bolsheviks harshly!”
“Comrade Secretary, shouldn’t we protest strongly on behalf of our revolutionary brethren?”

Communist Germany voiced outrage over the treatment of Bolsheviks, but the Russian Confederation ignored them. Even human rights advocates in the United States had little sway.
“Communists are pests. They should be grateful we let them live at all.”

For Russians, who had fought a bitter war against Bolshevism, these individuals were nothing more than vermin. Officially branded as “Red Workers,” their forced labor was legitimized.

Ironically, reports of Bolsheviks laboring without pay spurred ordinary Russians to work even harder.
“For Mother Tsarina!”
“Let’s make the Tsarina proud!”
“The Russian people are all children of the Tsar! Follow Mother’s example!”
“We can’t let the Reds outwork us!”

As the Bolsheviks struggled under forced labor, they became both a mockery and rivals to other Russian workers, who redoubled their efforts out of spite.

“We’re not working for that imperialist tyrant!”
“What kind of brainwashing makes them act like that?”

For the Bolsheviks, it was a nightmare. They were dragged into a competitive labor environment they never wanted, despised even by the workers they claimed to represent.



Time marched on. By now, it was nearing 1928.

It’s been almost ten years since I became Anastasia. Officially, I’m in my late twenties, but my appearance hasn’t changed a bit.
People say Westerners age faster, but I seem to be an exception. I look the same as ever, as if my prime is being preserved indefinitely.

Maria, younger than me, now seems more mature. Even Rasputin seems to be regaining strength.

I have a theory: What if I stay this way until the era I originally came from? Immortality, in a sense. Maybe the strange figure who sent me here intends for me to experience history all the way to my original timeline.

For now, though, I focus on the ongoing road construction—a monumental effort that rivals even the railway projects.


The roads must endure Russia’s infamous rasputitsa, which means extensive paving with asphalt and concrete. Thankfully, the 1920s have made such materials accessible, and even the British are lending support.

“We must assist Russia, or we’ll lose all credibility after aiding Communist Germany!” Churchill himself argued, backing the Confederation despite his otherwise anti-Russian stance.

While construction progressed, the use of Bolshevik labor drew sharp criticism abroad. But for Russians, it was a clever and satisfying way to deal with their former enemies.

I couldn’t help but marvel at the ingenuity.
“They really found a way to make this work.”

The Bolsheviks, champions of workers’ rights, now toiled as unpaid laborers, proving once again that irony reigns supreme in history.



 
  Chapter 147: Communists Are Vermin




If the communists had lost their revolutionary fervor, Lenin and his faction would have given up long ago, particularly during their exile in Germany.
It’s not as if communism has been completely defeated; it’s only in Russia that it failed so decisively that it cannot return. In Germany, however, it succeeded, and that alone is a significant achievement for the communists.

Germany isn’t some obscure backwater. This is the nation that challenged the British Empire to a naval arms race, a nation capable of rattling the global order. The success of the revolution in Germany carries tremendous weight. Where Russia failed, Germany embraced the red doctrine with open arms.

“Madmen like that will always exist somewhere,” I muttered.

Just look at Trotsky. According to reports from the Okhrana, he’s thriving in Kentucky.
Whether the Americans haven’t discovered him or have decided to ignore him, I’m unsure. One thing is certain: Trotsky has managed to establish a stronghold there, using the state as his base of operations.

The Okhrana keeps an eye on him but hasn’t moved against him yet, likely allowing him to feel more emboldened. Trotsky’s communism has also shifted to emphasize racial equality, drawing in minorities.

Regardless, it’s important to keep track of lunatics like him. Who knows when he’ll try to launch another “revolution,” perhaps with a drumstick in hand? After all, his organization is now called KFC. I can’t help but think his so-called revolution looks more like a fried chicken uprising.

“Shouldn’t we keep observing for now?”
“Hardcore ones can always slip through. Better to keep them under surveillance.”

While the lower-level Bolsheviks we’ve locked up might seem harmless, history has shown us how some can rise to prominence. It’s possible some could flee to Communist Germany. Even if they don’t know much, any Bolshevik who makes it there could still cause trouble.

“Ah, you don’t need to worry about that,” someone assured me.

“Why not?” I asked skeptically.

Communists are notoriously tenacious. Lenin, Trotsky, and Stalin evaded capture time and again, eventually orchestrating a successful revolution.

“Well, I’ve heard that the Nationalist Party of Rome has deployed special White Army re-education officers to oversee them.”

“Re-education officers?”
What the hell are those?

Since the White faction’s victory in the civil war, new positions and concepts keep cropping up. Are these officers assigned to reform laborers ideologically, akin to brainwashing?

It reminds me of stories from my world, where North Korean agents allegedly kidnapped Japanese women for ideological re-education. This sounds eerily similar.

Given the cockroach-like resilience of Bolsheviks, perhaps such measures are necessary.

“These officers are responsible for ensuring the Bolsheviks undergo complete ideological reformation.”

Political commissars by another name, perhaps? This is starting to get a bit unsettling. It feels like I’ve unintentionally created a monstrous idol out of myself.

Recent propaganda from Alexei Gastev has included slogans like ‘Mother Tsarina Watches Over Us’ and ‘The White Army is Mother Tsarina’s Army.’ These materials have swelled the White Army’s ranks to over 3 million soldiers, an astounding figure given the devastation of the Great War and the civil war.

While I’ve put a stop to the divinization campaigns, I’ve allowed the “Mother Tsarina’s Army” narrative to continue. After all, we’ll need every soldier we can muster when we eventually clash with Germany.

“How’s the anti-communist education going in schools?” I inquired.

“The younger generation is now growing up seeing communists as vermin,” came the reply.

“Good. That’s exactly the point.”

Our goal is to crush communism completely, leaving no room for its resurgence. If Britain and the United States implemented similar anti-communist measures, it could lead to a future where communism is remembered only as a pestilence.

Without countries like China or North Korea to demonstrate communism’s inevitable failure, there’s a risk that people might romanticize it.

By stamping out communism entirely, we’re ensuring it’s never seen as a viable ideology again. The same way we preemptively squashed the cult of Makhno, we must erase even the memory of communism.

“How about suggesting anti-communist education to Britain?”

Other nations might embrace it. Austria, for instance, faces an existential threat from Communist Germany. Even the Czechs might harbor sentiments for unification with Germany, regardless of its current communist status.

“Do you think Britain will be receptive? They’ve already supported Germany.”
“Hmm.”

That’s true. Britain is too preoccupied with its colonies to risk antagonizing Communist Germany. They wouldn’t want to provoke red uprisings in their territories.

“Damn British. Can’t they just let go of their colonies?”
“Letting go would just pave the way for communist regimes,” someone pointed out.

True. Communist Germany would undoubtedly step in to establish “reconstruction” regimes under their influence.

“France, then? Could they be an option?”
“Unlikely, Your Majesty. France is too focused on appeasing its own internal communes to take a firm anti-communist stance.”

France’s situation is understandable. The rise of Communist Germany has upended much of Europe’s status quo. While we’ve benefited from the migration of German companies to the Volga region, France has been left grappling with its losses.

Even if they despise Germany, the new communist regime in Berlin has overthrown their old enemy, the German Empire, giving French communes a new rallying point.

“You’re right, Maria. You’re quite perceptive.”

Maria smiled sheepishly, scratching the back of her head.
“Hehe, it’s all thanks to you, Your Majesty.”

She’s too humble. Maria started as a simple girl in Yekaterinburg, but now she serves as my trusted aide in the Kremlin.

“If not for the people of Yekaterinburg, I wouldn’t be where I am today.”

Had the townsfolk betrayed me to the Reds instead of saving me, my story would have ended long ago.

“Still, the establishment of Communist Germany has been a boon for us. German companies have flooded into Volga Germany.”
“True enough.”

Austria, too, has become stronger with the influx of Germans fleeing communism. The ripple effects of Communist Germany’s rise have worked in our favor.

“Your Majesty, a report has arrived from Lavrentiy Beria at the Okhrana’s London branch.”
“Let me see it.”

The telegram was brief but intriguing:
‘I’ve made contact with the Dove. The Dove chirps like a sparrow, and I’ve memorized its every note.’

The “Dove” likely referred to Frank Whittle, the jet engine innovator. The chirping likely alluded to Whittle’s enthusiasm, spilling every detail about his work to Beria, who was undoubtedly playing the role of a generous patron.

“Beria’s really something.”

I couldn’t help but marvel. Despite his dark reputation, he was undeniably effective. Keeping him abroad ensures his talents are put to use while minimizing risks at home.

“Your Majesty, what’s this ‘Dove’ about?” Maria asked, tilting her head.

“Remember that stingray-shaped design I showed you?”
“The strange-looking aircraft? Yes.”
“Well, this Dove might be the key to making it fly.”

Maria seemed curious but didn’t press further. She understood the limits of what I could explain.

“Do you think it’ll work?”
“I’m not sure, but it’s worth trying. We just need to keep encouraging—er, supporting—the engineers.”


Someday, that stingray-shaped bomber might become a reality, but for now, my ultimate goal remains nuclear weapons.

“Your Majesty, Sir Igor Sikorsky of the Ilya Muromets Company seeks an audience.”

The legendary aviation pioneer, Igor Sikorsky, had been a critical figure in the White Army’s air force during the civil war.

“All right. Let’s see what he has to say.”





 
  Chapter 148: The Tsarina Wants Television




Igor Sikorsky presented information on a flying wing aircraft.

Wait, they were still working on that? I’d told them there was no rush!
As I’ve said before, I don’t expect results anytime soon. Helicopters are Sikorsky’s forte, not flying wings.

“Your Majesty, regarding this flying wing design… if built according to your specifications—”
“Is it impossible to make?”
“We could construct the frame, but implementing the proposed engine is another matter. It’s something entirely new, and we haven’t tested it yet.”
“So you’re saying it’s theoretically possible?”
“Yes, but the design is complex. While feasible, it would likely have reduced range and consume significantly more fuel.”

Exactly. He pinpointed the issue perfectly.

The flying wing’s appeal lies in its futuristic aesthetics, but practically speaking, traditional aircraft with tails are much more efficient. Flying wings only truly shine with advanced computer flight systems, which this era lacks.

In short, they’re expensive and inefficient.
Still, showcasing such inefficiencies says, We have the resources to make even this! It’s a statement of power—a way to intimidate.

“Fuel isn’t exactly a concern for Russia, is it?”
“True, but Your Majesty, what about the new engine design? How far along is it?”

I shared some details about the jet engine concept, making sure to emphasize its secrecy. If this prompted further breakthroughs, all the better.

“Perhaps we’ll see it ready by the 1930s.”

The Great Depression loomed, and I wasn’t sure how things would pan out, but this was something to strive for.

“It’s oddly specific. Where is this being researched?”
“Let’s just say Britain for now.”

The British better hurry up with jet engine development.

“Trust me, Sikorsky. We don’t need to mass-produce flying wings. This is more about intimidation. A tailed design is perfectly fine.”

Flying wings are more for experimentation—a future milestone in aviation, rather than something urgently needed now.

“Understood, Your Majesty.”

Sikorsky withdrew, leaving behind a wealth of research that hinted at potential.
Innovation always starts with ambition.

Russia already had other companies working on fighter aircraft, such as Seversky Aviation. Unlike Sikorsky’s ventures, Seversky specialized in combat aircraft. Founded by Alexander P. de Seversky, who stayed in Russia rather than emigrating to the U.S. after the revolution, it flourished under White Russian rule.

In the real timeline, Seversky established Republic Aviation in the U.S., creating iconic planes like the P-47 Thunderbolt. In this altered history, however, Seversky remained in Russia, pouring his efforts into advanced fighter designs.

By introducing him to key engineers like Alexander Kartveli and others, I ensured Seversky had all the support he needed. This spirit of collaboration and innovation was crucial in shaping Russia’s aviation future.

The same principle applied to our automotive industry. With the merger of Russo-Balt and Laurin & Klement, the Romanov Automotive Company had started producing vehicles in Petrograd. The company was revitalizing the Russian car market, although cars were still a rarity on the streets.

“Are the cars selling well? I haven’t seen many on the roads,” I asked Prince Yusupov.
“Sales are steadily increasing, Your Majesty. While the market is still small, we’re seeing consistent growth.”

That was reassuring. Revival takes time, especially in a country as vast as Russia.

“If we want a significant boost, Your Majesty could personally endorse the cars,” Yusupov suggested cautiously.

So, I was to be the face of the campaign? Fair enough.

“What’s so difficult about that? Prepare a car for me,” I said.
“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Television might have been a better medium for advertising, but for now, the lack of such technology meant relying on more personal endorsements.

“Maria,” I called to my aide.
“Yes, Your Majesty?”
“Tell Beria to locate another person for me.”

We already had Vladimir Zworykin working on television in Russia. Now it was time to bring in Philo Farnsworth, who was making strides in the U.S.

“Beria’s handling this?” Maria asked.
“He’s the right man for the job. Besides, others are already keeping tabs on Whittle’s jet engine project, so Beria can focus on this.”

Bringing Farnsworth on board wasn’t just about competition. If anything happened to him—say, as a result of unforeseen disruptions—television’s development could stall. This was a safeguard, just as our work with Whittle was about hedging against future delays in jet engine development.

“By the way, Your Majesty,” Maria said hesitantly, “it seems Prince Yusupov has already invested in Farnsworth’s work.”

I turned to Yusupov, who froze awkwardly.

“Oh? Well, that makes things easier.”

It turned out Yusupov had been funding Farnsworth for some time. His post-revolution entrepreneurial ventures had broadened his horizons, and he’d instinctively backed promising technologies.

“Then you can lead the negotiations,” I said.

Yusupov gulped but nodded.



In our timeline, Yusupov fled to France after the Bolshevik victory, eking out a modest living. Here, however, his fortunes had reversed thanks to my patronage and partnerships with visionaries like Nikola Tesla.

His investments had not only made him wealthy but also cemented his role as “the Tsar’s purse.”

Yusupov and Zworykin traveled to America, where they met Farnsworth.


“What brings you here, Your Grace? And who is this gentleman?” Farnsworth asked.

“This is Vladimir Zworykin, a fellow television pioneer. He’s here to exchange ideas and explore collaboration,” Yusupov explained.

Zworykin shared his research with Farnsworth, sparking an exchange of insights that enriched both sides. Farnsworth, impressed by Zworykin’s work, gained new perspectives on cathode ray tube technology.

Through this collaboration, Zworykin returned to Russia with renewed confidence, leading to the eventual creation of the Zworykin Television, the first Russian television set.

The groundwork for this achievement had been laid, not through rivalry, but through cooperation—a rare but welcome outcome in the annals of innovation.



 
  Chapter 149: Black Thursday Is Coming




Thyssen Steel, established by August Thyssen, was a cornerstone of German industry for over a century before merging with Krupp in 1999 to form ThyssenKrupp.
Why bring up a German steel company?
Because now, it’s ours.

Not through acquisition, but by relocation. During the German Revolution, Thyssen suffered significant losses. Faced with the Ruhr occupation, they chose to move their base to Russia—a strategic decision.

How did I persuade them? Simple:
I promised to assist in restoring the German Empire when the time came, returning their company to its homeland. Meanwhile, Thyssen would transfer their steel expertise to Russia and set up headquarters in Vologda. They’d also gain top positions in Volga German industries.

With Thyssen’s help, a new Russian steel industry was on the horizon.

But a steel company needs raw materials. Drawing on past-life knowledge, I pinpointed untapped deposits within Russia.
“Survey the Kola Peninsula and Pechora regions. You’ll find what we need there.”

This wasn’t about oil—our resources were already substantial. I was after coal and iron ore, essential for steel production.

“Will this yield oil like in northern Manchuria?” a minister asked.
“Not oil—different resources. Just dig and see.”

The Russian exploration teams set out. Soon, reports came flooding in:


	“Iron ore deposits found in the Kola Peninsula!”

	“Coal discovered in Pechora!”



By leveraging future knowledge, I expedited discoveries initially expected in the 1930s. With resources secured, Yusupov funded the establishment of new steel mills.

“How does the Tsarina know the precise locations of these resources from Moscow?” Maria marveled.

I grinned, tapping my temple.
“I just guessed. Russia is vast and resource-rich.”
“Truly, Your Majesty is a saint!”
“It’s just luck,” I said, waving her off.

But the effect was clear. People were starting to believe in my divine foresight. Using this perception to strengthen the monarchy’s authority and ensure my influence lasted beyond my reign was a strategic necessity.

Meanwhile, Vladimir Zworykin’s report arrived. Tesla had tinkered with his prototype, incorporating insights from Farnsworth. This collaboration culminated in the successful development of Russia’s first television.

By July 1928, Zworykin delivered the news. While Farnsworth had unveiled his system later that year in the United States, Russia had beaten him to the punch thanks to my intervention.

“Your Majesty, the television is complete thanks to your support!” Zworykin exclaimed.
“Good work. Focus on refining it further.”

The first model, dubbed Zworykin Television, was basic but functional. Zworykin’s efforts were housed under the newly established Romanov Electronics, ensuring both patents and production remained under Russian control.

In a twist of history, instead of competing with Farnsworth in the U.S., Zworykin found collaboration and recognition in Russia. The headlines proclaimed:


	“Under the Tsarina’s Guidance, Russian Technology Leaps Forward!”

	“God Save the Tsar!”



The nation erupted in celebration. Although Farnsworth’s contributions were acknowledged, my involvement dominated the narrative.

The early television model wasn’t revolutionary—black-and-white with rudimentary displays—but it was a start.
“One day, we’ll have color television,” I mused to Maria, who marveled at the invention.

For now, the focus shifted to navigating the economic storm brewing on the horizon.

By late 1928, signs of economic trouble in the United States were undeniable. Although Russia’s economy was comparatively stable due to government intervention and resource development, no nation would be immune to the coming crash.

“Maria, it’s time to address the people about the looming crisis,” I said.
“You’re finally ready?”
“Yes. It’s unavoidable now.”

I settled before the radio microphone in the Kremlin. Broadcasting equipment had been set up to make these announcements seamless.

“Citizens of Russia, this is your Tsarina, Anastasia.”

Pausing for effect, I continued:

“Today, I bring an important message. A global economic crisis is upon us. Originating in the New World, it will send shockwaves across the globe, sparing no nation—including ours. Factories will halt production, companies will collapse, and stock markets will crash. People will lose their livelihoods—and, tragically, some may lose hope entirely.”

I outlined the expected fallout: reduced production, unemployment, and widespread despair. Then, I shifted focus.

“We will endure. We’ve survived a brutal civil war and emerged stronger. Together, we will overcome this challenge as well.”

Finally, I pointed the blame where it belonged:

“But let us not forget who stands to benefit from this chaos. The communists—agents of destruction—will seize this opportunity to spread their vile ideology. Do not be swayed. Trust in the state, and trust in me.”

The broadcast reverberated across nations, including the United States, where it struck a nerve.

“How could the Tsarina say such things after all we’ve done to support Russia?” the American ambassador fumed, storming into the Kremlin.

“Oh? Are you questioning the Tsar of Russia?” I asked icily.
“N-no, Your Majesty! Forgive me.”

The ambassador quickly backpedaled, realizing his error.
“But why single out America?”


“I spoke of the truth. Can you, in good conscience, deny the signs of an economic crisis brewing in your country?”

Cornered, he stammered, “Well, no, but—”

“It is not your nation I criticized but the communists who thrive on global instability. Perhaps you should focus on rooting them out from within your borders.”

The ambassador left visibly shaken, but the seeds of my message were planted. If the U.S. chose to direct its anger at the communists rather than me, it would only strengthen Russia’s position in the coming ideological battles.

As for the looming depression? I had no intention of letting Russia be swept under its tide. We were ready. Let the world burn; Russia would emerge unscathed.



 
  Chapter 150: Black Thursday




As the world approached the Great Depression, Russia found itself in the midst of an automotive boom. Recently, the sight of the Tsarina herself driving a Russian-made car was plastered across headlines, sparking a nationwide frenzy.  

*”The car driven by the Tsarina! A flawless domestic vehicle! Every true Russian should own one!”*  

*”Wow! A car for the people!”*  

Sales soared, with Russians eager to follow their beloved monarch’s example.  

Alexei Gastev’s latest propaganda masterpiece depicted Anastasia as a towering goddess, presenting cars to her people. The image alone ignited enthusiasm, and cars flew out of dealerships.  

Meanwhile, foreign observers were baffled.  

*”She predicts a global economic collapse and then launches a car craze? Surely this so-called Great Depression is a hoax.”*  

*”If the world is really falling apart, why is the Tsarina living so lavishly?”*  

*”Could America, of all places, truly be on the brink?”*  

Business tycoons, high-ranking officials, and economists scoffed at the warnings, choosing to dismiss Russia’s economic predictions. However, their skepticism was short-lived.  

On October 24, 1929, the unthinkable happened. The Wall Street stock market collapsed. *Black Thursday* ushered in the Great Depression.  

*”My stocks! They’re gone!”*  

*”The market is crashing!”*  

Factories closed, businesses folded, and the American dream crumbled as the nation’s GDP plummeted. Chaos reigned. Investors, overwhelmed with despair, sought solace in the depths of rivers.  

*”Son, my true home is the river. It’s time to return.”*  

*”Father, no!”*  

International trade dropped by over 50%, unemployment soared to 23%, and the U.S. economy crumbled. The effects rippled across the globe, devastating both rich and poor nations alike.  

Treasury Secretary Andrew Mellon advocated for “liquidationism,” insisting that the government let the economy purge itself. His approach led to widespread deflation and suffering, exacerbating the crisis. President Herbert Hoover eventually fired him, but the damage was done.  

In Europe, the Depression hit hard. France, already weakened by the Great War, reeled under the economic strain, while Britain faced its own turmoil. Winston Churchill, once a proponent of the gold standard, argued vehemently to abandon it and prepare for the storm.  

*”We must act now!”* Churchill declared.  

*”We’re not wealthy enough to prepare for a crisis that hasn’t even hit yet,”* came the rebuttal.  

By the time the crash arrived, Churchill’s warnings were vindicated, but the damage to his reputation and Britain’s economy was undeniable.  

While capitalist nations faltered, Communist Germany and Italy stood firm, largely shielded from the Depression due to their centralized, planned economies.  

*”Look at the capitalist pigs floundering in their greed!”*  

*”Communism is the path to true equality!”*  

In France, these proclamations gained traction among the disillusioned populace, bolstering support for the Communist Comintern. The French government scrambled to contain the spread of Communist ideology, but their efforts were met with skepticism and derision.  

*”So what? The only reason we’re not suffering more is because we lost so much in the war!”*  

This growing discontent gave rise to a paradoxical admiration for Communist Germany among some French citizens, despite their history of animosity.  

Amid the global chaos, all eyes turned to Russia.  

*”Why is Russia so calm while the world burns?”*  

*”Didn’t the Tsarina predict this?”*  

Despite the Depression, Russia thrived. Under Anastasia’s leadership, Russia had already implemented large-scale public works projects, streamlined infrastructure, and centralized economic planning.  

Anastasia’s reforms—bolstered by her wartime heroics and far-reaching foresight—had unified the Russian people under her banner. Her government invested heavily in railroads, road networks, and housing, creating jobs and stimulating growth.  

By the time the Depression struck, these initiatives, combined with the state’s role in managing production and consumption, insulated Russia from the worst of the economic fallout.  

*”The Tsarina protects us!”*  

*”Russia alone stands strong against the tide of despair!”*  

The result was a resounding success for the Tsarina’s leadership, with Russian citizens rallying around her as never before.  

The contrast between Russia’s resilience and the rest of the world’s collapse did not go unnoticed.  

*”Russia has the answers!”*  

*”The Tsarina must truly be heaven-sent!”*  

Even countries like Poland and Turkey, which had come under Russia’s sphere of influence, began mirroring its policies. Meanwhile, other nations debated whether Russia’s approach—or even elements of its centralized model—might hold the key to economic stability.  

In contrast, Communist Germany and Italy attempted to ride on Russia’s coattails, claiming that their ideologies had influenced its success.  

*”That’s socialism!”* they insisted.  

But few believed them. Instead, Germany and Italy faced ridicule for mimicking Russia’s policies.  


While the world scrambled to recover, Adolf Hitler’s National Freedom Workers’ Party seized the opportunity. Using the Depression as a platform, Hitler called for unity against the Communist threat and positioned his party as Austria’s savior.  

*”The Depression is a Communist plot! We must unite to crush them!”* Hitler proclaimed to roaring crowds.  

Across Austria, former territories of the Austro-Hungarian Empire began to coalesce, rallying against the Communist menace and the economic devastation of the Depression.  

Meanwhile, across the Atlantic, another movement quietly gained momentum in Kentucky. Hidden amidst the economic despair, a man with a peculiar strategy and an uncanny knack for charisma began organizing under the banner of a revolution unlike any other.  

“Colonel” Trotsky’s Chicken Revolution was about to take flight.  



 
  Chapter 151: The Great Depression




KFC’s Chairman (or General Secretary), Leon Trotsky, rose to prominence during the Great Depression, cleverly exploiting the economic collapse to rally America’s downtrodden masses under the KFC banner. Initially using the guise of Kentucky Fried Chicken to mask his activities, Trotsky began advocating for a revolutionary labor movement that prioritized racial equality, an unprecedented shift in American sociopolitical dynamics.

Speaking to gatherings of impoverished workers and marginalized communities, Trotsky’s fiery rhetoric resonated deeply:

“Look around you! The so-called great United States is but a candle in the storm! Millions are unemployed, crops rot in the fields, and the White House remains paralyzed. They do nothing while you starve!”

Having honed his skills under Lenin, Trotsky deployed his oratory mastery to galvanize support, blaming the government’s inaction and calling for an uprising.

“Brothers and sisters, rise up! Overthrow this inept government! Replace it with a nation of laborers—free from racial discrimination and economic exploitation!”

The crowd responded with fervent chants of “KFC! KFC! KFC!”

Trotsky’s rhetoric transformed KFC from a seemingly benign entity into a revolutionary movement. Centered in Kentucky, the organization began gaining traction in other states, as the American government struggled to contain the economic fallout.

While the U.S. government dismissed Trotsky’s influence as a fringe issue, his movement grew steadily, fueled by widespread frustration with President Hoover and his ineffective policies. Trotsky’s call for a racially inclusive revolution stood in stark contrast to America’s systemic racism, drawing the oppressed masses into his fold.

Meanwhile, in Russia, the Great Depression barely registered. Anastasia’s reforms, initiated well before the crash, had insulated the nation from global economic turmoil. The unified Russian populace, loyal to the Tsarina and the State Duma, worked tirelessly on public projects that kept employment high and the economy stable.

Reports from the Okhrana’s American division described an alarming situation: Trotsky’s KFC was gaining ground rapidly, its revolutionary ideals spreading like wildfire.

“Is KFC staging a rebellion?” Anastasia mused as she reviewed the thick stack of reports.

“Not quite yet, Your Majesty,” her aide Maria replied. “The Okhrana estimates a full-scale uprising within three years.”

“Three years? That depends on how well America responds,” Anastasia said, setting the papers aside.

Despite KFC’s rapid rise, Anastasia doubted its long-term viability. America’s racial tensions and its history of systemic inequality posed significant challenges to Trotsky’s ideals. Could his movement sustain itself in a nation divided by race and class?

Anastasia turned her focus back to Russia.

Thanks to years of diligent planning, Russia was thriving amidst the global economic chaos. The State Duma’s latest report confirmed that unemployment was nonexistent, and infrastructure projects were progressing smoothly. Anastasia’s reforms, including land redistribution, industrial modernization, and rural electrification, had stabilized the nation and fostered unprecedented growth.

Maria, reading over Anastasia’s shoulder, couldn’t help but admire her monarch.

“It’s all thanks to you, Your Majesty. While other nations crumble, Russia stands tall.”

Anastasia blushed at the compliment.

“It’s not just me. The people make it possible,” she said, downplaying her role.

In the Duma, the mood was jubilant. With Russia untouched by the Depression, members of the Romanov National Party indulged in patriotic fervor, celebrating their nation’s resilience.

“Only Russia, under the Tsarina’s guidance, has escaped this global calamity!”

Amid the celebrations, Anastasia reminded the assembly of the challenges ahead.

“Let’s not forget,” she cautioned, “we still have much to do—schools to build, hospitals to establish, and industries to expand. The world’s struggles are our opportunity to soar.”

Her words resonated deeply.

Russia’s economic stability allowed it to pursue aggressive development, including the expansion of heavy industry, agriculture, and military capabilities. Investments in modern farming techniques and mechanized agriculture ensured that food production far outpaced domestic needs, further solidifying Russia’s economic independence.

Meanwhile, the international community grappled with the Depression’s devastating effects.

Britain debated its colonial policies as Churchill advocated for intensified resource extraction, while France struggled with a resurgent Communist movement emboldened by neighboring Germany’s stability. Japan, already weakened by prior financial crises, faced severe economic contraction.

Despite their challenges, the Western powers looked to Russia for answers. Even Britain, hesitant to adopt Russian policies outright, quietly studied its economic framework.

But while nations admired Russia’s success, Communist Germany and Italy attempted to claim credit, arguing that Russia’s methods were inherently socialist. Their claims, however, were met with derision.


Back in the U.S., the Great Depression worsened. The Okhrana reported that Trotsky’s KFC had begun courting white workers, creating an uneasy alliance of racially diverse factions united by shared economic despair.

“They’re gaining momentum,” Anastasia observed.

“Indeed,” Maria replied, “but it remains to be seen if they can overcome America’s deep divisions.”

“Let them rise,” Anastasia said with a sly smile. “The higher they climb, the harder they’ll fall.”

As Trotsky’s movement grew, Russia capitalized on the chaos, strengthening its economy and infrastructure while the rest of the world floundered. Anastasia’s foresight and leadership ensured that Russia would emerge from the Great Depression stronger than ever, ready to confront whatever challenges lay ahead.
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Right. Using submarines is fine.
After all, the only fleet worth worrying about is Italy’s. We can always consolidate the defeated nations’ fleets later. For now, let’s just ramp up submarine production.

“Your Majesty, what should we name the new submarines?”
Kolchak, in a good mood with the recent naval expansion, asked with a pleasant smile.

“Submarines?”

They may not be aircraft carriers, but from Kolchak’s perspective, he seemed quite fond of them.

“Yes. We’ve aggressively developed U-boats and created a new, state-of-the-art submarine.”

A state-of-the-art submarine. If we borrowed German technology, it might be far more advanced than anything the Soviets could produce. Yes, choosing submarines seems like a more reasonable option.

A name. A name. A name does come to mind. Snapping my fingers, I opened my mouth to speak.

“We are an anti-communist nation. It’s only fitting that we name them after generals who contributed to the anti-communist cause. How about the Yudenich-class?”

“General Yudenich will like that.”

“Yes, Yudenich isolated the Reds in Petrograd and cut off their retreat. Isn’t that a fitting name for submarines? Let’s go with the Yudenich-class submarines.”

Honestly, I didn’t care much, so I just called them the Yudenich-class. In the days of the Russian Empire, most warships were named after places where the Russian army won battles. But here, we can’t exactly name them after Russian civil war locations. In that case, naming them after generals is the best choice. Wouldn’t the generals like that?

“Yes, Your Majesty. General Yudenich will be pleased.”

Yudenich is currently in charge of the Baltic forces. Since the Baltic States gained independence from Russia, and as it’s a region where remnants of the Bolsheviks remained, I assigned the army that targeted Petrograd to secure the Baltic States’ borders.

The Yudenich-class submarines. Hmm. The name is peculiar, but compared to the Soviet ships named after revolutionary slogans, this is much better.

Now, onto tanks.

“How is the situation with tanks?”
I asked Mikhail Drozdovsky, who is leading tank production. Since the topic of weapons had come up, I thought I should address tanks as well.

“They’re being produced at the Yekaterinburg Heavy Equipment Factory.”

The Yekaterinburg Heavy Equipment Factory. A heavy equipment factory established in Yekaterinburg that could be considered equivalent to the Ural Heavy Machinery Plant in actual history.

“Armored vehicles?”

“The army, drawing on experiences from the civil war, felt that vehicles for troop transport were necessary. We added armor to protect against potential attacks. We referenced Britain’s Mark V.”

Oh, now that I think about it, Britain’s Mark V was used as an armored vehicle. In that case, wouldn’t it make more sense to develop combat vehicles?

Even though infantry fighting vehicles didn’t emerge until the Cold War, if you think about it, there’s no reason we can’t create something like that now. It might be outdated, but at least it would have some minimal weapons. If we’re making armored vehicles for troop transport anyway, it seems feasible.

“Hmm, what about developing combat vehicles?”

“Combat vehicles? But we already have tanks—”

“Tanks will continue to be produced separately. These would be cheaper to produce and maintain than tanks and would be used for combat alongside infantry.”

Infantry fighting vehicles. Sure, Russia has an abundance of manpower, but if we’re going to advance our technology tree, we should explore various paths. Even if this is a country where people practically grow in fields, relying solely on manpower seems wasteful. It wouldn’t be right for a white nation to engage in the same tactics as China, would it? That’s the idea.

Even the Soviet Union, which had an abundance of manpower, conscripted women during the German-Soviet war. I don’t want to create such a situation.

In actual history, Nazi Germany, despite its smaller, elite forces, managed to crush the Soviet forces through superior combat power and significantly outperformed them in exchange ratios before eventually being overwhelmed by numbers. However, I plan to make the United States of Russia’s military a large, elite force that uses both numbers and quality.

It’s not like Communist Germany, which is weaker than Nazi Germany, will pose any real threat.

“Not a bad idea.”

“Of course, they should still be able to transport small units of troops, gaining the advantages of both troop transport and combat.”

Whether such a vehicle can be developed at this time is uncertain. Still, a mechanized infantry platoon or squad equipped with armored vehicles and working with tank units would likely be extremely effective for this era.

“Alright, we’ll handle this with the army department.”

“And strengthen cooperation with Hispano-Suiza within the White Army. Especially for engine licensing and weapons technology.”

Hispano-Suiza produces many designs in France, but I can’t just leave that be. France might fall to the Commune, and I can’t allow Hispano-Suiza to pass its cutting-edge engines and weaponry to communists. Instead, I want them to prioritize us—especially for aircraft engines and machine guns, years ahead of their historical schedule.

“Hispano-Suiza?”

“It will cost us money, but it’s worth it. Right now, they’re producing engines and weapons in France, but if France turns communist, what happens to Suiza? We need them to supply what the Air Force and Army need for us.”

It’s possible that Suiza could fall to the communists. What could be more critical than this?

We’re already producing automobiles using Suiza’s technology and receiving assistance from them in tank development. Those who fought in the civil war know its importance.

We must secure the latest technology. Who knows? Weapons developers who were overlooked during the German Empire might achieve great success under Communist Germany.

While nothing like this has happened in Russia, we can’t be certain with Germany.

“If France falls to the Commune, it would become a military factory for the communists, wouldn’t it?”


“Yes. That would be a serious problem for us. We need to push ahead with this, no matter what.”

“I understand, Your Majesty.”

In actual history, even the Soviet Union received licenses for Hispano-Suiza engines, producing the Klimov M-100 under the name.

We need to deepen cooperation with Hispano-Suiza, even if it costs money, and monopolize their technology if possible. France nationalized it in 1936 and used it for their defense industry, producing aircraft engines and automatic weapons.

Furthermore, during the Spanish Civil War, the company was split into three parts. Wouldn’t it be better for them to operate under Russia instead? This is the big picture of the future.



 
  Chapter 153: The Great Depression (3)


Anyway, Germany is under the control of the communists, Italy has Mussolini, who’s merely painted red on the surface, and France seems poised for a full-blown Commune uprising.

“Hmm, Your Majesty, you’ve already identified the locations of all Russian resources. If Spain turns communist—”

“Then the communist revolution in France will accelerate. Or, conversely, France could fall to communism first and then support Spain.”

How will this civil war unfold?
Will France turn communist? Or will Spain enter a civil war?
This is an unknown variable in history, which makes it annoying, but it’s also intriguing in its way.
If France becomes communist, so be it. Spain’s civil war will serve as a testing ground for Russian weapons.

“Recently, the Commune has reportedly been gaining strength, but is it really to that extent?”

Ah, you mustn’t underestimate the communists.
Communist Germany will find a way to support the revolution.
As for us, we’re too far away from France to provide assistance, and Britain isn’t in a position to block a French revolution either.
Therefore, I must clearly state that Russia needs to remain cautious as well.

“Wasn’t there a Paris Commune before? Britain isn’t in a position to help France, and we in Russia are far away. This creates the perfect conditions for Communist Germany to support a French Commune.”

The communists have no fundamental loyalty, so even though France and Germany have been historic enemies, as long as Berlin is the center of communism, they’ll follow Berlin’s orders, just like how communists in history followed directives from Moscow.

“And meanwhile, Britain is busy squeezing its colonies dry, which is a major problem.”

Exactly.
If their solution to the Great Depression is simply to exploit their colonies further, it’s a short-sighted and baseless action.
They’re not solving domestic issues and instead resorting to colonial exploitation?
When you think about it, though, this does seem like a very Churchill-esque approach.
Essentially, it’s about suppressing communists spreading in the colonies while simultaneously extracting profits.
The problem with this approach, however, is that it’ll eventually come back to haunt them like a boomerang.
Honestly, as far as I’m concerned, it’s enough if Britain can just endure through World War II.
Even if large-scale uprisings later erupt in their colonies and Britain collapses, it doesn’t really matter to me.

“Still, recently, Hitler has been going around the former states of Austria-Hungary, shouting about creating a new country. Won’t Austria-Hungary be re-established soon?”

If that happens, the noise will have to be silenced.

“Then it will depend on whether the neighboring countries recognize it or not.”

“In the end, even the Baltic and Balkan states in the Anti-Communist Pact will need a shield to absorb the blows in their stead, so they’re unlikely to object to the agreement. We don’t even need to worry about communist regimes in Germany and Italy. That leaves Britain.”

Right, they must know this as well.
But those insincere Brits—ugh, dealing with them is such a hassle.

“Let’s get a definitive answer from Britain soon. They must already know that we support the restoration of Austria-Hungary.”

Britain must still be divided over the matter of the Dual Monarchy.
After all, they went to the trouble of dismantling it, and now it’s being brought back to life. But what can they do about it?
Thanks to Chamberlain’s early beta test of ‘peace for our time,’ Britain must be a mess. Judging by their attitude, it seems that the cabinet, excluding Churchill, has no intention of confronting Communist Germany.

“I will carry out Your Majesty’s orders.”

“Come to think of it, isn’t Russia the most stable country in the world right now?”

Could this be considered a peaceful era for Russia? Perhaps this is a Pax Russica.
 Unlike the Soviet Union in history, Russia hasn’t suffered from the Great Depression.
On the contrary, unlike the USSR, we are on friendly terms with the West and are soaring even higher.
Stalin’s authority pales in comparison to mine—it’s not even worth mentioning.
This is all thanks to the loyalty of the Russian people.

“That’s right. It’s all thanks to Your Majesty. Your broadcasts united the Russian people, and your previous reforms have now borne fruit.”

“The fact that my efforts to develop Russia also helped us weather the Great Depression is quite remarkable.”

“Well, it was inevitable.”

To be honest, it’s because Russia was so backward in the first place.
The reforms we undertook were simply basic measures, yet they were enough to shield us from the Great Depression.
Russia’s disastrous economy is a tradition, and just fixing that is enough to address the issues of the Depression.

“Come to think of it, didn’t Your Majesty begin preparing for the Great Depression during the civil war?”

A Roman People’s Party member suddenly showered me with praise.
Well, that’s a bit much to say outright, isn’t it?
This is why the Roman People’s Party is so troublesome.

“How about awarding more medals this time as well?”

“Medals?”

“Yes, Your Majesty’s authority is absolute, and the people would rejoice at the sight of medals being awarded.”

Some of them are now suggesting that I hand out more medals.
This feels too much like I’m becoming a completely legal dictator, but fine, do as you please.



In London, British Prime Minister Stanley Baldwin wiped the sweat dripping from his forehead with a handkerchief.
The reason for his nervousness was simple.
The Russian ambassador had appeared, bluntly declaring that his government officially supported the restoration of the Dual Monarchy.

“Russia is helping to restore Austria-Hungary?”

“Yes, as the British Cabinet is already aware.”

Although Britain hadn’t directly participated in the Anti-Communist Pact, it was no secret to them that discussions about restoring the Dual Monarchy were ongoing.
The problem was that it was happening far too quickly.

Moreover, London citizens had already caused an uproar over Britain’s concessions to Communist Germany, and now the Dual Monarchy was being restored? This was no trivial matter.


“You’re pushing this through so suddenly?”

“Haha. Britain supported Communist Germany, so naturally, Germany would set its sights on Austria. Would you rather just leave things as they are? Restoring Austria-Hungary would be the better option.”

“Even if we tacitly accepted Austria’s situation, isn’t it too soon for the Dual Monarchy to be restored?”

Britain, having already supported Communist Germany and suffered a blow to its prestige, was reluctant to restore Austria-Hungary.
The dissolution of the Dual Monarchy was, after all, one of Britain’s spoils of war.

But now, Russia was trying to snatch away one of Britain’s spoils.
Baldwin could already picture the British public pointing fingers at Parliament for its incompetence.
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Meanwhile, Russia was not only approaching the British government and Churchill but also making direct moves at a national level to engage Hispano-Suiza. The reason was clear.

“A Hispano-Russia subsidiary in Russia?”

There was no sugarcoating it—they simply requested the establishment of a subsidiary.
The proposal was delivered to Marc Birkigt, one of Hispano-Suiza’s co-founders, alongside Castro de la Cuadra.
Marc Birkigt had previously helped with Russia’s automotive initiatives at their request. Back then, it was partly out of sympathy, given the collapse of Russia’s automotive industry, but also because he saw an opportunity for Hispano-Suiza to influence the United States of Russia’s automobile sector.

But to think they would openly request the establishment of a subsidiary like this.

“Yes. We desperately need Hispano-Suiza’s assistance.”

“I’ve heard that Russia is heavily focused on developing automobiles and aircraft. However, we’ve already seen great success in France. Our French subsidiary has even become independent. Establishing a subsidiary in Russia seems unnecessary.”

“Even if there’s a risk that France might fall to communism?”

“!!”

Hispano-Suiza wasn’t exactly pro-communist.
While they were aware of the recent rise in Commune activities, France hadn’t been overthrown yet. So why should they establish a subsidiary in Russia based on a mere possibility?
After all, there wasn’t a definitive reason to do so.

“We are preparing for war. That’s why Hispano-Suiza’s help is particularly important.”

Russia seemed to be rushing preparations for war as if something was chasing them.
How long had it been since they started producing cars, and now they were already moving toward this?
Aside from communist nations, Russia was the only country relatively unaffected by the Great Depression.
And those communist nations were enemies of the Russian regime.

“Recently, there have been rumors about Germany preparing for war. Is this related to that?”

“Yes. And with the growing Commune movement in France, if Hispano-Suiza fell into the hands of a communist France, it would be a serious problem for us.”

“Hmm…”

They had already set up factories in Paris and Geneva, but establishing a subsidiary in Russia seemed like a big step.
That said, while France was less affected by the Great Depression than other countries, the Communes were gaining momentum, and there was a real possibility of a regime change.
Meanwhile, Russia seemed to have suffered almost no damage from the Depression.

Marc Birkigt ran through the calculations in his head.
If France fell to communism, Spain could also be in danger. In that case, foreign support would be necessary. Receiving help from Russia wouldn’t be a bad idea.
It would be beneficial to gain Russia’s favor while also venturing into weapons development in Russia.
That way, they could continue focusing on automobile production in France.

Sure, they were already producing aircraft engines and weapons, so why not actively pursue weapons development?
Besides, the Russian empress reportedly wielded extraordinary authority.
She didn’t even have to force people to buy her endorsed products—just casually advertising them was enough for citizens to flock and buy cars with drooling enthusiasm.

To receive the czar’s support?
It would be effortless for Hispano-Suiza to achieve massive success in Russia.
Moreover, with the Depression hitting hard, receiving investments would ease Hispano-Suiza’s burdens significantly.

“Of course, our czar will provide support.”

And with that, the conversation was over.
They couldn’t afford to produce weapons in a potentially communist France.

Marc Birkigt smiled contentedly.
“Understood. We’ll consider it positively for now.”

Not long after, Hispano-Suiza established Hispano-Russia, a subsidiary in Russia dedicated to producing aircraft engines and weapons, while continuing to focus on automobiles in France.



As countries around the world struggled with the aftermath of the Great Depression, Japan was no exception.

During the Great War, while European nations pulled each other’s hair and punched one another, Japan had seized German colonies and territories in Asia.
They sold weapons to Europe, and with Russia’s concessions, they had virtually monopolized trade in China.
This led to the emergence of the narikin class—wealthy elites—and a period of prosperity.

Though a brief recession occurred due to Europe’s trade wars, Japan’s economy continued to grow.
However, the subsequent Great Kanto Earthquake triggered the Earthquake Depression, and their indecision over whether to suspend the gold standard resulted in an eventual return to it (gold embargo lifted).
The result was a financial panic that, combined with the Great Depression, created a devastating synergy—a tsunami that engulfed Japan.

“Ha-ha, we’re screwed.”

The Great Depression’s one-two punch shook Japan’s economy.
For a country that relied on exports for growth, this was a shocking blow.

As its main export markets—the U.S. and Europe—staggered, demand plummeted.
Naturally, Japanese exports piled up as unsold inventory, and by the early 1930s, export revenues had been halved.

The export of raw silk, a major income source for farming households, also plummeted, leaving farmers impoverished.
Japan had profited greatly from selling weapons to China, but as China moved toward soft autonomy, its warlords avoided dealing with Japan, fearing accusations of collaboration.

Unlike a China worn down by Western imperialism, Japan, accustomed to success, was hit particularly hard.
With foreign currency inflows drastically reduced, they struggled to afford raw material imports.

Domestically, the economy spiraled downward, with companies collapsing in rapid succession.
This economic turmoil fueled political instability.



In such a dire situation, political and economic instability inevitably bred something new.

“If we keep this up, we’ll turn red, too!”
“Imperial subjects turning red? Suppress the mobs immediately!”

Red flags began appearing within Japan itself.
Seeing Communist Germany survive the Great Depression emboldened imperial subjects to embrace communism.
Japan responded in typical fashion—brutally suppressing dissent.

After all, how could the emperor’s loyal subjects be communists?

“This cannot go on. Communists have begun infiltrating the empire!”
“Let’s follow Russia’s methods.”

Russia’s method? It was simply to ruthlessly kill communists.

But this was possible in Russia because the White Army had unified the country.
The White Army, driven by its hatred of the Bolsheviks, and a populace that had abandoned the Bolsheviks, enabled such actions.

In Japan, however:
“The Emperor would never abandon his subjects!”
“The government must step down!”

Suppressing citizens with bullets only made matters worse.
What they had done in the colonies, they now did in the homeland, further complicating the situation.

The military began forming factions, calling for all power to be returned to the Emperor.
Amid this chaos, the Japanese government came up with a solution.


“This won’t do. Let’s take this approach instead.”

They decided to exploit their colonies as a solution to the Great Depression.

This would temporarily appease the military and satisfy the populace. The Depression could be addressed gradually later.

Looking to Korea, annexed through “legitimate treaties,” they found little to exploit apart from rice unless they planned to conscript Koreans for a future war with China.
Taiwan had some resources, but not enough to make a significant difference.

Ultimately, they decided to exploit Southern Manchuria, where Renya Mutaguchi was the governor-general.
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If I were Japan, I would attack China when its soft autonomy is unstable.
Given the Great Depression, it would likely happen around the same time, wouldn’t it?
If the soft autonomy lasts too long, it will eventually lead to either a unification war or the strengthening of regional power, as Tian Zhongming envisions—one of the two.
In that case, it would likely occur during a time when Europe’s situation becomes troublesome. Honestly, I still don’t know exactly when.

“This time, Your Majesty is just guessing?”
“Yeah. But I’d say it’ll happen between 1935 and 1938.”

Honestly, Japan seems likely to attack China whenever we throw them just the right bait.
A soft-autonomy China and a Japan holding Southern Manchuria? That’s a recipe for grand ambitions.
At least during the Second Sino-Japanese War in Chiang Kai-shek’s time, China united to resist Japan, but with soft autonomy? Who knows?

“Oh, hmm. This is going to be interesting.”
“What is?”

Maria crossed her arms, looking unusually serious.
What could be troubling her to make that face?

“We’re taking bets with the Kremlin Guard about when the war will start.”

Oh, so that’s what this is about.
Are they placing money on my estimate of when the war will begin?
But isn’t this kind of dangerous? This is gambling, after all.
A secretary of the czar gambling with the guards? Should I let this slide?

“Wow, the czar’s secretary gambling with soldiers?”
“I’m sorry!”

She immediately bowed her head in apology. I like how straightforward she is.
To be honest, Maria’s gambling based on her faith in my predictions.
From one perspective, it shows her loyalty to me. On the other hand, it’s a bit questionable that she’s using it for betting.
But honestly? I like it.

“I appreciate your confidence. Do as you please.”
“Thank you!”

Maria bowed deeply.
Only under my rule could she get away with this. If it were during Nicholas II’s reign, Maria would have been kicked out of the palace by now.
Even the Roman People’s Party would probably call for Maria and the guards to be replaced.
What can I do? She trusts my predictions enough to gamble on them, so how could I say no?

“By the way, do you think things will work out with Britain? Those British scoundrels have been incredibly frustrating lately.”

Right. When it came to the restoration of the Dual Monarchy, I practically dictated it to Britain.
Would Britain complain?
They’ve made their own mistakes, so they won’t be able to say much. If they’re upset, they shouldn’t have supported Communist Germany—or should’ve gone along with Churchill’s approach.
The Great Depression has increased Russia’s influence while the British Empire’s power has waned.
The toothless lion of Britain, reeling from its economic crisis and bowing to Communist Germany.
Meanwhile, the double-headed eagle of Russia, rising from civil war, openly criticizes Communist Germany and communists.
The Balkan countries should be able to tell which side is better.

“It’ll work out. Britain isn’t in a position to refuse right now.”

I tore open a Choco Pie wrapper as I spoke.

“Because of the Communist Germany problem, right?”
“Exactly. Their foolish decision to support Communist Germany to protect their colonies ironically gave the Anti-Communist Pact nations a stronger justification.”

Britain won’t have much choice but to comply with most things within reason.
Unable to handle Communist Germany, Britain needs European countries to hold their ground to ensure they aren’t threatened.
It’s inevitable.
If they run the numbers, they’ll see that restoring Austria is in their interest.

On the other hand, Austria’s situation intrigues me.
But this Choco Pie—its texture isn’t as good as the one from my world.

“By the way, there’s a newspaper today.”
“What’s in it?”
“Yugoslavia has lodged a protest with Austria.”

Maria handed me the newspaper as she spoke.
So, Yugoslavia—whose political leanings are still unclear—has protested against Austria.
That must mean something is imminent.

What’s imminent, you ask?
The restoration of the Dual Monarchy, of course.

However, Yugoslavia won’t be able to go to war.
The moment they try, Russia will intervene. What else can they do?

On the other hand, Communist Germany and Italy aren’t ready yet.
But Austria must remerge with Hungary soon.
If they waste too much time and Germany and Italy prepare first, things will get complicated.
Hitler will have to run himself ragged, shouting about the restoration of the Dual Monarchy until his voice gives out.

Thinking about it, Hitler must be living life on hard mode.
It’s hard enough managing Germany alone, but he also has to rally monarchists and gather public support in various countries.

“In the end, it all depends on Hitler.”
The restoration of the Dual Monarchy and wielding that great power—all of it.

“Can we trust Hitler to pull it off?”
“I believe in Hitler.”

I trust him.
At least, I trust our pet madman to remain on our side.
In history, he spewed plenty of nonsense, but his silver tongue managed to sway the German people like a true communist propagandist.
I’m most curious to see how his rhetoric plays out in Austria.

“You speak of him so familiarly.”
“Well, I wouldn’t say it’s familiarity—I just don’t have other options.”

The real question is whether Austria has figures like Goebbels or Himmler.
And let’s not forget that in history, many of Hitler’s gambles worked out, which allowed him to thrive.
What will the Austrian Führer Hitler be like?

This is intriguing.
I recall that Hitler said his vision wasn’t limited to Austria or Hungary.
He spoke of uniting the Danube people.
If this vision becomes a reality, the resulting nation will likely include “Danube” in its name.

Will Hungary accept this? Well, I think Horthy will handle it well.
After all, Horthy’s success in reclaiming Transylvania strengthened his reputation.
The Hungarian nobility, weakened by the communist revolution, won’t be in a position to resist.

“But there’s a bit of a problem.”
“What problem?”
“Hitler has been inciting anti-communist hatred among the people of the former Dual Monarchy and has begun a nationwide crackdown on communists.”

That’s exactly what he should be doing.
If Hitler’s gas chambers target communists instead of Jews, I’d gladly applaud him.
If Hitler diligently purges communists as planned, it’ll benefit us immensely.
It would mean crossing the point of no return with Communist Germany and Italy, ensuring conflict between them.


The newspaper even featured one of Hitler’s new quotes:
“If you compare communists to cockroaches, you owe the cockroaches an apology. Communists are industrial waste unworthy of being called insects.”

Isn’t that worthy of applause?
If he’s capable of such anti-communist vitriol, I’d happily clap and shed tears of joy.
As Austrians feed into Hitler’s anti-communist sentiment, Austria won’t willingly hand itself over to Communist Germany.



Meanwhile, Russia continues its work. Hispano-Suiza has established Hispano-Russia, focusing on engines and weapons development in Russia, while their French branch sticks to automobile production.

The Great Depression remains chaotic, yet Russia is already advancing into new developments, including jet engines and next-generation technology.

“Finally, progress!”
The skies over Russia are about to change.
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It had been a long time since I last visited Dr. Goddard.

I came because he had finally created a weaponized rocket.

I never expected the collaboration between Goddard and Tsiolkovsky to turn out like this.

Unlike previous rockets, this one featured the concept of a launch pad, making it far more advanced than its predecessors.

Whooooshhh—!

Watching the rocket soar through the sky was truly astonishing.

I heard that in 1928, the Soviet Union had developed a rocket that flew a record-breaking 1,300 meters.

But the rocket created by Goddard and Tsiolkovsky had already surpassed 1,500 meters much earlier. And today, they had crafted it as a weapon.

As I watched the rocket ascend with hope in my eyes, I turned to Goddard, my gaze gleaming.

“Can it be used as a weapon immediately?”

“There are still some adjustments to be made, but we’ll soon be able to mount it on trucks, not just launch pads.”

As expected, we were progressing a bit faster than history originally dictated.

“What is this rocket called?”

“Your Majesty, since you intend to use this weapon to judge the communists, we took inspiration from the word Judge and named it J1.”

A rocket born with a different meaning than in history.

Well, since it’s the first one, there will surely be some shortcomings, but turning it into a weapon shouldn’t be too difficult.

However, Tsiolkovsky didn’t seem to be pleased.

“Your Majesty, do you intend to use rockets only as weapons? Rockets are also a stepping stone for humanity to venture into space.”

“Of course. The weaponization is for fighting communism, but I, too, dream of reaching space.”

Like, for example, landing on the moon before America.

“As expected, Your Majesty understands the bigger picture.”

“Exactly. Imagine planting the flag of the Union on that moon before the United States does. Wouldn’t that be interesting?”

That’s what I was looking forward to—building a spacecraft and reaching space.

Maybe it was because this wasn’t something Korea could achieve, but I found myself deeply invested in it.

“Oh, this old man is finally seeing the light at the end of his life.”

“However, we must continue with weaponization. Russia’s territory is vast. To prevent other countries from coveting it, we need powerful weapons to defend ourselves. And to reach space, rockets must be able to travel great distances. Naturally, we must develop ones that can strike enemy nations from afar.”

To properly defend the nation, this was necessary.

While the United States was still in chaos, this was the perfect time to rise as a great power.

Russia had incredible potential, after all.

“So you believe rockets will become that weapon?”

“I’ve heard that Your Majesty can see the future. Will these rockets be the weapons that protect us?”

Well, developing rockets continuously would eventually lead to the development of ballistic missiles.

Didn’t Nazi Germany create ballistic missiles as well?

“I don’t actually see the future. Who in the world can do that? It’s just that things have coincidentally aligned in my favor, and the Duma deifies me to unite the people. But, if I had to say…”

Yeah, that’s exactly what’s going to happen.

At the very least, in my lifetime, I wanted to advance rocket development in this altered history.

To mount nuclear warheads on rockets and launch them.

Honestly, thinking about Russia in the original timeline made me worry about whether they would use these powerful weapons recklessly in the distant future.

But as long as it wasn’t my problem, who cared?

“To put it precisely, these can be used as asymmetric strategic weapons.”

“Asymmetric strategic weapons, you say?”

“The rockets you two are creating will sweep away the communists.”

So, do your best.

Especially you, Tsiolkovsky. Sorry, old man, but I need you to push the rocket tech forward as quickly as possible.

One thing was certain—Russia had an absolute monopoly on rockets right now.

Even the United States didn’t realize the importance of rockets until World War II. By then, they had already fallen behind Germany.

We had to surpass that gap.

We had to push the technology further and further.



The Election of the Russian Union

In the Russian Union, elections were held to elect the Prime Minister and ministers of the State Duma through a nationwide vote.

Compared to the days of the Russian Empire, this was a significant step forward.

However, there was a fundamental issue.

“So, there’s an election coming up.”

“Is that even necessary? I don’t see the point of voting.”

“Voting is the duty of Union citizens.”

“But things are fine as they are, aren’t they?”

To be honest, elections felt a bit strange to the citizens of the Union.

After all, the current State Duma had led White Russia since the civil war, and White Russia had rallied entirely around the war hero Tsarina Anastasia.

In other words, people questioned whether the State Duma even mattered.

It wasn’t out of disrespect for the Duma but out of genuine belief in the Tsarina’s authority.

There were no complaints. Russia was soaring to new heights compared to the past.

To the people, election day was simply a public holiday.

And since they always voted for the same familiar candidates, they didn’t care much about the outcome.

After all, the Bolsheviks had been eradicated, the people had rallied around Anastasia, and even socialists believed that the Tsarina must remain an absolute figure to maintain the current system.

In summary, elections in Russia were just a process of selecting the most loyal servants of the Tsarina.

“I heard Gastev from the Roman National Party is running.”

“That guy? He paints well. Feels like a loyalist to Her Majesty.”

“What about Khrushchev from the Liberal Party? I heard he contributed a lot to building modern Moscow.”

“Then we should vote for him.”

However, this election took an unusual turn.

A fraudulent election was discovered.

“Fraudulent voting has been detected.”

“What kind of fraud?”

“Voters didn’t write the names of Prime Minister candidates. They all wrote down Her Majesty’s sacred name. In Yekaterinburg, the base of the civil war, voter turnout even reached 140%.”

“Insane.”

Of course, the votes for the Tsarina were declared invalid, and a new election was held to select a different Prime Minister.

But to foreign visitors and diplomats, Russia’s elections seemed bizarre.

Was this truly a constitutional monarchy?

Even the British couldn’t understand why the State Duma even existed.



Meanwhile, Japanese military staff, including Kanji Ishiwara, had arrived in Russia to renegotiate the military agreement regarding Manchuria.


Seeing how the Russian government and parliament were merely servants of the Tsarina, Ishiwara was deeply inspired.

“This is it! A wise and divine emperor leading the nation to peace and prosperity! This is what the Empire of Japan must achieve!”

Although Ishiwara had come to reaffirm an agreement, he learned something invaluable.

Russia, despite spanning both Europe and Asia, was fundamentally an Asian state.

That meant Japan could stand alongside it.

“Russia embraces Mongols, Koreans, Manchus, and Jews alike.”

Shouldn’t Japan do the same?

Instead of oppressing Korea, Japan should embrace it. Instead of mere conquest, Japan should lead China as Asia’s elder brother, embracing both the Manchus and Han Chinese.

No—perhaps they should go further.

If Japan were to unite with Russia through marriage, wouldn’t they create a vast empire that ruled the world?


But before that—

The Emperor must lead his troops into battle, just like Anastasia.

“Only then will Koreans, Manchus, and Han Chinese truly revere the Emperor as a living god!”

And so, Ishiwara Kanji fell into a new dream.





 
  Chapter 157: The Beloye Project (белое Проект)




In the Russian Union Air Force, a secret project was underway.

It was a plan that Air Force Supreme Commander Alexander Mikhailovich Romanov had quietly commissioned during a visit to Sikorsky Airfield.

The project was for an airborne aircraft carrier.

It was a plan to create a large aircraft capable of carrying multiple planes and serving as an aircraft carrier in the sky, similar to how a ship serves as a base for airplanes over the sea.

At first glance, it seemed like an unrealistic idea, but there was no reason why the Russian Union couldn’t create an aircraft carrier in the sky, just as the Soviet Union had done in the original history.

“To use an aircraft carrier in the sky, we need a large plane, right?”

Sikorsky worked together with Ilya Muromets and Alexander Seversky’s cooperation on the development.

However, Seversky’s company was focused on developing new fighter jets, which was quite different from building large aircraft.

“Right. I’d like to ask Seversky to develop a plane that could fit on the Mosquito.”

At Sikorsky, Illyushin was also making fighter jet models, but with too much work on their plate, they couldn’t prioritize this project just yet.

“We need something quite large for the Mosquito. Have you drawn up the blueprints yet?”

The blueprints? Yes, calculations were already in progress.

Sikorsky hesitated at first, thinking about the Mosquito’s design, but the plan shifted as they considered converting it into a bomber.

They decided to create a massive bomber first, then modify it to carry fighters.

“When I calculated all the variables, it became clear. The answer was a bomber.”

Sikorsky showed Romanov the blueprints for the large bomber.

“Certainly, modifying a bomber seems like a good idea.”

“That’s the plan—to modify it into a Mosquito.”

The development of a large bomber.

An airborne aircraft carrier wouldn’t just be used to carry fighters—it needed bombing capabilities as well. This shift in approach meant they could develop a large bomber capable of carrying fighters and still be useful as an aircraft carrier.

“But, do you think it’s feasible?”

“Let’s try. This is the bomber I have in mind. We’ll collaborate with Tupolev to modify it into the Mosquito.”

Since the bomber design was already completed, there wasn’t much to worry about.

It had been a long time since Russia had opened companies, so there was no way they were only focusing on flying wing designs.

They had continued with bomber development, following in the footsteps of Illyushin’s legacy.

In any case, an airborne aircraft carrier would only be a slight modification of a large bomber.

The challenge would be the modifications after that. For now, the goal was to work with Tupolev and create a proper aircraft carrier.

“Then, we’ll need to develop fighter jets to fit the Mosquito.”

“Not necessarily. We can adjust the Mosquito based on the size of the fighter jets we use.”

Alexander Seversky, who had been looking at the blueprints with Romanov, rubbed his chin and thought for a moment.

They were also developing a new fighter jet on their side.

It wasn’t too difficult if they didn’t need a completely dedicated Mosquito fighter.

“Of course, it’s doable. We’ll make it work.”

The Beloye Project (белое Проект)

In the original history, this airborne aircraft carrier project was called the Zveno Project. In this timeline, it was being developed under Igor Sikorsky’s leadership, but it was now renamed the Beloye (White) Project.

With Illyushin’s legacy of development and Tupolev’s collaboration, this was a project that could be accomplished.

Tupolev’s company, in this timeline, was working on the same TB-1 bomber as in the original history—an aircraft that was part of the first Zveno series.

However, this time, Sikorsky and Tupolev collaborated to develop a new large bomber under the Beloye Project.

Of course, it was different from the Soviet version, but considering the resources Russia had at its disposal, especially with the reforms and the Second World War, they were in a much better position than the Soviets during their era.

The result of their work was the TB-3 bomber, which was given the name STB-1 after adding Sikorsky’s initial “S” to the design.

Now, they just needed to modify it to carry smaller planes on its wings.

“Wow, the bomber has been developed. It’s huge. I can really see this working as an aircraft carrier.”

Vladimir Sergeyevich Bakmistrov, an aviation technician who participated in the development, marveled at the sight.

In the original history, Bakmistrov was part of the Zveno project, and in this timeline, he worked at Ilya Muromets before assisting Sikorsky in the development of the Beloye Project.

A massive bomber.

Yes, this was the heir to the Illyushin legacy of bombers.

Moreover, with the modifications, it had the potential to become an airborne aircraft carrier.

“If we use this well, we’ll be able to gain air superiority. Honestly, even without the aircraft carrier, I don’t think we’ll lose.”

There was potential, for sure.

“Looking at the current state of Germany, I don’t think they have the same strength they did in the days of the German Empire.”

That was true, considering the state of Germany now.

Germany, now influenced by communism, had weakened significantly, with many of the Junker class fleeing to Austria or East Prussia.

Still, the Tsar was cautious, increasing efforts to develop aircraft.

Given that the Tsar’s predictions had often been accurate, maybe it was a sign that Germany would pose a serious threat again.

If Germany started a war, they would likely try to turn Russia red again.

In the original history, the White Army had been victorious in the Russian Civil War, but now in this alternate timeline, Russia was determined to keep the red influence out.

And so, the project continued, with more technicians and experts brought in to ensure the success of this endeavor.

“Do you think this bomber will help protect Russia’s skies?”

“I haven’t been in direct combat yet, so I can’t say for sure. But compared to regular fighter formations, this bomber will have the advantage of a wider operational range due to the smaller planes on its wings. That’s a significant advantage.”

In the original history, Zveno had carried out successful bombing runs on Romania’s Karl I Bridge, as well as attacks on Romanian ground forces. It had done so without losing aircraft, proving the viability of this concept.

Although the bomber wasn’t yet finished, it was already impressive.

“When do you plan on informing His Majesty?”

“It’s time to let him know.”

“It’s no longer something we can delay.”

This had been kept under wraps, but it was no longer something they could hide from the Tsar.

“We’ve already delayed the flying wing development. This needs to be done first.”

The flying wing wasn’t something they could touch right away, but they could definitely manage the airborne aircraft carrier.

“Right, this will be enough.”

“We’ll need to inform the Air Force Commander as well.”

With the successful development of the airborne aircraft carrier, the Beloye Project (белое Проект) was officially revealed to the Kremlin.



At Sikorsky Airfield, the airborne aircraft carrier finally took shape.

Although it was still only a mock-up with fighter jets under development, it was designed to fit the new fighter planes once they were finished.

From the outside, it looked similar to the original Zveno Project bombers.

It was truly a flying aircraft carrier.

It was built by modifying a TB-series bomber, originally developed by Tupolev’s design bureau. However, Sikorsky had designed it from the start with the goal of creating an airborne aircraft carrier, which gave it a unique appearance.

As the propellers began to spin, the plane started to rise into the sky.

This was truly impressive.

Even though it was still just a mock-up, it felt like a historic moment.

The plane soared high into the sky.


Incredible. When had they even managed to make this?

For now, it was just a mock-up with some model planes attached, but it seemed like the final version would be a masterpiece.

The Emperor must be feeling proud right now. Honestly, I wasn’t expecting this before the flying wing.

Seeing this, I was surprised to be witnessing it first.

“This is amazing. I thought you were just working on flying wings, not this.”

I had heard they were working on flying wings and helicopters, so I wasn’t expecting this success.

This wasn’t just a modified bomber—it was something entirely new.

“Yes. Vladimir Sergeyevich was a huge help. And I have experience from working on Illya Muromets. It’s still far from perfect, but I’m sure in a few years it will be complete. The Air Force Commander has been very proactive in this development.”

I glanced at Alexander Mikhailovich Romanov, who followed behind me with a proud look on his face.

I see that proud expression.

I suppose being a Romanov meant he had to do something significant.

After all, he wasn’t in command of the White Air Force during the Civil War. The commander of the air force had been a different person at that time.

Later, they consolidated the various air forces, and I had brought Romanov into the position.

Well, at least he seems to be working hard.

“We should give medals to Sergeyevich and the Air Force Commander.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty!”

I was satisfied with this. It was exactly what I wanted.

They would continue developing it, and by the time war broke out, the Russian Union would have an overwhelming military force.

“By awarding medals, they’ll surely work even harder on the Beloye Project.”

“Hmm, I wasn’t really expecting medals.”

Romanov, as usual, was acting humble, though I could tell he wanted recognition.

It seemed like he wanted to receive a medal, too.

Even though he hadn’t done much during the Civil War, at least he was working hard now.

“Is this the Beloye Project?”

“Yes, it’s the project to create the Mosquito.”

So, the name had changed from Zveno to Beloye?

Zveno sounded more impressive, but it was still a step forward.

“What about the planes on its wings? What’s being done about those?”

“I believe Seversky and Tupolev are working on the fighter planes for it. They will probably collaborate to create a true Mosquito.”

Maybe there was a connection to the original history after all.

Although this project was somewhat different, there was potential for something amazing to emerge.

Or maybe not. This was still a work in progress.

Still, it was fascinating how this bomber was transformed into a true airborne aircraft carrier.

But I had more questions now.

They were heavily investing in the Air Force, but could they actually handle this level of investment?

“The rubber—will we be able to handle it?”

The Russian Empire, now the White Army, had been an important force during the Civil War, and they had many ace pilots.

But even though Russia had plenty of resources, rubber was another matter entirely.

Soviet Russia had faced a similar issue at the beginning of World War II.

“The synthetic rubber from I.G. Farben should solve the issue. We’ve secured the technology.”

The Air Force Commander stepped in, trying to make his presence known.

I.G. Farben had relocated to East Prussia after the revolution?

I had heard of the company’s involvement with the Nazis in the original history, but in this timeline, it seemed they had managed to stay afloat.

Synthetic rubber—thankfully, that would solve the problem.

“Thank goodness for synthetic rubber.”

Suddenly, I stopped and felt a little uneasy.

Wait, synthetic rubber?

Wasn’t that a strategic resource? Would Germany really share that technology?

I’d heard that the Soviet Union had tried to extract rubber from dandelions in desperation.

“Why do you ask?”

“Did Germany really share strategic resources with us?”

“Yes, according to the military, they even gave us sulfur and other materials.”

So, the Kaiser had been generous? But strategic resources were another matter.

Even if Germany shared resources, it was hard to believe they would hand over strategic materials like rubber.

Then again, given the current situation, East Prussia was in no position to negotiate. We had no one left to rely on.

Maybe this was the only way forward.

The situation in Britain was dire, and Poland was too close to Russia to trust.

But the Great Depression meant everyone was scrambling for resources.

I realized that we might have to seize whatever we could.


“We acquired it because of the Great Depression, didn’t we?”

Wait a minute… Could this be a massive opportunity for us?

With the Great Depression shaking things up, we could pick up whatever was left behind. The United States might be caught up in a civil war soon.

Things were looking up for Russia.

I was beginning to see how the Great Depression could work in our favor.



 
  Chapter 158: The Ace Pilots of the White Army




At the moment, the most successful company in Russia was Yusupov’s. Perhaps there was even a chance to seize something from Thyssen Steel.

“Yes.”

“After hearing this, the German Empire has requested that we supply them with fighter planes instead.”

“Fighter plane delivery, huh? That’s good.”

After all, it wouldn’t be difficult to handle. The German Empire needed some strength to reclaim its homeland, and now it had come to the point where we needed to supply them with weapons.

Ah, the sweet taste of Russian national pride.

The Navy had set up a submarine command and was creating a large-scale submarine fleet.

Now, we weren’t the same Empire that had to worry about revolution and lacked proper weapons.

“Very well. The White Air Force has been fighting to maintain air superiority against enemy fleets since the Civil War. We must be stronger than any other country. Thus, we must continue developing aircraft,” the Tsar continued.

The Navy was focusing on submarines, so at least the Air Force needed to maintain its superiority over other countries.

Unlike the original Soviet Union, which had poor aircraft during World War II, we must push ahead aggressively.

“Your Majesty, the White Air Force is also considering large-scale torpedo bombers,” Alexander Romanov, the Air Force commander, whispered in my ear as he had been nervously glancing at me.

“Torpedo bombers, you say?”

“Yes. Since our Navy is weak, we plan to dominate the skies with the Air Force and attack enemy fleets.”

“Well, then, give it a try.”

I was also looking forward to the torpedo bombers.

I always say that they have clear advantages. If used properly, they are a cost-effective way to sink ships. Of course, the fatality rate is high, but if we provide enough protection, we can minimize casualties. And Russia has a large population, so the Air Force would have plenty of pilots.

We just needed to create a situation where torpedo bombers would come out of the fields, and then we could pound Italy with submarines and bombers.

“Do you think it will work, Your Majesty?”

“Ah, Dr. Sikorsky.”

I needed to share this with him.

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Now that we’ve seen the potential of those engines, we’ll be hearing good news soon.”

Although Beria hasn’t developed a jet engine yet, he’s certainly good at getting things done.

I have high hopes for the jet engine. Sikorsky, working alongside Illyushin and other experts, is speeding up research. I hope to be turned into an aviation enthusiast.

“Then we should also look into flying wing designs.”

“Yes, I will work on that. Please continue your support.”

Indeed, I couldn’t end this conversation just yet. I turned my attention to Air Force Commander Alexander Romanov.

“I hear the two ace pilots from the Civil War now lead the Northern and Southern Air Forces?”

Then, they should prove their worth in the Second World War too, right? We should meet them and let them know that the Tsarina is paying attention to them. We need to let them know that the Air Force is important, so that they will work harder to train pilots.

Even though the Luftwaffe had been cut down during the Battle of Britain, German air forces remain a threat, especially when we consider the upcoming German-Soviet war.

Even if they are communist Germans, we still need to have clear superiority in the air.

How much will the communist German air force be able to demonstrate?

Then, it would be good to meet the pilots in person.

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Since it just came to mind, I’ll need to meet with our ace pilots.”

I definitely wanted to meet those who had made a name for themselves in the White Army.



Vyacheslav Tkachev

In the original history, Vyacheslav Tkachev passed the Allied pilots’ exam on December 11, 1912, and was assigned to the 7th Aviation Squadron in 1913. He was promoted to captain in April 1914 and was later assigned to the 4th Aviation Squadron.

At the start of the war, he performed reconnaissance flights for the command and was awarded the St. George Cross, Russia’s highest military honor, before Tsarina Anastasia.

During the Great War, he led the air force during the Civil War, where he attacked the Red Cavalry under Semen Budyonny and Boris Mokeevich Dumienko. His forces helped break through the front lines, allowing General Sergei Georgievich Ulagaev’s White Cavalry to march toward Tsaritsyn.

Later, he became the Southern Air Force commander and continued leading air units. After the White Army’s defeat, he exiled to Yugoslavia and formed a Cossack unit within the Russian White Army immigrant organization.

In this history, he continued to achieve similar successes, putting pressure on the Red Army during key battles. As Southern Air Force Commander, he personally led the air force and destroyed the Red Navy’s aircraft during the Battle of Moscow.

He and Alexander Kazakov were the two strongest figures in the White Air Force.

In the original history, Alexander Kazakov was a low-ranking pilot during World War I but went on to become the top ace during the war, with the highest number of enemy aircraft shot down.

During the Civil War, Kazakov joined the Slavo-British air squadron and fought the Bolsheviks alongside the Northern Army. However, on August 1, 1919, he died in a crash while performing at an airshow to boost the morale of the White Army in Arkhangelsk.

In this alternate history, Kazakov joined the White Army under Anastasia and Kolchak, becoming the Northern Air Force commander and posing a serious threat to the enemy. After the Civil War, he remained as the commander of the air force.

Thus, while the formal title of Supreme Air Force Commander was held by Alexander Romanov, it was truly Vyacheslav Tkachev, the Southern Air Force Commander, and Alexander Kazakov, the Northern Air Force Commander, who had nurtured the White Army Air Force.

These two were eventually awarded the Romanov Iron Cross.

Now, they were meeting with Tsarina Anastasia.

The former saint of Russia, Tsarina, the Great Khan of the Mongol steppes, and the Empress of the Eastern Roman Empire was standing before them.

Though they were nervous, they could not help but feel the pressure.



“Both of you led the Northern and Southern Air Forces,” Anastasia said.

“Yes, Your Majesty! It’s an honor that you have come to see us!” the two said, saluting the Tsarina in unison.

Despite their salute, the Tsarina merely waved her hand dryly without expression.

“There’s no need for such formalities. The reason I called you here today is to ask that you focus on training pilots actively.”

The most important thing was to train pilots.

Nothing more, nothing less.

The absolute monarch of this country had spoken.

Both Air Force commanders knew very well about Anastasia.

Unlike the army, they had seen her fight firsthand, leading the Black Baron and her troops into the battlefield.

They knew that the Tsarina’s prophecies had come true, and their absolute loyalty to her was undeniable. Now, hearing her request, it seemed that war was approaching.

After exchanging glances, Vyacheslav Tkachev spoke up.

“Are you saying that war is imminent, Your Majesty?”

Anastasia blinked, then gently shook her head.

“We’re in the middle of the Great Depression. Maybe in a few years, but not yet. The key is to prepare in advance.”

“I understand.”

Of course, they would obey their sacred Tsarina’s command to train pilots.

They already had many pilots in training, so it wouldn’t be too difficult.

The two of them had no choice but to follow Anastasia’s orders.



Hungary, Budapest

After the restoration of Transylvania, Austria and Hungary formed a closer alliance and began negotiating about a Dual Monarchy.

The first country to step back was Britain, and the United States, in the midst of the Great Depression, had withdrawn from Europe. France, busy with its own struggles, couldn’t stop Austria-Hungary’s movements.

The nations in the Anti-Aircraft Pact were already turning a blind eye to the re-establishment of the Austro-Hungarian Empire.

“Our Kingdom of Hungary will recognize Emperor Karl I of Austria as King of Hungary,” said the Regent.

“Well done, Regent! Now, let’s work together to overcome this difficult Great Depression,” Adolf Hitler, who had been moving into political positions and eyeing the post of Prime Minister, cheerfully shook hands with Horthy.

Naturally, Italy and Yugoslavia, which opposed the restoration of Austria-Hungary and Karl I’s ascension to the Hungarian throne, were not pleased.

“Austro-Hungary is being restored! We will not recognize it!”

“If the Kaiser of Austria becomes the King of Hungary, we will go to war—”

“Let’s see you try!”

Austria was confident.


They hadn’t officially restored the Dual Monarchy yet. Only Karl I had ascended to the throne of Hungary. Without an official declaration, the reason for war was weak.

Behind Austria stood the core of the Triple Alliance (Russia, Austria, Germany).

Even though East Prussia had been lost, Germany still maintained its position, making the Triple Alliance a powerful bloc.

Yugoslavia, with Russia’s influence, could only bark about war without truly acting on it.

Italy, hoping to pressure Austria without Russian intervention, was contemplating military action, but was advised that it was not yet the right time.

Germany, still rebuilding, rejected their calls for war. If anything, France, dealing with its revolution, might delay the outbreak of war.

Despite these complex geopolitical challenges, military strength was being built.

Karl Liebknecht, after careful consideration, finally made a decision.

“We will accept the former Imperial officers from Austria and East Prussia into the People’s Army if they are willing to turn over their families as hostages.”

The military was becoming more unified, blending the former imperial officers with the newly established People’s Army to increase their military capability.

As the restoration of the Austro-Hungarian Empire neared, Communist Germany also began integrating former Imperial officers into its forces.



As the Great Depression unfolded, Russia’s situation continued to improve.

Other countries’ companies were failing, while Russia surged ahead.

This was the moment to surpass others.

I didn’t even have to give any orders; Duke Yusupov was already taking care of it.

“Wow. This is something.”

“Impressive, isn’t it?”

One day, Yusupov walked into the Kremlin, smiling widely as he handed me a list.

This list contained the companies currently operating in the Russian Union.

I wasn’t familiar with these companies, but many had the Romanov name attached to them.

It was clear that these companies were set up to take advantage of the Great Depression.

“Romanov Heavy Industries, Romanov Chemical, Romanov Electric Company, and many others.”


He had really been busy acquiring these businesses.

Was this all just a coincidence? It seemed like the Great Depression had been used as a chance to seize technologies and businesses.

“Now’s the time. While other nations are in decline, we should be investing,” Yusupov said, his face full of pride.

“I’m sure you’ll handle it well, Yusupov,” I replied.

With these acquisitions, Russia’s industrial power was growing fast, and soon we would have the resources to ensure victory.



 
  Chapter 159: Ishiwara Kanji




In their world, America and Edison were well-established. In Russia, there was no one competing with them, and the fact that there were solid investment opportunities seemed like a stroke of genius.

But it might still be a bit difficult.

Russia had undergone significant internal reforms to modernize the nation. However, with the costs of weapons development, infrastructure projects like roads and railways, there was a lot to manage, and money was being poured into these necessary endeavors.

How much would the wireless revolution cost?

Nikola Tesla would die in the 1940s. Although there were a little over ten years left, if the budget wasn’t sufficient, it would be a struggle.

Nikola Tesla was truly one of the greatest scientists of the century.

The wireless revolution, which was what I was referring to, was likely about the wireless transmission towers.

Even though many scientists continued researching wireless power transmission after his death, nothing definitive came out of it.

Although, it’s true that many useful technologies were developed during the research process.

Honestly, I didn’t see much realism in it.

If this period is already struggling with wireless transmission, what could Tesla really accomplish, even though he was a genius?

But Tesla wasn’t just involved in wireless transmission—he was also creating technologies like radio and radar, which could certainly be useful for military purposes.

We couldn’t just pour the entire nation’s budget into something uncertain.

Of course, continuing research into wireless transmission could speed up the arrival of applicable technologies for the future.

“The amount of money being spent is high, so honestly, I think we need to reduce the budget for Dr. Tesla,” I said.

“It’s difficult, but it’s quite certain. Dr. Tesla insists on continued budget support,” Yusupov replied.

“Yusupov, do you think so?”

“Yes. I can understand why Morgan cut off support for Dr. Tesla, but with his research, something new will always come up, won’t it?”

Yes, that’s true.

Yusupov was insightful, voicing what I had been thinking.

Given that, we couldn’t just ignore the budget and had to invest.

“Alright. Let’s try as best we can. But we need to be careful not to overextend ourselves. If we’re lucky, there might be some returns.”

Selling resources could help. North Manchuria might still be a bit far off, but eventually, it will be available.

And if Trotsky plays his part well?

Perhaps we could earn significant sums by helping America.

If not, we could always take support from American tycoons.

Either way, we would definitely need investment opportunities down the line.

But before all of that, there was one issue.

“And let’s be careful when acquiring foreign companies. It would be problematic if we make other countries hostile.”

Looking at the situation, it seemed like we were taking everything we could.

“Understood.”

If we disturb too many waters, it’s likely that we wouldn’t enjoy favorable results.

It’s one thing to profit from others’ misfortunes, but if we overdo it, it could lead to tensions with neighboring countries.

If Tesla’s wireless power transmission method works, though, that would change everything.

“I understand.”

“Do you know how the U.S. is handling its Great Depression policy? I heard Yusupov has been involved there too.”

Yusupov had been frequenting the U.S., so he might have valuable information.

I had high expectations of him.

He was actively investing in his properties across the country, including in the tourism industry, food products like chocolate pies, and even radio and TV broadcasting. He was earning money in real-time.

He was essentially Russia’s number one oligarch now.

Since he had his foot in both Russia and America, he must know something useful.

“Some companies have made a killing during the Great Depression, but the government hasn’t stepped in to solve the problem yet,” Yusupov said.

That was true. I had heard that some companies had targeted new markets during the Great Depression and had succeeded.

The fact that the government hadn’t taken action yet was surprising.

“Even after seeing us do it?”

In the end, wouldn’t President Roosevelt have to step in personally?

This could turn into a situation where Trotsky becomes a variable.

“Well, in the end, it’s probably about pride or the KFC issue,” Yusupov continued.

Could that be the problem?

The U.S. couldn’t adopt the Russian approach directly, could they?

“KFC? Does Yusupov think we can surpass America?” I asked.

“Now that we’ve made strides, even if the Great Depression slows us down for a moment, it’ll be hard to surpass America. But, I suppose it’s not impossible to catch up.”

That’s true. Russia’s potential can’t be ignored, but in the end, it’s about leadership.

When America was growing, Russia was in a dismal state.

In terms of the World Wars, it wasn’t the same. While we may not have the same resources as America, we are catching up quickly.

Maybe KFC was a good choice.

Though the Okhrana is already active, Yusupov knows more about America’s economy than anyone else.

But, what if a civil war breaks out during all of this?

“What if a civil war breaks out?”

“It would depend on the scale of the civil war, wouldn’t it?” Yusupov answered.

This was a bit unclear.

Personally, I would prefer that America defeat the Japanese fleet as it did in history.

After all, Russia is struggling enough against Italy; it would be hard to fight the Japanese fleet as well.

But that would mean we need to have enough strength to at least handle Japan.

A civil war might help weaken America, but we have to be careful not to weaken them too much.

If not, we could always consider pulling Britain’s fleet into Asia.

Britain would end up fighting Japan to maintain its colonies, so they’d likely send their fleet.

The problem is what Churchill will do.

Should I tell Churchill to hold back his Asian fleet?

But then again, if Britain loses its colonies in Asia, it will be a serious resource issue.

But, this hasn’t even happened yet, so it’s hard to say anything for sure.

Honestly, this isn’t a fantasy novel, and other countries might see Russia’s internal issues and think we’re just deifying the Tsarina to solve them.

“Why do you ask?”

“I think America has to defeat the Japanese fleet, but if the civil war worsens, I’m not sure if that’s possible,” I said.

America did manage to turn the tide with Midway, but wasn’t it a bit difficult in terms of fleet size?

With a civil war weakening America, their rebuilding efforts would likely be slower.

Honestly, this is just speculation.

“Isn’t there a reason for America and Japan to go to war?”

“That’s a good point,” Yusupov replied.


I tapped the edge of the desk with my fingers absently.

It’s just a bad habit of mine.

After thinking for a moment, I looked at the changed history and the future.

Wait. Actually, this may be more plausible than I thought.

With the Great Depression, Japan’s military could take over, and the Imperial Japanese Navy might go rogue.

They would use the excuse of the Greater East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere to justify attacking other colonies.

And if a civil war breaks out in the U.S.?

Even though history has changed, Japan would still seize the opportunity to invade the Philippines and start its southern expansion campaign.

That could give them a clear excuse to expand, just like in the original history.

Japan could justify its aggression using the Greater East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere as a cover.

If America’s civil war worsens, Japan will use the situation to push its agenda.

“Your Majesty?” Yusupov asked.

“No, Japan will move. It’s about resources, but they are crazy enough to do it,” I replied.

Even in the original history, Japan invaded Indochina, took the Philippines, and did it all in the name of expanding.

If we block resource exports from Germany and America due to the war, Japan will push forward its southern expansion campaign without hesitation.

No need to worry too much about it—Japan will attack Pearl Harbor and everything will fall into place.

Even if it seems unlikely now, Japan’s militarism will drive them to take action.



Manchuria – South Manchuria Governorate

Ishiwara Kanji, the Chief of Staff of the Manchurian Army, had accompanied his home country’s officials to Moscow to finalize the Manchurian agreements. After returning to Manchuria, he met with Muto Guji Renya, the newly appointed Governor of South Manchuria.

“So, you finished the agreement with Russia?” Muto asked.

“Yes. I saw much. Russia is growing stronger by the day,” Ishiwara replied.

I already knew that. While Japan struggled due to the Great Depression, Russia was advancing rapidly.

I had heard that Russian capital was being invested in the Emperor’s companies as well.

The South Manchuria Railway Company, established in 1906, was now under Russian ownership.

However, it seemed Ishiwara had something else in mind.

Muto took a sip of his coffee, eyeing Ishiwara carefully. This man was not normal—he felt like a madman.

“So, are you suggesting we become hostile to Russia?”

“No, not at all. Russia is both a European and an Asian country. This means that the Empire and Russia can work together. There’s no reason to fight.”

Ishiwara shook his head firmly, emphasizing his point. Thankfully, he wasn’t advocating for conflict.

But still, Muto couldn’t help but feel uneasy.

“So, what’s your point?”

“We need to have the Emperor personally lead the military campaign into China,” Ishiwara said.

Muto almost spit out his coffee in shock.

“What did you just say?”

“Historically, many monarchs have led armies into conquest. It’s only fitting that His Majesty lead the way into China,” Ishiwara argued.

Muto paused, unsure if he should pretend he hadn’t heard that.

It was a dangerous suggestion.


“China, you say? That sounds good, but shouldn’t that be a matter for the Imperial Court?” Muto responded.

Even though Ishiwara was the Chief of Staff of the Manchurian Army, he needed approval from the home country for such ambitious plans.

“Shouldn’t we prepare here in Manchuria?” Ishiwara insisted.

“Prepare here? What exactly are you suggesting?” Muto asked, now genuinely curious.

Ishiwara’s suggestion was risky, but intriguing. He was laying the groundwork for something far-reaching.



 
  Chapter 160: Hitler’s Dual Monarchy




Of course, I wasn’t directly at the scene, but it wasn’t something I could easily dismiss, so I confidently spoke.

“Ahem, as a loyal subject of the Empire of Japan, I had to be present, observing Russia’s military strength firsthand. It’s clear the Empress was personally eliminating the Bolsheviks. The Bolshevik bullets never touched her.”

I wasn’t lying, of course.

Japan didn’t directly intervene with tanks or the reins of power, but Muto Renya had certainly been an observer.

As a result, Russia’s Empress charged towards the Bolsheviks like a true spirit of the Yamato people, scattering bullets and turning them into the bloody red banners they loved so much.

It’s natural for a person to die from gunshot wounds, and as Renya calculated, all the bullets seemed to miss the Empress.

However, Ishiwara Kanji, that sly fox, had a gleam in his eye.

“I see. It’s certainly possible.”

“What are you thinking?”

“We should build up the Manchurian army and use it as a stepping stone to invade China, and you must have the Emperor lead the charge. If a female Tsar can personally step into battle, there’s no reason why our Emperor should not do the same.”

At that moment, Muto Renya’s mind spun violently.

He had just been told that the Emperor himself should personally command the Manchurian army?

“Are you suggesting that the Emperor personally lead the Manchurian army?” Renya asked, increasingly uncomfortable.

It felt like the conversation was taking a dangerous turn. Muto doubted whether Ishiwara Kanji was sent by the Japanese Empire to test his loyalty, considering the implications of such a suggestion.

If this went wrong, the whole Manchurian government would be at risk.

Muto, being an elite, could make logical decisions.

The Russian Empress had been lucky—there was no guarantee the Emperor would fare the same.

“I’m not suggesting it right now, just that we prepare. The Chinese are skilled in guerilla tactics. The Emperor mustn’t dirty his hands with this,” Ishiwara explained.

“So what now?”

“We should strike the Anhui warlords. They have been significantly weakened by the Hobo War.”

The Anhui warlords had been a major force in the northern Beijing region, but their control had weakened after the Hobo War. Their military was divided, and their leadership structure was in disarray.

Taking out the Anhui warlords with the Manchurian army would break them easily.

“Do you think that’s enough for His Majesty to lead the charge?”

“How about we prepare the army, and I will take care of convincing the home country?” Ishiwara grinned coldly.

Muto was unsure whether to call Ishiwara crazy or just playing dangerous games. He hoped that this fool wouldn’t endanger the Manchurian administration.



The State Duma was busy again today.

Aside from dealing with the Great Depression, more and more people from Southern Ukraine were crossing into Russia.

It seemed that the issue of resettling Southern Ukrainians in Eastern Ukraine was causing quite a stir.

“Are many Southern Ukrainians crossing over?” I asked.

“Yes. We haven’t done a proper count yet, but it’s estimated to be in the tens of thousands.”

I raised an eyebrow at the new Prime Minister, Georgy Livov.

“Estimated?”

“Yes, it’s still increasing in real-time.”

Even though it was the 21st century, seeing Ukrainians directly come to Russia was strange. Considering the history of Russia and Ukraine, this felt unusual.

“We have an autonomous republic in Eastern Ukraine, so technically they belong to us now,” Livov continued.

“Well, if that’s the case.”

Still, I couldn’t help but wonder why the numbers were increasing so fast. It was almost like they were kidnapping people from Southern Ukraine.

I couldn’t imagine why they were moving so rapidly. After all, it wasn’t as difficult to escape from North Korea.

“Southern Ukraine is a pro-British puppet state. Since they’re tied to Britain, they’ve been suffering from the effects of the Great Depression,” Livov explained.

I had forgotten that Southern Ukraine was bound to Britain, and thus couldn’t avoid the consequences of the Great Depression. Since their government was a British puppet, they were incapable of solving the crisis.

“Right, then,” I said.

Given the situation, it made sense for Ukrainians to seek a better life in Russia. The British Empire couldn’t help them, and Russia was the next best option.

Southern Ukraine might collapse under these conditions. If Britain couldn’t maintain it, it would eventually fall into Russia’s hands.

“Let’s not be too greedy with Southern Ukraine. We’ll push when they fall apart. For now, we should minimize our military intervention and maintain a positive image. We want to appear as a righteous nation, not a rogue state,” I added.

Maintaining a saintly, holy image was crucial.

The goal was to be seen as a virtuous nation, rather than a country involved in heavy-handed tactics.

“Your Majesty, Austria has asked us to recognize the Kaiser’s ascension to the Hungarian throne,” Livov reported.

Things were heating up.

Italy and Yugoslavia were probably going to throw a fit.

Austria was certainly drawing attention as expected. Now, all we had to do was support Austria to make sure they fought with all their might.

“Is the coronation happening?” I asked.

“They say it can’t happen yet,” Livov replied.

“Hmm.”

I wasn’t in a hurry to have a coronation, since it would only provoke the communist nations. It was better to delay it for now.

“Is it because of the Sarajevo incident?” I asked.

“Yes, the Kaiser is being cautious because of that,” Livov confirmed.

The Sarajevo incident still haunted Europe. Even in this timeline, it caused ripples in political decisions.



I had heard that Austria was beginning to crack down on communists.

“Yes, the Donau Unified Workers’ Party, led by Hitler, is behind this,” Livov said.

“Ah, so Hitler’s anti-communist zeal is still alive,” I remarked.

It was interesting that Hitler, who had been involved in the Holocaust, was now targeting communists with such fervor.

“Isn’t that a bit too much?” I asked.

“Apparently, Mussolini in Italy has been constantly pressuring Austria,” Livov said.

Mussolini was keeping Austria on edge. That suited Russia’s interests well. Austria’s attention was exactly where we needed it to be.

“We’ll leave them to it,” I replied.

After all, we needed to bolster our anti-communist stance.

If Hitler targeted communists, it would just give us more grounds for propaganda. It would strengthen his position.

I had heard that Austria’s SS had already begun constructing concentration camps for communists.

“Already? They’ve started that?” I said, slightly shocked.

“Yes, they’ve created a concentration camp for communists,” Livov confirmed.

“That’s suspicious,” I said. “They’re really doing it, huh?”

The idea of a concentration camp for communists? This was getting out of hand. It felt very similar to what happened with Jews in the original history.

“Why are they doing this? It hasn’t even been a war yet,” I questioned.

“Apparently, they believe that communists are spreading dangerous ideas. So, they want to separate them from the rest of society,” Livov explained.


It seemed that the situation was escalating quickly. Hitler’s method of dealing with communists wasn’t just about suppression—it was about complete eradication. But would he really go as far as using chemicals like Zyklon B on them?

“Let’s see where this goes,” I said.

It seemed like Hitler was just using communism as an excuse to further consolidate his power.

While Europe continued to be in turmoil, Russia’s position was strengthening. As other nations faltered under the Great Depression, we had the opportunity to rise. Whether it was through supporting Austria’s anti-communist measures or making strategic moves with Manchuria, things were aligning in our favor.

We had to be ready, for when the time came to secure Russia’s future.



 
  Chapter 161: My War


Vienna, Austria

Adolf Hitler, now the Prime Minister of Austria, staged a public display in the town square, forcing captured communists to line up in front of the masses, with the military standing guard.

“People! Here are the communists! These are the traitors who received orders from Berlin to turn our country red with their vile, dirty schemes!” 

“Uuuu!” 

The passionate Hitler supporters, having been drawn to his anti-communist rhetoric, began hurling objects and shouting at the communists, who stood at attention.

“I saw this firsthand during Russia’s civil war,” Hitler continued. “When the communists take power, everyone becomes a filthy, rat-like creature! These vermin want to shake the very foundation of the Habsburg Empire! What should we do with them?” 

“Kill them! Kill them! Kill them!” 

The crowd, whipped into a frenzy, shouted for the communists’ execution.

It made sense, considering the pressure from communist Germany and Italy. Austria had to show strength in such times.

The communist leader, who had been standing boldly, spoke out defiantly, “We merely sought help from Berlin to achieve true workers’ liberation! The outdated monarchy has reached its limit! Proletariat forever!” 

“Ha! You communists think that reforming capitalism would be enough to fix our nation. But you lack the willpower, only seeking the easiest way out!” 

As the soldiers readied their rifles, Hitler raised his hand to stop them.

“However, we are civilized. Even these vermin must face trial before they are executed. We cannot stoop to the barbaric ways of the past, even if Berlin and Rome have fallen into them.” 

It was an argument, but one with a purpose. Hitler wanted the spectacle, a show for the world to see that Austria was different from the Bolsheviks. He wasn’t truly sparing the communists out of mercy—he had every intention of wiping them out later.

But for now, this was about maintaining Austria’s image as a “civilized” country, in contrast to the barbaric nature of Bolshevik rule.

The crowd, initially puzzled by his sudden change of heart, now rallied behind him with fervor. “Hitler! Hitler! Hitler!” they cheered, understanding the political theater at play.

It was ironic, given the pressure from communist Germany and Italy, that Austria, under Hitler’s leadership, had unified the empire once again. Hitler’s authoritarian policies were finding support not only in Austria but also in the regions of Czechia, Hungary, and Slovakia.

But privately, Hitler wasn’t fully satisfied with this charade.

He knew that many of the captured communists would survive the trial. The leaders of the coup would certainly be executed, but the remaining communists would spread their ideology if given the chance.

As he mulled over his plans, a Russian gift arrived.

“Russia has sent us firearms and tanks,” one of his aides reported.

“Good,” Hitler said, a slight smile forming. Although he was less than thrilled about receiving aid from the “inferior” Slavs, he knew better than to turn it down.

“Also, it seems the Tsarina personally ordered the delivery of something called Zyklon B.”

“Zyklon B? Why would she—oh!”

Hitler realized the true meaning behind the gift. Zyklon B wasn’t a gift for general purposes—it was a tool for exterminating communist “vermin.” Just like in Russia, where communists were seen as pests to be eradicated, the same principle applied here.

If the Tsarina was willing to support him with such measures, Hitler felt justified in using it.

—

A War of Words: The Russian Book

Later, while reading a report from the U.S. and Austria’s Ohrana (intelligence), Anastasia received an unexpected visitor at the Kremlin.

Ivan Bunin, the renowned Russian writer, was standing at the door. It was unusual for a literary figure like him to visit. Bunin, a nobleman by birth, wouldn’t just be visiting for tea.

“Your Majesty, thanks to your support, Russian literature and art are flourishing,” Bunin began.

Anastasia nodded, acknowledging his words. “I know. The writer’s association has been supportive, and we’ve had little trouble with funding.”

“Indeed. But there’s something more,” Bunin said cautiously.

Anastasia raised an eyebrow. “What is it?”

Bunin hesitated before speaking up. “I have listened to your radio broadcasts, and I’ve had a revelation.”

“What do you mean?”

Bunin appeared somewhat awkward, but then he finally spoke his request. “I wish to turn your radio broadcasts into a book. A permanent record of your words. The public would greatly appreciate it.”

Anastasia considered this idea. It was a good one, though not particularly revolutionary. The broadcasts had already garnered substantial attention, and turning them into a book would ensure they reached an even wider audience.

“I could write it myself, but it might be better if you take the lead. I could write the book based on your broadcasts.”

Anastasia thought about it for a moment, then agreed. “I think it would be better if I wrote it myself. There’s more authenticity in that.”

Bunin, visibly relieved, nodded. “Yes, Your Majesty. I would be honored to assist with the publication.”

“Very well. Let’s do it,” Anastasia said, smiling. 

And so, “My War” was born.

—

The book, “My War,” was published with Anastasia’s photograph on the cover and her signature inside. The public reaction was overwhelming.

At first, many were skeptical. The Tsarina, the ruler of Russia, writing a book? Impossible! But when the book hit the shelves, the country was abuzz with excitement. For a Russian citizen, purchasing this book was a must.

“Dammit, I need to buy this!” people said as they flocked to bookstores. “The first edition with her signature—this is a collector’s item!”

The book wasn’t expensive, so many Russians bought multiple copies—some even hung it on their walls, proud to display their country’s leader.

Even foreign countries began requesting copies. The book, a powerful reflection on the Bolshevik threat, became a symbol of anti-communism and was in high demand in countries like Japan and Hungary. Japan, in particular, saw it as an opportunity to bolster their own anti-communist sentiments.

Even in Germany, Hitler personally cherished the first edition, seeing it as a testament to the rise of a strong Russia under the Tsarina.

“Of course, I must have it!” Hitler thought, his hands caressing the cover of the book. “After all, it’s about the rise of the Tsarina—who lifted the Slavic people to power.”


Meanwhile, in France, the book stirred up mixed reactions, with some praising the Tsarina as a heroic figure and others condemning her for her ruthlessness against the communists.

—

In Russia, “My War” became a cultural phenomenon. It was a rallying cry for national pride, especially as it was seen as a personal account of the country’s struggle and triumph. Anastasia’s name became synonymous with power, leadership, and a return to greatness.

Her decision to write the book was not just a political move—it was a symbol of her enduring influence on Russian society. The Tsarina was not only a ruler; she had become a cultural icon, whose words and actions shaped the course of history.

The book was just the beginning. As Russia continued to grow stronger, both in influence and military might, it was clear that Anastasia’s legacy was just starting to take shape.



 
  Chapter 162: The Turmoil of the Interwar Period




“My War” was a success beyond my expectations.

Domestically, it sold in massive numbers, which was no surprise. But what really intrigued me was its reception abroad.

“Your Majesty, ‘My War’ is experiencing a phenomenal reception overseas as well.”

Ivan Bunin’s words made my eyes gleam with interest.

“A surprising turn of events.”

All I did was write about my own experiences, shaping the main structure myself. However, since I was no professional writer, I had Ivan Bunin refine my drafts, fix any errors, and add literary embellishments.

His assistance was invaluable.

Yet, since the core of the book was still my story, I could confidently claim ownership.

“It’s particularly popular in Japan.”

“…Idiots.”

Would they still adore it so much if they knew how I planned to stab them in the back later?

But, I had to admit, it made sense.

From their perspective, Russia seemed to be taking a similar path to Japan. Our government was militarized, our leader actively engaged in governing, and our nation operated under a strong, central figure—like their Emperor.

Our shared anti-communist stance only solidified their admiration.

More than anything, the fact that I wrote the book must have made them feel a strange connection.

I was a war hero who had reclaimed my nation from revolutionaries and even restored the Eastern Roman Empire—making Russia an empire once more.

Japan, with its own imperialist ambitions, likely saw me as a kindred spirit.

“Oh, and Winston Churchill personally sent an envoy to the Writers’ Association to obtain a first edition copy.”

“…That man? If he wanted a copy, he could’ve just asked me directly.”

I highly doubted Churchill would have the pride to come crawling to Moscow, begging for a copy. But that only made me more curious.

Why did he go to such lengths to obtain one?

“He claimed he had no choice, saying it was for Edward, the Prince of Wales.”

“…Edward?”

Something about this made me deeply uncomfortable.

That man… surely he wasn’t interested in me?

“Yes. Apparently, the Prince of Wales is quite a fan of Your Majesty.”

“…Of all people, the prince?”

Ugh. This was frustrating.

Not because I found him attractive—no, far from it. It was the fact that I knew what kind of man he was.

Edward VIII was notorious for being a womanizer. He had a preference for married women—at least, that’s how he was in my past life.

If I were already married, he might have taken an interest in me.

But since I wasn’t, he probably wouldn’t go that far. If he were serious about pursuing me, he would’ve visited Moscow himself or begged his father to arrange a royal marriage.

Besides, wasn’t he supposed to meet Wallis Simpson soon?

Either way, I had zero intention of marrying him.

If I wanted to marry, I would’ve done so already. And I definitely wouldn’t settle for a notorious playboy like Edward.

“Well, at least it’s nothing too concerning, right?”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“For now, at least, the Prince of Wales admiring me might not be such a bad thing. If the future king of England is my fan, then perhaps the future of Russo-British relations is bright.”

I needed Britain as an ally.

France was unreliable, and England was the logical choice.

As long as Churchill remained a dominant figure in British politics, there was little chance of Britain falling to communism.

And if Edward VIII admired me, that only strengthened my position.

After all, in this timeline, he wasn’t leaning toward Nazi Germany. With no Nazis in this world, he had instead become a pro-Russian royal.

…What a bizarre but amusing twist.

“Yes, Britain has shown moderate interest in ‘My War,’ though it hasn’t been as popular as in Japan. But since the future king owns a copy, that might change.”

I wasn’t expecting a massive response from Britain anyway.

The most important thing was my domestic success.

It proved beyond a doubt that I was the undisputed leader of Russia.

Unlike in the past, the people truly supported the Tsar now.

Their overwhelming enthusiasm for my book confirmed it.

The imperial system had been solidified—there was no going back.

For a brief moment, I even considered holding a book signing event. But… no. That would be excessive.

“In any case, well done, Minister. Keep up the good work.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Ivan Bunin’s report indicated that My War was selling remarkably well among anti-communist nations.

Even Poland had approved its sale.

That was an excellent sign.

France, however, was another story.

Sales were sluggish there.

Likely due to the rising communist influence.

Yes, writing this book had been a good decision.

“Your Majesty,” Maria, my maid, leaned in with an amused expression, clasping her hands together. “Could it be that the Prince of Wales likes you?”

“Absolutely not.”

That man preferred married women.

If anything, he’d probably fall for some noblewoman in Moscow who happened to be in a bad marriage.

“Besides, he reminds me of a certain someone from Romania.”

Russia was no stranger to royal scandals, after all.

“Still, he is quite handsome, isn’t he?”

Maria giggled, but I simply waved her off.

Looks weren’t everything.

Even if I were interested in marriage, I had no intention of tying myself to a playboy who had zero sense of responsibility.

Besides, I couldn’t risk having children.

The Romanovs carried the cursed hemophilia gene, and I wouldn’t take the chance of passing it down to my offspring.

Let Edward chase after some other woman. He would meet Wallis soon enough.

But if he did try to pursue me…

Well, I could certainly use that to my advantage in negotiations with Britain.



“Oh, by the way, what about Beria? Do you think he’ll manage to develop the engine?”

“Who knows? But we assigned him to it, so he has no choice but to try.”

Beria had been forcibly reassigned to oversee the development of the jet engine.


At first, he had protested, but when I gave him a choice—either complete the project or be demoted—he quickly fell in line.


	“You said it was possible, didn’t you? Prove it.”


	“Y-Yes, Your Majesty! I’ll do it!”




That settled it.

He had spent years observing Frank Whittle and gathering information, so now it was time for him to put that knowledge to use.

And since Beria was a natural opportunist, he would work himself to death if it meant securing my favor.

If he succeeded, he would go down in history as Lavrentiy Beria, Russia’s jet engine pioneer.

As long as he didn’t get into his usual… problems, his reputation would remain untarnished.

And if he failed?

Well, I could always hand over his notes to real aviation engineers.



Meanwhile, at the State Duma…

The biggest topic of discussion was Western Ukraine.

“Anti-British protests have erupted there?”

“Yes. The economic crisis has hit them hard. Some Ukrainians have even called for reunification with Russia—only to be arrested by British forces.”

Hah.

Western Ukraine was officially an independent nation, but in reality, it was a British puppet state.

And now, it was suffering from economic mismanagement.

If things continued at this rate, Western Ukraine could collapse from within.

This was an opportunity.

“Let’s encourage immigration from Western Ukraine to Eastern Ukraine.”

“…Immigration?”

“Yes. Let’s offer them resettlement in our territory. The British can’t complain too much—they’ll have to maintain some moral high ground.”


Britain was already struggling.

If we pulled this off, Western Ukraine’s population would shrink further.

If that happened, its government might collapse altogether.

And when that day came…

Russia would be ready.



 
  Chapter 163: The Turmoil of the Interwar Period (2)


Wait… hold on a second. Did I hear that right?  

“Are you saying they actually killed them?”  

“It seems they used Zyklon B.”  

“…Zyklon B? Was it the batch we sent them?”  

Technically, yes. That was exactly what I sent.  

But still, I had only sent it on a whim, just in case.  

I hadn’t actually expected them to go through with it—at least, not this quickly.  

Executing communists like pests?  

The Holocaust in my previous life didn’t even start until the 1940s, yet here we were, already seeing something of a Red Holocaust.  

Did I underestimate Hitler’s insanity?  

“Any backlash?”  

“None so far. Hitler has spent years reinforcing his message that communists are a disease—vermin unworthy of being called human. The citizens of former Austria-Hungary seem to agree.”  

Of course.  

That silver-tongued bastard was a master of persuasion.  

Austria had been a defeated nation after the Great War, and with the German Communist Revolution and the mass influx of refugees into Austria, the idea of unifying with Germany had lost traction.  

But still—mass executions? Already?  

If this continued, I would inevitably be seen as the mastermind behind it.  

“Austria, under Hitler’s leadership, has fully committed to an anti-communist course.”  

Yes, I could see that clearly.  

Hitler knew how to consolidate power.  

Even in this altered history, he was playing by this timeline’s rules.  

“The real problem is that anyone paying attention can see I’m supporting Hitler.”  

That son of a bitch was using me—my support—as a shield.  

Anyone with half a brain could put two and two together.  

And I was the one who had supplied the Zyklon B.  

“That is correct. Some parties may find this problematic.”  

“But we can’t abandon him. Austria needs someone like Hitler to keep it together.”  

Right now, Hitler was irreplaceable.  

I understood that much.  

That was why this situation was even more frustrating.  

“Indeed. There is no stronger anti-communist figure.”  

“Ughhh.”  

Look, I agreed—communists needed to be dealt with.  

But treating them like literal insects and conducting mass exterminations?  

That was another matter entirely.  

At this rate, I would go down in history as the one who enabled Hitler’s Red Holocaust.  

Yes, communists were awful, but at the end of the day, they were still humans.  

There had to be at least some pretense of justice—some kind of trial before execution.  

Otherwise, we’d lose the moral high ground.  

“Your Majesty, why hesitate? Your authority is absolute. If you say they are vermin, then so they shall be.”  

“Is that so?”  

If I outright declared that communists were literally parasites that had to be exterminated, then the conversation would end there.  

And I had used that rhetoric before.  

During the Russian Civil War, I had likened Bolsheviks to a disease—an infection that had to be purged.  

That was the excuse for the mass executions.  

The Russian populace accepted that logic.  

And Hitler? He had merely taken my ideas and pushed them even further.  

“That’s true.”  

Now that I thought about it, it was kind of my fault.  

I had already defined communism as a plague.  

A sickness of the lower classes.  

If I wanted to, I could just double down.  

After all, history is written by the victors.  

But… was it worth the risk?  

“We could simply say that the communists in the camps committed suicide rather than face trial. That way, they don’t become martyrs.”  

A convenient narrative.  

After all, a dead communist couldn’t tell their side of the story.  

And that was exactly the kind of thing Hitler would want.  

“Very well. We shall let it be known that the communists in Austria chose death rather than face justice.”  

With that, the matter was settled.  

For now.  

“One more thing, Your Majesty… Communist propaganda is depicting you and Hitler as a married couple.”  

A newspaper was placed in front of me.  

It was a caricature—one where I, dressed in a bridal gown, was standing next to Hitler in a tuxedo.  

A wedding.  

I was marrying Hitler?!  

“What. The. Fuck.”  

“Yes, Your Majesty. Berlin and Rome have been publishing these for some time.”  

“Burn them. Burn all of them.”  

I wanted to vomit.  

That son of a bitch Hitler?!  

Of all people?  

He was the last person I would ever consider, even if he was the best anti-communist tool I had.  

No, this would not stand.  

“They want to play dirty? Fine. We’ll fight back in kind.”  

I turned to my propaganda minister.  

“Make one of Karl Liebknecht and Benito Mussolini passionately kissing. Make it look as disgusting as possible.”  

“…Your Majesty?”  

“If they want to slander me with fake marriage rumors, I’ll make them look like gay lovers.”  


Two of the biggest communist leaders in Europe?  

Let’s see how their followers react to that.  

“Understood, Your Majesty. I will have the caricatures drawn immediately.”  

That would teach them.  


And as for Hitler…  

For now, I’d let him be.  

He was still our bastard.  

So long as he stayed useful, I wouldn’t interfere.  

For now.



 
  Chapter 164: The Fate of America




At this time, the newly emerging force of communism, KFC, was stirring up trouble.

KFC was not in a situation where it could rise up yet, and it didn’t have the power to engage in armed conflict. So, it resorted to its usual communist tactics.

And in this situation, there was only one way to cause chaos.

“Let’s support the White House for now.”

“If the reforms succeed, those Yankees might hunt us down.”

“Wait and see. Right now, American society is in complete chaos. There will be opposition to Huey Long. And as you know, the majority of KFC is black, right?”

KFC declared support for the White House from Kentucky.

Of course, it was Trotsky’s calculation that the factions opposing Huey Long would rally against him, having allied with communists.

And there was someone who didn’t like Huey Long’s reforms.

General Douglas MacArthur.

He was shaking with anger when he saw the headline claiming that Huey Long had allied with the so-called communist KFC.

“Ha, so it’s a deal with the communists after all? Those damned KFC guys… or whatever they’re called, the ones selling fried chicken! We need to take them out! These guys are nothing but meaningless KFC commies! Even Russia’s empress is killing all the communists while pushing forward reforms!”

MacArthur had long suspected that KFC was behind the Great Depression, based on the Russian Empress’s radio broadcasts, and now that the White House had allied with KFC, he was certain.

Moreover, Huey Long was pushing his policies in an authoritarian manner.

He was acting like that secretary from Communist Germany, wasn’t he?

Isn’t this a textbook case of a “honorary commie”?

Then, something struck MacArthur’s mind.

“That’s it. It’s clear now. The KFC bastards are trying to take the White House. I need to strike first.”

Before the White House could push through Huey Long’s New Deal policies, MacArthur deployed the military.

“Sir! The Chief of Staff has deployed the military!”

“Why the hell?!”

Huey Long was forced to flee to the South to escape the coup.

In the North, MacArthur’s military government was established, while in the South, Huey Long, supported by Southern businessmen, set up the Confederate Government of the United States.



Finally, chaos erupted in America.

Douglas MacArthur, having allied with KFC, ousted Huey Long from the White House.

Immediately, a military government was established.

Before that, the assassination of Roosevelt had already been shocking, but now, even more significant events were unfolding.

Is this even believable? Is this the kind of scenario the writer envisioned?

“Douglas MacArthur has established a U.S. military government? How the hell did this happen?”

Wait, didn’t the Bonus Army exist?

No, could it be that the Bonus Army was absorbed by KFC? This is making everything look weird.

“Do you know anything about the Bonus Army?”

I casually asked Boris Sabinkov, who submitted the report from the Okrana’s U.S. branch.

“Yes. It’s the organization of impoverished veterans from America, right? I believe their protests were halted due to KFC’s involvement.”

I see. So KFC ended up pulling the veterans into this.

KFC declared support for Huey Long’s White House, but Trotsky wasn’t truly supporting him—he was just manipulating the situation.

It’s just like Trotsky. He knew the communists and Huey Long’s opponents would rise up.

If the U.S. was divided like this, KFC would find it easier to rise.

With the division between Huey Long and MacArthur, the people would only suffer, and many would end up joining KFC.

“Huey Long moved to the South and established the Confederate Government of the United States,” Sabinkov reported.

So, he took the support of the South and created a government to fight MacArthur. Thus, the Confederate States of America was born.

Honestly, I wasn’t expecting a full-scale civil war, just some minor disruptions from Trotsky, but things escalated much faster than I anticipated.

Now, KFC, the U.S. military government, and the Confederate States of America were all about to clash.

“Hmm. This is a mess.”

So it’s going to be a three-way battle with KFC involved.

Things are turning out much worse than expected.

If MacArthur has indeed established a military government, what about his support base?

Huey Long had accepted KFC’s proposal to handle the Great Depression.

“But MacArthur’s military government still has a weak support base. He’s advocating for anti-communism, so he won’t be allying with KFC.”

“So, how will they handle the Great Depression? Otherwise, MacArthur’s military government will collapse quickly.”

According to the reports, Huey Long’s policies were getting enthusiastic support, excluding the privileged American elite.

The problem was that MacArthur had risen against this situation.

Now, KFC would be taking a hit, and what about the Great Depression measures?

“MacArthur isn’t without ideas. He’s apparently proposed moving towards modified capitalism, inspired by our Russia,” the report continued.

Hmm. So MacArthur intends to follow our example, using us as a model.

If that’s the case, it could help address the Great Depression.

He wants to act independently of KFC, ignoring the communists’ input, and focus on tackling the Great Depression.

MacArthur was choosing to ally with us rather than KFC.

Considering how communists are seen following Russia’s lead, this might not be a bad thing for him.

“Hmm, I see.”

“Also, MacArthur has mobilized the military to pass various laws, like the abolition of the gold standard and passing securities laws.”

I see. That makes sense.

It seems like Huey Long would have done something similar, but the big difference is that he aligned with KFC and didn’t have the military on his side.

Moreover, Huey Long was ousted before he could accomplish much.

How did it all turn out this way?

I need to see it in person or understand more before jumping to conclusions.

Huey Long, who had been so radical, had tried to collaborate with KFC to quickly resolve the Great Depression.

Originally, Herbert Hoover had also worked on solutions to the Great Depression, but in our timeline, Roosevelt had built upon those ideas with the New Deal.

Huey Long pushed too aggressively and brought MacArthur’s opposition.

“We need to choose a side,” Sabinkov said.

“Huey Long tried to work with KFC, right?”

“Yes.”

“Then we should support MacArthur’s military government.”

We’re not sure how MacArthur’s military government will turn out, but one thing is clear: civil war seems unavoidable.

Hmm, this is a situation beyond what I envisioned.

I was hoping for a slight ripple in the pond, but this stone has made the whole lake chaotic.

In other words, the real problem is the inability to handle the Great Depression.

“So what’s going on with that thing I asked you about?”

“The Tuskegee syphilis experiments were real,” Sabinkov reported.


The Tuskegee syphilis experiment. I didn’t expect it to break out here.

Well, KFC didn’t influence the Tuskegee experiment, but it’s clear that the syphilis experiment would have happened regardless.

“Then let’s spread it at the right time.”

“When would that be?”

“Now, while Huey Long’s Confederate States of America is claiming to be the legitimate government of the United States.”

“Yes.”

Then why bother calling it the Confederate States? Was this the work of the Southerners trying to make it happen?

And now Trotsky is involved.

“Let’s set it off when the time is right and make things even messier.”

If it goes off, Trotsky will use this to rise up.

It’ll essentially speed up the civil war.

“So when is the right time to trigger it?”

I tap the desk with my finger, deep in thought.

It’s a bit of a wild card here.

The situation with Trotsky is turning out bigger than I expected.

It’s probably going to be hard to start a civil war right now.

The way things are going, though, it seems like one is inevitable, and we need to be prepared.

I should discuss it with the State Duma.



“The President-elect Roosevelt has been assassinated in America.”

My words caused a stir in the Duma.

Of course, it would. The President of America was assassinated.

America—what a country. It’s the wealthiest nation on Earth, and it helped turn the tide of the Great War.

Moreover, it was the country that helped Russia crush the Bolsheviks with overwhelming supplies during the Russian Civil War.

Given that, it’s no surprise that the Duma is in an uproar.

“Huh. America’s society is going to be in chaos.”

During the Great Depression, the President was assassinated.

This was unheard of. Although there had been assassination attempts, Roosevelt didn’t actually die in the original timeline.

Now, Huey Long, who originally was just a governor, had become president.

“Now, Huey Long, who took office, tried to tackle the Great Depression by cooperating with KFC, but was ousted in a coup by the anti-communist General Douglas MacArthur, who established a military government, and Huey Long fled to the South to establish the Confederate Government of the United States.”

Boris Sabinkov gave the Duma members a detailed explanation.

The U.S. military government, the Confederate States of America, and KFC. This was an unexpected development for the Duma.

Despite being so in tune with the intelligence, even the White Army generals and the government of Southern Russia hadn’t anticipated America’s capabilities.

“This is going to be a three-way battle.”

“Your Majesty, it seems you sent Trotsky to America after seeing all this unfold.”

Why are they praising me all of a sudden?

I wasn’t expecting it to blow up like this.

“I didn’t plan it, but it could end up that way.”

“We need to be ready to

intervene in the civil war anytime.”

Right. Now we need to be prepared to intervene in America.

“Yes. If it’s only Trotsky and KFC as enemies, that’s fine. But now we have KFC, the U.S. military government, and the Confederate States all existing at once.”

If KFC rises, the U.S. might be able to try something, but America is already split in two.

This will only give KFC more opportunities to grow stronger.

“We’ve prepared the military. If a civil war breaks out in America, we can intervene.”

“Good.”

That’s a relief.

If I can just make a speech supporting America, we’ll have the Russian army intervene for the U.S.

The Russian people would want to support MacArthur’s modified capitalism.

“Looks like America is divided now, and more people will join KFC. Ultimately, it will be a three-way battle.”

“Then wouldn’t it be better if the civil war breaks out sooner? If we wait longer, Germany might intervene and support KFC.”

Could Germany even cross the Atlantic? Probably not.

“Germany would have to cross the Atlantic first. Even if America is divided into three parts, the military control will remain with the U.S. military government and the Confederate States, so we can stop Germany from crossing.”

“But we can’t be sure if Americans will support MacArthur.”

“Once we deal with KFC and the Confederate States and resolve the Great Depression, we’ll promise the people that they will elect a president through elections.”

This should help MacArthur’s support base grow, as he’s shown his commitment to tackling the Great Depression.

And MacArthur is starting to favor our approach.

“It’s nice to see MacArthur mention Your Majesty’s modified capitalism. Isn’t that Your Majesty’s philosophy?”

What Ungern is referring to is Anastasia-ism.

Russia’s modified capitalism is internationally known as Anastasia-ism.

For the Roman National Party, it would seem like MacArthur adopted our methods, and this will surely win over Russian sympathizers in America.

Intervening in the civil war wouldn’t be difficult.

“But we shouldn’t extend the hand first. Let’s just say we support the U.S. military government for now, and observe the situation before making our move.”

“Understood.”

That should be enough.

MacArthur would probably not appreciate us rushing in and meddling with him.

The key here is to be patient and wait.


“Trotsky will continue to be monitored, right?”

“Yes. We’ve infiltrated Trotsky into KFC with Okrana agents, ready to eliminate him anytime.”

We’ve placed Okrana agents into KFC.

We can take Trotsky out whenever we need to.

I could order it right now, but honestly, I’d prefer to see how the civil war plays out first.



 
  Chapter 165: The Fate of America (2)




Is the Ochrana inside KFC okay?

“Is there any chance they might be swayed by Trotsky’s words?”

“No. After all, how many people who aren’t American would be influenced by Trotsky now?”

That’s true. There probably aren’t any.

Russia is doing well now, so is there really any Russian crazy enough to help Trotsky?

Well, I still had doubts, but if that’s the case, it’s a relief.

“Then that’s fine.”

We should be ready for an assassination at any time.

Right now, KFC is effectively unified under Trotsky’s leadership.

Without Trotsky, won’t there be racial conflicts or factionalism again?

To be prepared for any unexpected situations, if we intervene in the civil war, we’ll have to either capture or kill Trotsky.

Afterward, we can support MacArthur and let him conquer North America.

If we return Alaska, where resources are hidden, it could be interesting.

Then, we’ll just have to be ready to kill Trotsky whenever necessary.

“We’ll issue an official statement supporting the military government and also inform the countries of the Anti-Communist Pact.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

If there’s a time to offer our favor, it’s now. This is the moment.

We’ll keep our distance, just tell the Anti-Communist Pact countries, “We support you!” That’s about it.

That should be sufficient.

“Keep an eye on the movements of Communist Germany or Communist Italy. How they act could also be a variable.”

“Understood.”

While we’re tied up with America, we don’t know what those guys might do.

They might start causing chaos in France or Spain.

They certainly won’t be able to enter America, but…

Hmm, won’t Trotsky also reject them?

Trotsky probably dislikes Italy, which only pretends to be communist, and came to America to escape from Communist Germany.

Right. Then there’s no need to worry.

“Your Majesty, we also need to consider the possibility that KFC might not rise up. Or they could align with the Confederate States, right?”

That’s a valid point.

KFC might want to carry out a revolution, but the question is when.

Trotsky might take advantage of the situation when the U.S. military government and the Confederacy weaken after clashing with each other.

The Bolshevik revolution succeeded because Russia’s strength had already been depleted by that point.

Trotsky might do the same.

That’s the Bolshevik way, and KFC could easily swallow America while pretending to be the good guys.

So, we need to provoke that.

We should make sure Trotsky ends up fighting in the same battle between the U.S. military government and the Confederacy.

“Hm, I just got an interesting idea.”

“Yes?”

“Right now, Trotsky’s name in America is Leon, isn’t it?”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

I’m not sure if this will work, but why not try?

“If we distribute propaganda that Leon is a madman obsessed with chicken, dreaming of feeding everyone chicken, meaning he’s planning a ‘Chicken Revolution,’ wouldn’t that provoke Trotsky?”

“Hm, if we do that, Trotsky would definitely be provoked.”

“Trotsky has dedicated his life to revolution. If he’s portrayed as someone who wants to feed everyone chicken, wouldn’t he try to overturn everything?”

If I were Trotsky, I think I would.

In the middle of the chaos of the Great Depression, a mad revolutionary is saying he wants to feed everyone chicken.

What if Trotsky is made to seem like a lunatic?

“Oh, I see.”

“That’s not a bad idea, but Your Majesty, we should also consider the possibility that MacArthur might reject our support.”

“That might happen depending on the situation. But it’s not impossible. If MacArthur refuses, we can support Huey Long.”

After all, Russia owes a lot to America.

So, we must intervene in the civil war to repay that debt, don’t you think?

It’s all about repaying the favor.

Which side we choose to support, that’s uncertain.

“That’s true.”

“MacArthur will probably understand that. So, he won’t just reject us outright.”

MacArthur is still a soldier.

With his experience in war, he must assume that the Russian army, who’s been through a civil war, will be strong.

He probably has that instinct. If not, we can just support Huey Long.

If MacArthur has full control over the military, Huey Long’s Confederacy will probably have a hard time.

The Confederacy might even hope we support them more.

From Russia’s point of view, it doesn’t matter which side we support.

“Britain and France might oppose us. They might call for non-intervention.”

“Britain? Do they really think they can stop us when they’re struggling to save their own skin?”

Britain won’t be able to stop us.

What right do they have to interfere with us helping America?

Do they have a military capable of stopping us at this point? They only have colonial troops.

They’re not in a position to handle the Great Depression.

“Still, it might be better to watch the situation for now, don’t you think?”

“I agree with that. The civil war hasn’t started yet, so I think it’s better to just observe for now.”

“We agree with Your Majesty.”

The military also seems to think the same.

They’ll probably wait a while to see who strikes first, as that would give KFC the justification to rise up and would make the other side the one to receive sympathy from the international community.

The fact is, both sides are lacking in troops.

At the very least, both the U.S. military government and the Confederacy will have to raise their armies.

“If we intervene in the civil war, we should test out some weapons. Of course, we can’t use the latest ones. If we reveal them in the civil war, other countries will find out.”

“Understood. We’ll test the weapons from the previous generation.”

The latest weapons should be saved for World War II.

Of course, we can’t get ahead of ourselves. We’ll use them during the war when the time comes.


In the U.S. or Spanish Civil War, we’ll use them accordingly. We’ll deceive Germany and suppress them with overwhelming force.

“What’s Patton doing?”

“He’s playing around with the tanks we’ve produced.”

“He really must have liked Russia.”

We’ve been trying hard to organize a mobile armored corps ourselves.

It’s the perfect place for Patton, a believer in mobile warfare.

“He said he wants to charge through Africa someday.”

“Africa, you mean Abyssinia? Well, he might go to America first, though.”

What will that man think when he sees his divided country?

I bet he’ll want to lead his armored corps and crush anyone.

The question is, where will he align?

“Are you thinking of sending Patton?”

“We should. Just intervening isn’t enough. If we send an American, it’ll look better.”

“That’s possible.”

At least it makes sense.

To solve the country’s crisis, he’s leading an armored division. Isn’t that kind of cool?

Sending Patton would give us some justification to intervene formally.

“Is his rank okay?”

“General Patton is studying mobile warfare in Russia. The U.S. gave him the rank of colonel when he finishes his work here, but we’re treating him as a special attaché since he was awarded the Roman Iron Cross.”

A special attaché. That’s the perfect rank for him.

It’s a bit odd, but it fits Patton.

He’s just one person, and I think he’s ready to go now.

“Has he been in Russia for 15 years, including the civil war?”

“Yes. He’s already bought a house in Moscow with his family.”

That man is very serious.

“Do you think Patton has forgotten about America?”

At this point, he probably has forgotten about it.

Especially since the country is now divided.

Maybe it’s time we should tell him.

“There’s a chance.”

“We should meet with Patton.”

It seems like it’s about time we talk to him.



After a long time, when I met Patton, his Russian was much better.

He almost sounded like a Russian.

“What? I’ll go back to America right now and smash the heads of the rebel scum!”

“General, who are these rebels?”

Patton hadn’t heard about the situation yet, and now he seemed to be deep in thought.

Then it’s time to give him some answers.

“Now, Huey Long’s government is trying to overcome the Great Depression. They’ve decided to make a compromise with the communist-looking KFC forces.”

“Have you seen such bastards!”

Patton immediately slammed my desk and yelled.

This man is really excited.

But why does it feel like he’s talking to me?

He’s doing this in front of the tsar.

Of course, I was the one who brought KFC into this, and it turned into a snowball effect with Roosevelt’s death and the chaos in America.

“MacArthur, the chief of staff, kicked President Huey Long out of the White House.”

“Then the choice is clear. I’ll return to America.”

“Let’s wait a little longer, General Patton. The civil war hasn’t started yet. Both sides seem to be building their military power.”

The Confederacy and the U.S. military government both lack troops.

They’ll probably raise their armies before making any major moves.

Honestly, it would be better if they just threw a few punches and ended it. But their support bases are solid.

Huey Long has the South. MacArthur has the North and the army behind him.

KFC will act independently, and Huey Long will politically compromise. He doesn’t plan to overthrow MacArthur with KFC’s help.

Huey Long only made a compromise. If you look into him, the logic doesn’t add up.

Maybe KFC isn’t officially treated as communists yet, and Huey Long just wants stability.

From my perspective, Huey Long is trying to follow Russia’s model while cooperating with KFC.

As an anti-communist, KFC should be dealt with.

The problem now is that MacArthur kicked Huey Long out and set up a military council to establish a military government.

The military government plans to set up the military council as the highest governing body during the war.

Patton should choose the side we support.

“Hm.”

“If the situation becomes serious, he should go then. I’ll arrange some tanks for him.”

“Understood.”

It looks like he’s settled down. The real problem now is the other great powers.

Even if we don’t intervene in the civil war, it’s still a matter of who we choose to support in this divided America.



10 Downing Street, United Kingdom

Britain received a telegram from the United States, announcing that the country had now split into two.

“Confederate States and U.S. military government… What is going on?”

Huey Long, who had been chased to the South and formed the Confederate States, and Douglas MacArthur, who took over the White House and established a military government.

From the moment the military got involved, MacArthur had already tarnished America’s democracy.

Now, officially, Huey Long’s Confederate States is the legitimate government, but MacArthur seems no weak figure either.

“The war hasn’t started yet, but it’s a very tense situation.”

“A second Civil War might break out.”

“KFC is expanding westward, so it could become a three-way battle.”

“How did America end up like this?”

“That’s not what matters right now. Russia has already issued a statement supporting the U.S. military government.”

“Ha, I see what’s going on. They’re supporting MacArthur’s military government, hoping to plunge America into further chaos.”

Having long been on alert for these things, Britain immediately saw Russia’s true intentions.

Everyone knows Huey Long’s Confederacy is the legitimate government.

Although MacArthur’s military government could eventually elect a president, for now, Huey Long is the rightful one.

For Russia to support MacArthur means they want to further destabilize America, already suffering from the Great Depression.

“Hmm. In that case, shouldn’t we support Huey Long’s government?”

“It’s a bit tricky. Most countries in the Anti-Communist Pact have already been pushed to support MacArthur’s military government by Russia.”

“Ha.”

“It’s not going to help if we support them. Even Japan is backing the military government.”

Japan, a former ally.

Recently, their attempts to cozy up to Russia made me uncomfortable.

They should have opposed Russia’s move into Manchuria.

“What’s going on here?”

Britain was now stuck between a rock and a hard place.

Supporting Russia’s moves was not acceptable to their pride, but supporting Huey Long would make them look out of place.


“Why not support the Confederate States along with France? We wouldn’t be sending troops, so there’s no need to directly align with Russia.”

“Do you think France will listen to us?”

“Politically, they’re probably hesitant to back the military government. There’s a possibility.”

France was currently in political chaos.

If they suddenly backed the military government, who knew what the Cross of Fire, gaining ground in France, might do.



 
  Chapter 166: The Fate of America (3)


The White House

Douglas MacArthur, who had taken control of the White House, was watching the situation in Europe closely.

Since he had set up a military government, external support was crucial.

To carry out reforms that would stabilize the Great Depression even slightly, the military government needed to be treated as the legitimate government.

“Russia, Japan, and the Balkan states are supporting us, but England and France say they’ll recognize that Huey Long’s communist-friendly government? Ha!”

MacArthur was furious at the actions of Britain and France.

It was absurd.

Right now, Huey Long and KFC’s communist regime might even try to turn America communist, but these anti-communist nations are supporting Huey Long?

This was infuriating.

In this situation, there was only one way to proceed.

“Immediately send the army to crush Huey Long and the Dixie gang in the South!”

MacArthur was shouting that they had to take action against the Southern Confederacy right away! 

If they didn’t act now, they didn’t know how the Brits and the frogs might support the South.

The time to strike would be when they had the chance.

“Not yet. Not yet. If we act now, we’ll lose our justification.”

Dwight Eisenhower, who had begun assisting MacArthur as part of the military council, objected.

“So, you want us to just leave them be?”

“We still don’t have enough power to crush them. KFC is expanding its influence in the West as well.”

It wasn’t just Eisenhower—everyone in the military council at the White House judged that they lacked the strength to fully crush both the South and KFC.

After all, the White House had been taken by military force. Now was the time to seek stability.

Additionally, after the Great War, Russia’s civil war had ended, and the United States had begun to demilitarize, leaving MacArthur’s regime still under-equipped.

Using military force to solve the issue was still a bit too much to handle.

Now was the time for stability.

Huey Long, who had taken up residence in Louisiana, was in the same situation.

“We must drive MacArthur out and restore the glory of the United States!”

Huey Long, now president of the Confederacy with the support of Southern businessmen, had to expel the Northern military government as soon as possible.

Leaving this national division and the KFC issue unresolved was not an option.

At least the businessmen had promised to help if they were excluded from the redistribution of wealth, so they had to strike when the time was right.

“Militias are all we have. KFC is also making suspicious moves these days. We’ll need a few years to gather strength here.”

The Southern businessmen, who formed the Confederate government, also judged that they lacked the power to fully defeat the North.

If they forced a civil war now, more people would likely side with KFC.

The good news was that Britain and France, who had been allies in the Great War, were supporting the Southern Confederacy.

Ironically, the division sparked by KFC had only led to a tense standoff, without escalating into a full civil war.

And then Russia, never missing an opportunity, started selling a lot of weapons to the North, while Dukes like Yusupov and other businessmen expanded their influence into both the Northern and Southern parts of America, increasing Russia’s presence in the U.S.

* * *

Today, the Duma was abuzz with issues not from within the country, but from abroad.

Why? Because Britain and France were supporting the Confederate States.

It was a bit unexpected.

Though Britain was likely to get involved, the fact that France was on the same side was a surprise.

To be honest, if France hadn’t joined Britain, there’s no way Britain would have supported Huey Long.

“Why is France supporting the South?”

“It seems there’s a lot of political turmoil in France right now. If they openly support a military regime, it could cause problems internally.”

That’s true.

If France were to support a military regime now, it would have significant consequences for their own politics.

“Keep an eye on France. They’re unstable. When do you think the civil war will break out?”

“The United States has been demilitarizing, reducing its military strength. According to Ochrana in the field, it will take about 2 to 3 years for either the North or the South to rebuild their military strength.”

So, maybe by 1935 or 1936?

This could be a problem. If France is in such an unstable state, it might be better for the civil war to break out sooner.

Ugh. Things never go as expected.

I didn’t foresee America ending up like this.

Fortunately, I didn’t predict that the civil war wouldn’t happen in America!

No one will claim the Tsar’s prophecy was wrong, but still…

In the end, the key will be who strikes first.

“Then, what about the West?”

“The West is either under KFC’s influence or staying neutral.”

The division of the U.S. was clear, but if KFC extended its power westward from Kentucky…

Kentucky would become an undeniable force.

“Hm.”

At this point, we need to step in and help America.

Honestly, if America collapses completely, it will cause more trouble.

For now, Japan and Britain might be able to contain it. But in the future, Russia could become a hegemon, and either threaten neighboring countries or end up isolated because of its newfound power.

In other words, we need to keep competitors alive.

Sure, we could just take action, throw caution to the wind, and say “I don’t know!” but that would be irresponsible.

In this sense, America needs to survive.

Keeping America around is a safety net for Russia.

We must continue to watch the situation carefully. Even if MacArthur or Huey Long doesn’t want help, we should intervene regardless.

“Your Majesty, what if they refuse to accept help?”

“We’ll expose Leon as Trotsky to the world.”

“Then we can intervene under the pretext of suppressing the communists.”

“Yes. Either way, from America’s perspective, they won’t be able to refuse at that point.”

Then we’ll intervene and take Alaska back.

If America, having been shaped by the civil war, is strong enough, it might do well against Japan.

Though, we’re not sure how Japan will perform compared to history.

“Then, the military will always be ready to intervene.”

“I have a question, though. Minister of the Interior?”

“Speak, Your Majesty.”

“How is the reaction from the communist bloc?”

We need to see how the communist bloc is responding.

We need to know where they stand—if they support KFC, they’ll likely try to offer support.


America becoming communist?

Karl Liebknecht isn’t a fool; he understands the potential of America.

Hasn’t he already proven that by supporting the Great War and Russia’s civil war?

Since KFC’s leader, Leon, is known, Liebknecht would surely want to offer some form of support.

They might not be able to cross the Atlantic, though.

But for now, there are many things to be cautious about.

“It seems like the communist bloc is using America as an example of how capitalism will inevitably be defeated by communism.”

As expected, they’re quite excited.

Of course, they want to discredit America and spread communism.

If Trotsky had taken the North instead of MacArthur, it would have definitely been like that.

“Is KFC supporting it?”

“Yes, it seems they are supporting KFC and considering providing assistance.”

“Interesting.”

It seems they don’t even realize they’re playing right into our hands.

“Are you concerned about their support, Your Majesty?”

“Of course.”

“They won’t be able to cross the Atlantic, though.”

True. They won’t be able to cross the Atlantic.

But what if they go through the Pacific?

Even if it’s not the Pacific, we need to consider the possibility of communists using their usual tactics to support KFC.

“We heard the West is neutral. This means they could support anyone.”

Neutrality is tricky.

If they declare neutrality, they could end up providing weapons to KFC for a price.

And now, with the Great Depression…

KFC has shown some initiative in dealing with it, so something more is bound to come.

“That means they could receive weapons through the Pacific.”

“But would they really choose that long a route?”

“No matter what they try, they’re communists. You never know.”

They’ll do whatever they can to turn everyone into cockroaches.

If we’re not careful, we could end up with weapons flowing to KFC through the West.

If communist Germany enters the West and helps KFC spread communism, we could be in trouble.

“We must not underestimate the communists’ capabilities. Plus, declaring neutrality means they’ll eventually follow the trend. KFC has already proposed solutions to the Great Depression, and if their power grows during the civil war, the West might fall to them.”

If the West falls, it will be troublesome.

“Before that, they could provide military support.”

“Exactly.”

Neutrality is dangerous. They can switch sides at any time, which is why it’s so frustrating.

Switzerland can be neutral because of its strategic position, but neutrality during a civil war can mean switching sides at any time.

I don’t think the West will declare independence, though.

“Then, what if we take the West instead?”

Ungern of the Roman Nationalist Party is suggesting something odd.

“The West?”

It’s true that if we’re caught up in a civil war, we could temporarily expand into America.

We could enter from the Pacific.

There’s no need for a declaration of war since the government is split and can’t determine legitimacy.

We could just push into the West, defeat KFC, and take control of it.

“We already had land in America. If we aim for the civil war, we can push all the way to California.”

Hmm… hmm.

Honestly, conquering America is quite tempting. Just conquering a part of it would be huge.

Russia’s leaders have always been the problem, but with America’s land, Russia could become powerful.

If we take California and set up a puppet state for the rest of the territories, who would stop us?

It’s tempting to think about how great it would be.

But I’m still not ready for it.

The future of North America and the role of the U.S. as a global police power is something I can’t just throw away.

“Why hesitate? Imagine our Cossack cavalry riding across the vast North American continent! Our armored divisions shaking up the Yankees!”

“No, we can’t repay America’s Lend-Lease with betrayal. Many nations will criticize us.”

“Don’t worry about the criticism! Trust in Your Majesty’s instincts! A great Russia! The legacy of the empire that once ruled from Alaska to California!”

For a moment, the fiery passion that had surged inside me suddenly cooled down.

The blood of a great empire.

But then I remembered I’m originally from K-Bing.

My body may be of the Romanov bloodline, but my mind belongs to Kimchi.

That thought made my mind clear and logical.

Ungern’s suggestion had merit, but he was too focused on the reality.

“Still, that’s not the way to go.”

“Hmm, it’s a good opportunity.”

Ungern looked disappointed, like a puppy abandoned, but…

The more I thought about it, the less it seemed like a good idea.

“Taking the West. We can’t be sure of that, and we need to think about the future. Let’s say we do capture California—then what? We’ll have to suppress the resistance. The distance from Moscow to the American continent is just too far. Even if we calculate the Far East, maintaining an occupying force to deal with North American resistance and ensure supplies would take too long.”

That sounds about right.

For smooth supplies, we’d need the Pacific as our sea route.

It would be difficult to produce anything locally.

Starting from the Far East to Alaska and extending supply lines south would be a crazy endeavor.

Russia’s industrial strength has grown, but it’s still unfeasible.

And what would countries like Britain say?

The Japanese might back us for some islands in the South Pacific, but that’s another matter.

It’s not simple.

“That’s still possible, right?”

“Unfortunately, we must consider the threat of Communist Germany.”

If it weren’t for Communist Germany, maybe I’d have entertained the idea.

In fact, we might have taken the opportunity to divide America with Britain.

Britain would reclaim its former American colonies, and we would take the West.

We’d be drunk on national pride, but it’s still not a practical plan.

Let’s be realistic.

“It’s a great opportunity, but for the future, America’s existence is necessary for us.”

“Exactly. It’s better to help and extract something from them. Conquering them might feel good at first, but it would drain our coffers.”

Mikhail Drozdopsky agreed with my words.

This, if done right, could be a tremendous opportunity for us.

I started to sketch out plans in my mind, twirling my pen.

Britain and France. The victors of the Great War. The world’s two largest colonial empires.

Although they’re currently in decline, their international stature is still impressive, considering their experience.


Ignoring Communist Germany…

Well, these two countries are supporting Huey Long’s government now, so MacArthur must be drying up from thirst.

While we’ve supported them, realistically, it might not help much.

But if we make MacArthur victorious in this crisis, won’t they support us in the next war?





 
  Chapter 167: The Yellow Faction




Britain and France supported Huey Long.

Now, will MacArthur really like Britain and France? If I were him, I’d be furious.

“Since the world’s top two colonial empires are supporting Huey Long’s government, we must firmly push MacArthur to victory and show our gratitude. Send Ochrana to the West. Depending on the situation, we need to either send information to MacArthur or create a justification for military intervention.”

Whether using Trotsky or making MacArthur reliant on our support, he will be happy either way.

It’s like Russia is the only one supporting MacArthur.

In that case, when Britain and France face difficulties, America might not help.

“I’ll send Ochrana to the West.”

“What about military support? To what extent are we considering that?”

“We’ll have to assess the situation. If MacArthur is in danger and needs help, we’ll mobilize forces. Please let the military handle the specifics.”

Britain and France will likely support Huey Long’s government.

But will they send troops? It’s only us who can do that.

Furthermore, our military is among the best of the best. Even now, we are training as if we’re preparing for a war with Germany.

With this, we can sell our gratitude to America, make some money, and even take Alaska.

It’s a bit like a dream come true, but if we create a clear justification for intervention, it won’t be bad.

After all, MacArthur’s military government will desperately need external support.

“This is becoming serious.”

“Yes. We must prevent the West from falling to the communist bloc. We need to overpower them from the start to quickly end the civil war.”

Dragging out the civil war would be problematic.

What if Japan goes crazy and starts targeting the American mainland?

Oh, that would be terrible.

How strong is the Japanese navy right now? Maybe it’s better to start supporting China early.

Still, we need to consider the possibility of America really collapsing.

What if, just hypothetically, America deteriorates to the point of no return?

And Japan, in its nationalist frenzy, tries to target American territory?

If America is in a tragic state, even Isoroku Yamamoto, who opposed the war with America, might support such an action, right?

Japan is a real problem.

“What’s Japan’s situation?”

“Right now, Ishiwara Kanji is pushing for a ‘Five Racial Harmony’ in China and advocating for it to expand.”

Five Racial Harmony? That person even suggests this without the Manchurian Incident happening?

Well, since they have Manchukuo, this slogan might have emerged.

But in reality, it’s just a cover-up; the Japanese are nothing more than oppressors.

I never imagined Ishiwara Kanji would bring this up.

Is he beginning to gear up for the conquest of China?

From Japan’s perspective, they could interpret ‘Five Racial Harmony’ as liberating the Han Chinese from a divided China!

It’s not impossible.

Well, there’s the justification of the Anti-Aircraft Pact too. But the problem is how Japan perceives the American civil war.

“What’s their reaction?”

“Since America is on the brink of civil war, and with Britain and France in the state they are, the forces supporting Ishiwara Kanji’s views are growing.”

Ah, so they’re definitely thinking of expanding into China because of the American civil war.

Ishiwara Kanji, along with Kita Ikki, has influenced the Yellow Faction.

If that’s the case, can the Yellow Faction gain the upper hand here?

The Yellow Faction, unlike the control faction that later goes rogue, is pro-Western, and it’s unclear how things will unfold.

They might not even have a war, unlike the control faction. In that case, should we support the control faction covertly?

“What kind of figure is Ishiwara Kanji at this point?”

“For now, he’s someone influenced by Your Majesty.”

“Me?”

“Yes. Ochrana’s investigation suggests that Ishiwara Kanji, one of Japan’s future core figures, was influenced by Your Majesty when he visited Russia during the Manchurian agreement renewal.”

He was influenced by me? What does that mean?

“So?”

“He’s advocating for the Emperor of Japan to directly lead the military and invade China. A direct reign.”

I see. Ishiwara Kanji was influenced by me.

I had already heard the idea that the Emperor might lead the invasion of China, but this “direct reign” is a different matter.

It was just a rumor before, but is he really serious?

In today’s era, with bullets and bombs falling and bombers in the sky, is the Emperor actually going to lead the charge?

Hmm, he must really be insane.

Is that how things are going to go?

“He even goes as far as to say that Japan and Russia should join forces in a world war to crush the communist bloc and colonial empires.”

“Honestly, that seems unrealistic.”

Communism might be one thing, but using that to overthrow the colonial empires?

Does he not realize that the Western nations themselves are colonial empires?

The Yellow Faction has diverged significantly from history.

“My war” has had a profound influence on Japanese society, so he might at least attempt to challenge such an unrealistic idea.

This is crazy.

How is “my war” affecting Japanese society? Is he insane?

Could it be that Japan is going rogue because of me?

No, it seriously feels like that’s the case. America has turned into this mess because of me.

If I had crushed KFC earlier, would Franklin Roosevelt have died?

“Like the Russian Empress did, is the Japanese Emperor going to claim it’s not impossible?”

That sounds about right.

Especially since Japan won the war against Russia.

They’re allies now, but with the history behind them, they won’t want Russia’s Empress to remain in such a dominant position.

“Yes. And even though he’s advocating for direct reign, doesn’t he just want to hold the command staff and stay back? Even now, there are those who think that Your Majesty’s direct involvement in the battlefield is a form of deification.”

I never expected it, but Boris Sabinkov has already reported back, which means Ochrana has already conveyed all this.

Ochrana has spread worldwide recently, and Boris Sabinkov is handling the Japan desk.

Sure, who would believe something like this?

“Also, if Japan advances into China, they’ll likely target Beijing. The military there is disorganized, with troops from various warlords scattered. If Japan captures the Forbidden City and forces the Emperor to surrender…”

Mikhail Drozdopsky made a convincing point.

Ah, I hadn’t thought of that.

If Ishiwara Kanji has mentioned direct reign after promoting the Five Racial Harmony, maybe he’s considering occupying the Forbidden City and making the Emperor surrender.


That would give Hirohito enormous authority.

“In East Asia, the position of the Son of Heaven in the Middle Kingdom holds significant symbolism.”

“We can’t lose either! You, too, are the great Khan of the steppe! We must seize the position of the Son of Heaven first!”

Ungern always brings this up. But even so, that’s not right. This person has clearly shifted toward Semenov’s views.

I’m not part of an Eastern monarchy.

Even though we somehow managed to take the title of the Great Khan in Mongolia, this is different.

“Let’s move on. If Japan goes this route, it benefits us. At least they won’t be thinking about entering America.”

“But their distance from America isn’t that far, is it?”

“We shouldn’t underestimate their expansionist ambitions. We need to keep an eye on even the smallest possibility.”

America is capable of going to civil war.

While the war hasn’t started yet, by the time the Second Sino-Japanese War breaks out, America will likely be in a civil war as well.

We should make sure Japan pushes into China as much as possible.

“We need to push Japan into China. Let’s have Ochrana agents in Japan create that atmosphere.”

A lot of Russians have moved to Japan due to domestic issues.

It wouldn’t be hard for Ochrana to imitate those Russian expatriates in Japan.

They just need to create an atmosphere where Japan feels like it should push into China.

“Yes.”

Even if Japan doesn’t advance, the time for the West to choose will come.

We can’t let the West be dragged into the civil war.

If it goes communist, the civil war will escalate, so we need to observe the situation closely, prepare to intervene, and strike when the time is right.

That’s how today’s Duma meeting ended.

While the primary issue was America, the turmoil in the U.S. is a significant problem.

Now, this is settled.

Soon after, good news arrived from Maria.

“Your Majesty, the Romanov Aviation Institute has developed a jet engine.”

“A jet engine?”

“Yes. Additionally, the Hispano company has developed a machine gun.”

“That’s good news.”

A jet engine and a machine gun. At least with the jet engine, we’re ahead of other countries.

In the current dire situation of America, military development is like a much-needed rain after a drought.

We’ll produce fighters with Hispano Suiza’s weapons and engines, and even build jet fighters with the jet engine.

That alone will be quite threatening.

Now, I need to meet with Beria.

“Your Majesty. Finally, I’ve developed the jet engine that will be responsible for Russia’s aviation!”

When I met Beria after a long time, dark circles under his eyes were down to his cheeks.

He must have worked really hard on the engine.

Well, he only designed it and made it, so it’s not like he did all the work.

Still, I can understand that much.

Even though he looks like this, I’m a kind Tsar.

Even with the design, you can’t create it without brains.

So, in this sense, Beria can be seen as a consumable machine that can be used for anything.

“Let’s put that jet engine in a plane.”

“Pardon?”

“What do you mean, pardon? We made the jet engine, so we need to put it in a plane, don’t we?”

If you’ve developed a jet engine, you should build a jet fighter.

Looking at Beria’s clueless face, I’m losing my patience.

When I say something, I expect him to do it without hesitation. Right?

“Ah… I see. Yes.”

Don’t worry. I’m not just giving orders without thinking.

People should be rewarded for the work they do.

There’s always room to make use of someone like Beria.

“If this goes well, I’ll give him control of a defense company. Or maybe a position in the Ministry of Internal Affairs.”

I didn’t give him the jet engine for nothing.

Ochrana has been working hard, right?

Before it starts affecting things, I’m thinking of drawing a line.

“Thank you, Your Majesty!”

What’s there to thank me for? The situation might change later.

Beria is certainly talented, but there’s always something shady about him.

If we look at his actions in history, it’s clear that he’ll eventually become disliked by everyone.

He might end up using my influence for his own dirty work.

For now, I’ll put a leash on him and let him either self-destruct or live comfortably in a good position.

Even though he was a Bolshevik in the past, he’s not now. I’ll show him that mercy.

Before the Second World War, we’ll need to have those jet fighters ready.

But I suspect most of them will be from the previous designs.

“Your Majesty, I know this might be rude, but I have a question. Would that be okay?”

“What is it?”

If you know it’s rude, you should probably not ask. But he speaks well.

“Your Majesty, how is it that you work tirelessly, like a horse running without stopping? Even if Communist Germany were to rise, we couldn’t lose to them at this point.”

Such a rude question.

Beria, of all people—he should just do his job as I’ve ordered.

Well, I suppose I’ll answer him.

I need to convey my deeper intention to Beria so he’ll keep working hard.

“People can’t predict everything. What if, just what if, someone superior to our weapon developers suddenly emerges from Communist Germany and creates weapons that could slaughter us? We must not be complacent.”

It’s not an unreasonable statement.

As I’ve mentioned before, when the Communist revolution in Germany happened, many of the country’s skilled engineers fled or relocated. A genius, hidden in the shadows, might emerge.

This is something I always consider.

In alternate history novels, the protagonist always uses future knowledge to reshape the past and make a huge impact. But I’ve changed so much that it’s impossible.


I’ll pull out every bit of knowledge I have.

“Indeed.”

Beria looks at me with a face of awe.

Don’t give me that “awed” look with that face.

Why does this guy give off such a criminal vibe?



 
  Chapter 168: The Yellow Faction (2)


Empire of Japan, Tokyo

Around this time, in the Empire of Japan, Russian capital was flowing in, and with Japan’s active diplomatic efforts, many Russians were staying in Japan.

Among them, Ochrana, acting on orders from the homeland, promoted Japan as a suitable Asian partner for Russia by leveraging the Russian people living in Japan.

“Oh! The samurai culture of Japan is really cool!”

“Ohh. Is this sushi from Japan? It’s delicious.”

By first showing the Russians’ appreciation for Japanese culture, the Japanese people began to warm up to Russia, thinking that they were being recognized as equals by a successful white nation.

This trend was also heavily influenced by Anastasia’s “My War.”

The Tsar, worshipped as a semi-divine monarch, an almost saint-like figure.

This was a huge point of empathy for the Japanese, who believed in their Emperor, also regarded as a semi-divine figure.

The Japanese, having seemingly buried the memory of the Russo-Japanese War somewhere in the Pacific, now displayed affection for the Russians.

“Your Majesty, the Empress of Russia’s ‘My War’ was also very impressive!”

“Wow. Russian women are truly beautiful.”

“Anachan……”

Anastasia’s “My War” didn’t just create empathy—it also built a fanbase due to the overwhelming beauty of Anastasia’s photo on the cover.

The government also made sure to offer conveniences to Russian diplomats and businessmen living in Japan, fostering goodwill with Russia.

Seeing this shift, Ishiwara Kanji, leader of the Yellow Faction, quietly sought out the Russian ambassador.

“I hope the friendship between the Empire and Russia will remain unchanging in the future. That’s why I came to see you, Ambassador.”

Pouring drinks, he first made sure to flatter.

Then, as a key figure in the Yellow Faction, Ishiwara Kanji aimed to find out Russia’s true intentions through the Russian ambassador.

“Is there a possibility?”

“Well, I wanted to ask what Your Majesty’s thoughts are on Japan taking the lead in managing Asia.”

The World War and the goals of liberating Asia and establishing the Five Racial Harmony were central to Ishiwara Kanji’s thinking. To achieve these goals, he needed to understand Russia’s stance, especially considering the neighboring borders.

“Hm, actually, in our country’s Duma, there is a wish for Japan to take the lead in managing Asia.”

“Really?”

That was very welcome news.

This meant that Russia couldn’t expand its influence in Asia without being cautious.

“As you know, our Tsar is revered as a saint. While we are bound by the Anti-Aircraft Pact with Britain and France, supporting their colonial empires forever is not possible.”

“Ah, that’s true.”

Indeed, the Russian Empress is revered as a saint.

Such a figure could not support a colonial empire.

Although bound by the Anti-Aircraft Pact, Russia could never walk the same path as the British or French, simply because of the Tsar’s presence.

Meanwhile, Japan, during this time, was pretending that its colonies, like Korea and Taiwan, were not colonies but rightful parts of Japanese territory.

Outwardly, Japan treated Koreans as if they were Japanese citizens, even though, in reality, the Japanese still oppressed them.

“We’ve already divided Manchuria. We, being in a position to face the European communists, hope that Japan will take care of the Asian side,” the Russian ambassador spoke, aligning with Ishiwara Kanji’s line of thought.

Russia acknowledged Japan’s role in managing Asia.

Russia viewed Japan as an Asian partner.

Moreover, compared to the Russo-Japanese War, the emotional ties between the two countries had completely reversed.

Of course, there were still those in Russia who, with their “Byzantine revivalist” mentality, wouldn’t care about Japan, having already restored Constantinople.

“I see.”

“Honestly, with France’s current situation, I doubt they can maintain their colonial holdings in Indochina. The same goes for Britain’s India.”

“Is that so?”

This was new information.

It seemed Russia was indeed keeping an eye on the situation in Britain and France.

Of course, being a European country, this made sense, but Ishiwara Kanji mulled over this idea, trying to figure out how it might align with his interests.

“Otherwise, would such an arrogant Britain support Communist Germany and even help rebuild their state?”

“Oh.”

Ishiwara Kanji’s eyes brightened.

Could it be true? Was it really the case that Britain feared Communist Germany? He thought it was just propaganda, but if this was true, could it be possible to liberate French Indochina? Could they even reach British India? That seemed to fit perfectly with the idea of a final war.

If America was already divided, Russia could import resources from there and advance southward.

After his meeting with the Russian ambassador, Ishiwara Kanji went to see Kita Ikki, the leader of the Yellow Faction.

“As expected, Russia is friendly toward Japan.”

“Hm, I’m not sure if this is the right course, though.”

Kita Ikki shook his head and hesitated.

Though he had ousted Araki Sadao and Masaki Jinzaburo to become the head of the Yellow Faction, Kita Ikki wasn’t fully convinced by the current situation.

“Isn’t this the right path if we’re to achieve the Five Racial Harmony? Now, we should receive approval from the Emperor and give all power back to him.”

“Hm.”

Kita Ikki (Kita Terujiro) wore a disinterested expression.

It made sense; Kita Ikki had aligned himself with Ishiwara Kanji, but he was against Japan’s expansion into China.

From the start, Ishiwara Kanji had intended to make the Emperor the true semi-divine ruler, while Kita Ikki saw the Emperor as a tool to advance his ideals. They couldn’t work together on this.

But there was a possibility.

While it was unclear what the Russian Empress was up to, one thing was certain: the Emperor, being human, could still be killed by bullets and bombs.

While the Russian Empress had established the Duma, in the end, she ruled in practice.

Kita Ikki, on the other hand, seemed to use the Emperor as a front, but secretly had plans to manipulate the situation.

He had teamed up with Ishiwara Kanji because both shared an interest in using the Emperor’s image to further their goals.

‘For now, it’s fine.’

If, in the event of a war, the Emperor died, Kita Ikki could use that to create his own world.

But the Yellow Faction first needed to secure power.

* * *

**London, England**

While Churchill was enjoying his time grilling Edward, he couldn’t hide his astonishment one day.

The death of Franklin Roosevelt, KFC, MacArthur’s military government, and Huey Long’s Confederation of America.

Britain had supported the Confederation of America, and this news made Churchill grab the back of his head in disbelief.

The Confederation of America was reportedly a government in cahoots with the KFC, a communist faction in the U.S. Wasn’t it a government of honorary communists?

Of course, Churchill had no issue with Huey Long making a deal with KFC to extinguish the immediate crisis, but the fact that Britain supported this was another matter.

“Why did you, Mr. Prime Minister, decide to support Huey Long’s Confederation of America?”

“Our great British Empire is a democratic country. It is right to support Huey Long’s Confederation of America, a lawful government, instead of MacArthur’s military regime.”

“Ha, why not just honestly admit that you’re supporting the opposite side of whatever Russia supports? You slyly dragged in France too.”

When did the British Empire start caring so much about national interests?

Had France not been dragged in, Britain would have been left out entirely.


And now they were being manipulated by Russia, which Churchill clearly disliked.

“Mr. Churchill, are you a member of the Russian State Duma? Or do you have Russian ancestors?”

“What? What did you say? Then you’re supporting Huey Long, who joined hands with the KFC, an honorary communist, aren’t you?”

Normally, Churchill wouldn’t stoop to such childish behavior, but when a pseudo-communist dared to compare him to a Russian, even Churchill’s blood boiled.

“Mr. Churchill!”

“Instead of just sitting idly by, why don’t we send an army to North America to reclaim our colonies? You’re supporting the Confederation of America? Perhaps it’s time for everyone to just bite their tongues and go kill themselves.”

Even though Churchill had provided gold bars, he didn’t like Russia.

The Russian Empress supported Churchill out of necessity, and Churchill, too, used Russia to his advantage.

But supporting Huey Long’s Confederation, who had teamed up with KFC, was problematic in many ways.

The French probably supported the Confederation because they were worried about a communist revolution or a military uprising, but Britain couldn’t afford to do so.

“Do you really think that’s feasible?”

Of course, it wasn’t.

With the strained situation in their colonies, there was no way Britain could send an army to America.

But at least supporting the Confederation would be more beneficial than supporting those communists.

“Supporting communists is better than this. We could intervene and either restore our colonies or create puppet states in America and regain our lost influence!”

“Supporting Huey Long’s government isn’t something we can do just because Russia says so! We’re barely able to defend our homeland! Stop with the nonsense!”

Churchill shuddered at the weak response from Parliament.

Supporting the Confederation of America, just to oppose Russia, made no sense.

This was something that shouldn’t be allowed.

Only Churchill could make the British Empire great again.

* * *

Russia is busy.

Today, the State Duma is working hard to prepare for the ‘Second Great War,’ building Russia’s national strength.

To prepare for the war, Russia’s development is progressing rapidly.

And, as usual, I’m busy with grading papers.

Perhaps Stalin in the Soviet Union was more relaxed than I am?

No, he was likely busier, purging his political enemies.

Here, I have no interest in power and, since I’m a K-possessor, I don’t care about what the Duma members do.

But I continue to observe external developments.

“Churchill and the Royalist faction are fiercely criticizing Baldwin’s cabinet, which supported the Confederation of America.”

While grading in real-time in the Duma, Boris Sabinkov submitted his report.

“That’s unexpected. Even though we helped, I thought Churchill would support the Confederation of America for national interests.”

Honestly, I thought Churchill would side with the Confederation of America just to make life hard for us.

Surprisingly, only Baldwin’s cabinet supported the Confederation.

“The issue is that in this process, they’ve started talking about reclaiming America’s colonies.”

“Oh. That’s crazy.”

Churchill is talking about occupying America using Britain’s strength.

Well, the idea is ambitious. This is a person who can truly be called an imperialist.

Honestly, when else will America be divided like this?

Moreover, if the West remains neutral, Britain might be able to make a move.

“Your Majesty, how could you say such a thing?”

Ah, I accidentally swore in the Duma.

But seriously, does this make sense?

Even if they control sea power, how can Britain occupy America now?

“Cough, realistically, even if Britain shifts all its resources to focus on North America, it’s still difficult, right?”

I cough awkwardly as I try to explain.

“Yes. What would they do when they’re already struggling with Communist Germany? But at least they’re not supporting the Confederation of America, which is a commendable point.”

Yes, that’s commendable.

Still, it feels a bit awkward. That Churchill fellow. If his ambitions grow and he becomes hostile toward Russia later, it’ll be troublesome.

No, right now there’s no problem.

We should leave them alone until they stabilize their colonies.

“That’s right. Churchill’s Royalist faction seems to be leading the charge?”

“Yes. Churchill’s Royalist faction is actively spreading the news of the government’s failure across Britain, which has caused the cabinet’s support to plummet.”

“The Conservative Party is collapsing. What about France? Their support for Britain was truly unexpected. I’m curious about what’s going on in France.”

The issue is whether France leans toward a Commune.

If they go full Commune, a Franco-German-Italian alliance will form.

Even with all their communism, that would still be a threat.

In that case, we need to prepare for France potentially joining the German alliance.

“Laroque’s Fiery Cross is calling for support of MacArthur, while the Commune side is quiet for now.”

The Fiery Cross is likely fascist.

Is Laroque aligned with French fascism?

But the support for the Confederation now seems more directed at targeting the Commune.

“Hm. So, the French government is supporting the Confederation to suppress the Commune?”

It’s to calm the Commune.

The Confederation of America, which Huey Long tried to ally with KFC, would likely be seen as a favorable option for the French Commune too.

If they’re worried about the Commune, this could be quite dangerous.


Wouldn’t it be great if the Fiery Cross made their move?

Well, it’s fine. What do you expect from someone who got 6 weeks cut like Elang? They should realize that no matter which regime comes in, Russia will be their enemy.

Next, Japan.

What will happen to Japan in the future? It’s a matter of curiosity.

We need to manage Japan’s ambitions carefully.



 
  Chapter 169: Falange Party


“Recently, the Kōdōha faction has been gaining popularity in Japan.”

Reading the latest report from Savinkov, I realized that Japan’s situation had significantly deviated from history.

With Ishiwara Kanji, who had been influenced by Russia, now serving as a key figure in the Kōdōha faction, it was clear that Japan was taking a different path.

In other words, the Kōdōha faction was gaining dominance in Japan.

It was ironic, considering that in the original timeline, the Kōdōha faction failed during the February 26 Incident.

If Ishiwara Kanji had been influenced by Russia, the faction’s ultimate goal might have shifted as well.

The Kōdōha faction was still fundamentally fascist, believing in the divine rule of the Emperor. But how much of that had changed?

“They really are a bunch of fools.”

At this rate, they might start believing I’m some kind of divine being ruling over Russia.

Sure, I’m the Grading Emperor, but their obsession with divine rule was on a whole different level.

That said, one unexpected variable was that Ishiwara Kanji and Kita Ikki were working together to lead the Kōdōha faction.

This was unusual.

In the original timeline, the Kōdōha faction attempted a coup during the February 26 Incident, but Ishiwara Kanji actually opposed them.

Yet in this version of history, the two had seemingly joined forces.

If Ishiwara Kanji aligned with the Kōdōha faction rather than suppressing it, what would happen to the February 26 Incident?

Would Kita Ikki, who didn’t even participate in the original event but was still executed, now actively take part?

At this point, the trajectory of history had veered too far from what I knew.

Since they were already working together, it would make sense for Kita Ikki to fully support the coup this time.

And honestly? I’m looking forward to it.

This version of the Kōdōha faction seemed even more radical than in the original timeline.

So, I had my ambassador in Japan subtly express a positive stance toward the Kōdōha faction.

Even if the Tōseiha faction—Japan’s rival political-military faction—didn’t see Russia as an enemy, we were still better off supporting those who were more favorable toward us.

“Your Majesty, does this mean you intend to support the Kōdōha faction?”

This required careful consideration.

Judging by the current situation in Japan, the Kōdōha faction was clearly in the lead.

If we backed the Tōseiha faction from behind the scenes but the people of Japan overwhelmingly supported the Kōdōha faction, what would be the point?

Might as well push the Kōdōha faction to power and let them run wild.

“Ishiwara Kanji is currently the Chief of Staff of the Kwantung Army, correct?”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

The Chief of Staff of the Kwantung Army—which meant he was directly tied to Mutaguchi Renya, the governor of South Manchuria, whom we had installed.

Historically, Ishiwara Kanji frequently clashed with Tōjō Hideki and was eventually purged.

But now he was working alongside Mutaguchi Renya.

“Then it’s obvious we should support them. Since Ishiwara Kanji and Kita Ikki are both rather eccentric figures, I won’t go as far as sending gold bars like I did for Churchill. But have our Russian citizens in Japan spread the message that the Kōdōha faction’s cause aligns with Russia’s interests.”

Sure, it’s easier to deal with familiar enemies.

But at this point, I might as well set Japan completely ablaze and let them burn.

If we’re prepared for betrayal, Japan doesn’t necessarily have to follow its historical course.

Once the backstab is set up, there’s no need to force history to repeat itself.

“Understood, Your Majesty.”

With Japan handled, the next priority was the United States.

The State Duma could keep focusing on internal affairs while I personally handled this situation.

“And what about the United States?”

The looming American Civil War was a storm waiting to break.

Both factions were preparing for battle, and the fate of the country hung in the balance.

If Douglas MacArthur emerged victorious, Russia would gain unrivaled influence in the United States.

With Britain and France supporting Huey Long’s Confederate States of America, MacArthur was isolated.

While Britain and France’s ability to send aid was limited, we were prepared to send troops if necessary.

That alone would make a huge difference.

“KFC is quiet for now, but the MacArthur military government remains isolated.”

“Well, of course. The British puppet state, Canada, is supporting Huey Long’s faction.”

MacArthur was surrounded on all sides.

Even if he performed well, the British and French backing Huey Long made things difficult.

Their support might be limited, but it was still an issue.

If Britain and France sent direct military assistance, the Communist Germany would celebrate—which meant they probably wouldn’t commit large forces.

“Maybe we should let Patton request our help. That would give us a legitimate reason to intervene. Though it might still take a few more years before we can act.”

Military intervention in the U.S. Civil War was the biggest issue.

If it came to that, we could use Patton.

Patton despised communists and would gladly accept Russian assistance in defeating them.

“We’ll make sure to create the right justification before the war begins.”

“Good. Now, how is the ‘Chicken Revolution’ narrative coming along?”

This was something I was very curious about.

If executed properly, we could go down in history as the ones who turned Leon Trotsky into a lunatic obsessed with fried chicken.

Imagine if Trotsky started a revolution not for workers’ rights, but for universal access to fried chicken.

If he got angry and took the bait, we could later rewrite history to say:

“Trotsky’s grand vision was to force every citizen to eat fried chicken daily.”

“We’ve successfully spread the rumor in MacArthur and Huey Long’s territories that KFC’s leader, Leon, believes in replacing bread with chicken and mandating fried chicken consumption once per day.”

“Perfect. If anyone could go insane over this, it’s Trotsky.”

If this worked, Huey Long would want nothing to do with Trotsky.

And once we leaked details about the Tuskegee syphilis experiments, KFC would be forced to fight either the Confederate government or MacArthur’s forces.

This would ensure a three-way war.

With the U.S. handled, next was the Spanish Civil War.

Though it was less important than America’s civil conflict, Spain still mattered.

If the Republicans or Communists won, we could support Franco and the Falange to establish a government-in-exile.

“Let’s establish contact with Spain.”

“Spain?”

“Yes. Reach out to Francisco Franco and José Antonio Primo de Rivera.”


“Understood.”

Spain was also a crucial piece on the global chessboard.

Even though the Falange and Nationalists weren’t exactly the same, in the end, Franco’s regime became a Falangist state.

If the Spanish Civil War coincided with the American Civil War, Spain might not receive our full attention.


Still, we needed to make our presence known.



 
  Chapter 170: The Third America


Kentucky, United States

At this moment in Kentucky, Leon Trotsky was trembling with rage, clutching a newspaper in both hands.

“This is madness! Are they seriously trying to turn the Fourth International into nothing more than a group obsessed with frying chicken?”

The article in the paper was utterly ridiculous. The headline read:

“The Truth About KFC”

And the contents were even more absurd:

“KFC’s leader, Leon, is a madman trying to turn the United States into a chicken-based economy. His campaign promises include a mandatory ‘one chicken per person per day’ policy, which has received strong support from the Black community.”

Trotsky’s face turned red, like an overripe apple.

KFC is not a communist movement but a deranged group aiming for a ‘chicken revolution.’

According to the article, Trotsky was now known as a lunatic obsessed with ensuring that every citizen raised chickens and ate fried chicken daily.

To make matters worse, a rumor had spread that KFC stood for Kentucky Fried Chicken.

The idea that America’s version of the Bolsheviks had devolved into nothing more than a fried chicken enterprise was spreading across the continent.

“Comrade, what should we do?”

“If this rumor keeps spreading, fewer people will want to join us. The solution is clear.”

Even if they didn’t immediately go to war, they had to establish a government.

Otherwise, KFC would forever be known as nothing more than a chicken-obsessed cult.

Trotsky angrily tore up the newspaper, slamming his fist onto the table.

“We must establish a government.”

The time had come.

“Surely, we’re not actually going to name it the ‘Kentucky Fried Chicken Federation’?”

At Kulik’s idiotic remark, veins bulged on Trotsky’s forehead.

Did this imbecile truly believe KFC stood for that all this time?

If only more Bolsheviks had escaped to America instead of being crushed by that imperialist witch, the Tsarina, he could have exiled Kulik on the spot.

“Kulik, you fool. KFC does not stand for Kentucky Fried Chicken! It’s the Fourth International!”

“O-oh! Yes, of course! Just a joke, Comrade. Then, what shall we name it?”

The name was obvious.

“The American Communist Federation.”

And with that, Trotsky made his decision.

This meant that, inevitably, they would have to participate in the civil war. And without access to the sea, receiving external support would be difficult.

But was revolution ever meant to be easy?

By taking action, the American people would come to follow him.

Thus, the American Communist Federation was born in the heart of North America.

Of course, neither MacArthur nor Huey Long could recognize a communist government.

To them, KFC remained nothing more than a fried chicken business.



Meanwhile, in Russia, new industries were booming.

Among them, food-related businesses were particularly successful.

One of the most popular? Ice cream.

“This mint chocolate flavor is really good.”

Mint chocolate ice cream—a timeless delight.

Back in Korea, people either loved it or hated it, often judging those who enjoyed it.

And in the post-nuclear wasteland of my past life, it was a delicacy long forgotten.

But surprisingly, mint chocolate had existed for quite a long time. While it wasn’t exactly the same as modern versions, it was still delicious.

And in America, the undisputed leader of the world, mint chocolate ice cream was consistently ranked among the top five flavors.

It was a shame Koreans didn’t appreciate it more.

“Hmm, I don’t quite understand the appeal…”

“You’ll grow to love it the more you eat it.”

Maria, too, seemed indifferent to the taste.

How unfortunate.

Wait. I just had a great idea.

When Korea gains independence, an influx of foreign foods will inevitably follow.

Given that the Korean Provisional Government had already been established in Russia, Russian cuisine would spread, along with influences from Manchuria and Jewish communities.

So why not introduce mint chocolate as well?

It was important to establish traditions early on.

If mint chocolate was promoted from the very start, modern Korea would never develop its irrational hatred of the flavor.

This isn’t just about personal preference—it’s about shaping the future.

Sure, I originally had this flavor developed for my own enjoyment, but the bigger picture was clear.

With my influence, a brighter future awaited all mint chocolate lovers.



“Regardless, the ice cream industry seems to be thriving.”

“As expected. After all, I started it.”

Not directly, of course.

The real breakthrough came from acquiring American ice cream factories.

And the public reception had been overwhelmingly positive.

Though the variety was still somewhat limited, it was more than enough for now.

“Now, I wonder how things are progressing in America.”

“I suspect we’ll hear news soon, Your Majesty.”

“America is the game-changer. We cannot allow it to fall to communism.”

A communist America would be a disaster.

If the United States aligned with Communist Germany, the consequences would be catastrophic.

The idea of KFC unifying America is simply unacceptable.

Perhaps it was time to leak information about the Tuskegee experiments?

A few days later, I received a report from the United States.

“Your Majesty, the American Communist Federation has been established in the Midwest.”

I had been sitting in the Duma, absentmindedly spinning a pen, when the Minister of Internal Affairs delivered the news.

The Midwest. The American Communist Federation.

There was no doubt in my mind—this was Trotsky’s doing.

Looking at the map, KFC had expanded beyond Kentucky and into the central United States.

MacArthur’s territory was shrinking.

If not for KFC, this would be manageable.

Then again, without KFC, MacArthur wouldn’t have even needed to rebel.


“So, this is KFC’s work, correct?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. Leon Trotsky has declared the establishment of the American Communist Federation. However, both Huey Long and MacArthur refuse to recognize its legitimacy.”

The American Communist Federation.

What a convoluted and ridiculous name.

Of course, neither Huey Long nor MacArthur would acknowledge it—how could they?

They barely recognized each other as legitimate governments, let alone the communist movement that sparked the entire mess.

It seems Trotsky finally snapped because of our ‘Chicken Revolution’ campaign.

How unfortunate.

But really, what could he do?

The dice had been cast. The arrow had left the bow.

“Hmm… So Trotsky finally lost it over the Chicken Revolution?”

He had become the most passionate advocate for our Chicken Revolution.

If this had happened in modern Korea, I would have stood up and given him a round of applause.

One chicken per day for every citizen—what Korean could say no to that?

Of course, if Trotsky ever heard me say this, he’d grab a rifle and march straight to Moscow.

But regardless, the plan had succeeded.

The American Communist Federation had formed as expected.

This confirmed that the American Civil War would now be a three-way conflict.

At this rate, World War II might begin in the United States rather than Europe.

No, that was unlikely.

Germany wouldn’t pass up the opportunity to strike while Britain and France were distracted by Huey Long.

With their forces divided between their colonies and supporting the Confederates, the moment would be ripe for an invasion.

Those bastards were unpredictable, so it was best to prepare for every possibility.



“Your Majesty, Britain has expressed concerns over potential Russian military intervention in the United States.”

“Oh? And what exactly do they plan to do about it?”


They could be concerned all they wanted, but what could they actually do?

Their army was weak, their navy was stretched thin, and they could barely manage their own colonies.

Let them complain all they want.

The American Civil War had officially begun.

And now, the real game could begin.



 
  Chapter 171: MacArthur’s Courtship


Moscow, Russian Empire

As I reviewed recent legislation, my eyes caught a newly passed law—an animal protection act.

“Hmm… Let’s see. Article 1, Section 1: It is prohibited to abuse or mistreat animals. Section 2…”

As I read further, I realized it was identical to Nazi Germany’s animal protection laws.

Say what you will about the Nazis, but their animal welfare laws were worth referencing.

With that settled, I moved on to the next file—the alarming rise of tobacco consumption in Russia.

It seemed that smoking was becoming an issue, with too many smokers popping up across the empire.

Wait a minute… Didn’t Hitler also launch an anti-smoking campaign?

He cracked down on smoking, raising cigarette taxes, banning smoking in public places, and restricting tobacco advertising.

I looked up at my ministers.

“Has Hitler already started his anti-smoking campaign?”

The Prime Minister looked through some documents before shaking his head.

“Not yet, Your Majesty. If he is planning such laws, they haven’t been announced yet.”

So, Hitler hadn’t begun his war on smoking yet.

In real history, he started enforcing stricter anti-smoking policies by the late 1930s.

Why don’t we beat him to it?

I glanced at another report.

“How bad is smoking in Russia?”

“It has increased significantly, especially among women since the civil war.”

That caught my attention.

“Why?”

A long silence filled the room before someone hesitantly answered.

“Well… Your Majesty smokes, so many women began imitating you.”

…

What.

That’s why?!

I was speechless.

Yes, Anastasia Romanov was a heavy smoker—but I didn’t expect people to copy that!

I, as a Kang Bing-ija (Korean Reincarnator), had a high resistance to nicotine. But ordinary people? Not so much.

And if pregnant women started smoking because of me? That was a problem.

Fine. If I was indirectly responsible, then I needed to take responsibility.

“Alright. We’re implementing an anti-smoking campaign.”

“…Pardon?”

My ministers looked at me like I’d gone insane.

Oh. Right. I smoke.

Well, they had a point.

“Look, I know I smoke, but that doesn’t mean I can’t take action. I won’t outright ban smoking, but we’ll raise cigarette taxes and prohibit smoking in public places. Also, we need educational campaigns to warn about smoking’s effects on pregnancy.”

In this era, people had no idea how harmful smoking was.

Did Tsar Nicholas II realize that smoking with his children was harmful? Doubtful.

“Understood, Your Majesty.”

Despite their confusion, my ministers took note of my orders.

Thanks, Hitler. You actually gave me a good policy idea.



Washington, D.C., United States

In the White House—now headquarters of the U.S. military government—Douglas MacArthur slammed his fist onto his desk.

“Goddamn it! The British are supporting KFC?!”

“Sir, we have no definitive proof yet… But the circumstances strongly suggest it.”

MacArthur gritted his teeth.

“Of course, those damned Brits would do this. They’re already backing that pseudo-communist Huey Long. It makes perfect sense they’d also support those chicken-obsessed commies!”

MacArthur was an unyielding anti-communist.

To him, the Bolsheviks, the Communist Germans, and the growing French Communes were all enemies of civilization.

As far as he was concerned, communism was the greatest evil in the world.

And now, Britain and France were supporting both Huey Long and KFC.

“The rumors may be exaggerated, sir. But the fact remains—we’re completely isolated. We need a strategy.”

MacArthur took a deep breath.

“Yeah. We’re surrounded. North of us, there’s Canada—basically a British colony. To the west? Chicken-crazed commies. And to the south? Another bunch of commie sympathizers.”

“Fortunately, Russia has recognized us as the legitimate U.S. government. They were the first to do so, and Tsarina Anastasia herself expressed support for us.”

“As they should. We helped Russia survive—they owe us.”

MacArthur glanced at the intelligence report.

“And they’ve also been sending us intelligence on the West Coast, huh?”

“Yes, sir. The West is officially neutral… but some governors have expressed sympathy for KFC.”

MacArthur clenched his jaw.

“Filthy commies. Every single one of them should be purged.”

This civil war needed to end quickly.

He turned to Eisenhower.

“What about Russian military support?”

“Sir, Russia has one of our best officers—Colonel George S. Patton. He’s currently serving as a special military advisor there. During their civil war, he was a key strategist in their mobile warfare.”

MacArthur nodded.

“Patton, huh? Damn fine officer. Maybe we should promote him to Brigadier General and have him lead our armored forces.”

MacArthur knew his military government was at a disadvantage.

Surrounded on all sides, with Britain and France actively interfering, he needed serious help.

And Russia was the best option.

“We can’t afford to lose. If we do, America will be overrun by communists.”

Then, an idea struck him.

“What if we propose a Mutual Defense Treaty with Russia?”

“A military alliance, sir?”

“Yes. If either of us is attacked, the other must intervene. A formal agreement.”

“I’ll present it to the military council, sir.”

“Do it. If we don’t, we’re handing our country to the commies. Just like how Russia was split into White Russia and Red Russia, we’re now divided into White America and Red America. We need to act fast.”

Eisenhower saluted and left the room.

MacArthur gazed out the window.

Under the clear blue sky, Americans were about to kill each other.


If Russia was willing to help, so be it.

But rather than begging for aid, it was better to negotiate from a position of strength.



Moscow, Russian Empire

I read the latest intelligence reports and grinned.

“MacArthur is asking for a Mutual Defense Treaty?”

This was unexpected.

We had planned to gradually increase support, but now he was directly requesting a military alliance.

This was huge.

I glanced at my advisors.

“Should we accept?”

“If we do, we gain enormous leverage over America’s future. But it could also provoke Britain and Germany.”

I tapped my fingers against the desk.

“…We’ll accept.”

MacArthur had finally come crawling.

With this treaty, Russia would have a permanent foothold in North America.


And if Japan ever made a move?

We’d crush them together.

“Inform MacArthur. The Russian Empire accepts his proposal.”

America was falling apart.

And I, Anastasia Romanov, was here to pick up the pieces.



 
  Chapter 172: The Anastasia Defensive Line




So this is how we should approach it.

Twisting a strand of my hair around my finger, I spoke.

“Let’s provide military aid and work actively to stop the spread of communism. That should be our official stance.”

“Wouldn’t it be better to explicitly mention military intervention?”

“That would make our intentions too obvious. MacArthur might grow wary of us. We can add that we’ll aggressively suppress Bolsheviks wherever they appear, but we also need to set the stage for reclaiming Alaska.”

If we openly declare, ‘We’re preparing to send troops and fully support MacArthur,’ it would raise too many suspicions.

Instead, something like, ‘We’re ready to assist MacArthur in various ways to combat communism,’ sounds more diplomatic.

That approach keeps things clean while making it easier to extract Alaska from them.

Declaring outright intervention might put MacArthur on edge.



Russian Empire, Moscow

The next report concerned Japanese exchange students.

“This says Japan wants to send students to study in Russia?”

“Yes. With growing pro-Russian sentiment, the Japanese government proposed it.”

“Not a bad idea. Accept them, as long as we’re not the ones sending students over there.”

I had no issue with Japanese students coming here.

But sending Russian students to Japan? That was another story.

The Japanese mainland could very well become a battlefield. No point in needlessly putting our own people in harm’s way.

The next report was even more interesting.

“A pro-Russian faction has emerged within Japan.”

“Isn’t the Kōdō-ha already a pro-Russian faction?”

Apparently, a separate pro-Russian group had formed.

That meant some elements in Japan saw Russia as a means to an end.

They must believe Russia would support them in some way.

Which also meant they were setting themselves up for disappointment.

But the real shocker came next.

“A group of young Japanese people have formed an organization dedicated to worshiping Your Majesty. They call themselves ‘Anadan.'”

I froze.

“…What?”

My hands trembled slightly, my head buzzing.

Was this real life?

Sure, history had seen plenty of fanatical devotion to rulers. But this?

“Wait. ‘Anadan’… Is that from my name, Anastasia?”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

So they were basically my fan club.

A fan club.

In Japan.

Of all places.

I mean, I know fan clubs existed in this era, but… Japan? A country where only the emperor was supposed to be worshiped?

“Some even refer to you as ‘Ana-chan,’ though I find it inappropriate to repeat such vulgarity.”

I wanted to die.

It felt like my soul left my body.

I had been reborn into a world where I was a literal living god for some people.

And now, Japan—of all places—was forming an idol culture around me?

Was this the birth of otaku culture in an alternate timeline?

I sighed.

But then again…

Did it even matter?

If anything, this would only serve to destabilize Japan.

Their own people worshiping me instead of the Emperor? That was bound to cause internal friction.

Maybe the student exchange program was part of this.

If Japan was sending students here because of this growing trend, all the better for us.

Let them come. Let them drink the Russian Kool-Aid.

“The more they fight amongst themselves, the better for us,” I said. “If the Anadan movement grows, it’ll only weaken Japan from within.”

“Understood. We’ll leave them be.”

I paused.

Wait.

Would it really be wise to ignore them?

From a modern perspective, Anadan seemed like just another eccentric fan club.

But in this era, this was something far more significant.

A group openly worshiping a foreign monarch in Japan?

This had real political implications.

“Actually, wait. I just thought of something.”

“Yes, Your Majesty?”

“Support them. Secretly.”

The room fell silent.

“You’re serious?”

“Of course. This isn’t just a fan club. This is a pro-Russian political faction forming in Japan.”

As long as Japan’s ruling factions remained hostile, we needed internal allies.

The Anadan movement could serve as a check against Japan’s aggression.

And if Japan ever did attack us?

The Anadan could be our Trojan horse.

“But what if this organization is meaningless in the long run?”

“That doesn’t matter. Even if all they do is cause political headaches for Japan, they’re useful.”

And if we encouraged pro-Russian sentiment through student exchanges?

Even better.

“A good number of Japanese students studying in Russia will return as pro-Russians. If they gain influence back home, it works in our favor.”

“I see… Then we’ll assess their influence and provide discreet support where necessary.”

Yes. That was the way to go.

Encourage their growth, but never let it trace back to us.

If Japan wanted to pretend it was a monolithic empire, we would make sure they had cracks from within.



Elsewhere in Japan


“The Anadan should be dismantled immediately,” a high-ranking officer insisted.

“We can’t allow this cult to exist! Worshiping a foreign ruler over the Emperor? It’s treasonous!”

But the problem was, they couldn’t stop it.

Too many young people were already enthralled.

Russia’s rapid modernization, its strength, and its charismatic Tsarina had captured their imaginations.

Some saw her as a divine ruler. Others saw her as a brilliant strategist.

Some… just liked the way she looked.

But no matter the reason, the Anadan movement was growing.

And Tokyo was getting nervous.



Moscow, Russian Empire

I turned my attention to another matter.

“Kita Ikki. Have we investigated his ideology?”

“He preaches that the Emperor should lead a new Restoration to revitalize Japan.”

A Shōwa Restoration.

Kita Ikki was an odd figure.

He wanted a radical change to Japan, but unlike traditional monarchists, he wanted to use the Emperor rather than obey him.

It was a bizarre mix of authoritarianism and populism.

And it was very dangerous.

“So… Kita Ikki wants to wield the Emperor as a figurehead while ruling from the shadows?”

“Essentially, yes.”

I tapped my fingers on the table.

That meant Japan’s future could go in a radically different direction.

But how would the Anadan factor into this?

If the Anadan gained influence, could they counter Kita Ikki’s rise?

Or could they at least split the military’s loyalties?

If Japan ever started looking our way with hostile intentions, this would be our insurance policy.

I smirked.

“Good. Let’s keep an eye on them.”

“Understood.”

With Japan handled, it was time to shift focus.

“The Spanish Civil War is inevitable. We should prepare.”

“Shall we support the Falange?”

“Not immediately. We’ll support the Republican government first—”, just like the Soviets did in real history.

“…Why?”

“Because we’ll take as much gold from them as possible before betraying them.”

It was a classic Soviet move.

Drain the Republicans dry, then flip to Franco’s side.

“Understood, Your Majesty.”

“Also, what about Austria?”

“They’ve begun fortifying Sudetenland.”

“Interesting.”

Hitler preparing a defensive line…

That was unexpected.


But logical.

I nodded.

“Good. Let’s do the same in Russia. We’ll build a defensive line of our own.”

If Austria was fortifying, so should we.

We’d make sure that when war came, Russia would be ready.



 
  Chapter 173: The Anastasia Defensive Line (2)




I snapped my fingers as a good idea came to me.

“How about we fortify our borders?”

“But we already have Poland. Do we really need to?”

Tsk. The Duma is thinking too narrowly.

This situation calls for a broader perspective.

“We have to be prepared for all possibilities. What if Poland falls to Communist Germany?”

This had been discussed before.

“Her Majesty is right. We can’t put our full trust in Poland. In fact, the military has already been pushing for fortifications.”

“Wouldn’t Poland object?”

“What can they do about it? They already dislike having Russian troops stationed in Poland. Let’s get started on the fortifications.”

Poland wouldn’t be an issue.

After all, we’re not withholding military aid or breaking any agreements.

This is strictly a defensive measure.

“If they protest, the Foreign Ministry will handle it.”

“Good. We should build the line from the Baltics all the way to Poland.”

“The Baltics as well?”

“Yes. The Baltic states broke away from Russia, and they don’t want Russian influence. So we’ll fortify the border between them and Poland.”

If the Baltics or Poland complained, we’d simply say it was for defensive purposes.

The Baltics, being part of the Anti-Communist Pact, wouldn’t have much room to argue.

And Poland? They already signed an agreement allowing Russian forces to be stationed there.

They wouldn’t like it, but they wouldn’t have a choice.



“Your Majesty, a project of this scale might not be completed in time for the Great War.”

“I know. This is more of a strategic maneuver. Poland and the Baltics will feel pressured, knowing that Russia doesn’t intend to extend direct military support during a war. Even though Poland is functionally our puppet, it remains a pro-British state at heart.”

The goal was simple:

We needed to pull them out of Britain’s orbit.

“This will make them realize that Britain is unreliable while Russia is focusing on self-defense.”

The Duma members nodded.

They had all lived through the Russian Civil War and understood the power of strategic positioning.

“If Poland might reconsider its stance, what about the Baltics?”

“They’ll cling to us for protection.”

That was inevitable.

The Baltics weren’t strong enough to defend themselves.

If Communist Germany decided to invade, they wouldn’t last long.

At that point, they’d have no choice but to turn to Russia.

“However, it’s not necessary for the Baltics to fully align with us.”

The real target here was Communist Germany.

If Germany saw a fully fortified Russian border, they would rush to strike before the defenses were completed.

Russia was already hard to invade.

A defensive line would make it nearly impossible.

And that would force Germany into a preemptive attack.

“Communist Germany will move before the fortifications are finished.”

That was the plan.

They would be provoked into war on our terms, not theirs.

“We’ll strike before they become too powerful. A good strategy,” said Mikhail Drozdovsky, clapping his hands.

“But what if they attack too soon?”

“That’s why we set the pace. If they intend to launch a final war, they’ll take their time preparing. They’ll try to influence the other great powers and fully rearm before making a move.”

This was insurance.

If war was going to happen anyway, we needed to control the timing.

Spain and the American Civil War would break out first.

Germany would need time to arm itself further.

In the meantime, we would continue developing new weapons—fighter jets, mechanized divisions, and more.

“This forces them to act before they’re fully ready.”

The original Stalin Line had been rushed and ineffective.

This time, we would prepare properly.

And by doing so, we would make Germany panic.



Poland reacted exactly as expected.

“Why is Russia fortifying its entire border?”

“Are they preparing for war with us?”

Of course, we had no such intentions.

If we had, we would have already massed troops at their border.

But Poland, still wary from its past conflicts with Russia, couldn’t help but feel uneasy.

“Our concern is Communist Germany,” the Russian diplomats assured them.

“We are simply ensuring our borders are secure in case of war. We remain committed to the Anti-Communist Pact and will continue aiding the modernization of the Polish Army.”

Poland wasn’t convinced.

“We don’t want Russian forces stationed in Poland,” they insisted.

“Fine. But if that’s the case, don’t expect us to extend our fortifications to the Polish-German border,” we replied.

That shut them up.

They knew full well that a fortified Polish-German border would be a huge advantage for them.

Still, they couldn’t bring themselves to openly accept Russian military presence.

And so, the matter was left in a delicate balance.

But the Baltics were another story.

Unlike Poland, they had only recently gained independence.

“Is Russia planning to invade us?”

“Fortifications are for defense, not offense,” Russian Foreign Minister Vasily Kharlamov scoffed.

“Then are you saying we’re going to invade Russia?”

“Of course not. But if Communist Germany attacks you, do you really think they’ll stop at your borders?”

That shut them up.

“Wait… does this mean that if Germany invades us, Russia won’t intervene?”

“That depends. If we sent troops in, wouldn’t that be a violation of your sovereignty?”


The Baltic diplomats were speechless.

“Don’t worry. We’ll still provide material aid. But as sovereign nations, you’ll need to defend yourselves. After all, Britain is on your side, isn’t it?”

It was a perfect trap.

Russia was saying, “If you want protection, you’ll have to choose: Britain or us.”

If Britain failed to support them, they’d have no choice but to turn to Russia.

The Baltic states had relied on British guarantees for their independence.

But now, they were starting to realize that those guarantees might be worthless.

This put them in an impossible position.

Some began to consider shifting alliances.

Others stubbornly clung to their ties with Britain, even as fear grew in their hearts.



“Russia is fortifying its entire border.”

Karl Liebknecht, leader of Communist Germany, listened to the reports.

“So, they’re abandoning Poland and the Baltics?”

It certainly looked that way.

Russia’s defensive line seemed to say, ‘We’ll defend our own land. You’re on your own.’

Germany had long dreamed of expanding eastward.

And now, that dream was within reach.

“If we secure Poland and the Baltics, we can take East Prussia, unite Germany, and prepare for war against Russia.”


The bait had been taken.

Russia’s strategy was working.

Germany was now racing to strike before Russia completed its defenses.

And when they did…

Russia would be ready.



 
  Chapter 174: Spanish Civil War


Karl Liebknecht, momentarily lost in his dreams of revolution, shook his head.

Attacking before Russia completed its defensive lines would certainly be ideal, but it wasn’t feasible.

“Comrade, Austria is also fortifying the Sudetenland. Shouldn’t we strike before their fortifications are finished?”

“If those fortifications are completed, it will become significantly more difficult for us.”

Liebknecht narrowed his eyes as he looked at the map of Europe, focusing on the border between Austria and Germany.

Yes, Austria would have to be dealt with as well.

If Czechoslovakia had simply held onto the Sudetenland independently, he could have used the presence of ethnic Germans as a pretext for intervention.

Should they start the war now?

It was a difficult question.

“The communes within France are also preparing to rise up. There won’t be a two-front war.”

“Hmm.”

Could Russia really fortify its vast borders?

If they truly intended to do so, it would be best to strike before those defenses were completed.

But wasn’t this too obvious?

As if that damned witch of Moscow was deliberately laying a trap for them.

“Comrade, we must ignite the flames of revolution!”

Yes, they needed to act before Russia’s defenses were complete.

Revolutionary war was inevitable.

But Germany wasn’t quite ready yet.

Even if Russia’s defenses were strengthened, a coalition of Europe’s strongest land powers—France, Italy, and Germany—would still be formidable.

Now was not the time to act.

Liebknecht, convinced of this, shook his head.

“No, no. We need to wait. We’re still too weak for a global revolution.”

“But our enemies are just as weak as we are.”

That was true, but Germany’s People’s Army was still at a disadvantage.

The biggest problem was armaments.

“Give it a few more years. We still don’t have enough weapons.”

Rearmament was far from complete.

If they rushed into war, tricked by Russia’s provocations, they would lose everything.

At the very least, they needed to arm themselves properly and spread the seeds of revolution across the colonies before making their move.

Liebknecht was thinking of 1940 as the right time to act.

However, within the German Communist Party, there were those who viewed Liebknecht’s caution with growing frustration.

If not now, then when?

“Comrade, letting this opportunity slip away—”

“Fine. We may not be able to attack Russia directly yet, but we must expand our influence. We will start by inciting a communist revolution in Denmark.”

Denmark had refused to join the Anti-Communist Pact out of fear of provoking Germany.

That was an advantage.

If Denmark fell, it would serve as a foothold to push further into Northern Europe.

Even without naval superiority, they could use this to pressure the Baltic and Finland.

If Russia was preparing a defensive line, Germany would respond by expanding communism into Northern Europe.

However, not everyone was satisfied with Liebknecht’s hesitance.

“Hmph. Our General Secretary is far too weak.”

Joseph Goebbels scowled in frustration.

In this timeline, Goebbels had climbed to a high position within the Communist Party, having even ousted Rosa Luxemburg from power.

Originally, he had been one of Hitler’s closest aides, delivering fiery speeches about total war and serving as Chancellor in the final days of Nazi Germany.

Now, in this alternate Germany, he was a close adviser to Liebknecht.

But he was losing faith in him.

“Fine. If the revolution won’t happen under Liebknecht’s leadership, I will make it happen myself.”

Liebknecht was weak.

At a time when Germany needed to march forward boldly, he hesitated.

Where was the firebrand revolutionary who had once filled Germany with the fervor of revolution?

In just a few short years, he had become a leader who feared the imperialist powers.

Meanwhile, Churchill was waiting for his chance in Britain.

Austria had Hitler.

Italy had Mussolini.

And in Moscow, the most dangerous imperialist leader of them all reigned.

If Germany was to have any chance of survival, it needed a strong leader.

And why shouldn’t that leader be Goebbels?

‘There are many discontented officers among the People’s Army, especially the former Junker officers…’

With that in mind, Goebbels began to make his moves, secretly reaching out to the German military.



Meanwhile, in Spain, tensions boiled over.

The most significant development was the rapid growth of the Communist Party.

Even in the original timeline, the Spanish Communist Party had gained strength during the civil war.

But this time, thanks to covert support from Communist Italy, its influence had expanded even further.

At the same time, another faction had also grown stronger.

“With Russia’s support, we have nothing to fear.”

José Antonio Primo de Rivera was consolidating his power, backed by the gold Russia had provided.

With that wealth, he had rapidly expanded the Falange Party, Spain’s right-wing nationalist movement.

In the original timeline, the Falange had struggled to gain popularity.

Now, with financial backing and the growing communist threat, its ranks had swelled dramatically.

Primo de Rivera had also made a secret pact with Francisco Franco.

“General Franco, I am content to remain in politics. I ask that you become the Caudillo of Spain.”

“Hmm.”

Franco had long envisioned ruling Spain himself.

Initially, he had seen Primo de Rivera as a rival to be eliminated.

But now, with Russia’s backing, things had changed.

Franco had also received secret support from Russian intelligence.

It was clear that the Tsarina wanted Primo de Rivera to lead the government while Franco commanded the military.

With the Carlists already absorbed into the Falange, the decision was easy.


“Very well. The Falange is your party. I will secure the military, and you will form the new government.”

“If that is your wish, General, then I will abide by it.”

The Falange had grown rapidly.

At this stage, it would be risky for Franco to try and take direct control.

And aligning with the communists or the Republican government was out of the question.

So he settled for having Primo de Rivera as the figurehead while he held the real power as Caudillo.

Then, on July 17, 1935, just two months after Franco became Chief of Staff—

“The Italian Communist Party will support you with our Red Army. Rise up now!”

“We will provide aid as well!”

With support from Communist Italy and Germany, the Spanish Communist Party and leftist factions launched a coup under the banner of the Popular Front.

And they weren’t the only ones prepared for war.

“We’ve been ready for this.”

Primo de Rivera and Franco had anticipated the uprising.

Seizing the pretext of crushing communism, they raised their forces in rebellion.

The Spanish Civil War had begun—one year earlier than in the original timeline.

The reason was simple.

With stronger backing from Germany and Italy, the Spanish Communist Party had grown too ambitious.

Meanwhile, the Falange, flush with Russian gold, had expanded its influence faster than expected.

Fearing they would lose in upcoming elections, the communists chose to strike first.

But the Falange had been preparing all along.

When the communists seized Madrid, Franco immediately called in his elite Moroccan troops and consolidated his forces.

Meanwhile, Russia played a double game.

Officially, it offered to sell weapons to the Spanish Republic.

“Would you really sell arms to us?”


“Of course. As long as you can pay, we’ll sell to anyone.”

“We have gold! We’ll pay in full!”

With Spanish gold, Russia was happy to supply weapons—

Only to turn around and deliver them straight to the Falange.

Thus, Spain descended into civil war, setting the stage for a proxy battle between the great powers.



 
  Chapter 175: Power Struggle


Seeing how both Britain and France were bogged down with their colonies, it seemed that Communist Germany had done an excellent job of laying the groundwork.

Didn’t Britain send a volunteer force to support the Nationalists in the Spanish Civil War in the original timeline? The fact that they weren’t doing so now meant they were tied up elsewhere.

That meant we needed to step in.

The Falange Party was playing the role of the historical Nationalists, and while they had a strong position, it was still crucial for us to solidify our influence and ensure their victory.

“We should send our own volunteers. Let’s deploy an air corps and an armored division. How many troops has Communist Germany actually sent?”

“Judging by the number of German transport ships passing through Italy to Spain, we estimate at least 10,000 troops.”

Of course.

Those bastards never play fair.

If they reported 10,000, it probably meant much more had already arrived.

Fine. If that’s how they want to play, then we’ll double down.

“Announce that we’re sending 20,000 volunteers, but in reality, we’ll deploy 50,000. We can also use this as an opportunity to test our new weaponry. Baron Wrangel, is everything ready?”

50,000 should be more than enough.

Especially if they were equipped with the latest Russian weaponry—the White Army wouldn’t lose to Communist Germany’s so-called ‘People’s Army.’

Of course, Germany had strengthened itself significantly, but that alone wasn’t enough to tip the scales.

“Our forces will include infantry fighting vehicles, T-34 tanks, and IL-2 attack aircraft, along with STB bombers to engage the German volunteers.”

Hold up.

T-34s and IL-2s?

Did I just hear that correctly?

T-34s and Il-2s… in this timeline?

“Wait… T-34s and IL-2s? Are you serious?”

It felt surreal.

Were they really sending those legendary war machines?

“Officially, the tank is still called the A-34, but since it would be disrespectful to use Your Majesty’s name, we simply took the T from the T-project designation.”

“Hmm. I like it. Is it the latest model?”

What a strange twist of fate.

The T-34 was already entering service, despite the historical timeline being vastly different.

But was it actually as good as the original T-34?

I needed to find out.

Perhaps, in this world, it was even better.

“I trust that our tanks are superior to the competition?”

“Of course. They are significantly ahead of anything the other great powers currently possess.”

Perfect.

It meant that Russia had finally surpassed the other nations militarily.

While Britain and France had been wasting time, we had leapfrogged ahead.

Now we had a chance to seize control of the war’s momentum.

This would be useful not just in Spain but also in America’s civil war when the time came.

“Good. Deploy them and use this as a live test. The Falange Party is currently in a dominant position, correct?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. They hold the advantage in both territory and military strength.”

That was reassuring, but we still couldn’t afford to be complacent.

If José Antonio or Franco let their guard down, things could go south fast.

If Spain fell to communism, it would be a massive headache.

Spain itself wasn’t the strongest country, but its strategic location and potential manpower for the communist bloc made it a significant threat.

“Alright. Assemble the volunteer force. Since they’ll be risking their lives, I will personally see them off.”

“Your Majesty, you will personally—?”

I had been cooped up in the Kremlin for too long.

It was about time I stretched my legs.

Besides, imagine the optics—the Tsarina of Russia personally sending off troops to crush the communists in Spain.

That would be a powerful image.

“I can’t just sit in the Kremlin, indulging in luxury, while brave soldiers go off to fight, can I? It’s only right that I—”

“Absolutely not, Your Majesty!”

Prime Minister Georgy Lvov cut me off before I could finish.

Hmph. How rude.

At least let me finish my sentence!

“That is precisely why it must be done,” I said, slightly sulking.

My son, Vladimir, was old enough now—if I left, I could even appoint him as a regent in my absence.

Wouldn’t that be fine?

…Actually, no, that probably wouldn’t work.

If Nicholas II were still alive and heard me say that, he’d probably have a heart attack.

And the Russian people?

They would lose their minds if I left for Iberia.

“Your Majesty, you must not go under any circumstances.”

“Alright, alright. I won’t.”

I was a reasonable ruler, after all.

I did listen when it mattered.

But still, it was frustrating.

I had never even traveled abroad before—aside from Poland.

Lately, my only ‘trips’ were domestic tours.

I was itching to see the world, but I supposed I would have to wait.

“Your Majesty, if you leave, the entire nation will demand total mobilization to protect you.”

What?

I blinked.

That… actually made sense.

During the last war, the Romanovs had completely lost the people’s support.

But in this timeline, I had personally dragged Russia back from the brink.

If I so much as stepped foot in Spain, people might demand an all-out war.

“…I see. Fine. I won’t go.”

There was no point in provoking an overreaction.

And honestly, the scale of Russian intervention would skyrocket if I set foot there.

This was supposed to be limited involvement, not a full-scale invasion.




“By the way, how is the Anastasia fan club in Japan coming along?”

That was something I had been meaning to check on.

If it was just a bunch of weebs, I needed to course correct immediately.

“As expected, it is not a political organization. Most members are readers of your book, My War, but some simply admire Your Majesty’s appearance or status as a reigning empress of a great power.”

“Good.”

At least it wasn’t just a cult of ‘Ana-chan’ fanatics.

Most were educated readers, not mindless worshippers.

Still, even among them, some followed me simply because I was a powerful foreign ruler or because I had a similar aura to the Emperor.

“There are even some military members in the group. Many Japanese admire White nations, and among them, Russia is the country they find the most similar to themselves.”

That was an interesting observation.

In that case, this wasn’t just some fan club.

It had potential.

I could cultivate this group.

If Japan spiraled out of control in the future, they could serve as an internal counterbalance.

“Provide covert support. We’ll expand their influence gradually.”


Yes.

In the same way Japan had created pro-Japanese factions in Korea before annexation, we could create pro-Russian factions in Japan.

It would be insurance for the future.

A potentially decisive card to play when the time was right.

I would shape the future of the world on my terms.



 
  Chapter 176: Power Struggle (2)


Take this opportunity to definitely pull Norway and Sweden into the air defense agreement.

By taking Northern Europe as an ally from the beginning, Sweden will not be able to maintain its facade of neutrality like Nazi Germany, and we won’t have to worry about giving them military control. Norway won’t be occupied either.

On the other hand, Russia could potentially bypass through Northern Europe and enter Denmark.

That’s why I’m looking at the map now.

Britain is across the sea, and France is far away, uncertain when they will be taken over by communism.

Italy and Germany are in the middle, bunched together.

Yugoslavia still hasn’t picked a side.

Tito is the problem, but he’s still testing the waters.

If Hitler gives a suitable position in Austria, won’t he try to rebuild Hungary by cutting out Croatia and Bosnia?

How long Austria can hold out depends on Yugoslavia’s choice.

In that case, Bulgaria will have to strike from behind.

“Hmm, looking at this, it seems like the air defense agreement countries are all acting independently.”

“Looking at Britain, they’re probably just pretending to be in the air defense agreement. Honestly, I don’t think the Royal Navy will be able to secure the seas properly.”

True, I must acknowledge the Brits’ skill.

Churchill has to rise at the right moment.

In that case, our mustache should do well.

We’ll take the role of a blender in the middle, working with Poland to grind the German and Italian forces.

“Ultimately, right now, we can only rely on Austria and the Balkan countries. The Foreign Ministry should handle it well. I heard there’s some good news.”

Right. But what’s this?

There’s something filled with oil-related information.

It looks like something exploded in the northern Manchuria area.

“They say an oil field has finally been discovered in Manchuria.”

“Good. That’s great.”

It was something that was bound to happen after a long time of drilling, so I expected it.

I had known it would happen, but I was still a little surprised.

Japan had drilled so much, but couldn’t get it. But this side managed to dig it up in the mid-30s.

Of course, we’ve also developed drilling technology to some extent, but if this were the original history, Japan would have had a fit.

Well, Japan now probably wants to import resources, so maybe they’re struggling to get oil too.

“Good thing Royal Dutch Shell helped. Standard Oil also tried to get a piece of it.”

“Alright then, let’s start extracting this oil from Manchuria.”

We’re extracting oil from Manchuria now.

Can the communist Germans, with no oil sources like Romania, manage against us extracting oil from Baku, Siberia, and Manchuria?

“We’re already doing that through Romanov Oil.”

Oh, that’s not bad.

How about we promote the oil extraction on a large scale?



“WA! Oil!”

“This time, the Tsar has blessed the land, and oil has been discovered!”

When the oil field was found in northern Manchuria, Russia again began to view the Tsar as a saint with prophetic abilities.

And during this time, the formation of the volunteer army was completed.

A force of 20,000 (actually 50,000) soldiers, organized into the Russian White Army, White Army Air Force, and White Army Tank Corps, was finally ready to support Spain.

The army commanders were Nikolai Yudenich of the Southern Russian Army, Mannerheim of the Kingdom of Finland, Alexander Kazakov of the Air Force, Mikhail Drozdovsky of the Tank Corps, and a strong supporter of the Tsar, the Russian special envoy to Spain, Patton (?).

The Spanish Civil War was effectively a prelude to the struggle between the anti-communist and communist factions, and it was essential to win, so they organized figures who had fought in the civil war.

The volunteer army wore uniforms, aircraft, and tanks marked with an “A.”

The “A” stood for Anastasia Tsarina’s army.

This was the new Russian military uniform and the Russian United White Army Air Force roundel, as well as the newly established tank corps’ emblem.

And this 20,000-strong army was sent off by Russia’s Tsar, saint, Great Khan of the steppe, and Byzantine Emperor, who ruled over Europe and the Far East.

Why was the Tsar, who should have stayed in the Kremlin, personally present?

As everyone murmured in confusion, the Tsar, wearing a military uniform that didn’t suit a ruling empress, loudly spoke:

“My proud White Army soldiers of the Great Russian United Republic! I regret not being able to accompany you personally in my Tsar’s body, so will you forgive this foolish Tsar who can only send you off in this way?”

“What are you saying, Your Majesty!”

“The Tsar is this very Republic! Forgiveness is unthinkable!”

“As the successor of the Eastern Roman Empire, I take pride in advancing against communism to protect peace. I am honored by this!”

The White Army soldiers, intoxicated by Anastasia’s charm, shed tears as they left for Spain. There was no resentment toward the Tsar, only pride in being part of his army, heading to Spain to fight communism.

With the Tsar personally sending them off, how could the effect not be tremendous?

“When soldiers going into battle risk their lives to fight, how could I, living in comfort in the Kremlin, dare to show my face? But still, I shamelessly praise you! I will take care of your families, and when you achieve success against the communists in Spain, I will personally reward you with medals!”

Naturally, since the entire nation was a fan of Anastasia, the White Army soldiers were overjoyed.

The Tsar would take care of their families, comfort them, and reward them with medals.

How could they contain their excitement?

They had to give their all to wipe out the Spanish reds and spread the Tsar’s influence over the Iberian Peninsula.

“Tsar, Urrah!”

“God bless the Tsar!”

“Great Russian United Republic, Urrah! White Army, Urrah!”

The Tsar’s farewell and speech spread across Russia through radio and television.

Throughout Russia, there was a surge of support and encouragement for the soldiers participating in the Spanish Civil War as volunteers.

Since the revered Tsar personally sent them off, everyone thought they had to do the same. What ruler in the world personally sends off volunteers like this?

Technically, both the communist Karl Liebknecht and Mussolini in fascist Italy also sent volunteers, but Anastasia, who had been deified for so long, had an impact that was enormous.

Japanese students studying in Russia, as well as Japanese residents in Russia, were astonished.

“Wow, is that the Russian Empress?”

“Is she in her 30s? She’s our age? The rumor that she never ages is true.”

“She looks just like in the pictures of the war. Wow, this is amazing.”

They were shocked by how she still maintained her stunning appearance, which seemed to defy the years.

“She’s even personally sending off the soldiers.”

“Is that all? They say she even participated in the war herself.”

Seeing the woman, who had directly participated in the civil war, encouraging the White Army soldiers, they couldn’t help but marvel.

“What about our Emperor?”

“Hmm, probably not. Our Emperor wouldn’t send off volunteers.”

“Is that right?”

Here’s a case where an emperor ruling the East and West sends off soldiers, but the Emperor of the Empire of Japan doesn’t.

Perhaps it’s not in line with the authority of the Emperor, a descendant of Amaterasu, to do such things.


Anastasia, however, had long been seen strolling through cities and shaking hands with her subjects or distributing food to orphaned children due to the civil war.

Clearly, there were several differences between her and the Emperor of Japan.

Yes, there was something unusual about this.

As Japan’s pro-Russian sentiment grew, Japanese students in Russia became increasingly fascinated by the Tsar.

Meanwhile, in the departing Russian army for Spain, there were also figures from the Balhae Republic’s provisional government, such as Lee Kang and Ahn Chang-ho from the Korean Independence Movement.

They were amazed at the overwhelming support the Tsar received from the soldiers heading to the battlefield, a place where they might die.

“Empress Anastasia is truly a real ruler. On the other hand, our Yi Dynasty royal family ignored the people. If my father had been like her, maybe the Empire of Korea could have survived.”

Lee Kang’s father, Emperor Gojong, lived for his own power, declaring an empire that was nothing more than a shell.

When his son, Sunjong, ascended the throne, the nation’s fate had already been sealed.

“Although the circumstances are different, Your Majesty is raising an army to reclaim our homeland, right?”

Indeed, the Balhae Republic’s provisional government, with Anastasia’s support, was quietly raising an army.

At that time, the army was already several thousand strong, including not only Koreans but also Jews and Manchurians, who had no proper government and had joined the Balhae Republic’s army.

More Koreans and Manchurians were joining every day, even from Southern Manchuria and the Peninsula.


Prince Lee Kang and Ahn Chang-ho, who had quietly built this army, planned to one day march south to reclaim their homeland with this force.

“It will surely happen.”

“One day, when we gain independence, I hope we can also help other nations, just like this.”

Ahn Chang-ho, inspired by Anastasia’s strength, confidently raised his sword.

The Russian White Army sent off to Spain by the Tsar marched on with pride, leaving Russia’s new path marked by a rising star in the world.



 
  Chapter 177: Power Struggle (3)




The Russian army carried out its duties while independently pushing back the Popular Front.

More precisely—

“Charge! Crush the communists under the treads of our tanks! Hahaha! What are you standing around for? Tie up those dead Reds to the tanks!”

“Kyahhh!”

It was actually the American armored unit within the Russian army, commanded by Patton, who had volunteered as a special military attaché to use this war as a training ground for smashing communist skulls. The rest of the Russian forces were simply supporting his rampage.

But Patton’s rampage had an immense effect.

The T-Project, which had been developed over years of effort, combined Germany’s technological prowess with lessons learned from dismantling French and British tanks. The result was a flood of Russian-made tanks, culminating in the T-34, which effortlessly trampled over the Communist German Panzer I and Italian tanks.

And what about the air force? Was the Popular Front faring better in the skies?

The answer was a resounding no.

A fierce aerial battle erupted over Guernica in the Basque region.

The White Air Force of the Russian Confederation, led by Alexander Kazakov, clashed with the Red Air Force of Communist Germany, commanded by Wolfram von Richthofen.

Russian fighter planes, produced by the Ilya Muromets company, tore through the enemy aircraft, sending the Red Air Force’s planes plummeting like autumn leaves. The battle showcased the world-class quality of Russian weaponry.

However, the biggest surprise was that Wolfram von Richthofen, forced to serve in the Red Air Force, had severe doubts about the war.

“If this continues, the Guernica region will fall to the reactionaries. We must destroy everything.”

As the battle in Guernica turned increasingly dire, the German and Italian volunteers fighting for the Popular Front decided to demolish the ammunition factories before they could be seized by the National Front forces.

In the original timeline, it was the German Condor Legion of the Nationalist faction that bombed Guernica. But in this world, the factories were destroyed not by the National Front but by the retreating German and Italian forces of the Popular Front. The National Front ultimately took control of the ruined city.

Of course, the Popular Front didn’t just sit back and take the loss. They launched targeted assassinations against National Front officers, disrupting their operations and escalating the Spanish Civil War into a full-scale conflict.



Meanwhile, in Rome, Benito Mussolini had other plans.

“Damn those Russian reactionaries!”

Infuriated that Russia had dared to interfere with Italy’s ambitions, Mussolini slammed his fist onto his desk. But then, like a spark flashing across his polished bald head, an idea struck him.

“Right! Abyssinia!”

Abyssinia, now known as Ethiopia.

He couldn’t just let his troops sit around doing nothing.

Now was the perfect time to invade Abyssinia—Ethiopia—avenge past humiliations, and liberate the nation under the red banner of communism while expanding Italy’s influence in Africa.

With Britain and France both preoccupied, seizing Africa seemed entirely feasible.

To Mussolini, Ethiopia was nothing more than a stepping stone—like how Germany saw the Low Countries as a mere transit corridor.

“Excellent. While Russia is focused on Spain, we’ll move into Ethiopia!”

Of course, Mussolini was still unaware.

Unaware that Russia had been secretly supplying arms to Ethiopia for years.

Through an absurdly favorable trade deal, Russia had secured access to Ethiopia’s high-quality coffee while discreetly funneling excess military supplies to the country.

Mussolini had no idea. Not yet.



The Spanish Civil War was now in full swing.

I had accounted for multiple variables from the beginning.

I strengthened the Falange, but I couldn’t be certain how the Republicans would react in this altered timeline.

The Red Axis—Communist Germany and Italy—was supporting the Republicans, so the fight could have been much tougher.

And Communist Germany had even adopted the Soviet method of incorporating former Imperial German officers into its forces.

But the results were surprising.

When I reviewed the reports on the war, it almost seemed like Communist Germany and Italy were deliberately losing.

Receiving updates in the Duma, I tilted my head.

“They’re performing even worse than expected.”

Was it because of our preparations?

Surely, they had been making their own plans for a communist uprising.

“The difference in equipment is one factor, but apparently, former Imperial German officers in Communist Germany are reluctant to participate actively in the war.”

“Well, of course. Why would they want to fight for the Reds?”

If I were in their position, I wouldn’t be motivated either.

Many of them came from Junker backgrounds—forcing them into the war wouldn’t guarantee their loyalty.

They were probably using the excuse of inferior weapons to stay out of the heaviest fighting.

“As for Italy, they’re putting up a fight, but their equipment is just too outdated.”

“Hmm.”

This was turning out to be too easy.

Even though I had prepared in advance, the fact remained that the communists had taken control of Madrid much sooner than in the original timeline.

Still, I was relieved that our weapons were performing well.

“Even the German Empire has requested to send volunteers and purchase arms. And the other Anti-Communist Pact nations have also placed orders for Russian weapons.”

“Excellent.”

This was a promising development.

The Anti-Communist Pact nations were already major buyers of Russian grain—if they also became customers for our weapons, all the better.

According to these reports, even Poland—historically wary of Russia—was now eager to purchase arms from us.

That alone was a major victory.

“Foreign investment in Manchuria is also increasing.”

“Yes, now that the Great Depression is easing, investors are looking for opportunities.”

“Let’s welcome them.”

With the Great Depression receding, now was the time to develop Manchuria using foreign capital.

The funny thing was that many of these investors were American corporations—despite their own country’s impending civil war.

But business was business, and war was war.

A few days later, while I was playing with Velka at the Kremlin, Maria brought me news.

“Your Majesty, the British Foreign Secretary has requested an audience with you.”

“What for? Isn’t this something that can be handled by the Duma?”

This seemed like an issue the Duma should handle.

Why was Britain insisting on speaking directly with the Tsar?

Was I going to have to personally meet this man?

“It’s probably about the Baltic region. Now that you’ve started fortifying the borders there, they’re likely trying to persuade you to stop.”


“Hmm, is that so?”

Was the Duma subtly pushing this problem onto me?

No, surely not.

Alright then. Let’s hear what the British have to say.

Let’s see what they’re really after.



 
  Chapter 178: The Strategy of the British Empire


Honestly, even now, I think of this situation as something like the pumpkin that fell into the vine.  

It was just a little probe into Communist Germany and the Baltics, yet somehow, Britain got caught up in it.  

How much did their honor fall for them to be so concerned about losing the Baltics?

“Alright, then. Please tell me what you want.”  

“Hmm, it’s simple. Withdraw your support for the Huey Long government. And when the civil war breaks out, your country should stay out of it.”  

In other words, stay out of the American Civil War.  

Honestly, Britain had no choice in this matter.  

They’d only help the Huey Long government if they had something to gain.

“Are you really planning to get involved in the American Civil War?”  

“Who do you think has to stop those red German forces now? We need to add one more ally on our side. Don’t you think? Unlike your navy, which can focus only on home defense, the U.S. has an army that, if sent, will become Russia’s strong ally.”  

England, always quick to protect their homeland, is trying to keep a strong ally in the U.S.  

And this man, who is a part of this peace season in this era, must understand that much.  

He knows that I support the Huey Long government due to my own pride, but that I’m also providing a legitimate excuse for Britain to withdraw support.  

Of course, Britain wouldn’t want Russia to have a foothold in North America, but there’s no way around it.  

“Alright, I’ll work on that.”  

Hmm, I just realized something—this man is a fool, isn’t he?  

I could push things forward on my own. Britain seems to be lowering their guard. I can take advantage of this and get what I want.  

Once Britain recovers, they might start becoming wary of Russia, but by then, Russia will likely have control of Europe, so it won’t matter.  

Even the British colonies that once supported the British Empire will eventually have to gain independence.  

“And one more thing.”  

“What else?”  

“If South Ukraine requests to be annexed by Russia, don’t interfere.”  

In other words, I want South Ukraine now!  

The National Duma had suggested waiting for the right moment to push for this, but I have a feeling right now.  

‘I know this fool is an easy target.’  

Now’s the time to seize South Ukraine before it’s too late.  

“South Ukraine? But Ukraine is an ally of the British Empire.”  

He spoke with a stern expression, daring to suggest that Russia should not lay claim to the British Empire’s territory. His response was typical of a pirate state minister.  

Oh, the dignity of the British Foreign Minister!  

Did he think I would just let it slide?  

“South Ukraine is just a puppet state of Britain. You can always give it up when needed. Already, people in South Ukraine are joining Russia. It seems that the Great Depression has made it impossible for them to maintain control. Shouldn’t we do what South Ukraine wants?”  

If South Ukraine wants to join Russia, then as Tsar, it’s my duty to make that happen.

Now is the perfect time, amidst the chaos of the Great Depression.

“But what is this nonsense?”  

By now, Chamberlain, realizing how much I was treating him like a fool, trembled in anger.  

“After all, Britain won’t be able to handle South Ukraine, will it?”  

“Focusing on protecting the Baltics is costing Britain far too much.”  

Oh, so he can understand that much.  

“At least Britain’s homeland will be safe. Again, this isn’t Russia forcibly annexing South Ukraine. It’s a decision based on the will of South Ukraine. In return, we will fight hard in Europe. That means Britain’s safety is assured.”  

I’m pushing this peace season forward aggressively.

Well, if I stir this fool up a little, I can get what I want.  

But Britain knows it too. They know protecting South Ukraine is impossible. The Great Depression has already caused them to tilt towards Russia.

And the country is far away, past East Prussia and Poland, making it difficult to reach.  

If Britain tightens its economic grip, perhaps it could work, but Britain can’t do that right now. So they must make a choice.  

If they can’t keep it, they might as well let it go, gaining some benefits in the process. Later, they can bide their time and strike at the right moment.  

Britain will do just that.  

“Well.”  

“Let’s stop being stubborn. We can both give something and get something, don’t you think?”  

I’ve got Britain to agree to both America’s non-intervention and South Ukraine joining Russia, while Britain will get to keep the Baltics.  

That’s a pretty good deal for Britain, isn’t it?  

I can make Britain feel like it came out on top.  

When you strip away Britain’s pride, the British Empire doesn’t have much to lose by letting Russia handle things. If Russia becomes a military power in Europe and fights the Red Germans, Britain can sit back and watch.  

“While protecting the Baltics, you will also recognize its independence, right?”  

Ah, look at that.  

This fool is accepting it.  

At this point, I’ve been given the authority. He must’ve thought it was the right moment to step up.  

Downing Street must have decided that Britain’s best chance was to give Russia what it wanted for now and make sure Russia handles the Red Germans.  

In the end, Britain will play the role of the puppet master in Europe.  

If the British Empire can get the Red Germans and Russia to wear each other down, then Britain can come in and restore order.  


“Then the first step is for Prince Edward to ascend the throne.”  

“Exactly.”  

The day will soon come when the Duma must resign, and we can fill the position with people loyal to the monarchy, extending our influence even further.  

When the Tsar’s influence touches Finland, East Prussia, Austria, and the Balkans, we will gain the legitimate support of the British government.  

That day isn’t far off now.  



 
  Chapter 179: Pay Up




The Spanish Civil War was still largely unaffected by any major turnarounds, with the National Front maintaining its advantage.

The National Front. This was probably a coalition of right-wing parties, unlike the historical Nationalist faction, which had merged into a powerful entity.

The right-wing factions in the Popular Front were all uniting to face off against them.

There must have been a complex set of reasons behind this development.

For instance, the support from the Communist bloc. Perhaps the concept was similar to the integration of the White Army under my leadership during the Russian Civil War.

The Falange had grown larger than in the original history and had become the driving force behind this movement.

And around this time, news from Ethiopia came in.

Ethiopia had been an area of interest for Russia for some time.

By “interest,” I mean that Russia had been providing military support to Ethiopia. Ethiopia was known for its excellent coffee, so in exchange, Russia sold them weapons, practically giving them away.

“Rumors are spreading that Italy is about to invade Ethiopia.”

Today, the Defense Minister, the Black Baron, came to report to me, or rather, to be evaluated.

“Italy, you say?”

“Yes. Mussolini is moving his forces into Africa.”

Has it really come to this time already?

How is it that everything is unfolding exactly as I predicted?

That fool Mussolini is just pretending to be a Communist, right? That’s why he’s planning this invasion of Ethiopia.

The real question is how Ethiopia’s emperor will react.

Unexpectedly, the emperor of Ethiopia, Haile Selassie, was quite a remarkable figure.

In the original history, he lost the war against Italy, eventually fleeing to Britain, only to return later after the Allies expelled the Italian forces from Addis Ababa.

He is also connected to Korea.

After Korea’s independence, when the country was invaded by Communists, Haile Selassie sent elite forces, known as the Kangnyu Division, to Korea. They performed admirably, even staying after the armistice to help with post-war recovery.

The Kangnyu Division was known for its excellence—no prisoners were taken.

It’s a bit of a tangent, but to summarize, there is a personal affinity for the emperor due to his past help.

During the Korean War, despite the fact that most European nations, including Turkey (which was often called Korea’s brother nation), helped after weighing the costs and benefits, Ethiopia did not have to intervene but did so solely on the basis that Korea should remain free.

It’s hard not to feel a deep respect for that.

“Let’s send gas masks as well.”

“Gas masks?”

Why is he so shocked?

I’ve been predicting Ethiopia’s future, knowing it would be subjected to chemical warfare by the Italian forces.

“Italy will certainly try to conquer Ethiopia. We should prepare for the possibility that they’ll use chemical weapons.”

“Do you really think they’d go that far?”

Mussolini is not above such things.

It’s perfectly reasonable.

Mussolini, that fool, might not have succeeded in creating his version of Rome, but he was more than capable of using poison gas to occupy Ethiopia.

While the international community didn’t recognize it, the Italian king took the title of emperor of Ethiopia.

But here, the history is very different.

We’ve already quietly established diplomatic relations with Ethiopia.

There were those who wondered what the Tsar was thinking when forming this relationship with Ethiopia.

“Italy may claim to be Communist, but it’s all for show. And Ethiopia, with our support, has grown stronger than any African nation, so I don’t think Italian forces will have the same success as last time.”

“You mean they could use chemical weapons?”

They’ve used them before, after all.

Even if Mussolini pretends to be a Communist, if Italy’s forces are failing, he’d definitely resort to chemical weapons to take Ethiopia.

I believe we need to support Ethiopia to help them withstand Italian forces.

I can’t send troops, but I can certainly send weapons.

“Yes, Italy now has more advanced weapons, but we’ve made sure Ethiopia is equipped to handle them. If it comes down to it, they may use chemical weapons. Please, send the gas masks.”

“Understood. I hope Ethiopia can hold out.”

“Yes, Ethiopia must hold out to ensure that the Italian forces suffer heavy losses.”

As I always say, there are variables in war.

Our Austrian mountain divisions should keep Italy’s forces occupied so that Ethiopia can inflict the necessary losses.

“Make sure you keep an eye on Ethiopia’s situation, but don’t let Italy find out about our support.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Now, with that settled, I notice Einstein lurking behind the Prime Minister.

It’s probably related to the atomic bomb project. I should hear what he has to say.

“Dr. Einstein, what brings you here?”

“Your Majesty, I have a question.”

“Speak.”

Why does he seem so serious?

Has he made any discoveries during his research?

“Your Majesty, if you proceed with creating the weapon you spoke of, do you plan to use it?”

“So, from what you said, it seems progress has been made?”

The development of the atomic bomb in history was very costly.

So, it’s likely that Einstein hasn’t fully developed it yet, but he has probably made some headway.

“I’m sorry to ask, but may I inquire how you plan to use it?”

His eyes were trembling.

Perhaps he’s already seen the terrible consequences this weapon could bring, or perhaps he’s just speculating. Either way, Einstein wants an answer.

Perhaps he’s thinking his creation could turn the world upside down.

Even in history, Einstein regretted his role in creating the atomic bomb after it was used, urging against nuclear weapons.

In this altered history, things are moving faster due to my influence.

In fact, I’ve even pushed the development process forward by throwing in a few things, like centrifugal separators.

“Russia’s homeland will be threatened, or if our enemies refuse to surrender, I will use it.”

“Do you foresee such a situation arising in the future? This weapon could destroy an entire city and cause massive casualties.”

So, Einstein is already thinking about that?

Or maybe he’s just guessing, as the weapon isn’t fully developed yet.

“However, if such a situation arises, I will use it.”

“Why?”

“In World War I, the combined casualties from the Allies and the Central Powers reached 10 million, and when you factor in the wounded and missing, it resulted in tens of millions of people suffering. The weapon you are creating could be used to prevent such a disaster and bring about a quick end to the war. Think about it: which is better, having millions of people die from prolonged fighting and then forcing the enemy to surrender, or using the destruction of a single city to achieve the same result? Which will save more lives?”

Let’s really think about this.

If another large-scale war breaks out, countless people will die.

Their deaths will shake my country, and chaos will follow. But consider this:


By wiping out a city, we could force surrender with just that asymmetric power.

We could evacuate people before dropping the bomb, giving them time to escape.

“But if you use it on a city, there will be civilians. What about them?”

“Allowing crimes to go unpunished doesn’t make the civilians innocent. These civilians will be working in factories to help the enemy’s war effort. Can they really be called innocent? Of course, we should give them time to evacuate. But if they refuse to flee after being told to, that’s essentially them choosing to stay in a deadly situation.”

If they don’t escape when told to, they’re asking for their own death.

That’s how I see it.

“Hmm. I’m not sure.”

That’s understandable. Using an atomic bomb could end the war quickly with minimal casualties, but it would still kill many innocent people.

In the end, Einstein is fully aware of the situation but hasn’t experienced the full scale of the weapon’s power yet.

Since it’s come up, I think I should start taking some actions myself.

If Einstein refuses, I’ll need to build the bomb through other means.

And first, securing uranium ore is critical.

In the original history, the Belgian Congo had uranium mines, but they weren’t operational due to a British stake.

Why not grab them before the U.S. does?

Of course, since Einstein is here, there’s no problem.

It would be great to bring Oppenheimer on board as well.

Perhaps when the civil war breaks out, there will be an opportunity.

“Maria. Call Duke Yusupov.”

“Yes.”

I summoned Duke Yusupov.

Right now, he’s exactly the person I need.

Duke Yusupov, sensing money, rushed to the Kremlin.

He really is a dog wagging its tail when it smells money.

“Yes, Your Majesty. You called?”

“There’s a task for you.”

By now, he should understand what I mean. He knows that it involves money, and, on top of that, he can make some as well.

“Tell me.”

He’s eagerly awaiting the task.

Sadly, this isn’t something that will make him money. This time, it will cost a lot of money.

But Duke Yusupov doesn’t seem to mind that.

I’m sure he came here thinking of making money, which is why he’s wearing such an innocent expression for his age.

“Unfortunately, this time, it will cost money. You won’t make any.”

“That’s unfortunate. But thanks to the ideas you’ve given me, I’ve come this far. Just give me the order.”

Though disappointed, Duke Yusupov can’t refuse a request from the Tsar at this point.

“There’s a uranium mine in the Belgian Congo. Can you purchase it?”

Our Duke Yusupov must have a lot of money.

I think he might be Russia’s version of a Samsung-level tycoon.

So, let’s test his abilities.

“A uranium mine, huh. I’ll give it a try. But is this for weapon development?”

“Yes. The British likely hold a stake in it. I’m not sure, but it’s worth looking into.”

I don’t know the exact timing, but let’s see if we can make a move.

Duke Yusupov should be able to manage the purchase.

During these hard times, what better gift would a country that’s doing well offer than a share of that mine?

And some backhanded cash would seal the deal.

“I’ll try. But, Your Majesty…”

“Speak.”

“You know, the weapon you’re referring to… it’s going to cost a lot, right?”

Yes, it will. It will cost a fortune.

The estimated cost is $2 billion, or about $23 billion in 2020 standards.

90% of the cost will go into building factories and buying nuclear fission materials.

Weapon development can be hastened a bit with some of the ideas I’ve thrown in, but the cost will definitely be high.

“Don’t worry about that. I’ll get money from Yusupov, and I plan to involve the U.S. to get more research funding.”

We need to extract as much money as we can.

Even though it’s split up, America’s capabilities are still impressive.


We’ll get as much as we can. There are plenty of justifications for it.

If Britain pulls back, the Huey Long government might approach us as well.

“Your Majesty, I have a good idea.”

“What is it?”

He looks like he’s trying to avoid spending his own money. Let’s see what he says next.



 
  Chapter 180: Pay Up (2)




Let’s sum it up.

“I heard that Britain is pulling out of the U.S. This means France will probably follow suit. Japan is also quietly supporting MacArthur, I hear.”

“So?”

“Japan isn’t planning on offering military support. They’re just issuing a statement in support of MacArthur. Meanwhile, we’ve proven Russia has emerged as a military power again through the Spanish Civil War.”

That’s right. The Spanish Civil War marked Russia’s rise from a second-rate power to a true great power once again.

And while we didn’t gain the Baltics, we did acquire the golden land of Ukraine.

But let’s not beat around the bush and say it plainly.

“Count, I dislike beating around the bush.”

“The U.S. is likely to be stirred up by the Spanish Civil War and want to intervene. Won’t the Huey Long government also reach out to us?”

“Oh. So you think the same, Count.”

I can’t help but admire how well Count Yusupov, my financial bagman, understands me.

“But it’s not just the Huey Long government. If they approach us, MacArthur, who has the stain of being a military government leader, will likely rush to get involved too.”

I see. That makes sense.

I’ve effectively blocked other great powers from getting involved in the American Civil War.

Right now, the only country that could offer military support is Russia.

If Huey Long reaches out, MacArthur will have no choice but to follow suit.

Given that he’s in the military, he’ll certainly be wary of Russia’s military power.

“We should delay any potential intervention while extracting whatever we can from the rivalry between MacArthur and Huey Long, shouldn’t we?”

“Oh, that’s a good idea.”

The relationship may get a little awkward, but after all, international relations never involve eternal allies or enemies.

Besides, if we eventually receive help, MacArthur won’t be able to entirely dislike it.

Hmm, another good idea just came to mind.

“What if we spread a rumor that Russia is eyeing the American West? What do you think, Count? How would the U.S. react?”

This is something I could bring up at the Duma, but I shouldn’t tire them out unnecessarily.

I should prepare it myself.

Once I’ve set things up, I can surprise them with the information at the Duma!

“Wouldn’t they protest?”

“We’ll just deny it. That way, both MacArthur and Huey Long will panic, open their wallets more, and prevent Russia from thinking of anything else. Don’t you think?”

This is a matter of business strategy.

I wonder what Count Yusupov thinks about this approach.

“That’s likely how it will play out, Your Majesty.”

Is it just Huey Long and MacArthur?

With the right moves, we could even stir up the neutral forces in the West.

Maybe they’ll try to test us, thinking, ‘Could this really be true?’ In this situation, the neutral factions might unite, especially since the central government is divided (minus the KFC).

“More importantly, there’s something else I’d like to ask. Ohkrana is quite busy these days.”

“What do you need?”

“Find Julius Robert Oppenheimer. He’s probably under suspicion from all sides by now. He’s someone who could play a role in this weapon project.”

Oppenheimer had been leaning left during the Great Depression.

His younger brother was a member of the American Communist Party, his wife had leftist views, and his former lover was also involved with the party.

Perhaps in this changed history, he might have joined the KFC, but I doubt it.

Moreover, Russia, having adopted a modified form of capitalism (an Anastasia ideology), could be a different factor in his thinking.

“I understand.”

Now, let’s focus on collecting money.



Unaligned States of Louisiana

The Huey Long government recently found itself in a bind after Britain withdrew its support.

Britain. Despite its current troubles with its colonies, it’s still the world’s top imperial power, spanning the five oceans.

Its influence is something Russia cannot ignore, and Huey Long was hoping to use British support to push MacArthur’s regime out of the north.

“Britain has expressed that due to the Spanish Civil War and its issues with supporting Communist Germany, it can’t continue to support us.”

“Hah, so what about France?”

If France turns its back on the Huey Long government, things are going to get difficult.

“Well, France said it couldn’t support our government alone because of the issues surrounding the Spanish Civil War.”

I see. I see.

“The great colonial empire has all pulled out.”

This leaves Russia as the only reliable ally.

So the answer is clear: it’s only Russia.

Recently, Russia, having set its sights on America, has become even more crucial to our plans. We need to win over the Russian empress and make her our ally.

Isn’t it true that even Huey Long was trying to follow Anastasia’s method by seeking her support? Perhaps we can use this to persuade her.

“Mr. President, there’s word spreading within Russia that they’re looking to recover Russian America.”

“Is that possible, with the Spanish Civil War and the Communist forces around?”

“To be honest, there are over a million troops that could be deployed at any time. Italy is preparing to send regular troops to the Spanish Civil War, showing that they have over a million troops ready to move. If we want Russia on our side, we’ll have to offer them a suitable reward.”

“Hmmm. Giving up territory is out of the question. Russia, too, is too focused internally to have the strength for such an effort.”

“Russia’s many reforms must be costing them a lot of money, don’t you think?”

“If we pay them, that should work.”

Huey Long has sent Gerald Smith, the U.S. Secretary of State for the Unaligned States, to Russia.

Of course, it’s not just Huey Long who’s trying to woo Russia.



U.S. Military Government, New York

MacArthur had been assured by the mutual defense pact, but when he heard about Huey Long’s outreach to Russia, he started to rethink his stance.

“Russia is targeting the U.S.? Is that true?”

He asked his aide, Dwight D. Eisenhower, who was familiar with Russia’s situation.

“Russia’s military strength is formidable, but it’s probably just a rumor. It’s difficult for Russia to occupy and manage North America with its emerging power. It would be foolish to destroy everything they’ve built so far. And most importantly, Russia’s empress isn’t the kind of reckless leader who would start such an affair. Even if the Duma were to push for it, her authority would crush any such plans.”

That’s likely true.

Russia’s empress is no fool. If she were to target the U.S., it would cause friction with Canada as well, and Canada is a British dominion.

Would Russia risk a confrontation with Britain?

“I know that. But couldn’t this situation cause the KFC to stir up even more trouble?”

“You’re right, Sir. The fact that Russia is active in the Spanish Civil War has caused unnecessary rumors. And there’s talk that Huey Long is approaching Russia too.”

“So, this means Russia could side with Huey Long?”

If Russia were to flip, it wouldn’t do so easily.

They would demand a lot in exchange.

They might give Russia a great deal of money to persuade them.


“Yes, it’s a crucial time for us, and we’ll need to offer Russia something in return.”

“Is that so? Has Russia’s value risen that much?”

If I had my way, I’d wipe them all out. But I can’t afford to do that right now, as we need Russia’s help.

At least, if Russia truly doesn’t have any ambitions, we can resolve this with money.

Meanwhile, Oppenheimer, unlike what Anastasia had predicted, had become thoroughly twisted.

With the collapse of Soviet Russia and the rise of the Russian Federation based on modified capitalism, Oppenheimer was now leaning toward the ideological solution to the Great Depression that KFC had brought to the U.S.

And one day, someone came to visit him.

“Robert Oppenheimer, we’ve started a physics-related project in Russia. The Tsar requires your assistance.”

Count Yusupov, one of the richest men in Russia, had come to find him.



As expected, both the MacArthur and Huey Long governments rushed to the Duma, begging for alliances and mutual defense.

They didn’t simply ask for help—they came prepared.

From Huey Long’s side, it was Gerald Smith, and from MacArthur’s side, it was Dwight D. Eisenhower.

Gerald Smith was a right-wing politician, but he was closely associated with Huey Long, who was trying to prove he wasn’t a Communist.

Could it be that Huey Long, in a bid to prove he wasn’t a Communist, recruited Smith?

Now, both MacArthur and Huey Long, trying to recover from the Great Depression, aimed to eliminate the Communists.

I decided to bring up the Alaska issue once again at the Duma.

“Is obtaining Alaska still out of the question?”

“Realistically, it would be difficult.”

If I demanded it as part of helping, it would probably ruin their political standing. MacArthur and Huey Long wouldn’t give it away without a fight.

Still, I’m determined to get Alaska, even if I have to fight for it.

“However, what if one of them promises us Alaska?”

“Well, for that to work, at least some discussions should happen first.”

Ah, I see.

Discussions are a necessary first step.

If Huey Long agrees to discuss Alaska, and MacArthur finds out and refuses, he might end up getting outwitted by both Russia and Huey Long.

In the end, the government that offers Alaska will win.

So, despite all of this, I can still secure Alaska using the war as leverage.

“Are you planning on meeting with Gerald Smith from the Unaligned States?”

“There’s already a lot of debate about it in the Duma. We’ve officially recognized the MacArthur government, and having Gerald Smith come now could be a bit overwhelming for us.”

Ah, so it seems I need to take charge once again.

If I step in personally, I’m sure things will get sorted out.

“I’ll meet with him.”


With that, I confidently declared it.

“Are you sure, Your Majesty?”

“Even if we don’t get Alaska, we should at least ensure that we get something worthwhile in return. The Duma might not agree, but like how Austin Chamberlain came to see me in Britain, there might be some potential there.”

From the Duma’s perspective, it’s a win-win.

I’ll secure what I can, and the Duma will have no choice but to follow.



 
  Chapter 181: Clash of the Titans




“Just Alaska.”

“Alaska? Wasn’t it sold to the United States for 7.2 million dollars over seventy years ago?”

Yeah, it was sold. A long time ago.

Of course, I don’t actually expect to take Alaska right here and now.

Ukraine was an easier target. But Alaska? That place must hold significant importance for the Americans.

Not to mention, the Huey Long government isn’t even the faction we’re backing.

“Honestly, I just want it. Reclaiming Alaska, which was sold during the Russian Empire, would solidify the authority of the Romanovs.”

“Hmm, that’s quite a difficult request.”

Gerald Smith looked troubled.

Yeah, I figured. It is a tall order.

If they handed over territory now, MacArthur would be the only one benefiting from it.

If word got out that Huey Long ceded territory, what would happen?

Alaska is full of valuable resources.

“To be honest, the Duma is reluctant to meet with your government’s Secretary of State. That’s why you came to see me instead, isn’t it?”

“Yes.”

Gerald Smith lowered his head.

Good. Straight to the point. I like that.

It also tells me just how desperate they are.

After all, we’ve been through tough times too.

“I’m a constitutional monarch. My influence is limited. If I want to persuade the Duma, I need something tangible. Surely, you understand that, Secretary.”

For a powerless monarch like me to convince the Duma…

I need a major achievement!

“That’s something that would require discussions with my government. Your Majesty, Alaska is not the same as it was during the time of the Alaska Treaty. Gold and other valuable resources have been discovered, making it far more valuable now.”

Yeah, I expected them to say that. But they won’t be able to refuse outright.

If they don’t give us something, Huey Long’s government is as good as dead.

MacArthur already sent Eisenhower, which means he’s aware of the situation. Huey Long’s government is scrambling.

And now that MacArthur has witnessed our military prowess in the Spanish Civil War…

Oho. I just had a brilliant idea.

What if I trade Alaska for nuclear weapon development funding?

“If we’re talking money comparable to that land’s worth… 2 billion dollars should do.”

I smirked as I laid out my offer.

No way the so-called Confederate States could afford that.

But if the U.S. funds our nuclear program, I don’t need Alaska.

“Money? 2 billion dollars is a bit…”

Yeah. Money. Show me the money. Russia needs funding.

We need America to bankroll our nuclear program.

Russia’s finances are decent now, and research is progressing rapidly.

But we must conserve our own funds.

If Gerald Smith had the luxury to outright refuse, or if the Confederate States weren’t so desperate, he’d have stormed out of here already.

“As you know, Russia is vast. We’ve been rebuilding from the scars of civil war, but the Great Depression is affecting us too. We have many expenses.”

At my words, Gerald Smith’s face twisted in frustration.

He looked like he wanted to scream, “You’re asking for this in the middle of a Great Depression?!”

Of course, during the Depression, while millions suffered, plenty of people were just fine.

Still, his expression of utter disbelief—how much more do you want to squeeze out of us?!—was priceless.

“Then… please give us some time. I need to send a telegraph—no, I should discuss this in person with my government.”

“That’s fine. I’ll inform the Duma to wait.”

And with that, I sent Gerald Smith on his way.

Even if nothing comes of this, we’re just maintaining the status quo.

Alaska is a nice bonus if we get it, but if we don’t, I’m not losing sleep over it.

If MacArthur protests?

Not likely. He still needs to keep us on his side.

Besides, we deliberately made an impossible request so the Confederate States would reject it.

That way, we could justify keeping our distance.

Smart, right?

If, by some miracle, Huey Long actually does give up Alaska to get Russian troops on his side, then that’s a win too.

MacArthur wouldn’t want to lose us to the Confederates, so he’d at least grease our palms with some funding.

Either way, Russia’s value is at an all-time high, with both sides vying for our support.

Might as well take advantage of it.

Who knows? Maybe Huey Long will be so desperate that he’ll offer up Alaska and cash.



A Surprise Visitor

Not long after, a new guest arrived at the Kremlin.

“Your Majesty, I understand you met with the Confederate Secretary of State.”

Yeah.

But I wasn’t expecting Eisenhower himself to show up.

How the hell did the Duma not handle this and just send him straight to me?

Sure, meeting historical figures is interesting, but this is getting annoying.

“So what?”

“Could he have been trying to drive a wedge between Russia and the United States?”

Oh, so you did figure it out.

MacArthur sees Russia as his last remaining ally.

If we pull out, Britain might re-enter the fray and side with the Confederates.

With both factions vying for Russian support, this is our moment to cash in.

“Actually, I’ve been thinking a lot about that.”

“Your Majesty?”

“To be honest, I wanted to set the terms straight, so I told him—if you want our help, give us Alaska.”

Might as well say it out loud.

That way, MacArthur doesn’t misunderstand us later.

I have no intention of antagonizing the unified United States.

Eisenhower’s face immediately twisted in disbelief.

Meanwhile, I casually sipped my tea.


“Wait… did Gerald Smith actually agree to that?”

Pfft. No way.

Even if he had full authority, no government would give up territory that easily.

“Of course not. But I also told him that if they can’t give us Alaska, 2 billion dollars in funding would suffice. And now they’re ‘discussing’ it.”

“This is absurd.”

“International relations are complicated, after all. And I still need to consult with the Duma.”

Just the fact that the Confederates said they’d consider it is enough.

Russia can’t outright ignore an offer like that.

“Your Majesty, our country must eliminate the Confederates.”

Oh? Playing the sympathy card now?

Yeah, no. That won’t work on me.

I’m not running this country based on emotions.

“Of course. But you realize that deploying an army of a million troops is no small matter, right?”

“Perhaps Your Majesty should await a response from our government. General MacArthur will accommodate Russia’s needs as much as possible.”

Oh, this is getting fun.

If it were just MacArthur and Huey Long, things wouldn’t have escalated like this.

“Hmm. If I persuade the Duma, I suppose we could wait a little longer.”

That should buy some time.



Louisiana, Confederate States

When Gerald Smith returned from Russia, Huey Long lost it.

“Alaska?! Are you out of your mind?! How could you even consider giving it away?! This is a blatant challenge to our sovereignty!”

“Perhaps the Tsar was just creating an excuse to decline. Russia has already backed MacArthur.”

That makes sense.

The Tsar wouldn’t have demanded Alaska on a whim.

This was probably Russia’s way of signaling that they wouldn’t side with the Confederates.

“So we just accept this lying down?! Didn’t he also say we could just pay them instead?”

“Two billion dollars isn’t pocket change! We’re not a defeated nation paying reparations! And Russia’s treating Alaska like it’s still worth 7.2 million!”

The southern business tycoons in Huey Long’s cabinet were livid.

Alaska, once sold for pennies, had become a gold mine.

And now Russia wanted it back for nothing.

“But if we refuse, Russia’s army—the one crushing the Communists in Spain—will back MacArthur instead.”

Russia’s White Army had endured war after war, from the Great War to the Civil War, to reclaiming Constantinople.

“KFC and Russia against us? This is a nightmare…”

If the Communists weren’t a problem, maybe they’d fight back.


But Russia clearly wasn’t interested in Alaska militarily.

It was the Confederates who were desperate.

“Right now, even the western states are considering forming their own faction.”

Huey Long let out a deep sigh.

Damn it. What now?



 
  Chapter 182: Clash of the Titans (Part 2)




Western Ukrainian Republic

During this period, the people of Western Ukraine, having endured the chaos of the Great Depression, began looking at their neighbors.

More specifically, Eastern Ukraine—once separated from Russia due to anarchism but later reintegrated.

After rejoining Russia, Eastern Ukraine had stabilized and was thriving under its status as an autonomous republic within the Russian Federation.

“We are neither a puppet state of that decrepit old lion, Britain, nor should we be called Little Russia! We are Slavs, just like the Russians! If not now, when will we reunite with Russia?”

“But we fought for independence… and now you want to throw it away?”

Some were hesitant.

After all, they had fought hard to become independent.

But was it really independence?

In truth, Western Ukraine was just a British puppet.

And every day, more and more Ukrainians were fleeing to Eastern Ukraine.

“What have we gained from independence? What have those damned Brits given us?! Look at Eastern Ukraine under Russia! We’re the same people, but they’re thriving while we suffer!”

“That’s right! The current Tsar is different! The threat of communism continues to grow, and without Russia, even more of our people would have perished during this economic crisis!”

The Tsar of Russia was not like her predecessors.

She had rebuilt Russia into a great power, and the Duma granted fair autonomy to Ukraine.

“This isn’t annexation! This is a reunification with our Russian brothers!”

“We share the same blood! There was never a reason to separate! Let’s hold a referendum!”

A referendum on Western Ukraine’s reunification with Russia was inevitable.

Britain could do nothing to stop it.

Even as the vote was being held right in front of them, British officials could only grit their teeth in frustration.

Some British administrators tried to intervene, offering to oversee a “fair” election.

They were promptly beaten by enraged Ukrainians.

And the results?

98% approval.

“Let’s send our request to the Tsar in Moscow immediately!”

“Slavic brothers, unite!”

The Russian Duma swiftly approved the request.

“The Duma officially recognizes the unification of Western and Eastern Ukraine, establishing the Ukrainian Autonomous Republic with representation in the Duma.”

Just like that, Ukraine was fully reintegrated into Russia.

The Anti-Communist Pact nations celebrated.

“Austria, Romania, Hungary, Bulgaria, and Turkey have all expressed support for Ukraine’s integration into Russia.”

The stronger Russia became, the better it could protect them from communism.

And Britain?

Having already acknowledged Russia’s claim to Ukraine in prior negotiations, it couldn’t do a damn thing.

Meanwhile, Communist Germany protested.

“Russia remains an imperialist aggressor, enslaving the workers of Western Ukraine under its rule! We, along with Italy, do not recognize this so-called annexation!”

The irony was laughable.

Western Ukraine chose to rejoin Russia.

And yet, the communists refused to acknowledge the will of the people.



The unification of Ukraine was a massive diplomatic win for Russia.

We had restored much of what was lost in the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk—including Ukraine, the breadbasket of Europe.

Poland remained our buffer state against the communists.

And within Russia?

Nationalist fervor exploded.

“The Tsar has defeated Britain in the diplomatic arena and reclaimed Ukraine!”

“God bless the Tsar!”

“Russia and Ukraine are one!”

My authority skyrocketed.

The Duma launched policies to stabilize Ukraine, using my name to reinforce legitimacy.

But something felt off.

“…How bad is World War II going to be if things are going this smoothly?”

This felt like a trap.

Normally, when things go too well, it means a disaster is coming.

Would Japan attack Vladivostok instead of Pearl Harbor?

No, that didn’t seem right.

Then what?

The Spanish Civil War?

Unless Communist Germany suddenly went berserk, the Falange faction was still in the lead.

The Falange had established Burgos as their provisional capital and was winning against the Popular Front.

They hadn’t taken Madrid yet, but that was because the Popular Front had quickly fortified the city.

Instead of launching a reckless attack on Madrid, the Falange were securing the rest of Spain.

Unless Germany and Italy committed more resources, it was only a matter of time before the Falange won.

So what was the problem?

Maybe… America?

If MacArthur and Huey Long both turned against us, that would be bad.

Just as I was deep in thought, Prime Minister Georgy Lvov and Duke Yusupov arrived at the Kremlin.

“Your Majesty, we have received responses from both the Confederate States and the U.S. Military Government.”

Well, well. Speak of the devil.

Judging by their expressions, something had gone in our favor.

“Let’s hear it.”

“The Confederate States have agreed to transfer Alaska to us under a trusteeship model, as long as we respect American property rights.”

I skimmed through the official document.

And my jaw nearly dropped.

“…What the fuck?”

Did Huey Long and his Southern corporate backers just hand over Alaska?!

Something wasn’t right.

There had to be a catch.

A trusteeship model?

That meant they weren’t actually giving it up.

They were using a classic imperialist loophole—claiming it was “temporary” while planning to take it back later.


Unlike a colony, Alaska was already U.S. territory.

There were American settlers there.

If I accepted this, they might try to reclaim it later under the guise of “protecting American citizens.”

Still, for now, this was an undeniable diplomatic victory.

“And MacArthur’s government?”

“They also acknowledge the reality of the situation. They only request that we protect American lives and assets in Alaska, and they propose discussing compensation in the future—possibly in gold.”

Gold.

So they were already planning to buy Alaska back once we were busy fighting Communist Germany.

Classic American “negotiation.”

They wanted us to hold onto it for now while secretly planning to reclaim it.

“…So both governments added conditions?”

As expected.

They were hedging their bets—buying time while keeping an option to reclaim Alaska later.

Which meant…

Maybe we needed Japan to attack the U.S.

If Japan engaged them in the Pacific, the Americans wouldn’t have the resources to focus on Alaska.

“…They’re smarter than I expected.”

Both factions pretended to cede Alaska but were clearly using it as leverage to manipulate Russia.

Maybe we needed to engineer a distraction for them.

And then…

“They also offered monetary support for “friendly relations with Russia.””

“Oh. So they’re paying “friendship fees.””

That’s just a fancy way of bribing us to stay on their good side.

If both factions are willing to throw money at us, then…

We should milk them for all they’re worth.

“Tell MacArthur that the Confederates are paying us. Let’s raise the stakes and get more funding from both sides.”

We’ll use this “friendship money” to fund Project A.

Russia’s nuclear program.



Then, suddenly—


“Your Majesty! Italy has invaded Ethiopia!”

“Your Majesty! A communist revolution has erupted in Denmark!”

…There it is.

This is what I was waiting for.

The red plague had made its move.



 
  Chapter 183: Mussolini’s Assault is Blocked by the Ethiopian Mountain Divisions




Emperor Haile Selassie’s preparations paid off in the opening days of the war.

The Red Army of Italy, confident in their overwhelming firepower, launched an all-out invasion of Ethiopia.

At first, things went as Mussolini expected.

General Rodolfo Graziani, commanding the Italian forces in Somalia, swiftly seized northern Ethiopia.

But then—

“Drive out the Italian invaders!”

“Let’s make them relive the Battle of Adwa!”

In the mountains of Ethiopia, the Ethiopian Army launched a fierce counteroffensive.

The Ethiopian Mountain Divisions halted the Italian advance, forcing them to retreat.

Mussolini’s dream of a swift conquest was shattered.

And it wasn’t just Ethiopia’s mountain troops causing trouble.

The Italian army found itself under constant attack from guerrilla fighters of the imperial loyalist tribes.

Even when they managed to break through, they were met with Ethiopian forces armed with Russian weaponry, making further advances difficult.

“Damn it! How the hell are they putting up such a fight?!”

“The Emperor is personally rallying his troops. And their weapons… they’re keeping up with ours!”

General Pietro Badoglio, the true mastermind of the invasion, began closely analyzing the unexpected resilience of the Ethiopian forces.

But for General Graziani, there was no time for analysis.

“Does it even matter?! These African savages are defying our glorious Red Roman Army!”

Originally, Graziani had planned to overwhelm the Ethiopians with mobility and elite troops, just as he did in real history.

Instead, he found himself stalled and bleeding manpower.

“Maybe we should use mustard gas?”

“Poison gas? Yes… Yes, that could work.”

Desperate to regain momentum, the Italians resorted to chemical warfare.

And yet—

It failed.

The Ethiopian Army had already been supplied with Russian-made gas masks.

Meanwhile, Italian infantry attempting to advance under the cover of gas and air raids found themselves cut down by Russian-supplied PM M1910 and DS-39 machine guns.

“Damn it! Then send in the tanks!”

But Ethiopia wasn’t just sitting back and defending.

With the Emperor himself leading the charge, the Ethiopians launched Operation Lion—a bold counteroffensive.

They sent T-34 tanks into battle, launching a two-pronged attack from the north and south.

Ethiopian forces recaptured some territory.

However—

Their supply lines were still underdeveloped.

The lack of proper logistics infrastructure prevented them from driving the Italians out completely.

The war had entered a stalemate.

And soon, word of the disastrous campaign reached Rome.



“Comrade Secretary! The Ethiopian Army has established strong defensive lines in both the north and south!”

“What?! They were prepared for us?”

“Not only that, but Emperor Haile Selassie is personally leading the army, and they have managed to defeat several of our forces—”

BANG!

Mussolini slammed his fist on his desk, his face red with rage.

This was unacceptable.

Italy had suffered a humiliating defeat 40 years ago in Ethiopia.

And now, despite all their modern weaponry and superior numbers—

They were still struggling.

This was an even greater disgrace than before.

“How… HOW are we losing to these Africans?!”

“Russia seems to be supporting them, Comrade Secretary.”

Russia.

Again.

Mussolini gritted his teeth in fury.

“AGAIN?! That damned witch of a Tsarina! One day, I will personally march into Moscow and demand her surrender!”

“Comrade Secretary, what should we do? Should we retreat?”

Retreat?

Impossible.

They had already committed too many resources to back out now.

The Russian support had caught them off guard, but there was only so much the Tsarina could do.

“They’re just Africans! The Tsaritsa might be helping them, but she won’t send her own army to fight in Africa. She’s just using Ethiopia to tie us down!”

In early 1936, one year later than in real history, the Second Italo-Ethiopian War entered a long and brutal war of attrition.



Meanwhile—

Berlin erupted in celebration.

The Danish Communist Revolution had succeeded.

Well—

Calling it a “revolution” was an overstatement.

Denmark’s royal family had long kept communist movements in check.

So instead of an internal uprising, Communist Germany simply sent in troops overnight and declared Denmark liberated.

Denmark’s King Christian X had barely escaped to the German Empire, forming a government-in-exile.

But the real surprise came within Germany itself.

“Comrade Secretary, you’re no longer needed.”

“TRAITORS!”

With support from former Junker officers in the military, Goebbels overthrew Karl Liebknecht in a coup.

Goebbels became the new General Secretary of Communist Germany.

And elsewhere—

“Your Majesty! We have secured all power for you! Please lead the Empire down the right path!”

“I shall never forget your loyalty, my lords.”

In Japan, Hirohito had completed his purge of the Control Faction.

The Imperial Way faction now ruled unopposed, reinforcing Japan’s emperor-centric ideology and further integrating Korea as an extension of Japan.

Before Japan could expand into China, it needed to fully consolidate its control over Korea.




“Denmark fell?! What the hell?!”

I was genuinely shocked.

I had anticipated some level of communist agitation in Denmark.

But for them to fall so quickly?

That was unexpected.

Even in World War II, Denmark had been taken easily—but against the Soviets, I expected more resistance.

This was a problem.

And it wasn’t just Denmark.

Goebbels’ coup meant that Communist Germany had consolidated its power.

And worse—

“Your Majesty! Britain has begun supplying oil to Communist Germany!”

…Of course.

Of course they did.

Britain would rather see Germany and Russia destroy each other than deal with either of us directly.

“Now that Germany has access to oil, they might actually consider attacking us.”

Oil had always been Germany’s weak point.

But with British support, Germany could start preparing for war.

I cracked my knuckles in frustration.

“We need to strike first before they get too strong.”

The sooner we destroy Communist Germany, the better.

If we let them grow too powerful, we’d be facing another world war.

But then—

“Your Majesty, there’s one problem.”

“What?”

“The American Civil War. If we attack now, we might not be able to intervene in the U.S.”

Right.

I’d almost forgotten.

The American Civil War was still looming.

If we got too involved in Europe, we might lose our influence in the Americas.

“Damn it.”

I sighed.

We needed to time this perfectly.


We couldn’t let Communist Germany get too strong.

But we also couldn’t ignore America.

Poland and Austria could hold the line for now.

But the question remained—

Would they hold out long enough?



 
  Chapter 184: Croatia or War




Russia’s Strategic Calculations

Hold on.

No matter how aggressive Communist Germany and Italy were, they wouldn’t start another front before finishing their current ones.

Take Ethiopia, for example.

If Ethiopia held out long enough, Italy would struggle to commit forces elsewhere.

And if Italy was stuck, Communist Germany would hesitate to make any bold moves.

That meant we could squeeze them for everything before the American Civil War began—and then keep milking them afterward.

Once Japan started a war, the U.S. would have no choice but to do whatever we wanted, throwing money and resources our way.

The changing variables made things more interesting.

I hadn’t heard much about Ethiopia lately, so I decided to ask the Black Baron.

“How’s Ethiopia holding up?”

Ethiopia’s survival meant Communist Germany would think twice before gambling on war.

Even Goebbels wasn’t stupid enough to think he could take on the world alone.

I wanted Italy to get humiliated in Ethiopia.

“The Emperor is personally visiting the northern and southern fronts to boost morale.”

“From a military standpoint, do they have a chance?”

Our military had been watching the war closely.

We even had Russian advisors stationed in Ethiopia.

“Ethiopia is better armed than ever thanks to our support. They’ll last longer than in history. But outright victory? Unlikely.”

“What makes you say that?”

Personally, I wanted Ethiopia to rewrite its fate and win.

If Italy lost twice to the same African country, they’d start World War II with the humiliating title of ‘The European Power That Lost to Ethiopia—Twice.’

That would be hilarious.

“Italy isn’t the same as it was 40 years ago. Back then, Ethiopia could concentrate its forces on a single front. Now, with Italian Somaliland in place, they’re forced to split their army. There won’t be another Adwa-style decisive battle.”

“Makes sense.”

“Ethiopia produces some of its own weapons, and we’ve provided them with more, but their logistics can’t match Italy’s. Their best bet is a prolonged guerrilla war. If they fight hard enough, they might last until we can send reinforcements.”

A reasonable assessment.

Ethiopia was still an African nation, and Italy was still a European power.

Even in real history, Britain and France had let Italy take Ethiopia to keep them from joining Germany.

“We gave them tanks too, right?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Let’s pressure the international community to support Ethiopia. We need to show them they’re not alone.”

If Ethiopia knew they had international backing, they’d fight even harder.

“Are we really putting this much effort into an African nation?”

I had already explained why Ethiopia mattered.

“They’re a civilized African nation with a huge army. They had 800,000 troops in the first war against Italy. If we arm them properly, they can bleed Italy dry. Imagine the shame—Italy losing to Ethiopia again. Mussolini’s approval rating will take a hit.”

People already didn’t take Italy seriously.

If they lost twice to the same African country?

That would be political suicide for Mussolini.

“I see your point.”

But Ethiopia needed more than just moral support.

If we really wanted them to last, we had to keep their weapons supply flowing.

Most of Africa was controlled by Britain and France.

“See if we can send weapons through British territory. If they complain, remind them about the oil they’re giving Germany.”

We’d call them out for violating the Anti-Communist Pact.

They wouldn’t have much room to argue.

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“So ultimately, we need Communist Germany to delay their war as much as possible.”

“That’s correct.”

Honestly, I wished Goebbels would either start the war immediately and lose fast, or wait until we had nuclear weapons.

Either way worked for me.

“Can Austria hold out against Germany?”

“If we include Hungarian forces in the Dual Monarchy, possibly. The real issue is Yugoslavia.”

Yugoslavia was still sitting on the fence.

If Communist Germany gained momentum, Yugoslavia might join the war—probably to attack Hungary.

Damn Serbs.

They already started one world war, and now they were a problem again.

“Yugoslavia will be a key factor.”

“There may be good news soon.”

“What do you mean?”

Was Tito about to self-destruct?

Or did Austria just pull off an Anschluss-style move on Croatia?

“Hitler has been working extensively in Croatia. He might be preparing to reclaim it as part of the Dual Monarchy.”

I should have expected that.

It was his best move.

Right now, Austria had only one path for expansion: reclaiming old Imperial lands.

Maybe Hitler was getting nervous about Germany and Italy expanding.

If Austria claimed Croatia, we’d have to support them.

“If Yugoslavia asks for help, ignore them.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

No way was I going to let those power-hungry Serbs drag us down.



Vienna, Austria

Austrian Chancellor Adolf Hitler was getting increasingly alarmed.

The Communist German-led coup in Denmark.

Italy’s invasion of Ethiopia.

It was clear—Germany and Italy were expanding.

They weren’t stopping anytime soon.

Austria couldn’t afford to sit and wait.

He needed to show his people that Austria was no longer a defeated nation.

Now was the time to act.

He had Hungarian troops under his command.


This was his chance to reclaim Austria-Hungary’s lost territories.

“Minister of War, Italy has invaded Ethiopia. Communist Germany has taken Denmark.”

“Yes. They are drawing their lines before the war begins.”

General Alfred Jansa nodded grimly.

Austria didn’t have much time.

Berlin had already warned them not to fortify the Sudetenland.

“We need to act.”

“You’re not suggesting colonial expansion, are you?”

Austria had no navy, no overseas empire.

So what was he planning?

“Croatia. If we take Croatia-Slavonia, we’ll regain our coastline. We must do this before Yugoslavia picks a side. Russia has already abandoned them. This is our chance.”

Yugoslavia hadn’t fallen to communism yet.

They still had their monarchy, which meant neither Italy nor Germany would attack them outright.

And Britain and France?

They wouldn’t lift a finger.

Britain wanted Austria to serve as a buffer state.

They wouldn’t interfere if Austria fought Yugoslavia.

Now was the perfect moment.

“Croatia’s Ustaša movement, led by Ante Pavelić, is already working to break free from Yugoslavia. If we move now, we can secure their support.”

Tito’s Yugoslavia was already fracturing.

Serbian nationalists were alienating Croats, pushing them toward independence.

And unlike real history, Yugoslav King Alexander I hadn’t been assassinated.

That meant he still held power, but also that he couldn’t just dissolve Croatia’s autonomy without sparking a civil war.

In short—

Croatia was slipping out of Yugoslavia’s grasp.

“All we have to do is grant them greater autonomy.”

Austria was already transforming into the Danube Confederation.

They had incorporated Hungary.

If Croatia joined, they’d simply be another federated member.

And with the rising communist threat, Croatians would see Austria as the better option.

They had to act fast.

“Send Yugoslavia an ultimatum. Croatia or war.”

“Yes, Chancellor.”

Hitler smirked.

If Yugoslavia refused—

He’d have his excuse to march into Belgrade.

Unlike World War I, Serbia had no allies.

Russia backed Austria this time.

And if Yugoslavia fell, Austria could reclaim Bosnia and crush Serbia for good.

A few days later—

“My fellow citizens, I am Adolf Hitler, Chancellor of Austria.”

The crowd in Vienna listened as Hitler addressed the nation.

“After the Great War, Austria was torn apart. But we were never meant to be divided. We are one people—Danubians! Germans, Czechs, Hungarians, Slovaks, Transylvanians—we are all one!”

““Danube! Danube!””

“But our lands remain occupied. Croatia-Slavonia and Bosnia-Herzegovina are held by Yugoslavia! For years, Croats have suffered under Serbian rule, longing for the days of Austrian stability. They have asked for our support! And I say—Austria will answer!”

The crowd roared.


“We have sent Yugoslavia an ultimatum: Croatia or war!”

““Croatia or war!””

“If they refuse, our army will march to Belgrade and reclaim what is rightfully ours!”

Austria was preparing for war.

And Hitler was secretly hoping Yugoslavia would be foolish enough to resist.



 
  Chapter 185: Yugoslavia’s Decision


Belgrade, Yugoslavia  

Hitler’s ultimatum reached Belgrade within days.  

“Your Majesty, Austria has demanded the return of Croatia. If we refuse, they are threatening war.”  

“Hmm.”  

King Alexander I of Yugoslavia frowned.  

In this timeline, history had changed.  

Originally, he had hoped to unify Yugoslavia’s ethnic groups under Tito’s leadership.  

But Tito had lost favor after being caught colluding with Communist Italy and coming under Russian pressure.  

With Tito sidelined, Serbian discrimination against Croats intensified, fueling ethnic tensions.  

Croatia was already leaning toward breaking away.  

“We cannot hand them over!”  

“If Croatia must be independent, so be it—but we cannot allow Austria to reclaim them!”  

“Hitler is an ambitious man. If we give him Croatia, he will only want more. Someday, he will seek revenge for the Great War!”  

If Croatia became an independent buffer state, perhaps that was tolerable.  

But handing it over to Austria?  

That would put Austria directly on Yugoslavia’s border, giving Hitler an easy path to future invasion.  

Still, what choice did they have?  

King Alexander sighed, rubbing his temples.  

“What options do we even have? If we were to seek aid from the communists, we would need a communist revolution of our own—and that is impossible. Russia’s Empress sides with Austria. Unlike the Great War, Russia would now fight alongside Austria against us. And we are already facing resistance from Croatian separatists.”  

Austria’s Hitler had nullified every treaty with Britain and France, citing their tolerance of Communist Germany’s violations of the Treaty of Versailles.  

With war looming, no Western support was coming.  

Realistically, war with Austria would be suicide.  

Serbia had bitten off more than it could chew when it annexed Bosnia and Croatia after the Great War.  

And now, those very territories were becoming liabilities.  

If they couldn’t keep them, it was better to let them go before war broke out.  

“Austria is surrounded by communists, is it not? War is inevitable for them. Even if they take Croatia, they will be too occupied fighting the Red Tide to threaten us.”  

That meant, for the foreseeable future, Yugoslavia would be safe.  

“Then let it go.”  

“Your Majesty?”  

The king exhaled deeply.  

Yugoslavia was already isolated.  

Giving up Croatia might not be ideal, but at least it would preserve peace.  

And once Austria was entangled in war, it wouldn’t be able to turn its sights on Serbia.  

“Think about it. Even if we surrender Croatia, Austria won’t be able to attack us. Germany and Italy won’t allow Austria to grow unchecked. Before Austria gets too large, they will move to crush it.”  

That was inevitable.  

There was no need for Yugoslavia to act first.  

“You may be right, Your Majesty.”  

Serbia had a history of making reckless decisions.  

But when faced with overwhelming force, even a hotheaded nation knew when to back down.  

And so, Croatia was “granted independence,” only to be immediately absorbed into Austria.  

—

Kremlin, Moscow  

The newspaper headline read:  

“Croatia or War—Austria’s Ultimatum to Yugoslavia.”  

I nearly spat out my English tea in surprise.  

“You’ve got to be kidding me.”  

This wasn’t Danzig or War.  

It was Croatia or War.

No matter what timeline we were in, Hitler couldn’t suppress his expansionist tendencies.  

But I had to admit—this time, his logic was sound.  

Croatia had been part of Austria-Hungary.  

And given the current state of Yugoslavia, Croatian separatists were already pushing for independence.  

If Austria reclaimed Bosnia and took back South Tyrol from Italy, it would almost fully restore its pre-war borders.  

I still couldn’t believe this was Hitler.  

In another timeline, he was obsessed with Aryan supremacy and German nationalism.  

But here, he had embraced a multi-ethnic empire.  

Should I send Karl Liebknecht a thank-you letter?  

After all, it was Communist Germany’s revolution that had convinced Hitler that Germany was a lost cause.  

But would Hitler really stop at Croatia?  

The Hitler I knew wouldn’t be satisfied with just that.  

Would he go after Bosnia next?  

If he took Bosnia and reclaimed land from Italy, he would essentially be restoring Austria-Hungary.  

I turned to Ungern, who had just handed me the newspaper.  

“So, when’s he taking Bosnia?”  

Ungern smirked.  

“Bosnia is likely next. Croatia’s integration into Austria has weakened its unity.”  

Croatia and Bosnia had been the key to Tito’s planned communist unification.  

But Tito had failed.  

Without him, Serbian oppression and ethnic tensions had only grown.  

And now, Austria’s old empire was starting to look appealing to the people it once ruled.  

“Honestly, Yugoslavia is a mess. They took all that land from Austria-Hungary and now they can’t even hold it together.”  

Serbia had assassinated an Austrian archduke to unite the Slavs.  

And for what?  

They got their pan-Slavic empire—only to fail at keeping it united.  

Now, Croats were nostalgic for Austrian rule.  

Ungern nodded.  

“It seems Hitler is proving to be quite capable. Your Majesty had good instincts in backing him.”  

“If Germany hadn’t had a communist revolution, Hitler might have become Führer instead and led a united Germany against us.”  

That would have been a nightmare scenario.  


But here?  

That future no longer existed.  

Ungern hesitated before asking, “Do you think Hitler will try to take all of Germany back?”  

Would he?  

Splitting Germany with the German Empire seemed difficult.  

At best, maybe Austria could claim South Germany.  

“Southern Germany might be the most he could get. But giving him all of Germany? That would make him too powerful.”  

Austria should never become stronger than the Holy Roman Empire had been.  

A united Germany was a potential rival to Russia.  

And Russia only needed one rival—America.  

Still, Hitler had gotten lucky.  

Yugoslavia had simply given him Croatia.  

If he wanted Bosnia next, he’d have to be careful.  

The international community was now watching him.  

Hitler had drawn attention to himself, making it harder to move freely.  

“How we divide Communist Germany depends on the war. The real issue is still America.”  

The U.S. Military Government was stockpiling weapons for the civil war.  

I had already thought this through.  

The best way to weaken America while keeping Russia out of direct conflict was simple:  

Let them fight each other first.  

Only when both sides were exhausted would we step in—under the pretense of “stabilization.”  

And, of course, we’d demand gold for our trouble.  

“Should we sell weapons to both sides?” Ungern asked.  

“We’ll sell as much as possible first. Then we’ll step in when the time is right.”  

First, we’d take their gold.  

Then, when the civil war dragged on, we’d send troops in—at the perfect moment.  

“I can’t wait to fight,” Ungern said, cracking his knuckles with a grin.  

Clearly, he was eager to run wild in America.  

“The U.S. Civil War won’t last long,” I predicted.  

KFC—the American communists—were the key.  

If we took them out, MacArthur and Huey Long would lose their main reason to fight each other.  

We’d make sure both sides bled first, then swoop in under the banner of anti-communism.  

A perfect plan.  

“What about Communist Germany and Italy?” I asked.  

Ungern understood I was asking about military movements.  

We needed to stay ahead of them.  

Spain’s civil war was ongoing.  

Ethiopia was still fighting Italy.  

The pieces were falling into place.  

Goebbels would eventually realize he had to move before Russia grew even stronger.  

“Communist Germany has increased troop numbers along the Polish border. Italy is reinforcing the Austrian border as well.”  

That meant they were preparing for something.  

If they were so confident, they must have received assurances—perhaps from Britain or France.  

Fine.  

That just meant we had to stay ready.  

America was a problem, but there was another wildcard.  

Japan.  

If Japan moved, I might have to adjust my entire strategy.  

“What about Japan?”  

That country was always unpredictable.  

And now, with their radical Kōdōha faction in control, things could get even messier.  

Would they attack the U.S. to keep them distracted?  


Or would they do something insane—like attack Russia?  

“Japan is focusing on China,” Ungern reported.  

I frowned.  

So, Mutaguchi Renya was about to become a key player.  

And once Japan moved into China, the real chaos would begin.



 
  Chapter 186: The Military Parade


—

Tokyo, Japan  

And yet, that was exactly why it was so tempting.  

Hirohito had always felt a strange sense of inferiority toward Anastasia.  

If she heard that, she’d probably call it nonsense.  

But to Hirohito, it wasn’t.  

Anastasia had been born the same year as him—just two months later.  

She was a woman, while he was a man.  

And yet, she had overcome countless trials, fought in a civil war, and become the revered Saint of Russia.  

Meanwhile, in Japan, a peculiar subculture had emerged: the “Anadans“—a group of obsessed Anastasia fanatics who admired everything about the Russian Empress.  

Their numbers had been growing, and Hirohito hated it.  

If Russia had its Joan of Arc, then shouldn’t Japan at least have an Emperor who could reclaim the Middle Kingdom?  

So despite knowing that Ishiwara Kanji was a lunatic, Hirohito couldn’t help but be drawn to his ideas.  

After all, had Anastasia not seized Russia by the throat and dragged it back from the abyss?  

She had ruled over a crumbling empire and made it strong.  

Japan had far more resources at its disposal.  

And China was a land that was still divided.  

There was no reason Japan couldn’t take it.  

“Do not worry, Your Majesty,” Ishiwara said confidently. “The Manchurian Army, the Korean garrison, and the Imperial Japanese Army are all united in their loyalty to you. We shall make all of China yours.”  

“Hmmm.”  

It still sounded insane.  

But then again…  

Hirohito had studied Korean history as part of his preparation to rule over the peninsula.  

He knew that Korea had always prospered when China was divided.  

But when China was unified, Korea had always fallen into subjugation.  

So perhaps…  

Perhaps Japan could finally break that cycle by taking China first.  

“What troubles you, Your Majesty? Picture it! The invincible Imperial Army marching through the vast expanse of China! Bestowing the blessings of civilization upon the lesser Chinese peoples!”  

“Oho.”  

“All of this glory shall be yours!”  

It was tempting.  

A vision formed in his mind—an unbroken sea of Japanese banners waving over the great cities of China.  

The unstoppable Imperial Army marching through the streets of Beijing, Shanghai, and Nanjing.  

And he, Hirohito, standing above them all.  

Had Anastasia ever fought in battle personally?  

She had probably only commanded from the rear.  

If she could lead a war, then surely, he could do the same.  

“Very well! Inform the Manchurian Governor Mutaguchi to accelerate war preparations!”  

With Hirohito’s approval, Japan began to formally plan its invasion of China.  

The people, already heavily influenced by the Kōdōha ideology, greeted the news with fervent enthusiasm.  

Meanwhile, in Keijō (Seoul)…  

“You bastard, how dare you touch my fiancée?!”  

“I’m sorry, but I can’t be with you anymore. I love Kim Daeyang!”  

“Ah, what a shame. She clearly prefers me.”  

“No! This can’t be!”  

As part of the Kōdōha’s Naisen Ittai (“Japan-Korea Unity”) policy, more Japanese had moved to Korea than ever before.  

Intermarriage between Koreans and Japanese was now being actively encouraged.  

With Japanese entrepreneurs flooding the peninsula, many wealthy Korean men sought Japanese wives—while some opportunistic Koreans sought to seduce Japanese women.  

This had only inflamed tensions between the two groups.  

In many ways.  

—

Kremlin, Moscow

The moment we spoke of Japan, it was as if they had heard us.  

My Minister of Defense, Pyotr Wrangel, had just arrived with a report.  

“Japan is fully committed to preparing for war with China. Foreign Minister Konoe Fumimaro has arrived to discuss the situation with our Duma.”  

Konoe, huh?  

I could already guess what this was about.  

They were probably here to say:  

“We’re going to exterminate the communists in China, so stay out of our way.”

Or:  

“Let us trade for oil while we’re at it.”  

It was obvious.  

They wanted to make sure we wouldn’t interfere when they moved into China.  

Japan might not be foolish enough to attack Russia directly—especially when Anadans were running around their country, spreading admiration for the Russian Empress.  

But still, history was repeating itself.  

Even if there was a one-year deviation, Japan was once again preparing for war in China.  

I hadn’t been paying much attention to Chinese affairs lately, but…  

“Japan is starting to show its ambitions.”  

This could be a problem.  

Russia was now extracting oil from Manchuria.  

That meant Japan had an incentive to expand northward as well.  

If they attacked us, we might be forced to abandon Alaska—letting the Americans take it back.  

Not a major loss, but still inconvenient.  

We needed to ensure Japan remained focused on America.  

So how could we make them hesitate to attack Russia?  

We had to make them understand:  

“Attacking Russia means certain doom.” 

And what better way to do that than through a grand display of military might?  

“Hmm… I have an idea.”  


I turned to Wrangel.  

“Isn’t it about time for a military parade?”  

—

The Moscow Military Parade  

Preparations for the parade were swift.  

We invited foreign dignitaries—including Japan’s Konoe Fumimaro—to witness the event firsthand.  

Let them see the strength of Russia with their own eyes.  

The parade would take place in White Square, within the grand new district of Moscow designed by Hitler himself.  

This city, which had risen from the ashes of war, was the perfect stage.  

And it wasn’t just a show for Japan.  

Communist Germany, Austria, and even America would be watching.  

It was time to remind the world:  

Russia was prepared.  

The parade began under a clear blue sky.  

The streets were filled with thousands of cheering citizens, waving small Russian flags.  

When I arrived, the crowd erupted into a frenzy.  

“Oh, Her Majesty has come in person!”  

“Over here, Your Majesty!”  

I waved to them and even threw in a wink for good measure.  

“Kyaaah! She looked at us!”  

“Ahh, how beautiful!”  

“The best! Anastasia-sama!”  

…Wait, was that Japanese?  

Were Anadans really among the crowd here too?  

I sighed.  

Foreign diplomats stood nearby, waiting with stiff expressions.  

They had come expecting a show of force, and they were about to get one.  

Wrangel stepped forward and delivered a speech, declaring Russia’s strength and unity.  

Then, the parade began.  

Boom.  

The sound of heavy boots striking the pavement echoed through Moscow as the White Army’s elite soldiers marched forward.  

T-34 tanks followed, rolling past in perfect formation.  

Konoe Fumimaro, standing beside me, couldn’t hide his shock.  

This was no ragtag army.  

This was a force forged in war.  

“God protect the Tsar!” the soldiers shouted in unison.  

The foreign diplomats murmured among themselves.  

Especially the French and British, who were suddenly realizing that Russia’s military might had surpassed their own.  

And then, the real spectacle began.  

High above, the STB bombers roared across the sky.  

These weren’t just any bombers.  

They were flying aircraft carriers.  

The wings of the bombers opened, and from within, small fighter planes were launched mid-air.  

It was an aerial spectacle unlike anything ever seen before.  

Konoe Fumimaro’s mouth hung open.  

“What… what in the world…”  

I smirked.  


“Russia’s land is vast, Mr. Konoe. Our aircraft need long operational ranges. Hence, we developed airborne carriers.”  

“…Astounding.”  

This should be enough to give Japan second thoughts.  

And if they still didn’t get the message?  

Well, then they’d find out the hard way.



 
  Chapter 187: The Double-Headed Eagle Takes Flight




Moscow, Russia

Konoe Fumimaro still looked dazed, staring blankly at the Russian armored divisions rolling down the grand boulevard with imposing force.

Of course, he was in shock.

He had just realized that Russia had been preparing far more extensively than he had expected.

But in a way, this could also be an opportunity for Japan.

A warning, perhaps—to tread carefully.

“We can handle a two-front war just fine, you know.”

I said it casually.

“Your Majesty? Japan has no intention of fighting Russia!”

Konoe immediately reacted, eyes widening as he strongly denied it.

But wasn’t an overly strong denial often an admission of fear?

Why was he bringing it up himself?

Well, in any case, it seemed like he had gotten the message.

They were definitely planning to strike China.

And now, they had fully realized that fighting Russia at the same time would be suicide.

I sighed, waving my hand dismissively.

I had no intention of waging war against Japan.

Nor was I trying to intimidate them.

Germany was my primary concern—Japan interfering would be an unnecessary distraction.

“Listen until the end. What I mean is, I sincerely hope we won’t have to get involved in Asia at all.”

In other words, handle the communists in China yourself.

I didn’t say it outright, but Konoe would undoubtedly interpret this as a tacit approval of Japan’s war in China.

Upon hearing my response, he finally relaxed, bowing deeply.

“Yes, Your Majesty. It would be unthinkable to ask Russia for assistance in dealing with mere communists.”

There it was.

Japan’s intentions were clear now.

And in the audience below, among the foreign dignitaries, there were several Chinese representatives.

Luckily, they hadn’t been close enough to overhear this conversation.

That would have been… awkward.

“Alright then, I’ll inform the Duma.”

“Thank you, Your Majesty.”

The preparations for Russia’s new era were falling into place.

A powerful military.
A flourishing economy.
And now, Japan would be too occupied in China to interfere with my plans.

The Double-Headed Eagle of Russia was truly soaring.

Now, what were the other diplomats thinking?



After the Military Parade

As the parade concluded, the foreign envoys gathered into smaller groups, whispering among themselves.

From the way they stood apart, it was almost as if they were conspiring.

But rather than plotting a coup, the nations of the Baltic and Balkans—the Anti-Communist Pact members—were simply awestruck.

“I thought Russia was just a backward frozen wasteland… but they’ve come this far!”

“They’re already preparing for war!”

“Clearly, it’s better to align ourselves with Russia than to rely on Britain and their navy.”

The military parade had significantly increased Russia’s influence among its allies.

The reality was clear:

Britain’s naval dominance was useless against Germany’s tanks.

France was politically unstable—if war broke out, they would crumble before even putting up a fight.

That left Russia as the only reliable counterbalance to the communist threat.

The Anti-Communist Pact had already signed agreements with Russia, but Britain’s presence had still been a factor.

This parade had shattered that influence.

After all, Britain’s forces were scattered across its colonies.

And even those colonies were beginning to slip out of their grasp.

Meanwhile, in the British delegation, Foreign Secretary Anthony Eden was struggling to keep his composure.

His face was pale as he watched the Russian forces march past.

“This… This isn’t good.”

He could see it clearly now.

Russia was ready for war.

If a conflict broke out, they wouldn’t be the incompetent, chaotic mess they had been in the last Great War.

And if they kept growing at this rate, they would eventually expand their navy as well.

For the first time since the German naval arms race, Britain had a new challenger on the horizon.

They had underestimated Russia’s potential.

Sweating, Eden turned away.

He needed to report this to London.

Perhaps it was time to increase support for Communist Germany.



Elsewhere

Across the city, in a Moscow hotel, Konoe Fumimaro sat alone, replaying the parade in his mind.

“The Imperial Japanese Army must never fight Russia.”

That was the conclusion he had come to.

Even if Japan controlled the seas, land battles won wars.

And Russia could afford to fight on multiple fronts.

Even if Japan focused on its navy, Russia had torpedo bombers ready to counter them.

If Japan stretched itself too thin, Russia could strike back—and that would be disastrous.

“At least Ishiwara Kanji has no ambition toward Russia.”

Konoe sighed in relief.

The madman leading the Kōdōha faction, Ishiwara Kanji, was deeply obsessed with China.

That was a small mercy.

Still, the future worried him.

For now, Russia was content to sell Japan resources.

But what if, someday, Japan’s ambitions grew beyond China?

What would Russia do then?

Konoe had no answer.



Washington D.C.

Meanwhile, across the Atlantic, the White House was silent.

Douglas MacArthur sat at his desk, flipping through the military reports from Moscow.


Photographs of Russian tanks.
Detailed descriptions of their fighter jets.

“Damn it.”

Russia had advanced too far.

For a brief moment, he regretted playing games with Alaska.

They had never intended to fully cede the territory to Russia, but now…

If Russia demanded to station troops there, what could they do?

“Damn it all.”

If only KFC hadn’t risen.
If only Huey Long hadn’t aligned himself with those black communists.

Then he wouldn’t have needed to start a civil war.

It was all because of that damned Leon and his KFC revolution.

One day, MacArthur would march into Kentucky and personally drag Leon’s corpse through the streets behind a tank.

That much, he swore.



Back in Moscow

As expected, the response to the parade had been explosive.

France sent messages practically begging for continued support.

Meanwhile, Anthony Eden left in a foul mood.

Honestly, I should be the one feeling annoyed.

Britain was acting as if we were about to reignite the Great Game.

Soon, King Edward VIII would be ascending the throne.

With his political naivety, a government collapse was all but guaranteed.

I sipped my tea as my maid, Maria, entered the room.

“Your Majesty, the Polish ambassador has requested an audience.”

Poland?

“Why? He should be speaking with the Duma, not me.”

Maria smirked.

“I believe it’s about weapons.”

Ah.

That made sense.

Technically, all weapons sales were handled by Romanov Arms, which was under my name.

The White Army ran it, but I was still the official owner.

Which meant…

If Poland wanted to buy something special, they had to come to me.



Kremlin, Moscow

The Polish ambassador arrived, shifting nervously.

It looked like he had a lot to say.

“What brings you here today? Speak freely—this is between friends, after all.”

The ambassador coughed awkwardly.

“Your Majesty… Poland wishes to purchase additional weaponry.”

I smirked.

“You want what was shown at the parade, don’t you?”

The ambassador hesitated.

“W-Well… The new models were rather impressive…”

He was practically drooling over them.

No point in pretending.

“Fine. Just say it—you need tanks and aircraft.”

The ambassador nodded, embarrassed.

“Your Majesty is… remarkably perceptive.”

I leaned back.

“Alright. Pay the full price, and they’re yours.”

The ambassador’s eyes widened.

“You mean—no conditions?”

“Poland is our most loyal customer. Why wouldn’t we?”

His face lit up with excitement.

I chuckled.

I was arming Poland to the teeth.

Why?


Because if Germany’s war gamble succeeded, France would fall quickly.

And then Poland would be the last barrier.

They needed every advantage they could get.

And if they could push into Germany, even for a little while…

That would be a sight worth seeing.



 
  Chapter 188: The Royalist Coup Incident


France was fumbling, and others were seizing the opportunity to expand.  

Even Mustafa Kemal was making different moves now that history had changed.  

No, perhaps this was the natural course of events.  

Especially for the British.  

Mister Gallipoli himself, Churchill, had humiliated the Turks during his attempt to take their land. The British even pulled off their signature arrogance by using battleships to intimidate them before the war.  

So, if the Turks saw an opportunity to strike back, why wouldn’t they?  

Was it the right move? That was another matter.  

But if Türkiye was planning something, I had to at least humor them.  

After all, I liked it when history took unexpected turns.  

It was fascinating to see how things unfolded.  

With Anatolia partially taken by Russia, the Turks might be looking to reclaim their Arab territories instead.  

It wasn’t an impossible scenario.  

The Ottomans once called themselves the true Romans—of course, they had a strong sense of national pride.  

Now, if Britain and France started showing signs of weakness, how could Türkiye just sit back and watch?  

They might not stop at Syria or the Arab lands—they could even push into Egypt.  

The only problem was that if that happened, Palestine might not end up the way I knew it.  

I didn’t know when Türkiye would make its move, but I was certain Atatürk wouldn’t act recklessly.  


“Our weapons production isn’t infinite.”  

We were becoming too popular.  

China was now manufacturing its own arms, but we were still supplying Poland, the Balkans, Ethiopia, and Finland.  

And, of course, Finland needed support—it was an obvious move.  

But should I delay that a little?  

As long as Sweden and Norway weren’t in immediate danger, Finland could hold its own for now.  

What mattered was making sure we had enough stockpiles to unleash when war finally broke out.  

“Should we expand our factories?”  

We needed to scale up our arms production.  

Russia had to showcase its overwhelming manufacturing capabilities.  

And, of course, selling more weapons meant more money.  

The best part? Those weapons would be used against the communists.  

The longer they fought with our weapons, the less Russian blood would have to be spilled.  

“Then again, won’t the countries buying our weapons be the first to face communist invasions?”  

“That’s true.”  

Even Maria understood how things worked.  

If she could see it, then the Duma certainly had already figured it out.  

In fact, I had already seen reports suggesting that the Duma was leaning toward selling more arms.  

Most representatives seemed to agree that selling weapons was a good move.  

Of course, the military was against it.  

The army wanted to crush the communists themselves.  

It made sense—after all, the White Army had been forged in the Russian Civil War. They had earned their fanatical anti-communism.  

They weren’t wrong.  

But there was no need to rush.  

Just like Britain wanted Germany and Russia to exhaust each other, we could let Austria, Poland, and the Balkans bear the brunt of the fight.  

It was a perfect plan.  

And with the American Civil War giving us the perfect excuse, the justification was airtight.  

“So, should we approve the sales?”  

“Should I notify the Duma?”  

“Do it.”  

Technically, I had founded the arms companies, but the military was deeply involved in running them.  

Sometimes, it didn’t even feel like they were mine.  

Still, the Duma asking for approval made it clear that I was in charge.  

And then I noticed something else—requests for television exports.  

Not my problem.  

Or so I thought, until I realized that the television company was also under my name.  

Yusupov had dumped all sorts of industries onto me.  

“Television exports, huh?”  

Apparently, Balkan countries were begging for them.  

Made sense—Russia had already commercialized television, but other countries hadn’t.  

Russia had raced ahead in tech, and other nations couldn’t resist.  

“Are our televisions good enough for export?”  

“Hmm.”  

They were already being used across Russia.  

Should be fine.  

But that made me think—what about America?  

With the country in turmoil, had their television industry even taken off?  

If not, Russia might have a monopoly.  

Oh?  

That was an exciting thought.  

Controlling the world’s television market?  

That sounded very appealing.  


But then I saw another urgent document—this time from Britain.  

Something about a major political event.  

I scanned it quickly.  

“…What the hell? A full cabinet resignation?”  

Britain’s government had just collapsed.  

And the timing—right after our military parade—was suspicious.  

In the original timeline, this had never happened.  

Because when Baldwin’s cabinet had threatened to resign, Edward VIII had backed down.  

He had chosen to abdicate and marry Wallis Simpson instead.  

Even though she was a twice-divorced woman.  


He had thrown away the throne for love.  

Not that being King of the British Empire really mattered—it wasn’t like he had absolute power.  

But now…  

“How will this play out?”  

This Edward wasn’t alone.  

He had an ally.  

A very powerful ally—Churchill.  

No doubt Churchill had whispered in Edward’s ear, convincing him to stand his ground.  

There were probably conditions attached.  

But if he didn’t have to abdicate, why wouldn’t he take the deal?  

And sure enough, Baldwin’s cabinet had actually followed through on its resignation.  

Now this was getting interesting.  


A few days earlier—The British Empire  

Edward VIII, just like in the original timeline, wanted to marry Wallis Simpson.  

Naturally, Baldwin’s cabinet refused to accept it.  

“If Your Majesty insists on this improper marriage with a divorced woman of common birth, you will have to abdicate. Otherwise, we have no choice but to resign en masse!”  

In real history, this threat had been enough.  

Edward had given up the throne for love.  

But this time, he refused.  

Instead of caving, he scoffed at them.  

“Then go ahead.”  

“Y-Your Majesty?!”  

“I will not give up my woman! Nor will I give up my throne! Even if my father himself wished to pass the crown to Bertie and Lilibet, I would refuse! What kind of King fails to protect his own love?”  

For the first time, Edward spoke with real conviction.  

Even Baldwin was taken aback.  

“…Then we shall resign.”  

And just like that, Baldwin’s cabinet actually stepped down.  

Which was exactly what Churchill had been waiting for.  

The Royalist Party, which he had been building in the shadows, seized control.  

War veterans, laborers, and common citizens all backed Edward’s “marriage for love.”  

With the government in disarray, Churchill deployed Royalist supporters to take control of Parliament.  

At the same time, Edward addressed the nation.  

“People of the British Empire, hear me!  

I, Edward, King of this great nation, have fallen in love with a woman of humble birth.  

Yet the cabinet and the royal family, blinded by outdated traditions, would rather abandon the government than accept our love!  

What does that say about them?  

They do not serve you—they look down upon you!  

I ask you, my subjects—support my marriage! Support a King who stands with his people, not against them!”  

Of course, he omitted why the marriage was controversial.  

Instead, he spun it as a battle between the monarchy and an elitist, out-of-touch government.  

Commoners, who already disliked how Britain had been bowing to Communist Germany, rallied behind him.  

“Why does class matter in love?!”  

“Down with the elitists!”  

“Long live King Edward! Long live the Royalists!”  

The Royalist movement surged through Britain.  

And Churchill, having orchestrated this masterstroke, fanned the flames.  

“Down with the weak government that submits to Communists!”  

“Crush socialism before it spreads to the colonies!”  

Demonstrations erupted nationwide.  

By the time Baldwin realized what was happening, it was too late.  


He stormed into Churchill’s office.  

“You will doom Britain!”  

Churchill smirked.  

“I think Britain is shining brighter than ever, old chap.”  

And with that, the Royalists had won.



 
  Chapter 189: A World I Don’t Recognise


A telegraph urgently arrived at the Moscow office from the Okhrana branch in London.  

“The expected outcome has occurred—Churchill’s Royalist Party has taken control.”  

The cabinet of Baldwin had collapsed. However, Edward VIII, instead of stepping down, retaliated by bringing in Churchill and Oswald Mosley’s Royalist Party.  

The result was essentially a coup without guns. The Royalist Party ousted the Baldwin government and took control, allowing Edward to keep both his throne and the woman he loved.  

I could almost hear George V clutching his chest in his grave.  

It was absurd that this man was still obsessing over just one woman, but regardless, Edward had managed to protect both his crown and his lover.  

Of course, whether the British royal family would accept this was another matter entirely. But for now, the majority of workers and war veterans in mainland Britain had turned to support the Royalist Party.  

“What about the previous cabinet?” I asked Interior Minister Savinkov.  

“Some have joined the Royalist cabinet, while others have not. But for the most part, they had no choice but to merge with Churchill’s government.”  

Hmm. On the surface, it doesn’t seem like much has changed. But one thing is certain—Churchill’s mindset must have shifted.  

He has become more hardline than he was in the original timeline.  

Especially since colonial issues are now at stake.  

“At least the British mainland is firmly in Churchill’s grasp.”  

The workers and war veterans didn’t just support Churchill for Edward’s sake.  

They believed his government would restore Britain’s former glory.  

In contrast to the previous administration, which was inclined towards appeasement, Churchill’s Britain would undoubtedly continue fighting.  

And given the situation, this would likely push the British Empire into endless war.  

“So, supporting Churchill’s rise to power was actually a bad move, wasn’t it?” Savinkov asked, tilting his head.  

He wasn’t wrong. If Churchill was going to back the Communist Germans regardless, then what was the point?  

But I had other reasons for backing him.  

“If anything, that’s exactly why we needed to support him. Churchill is the kind of man who won’t tolerate communism spreading—neither in Germany nor anywhere else.”  

That’s why he championed the idea of a “Great British Empire.”  

“So, Churchill’s Britain will be stuck in endless conflicts?”  

“Exactly. He will fight to maintain the empire, but there are limits to what he can do.”  

Even if Britain manages to get through World War II, its colonies will no longer submit easily.  

And while British forces will be scattered across the world, their ability to check Russia’s influence will weaken.  

America, which could have served as Britain’s counterbalance, will be too consumed by its own civil war to intervene effectively.  

Which means Russia’s influence in Europe will only grow.  

“Your Majesty, an urgent telegram has arrived.”  

“What is it?”  

“General Yudenich and Special Envoy Patton have entered Barcelona!”  

Barcelona?  

The Spanish Civil War was nearing its conclusion.  

The Falangists and volunteer forces had deliberately surrounded the capital rather than attacking it outright.  

Instead, they secured every other major city first, leaving Madrid completely isolated.  

“Then the Republicans have nowhere left to run.”  

The Spanish Republican forces were finished.  

And I knew that Hitler had also sent Austrian troops to fight alongside the Falangists.  

But the Republicans collapsed much faster than I had anticipated.  

“What about the International Brigades?”  

Surely Germany and Italy hadn’t just abandoned Spain altogether?  

After all, a Nationalist victory would mean losing an ally against France.  

“Apparently, Italy pulled out because the Ethiopian front was stretching them too thin.”  

“Hah. Mussolini’s army, still stuck in Ethiopia?”  

So that’s why they withdrew?  

Mussolini must have been desperate.  

If Ethiopia continued to resist, the Italian Communists would lose their credibility as a “great power.”  

So now, they were throwing everything they had into crushing Ethiopia.  

It was actually pathetic.  

“And Germany?”  

“They withdrew their forces before Barcelona fell.”  

“So they’ve given up on Spain.”  

This could only mean one thing—something was changing inside Germany.  

Of course, Goebbels had already replaced Liebknecht as leader, but pulling out of Spain suggested a larger strategic shift.  

It meant that Germany was shifting its focus to preparing for a full-scale war elsewhere.  

Could they be planning an attack on Belgium and the Netherlands?  

Or were they actually going to gamble on an invasion of France?  

In the original timeline, Hitler’s blitzkrieg tactics relied on the element of surprise.  

Would the same strategy work for a Communist Germany?  

If anything, I suspected their plan was to strike France hard and fast before we could intervene.  

Perhaps they were aiming to force a decisive victory while we were still tied up with the American Civil War.  

And if Britain delayed its entry into the war—just like it did in the original timeline—then Germany might actually succeed.  

But even if that happened, they’d still have to worry about Britain itself.  

Either way, the fact that Spain was abandoned meant that Goebbels was playing a high-stakes game.  

“The war in Spain will be over soon.”  

At least that was one less thing to worry about.  

Spain would now be an ally in the next war.  

If France did fall to communism, the Falangists would help disrupt the rear lines.  

And if Italy became a threat, Spain could open up another front.  


“Your Majesty, the Polish ambassador requests an audience.”  

“Why not meet with the Duma? Why me?”  

“Perhaps it’s about weapons?”  

Ah, that makes sense.  

Even though Poland had already been buying weapons from us, they must have been particularly interested in the new military technology we showcased during the parade.  

They probably wanted something more advanced than what they were getting.  

“Let them in.”  

The Polish ambassador entered the Kremlin looking visibly tense—like a man about to confess his love.  

“Your Majesty, I apologize for the sudden request, but Poland wishes to purchase additional armaments.”  

“Hmm, and I assume you’re referring to the new models showcased at the parade?”  


“Yes, Your Majesty. Given the current situation, we must bolster our defenses. Surely Russia also wants Poland to hold the line against Germany?”  

That much was true.  

We needed Poland strong enough to fight off a German invasion, at least until we could intervene.  

Germany had already sent tanks to aid Franco’s forces in Spain.  

It only made sense for Poland to receive some in return.  

“Is it just small arms you want? Or are we talking about tanks and aircraft?”  

“That is…”  

Just say it. You want tanks, don’t you?  

“You need armor and air power, correct? But you didn’t want to ask directly because of our history?”  

The ambassador coughed awkwardly.  

“It’s not quite like that…”  

Oh, come on. I can see it in your face.  

“Let’s be honest here. I have no personal grudge against Poland. If anything, I think it’s good that we’re rebuilding our relationship. Of course, I did survive a terrorist attack in Warsaw, but hey, silver linings, right?”  

“Then… you would sell tanks to us?”  

“As long as you can pay. Poland is one of our most valued customers, after all.”  

The ambassador hesitated.  

This was his country’s chance.  

I leaned forward and smiled.  

“Imagine it—Polish hussars, but in tanks. Charging into Germany, taking the fight to the Rhine! A chance to avenge the partitions of Poland!”  

The ambassador’s eyes widened.  

He looked both impressed and slightly horrified.  


After all, the partitions of Poland had involved Russia too.  

“Well, I’ll need to confirm with Warsaw first…”  

“By all means, take your time. But remember—if you want to strike first, you’ll need the right weapons.”  

And I was more than happy to provide them.  

After all, if Germany fell quickly, there’d be no war for me to worry about.



 
  Chapter 190: The American Civil War


I had been too complacent, thinking, If this happens, then that will follow.

I had a plan: help China defeat Japan, then plant Jewish settlers in North China to create an Eastern Israel.

And with Japan predictably targeting China, I could stab them in the back at the right moment.

The problem was when to strike.

How would the American Civil War unfold?

When would the Second Sino-Japanese War begin?

Japan was already making its moves, so that part was a given.

But Mao Zedong had completely thrown off my expectations.

“Hmm. The military has been keeping an eye on China for some time.”

Thankfully, the army had been watching the situation closely.

And that was only natural. I couldn’t micromanage everything—I just focused on the most crucial issues.

It was the military’s job to handle strategic planning for neighboring countries.

I glanced at Drozdovsky.

He was the mastermind behind Russia’s modern mobile warfare doctrine—the brains of the army.

Surely, he had a plan.

“Yes, Your Majesty. If we want to strike Japan and seize Chinese land, we must wait until China is on the brink.”

“Of course.”

“In that case, China must be able to hold out for some time. They need to resist while slowly retreating—just like Chiang Kai-shek did in the original timeline.”

Right.

At the very least, they had to put up some resistance before being pushed back.

But could Mao Zedong, leading China’s decentralized system, hold the line as well as Chiang had?

That was the question.

Maybe I should have supported Chiang Kai-shek instead—let Japan push him back, then swoop in later as the savior, carving up China in the process.

It wasn’t impossible.

Looking at how the Chinese Civil War played out historically, the strategy could work.

I had been too naïve.

I had known Japan would attack sooner or later.

I should have prepared for the long game instead of rushing to break China apart so soon.

No—if I wanted to maintain my “Saint” reputation, I couldn’t just blatantly partition China after the war.

I needed a justifiable reason.

That meant laying the groundwork before Japan struck.

As I rationalized my past decisions, I focused on the military’s current plan.

They must have prepared something.

“Hmm. So, does the military already have a plan? We’re only talking about support for now, correct?”

“We intend to exploit China’s decentralized system.”

“How so?”

So they had been thinking ahead.

Honestly, I had been worried about the Partito Nazionale Romano more than anything else.

I had a feeling people were underestimating them, which could lead to a disastrous first strike.

That’s why I had prioritized developing high-quality weapons.

It turned out the military had been paying attention as well.

“Japan will claim it is fighting to eradicate communism in China. That means they will likely target Guangdong first, since it’s controlled by Mao Zedong, the leader of China’s anarcho-communists.”

“So we support the other warlords instead?”

“Exactly.”

Good thinking.

From an international perspective, Japan would be targeting Mao’s faction.

In my eyes, whether it was Sun Chuanfang, Mao Zedong, or some other warlord, China had already been permanently fragmented into its decentralized system.

But what if they couldn’t hold out?

“What if they still can’t resist Japan?”

“Then we involve Britain. Churchill won’t be happy about Japan expanding its influence in Asia.”

That made sense.

Churchill was already alarmed by Communist Germany.

He would see through Japan’s ambitions as well.

Japan’s ultimate goal—the Greater East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere—was no secret.

Even with the Kōdōha (Imperial Way Faction) in power, their vision wasn’t much different from the Tōseiha (Control Faction).

The difference was that the Kōdōha was less prone to reckless overexpansion.

“The question is how Churchill will actually confront Japan in Asia.”

There would be no Imphal Campaign this time.

I regretted not knowing exactly how things would unfold.

“Churchill is trying to slow the spread of communism by granting India broader self-governance. That means, at the very least, he’ll supply weapons to China.

“And despite being decentralized, China still has an overwhelming population advantage.”

True.

If the Soviet Union had thrown millions of bodies at Germany, China had done the same to Japan.

They had lost ground but endured because of sheer numbers.

With enough weapons, they could last even longer.

“Hmm. In that case, we should spread rumors in China that ‘if they hold out, Russia will intervene.’”

This was about morale.

If they kept losing ground without any hope, they might just collapse entirely.

“When the war starts, we’ll do that.”

“Ultimately, we won’t know until the war actually breaks out.”

Would it help to send old tanks to China?

Would supporting this Mao Zedong be a mistake?

Since China was already decentralized, maybe it didn’t matter.

But with so many unpredictable factors, I felt uneasy.

Maybe I should have just followed the original timeline.

But with the Russian Civil War ending in a White victory, history was already too different.

Was there a way to start the American Civil War now?

If the KFC (Kentucky Free Commonwealth) rose up first, that would be perfect.

Wait.


Why should I wait?

I could start it.

“Minister of Internal Affairs, what if we ignite the American Civil War ourselves?”

“The American Civil War, Your Majesty?”

Yes.

We had to pull the trigger.

If we could start it now, we could end it before Germany launched its war.

Trotsky had probably already been considering his options.

Trotsky wasn’t an idiot.

He had studied why the Reds lost in the Russian Civil War.

Right now was his perfect moment to use my strategy.

He had learned how the Whites had won thanks to massive Western support.

He wouldn’t hesitate forever.

“Trotsky is already thinking about it. We just need to give him a little push—through the Okhrana agents near him.”

“Hmm. Do you think that will work?”

Of course.

Starting a civil war wasn’t easy, but someone had to make the first move.

All we had to do was provoke one side.

What if we used Mutaguchi Renya’s approach?

“We’re already supporting the U.S. military government. The moment they realize we’re fully backing them, they’ll want to strike first.”

We had Okhrana embedded close to Trotsky.

All it took was a tiny push.

To convince him that armed struggle was the only path.

“I’ll have our Kentucky branch reach out.”

If it worked, perfect.

If it failed, nothing would change.

But ideally, it would work.

If we could start the American Civil War before Germany moved, we could finish it quickly and then focus on crushing Germany.



American Communist Commonwealth, Kentucky

In his Kentucky office, Trotsky was deep in thought.

The U.S. military government had begun a major propaganda campaign.

They were telling their citizens that the Russian Empress would soon send an army to repay America’s past kindness.

That it wasn’t even America begging Russia for help—Russia itself wanted to return the favor for the aid given during the Russian Civil War.

That meant war was coming.

Soon.

Trotsky sighed.

The memories of being humiliated by the Russian Empress haunted him.

“As expected of the Witch of Moscow… She’s putting us in a difficult position.”

“Comrade, shouldn’t we begin our offensive soon?”

“Hmm… Not yet.”

He wanted to wait a little longer.

To be sure.

War was inevitable—but the question was when.

“There’s a rumor spreading nationwide: the Empress has promised to send her army in exchange for Alaska.”

“Hmm…”

He still wasn’t ready.

He wanted McArthur and Huey Long to weaken each other first.

Then, he would strike.

But something felt wrong.

Like everything was happening too perfectly.

As if someone had orchestrated this moment.

Just then, a panicked officer rushed into the room.

“Comrade Trotsky! Urgent news!”


“What is it?”

“Comrade Kulik has opened fire on the U.S. military government!”

For a moment, Trotsky’s mind went blank.

Someone had just forced his hand.

The war had begun.



 
  Chapter 191: The American Civil War (2)


U.S. Military Government White House

It was obvious that MacArthur was fully aware of what was happening at the border.

From the perspective of the U.S. military government, it was as unexpected as a thief in the night.

MacArthur, who had previously regarded the anti-communist Huey Long as a communist and chased him out of the White House, felt his face flush with anger at the communists’ offensive.

Unable to contain his fury, he threw the pile of documents on his desk, and flames of revenge ignited in his eyes.

“These damned communist bastards! I knew this was coming! They started firing shells at will, and now they claim we kidnapped them? We’re on full mobilization! I’ll show them the terror of MacArthur!”

MacArthur declared a full mobilization.

At the same time, he requested more weapons and supplies from Russia.

Although it was possible to produce weapons domestically, Russian-made ones were of better quality.

Coincidentally, just as the Spanish Civil War was nearing its end, an opportunity arose for Patton, who was always heading to Moscow, to finally return to his homeland.

He had prepared the troops, but needed a force to send to the front in America. Anastasia in Moscow directly gave the order.

“Ah, it’s been a while. From Iberia to America—soon, we’ll drive out the communists! Let’s go! Patton’s knights! Let’s root out every last one of America’s communists!”

Holding a nearly empty bottle of vodka in one hand, Patton, along with U.S. military personnel who had served as Russian volunteers during the Spanish Civil War, landed in America.

“Sir. Colonel Patton’s armored unit, which fought in the Spanish Civil War, has finally returned!”

“Patton? Ah, yes. Good! It feels like we’ve gained a thousand soldiers!”

Patton was already a famous foreign general in Russia.

In fact, during the Russian Civil War, he had earned such great acclaim that he was often allowed to enter the Tsar’s office, a place usually reserved for White Army generals.

Of course, this was only because Patton had barged in during Anastasia’s time as a princess, requesting that the U.S. military be allowed to intervene.

Anyway, MacArthur had received the battle-hardened Patton as a gift from Russia.

“How about we take advantage of the U.S. Civil War to secure support from both America and Russia for rebuilding our nation?”

The Falange party, which had just occupied Madrid and was stabilizing the country, expressed their intention to support the U.S. military government in the hope of participating.

And the Huey Long government, which could never be considered a bystander, observed the situation from afar.

Although KFC had declared war, their main forces were at the front with the U.S. military government.

“Sir. Shouldn’t we take action as well?”

“If KFC collapses like this, it’ll be a big problem.”

At the urgent voices of the ministers, Huey Long fell into deep thought for a moment.

Although no response had come from Russia, they had sent U.S. military personnel who had fought in the Red-White Civil War to assist MacArthur.

“Mm, it seems Russia does intend to help MacArthur in the end. But right now, we’re not in a position to fight. If we attack MacArthur, we’ll truly be branded as communists, and Russia will intervene with a large army.”

In reality, Huey Long’s plan was to first deal with KFC.

To deny the accusations of being a “quasi-communist” by MacArthur, he would need to defeat KFC and then fight MacArthur.

If he fought MacArthur, he could also assist KFC, but then Huey Long would end up being branded as a communist collaborating with the reds.

Therefore, it might be better to strike both sides at the right moment before MacArthur expanded his power and defeated KFC.

Huey Long delayed his decision to enter the war as long as possible.

After all, the reason he couldn’t jump into this mess was because he didn’t have enough forces to handle both fronts.

But if the situation worsened and North America became drenched in blood…

‘Then, I’ll have to make a decision.’

At that point, he would need to ask Russia for mediation.

* * *

News arrived from the Ohkrana Kentucky branch.

A civil war had started on the North American continent.

From the fact that it exploded just after a slight push, it was clear that it had been a long time coming.

Trotsky had nowhere to run.

He had two choices: win the civil war, or die. It was one or the other.

Honestly, from Trotsky’s point of view, now was the right time to ignite the conflict.

If Russian forces came to support the U.S. military government in full force, the military disparity would make it tough for Trotsky.

We also needed to start quickly to resolve the two-front war.

Judging by how quickly the news of the North American civil war made it to Moscow’s newspapers, the conflict seemed fierce.

I could hardly hold back my frustration as I read the news.

“Oh dear. The civil war has really broken out. To think Americans would fight each other over ideologies on their own land. Although I’m not American, I can’t help but feel sorrow at the tragic state of America, which once supported us as a saint.”

I pretended to shed tears, trying to add a touch of drama.

Maria applied some water under my eyes at just the right moment, enhancing the effect.

It might have looked a bit trashy doing this openly in the Duma, but it was all for Russia’s benefit, after all.

“Um.”

Why are they all looking at me with strange faces? It looks like they have something to say?

It can’t be because they ate the mint chocolate I gave them at lunch, can it?

I knew what they wanted to say, but surprisingly, I had no thoughts on the matter.

“What is it? You seem like you have a lot to say.”

“Oh. It’s nothing. Ahem.”

Right. I was the one who caused all this.

It might seem odd that I’m pretending to be sad after causing this mess, but it couldn’t be helped. This civil war was bound to happen.

“Well, I understand what you’re trying to say. But this was a war that was going to break out anyway. It’s better for us to handle it quickly while minimizing the flow of Russian blood.”

Honestly, I wouldn’t shed a single tear for how many Americans die.

This America hasn’t even helped Korea yet.

But if we want to secure the upper hand, we must intervene as soon as possible to suppress the civil war.

Minimizing casualties is also something a saint must do.

This is an undeniable reality.

“The Spanish Civil War has ended, and Patton’s crusaders have returned home.”

At Drozdovsky’s words, I absentmindedly played with my hair and looked at him.

“A crusade?”

Patton as a crusader? What’s that about?

“They call it a crusade because they’re fighting to drive out communism.”

“How many troops does Patton command?”

I had been recruiting volunteer soldiers from the Spanish volunteer forces to send to North America.

“Following your Majesty’s orders, we received support from the Spanish volunteers who fought in Spain. Out of 50,000, 30,000 are headed to North America.”

30,000. That’s a lot.

Honestly, I hadn’t paid much attention to it.

Because, while Patton had originally only brought a small number of U.S. troops from the Red-White Civil War for logistical support, his armored division was elite.

If only these troops go to North America and provide tank support, MacArthur will become incredibly powerful.

“That’s quite a number. But this doesn’t seem like a special military operation, right?”


“Yes, Your Majesty. The troops were carefully selected from among the volunteers. The Spanish Falange party has also offered their help.”

I hadn’t expected the Spanish Falange to step in. That’s appreciated.

If the Falange helps, it might minimize the Russian troops supporting America.

“They must have some conditions, though.”

“If North America stabilizes later, they’ll want help with Spain’s reconstruction.”

Well, the potential power of the U.S. and Spain can’t be ignored.

Moreover, they probably want to prove themselves as Russia’s allies. If Spain quickly regains stability, that’s good.

After all, even if the Falange helps MacArthur with their hundreds of thousands of troops, they’ll likely only get money in return.

Hmm, if Spain secures a bigger share than in the original history, maybe it could change the balance in Europe.

But no, that’s not important now.

I need to focus on the situation at hand and decide the future.

How will our strong communist states respond?

They’ve already been humiliated by Spain; what will they say now?

“How is Britain viewing the American Civil War?”

“They seem unable to take a stance, so they’ve just been criticizing KFC.”

Britain’s okay with just that?

They say that, despite everything, Churchill’s government is acting like this? 

Does this have any meaning? It must, right?

“Do they even have the strength to do so?”

“With Churchill, I expected more, but it seems they can’t even do that.”

Could it be that they’re still politically unstable?

Edward has just properly ascended the throne, so maybe there’s no internal issue.

But what about external pressure?

Is there something pressuring Britain right now? Russia has said they support Churchill and the current king.

“Commonwealth countries opposing Edward’s marriage to a commoner have started to rebel.”

“Oh.”

I hadn’t expected that.

The Commonwealth countries are opposing Edward’s marriage to a commoner?

Is that why Baldwin forced the Cabinet to resign in history?

Whatever the reason, it seems the Commonwealth is shaking.

Does this mean it will be easier for us?

No. France is still the only major power left to fight the communist bloc.

“The Commonwealth is falling apart?”

“Yes, including British India and Malaya. The colonies want a government that can fight communism rather than worry about a commoner marriage.”

That makes sense. The colonies want a government that can fight communism rather than focus on the marriage.

So, it seems like Canada, Australia, and New Zealand oppose it. Could the Commonwealth go to war over this?

“Is it going to lead to civil war?”

“Not quite.”

Not yet, but the battle lines may shift, like during World War II.

If Churchill gets involved in World War II, will the dominions withdraw?

No, they wouldn’t just sit out while the homeland fights.

That doesn’t seem likely.

Did I make a mistake? Maybe I should have pushed for Baldwin instead of Churchill?

No. That’s not it.

Then it would have just been a simple dislike.

I need something to bring down Britain.

In history, Churchill was always eager to fight communist Germany, and now that reality is biting.

He knows that, if this continues, Russia might lose the upper hand.

Britain has always been the same.

When two powers collide, Britain always steps in when both are exhausted.

Right now, they’ve been supporting communist Germany, but their goal is probably to prevent Russia from gaining European dominance by building up Germany.

“They won’t go to civil war, but it seems Churchill is focusing a lot on the dominions.”

“Yes. After all, the power of the British Empire comes from its colonies.”

The British Empire’s power has always come from its colonies.

Could Britain fight communist Germany with its own forces, not its colonies?

At least there seems to be little resistance from the colonies when it comes to supporting the military.

I’m not defending my ex-wife here.

But, considering Britain’s royal family, could the colonies really oppose a marriage to someone who’s been divorced twice?

When you think about it, that seems a bit much.

Still, they have their own reasons.

“Your Majesty truly is remarkable.”

“Yes?”

“You’re the one who orchestrated all of this, aren’t you?”

Well, flattery is fine, but you’re making me feel uncomfortable.

No, I didn’t orchestrate everything. I feel wronged!

If I keep being portrayed as the one who did everything wrong, what if we lose in World War II?

Hmm. No. Britain has a large enough population. Churchill is a man who knows reality.

The dominions won’t split over a marriage issue.

Besides, there’s Germany, the enemy, right in front of them.

Churchill won’t fight the dominions while ignoring Germany.

“But just like France fears becoming communist, shouldn’t Britain prepare for the possibility of being stuck with the dominions and unable to act?”

“If Britain also starts to fall apart before fighting Germany, then the only country left to fight communist Germany will be us.”

Ah, indeed.

Even if Austria fights hard, given the premise that France falls, can Austria stop the three nations’ armies?


The Balkans need to be involved, but if Italy uses Greece for its own benefit, they’ll be stuck.

“Should I push France?”

No, that feels wrong. 

France could turn at any moment.

It would be better to finish the American Civil War quickly. Should I use Ethiopia as a bargaining chip for World War II?



 
  Chapter 192: The Second Sino-Japanese War


So, shouldn’t Ethiopia hold Italy in place a little longer?

Hmm, should we send new weapons to Ethiopia as well?

“How about we provide more support to Ethiopia?” 

I cautiously asked the generals of the military.

“You want to hold Italy back, don’t you?”

It’s better to hold Italy back.

One must always prepare for every variable.

Especially if you’re the leader of a nation. You have to be ready to take responsibility for your position and protect your country. To take responsibility for causing such things, you must be prepared.

Communist Germany and Communist Italy are both the result of the bizarre red forces born from the snowball effect, even if Anastasia the princess might have exiled herself.

So, a lot of preparation is needed.

Honestly, I had hoped Churchill’s monarchist faction would take control and show a firmer stance. But now, they’re too focused on clashing with the dominions. Will there even be time for cooperation with us?

For now, I’m content with Britain pulling back its strength.

We need to reduce the power of Communist Italy and Germany elsewhere.

Therefore, Ethiopia, which can handle the situation to some degree, is optimal.

“Ethiopia is still holding up. The Emperor continues to lead his troops on the front lines, which seems to be troubling the Italian forces.”

That’s a relief, but I hope Haile Selassie can continue holding them off. Keep it up, Emperor.

“Good. That’s a relief.”

With the Ethiopian forces holding their ground as much as possible, it might be a good idea to kick off World War II at this point.

If we focus on the American Civil War and Germany lets its guard down, maybe we can cause some trouble for them?

Ah, that could be tempting.

As for the American Civil War, the Spanish forces have also been reinforced, and we’ve already extracted plenty of gold.

If we just deal with Trotsky, we’ve probably done enough on this front, right?

“Sigh. It’s clear that war is on the horizon.”

Should we just watch for now?

What about Japan? It seems like the time to declare war is near. According to reports from the Kwantung Army, Japanese forces are gathering at Manchurian Railway.

The Far Eastern Army is also on alert, just in case.

Soon, the Second Sino-Japanese War will begin. Won’t China start complaining too? They’ll beg for help, claiming to be pro-Russian.

It would be nice if Mutaguchi Renya could screw things up a bit.

I’ve been boosting his position, so it’s obvious that Mutaguchi Renya will be involved in this war. He might even play an important role.

If he ends up leading the charge against China, hmm…

With Japan’s army, they’ll easily push back China’s forces, but they’ll have to show some strength to deal with China and win decisively.

So, perhaps it’s best to force Japan to suffer some early setbacks.

As long as we don’t attack, that’s good enough.

For Japan, Russia isn’t as bothersome as the United States, but they still see us as a country to be cautious of during wartime.

In the end, our front line will be Austria.

If Austria is stuck holding back the Triple Entente, the Balkan countries will also need to draft their armies.

“We’ve stationed our forces in the Baltics, so there’s no immediate threat on the western defense line.”

Now, Britain can’t say anything about us preparing for war.

Churchill is in charge, and now that Germany is openly making moves to prepare for war again, it’s only natural.

All the reports regarding Germany are about military rearmament and boosting military strength.

Normally, I’d just push forward, ignoring international relations and laws, but that wouldn’t look good.

If we don’t handle things carefully, we could be branded as a threat to the European balance, or even worse, a global threat. So, I’m trying to pacify myself and delay any attack on Germany.

If this were a game, I would’ve attacked without thinking.

“Your Majesty. We’ve made a lot of preparations.”

“The Defense Minister is right. For now, we should just observe.”

We’ll observe for now.

Yeah. I’d like to do that too. But honestly, even with Britain, things have gone beyond what I expected. I thought the monarchist faction would take control, but…

I was shocked that Churchill couldn’t control the dominions.

I never imagined it would turn out like this. I had thought the issue with his marriage to his ex-wife was just a domestic problem for Britain.

“Hm.”

Am I overthinking this?

It’s something that needs to break out sooner or later, but… hmm. Turkey is certainly on our side.

Ukraine, unlike in history, doesn’t have any major resentment towards the Soviet Union. Instead, they wish to join us.

As for the Baltic States, well, if they’re willing to accept Russia’s influence, there’s no issue. We have our forces stationed there, so it should be fine.

Then, after that? We’ll have to rely on Austria.

“Hm, I’m still worried, though.”

I’ve been changing the course of history around me, but since I’m in Moscow, I can’t directly see what’s happening.

The most I get are reports from our yes-men in the Duma.

They’re people who survived the Civil War and support the Duma system, so I can’t expect them to tell me the truth just like nobles swearing loyalty to the Tsar. They wouldn’t say, “Your Majesty, here’s what happened!”

A hundred reports are less useful than seeing things firsthand.

Maybe I should visit Austria or the United States sometime.

After all, I can’t know how far the situation will change unless I see it for myself.

A little while later, Sabinkov, who had been monitoring China, brought me the news I had been waiting for.

“Your Majesty, the Chinese Nationalist Army Headquarters has been established.”

“What’s that?”

“It seems to be a coalition of warlords formed to fight against Japan.”

“I see. So, is the leader Chiang Kai-shek or Mao Zedong?”

“It’s Mao Zedong.”

Hmm? Isn’t Mao Zedong based in Guangdong?

Meanwhile, Chiang Kai-shek controls Nanjing and the surrounding areas, doesn’t he?

In that case, Chiang Kai-shek seems like a better choice, doesn’t he?

“If Mao Zedong has taken Guangdong, then isn’t Chiang Kai-shek the better option?”

“Mao Zedong has long supported the idea of uniting the 27 Chinese warlord factions into one, which has made him popular among the warlords.”

Wow. I’m starting to like this version of Mao Zedong.

He formed friendly relations with Russia during the era of Tian Zhongming and carried forward Tian Zhongming’s vision of uniting China.

Isn’t that impressive?

Of course, once he outlives his usefulness, it wouldn’t be bad to dispose of him. But for now, Mao Zedong is more useful to Russia than Chiang Kai-shek.

If we think about it like the Northern and Southern Dynasties or the Three Kingdoms, China would still be a powerful entity even as divided nations, given its population and size.

So, dividing them up further is probably the right approach.


“If he’s popular, that means no warlord has the capacity to unify China at this point.”

Without the capacity to unify, they’ll likely want to prevent war as much as possible.

“Yes. Chiang Kai-shek seems to be a considerable leader, but he and Mao Zedong have had longstanding conflicts.”

Chiang Kai-shek, huh? I know this guy. To Koreans, he urged the great powers to support Korea’s independence, but as I’ve mentioned before, he was a Chinese nationalist who wanted to make Korea a satellite state.

I imagine it’s no different here.

“Hmm. So, naturally, Chiang Kai-shek would call for a unified China.”

“Indeed, Your Majesty. It seems you’re seeing the situation clearly, even from Moscow.”

Ungern spoke with a glint in his eyes, praising me.

I know who Chiang Kai-shek is, but the reality is that Mao Zedong is leading the charge, and Chiang Kai-shek has no choice but to call for a unified China.

If he accepts Mao’s ideology, he would have to concede dominance over the central plains to Mao.

Ultimately, even if it’s not the Chinese Civil War, we’ll likely see Mao’s anarchist forces and Chiang Kai-shek’s warlords fighting.

The Second Sino-Japanese War is something I need to keep an eye on too.

If necessary, we could intervene, especially if things go south.

If Japan is struggling too much, we might even supply them with weapons through Xinjiang.

“Keep monitoring the situation. We must be ready to intervene if necessary.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

I might be overthinking this, but something about it feels off.

Even if Austria is fighting Germany, I have to remain cautious and ensure everything plays out as expected.

* * *

Nanjing, China

After the Boxer Rebellion, China was divided into various factions ruled by warlords.

However, when Japan mobilized its forces from the Japanese archipelago and Korea to Manchuria, things became critical.

In fact, the Chinese warlords had long anticipated that Japan would invade.

After the Boxer Rebellion, when Japan demanded various privileges, China had rejected them with excuses, knowing that it angered Japan.

Furthermore, the strength of Japan’s Kwantung Army made it clear that an invasion was inevitable.

Thus, Mao Zedong had always been prepared.

He was ready for the moment when Japan would strike.

“Comrades who govern China’s regions! Over a million Japanese troops, along with the Korean garrison, have moved to Manchuria! The Japanese are finally showing their true colors!”

The warlords listening to Mao’s speech grimaced, clenched their lips, and showed signs of frustration.

“But I, Mao Zedong, will never sit idly by! I ask all the warlords here: While we govern and grow our regions, isn’t this all for the survival of China? Then, we must unite against Japan, which threatens the very existence of China!”

Warlords like Yan Xishan, Ma Bufang, Li Zongren, and Sheng Shicai agreed with Mao’s speech.

Although Mao Zedong led the alliance, this was not a step toward unification.

Mao Zedong, who advocated for “27 Chinas,” had no interest in leading a unified China.

Each warlord, deeply rooted in their Chinese nationalism, secretly dreamed of becoming the leader of a unified China, so it was natural that they accepted Mao as the leader of the alliance.

At least after the war, Mao would not push for unification.

As a result, the warlords showed no signs of being moved by Mao’s passionate speech.

“Mao Zedong is right!”

“China may be divided, but it is still one!”

“We entrust the leadership of the alliance to Chairman Mao Zedong!”

Applause

With thunderous applause, the Chinese United Army was formally established.

The alliance gathered in Nanjing and decided to march north, formally declaring war on the puppet emperor in Beijing and defending the borders.

“They’ve long wanted to claim the title of Emperor of China! The Japanese will likely try to capture the emperor to legitimize their claim. Let’s send troops from Hebei and Rehe to defend Beijing, and while they’re distracted, we can strike back and push them out!”

It seemed like a solid plan, and although not all of the united army was equipped with the latest Russian-made rifles, they were still ready for a fight against Japan.

Yeah. On the surface, it seemed like it would work.

“Hah. Anarchists.”

Chiang Kai-shek, who would be responsible for supplies, could not accept this.

How dare someone who advocates for a divided China lead the alliance?

In this world, Chiang Kai-shek had become radical after the division of China.

He dreamed of driving out Russia and Japan from Mongolia and Manchuria.

But it wasn’t time yet.

He decided to wait for the right opportunity.

Meanwhile, some were considering ideas that might seem unorthodox.

“We must negotiate with Japan.”

This was the idea of Wang Jingwei, who considered himself the true successor of Sun Yat-sen.

Currently, he worked in Chiang Kai-shek’s Nanjing government, but Wang Jingwei had coldly analyzed the reality.

As Sun Yat-sen’s follower, he believed that the Three Principles of the People must be restored to establish the Republic of China.

China couldn’t defeat Japan right now.

Japan’s confidence stemmed from the fact that the great powers were not paying attention to China.

Russia had supported Tian Zhongming, who sought to divide China.

How could a divided China defeat Japan? So, negotiations were necessary.

Even if it meant conceding some privileges to Japan, it was better to minimize the damage and plan for the future.

Japan, too, couldn’t govern a country with hundreds of millions of people. They would need a government they could control.

In that case, it was better to align with Japan for now.

Wang Jingwei was already preparing to go to Japan.

After all, the current Chinese system still nominally had the Qing Emperor.

He just needed to give Japan a reason to justify their actions.

By conceding Beijing and giving Japan a semblance of victory, he could reach a compromise.

After all, Japan’s ambitions didn’t end with China.

He knew that Japan’s expansionism would eventually reach French Indochina.

Wang Jingwei planned to exploit that.

His problem was the watchful eye of Dai Li, but in wartime, it wouldn’t be too difficult to head to Japan.

“I’m the one China needs!” 

This was the birth of a man who would be labeled a traitor, but he didn’t see himself that way.

He was only doing this for the good of China.

The Chinese United Army was formed.

On September 7, 1937, Japan formally declared war on China by delivering an ultimatum to the Forbidden City.

The declaration was formal, but in summary, it said:

“Our Emperor must rightfully take the throne of China as the supreme ruler of Asia. The Qing Emperor must cede his title to our Emperor!”

Though this was less outrageous than in history, it was still a war over the Chinese Emperor’s throne, which led to the Second Sino-Japanese War.


But that was only the beginning.

A few months later, when the Emperor led his forces into southern Manchuria, an absurd report reached Hirohito.

“Your Majesty! Congratulations! Mutaguchi Renya’s forces in Manchuria have destroyed the main forces of the United Army in Rehe, Hebei, and Beijing!”

“Ah. Truly, Mutaguchi is a man worthy of praise from the Russian Empress. I must personally visit the Forbidden City to honor his achievements!” 

In history, it was Mutaguchi Renya’s victory in the Imphal Operation that led to the defeat of the Chinese United Army, and it was about to happen again.



 
  Chapter 193: Mutaguchi Renya – The Rise of a Master Tactician


A few days after the declaration of war, Mutaguchi Renya felt like his head was about to explode.

After all, it was the Manchurian Army that was taking the lead in the conquest of China.

If he was stressed about leading the charge, it was because it was someone like him—an elite officer—who could tarnish the honor of the imperial army.

But the reason his head felt like it was splitting was because, the previous day, he had gotten completely drunk at Tsujimasa Nobu’s urging.

However, the general staff quickly issued an operational plan to attack Beijing before the Emperor’s personal army could arrive, and Renya hurriedly began preparing for the assault.

“Governor, don’t you think we need to strike before the enemy can consolidate?”

“Y-Yes.”

“To present the Forbidden City to His Majesty, we must act quickly.”

“I understand.”

His aide Tsujimasa Nobu and the chief of staff, Tojo Hideki, urged him forward.

But despite their urging, Renya hesitated.

The reason was simple. He remembered something Anastasia had said.

“If war breaks out, you should at least fall back and handle the rear.”

As a general of the Imperial Japanese Army armed with the Yamato spirit, he should have ignored the advice of a foreign monarch.

But Anastasia’s predictions were eerily accurate, weren’t they? She had foreseen tremors within the empire before, so maybe there was something to it.

In any case, Renya sensed a shift in his fate and knew that he couldn’t afford to lose as a member of Japan’s elite. However, the danger of rushing in was palpable.

So he decided on a plan.

According to the intelligence reports, the enemy’s forces were concentrated on defending Beijing, so he would take a leisurely stroll through Rehe Province and Hebei before making any move. He would avoid advancing until the Emperor’s personal army arrived and then join the effort to support the Emperor’s cause. It was an ambitious plan.

Of course, he couldn’t openly drag his feet. He needed to appear as though he had a strategic plan in place.

Thus, he named it the “Encirclement Strategy”.

It didn’t sound very impressive, but Renya had put his full mental effort into crafting this name. In the original timeline, it would have been the Chinese Nationalist Party’s campaign against the Chinese Communist Party, but in this alternate history, where the autonomous government and Mao Zedong had turned into anarchist communists, it had instead been coined by Renya.

If things didn’t go as planned and he failed to take Beijing, he could easily make excuses and claim the circumstances were different.

The main force of the Manchurian Army, which had been dispatched from the Japanese archipelago, was made up of 200,000 soldiers, including a small contingent of pro-Japanese Manchu and Korean spies. They were tasked with capturing the northern front, particularly surrounding Beijing.

However, Renya knew that the Chinese United Army, composed of over 2 million soldiers, would be a significant threat. A direct confrontation would likely lead to major casualties on both sides.

Still, before the Emperor arrived, Renya had to secure at least a minimal victory. So he decided to pursue his encirclement plan and move quickly.

“Move as secretly and quickly as possible!”

Under Renya’s orders, the army crossed Rehe Province and advanced toward Hebei at night. Everything was progressing perfectly.

The enemy forces had only stationed troops to guard the Emperor, and Mao Zedong’s Chinese United Army had shifted most of its forces to defend Beijing, fearing the loss of the Emperor’s legitimacy. This meant that there were few forces stationed around Rehe and Hebei.

But…

As Renya’s forces advanced stealthily, the Emperor’s personal army had still not arrived. Renya found himself circling around Hebei for a while.

‘What now? Should I attack Beijing after all?’

Beijing was now under the control of various warlords, and their lack of coordination meant that a successful strike could be made with Renya’s 200,000 troops. However, the situation was still complicated.

As Renya was debating his next move near Tianjin, an urgent report came in.

“Governor! The enemy’s large forces are heading toward Beijing! Their rear is exposed!”

What kind of nonsense is this?

So, the Manchurian Army, having circled Hebei, was now attacking the rear of the Chinese United Army, which had been sluggishly advancing toward Beijing.

In a moment of shock, Renya realized he couldn’t retreat, and he steeled himself for battle.

“If we fail, it’s the fault of my incompetent subordinates,” he thought, as he prepared for a bold confrontation.

His officers and soldiers were ready, and with such an audacious gamble, he decided to boost their morale.

“Proud Imperial soldiers! You, the heirs of the Emperor! Look! The Chinese army is so foolish they didn’t even notice our forces behind them! This is what happens when a nation loses the Mandate of Heaven and falls into the hands of communist traitors!”

The official reason for the war might have been to fight over the throne of China, but Renya also used the opportunity to rally his troops against China’s communists.

“Though their forces are ten times ours, they’re disorganized and have stretched their lines thin. They’re nothing more than a rabble compared to us! With the Yamato spirit, let’s tear through their rear! Charge! I’ll lead you!”

“““Banzai! Long live the Emperor! Long live the Empire of Japan!”””

Reluctantly, Renya’s forces launched a charge, inspired by the famous “Banzai charge” of Japan’s military culture, striking the rear of the Chinese United Army.

In the early moments, Renya personally led the charge, and this semblance of leadership stirred the morale of his soldiers.

However, this boldness was short-lived. After a brief initial success, Renya fell back, watching the unfolding events from a distance as the battle raged on.

This was his worst gamble, but if they lost, it wouldn’t be his fault—it would be the incompetence of his subordinates.

Yet the result shocked everyone, including Renya himself.

“What? Why are the Japanese here?”

“What were our forces doing? Hurry up and stop them!”

“They’re not that many! We can still fight them off!”

In the chaos, the Chinese United Army, caught off guard by the surprise attack, couldn’t muster a proper defense. With their leadership in disarray, they were easily overwhelmed by the Manchurian Army’s swift movements.

The previously united Chinese forces began to collapse, unable to respond as their supply lines were cut and their positions compromised. What should have been a battle against the invading Japanese army turned into a complete rout.

“We’ve wiped out their main force! They were completely unaware of our movements and panicked! The enemy broke apart in an instant!”

Renya was stunned by the result.

Though he had initially doubted his plan, it had turned out far better than expected. The Chinese United Army, made up of warlords and their independent factions, wasn’t as cohesive as he had thought. The disunity and lack of coordination within their ranks played right into Renya’s hands.

Mao Zedong’s forces, which had previously been viewed as elite, were now in disarray, with only a few warlords making it out of Nanjing to escape.

“Ah! How are we supposed to fight among ourselves now?”

“If we don’t surrender, we’ll all die!”

“Why should we die for a puppet emperor?”

With the fall of Beijing and the destruction of the Chinese forces, Japan now had a strong claim to control China.

The Emperor of China, Puyi, was captured and surrendered to the Japanese, and the main Chinese forces were annihilated, effectively marking the beginning of Japan’s domination of China.

In the real history, the Battle of Beiping-Tianjin had led to the capture of Beijing by Japanese forces, but this defeat had a clear cause.

Mao Zedong had anticipated the war and had formed the United Army, but without German advisors and with the military quality weakening due to internal issues, the result was an unexpected and catastrophic defeat for China.

Renya’s gamble had paid off—he had essentially destroyed the core of the Chinese United Army, leading to a strategic victory.

As a result, Japan was on the brink of completely conquering China.

Meanwhile, in Moscow, Anastasia was horrified by the news of the war.

* * *

The news from the Far East made me doubt my eyes.

It was hard to believe.

After all, the newspaper I was holding was filled with shocking headlines.

– “Mutaguchi Renya, a master tactician of Japan, plunges the Chinese Empire into the brink of destruction with just one battle!”

– “The operation, as the name suggests, was an encirclement strategy. It wasn’t even meant to be a full-fledged battle.”

– “The key to this great victory was the loyalty to the empire and the Yamato spirit that the soldiers carried with them.”

Mutaguchi Renya’s Manchurian Army had, not with a massive force, but with just a few thousand soldiers, raced through Rehe and Hebei and bypassed Beijing, annihilating the Chinese United Army in one stroke.

They had advanced so swiftly that the Chinese forces, which had concentrated their defenses on Beijing, were caught off guard.

I couldn’t believe it. This wasn’t what I expected.

But could I believe it?

Was Mutaguchi Renya really a genius, or was this just a stroke of luck? And now he was crediting his subordinates’ victory to the Yamato spirit.


Could this really have been a lucky win?

“Mutaguchi Renya has completely defeated the Chinese forces.”

“As Your Majesty predicted, he’s certainly capable of crushing China’s population.”

I didn’t push Mutaguchi Renya for this reason. This victory felt like an accident.

In reality, Japan would have eventually moved into China, committing atrocities regardless of Renya’s role. He was just a pawn to be used.

But now, I had to wonder if he might become an unwelcome hero for Japan.

Should I have dealt with him sooner?

It felt like fate had led me here, but I still wasn’t sure how to feel.

“Mutaguchi Renya has severely defeated the Chinese army.”


“Just as Your Majesty foresaw. He has indeed crushed the forces of China.”

I didn’t push Mutaguchi Renya for this reason. It felt unfair, but now Japan seemed set to dominate China.

For now, staying quiet seemed like the best course of action.

The question was, how would this overconfidence from such a lucky victory affect Renya’s future? Should I warn him?

Would he even listen?



 
  Chapter 194: An Era of Turmoil


Weakening China from now on would be good, and watching Japan and China engage in an all-out brawl was quite entertaining.  

However, if things continued this way, it would be possible to strike Japan from behind in the future, but we would lose any justification for it.  

The future I saw showed the United States eventually beating Japan down and turning it into an ally, just like in original history, to keep Russia in check. So, by using Mojongu—Mutaguchi Renya, who is easy to control, I planned to drop him into Kyushu when Japan was being thoroughly beaten, ensuring that Japan would at least be split in half.  

That way, we could also keep the United States in check, and a divided Japan would focus more on developing its army rather than its navy—meaning it would never be able to truly threaten Russia.  

In that case, should we be the ones to make Japan surrender?  

Or should we put more effort into strengthening an independent Korea?  

Yeah. Now is not the time to think about that.  

We need to observe the situation a little more.  

“Mutaguchi Renya has pulled off something big. So, what’s happening in China now?”  

I asked Savinkov, who had just reported that our dear China had suffered a massive defeat and that Mojongu had become Japan’s hero.  

Even as I asked, I still couldn’t quite believe it. I rubbed my eyes and checked the newspaper again.  

No matter how many times I looked, it didn’t make sense.  

Seriously. Mao Zedong, the guy who originally schemed to expand communist influence little by little during the Second Sino-Japanese War, had instead led an army himself and gotten completely wiped out?  

Just how much would this single battle shake China? That was what I was most curious about.  

Would our dear Emperor Hirohito’s imminent personal campaign make China cower? Or did they still have enough strength left to fight?  

“Japanese Emperor Hirohito has received the surrender of the Emperor of the Chinese Empire, Puyi. He is now urging various regions of China to surrender as well.”  

Wow, that’s pretty impressive.  

In this history that I altered, that bastard had personally accepted Puyi’s surrender.  

Is this another snowball effect of the history I changed?  

Well, in any case, he’s going to be branded a war criminal and executed in this timeline, so he might as well enjoy himself while he can.  

Alright, what’s next? Puyi’s surrender alone wouldn’t mean that all of China would fall.  

“The Emperor’s surrender doesn’t mean everything is over. China is vast and has a massive population. Besides, the Emperor was just a puppet who had long lost the people’s support.”  

It wasn’t Puyi’s fault, but the Aisin Gioro family had lost the Mandate of Heaven long ago.  

Empress Dowager Cixi had left behind a mess without cleaning it up before she died, no true wise ruler had emerged, and China had already been collapsing for quite some time.  

“Yes. A man named Chiang Kai-shek, who was in charge of logistics in Nanjing, is reportedly gathering the remnants of his forces and has declared the establishment of the Republic of China. He is setting up a new defensive line.”  

I see. He’s creating the Republic of China to claim that China hasn’t truly lost, even though the Emperor has surrendered.  

In original history, the war in China dragged on for quite a while. Japan had even set up a puppet government using Wang Jingwei to negotiate.  

But in this timeline, Puyi ended up taking that role instead.  

Wouldn’t that mean Chiang Kai-shek would once again take the lead?  

Just like in original history.  

Wait a minute—there’s no mention of Mao Zedong in the newspaper. All it talks about is the Emperor’s surrender.  

“What about Mao Zedong and the other warlords?”  

“Some warlords fled, and Mao Zedong’s whereabouts are unknown.”  

It would actually be better if Mao Zedong were still alive.  

Before, I wanted him dead. But now, I kind of wanted him to survive.  

That guy kept talking about ‘27 different Chinas,’ so having him around might be useful.  

The map might get messy in the future, but at least it would ensure that China could never fully consolidate its power.  

In modern Korea, too many people admired China.  

So much so that they’d joke, ‘I love China so much I wish it would split into multiple pieces.’  

Some internet trolls even said things like, ‘The only thing Japan did right was the Nanjing Massacre. I don’t know why they’re trying to hide it.’  

Well, in the end, China and Russia ended up in a nuclear war, so Koreans’ hatred toward China was somewhat justified.  

It wasn’t that I hated China—I just couldn’t ignore its potential power.  

If the Qing Dynasty had modernized properly and been strong enough to fend off foreign invasions, the world would have become a much more terrifying place.  

Just look at the future. The moment China gained some power, it started playing outdated imperialist games, and eventually, they even triggered a nuclear war.  

“How long do you think China can hold out against Japan?”  

They had suffered such an embarrassing loss right from the start. Mao Zedong had gathered a massive army, only for it to get completely annihilated.  

Losing that many troops in the first battle would inevitably affect future battles.  

“Chiang Kai-shek seems to have been preparing in secret while distrusting Mao for a long time. Since he’s now gathering his faction’s troops, he might be able to hold out somehow.”  

“But militarily, the gap is too big, isn’t it?”  

Experience accumulated over time was crucial.  

Unfortunately for China, it had no chance of winning in a direct confrontation against Japan.  

‘They’ll hold out with sheer numbers.’  

That was likely how things would play out in this timeline as well.  

“Yes, Your Majesty. During the previous Russian Civil War, the Bolsheviks employed human-wave attacks. It seems China has adopted the same tactic. They’ll probably throw bodies at the Japanese lines.”  

Chiang Kai-shek was a seasoned strategist. The fact that he hadn’t cooperated with Mao alone made him suspicious, didn’t it?  

He would do whatever it took to endure.  

With their endless population—one that could rival the Soviet Union in terms of manpower.  

He would resist, just like in original history.  

No, he needed to resist. If China collapsed entirely into Japan’s hands, that would be a disaster.  

We should send some weapons through Xinjiang to keep them going.  

Alright, China was settled for now.

No, China had to hold out.  

If we let things spiral out of control, the entire region could fall into Japan’s hands, and we couldn’t let that happen.  

We should provide some moderate support through Xinjiang—perhaps a steady flow of weapons to help them hold their ground.  

Alright, that settled China’s situation for now.  

—  

“What about the American Civil War? MacArthur isn’t the type to be pushed back so easily.”  

Surely, he would be able to hold out until reinforcements arrived.  

“Yes. Chief of Staff MacArthur has successfully repelled KFC’s offensive. Fortunately, Huey Long did not join the attack.”  

If Huey Long had attacked as well, MacArthur would have been in serious trouble. But that didn’t happen.  

Huey Long must have known that openly siding with KFC would get him branded as a communist.  

“That makes sense. If he attacked now, he’d be seen as a full-blown communist.”  

But that didn’t mean he would go after KFC either.  

Right now, Huey Long’s government was the weakest.  

Rather than confronting both sides at once, he would let them weaken each other through prolonged conflict.  

Soon, Spanish forces would arrive in America to assist MacArthur, and Patton’s Cross Armored Division would sweep through KFC’s forces. That would shift the balance of power.  

KFC didn’t have properly developed tanks yet. Even if they did, they wouldn’t match the ones we were producing.  

We had been consistently upgrading our tanks for years, while the United States was in too much turmoil to keep up with technological advancements.  

The White Air Corps had also been deployed, which would significantly tip the scales in the American Civil War.  


—  

Then, as I scanned the newspaper again, I frowned.  

Even after reconsidering, Mutaguchi Renya’s success was beyond expectations.  

How could he have managed to wipe out such a massive army in a single campaign?  

This was why I had to keep a closer eye on unpredictable elements.  

I needed to shift my focus outward.  

“From now on, we must look outward. We need to be even more vigilant and meticulously monitor the situation in neighboring countries. Japan has achieved a major victory against China, and the United States is engulfed in civil war.”  

If Japan had stumbled, I would have reconsidered my approach.  

But instead, they hadn’t just won—they had landed such a decisive blow that it momentarily paralyzed China.  

That meant we couldn’t afford to overlook the American Civil War or the situation in France.  

Internally, we needed to continue advancing our weapons development while keeping close tabs on both America’s civil war and France’s stability.  

Who knows? KFC might end up receiving Lenin’s divine blessing and go on a rampage, crushing both MacArthur and Huey Long before unifying North America under communism.  

If that happened, we’d have to step in and manipulate the situation in the western United States.  

Now that the future had become increasingly unpredictable, I needed to utilize Ohrana as if I had a strategic map hack activated—receiving continuous intelligence updates.  

“Of course, Your Majesty.”  

“Also, keep a close watch on France. If there are any signs of communist movements gaining ground, we must warn Britain immediately.”  

—  

France, in particular, had been strangely quiet so far.  

Since the occupation of the Ruhr, they had faced numerous setbacks and had been focusing on internal affairs. At most, they had expressed admiration for Russia’s military advancements, but that was about it.  

Why was France so quiet?  

Britain, under Churchill, would certainly fight Germany. As always, they would use France as their main defensive line.  

But what if France collapsed into communism even faster than in original history—just like how Mojongu had unexpectedly emerged as a military genius?  

Britain would find itself completely isolated, facing inevitable defeat.  

One of the key barriers to containing Communist Germany would be lost.  

—  

“We’ve also received an update on the Ethiopian front, Your Majesty. Ethiopia is currently being pushed back.”  

“Hm, I suppose some things just aren’t meant to work out.”  

This, too, was another setback.  

If Ethiopia fell, Italy would be able to rapidly shift its focus toward Austria.  

Still, hadn’t Ethiopia been holding out longer than in original history?  

We had provided support, so they should have endured longer, right?  

Or perhaps Italy had taken a different approach this time.  

“It seems that, rather than continuing their fierce resistance, several Ethiopian factions have been persuaded to switch sides in exchange for maintaining their special privileges.”  

Ah, that explains it.  

There is no enemy more dangerous than one from within.  

Even though Russia had provided assistance, Italy was geographically much closer.  

If local leaders saw an opportunity to maintain their status under Italian rule, it wasn’t surprising that some had chosen to defect.  

If we had a direct presence there, things might have turned out differently. We had done what we could to keep them supplied, but there was no stopping Italy’s full-force assault.  

By now, it was well past 1937. Even though Ethiopia had lasted longer than in original history, the outcome was becoming inevitable.  

And what of Goebbels’ Germany? They had called this a communist liberation and yet seemed perfectly fine allowing bald men to maintain their bourgeois privileges.  

—  

“In addition, Italy, having gained some breathing room in Ethiopia, has now demanded Albania’s submission.”  

“Italy wants Albania?”  

It was still only 1937. Wasn’t this a bit early?  

No, no—this was simply another consequence of the historical shifts I had caused.  

“Yes. Albania is a monarchy, so it would be reasonable to assist them. However, military intervention would be quite difficult for us.”  

That was true.  

There was also the issue of our navy.  

If we weren’t going to send our fleet to obliterate the Italian navy in the Mediterranean, the only other option would be a land-based intervention—but no one was keen on war at the moment.  

“There’s no way Albania can win against Italy.”  

My gaze drifted to the world map hanging on the wall.  

From Ethiopia in Africa, my eyes moved northward toward the Italian Peninsula, and then further east—across the Adriatic Sea to Albania.  

Historically, Albania had long been under heavy Italian influence.  

Wasn’t Mussolini’s Italy just a red-painted version of its former self?  

In original history, Mussolini had issued an ultimatum to Albania, forcing them to submit. King Zog I had tried to resist, but even his own army had been under heavy Italian influence, making it impossible to fight back.  

And just like before, Italy would likely swallow Albania whole, forcing King Zog into exile.  

Had I known this was coming, I might have paid more attention to Albania.  

But once Albania was taken, where would Italy set its sights next?  

For a brief moment, it felt like I had been struck in the back of the head.  

—  

“Spazio Vitale.”  

I unknowingly whispered Mussolini’s grand dream aloud.  

The reconstruction of Rome, Italy’s living space, and its unredeemed territories.  

That fool’s delusions of Roman restoration had likely intensified after witnessing my own actions—reclaiming Constantinople, holding a grand Eastern Roman imperial coronation, and seeing Russia reborn as the Third Rome.  

Perhaps—this was just speculation—but perhaps Mussolini’s fixation on Albania was part of a broader scheme to revive Rome.  

The Spazio Vitale didn’t include Türkiye.  

But Greece?  

Yes. Greece was included.  

Historically, Mussolini had launched an invasion of Greece, and after initial failures, Germany had intervened to complete the conquest. The territory was then divided among Axis powers, with Germany, Italy, and Bulgaria carving up Greece while installing a puppet regime.  

Would things really turn out any differently here?  

Especially after I had reignited Rome’s legacy?  

—  

“What?”  


“Mussolini’s next target is clear, isn’t it? He’s already seized Albania. The next step is…”  

I pointed at the map, specifically at Greece.  

The military officers surrounding me followed my gaze.  

“The former domain of the Eastern Roman Empire—Greece,” Drozdovsky muttered.  

If Mussolini truly planned to invade Greece, we were heading into uncharted territory.
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Of course, abandoning Greece as the Eastern Roman Emperor was another matter, but for now, national interest took priority.  

If Türkiye were to take Greece and later be drawn into the Roman Treaty, would that not be Rome itself?  

“If that were the case, Türkiye and Constantinople, and the Pontus region would be at constant odds. Türkiye should be brought into the new Roman faction in due time.”  

That way, there would be no need to take it by force. It would naturally become part of the Roman structure.  

The nations would continue to exist, but by permanently joining a single power bloc, everything would be bound to Russia. If that wasn’t Rome, then what was?  

“And what will you do with Greece?”  

“Let’s leave Greece as it is. If Italy takes Greece and Türkiye takes it from them while we quietly acknowledge it, wouldn’t that be the cleanest solution?”  

After all, Greece had once been under Ottoman rule.  

If Greece, after being stained red by Italy, were quietly absorbed by Türkiye, would the international community really object?  

Besides, Churchill had to deal with the self-governing dominions of the British Commonwealth.  

“Hmm. But aren’t we favoring Türkiye too much? If they reclaim Greece, they may become too ambitious.”  

“They might get spoiled and start talking about reclaiming Constantinople.”  

That wasn’t a bad thing either.  

Wouldn’t that give a legitimate excuse to beat Türkiye down again?  

Türkiye did not have the strength to take on Russia.  

On the contrary, it would become the perfect opportunity for Russia to fully restore Eastern Rome.  

“Then, at that time, we can properly crush them, annex all of Türkiye, and relocate the entire Turkic population back to their original homeland on the steppes.”  

Turks were originally from the steppes, right?  

Even Türkiye itself had mentioned the historic friendship between Goguryeo and the Göktürks when discussing relations with Korea, so it should be true.  

If hostilities ever arose with Türkiye, this could be used as a justification.  

If they resisted, they would all be captured, the Russians and Greeks would be resettled in Anatolia, and Byzantium could be proclaimed once again.  

“I see. Your Majesty harbors such ambitions.”  

“Yes, the complete restoration of Eastern Rome!”  

Wait, why did these lunatics actually think this would happen?  

I didn’t think so.  

Türkiye wouldn’t be foolish enough to make such a move.  

They were well aware of Russia’s strength and had even been acquiring Russian weapons. Would they really dare to challenge Russia?  

I doubted it. Power-hungry fools always submitted to overwhelming force.  

“This is only a hypothetical scenario. If, by some chance, Türkiye defies us and moves to reclaim Constantinople and Pontus, then we will act accordingly.”  

That was highly unlikely.  

Atatürk was still alive, and even İnönü wasn’t the type to make reckless moves.  

Dreaming of restoring the Ottoman Empire was only possible if Russia was weak.  

Hmm. To be honest, even if we took over all of Türkiye’s territory, managing it was another issue.  

Russia was already vast. Could it really extend administrative control all the way to Anatolia? That was a different problem. At best, it would probably be given some form of autonomy.  

“Still, if Italy takes Greece, wouldn’t they become too powerful? Perhaps it would be better to intervene now.”  

“Italy should know better. After taking Ethiopia and Albania, they won’t immediately march into Greece.”  

The timeline might be moving faster than in history, but at least for now, they wouldn’t be able to make a move.  

After taking Albania, Germany would likely rein them in.  

The invasion of Greece would be a problem for the future. For now, Austria was merging back into a single entity.  

Even in the original history, Italy had thought, “This might work,” and then ended up calling for help from Germany.  

And in that timeline, there was no Austro-Hungarian Empire, and Yugoslavia was an easier target.  

Even then, Nazi Germany had to delay Operation Barbarossa. Could an invasion of Greece succeed here?  

Even if they were provoked, Italy wouldn’t immediately launch an attack on Greece.  

Their priority would be dealing with Austria first.  

They would likely take Albania and then prepare for Greece.  

Goebbels’ Germany would ensure that Italy didn’t overstep.  

“Is the expeditionary force for America prepared for any emergencies?”  

“Yes, Your Majesty.”  

Even if Trotsky was captured and played our pawn, we couldn’t afford suspicion.  

If Russia sent reinforcements and, shortly after, Trotsky was mysteriously eliminated and the KFC regime collapsed while Russia took all the spoils, wouldn’t that be too suspicious?  

So, at the very least, we had to make it look like we were prepared to send a significant force.  

“This is unfortunate.”  

“What do you mean?”  

Ungern clicked his tongue, clearly feeling regretful.  

I tilted my head in curiosity as he spoke with conviction.  

“Couldn’t we create a two-front war for Trotsky?”  

A two-front war? Huey Long hadn’t joined yet.  

No, it didn’t have to involve Huey Long.  

Ah. So Ungern was referring to Canada.  

Drozdovsky had been itching for action after hearing about the Spanish campaign.  

Canada had the right geography to open a second front.  

If Canada joined the fight, creating a northern front, it would be a game-changer.  

With the West neutral, and Huey Long still uninvolved, Trotsky was currently locked in a one-on-one fight with MacArthur.  

Opening a northern front would be ideal.  

“General Ungern, are you referring to Canada?”  

“Yes, Your Majesty.”  

Hmm. Canada’s involvement…  

But did Canada even have the military strength to intervene in America?  

It had a vast landmass but a relatively small population.  

“If that happens, Britain will be forced to intervene. That would be problematic for us, and Churchill wouldn’t allow it. He needs to manage the Commonwealth and maintain colonial control.”  

If Canada somehow entered the war, Britain wouldn’t be able to ignore it and would have to join as well.  

That would completely disrupt our plan to keep Britain out.  

However, a thought crossed my mind.  

“By the way, Canada is right next door to a civil war. Are they really doing nothing? No troop movements?”  

That was what concerned me the most. Could Canada defend itself against Trotsky?  

Sure, Britain would protect them, but considering the state of Britain and the American Civil War, they couldn’t be entirely unaffected.  

“There are no movements for now. Likely because of political disputes with the British mainland. As long as Trotsky doesn’t provoke them, they won’t get involved.”  

“Hmm. I see.”  

So Canada wouldn’t be stepping in.  


If they were busy arguing with Britain over their own issues, they wouldn’t be able to intervene.  

“In that case, how about advancing into Canada?”  

“Into Canada?”  

What was Ungern suggesting now?  

This guy’s ambitions were getting out of hand.  

“If Canada merely grants us military passage rights, we could pressure Trotsky from the north. We should at least probe the possibility.”  

That was an interesting idea…  

But I wasn’t sure if it was feasible.  

If we entered under the pretext of aiding America, we could then quietly pressure Canada into granting military access.  

Hmm.  

That might be possible, but Britain wouldn’t take it lightly.  

If, by some chance, Britain withdrew and let us ‘help defend Canada’ while Trotsky overreached, things could get very interesting.  

Of course, that was just speculation.  

In reality, the only reason I entertained this idea was because my White Army seemed eager to move into America.  

To be honest, it’s not entirely impossible. Sure, we’d take a massive hit to our reputation, but under the pretense of aiding America, we could quietly pressure Canada into granting us military control. Hmm.  

If we did that, though, Britain wouldn’t just sit back and watch. That is… in the worst-case scenario.  

What if we offered to protect Canada in Britain’s place?  

Rather than strong-arming Britain into confronting us in the Atlantic, what if we subtly encouraged Trotsky to set his sights on Canada instead?  

If, amidst all this chaos, Trotsky foolishly made a move against Canada, things could get interesting.  

Of course, this was completely unrealistic.  

The only reason I was even considering it was because our White Army might start whining, “We wanna go to Canada! Waaah!”  

“That is out of the question. The White Army may dream of advancing into the Americas, but if we do that, Britain and the other great powers will see us as a threat and might even start supporting Communist Germany.”  

It was serious enough that even our Prime Minister personally stepped in.  

Besides, we couldn’t even be sure this was feasible.  

Britain could turn around and say, “You started this,” and pull out of the Anti-Communist Pact to support Communist Germany instead. And the nations that had begun aligning with us might do the same.  

I was working hard to reshape Russia’s image.  

“Hmm. Such a wasted opportunity.”  

It was disappointing, but there was no other choice.  

Even taking Alaska had required careful maneuvering.  

Right now, America was in chaos, and the British Commonwealth was tangled up in its own issues, but there was still a chance Britain might come after us for Alaska in the future.  

“Above all, Canada is still a British dominion. Even if relations are strained, as long as it remains part of the Commonwealth, it cannot be ignored.”  

Yeah, this was too much of a stretch.  

There was no way Churchill wouldn’t catch on to what Russia was doing. He would absolutely move to stop us.  

It would be too easy for him to say, “Look at these Russian bastards messing around again,” and use that as an excuse to retaliate.  

Even the slightest misstep could give Churchill the justification he needed.  

Pushing into Canada was simply crossing the line. No matter how things stood, Canada wouldn’t want Russia meddling in its affairs.  

Instead, it would likely try to mend relations with Britain. If only there was more infighting among the Commonwealth nations…  

If things escalated too far, we’d have a problem. It almost felt like the world was pushing Russia toward reckless expansion.  

To be honest, I never wanted Britain to end up in such a mess.  

That’s probably why it all seemed so tempting.  

Even within our own White Army, there were those getting high off Roman nostalgia, practically hoping Türkiye would make a reckless move.  

If we showed even the slightest opening, they’d all start clamoring for expansion into the Americas.  

If this was some alternate version of World War II, it might be a different story. But at this rate, we’d just end up as a Russian version of Imperial Japan.  

“Whatever you do, do not target Canada. We cannot be planting our flag in other lands while Communist Germany remains unchecked.”  

“The White Army will follow only Your Majesty’s will.”  

That’s how it should be. As long as they didn’t go off the rails like Japan’s Imperial General Headquarters, we’d be fine.  

“But is it really confirmed that Mutaguchi Renya completely annihilated the United Chinese Army?”  

It was hard to believe.  

“Yes. It is absolutely certain. In fact, in northern Manchuria, the Manchus are saying that with Puyi’s surrender, the Daicing Gurun is truly finished. Some are even calling for Your Majesty to be crowned as the new Great Khan.”  

“What a loyal bunch.”  

Well, Manchuria was still Russian territory, but it remained the ancestral homeland and sacred land of the Manchus.  

Even those who had stayed in Manchuria under Russian rule probably still took pride in their Manchu identity.  

For them, Puyi—the so-called Emperor of Manchuria—kneeling before the Japanese Emperor must have been unbearable.  

—

Japanese-Occupied Northern China, Forbidden City

At this time, Emperor Hirohito and the Imperial General Headquarters were in extremely high spirits.  

They were more elated than ever.  

After all, they had personally accepted the surrender of the Emperor of China—though in name only—the descendant of the Daicing Gurun’s ruling Aisin Gioro lineage, which had ruled the continent for centuries.  

Puyi had essentially handed over the throne of the Chinese Empire like some part-time job resignation.  

Was this how his father had felt when he annexed the 500-year-old Joseon Dynasty?  

Relaxing within the Forbidden City, waiting for the rest of the warlords to surrender, Hirohito was suddenly struck by a shocking piece of news.  

A certain Chiang Kai-shek had declared the establishment of the Nanjing National Government, refusing to acknowledge the so-called “surrender” of the Chinese Empire, and vowing to continue fighting against Japan.  

On top of that, even in Hebei, the Chinese people weren’t exactly welcoming Japanese rule.  

Hirohito’s rapid advance to the Forbidden City, following Mutaguchi Renya’s blitzkrieg campaign, had left little time for local stabilization.  

Many Chinese, still steeped in their Sinocentric pride, could not stomach the idea of being ruled by Japan, a nation they once considered a tributary state.  

“Get out, you damn Japs!”  

“We hate the Emperor, but we hate you more!”  

Though the Emperor’s surrender had been secured, actually consolidating control was turning into a nightmare for Japan’s leadership.  

And it wasn’t just China—there was growing discontent in Korea as well. Massacring the entire population of Hebei wasn’t exactly an option, so some form of compromise had to be reached.  

In the end, the Imperial General Headquarters was forced to make a decision.  

“Your Majesty, at this point, a prolonged war is inevitable. We must continue southward into China, but to secure the occupied north and win over public sentiment, we need to establish a puppet government.”  

“To think we must establish a puppet government out of fear of these damn Chinks… Hmph.”  

“If not for the National Government in Nanjing, we wouldn’t have considered it. But as things stand, we must march southward, and leaving our rear unstable is too dangerous.”  

“Hm. So this is our best option?”  

“Beijing has reached out to us. A man named Wang Jingwei has made contact. We should appoint him as Prime Minister and grant Puyi the title of Prince of Qing, establishing a new puppet state.”  

“Hm. That is not a bad idea. Very well. I approve. Puyi shall be granted the title of King of Qing.”  

Compared to the original timeline, Japan’s leadership was handling things with a bit more foresight.  

Rather than blindly holding onto all of Hebei, Japan chose to directly rule the northern part while establishing a puppet State of Qing over Beijing, the remaining parts of Hebei, Shanxi, and part of Shandong. Puyi was enthroned as its ruler under the title of King of Qing.  

“These bastards care nothing for the true China!”  

Meanwhile, Wang Jingwei, initially hesitant, had been ambushed by Chiang Kai-shek’s agent Dai Li while en route to Japan. Surviving the assassination attempt, he was now burning with the desire for revenge against Chiang.  

With that, he abandoned any lingering allegiance to the Nationalist Government, instead choosing to accept the position of Prime Minister of the new State of Qing.  

To him, the name of the nation no longer mattered.  

For now, he would use Japan’s power to eliminate Chiang and reunify China under his rule, forging a new partnership with Japan in the process.  

Chiang Kai-shek, enraged by both Puyi’s enthronement as King of Qing and Wang Jingwei’s betrayal, clenched his fists in frustration.  


“That puppet Puyi is one thing, but Wang Jingwei, that treacherous rat! I swear, I will drive out the Japanese and reunify China!”  

However, if he was to fight Japan, he needed better-trained troops.  

And to achieve that, he needed outside help.  

Thus, he made a fateful decision—to turn to Communist Germany for military advisers and support, despite his strong anti-communist stance.  

With that, Chiang Kai-shek dispatched Dai Li as his envoy to the Socialist Republic of Germany.



 
  Chapter 196: An Era of Turmoil (3)


Meanwhile, upon hearing of Puyi’s surrender and his appointment as King of Qing, the Manchurians of North and South Manchuria were left utterly stunned.

Though they lived under the rule of Japan and Russia, the fact that the Daicing Gurun (Great Qing) dynasty still existed in mainland China gave them a sense of pride.

After all, even if the name of the country had changed, whether they liked it or not, the Han Chinese still recognized the Manchu people as the ruling class and revered the Aisin Gioro clan as the imperial family.

These Manchurians had not migrated to China because they considered Manchuria to be their sacred homeland, a belief rooted in their nationalist ideals.

For such people, the knowledge that the emperor of the mainland was still from the Aisin Gioro clan made their hearts race with excitement.

But the greater the expectation, the deeper the disappointment.

Even if it was unavoidable, Puyi’s surrender was a severe blow to the pride of the Manchu people.

“The Daicing Gurun is finished.”

“How could a dynasty that once ruled the continent surrender to islander pirates?”

“From now on, the Manchu people can no longer revere the Aisin Gioro as their imperial family!”

Though the imperial court remained in China, Manchuria had always been the heartland of the Manchu people. But with the Second Sino-Japanese War and Puyi’s surrender, anti-Japanese sentiment among the southern Manchurians grew, and many felt that the Aisin Gioro dynasty had lost the Mandate of Heaven. Some even began migrating to North Manchuria.

The Manchurians of North Manchuria also felt that the Qing’s mandate had completely ended.

At this point, the southern Manchurians turned their eyes to Russia.

Under Russian rule, North Manchuria had become far more prosperous than it had been during the Qing dynasty, and the Manchurians there were treated as equals to the Russians.

What they now needed was a new leader who could restore their shattered pride—a Great Khan of Manchuria.

“Isn’t Russian rule better?”

“Thanks to Russia, we discovered oil fields and became rich!”

“Even the Russian Tsarina values the Manchu people!”

The Manchu people had long been aware that the Russian Empress Anastasia also held the title of Great Khan of Mongolia. Since they believed that Russia was continuing the legacy of the once-expansive Mongol Empire, there was no reason why the Manchu should not also accept a white Great Khan.

For the Manchurians of North Manchuria—who had already accepted Russian rule or had been integrated into Russian society over generations—the ethnicity of their Great Khan no longer mattered.

Thus, the Manchu nobles of Manchuria convened to select a candidate for their new Great Khan.

Two candidates emerged: Yi Kang, a member of the Korean imperial family and head of the Balhae Autonomous Government, and Empress Anastasia of Moscow, who was already the Great Khan of Mongolia.

“How about Yi Kang from the Balhae Autonomous Government in Manchuria? Historically, there were connections between Goryeo (the royal Go family) and the Mohe, between Goryeo and the Jurchens, and even between Joseon and Qing.”

“King Taejo of Joseon was once sworn brothers with the Jurchens… Hmm.”

“That may be true for Goryeo, but the Yi dynasty of Joseon suffered the humiliation of Samjeondo. I doubt they would accept him so easily.”

“The Balhae Government isn’t even a monarchy. And while they do have a military, they rely on Russia. Our only choice is the Russian Empress, who is also Mongolia’s Great Khan.”

“That’s true. Even Aisin Gioro once held the title of Great Khan of Mongolia.”

For a brief moment, Yi Kang of the Balhae Government was considered due to historical ties between Korea and the Jurchens, as well as the current multiethnic nature of his government. However, Yi Kang had no interest in monarchy, and the overwhelming support of the Manchu people lay with Anastasia.

“We have heard that the Emperor of the Forbidden City has surrendered to island pirates and has handed over his crown. This signifies the end of the Aisin Gioro dynasty’s Mandate of Heaven. Therefore, we, the Manchu people, wish to enthrone a new Great Khan. We seek to establish the Romanov family, which has led Manchuria to an era of prosperity, as our new imperial house and wish to enthrone the Russian Empress as the Great Khan of Manchuria. We ask the Governor of North Manchuria to convey this to the Russian Empress.”

Having become wealthy due to newly discovered oil fields, the Manchurians of North Manchuria even created a new imperial seal, which they personally sent to Moscow through the Governor of North Manchuria.

The Russian State Duma saw this as an opportunity to stabilize the Manchu population by absorbing the Manchu migrants from South Manchuria. Since the Manchu themselves had willingly expressed their desire to be ruled by Russia, there was no reason to reject them.

And as for everyone’s favorite idol, Mutaguchi Renya—

“From now on, His Majesty the Emperor shall personally lead the Imperial Army. The Manchurian Railway Army Commander shall return to Shenyang and oversee logistics.”

Mutaguchi Renya, who had achieved great military success, was reassigned to logistics due to concerns from the Army Command that his growing influence might overshadow the Emperor’s authority.

In reality, this was merely the Army Command’s way of preventing an outsider from taking too much credit for their success.

“Hah! How dare they send me, the greatest general of the Imperial Army and the first in East Asian history to achieve such unparalleled military success, to the rear?!”

Ever since the Imperial Headquarters had relocated to the puppet state of Qing’s Forbidden City for the conquest of China, the jealousy of other officers had only intensified.

To think they would waste the Imperial Army’s greatest general in such a way—it was utterly infuriating.

As he fumed over this, he received a congratulatory letter from the Governor of North Manchuria, along with a personal message from the Tsar.

Your ghostly strategies have grasped the mysteries of the heavens, and your divine calculations have mastered the conditions of the earth. You have already attained great victories—know contentment and withdraw now. Though you have triumphed, the ranks behind you are filled with petty children jealous of your success. If you seek greater glory, you may find yourself the victim of misfortune.

The Tsar’s letter was a clear warning that he had reached the limits of what was safe.

The Tsar had anticipated this from the beginning.

A natural-born general was bound to succeed in annihilating the Sino-Japanese coalition forces. But in doing so, he had become a threat to those around him.

Yes. No matter what, the reinforcements from the mainland couldn’t possibly achieve more than he had—defeating a 2-million-strong army with just one-tenth the number of troops.

Later, when those fools found themselves overwhelmed by China’s human-wave tactics and came begging for help, perhaps he would consider forgiving them.

‘Yes… I’ve done enough. Perhaps, as the Russian Empress advises, I should remain in the rear for now.’

After weighing his political instincts against the Tsar’s words, Mutaguchi Renya ultimately decided to focus on logistics for the time being.



News about China changed on a daily basis.

Recently, Japan had successfully pacified Shanxi and Shandong and, after establishing the puppet state of Qing, temporarily halted its southern advance. Taking advantage of this pause, Chiang Kai-shek established the National Government in Nanjing.

Upon investigating in secret, it was discovered that Chiang had requested to purchase weapons from us through Xinjiang, which had not yet fallen, while also secretly inviting military advisors from Communist Germany.

The fact that this man had turned to Communist Germany for military advisors was absolutely infuriating. But, from Chiang’s perspective, Russia was still an invader occupying Mongolia and Manchuria, and as long as he had money, he would buy weapons wherever he could.

Even worse, the German White Army advisors had apparently taught them ridiculous tactics like the “Ura Charge.”

If I were in his position, I would have also invited German military advisors.

The sheer absurdity of Chiang Kai-shek, a staunch anti-communist, now aligning himself with Communist Germany was mind-boggling. However, with the Soviet Union gone and the Chinese Communist Party still naïve compared to its historical counterpart, Chiang might have considered communists as temporary allies to combat a common enemy.

Then, something utterly shocking came from the Governor of North Manchuria.

“What the hell…? I’m the Great Khan of Manchuria now?”

I was so taken aback that I involuntarily blurted out in Korean, a language I hadn’t used fluently in a while.

Summoned to the State Duma under urgent circumstances, I was presented with an astonishing document.

It was written in Manchu, with a Russian translation attached.

Skimming through it, I could hardly believe my own eyes.

“The Manchu people wish for Your Majesty to become their White Great Khan.”

Grigory Semyonov, with that ever-distant gaze of his, spoke with unwavering confidence.

This man… He was intoxicated on my power again.

So, the Manchurians had officially declared their desire for me to become their Great Khan.

Was this even real?

For a moment, I seriously doubted my own vision. It hadn’t even been that long since I was named Great Khan of Mongolia, and now this?

To top it all off, even among the Don Cossacks, I had unofficially been hailed as their Ataman.

“Congratulations, Your Majesty! You have now secured complete dominion over the Mongolian steppes and Manchuria!”

Was that really the most important thing right now?

I suppose it should be… but I was feeling quite overwhelmed.

What was I even supposed to do about this?

“Indeed! The Mongolian steppes are the birthplace of the Mongol Empire, and the Manchu people ruled China for 300 years under the Qing dynasty. Their recognition of Your Majesty as the Great Khan of Manchuria solidifies Your Majesty’s legitimacy over the Far East!”

Semyonov clenched his fist, his voice rising with excitement. But let’s set that aside for a moment.

This was beyond embarrassing.

“So… what has the Duma decided on this matter?”

Ultimately, this was a matter of governance.

To be honest, it seemed like they had already made up their minds before consulting me, which left me with mixed feelings.

That was… actually quite impressive.

For once, the Duma had made a decision without me.


—Well, technically, it was still about me, so they had to come and get my approval.

“For the stability of Manchuria and the effective governance of the Manchu people, we have determined that it is best to accept this request.”

Of course, that was the most logical choice.

Rejecting it might alienate the Manchurians and create administrative difficulties.

After all, they still needed a Great Khan figure to rally around.

If we refused, Russia would be seen as nothing more than a foreign conqueror.

“Then I shall accept. What will happen to North Manchuria now? We can’t simply keep it as just another Russian province, can we?”

“We propose establishing the Manchu Monarchy, with Your Majesty assuming the throne.”

The “Manchu Monarchy”—what a bizarre name.

Of all possible outcomes, I—a white man—was about to become the king of the Manchu people.

Well, the King of Italy had once declared himself Emperor of Ethiopia, so I supposed stranger things had happened.

“We may be a federation, but this is starting to resemble the dual monarchy of the Habsburgs.”

The Habsburg emperors had ruled multiple kingdoms under a single empire, after all. Ugh, my head was starting to hurt.

“Of course, this will largely be a symbolic role. Your Majesty need not concern yourself with learning the Manchu language.”

I had no intention of learning it anyway.

But since they had gone so far as to proclaim me their Great Khan, I might as well indulge them a little.

“In that case, we should integrate them into our military forces in a more effective manner. Just as Russia has its Cossacks, the Manchus had their Eight Banners. Let’s establish a new army under the name of the Eight Banners, composed entirely of Manchu soldiers. If we allow them to maintain their distinct identity, they will be even more loyal to our rule.”

This was entirely different from the nonsense Japan had pulled with their “Harmony of Five Races” propaganda, which they used to deceive and exploit diverse ethnic groups.

“This means the position of the Chinese National Government becomes even more precarious. Manchuria has fully submitted to Russian rule, and now there’s also the puppet state of Qing.”

“Speaking of which, we should sell weapons to China but refrain from helping them too much. Chiang Kai-shek sees us as nothing more than an arms supplier. The fact that he turned to Communist Germany instead of the Anti-Comintern Pact for military advisors tells us everything we need to know.”

Of course, historically, China had also accepted Soviet advisors, but this situation was entirely different.

We had no obligation to help Chiang, but if he somehow managed to defeat Japan and then turned his forces on us, that would be troublesome.

It was clear why Communist Germany was so eager to assist China.

“And I hear that Mutaguchi Renya has been reassigned to the Manchurian Railway and is now in charge of logistics for the Emperor’s main forces.”

“That is… unexpected.”

How had things ended up exactly as I predicted?

Even I found this surprising. I had assumed Mutaguchi Renya, having secured a major victory, would be scrambling for more glory, not settling for a rear-line position.

Or was there something else at play?

Given his personality, after annihilating such a massive army, he should have been demanding to lead the charge for the conquest of China.

“It seems there is internal discord among them. They cannot allow Mutaguchi Renya to claim all the credit.”

Ah, of course. When it came to military politics, jealous officers were always a given.

The Japanese had a tendency to look down on the Chinese, but regardless, a two-million-strong army—properly armed and led—was still a formidable force.

“Indeed. He single-handedly wiped out a two-million-strong force that had been personally prepared by Mao Zedong.”

That was a fair point.

China’s warlords had spent years amassing this army, only for it to be completely wiped out by a mere fraction of its size.

Of course, the disparity in troop quality was obvious.

They had been taught nothing but suicidal “Ura Charges” and had no German military advisors to support them.

By eliminating their main force from the outset, the Japanese would inevitably seek to push Mutaguchi aside and take the lead themselves.

With no Battle of Shanghai, how would this war unfold?

Could Chiang Kai-shek hold Nanjing?

It would be difficult, but China had a massive population.

Even though the puppet state of Qing had been established, it wasn’t as if its people would willingly cooperate with the invaders. Factoring in the refugees, Qing wouldn’t be able to field enough troops to employ true human-wave tactics.

“Hmm.”

German military advisors would likely turn some of the troops into a more formidable force.

But that would take time. In the meantime, China would have to rely on sheer numbers.

“If this war drags on, the damage will only grow worse.”

“Indeed. Hmm.”

An interesting idea was forming in my mind.


Since Japan had already committed itself to this war, why not find a way to exploit it for our own benefit?

“What are you thinking, Your Majesty?”

“Oh, nothing. Just… a slightly wicked idea.”

Just a small, mildly devious plan.

For some reason, the newly established Qing state looked like an excellent tool to use.
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“What are your thoughts? If it is possible, I will have it handled through the Duma.”

“Instead of waiting for the so-called ‘Israel of the East’ to emerge in the future, we should reestablish the Qing Dynasty within China itself and plant even more seeds of discord.”

Regardless of which form China took, I needed to buy time for Israel to firmly establish itself in Northeast Asia, creating a sort of buffer zone.

I saw this as a perfectly viable strategy.

The new China seemed to have distanced itself from Puyi, who had merely been a nominal emperor thus far, and had instead rallied under the slogan 灭满兴汉 (Destroy the Manchus, Revive the Han).

Still, as long as Puyi remained emperor, wouldn’t he at least fill his inner circle with Manchus?

By embedding a Manchu dynasty deep within China, we could ensure it acted as a constant source of conflict among the fractured Chinese factions in the future.

“The map of China will be quite a sight to behold in the years to come.”

“Puyi is a man who values his life above all else—enough to surrender to Japan without hesitation. If we leave him to his fate after Japan’s defeat, he will be torn apart by the Chinese.”

Even in real history, Puyi’s later years were anything but pleasant.

But if our goal was to keep China divided, then Puyi was a valuable pawn.

No matter how much he had lost the Mandate of Heaven, he was still a member of the imperial family that had ruled China for 300 years.

With a well-crafted narrative, we could manipulate the situation so that without Puyi’s presence, our support would be withdrawn.

“Once Japan is expelled from the mainland, let’s make the Qing Dynasty our puppet state. Begin preparing for this in advance. Using the Okhrana to establish secret contact with Puyi is also an option.”

Puyi had always been the same—if given a lifeline, he would wag his tail in gratitude.

Leaving a Manchu dynasty in inland China to stir up conflict? That sounded entertaining.

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“The Okhrana is ready, correct?”

“They are already deployed in the Qing territories. We disguised them as Russian businessmen, and the Japanese forces welcomed them.”

Impressive.

It seemed the goodwill we had carefully cultivated over time had paid off—or, to be more precise, they knew better than to provoke us.

That was a relief. It would be a hassle if Japan discovered the Okhrana’s presence.

At least for now, we needed to maintain a friendly stance toward Japan.

It would be ideal if the conflict in China dragged on for a while. Speaking of which, wasn’t there something else I had to do today?

“Well, take care of that on your end. Maria, what’s on today’s schedule?”

I turned to Maria.

Since she was in charge of my schedule, I signaled her with my eyes to hurry up and tell me.

“Yes, Your Majesty. It’s time for the radio broadcast.”

“The time? Oh, right, the radio broadcast.”

Ah, yes. The radio broadcast.

But not just any broadcast—it was meant to bring me closer to the people.

With the advancement of radio, we had been able to create a variety of new content.

Television was also available, so I wondered if it might be better to appear on TV instead.

“Yes. Today is the special Q&A session with the citizens.”

Oh, that’s right. The interview was basically just that.

Similar to those idol Q&A sessions, where fans would ask whatever they were curious about.

Well then, time to head to the radio station.

This wasn’t something I could do from my personal radio station inside the Kremlin.



Moscow Radio Station

With the mass production of radios and further development of television, the radio station had also undergone significant expansion.

As always, upon arriving at the station, I was greeted by a crowd of people.

And today, my co-host was a young woman.

“Today on Moscow Radio, we are honored to welcome the hero of Russia and our absolute sovereign, His Majesty the Tsar! Your Majesty, it is an honor to meet you! Thank you so much for making time for this. I am journalist Anna Ivanova.”

Anna Ivanova from the radio station greeted me with the appropriate decorum due to the Tsar.

Although the station still had a somewhat chaotic atmosphere—likely because it was still in its early days—this kind of opportunity wasn’t bad.

If you asked me whether it was a hassle, well, of course it was. But since the Duma was busy, I had no choice but to step in.

“No need for such formalities. I am pleased to have this chance to answer the questions of our citizens.”

This kind of interaction wasn’t bad.

Who knew? There might be people who would take this opportunity to voice their grievances.

Even Putin had citizens asking him how long he planned to remain in power and why the country was in such a state. I was curious.

“Well then, since we have many questions, let’s get right to it. The first person with the honor of asking a question is… Mr. Stefan from Omsk! Congratulations!”

So Russia had people named Stefan too.

Alright, let’s hear what the first question is.

As long as it wasn’t some romance-related question just because the Tsar happened to be a woman, I’d be fine. I may have lived a long time as a saint, but still.

“What is your question? Whether it’s a suggestion or a concern, don’t be shy just because I am the Tsar.”

After all, I was a kind and considerate ruler.

Unlike Nicholas II, who ruled by force and oppression.

If they wanted to ask something, I was willing to answer anything.

“Your Majesty, you are the ruler of multiple nations. Why is it that the Duma governs the country instead of you? Ah! The State Duma might be saddened by this question!”

Anna’s voice rang with amusement.

Oh dear, the State Duma would be heartbroken.

I may be a Tsar with deep symbolic and historical legitimacy, but hearing this kind of question made me feel sad.

Still, I had to answer.

The Duma was, after all, the foundation of the United Federation.

“The answer is simple. This nation was reborn after overturning the incompetence of the old imperial system. New wine must be put into new wineskins. Naturally, a political system that can truly represent the voices of the people is necessary—far more so than the outdated rule of the imperial era. During the old empire, the aristocracy fiercely resisted change, and my predecessor, the late Tsar, allowed the nation to crumble under the influence of a manipulative monk. Thus, we established the State Duma, transferring power from the Tsar to an elected body. In essence, political authority now rests with the people.”

In short, I did not rule through autocracy.

This country was governed solely by the will of its people.

“As expected of Your Majesty! Next, we have a letter from a young boy named Ivan in Perm. Ah, he says he wishes Your Majesty could visit Perm someday. What do you think?”

Perm, huh? Had I visited since the civil war?

I had always thought of Perm as being heavily influenced by the Bolsheviks since they had stationed 40,000 troops there.

So, on the way to Moscow, I stopped by Perm to soothe public sentiment.  

Still, seeing them inviting the Tsar must mean that public sentiment there has improved. Well, I should at least give them a response.  

“The world is in turmoil right now. The Axis of Evil—Red Germany and Red Italy—are attempting to spark a communist revolution across Europe. The United States, once thought to be eternal, has split into three due to communism. In the Far East, Japan and China are locked in a brutal war. While I may be a symbolic figure, as the Tsar, I must oversee the affairs of various nations. Once these pressing issues are resolved, I plan to tour Russia extensively. When that time comes, I shall visit Perm as well.”  

“As expected, His Majesty always leads by example for the people. Next, we have a question from a worker in Minsk, Dmitry: ‘There are rumors that Communist Germany is planning to start a war. If war breaks out, what will happen to Russia?’”  

Hmm. Normally, it would be better to hide something like this.  

Telling people that “war won’t happen, don’t worry” would provide reassurance.  

But rather than hiding a war that will inevitably break out, it’s better to speak of it openly so the people can prepare.  

It’s unfortunate that I have to say this myself.  

“How could I lie to the citizens of the Union? For Red Germany and Red Italy, their greatest enemy is the Russian Federation, which stands against their system. Whether sooner or later, war is inevitable. However, the White Army has been making extensive preparations for this. We also have strong allies. I assure you, unlike during the imperial era, we will never allow those communists to claim even an inch of Russian land.”  


“As expected from a war hero. Now, the next question comes from a housewife in Moscow: ‘I saw His Majesty at the recent military parade, and I was amazed. Your Majesty still looks like you’re in your 20s—or even your late teens. What is the secret to your beauty and youth?’”  

Late teens? Isn’t that a bit of an exaggeration?  

Still, I don’t dislike hearing that. It may not be a serious question about the Tsar, but after living in this form for so long, I do take some pride in it.  

I can at least answer this much. Even Anna, the interviewer, is looking at me with sparkling eyes.  

Well, that’s understandable. Women naturally wish to stay young and beautiful forever.  

“Well, this might be a controversial answer. The women of the Union might hate me for saying this, but if I had to put it simply—I’m just not aging? Still, I am human, so I won’t stay young forever.”  

Like a ridiculously overpowered protagonist saying, “I just did it,” this is the kind of statement that would make women furious, even if I am the Tsar.  

But what can I do? I really don’t age, no matter what.  

See? Even Anna has a vein popping on her temple.  

“Ah, as a fellow woman, that’s an incredibly enviable answer. Moving on, we have a letter from a young girl in Pontic Greece: ‘Your Majesty, why have you not married? Do you not feel lonely? Don’t you think you need a husband?’ Well… this question seems a bit inappropriate.”  

Ah, I suppose it’s natural for women to ask something like this. Once again, I find myself wishing I had been born a man.  

Still, outright rejecting the question would make me look bad as the Tsar, so it’s best to wrap this answer in some diplomacy.  

“There’s nothing rude about it. It’s a topic every woman might be curious about. While it is a sensitive issue, as the Tsar, I understand that such concerns could make the citizens uneasy. To be honest, I have been too preoccupied since the civil war to even think about marriage. Over time, I simply lost interest in it. So, if anything, you could say I am already married—to the Russian Federation itself. As for the question of loneliness, I must refute that. I have Vladimir, and thanks to the Kaiser of the German Empire, I also have Belka. They are always by my side, offering comfort in difficult times. However, I won’t deny that having a husband could be important for a woman. I’ll leave that part unanswered.”  

Belka is getting older now, which is a bit sad.  

But if I say the wrong thing here, I might turn all the women against me, so I’ll just use Vladimir and Belka as my excuse.  

“I see. That makes sense. Next, we have a question from a farmer in Kyiv, Mr. Gruzinin: ‘We have suffered under the repeated tyranny of the dictator Makhno. What does His Majesty think of dictators?’”  

Hmm, this isn’t meant to be a jab at me, is it?  

I mean, I’m not a dictator. I ensure the prime minister is properly elected.  

Considering this is coming from a Ukrainian, they’re probably sincerely asking while cursing Makhno.  

In any case, we did liberate them from Makhno’s rule.  

“Most dictators maintain their regimes through personal ambition. Such people rarely govern properly. However, if a dictator truly improved the people’s livelihoods and developed the country, I would have to consider the matter more carefully.”  

“Ah, so would that mean a dictator who improves a nation is similar to a wise and benevolent monarch under an absolute monarchy?”  

Well, not quite.  

Unlike a monarchy, dictatorship has its limits.  

At least in a monarchy, there’s an established royal lineage, so when a ruler’s child succeeds them, there is legitimacy and the people accept it.  

“Not quite. While some dictators develop their countries, they still govern solely through personal leadership. Unlike a monarchy, a dictatorship has no established succession system. Even if a dictator manages the country well, if they fail to secure a proper successor, the nation is likely to collapse after their death. That’s why I cannot view dictators favorably.”  

In the end, dictatorship relies on a single leader’s authority.  

And history shows that dictators rarely ensure a proper succession before their demise.  

“Next question. This one is from a Japanese student studying at the Moscow Military Academy, Kentaro-kun. This might be a politically sensitive issue.”  

“What is it?”  

I get nervous when it’s a Japanese person asking.  

It could be someone from their intelligence agency trying to gauge Russia’s stance.  

I can’t just cowardly deflect by saying, “Ask the Duma.”  

Well, let’s see what this is about.  

“Anya-chan, Russia is selling weapons to China. What are your thoughts on the Sino-Japanese war?”  

Oh, that is indeed a sensitive topic.  

If I answer carelessly, it might seem like I’m taking an anti-Japanese stance.  

Japan probably wants to protest this but is holding back for now.  

“The war between China and Japan is a delicate issue for Russia, as it shares a border with the Japanese-controlled Manchurian Railway. It is a frequent topic in the Duma. This should be addressed by them, but if I were to answer, I would say both nations have their own justifications for the war. As the Tsar, as a saint, as the Byzantine Emperor, as the Ataman of the Cossacks, and as the Great Khan of Mongolia, I cannot take sides. Therefore, I remain neutral. As for selling weapons, China simply requested them. If Japan wishes to purchase weapons, we are open to that as well. But in the end, history is written by the victors, is it not?”  

I basically implied, “Even if you’re invaders, if you win and justify it, no one can challenge you.”  

And I also signaled that while I know Japan’s casus belli is weak, I will feign neutrality out of courtesy.  

“And the next one is also from a Japanese person. It’s from someone in an organization called ‘Russian Anya Fanclub,’ named Shota. His letter says, ‘Anya-chan, daisuki!’”  

Anya-chan daisuki. Ugh, just hearing that makes my skin crawl.  

Has the Anya cult spread all the way to Russia? That’s unsettling.  


But I still need to respond.  

“My, I never expected to be so popular among the Japanese. Regardless of nationality, anyone who appreciates the Tsar is welcome. Thank you, Shota-kun.”  

“Hmm, and next…”  

Alright, next question—  

Wait, why does Anna look so troubled?
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Sweating, she kept glancing at me anxiously.  

What is it? I tilted my chin, signaling him to speak.  

“Uh, um… Next is, uh, Harbin’s Viktor Kim. A question from a Korean-Russian. Saintess, do you have no interest in the colonies of the Western imperial powers? As a saint and a hero, shouldn’t you liberate the colonies suffering under imperialist rule?”  

Hmm. Of all people, a Korean had to ask that. Hmm… This is tricky. It’s a delicate—no, a highly sensitive question. Shouldn’t he have filtered it out himself?  

Whoever he is, he must currently be affiliated with the Balhae Republic’s autonomous government within Russia. Won’t this make him unpopular among Russians?  

Right. Liberating colonies. Sounds easy. The reality, however, is that it’s impossible right now.  

The international stage is ruthless. As I see it, colonial liberation will only become feasible after the Second World War, when nations are too exhausted to maintain their colonies.  

Who the hell asked such a difficult question? I briefly considered sending the Okhrana to investigate, but instead, I decided to respond appropriately.  

“That must be considered rationally. While I sympathize with the colonies, I am the sovereign of Russia. I cannot spill Russian blood to liberate the colonies of other nations. However, even without our intervention, the colonies will be freed in due time.”  

I answered brightly, as if it were a good question.  

Well, look at France—defeated by Germany in just six weeks. Then they pretended to be victims and lied to Algeria, promising independence in return for support. But when Algeria actually asked for independence after the war, they ignored them, sent in the military, and brutally suppressed independence activists, even massacring civilians.  

Just like Japan did during the Nanjing Massacre, the French raped, beheaded, and even took commemorative photos of their atrocities in Algeria.  

And the Netherlands? Their entire country was wrecked by the Germans, and when the U.S. bailed them out with the Marshall Plan, what did they do? They marched right back into the Dutch East Indies, which had been under Japanese control, and committed all kinds of atrocities to reclaim their rule.  

There will be some noise after the war, but liberating the colonies won’t be too difficult.  

Post-war Europe will fall under Russia’s sphere of influence, meaning Russia might have to assume the role America once played. But that’s a matter for the future.  

I can’t risk alienating Britain and France by harping on about colonial liberation right now. Still, this is an annoying question.  

“So, is this yet another prophecy from Your Majesty?”  

A prophecy? Not quite.  

“Of course, Russia and the colonial powers are allies, so I cannot delve too deeply into this issue. However, it is clear that they are approaching their limits.”  

The problem is that, even if I say it like this…  

Damn it, Britain and France might still take issue with it.  

After all, this concerns the foundation of their colonial rule. It wouldn’t be surprising if they had something to say about it.  

Deflecting sharp questions about colonialism, the Q&A session continued for over an hour.  

Though, I still have no idea why so many people keep saying, ‘Ana-chan daisuki!’  

—

The special radio segment, “Ask the Tsar!” had quite the ripple effect.  

“The Tsar does not rule directly?!”  

“Returning to absolutism is the only way for Russia to survive!”  

The youth dreamed of a Russia ruled directly by the Tsar.  

After all, if the Saintess of Russia, the Emperor of Byzantium, and the ruler of the Steppes and Manchuria did not govern, then who would?  

It wasn’t the Duma that had built this nation.  

The foundation of the Duma, the South Russian Government, had merely been hiding in Ukraine, only stepping forward when summoned by the Tsar.  

If the Saintess had dragged the country forward by sheer force of will, then naturally, an absolute monarchy was the ideal system.  

Among the younger generation who had never experienced the rule of Nicholas II, a new wave of monarchism was sweeping through Russia.  

“Kids these days are completely dependent on the Tsar.”  

“But unless Her Majesty plans to remain Tsar forever, absolutism would be dangerous.”  

Those old enough to remember Nicholas II’s reign respected and praised the Tsar, but they recognized the risks of an absolute monarchy.  

“Haha! Of course! The Tsar should rule directly!”  

“That’s right! We need our era to return!”  

Except for the die-hard monarchists—old aristocrats and nobles—who refused to change their minds no matter what.  

Meanwhile, as Anastasia had predicted, the Tsar’s youth and beauty sparked diverse reactions among women.  

“No, no matter what, that’s a bit…”  

“Even though it’s the Tsar, I feel angry.”  

“Does becoming a Saint prevent aging? If so, how does one become a Saint?”  

While some were outraged, others began aspiring to sainthood.  

The Tsar’s declaration of marriage to the nation also garnered a strong response.  

“Ha… The Tsar has married the nation… To be this magnificent despite being a woman…”  

“Let us all follow Her Majesty’s example!”  

Since the national idol had dedicated herself to the state, many Russians felt inspired to work even harder for their country.  

“What, just a dog?”  

“Well, pets are a human’s best friend.”  

“I heard the Tsar personally passed the Animal Protection Law.”  

The Tsar’s love for dogs led to a surge in pet ownership among Russians following the radio broadcast.  

Such was the extent of her influence.  

—

Meanwhile, in Japan… 

“The Russian Empress seems to favor neutrality in the Sino-Japanese War.”  

“That’s fortunate. If we occupy China, it’ll actually help Russia check the other great powers in the Pacific.”  

Japan had used the radio broadcast to gauge the Empress’s true stance.  

Of course, if Russia had passionately supported Japan, that would have been ideal.  

However, even Japan couldn’t claim its war was completely justified. As long as Russia remained neutral, that was enough.  

Besides, the Tsar had essentially stated that victors define justice. If Japan won this war, Russia would have no choice but to recognize their claim.  

That would keep Britain and France in check, which was exactly what Japan needed.  

—

Back in the Balhae Republic…  

The Korean-Russian who had asked the Tsar about colonialism found himself scolded by key members of the provisional government.  

“Why did you say such things?! We desperately need Russia’s support, yet you risk angering the Tsar!”  

“That’s right! Chairman Kim, you went too far!”  

The Korean-Russian in question was none other than Kim Gu, the interim chairman of the Balhae Republic government.  

With Mutaguchi Renya’s major victory, Kim Gu had disguised his identity to test whether the Tsar truly supported him or if she had lost interest in Korean independence.  

He had never expected Russia to shed blood for another nation’s liberation—he simply wanted to understand the Tsar’s true intentions.  

“But we had to know. What if the Empress was merely using us?”  

“A great power like Russia has no need to use a minor exile government like ours!”  

Lee Beom-seok, who had organized a multiethnic youth military group under the Balhae Youth Corps, scoffed at Kim Gu’s concerns.  

Meanwhile, Ahn Chang-ho, who had remained silent, observed Kim Gu’s relieved expression and became curious about what he had learned.  

“So, what did you find out?”  

Kim Gu narrowed his eyes, rubbed his chin, and pondered for a moment.  

If he had to summarize… there wasn’t much.  

The broadcast was public, so the Tsar likely tailored her words accordingly. Considering that, she couldn’t be seen as purely righteous.  


“At the very least, she’s not as vile as the Japanese.”  

Unlike the British, the French, or the Japanese, she didn’t wear a mask of false virtue.  

At the very least, she wasn’t the type to exploit Korea for her own gain.

The radio broadcast had taken the Tsar’s popularity to its peak.

While other nations suffered the devastation of war and prepared for it more proactively, Russia was intoxicated with Tsar-ppong (a term akin to being high on the Tsar’s presence), throwing the entire country into a frenzy.

However, there would inevitably be those who would pick a fight.

“The British and French ambassadors have lodged complaints.”

Georgy Lvov, the incumbent Prime Minister, hurried over to me, tattling that the British and French ambassadors were causing trouble.

Oh, great.

We got ourselves into this mess because of some unknown Korean-Russian who decided to ask that question.

“Handle it appropriately. Tell them that maintaining colonies is already difficult as it is, and ask if they’ll be able to manage after fighting a war with Communist Germany. Make it clear that we are not interfering. Say that I had to respond because I am a Saint, and there was no way around it.”

“Ah, I already told them as much. But more than that, they’re asking us to reveal countermeasures in case your ‘prophecy’ turns out to be true—”

So that’s why they’re here. What? Are they out of their minds?

Why the hell are they believing in my so-called prophecy? Do they have nothing better to do?

Or have they finally started sensing something now that war is approaching?

If that’s the case, I’ll give them at least some credit.

“I don’t know why those fools believe my words. Are they serious?”

Why on earth are those lunatics taking my prophecies seriously?

Honestly, this is a bit much.

“Well, there was the time Your Majesty identified resource deposits, and you also predicted the Great Depression. And just recently, another gold mine was discovered.”

Yeah, that did happen.

But I can at least find some excuse for that.

“Well, just tell them it all depends on how the war ends. That if they crush Communist Germany the moment war breaks out and use its reparations to sustain their colonies, they might have a chance. That should be enough.”

That’s really the only answer.

Though, who knows? Maybe after defeating Germany, they’ll find a way to extract enough wealth to keep their colonies going.

But honestly, haven’t they exploited them enough? How long do they plan on holding onto this? These idiots.

And then, after taking down Communist Germany, they’ll probably spin it so that the entire evil of the world was Germany’s fault, washing their own hands clean again.

Ugh, that pisses me off.

I’ll admit that thanks to the Westerners, even non-civilized nations saw some advancements.

But if that came through colonial rule, then that’s an entirely different story.

At the very least, they should be wholeheartedly apologizing while granting independence.

A Saint like me has absolutely no reason to help them sustain their colonial rule.

“In the end, tell them that this war is the deciding factor. They need to end it quickly.”

That should be enough.

If they prepare in advance, Britain, in particular, will have to seriously focus on defending its mainland.

“So, Your Majesty believes that the colonial era will truly come to an end?”

Truly? Not quite yet.

There will still be remnants clinging to their nostalgia.

But separate from that, the colonies that have been brutally exploited—Britain and France’s core holdings—will inevitably gain independence.

Even if they don’t want to grant independence, circumstances won’t allow them to hold on.

“It will end. It has to end. And if it doesn’t, their home countries will be torn apart.”

Once war with Germany begins, the colonies’ forces will inevitably be mobilized.

Even Franco used Moroccan troops during the Spanish Civil War, didn’t he?

Next time, will they try to pull the same stunt? “Join the war, and we’ll grant you independence later~”

Who would believe that?

Especially in colonies already tainted by the red seed (Communist ideology).

This time, they’ll genuinely resort to armed resistance.

As for Korea, I plan to grant it independence later for the sake of stabilizing the Far East—and, well, it was my country in my previous life, so I might as well show some goodwill under the pretense of regional stability.

But other colonies? The great powers will have no choice but to let them go, and the colonies themselves must claim their own independence.

They need to shed blood to secure it.

Only then will their former suzerains be unable to look down on them.

“But Your Majesty, as a Saint, wouldn’t it seem cowardly to avoid involvement? Just like that Korean-Russian from the radio broadcast pointed out.”


Maria added, her expression hinting at disappointment.

“Well, the current Anti-Communist Pact will naturally dissolve once the Communist forces fall. When that time comes, I can step in and act like I’m doing something.”

By then, Britain and France—well, would they dare to oppose Russia?

If, at that point, Russia says, ‘We don’t like your colonial rule. You should grant them independence,’

Do you think they’d have the guts to refuse?
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At least Britain still had its navy. But even that navy would be useless in the face of nuclear weapons.  

“Your Majesty.”  

While I was deep in thought, our Duma chairman and prime minister seemed to have something else to say.  

“What is it?”  

“If China has joined hands with communism, wouldn’t that be quite dangerous?”  

Yeah. Extremely dangerous.  

If China managed to revive itself with Germany’s help and successfully drove Japan out, what would be its next target?  

Russia wouldn’t lose to some mere China, but it would still require us to divert troops to the Far East.  

In other words, we’d have to handle a two-front war. Realistically, we should be cooperating with Japan to strike China down, but we have to focus on Europe.  

So, it’s in our best interest to let Japan and China tear each other apart.  

“That’s right. If they’ve aligned with communism, considering China’s potential, there are certainly some concerning aspects.”  

Even just South China alone had an enormous population.  

The only reason Japan wasn’t advancing directly into South China was that they seemed to be prioritizing stabilizing North China first.  

There were likely internal issues at play as well.  

In the meantime, our dear Chiang Kai-shek had taken hands with the Red Devil.  

That means I’ll have to crush China myself later.  

It might not be a bad idea to let Mao Zedong serve my interests after dealing with Chiang Kai-shek and restructuring the mess Japan left behind.  

No matter how much of a bastard Mao was, credit should be given where it’s due.  

In the original history, China’s closed nature under communism ironically gave South Korea a golden opportunity to build its national power.  

While the Chinese Communist Party was busy wrecking its own five-thousand-year history with the Cultural Revolution, South Korea was able to develop its soft power.  

On the other hand, if Chiang Kai-shek had successfully unified China, that would have been dangerous.  

It’s the same in this timeline.  

Chiang Kai-shek, who dreams of a unified China, is hostile to Russia.  

He’d probably want to reclaim Mongolia and Manchuria as well.  

In our original history, he helped Korea’s provisional government. But in this timeline, he’ll have to disappear.  

It would be ideal to divide China among warlords incapable of unification rather than let a single entity rise.  

Never thought the day would come when I’d have to save Mao Zedong.  

Sorry, Chiang, but if you choose to be hostile to Russia, you leave me no choice.  

And if I can prevent the Cultural Revolution, I need to drag out the war as much as possible to wear China down.  

“So, I plan to have the Okhrana search for Mao Zedong. If we can’t determine his whereabouts, he may still be alive somewhere.”  

Mao had inherited the Guangxi warlord faction from Chen Jiongming.  

The fact that he hadn’t returned to Guangdong yet meant that he might already be dead, but on the other hand, he could simply be stranded within Japanese-occupied territory.  

Or maybe he was hiding his identity, rotting away in some prison.  

“Understood.”  

“By the way, is Mutaguchi Renya behaving himself?”  

That guy better be playing along.  

He was the key piece in all this.  

Even if we couldn’t replace Japan’s government entirely in the future, we had to be ready to stab them in the back.  

“So far, as Your Majesty instructed, he’s just focusing on securing supplies from the Governor-General’s office.”  

“Well, with the credit of having wiped out 2 million people, he should be satisfied.”  

Honestly, if I had achieved that much, I wouldn’t want to fight anymore either.  

If he tried to leverage his achievements to go wild, how do you think the Imperial General Headquarters would react?  

Especially since he was part of the Emperor’s personal forces.  

It’d be better for him to stay quiet and bide his time.  

Hirohito personally came to the front lines. There was no way he’d let Mutaguchi be the only one making a name for himself.  

After all, powerful vassals with major achievements were often seen as threats.  

Since Hirohito was aware of China’s current crisis, he probably wanted to personally take charge and handle things himself.  

“Japan will advance south as soon as China stabilizes, right?”  

“Yes. Since Chiang Kai-shek won’t surrender, they’ll have no choice.”  

Ah, a fight between Hirohito and Chiang Kai-shek.  

A clash between two petty, stubborn men.  

Hirohito personally leading a campaign in this modern era…  

Now, that’s something.  

“In the end, we need a scenario where China holds out and Japan is stopped at a reasonable point.”  

We needed an outcome that was ideal for us.  

But maybe I was hoping for too much.  

The fact that my predictions had been so accurate up to now was practically a miracle.  

I’d already been wrong about some things.  

Like Churchill’s conflict with the British Commonwealth.  

Or how much of a mess Trotsky managed to stir up.  

At this rate, we might even have to send reinforcements to America.  

And if China suddenly collapsed under Hirohito’s push, or if Hirohito personally captured Chiang Kai-shek…  

That could happen too.  

It could go either way—either Japan fully established control over South China, or Chiang Kai-shek went on a rampage and reached Mongolia.  

“If Germany starts supporting China, we have no idea what kind of consequences it might bring.”  

“All we can do is hope they destroy each other.”  

“Indeed. But if we give them time to rebuild their forces, they might manage something by sheer numbers. The Duma will keep a close eye on it.”  

I trust the Prime Minister to handle it well.  

By now, Japan should be making some requests from us.  

With their war against China dragging on, they’re bound to need something.  

“Your Majesty, Japan has requested weapons and oil sales.”  

As expected, it wasn’t long before Japan reached out, asking for arms and oil.  

Looking at the request list, it seemed they were particularly interested in airships.  

They wanted to know if they could purchase the Beloye series from the Belye Project.  

Oil, huh? Running low already?  

“Hmm. What about the U.S.?”  

“America is in such a mess right now that it’s struggling to export oil.”  

There was no official oil embargo, but Japan’s imports were still running dry.  

Well, considering the U.S. was in the middle of a civil war, they had plenty of domestic demand to worry about.  


“Doesn’t Japan have tanks?”  

“They do, but their tank quality is far too outdated.”  

Yeah, that made sense.  

Even in our original history, Japanese tanks were a joke.  

If we supplied them with tanks, they’d be able to push through China more effectively.  

But it wasn’t exactly in our best interest to make that happen.  

If they had tanks, they’d advance too quickly.  

“Let’s provide them with some older model tanks as limited aid. Aside from that, tell them we’re too occupied with the upcoming European war to offer much support. As for oil, we can sell them some for now.”  

Unfortunately, our weapon aid would be restricted.  

I wasn’t about to give them anything significant.  

Especially since we were preparing for war ourselves.  

Sigh, so many things to manage… but damn, it was fun.  

“Your Majesty, the Japanese army has begun its southern advance!”  

Not long after, reports came in of Japan’s advance southward.  

Let’s see how well Chiang Kai-shek manages to hold out.  

Even with the German military advisors helping him train an elite force, for the time being, he’d still be fighting with a ragtag army.  

Honestly, I just wish they’d both destroy each other.



Republic of China National Government, Henan Province

The Japanese army, having worked to stabilize the Qing territories, began to underestimate the Chinese forces and reassigned some of their troops to take over Henan Province.

This was because they needed to launch a full-scale campaign to eradicate Chiang Kai-shek’s National Government and secure total occupation of China.

However, the General Headquarters in the Forbidden City was becoming complacent after witnessing the rapid collapse of the two-million-strong Chinese army. This overconfidence led the Japanese forces to struggle unexpectedly.

Under Chiang Kai-shek, the Chinese military, regardless of rank or background, was fighting with a desperate conviction—if they lost this war, China would fall into eternal servitude under Japan.

Chiang Kai-shek seized this opportunity to proclaim that China was facing an existential crisis, rallying the warlords to unite under a common cause. Not all of them complied, but at least he managed to muster enough troops.

“If we fall here, China will become Japan’s slave! Do not surrender even an inch of land!”

“Long live the Generalissimo! Long live the Republic of China National Government!”

“Sons of the Empire of Japan! Conquer South China and make them realize who truly rules Asia!”

“Tenno Heika Banzai! Long live the Empire of Japan!”

A battle between those defending and those invading. However, the Henan campaign was unfolding in a bizarre manner.

It felt less like a war and more like a reckless human wave strategy, akin to a child’s chaotic brawl.

The Chinese army employed such tactics, blocking the Japanese advance through sheer numbers.

Ironically, the White Army (Russian anti-communist forces) had once taught the Chinese about human wave tactics to increase their casualties, but now, that very strategy was proving effective against the Japanese.

Even more astonishing was the Chinese army’s unwavering spirit—one that could rival the infamous Yamato-damashii (Japanese spirit).

Of course, at its core, this was simply a desperate attempt to protect their homeland from invaders. But to the Japanese troops, it was terrifying.

“What the hell is wrong with these lunatics?”

“Who knew the Chinks were this tenacious?”

No matter how many they shot down, new soldiers surged forward over the corpses of their fallen comrades.

Some didn’t even have guns, charging in with nothing but their bare hands, as if firearms were unnecessary.

These unarmed Chinese soldiers would pick up the rifles of their fallen comrades and continue the charge, trampling over corpses as they rushed at the Japanese.

It was absurd. The defenders were the ones making relentless assaults instead.

While Japanese casualties weren’t particularly high, the psychological toll was overwhelming.

Japanese soldiers, raised on the belief in their own superiority, found themselves being outmatched in sheer willpower by the “inferior” Chinese forces.

“How… how is this happening?”

A pure, unrelenting human wave assault.

A will forged by desperation—not to yield a single inch to the invaders.

The Chinese army, united in this resolve, kept throwing themselves at the enemy, forcing the Japanese into an endless battle against an unceasing tide of soldiers.

Thus, the Battle of Henan reached a stalemate.

The Japanese hadn’t committed their full military strength, nor was it necessary to exhaust themselves over a single province.

The campaign in Henan became a hot topic within the General Headquarters in the Forbidden City.

“We’re not losing ground as much as expected.”

“Still, it’s disgraceful that we’re struggling against mere Chinks. General Hata Shunroku, commander of the Southern China Expeditionary Army, should reflect on this.”

In the original timeline, Hata Shunroku had risen to the ranks of Field Marshal and served as Commander-in-Chief of the China Expeditionary Army in 1941. But in this altered history, he was merely leading the 1st Army of the Southern China Expeditionary Force in the Henan campaign.

“Even if the Chinese are purchasing weapons from Russia and Germany, they lack resources compared to us. So why are we struggling?”

“The Chinks are using insane tactics. Instead of defending, they’re the ones constantly attacking us.”

It was a strategy so reckless that even the battle-hardened Japanese were taken aback.

A tactic that seemed to pluck soldiers straight from the fields like crops.

A tactic that was slowly exhausting the Japanese forces despite their superior firepower.

And with each wave of attackers trampling over their fallen comrades, the Japanese found their own casualties piling up.

“This is unacceptable! These are just untrained mobs, yet we’re struggling?”

“If a soldier with a gun is shot down, another one without a weapon rushes in to pick it up and continue the attack. Their numbers are so overwhelming that we can’t keep up.”

Realistically, a full-scale assault could have secured Henan eventually.

“This is insane.”

“What’s the status of our oil imports from Russia? If this drags on, we may need to strike from the sea. But we need fuel for the fleet.”

If the war turned into a prolonged struggle, naval support would become crucial, and fuel was indispensable for that.

While interservice rivalry between the Imperial Japanese Army and Navy still existed, under the Emperor’s rule, it wasn’t as overt as in the original timeline.

“Russia says they can still supply oil, but not weapons. They’re dealing with America and anticipating war with communist Germany.”

“Damn Reds. I heard communist Germany is aiding China?”

“Hmm. We should keep pushing forward. They’re relying purely on human waves. Against the might of the Imperial Army, they will eventually break.”

At the end of the day, no matter how many bodies China threw at them, they could just keep mowing them down.

If the enemy relied on sheer numbers, Japan would counter with sheer firepower.

China would inevitably bleed itself dry at this rate.

“Besides, it’s not like we’re losing ground. Even if we’re stuck in a stalemate, we’re not being pushed back.”

“That’s true, but…”

“Of course, China has a massive population, and if we suffer consistent casualties, we might eventually be overwhelmed.”

“Ishiwara Kanji, that’s an extreme take.”

Nonetheless, Ishiwara Kanji wasn’t wrong.

Even if ten Chinese soldiers died for every one Japanese, the long-term cost would still be enormous.


China might be losing millions, but that didn’t mean Japan would achieve a perfect victory.

“In the end, this war is a battle of endurance and willpower.”

“What are you suggesting?”

Tojo Hideki, who had always disliked Ishiwara Kanji and his leadership of the Kōdō-ha (Imperial Way Faction), shot him a glare. However, Ishiwara, completely unfazed, simply waved his hand dismissively before speaking.

“What if we request His Majesty, the Emperor, to personally take command of the Henan campaign?”
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“Hey, Kanji. Have you finally lost your mind? Are you saying that His Majesty the Emperor should personally fight those damn Chinks?”  

Tōjō Hideki harshly criticized Ishiwara Kanji.  

The Emperor’s direct command army.  

That title alone was more than enough. But now, he was suggesting that His Majesty should personally go into battle? What kind of nonsense was that?  

“Just His Majesty’s presence on the battlefield would be enough. Throughout history, all great monarchs have personally led their armies. Look at Emperor Yang of Sui and Emperor Taizong of Tang—they both led campaigns against Goguryeo. Even those European conquerors did the same. In our present era, that Empress in Moscow is doing just that. And the Emperor of Ethiopia, supported by her, is personally hunting down communists in the highlands. Are we to let the supreme ruler of the East cower in comparison?”  

“Hmph. Would His Majesty even approve of this?”  

The final decision lay with the Emperor.  

Even if Ishiwara Kanji wished for it, the Emperor’s consent was necessary. And frankly, the odds of that happening were slim.  

“We must at least present our case to His Majesty.”  

The Imperial General Headquarters did not strongly oppose Ishiwara Kanji’s suggestion.  

After all, the very essence of the Kōdō-ha faction was to elevate the Emperor, and war was no exception to that principle.  

More importantly, there was confidence that His Majesty, as a ruler, would not recklessly endanger himself.  

However, in this world—where the Kōdō-ha faction had triumphed, and Japan had been deeply influenced by Russia—Hirohito was not quite the same as he was in the original timeline.  

At this very moment, the Russian Empress, Anastasia, who was the same age as Hirohito, was personally leading battles against communists.  

And more recently, even the so-called “savage” Emperor of Africa was personally fighting against Italy’s Red Army. Could the supreme ruler of the East afford to shrink away in cowardice?  

No. He must take on the communist-tainted Chinese himself, at least in name.  

Gripped by a needless sense of inferiority, Hirohito granted Ishiwara Kanji’s desperate request.  

“Very well. I shall take to the battlefield myself. Ishiwara Kanji, you will assist me.”  

“Yes, Your Majesty! I shall devote myself entirely to serving Your Majesty!”  

The problem was that this foolish ambition was, without a doubt, the worst mistake of Hirohito’s life.  

Unlike the candied princess, he was supposedly a divine being, a descendant of the unbroken imperial lineage. But unlike Haile Selassie, who had to throw his own body against Italian invaders, Hirohito was the invader.  

And so, with reckless confidence, Hirohito personally set off for the frontlines in Henan Province.  

“His Majesty the Emperor is watching over you! Fight those damned Chinese! Show His Majesty the spirit of Yamato!”  

“Banzai for His Majesty the Emperor! Banzai for the Empire of Japan!”  

The 1st Army of the China Expeditionary Force erupted in thunderous cheers at the Emperor’s presence, their morale soaring.  

Hirohito, pleased by the unwavering loyalty of his subjects, waved his hand and encouraged the soldiers.  

Meanwhile, a battle was already raging.  

If the Russian Empress could fight bravely, so could he.  

“His Majesty, a descendant of the unbroken imperial lineage, is immortal!”  

Hirohito encouraged his soldiers directly, hoping to achieve victory and take Henan Province.  

If his troops succeeded, the credit would be his alone.  

At the very least, he had to perform better than his subordinate, Mutaguchi Renya.  

Mutaguchi Renya, already hailed in Japan as a “divinely gifted commander” and even referred to as “Heaven’s General”, could not be allowed to outshine the Emperor.  

In fact, with the Emperor himself present, the battle turned in Japan’s favor.  

With their morale heightened a hundredfold, the Japanese forces fought with unparalleled ferocity, slaughtering Chinese troops and breaking through the defensive lines.  

On the Chinese side, Tang Shengzhi—who had once failed to defend Nanjing in the original timeline—was now leading the defense of Henan. However, as the Japanese broke through the lines, he had no choice but to order a retreat.  

And then, at that moment—  

The reason behind the sudden surge in Japanese morale reached Tang Shengzhi’s ears.  

The fundamental reason those damn Japs had gone from demoralized to rabid dogs—their Emperor himself was here.  

“What?! The leader of those damn Japs is actually there?! I don’t care how many troops we lose—fire everything we have at that bastard Emperor!”  

Henan was already lost.  

There was only so much human-wave tactics could accomplish.  

But at the very least, they could take something valuable with them.  

Tang Shengzhi’s choice was clear: identify the Emperor’s position and bombard it with everything they had.  

BOOM! BOOM! BOOM!  

And so, the Chinese artillery rained hell down upon the Emperor’s position.  

“Those stupid Chinks! What’s their accuracy? Can’t they even aim properly? Wait, what—”  

The Japanese forces never imagined that the Chinese would immediately prioritize taking out the Emperor.  

And no matter how inaccurate their shots were, if every single artillery piece—old or new—was firing at just one target, at least one shell was bound to hit.  

And so, one of the shells, which had been indiscriminately shredding Japanese soldiers to pieces, scored a direct hit on the Emperor himself.  

SPLAT!  

Hirohito didn’t even have time to comprehend his own death.  

Before anyone could recognize what had once been their Emperor, his body had been incinerated and torn into blackened, unidentifiable chunks of flesh, scattered in all directions.  

“Your Majesty!”  

“His Majesty the Emperor!”  

The 1st Army of the China Expeditionary Force successfully occupied Henan—but they had lost their Emperor.  

With their goal of advancing south beyond Henan, the Japanese forces found themselves thrown into disarray. Taking advantage of this chaos, Chiang Kai-shek’s troops launched a counterattack, forcing the Japanese into retreat.  

The “Emperor’s Explosion Incident” was regarded as the greatest humiliation in Japan’s history. Now, there were only two possible outcomes.  

“Those inferior Chinks dare—!”  

“We need no prisoners! Kill every single one of them, even the children!”  

“Those Chinks are all communists! Deploy the gas weapons!”  

From this moment on, Japan’s military completely lost control.  

The Second Sino-Japanese War spiraled into an uncontrollable bloodbath.  

—  

As the war escalated, I kept my ears sharp.  

I had to make sure it wouldn’t affect the war in Europe.  

Naturally, I was reviewing reports from both Germany and China today when—  

“What kind of goddamn world am I living in?”  

Japan had begun its southern advance by launching the Henan Offensive with the 1st Army of the China Expeditionary Force.  

General Hata Shunroku had fought against Tang Shengzhi, who was defending Henan. But amusingly, the Chinese had stalled the Japanese using human-wave tactics.  

They even counterattacked with their own version of the Soviet Ura Charge—the Banzai Charge, but Chinese-style.  

Hirohito himself had personally rallied the hesitant Japanese troops, leading them to victory with the support of tank divisions and air strikes.  

It wasn’t an all-out offensive, but thanks to Hirohito, the Japanese had managed to seize Henan.  

The problem?  

Hirohito got blown to hell.  

So in short—Japan had taken Henan at the cost of their Emperor’s life

I couldn’t believe it.  

“Hirohito is dead?”  

“Yes, Your Majesty. It seems he was hit directly by artillery fire.”  


“And this is confirmed?”  

“Yes, Your Majesty.”  

The information was shocking enough to make me rub my temples.  

So, Hirohito, the Tenno Heika himself, had died on the battlefield?  

The same Hirohito who, in the original timeline, had ruled over Japan as a divine figure, leading the country through World War II and beyond?  

That Hirohito had died here?  

Blown up by a Chinese artillery shell?  

I buried my face in my hands.  

“…You have to be kidding me.”  

This was completely beyond my expectations.  

No, in the first place, what the hell was he doing on the battlefield?!  

Sure, Russia had Anastasia, who personally led battles. And yes, Haile Selassie in Ethiopia had been fighting against communists himself.  

But those two weren’t leading invasions.  

Anastasia was defending Russia from Soviet remnants. Haile Selassie was protecting his country.  

Hirohito, on the other hand, had led an aggressive invasion into China. And he had been obliterated for it.  

That was a massive difference.  

Even in Japan, there were factions like the Tōsei-ha, who were pragmatic enough to prioritize survival over reckless ideology.  

But now, the Kōdō-ha faction—the ultranationalist, war-crazed faction that viewed the Emperor as a living god—had just lost that very Emperor.  

And it wasn’t due to some illness.  

He was killed by Chinese hands.  

I shook my head, trying to process the situation.  

“What about the Japanese military’s response?”  

“They have gone berserk, Your Majesty.”  

Of course. That was the only possible reaction.  

To the Japanese military, the Emperor was a divine figure. His death meant one thing:  

A war of vengeance.  

“They have declared that they will exterminate every last Chinese person in retaliation.”  

My face twisted.  

“They’re committing genocide?”  

“Yes, Your Majesty. They are systematically massacring all Chinese civilians in Henan, burning entire villages to the ground. They are using gas weapons as well.”  

This was bad.  

The Nanjing Massacre of the original timeline was already horrific, but now?  

This was on an entirely different level.  

Hirohito’s death had turned Japan’s already brutal war doctrine into something beyond insane.  

“What about the international reaction?”  

“The United States is livid. They have condemned Japan as ‘no longer human.’ Britain, which was initially hesitant, has now fully sided with China. Even Germany, which had remained silent before, is starting to distance itself from Japan.”  

“And Russia?”  

“The Empress has declared, ‘The fools have burned themselves.’”  

Anastasia must be laughing.  

She had been wary of Japan from the start.  

And now, Japan had destroyed itself without her having to lift a finger.  

But for me, this wasn’t something to celebrate.  

Japan had become too unpredictable.  

A wounded beast was the most dangerous kind.  

And now, Japan was a wounded empire.  

“Who is succeeding Hirohito?”  

“Prince Chichibu, Your Majesty.”  

I clenched my fist.  

Prince Chichibu—Yasuhito.  

Unlike Hirohito, he was an extreme militarist.  

In the original timeline, he was a strong supporter of the Kōdō-ha faction and believed in total war against the West.  

Now that he was Emperor, there would be no negotiations.  

“This just got a hundred times worse.”  

“Your Majesty?”  

“Japan is going to self-destruct. And when they do, they’ll try to drag the world down with them.”  

“What are your orders, Your Majesty?”  

I had to act fast.  

Japan was no longer a rising empire.  

It was a dying empire, hell-bent on taking everyone else down with it.  

—  

### Meanwhile, in Tokyo  

Prince Chichibu looked over the reports.  

His older brother—His Majesty Emperor Hirohito—had perished in battle.  

Blown to pieces by those damned Chinese.  

His hands trembled with rage.  

“My brother… my Emperor… is dead?”  

“Yes, Your Majesty.”  

Japan had already suffered humiliations before.  

But this?  

This was unforgivable.  

“Summon the General Staff. I want plans for total mobilization.”  

“Total… mobilization, Your Majesty?”  

“Yes.”  

“B-But, Your Majesty! The people—”  

“If they must die for Japan, then they will die for Japan.”  

This was war.  

Not just war—a war of annihilation.  


“China must be erased. Every last one of them.”  

Japan would now fight to the death.  

—  

The world had just entered a new nightmare.  
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Why not just give them Zyklon B outright?  

I almost want to ignore this, but if the Sino-Japanese War is to escalate further, this much should be acceptable.  

With the emperor dead, Japan will never let the Chinese live.  

Exposure to poison gas will make them fight to the death, knowing that becoming a prisoner is not an option. That mindset will drive them to fight even more desperately.  

From my perspective, Japan will use this to crush the Nationalist Government in any way possible. Beyond that, it’s Japan’s problem to handle.  

“Alright. Well, if they pity the emperor’s death, let’s send it.”  

China needs to reduce its population anyway.  

And if we want to capture Chiang Kai-shek, we need Japan to go berserk here.  

Russia has its pride, so if we want to attack China directly, we need a strong justification. But using Japan? That’s a different story.  

It’s called *using barbarians to control barbarians.*  

We let Japan inflict as much damage as possible on China, then, when the time is right, we backstab them and annihilate all Japanese forces within China.  

Now that Japan is set to go on a rampage, they will throw every military force they have into crushing China.  

When China has suffered enough, we can enter under the pretext of saving them.  

In a way, the emperor’s death has actually worked in our favor.  

If Japan starts using poison gas to indiscriminately kill people, we will have an even stronger justification to strike them down.  

“Then let’s frame it as ‘supporting China’s hygiene efforts by providing pesticide.’ That should do. Also, send some farming tools and food exports to support the Qing.”  

There’s an old saying: *If you want to hide a tree, hide it in a forest.*  

Zyklon B will simply be one of the many aid items.  

A pesticide mixed in with farming tools and food—this is the perfect cover.  

“Oh, that’s a clever approach.”  

“As expected of Your Majesty. No one will suspect that we are using Japan to force suffering upon China.”  

Anyone overhearing us would think I enjoy killing people.  

That is absolutely not the case.  

I simply find it convenient that Japan and China are destroying each other. It’s good if both imperialist Japan and the future threat that is China collapse together.  

“Also, don’t forget to send condolences to Japan for the emperor’s passing.”  

Since Japan will now engage in a brutal, self-destructive war with China on Russia’s behalf, the least we can do is extend that courtesy.  

It will make them easier to consume later.  

“As you command, Your Majesty.”  

If Yasuhito ascends to the throne… hmm, that’s a bit unfortunate for him.  

It was Hirohito who caused all this, but Yasuhito will be the one held accountable as a war criminal.  

Thinking about it, living as a commoner really is the best option.  

“Your Majesty, we just received a report from the Okhrana’s London branch. Britain’s recent movements are unusual.”  

“Britain?”  

“Yes. They are mobilizing troops.”  

Huh? What are they doing?  

I did say before that launching a preemptive strike on Communist Germany was the only way they could maintain their colonies… but did they actually take that seriously?  

I wouldn’t have thought Churchill was the type to act on something like that.  

“They’re not planning a preemptive attack, are they?”  

No way. No matter what, would they really think of striking Communist Germany first? No way… right?  

* * *  

**Qing Empire – Forbidden City Headquarters**  

After the emperor’s death, the Japanese military headquarters had occupied Henan but soon fell into chaos, forcing them to retreat under Chiang Kai-shek’s counteroffensive.  

Japan, now driven by vengeance, did not immediately strike China.  

The emperor’s death had shaken their authority over the mainland, so they needed to enthrone a new emperor quickly to resume the conquest of China.  

At the same time, they stoked the anger of the Japanese people back home.  

“Kill all those damned Chinks!”  

“Annihilate the Chinese! It’s the wish of all humanity!”  

“I will personally avenge His Majesty!”  

“If he were truly divine, he wouldn’t have died like Ana-chan!”  

“Wait… doesn’t this sound like a spy at work?”  

The death of the *living god* was an immense shock.  

More importantly, since the Qing might use this chance to break free from Japan’s grip, they needed to reaffirm their control over China.  

Yasuhito was enthroned as emperor, and Ishiwara Kanji, who had manipulated Hirohito into going to the frontlines, could not escape punishment.  

“Ishiwara Kanji, you’ve been running your mouth too much. It’s time to step back. Your fate will be decided after we finish conquering China.”  

“I take full responsibility for escorting His Majesty to Henan. I won’t deny my guilt. But whatever you do, don’t go on a mindless rampage to exterminate the Chinese. The Five Races Concord—”  

“That damned ‘Five Races Concord’ again! We already have the Qing! The southern Chinese should just be castrated entirely!”  

Ishiwara Kanji, having failed to protect the emperor and clashing with the rising military leader Tojo Hideki, was completely purged.  

After that, Japan requested both weapons and humanitarian aid from Russia to utterly crush China.  

“Russia has agreed to support the Qing with food, farming tools, and Zyklon B.”  

“Good. They didn’t suspect a thing.”  

As Anastasia had predicted, Japan was devising an unimaginably massive plan.  

It was nothing short of the extermination of the Chinese people.  

Of course, they wouldn’t kill all of them—after all, they needed the southern Chinese population as a labor force for the empire.  

But before that, they planned to devastate China so thoroughly that it could never rebuild a government.  

To make sure the *inferior* Chinese could never again bare their fangs at Japan.  

The so-called *Chinese Castration Operation*—just as the name implied, it was a mass sterilization campaign.  

Now was the perfect time. The European powers were too distracted to interfere in China.  

As long as they didn’t touch the concessions, no one would say anything until it was too late.  

“Shouldn’t Russia be grateful? We’re wiping out all the communists on the continent for them.”  

To Japan, China was already synonymous with communism.  

That made it the perfect justification for executing the castration plan.  

“We must exterminate all these Chinese communists who killed His Majesty.”  

“We should also conduct more medical research on them.”  

Thus, Ishii Shiro’s Unit 731, originally a *preventative medical research unit*, officially commenced its horrific experiments.  

Countless prisoners from southern China were sent to Ishii Shiro’s unit, where they were subjected to inhumane torture and experiments.  

Meanwhile, Mutaguchi Renya, in charge of logistics in Shenyang, let out a groan.  

“Damn it. Why the hell do we need this much supply?”  

It wasn’t too bad, though. With supplies flowing in from the mainland, military logistics were manageable.  

Even though a large number of Manchu laborers had migrated to northern Manchuria, causing some manpower shortages.  


“Well, we have to support the hundreds of thousands of troops needed to conquer China.”  

Tsuji Masanobu, having personally witnessed Mutaguchi’s triumph at the Battle of Tianjin, flattered him as his aide.  

“Hah. If only they had sent me to the front instead. If I had been there, His Majesty would never have perished at the hands of the Chinese.”  

He failed to seize the glory he sought, forcing the emperor to personally go to the front—and now, Japan had witnessed the death of its *eternal sovereign*.  

Had he, Japan’s finest military genius, been there, the rotten forces of Tang Shengzhi would have been as easy to consume as sushi.

***
**London, 10 Downing Street**  

Britain had been rapidly increasing its military forces in recent days.  

The official reason was to prepare for the possibility of Japan expanding beyond China into Indochina. However, the true purpose was to launch an attack on Germany.  

Plans were already being drawn up for an operation against Germany.  

“Prime Minister, is it really right to prepare for war? It feels like we’re just following the Tsar’s lead.”  

At the words of Chancellor of the Exchequer Oswald Mosley, Churchill, who was reviewing the operation plans, waved a hand dismissively.  

“I thought so at first as well, but if we analyze this logically, leaving that Communist Germany unchecked at this moment… who knows what might happen in the colonies? More importantly, we must deal with them before they grow any stronger. Even that young Tsar understands the growing threat of Communist Germany.”  

How could he still not see it? Tsk, tsk.  

Clicking his tongue, Churchill decided to make Mosley understand the deep reasoning behind the British Empire’s stance.  

“Discontent in the Dominions is reaching a boiling point. Right now, we must use external threats to unify our strength.”  

“Even so, isn’t a preemptive strike against Communist Germany too dangerous?”  

Indeed. Britain was planning a preemptive attack on Germany.  

Or rather, Churchill was.  

For now, it remained just a plan, but if France agreed, they would set a date and crush those reds.  

More than anything, it was necessary to keep Russia in check.  

Churchill had not simply been swayed by Anastasia’s words.  

Before Germany could grow any larger, before Russia could trample Germany and seize European hegemony, Britain had to crush Communist Germany and reclaim the prestige it had lost to Russia.  

For that reason, Germany had to be brought down quickly.  

Russia might try to swoop in at the last moment, but Britain just had to act first.  

The justification was already in place. Communist Germany had been causing trouble in the colonies for years, so Britain could wage war without violating the Anti-Comintern Pact.  

By the time Russia even considered joining in, Britain would have already marched into Berlin and planted the Union Jack at the General Secretary’s residence.  

“France must be at its limit as well. They’ll want to finish this before a communist revolution erupts within their own country. And with the British Empire and France working together, do you think those bastards can hold out?”  

Communist Germany was not like the old German Empire, which had the Habsburgs as allies during the Great War.  

In fact, it might be even weaker than the German Empire had been. Honestly, even France alone might be able to handle them—but France wasn’t in great shape either.  

“But what about Italy?”  

Italy? Why even bring them up?  

That so-called great power was doing nothing but stirring up trouble after turning communist. Despite all its rhetoric about liberating Ethiopia, it still hadn’t managed to conquer the country.  

It was waging a full-scale war against an African nation. How could such a country be considered a major power?  

Even if war broke out, those pseudo-great powers would be too tied up in Africa to be of much use.  

“How much did Italy even contribute during the last war? Two divisions should be more than enough for them. They’re exhausting themselves in Africa. They’re worse than the old Austro-Hungarian Empire.”  

The real issue was Communist Germany.  

If Britain left them alone, the colonies might take it as a sign that the empire feared Communist Germany and use that to justify starting communist revolutions of their own.  

“Then shouldn’t we also involve the Netherlands and Belgium? As constitutional monarchies, they have no choice but to be hostile to Communist Germany.”  

“Of course. If we push in directly from the Low Countries and France into German territory, we have a good chance of success.”  

The Netherlands, Belgium, and Luxembourg had no choice but to side with Britain this time.  


If they were separated from Germany by the sea, like Britain, it might be a different story.  

But these were the Low Countries—nations that shared borders with Communist Germany.  

If Germany was preparing for war, they surely had the capacity to communize the Low Countries at the very least.  

Even if they were weaker than the old German Empire, taking over the Low Countries would be well within their reach.  

If that happened, France would be forced to bear the brunt of stopping the German forces.
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At any moment, those Reds would attack.

It would be better to strike them first before the German Reds completed their preparations and launched an assault.

This is what they call a preemptive war.

“Ah, notify the Poles too. I imagine they’d prefer not to dance with Russia this time around.”

With Russia distracted by the American civil war, now would be a good opportunity to push Russian influence out of Poland.

“What about Austria? They could come up from the south.”

“Austria is a no-go. That Hitler fellow—he’s dangerous. He’s a superhuman who has united the fragmented members of the dual monarchy under the banner of anti-communism. It’s not like the old days when the empire could be easily dismantled due to its multi-ethnic composition—he’s truly bound them as one. He’s even pro-Russian and has his eyes on Southern Germany. Unless we’re truly desperate, now isn’t the time.”

People even joke that if Goebbels is the face of the German Communist Party, then Hitler is the face of the Habsburgs.

Compared to the old days when the dual monarchy barely held together on the surface, now all the fragmented ethnic groups had been pulled back under the Habsburg umbrella.

That man is no ordinary figure.

Honestly, it would be convenient if Austria and Germany fought each other in a brutal “clash of souls,” but…

If that happens, Russia could naturally intervene at any time due to their mutual defense treaty with Austria.

Even if Russia is tied up in America, with their massive population, they could still send enough forces via Austria to handle at least one front.

So, involving Austria would be more of a poison than a help.

Austria is a nation that must eventually be dealt with. Hitler himself redirected his anger from past defeats toward Britain and France.

We might clash with them eventually.

“Austria and the Balkans may be difficult to deal with now, but Poland will inevitably swing pro-British.”

If we surround Germany via France, the Low Countries, and Poland and launch an attack—what would happen?

Communist Germany would crumble in a day.

Trench warfare? Would Communist Germany, weaker than the old empire, be able to resist a four-front attack?

Even if we’re an aging lion, we’re still the British Empire, reigning over the world. Red Germany would fall in an instant.

“This feels too hasty. Wouldn’t a defensive war be better than a war of aggression?”

“Come now, Mosley. Let’s look at the international situation rationally. The more time we give them, the more those Communist Germans will poison our colonies. Just as the Russian Empress warned—then it’s over.”

Why else would Communist Germany be preparing for war?

They know the strength of the British Empire lies in its colonies. They want to cut off our limbs before launching the main fight.

We must act before that happens.

“Then we must prepare the war budget.”

“Exactly.”

Britain began quietly preparing to strike Germany and informed French Prime Minister Léon Blum of the plan.

“A preemptive strike against Germany, you say?”

Léon Blum carefully weighed the pros and cons.

Britain had even secured a casus belli, a justification for war.

If France was prepared, they’d launch a swift Anglo-French assault together.

The idea was to strike fast through the Low Countries and Alsace-Lorraine.

Purely in terms of logistics, it wasn’t impossible.

And with the internal unrest caused by the communards, it might even help unify public opinion through war.

An offensive rather than a defensive war.

Unlike the Great War, where Paris was threatened by the German Empire, this time France—with Europe’s most powerful army—would cross the Rhine.

Unlike in actual history, France hadn’t built the Maginot Line, but had instead invested heavily in its army.

Germany would never expect to be attacked first.

If they strike at that vulnerability, it’s not out of reach.

Léon Blum positively considered Churchill’s proposal.

As Britain and France plotted this ambitious plan, in Berlin, Goebbels also received the news through the French communards.

“Comrade Secretary General. The British are moving in a suspicious manner.”

“Hmm.”

“Shouldn’t we preemptively strike France?”

A preemptive strike. Attack before the British and French forces were ready. It wasn’t a bad idea.

But Goebbels thought differently.

After ousting Karl Liebknecht and rising to the position of Secretary General, Goebbels had become more calculating and persuasive than in real history.

He had restructured the People’s Army by incorporating ideas from officers who had previously served in the Imperial German Army.

He knew that exploiting a weakness and launching a preemptive attack seemed like a good strategy.

“But no. No. You may think that’s a good plan. Strategically, it may seem wise. But—”

Sometimes, being the target of aggression is the better path.

In the Great War, wasn’t it the endless trench warfare that had shaped the front?

This time, they would hold the line instead.

Besides, this wasn’t the Imperial era anymore. Communist Germany now had sufficient tanks.

With help from French communists and even through Göring—Hitler’s right-hand man—tank designs had been smuggled from Austria before communists were purged there, allowing German design bureaus to mass-produce tanks.

Of course, they were still somewhat behind Russia.

But if they could defeat Britain and France and dominate Europe, they could bring down Russia—the final boss of imperialism, now disguised as “revisionist capitalism.”

“We’ll endure through trench warfare and spark a revolution within France. If France falls to communism, what can Britain do?”

Unlike the Great War, they had heavily prepared for the harsh winter of turnips. And if this gamble of turning France red succeeded…

If France was communized, the trapped British forces on the continent could be annihilated.

The Royal Navy may still be powerful, but what could they do without a proper army? Just dabble along the shores?

“Truly, Comrade Secretary General! Your insight is astonishing.”

“Then what about the Nationalist Government’s request for support?”

“If war breaks out, we can’t send weapons, but what the Chinese comrades need now are military advisors to train them into an elite force. That will suffice for now.”

Even if it’s distasteful, they’ve reportedly been importing weapons from Russia.

So military advisors should be enough.

What China needed most was advisors to turn their army into an elite force.

“Come to think of it, those bizarre strategies they were taught were all probably meant to burden China with the cost of failure.”

If that’s how far she’s thought ahead, then that witch of Moscow is a truly formidable figure.

That’s why it was all the more important to divide the Anti-Communist Pact.

Take them down one by one, then strike at Russia in the end.

That’s why Goebbels deliberately left openings and took a defensive stance.

There were also workers who had suffered long under Karl Liebknecht’s rule.

Would such workers really cooperate enthusiastically in a war of aggression?

No—by fighting a defensive war, all of Germany could unite in resistance.

Even in conservative Bavaria, the Freikorps had either been crushed by the People’s Army or had fled to East Prussia or Austria, where remnants of the old monarchy lingered.

Now, the strength of the workers could be fully united.


What if they failed? That possibility didn’t exist.

To think of failure would mean defeat to imperialism. It would spell the total collapse of communism.

This was not a war to consider failure—it was a war they absolutely had to win.

In the original history, Germany would’ve pursued the Anschluss and invaded Poland—but under Goebbels’ leadership, they had resolved to hold the line.

They had everything they needed.

Paul Joseph Goebbels walked over to the window of the Secretary General’s office.

Outside, the red flags of the workers hung from the lampposts, looking like crimson waves—proclaiming Berlin as the heart of communism.

And as if to celebrate this birth of communism, the sunlight beamed gloriously over the city.

Goebbels clenched his hands behind his back.

“Come if you dare, ghosts of imperialism.”

For under the red banner of the workers, all of you will be crushed.

“Um, Comrade Secretary General.”

“What is it?”

“What do we do about Italy? They’re still fighting Ethiopia.”

Why bring up Italy and ruin the mood at a time like this?

Right. Italy. That’s the problem.

Not just any country either—if it were a second-rate power like Spain, maybe…

But they were throwing their national strength at Ethiopia, an African nation.

Unlike in actual history, Ethiopia was resisting with Russian-supplied weapons.

Sure, Ethiopia was more civilized than most of Africa and had Russian arms, but still—

“They’ll win eventually. No way they’d just give up naval dominance. Anyway, it’s nearly dinnertime, so don’t bring up Italy and ruin my appetite.”

“Yes, Comrade!”

Even if Italy was going all-out against Ethiopia, they were just trying to end it quickly. There’s no way they’d actually lose to an African nation.

Yes—let’s hope so. Let’s really hope so.

—

As the Second Sino-Japanese War began in earnest, Russia became more alert.

The American civil war and the Sino-Japanese war—now it felt like it was about time for a new war to erupt.

But it seemed like it might break out in an unexpected place.

“Britain and France are preparing for war?”

Today, I thought I could finally just sign off on some paperwork in the Duma, but instead, I received another neck-tightening piece of news.

So it was true—Britain and France, whom we had suspected, were actually preparing for war.

And unlike the Anti-Comintern Pact, they were coming up with their own justification for war, trying to prevent Russia and other nations from getting involved.

What the hell were they thinking?

“Yes, Your Majesty. It seems they’re up to something.”

At the words of the Minister of the Interior, I puffed out my cheeks and tapped my fingers on the edge of the desk.

That Churchill bastard really gets under my skin.

Isn’t this just openly showing a crack in the Anti-Comintern alliance?

“Are those lunatics really going to do it?”

Start World War II first?

No way, right? I mean, yes, I did mention that, but still… they’re not starting just to follow my lead, of course.

They’re trying to take out Communist Germany before it becomes even more dangerous.

Also, Britain knows we’re already prepared for war—with powerful firearms, tanks, and even aircraft.

Churchill wouldn’t want to hand over the perfect opportunity to take down Germany to us barbaric Slavs.

So of course, he’d want to strike first.

Even if both sides are preparing for war, Britain would move faster than Germany. Add to that, the Low Countries are monarchies, so they’ll probably help; and France, wanting to suppress its own Communist Party before it causes a revolution, would join too.

There’s potential.

Right now, while Russia is tied up in America, Churchill is trying to seize control of Europe.

“So they’re trying to seize the initiative in the European war while we’re stuck in the American civil war.”

Exactly what I expected from Churchill.

It’s only natural for him to be wary of Russia’s expansion.

But military force alone wouldn’t be enough. Instead, his strategy is to occupy Europe as a way to contain Russia.

And the target is Germany.

And since it’s Communist Germany, it’s the perfect enemy to beat up. And before their own colonies get too unruly, they’re trying to unite them by creating an external threat.

That’s something Churchill might actually do—and really, for him, it’s the only way to make the British Empire “great” again.

“Yes. That’s one way to look at it.”

“Hm. And we can’t move.”

We can’t move either—and from the beginning, our plan was to enter World War II later.

Even if Churchill hadn’t acted, I was planning to do the same thing.

“Wouldn’t it be better for us to create our own justification to get involved?”

“No. We need to stop the preemptive strike. It’s possible that this is exactly what Communist Germany wants.”

“If they’re on the defensive, they’ll gain the moral high ground.”

Goebbels is aiming for a defensive war.

That’s what I believe now.

Unlike in actual history, there’s been no Anschluss, no Munich Agreement, no invasion of Poland.

Since war is unavoidable, Communist Germany might try a strategy of defeating opponents one by one. But since they can’t attack first, they’ll defend instead.

Of course, just defending won’t be enough to land a decisive blow—so they’ll start working behind the scenes.

So maybe… should we sneak in our own spoon?

If we can’t move our military, we’re not the only ones who stand to benefit.

Communist Germany would also benefit.

While Russia’s busy messing around, they’ll get to brawl with Britain and France. That’s their thinking.

Let them beat each other up while we go and wrap up the American civil war.

Huh? That could actually be good for us.

“This might actually be to our benefit. If those two go to war before we intervene, we gain time to project our influence in America.”

This isn’t necessarily a bad thing.

We don’t yet know how the American civil war will turn out.

There’s the meddling nation—always interfering—and Communist Germany dreaming of world revolution and war with Russia.

If the two of them get tangled up, if they get stuck in a mudfight…

We can take down Trotsky and bring the American civil war to an end.

“I see. So while they’re both gaining something…”

“Of course, that’s only if the war doesn’t end too quickly. If someone ends it early, that changes everything. Ideally, if the war does break out, we want it to drag on until we’re ready to intervene.”

My gut says… this war won’t end quickly.

I mean, it’s Britain and Germany, after all.


Britain’s Royal Navy isn’t going to lose, and from what I hear, Communist Germany has a decent armored force.

The “Turnip Winter” might be a threat, but if Communist Germany can just hold out until we’ve finished our civil war, we might be able to scoop up a share of the spoils.

“Hm. If it works out, that’d be nice.”

Thinking optimistically—it’s not a bad situation.

As long as the war doesn’t end too quickly, anyway.
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If Goebbels was aiming for that outcome, then the possibility only increases.

“While we’re at it, how’s the situation in America?”

After all, the civil war over there will play a crucial role for us.

The quicker we end the American civil war, the less loss we’ll incur and the more concessions we can extract from them.

“Spain isn’t fighting as well as expected.”

Of course not. It’s a country that only just emerged from its own civil war.

Though they came all the way to America hoping to score a bite, the soldiers probably don’t have the same resolve as when they were protecting their homeland.

In any era, if you’re not truly willing to fight, you lose the war.

In the end, all the Spanish army can really do is hold their position.

All I can hope for is that Spain maintains at least some military strength to stab France in the back when the time comes.

From what I can see, that’s the only way Germany could win against us.

“Tell Spain to focus solely on defense.”

Even Patton has his limits.

MacArthur may have seized the White House and appears strong, but in truth, he doesn’t have that many troops.

More than anything, a lot of WWI veterans have defected to his side.

In any case, it’s our job to crush the communists, and while we’ll take down Trotsky when the time comes, we must make it clear that this is Russia’s victory—then swiftly intervene in the Second World War as well.

Right now, our military loathes communists. The White Army split from the Imperial Army and fought the Reds in a civil war, uniting through sheer hatred of Bolsheviks. For them, crushing Bolsheviks is vengeance.

“As planned, let’s send the expeditionary forces.”

“Wasn’t the objective just to capture Trotsky?”

Well, there’s always that scenario.

Something like: *How dare they touch our General Secretary!* They could resist to the very end. They probably won’t collapse right away.

We should at least give them a hand.

“Even if Trotsky is captured, the American Union of Communist States will likely try to endure with what they’ve built up so far.”

They might even claim: “When war breaks out in Europe, Russia will inevitably retreat!” Something like that.

It’s all a game of perception.

Who will strike whom, and who will end it fastest? That’s the battle.

In that battle, Europe’s hegemony will be decided. Some will fall, and some nations will be obliterated entirely.

It must be the Russia I’ve reshaped that reorganizes the world within that hellscape.

“That army will be in preparation for that moment.”

“Have the expeditionary force not only finish things quickly in America but also be ready to intervene in Europe if necessary.”

Austria, having formed a kind of “super robot” by merging its forces, has gathered a considerable army—perhaps not as much as Austro-Hungary in WWI, but still sizable.

If Austria plays the meat shield as planned, we can minimize casualties while crushing Germany and the UK, putting pressure on Britain and France and seizing initiative.

Yeah. Right. The quality of weapons matters most. And don’t we have rockets?

“If it comes to that, then it’ll be weapon quality that turns the tide. Unlike the Russian Empire days, we now produce our own weapons—ones unlike anything the enemy has.”

“You’re talking about rocket weapons, Your Majesty?”

Even if rockets can’t end the war, they should at least pose a serious threat to the enemy.

They’ve advanced tremendously recently.

“Yes. Our rocket weapons are fully operational now, right?”

Tsiolkovsky and Goddard have become the perfect dream team.

In the original timeline, Tsiolkovsky should’ve died long ago, but he’s still alive.

Maybe because he was determined to pursue his dream. Regardless, thanks to that, rocket weapon development picked up speed.

In the 1920s, it was all sluggish, but once a feasible prototype emerged, development ramped up fast in the 1930s.

“Yes, Your Majesty. Accuracy is still lacking, but hitting cities is no problem.”

With rockets entering weaponization, Goddard and Tsiolkovsky established a dedicated army rocket lab for continued development.

Even in Austria, Wernher von Braun heard about Russia’s space program and defected to our side.

It wasn’t exactly a poaching attempt.

We simply shared news of our rocket program with other nations in the Anti-Air Pact to recruit interested talent. Austria, focused on army unification and tanks, had no interest in rockets—leaving von Braun stranded. That’s when we picked him up.

Weapons will be developed much faster now.

“In that case, we need to prepare for when war breaks out.”

“Yes, I’ll see to the deployments.”

History might be altered to the point that Communist Germany never creates the V2 rocket. So we’re building it instead.

Still, the history of rockets must continue.

Russia must carry that legacy forward—toward space.

Communist Germany even put out a newspaper accusing the Russian Tsar of sucking the blood of the people to build his toys. But that just means they’re not developing anything or must start from scratch—which won’t be easy.

At the same time, Beria finally managed to develop a jet fighter—becoming, ironically, the first person in the world to do so—despite being notorious in the original timeline as the head of the NKVD.

He passed on the design plans to engineers like Igor Sikorsky, so we’ll likely see a range of new aircraft soon.

After that, Beria aimed to return to the Okhrana, and I figured he’d done enough—so I made him Head of the Okhrana’s Asia Division.

The man is undeniably capable.

Then I gave Beria his next mission.

*—Congratulations, Beria. For a former Bolshevik, no one’s achieved more than you.*

*—Your Majesty, I was never truly a Bolshevik.*

*—I know. Now, I have a secret mission for you. You’re headed to the North Manchurian branch.*

And so, he was sent to North Manchuria to become my eyes on the ground.

In case of emergency, I plan to contact Renya Mutaguchi and dispatch him to Kentucky after assessing the situation in South Manchuria.

Now, it’s time to bring up one more topic.

If war is truly imminent, then there’s a real chance enemy boots could trample our soil. At the very least, we must avoid that disgrace.

“If war is on the horizon, then isn’t the most important thing the *Perun Project*?”

This time, it was the Black Baron who brought it up first.

Russia’s equivalent of the Manhattan Project, our nuclear development program—called the Uran Project—is more commonly referred to as the *Perun Project*.

Perun is the god of thunder, the god of heaven, and the chief deity in Eastern European Slavic mythology.

Russia gives distinct names to major military weapons programs.

Tanks during WWI were a disaster, so we created the T Project. The airborne carrier initiative is the Beloe Project. The jet fighter program is the Beria Project. And nuclear development is the *Perun Project*.

I originally considered calling it the Tsar Project, but decided it was better to use a codename.

Later, post-war, we can rename it the Tsar Project when we move on to hydrogen bomb research—or so the plan goes.

As the Second Sino-Japanese War intensifies, we’re rushing to develop asymmetric weapons. Nuclear armament is a must.

War is almost upon us.

There’s a chance to carve out gains in the American civil war and reap rewards afterward—so even if it means going into debt, we must build this.

Fortunately, I had some prior knowledge, and we had decent resources. We could even source uranium from Bulgaria.

I laid the groundwork early, so things have progressed quickly.


Seeing how confident the Black Baron is, we must be making solid progress.

“How is the *Perun Project* coming along?”

From what I’ve heard, various facilities have already been built.

In the original timeline, the USSR used spies to steal nuclear tech from abroad, but they were also conducting research during the German-Soviet War.

We’re far ahead of that curve.

“Nuclear physicists like Georgy Flyorov and Igor Kurchatov, thanks to Your Majesty, have made enough progress that we expect completion in the early 1940s.”

Nuclear weapons in the early ’40s? That’s much earlier than in the original timeline. Research must be progressing at an extraordinary pace.

Precisely because of that, we must be careful and proceed deliberately.

“Be sure the dangers of radiation are clearly communicated.”

I specifically ordered that radiation risks be explained thoroughly to all researchers.

Though I gave the order to begin, I’m not directly involved in the nuclear project. It’s essentially being handled by the White Army command under the *Perun Project*.

So I instructed them to take radiation seriously and educate the team.

I don’t know everything myself, but historically, there were cases where people were exposed without realizing the danger of radiation.

We can’t afford to lose valuable researchers and scientists that way.

Quietly, through the White Army, I issued a secret order: use surviving Bolsheviks for radiation exposure experiments.

When else would we use them? I kept some alive specifically for this day.

“At the second nuclear research lab in Siberia, we’ve already selected a few surviving Bolsheviks and conducted experiments.”

Experiments. I’m guessing it’s exactly what I think it is.

You know those photos of radiation victims from history? They probably ended up just like that.

It’s pitiful, sure, but what can you do? If they didn’t want this fate, they shouldn’t have acted like Bolsheviks in the first place.

The Bolsheviks were already used during the last road construction, and for the ones who managed to survive—well, this is the least they can do to be of use.

It’s not like we’re using prisoners of war or abducting foreigners for experimentation or anything like that, right?

If I were playing the role of a true dictator, maybe. But with all the titles I carry as a saint and an empress, I can’t stoop to such acts.

But the Bolsheviks? They’re different.

I’ve already declared multiple times that communism is a plague, and Bolsheviks are nothing more than vermin.

So vermin should be treated as such. It’s only natural that they be sacrificed for the sake of humanity.

The real concern is what Einstein might say about these radiation experiments, given that he wasn’t exactly pro-nuclear weapons to begin with.

“Has Dr. Einstein said anything about this?”

I doubt he’s unaware of what’s going on.

Even if he hasn’t said anything yet, he probably has his complaints.

In any case, what’s done is done, and it’s not like I gave a direct order, so it doesn’t really concern me.

“We kept it secret from the doctor, and framed it as offering the condemned a chance to redeem themselves while protecting our researchers. That way, it’s not a problem.”

Well, that’s a relief. But now I’m curious—what happened to those Bolsheviks?

“So, what happened to them?”

When I asked, the Black Baron furrowed his brow, as if he’d seen it firsthand or at least in photos.

“They died in a manner so horrific that words can’t begin to describe it.”

Hmm, that’s basically live human experimentation. Still, it had to be done at some point.

Humans don’t really understand danger until they come face to face with it.

“A fitting death for a Bolshevik.”

That’s right. Reds should die that way. You have to grant the Bolsheviks death in all its gruesome symbolism.

It’s not like I said we had to experiment on them.

All I said was that radiation is harmful to the human body, so be careful. If you don’t believe me, test it on the Bolsheviks.

“But how did Your Majesty know?”

“Yes, the scientists may have doubted your warning, but you gave it because you already understood the danger, didn’t you?”

I don’t know how much people in this era understand about radiation.

But I’ve seen the photos of radiation poisoning victims from the future.

“They even had the audacity to curse this nation and Your Majesty in their final moments—Bolsheviks to the very end.”

Well, of course. Anyone would curse their fate if they died in such a horrible way.

When there’s nothing else left, cursing is all one can do.

“A curse, huh? How laughable.”

I’ve already been cursed enough.

A life in a world ravaged by nuclear war. The bizarre existence shared with that strange old man and Anastasia.

Honestly, all of this feels like a curse to me.

But I still pursue the development of nuclear weapons because one way or another, they’re inevitable.

My goal is to ensure that Russia doesn’t become some modern-day thug state, to tear China apart so it can’t dominate, and to keep America in place as a counterbalance.

After all, it was China that sparked the nuclear war in the original timeline.


So now, I’ll destroy that China, and I’ll make sure Russia never again produces a dictator obsessed with power who ends everything through war. I need to put safeguards in place to stop that from happening.

I’ve already carried too many burdens, and suffered enough curses. One more won’t make a difference.

What’s left now is to use every bit of our strength before the Second World War begins—to build as many weapons as we can.

With that power, we won’t be invaded. We’ll charge at Communist Germany instead.

Yes. My ultimate goal is the complete eradication of communism.
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At least, that’s how I see it. Just look at the most successful dictators from the world I came from.

Look at the countries ruled by dictators obsessed with power, pressuring their neighbors with brute force.

Russia, Communist China, and North Korea.

Sure, the Soviet Union collapsed and communism ended in Russia, but it still bears the title of the USSR’s successor. And then there’s the red team line-up of China and North Korea—quite the infamous trio.

A nation ruled by Pingping and another by the Fatty.

And then there’s Russia’s Putin on top of that—those three are, for all intents and purposes, dictators born of communism.

I see it as a dictatorship that emerged by exploiting the loopholes of communism.

Sure, dictatorship can arise under any ideology, but to me, communism makes it the easiest.

Communism is practically designed to give birth to dictators.

“We’ve also ramped up production of torpedo bombers.”

“Come to think of it, I heard the Navy has aircraft carriers as well?”

“Yes, both carriers and submarines. We plan to crush the Italian Navy with squadrons of torpedo bombers.”

Right. Based on the latest updates—

The Russian fleet, while numerous even when you include older models, is mostly just for show.

It’s heavily reliant on submarines.

Can this be enough to smash the Italian fleet?

“Oh, we’ve even placed orders with the German Empire.”

The German Empire—we’d placed orders in East Prussia as well.

So the German Empire is functioning to the point where they accept commissions for warships?

“Yes. There was a time during the Great War when our order with Germany was seized. Taking that into account, the Navy drew up a budget and placed a new order with them.”

The Imperatritsa Mariya-class battleships have been revived.

Among the names of the three aircraft carriers, one is Anastasia.

Honestly, I may have given permission for that, but hearing “Anastasia-class aircraft carrier” still makes me feel a bit strange.

Compared to our original timeline, where we were a generation or two behind in submarine technology, we’ve now produced plenty of modern subs.

Other warships, though, still seem to lag behind.

Only the aircraft carriers look impressive. It’s that all-eggs-in-one-basket kind of situation.

“We don’t have to overextend ourselves just to fight the Italian Navy. Minister Kolchak can’t go into battle himself anyway. If there’s a naval clash, it’ll fall to the Black Sea Fleet. Who’s commanding them?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. The commander of the Black Sea Fleet is Nikolai Kuznetsov. He’s young, but a capable fellow.”

That man—wasn’t he later called the father of the Soviet Navy?

What a historical irony.

If he were originally part of the military establishment, it would’ve been easy for him to switch to the White side. Although he was in the Navy during the Civil War, the Whites won, so his personal history must’ve changed too.

Maybe the Whites recognized his talent and brought him in. That tracks, more or less.

“We also need to defend the Baltic.”

“Admiral Lev Galler will take charge of the Baltic Fleet. In an emergency, the Baltic Fleet will strike Communist Germany alongside the German Empire’s navy.”

Wasn’t that guy originally part of the Bolshevik faction too? Eh, whatever. I’ll let that slide.

Honestly, I don’t have high hopes for the Navy.

The Navy Minister, Alexander Kolchak, only climbed the ranks because he threw his lot in with me and made himself useful.

As far as political and military talent goes, I wouldn’t say he’s anything extraordinary.

Then again, in the original timeline, he jumped straight from admiral to leading a whole country, so a lack of capability is to be expected.

Being a minister and a fighting admiral are two different things, after all.

The Black Sea Fleet is going to face the Italian Navy alongside the Turkish fleet. Let’s hope Kuznetsov can deliver.

In practice, the Black Sea Fleet is basically the main force.

Compared to the Italian Navy, they may be inferior in quality, but whatever. It’s a bonus if the Navy wins—not a big deal if they don’t.

Once the British gain naval superiority in the Mediterranean and land in Italy, the Army will take care of the rest.

Ironically, even though the Navy’s budget was significantly smaller compared to the Army and Air Force, the reconstruction effort seems pretty impressive.

“This looks like a solid recovery, especially considering the limited budget.”

Yeah. This should be enough.

All that remains now is to wait for the war to break out.

Of course, we can’t let our guard down. If Communist Germany tries to pull something new, we have to pounce on it immediately.

“If war breaks out between Britain and Germany, we’ll need intel on German weaponry. Just in case.”

“Understood, Your Majesty.”

Then, the only thing left for us to focus on is the American civil war.

All we can do is keep an eye on how the Anglo-German war develops while focusing on ending the American conflict quickly.

“Well then, let’s observe this calm before the storm. Whether Britain or Germany makes the first move, it won’t be long before someone lights the fuse. Once that happens, we’ll keep a close watch on the situation and finish up the civil war in America as fast as possible.”

Russia remains peaceful for now.

The expeditionary force we prepared for the US military government will head to America if the Communist United States of America manages to hold out longer than expected.

But the situation here is still different from Western Europe, where military tension is rising.

Will Britain strike first? Or will Germany?

That, I’m curious to see.

And sure enough, some time later—

“Your Majesty. Britain, together with Belgium, the Netherlands, Luxembourg, and France—excluding the Air Defense Pact—has issued an ultimatum to Germany.”

Ah, our dear Britain is pulling something new again.

Looks like in this world, it’s Britain that will be lighting the fuse for the Second World War.

Well, since they’ve already set it off—they better make it count.

—

10 Downing Street, London

Churchill had completed preparations for war.

He appointed Louis Mountbatten as commander of the Anglo-French Combined Fleet and sent Bernard Montgomery to Belgium.

Furthermore, Britain, inspired by Russia’s aircraft carriers and heavy bombers, had developed a large fleet of bombers—though not aircraft carriers. 

Using these bombers, they established a Bomber Command with Air Marshal Arthur Harris at its head. As soon as the war began, countless bomber squadrons would rain destruction across Germany.

Dowding’s Fighter Command would bring down those cockroach-like Communist German fighters.

Now, all that remained was to deliver an ultimatum to Communist Germany in the name of His Majesty, the King of the Great British Empire.

Should they refuse, they would taste the roar of the resurrected lion.

“This should be sufficient. Guarantee the independence of the Netherlands and Belgium. Send the ultimatum. Yes, let’s simplify it: ‘Get out of Poland, Belgium, and the Netherlands. Compensate for the communists still stirring trouble in the colonies. And finally, for insulting the British Empire, General Secretary Goebbels must come to London in person and apologize.’ Dress it up grandly and send it as the ultimatum to Communist Germany.”

Indeed, it was a bold move designed to make refusal impossible.

Even to Communist Germany, the message would be clear: these guys are planning for war.

“They might just back down, don’t you think?”

At Mosley’s words, Churchill poured himself a glass of whiskey with a few chunks of ice and shook his head.

From the Communist German perspective, accepting the ultimatum was unthinkable.


Communist Germany had a fundamental vulnerability.

World worker liberation. World revolution. Standing against colonial empires.

Accepting the ultimatum would destroy the foundation of their ideology.

Goebbels would have to accept it through tears just to maintain his regime.

Accept it, and the regime collapses instantly. Refuse, and at least it lasts a bit longer.

In other words, the ultimatum was just a formality before the inevitable war.

“That’s impossible. Because they are communists. Those cockroach bastards will refuse the ultimatum just to keep communism from crumbling.”

How many countries have ever sent an ultimatum without war following?

An ultimatum is simply a prelude to war. A way to establish a justification.

While Russia is entangled with America, Europe must be made fully ours.

To do that, the ultimatum must be delivered quickly—and war must begin.

If they don’t want to receive the ultimatum, then let them go to war.

Meanwhile, upon receiving the drawn-out ultimatum—which basically boiled down to let’s go to war—Goebbels furrowed his brow.

The moment had finally come.

“Prime Minister Churchill must be eager to end the war with us before the Russkies finish their business in America.”

“Churchill—what a contemptible, senile imperialist!”

“They still think we’re the old German Empire!”

“Comrade General Secretary, you don’t intend to accept Churchill’s ultimatum, do you?”

The Communist Party comrades were in an uproar.

As if he would accept it.

Communists around the world, oppressed by imperialists, were watching Communist Germany.

They begged for courage. For someone to take bold action so they could rise up as well.

Goebbels understood this wasn’t just a war between states—it was more than that.

This was also a matter of regime survival.

In the future, the woman in Moscow might become his greatest enemy. But for now, Churchill was the greatest threat.

France, destined for a communist revolution, was irrelevant.

Churchill was the only one who mattered. If Goebbels lost this war, it would mean his death. And likely Churchill’s as well.

So the outcome was clear.

Goebbels packed the Red Palace—originally known as the Sportpalast—with Communist Party cadres, members, and ordinary citizens. He began a nationwide speech broadcast on radio and television.

“Comrades—from the workers in the factories to the many Junker officers who once served the Empire—listen carefully. The Tommy pigs have effectively declared war on us, trampling our land and our justice once again. If we surrender, we become their slaves and suffer an even greater agony than we did during the last Great War. Is that the future you want? Or will you fight these imperialists and claim final victory?”

Riling up the Junkers, who had joined the Red Army but hated serving under communists, Goebbels continued his speech.

Even if they didn’t like communism, this was the perfect chance for revenge for the last Great War.

“Let’s fight!” “We must not bow to the Tommies’ threats!”

The German Communist Party members shouted fiercely, urging resistance against imperialism.

To the point it seemed almost fanatical.

They could never again submit to the cowardly British and French who defeated the once-great Germany.

They couldn’t allow defeatism to take hold.

After all, they were now citizens of a proud communist nation.

How could the people yield to imperialists?

Surrendering to them would mean the nation’s collapse, making it no better than a colony.

“They demand our submission! Just like countless colonial peoples, they want us to bow and abandon the revolution! This is not the path to peace! I ask the workers across all of Germany—will you obey and serve these colonial empires—Britain, France, Belgium, the Netherlands—and become their slaves?”

Raising his finger high, Goebbels shouted from the podium to the Communist Party members of the German Free Socialist Republic.

Will you be slaves? Or will you complete the world revolution?

“No! We want victory!”

“Comrade General Secretary! Lead us!”

From factory workers to housewives preparing meals while listening to the speech on the radio—everyone hoped Secretary Goebbels would lead great Germany to victory in the coming war.

“They think we’ll surrender like we did in the last war! Because they think we’re weaker than the German Empire and lack the will to fight! So, shall we show them our resolve? From me, Secretary Paul Joseph Goebbels, to the Party officials and every factory worker, let’s stand united and show them our strength!”

What in actual history was the Total War Speech after the Battle of Stalingrad had, in this world, begun before the war even started.

They would enter total war from the very outset.

To make the colonial empires pay the price.

“As soon as the war begins, let all the people unite in total war! Show them the power of united German labor! The power of the German people united under the red banner! Fear them not! If we unite our strength, we can defeat those reactionary imperialists and liberate the oppressed colonies under their yoke!”

Although Russia and the Balkans were out of the picture, the opponent was still the world’s most powerful colonial empire.

Against such an enemy, Communist Germany was still weak.

But they had long prepared a defense, organized the people through an anti-invasion war, and made preparations to endure the Turnip Winter.

“Only victory! For the world revolution, we will surely win!”

“Heil Goebbels!”


“Long live the German Free Socialist Republic! Secretary Goebbels, lead us to victory!”

Thus, in Communist Germany, a national mobilization order was issued to stand against Britain.

“Our Italy will aid Secretary Goebbels in rebuilding Rome! We shall crush Britain and France and rebuild Red Rome!”

As soon as Mussolini declared full mobilization, he opened the French front.

Naturally, Italy’s Red Army—still bogged down in Ethiopia—was utterly shocked.
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The Italian Red Army was at its wits’ end.

They still hadn’t managed to push back Ethiopia properly. The Emperor of Ethiopia continued to command his forces and held off the Italians.

“Well… we still haven’t even broken through the Ethiopian front. Wouldn’t it be better to head for France after occupying—no, liberating—Ethiopia?”

Pietro Badoglio, commander of the Red Army in Italian East Africa, cautiously made his suggestion to Secretary General Benito Mussolini in Rome.

They were barely managing to push against Ethiopia, and now they were supposed to open a new front in France?

What kind of madness was this?

“We’ll leave just a minimum force in Ethiopia and send the rest to France! The bastards are going to strike Communist Germany, so we’ll catch them off guard and stab them from below!”

The Italian Red Army felt like they were dying, but when orders came down, they had no choice but to obey.

Benito Mussolini, sensing the long-awaited opportunity had come, declared a nationwide mobilization. Inspired by Mussolini’s propaganda, many young Italians enlisted in the Red Army, dreaming of rebuilding Rome.

And then—

Unlike in actual history, Mussolini’s Red Army did not hesitate and moved quickly westward to communist France.

Yes, up to this point, it might’ve looked somewhat plausible. It seemed possible, on the surface.

However, in this world, France had already prepared for war with Communist Germany through a secret agreement with Britain. Instead of investing in the Maginot Line, they had strengthened their army, and anticipating that Italy might open another front during their war with Communist Germany, had stationed mountain divisions along the Italian border.

“Those pathetic Italians, who got whipped twice in Africa, dare challenge us?”

France, though past its prime, still boasted the strongest land army in Europe. They couldn’t help but be enraged by Italy’s provocations.

“It’s the same pathetic Italy that lost to an African country! Stop them!”

Unfortunately for Italy, even in this alternate world, their offensive was blocked by the French mountain divisions.

Winston Churchill, meanwhile, decided to use this situation to his advantage.

Goebbels had just made a speech calling for total war, and now Italy had launched a preemptive attack. Though the French mountain divisions had successfully repelled the Italians, Churchill had something else in mind.

He decided to respond in a new way.

“Prime Minister, those bastards have finally rejected our last goodwill gesture. The Germans are going all in, and now Communist Italy dares strike first, unaware of its own limits. Then we must act, must we not? Let’s form a joint command with France. With our air force and navy, and France’s unmatched land army, we can defeat them.”

“Hmm, agreed. Let’s show them the might of our colonial empires.”

Surprisingly, France accepted Britain’s proposal without hesitation.

They needed to show that Britain and France stood united against an external enemy, especially since the French government was unstable due to internal communes. While postwar unity might be debatable, during the war, cooperation with Britain was essential.

Thus, Britain and France established a joint command and declared the Anglo-French Alliance.

“Citizens! Those communist bastards have finally betrayed the last goodwill of our British Empire! His Majesty the King has made a grave decision. Now, we shall unite with France and, as we did during the Great War, purge Germany and tear apart traitorous Italy in a righteous war for peace in Europe!”

“With the world’s strongest navy of the British Empire and the mighty army of our beloved France, there is nothing we cannot do! Who dares to stand against us? Let us march together!”

“Rule, Britannia!”

“Vive la France!”

From the Secretary General down to the youngest child, the total war speech unified the nation as one, and Italy’s preemptive strike had effectively turned Britain and France into a single, combined war machine.

Meanwhile, in the American Civil War, there was unexpected progress—even though the main Russian force hadn’t even arrived yet.

“Patton and the Russian armored units are incredible!”

Patton and the Russian tank divisions that had accompanied him quickly smashed through the defenses of the United Communist States of America.

Spain followed behind them, if only to flaunt that it, too, had brought troops to the party.

“Finally, we’re getting some results. So they weren’t just loafing around in Russia, huh?”

“We just forgot about them for a bit, that’s all.”

“Ahem. Anyway, let’s push on to Kentucky.”

To begin with, Kentucky wasn’t that far off. Now that Patton was in the game, driving out the United Communists wouldn’t be difficult.

And in Kentucky, something was being secretly prepared.

A covert operation dubbed Operation Chicken Execution, planned in secret by the local Okhrana branch.

“When the time comes, our Okhrana must risk our lives to capture Trotsky—if we cannot capture him, we must kill him.”

“I’ve been waiting for this day for so long. That lunatic Chickenist—who fuses communism and chicken—is insane. There’s no way we can continue working with that guy. You have no idea how hard it’s been pretending to get along.”

“You seriously believe he’s a Chickenist?”

“? What else would he be?”

Japan, meanwhile, no longer demanded conditional or unconditional surrender from China.

Their sole goal was to annihilate the Chinese—so thoroughly that they couldn’t even form a government. That singular obsession drove them as they rampaged across the continent.

“Those bastards don’t deserve the honor of becoming Imperial citizens like the Koreans! Crush their will to resist! Kill every single male who resists, even the children!”

Driven by a thirst for vengeance, the Japanese army rampaged across the continent, committing massacres everywhere.

Soldiers who dared to resist the Japanese were either sent to POW camps and gassed to death, or transferred to epidemic prevention units and used as live test subjects.

“If we don’t have guns, we fight with swords! If we don’t have swords, we fight with bamboo spears! If we don’t have those, we fight with our fists! If we lose this war, China ceases to exist!”

The Chinese Nationalist Army was initially horrified by Japan’s demonic tactics, but since capture meant certain death, even women joined the front lines—hauling ammunition and fighting the Japanese directly.

China had hoped to capture the emperor and reverse the tide of war, but that plan only brought them even greater losses.

And thus, the continent turned into a living hell, a blood-soaked inferno where blood was repaid with more blood.

—

Just another peaceful day in Moscow—unfortunately, war had erupted in Western Europe.

World War II had finally begun.

Goebbels rejected Britain’s final ultimatum and launched a total war speech right from the start of the conflict. Italy, which hadn’t even managed to subdue Ethiopia, preemptively struck France as part of the Red Front alongside Communist Germany.

In short, the current situation was: the British-French alliance and the Low Countries vs. the Red Front.

It was, for all intents and purposes, the beginning of a world war. So then—how did Mussolini’s attack go?

Maria had apparently looked into it urgently.

“Mussolini’s attack was stopped by the French mountain division.”

“Huh? It was stopped by the French division?”

That sounds familiar.

“Ah, my apologies. Italy’s attack was thwarted by the French forces,”

Maria quickly bowed and corrected herself.

Yeah, I thought so.

Mussolini never fails to disappoint. If anything, this was the kind of thing that would make Goebbels clutch the back of his neck in frustration.

If only he had stayed put. Instead, he attacked France, expanding the war front.

Sure, as an ally, he was supposed to do something. Having Italy split the front from the south could be seen as helpful—

But an incompetent ally is always more dangerous than the enemy.

“Well, I mean… it was within expectations.”

The guys struggling in Ethiopia were never going to beat France’s mountain divisions.

They were probably crushed.

Worse still, the incident led to Britain and France forming an alliance.

A union of Britain’s global naval power and France’s best-in-Europe ground forces.

That’s an imposing combination.

“Anyone losing to an African country isn’t going to beat the strongest army in Europe.”

Maria was right.

Mussolini’s Italy was struggling even against African nations.


They hadn’t even conquered Ethiopia properly, and now they were recklessly expanding their front.

They likely pulled troops from Ethiopia, but honestly, that was predictable.

“And now the Anglo-French alliance has been established.”

Churchill clearly meant business.

At first, I thought it was just a reactionary move, but it turns out Churchill had planned to keep France in check from the start, perhaps fearing they might abandon the war.

Now, they’re both striking Germany together.

For a while, this will likely become a trench war.

Communist Germany, being on the defensive, will probably try to hold out through trench warfare.

“What about the Low Countries?”

What would happen to the Netherlands, Belgium, and Luxembourg?

“They’ve granted military transit rights to Britain and France. Looks like they plan to help encircle and pressure Communist Germany from that area.”

Looking at the map, it forms a circular pincer from the north.

And even though Austria’s Hitler wasn’t part of this encirclement, he was still eyeing Germany.

In other words, this is the perfect net to strike Germany.

Sure, Italy might be able to pressure Austria from the south, but—

Neither Germany nor Italy seem willing to expand the front more than necessary for now.

“On the surface, it all seems quite plausible.”

“Do you think the British-French alliance will win in the end?”

If it were really that simple, would Goebbels have rejected the final ultimatum?

Then again, even if they were bound to lose, Goebbels couldn’t afford to accept it—not if he wanted to maintain power.

Apparently, Communist Germany now has tanks too. That makes Poland all the more important again.

“What about Poland? I heard they also received Britain’s proposal.”

I doubt Poland will miss this opportunity.

“Poland hasn’t moved yet, but they probably will soon.”

That makes sense. Poland would probably think there’s no problem joining in a war against communists.

If not now, when?

We even gave them tanks to advance into Germany.

Subtly encouraging them to imagine what it would be like to march into Germany, gently pushing them forward.

Even though Russia and Poland are sworn enemies, we handed them tanks. That’s a tempting offer.

At this point, they’ll at least try.

Austria, a potential future enemy, sits in the south, while the Low Countries and France are surrounding Germany from the west and north.

“It really doesn’t look like Germany can win.”

“You think so, Maria?”

Yeah, most people would agree with her.

“Yes. Britain and France control the seas entirely, and trench warfare only holds for so long. Eventually, they’ll get pushed back.”

On the surface, that’s true.

But anyone who knows a little about great wars knows how many soldiers are sacrificed just to take one trench.

Sure, tanks are more advanced now than in WWI, and aircraft have improved significantly—but trenches are still used effectively.

And Germany has tanks too now. They’ll try to hold out.

Still, with attacks from every side, can Germany really withstand it?

That’s probably what the Allies are banking on.

Churchill likely wants to finish Germany before Russia joins the war.

But unless Germany manages a counterattack and quickly reaches Paris, they won’t win.

“Hmmm…”

Why does something about this feel suspicious?

It’s like there’s something—something just out of sight.

Hitler in Austria isn’t moving.

On the surface, this is the perfect opportunity, and yet he stays still. That means even he senses something.

He served as a volunteer in Germany and knows the Bolsheviks and communists intimately.

Wait a second… there’s someone else I need to keep an eye on, isn’t there?

Austria can’t just recklessly attack Germany from the south—it’s got Italy to worry about.

So Hitler can’t strike Germany right now even if he wanted to.

But there is someone else who might join Poland’s advance—yes, the German Empire.

“The Kaiser in East Prussia must be stopped at all costs.”

The Kaiser in East Prussia might try to retake the mainland now.

He probably thinks if he doesn’t act now, Germany will be torn apart by Britain and France.

And he’s likely still burning with vengeance.

He lived through the Great War. He knows the power of Britain and France.

He probably believes they could help him reclaim Germany.

But at the same time, he knows that if he doesn’t have a stake in it, Germany will be completely broken up by the victors.

So he might pull troops from his meager reserves to make a move.

That would be a mistake. If the Kaiser steps in now, it’ll hurt more than help.

“Should we inform the Duma?”

“Yes, I should meet the Prime Minister in person.”

That Wilhelm II must be seeing this as his golden opportunity.

He probably thinks this is the last chance to retake the homeland—miss this, and it’s over.

He must be thinking Britain, France, and Poland will carve up Germany into thirds.

We need to put a leash on the Kaiser.

If he jumps in now, saying he’ll invade Communist Germany alongside Britain and France, that’ll be a problem.

“Your Majesty.”

I was on my way to the Duma, but the Prime Minister came to me first.

He looked urgent—his expression told me everything.

“Yes? What is it?”

“The Kaiser of East Prussia has declared he will retake the mainland.”

Oh dear. Couldn’t have been more on the nose.

That madman really lost it. Even knowing Russia is tied up in North America.

Russia said we’d handle it, but now he wants to go in first?

“That lunatic…”

Is he out of his mind? What’s he trying to pull?


If we’re the ones to take down Germany, we’ll treat him fairly. But now he wants revenge?

What do I do with this guy? Will he even listen?

“Has he already begun preparing troops?”

“Yes. Even if we don’t intervene, it seems he wants to squeeze into the gap between Britain and France and give it a go. He sent us notice.”

So it’s clear—the Kaiser is going to move with Poland. Should we just forcibly stop him?
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Right. Well, the symbolic emperor should follow the Duma’s opinion. Don’t you think?

“Hmmm. What is the general consensus of the Duma?”

“They believe it might be best to leave the Kaiser alone.”

“The Kaiser?”

If that guy messes things up, then the plan I had for dividing Germany will be ruined.

Will there even be a portion left for the Kaiser?

“His Majesty not mobilizing the army must mean he believes Goebbels’ Germany can withstand this war, correct?”

Why are they asking me to move the military—ah, right. The White Army is under the direct command of the Tsar. Ahem.

The Duma used to order me around like a servant.

Well, yeah. I don’t intend to move the military. At least, I think that’s the way to go? It’s a gamble, but I want to bet on that.

Still, I shouldn’t trust it too much.

The Goebbels of this world is definitely strange—seriously off. I doubt he’s possessed like I am, but I need to understand where his confidence comes from.

Surely he’s not planning to fight purely on morale like the Japanese?

I couldn’t make a guess, so I shook my head.

“This time, I’m not sure either. But if it turns into a dull trench war, then with Germany’s tanks, they might be able to endure. I don’t know what it is, but I feel like Germany is hiding something.”

The most likely scenario is the one I’ve mentioned repeatedly—France falling to communism.

France in this world never built the Maginot Line.

Maybe they underestimated Communist Germany too much. A submissive Kaiser followed by a weak communist revolution—that sort of image.

So instead of pouring funds into the Maginot Line, they invested in the army.

If a France like that becomes red, then the outcome’s obvious.

“Yes. That’s why we’re letting Germany act freely.”

“On purpose?”

Letting the Kaiser run wild doesn’t sound like a good idea… Or maybe the Duma has some kind of plan?

I know Churchill has been meticulously preparing for war. But letting the Kaiser act recklessly…

“Yes, Your Majesty. If the Kaiser messes things up and loses, won’t he ultimately have no choice but to lean on Russia again? Later, we’ll be able to control him to our liking.”

Hm? Hearing it laid out like that—it actually sounds quite reasonable.

“Oh. That’s not a bad idea.”

Wait a second, that’s actually not bad. A Kaiser who fails once will be more cautious and have no choice but to follow our lead.

Well, he’s already failed with the revolution, so this would be his second failure.

If he loses again, his military strength will be diminished, and he’ll have to rely on us even more.

But that only works if my prediction turns out right.

What if Communist Germany gets cocky and then just crumbles pathetically?

No, no. Communist Germany wouldn’t fall that easily. Which means—yeah, nothing but the nuke will work.

“At the very least, we need to conduct a Trinity—no, a nuclear test—within two to three years.”

We’ll make the bomb, something no one can oppose.

“At this rate, it should be possible.”

We have to secure at least enough to drop one on Berlin or Red France.

The first American nuclear test was called Trinity, wasn’t it?

Now we need to claim that title for ourselves. We have to show that we’ve built something with overwhelming destructive power—something that can erase a city.

“Your Majesty, Poland has informed us that they intend to join the war on the side of Britain and France.”

“How bold they’ve become.”

I did tell them to cross the Rhine, but I didn’t expect them to go full dark mode like this.

Well, Poland will probably keep ignoring us until they’re torn apart and come to their senses. In the meantime, let’s wrap things up with America.

Currently, due to Patton and our armored divisions, Trotsky is reportedly being pushed back.

First, we capture Trotsky and end it. Then Huey Long can be taken as one of our supported allies.

“Let’s wrap up America. Even if we capture Trotsky now, we’ll be tied up with mopping up the remnants for a while, so we need to take him down quickly.”

Even if we take Trotsky now, America won’t join the Second World War for quite some time.

There are still communist remnants to clear out, and Huey Long’s issue too—so as an ally, we need to help them out a bit.

“The time has finally come, hasn’t it?”

Yes. The time has come.

We need to use Beria, who’s deployed in the Asian front, to make sure Trotsky is thoroughly eliminated.

That guy’s efficient. We’ll have him work with the local contacts in Kentucky to capture Trotsky.

“Your Majesty, will you be sending Beria again this time?”

“He gets the job done. He even sent something from southern Manchuria recently.”

With the Okhrana taking on more tasks, Beria’s reports now pass through Savinkov.

And what I received from Savinkov—what came from southern Manchuria—was shocking.

Yes. It was that Maruta.

“Yes. A man named Shirō Ishii, the commanding officer of Japan’s Epidemic Prevention and Water Purification Department, is conducting experiments on captured Chinese prisoners.”

So it happened as in actual history, just in a different location. It still happened.

The infamous Unit 731. The victims used in those experiments were also called “logs.”

That man survived in exchange for handing over the department’s data, didn’t he?

“Experimenting on Chinese? What about our Russians, or the Koreans who might become our allies in the Far East?”

“It appears Shirō Ishii is using only Chinese in the experiments to avoid the Manchurian governor’s scrutiny.”

That’s a relief. In actual history, even though not as much as the Chinese, independence activists were harmed too.

But in this world, since we’re preparing for one big blow, there aren’t as many active independence movements. And even if there’s some resistance from Koreans in the rear, they wouldn’t dare provoke rebellion—they’d rather take revenge on China for the Emperor.

“It’s probably human experimentation. How much does Renya Mutaguchi know?”

“He seems to think it’s just epidemic prevention experiments.”

“Then we’ll use this to put a leash around Mutaguchi’s neck later.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Then let’s carry out Operation Chicken Hunt. After that, we’ll send the expeditionary force to America to defeat Huey Long as well.”

Minimizing casualties is key.

Japan has already gone completely rogue. Out-of-control Japan and human wave tactics from China.

I’m sure there will be atrocities far worse than the Nanjing Massacre.

So we need to adjust our strategy. Who knows if Japan, now obsessed with China, will expand the front to the U.S.?

If that’s uncertain, then we should at least unify America quickly and turn them pro-Russian—lower the goal to having Japan checked by the U.S. from the Pacific.

To conclude:

“End it quickly, unify the American continent, and use the U.S. to keep Japan in check.”

That’s what we have to do.

If that doesn’t work, we’ll have to create a situation where Japan has no choice but to attack the U.S.


—

The Communist United States of America – Kentucky

Acting on the Tsar’s secret orders, Beria immediately flew to America.

As expected, the chicken restaurant owner turned out to be none other than that bastard Trotsky.

Beria, furious at how Trotsky had managed to deceive him and live comfortably all this time, decided to unleash all his pent-up anger on him.

Beria had been eagerly awaiting this day.

He would seize Trotsky and finally put an end to the specter of Bolshevism once and for all.

Arriving in Kentucky, Beria linked up with the local agents.

“I’m Beria, the man they call the Tsar’s shadow and also the head of the Asian branch. A pleasure to meet you all.”

Beria shook hands with the local agents, clearly asserting his authority and declaring that he answered only to the Tsar.

“Aren’t you the one they call the Tsar’s shadow?”

“Ahem. I suppose I do live up to the name.”

“To think you enjoy the Tsar’s personal favor… Truly incredible.”

Beria sneered inwardly at the Ohkrana agents’ praise.

Of course. He was someone personally entrusted with secret missions by the Tsar.

Look around. How many former Bolsheviks are actually living well?

Most are either rotting away in Siberian labor camps or being used for experiments—at least, that’s what people say.

Even those who defected early to the White Army are never allowed to rise to high ranks. At best, they’re assigned to penal units in the military.

But he had risen all the way to the position of director of the Ohkrana’s Asian branch.

Now he had been assigned to capture Trotsky in America—surely a sign that the Tsar intended to eventually appoint him as Director-General of the Ohkrana.

“Enough flattery. Let’s get down to planning the operation.”

“Yes, we can take Trotsky at any time.”

Good. They were prepared ahead of time. Well, of course—they’d been stationed in Kentucky for a while. They couldn’t afford to disappoint the Tsar.

“What do you think will happen to the Communist United States of America once we capture Trotsky?”

“It might collapse. The core of KFC—those who stood with Trotsky—are mostly Black.”

“Hm, and the later white members or those from KFC-controlled regions are now expressing discontent?”

Hasn’t it been centuries since the abolition of slavery?

Still being treated like slaves, of course there would be unrest. But if anything, that was to their advantage.

“Yes. It seems Trotsky was barely holding things together, but there’s built-up racial tension beneath him.”

“So we just need to poke at that wound.”

Most Americans who joined KFC mid-expansion were likely just swept up in the tide.

Whether it’s the US military government or the Allied powers—whoever proposed a solution to the Great Depression—most people could be easily swayed.

So yes, capture Trotsky and see what follows.

“Let’s begin the chicken execution. I came from far away and don’t know the local situation—tell me, is it possible to capture him alive?”

“Yes. I’m actually one of the close aides to that chicken-communist freak. Capturing him alive is definitely doable—I can approach him anytime.”

Good. That made things much easier.

“If things go south, we’ll kill him—but preferably we’ll capture him. That way we can use him to destroy communism.”

“Oh? Is that actually possible?”

What the hell have they been doing here in Kentucky if they haven’t thought of that?

“Trotsky is, along with Goebbels, one of the two major pillars of global communism. If we can use Trotsky in various ways, crushing communism won’t be difficult.”

Beria wasn’t just planning to kill Trotsky.

Even if he had to eventually kill him, he intended to make use of him first.

When the Tsar ordered one thing, he expected ten things in return.

Only by going above and beyond could one be considered a true loyalist of the Tsar—and prove beyond doubt that they were no Bolshevik.

That was Beria’s plan: use Trotsky to completely eradicate communism in America.

The very ideology the Tsar so despised.

The same communists who had executed the Tsar’s family without even a trial—he would exterminate them all.

“Understood.”

Meanwhile, Trotsky was debating whether he should personally go to the front lines to stabilize the collapsing defense.

His army’s biggest weakness was the lack of armored divisions. Still, it wasn’t like they had no tanks at all, and with some effort, they could mount a defense.

But the bigger issue was the racial tension.

The early KFC movement had been driven mainly by Black Americans, but now there was conflict between them and the newly joined whites.

The Black members asserted their dominance in KFC, while the whites began to revert to their ingrained racism, leading to internal strife.

The military was no different.

With coordination breaking down, they couldn’t possibly hold off the enemy.

‘I miss being in Russia.’

For just a moment, Trotsky felt nostalgic. The revolutionary days with Comrade Lenin, Stalin, and the rest of his comrades.

Of course, it was that witch of Moscow who ruined those glorious memories.

Perhaps executing the Tsar’s family had been a mistake after all. But it was too late for regrets.

Now, all he could do was gather strength and hold back MacArthur’s advancing forces. He would relaunch his initial offensive.

He had to drive MacArthur back no matter what.

Once the US military government and the Spanish forces were dealt with, he would also crush Huey Long’s United States of America.

It wasn’t impossible.

Why? Because Russia—that witch—couldn’t stay involved in America forever.

Why not? Because Europe had already exploded into a full-blown war.

Britain and France, desperate to see the fall of communism, had finally declared war on Germany.

Frankly, even though Germany and Italy were fellow communist states, their bizarre ideologies made them hard to sympathize with. Still, as fellow socialist nations being attacked by imperialist powers, he couldn’t help but feel a pang of sympathy.

Of course, Trotsky had his own hands full and couldn’t afford to help them.

“Then I’ll go myself.”

With a determined expression, Trotsky stood up.

He couldn’t afford to sit still any longer, so he immediately summoned Kulik, his chief of staff on the front lines.

“You’re going yourself, Comrade Secretary?”

“The Witch of Moscow has gone herself. So has the Emperor of Africa.”

Then it was only right that he went as well.

Unlike Comrade Lenin, he wouldn’t crumble in the end.

Even if he had to fall, he’d do it proudly, leaving behind the image of a revolutionary burned into the hearts of all communists.

After all, the war wasn’t over yet.

“Um, but isn’t the Japanese Emperor just a charred piece of meat now?”

“Well, that’s just what happens to imperialists. He had it coming.”


“Then… shouldn’t the Witch of Moscow have died too?”

Why was there so much backtalk today?

Now wasn’t the time for debate. He needed to personally step in, resolve the racial conflicts, and lift the soldiers’ morale.

And of course, defeat MacArthur.

“Enough chatter. I’m going. Let’s head to the front!”
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Trotsky stepped confidently out of his office, dressed in full military uniform.

“Comrade! I’ll escort you!”

Yes. At times like these, Kulik could be counted on.

Dim-witted as he was, he still ran tirelessly for the Fourth International.

Perhaps, if they managed to weather this crisis and overthrow MacArthur’s reactionary regime—if they unified the country, whether through negotiations with Huey Long or something else—then…

Kulik, with his military abilities, might just become Secretary of Defense for the United Communist States of America.

Lost in thought, Trotsky calculated the final victory of this revolutionary war in his mind.

But… something was off. They were heading somewhere strange, remote.

Bang! Bang bang!

—“The reactionaries have made it this far!”

—“They’re Reds! Treat them like insects and kill them all!”

Gunfire echoed outside.

The security had been tighter than expected, and the Okhrana had created a diversion themselves.

“But where are we going? This isn’t the battlefield yet. Hey, Kulik!”

Trotsky called out to Kulik, but strangely, Kulik didn’t respond. He just kept walking forward in silence.

“Huff… Comrade Secretary! You have to flee! The spies of the imperialists—!”

Crash! Crunch!

A KFC Party member, who had jumped in front of the vehicle to warn Trotsky to escape, was mercilessly run over by Kulik’s car.

Trotsky hadn’t anticipated such a situation. His mind went blank.

Only the jolt of the car driving over the body managed to snap him back to reality.

What the hell is going on?

“Kulik! What are you doing? What’s happening—”

“I’ll need you to lose consciousness for a bit.”

Only then did Trotsky’s face go pale.

Kulik… he was with the Okhrana.

“Kulik, don’t tell me, you’re with the Okrhana—urk!”

Beria, who had somehow climbed into the car unnoticed, clamped a chloroform-soaked rag over Trotsky’s mouth from behind.

And then, darkness.

Just like that, before he could lead the International to bring communism to North America and confront Russia, Trotsky was captured by the reactionaries.

Beria and the Okhrana, moving quickly before the KFC could mobilize or tighten surveillance, drove straight to the U.S. military government.

Trotsky and a few of his close aides were dragged into an Okhrana hideout.

All of them lay passed out, sprawled like rag dolls—a pleasing sight to the reactionaries.

“So, what do we do with them?”

“Shall we just send them straight to Russia?”

Sure, that would work.

“Do you know what happened to Makhno, who dared defy His Majesty the Tsar?”

Who didn’t know? He’d been branded a pervert.

Thanks to that, communists and anarchists across Ukraine had been wiped out.

“He was made out to be a cross-dressing degenerate who died indulging in excess.”

Exactly. That incident had dealt a massive blow to communism in Ukraine and Europe.

Sure, anarchism isn’t standard communism, but still.

Anyway, European communism had suffered—and Trotsky had borrowed the idea.

“Let’s make Trotsky cross-dress.”

That was Beria’s plan.

To turn Trotsky, the revered leader of the world revolution, into a perverted cross-dresser.

Then, in an unstable place like the United Communist States of America, where racial tensions still simmered, the entire system would collapse like a house of cards.

Of course, even MacArthur’s government discriminated against the Blacks aligned with the UCSA, but…

At least over there, they weren’t dealing with KFC’s racially charged leadership structure.

Now, all Beria had to do was turn Trotsky into a cross-dressing pervert and destroy the people’s hope and dreams.

“Hah. The leader of the Fourth International has a cross-dressing fetish? Hilarious.”

The world’s greatest revolutionary, a pervert who liked dressing up as a woman—what kind of fallout would that cause?

Probably nothing good.

“Alright, get me the fanciest dress you can find. Hmm, and maybe a few little girls too.”

“Little girls?”

It wasn’t urgent. But if they had them, it’d be even better.

Wouldn’t it be fun to paint Trotsky as a pedophile too?

“Right. If we add the title of pedophile to his name with young girls in the photo, it’ll be perfect. Let’s hand the photos over to the American military government and their press.”

Rumors travel fast.

Beria knew sending them to a local paper would be meaningless and would only provoke the KFC’s wrath. Instead, he decided to leak the story to the U.S. military government.

Historically speaking, this wasn’t exactly the “real” Beria’s style, but still.

Regardless, Beria would now destroy American communism with a mix of cross-dressing and pedophilia.

Soon after, the American military government under MacArthur was thrown into chaos by a breaking news alert.

“Extra! Extra! Leon has been captured by the Okhrana!”

“What? That filthy Red bastard? Give me that paper!”

The citizens of the military government despised communism, blaming it for the country’s division. Even moderate socialists and communists were frequently terrorized.

So the news of Trotsky’s capture felt like sweet relief.

“Wait, what the hell is this?”

“Leon’s a cross-dresser?”

The newspaper featured a shocking photo—Trotsky unconscious, dressed in an elegant women’s gown like a beautiful lady.

He even wore a wig, making the transformation disturbingly thorough.

“And apparently he’s a pedophile too?”

“What a sick freak.”

“Are you telling me the Blacks idolize this guy?”

Public contempt for the KFC deepened.

Of course, hatred during civil war was expected, but now it was mixed with pity. People couldn’t help but see the KFC as tragically foolish for worshipping such a pervert.

MacArthur seized the moment.

Just then, additional armored units from Russia arrived, followed by wave after wave of infantry.

“Let’s go! Time to crush those communist bastards!”

All forces, waving the anti-communist banner, began advancing west.


Meanwhile, the United Communist States of America was in total chaos after losing Trotsky.

Now calling themselves the Fourth International more than KFC, they had been preparing to claim legitimacy as the true government of the U.S.—until the news hit.

“No way… Comrade Secretary was captured!”

“Comrade Secretary… cross-dressing?”

“Don’t believe it! This is a vile scheme by the reactionaries!”

“But who knows what he did alone…”

“Who are you to judge?!”

KFC’s senior leadership—formed under Trotsky—was thrown into turmoil.

Black members who had once screamed “Leon!” even if it cracked their skulls couldn’t believe the cross-dressing claim and demanded a rescue mission. White members, however, were less enthusiastic.

“Hah… Was that the kind of man he really was?”

“Maybe it’s time to change the Fourth International. Our Secretary is a cross-dressing pedophile, and the Blacks hold all the top positions…”

“This country’s done for. I’m not fighting for a pedophile in drag.”

“Makhno too—what is it with Reds and this crap?”

Racial tensions, once held at bay by Trotsky’s leadership, flared up again. The shocking allegations led many to defect.

Most knew it was a setup by the U.S. military government—but still, Trotsky had been captured.

The cause was effectively lost.

And in such a moment, when the “leader” was publicly branded a perverted cross-dressing pedophile, surrender didn’t seem so bad.

Especially with the Russian military now flooding into America.

“Round up all the degenerates who follow that cross-dressing freak!”

MacArthur’s forces didn’t miss a beat. They shattered the disorganized communist army and marched into Kentucky.

“Hmm. So the Okhrana captured Leon, Secretary of the UCSA.”

Meanwhile, Huey Long wasn’t pleased.

Not because MacArthur had won.

But because it showed just how deeply the Tsar’s Okhrana had infiltrated American society.

This couldn’t be ignored.

This civil war is only benefiting Russia.

Though he had managed to preserve some Alaskan rights while being bled dry financially, they had essentially handed vast American territory over to Russia—boosting the Tsar’s prestige.

So what would become of Russia?

It could no longer be dismissed as some icy backwater.

Sure, there was General Winter, but European Russia was prime land, and even the icy territories hid limitless resources.

What if such a country found a competent leader and rose?

“This isn’t the time for civil war.”

Huey Long realized compromise with MacArthur might be necessary.

They had split over differences, but both sought the same end.

Continuing the war would only doom the United States.

Europe was again mired in conflict, devouring itself.

That left no one to counterbalance Russia.

An unacceptable outcome.

Even the fight against the UCSA had gone on too long and become too costly.

What started as minor unrest… Maybe it was better to negotiate with MacArthur.

Form a coalition government—or even hand over full power.

At the very least, now that they’d seen Russia use the Okhrana to collapse the UCSA, MacArthur had to realize this wasn’t the time for infighting.

The Russian military had taken barely any losses, and their equipment vastly outclassed that of the U.S.

Despite their anti-Red paranoia, America still needed a man like MacArthur.

October 1939. Huey Long secretly requested negotiations with MacArthur.



The Communist United States of America has collapsed.

Until now, the Communist United States of America had been holding out well, even going on the offensive at times—but the capture of their leader, Leon, by the Okhrana was a major blow.

The issue wasn’t just that he had been captured.

What really triggered the rapid collapse of the Communist United States of America was a photo on the front page of the newspaper.

It showed our very own Trotsky—cross-dressing.

Of course, the newspaper referred to him as Leon, but anyone in the Duma who knows who that is probably couldn’t stop themselves from doubling over with laughter.

A photo of Trotsky, cross-dressed and unconscious.

Now that that image has gone global, honestly, if I were Trotsky, I’d probably just kill myself.

Well, I’m a woman now, so cross-dressing doesn’t mean much to me.

“Wow, Beria, that bastard’s turning out to be surprisingly useful.”

I never imagined he’d be used like this.

That same Beria, rumored to be a pedophile, using Trotsky this way—who would’ve thought?

Hmm, still, it feels like Trotsky has some usefulness left in him. Maybe we should make sure we’re the ones to take him later.

To explain to the public why we got involved in the American war, we’d at least need to reveal that this ‘Leon’ is actually Trotsky—something along those lines should work.

I mean, we’re getting well compensated, but it’s not like our people are the ones receiving the money from America.

If we want to secure a legitimate pretext, we need to be the ones to take Trotsky.

The reports flowing in from the Duma weren’t bad.

Our forces in America took down Trotsky’s Red Government with minimal losses.

With that, one burden was lifted. Now, all that’s left is to finish off Huey Long—and we’ll have extracted everything we can from the U.S.

Of course, we’ll need to help stabilize things for a while, so the Russian army will have to stay for the time being. But once that period passes, the expeditionary force should return to Russia.

“Prime Minister. Let’s make it so that we’re the ones who take Trotsky. Negotiate with MacArthur. He won’t be able to refuse if it’s about Trotsky.”

Trotsky still has his uses.

We’re not planning to kill him—at least not right away.

Thanks to him, America’s turned into a mess, and we got to collect a bit of cash, so really, we ought to thank him.

We’ll keep him locked up in a camp for a while, and when we judge he’s no longer of use, we can execute him—or reuse him if necessary.

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Now the only thing left is Huey Long’s United States Confederation.”

Judging by the current situation, it’s not like they fought the Communist United States of America in a bloody war.

With Trotsky gone, it just collapsed all at once.

As expected, the Communist United States of America was just held together under Trotsky’s leadership.

Without Trotsky, racial conflicts flared up again, and the sudden disappearance of their leader probably fractured the Communist Party leadership as well.

In such chaos, they’re bound to rally behind MacArthur, who had been eyeing the chance to take the western front.

Will Huey Long try to hold out until the end?

“Huey Long’s side has reached out to negotiate with MacArthur’s U.S. military government.”

So Huey Long’s side, huh. That basically counts as a surrender.


He probably doesn’t want to watch the collapse of the United States.

Besides, if Russian forces remain in America for too long, our influence over the country will only grow—something he’d surely want to prevent.

“Oh? Is that so.”

Yeah. Huey Long probably doesn’t want a war.

He won’t want the damage from civil war to escalate further.



 
  Chapter 208: A Very Japanese Move


That’s why we’ve stayed quiet until now. MacArthur, having only managed to drive out Trotsky with our help, might end up compromising with Huey Long.

That suits us just fine.

If, by some chance, America collapses beyond expectations—well, then Russia can step in and gobble it up. But for now, we just want the U.S. to return to its previous state as quickly as possible.

Now then, since the American civil war seems to be nearing its end, shall we shift focus to Europe?

With the American war slowly winding down, Europe is next.

“How is the war in Europe progressing?”

“At present, the Royal Navy is bombarding the coasts of Communist Germany, and in the skies over Germany, the Red Air Force of Communist Germany is clashing with the British Royal Air Force.”

Air forces bearing the names of two fundamentally incompatible regimes are facing off.

The Red Air Force of communism versus the Royal Air Force of constitutional monarchy. Just hearing that makes my chest tighten.

Honestly, doesn’t the ‘White Air Force’ sound cooler?

“Hmm. That’s quite something. I suppose the real issue is who has the upper hand.”

“As things stand, Communist Germany has the advantage.”

Yeah, it makes sense. Fighting on home turf gives Communist Germany the edge.

Although their losses might be greater, this already seems different from our history, where the Luftwaffe took massive losses in the Battle of Britain.

“But the damage must be substantial.”

Fighting on home soil means they’ll be more effective, sure—but also that much more battered.

“Indeed, since they’re fighting on their own territory, but Goebbels seems to be using that to foster German national unity.”

“Hmph.”

Goebbels seems awfully composed. If that’s the case, it probably means he’s preparing something.

Looks like my prediction will come true—France falling to communism. Didn’t they already communist-ize Denmark in a flash?

Of course, comparing Denmark to France isn’t exactly apples to apples, but really, that’s the only path Germany has to victory right now.

“The Germans’ aircraft are said to be superior in performance. Though the British aren’t too far behind.”

So they’re ahead of Britain, huh. Guess Communist Germany wasn’t just sitting on its hands this whole time.

Even the Soviets stole plenty from foreign countries using spies.

“Sounds like Britain’s having a rough time on several fronts.”

“It appears Germany’s dug in with trenches and isn’t being pushed back.”

Definitely different from World War I.

Communist Germany is actively luring enemies in and forcing them to bear the brunt.

Sure, German territory is being heavily bombed in the meantime—but didn’t the Luftwaffe lose a lot of pilots during the Battle of Britain?

Looks like Britain is going to get bruised in this one too.

“What about Poland?”

Poland is important. If this invasion fails, Poland will be torn apart.

Germany seems quite confident right now.

“Poland appears to be attacking Eastern Germany alongside the Imperial German Army.”

So they’re attacking after all.

Back in the day, Nazi Germany fabricated a pretext for war—something like “Grandma died”—to start it.

Poland, which once took a beating, is now the one launching the assault.

Oh, our mighty Poland.

Fallen into my wicked clutches, it now seeks to cross the Rhine.

Still…

“Doesn’t seem to be going well.”

That “appears to be” means they haven’t gained much.

We’ve been showering them with weapons, but Communist Germany is apparently holding out with sheer grit and madness.

Hmph. Are we the only ones coming out ahead here?

Communist Germany is holding out too well.

That means other countries will only become more dependent on us in the future.

Looking at the map, they’re surrounded and getting pounded from all sides except the south.

The Low Countries are useless anyway. This much makes it clear—Communist Germany came well-prepared.

Given the current situation, it seems unlikely there’ll be any major battles left in America.

So, let’s move our troops in and officially enter the Second World War.

“There’s good news from Ethiopia as well.”

“Ethiopia?”

Ah, of course. Our dear Italy declared automatic entry into the war the moment Germany was attacked.

And all this while they haven’t even finished with Ethiopia.

That would mean their East African forces have been pulled out. Even Mussolini wouldn’t leave his main forces stuck there.

They’ve probably left only a minimal force and pulled the rest back.

“Looks like they’re planning a counterattack to push the Italians back to the prewar borders.”

Right. That’s the least an emperor should do.

“The Italians must’ve withdrawn quite a bit, then.”

That’s probably the main reason.

Even Mussolini wouldn’t be foolish enough to leave an isolated force out there to rot.

“Yes. If they keep pressing the invasion in Ethiopia, they’d just get clobbered by the British. Better to focus on the French front.”

“Idiots.”

Well, Italy probably had no choice.

Even if Mussolini is an irredeemable moron—if Germany goes down, Italy will be next.

And Ethiopia is just too far from the homeland.

Thinking about it, it might be smarter to abandon Ethiopia and focus on the French front.

Italy might now aim to make up for it by pushing into Austria or what’s left of Yugoslavia and Greece.

“If that happens, the Anti-Comintern Pact nations might also start moving.”

In the end, Italy could be the key.

“Should we declare war first, just in case?”

Declare war, huh. That’s a good idea too.

We’re planning to join the war eventually, and since we don’t share a direct border, it’ll be a phony war for a while.

But at least we’ll have our formal pretext.

“Hmm. No, not yet.”

I waved my hand.

Let’s see how this plays out for now. Goebbels is clearly holding out for a reason.

Complacent Churchill and France will fall right into it. After that, it’ll be Austria, quietly building up military power in the south.

Eventually, Austria will be dragged into the war too.


We’ve got a mutual defense treaty and the Anti-Comintern Pact with Austria, so we’ll be pulled in automatically.

“We’ll need to watch the situation a bit more.”

Of course I know joining now would make defeating Germany easier.

But Europe right now is incomplete.

If we crush Germany too soon, what happens to the European balance?

Britain and France need to get thoroughly wrecked—so much that they can no longer maintain their colonies.

This war, lacking any real justification for decolonization on our part, is essentially our chance to use Germany’s hand to launch a war for colonial liberation.

“Your Majesty, but won’t America have recovered by the time we’re done with the war?”

“Well, judging by America’s potential, that’s likely.”

The Duma understands America’s strength too.

My mistake here was how far I could drag out America’s civil war.

Honestly, I wanted America to stay embroiled in a civil war during World War II. But things got twisted, and now they’re joining after finishing it.

Ah—an idea just struck me.

Maybe it’s time we imposed an oil embargo on Japan.

In actual history, the oil embargo made Japan think, If we hit America once, they’ll come to the negotiating table.

But in this world, Japan has been sourcing its oil from Russia.

And now Japan is determined to crush China, no matter what.

It’s either the complete neutering of China, or Japan’s own death. With the Emperor’s demise, their goal has become singular: destroy China.

In this situation, what happens if Russia says oil exports are difficult due to the European war?

Japan tries to drag Russia to the negotiating table by force?

Nah, I doubt that. The Far Eastern Army can hold out via the Trans-Siberian Railway until the main Russian army arrives.

Even if Kanji Ishiwara was purged, there’s still Kita Ikki, and most of the Imperial Way Faction has been influenced by Ishiwara’s “Five Races Harmonious Cooperation.”

They won’t strike Russia.

Besides, unlike America, we haven’t done anything particularly anti-Japanese to provoke them.

“Hm, let’s start telling Japan we’re struggling to export oil due to the European war. Let’s say we’ll only provide leftovers. Japan is pouring everything into conquering China right now—they won’t dare open a new front with Russia.”

Let’s think this through.

Between a ready-for-war Russia and a freshly post-civil-war America—

Which one do you think Japan would rather take on?

From Japan’s perspective, I think they’ll at least try once.

Something tells me the Japan I know would do exactly that.

“Yes, understood.”

Nothing ventured, nothing gained.

Even if it doesn’t start a war, we can at least steer Japan’s attention toward the U.S.

Now, let’s just pray Britain and France screw things up gloriously.



The Forbidden City General Headquarters

The General Headquarters, which had recently been advancing south with great momentum, underwent a change.

Kita Ikki, who had repeatedly served as Prime Minister and freely manipulated domestic affairs, was ousted.

Afterward, Fumimaro Konoe rose to the position of Prime Minister, but this was merely because a government was needed to run domestic administration. In reality, Japan’s military command—the army that upheld the current Japan—was in the hands of Tōjō Hideki at the Forbidden City General Headquarters.

It was effectively a system reminiscent of a shogunate.

As Army Chief of Staff, Tōjō Hideki had a single goal.

To avenge His Majesty the Emperor and to bring an end to the entirety of China.

For him, oil was a crucial resource necessary for Japan to strike China more effectively and to proclaim victory across the entire region.

Until now, Japan had been able to import oil from Russia. But the supply was becoming increasingly difficult.

“Russia has informed us through our ambassador that oil exports are becoming difficult.”

“Is it because of the war we’re waging in China?”

“No, it’s because the war in Europe is taking a serious turn. Apparently, Communist Germany is holding back the combined British and French forces.”

“Hmm. Then if our Imperial Army goes to Europe and defeats Germany…”

“China is holding us off through sheer numbers. To maintain such a wide front, we can’t possibly handle the European front as well.”

Why would they go all the way to Europe to fight in the first place?

That made no sense. The army currently fighting in China was leveling every village it came across in its determination to end China, dragging out time with brutal scorched-earth tactics.

“Then how about this—since we’ll be short on troops in Europe anyway, why don’t we attack and occupy northern Manchuria, where Russia is vulnerable, and take the oil ourselves? Like during the Russo-Japanese War?”

There were voices suggesting that Japan could strike Russia and make a bold move similar to the past Russo-Japanese War.

But—

“You think they’ll fall for the same thing twice? Even back then, our victory was only possible because of a surprise attack. Today’s Russia is incomparably stronger than it was then.”

They would be engaging Russia directly at the border.

Even Japanese diplomats who had been sent to Russia in an attempt to improve relations cried out in unison that war with Russia was unthinkable.

“Just their Far Eastern Army alone has over 400,000 troops, and their total regular army is estimated at 5 million. No matter how poorly Britain and France are doing, they might not beat Germany, but they won’t lose either. That means Russia has the capacity to project power into Asia. Do you really think we can pull that off? We’re already struggling to maintain our current front. China has overwhelming numbers, and Russia’s quality is vastly superior.”

Attacking Russia would be utter madness.

At least for now, Japan was too deeply committed to China to risk opening a second front with Russia.

Even against China, their advance was slow due to scorched-earth resistance, and a Russian southern offensive on top of that would be a disaster.

Besides, while oil was hard to come by, Russia was still supplying other resources. Going to war seemed too risky.

Honestly, was there any other country in Asia besides Russia that could even think of supporting Japan?

There was no reason to fight the goose that laid golden eggs.

“Then what do you propose we do?”

Still, Japan needed oil.

And then, a very interesting piece of information reached Tōjō Hideki’s ears.

“There’s a discreet message from the Russian Duma. They suggest we consider receiving oil from the United States, as the American civil war is nearly over. From Russia’s perspective, the U.S. is just wrapping things up, and if we show a little strength, they believe the Americans might loosen up and start selling oil again.”

America, huh. Yes, there was always America.

Since the civil war broke out, the U.S. had become a country that could no longer export oil.

Japan had been so focused on China that they had forgotten about that option.

Importing oil from a weakened, post-civil war America.

“Hm. The American civil war is ending. But it’s not over yet.”

The United States of America was still split—meaning it hadn’t been reunited yet.

The two remaining factions were apparently struggling, even resorting to holding talks.

But even then—would the U.S. really listen to Japan’s request?

Russia had a point, but this was a different matter altogether.

China was desperately begging the world for support in its war against Japan, and surely the U.S. was no exception.

And that’s when a brilliant idea struck him.


As always—it was a moment that truly embodied “Ah, Japan doing what Japan does best.”

Like in the original timeline, where Japan resolved difficult wartime situations by opening new fronts.

That very thought surfaced in Tōjō Hideki’s mind, as naturally as clouds drifting across the sky.

Yes. That very idea:

“How about we take this chance… and attack the United States?”



 
  Chapter 209: Churchill’s Agony


As absurd and out-of-the-blue as it sounded, attacking America now to secure oil and various other interests didn’t seem like a bad idea.

Just look at Russia.

They’d already wrung plenty out of America.

If Japan landed a spectacular slap across the face, perhaps—at least within the Pacific—the United States might be forced to acknowledge Japan’s supremacy.

Nobody had a clear grasp of how the war in Europe was unfolding anyway.

“Why the look?”
“Isn’t this the perfect time to mobilize the Imperial Combined Fleet?”

It was time to bring out the Imperial Combined Fleet.

That’s what he just said—what was he even talking about?

“What on earth…”

Even Yamamoto Isoroku looked like he’d lost his mind.

He couldn’t believe his ears, but the sly smile on Tojo Hideki’s face confirmed he’d heard right.

The Combined Fleet was currently tasked with missions across China’s rivers and coastlines, destroying ports and Chinese naval supply routes. Now they were being told to go to war with America? It was ludicrous.

“Let’s show America our strength and ask for oil directly. What do you think about poking the Pacific Fleet a little?”

“Are you suggesting we go to war?”

War—just like that. What kind of madness was this?

Especially with an opponent on the other side of the Pacific.

“War? No, no. It’s just a little show of force while we ask for oil. There might be some noise in the process, sure, but calling it a war is an exaggeration.”

Wasn’t this so-called “show of force” basically an act of war?

It sounded exactly like smacking someone and then demanding oil.

Every high-ranking officer at General Headquarters was floored by Tojo Hideki’s statement.

“Do we really need to show force?”

True—if you thought about it, there wasn’t really a reason.

But Japan at least had to let it be known that they held superiority in the Pacific.

“Hasn’t America been nitpicking us ever since we occupied Southern Manchuria? That’s why we had to import oil from Russia instead.”

Anastasia didn’t know, but Japan had faced friction with the U.S. over its interests ever since occupying Southern Manchuria.

Back then, while Japan still accommodated some American convenience, it imported resources from Russia. Nevertheless, the U.S. fiercely protested Japan’s occupation of Southern Manchuria as a violation of international law.

Who knew what “law” exactly they were referring to—wasn’t America also an imperialist state? From Japan’s perspective, it was absurd.

While Russia’s occupation of Northern Manchuria could at least be tolerated or rationalized, Japan had no such justification. After Russia took the north, the old Russo-Japanese War seemed forgotten, and a now-cozy Japan-Russia relationship made America uneasy about Japan’s firm hold over Southern Manchuria.

In other words, the U.S. opposition to Japan was simply because Russia and Japan had grown too close.

But if Russia could do it and Japan couldn’t, wasn’t that unfair? From Japan’s view, it was infuriating.

Sure, the major powers had “acknowledged” Russia’s occupation of Northern Manchuria so it wouldn’t lose ground in the civil war, while Japan had never been granted such recognition. But since when had Japan ever cared about that?

Naturally, grumblings against America had been brewing within Japan for some time.

That resentment lingered still.

And who’s to say a war-torn America would willingly offer up oil now?

If that were the case, Japan needed to shake things up—loudly—so the Empire couldn’t be ignored.

“Think about it. If we just go ask for oil, what will those Yankees think of us?”

No doubt they’d throw their weight around.

If a country that just came out of a civil war came begging for oil, America would surely try to exploit it.

So, if Japan showed them who ruled the Pacific while America was still reeling from civil strife…

Using that long-standing resentment toward the U.S. and its Pacific supremacy, maybe it was time for Japan to make a move.

Even though this wasn’t real history, Japan poking America almost felt inevitable.

Is this even sane?

Yamamoto Isoroku scowled as he listened.

If things were going to go this way, perhaps they should just recall Mutaguchi Renya—currently treated as a brilliant general in Japan—and quickly wrap up operations across China.

The army had already been scraped together in the name of avenging the Emperor, and now they wanted to stretch the front even further using the navy? What nonsense.

Not that it was entirely wrong.

America had clashed with Japan multiple times.

They had supported the MacArthur government like Russia had, but only as a check against communism.

Still, even a “show of force” against America basically amounted to saying, “Let’s have a go.”

Yamamoto, who had previously been stationed at the U.S. Embassy, trained at Harvard, and traveled frequently to and from Manchuria and the U.S., knew all too well just how powerful America was.

If the U.S. rejected their proposal, wouldn’t the next step be a preemptive strike?

“Wouldn’t it be better to import fuel from the Anti-Comintern Pact nations? Or call back the Governor of Southern Manchuria to speed up the Chinese campaign?”

That sounded far more reasonable than messing with America.

But Tojo Hideki had already made up his mind.

“America is a nation just barely finishing a civil war—are you telling me we should fear them? Mutaguchi Renya? You think he’s the only capable general in the Empire?”

They had to show that Japan could project power in the Pacific while still engaging China. That message had to be sent.

More than anything, Tojo Hideki had, by leveraging the Emperor’s passing, effectively risen to the position of shogun of modern Japan.

It wouldn’t do for Mutaguchi Renya’s reputation to grow even further.

Besides, Japan’s dream of ruling Asia required them to seize this moment and capitalize on America’s civil war.

With war ongoing, bold decisions were necessary.

Though the rise of the Imperial Way Faction had largely eliminated competition between the army and navy, the navy still needed a chance to earn some glory.

So, Yamamoto Isoroku had no choice but to follow General Headquarters’ orders.

“When you say show of force, do you mean the American mainland?”

Please, let it not be that.

Tojo Hideki, fortunately, wasn’t aiming that far.

It was Yamamoto’s last shred of hope—fulfilled, barely.

Tojo had a different target in mind.

“Given our worsening relations with America, isn’t it time to execute the operation we had previously drawn up?”

To everyone’s shock, Japan had once again exceeded even Anastasia’s expectations.

Thanks to more severe clashes over China than in real history, Japan had long considered the possibility of war with America.

Yes—it was the infamous historical plan: the attack on Pearl Harbor.

“Pearl Harbor, huh…”

Pearl Harbor, located on the Hawaiian island of Oahu, was originally where Hawaiians harvested pearls.

By 1908, it had become a naval base, gradually expanded and upgraded to become the home of the Pacific Fleet.

Just like in real history, Japan now intended to strike the American Pacific Fleet stationed at Pearl Harbor.

“During the civil war, Hawaii remained neutral. But now that the war is winding down, they’re backing MacArthur. This is our chance to make a show of strength.”

“That’s not a show of strength—that’s an act of war.”

The operation in question involved an unannounced surprise attack to annihilate the U.S. Pacific Fleet.

How could anyone call that a “show of force”? This wasn’t gunboat diplomacy—it was outright war, and the opponent was the United States.


Yamamoto Isoroku, who knew America better than anyone else, would’ve preferred to commit seppuku then and there.

“I’ll formally request the oil, of course, so don’t worry about that. We’re just sailing to Hawaii, that’s all. And besides, though MacArthur holds the advantage now, the U.S. Federation still exists. They won’t take this lightly.”

Don’t worry, he says.

But everyone could see what was really happening here—Japan was preparing for war, just like in the Russo-Japanese War: strike first, declare war later.

Yamamoto felt his mind go blank.

This was clearly more than just a bid for oil.

It was an attempt to seize dominance in the Pacific before America could recover from its civil war.

And as someone who knew America’s strength better than anyone, Yamamoto couldn’t accept it.

But what choice did he have? Orders were orders.

“…Understood.”

Looking at the current state of General Headquarters, an attack on Pearl Harbor was inevitable sooner or later.

Might as well strike while America was still fractured.

Where on earth is the Empire headed now…?

Yamamoto Isoroku could only see darkness in Japan’s future.



Meanwhile, the Anglo-French Joint Command in London had hit a wall.

It was all well and good to have confidently launched a war, but Communist Germany didn’t seem to be faltering at all.

Viscount Gort, Chief of the British Army General Staff, let out a deep sigh.

“They’re ghosts. It’s as if those Jerry bastards sold their souls to Goebbels—they just shout ‘Heil Goebbels’ and blow themselves up when they’re about to die.”

A level of desperate resistance only seen in a few colonies. It was enough to make one shake their head in disbelief.

“Huh. Still, we outnumber them by a lot.”

Indeed. In terms of military strength, the Allies were far superior.

But the Germans’ resolve was on a whole other level.

They had united once again to crush Germany in war, and the British and French public had cheered, but from the very beginning, the mindset had been different.

Allied soldiers had this ingrained belief that since the opponent was weaker this time, they’d crush them far more easily than in the Great War.

Meanwhile, the Communist German army was fighting like mad, believing that if they lost, they’d become slaves to colonial empires.

The great Red Deutschland could never allow itself to be reduced to a slave under imperial rule.

As a result, there were even instances where Allied soldiers on the front lines, terrified, retreated in the face of German forces.

“No matter what, how does it make sense that we’re being pushed back by those Reds? Has something gone wrong in France?”

“What do you mean by that? What kind of problem?”

“Wasn’t it agreed from the start that the main force of the army would be France’s responsibility?”

“The commander is British, and while you’re in charge of the main front, you’re trying to pin the blame on France?”

The Anglo-French alliance, which had been passable in the beginning, was deteriorating day by day.

Despite having an overwhelming army, they weren’t able to advance—how could that make sense?

Of course, Germany was suffering accumulated losses as well. But even so, this was doing no favors to the Allies’ dignity.

Maurice Gamelin, the French commander in the Allied headquarters, ground his teeth at Britain, supposedly their ally.

“If we’re talking logic, wasn’t it Britain that supplied Germany with technology and resources in the first place? Aren’t all the weapons the Reds are using now from Britain? You’re saying British resources were used to create weapons that are killing British soldiers!”

“Ahem. This isn’t the time for us to be fighting each other. The front lines are still holding, aren’t they?”

Yes. Now was not the time for infighting among the Allies.

What mattered now was to force a war of attrition on Germany.

If a long and grueling trench war continued, Germany would collapse first.

Unlike the Allies, who controlled the Atlantic, Germany had no real access to the sea—at best, it had Italy and the Mediterranean.

And even that wasn’t fully controlled by Italy.

There was no way the Anti-Air Pact countries would offer support, so Germany was essentially isolated.

Churchill, having received reports from the Allied Command at 10 Downing Street, shook his head.

“No results from Poland either?”

“No, sir. The Imperial German Army seems unable to push through.”

Poland didn’t seem to be achieving anything either.

This was humiliating for a so-called great power.

“Hah. This is absolutely absurd.”

How could things be so different this time around? Germany was weaker than it had been during the last great war—how could this be happening?

“At least we’ve secured air superiority.”

Churchill had detested the Reds ever since the Russian Civil War.

They should’ve been crushed long ago.

The terrifying thing about those Reds wasn’t their ability to develop or prosper as a country.

They claimed to be building a worker’s nation through communism, but that wasn’t the problem.

The real horror was their brainwashing—how they became fanatics, indoctrinated with iron will by that drivel.

They stole technology achieved by other nations through hard work, using spies without lifting a finger themselves.

These Reds were truly vicious.

And yet, the damn former cabinet couldn’t even raise its voice against Germany, and ended up supporting them just to buy time.

“Unbelievable.”

Churchill sneered as he looked southward.

Across that sea, the Red Germany was fighting tooth and nail to hold the line.

They needed to pay the price for defying the British Empire, and yet they continued to resist.

‘How long do they think they can keep this up?’

In the end, if this dragged into a war of attrition, Communist Germany would inevitably lose.

They lacked oil, and were short on all kinds of resources—how could they possibly endure?

Had he known it would turn out like this, they wouldn’t have supported their oil supplies. They’d made the mistake of hoping Communist Germany would fight Russia first.

While Russia was tied up with America, they thought they could quickly crush Germany—cutting off all aid and launching a preemptive strike.

But never in their wildest dreams had they imagined this outcome.

If only the previous cabinet hadn’t foolishly provided them with all that technology…

At least the Kaiser in East Prussia had some semblance of legitimacy. But this? What was the point of this?

“What about asking Russia for support? They’re part of the Anti-Air Pact, aren’t they?”

At Mosley’s cautious suggestion, Churchill’s face twisted in anger.

Even if the Russian Empress had acknowledged him, that didn’t mean it would lead to unity with Russia.

For Britain to remain the great British Empire, they could never cozy up to Russia.

“That’s absolutely out of the question. If we do that, Europe’s hegemony will fall into Russian hands.”

In the end, this was a battle of endurance.

Countries like Britain and France, with global colonial networks to draw resources from, were fundamentally different from resource-strapped nations like Germany and Italy.


As long as the war continued in a pattern of attrition, Communist Germany would inevitably collapse.

So Churchill thought for a moment—but then, another possibility struck him.

What if this just turned into a long war of attrition?

And after both sides were exhausted, Russia might simply march in.

Wouldn’t they just be handing everything to Russia on a silver platter?



 
  Chapter 210: The Enemy Within


Russia was still conserving its strength. It was developing new weapons daily, and unlike the colonial empires, its homeland alone was overflowing with natural resources.

The population, as if they had taken some collective drug, was surging in birth rates out of a desire to bear daughters resembling the Tsar. Without colonies, it had surpassed two hundred million, and its army alone likely matched the combined military forces of Britain, France, and the Low Countries.

If Russia emerged as the only unscathed nation after this war, it would naturally become Europe’s balancer and leader.

The British Empire, which drew power from its colonies, would become so weakened it wouldn’t even be able to maintain control of them, and it would collapse to Russia without a war.

“Wait a minute. Isn’t this all just benefiting Russia?”

“Prime Minister, is something the matter?”

“We need to press the offensive.”

This situation was turning too favorable for Russia.

Letting time pass like this was one option, but if they delayed too long, Russia would devour the finished meal whole.

In that sense, Communist Germany had to be dealt with swiftly.

Once Germany was subdued, whether it was the Kaiser or someone else, someone had to take control and rally a new European alliance.

“Excuse me?”

“You said the communist forces in the U.S. have been driven out, right?”

“Yes. It seems the Black Reds are conducting guerrilla warfare in various places, but I think it’s nearing the end.”

There wasn’t much time.

So far, Russia had no justification to intervene, and it was unclear what it was planning.

But once America stabilized, Russia would inevitably turn its gaze back to the European war.

“Italy can be ignored. Germany is the core. We need to intensify the offensive against Germany. We must act before Russia gets involved.”

As Churchill urgently prepared for an offensive—

In the German Free Socialist Republic, where the Allied offensives were lackluster, Goebbels was considering launching a counterattack.

Of course, this was only a contingency plan.

If the Allies truly proved weak, he would attempt a desperate, all-out assault.

That way, they might accelerate the communization of France. No matter how insane Communist Germany seemed, if Russia entered the war later, it couldn’t handle a two-front war.

Even this Germany knew it would collapse the moment a two-front war opened.

“Hm, so what’s the operation plan?”

“Comrade, Schlieffen still seems the most viable.”

Thus, the proposed plan was either a new Schlieffen-like operation or something resembling it.

Looking at the current encirclement, even the “Grandpa of Schlieffen” strategy wouldn’t work.

This wasn’t the Germany that had annexed Austria, devoured Czechoslovakia through the Munich Agreement, and taken Poland. With the frontlines sealed tightly, it was an even bigger gamble than anything Nazi Germany had attempted.

One constant in this timeline was that the German military, thanks to Goebbels’ efforts to broadly include the Junkers, resembled that of Nazi Germany.

The German Communist Party believed that, should war break out, the Junkers would aid in defending Germany.

But Goebbels’ blunder lay elsewhere.

Though some Junkers supported this, others believed the communist regime needed to be overthrown. They hoped the Allies would bring down the system.

Especially since Britain, the leader of the Allies, was still a monarchy—they wanted the British to carry out the regime change.

It stung a bit to have to rely on Britain, but resisting would clearly lead to defeat.

They had first aimed to assassinate Goebbels, but the army was flooded with political officers, and his personal guard was no joke. Assassination was impossible.

By pure chance, Werner von Blomberg and Werner von Fritsch—famous in the original timeline for the Blomberg-Fritsch affair—managed to escape to Austria. Many Junkers followed, though not figures like Manstein.

Manstein, rather than acting as a Junker, believed the communist regime had gone astray and that the Second Reich had been better. So he decided to link up with East Prussia and planned a “Sickle Cut” strategy similar to the historical one.

If the operation failed and they were encircled by the Allies, he planned to surrender.

If they didn’t accept that, he would act accordingly.

Surprisingly, Goebbels liked the strategy.

“If we can push through the Ardennes and encircle them even briefly, we might ignite a revolution in France.”

Because revolution was possible.

This Germany was weaker than in the original history, and even Goebbels was beginning to feel the pressure.

They had held out well so far, but at this rate, Germany would fall.

He needed to accelerate the communization of France.

The proposed operation aimed to encircle the Allied forces.

A gamble unlike anything they had attempted before. For this version of Germany, it was an all-or-nothing soul-draining clash—more desperate than the historical one.

If successful: communist revolution.  

If failed: total collapse.

There were no other options, and unfortunately, Germany had no better choice.

Thus, the plan was approved by General Secretary Goebbels. Manstein leaked the information to the Allies, intending to surrender and later join the German Imperial Army led by Ludendorff in East Prussia—who, through some twist of fate, was still alive.

However—

“Don’t be ridiculous. A force that’s barely holding the line wants to launch this kind of operation? Through the forest? They’re leaking fake intel to tie down our troops and buy time to rest. If that info’s real, I’ll snort mint chocolate through my nose like the Tsarina loves so much.”

Churchill, who was already losing the last strands of his hair in preparation for the offensive, ignored the warning completely.  

—

Vienna, Austrian Empire

Meanwhile, in Vienna, Hermann Göring rushed to see Chancellor Hitler.

“Chancellor, isn’t this the perfect opportunity? If the Brits or the Kaiser in East Prussia reclaim mainland Germany…”

At Göring’s suggestion, Hitler shook his finger in refusal.

When Göring tilted his head in confusion at this seemingly obvious rejection, Hitler stood and pointed to a map of Europe on the wall.

At a glance, Göring’s point made sense—but it was mistaken.

“That won’t happen. Goebbels is preparing something. And the Allies—rather than isolate Germany through attrition—are simply throwing men at it, bleeding in trench warfare.”

Hitler ran his finger across the borders of the Low Countries, France, and Germany on the map.

It was unfolding just like World War I.

Moreover, there were rumors that Communist Germany’s tanks performed decently.

Austria had begun producing tanks through Škoda in a different manner from the original history.

Fearing ground warfare, Hitler had ramped up tank production.

But deep within Austria were hidden Reds who leaked tank designs to Germany.

They should’ve been caught sooner.

“So Goebbels is preparing…”

“Do you know how the Russian Empire fell?”

Hitler, having served as a German volunteer in the Russian Civil War, had seen much.

He had seen the Bolsheviks’ propaganda power and the foolish Slavs swayed by it.

He had studied how the Russian Empire fell.

That’s what communists were.

Like predators seducing a heartbroken woman, they corrupted people and turned them red.

Of course, they were inferior Slavs—but too many things had changed.

Judging by Britain and France, they weren’t much different, and worst of all, true Aryans in Communist Germany were admitting inferiority by joining them.


“It was because of Lenin, wasn’t it? No way—!”

“The German Empire sent Lenin to Russia to trigger a revolution and end the Eastern Front. That’s how the Treaty of Brest-Litovsk happened.”

Germany had used Lenin as a living bomb.

That toppled the Russian Empire, eventually giving rise to the current Tsarina’s Russia.

To shorten one front, they had created a stronger enemy than the Empire.

“But there’s no Lenin now.”

True, there wasn’t.

But within France, there was the French Commune, loyal to Berlin. The French government was so unpopular it couldn’t even suppress those offering solutions to its problems.

France was leaving the revolutionaries alone.

Horribly so.

“Instead, there’s the French Commune, loyal to Berlin. If Goebbels has been in contact with them and sparks a revolution—right now the Allies can’t even break through the German defenses—if he exploits anti-war sentiment, the Commune could rise.”

If they could hold off the Allied offensives a few more times…

Then the French Commune’s power would grow.

“If France is communized in a flash, the British Army is finished.”

Exactly. Then Britain would be isolated.

Even the Royal Navy might not be able to evacuate the army in time.

“Indeed. Britain brought all its elite forces from the British Isles. That’s what I’m seeing. If their army is struck hard in this battle, will they still be able to run their colonies?”

Churchill was wary of Russia.

He wanted to finish off Germany before Russia could settle things in the Americas.

But that urgency would be the Allies’ undoing.

They could attack Communist Germany from below to widen the front—

But Austria wasn’t ready. And even if they managed to defeat Communist Germany by sheer luck, the Allies would tear them apart.

“I am truly amazed by your foresight, Chancellor.”

“Next comes Austria itself. We must fortify the border, including the Sudetenland.”

Hitler traced a line along the German border on the map.

Now was the time to solidify defenses.

“Shouldn’t we also block Italy?”

“A pseudo-great power that can’t even occupy African countries after a full-scale effort and got wrecked by French mountain divisions? Two divisions will suffice. The War Minister agrees.”

Genuinely—not out of complacency—he believed Italy could be blocked.

Still, all other preparations had to be made. When war broke out, internal division must be avoided.

Already, Galicia–Lodomeria, which had been wavering between Poland and Ukraine, was brought back into the fold due to Poland’s blunders and Ukraine’s incorporation into Russia.

“Then let us proceed with the grand compromise.”

“Yes, Chancellor.”

It was now time for Austria to be reborn.



Russia was still incredibly peaceful compared to the European nations.

The only thing worth mentioning was the increasing weapon procurement requests from Austria, perhaps. Well, Austria couldn’t help it.

Hitler must know that Germany isn’t going to collapse easily.

The Balkan countries were the same.

“As Your Majesty predicted, the Allies cannot push Germany out.”

At Maria’s words, I nodded slightly.

That’s right. If Germany were pushed back immediately, it wouldn’t be Germany.

Though it had been drenched in red, the unity might actually be better than during the Empire era.

“We need to consider the positions of both the invader and the defender. The invading forces, Britain and France, have the experience of the Great War, and they think they will win this time as well~ such complacent thinking. But on the other hand, they also remember the nightmare of trench warfare. Meanwhile, the Communist Germans know that if they lose again this time, it’s really over. More importantly, since this war was started by Britain and France, it’s the perfect opportunity for Goebbels to incite.”

Of course, no matter how positive the mindset, you can’t overcome the quality of the weapons.

Unfortunately, these Communist Germans had managed to obtain weapon blueprints through spies.

Even though Communist Germany’s quality was poor, developing new weapons based on those designs wouldn’t be that difficult.

“Churchill must be desperate. He could just isolate them, and that would be enough to cause considerable damage.”

But that wasn’t as easy as it sounds.

Churchill wasn’t an idiot, and he knew full well that such an attack would cause significant harm to his own side. But he had no choice.

Once he had started this, Britain’s imperial pride was at stake, and the longer it dragged on, the more desperate he would get, not knowing when Russia might intervene.

“He’s doing this because he’s conscious of us. Both Communist Germany and us. While we’re tied up with America, they plan to make a decisive move between the two.”

One of them must fall.

But neither side thought they would be the ones to fall.

At the moment, Goebbels of Communist Germany had long been preparing something, and though Churchill was acting somewhat hastily in starting the war, his forces were still superior to those of Communist Germany.

Though we said we’d quickly finish off America, in reality, we were still dragging things out.

Coincidentally, Huey Long had requested a meeting with MacArthur, so our forces were still stationed in America, and we were dragging things out on purpose.

I was doing this on purpose.

To make the European war even more intense.

Those bastards were probably in for a rough time.

Surprisingly, since the Civil War in America was dragging on, there was a psychological pressure building. The longer the civil war lasted, the more uncertain the end would seem.

If the civil war in America drags on and Huey Long and MacArthur manage to reunite the country, it would be to our benefit, as it would minimize our losses.

“Your Majesty. It seems Churchill is preparing an offensive.”

Soon after, new news came from the military.

Churchill was preparing an offensive. Well, this was something we had anticipated, so it didn’t matter.

Yeah, that would be normal. Churchill probably wants to make a big move.

Britain must have heard about the meeting between MacArthur and Huey Long in America.

His real enemy wasn’t the Communist Germans, but Russia.


Though he couldn’t wage war, he would probably try to bring Germany to its knees, divide the lands among the victorious countries, place Europe under British influence, and then compete with Russia.

Unlike Communist Germany, Churchill was someone with goals who could be considered our enemy.

According to the relevant documents, it seemed like the Allies were pushing down from the German mainland.

It seemed like Churchill was moving too urgently. Well, it was probably because there was no other way.

So, what will our Goebbels do?
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“The Allied forces really aren’t fighting well. At this rate, something’s going to blow up somewhere.”

Well, even though Goebbels is clearly plotting something, the fact that Germany is holding the line is still unexpected. And Churchill is moving way too hastily.

Is he really that afraid of Russia’s intervention?

Is the British Empire afraid of Russian intervention?

That could become a meme in the future.

“Is that how Your Majesty sees it?”

Honestly, it’s just speculation—but considering Churchill’s track record, maybe he’s about to get hit hard.

Just like Nazi Germany’s gamble once succeeded, Goebbels’ gamble might succeed too.

“Yes. I think something big is going to explode.”

Communist Germany is probably planning a sickle cut operation.

For one, Manstein is still around, and since Churchill is pushing too hard, Communist Germany is likely to take a gamble too.

If Churchill is issuing orders directly to the Allied command, it means he’s feeling extremely pressured right now.

Why’s he acting that way? The answer’s obvious.

Because of us—Russia.

Once the American Civil War ends, the Russian army will join this war under whatever pretext it finds.

He might see now, while we’re tied up in America, as his best opportunity.

“For example—what if the Communist German army looped around through the Ardennes Forest?”

I pointed on the map to the Ardennes, situated between the Low Countries and France.

Yes. Manstein’s sickle cut plan.

That’s what I’m worried about right now.

“Hmm. Wouldn’t it be hard to get through a forest?”

“Even if they did get through, wouldn’t France have defenses set up?”

The military seemed skeptical.

If even the White Army Command is thinking like this, then maybe Manstein’s sickle cut would actually be quite effective here too.

“Hmm.”

Is history’s original sickle cut operation really going to happen?

Still, Communist Germany in this world is far weaker than Nazi Germany ever was.

Austria and Czechoslovakia—nations Germany once consumed—still exist as the Austro-Hungarian Empire.

For Communist Germany, attempting a sickle cut now is essentially an all-or-nothing gambit.

If it fails, the Communist German enterprise is over.

I mean, really—if they mess this up, Germany falling to the Allies is inevitable. Seriously, is this okay? Isn’t it risky?

No—let’s look at it another way. Even in real history, the sickle cut was a reckless plan.

And Britain under Churchill is busy cleaning up its colonies in this world, after all.

But for some reason, I feel like Communist Germany is going to win this time.

France’s government is fractured and could topple at any moment.

Though the French prime minister is trying to use the war to rally the nation, if Germany supports the French Communist Party, everything changes.

Anyway, France is a non-factor, and Churchill—despite his preparations—is still tied down by the colonies. That probably means fewer troops than in original history.

I think just the colonial garrisons alone number around 1.5 million. Probably more were deployed.

Even considering that, the French army is still second only to China and the USSR in terms of population size.

“Hmmm.”

No matter how I look at it, I think that’s what’s going to happen.

Goebbels definitely seems to be a formidable figure.

I wonder if that guy knows I’m sitting here agonizing over all this.

“If it unfolds as Your Majesty suggests, it would be similar to that recent plan by Mutaguchi Renya.”

The Black Baron clicked his tongue and his eyes sparkled.

Wait, don’t tell me he really thinks Mutaguchi Renya is some military genius?

That guy’s totally overrated, you know?

Sure, there’s almost no other example in East Asian history of someone smashing such a large force in the field, so Mutaguchi will probably still be called Japan’s greatest general even in the far future.

It was supposed to be an encirclement strategy, but if you ask me, Mutaguchi was just slacking off and probably ended up joining forces with the emperor—who’s basically a steak now.

This situation is completely different. And the enemy is a country like France.

We’re not talking about a low-quality army like China’s.

I don’t know what the White Army Command is thinking, but personally, I’m convinced that Manstein is planning a sickle cut operation.

If they don’t do it now, they’re out of options.

The only question is whether it will come before or after Churchill’s offensive.

Unless Communist Germany’s full of idiots, they’ll attack first—before Churchill hits them.

They’ve been on defense for so long that no one would expect them to pull off a sickle cut right now.

So then. All we can really do is stand by and watch.

“By the way, wasn’t there also news from Japan today?”

That’s what I’m most curious about right now.

Just what the hell are those guys up to?

Didn’t I toss out some bait before, using America?

I mean, instead of yelling “Give us oil, Russia!” and attacking us, I made sure they had something else to chew on.

“Your Majesty. Japan’s movements are a bit suspicious.”

Japan’s always suspicious. They’re even hiding those China extermination camps from us.

It’s shameful of me to stand by and do nothing—but I still want China’s population reduced.

Since I’m not doing it myself, my hands stay clean, right?

Still, no way they’d pick a fight with Russia at this timing.

“They’re not preparing for war, are they?”

“The Japanese Combined Fleet is reportedly heading south.”

Well, that’s a relief. At least they’re not attacking Russia. That’s something to be grateful for.

Wait—but the Combined Fleet is heading south?

“Where exactly are they going?”

I’ve got a weird feeling. No way… Is it what I think it is? Are the Japanese really going to meet my expectations?

Even though I guided them that way, I didn’t expect them to move so quickly.

Then again, if the war was going to happen anyway, those guys would want to trigger it on their terms.

So there’s a good chance it’s happening.

Japan is doing better in the war with China than it did in actual history.

I heard their advance is slow only because they’re massacring people everywhere.

“We don’t know for sure yet. But the military suspects their destination is Hawaii.”


“That’s where the U.S. Pacific Fleet is stationed.”

Right. Where else would the Combined Fleet be aiming?

Since they’re part of the Anti-Comintern Pact, they can’t touch Indochina right now.

So the only real target left is the United States.

I did mention something to them about oil, and they might see the still-unresolved American Civil War as their window of opportunity.

“Hopefully things go as planned. But we must prepare for the worst.”

Honestly, I can’t predict what Japan will do anymore.

Especially in this era.

In this world where the Soviet Union doesn’t exist, I’m trying to use all the knowledge I have to at least do something.

“Our Far East Army is 400,000 strong. And considering Japan launched a surprise attack during the Russo-Japanese War, we’ve already issued new directives to the Far East forces.”

“That’s good to hear.”

You can never tell what those Japanese bastards are thinking.

They’re carrying out an extermination campaign in China, so it’s unlikely they’d want to open a second front against Russia. Still, by now, the navy must be itching to move, right?

With all their army forces sent into China for the extermination effort, if they plan to use the navy somewhere, it’s obviously going to be somewhere other than Russia.

Yeah. So wouldn’t they want to go after the United States, just like I hoped?

After all, Japan in our original history attacked the U.S. mid-war to snatch up some oil and force a ceasefire.

These are the same guys. And right now, the U.S. is still caught in a civil war.

Well, to be precise, MacArthur and Huey Long are currently in talks to end the war, but still.

They might even want to make a move before the civil war ends—get their big payday in early.

There’s more than enough plausibility for that, right? Don’t you think?

“The Allied navy seems to be on the move as well.”

The Allied navy, huh. Their likely opponent is Italy, I suppose.

The Communist German navy probably can’t do much more than stick to a fleet-in-being strategy.

“Are they moving to fight Italy’s Mediterranean fleet? Well, I guess there’s no reason Italy wouldn’t stand up to them.”

If the Italian navy goes up against the Allied fleet, they’ll get crushed immediately.

If Italy has any sense, they won’t make any sudden moves just yet.

Still, there’s something that’s been bugging me. There’s something I’ve had in the back of my mind.

Italy’s army is suspiciously weak.

Isn’t their ground force too weak?

Even though we supported Ethiopia, there’s still the relative power gap—and yet, the Italian army couldn’t even establish Italian East Africa and got beaten back.

That made me wonder—maybe they’ve been focusing on building up their navy instead?

It’s a reasonable suspicion. When it comes to the Axis fleet, Italy’s all they’ve got.

“How strong is the Italian navy?”

“They’ve invested in it, but from what I hear, they’re still outclassed by the British and French fleets.”

So, it’s about control of the seas after all.

“They must be trying to secure naval dominance in advance.”

“Nothing to worry about on that front.”

Even if the Italian Mediterranean fleet is a bit of a threat, I don’t think the Allied navy would lose.

Just based on raw numbers, if Britain gets serious, they can take out the Italian navy.

“So in the end, only our navy gets left out.”

So we don’t need to worry about the Italian navy at all?

It’s not just the British—the French fleet is also in the region. That’s not something to overlook.

Unless, by some miracle, the British Mediterranean fleet gets utterly destroyed, which is… unlikely.

Poor Kolchak.

“Your Majesty, I’ve received word that Italian forces are retreating from Ethiopia.”

“Is that so?”

Of course they are. Their main forces are fighting alongside Germany in France. The troops in Africa couldn’t possibly hold their ground.

I bet Ethiopia is gearing up for a big counterattack.

“The Emperor himself reportedly drove out the Italian Red Army and captured the tribal chiefs who had surrendered to them.”

“Wow. Mussolini really is a fool.”

So now they’ve not only failed to wrap up Ethiopia, they’ve suffered a complete defeat.

If Ethiopia managed a successful counterattack, then Mussolini in this timeline becomes the guy who couldn’t even conquer Ethiopia.

Even if they had somehow established control, they’d have just lost it again in World War II—so same result in the end.

In the future, people will say Italy couldn’t even beat Ethiopia.

Even Japan, who beat Russia, had better rifles and a better navy thanks to British support, and in the Far East they were in a decent position to win.

But Italy lost twice.

Granted, in the second war, Ethiopia had our Russian help.

Of course, weapon support or sales usually come from any country trying to counterbalance its enemy once a war breaks out.

“Ethiopia, huh. Ethiopia.”

I tapped my fingers on the desk as I thought.

The Ethiopian army led by Emperor Haile Selassie must be elite by now.

Unlike in our timeline, Ethiopia wasn’t conquered by Italy—instead, they counterattacked and held their ground.

“Your Majesty, what’s on your mind?”

“I’m wondering if we can make use of Ethiopia somehow.”

They’ve got quite a large military, don’t they?

As a contingency force, they might be worth using. After all, it can’t all be attributed to Russian weapons—they survived this long without collapsing.

I’d wager the current Ethiopian army is on par with any European force.

With Ethiopia’s help, we could harass Italy in North Africa.

“You’re referring to the anti-air pact you mentioned before.”

“Yes. Ethiopia may have exhausted itself fighting Italy, but its military has surely become more elite.”

That means we could call them in to help us in an emergency.

Of course, there’d have to be certain conditions.

“They certainly seem to be performing impressively, especially for an African army.”

“Attacking Italian colonies through Ethiopia seems like the smart move.”

“Oh? I see your point.”

I bet Emperor Haile Selassie bears a deep grudge against Italy.

If we offer reasonable compensation, he’d probably agree to it.

Even just keeping Italy tied down from below would be enough.

What we can learn from Ethiopia is that the most important thing is an unbreakable spirit.

Emperor Haile Selassie likely became a model for many other colonies.

With communist seeds being sown across colonial empires, we can expect communist revolutions everywhere, but this Ethiopian story could present a new narrative.

“Anyway, our alliance with Britain won’t last forever.”

No matter how this war ends, unless Britain is completely destroyed, they’ll try to compete with Russia again once Communist Germany is defeated.

By then, they’ll surely realize that colonies are no longer profitable.

Still, just in case they cling to their colonies, we should be prepared.

“Britain is aggravating, but isn’t it too soon to call them an enemy?”

“That’s true.”


Right now, the Russian navy is still too weak.

Even though the powerful German Imperial Navy fell apart and split with Communist Germany, some of its ships are now in our fleet, and we probably rank within the global top five—but even so, we’re not strong enough to overpower Britain.

Still, we can prepare.

Yeah. For example, by promoting Ethiopia’s victory—almost colonized, yet triumphant—as widely as possible.
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“Let’s widely publicize Ethiopia’s victory.”

“Ethiopia’s victory?”

Yes. We’ll promote Ethiopia’s victory.

On a global scale, too—enough to provoke resistance in the colonies.

Britain and France are probably going to lose their minds, right?

As for Japan, even if it leaves a bad taste in their mouths, from their perspective, Korea is technically not a colony but a part of the Japanese Empire.

Even in real history, it was the general populace rather than the government that discriminated more against Koreans.

“If we put it like this—‘Ethiopia, nearly colonized, preserved its independence under a powerful emperor’—wouldn’t that be enough?”

The message is: only with a strong leader can a colony regain its independence.

That’s a far better alternative than falling into communism.

And if we sprinkle in the name of Russia, suggesting that we’re helping colonial independence movements, even just vaguely?

Hmm. That might be pretty fun.

Of course, actual aid would come later, but at the very least, we could disrupt the spread of communist ideology.

“We could promote this widely in the colonies.”

“Show that independence is possible even without a communist revolution! That’s the idea.”

A powerful emperor will lead you.

That way, monarchists will reemerge inside the colonies instead of communist sympathizers.

That alone is enough.

Sure, it might seem like we’re just going back to monarchy again—especially considering most colonies were monarchies before—but still.

Time has passed, and Haile Selassie is a living legend now.

“Britain and France are going to be up in arms.”

“If they protest, won’t it become a hassle?”

Let them protest. What are they going to do? If they don’t like it, they can stick to their promises and grant the colonies broader freedoms. Or better yet, let them extend rights of liberty and equality to the colonies too.

We’re just doing what we can.

Promoting the successes of an allied nation can stick it to the enemy.

We’ll accept Ethiopia as a member of the Anti-Communist Pact and praise it to the skies.

It’s not a big deal if things get annoying.

How much can countries at war really argue with us?

At worst, they’ll say something like, “We’re disappointed in you.” That’s probably all.

Honestly, it would be best if I gave the speech myself, but that’s easier said than done.

If I stand up and say, “A great leader, an emperor, must come forward!”—wouldn’t that just make it look like I’m defending monarchy?

Given the Romanov history—especially under Nicholas II—that would be like poking a hornet’s nest.

I originally ascended the throne reluctantly, with an attitude like, “Ugh, I really don’t want this.” So if I start promoting monarchy now, it would be awkward.

“In any case, the day will come when they’ll have to give up the colonies to save themselves. That day isn’t far off, and we just have to nudge them toward that choice.”

“Your Majesty, then do you plan to liberate India someday?”

“India. Yes, we should liberate it. Haven’t they exploited it for hundreds of years? But…”

We can’t just hand over independence as-is.

It’s probably better to divide it up by religion at the very least.

I do feel a little sorry for Gandhi, but he’s been overly idealized anyway.

We’ll need to appoint leaders along religious lines.

“What are you thinking?”

“Let’s break it up like China.”

“Is India dangerous too?”

Eh, I wouldn’t say that. Honestly, I’m not even sure if it’ll become a threat in this world.

I just want to return India to its original state.

I mean, if they really want to be free from colonial rule, then it’s only natural for British India to be broken up.

“India didn’t unify until it became a British colony, right? So we should go back to the way it was before—fragmented.”

Countries with massive populations are dangerous.

In real history, India wasn’t much of a threat to Korea like China was, but still.

India is a country with problems—caste issues, social tensions, and so on.

Our kind and gentle Anastasia couldn’t bear to watch that.

That’s why I think we should divide it up by religion.

Besides, India never really had a dominant ethnic group like China.

They didn’t even consider themselves the same people, and their religions were different too.

The diverse ethnic groups in Russia aren’t trying to gain independence right now, but that’s only because Russia is functioning properly.

Eventually, all that snowballed and led to Pakistan’s independence.

I’m also thinking of ways to deal with Turkey’s potential bullying in the Middle East later on. But for now, India needs to be divided.

A country with such a huge population is just a burden.

“Well, this is a matter for another day. It’s not like we’re liberating India right now.”

Unless we’re planning to become enemies with Britain, that is.

For now, a capable monarch should become the face of the independence movement.

That should be enough.

Sure, it might influence the Korean Peninsula too, but in this case, Japan has already demoted the Yi family, and the royal family’s authority has plummeted.

Even if Koreans are being treated better than in real history, they’re not going to worship the Japanese emperor.

Anyway, let’s check how Ethiopia is being portrayed in the papers.



[The True Emperor of Africa, Haile Selassie, Achieves a Glorious Victory! Saves His Nation from the Red Plague!]

[Italy’s Attempt to Colonize and Undermine Ethiopia’s Sovereignty Fails—The Emperor Drives Them Out!]

[Is a Monarchy Necessary for True Independence?]

[Haile Selassie, a Descendant of King Solomon of Israel, Fulfills His Role Magnificently.]

It didn’t take long before a flood of articles praising Ethiopia’s victory came out.

And honestly, not a single one of them was wrong.

Who but Haile Selassie could have led Ethiopia this far?

Granted, the opponent this time was communism, which made everyone fight desperately—but there were still traitors in the mix.

Traitors always appear during times of war, no matter the country.

“As expected, Britain has sent Foreign Secretary Anthony Eden, and France has sent Pierre Laval to protest. They’re accusing us of supporting independence movements.”

Hearing the foreign minister’s report, I wiggled my fingers.

Now, now. That’s a rather rude thing to say.

Russia never provides support unless there’s money in it. At least for now.

“Well, this was expected. We’ve got a good enough excuse on our side, don’t we? Now it’s time to officially bring Ethiopia into the Anti-Communist Pact. Inform them formally. Let’s send an envoy and ask if they’ll join.”


“Yes, Your Majesty.”

In any case, after the war, they’ll have to grovel to us instead of antagonizing us.

In the future, just like in real history, Russia could use its resources to put a stranglehold on European countries—though that future assumes someone like Putin never comes into power.

Now, one country that’s been on my mind: Japan. I want these guys to hurry up and do something.

“When exactly is Japan going to hit Pearl Harbor?”

From the way things are going, it really looks like they’re heading in that direction.

If Japan does end up launching another Pearl Harbor attack, things might not turn out too differently from how they did originally.

Actually, this time they might even destroy the oil storage facilities.

Hawaii has been neutral with the Pacific Fleet for a while but only recently sided with MacArthur, and their homeland is in chaos right now.

If Japan deliberately takes out the oil storage, the Pacific Fleet will be stuck at port—completely immobilized.

Of course, that would mean serious losses for the Japanese Navy too.

Still, if their only goal is oil, it’s not impossible.

It would be a risky move, though. Maybe we can play along.

I don’t know how MacArthur will treat us later, but for now, we can use the Okhrana to plant a warning about a possible Pearl Harbor attack.

Whether MacArthur believes it or not is his problem.

Once Japan’s combined fleet sets sail, it’ll already be too late.



Empire of Ethiopia, Addis Ababa

Maxim Maksimovich Litvinov, the current Minister of Foreign Affairs of the United Federated States of Russia, traveled to Addis Ababa, the capital of the Ethiopian Empire.

Though the war was still ongoing, he had made his way to Ethiopia via the British.

The purpose was to inform Ethiopia of the Tsar’s intention to accept it as an equal partner in the European air defense pact, and to discuss various support plans decided by the Duma.

In real history, he had belonged to Soviet Russia. However, in this alternate timeline, he sided with the White Army during the Russian Civil War, and unlike the Bolsheviks who were ultimately absorbed into the United Federated States after surrendering, he had walked a different path.

Now, having risen to the position of Foreign Minister, he had come directly to Ethiopia.

After all, hadn’t Ethiopia done a fine job of tying down Italy in Russia’s stead?

This made things easier for Russia in the future; thus, he had a duty to convey the will of Anastasia and the Duma to Ethiopia.

If all went well, Ethiopia might even be the one to accept Italy’s surrender.

Of course, that depended on Britain not taking over Italy first.

With such concerns, Litvinov had an audience with the Emperor. Emperor Haile Selassie welcomed the Russian Foreign Minister with warm regard.

“His Majesty the Tsar rejoiced in Ethiopia’s victory as if it were his own. This is a handwritten letter from His Majesty.”

Litvinov presented Haile Selassie with the Tsar’s personal letter.

Upon receiving it, the emperor noted that a translated version in the Ethiopian language was also attached, which moved him—it showed that the Russian Empress personally cared for the African Emperor.

“This is all thanks to your country’s help. I am deeply grateful for the generosity your Tsar has shown us.”

Haile Selassie smiled contentedly.

It was no exaggeration.

He was certain that without Russia’s support, they would have lost the war.

Especially when Italy used the terrifying chemical weapon—mustard gas. If Russia hadn’t provided countermeasures and gas masks, disaster would have been inevitable.

“No, Your Majesty, you have become a symbol and model for many nations suffering under colonial rule. Your victory will become the only successful example of resistance against a colonial empire. You have already announced your triumph to the world.”

“To think Ethiopia is being considered with such care…”

Haile Selassie was overcome with emotion.

What European nation had ever paid such attention to an African state?

With the exception of Ethiopia, the rest of Africa was mostly under European colonial rule. Honestly, if it hadn’t been at war with Italy, would Britain or France have even cared?

Of course, he assumed Russia had its own motives—but still, no other country had ever provided this much support.

Using this goodwill, Litvinov decided to press forward with Russia’s agenda.

“Europe is currently engulfed in war. The Red Italy that once tormented your country has now invaded France.”

He first informed Haile Selassie of the current situation in Europe.

The main Italian forces had moved from Africa to the French front.

“Thanks to that, many Italian troops withdrew from our territory, which greatly aided our victory.”

“That may be so, but surely the dazzling efforts of Your Majesty and your soldiers played the largest part.”

Litvinov didn’t hold back in praising Ethiopia’s efforts.

This kind of approach would help ensure Ethiopia didn’t drift away from Russia in the future.

“Since your Tsar personally fought against communists, I simply followed suit.”

To be honest, he had no choice but to step in personally—but he planned to credit everything to Russia.

“In the end, defeating communism requires unity. And that unity is forged under a strong monarch. Therefore, His Majesty the Tsar has sent me with a more profound proposal.”

“A profound proposal? What might that be?”

Haile Selassie stroked his chin with interest.

Just a short while ago, Ethiopia had been struggling under Italy’s invasion. But Russia had helped throughout. So naturally, he was curious about what this new offer might be.

Of course, he also wondered whether Russia now wanted something in return for all that help.

“His Majesty asks whether Ethiopia would officially join the air defense pact and later, become a partner state in a European international organization to be formed under Russia’s leadership. This is, in effect, a declaration by our Tsar that Ethiopia is the only African country recognized as equal to a European nation.”

An African country on equal footing with Europe.

Of course, this was a unilateral declaration by Russia, but Britain and France were too preoccupied to object anyway.

“And if we do, will Russia wage war against Italy?”

Unfortunately, that would be difficult for now.

In truth, Russia was delaying as much as possible. After all, the summit with the United States had not yet been finalized.

Several meetings between MacArthur and Huey Long seemed to be underway.

Using that as justification, the Russian army was still stationed in the U.S., delaying their participation in the war.

“For now, it is difficult due to matters in America, but eventually we will join the war. In the meantime, we hope Ethiopia will take the lead. Of course, as before, we will continue to provide all necessary supplies. Please, take Italy’s North African colonies with Ethiopia’s strength.”

“Hmm.”

In short, they wanted Ethiopia to deploy troops and help in this war.

So they hadn’t offered help for nothing.

They were using Ethiopia to crush Italy.

Of course, Haile Selassie wasn’t against avenging himself against Italy, but defending his country and launching a military expedition were entirely different matters.

“In time, our fleet will defeat the Italian navy, and we will launch a major ground offensive and an amphibious operation. We want Ethiopia’s army to carry out that amphibious landing.”

“Still, the damage to our country would be quite substantial.”

Ethiopia had already fought across its entire territory.

Even though Russia had helped, it wasn’t as though Russian troops had directly fought on their behalf.

And compared to Europe, Ethiopia was significantly less equipped and under-resourced.


Where were they supposed to find the strength to invade the North African colonies?

“His Majesty the Tsar cannot concede much regarding Italian territory after the war. However, he says Your Majesty may personally oversee the Italian surrender process.”

Haile Selassie’s eyes gleamed sharply.

That meant he would be given the opportunity to capture and execute the hated Mussolini.

How could he not be interested in that?



 
  Chapter 213: ToRa ToRa ToRa


What could those words possibly mean?  

Were they not implying that they had the power to punish Italy themselves?  

Not like forty years ago, nor even now—Ethiopia would no longer be forced to suffer helplessly. Instead, Ethiopia could march directly into Italy and demand its surrender.  

“Are you saying—!”  

“We will also hand over the right to punish Benito Mussolini to Your Majesty. Furthermore, we will assist Ethiopia’s modernization by supporting the expansion of Russian enterprises and developing Ethiopia’s iron ore, gold, natural gas, and other resources.”  

Haile Selassie’s eyes gleamed even sharper than before.  

They were saying Ethiopia itself could punish that bastard whom he could never forgive.  

Then these were terms he could accept.  

What’s more, they offered help with modernization—he liked the sound of that too.  

Ethiopia lacked the means to develop its own resources anyway, so giving up a bit of stake in return for modernization wasn’t a bad deal at all.  

“Very well. Of course. I must have my revenge on those who invaded my homeland. My soldiers must sweep across the Italian Peninsula!”  

Haile Selassie clenched both fists tightly.  

He would see this dream realized.  

He would achieve the unprecedented feat of becoming the first African nation to conquer a European country.  

“Exactly, Your Majesty. We will support you with all our might. Now then, shall we take a photograph to commemorate the day an African nation stood equal to Europe?”  

“Oh, not a bad idea. This historic day wouldn’t be complete without a photograph.”  

On this day, when Ethiopia had risen to equal status with the European powers—  

A photograph was a must.  

Ethiopia’s entry into the Anti-Air Pact was backed by Russia, Türkiye, the Balkans, Austria, and other nations prepared to fight Italy. However, Britain and France were furious at Russia for unilaterally bringing Ethiopia into the pact.  

To include an African nation while they were busy fighting? Outrageous!  

“That damned Russian empress must have flowers for brains. What kind of fool drags an African state into the Anti-Air Pact? What, is she in love with him or something?”  

“They say the Emperor of Ethiopia is a descendant of King Solomon, so he’s not just any African nation.”  

They gave all sorts of reasons, claiming it would help in the war against Italy. But to the British and French, it was clearly a slap in the face.  

Fine. Russia’s thuggish behavior wouldn’t last forever.  

Just wait until they were done with Germany.  



US Military Government – Washington, D.C.  

Douglas MacArthur and Huey Long held numerous meetings in the capital of the US Military Government, Washington, D.C.  

But they had yet to reach a full agreement.  

MacArthur, having come this far, couldn’t just dismantle the existing military government and join the United States Union willy-nilly.  

And Huey Long, elected as the rightful President of the original United States, wasn’t about to relinquish the presidency so easily.  

“We’ve already seen each other at our worst, haven’t we? Isn’t it time we ended this civil war? I’ve said it time and again—my priority was overcoming the Great Depression and taking down that damned KFC. I’ve always been anti-communist. Why would I ever side with those people?”  

“Hmm…”  

MacArthur frowned.  

By now, there was no reason to doubt Huey Long’s words.  

He had never shown any particular sympathy for communism.  

Calling for an end to the conflict now was also a practical move to prevent further bloodshed.  

In suppressing the American Communist Union, they had already spilled a fair amount of blood. If the military government and the U.S. Union kept fighting, the nation would suffer for years.  

“The Russian empress also enacted socialist policies despite being royalty during her civil war to win the people’s favor. Of course, the Tsar was fighting the Bolsheviks, so it was a different situation. But we’ve never even battled each other.”  

“So what is it you’re after, Mr. President?”  

“Let’s reunite. We both need to make compromises. I’ll grant significant powers to the Chief of Staff. We must merge now. Even within the South, strange currents are brewing.”  

In previous talks, Huey Long and MacArthur had been locked in a silent power struggle over who would lead the United States.  

Now, Huey Long was offering to yield as much as possible to the military, as long as they could reunite.  

MacArthur, too, knew that Huey Long held greater legitimacy. But something more urgent loomed in his mind.  

Before the meeting, the Okhrana had brought him intelligence:  

“It seems Japan is eyeing Pearl Harbor. The Tsar commands preparations.”  

MacArthur had scoffed at first—what, were they supposed to jump whenever the Tsar said so?  

But it kept nagging at him.  

Why would those bastards, already at war with China, come all the way over here to strike the U.S.?  

Would they really risk antagonizing America just over oil? The Japs?  

Still, something about it didn’t sit right.  

“Strange currents?”  

“Southern industrialists are talking about going fully independent—forming a truly separate Southern Union.”  

“Those Dixie bastards, really?”  

At that point, it really would be better to just reunify.  

To hell with the Japs. The priority was restoring the Union.  

“This is no time for us to be fighting. You, Chief of Staff, must stop the southern industrialists from running wild.”  

“Hmm…”  

Perhaps it was time to accept. He’d held out long enough; he’d extracted plenty of concessions.  

“Chief of Staff, sir! This is urgent!”  

“Ike, what’s got you so riled up?”  

His mind already tangled with thoughts, and now Eisenhower barging into the meeting room like this?  

What, did the Japs really go and bomb Pearl Harbor?  

“The Japs bombed Pearl Harbor!”  

He’d had his suspicions, but still—he hadn’t expected it to actually happen.  

At first, he thought it was a joke or that he’d misheard. But Eisenhower’s grim face said it all.  

“What did you say?”  

Anastasia Tsarina’s prophecy had come true.  

Even Huey Long, standing beside him, looked like his soul had left his body.  

They should’ve just kept brutalizing China or something. But those damned insane Japs had finally done it.  

And once MacArthur received the full report of the damage, he felt the world spin.  



The Pacific Ocean  

Admiral Isoroku Yamamoto, Commander-in-Chief of the Combined Fleet, had tried to delay things to the end or push for negotiation instead.  

But he couldn’t overturn Hideki Tojo’s will.  

With the pretext of annihilating China, Tojo held supreme authority as commander of Japan’s land, sea, and air forces. Yamamoto had no choice.  

“Come now, Admiral. Just one blow. Then we force the Americans to the negotiating table, gain superiority in the Pacific and secure oil. Wasn’t this strike your idea in the first place? This is the moment. America is still dazed like a divided China. Now’s the time for a decisive blow. Think back to the Battle of Tsushima. That one strike allowed us to seize control of the entire war.”  

Orders were orders. He had no choice but to comply.  

Besides, the Combined Fleet had been stuck doing grunt work in China all this time. They wanted to go wild for once.  

In the original history, Vice Admiral Chuichi Nagumo had been in charge of the First Air Fleet—and he was particularly enthusiastic about this operation. Yamamoto couldn’t stop him.  

They’d clashed before, and now internal military hierarchy politics were at play.  


Moreover, at this point in time, the U.S. air power stationed in Hawaii was even weaker than in the original timeline.  

Intelligence gathered by Yoshikawa Takeo, paired with briefings by Major Suzuki, reported that if Pearl Harbor were struck, the U.S. would be reeling for quite a while.  

Unlike history, where they had overestimated the U.S. air strength at Oahu, the American military had delayed weapons development due to the civil war, making the attack feasible.  

With that assessment boosting confidence, the military demonstration—not a demonstration—was approved.  

The goals of this alternate Pearl Harbor attack were threefold:  

1. Blow up the fuel storage facilities to paralyze the Pacific Fleet.  

2. Deal as much damage as possible to the incapacitated fleet.  

3. Use the remaining fleet as leverage to drag the U.S. into negotiations.  

The sucker-punched Americans wouldn’t even know why it had happened as they stumbled to the negotiating table.  

Would they even come to the table, though?  

Just being sucker-punched out of nowhere?  

Of course, Japan would later declare: “Recognize the Pacific as our backyard and hand over the oil.”  

And so, just as in its storied history, Japan launched a war without a declaration—again.



“Since it’s already started, we need to do it properly, so we also have to be careful not to leak our encryption system.”

Yamamoto Isoroku had decided that now that the operation was underway, it must be carried out to perfection.

With a single blow, he would cripple the Pacific Fleet so severely that it could never recover.

With only that thought in mind, he repeatedly urged Nagumo Chuichi.

Meanwhile, Pearl Harbor was as peaceful as any other day.

While MacArthur had been informed about the potential attack on Pearl Harbor through the Ohrana, he didn’t believe it—nor could he have, as the information had come a bit late.

Even though the Pearl Harbor attack was happening almost two years earlier than in original history, due to the civil war, the oil storage facilities were fully stocked, and the U.S. Navy and Air Force in Hawaii weren’t exactly weak.

In fact, to pressure Japan during the civil war and to signal a kind of neutrality, Pearl Harbor had even been fortified.

Of course, even in such conditions, Japan’s Combined Fleet believed success was still possible and thus moved forward with the operation.

“When will the mainland civil war end?”

“Well, it’ll be settled soon, I guess. Luckily, MacArthur and Huey Long aren’t fighting each other. As always, we just stay put here and wait it out.”

“True. No way those damn Japs would dare touch us anyway.”

Unlike the chaos on the mainland, Oahu Island enjoyed a peaceful day. Sailors in the fleet were slightly more relaxed, thinking the civil war was nearing its end.

But. It had to be today of all days.

Even experienced sailors tended to let their guard down if there were no signs of the civil war’s reach.

And today, something just felt… off.

“Hey, James. What’s that?”

Something like a swarm of gnats was flying toward them in the distance.

“Wait, is that—?”

They only realized they were enemy aircraft a moment too late.

BOOM—KABOOM!

Japan had finally launched its attack on Pearl Harbor.

“Destroy the oil storage for sure!”

Aircraft from the 1st Air Fleet—Akagi, Kaga; the 2nd Air Fleet—Soryu, Hiryu; and even Shokaku and Zuikaku, which had entered service a year earlier than in the original history—took off.

From the first wave to the third, with time intervals between them, navy pilots from each carrier launched horizontal bombers, torpedo bombers, dive bombers, and fighters, relentlessly striking Pearl Harbor.

By the second wave, the Pacific Fleet had already been beaten down so badly it could barely resist Japan anymore. Anti-air defenses had also been destroyed.

BOOM! KABOOM!

“The… the oil tanks are blowing up!”

In the third wave, the Japanese forces pushed through despite the risk and finally detonated the oil storage tanks.

In actual history, due to the limitations of carrier-based aircraft, the small number of Japanese bombers, and the sheer difficulty of targeting all 54 storage tanks, destroying the oil depots had proven too difficult. But this time, Japan hammered them hard, destroying more than half of the 54 tanks.

The submarine base was one of the few areas left relatively unscathed.

In the spring of 1940—much earlier than in actual history—the Pearl Harbor attack effectively neutralized the Pacific Fleet.

It was such a complete victory that even within Japan, there was talk of landing in Hawaii.

Of course, the Combined Fleet hadn’t come out unscathed either.

Still, they had the confidence that they now held unshakable control over the Pacific.

The U.S. military government and the Allied States, stunned and reeling from the blow, only came to their senses after Nomura Kichisaburo, the Japanese ambassador to the U.S., demanded acknowledgment of Japanese superiority in the Pacific and the resumption of oil exports.

And Japan’s attack on Pearl Harbor—

“I swear, before I die, I’ll turn that goddamn island of the Japs into a living hell on earth!”

—led MacArthur to accept Huey Long’s proposal and reestablish the United States of America.



Winston Churchill’s planned offensive still seemed lukewarm.

The European front hadn’t shifted much at all.

Germany, it seemed, was still desperately holding out, which was both laughable and understandable.

After all, they weren’t the ones who started a war of aggression—they were being invaded. No wonder they didn’t want to experience another Versailles humiliation.

Still, there were signs of cracks forming within the Allied forces.

After Churchill’s offensive failed, doubts about whether Britain could still be trusted began spreading within the alliance.

And France—having to hold off the Italian forces from the south—probably didn’t find Britain very reliable right now.

“Your Majesty. Just as you predicted.”

Speak of the devil, and the tiger appears.

It seemed the Ohrana branch had brought something big.

Seeing Boris Savinkov beaming like that—it probably wasn’t Europe. Could it be Japan?

“As I predicted?”

Still, I decided to probe just in case—it might’ve just been good news for Savinkov personally.

But in this world, I’ve always been one of the lucky ones.

“Yes. Japan has finally launched an attack on Pearl Harbor.”

So they really did go through with it.

Well, it’s not entirely implausible. Even if not for oil, Japan had always aimed for the Greater East Asia Co-Prosperity Sphere.

“Unbelievable. This is absurd.”

Our Japan has truly gone mad.

No, honestly—can they even pull this off? That’s the question.

So much history has already changed—unless it’s a natural disaster, who could’ve predicted this?

Besides, Japan was already obsessed with China.


Still, Japan will be Japan. Their thirst for expansion can’t be underestimated.

“How bad was the damage?”

Was it worse than in actual history? Or had Hawaii been affected by the civil war, leaving the fleet depleted?

I was looking forward to seeing how it would all unfold.



[T/N:ToRa is short for Totsugeki Raigeki, which was the Japanese code for their surprise attack, literally translating to “lightning attack”.]
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Or maybe Hawaii got caught up in a civil war more than I thought, and the fleet was pulled out?

Well, the Pacific Fleet is there, so Japan probably attacked Pearl Harbor in a hurry.

“You’ll see in the report, but to summarize, the current U.S. Pacific Fleet is effectively out of commission. Even their fuel storage tanks were blown up.”

“Hmm.”

I’m pretending to stay calm while reading the report, but honestly—this is insane. Just unbelievable.

Every time I saw a line about how many ships were blown up, how many aircraft and anti-aircraft guns were destroyed, how many soldiers died, cold sweat ran down my back.

I was shocked that the Okhrana had even obtained this information so quickly.

What the hell. What is this?

Am I really seeing this with my own eyes? The fleet suffered similar damage to real history, but they also destroyed the fuel storage tanks?

I stared at Savinkov in disbelief, and he opened his mouth, sweating too.

“I was surprised at first too, but the information came directly from the Okhrana agents dispatched to Tokyo and Manchuria. It’s reliable.”

“Is that so.”

What the hell happened to let things turn out like this?

Did Japan actually pull off a massive win?

Maybe this too is the aftermath of the American civil war. Maybe the U.S. couldn’t even spare the attention to defend Hawaii.

“They’re even planning a landing operation now.”

“What? A landing operation?”

Wow. They’ve really gone big now.

I don’t know what gave them this much confidence, but it looks like they’re trying to get everything they can before the U.S. fully recovers.

“Apparently, from the start of the Pearl Harbor attack, the Japanese bastards planned everything—they even used diesel to avoid leaving smoke trails from their fleet.”

America must be furious.

I doubt they’ll go through with a landing operation though.

According to the report, Japan is aiming for a show of force, to assert its dominance in the Pacific and grab oil. If they actually go ahead with a landing in Hawaii, even those idiots would know that’s crossing a line.

They’d know that wouldn’t count as a “show of force” anymore.

Sure, they’ve already gone way beyond the line, but they haven’t directly occupied land yet.

“Hmm, so to sum it all up…”

The U.S.-Japan War has begun.

It’s not the Pacific War, but the U.S.-Japan War, because the U.S. isn’t part of the Allies, and Japan isn’t part of the Anti-Comintern Pact right now. The war is being fought purely between Japan and the U.S., not over Indochina.

Pearl Harbor took even more damage than in real history, and the U.S. will now have to bring in the Atlantic Fleet just to recover. But the key point is this:

With a dramatic compromise between MacArthur and Huey Long, the United States has been reestablished. Because the civil war delayed the presidential election, there will be another election postwar.

They did suffer some damage in the central region fighting the American Communist Union, but with Trotsky captured, the war ended far more stably than the Spanish Civil War.

Which means:

The U.S. isn’t tangled up in the European war, and can focus entirely on beating Japan.

Unlike in real history, where the U.S. dealt with Japan after ending the European war, this time they’re going at Japan right from the start.

But because they got hit so hard—unless the U.S. pulls off a massive comeback, or Japan makes some huge blunders—they might actually lose, at least in the Pacific.

Or maybe not? The U.S. built up some elite forces during the civil war. I heard their air force clashed heavily with the American Communists before the Russian support troops arrived.

“If Japan doesn’t crush the U.S. with this momentum, things might get tough for them later.”

They’ve got it rough.

Even with Pearl Harbor wrecked, the U.S. will bounce back eventually.

The important thing is, in a prolonged war, Japan will have to endure the full fury of the United States.

And unlike in real history, there’s no Nazi Germany to divide that anger.

If Pearl Harbor’s damage is as bad as reported, then the American rage will be even greater.

I heard MacArthur and Huey Long gave a joint speech promising to turn the Japanese archipelago into hell.

Unlike Japan, which is hoping for an armistice or negotiations, America has no intention of stopping a war that Japan one-sidedly started.

There’s no nuclear bomb, so maybe Operation Downfall will begin.

Then again, the Japanese army is pretty elite now, isn’t it? If that’s the case, America might struggle.

In that case, after the war, maybe we’ll have to bring the British fleet into the Pacific and gang up on Japan together.

“Wait a second.”

What if Chiang Kai-shek keeps tightening his belt, using human wave tactics to pin down the Japanese forces, and most of the Japanese army is stuck in China?

If we strike from behind and expel the Japanese from China, wouldn’t that pave the way for America’s Downfall Operation?

Huh, thinking about it now, that actually sounds viable.

If the U.S. is this furious, they might actually consider Downfall.

“Hmmm.”

Still, even if it’s the U.S., if casualties pile up during a total annihilation campaign, they might call it off.

When that time comes, we just need to use our comrade Mozhenko to establish a puppet government in Japan.

I can’t say I don’t understand Japan’s actions.

The logic is broken, but if Japan wants to be Asia’s number one, it needs to dominate the Pacific.

The Russian Far East Fleet is tiny compared to the Pacific Fleet. If not now, when the U.S. is in chaos, when would Japan make its move?

Even after the civil war ends, the U.S. will be busy cleaning up.

MacArthur and Huey Long may have reached a historic agreement, but still…

“China is holding out somehow too.”

“What’s happening in China is basically a miracle. If Japan hadn’t turned every city they entered into a ghost town with extermination campaigns, they probably would’ve conquered China already.”

Maybe the Emperor’s death was actually a good thing for China.

Even if it was temporary, as soon as the Emperor appeared on the front lines, Japan nearly annihilated Tang Shengzhi’s army in one blow. A monarch leading from the front really does mean something.

Especially when it’s a living god like the Emperor.

“Knowing they’re going to die, they’ll cling on until the end. But doesn’t this make Japan just a mass murderer?”

At this rate, it’s going to be dangerous for Japan later on.

Even in the original world, Japan was infamous for the Nanking Massacre.

But here, Japan is doing worse than that in every city they enter.

They’re not being slowed down by Chinese troops—they’re wasting time killing Chinese civilians.

“Recently, Japan declared the Qing Empire their vassal state and used that to recognize it as the only legitimate Chinese government, labeling all the warlords as rebels. They claim that as the suzerain state, they’re dispatching troops to help the Qing crush the rebels.”

That sounds awfully familiar.

“Hmm. So they’re forcing a justification, however flimsy.”

Right. If you’re the suzerain state, you’re supposed to help your vassal.

The Ming dynasty sent tons of troops to help Joseon during the Imjin War, after all.

And technically, the warlords don’t qualify as a ‘nation.’

If Puyi, the last Emperor of the Qing dynasty, is reinstated by Japan and declared the legitimate ruler, there’s some level of plausibility there.

It’s not unlike the Taiping or Boxer Rebellions.

Chinese history has seen fragmentation by warlords before, so…


Didn’t expect them to use that as the rationale for Operation Castration. Impressive.

“The United States has requested withdrawal of our troops. Seems like they’re getting ready for full-scale war with Japan.”

From America’s point of view, having Russian troops still stationed there would be uncomfortable.

After all, Russia is seen as Japan’s ally.

If those troops suddenly claimed they were helping Japan and started an uprising, the U.S. could collapse instantly.

“In the end, to unite domestically, you have to channel internal dissatisfaction outward. Just say we’ll begin phased withdrawals due to the excessive troop levels.”

Once that kind of stimulus is applied, things will probably start happening in Europe too.

If they want to crush Communist Germany before Russia intervenes, and also drive out the Anglo-French forces before we arrive, Communist Germany will act with urgency.

If they really don’t want Russian intervention, that is.

“Your Majesty, once the withdrawal is complete, will you immediately join the war?”

That’s the issue. Unfortunately, Austria hasn’t been attacked yet.

That bastard Goebbels is doing everything he can to keep us from intervening.

Russia has a reputation as a saintly nation, after all, so we can’t just go around starting wars without a good reason.

Which means we still need a justification.

Whatever the hell that means.

“Austria hasn’t been attacked yet. Do we have any justification to intervene?”

“Actually, we already have one—East Prussia. The German Kaiser asked for our help at the very beginning of the war.”

“Ah, that time they dragged us in even though we said we wouldn’t intervene unless things escalated.”

“The tides of war are shifting, so they’ve sent us another request.”

Well, no one threatened you with a sword to make you ask, did they?

Sounds like the Polish army isn’t doing too well either.

Still, we’ve been selling weapons to Austria, so if Poland really sucks…

“Your Majesty, something strange is happening within the German military.”

“What do you mean?”

“Apparently, officers from Communist Germany are secretly leaking operational plans to the Allies, but Prime Minister Churchill is ignoring them.”

Now this is getting interesting.

“Hmm. I remember you said there were some Junkers in Communist Germany’s ranks.”

That makes this entirely plausible.

Whether those plans being leaked are real or fake is something we can figure out later.

Still, given how they’re holding out, there probably aren’t that many Junkers who want to switch sides.

“Yes. As Junkers, they probably hate taking orders from the Communist Party.”

“Naturally. The Junkers were the traditional elite of Germany, and it hasn’t even been a century since Communist Germany was founded.”

Even with political officers forcing compliance, some Junkers would rather switch to the Allies and rejoin the German Empire under Wilhelm II.

Some are probably fighting reluctantly just to avoid surrendering their country. Others may genuinely miss the old Empire.

Hmm, but operational plans, huh? At this point, that would be defensive plans against the Allies, or—

Wait. Operational plans?

If Germany were launching an offensive, it would be a gamble. So then, could it be?

Not a frontal assault. That leaves only one option. Yes. The sickle strike.

The Red Sickle Strike. Communist Germany’s ultimate gambit.

There’s nothing else it could be.

It would truly be their final card—but if it fails, Communist Germany will collapse immediately.

But if it succeeds… then what?



Belgium–Germany Border

As Churchill ignored Manstein’s intelligence, the Sickle Strike Operation commenced as originally planned.

Of course, the one difference was that Army Group B, which was supposed to invade the Low Countries, was crashing headlong into the Low Countries’ defensive lines.

Regardless, the Sickle Strike Operation had begun.

“These lunatics—are they seriously launching an offensive?!”

At first, the Allies genuinely believed that Communist Germany was attempting a revival of the Ludendorff Offensive.

After all, even the spies they had managed to plant deep inside Communist Germany had barely uncovered the intel that Goebbels was preparing a final, all-out assault.

And while that was true, Army Group B was ultimately just a distraction.

Still, unexpectedly, even this mad offensive turned out to be effective in its own right.

“Ugh—aargh! These insane Reds!”

“How are we supposed to fight people like that?!”

Faced with hordes of red zombies screaming Heil Goebbels! and charging madly to repel the invaders, the Allied forces—long since exposed to the madness of war with Communist Germany—could do little more than stall them, dazed and hesitant.

“The fate of Germany and the world revolution will be decided in this battle! Better to die and serve the revolution than live as slaves!”

“““Heil Goebbels!”””

Army Group A, doped up and roaring “Heil Goebbels” with ever-increasing frenzy, pushed their way forward—plunging into the Ardennes Forest while feeling the full brunt of traffic congestion.

While the Allies were focused on holding back the crazed offensive of Army Group B…

“The Ardennes Forest has been breached!”

The Ardennes had been broken through.

Unlike real history, there was no Maginot Line here, so while the French Army had reinforced that sector, General Gamelin—like Churchill—had not anticipated a Communist German offensive coming through the Ardennes.

So Gamelin was busy preparing to hold off a major battle from Army Group A in the area between the Low Countries and the Maginot Line.

Unfortunately, that turned out to be the fatal mistake.

Or perhaps even without that, it might’ve been breached easily anyway.

“What?! They broke through the Ardennes? These goddamn lunatic Reds!”

By the time the news of the Ardennes being breached reached high command, the Communist Germans had already made deep inroads into France.

“Sedan has fallen! No—at this rate, they might already be heading for Paris!”

The German army was so fast that reports of their defeats always lagged behind the actual situation.

In hindsight, it was obvious: France was still relying on a World War I-era force structure, while Germany—burning for vengeance after Versailles—was deploying combined-arms tactics with grinding determination.

On top of that, the Prussian tradition of Auftragstaktik (mission-type tactics) had not been a clear advantage even up to World War I, but in this war, it truly shone.


Their method of carrying out operations autonomously according to battlefield conditions, and reporting afterward, proved to be a perfect fit for this type of rapidly evolving conflict.

In a war where the frontlines shifted constantly, Communist Germany—despite being Reds—still carried the traditions of Prussia, and that proved to be the right answer.

“We’re screwed.”

France had no time to respond. Its leadership collapsed mentally before they could even react.

It had only been four weeks since Communist Germany launched their offensive.





 
  Chapter 215: The French Commune


To make matters worse, Communist Germany, like Nazi Germany, squeezed every resource it had to equip its tanks with radios as standard, allowing for communication with the air force and enabling it to demonstrate more advanced combat tactics than France.

Above all, with elite officers from the imperial era now under the constant pressure of political commissars, the German People’s Army proved to be no less—perhaps even more—fanatical than the Nazis.

Of course, if France had managed to simply hold its ground and stall for time, this could have turned into a battle of attrition, leading to Communist Germany’s eventual self-destruction.  

However, while the German People’s Army communicated via radio, the French army was still using motorcycles to carry reports, and even then, all operations had to be pre-approved by the high command. It was no wonder they were outmatched by the Germans.

“What the hell are those crazy frogs doing!?”

“Uhh… uh…”

While France fumbled helplessly after the Ardennes was breached and Sedan fell soon after, the German People’s Army—idolizing Goebbels as if he were a pop star—hurled their bodies like kindling toward the Allies, as if offering up their very souls for the real Goebbels.

The cause of the Allied defeat was clear.

The Allied high command had been preparing for an offensive, not a defensive operation, under Churchill’s strong insistence.

Being an alliance of different nations, the command structure was inherently complicated. Rather than sticking to a sound strategy of defensive attrition to weaken the German forces before launching a counterattack, they foolishly believed in the superiority of their numbers and pushed ahead with an all-out offensive.  

Had history followed its usual course, Charles de Gaulle’s counteroffensive would have begun around this time. Instead, France, stunned after taking a heavy blow, melted away like ice cream on a hot summer day.

However, unlike the Nazis, Communist Germany hadn’t built up its forces to the same scale. To execute this operation, they had to pull troops from their Polish defense line.

In other words, at this time, Communist Germany’s eastern front was little more than a brittle shell, liable to shatter at the slightest touch. Had there been coordination, the Polish army might have struck from the side and shattered the People’s Army offensive, racing through German territory according to Anastasia’s devilish whispers.

But the Polish army and remnants of the Imperial German forces were too busy waiting for a chance to join the British offensive to take any real initiative.

During this lull, German communists infiltrated still-standing Paris and made contact with the French Commune.

“Now it’s time for our comrades in the French Commune to act. Let’s end this meaningless war and establish peace—so we can together strike down the enemies of revolution: the Triple Entente.”

“Understood.”

Though France and Germany had a long history of animosity—from the Napoleonic Wars, to the Franco-Prussian War, to the Great War—the French Commune and the German Communist Party were different.

Just as cockroaches know no borders or nations.

So too did these communists, whether French or German, share one goal: the paradise of communism through revolution. The French Commune, recalling the failure of the original Paris Commune, had grown in strength thanks to the Great War and the Great Depression. They deeply admired the first communist state—Communist Germany—drawing inspiration and support from Berlin.

Outraged at France’s invasion of Germany in alliance with Britain, the French Commune was preparing a revolution, inspired and emboldened by Berlin’s encouragement: “We’ll be the meat shield, you rise up from within!”

Goebbels himself had planned to invite the French Commune into the Red Front if France collapsed—not to demand surrender, but to offer an alliance. This further empowered the Commune.

And at last, as the German People’s Army broke through the Ardennes, devastated Sedan, and sped toward Paris like a bullet train on a lowlands highway, Maurice Thorez, leader of the French Commune, stirred anti-war sentiment.

“Why must we fight in a war we never asked for? Look upon the fruits of this imperialist war! In the end, the power of the worker will topple imperialism! Workers of France—rise up! Rise against the oppression of imperialists who force death upon us! Workers of the world, unite!”

Eventually, the French Communist Party under Thorez seized the moment to target the floundering French cabinet—which, paralyzed by internal conflict, had failed to form a national unity government.

Seizing part of the army, they overthrew the cabinet that Prime Minister Paul Reynaud had tried to rebuild into a wartime administration.

“We’re in the middle of a war—what the hell are you thinking!?”

“Our French Commune will move forward in peace and coexistence with Germany. Together, we will ignite a global revolution against the imperialist powers.”

“You—you madmen! You’re all insane!”

“Was it not insane to attack peaceful Communist Germany in the midst of surging anti-war sentiment?”

Who were they to call others mad, when they had chosen to go to war just to suppress a possible revolution?

“At least we didn’t use communists to fuel a revolution like you!”

And yet, out of fear of revolution, they had dragged tens of millions of French citizens into a meaningless war of aggression.

“If this country had been fine to begin with, would we communists have grown so strong? This is the will of the French people! This is a revolutionary nation! Those who conscripted the people into an imperialist war for their own interests—will be executed!”

France had always been a country with strong anti-war sentiment.

And now, having handed leadership to Britain and launched an aggressive war, even France—once Europe’s strongest land power—could barely mount an offensive, and had now suffered defeat. Supporting the Commune became the natural choice for the French people.

Thorez rode this wave, determined to prove once again that France was a revolutionary nation.

That’s right—by publicly executing the members of the former cabinet.

Though some had fled the revolution, Thorez kept former Prime Ministers Léon Blum, Édouard Daladier, and the current PM Paul Reynaud in custody.

The French people had never wanted the war to begin with. The few who supported it did so only because it was an official order. But after watching their mighty nation crumble at the hands of the Germans, anti-war sentiment turned into blame—squarely aimed at the government.

After all, how could Europe’s strongest land army lose to Germany, the loser of the last war?

But then again, perhaps it was because Germany was now a worker’s nation—a communist nation.

It was because the workers were united.

Goebbels himself even issued a message directly to the French: praising the revolution, proposing to forget past animosities, and offering the most generous terms imaginable.  

He would free their captured soldiers, demand no territorial concessions, not even Alsace-Lorraine, and treat them not as a defeated enemy—but as co-victors in a new alliance against the Allies.

Even French citizens who had never cared for communism began to think Germany had won not because of military might or morale, but because communism had made it possible.

“Révolution! Révolution!”

“Look at those imperialist oppressors—those British pigs who once ruled the world and emerged victorious in the last war—now they fall to communist Germany. Is it not because they sent war-weary workers to die? Those bourgeois English pigs made us into human shields! Our workers were forced to produce munitions for the British! Our soldiers died for the sake of theirs! Does that make any sense!?”

Even if they disliked Germany, the idea of dying for Britain made even less sense.

And wasn’t it Britain that had started this whole war in the first place?

The rage of the French people turned not toward Germany, but toward Churchill and their own incompetent government.

The age of imperialism was over.

Now, revolutionary France would sweep away the imperialists!

“Révolution! Révolution!”

“And now—we shall execute them!”

Tatatatata!

Before the eyes of the French people, who had been swept up in the red wave of revolution, the former and current prime ministers and cabinet members responsible for the war were executed by the French Red Guard.

With the government now effectively collapsed, the French Communist Party took full control and declared the establishment of the French Commune.

With support from their communist German comrades, the former French troops stationed on the Maginot Line were reorganized into the People’s Army of France.

“People of France! Comrade Goebbels of Germany is not your enemy! I, Goebbels, am your friend—a comrade walking the path of communist revolution! A global revolution is only possible with revolutionary France at its heart! Germany will resolve all past grievances to stand alongside France! We will not demand your surrender! We will release your encircled forces! We will not ask for your land! Let us drive those British dogs out of Europe together!”

Waaaaaaaaaaaa!

Even here, Goebbels, accompanied by a few communist party officials rather than an army, flew directly to Paris and promised not to demand surrender, stage hostages, or extract land from the French. Instead, he assured that the new relationship between Germany and France would make them victors in the aftermath of the war.

The photo of Goebbels and Thorez enjoying a tourist-like visit to the Eiffel Tower while shaking hands to symbolize the formation of a new relationship between Germany and France spread across France, Germany, and even the Allied countries.

This marked the installation of a new brain, the French Commune, atop the deteriorating French government.

Moreover, the French forces on the front lines, already plagued with constant friction with the British and soldiers’ growing discontent, had little choice. Above all, this was their only opportunity to accept the generous offer of the victorious Germans, and with the exception of Free French figures like Charles de Gaulle, everyone sided with the German forces.

Considering France’s capacity, this situation was akin to hundreds of thousands of soldiers turning against their own country, which pushed the Allies into a defensive position.

“Execution of the Prime Minister? Communist revolution? Damn frogs! We should have taken down Germany before this!”

Churchill in London was enraged, repeatedly slamming his fists on the desk, but the only one who suffered was his own hand.

“Prime Minister, this is bad. We are surrounded by both the German People’s Army and the French People’s Army,” one of his aides reported.

“Damn!”

Already, Germany’s Army Group A, along with Army Group B, was attacking the British forces, and the French troops, now siding with the Germans, were also attacking the British. The situation had become untenable.

Given this, retreat was the only viable option.

“Prime Minister, it’s getting late. We must decide to withdraw immediately! Fortunately, not all French forces are siding with the People’s Army. Some French troops have requested to join us!”

Upon hearing Mosley’s words, Churchill’s eyes trembled with worry.

“Some?” That meant the main French forces had already turned against them.

At that moment, British troops stationed along the lowlands and German border numbered 400,000. This was the result of hastily rearming and reinforcing their forces.

And these soldiers were the elite gathered from Britain’s islands, meaning that if they lost them, the British Army would essentially be finished.

“Retreat. We need to hurry and withdraw. We must ensure our soldiers can leave safely.”

Churchill spoke with a trembling voice.


While some forces and lowland nations would inevitably be abandoned for the British retreat, the priority was pulling back immediately.

For Churchill, there was no other option left.

However,

“Retreat, you say? That won’t do. Admiral Leder, I know you hate communism, but right now, we are victorious because we are communists. And this is our last chance. Even if we must exhaust the navy, we must annihilate the British forces here so that for decades, Britain will not dare challenge us again.”

“Understood.”

Goebbels was determined not to let them go easily.

He intended to relentlessly wear down and capture them all before they could retreat.

If he let them live, they could be useful for negotiations, but if spared, wouldn’t Churchill, with his temperament, come back to try to stab Germany in the back when the final war with Russia came?

He could not allow it.

Most of them would be annihilated, and only a few would be captured, taken to the Dachau concentration camp, or forced into labor as retribution for the damage they caused to Germany.

“Comrades! The time has come! Do not accept any prisoners of these invaders! Kill all the British pigs so they will never set foot on this land again!”

“Zieg Heil!”

“Hail Goebbels!”


Unlike in the original history, where the Dunkirk evacuation succeeded due to a German blunder, Goebbels was pressing forward, and the future for the British forces seemed stained with blood.

Meanwhile, Manstein, who had planned the Sickle Strike operation, sighed as he gazed at the Goebbels Medal he had received.

“Are these French fools worse than the Berlin reds?”

The Allied forces were proving to be more of a mess than expected.

Unexpectedly, together with Guderian, Manstein had risen to become a hero of the German Communist Party, but he could only clutch his head in despair.



 
  Chapter 216: The Fate of Britain and France?


National Duma

I hear the troops sent to America are gradually returning.

It’s about time to gear up and join the fight. Word is, someone made a name for themselves during this American deployment.

I’m about to hear from the White Army about who this person is.

“Hm, I heard there were some who performed exceptionally well in the American deployment.”

“Yes. They’re former Red Army from the Red-White Civil War, but they defected early on.”

Defected from a camp, huh? It’d be great if they’re someone notable.

Or maybe it’s just some nobody who got a bit of spotlight this time.

“Who are they?”

“Mikhail Tukhachevsky and Georgy Zhukov.”

“Tukhachevsky was in the military?”

“Yes. He expressed his intent to defect after being sent to Siberia.”

I forgot about that. Still, it’s not like I forgot for no reason.

In this world, Tukhachevsky’s presence was pretty faint due to the Red-White Civil War’s defeat.

Still, he’s the kind of guy who gets things done, and it seems he made a big splash in America.

“Wasn’t he with Stalin?”

“That Stalin is now playing priest in a camp. Didn’t Tukhachevsky want to join our United States?”

Fair point. Stalin’s in that state, and the current United States is completely different from Russia. What’s there to hesitate about?

If he’s got any pride left, he’d probably just want to join the United States.

“Well, the current Russia is far better than the Soviets.”

That’s the normal way to think.

He probably fought hard to shake off the Red label.

And with Georgy Zhukov too. Unlike others who were purged, these guys survived and are reaping the benefits.

So, will they shine in the war against Germany?

“Your Majesty, Germany has finally sparked a revolution in France.”

This time, it was news from the Okhrana’s France branch.

“Minister of Internal Affairs, is that true?”

“Yes.”

“A revolution out of nowhere? That’s unsettling.”

Is the situation that serious? I should summon the Okhrana.

“We’ve only just grasped the situation, but France was hit so suddenly. We need more details, but it seems while the Communist German forces at the Low Countries’ border attacked the Allies, another force broke through the Ardennes Forest to strike from behind.”

That’s totally Operation Sickle, isn’t it?

So Germany stabbed them right in the back.

“Huh.”

Who would’ve thought this would happen?

Goebbels has apparently achieved something even greater than Nazi Germany.

If that critical moment had failed, Goebbels would’ve been shooting himself in a bunker. Yet somehow, he pulled it off.

“Well, it’s not bad.”

So far, things are going as I expected.

France falling was within my predictions. In fact, I’m grateful France fell.

This way, I won’t have to deal with Britain and France later and can save a Europe trembling at the threat of communization.

It’s all going according to my scenario.

“Still, not everyone joined the revolution, right?”

“Charles de Gaulle, Pétain from Spain, and other key figures fled to Algiers to form a French Republic government-in-exile.”

Charles de Gaulle and Pétain went to Algiers?

Not Britain, but Algiers? That’s a pretty big divergence.

And with Pétain, no less.

Considering Pétain led Vichy France in the original history, it’s kind of funny. But here, with the Red Revolution, they had no choice.

And the fact that he was in Spain suggests he got along well with the Falange.

“What about inside France?”

“There’s a resistance group called the Cross of Fire, similar to Germany’s Free Corps.”

Cross of Fire. Yeah, I’ve heard of them.

Wasn’t François de La Rocque their leader?

“Hm. Is François de La Rocque in charge?”

“It’s not confirmed, but since he led the Cross of Fire before the war, it’s likely.”

France’s internal resistance, La Rocque’s Cross of Fire. Pétain and de Gaulle in Algiers. It’s a bit complicated.

“Ugh. Then the Allies are done for.”

Even if La Rocque wages guerrilla warfare, there’s a limit.

In the original history, Operation Sickle nearly destroyed the Allies in one blow.

But here, Germany is much weaker than Nazi Germany, so they’ll likely aim to crush them completely.

If most of the French army joins the German People’s Army…

It’s really over.

The British army will be annihilated on the European continent, and the Low Countries will just become a highway for Germany to trample.

“Yes. Britain’s Churchill trained elite forces to take on Germany by land, sea, and air, but relied on France to bolster their weak army. France, even amidst the Great Depression, invested heavily in its army after the Great War.”

“But the revolution broke out, and since Germany didn’t just crush France as a puppet state but negotiated a peace, there’s no pretext for a military coup. No civil war either?”

The French army was full of anti-war sentiment and suffered heavy losses fighting Germany under British command.

No wonder a revolution just happened. It might not be as brutal as Russia’s.

The French knew this war was one most of them hated.

“Yes. They were already surrounded. With French public sentiment leaning toward the Commune, switching sides was a viable option.”

Then the question is what happens to the Allies.

They definitely won’t function properly.

With the French army, which made up most of the Allied ground forces, joining the Red Front, what can they do?

“What’s the status of the Allied forces?”

I’m curious how this will shake out. If France falls to revolution, it’ll be a mess.

“Including some Free French forces that joined the British and the Low Countries’ forces, about 500,000. Of those, 400,000 are British, including Commonwealth troops.”

400,000 British troops. Didn’t Churchill painstakingly build that up in a volunteer-based nation?

The ground forces in this war were practically all French, so if they’ve all gone Communist, what happens?

“Considering Britain’s volunteer system, if those 400,000 are wiped out, it could lead to the worst-case scenario.”

The worst-case scenario would unfold.


Churchill rushed things, and now it’s come to this.

What a pathetic guy.

“They’ll be too busy worrying about colonial revolutions to think about landing. No, they’ll likely pull their entire fleet to defend the homeland.”

If Britain loses that army, what’s next?

They won’t even dream of landing, and what will an emboldened Red Germany do?

They’ll probably target Austria.

They’ll want to end the war in Britain before Britain can recover.

“Then they could seriously target Austria next.”

France was already anti-war, so they probably weren’t too enthusiastic about fighting Germany.

And now they’ve lost, so what’s the point of saying more?

I’m really torn right now. Supporting La Rocque in France or Pétain and de Gaulle in Algiers could be fun.

Since the world’s already an alternate history, why not make it even more so?

I’m curious why they went to Algiers instead of Britain. Maybe with most of the French army joining the People’s Army, they pretended to comply at first and then fled south.

Now I’m curious about La Rocque.

I’d rather support him than de Gaulle or Pétain. If his resistance is like Germany’s Free Corps, it could set up an interesting power struggle in France later.

“What about the French navy?”

Seeing how de Gaulle and Pétain made it to Algiers, they probably seized an opportunity and escaped with part of the navy.

“The French navy has split.”

“The anti-Communist faction carrying Pétain and de Gaulle likely went to Algiers.”

“Yes.”

So the French navy’s been torn apart.

Here’s a thought. In this chaos, what if the Italian navy and the Red French navy crush the British Mediterranean fleet?

“Could the Italian navy take on the British Mediterranean fleet? What’s your take, Navy Minister? You’ve been pushing naval expansion while keeping tabs on other nations’ navies, so you’d know.”

Kolchak, unlike in the original history where he led the White Army, has been quite passionate about naval expansion.

He aimed to make the Black Sea Fleet strong enough to rival the Italian Royal Navy, so he’d know the Italian navy’s scale.

“The Italian navy is slightly weaker or on par with the British Mediterranean fleet. It’s at least worth a challenge.”

In the original history, the Italian navy harassed the British Mediterranean fleet relentlessly.

Of course, it was just harassment, and their limits were clear.

I want to see new possibilities here.

“So, Pétain and de Gaulle in Algiers will be busy. And since most of the army went to the People’s Army, the navy’s probably not much different. If the French navy teams up with Communist Italy to fight the Mediterranean fleet, isn’t that a real possibility?”

“Indeed, it could be.”

Let’s brainstorm a scenario.

If the Mediterranean fleet moves to the Atlantic to protect the homeland, what happens?

If the Communist French and Italian navies strike from behind?

That’d be a huge problem.

“And if they engage without knowing the French navy has switched sides?”

In the original history, the French scuttled their fleet in 1942 when Nazi Germany came to take it.

But things are very different here.

France faced economic crises and Communist Germany’s machinations, leading to a revolution.

Did the Republic loyalists have time to scuttle? This is getting interesting. France never disappoints.

“Hm. How about Türkiye eyeing Syria in this gap?”

“Syria, you say?”

It’s time for Türkiye to keep its promise.

The current Türkiye could take Syria. Supporting their occupation would work.

“Türkiye has built up its military significantly. They could at least reclaim their mainland and Syria from Britain and France.”

They’re not so weak that they can’t take a disorganized Syria.

And right now, Kemal is still alive.

Maybe my occasional advice helped him stay healthy.

“It might be seen as hostile.”

“That’s for Kemal to decide. If the British army gets wiped out, it’s all the same, isn’t it? Britain will be too busy to care. Plus, Red France will claim Syria as their territory. That could give Türkiye a reason to take it to eliminate Communism in their backyard.”

Red France won’t easily give up its colonies.


Even as Communists, they’ve got the pride of a colonial empire. They might tolerate Algiers due to the French Republic’s provisional government, but Syria?

This is the perfect opportunity.

“That sounds fun.”

“Your Majesty, wouldn’t it be better to wait until the British army is annihilated?”

Britain’s focused on its own survival. Can they afford to care about France?



 
  Chapter 217: The Blood of Dunkirk


Neither the French Commune nor the French government-in-exile has the ability to hold Syria.

That creates an opportunity for Türkiye.

“Britain will prioritize its own survival. Even if they grit their teeth later, it won’t be now. Unless Communist Germany extends a hand for peace, it’s unlikely.”

If Goebbels has any sense, he won’t negotiate.

Reaching out to an invader first would strip away the legitimacy of a body meant to spark a global revolution.

When a colonial empire is this cornered, why not seize it?

Especially with France’s communization boosting their popularity sky-high.

Even if the British army gets lucky and survives, it’ll be tough.

“Let’s test the waters with Kemal.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“From now on, we need to stay sharp. We expected France to fall, but it’s still a gamble for us.”

You always have to consider the worst-case scenario.

Honestly, I even thought about intervening when France was still intact. You’ve got to prepare for variables.

Thankfully, the nuclear program is nearly ready, so no matter what Germany does, we can end it with a nuke.

“The White Army, as always, is ready to fight at any moment.”

It’s reassuring that the military is fully prepared.

Stalin ignored signs of Nazi Germany’s invasion and got hit hard.

In this timeline, the Russian United States will crush our Germany, France, and Italy—these three Reds—with overwhelming force.

“Your Majesty, news from the London branch. The Allied forces preparing to evacuate from Dunkirk have suffered a devastating blow from Communist German and French forces.”

Not long after, Savinkov brought the news we were waiting for.

This means Türkiye doesn’t need to worry about Britain’s reaction.

Britain and France have gone down together, hand in hand.

“No need to overthink this.”

If Britain and France are fumbling, we can keep our promise to Kemal.

Plus, I gave him some interesting intel, so Britain and France won’t be able to do much about Türkiye.

With Britain’s army annihilated and France’s exile government homeless, what can they do?

Let’s feed Türkiye a bit to gain their help in the war. Now, all that’s left is Poland and Austria.

“Poland doesn’t have much time left either.”

“Poland launched a late offensive but seems to have retreated.”

It was brutal in the original history, and there’s no way they’d coordinate well.

Communist Germany won’t even think about invading Britain, so they’ll deal with Poland, the immediate nuisance.

Even so, we can’t step in.

If Poland begs desperately, maybe, but we don’t have a pretext to join yet.

The pretext will come from Austria, and if we join via Poland, we lose the chance to carve up Poland.

“Hm, should we stir things up? Get Poland to request Russian support.”

“It’s finally time to use that method.”

“Yes, please handle it.”

If Poland collectively begs Russia for help, they won’t have much to say.

For that, Poland needs to get trampled a bit, and the picture is coming together now.

Poland will soon face Germany and the French Commune directly.

They can’t handle it alone, so if Poland requests support, Russia could occupy eastern Poland under the guise of protection without fighting.

—

Around this time, in mainland Britain, every ship available was being mobilized.

It was to evacuate hundreds of thousands of Allied troops from Dunkirk, to bring British soldiers back home safely before they were crushed by the Reds.

“Send every ship! From all of Britain—no, from Ireland too! We must save the soldiers of our British Empire!”

A staggering 400,000 troops.

They were meticulously gathered, even more thoroughly than in the original history.

Sure, this British army included Commonwealth forces, but they were Churchill’s painstakingly crafted masterpiece.

Losing them would mean Britain’s effective defeat in this war. They’d have to pour everything into defending the homeland with their fleet.

“Those French bastards! Betraying us!”

“We should’ve seen it coming since the Paris Commune.”

“Please, save my only son!”

“My grandson is in Belgium. Please help him return safely.”

The British prayed with clasped hands, while Churchill, in his bunker, was pulling out what little hair he had left preparing for the Dunkirk evacuation.

Was it stress? Or the mental toll?

Churchill’s face had grown gaunt and aged since the British army got trapped at Dunkirk.

With trembling hands, he gripped tightly and asked Alan Brooke, who came to see him.

“Chief of Staff, how’s the evacuation preparation going?”

“We’re gathering ships as best we can, but it’ll likely take several trips.”

In other words, unless Communist Germany shows mercy, losses are inevitable.

At that, Churchill lowered his head weakly, his face like that of a man who’d lost his country.

“We’ll suffer tremendous losses in the meantime. How am I to report this defeat to His Majesty?”

Evacuating safely will be tough.

Communist German forces will tear into them relentlessly, and doing it in multiple trips will make it even harder.

They’ll have to leave troops behind to hold off the Reds.

If Communist Germany, now secure in the rear, pounds the surrounded army, they’ll die in droves.

What the hell is Russia doing?

Shouldn’t they join the fight by now? If France falls, they’ll be in trouble too.

Anyway, it’s urgent now.

Even the home fleet is being used to aid the evacuation.

Even the small East Prussian flotilla is helping, so that says it all.

This is all because of the French traitors.

Those damned frogs. When they were in the Allied command, we should’ve purged their leadership.

Of course, some loyal French troops fled to Britain, but most joined the French People’s Army, so Churchill had no reason to view France kindly.

“Prime Minister.”

“What is it?”

It was Louis Mountbatten. Why was the Anglo-French Allied commander here?

In the middle of evacuation preparations, his personal visit couldn’t mean good news.

“Jerry’s fleet has moved out.”


“The Red fleet of those German Reds?”

Why would the Germans’ fleet come out?

No way. It can’t be.

Churchill’s mind was flooded with horrific possibilities that shouldn’t exist.

It can’t be.

It mustn’t be. It can’t be. Churchill shook his head slightly, trying to deny it.

“They’re probably trying to block the evacuation.”

And then Mosley, sweating profusely, voiced the worst scenario Churchill didn’t want to imagine.

No. That’s all it is.

“Their fleet can never beat the Royal Navy! They’ve been rebuilding, but compared to us, they’re nothing!”

They absolutely can’t win.

How dare those Reds challenge the British Empire’s fleet?

Yes, that’s how it should be. Churchill looked at Louis Mountbatten with that hope, but he only shook his head.

“But if their goal is to keep biting our evacuating soldiers until the end, it’ll be difficult.”

His grim face trailed off, struggling to say it.

What does that mean?

“It’ll be difficult.” A simple phrase, but it means one thing.

The losses will be unimaginable. But that would mean Communist Germany loses its fleet too.

They’d sacrifice their meager fleet for this?

“That’s like throwing away their entire fleet.”

“From Germany’s perspective, they can just use U-boats, so they might aim to completely crush us to prevent any landing forces. The French fleet that switched sides might even help.”

The worst-case scenario could actually happen.

“Why would the French fleet help? Even with a revolution, so quickly—”

“Most have already joined the People’s Army, and they were dissatisfied with British command during the Allied operations.”

France was already anti-war.

In that context, the British, who forced them into the war, weren’t liked. With France in chaos, Britain took control of the Anglo-French command. Every offensive failed, so it’s no surprise the French grew resentful of Britain.

“So what does that mean? Are you saying Jerry’s pathetic fleet could kill our soldiers? Can’t we smash their fleet first?”

“Unfortunately, we have to contend with the French fleet too. If they’re willing to sacrifice their fleet to target our army, it’s impossible.”

Of course, they could destroy Communist Germany’s fleet and uphold the Royal Navy’s prestige.

But it would be a victory traded for hundreds of thousands of British soldiers.

Britain is being forced into this choice, and the Russian intervention they never wanted now feels so desperately needed.

What is that saint’s nation doing?

The Russia that united in hatred of Bolsheviks and purged Reds nationwide—why isn’t it moving its ass?

Churchill shook his head, dismissing the thought.

He was the one who didn’t want Russian intervention in the first place.

What’s the point of thinking this now?

“Isn’t there some way, any way?”

“We’ll do our best for now.”

Louis Mountbatten’s face, promising to do his best, wasn’t exactly reassuring.

And then.

On the day the Dunkirk evacuation began.

Fierce fighting raged on in Dunkirk.

“Don’t let those Tommy bastards escape! Tear them apart! Bring victory to Comrade Goebbels!”

“Hail Goebbels!”

As the French army, under German People’s Army oversight, rebranded as the People’s Army and switched sides, Army Groups A and B, supported by French supplies, launched a ferocious assault on the Allied forces at Dunkirk.

“Hold them off somehow! We need to buy time for the remaining troops to evacuate!”

“We need to support our forces! Hurry!”

Britain was desperately trying to evacuate, leaving troops to hold the line.

But Charles Forbes, commander of the British Home Fleet supporting the Dunkirk evacuation, faced a crisis.

“Sir! Their fleet is blocking ours!”

“Those Red bastards!”

These Red ghouls were clinging to the British troops like vengeful spirits.

It was the worst situation for a fleet tasked with supporting the evacuation.

“We’ll hold here to stop the British from evacuating, until they’re annihilated!”

As Army Groups A and B began their Dunkirk onslaught, with some French People’s Army units cooperating, they drove the Allies into a death trap.

And that wasn’t all. Reder’s Red Fleet blocked the Royal Navy like zombies, while simultaneously destroying every transport ship sent from Britain to save the soldiers.

Troops already on transports became prey for Red U-boats.

Even when helplessly hit by the Home Fleet’s attacks, they kept biting, destroying transports and targeting British troops on the coast.

Oil spilled from torpedoed and battleship-struck British transports, with chunks of what were once humans and surviving soldiers burning on the sea.

Each transport destroyed exponentially increased the British army’s losses.

Communist Germany’s Red Army had no intention of letting the Allies live.

“Kill those Red flies! We need to save our army!”

“Don’t let a single imperialist bastard escape!”

The Red air force joined in, relentlessly pushing back the British air force and indiscriminately bombing the Allied evacuation coast and transports with bombers.

“They won’t even accept surrender!”

“They’re Red demons!”

“Churchill, you bastard! Why did you start this war!”

The dying British troops were filled with fear of German Communists and hatred for Churchill, who started the war.

Charles Forbes, smashing Reder’s fleet, could do nothing but watch the army get swept away by the Red tide.

“H-How can this be? O-Our soldiers are all dying. All of them! The hundreds of thousands we painstakingly gathered, our young men, all dying.”

The coast and sea were filled with the blood and flesh of human bodies.

The Royal Navy ensured Reder’s fleet would never sail again, completely destroying it.

But of the 400,000 troops, fewer than 60,000 made it back to the British Isles alive. The rest, including Commonwealth, French, Dutch, and Belgian exile government forces, were sent to Dachau concentration camps as prisoners from Dunkirk.

Unlike the original history, the Dunkirk evacuation was effectively a failure.

In this battle, Communist Germany’s fleet was also destroyed, making it impossible to target the British mainland. Britain’s navy remained intact, but the painstakingly built army evaporated instantly, making landings impossible.

Considering Germany struggled to plan a British invasion even at its peak, this was arguably a German victory for preventing Britain’s landing.

Dunkirk, the coast, and the seas where British merchant ships turned transports carried the army were overflowing with British blood.

It was a complete British defeat.

The once-mighty nation that ruled the seas and stood as the world’s greatest power, the empire where the sun never set, was crumbling.

“Hahaha! This is all thanks to our Italian front in the south! What are you waiting for? Now’s the chance! Liberate all of Britain’s African colonies!”

Spurred by Dunkirk, Mussolini moved Italian forces in Africa to boldly seize British African territories while the British Mediterranean fleet was absent.


Unfortunately, Ethiopian forces, moving north at Russia’s request to aid the Allies, were in Africa.

“Mussolini’s attack is blocked by the Ethiopian army.”

“They get blocked every time, don’t they?”

Once again, they were stopped.





 
  Chapter 218: Who’s the Boss Now?


Ankara, Türkiye

Türkiye’s President Mustafa Kemal Atatürk, upon receiving Anastasia’s message, made a momentous decision.

Yes, the decision to finally reclaim the lands stolen by Britain and France.

He summoned Prime Minister İsmet İnönü.

“With mainland France fallen to the Reds, now’s our chance. Let’s drive out the French in Anatolia and reclaim Syria.”

“We’ll finally take back Syria.”

The pretext is perfect.

As a member of the anti-aircraft pact and a nation bordering communists, they’d reclaim the lands and territories lost in past treaties to prevent the Red plague from spreading.

Of course, the French exile government in Algiers might protest, but then they could boldly retort, “What, are you Reds too?”

This isn’t war.

If anything, it’s a special military operation.

At first, he thought the Russian Empress was lying, throwing out a fake bait of territorial recovery to force Türkiye into submission, but it was real.

“So her prophetic ability is true.”

She knew about the great earthquake in Japan, the Great Depression that plagued the great powers in the ‘30s, and even the lands where their resources were buried.

Then, didn’t that mean she foresaw France’s communization?

Kemal let out a bitter smile without realizing it.

“Interesting.”

“What’s that, sir?”

“All of this, this world, isn’t it dancing in the palm of the Russian Empress’s hand? She knew France would turn Red.”

If it were just once or twice, it could be a coincidence. But it can’t be explained that way.

What does her vision of the future hold? Hopefully not Türkiye’s downfall.

For a brief moment, he felt a flicker of doubt.

Right now, Russia, to restore pride lost in wars against communists, claims to be the heir of Rome more than ever, recovering Constantinople and Pontus, even being called Byzantium.

If Türkiye grows stronger, could Russia aim to swallow it whole—

Kemal lightly shook his head.

No, that’s not it. That’s going too far. If that were the plan, Russia would’ve crushed them when they had the chance.

If this is all part of the Tsar’s script, Russia will sweep away Communist Germany, France, and Italy in this opportunity, seizing European hegemony.

Britain, having lost so much of its army, isn’t even worth mentioning.

Whatever. Türkiye may have lost some land to Russia, but thanks to Russia, they got this chance.

The Turkish National Army, which had been sharpening its blade for years, moved immediately.

Türkiye, long resentful of Britain and France for dismantling the Ottoman Empire after the Great War by forcing it to side with the Central Powers, was driven by vengeance.

“Protect our land from the communists!”

“What… what’s this? Why is Türkiye—!”

“Crush all the Reds!”

From French-occupied Anatolia to Syria, Türkiye moved to reclaim the former Ottoman territories.

With the mainland government replaced and an exile government established in Algiers, the French in Syria and Anatolia’s occupied zones were left without proper information, unsure of whom to follow.

After decades of grinding their teeth, Türkiye’s army, seizing this chaotic moment, was unstoppable.

When Türkiye reclaimed southern Anatolia’s French-occupied zones and Syria, the Algiers exile government, belatedly informed, protested to Atatürk.

“What is this? Even if we lost the mainland, to launch a surprise attack without a declaration of war!”

“This isn’t war; it’s a special military operation. And the French Commune claims to have inherited all the French Republic’s territories. That means it’s Red land. Can a France that lost its mainland truly claim ownership?”

Türkiye had plenty to say.

Indeed, the French Commune declared all territories theirs, succeeding the Republic.

Of course, this was just a justification to claim colonies that should be liberated under their communist system.

For Türkiye, it was a golden opportunity to reclaim land.

“You’ll regret this someday.”

“I’d like to see you try when you barely have the strength left.”

İnönü let out a mocking sneer.

Those who lost their mainland dare talk of regret?

They’ll need Russia’s favor to survive, yet they speak so boldly.

“What?”

“You spoke of regret? We’ve never forgotten the Great War. Britain and France—you dismantled us, and we’ve never forgotten.”

“So you’re turning hostile now? The Russian Empress will love that.”

France trusted Russia.

After all, Türkiye is practically Russia’s backyard.

Would Russia be pleased with Türkiye growing stronger?

This was a farce born of ignorance of the secret talks between Anastasia and Kemal.

“Red-stained France or Türkiye, Russia’s ally—who’s more trustworthy? Britain lost its entire army, so shouldn’t you be the ones currying our favor?”

“!!”

France, which lost its mainland. Britain, with hundreds of thousands of elite troops gone, unable to handle landings or even colonies.

Isn’t it obvious?

The future will be led by Russia, and since Russia supports Türkiye, the era of Britain and France is over.

So İnönü boldly demanded.

“Return the territories you took in the Great War, and we’ll rightfully fight the communist states. Isn’t it a good deal to reclaim your mainland by giving us our land?”

“Tch.”

The French government was stuck.

The French Commune claims all occupied territories as theirs, so Türkiye’s preventive war is practically justified.

Moreover, having lost the mainland, they’re in Algiers, wary of the locals’ sentiments, and hardly in a position to challenge Türkiye.

And Britain? No need to say more.

The Mediterranean fleet has long been recalled to the mainland.

If it clashes with the French Commune and Italian fleets, the navy would face significant losses too.

Having abandoned colonial defense and unable to trust local colonial forces, they desperately needed to pull in other armies.

“If Türkiye helps, Britain will return all Anatolian territories taken from the Ottoman Empire in the Great War.”

France couldn’t do much, but Britain agreed to give up the handful of lands taken from the Ottomans.

Of course, Kemal wasn’t satisfied with this.

They needed to extract everything they could now.

“Hand over Palestine and Jordan too.”

Britain was furious, noting how much Türkiye had grown, but they had no choice.

With this momentum, Türkiye could actually advance into Jordan and Palestine, and Britain lacked the strength to stop them.

Especially if Russia was backing them, it was even harder.


In the end, Britain had to accept Türkiye’s demands, and with Palestine and Jordan recognized as Türkiye’s, Britain was forced to withdraw from the Levant.

Meanwhile, Austria received an ultimatum from Communist Germany.

Depose the Kaiser, lift the ban on the Austrian Communist Party, dismantle all border fortifications, and accept communism to liberate the workers.

For Austria, these were unacceptable terms.

Recognizing the Communist Party and embracing communism alone meant overthrowing the government.

Hitler sneered at Goebbels’s ultimatum.

“Not even worth considering.”

“It’s finally our turn.”

They hadn’t expected France to fall so quickly, but—

“Poland’s still holding out, but it won’t last long. In the end, we’ll be the breakwater against communism.”

Looking up and down, they’re perfectly positioned as a breakwater, aren’t they?

They have no intention of losing.

Since Poland is holding out, rejecting the ultimatum won’t lead to an immediate invasion.

But they have no intention of even pretending to comply.

Hitler suddenly turned his gaze eastward.

Britain is barely managing homeland defense, and France has lost its mainland.

This is probably exactly what the Russian Empress intended.

If Russia steps in and swiftly crushes the Reds, it’s obvious who’ll maintain order in Europe.

Losing dominance to the Slavs is unpalatable, but for now, there’s no choice.

Her perfect scenario is approaching.

Britain and France are wrecked, the Baltic and Balkan states will cling to Russia’s coattails.

Even if Britain recovers, with such losses and colonies abandoned, they won’t dare resist Russia post-war. France, even if it reclaims its mainland, won’t have the strength to challenge Russia.

So when will Moscow’s Empress make her move?

In the end, Russia will be the game-changer.

—

While war raged in Europe, we were building a reactor in Moscow and diligently advancing our nuclear program.

There’s a reprocessing plant in Chelyabinsk, and by some cosmic coincidence, Semipalatinsk in the Kazakh Republic was chosen as the test site.

Other cities, like the Soviet’s Atomgrad secret cities, also joined the nuclear program.

Thanks to the Bolsheviks in Siberia, forcibly sacrificing themselves for the Russian United States, the dangers of radiation were clearly understood, accelerating nuclear research.

To the point where Japan might say, “You’re one to talk about human experiments.”

Well, thanks to that, we’re making good use of the Bolsheviks.

They could be thrown into large-scale road construction and nuclear tests without hesitation.

“Wow, this is pretty cool.”

I admired Moscow’s reactor.

Sure, it’s an early model, so it’s a bit rough compared to modern ones.

But now we’re almost at the testing phase.

If it succeeds, we’ll make a few to drop on Berlin and Paris, plus a few spares.

If the U.S. says losses are too high for Operation Downfall, we could gladly drop a nuke on Japan for them.

Of course, the U.S. would have to pay Russia handsomely.

“Yes, Your Majesty. Isn’t it thanks to the knowledge you shared? We’re just curious how you knew such things.”

“It’s hard to explain. Let’s just say God gave it to end the war. That’s all you need to know.”

If you think about it, maybe that’s why that old man sent me here.

I’m not an expert in nuclear physics, but I know enough to guide nuclear scientists, so he sent me here.

A big moment is coming soon.

When it does, won’t all of Europe bow to us?

“Report from the Okhrana London branch. Families of the Dunkirk casualties are taking to the streets, demanding Churchill’s ouster.”

I’d lose it too.

They could’ve just stayed on their island, but Churchill prepared for war to take down Germany, declared war as the Allied leader, and the result was France’s betrayal and the annihilation of their army.

Unlike the original history, where Churchill maintained support despite fighting Nazi Germany, he squandered that massive army in Europe, so what can he do?

Churchill will probably beg, “Just give me until the war ends,” groveling in the streets to keep his cabinet.

Honestly, despite the Dunkirk fiasco, Britain doesn’t have a leader like Churchill right now.

Plus, the war isn’t over.

With the RAF and Royal Navy intact, they’ll hold out somehow.

But they’ll lose a lot, and the British Empire, sustained by colonies, no longer has the strength to maintain them.

Naturally, nations resentful of Britain will voice their grievances.

Like Türkiye, for example.

“The Turkish army has reclaimed Syria and secured ownership of the Levant in negotiations with Britain.”

The news from a Turkish diplomat brought a smile to my face.

As I hoped, Türkiye seized the moment, launching a special military operation under the pretext of eliminating communists in Anatolia and Syria, and naturally won.

Wow, what a jackpot.

If Britain accepted Türkiye’s demands, they must be truly desperate.

What’ll happen to India, Britain’s crown jewel?

If they can’t even manage colonies, India won’t stay quiet.

Britain’s elite forces were completely wiped out.

They’ll probably need to pull in colonial garrisons. Britain will desperately try to hold onto India.

Then, aside from some colonial garrisons, won’t they conscript from the mainland?

The Home Guard will probably show up soon.

Of course, the Home Guard is barely a second-rate militia with poor equipment.

In the original history, they abandoned equipment at Dunkirk, so they were short on gear.

In this history, with even greater losses at Dunkirk, it’s probably worse, not better.


I heard in the original history they even had spears.

Still, the Home Guard is just a reserve, a last-ditch effort to bolster numbers.

Britain can’t land, but if they muster their navy, they can prevent a homeland invasion.

Communist Germany, focused on crushing Poland and Austria to prepare for a final war with Russia, won’t attempt Operation Sea Lion.

If they try Sea Lion and suffer heavy losses, they’ll be exhausted before even facing Russia.



 
  Chapter 219: India’s Independence Activists


It seems neither Britain nor Communist Germany wants to expend their strength, as there’s no air battle over British soil right now.

This means Britain’s air force is still intact, and their air bases and anti-aircraft defenses remain operational.

While fighter performance is important, experienced pilots with plenty of flight hours are crucial too.

Both Churchill and Goebbels know this, so they’re tacitly avoiding overexertion.

Hitler took losses to the Luftwaffe during the Battle of Britain, but Goebbels isn’t doing that.

He’s probably eyeing Austria. Anyway, this shows things are quite different from the original history.

Phew, what a relief.

The board I set up is rolling even better than expected.

“Everything’s going as planned. What a relief.”

I clapped my hands, praising myself.

I was worried that Communist Germany might collapse too quickly without the variables I anticipated, or that Churchill might pull something like Operation Unthinkable to counter Russia.

To prepare for that, I ordered the development of hovercraft and amphibious armored vehicles.

They were just for contingencies, so I thought moderate progress would suffice, but their development has been faster than expected.

That means the time is approaching.

The Day of Judgment that will finally decide Europe’s fate.

“So, the time for us to join the war is coming?”

“Yes. But first, how’s the occupation of eastern Poland going?”

The groundwork is crucial, after all.

The Okhrana is fully in charge of this, so it depends on Savinkov’s capabilities.

One key part is the Poland operation.

“Many pro-Russian Poles are already in contact with us. Some of them, upset about joining the war despite Russia’s opposition, are protesting in the streets.”

“That’s unexpected. So many of them?”

The Poland operation is progressing better than I thought.

“Your Majesty’s popularity is surprisingly high in Poland too. They say they’d cooperate if you’d ascend as Poland’s queen.”

“Ahem.”

Just how badly are they fumbling that Poles want me as their queen?

Well, with a dazzlingly growing nation right next door, it’s understandable.

“Communist German forces are advancing again on the eastern front, and Commander Edward Rydz-Śmigły is focusing on defense.”

“With the French People’s Army joining them, it won’t be an easy fight.”

“Yes. We’ll have pro-Russian Poles request our support during the invasion. Then we’ll occupy eastern Poland and face off against Communist Germany.”

“Will they attack if we occupy eastern Poland?”

“Communist Germany will likely prioritize attacking Austria after occupying Poland, so they’ll only maintain a defensive line along our border.”

The Prussian war machine combined with Europe’s grand army.

A matchup of these two against the Soviet structure would be thrilling and fun.

It’s such a pity. Unfortunately, this is the Russian United States.

In this timeline, I’m Russia’s Tsar, and Germany, France, and Italy are the Reds.

While Britain’s laughing at its own downfall, I need to step in. Poland isn’t the only concern.

The one-armed Wilhelm’s German Empire still remains.

Perhaps out of sheer spite, neither Wilhelm II nor Ludendorff has died yet, seemingly determined to bring down Communist Germany in their lifetime.

That’s probably why they rushed. With their days numbered, they want to achieve something before the end.

It’s pitiable, but also their own doing.

“To keep the German Empire from falling, we need to securely occupy the east.”

Our goal now is to control eastern Poland and extend our defensive line to station troops in the German Empire.

Communist Germany will likely try to seize the German Empire to legitimize itself as the rightful government.

“We’ve already made full preparations.”

“By the way, where is Communist Germany getting its resources from?”

Doesn’t Britain still have a strong navy? How are they slipping through?

The French navy has its limits, and part of it went to the exile government, so it’s not even complete.

“With the mighty British fleet fully committed to homeland defense, they’ve lost control of the seas except around the British Isles. Imports aren’t difficult. They’ve even recalled the Eastern Fleet.”

Prime Minister Lvov answered my question.

Wow, with their army gone, they’ve pulled the entire fleet back to the homeland.

Makes sense. If Germany invades, when was the last time England was invaded? Since William the Conqueror?

Churchill wouldn’t want the blunder of a German homeland invasion on his record.

South America, unaware of Europe’s chaos, is probably a decent resource supplier for the Reds.

“Hm? The Eastern Fleet?”

“What’s the matter?”

With the U.S. in its current state, it’ll take ages to secure the Pacific.

If the Eastern Fleet, which should’ve been destroyed, is intact, couldn’t it help when we gather Britain’s fleet to deal with Japan later?

“Perfect. I’ll have some requests for Britain later.”

The losses are bigger than expected.

Japan hasn’t advanced further into the U.S. and is delusional about a ceasefire, so the U.S. is buying some time.

But it’s unclear if they’ll win the Battle of Midway and counterattack.

They need to win Midway to start a real counteroffensive from Guadalcanal, right?

“Your Majesty’s foresight strikes again. Truly remarkable!”

Upon arriving at the Kremlin, Maria’s eyes sparkled as she showered me with praise.

“Ahem. Foresight? I’m just leaning on the luck I’ve got.”

I’m just riding my luck.

This time, with the U.S. taking bigger hits than expected, I’m planning to use Britain’s fleet after ending the European war.

“Then aren’t all Russians getting gaslit by that luck?”

“Where’d you learn that word?”

“I heard it when Your Majesty mutters to yourself sometimes.”

Maria says it so confidently, as if she’s proud.

I do mutter in Korean sometimes to not forget it.

Maria can’t understand Korean, but she seems to like the word “gaslit.”

Why pick up stuff like that?

“Of course I know. But it fits so perfectly, it’s honestly surprising. Especially with Japan.”

Right, Japan. Without lifting a finger, China and Japan are walking the path of self-destruction.

Sure, their navy successfully hammered the U.S., but Japan’s focus is on China.

“Know your enemy and know yourself, and you’ll win a hundred battles.”


My biggest achievement is Japan.

Without me fighting China, Japan’s recklessly reducing its population, playing the role of the axis of evil.

This slowed their advance, giving China time to regroup. The Sino-Japanese War will likely drag on, unlike the original history.

Mutaguchi Renya’s big gamble and retreat was well-timed.

If he’d stayed in command, he’d have pushed for annihilation under Tojo Hideki, inevitably facing war crime trials.

We just need to backstab Japan later, paint ourselves as China’s saviors, and act virtuous.

I’m grinning at the thought of stepping onto the stage of World War II when—

“Uh, Your Majesty, Indian independence activists have come to Moscow.”

Indian independence activists were suddenly mentioned.

“Indian independence activists?”

“Yes. Perhaps thanks to Your Majesty’s support for Ethiopia.”

I looked into who came, and the names are quite something.

I did promote Ethiopia, but I didn’t expect this. Gandhi and Chandra Bose, no less.

To think Gandhi, the father of Indian independence, and Chandra Bose of the Free India Provisional Government would show up. Wow, this is something.

They must’ve heard Britain’s downfall and come to seek help from Russia, Britain’s rival.

“What should we do?”

Honestly, for me, planning to divide India, Gandhi’s dream of a unified India is a bit inconvenient.

Chandra Bose, unlike in the original history, won’t align with Japan, which is a relief.

Alright, let’s meet them.

I want to confirm a few things.

Is Gandhi really the great figure known to Koreans?

—

I personally welcomed Gandhi and Chandra Bose at the Kremlin.

“It’s an honor to meet Your Majesty.”

Gandhi and Chandra Bose looked just as they did in photos.

They probably came because of Ethiopia’s influence.

Every time I meet historical figures, it feels surreal to see people I’ve only known from photos in person.

Especially Gandhi, famous for nonviolent resistance and even in games. Seeing him in person feels profound.

Ethiopia blocked the invasion of the colonial empire Italy—red in name only—thanks to me.

“So, Gandhi and Chandra Bose. Both prominent Indian independence activists, right?”

“We don’t exactly wear such grandiose labels.”

“Hm, Russia will soon join the war, so I’ll be blunt. Are you here to request support for the independence movement?”

“Yes, Your Majesty. Britain is already struggling to maintain its colonies. If you support us, we’ll remain a strong ally to Russia in the future.”

They make it sound so simple.

But I can’t take their words at face value.

Politics and diplomacy are for one’s own nation.

If India prospers later and a close relationship with Russia becomes an issue, they might reconsider.

“Hmm. You make it sound obvious, but I’m neither that frivolous nor the sole authority.”

“But Your Majesty is Russia’s absolute leader, are you not?”

So that’s how they see me.

Can’t help it then.

“Russians call me a saint, while the Reds call me an imperialist witch. I’ll be honest. I’m an imperialist if anything, and I have no intention of supporting colonial independence movements without benefits for us. Though Britain’s in a mess, they’re nominally our ally.”

They exchanged awkward glances and fell silent.

They didn’t expect this, did they?

“Even if I’m an imperialist, compared to colonial Britain, I’m a saint. So, I can’t help but attach conditions.”

I’ll grant independence with conditions.

At this, Gandhi and Chandra Bose’s faces twisted oddly.

Don’t worry. I won’t pull a Britain, promising autonomy for war help.

It’s simple—just a return to pre-British India.

“What conditions?”

“Before Britain unified India, it was several nations, wasn’t it? After independence, if ethnic or religious groups want to secede, you mustn’t stop them. In other words, a regression.”

It’s a fair point.

If they want independence, shouldn’t India, forcibly unified by imperialists, be allowed to split again?

“But we want a unified India.”

“Isn’t that just swallowing the legacy of a colonial empire? Blocking independence is no different from Britain. Of course, this only applies if they want independence. If you take my intentions lightly and oppress independence, the Russian army will not forgive you. We might send troops to grant it ourselves.”

What if India resents this later?

If they don’t want independence, what’s the issue?

I’m a saint. A saint does saintly work. A unified India is the forced unification of colonial Britain, and since you’re asking for my help, I’ll erase the colonial remnants and restore the past.

If Gandhi and Chandra Bose want a unified India, the people there must choose to be Indian themselves.

“That’s…”

“It might seem like I’m scheming to divide India, but many ethnic groups in Russia chose to be Russian, joining the Russian United States as republics. If everyone truly wants a unified India, my words won’t matter, right?”

If you do well and prevent multiple Indias, that’s on you.

That’s what I’m saying.

“Are there other conditions?”

Of course.

It’s about liberating a place colonized for centuries.

Independence is natural, but since you’re asking for our help, we need conditions.

You’re set to gain independence, but supporting it while antagonizing Britain requires terms.

And what I’m about to say will shake India’s foundations.

“The caste system is a barbaric hierarchy akin to slavery. Abolish it.”

From what I’ve heard, Gandhi didn’t want to abolish the caste system, and I’m not sure about Chandra Bose, but—

This condition is necessary.

“The caste system is a deeply rooted Indian institution. Some exploit it, but it can be reformed gradually.”

As expected, Gandhi opposes abolishing the caste system, as history records.


This could easily be used to divide India.

It’s a bit sad they came to me.

This isn’t just about independence—it’s a stage for division.

Bhimrao Ramji Ambedkar and the pro-British Jawaharlal Nehru wanted to abolish the caste system.

Using this, India could be torn apart.



 
  Chapter 220: The Saint’s Dream


“I’m disappointed. As a saint, I cannot accept maintaining the barbaric and filthy caste system, the worst of all hierarchical traditions. I pity the Indian people that such individuals are their independence activists.”

I shook my head dramatically, letting out a loud sigh.

Of course, the caste system isn’t a simple issue.

Gandhi’s Hindu supporters want the caste system preserved.

Even if Gandhi wanted to abolish it to gain my support, his base would clearly revolt.

“Your Majesty, it’s not a simple matter.”

“We’ll address it gradually in the future.”

Gandhi and Chandra Bose vehemently opposed, saying now wasn’t the time.

Yes, it’s not simple.

It’s a proposal that shakes India’s foundation and, tied to religion, could spark friction between Hinduism and other faiths.

That would lead to problems for a unified India.

In other words, my proposal acknowledges a unified India if everyone wants to be Indian without separatist independence, but the caste system abolition suggestion sows division.

But here’s the thing—I don’t care.

Why should I, as a saint, recognize such a vile hierarchical system? I shouldn’t.

“Still waters breed rot. In this era, you two might treat the untouchables with love and compassion, but the caste system’s evils will persist. Without the definitive act of abolition, it’s impossible. If you truly seek India’s independence and came for help, isn’t this a condition worth accepting?”

At my words, they exchanged glances and sighed deeply.

In the end, they had no choice but to accept.

If they refuse, what can they do? Indian independence would vanish from their priorities.

Of course, separately, Britain has no choice but to let go of India. They just don’t know that.

If they desperately cling to India, it’ll become a hassle for them too.

Alright, shall I meet with the pro-British Nehru and independence hero Ambedkar later?

Honestly, since I don’t know how Gandhi and Chandra Bose will act in the future, meeting two figures historically interested in abolishing the caste system would be wise.

My choice now will inevitably split India later.

Wow, who would’ve thought I’d become someone who shapes the world?

“You look pleased.”

At Maria’s words, I grinned wickedly.

Watching Gandhi and Chandra Bose fade into the distance outside the window made it even more so.

“When I can shape the map as I please, how could I not be thrilled?”

Personally, Europe already has fewer countries than in the original history.

Hitler merged the Austro-Hungarian states.

Frankly, even if Poland remains a nation, it’s practically in a personal union with Russia, so it’s essentially the same country.

Then I’ll split things elsewhere.

It’d be fun to later split Britain into Scotland, Wales, and England if Churchill gets too bold, but he’s too pitiful for that, so I’ll stick to India.

China, too—I’ll split its massive population.

It’ll still have a huge population, but the balance will be maintained.

Let Gandhi and Chandra Bose clash.

“How about making Nehru the leader of a pro-British India and Ambedkar the leader of a pro-Russian India?”

At this point, isn’t it okay to have a bit of pride?

“And add Gandhi and Chandra Bose to the mix.”

“Exactly.”

India’s heavily decentralized, so it’ll be tough.

Even modern India hasn’t eradicated the caste system’s roots—will a newly independent India have the strength to abolish it?

Britain’s Churchill won’t entirely oppose it either.

After the Dunkirk massacre, Churchill’s in a position to beg at my skirts.

By now, he must’ve realized he can’t stop India’s independence and, unable to just retreat, will try to sow division within India, as in the original history, like a cunning nation.

If I help establish a pro-British government separately, Britain would be pleased.

It’s fortunate that, as a sensible guy, Britain’s gone into full homeland defense mode.

It’s a pity the Mediterranean fleet returned intact to the mainland.

Pulling in even the Eastern Fleet shows how gripped by fear they are.

And the U.S. is reportedly churning out ships from shipyards nationwide.

They’re so desperate that the Atlantic Fleet, once split between the U.S. Military Government and the U.S. Alliance, has moved to the Pacific.

Interestingly, the split Atlantic Fleet grew in size and quality under both factions due to the looming civil war.

What does this mean?

It reflects the U.S.’s determination to turn Japan into a living hell.

Anyway, this brings things the Duma will like.

Japan should’ve hammered the U.S. West Coast and gone all-in before hoping for negotiations, but it’s wasting precious time.

The U.S., slowed by civil war, is mobilizing its full strength solely to crush Japan.

I’ll intervene later. For now, shouldn’t we start moving our heavy rear?

“Your Majesty, this time, Britain’s Foreign Secretary is visiting the Duma.”

Those guys are busy.

If it’s Britain’s Foreign Secretary, I think I know who it is.

“Hm, Anthony Eden?”

“Yes.”

That guy’s serving as Foreign Secretary in tough times.

“He probably knows I met Gandhi and Chandra Bose, so just pass it along, and the National Duma will handle it.”

I’ve already gotten what I wanted.

Britain’s likely here to request support.

I hear the Red German army is facing off against the Austrian—no, now Danubian Federal—army in the Sudetenland.

The time to join the war is ripening.

—

London, Britain

As Anastasia predicted, Eden visited Russia to seek help.

Communist Germany has injected a red shot into France.

Three major powers are all red, and they’re riding high.

With all sorts of rhetoric, they’re pleading for Russia to step in.

Due to the army’s evaporation and fear of a Communist German landing, they’ve pulled in the Home Fleet, Mediterranean Fleet, and even the second-rate Eastern Fleet, which would’ve been smashed by Japan in the original history, to tightly guard the coastline.

They’ve even requested manpower from Ireland, promising independence for Northern Ireland as a package deal.

In this situation, Russia’s support, which they once dismissed, is a godsend.

But that’s one thing.


Churchill wasn’t pleased with Russia eyeing India, the crown jewel.

“Hah, now they’re meddling in Indian independence? If Germany’s around, they can’t be at ease either! Just because we conceded to Türkiye, they’re climbing all over us!”

Receiving a direct report from Anthony Eden, Churchill’s temples throbbed with veins.

Every day, he knelt and bowed to Dunkirk survivors, barely holding his cabinet together.

Amid this, Türkiye bruised his pride, and now the ignored Ivans might snatch India.

“It’s just a secondary option, they say. They know we can’t manage India.”

“Secondary option? What a thing to say.”

“The Russians said they’d provide food and supplies to prevent a communist revolution in Britain.”

In response to Britain’s courtship, the Russian National Duma said they’re preparing to join the war and will provide maximum material support to prevent a communist revolution in Britain.

The Royal Navy, solely focused on homeland defense, has let U-boats—annoying even in the original history—run rampant, blockading the British Isles. The U.S., fixated on Japan, ignores Europe.

Russia’s help was a godsend.

To think they’re worrying about food, not colonies.

He considered unleashing the navy to hunt down U-boats, but that was near impossible.

Not a single Red German could be allowed to land in Britain.

If Britain were invaded, it’d be the first time in 900 years the mainland was breached.

“At least William had a claim to the throne!”

If, during his tenure, Communist Germany occupied the mainland, it’d be the end.

Thus, gripped by fear, he recalled even the second-rate Eastern Fleet, which Japan would’ve crushed in the original history.

At this point, Churchill could only laugh like a madman.

The fact that he had to worry about the mainland before colonies was absurd.

Branded “Mr. Dunkirk,” he drank heavily every day, struggling to protect the homeland.

Leaning his alcohol-soaked body against a chair, he sneered at himself.

“How did our British Empire come to this?”

Since ignoring Russia and declaring war on Germany?

Since those damned frogs not only betrayed but painted themselves red?

Yes, it’s Dunkirk.

If only the evacuation had gone properly. Look at this mess.

See how much these Ivans look down on the British Empire.

“Still, we have to survive, don’t we? At least the navy’s defending the homeland, so that’s something. Russia’s late, but they say they’ll join when ready, so isn’t that fortunate?”

Yes, fortunate, perhaps.

Those Red Germans will never land on the British Isles.

They have the fleet and the hastily formed Home Guard.

Then he realized something.

Russia, after finishing its American deployment—no, even before—had the capacity to fill a front but kept delaying.

The reason Russia’s dragging its feet is singular.

Crash!

Churchill threw his whiskey-filled glass.

“Yes, that’s it. They’re delaying to gobble everything up. With Britain unable to act, they plan to swoop in and devour the ready meal!”

Churchill didn’t hold back his fury.

It’s clear. If he were Anastasia, he’d do the same.

Britain’s reduced to begging for Russia’s support.

In other words, Russia’s saying:

“We’ll take Europe, so stay out of when we move.”

They’ll act, but moving at Britain’s request versus on their own is a different magnitude.

Not joining the Allies, treating it as a separate war to take everything.

Of course, Churchill reorganized the Allies within the anti-aircraft pact, excluding Russia.

But Churchill was fed up.

He needed to curb the growing Russia, but the old lion lacked the strength.

Soon, the British Empire’s proud navy would be outmatched by Russia, bolstered by Japan’s technology and Kaiser’s generous warship support.

“I’m furious that I can’t do anything.”

The scenario is obvious.

Soon, Red Germany will deal with Poland, and Russia will use that to launch a special military operation to “protect” Poland, taking it first.

Then what? Poland will become a personal union with Russia again.

After that? Red Germany will target Austria, and Russia will use Austria as a meat shield to join the war.

The northern bear, stockpiling strength.

No, it’s that Moscow Empress. That damned saint’s brainchild, so the northern saint will sweep the red tide with a white wave in the name of anti-communism.

Britain can do nothing, will do nothing.

You need an army to fight, just as you need strength to bully Russia.

The Home Guard, scraping together old men and boys to fill numbers, is far inferior to the Red German army, which seems to have sold its soul to Goebbels.

In this desperate homeland defense, can they dictate terms to Russia?

Britain has no choice but to watch Russia’s actions.

Churchill was utterly furious.

—

Meanwhile, in Warsaw, Poland, Polish army commander Edward Rydz-Śmigły, like Churchill, couldn’t contain his frustration.

Poland was in dire straits.

Though its elite forces were annihilated, Britain, an island nation, could tightly guard the British Isles with the Royal Navy’s pride.

Poland couldn’t.

With the western front resolved, Communist Germany’s full-force punch began pounding Poland.

“Damn it, we should’ve moved faster!”

“Sir, the front is collapsing!”

It’s collapsing too quickly.

France’s grand army switching to Communist Germany was too much.

Soldier morale is abysmal, and the German People’s Army is brimming with pride from crushing the mighty British Empire.

“Damn Britain and France. We should’ve listened to Russia when they didn’t join!”

Now the eastern front invaders faced an even larger red tide.

The silver lining is that, thanks to prior arms purchases, they could hold out a bit longer against the Red army.

But there’s a limit to their capacity.

With the western front essentially over, Communist Germany brought its western forces to attack Poland.

Moreover, internal conditions aren’t exactly rosy.


As the war dragged on without notable success, anti-war sentiment grew in Poland.

Of course, it’s called anti-war, but it’s just German Communist Party members covertly stirring up Poland’s hidden Communist Party.

“At this rate, will we have to request Russia’s support?”

If Russia comes, it won’t be for free.

Will they even come in the first place?



 
  Chapter 221: Something Big Coming?


Russia’s potential intervention was a concern for Poland from the war’s outset.

Understandably so. While Russia has supported Poland thus far, it was Poland that once attempted to assassinate the current Tsar, unlike in the distant past.

If Russia moved in under the pretext of protecting Poland from Germany and settled in, that would be its own headache.

But now, they had to consider Russia’s intervention.

“Sir.”

“What is it?”

“Protests in the east are calling for Russian intervention.”

“In this situation?!”

Rydz-Śmigły felt his head splitting.

The east, bordering Russia, was heavily influenced by it.

Unlike the Russia that once oppressed Poland, the current Russia has been generous, leading to a rise in pro-Russian Poles in the east.

They began protesting as Communist German forces entered western Poland.

But the situation was dire.

Intelligence reported that French forces, now part of the People’s Army, would soon join the fray.

Could they withstand it?

Poland and the German Empire had scraped together 900,000 troops, but while the number sounds impressive, the actual combat-ready forces were far fewer.

“Will Russia intervene?”

Russia had built fortifications along the border, anticipating Poland’s fall to Communist Germany.

This implied that even if Poland showed signs of collapse, Russia wouldn’t intervene.

“Russia hasn’t fought Communist Germany yet. Germany seems to be exploiting this.”

“Not yet. If we’re requesting Russia’s support, we haven’t even started.”

Rydz-Śmigły couldn’t give up.

He’d rather die in Warsaw than invite Russia in, only to trade a fox for a tiger.

But the situation worsened by the minute.

Communist Germany’s armored units, built with tank technology stolen from Austria and Poland through years of espionage, were formidable.

The People’s Army’s armored wave, which shone at Dunkirk, was too much for Poland, as were Communist Germany’s bombers.

Even so, surrender wasn’t an option.

They now knew how the British died at Dunkirk.

Even British troops trying to surrender were mostly killed by the People’s Army, tired of “slaughtering imperialists,” except for a few survivors.

So, fighting was the only option.

Dunkirk’s victory sealed Britain’s inability to launch landings, but it also spurred Poland’s desperate resistance.

As Rydz-Śmigły fought fiercely, preferring death to calling Russia, with western Poland nearly lost, the Okhrana, which had long cultivated pro-Russian Poles like the German Communist Party nurtured the Polish Communist Party, mobilized them.

“Please, let the Saint’s army save Poland!”

Initially, pro-Russian factions called for Russia’s intervention, but as every scraped-together Polish force was crushed by the German People’s Army, easterners turned to the east.

They hoped Russia, which had shown goodwill to Poland, would protect them.

“The Poles are calling us! Let’s protect them from Communist Germany!”

The mighty White Army of the Russian United States finally began entering eastern Poland.

Rydz-Śmigły, desperately holding off Communist Germany with the last Polish forces in the west, realized Russia’s true intentions too late.

“We’ve been had!”

He realized it belatedly, but the deed was done. Russia’s army, not invading but responding to Polish calls for protection in a special military operation, entered the east.

“We’ll handle it ourselves.”

“Do you have the strength to protect it?”

With the west nearly lost, they couldn’t antagonize the Russian army entering to protect the east.

—

Great news arrived at the National Duma.

Eastern Poland was occupied without resistance.

This happened while Rydz-Śmigły, scraping every available force, fought the German People’s Army.

Unable to handle a two-front war, Rydz-Śmigły avoided provoking Russia and desperately held the west against Communist Germany.

“Your Majesty, congratulations! We occupied eastern Poland without resistance!”

Ungern laughed heartily, congratulating me.

I didn’t expect this either.

We’re not at war yet, but it’s practically the same, and now Poland’s split east and west again.

Moreover, Communist Germany is reportedly building camps in occupied western Poland to “reeducate” Poles.

At least we have no plans to oppress the east.

“If they’re grabbing Polish intellectuals and officers for ‘reeducation,’ it’s just oppression dressed up as reform.”

“Yes. Many have already died. Rydz-Śmigły’s last Polish forces are holding out, but…”

It’s essentially over for them.

Man, communism is something else.

Their actions are vicious, yet they package it as liberation or reeducation.

I think communism beats colonial empires in that regard.

No one wraps it better, yet no one’s more ruthless.

“If they’re done, the Polish government is effectively finished. What a pity.”

“It’s sad that Rydz-Śmigły refused to request our intervention until the end.”

Still, he did well as a second fiddle.

Communist Germany seems to have taken more losses here than on the western front.

“Perfect. Let’s form a pro-Russian monarchist government, citing the collapse of the Polish government.”

Then, establishing a new government and ascending as Poland’s queen in a personal union seals the deal.

Since Vladimir’s in the White Army now, I’ll let him shine this time to make a strong impression.

“We’re already laying the groundwork.”

Savinkov said proudly.

“It’s fortunate Britain and France are in such a state. If they were intact, they’d have protested immediately.”

If Britain and France were fine, would they let us take Poland? No way. They’d have thrown a fit.

But now, Britain and France need Russia’s help.

They can’t even talk back to Türkiye, so the answer’s clear.

“Hahaha! Communist Germany and the French Commune will go wild.”

“What can cockroaches do by scurrying around?”

Still, there’s one regret.

We didn’t take all of Poland, and now the west, as in the original history, has been absorbed by Communist Germany.

That stings a bit.


“It’s a shame we didn’t take western Poland, the core. But it can’t be helped.”

Not taking the west is regrettable.

The west is Poland’s heart, after all.

While eastern Poland developed through trade with Russia, the west, taken by Communist Germany, isn’t negligible.

It’s a hub for industrial output.

“But thanks to Dunkirk, Polish forces fought urban battles in every occupied area, destroying many western industrial facilities. Communist Germany likely can’t use them immediately.”

Oh, really? That’s great.

We need to wreck those before they can use Poland’s resources.

Poland won’t hold out much longer anyway.

The German Empire’s constant requests for intervention are proof.

Plus, resistance will likely emerge in Poland.

Since we’ve secured the east under the pretext of protection, no resistance will attack Russian forces.

“Britain’s army getting wiped out ended up troubling Communist Germany. What’s Churchill’s response?”

I asked the Prime Minister about Churchill’s reply to my inquiry on India.

I suggested splitting India during its independence, but how would Churchill, with his temper, respond?

I figured Britain, in its desperate state, couldn’t do much.

Part of me worried about Churchill rejecting it, but I made a proposal considerate enough of Britain’s pride, didn’t I?

“Britain, needing to recall even colonial garrisons, said they’d discuss it later but didn’t outright reject it.”

“As expected. They can’t easily refuse a proposal they’d like. The Low Countries… hm, Luxembourg was annexed by Germany.”

With India a done deal due to Britain’s predicament, after Britain withdrew, our Red family eagerly tore through, savored, and enjoyed the Low Countries.

Looking at this, I can see the picture forming.

France’s price for joining Germany wasn’t just going Red but also getting a share of the Low Countries.

The Prime Minister’s summary is interesting, especially regarding the Low Countries.

It’s called a summary, but with war looming, it’s just Okhrana reports routed through the Duma.

Since politics happens in the Duma, the Okhrana’s intelligence is reviewed there for responses.

“Yes. Alsace-Lorraine is a joint condominium governed by Communist Germany and the French Commune, and communist regimes have been established in the Netherlands and Belgium.”

That’s expected. The Low Countries have been torn apart.

Unlike the original history, they’ve properly split the north and south.

“Hm, Wallonia has been incorporated into France.”

Wallonia, southern Belgium, was absorbed by the French Commune.

Wasn’t that a French-speaking region?

Anyway, aside from Alsace-Lorraine, taking southern Belgium isn’t bad.

Our dear Goebbels turned France, destined to be a defeated nation, into a victor.

“Yes. Likely a carrot to entice France.”

To summarize, Flanders and Brussels formed the Flanders People’s Republic in northern Belgium.

The Netherlands became the Netherlands People’s Republic.

France went from a defeated nation to practically a victor.

Britain, having lost its army, is fighting on Churchill’s pride alone. They probably want peace with Germany.

Since they’ve essentially won, the French Commune must be desperate for self-justification.

But what’s this?

Queen Wilhelmina sent me a personal letter.

“Queen Wilhelmina, exiled to Britain, expressed intent for desperate resistance and sent a personal letter to us.”

Wilhelmina’s letter. Why did that old lady send it? Do I have to check it myself?

“You should take a look.”

“It’s from another country’s monarch, so we deemed it appropriate for Your Majesty.”

I get that, but the status doesn’t match.

A small nation like the Netherlands, which failed to handle Germany with Britain.

They don’t deserve to compare with me; the Duma could’ve handled it.

Anyway, Wilhelmina’s letter.

She must’ve been desperate, writing in Russian to cater to us.

Dear this, peace that, adorned with all sorts of flourishes.

In one word, it’s simple:

“Help.”

It’s just begging for help.

This pisses me off.

“Ridiculous. If she truly wanted desperate resistance, shouldn’t she have stayed in the capital and fought to the end?”

That’s what I think.

Joining the Allies and facing consequences? Then fight to the death.

Even Stalin, with escape plans, stayed in Moscow and won the defense battle.

Sure, national capacity matters, but it’s still galling.

Denmark fell quickly and tried to avoid provoking Communist Germany, so I’ll let it slide, but I really dislike the Netherlands.

Even during post-WWII reconstruction, they clung to the Dutch East Indies.

These guys are historically disgusting.

If they wanted true resistance, they should’ve fought gloriously like Poland.

“They joined the Allies, got wrecked, fled, and now call for their people to resist while begging us? Ignore them.”

Japan’s openly crazy, but these guys feel like psychopaths.

Can’t trust Britain, so they beg Russia? Disgusting.

Begging for help? Ignore them.

If we help, we’ll make them cough up the Dutch East Indies.

When the Allies are this broken, it’s our chance to boldly champion colonial liberation.

Not Red-style revolutionary liberation, but genuine independence without revolution—colonies would choose that.

That’s my thinking.

The time has come when colonial liberation is inevitable.

De Gaulle and Pétain are trying to hold on, but if they want Russia’s support, they’ll need to surrender colonies.

Türkiye’s just reclaiming Ottoman-era lands, not colonies, so that’s fine.

A great idea hit me.

“At this point, we can do whatever we want, right?”


“What do you mean?”

It’s only polite to explain.

It means Russia’s era has arrived.

“The great powers no longer have the capacity to manage colonies, do they?”

At the very least, it means we can call the shots now.
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If we wage war alongside Austria, separate from the Allies, it’s all the same.

“Yes. Seeing Britain fret over its precious crown jewel, India, suggests as much.”

Even Churchill must have that much sense.

He knows India cannot be held.

It’d be better to follow Russia’s proposal and hand part of India to a pro-British figure as a prime minister.

“Shall we help?”

I glanced at the Duma, tossing out the idea.

A fun thought occurred to me, so I figured it’d be fine.

Of course, it’s half in jest, so it’s okay if we don’t.

“The Netherlands?”

“Well, since we need to take down Germany, it could look like we’re helping on the surface.”

Oh, come on.

That’s one thing, but this is another. Would I help the Netherlands for nothing?

The world works on give-and-take.

“Of course, not for free. Tell them we’ll support the Netherlands on the condition they immediately grant independence to their colonies.”

Tell them to let go of that massive colony.

Anyway, given their state, Japan will likely target it as in the original history.

If the U.S. pours its strength into the Pacific, Japan will have no choice but to expand its front again in a mad gamble.

What will happen to Germany, taking a full-force punch? I’m curious.

“Hahaha! Truly, Your Majesty. It’s a no-loss deal for us.”

“But will they give up their colonies?”

No way they’d actually do it.

I think so.

Communist Germany and the French Commune did well by splitting Belgium and taking the Netherlands.

“Doesn’t matter if they don’t. It’ll be known how laughable it is that they can’t let go of colonies despite their state.”

Either way, I don’t care.

If they grant independence immediately, I’ll trumpet it globally, branding Russia as the champion of colonial liberation, the only savior of colonies.

In short, “Russia’s different from those guys!”

Colonies will have to be relinquished eventually. When they’re forced to let go later, it’ll all be credited to Russia.

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Colonial liberation is a matter of national prestige, and the Netherlands, unless they’re fools, know we’ll fight Germany regardless of their acceptance.

They’re just clinging to Russia to squeeze something out of Germany, or maybe they genuinely want to protect their people.

Unfortunately, I have no intention of indulging them.

“Whatever the case, the Netherlands, having lost its mainland, will be recorded in history as a senile old lady clinging to colonies.”

Even if Wilhelmina doesn’t intend that, it’ll happen.

That’s how it is with those who have nothing left.

They cling desperately to the last thing they have.

That’s why I set this condition.

Their pride will never let them give it up.

“That’s fortunate, in a way.”

“What do you mean?”

“If we hadn’t swiftly taken eastern Poland, wouldn’t their exile government have fled to Britain?”

Oh, right. The Polish exile government was in London, after all.

With Communist Germany smashing everything, setting up an exile government in the west would’ve been tough.

There wasn’t even time for that.

Rydz-Śmigły chose desperate resistance, after all.

Even so, since I have the support of eastern Poles, it’s not an issue.

“Refugees will probably flood from the west, right?”

“Yes, undoubtedly.”

“Then we’ll form a new Polish army. How about the Polish Kingdom Army?”

Monarchist flair is the best.

The Polish Republic Army sounds weak, doesn’t it?

But the Polish Kingdom Army, in a personal union with Russia, sounds more impressive.

“The Polish Kingdom Army of the Polish Romanov dynasty. Sounds grand. We’ll send military advisors to organize it in the White Army style.”

It’s about forming an army to reclaim land.

The Poles probably won’t mind.

Now, we need to protect the German Empire too. We should exploit Communist Germany’s reluctance to declare war on us.

“Is Commander Bermondt in the German Empire facing off against Communist German forces?”

“Yes.”

“His forces are small, so we need to send more troops.”

If we openly claim the German Empire as our territory, what can they do?

If they’re mad, they can throw the first punch.

“We’ll do so.”

Since Communist Germany isn’t planning to invade Russia right now, we should seize this moment.

If they attack Austria, war with us is inevitable, but that’s it.

They’ll likely fortify their defenses before hitting Austria.

We’ll bombard those defenses with missiles and all sorts of bombs, then roll in with an armored wave.

Maybe Goebbels thinks Austria will fall easily?

With Europe’s military powerhouse France, the war-machine legacy of Prussia in Communist Germany, and the so-called great power Italy below.

They probably don’t think the newly unified Austria can win.

“They’re definitely targeting Austria next.”

“Yes, undoubtedly.”

Fine, let’s say that’s the case.

If Goebbels attacks Austria, he’ll likely think, “We’ll take Austria before Russia arrives!”

That’s a dumb plan.

He’s underestimating Hitler too much. Hitler’s Austria is well-prepared.

Their tanks have been diligently developed, for one. Or does the Sudetenland fortress look like a joke?

No, maybe that’s why they took France first.

After taking France, they’re easily pushing through Poland.


With the French Commune’s help, it’s possible—that’s probably their calculation.

Britain’s too focused on homeland defense to stab Germany, and Denmark’s been taken, so who knows how that’ll play out.

One thing’s clear.

“It seems Goebbels is underestimating Hitler. What does the Defense Minister think?”

The fact that Goebbels is severely underestimating Hitler.

“I’ve heard the Sudetenland fortress is quite solid. They can likely hold out until we arrive.”

At my question, the Black Baron paused, then gave the answer I wanted.

Exactly. I believe in our Hitler!

—

Berlin, German Free Socialist Republic

With Britain and France essentially fallen, the Red family’s leaders—Goebbels, Thorez, and Mussolini—gathered in Berlin.

Since even mighty Britain can’t dare launch landings, they leisurely discussed how to carve up Europe.

Of course, the French exile government in Algiers and Britain still have strong navies, but can Algiers’ colonial troops even cross over?

They’ve even spread communist seeds in Algiers.

The Algerians likely won’t easily follow the colonial French exile government.

But.

Russia remains, so they need to deal with Austria quickly before clashing with Russia.

“All that’s left is Austria. We’ll sweep that patchwork nation, with Communist Germany annexing Austria and the rest turned into communist states through revolution. We must resolve this before Russia sends troops.”

A single storm to sweep Austria.

That’s why Goebbels took France first.

Taking France would let them crush Austria faster. After that, the Balkan states would be easy to trample, and then Russia.

But Mussolini, attending this meeting, was inwardly dissatisfied.

Mussolini’s support in Communist Italy was waning.

The reason was obvious.

His deployed forces were blocked by Ethiopia’s mountain divisions, France’s mountain divisions, and, in North Africa, where Britain’s Mediterranean fleet withdrew, by Ethiopia’s army again.

Naturally, this affected domestic support.

Of course, he suppressed anyone daring to challenge the General Secretary’s authority, but he still needed to show something.

Even if they were blocked, didn’t Italy contribute to France’s communization?

So, isn’t it fair to demand some land?

“How about we take Croatia?”

He boldly spoke up.

Claiming his share, he sought land.

He was particularly irked when Germany and France split the Low Countries.

Italy hadn’t gained anything.

Especially in North Africa, being pushed back by minimal British forces and Ethiopia stung.

“Italy?”

“We helped Germany by opening a front against the French Republic, didn’t we? Africa’s tough due to supply issues, so we were pushed back.”

Goebbels briefly wondered if this guy was sane.

Pushed back by Ethiopia, let alone France.

And now demanding Croatia? You need to contribute something to get anything.

Still, if they can fight properly and occupy at least southern Austria, it’s not impossible to give something.

“Fine. When we attack from the north, including the Sudetenland, open a path from the south.”

“And why not expand our comrades? How about pulling Yugoslavia into our fold?”

“Yugoslavia, huh.”

Yugoslavia, frankly, needs a revolution.

Monarchist nations must eventually spark red revolutions to abolish monarchies entirely.

“Yugoslavia’s full of resentment toward Austria over Croatia’s transfer, so using them could create a three-front war.”

Mussolini was right.

Yugoslavia was rife with Serbian discontent over Croatia’s transfer to Austria.

Yugoslavia was a funny country. They wanted Croatia but discriminated against its Croatians.

Idiots. Still, using Yugoslavia seemed like a good idea.

Use them fully, then spark a revolution in Yugoslavia.

But whether they’ll listen is another matter.

“Will Yugoslavia heed us?”

“Yugoslavia’s been abandoned by Russia. If we promise to maintain their monarchy, they’d have no reason to refuse. With our three nations pressuring them, what can Yugoslavia do?”

Yugoslavia, still under King Alexander I, desired peace.

Benito Mussolini decided to disrupt Yugoslavia’s sneaky foreign policy.

Russia’s far, but the Red Front’s close—what can Yugoslavia do?

“That makes sense. But post-war, Yugoslavia must undergo a communist revolution.”

A communist nation accepting help from a monarchy is absurd.

“Obviously.”

“Now that our three General Secretaries are gathered, what’s to fear? Hahaha!”

At Mussolini’s sycophantic laughter, Goebbels felt a bad premonition.

Surely, with two nations attacking Austria at once, Italy couldn’t fail.

At the very least, they’d shine in Austria. That was his judgment.

—

Meanwhile, Yugoslavia received a unilateral demand from Italy.

Join the Red Front and attack Austria again.

A proposal from a nation humiliated in Africa, but with Germany and France behind it, it couldn’t be ignored.

Yugoslavia’s King Alexander I, effectively delegating state affairs, summoned Pavle.

“Pavle, what should we do?”

Pavle had been skillfully navigating Yugoslavia through this chaotic world.

Now, Alexander desperately needed his help.

“How about joining the Red Front for now?”

“What if Russia invades?”

It’s obvious Russia’s shielding Austria.

Unlike Serbia’s days, Yugoslavia would be abandoned by Russia.

“We’ll feign attack, then explain our position to Russia. The Red Front’s momentum is formidable. Even Russia would struggle against those three.”

Pavle believed Russia couldn’t defeat the Red Front.

Though Russia’s different now, it struggled in the Great War, when Britain was intact.

Now, Britain, decimated at Dunkirk, lacks landing capability, and its navy guards the island like a fortress.

The Danubian Federation just unified, and with France—Germany’s Great War foe—now fighting alongside Germany, Pavle judged Russia, even strengthened, would struggle.

But.

Alexander focused elsewhere.

Yes, communist nations joining hands with monarchist Yugoslavia.

This could naturally lead to the monarchy’s collapse.

Yugoslavia already tolerates minor communists to avoid clashing with the Red Front, but joining hands could genuinely threaten the monarchy.

Even if they survived like Italy, the Yugoslav royal family’s downfall was clear.

“But the Red Front nations might spark a communist revolution in us.”

They’d never recognize a monarchy.

They knew they’d be used, but there was no choice.

Italy knew this and made the demand, didn’t they?

Then Yugoslavia needed to prove its worth in its own way.

“A crisis can be an opportunity. If we use this well, we could balance the Red Front and the anti-aircraft pact. If we prove more useful than Austria, wouldn’t Russia reach out again?”

Pavle knew Russia openly ignored Yugoslavia.

Moreover, the Tsar’s favoring the seemingly grand Triple Alliance, even rebuilding the Dual Monarchy to counter communism.

In this situation, Yugoslavia’s choice, if any, was to avoid siding with either and somehow preserve the state.


But that’s a significant gamble.

What else could they do? They had to counter the threat facing Yugoslavia.

“Many officers are unhappy about this. Will it be okay?”

“Better than the country falling to communism.”

Yes, that was the only way for now.
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Vienna, Danubian Federation

Not long ago, an official declaration of war arrived from the Red Front and Yugoslavia.

Though ties with the Red Front nations had long been severed, their deployment of troops to the border signaled their intent to crush the Danubian Federation.

The Yugoslav ambassador’s declaration of war further confirmed the Red Front’s invasion plans.

War clouds were gathering over the Danubian Federation.

During the Great War, Serbia struck first against Austria, and now, as the Danubian Federation, Serbia was at it again.

Though Yugoslavia’s declaration was likely coerced, Hitler still wanted to crush Serbia.

“These people shouldn’t exist on this earth.”

Damned Serbs. From the Great War to now, there’s nothing redeemable about this despicable, vile nation.

That Russian Empress dragged the Slavs to their current status, yet Serbia, after wresting Croatia and Bosnia from the Dual Monarchy, failed to unite them, instead fostering discrimination and division.

Now they’ve joined the Red Front to attack the Danubian Federation.

What an utterly despicable and vile nation.

The Serbian race itself, alongside those Reds, must be eradicated from the heavens.

Like how Japan in the Far East treats China—a vile nation that shouldn’t exist.

A sneaky race that seizes any chance to prey on neighboring countries.

One day, they must be torn apart. Fortunately, Russia’s on our side this time—what a relief.

“Are we going to lose?”

Göring, sweating as he skimmed the declaration, asked. Hitler shook his head.

Lose? Who? The Danubian Federation? Or this Hitler?

Though the Dual Monarchy struggled against Serbia, today’s Austria—no, the Danubian Federation—is different.

United against communism, even the recently annexed Croatia, freed from Serbian oppression, has embraced Danubian rule.

It’s time to show the united strength of the Danube.

The power of the honorary Aryans.

For the true liberation of the German nation, they will win.

With a relaxed expression, Hitler clenched his fist.

“No, we’ll win.”

They would win, no matter what. Win and liberate Germany.

Goebbels mentioned total war, didn’t he? Then they’d meet it with total war.

“It’s time. Let’s head to the Danubian Parliament. It’s prepared, right?”

“Yes, I’ll escort you.”

Hitler, with Göring, headed to the Parliament.

—

Danubian Parliament

Hitler stood at the podium, gazing at the parliament packed with federation MPs.

The MPs, sensing the prelude, already guessed what Hitler would say.

And then.

Hitler opened his mouth with vigor from the podium.

“Honorable members of the Danubian Parliament! For decades, we were torn apart by the Treaty of Saint-Germain—or rather, the Saint-Germain Shackles—growing ever more divided. But we are one under the Habsburgs and the Danubian flag, and now we are united once more. Without us, the Danubian lands would still be uncivilized, steeped in barbarism.”

Hitler paused to catch his breath.

Then, placing a hand on his chest, he clenched his fist and carelessly tossed the declarations of war from the Red Front nations.

“Just recently, declarations of war arrived from the Red Front’s three nations and Yugoslavia. The aim of Communist Germany, Communist Italy, and the Allied traitor France is to communize us. Yugoslavia, ignorant of its place, shamelessly clings to great powers for victory, utterly reprehensible. But no matter how strong the enemy, there’s one word I’ll never know: surrender! I solemnly declare to the world that we will not repeat the history of September 10, 1919! I, Chancellor Adolf Hitler, am ready to sacrifice my body and life for the Danubian people and Federation, and I ask the same resolve from all of you. I ask you: will you fight or submit? Will you be slaves to communism or embrace freedom?”

Hitler’s masterful oratory ignited the already charged MPs, who leapt from their seats.

“We’ll fight!”

“Long live the Danube!”

“We want freedom!”

“Hail Habsburg, God protect the Kaiser!”

The MPs, swept by Hitler’s eloquence, roared for war.

The stage was set.

This would ensure survival against the red tide’s invasion.

Unlike the fragile Dual Monarchy, the united Danubian Federation would resist the red tide.

Hitler’s speech was enough to set the Danubian people’s hearts ablaze.

With a fierce flame, they’d repel the red plague, which the red tide could never overcome.

“If we lose this fight, only death, submission, and the horrific oppression of communism await. But if we win, we’ll overcome past pains and show our will and strength to the world! We’ll liberate the Germanic people under communist regimes, punish the Great War traitor Italy, and reclaim the Danube’s rightful territories from those Serbs! Let’s fight, all peoples of the Danubian Federation! Danubian people! Let us tighten our belts, rise, and stand against the invaders! I hereby declare a total mobilization of the Danubian people!”

Enthralled by Hitler’s speech, the Danubians united in their resolve to fight communism.

The speech was broadcast across the Danube via radio and television.

“““Hitler! Hitler! Hitler!”””

At that moment, total mobilization was declared in the Danubian Federation.

Coincidentally, this day was April 6, 1941, when Yugoslavia was invaded by the Axis in the original history.

With Hitler’s war speech and mobilization decree, the Danubian Federation entered a wartime footing.

The Danubian Defense Force, the federation’s regular army, was deployed to all borders, and recruitment offices saw endless volunteers.

Factories like Škoda, using technology transferred from Russia, produced tanks and fighters, preparing for defense.

Supplies poured into the Danube from Russia via rail, and the Danubian army was incomparable to the Dual Monarchy era.

The first to act on this news was Italy.

“Now’s the time! Strike Austria!”

Italy’s Red Army, previously blocked by French mountain divisions, marched north to attack Austria.

“Mussolini’s attack is stopped by Austrian mountain divisions.”

“Blocked again? What idiots.”

Mussolini achieved the triple crown of being blocked by mountain divisions from three nations.

Around this time, he was dubbed, alongside Churchill’s “Mr. Dunkirk,” a towering figure by Commonwealth nations.

—

National Duma

Today’s agenda: the Reds have finally declared war on the Danubian Federation.

With the Red family declaring war, it’s our turn to move.

Bound by a mutual defense treaty with the Danubian Federation, Russia must join the war.

I fixed my gaze on the White Army generals dominating the Romanov Nationalist Party.

“Austria—no, the Danubian Federation—has entered a state of war. Per our mutual defense treaty, we must join the fight. Are you prepared?”

“Your Majesty, we’ve prepared an army to sweep Europe, so rest assured.”

Good. Then we need to plan operations, don’t we?

“What’s the White Army’s plan?”


“First, we’ll reorganize the remnant Polish Republic forces from western Poland into the Polish Kingdom Army. Then, alongside the German Empire’s army and our White Army, we’ll attack. We’ll retake eastern Poland and strike the Reds’ rear to support the Danubian Federation. The variable, however, is the French Commune.”

Yes, that damned French Commune. They’re the issue.

I heard they issued a total mobilization order too. Or did they?

Oddly, the French Commune doesn’t seem as dumb as expected.

They fell to Operation Sickle in one swoop, but as enemies, they’re performing well—unbelievable.

“The French Commune issued a total mobilization order, right?”

Yes, France is a bit of a hurdle.

They fell to Operation Sickle, but still.

We need to consider France’s domestic situation.

There was anti-war sentiment, and now they’re swaggering as a victor.

They just hitched a ride with Communist Germany.

But since they invested in the army instead of the Maginot Line, their army alone might be tough.

Of course, that’s only the army.

“Yes. Though our weapons are superior, if they’re determined to block us and cook Austria, with Italy below, it’ll be tough.”

“But that’s only looking at the army, right?”

And we have new weapons.

Jet fighters, rockets, and even nukes.

Plus, our sheer population ensures we won’t be outmatched in scale.

“Yes, Your Majesty. If jet fighters, bombers, rockets, and other new weapons perform, the Red Front will lose air superiority and face ground bombardment.”

They’ll take a beating.

War isn’t won by talk alone, but I’ve got a good feeling.

“Leave Spain for later and request Balkan nations to join. It’s time to tear apart the communist bloc.”

Since Yugoslavia joined the Red Front, it’s time for Bulgaria to act.

Dismantle Yugoslavia and restore the original borders.

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

“Can the Danubian Federation hold off the enemy?”

“Communist Germany, the French Commune, Italy, and Yugoslavia are hitting from all sides, but their solid defense preparations should hold until we arrive. Plus, the Balkans will send troops first.”

That’s reassuring, but what’s this?

Yugoslavia sent an explanation to the Duma.

Since the Duma likely knows the contents, I glanced at the Prime Minister to speak.

“Yugoslavia sent an explanation. In summary, they had no choice but to attack the Danubian Federation and ask for leniency.”

The Prime Minister held up a scrap of paper from Yugoslavia’s King Alexander or whoever.

An explanation, probably “we had no choice.”

They judged refusing would mean immediate attack from the Red Front.

It looks like they’re trying to diplomatically preserve the state, but Yugoslavia made a grave mistake.

They assumed the Danubian Federation would lose.

That’s why they’re attacking with the Red Front.

I was already planning to dismantle Yugoslavia, but this is galling.

They think they can take the Danubian Federation’s place?

“Pitiful. They’re desperate to survive.”

Yugoslavia’s pitiable, but what can they do?

If they’re upset, they shouldn’t have killed the Austrian Archduke. Frankly, I’m partly to blame, but didn’t the Sarajevo incident spark the Great War?

Though the war was bound to happen, Serbia was a cause.

“For now, pretend to accept it and tear them apart later.”

“Understood.”

Now, the real deal.

Hitler gave a war speech in the Austrian Parliament, didn’t he?

Then it’s time for our war speech.

“Can the rockets and fighters we’ve developed be used across Europe?”

“The late Dr. Tsiolkovsky improved Dr. Goddard’s rockets, enhancing their performance.”

Tsiolkovsky. Alongside Goddard, he laid the foundation for the Russian United States’ aerospace technology.

His legacy will now pound Germany.

His rockets will herald communism’s downfall in this war.

We can’t let our guard down, so we need to hit hard from the start.

“Deploy them to the border and prepare to bombard as soon as the war starts.”

“Yes. Once ready, we’ll bombard Communist Germany’s defenses.”

Starting the war now means we’ll take losses.

It’s just eastern Poland, but we need to land a painful blow on Communist Germany.

If we’re fighting, we should sweep the border in one go.

Since war’s already begun, unless we strike first, the Red Front won’t attack Russia until Austria’s fully taken.

“Let me be clear: I’ll personally lead this time too.”

“Your Majesty, no!”

“This war isn’t like the Red-White Civil War!”

No, it’s not different.

The civil war was internal; this is external. Sure, we’re fighting on foreign soil, but I’m not one to die.

I’ll write another legend.

“Different? It’s the same. The enemy’s communists, we’re the White Army. What’s different? I won’t die like the Far East’s Emperor.”

I’m not like Hirohito.


Didn’t I prove it in the civil war?

“Then let’s declare war. Since we have no diplomatic ties with Communist Germany or Italy, I’ll do it directly via radio and television.”

I sprang from my seat.

The Moscow broadcasting station’s ready for my speech, right?

The day I give a World War II speech has finally come.
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Soon, I stood on a stage prepared by the National Duma, broadcasting a war speech with the aid of Moscow’s radio station.

“Citizens of the Russian United States, I must deliver unfortunate news today. Though our Russia has long pursued peace both domestically and internationally, the Red Front—Communist Germany, the French Commune, and Italy—has invaded Austria, our ally bound by a mutual defense treaty. This is nothing less than a declaration of war against Russia, treating us with contempt.”

Slowly, deliberately, I spoke. This isn’t about dragging you into war; it’s the way the world is moving. We must fight back.

As Tsar, I persuade the nation.

“Their goal is simple: to communize Europe, achieve a world revolution, and turn everyone into red cockroaches. Our Russian United States, having endured a civil war, knows firsthand the malice of communism. If Europe falls to them, we’ll be next. Watching their communization would make us complicit in failing to stop them when we could. This is inseparable from our survival. Rise up, all of you! As we crushed the Bolsheviks, in the fields, mountains, rivers, and seas, let us, the proud white wave of the Russian United States, sweep away communism, liberate Europe, and defend freedom!”

A short, simple speech, not overly grand, but bold enough to rally war support.

My direct war speech garnered explosive support from the Russian people.

War is unavoidable. Then we must fight from an advantageous position.

Though it’s been 20 years since the Red-White Civil War, the nostalgia lingers.

“Mother Tsar, Ura!”

“God protect Russia!”

“It’s time to defend Europe from the Reds!”

With the war broadcast, the Russian United States entered a wartime footing.

Countless factories turned into munitions plants, producing tanks, planes, firearms, and more.

Unlike the Russia of the Great War, which outsourced weapon production, this Russia churned out arms from countless factories spanning Eurasia.

From the Far East, Central Asia, and Siberia, equipment flowed through new logistics hubs like Yekaterinburg. Produced in the Caucasus and southern Russia, gear filled Russia’s European arsenals via its vital railways. Recruitment offices, even astonishing Danubian ones, saw endless volunteers.

The Black Sea Fleet, bolstered by Türkiye’s navy, formed a joint fleet.

The issue?

Hitler, that sly dog, boosted Danubian morale with his war speech, raising their army’s spirit.

As Russia’s Tsar, I felt compelled to do the same, so I decided to rally the White Army next.

To crush the communists.

Thus, I stood before the White Army filling White Square.

“Listen! Twenty years ago, you vanquished the Soviet red plague that sought to stain Russia, making today’s Russia possible. Thus, I formally organized the former Imperial Army, once called the White Army, to protect Russia from global communist revolution. Now, Red Germany, France, and Italy invade the Danubian Federation, seeking a European revolution. As defenders of liberal democracy and the Orthodox Church, how can we stand by? We must rise, become the white wave that overwhelms their red tide, and break the red flags aiming to dominate Europe!”

Saying this feels a bit embarrassing.

Look at the White Army soldiers’ gleaming eyes.

Doing this in the heart of Moscow feels a bit much.

“Fear not! The White Army is the army of the United States and my army, Tsar Anastasia. I won’t send you to the battlefield alone! Would I, standing here, send you to war alone? As in Yekaterinburg, Tsaritsyn, and Moscow 20 years ago, I, Anastasia, will join my army as a soldier. The once-mighty British Empire, spanning the five oceans, is now a toothless lion unable to land, but our Russia, you, are different! We’ll sweep away their red tide and reorganize Europe under Russia’s order!”

Reorganizing Europe under Russia’s order.

What an ambitious statement for the White Army.

The Russia that groaned during the Great War now aims to reshape the world.

How thrilling is that?

“How can the Tsar personally fight?!”

“We’ll dedicate victory to Mother Tsar! Await triumph in the Kremlin!”

“We’ll fight! We’ll slaughter the Reds!”

Oh, yes. This is the moment to charge, but the mood suggests I should join them.

I won’t die anyway, so what’s the worry?

Sure, bombs hurt a lot, but I have my assurances. I won’t end up like Hirohito, minced into cube steak.

“I’m not like my father! I’ll never lead you to futile deaths! I, Vladimir, and the Romanov dynasty will stand with you!”

Initially, the White Army protested.

A Tsar joining the fight? It’d be odd if there wasn’t resistance.

But no one could stop my decision.

“Dedicate victory to Mother Tsar! Ura!”

“Glory to the White Army! Glory to the Third Roman Empire!”

“God protect the Tsar!”

Now, the second act of World War II has begun.

Soon after, Balkan nations declared war on Yugoslavia.

“Bulgaria, Romania, and Türkiye declared war on Yugoslavia!”

“That should be enough to crush Yugoslavia.”

Bulgaria’s decently strong, isn’t it? Let them rampage as the Prussia of the Balkans.

With Türkiye mobilizing, Yugoslavia’s done for.

Yugoslavia isn’t populous like Russia, and their army, a mini Dual Monarchy, must be in shambles.

Attacking the Danube was a gamble.

Did Yugoslavia not anticipate this? Or perhaps they begged Russia to mediate, hoping we wouldn’t use Balkan nations to strike their rear. Too bad, no chance.

If Balkan nations treat the war separately, like Britain and France, and attack Yugoslavia, we just watch.

Why waste the White Army on Yugoslavia?

—

Belgrade, Yugoslavia

As Russia entered full wartime mode, Yugoslavia, caught in an awkward position, received declarations of war from Bulgaria, Romania, and Türkiye, like fans thrusting papers for an idol’s autograph.

“Bulgaria, Romania, and Türkiye have declared war.”

“All… three?”

Romania, Bulgaria, Türkiye.

All are significant nations, especially Bulgaria, a close neighbor.

Alexander groaned at the triple declaration.

“Yes. Bulgaria’s already attacking our defenses. Romania’s supporting them, and Türkiye’s army will move soon.”

Not just allied declarations, but Türkiye’s army too? What does that mean? The three nations are set on pounding Yugoslavia.

“Didn’t we tell Russia? Begged them to look kindly, throwing away pride?”

“Russia claims ignorance, saying the three nations independently attacked Serbia. If we’re upset, we shouldn’t have earned their enmity.”

Don’t earn enmity.

Is that how state relations work? If you dislike each other, you compete and fight.

Sure, assassinating the Austrian Archduke crossed a line, but they wouldn’t bring that up now.

Russia’s rudeness stems from their plan to toss Yugoslavia to the Balkans.

No, now’s not the time to sit idly.

We need to respond, don’t we?

“Can’t we stop them? How many are coming?”

“Confirmed numbers approach 700,000.”

“Damn!”

It’s over. Yugoslavia can’t split its forces now.

The army sent to attack the Danubian Federation is underperforming, getting hammered by their forces. Diverting more troops is impossible.

Since the Great War, Yugoslavia, prone to reckless actions yet lacking combat prowess, spiraled into the worst situation from the war’s outset.


“How about requesting reinforcements from Italy?”

They’re allies, after all.

Accepting Red reinforcements isn’t ideal, but there’s no choice.

Italian troops are needed to fend off Balkan armies.

But.

Our Benito Mussolini never disappoints.

At that moment, Mussolini was deep in thought in his General Secretary’s office.

The Danubian Federation is unexpectedly strong.

Hitler’s a tough bastard.

Defending against the mightiest Red Roman army with just mountain divisions? If roles were reversed, the Danubian Federation couldn’t have beaten Red Rome, but it’s very Habsburg.

He needed to secure more stakes.

If the Danubian Federation is torn apart by French and German People’s Armies, Italy, having done nothing, would struggle to demand Croatia.

Then, Yugoslavia requested aid.

They’re getting pounded by Balkan nations and need help.

Would sending reinforcements gain war leverage? A thought struck.

What if they opened a new front under the pretext of aiding Yugoslavia?

Take Greece and attack Balkan nations from the south.

Trembling like an anxious puppy, Mussolini clenched his fist before the pleading Yugoslav ambassador and shouted.

“Ambassador, fear not! The Italian Communist Party, listen! We shall send the Red Army to aid our Yugoslav comrades!”

Moved, the ambassador nearly wept with gratitude.

“Thank you! The General Secretary’s great kindness—”

“Now, we’ll mobilize the navy and take Greece first!”

He didn’t shy from revealing his true intentions.

The absurd claim of attacking Greece stunned the ambassador.

Why Greece? Just send reinforcements. Or use Albania, at least.

“What?”

“We’ll take Greece, communize their army, and strike the Balkan imperialist nations!”

What nonsense.

Fighting Balkan nations with a communized Greek army? Utterly absurd.

“No, just send reinforcements!”

“We’ll rebuild Red Rome!”

Despite the ambassador’s pleas, Mussolini opened a new front.

Solely to secure Italy’s stake in this communist-imperialist war.

Naturally, Goebbels in Berlin caught wind of this.

“Comrade General Secretary, Comrade Mussolini declared war on Greece.”

“Comrade, say that again. What?”

His ears must’ve misheard.

The Danubian Federation’s fierce resistance is already causing losses, and now what?

“To aid Yugoslavia.”

Opening another front to help Yugoslavia?

Greece is practically neutral. Invading them now, opening another front—what’s the point?

Sure, Greece needs a communist revolution, but not now.

Just send reinforcements to Yugoslavia. What’s he doing?

Given Italy’s track record, can they even handle Greece?

Honestly, isn’t Italy’s strength just in numbers?

Opening a new war in this situation? Do they have that luxury?

Though they’re sourcing resources from South America, if Churchill gets serious and disrupts with the Royal Navy, it’ll be a hassle.

It’s not time to joyfully start new wars.

What’s this nonsense?

A possibility struck Goebbels.

“Is that man a Russian spy?”

How else could he seriously entertain such madness with Italy’s capabilities?

Or does he think Italy’s army is formidable?

No, maybe not entirely wrong, given his daily rants about rebuilding Rome.

With the Danubian Federation fight—Hitler vs. Goebbels—at Sudetenland, this damned Italy is ruining things.

Still, could they fail to take Greece?

To be optimistic, Ethiopia had strong Russian imperialist support and was defending home turf.

North Africa was a lapse, and attacking Europe’s top army, France, then shifting to defense, is understandable.

Who knows? If Operation Sickle failed, trusty Mussolini might’ve broken through southern France to Paris.

But Goebbels shook his head.

No matter how hopeful, he couldn’t picture Italy’s army breaking France.

He should pressure them to stop now—

“Comrade General Secretary!”

“What now?”

No more disasters, please. What’s that look? Is Russia crossing the border?

Resistance rages in western Poland, but it’s managed by the pro-Goebbels Polish Communist Party.

They’re establishing a new communist government, absorbing the Polish Red Army to hold the Polish defensive line.

Furious at Russia swallowing the east, Goebbels knew the fox-like Empress would strike when they’re weakened.

So, it’s not Russia.

“Mussolini’s landing forces were blocked by the Greek army. They request minor support.”

“Haha.”

Ethiopia, France, Austria, Greece.

Blocked by four nations.


Goebbels genuinely wanted to tear Benito Mussolini apart.

Soon after, Russian forces began attacking western Poland.

“What are those? No propellers?”

“Damn, something keeps flying in, destroying cities!”

Using weapons Communist Germany didn’t even know existed.



 
  Chapter 225: Declaration of War (3)






After Poland was divided east and west in this timeline, a peculiar tension lingered between Communist Germany and the Russian United States.

When Communist Germany invaded the Danubian Federation, a state of war was automatically triggered.

However, Communist Germany focused solely on defense and attacking the Danube, while Russia, “preparing,” stalled as long as possible, creating a pseudo-war. Now, the situation has changed.

The White Army devised “Operation White Flood” to paint Europe white and immediately implemented it.

The attack on Communist Germany began.

The hastily formed Polish Kingdom Army and German Empire Army coordinated, with the Russian White Army advancing into western Poland, preceded by intense bombardment of the western Polish front.

Heavy bombers STB-1 to 3, developed through the Veliye Project, struck major cities in the Polish People’s Republic, a Communist German puppet state, including Warsaw, Kraków, Lviv, Ternopil, and Lublin.

“They weren’t our match even in the Great War!”

“Roskie scum, try your best!”

The German and Polish People’s Air Forces scrambled to intercept Russian bombers, but like bees from a hive, Illyushin small craft detached from the bombers engaged the Red Air Forces.

Unlike the original history, Russia-developed P-39 fighters clashed with the Red Air Force.

Regrettably, like the Spanish Civil War air battles, the Red Air Force couldn’t beat us.

Our fighters tailed and shot down German planes with ease.

Jet-engine fighters were beyond Communist Germany’s ability to counter.

It’s not that Red Germany hasn’t advanced.

Our side simply made colossal strides.

Receiving reports at headquarters, I couldn’t help but smirk.

I’d worried that if Communist Germany had a genius Red weapons developer, we’d be in trouble.

“Your Majesty, we’ve seized air superiority. Their Red Air Force can’t challenge ours.”

“They’re panicking, scattering like flies.”

At headquarters, I crossed my arms, tapping my fingers.

Since there’s such a gap, I want to make this war more entertaining. There’s a project in the works.

“Hmm, I’d love to taunt the enemy more.”

“The Stingray Plan to mock them won’t be ready until early next year, right?”

Right.

I’m referring to that unfinished flying-wing aircraft.

Its performance wasn’t bad. Designers under Igor Sikorsky are working on it.

I don’t expect perfect performance.

Proper flying wings come much later, so just using it to taunt is enough.

It showcases our overwhelming technological superiority.

Even now, beyond bombings, rockets unimaginable to Communist Germany are hammering western Polish cities.

Destroying western Poland benefits us.

It ensures the devastated western Poles rely on Russia, naturally integrating into the Polish Kingdom.

Since Communist Germany already battered them, who’d complain if Russia “liberates” while hitting harder?

“Crazy Roskie bastards, what weapons are these!”

“Planes without propellers!”

As the Germans panicked, Russia’s White Armored Wave began.

Across the entire border.

“Our Mother Tsar is with us! Kill the Red communists and repay her! Russian United States, Ura!”

T-34, T-35. Unlike the original history, these tanks—I’m no tank nerd, so I don’t know specs well—seem like the T-35 might match the original T-34-85’s main gun.

Anyway, Operation White Flood’s armored wave pounded Communist German forces, starting from East Prussia and the Polish border.

Strategy? No point in planning.

The overwhelming gap in weapons and numbers makes strategizing foolish.

Just attack. Like newbies in strategy games with no control, just attack.

Even so, the Tsar’s loyalists threw themselves at the Germans with tanks.

“What’s with all these tanks!”

“This is the steel wave!”

“Where’s the French People’s Army? Help!”

Infantry fighting vehicles followed the armored units, and White Army infantry destroyed Communist German tanks with RPGs.

Boom!

“Mother Tsarina, Ura!”

Rivaling “Hail Goebbels” with Tsarina ambush worship.

Are our RPGs like Nazi Germany’s Panzerfaust or the Soviet RPG in the original history?

I only get reports, so I’m not sure, but they seem impressive.

The White Army generals wouldn’t lie, so the war with Communist Germany seems smooth.

“Then, can we fully retake western Poland?”

“Yes, we’ll complete the occupation within weeks.”

Weeks? That long?

I don’t know much about war, but all reports are victories. Shouldn’t it be quick?

Western Poland isn’t that big. Does occupation take that long?

Or is the Polish People’s Army fighting fiercely with Communist Germans?

No, that’s unlikely. A puppet state’s army can’t match us.

Then what?

“That’s long? I thought the main front would be Sudetenland, with most forces there.”

“To them, we’re not the final enemy. A significant French Commune force is coming to stop us.”

Ah, the French Commune, of course.

Human wave tactics are tough. Even Russia would laugh at human waves.

“So, it takes time to defeat them.”

“Yes, but despite their numbers, we have the advantage. Their production can’t match ours. Once Poland is done, we can save the Danubian Federation.”

I see. Europe’s China—

Well, France invested in its army, and mobilizing it is easier than Britain.

In this world, Britain allied with France for its army.

That force is now blocking Russia.

So, fewer Communist German troops are here.

Goebbels filling the main front with the French People’s Army might be to quell dissent while using them against the Danubian Federation.

His plan: break the Danubian Federation, then turn to Russia.

That’s likely it.

Still, we should hurry.

“Hurry as much as possible. Hitler’s holding, but months after the invasion began, the Danubian Federation’s borders are slowly crumbling.”


They’ve held well, but reports say the Sudetenland front is in danger.

Communist German bombers are all focused there.

“Yes, Your Majesty. Their bombers are relentlessly pounding the Sudetenland fortress, so we’ll hurry.”

I’m curious.

Who’s standing out in the armored wave? Weren’t Tukhachevsky or Zhukov mentioned before?

“Which unit is performing best?”

“Pyotr Krasnov’s Cossack Armored Division.”

Cossack Armored Division.

Formed from Cossack cavalry volunteers.

Cavalry’s role on the battlefield is limited now, so Cossacks evolved into an armored division.

I want to ride a tank.

I heard tanks are cramped inside.

Should I join the fight like in the civil war to excel?

“What if I take a more forward role?”

“Your Majesty, that’s absolutely not allowed.”

General Staff Chief Drozdovsky firmly rejected me.

Why? Honestly, my presence won so many battles.

With Vera Gedroits gone, I planned to do as I pleased, but Mikhail Drozdovsky stopped me!

Fine, I’ll push. Maybe he’ll relent.

“The civil war had some acceptable rationale. Even then, it was sudden, often defensive. But now it’s different. Weapons have advanced, and the enemy isn’t weak Bolsheviks.”

True, in this world’s history, the Bolsheviks were pathetic.

But Communist Germany and France aren’t in a civil war; they’re battle-hardened Reds.

“Hmm, true.”

“If Your Majesty joins, troops must protect you, making it harder to fight Germans and French.”

“Fine, no choice then.”

Tch, crushing enemies with the Tsar’s buff sounded fun. Sadly, this isn’t a game but reality. Oh well.

“And Crown Prince Vladimir is there too.”

Oh, right, Vladimir.

With both of us here, there’s no need to push forward recklessly.

Where’s Vladimir?

“Where’s Vladimir?”

“He’s with Commander Mikhail Tukhachevsky, I believe.”

“With Mikhail Tukhachevsky.”

A Soviet titan general paired with a Romanov royal.

Hard to imagine, but they’re managing. Tukhachevsky’s a commander, so hmm.

I don’t want Vladimir suffering on the battlefield, but no choice.

He’s not my child, and in World War II, he must prove to the White Army and citizens he can succeed me.

“All I do is receive reports.”

“Your Majesty’s presence here inspires everyone.”

Everyone’s idol, so that’s fair. I consoled myself.

Unless we’re losing, I don’t need to step in when we’re dominating.

“We’ve got air superiority, right?”

“Yes.”

Then can’t we support now?

Before our Hitler gets spooked.

He’s done well as a meat shield, so let’s give him breathing room.

“When we have leeway, support by attacking Communist Germans hitting Sudetenland to buy time.”

“Understood, Your Majesty.”

Give the Danubian Federation breathing room to hold as our meat shield longer.

That way, we can crush the Reds and push forward.

—

Sudetenland, Danubian Federation

Facing the red plague, the Dual Monarchy’s nations united, forming a massive dam against the red tide.

“Nonsense! You’re dead! Vanish, Dual Monarchy specter!”

“I’ve never experienced death.”

The united Danubian people, the ultimate combiner robot Danubian Federation, were set to block the red tide with overwhelming strength.

But.

Sudetenland, from the war’s outset, barely held against the overwhelming red tide.

Despite Hitler’s rousing speech boosting morale, the Danubian Defense Force deployed its main strength to Sudetenland and the German border, fiercely resisting.

Boom! Crash! Bang!

“Break the Austrian imperialist fortress!”

“Liberate the workers of Austria, Czechia, Hungary!”

“Hail Goebbels!”

The crazed Reds were true communists.

Infected by the red plague, Germans and French maniacally attacked to destroy Sudetenland.

They were no less than cockroaches.

Or, broadly, like a cult.

Human wave tactics, as if they were China or Russia!

Initially, they repelled fiercely, but as damage accumulated, the Danubian Defense Force felt like losing it.

Ratatat! Boom!

Explosions and machine gun fire vividly showed the battle’s intensity.

“How many of these Red bastards are coming!”

“No matter how many we kill, they keep coming!”

“Hold them! Survive until Russia arrives!”

Though armed with Russian-supplied or purchased weapons, compared to the Red trio’s assault, they were underpowered, pulling out Great War-era howitzers and firearms to fight.

Hitler’s Sudetenland fortress, built despite opposition, served as a vital dam, but Communist German air raids worsened the situation.

Bunkers were destroyed, burying Danubian troops holding off Communist German and French Commune forces. Losing tank battles, Sudetenland was slowly crumbling.

Support from Balkan nations barely kept them afloat.

This made them wonder what Russia, which declared war recently, was doing.

“When are those Roskies coming!”

“Do we have to die first?”

As the Danubian forces despaired, strange planes appeared from the north.

Hard to see for the army, but the Danubian air force, fending off Red German and French planes, clearly saw propeller-less fighters.

Those fighters swiftly attacked Red Front planes.

“Look! New planes!”

“It’s the Russian air force roundel!”

Learning from the air force that it was Russia’s, the Danubian army noticed massive bombers filling half the sky.

Their wings bore the Russian United States air force roundel, adding an “A” to the Imperial era’s.

Yes, the Roskies finally sent support!

Cheers erupted among the Danubian Defense Force.

“Good job! Kill those Red bastards!”

With superior performance, Russian air forces intercepted Red Front fighters and bombers, while Veliye bombers, escorted by small craft, opened bomb bays, raining shells on the red tide.

And more.


“Supplies are pouring in from the Russian United States via rail!”

Through a Russian-style Lend-Lease, weapons reached the Danubian Defense Force via rail, and Great War-era arms were stowed back in arsenals.

“We’re saved!”

“We can’t lose to Roskies! Stop the red tide!”

Bolstered by Russian support, the Danubian Defense Force resumed cosmic defense against the Red Front’s army.
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Vienna, Danubian Federation

At the Chancellor’s residence in Vienna:

“Chancellor, the Sudetenland line is slowly crumbling.”

“What about the south?”

“We’re holding off Italy and Yugoslavia, but without pulling troops from there, defending Sudetenland is tough.”

Hitler slammed his fist on the desk at the grim report.

Despite all their preparations, were the Red armies that strong?

France, mindlessly becoming Goebbels’ lapdog, is nothing, but Goebbels himself—that’s the problem.

Goebbels. A Red, but once oddly likable. Was he this formidable an enemy?

Reaching this point was near miraculous.

Before the Great War, the Austrian Empire couldn’t achieve the grand compromise that united diverse ethnicities, dubbed honorary Aryans.

Economic and industrial growth followed, sweeping away dissenters with the SS to build a strong nation.

But was that the limit?

If only they’d had more time, they could’ve held firm.

Hitler opened his desk drawer, pulling out a Walther PPK pistol.

In this timeline, with Walther relocated to Austria, it was produced at the Karl Walther Armory.

If they storm Vienna…

He imagined shooting himself in an underground bunker.

The vivid scene. If the worst came, he might have to take his life.

Russia joined the war, but when would they arrive?

What if they came only after the Danube was shattered, to pick up the pieces?

Rumors said the French Commune’s People’s Army was fiercely blocking Russia in the east.

He had to be ready to pull the trigger anytime.

As a leader fighting Reds, he couldn’t be captured and face a meaningless people’s trial.

He checked the ammo for that moment.

But.

This world’s Hitler was, unexpectedly, a lucky man.

Bang!

The office door burst open, and Hermann Göring rushed in.

“Chancellor! Russia’s finally moving! They’re crushing the Red Front in eastern Poland and coming to save us! Their air force is already driving out the Red Front’s planes bombing Sudetenland. It won’t be long!”

The long-awaited news.

Russia was sweeping the Red Front in eastern Poland, sending air forces to support Sudetenland’s Danubian troops.

“Is that true?”

“Yes, we’re saved!”

Hitler’s legs gave out, and he collapsed into his chair.

He nearly fell.

They were saved. Those damned Slavs finally got moving.

With Russian support, they could survive.

Once Sudetenland’s Red armies were repelled, it’d be time to counterattack.

The Great War traitor Italy and the vile Serbs, who profited from the war and now joined the Red Front to grab more as the Danube faced crisis!

“Damn Italy and Serbs. This war, we’ll utterly destroy them.”

“It will happen.”

Absolutely. He’d tear Italy and Serbia apart. Absolutely!

As hope sparked and resolve for a last stand grew, across the sea, in an island’s underground bunker, a potbellied bald man sneered at the grim reality.

Russia had begun its westward push from western Poland.

As expected, Russia’s capabilities were exceptional.

The Communist German People’s Army, once unstoppable, was finally being pushed back.

Churchill, receiving the report, could only laugh hollowly.

“Haha, they’ve started the war.”

As soon as the British Empire weakened, Russia joined the fray. The Empire was finished.

They could do nothing in this war.

The title of Europe’s balancer was now forfeit.

“Yes, they’ve finally started moving.”

Russia was on the move.

But, pitifully, unless the Reds loaded their army onto ships and sailed out, Britain had no fight left.

“We can’t do anything.”

This meant Russia would claim the right to carve up Europe’s postwar order like a cake.

Britain could offer no resistance.

They’d need an army for that.

Reports said Russia filled Poland’s skies with planes. Declaring war would see those planes turn Britain into rubble.

If only they had an army.

“They firmly rejected Queen Wilhelmina’s plea for aid, demanding she relinquish colonies.”

Of course.

Russia’s eyeing colonies.

Crash!

Furious, Churchill hurled his wine bottle.

Mosley, now used to this, secretly anticipated which bottle Churchill would throw next while placating him.

No one was more qualified to be Britain’s PM than Churchill.

Despite decimating the British army, it was France’s betrayal.

He’d even redirected public grief toward France.

“What excuse can I give the people if we lose colonies postwar?”

It’d be a miracle if no revolution erupted.

No, there’s no army for a revolution.

Is this the time for this?

They had to prepare for the postwar.

To avoid losing colonies, they must at least hold parts of India.

If India, the Empire’s crown jewel and true strength, fully gained independence, the people would tear him apart.

Should he accept the Empress’s proposal?

“Prime Minister.”


“What?”

“You staked everything on disinformation from a disgruntled German in Communist Germany. Shouldn’t you practice snorting mint chocolate?”

At that, the ministers’ gazes, previously cautious, shifted oddly.

As if they’d forgotten.

Mosley was bringing up what they’d ignored amid the chaos.

Friend or foe?

Glaring at Mosley, Churchill sighed deeply.

“We’ll discuss that later. In talks with the Russian Tsar, we must salvage at least part of India.”

While one side grappled with colonial issues, in East Prussia’s palace, Wilhelm, in military uniform, hugged his daughter Louise.

Perhaps their last embrace.

“The Tsarina’s finally moving, so I can’t sit still.”

“Father.”

“Loyal Junkers in the German People’s Army say they’ll surrender when we advance. How splendid.”

Once the homeland was reclaimed, he’d tear those Reds apart and scatter them in the Dover Strait, still stained with British blood.

Louise, fearing she’d lose her father too, had tears welling up.

“If you die—”

“I’ll avenge your brothers and reclaim Germany for you. Don’t worry, take charge here as Kaiserin. Ludendorff, let’s go.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Wilhelm II, surviving the loss of homeland and family, had found his place to die.

With Britain unable to claim war spoils, now, with Russia’s entry, was the chance.

He’d reclaim the homeland for his daughter.

For this day, Wilhelm II and Ludendorff mobilized the remaining German Empire Army for a counterattack.

—

Western Poland

We’ve finally recaptured western Poland.

Now, we’re set to enter mainland Germany.

But the Polish reaction wasn’t great.

“Here come the Russians.”

“Damn Russians.”

“Are we under Russian rule again?”

“Better than Communist Germany, but I hear they’ve already made a Polish queen in the west.”

The Poles, not liberating themselves from Communist Germany but freed by Russia, felt ruled by Russia again.

They had no choice.

The Polish Republic Army, which resisted Communist Germany’s People’s Army, perished gloriously with Śmigły long ago. Survivors joined the Kingdom Army in the west.

Meanwhile, Communist Germany built “reeducation camps” to forcibly turn Poles into communists.

Amid this, Russia, once Poland’s tormentor, returned.

Though relations had recently improved, in Poland’s weakened state, Russia’s intentions were unclear.

But Russia was different.

Upon entering western Poland, the Tsar personally freed Poles from camps and mobilized soldiers to distribute food.

Yes, I stepped in myself.

“Will we be dragged into the war?”

A scrawny, disheveled boy asked me.

War? Drafting Poles?

No, we don’t need to conscript Poles.

“Protect your homeland. Rebuild it. Russia will fight the war. Citizens of the Polish Kingdom, please rebuild your nation, scarred by the red plague. This is my request as your queen.”

“Queen?”

Some looked puzzled.

Right, some don’t know.

When we occupied the east, the west was swallowed by Communist Germany.

“Eastern Poland formed the Polish Kingdom under a personal union. I was crowned queen by eastern Poles. Śmigły’s remnants joined the Kingdom Army. A monarch must cherish their people. Return to your livelihoods.”

Later, I shook hands with each freed Pole and had the Polish Kingdom Army distribute food.

Western Poles, suffering under Communist Germany for months, took everything we gave.

Russian-style chocolate pies were especially popular.

This should win enough goodwill.

Now, we need agitators. We already have pro-Russian Polish agitators.

“Long live Her Majesty, Queen of Poland!”

“Long live Her Majesty!”

As a few chanted among the Poles, others, glancing around, joined in praising me.

“Well, Russia’s different now.”

“If they treat us as a formal personal union…”

The Poles accepted Russian rule—or rather, the Romanov dynasty as Poland’s royal house.

With no real choice, what could they do?

Poles have no options.

Though I never met him, I applaud Śmigły for fighting Communist Germany and offering his country to me.

He played second fiddle and gave me a nation.

Now, we’ve done well so far. It’s time.

We’re entering damned Communist Germany’s mainland.

The Danubian Federation’s stellar performance has smoothed things out.

Next, swiftly reorder Europe, crush barbaric Japan, and liberate Korea.

“Your Majesty, it’s time to enter Communist Germany’s mainland.”

As I finished distributing, an exhausted General Staff Chief Drozdovsky found me.

Right, it’s time. How far have our forces gone?

“How far have our forces advanced?”

“The 1st Army Group, with the German Empire Army, took West Prussia in the north. The 3rd Army Group captured Hindenburg and Katowice in the south. The 2nd Army Group plans to march on Posen.”

It’s like occupying Germany from all sides.

Is all this necessary to conquer Germany?

Still, this scale might ensure we can take it.

“Let’s go. The Kaiser’s waiting.”

I heard our Kaiser’s eager.

I’ll stay at headquarters but follow from behind.

As I thought this, an unexpected encounter happened.

“Tsarina, it’s been a while.”

Wilhelm II himself came.

Visiting me during a war? What’s this about?

“It’s been a while, Kaiser.”

The Kaiser, long unseen, looked gaunt.

He’s aged, naturally, but is it okay for him to lead troops like this?

He looked surprised seeing me.

“You look much the same as before.”

“That’s because Her Majesty is a saint.”

Drozdovsky, beside me, ambushed me with worship.

A saint, naturally.

Is this world turning into modern fantasy because of me?


“Let’s leave it at that. More importantly—”

I had no more to say, so I moved on.

The Kaiser’s priority isn’t my agelessness but crushing Communist Germany.

That’s why he’s here. Let’s get to the point.

“What brings you here?”
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What’s this?

Wilhelm’s face looks unusually serious.

[Miss Anastasia, I have something to say.]

It’s like a visual novel dialogue prompt.

When I gestured for him to speak, the Kaiser finally opened his heavy mouth.

“Ahem. Well, it’s unrelated to what we’re doing now. I never thought Britain would fall so pathetically.”

As expected, he’s bringing up Britain. What’s our old man trying to say?

I should play along for now.

Honestly, without me, the Allies would’ve torn Germany apart by now.

“It’s for the best. If the Allies had won, Your Majesty wouldn’t have fully recovered your homeland.”

If the Allies had won, would Churchill have handed Germany back to Wilhelm intact?

Would France, plotting to stab the German Empire in the back, leave it unscathed?

They’d likely have demanded Alsace-Lorraine and even the occupied Rhineland.

“Now that I think about it, you’re right.”

“After Dunkirk, Britain can hardly claim war spoils. France should be content just recovering its mainland.”

And Russia took the lead.

This means Russia could give all of Germany back if we wanted.

“So, France can’t demand spoils, and if Britain claims any, we can shamelessly refuse.”

Exactly.

The Kaiser should thank me.

They wouldn’t have left the German Empire alone after trying to betray it.

“Yes. But, Kaiser, if I may.”

“What?”

“If the Danubian Federation demands southern German territories, it could get tricky.”

I can’t give Hitler all of Germany.

Part of his war justification was liberating the German people.

To give him minimal legitimacy, we might need to cede some German land.

We’ve been generous, but Wilhelm’s loss of Germany was his own doing.

Am I wrong?

In his position, recovering northern Germany alone is a blessing.

“Hah, I see.”

“We can’t ignore the Danube entirely, given our support.”

Hitler’s role in this war is significant.

His cosmic defense at Sudetenland let us push through Poland.

The French Commune was tenacious.

If Sudetenland’s main force had joined them, it’d have taken longer, or we might’ve used nukes to minimize losses.

“Hmm, I have a proposal.”

I don’t know what serious proposal he’s about to make.

“Speak.”

“Technically, isn’t the French Commune France’s official government?”

Why bring that up suddenly?

“True. Thorez isn’t a puppet leader and boldly took the Low Countries.”

We see the Red government as an enemy puppet, but people’s perspectives shift.

For cold postwar planning, ignoring the Free French exiles and carving up the Commune as the official government makes sense.

But what’s he getting at?

Unlike Vichy France, Thorez’s Commune didn’t return Alsace-Lorraine to Germany but opted for joint control.

“So, as a formal belligerent, couldn’t we take some of their land postwar?”

Wait.

His tone suggests he wants more than Alsace-Lorraine—French mainland territory.

“Are you saying you want French land beyond Alsace-Lorraine?”

Is this guy too greedy?

“Alsace-Lorraine plus one more. Honestly, isn’t France a nuisance as an enemy? Shouldn’t we weaken them now?”

This guy?

He seems land-hungry.

But Wilhelm II is a man living on borrowed time.

He likely wants to leave a stronger nation for his daughter, not just greed.

It’s not mere land lust.

Let’s hear what he wants. Land division is for postwar talks anyway.

“What land do you want?”

Let’s hear it.

Surely he’s not absurdly demanding all of France.

“I want to reclaim Burgundy, the rightful Germanic land.”

He says it grandly, but Burgundy is Bourgogne.

Burgundy, huh?

I didn’t expect him to want that. Hmm.

Part of me wants to scold him for not being grateful for just recovering his homeland.

But it’s not a bad idea.

Weakening France now is appealing. Taking Burgundy could do that.

It’s connected to Alsace-Lorraine, so geopolitically, it’s not bad. Claiming Burgundy as “rightful” now feels odd, though.

But isn’t this too much for Germany?

It’s something to ponder.

“Hmm, it’s worth considering.”

It’s not impossible.

Unlike typical French land, Burgundy maintains some independence.

Even in modern times, it was somewhat integrated but retained independence in the early modern era.

The Burgundians were a Germanic tribe.

Though by now, Burgundian identity has largely faded.

“Of course, I’m not saying take it outright. If the south goes to the Danube, could we work something out? Think about it. Russia has Volga Germans, and though I won’t boast about our civil war support, we’re not strangers. If postwar Europe is reordered under Russia’s system, anything’s possible, right?”

“Hmm.”


He’s right; Germany and Russia aren’t ordinary allies.

Even without the German Empire’s ultimate Lenin gambit, it would’ve collapsed.

The Russian Empire’s limits were clear then.

Many still curse my father, Nicholas, despite following me.

“And this war might end surprisingly quickly.”

I plan to crush the Reds, but Wilhelm means something else.

He must have a trump card to propose this.

“Why’s that?”

“There are Junkers in the Communist German People’s Army. They’ve signaled they’ll surrender if we attack.”

That’s intriguing.

I planned to ravage Communist Germany under the pretext of war and restoration, leaving it struggling to rebuild.

But what if it’s disinformation? What if Goebbels dangled carrots to win over Junkers?

If they’re feeding us false info to trap us, the story changes.

I see the risk of disinformation.

“But it could be disinformation.”

“Churchill thought the same and got slaughtered at Dunkirk. Unlike their so-called Sickle Operation, this has no suspicious elements.”

True, the Sickle Operation was dubious.

Especially here, it was a massive gamble.

“Still, there’ll be diehard Reds.”

Goebbels likely nurtured plenty of true Reds.

The Sudetenland force is probably their main Red army.

We’ll annihilate them, but even if Junkers defect, Goebbels wouldn’t give them excessive power unless he’s a fool.

“Those are at Sudetenland, so at most Berlin and a few areas. We can minimize losses.”

He’s thought this through.

I never imagined Wilhelm was this calculating.

Our one-armed man is impressive!

“I’m sorry, Kaiser, but carving up too much could fuel anti-Russian sentiment in postwar Europe.”

“With Russia’s overwhelming power, who’d dare? Britain’s set to lose colonies, reduced to a mere island. France, as this war shows, flips to an enemy when provoked. Their strength as foes is clear, isn’t it?”

True. If France hadn’t sided with Germany, Hitler might’ve ended it.

The French People’s Army, now Red, defends Sudetenland and this front.

Despite our overwhelming strength, France’s mobilization is formidable.

Weakening France is good.

But giving Burgundy risks overstrengthening Germany.

The German Empire once threatened even mighty Britain as an emerging power.

“Fine, let’s discuss postwar. If the Danube tears into Serbia and Italy, they might not have the strength for southern Germany.”

The Danubian Federation is barely holding against Communist Germany’s full force.

Enduring two nations’ attacks means clinging like a drowning man.

The damage is undeniable.

As I predict, Hitler might gain just enough legitimacy postwar.

“Thank you.”

The Kaiser bowed sincerely.

It’s a bit embarrassing. His visit was unexpected.

He’s likely aiming for a grand finale.

As Germany’s Kaiser, he wants to show a powerful legacy.

For the Balkan balance, we could give Bosnia to Austria, carve up Italy, and handle postwar diligently, so the Danube lacks strength for southern Germany.

Since Poland’s in a personal union with us, Danzig’s irrelevant, so we could give it to our one-armed friend.

Danzig’s a matter of legitimacy, but we can’t devour East Prussia like in the original history.

East Prussia, held by the German Empire’s remnants, carries strong legitimacy as the Empire’s successor, making it tricky to take.

“We can return Danzig. Poland got it thanks to Britain, and with so many Germans there, it’s awkward as Polish land.”

I heard in this timeline, Polish forces and local Germans clashed heavily.

Poland took Danzig here under the flimsy pretext of protecting East Prussia from communists.

“Oh, really?”

“Yes. With Poland in a personal union, it’s not impossible. But this, too, is for postwar talks.”

Still, Burgundy feels like a greedy grab.

It’s a serious consideration.

I don’t want to earn France’s resentment over Burgundy.

But setting that aside.

Reordering under Russia’s system, tying Europe into one economic zone, would effectively unify it, with only nominal nations.

In that case, I can handle the geopolitical cleanup.

“Understood.”

“How’s Vermund’s army fighting?”

I’ve only seen Vermund during medal ceremonies and parades, so I’m curious.

“As expected of those experienced against communists, they fight well.”

Without Vermund, Poland might’ve targeted East Prussia.

Poland’s expansionist desires were clear when they pushed against Communist Germany.

We made it clear East Prussia is under Russia’s protection, or who knows.

“Then, I’ll head back. To reclaim the homeland, I must fight harder than anyone.”

“Yes. Keep us updated on the Junkers.”

If the war ends quickly, it benefits us.

It means ending it without nukes.

Though we might drop one on Belgrade.

We need to show Russia’s strength to make Europe follow us.

Let’s discuss with headquarters later.

“I will.”

The Kaiser turned, heading to his army.

His gaunt frame burns for a final stand. If he’d run his country like this earlier, it might’ve been fine.

But Russia’s in no position to judge.

At the Great War’s end, the military sidelined the Kaiser. He regained power via peace with Britain, but that was it.

Russia’s been generous, so we can be lenient within reason.

“The Kaiser’s quite determined.”

Drozdovsky was impressed.

“But wanting Burgundy is cheeky.”


Burgundy is cheeky.

He seems desperate to restore the German Empire’s former glory, or maybe it’s pure greed.

Burgundy, hmm. Favoring Germany too much isn’t great.

I plan to carve out part of France to weaken it.

There’s no rule saying it can’t be Burgundy.
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Burgundy is indeed a matter to be decided postwar, based on the situation.

“Are you considering giving Burgundy away?”

“Wouldn’t Germany getting too big be inconvenient?”

As I said, we’ll tie them into the same economic zone, but later, Germany could challenge Russian hegemony.

Elevating Free France as a victor feels off.

At best, they’re bickering with locals in Algeria. Handing them territory postwar seems unfair.

I don’t think southern Germany will go to the Danube.

But if Hitler insists on that share, we might have to concede.

“Why not make Burgundy independent instead?”

The Kaiser won’t have much to say later.

His goal is weakening France.

If Burgundy remains independent or resists central control, that’s even more likely now.

“Burgundy?”

“Yes, as a formal buffer zone.”

Neither La Rocque nor the French exile government has the strength to reclaim the mainland alone.

Giving them the mainland in exchange for carving out Burgundy should suffice.

“We should look into Burgundy’s situation. It’s just one variable. We’d make it independent if the environment allows.”

We don’t know how the war will unfold.

This isn’t something we can fully control.

But I love crafting new geopolitical landscapes.

It’d be great to twist Wilhelm II’s proposal to suit my vision.

“If La Rocque or the Algerian exile government resists in that environment…”

Yes, if they resist in such a scenario, it’s not something to brush off.

“La Rocque’s usefulness is spent, so deal with him. We’ll consider the exile government’s situation.”

We’ve quietly supported La Rocque.

Despite France becoming the Commune, the Okhrana’s covert operations can’t be ignored.

The Commune can’t stop what flows beneath the surface.

The exile government’s navy helps minimally.

I’m not some merciful novel protagonist.

I’ll unify Europe under my sphere, but potential threats to Russian hegemony must be culled.

If I can redraw the map at will, I should use that power.

Looking up, I see the sky.

Our air force’s planes darken the blue sky.

On the ground, countless tanks and infantry march in orderly rows toward Communist Germany’s mainland.

To enemies, it’s daunting, but as Russian forces, it stirs mixed feelings.

Seeing this, won’t the enemy redirect some troops?

I turned to Drozdovsky, assisting me.

“The pressure on Sudetenland should ease soon, right?”

Once we breach the mainland, they’ll have no choice.

If they abandon Berlin to keep attacking the Danubian Federation—

No, that’s absurd. Who’d be foolish enough to lose their capital while attacking another nation?

“Once we enter German mainland, won’t they prioritize defending Berlin?”

The pressure will likely lift.

The German Kaiser begged me, and Sudetenland’s pressure faltered with the White Army’s arrival.

Russia now holds the war’s initiative.

Unless Churchill suddenly awakens, riding with Commonwealth troops to sweep Europe, Britain, holed up on its island, is done.

This is like winning without lifting a finger.

“Any word from Yugoslavia?”

“They’ve pulled back from the northern front and shifted to the east.”

“Hmm, that’s good.”

“More interesting news just arrived.”

“What?”

He hesitated, as if reluctant, then spoke.

“Benito Mussolini’s Red Army was defeated by the Greek army.”

What? Mussolini’s army? Where did this mess come from?

Where did Greece pop up from?

“Where did Greece come from?”

“Mussolini attacked Greece to aid Yugoslavia.”

In the original history, Japan opened new fronts to solve tough situations, but this is madness.

Where did the insane idea to attack Greece come from?

They even mobilized the navy for a landing and botched it?

“What a guy, opening front after front.”

“They tried a surprise landing and attacked from Albania, but the Greek army repelled them.”

How is the Italian army so weak?

Or did their opponents keep getting lucky?

Or did Ethiopia wear them down more than expected?

“Will they pull out of Greece?”

“If they take more losses, even Mussolini’s position could be at risk. He’ll likely cling to breaking Greece.”

He’d better. Otherwise, he’s finished.

From our perspective, Italy holding out means we might see Haile Selassie accepting Mussolini’s surrender in Rome—a legendary scene.

But after struggling to take Greece, will they have strength left?

I know Türkiye desperately wants to devour Greece.

In the original history, Italy’s support helped Greece hold longer. Here, Türkiye’s independence war bloodied Anatolia, so their grudge against Greece is deep.

If Türkiye aims to legitimately take Greece in this war, they’ll clash head-on with an Italy that’s taken Greece.

Hmm, this could be fun.

“Hmm, I see a new future.”

I’m starting to have expectations for Italy.

Which country will they get stuck on next?

It might be time to nudge Spain, our dagger, into action.


“What future do you see?”

“Italy will likely get blocked by Türkiye’s army next. Or Bulgaria’s.”

Though Türkiye’s no pushover now.

Let’s see: Ethiopia, France, the Danubian Federation, and now Greece blocked them.

That’s four crowns. One more for a five-crown achievement.

If they hit five, I might pity Mussolini enough to spare him for regime change.

“Hahaha, blocked by Greece this time. Indeed.”

At this point, their Great War failures must be coincidence.

Honestly, without starting wars, Mussolini’s a decent Italian leader. But that spazio vitale obsession—tch.

“Well, Italy just did Italy things.”

It’s simple: Italy Italied.

There’s no other way to describe it.

I don’t think we need to take Italy seriously anymore.

Sure, when France flipped, Italy opening a southern front helped.

But now, we can ignore Italy.

Our task remains simple.

We march into Germany’s mainland and take Berlin.

I haven’t seen it myself, but the Perun Project’s experiments recently concluded. If Berlin’s tough, we can just drop a nuke.

We’ve already gained everything we need. Even if losses mount, we have the absolute weapon to win.

But the situation isn’t dire, and our steel wave is holding strong.

We’re pushing recklessly, but the weapon quality gap turns French troops into ketchup.

Time to keep advancing.

“Let’s keep marching.”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

First, let’s crush Communist Germany. We need to strike before they regroup.

Then, we’ll decide how to carve the map.

—

Ankara, Türkiye

Türkiye’s President Mustafa Kemal Atatürk was closely monitoring the war.

The war’s outcome would determine whether Türkiye could reclaim Ottoman-era territories or collapse.

The Russian Empress seems unlikely to lose, but you never know.

Fortunately, Britain and France can’t meddle in Türkiye’s actions, only watching.

The island-bound Brits and the Algerian remnants, claiming the French Commune’s territory as France’s “official government,” are no match for Türkiye.

Though Türkiye sees the Commune as an enemy, it recognizes it as France’s official government.

It makes carving them up later easier.

“Your Excellency, our forces, with Bulgaria, are attacking eastern Yugoslavia. They’ve likely pulled troops from the Danubian Federation.”

Kemal nodded, satisfied with İnönü’s report.

Indeed, Serbia, the Great War’s spark, is a pitiful nation in strength.

They’ve got nothing but bravado.

Kemal understood the Russian Empress’s mindset.

But in this war, Türkiye had a nation to crush.

“Good. Next is Greece?”

Kemal turned, staring directly at İnönü.

Yes, Greece. Greece.

Those opportunists, backed by Britain and France, chasing their Megali Idea.

If Russia, claiming Rome’s legacy, had backed Greece’s Megali Idea, it’d have been trouble. Thankfully, that didn’t happen.

How could Russia, the “spiritual heir” of Rome, watch Greeks, once the Eastern Roman Empire’s core population, reclaim Anatolia?

Postwar, Kemal planned to crush Greece into submission, and then came delightful news.

“Yes, Mussolini’s Italy attacked Greece and was repelled.”

Italy got repelled attacking Greece.

“Isn’t Italy actually super weak?”

Though unspoken, Türkiye’s army clashed with Italy’s in North Africa while supplying Ethiopia with Russian matériel.

They repelled them, but it was small-scale, so it seemed plausible. Who knew it’d come to this?

Ethiopia, France, Austria, and now Greece—all failures.

“It does feel that way.”

“What about Britain’s African forces?”

“They’ve packed up and left. Most of Egypt’s gone, and only Ethiopia’s hastily deployed troops face Italy now.”

Italy wasn’t entirely without success.

Under the pretext of liberation, they attacked British Africa and reached Egypt.

But it was bloodless, as Britain withdrew for homeland defense, so it’s not a thrilling victory.

Italy’s North African forces also attacked Algeria’s French exile government and got stuck, now in a stalemate.

But Kemal saw something else. Britain abandoning everything.

Did they give up the Suez for homeland defense?

Or do they trust themselves or Ethiopia? A spark of greed hit Kemal.

“What if we took Italy’s North African territories? We could reach them overland. Couldn’t we get to Egypt now?”

Restoring Ottoman territories might be possible.

“Your Excellency, what about Britain?”

“Britain was too greedy on that island. It’s time to dismantle their era. Those pirates can’t beat Russia, and now they can’t even handle us.”

Those pirates caused chaos venturing out when they should’ve stayed home.

“Indeed.”

Russia might curb Türkiye if it grows too big, but sharing some Suez Canal stakes could work.

It’s not excessive greed.

Kemal plans to grant Egypt independence and implement something like Britain’s Palestinian autonomy.

Unlike those filthy pirates, he’d show a different approach.

“Given Italy’s losses, they’ll desperately try to take Greece for geographic reasons. So, we march to Egypt.”

“Yes, understood.”

İnönü bowed and left the office.

Watching İnönü’s back, Kemal smiled contentedly.

To think he’d see Britain and France collapse in his lifetime.

Is she truly a saint? Defying her brings ruin.

Türkiye must avoid overreaching.

“Speaking of which, a naval battle’s coming soon.”


The Black Sea Fleet requested Türkiye’s navy to join recently.

Kemal never imagined uniting with a once-rival fleet, but as allies, it’s reassuring.

The concern is the significant power gap.

Russia seems to be sending things to Constantinople or Pontus, but what, he doesn’t know.

For now, he can only watch.
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“I never thought I’d end up in something like this.”

Meanwhile, Manstein, who earned Goebbels’ favor overnight with the Sickle Operation, was dispatched to Greece as part of Italy’s support force.

His mission was to join forces with Graziani, leading the Greek expedition.

“Hahaha, to meet Commander Manstein like this! Truly a pleasure. They call you the Red Hero of Germany, don’t they?”

Don’t call me that. I seriously want to die.

Manstein despised the title.

If Communist Germany collapses, he’ll be strung up as a war criminal.

The Sudetenland debacle made it clear this war was doomed.

This stifling Red Germany felt nothing like a nation.

He’d even prefer the Kaiser’s empire—says it all.

The foolish Allies, handed victory on a platter, only to spit it out, haunted him with visions of his own hanging.

But there’s still a chance.

There was still an opportunity.

Bulgarian or Turkish forces were nearby. What if he leaked info to Türkiye?

Then a thought struck him.

Is the supply line here even functioning?

“Commander Graziani, are supplies coming through properly?”

“Don’t worry about that. Our Red Fleet controls the seas.”

Graziani thumped his chest, laughing heartily, telling Manstein to trust them.

Red Fleet, huh.

Given Italy’s abysmal combat record, their Red Fleet might be on par with a newly modernized nation’s navy.

Come to think of it, doesn’t Russia have a fleet? How do they plan to fight Russia’s?

“What about Russia’s Black Sea Fleet?”

There’s a Russian fleet, isn’t there?

“Hahaha! Russia’s army may be strong, but their navy’s nothing special. Their fleet has a few carriers and battleships, but they’re no match for us.”

How many times have you been crushed with that attitude? Whatever.

Manstein didn’t care if Italy’s navy imploded.

Then another thought hit.

What if I just defect to Türkiye?

To return to the German Empire, Manstein began plotting anew.

Meanwhile…

“Admiral, the Russian fleet’s in sight!”

“They’ve finally crawled out of the Black Sea! I’ll skewer them!”

Inigo Campioni, admiral of Italy’s Red Navy, supporting Communist Italy’s Greek expedition, encountered Russia’s Black Sea Fleet, led by Nikolai Kuznetsov, in the Aegean Sea.

A new storm of war loomed over the Aegean.

—

Germany’s mainland was slowly being overwhelmed by the White Wave.

Goebbels’ failure to quickly subdue the Danubian Federation derailed his plans, and with the White Army’s intervention, the war was effectively lost.

It’s almost pitiful.

This makes things a bit disappointing for us.

If the enemy collapses too easily, and Goebbels flees or surrenders, we can’t even drop a nuke.

As Wilhelm II said, if the Junkers surrender, it’ll be even easier—a real shame.

We need to decisively showcase Russia’s might. The only nations capable of resistance are the French Commune and Yugoslavia.

The French Commune already flipped once and won’t flip again. They’d rather die than surrender, knowing the exile government would execute them. Yugoslavia, true to their opportunistic nature, might seek peace by relinquishing Great War gains, but will the Danube or Bulgaria accept?

They likely won’t even take unconditional surrender—just crush them.

Then they’ll resist by force.

Why not nuke Serbia, the axis of European evil, to wipe them out?

“Then Paris and Belgrade would be the targets.”

“Are you speaking of that new weapon?”

“Yes. Wiping out those cities would flaunt Russia’s power, no?”

“Your Majesty, if civilians die, won’t there be backlash later?”

Drozdovsky worries too much.

I’ve thought of something for that.

“Of course, we won’t directly use it. No one would pity Belgrade if it’s destroyed, but for France, we’ll have the exile government request it.”

“Oh, brilliant.”

“Honestly, the French exile government lacks the strength to reclaim the mainland and relies on us. If we offer nukes or a peace deal to minimize losses, what choice do they have? They’d likely sacrifice a city to reclaim the mainland.”

So, we don’t detonate it ourselves. We sell the nuke to the French government, letting them drop it on Paris.

In an era ignorant of nukes’ power, Free France might jump at the chance to reclaim the mainland by requesting we drop it.

Or better, let French bombers do it.

Later, when it’s revealed Russia has such weapons, Free France, set to become the legitimate government, will take the blame for using it on their own soil.

Sure, we’ll get flak for supplying it, but the civilian slaughter would be on their government.

This makes me think we should keep a Free French government on the mainland.

“Brilliant, it minimizes our blame.”

“The war’s outcome is uncertain, so let’s observe for now.”

I’m not a demon. To prove our power, we could nuke an evacuated village.

Even without that, we can show the nuke’s strength.

Assuming the enemy surrenders unconditionally, but for now, let’s watch.

“Your Majesty, the Grand Duke has successfully taken Poznań.”

“Not bad. That should earn the White Army’s respect.”

Vladimir, now a Grand Duke, is pulling his weight.

He’s been in the White Army for a while, but he’s grown into a fine young man.

With Velka gone, I’m lonely. Vladimir joining the White Army left me bored, but hearing he’s excelling is heartening.

“Your Majesty, as expected, Sudetenland’s forces are withdrawing toward Berlin.”

More news.

We’ll face more enemies, but it means Germany’s in crisis.

They wouldn’t pull troops if they had leeway.

“Sudetenland’s encirclement will weaken.”

“Conversely, we’ll face more enemies, but they can’t stop our attacks pouring from all sides.”

True.


Our army outnumbers the combined German and French forces.

They’re holding due to defense, but they’re crumbling under our offensive.

“The Kaiser’s German Empire Army is leading the charge, slaughtering Reds.”

Even the remnant German Empire Army is fighting that hard.

Of course. You can’t rely solely on foreign aid to reclaim your country.

The war’s too easy, making me hesitant to hand Germany back to the Kaiser.

But his zombie-like persistence is pitiful. With German cities shattered by our rockets, we can spare the mainland.

“The Danubian Defense Force has begun counterattacking.”

Good. With our help, they should at least do that.

They’ve fought hard to secure their share, but as the attacked party, defending is their duty.

Expecting rewards for that is absurd.

Where are they counterattacking?

Sudetenland? Or Yugoslavia?

“Sudetenland and Yugoslavia.”

Counterattacking both? Impressive, Hitler.

With Italy floundering, he saw a chance to strike.

“They can’t let Bulgaria alone tear Serbia apart.”

Hitler’s repeatedly vowed Serbia’s annihilation.

Beyond German liberation, he’ll kill Serbia while advancing into southern Germany.

Yugoslavia will be torn apart like Austria-Hungary, with Serbia likely erased.

Unlike the original history, they won’t get lucky.

If Italy collapses, no one will aid Yugoslavia.

They’re already botching the Greece invasion.

“Any other news?”

“Your Majesty, our Black Sea Fleet and Türkiye’s allied fleet have moved into the Aegean.”

“The Aegean’s dominated by Italy’s navy, right?”

With Britain’s Mediterranean Fleet gone, Italy’s navy likely feels like the boss.

They’d easily crush Greece’s navy.

“Yes. Even weakened, Italy’s navy supports their army’s Greek expedition by overpowering Greece’s.”

So, what happens next?

A naval battle feels imminent.

“A naval battle’s finally near.”

Given the location, it’ll be our Black Sea Fleet against Italy’s Red Fleet.

Is the Black Sea Fleet’s strength half of the Red Fleet’s?

I’m not sure. I know we focused on submarines for cost-efficiency. The air force budget was used for something big.

How will this naval battle go?

I told them not to overdo it.

We can force Italy or the French Commune to surrender with the army and seize their fleets. But that’d leave fewer ships to take.

No.

If we lose, we can crush them with the army, strip the Commune and Italy’s fleets, and rebuild the Black Sea Fleet.

—

Aegean Sea

With Britain’s withdrawal, Italy’s navy rampaged through the Mediterranean and Aegean like fish in water.

Russia’s rebuilt Black Sea Fleet couldn’t just watch.

As a navy claiming Rome’s legacy, they couldn’t coexist under the same sky. This battle was inevitable.

Unlike the original history, Italy’s Red Navy boasted three carriers, heavily invested in, making it formidable.

Part of the army’s failures stemmed from naval investments.

Their fleet included carriers Aquila, Sparviero, and Cavour, six battleships, 170 destroyers, 100 submarines, and 24 cruisers.

With the German Free Socialist Republic’s People’s Navy (Volksmarine), battered by the retreating Allies, reduced to submarines, Italy’s Red Navy effectively led the Red Front’s naval forces.

In the original history’s World War II, Italy had only two Conte di Cavour-class battleships. Here, the two Giulio Cesare-class ships, originally under refit, were completed, and the Littorio-class, meant to be in final construction, were finished.

In contrast, Russia’s Black Sea Fleet, opposing the Red Fleet, wasn’t as strong.

It had two newly built Ekaterina-class carriers, three Imperatritsa Mariya-class battleships, 10 cruisers, 60 destroyers, and 80 submarines.

With the Baltic Fleet and Pacific Squadron, they might compete, but now, the Black Sea Fleet alone was far outmatched.

Even with Türkiye’s navy, the power gap remained.

With Britain’s Mediterranean Fleet, they’d have won easily, but this looked like a tough fight.

Inigo Campioni, Red Navy admiral, laughed at the lookout’s report.

“Hahaha! They dare face us with that? No British Mediterranean Fleet, no Baltic Fleet—just them? Fine! We’ll crush them before the Baltic Fleet arrives!”

“Their flagship is the battleship Anastasia, named after their Tsar.”

“Oh? A battleship as flagship, named after their Tsar?”

Campioni’s eyes gleamed at the young staffer’s words.

The Anastasia. A ship bearing the name of a Tsar claiming Eastern Roman emperorship.

For Italy’s ambition of a Red Rome, it had to be destroyed.

Meanwhile, the Black Sea Fleet prepared thoroughly.

“The Turkish fleet has joined.”

“Have we located the enemy fleet?”

Admiral Kuznetsov asked energetically.

Despite numerical inferiority, they had a pre-planned strategy.

“Yes. They’ve spotted us too.”

With Britain’s Mediterranean Fleet gone, Italy’s acting like they own the place.

“It’s laughable how Italy struts without Britain in the Mediterranean. But that ends today! We must crush their navy in this battle. Are we ready?”

“Yes. J2 rocket launchers are set up in Constantinople, and the army air corps has torpedo bombers ready!”

“The submarine command reports the U-boat fleet is prepared!”

Fight head-on with inferior forces? Madness.

Regrettably, the Black Sea Fleet had no such intention.

They hoped Italy’s Red Fleet was as pathetic as their army, taking the bait.

Thus, the Black Sea Fleet and Turkish allied fleet pretended not to see the Italian fleet, recklessly charging into the Aegean.

“Distance: 10,000 meters!”

Boom!

Naturally, they took a hit from the Red Fleet.

Scoring direct hits, the Red Fleet closed the distance, dismissing the Black Sea Fleet.


“Good, lure them in. We’ll fight at full strength first! Fire as soon as firing solutions are calculated!”

The Black Sea Fleet, rebuilt after retiring old ships, looked decent but was woefully outmatched.

“Turn to starboard! All main guns, commence firing!”

Boom! Crash!

To counter the Red Fleet, the Black Sea Fleet’s 15-inch main guns roared.
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Boom! Crash! Kaboom!

For a while, the Red Fleet and the Black Sea Fleet traded blows fiercely. Though the quality was comparable, the sheer numerical disparity meant that equal damage hit the Black Sea Fleet harder.

Yet, the Black Sea Fleet fought as if ready to die, holding their own for a time.

“Light cruiser Svetlana sunk!”

“Battleship Imperator Nikolai I hit!”

“Sinking destroyers are piling up!”

The damage was mounting.

It was about time.

Regrettably, the Black Sea Fleet would need rebuilding later, but the strategy had gone smoothly so far.

“I feel sorry for the sailors who sacrificed for victory, but we must succeed. Withdraw to the Bosphorus Strait!”

When the moment came, Kuznetsov ordered the retreat.

To the Red Fleet, it looked like a desperate attempt to preserve the fleet, with formations deliberately scattered as they fell back.

“Their army might be strong, but their navy’s pathetic! At this rate, we’d win even against their entire fleet!”

Watching the fleeing enemy, Inigo Campioni laughed heartily from the bridge.

Sure, their army was formidable, but they couldn’t have invested much in their navy.

No way would they cede Mediterranean dominance to those Slavs.

Time to crush them all.

“Admiral, they’re retreating! The flagship Anastasia has turned!”

“Anastasia? We can’t miss this chance to conquer her. If our Red Fleet sinks the Anastasia, it’ll boost the Red Front’s morale!”

Eager to claim the Anastasia, the Red Fleet chased after her.

The cat-and-mouse game between the Black Sea Fleet and the Red Fleet continued until they neared Constantinople.

“Hahaha! They can’t abandon Constantinople. Annihilate their fleet!”

Initially thrilled at the prospect of conquering a warship named after the Tsar, Campioni’s joy turned to dread.

“Trouble! Submarines from all directions!”

Russia’s covert U-boat fleet had been lying in wait.

Equipped with oxygen torpedoes from their self-proclaimed ally, Japan, no less.

Though the United States Navy of this era lacked skill, with poor guidance and low accuracy, the stage was set for hits.

And that wasn’t all.

“Enemy air units spotted! My God!”

The lookout trembled but clung to the binoculars.

They had to confirm with their own eyes.

But confirmation wasn’t necessary.

The sky was already swarming with enemy planes heading for the Red Fleet.

“What’s causing such—oh no.”

The Red Fleet’s sailors looked up, faces drained of hope.

The sky was blanketed with Russian aircraft.

Exaggeratedly, it felt like dark clouds gradually swallowing the blue sky.

The sailors realized they’d walked into a tiger’s maw.

Inigo Campioni assessed the situation coldly.

The Black Sea Fleet wasn’t the issue.

They were bait to create this trap.

The Red Fleet had taken the bait and was now stuck.

If they stayed, the Red Fleet would be reduced to a name.

“They were just the tip of the iceberg. The real threat is the torpedo bombers and submarines! It’s a trap! Retreat!”

How did he miss this?

Did he underestimate Russia’s navy?

No time for regrets. They’d all die if this continued.

They had to save the fleet.

“Fall back! Hurry! Turn the ships! We must retreat!”

“Full speed ahead!” “Formations are breaking!”

The Red Fleet, chasing the Black Sea Fleet, now scrambled to retreat, their formations collapsing.

Better than total annihilation.

“We’ll take losses! Escape to the Mediterranean! If we don’t get out, we’re done! Head for Malta!”

Russia’s 300 U-boats from the United States Submarine Command and 700 White Air Force torpedo bombers surged from sea and sky to feast on the Red Fleet.

“Where do you think you’re going?”

“If you can’t hit, dive and make it count! Crush these Red scum who dared insult our Tsarina!”

Trained and hardened by White Army aces, the White Air Corps feared no death, diving to drop bombs.

Boom! Crash!

“Mother Tsarina, Ura!”

“Aaagh, how do we stop this?!”

Italian sailors, desperate to survive, fired every anti-aircraft gun at the sky.

The torpedo bomber squadrons covered the sky like a swarm, and though anti-aircraft fire downed some, the next wave filled the gap.

The White Army pilots, as fanatical as communists and elite members of the Tsar’s idol fan club, dove fearlessly to point-blank range, slamming torpedoes into ships.

Bombers joined in, opening bays to rain aviation bombs on the Red Navy, showcasing Russia’s might.

Rockets from launchers in Constantinople added to the onslaught.

Oxygen torpedoes, improved from Japanese designs, fired from the sea.

Thud! Kaboom!

The battleship Littorio, hit by an oxygen torpedo, snapped like a waffle and sank with a roar.

“Battleship Littorio sunk! Carrier Aquila heavily damaged!”

Receiving reports from the lookout on the flagship heavy cruiser Trento, Inigo Campioni sighed.

Was Russia’s national strength this overwhelming?

This wasn’t the Red Fleet’s failure.

Russia’s power was simply crushing.

Could they fight a sky swarming with torpedo bombers?

A single bomb hitting the bridge or magazine would end them. Was there courage to fight?

There was no chance. This was a calamity.

A white wave of disaster from the sky engulfed the Red Fleet.

Its overwhelming numbers sapped their will to fight.

And it wasn’t just the sky. The sheer number of submarines and their torpedoes, though low in accuracy, could split a ship with one hit.


The second and third attack waves followed.

Ratatatat!

“Damn, how are there so many planes?!”

“Where’s our air force?!”

Many warships were wrecked, and sailors manning machine guns jumped into the sea, rendering anti-aircraft fire useless.

Carriers? The carriers were sunk early, leaving no planes to deploy.

Sailors jumping to survive burned in flaming oil slicks.

Naturally, Campioni’s Trento wasn’t spared from the torpedo bombers and submarines.

“That looks like the flagship! Smash it!”

A Russian bomber’s bay opened, dropping a massive metal chunk that pierced Trento.

The flagship, helplessly impaled, groaned and began sinking into the sea.

With no time or chance to escape, Inigo Campioni’s final words were succinct.

“This war is absolute crap.”

Kaboom!

With that, Campioni, who in the original history was purged for refusing to collaborate with the Italian Social Republic, met his end at sea.

The Aegean Sea Battle, as it would be remembered, wasn’t without Russian losses but was a near-perfect victory.

Italy fought alone, and the French Commune’s fleet, stuck in home ports, couldn’t join the Red Fleet.

Securing sea control, Russia’s Black Sea Fleet, joined by the Baltic Fleet en route to the Mediterranean, ensured the French Commune dared not venture out.

“Well, we won.”

Meanwhile, Anastasia, planning to seize defeated nations’ fleets to bolster hers, was simply bewildered.

—

Moscow, Russian United States

The Aegean Sea Battle was heavily propagandized in Russia.

Naturally. One battle secured sea control, making the Mediterranean theirs to command.

“Block those Reds from setting foot on our homeland!”

Britain, frantically shielding its island with the Royal Navy, had withdrawn its Mediterranean Fleet, leaving the Mediterranean effectively Russia’s lake.

This news, shared with the public, framed the war as a holy crusade, boosting morale by highlighting Russia’s advantage.

[One battle annihilates Italy’s Red Navy! Black Sea Fleet seizes Mediterranean control!]

[Baltic Fleet joins Black Sea Fleet in the Mediterranean!]

[Victory owed to White Air Force and U-boats!]

[Admiral Kolchak: The Mediterranean will be Russia’s lake.]

It wasn’t just the navy.

To force Communist Germany’s surrender, the army had to act, and their victories were also publicized.

[White Army, led by the Tsarina, captures Communist Germany’s Hindenburg!]

[With His Majesty’s support, Sudetenland fiercely resists the Red tide.]

Every headline fueled patriotic fervor.

A mighty White Army, heir to Eastern Rome, advancing to seize European hegemony!

Those who feared a repeat of World War I’s failures now embraced an era of national pride.

“Extra! Extra!”

“This is war! This is Russia!”

“Our Russian era has finally dawned!”

“God save the Tsar!”

While Russians reveled in victory’s euphoria, in a Moscow teahouse, disheveled East Asians sat among the jubilant crowd.

Their leader was Mao Zedong, with his close aides.

“Comrade Mao, the war seems to favor Russia.”

“Of course. The Tsar is a hero among heroes.”

Mao wished to be like her.

But he was outmaneuvered by Japan’s Mutaguchi Renya, losing a 2-million-strong army.

Chiang Kai-shek then devoured his remaining forces.

Mao knew too little about his foe.

Who knew Mutaguchi Renya was Japan’s most envied general, a true master? No wonder Japan was so confident.

Winning with a tenth of the forces in this era’s field battles—unthinkable. Or perhaps Mao overestimated his warlord armies.

They were mere rabble, and Mutaguchi, a general even the Tsar acknowledged, was unbeatable.

Though Chiang consolidated power, his situation was dire.

Reports said he was fortifying defenses, but if Chiang defeated Japan, China would unify under him.

The Central Plains, already a hellscape, would fall deeper into ruin.

To prevent that, the Tsar’s aid was crucial.

“I must meet the Tsar. Chiang, no better than an imperialist fighting Japan, will ruin China if he swallows it. China thrives when divided. If he unifies it, he’ll turn China into an imperialist state.”

“Is that possible in Chiang’s position?”

“A man unfit for imperialism dreaming of it will ruin China further. Wouldn’t the Tsar prefer supporting me over someone obsessed with reclaiming Manchuria? We need Russia’s help to survive.”

Reclaiming Manchuria, occupying Mongolia, seizing Tibet—Chiang, despite his unworthiness, constantly preached such goals.

Calling Manchu lands China’s ancestral territory is a stretch, isn’t it?

Unlike the original history, Mao, now a soft autonomist and anarchist, believed China should inherit the Han Chinese Ming Dynasty, not the Manchu Qing’s lands.

Yes, the Ming Dynasty.

China should claim Ming lands, not covet Manchu territories, which would clash with neighbors.

Thus, he resolved to meet the Tsarina.

At that moment, Beria, secretly tasked by the Tsar to track Mao with the Okhrana, found him here.

“You’re Mao Zedong, correct?”

“I am Mao Zedong.”

“We’re the Okhrana. Come quietly.”

The moment had arrived.

Mao steeled himself for China’s future hegemony.

—

The war continued to favor Russia.

How could Communist Germany, weaker than Nazi Germany, stop the steel wave?

Even fighting earnestly, they’d likely lose. With Red German forces tied up in Sudetenland, the steel wave covering the land would crush their will.

“Crazy. Those Russkie tanks blanket the earth.”

“If they advance, not just Germany but France is in danger!”

“Why did we start this war?”

The Communist German army was powerless before us.

Some, true to their Red tenacity, faced our armored wave with meager firepower, but they were crushed, turning red like proper Reds—minced meat under the tank wave.

If our soldiers had to exert themselves, it was only for one task.

“Clear the Red corpses! Should the Tsarina walk a path littered with Red scum?”

“Hurry up!”

“Damn bastards. They should’ve surrendered. Stubborn like roaches.”

“Even in death, they annoy us.”

Cleaning Red corpses for my path, perhaps.

Their desperate resistance left more dead than prisoners.

The German Empire Army, moving from the north, was reclaiming territory with cooperating Junkers.

Sometimes I hear our troops treat Reds like vermin—a testament to our anti-communist education.

Corpses need clearing anyway.

We’re thriving on land, but I recently heard the outcome of the battle with the Red Fleet.

I learned of the Aegean Sea Battle’s results from the front.

“Well, we won.”


A victory.

They sank most of Italy’s Red Fleet to the Aegean’s depths and destroyed the flagship of Admiral Inigo Campioni.

It feels great but also a bit off.

My plan was to seize defeated nations’ fleets postwar to restore the Russian Empire’s naval might.

This is a bit disappointing.
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Tch, what a shame.

If this is the case, I’ll have to get some ships from the U.S., where shipyards are running full tilt to catch Japan.

Or quickly secure air superiority, take Japan’s mainland, force surrender, and seize their fleet.

Hmm, maybe keep the navy modest.

Fleets are money pits. Maintaining them moderately is fine.

Still, I can’t pour cold water on a victory celebration.

“The Mediterranean is now our lake!”

“Haha! Unthinkable during the Great War.”

“The Spanish Navy has requested to join us with their fleet.”

“Hmm, Spain.”

The command is ecstatic.

Now that I think about it, Spain was a bit suspicious.

We helped them so much, yet they didn’t volunteer to join the war.

We didn’t explicitly ask, but Spain’s been busy rebuilding with money from U.S. credit.

Since we aided them, they’d bow if we demanded participation, but for now, Spain’s neutral.

They stayed quiet to avoid being France’s first victim, but they likely want in on the war now.

“If Spain attacks, can the French Commune hold them off?”

The border between Spain and France is the Pyrenees.

The Commune would station troops there if they’re smart, but I’m not sure they can defend the Pyrenees.

We don’t need France to attack.

Eliminating Italy alone would neutralize the Red Front’s main agitator.

We can deal with France from both sides later.

“Their main force is here, so they shouldn’t be breached.”

“But the Commune wouldn’t move thoughtlessly.”

“Even if they hold, if Spain moves with significant forces, the Commune will have to split its troops. That makes things easier for us.”

True, but the question is how much to give Spain postwar.

Saying they owe us for the civil war feels a bit off.

If we unify Europe under one sphere, land division matters less.

“We supported their civil war, so do we need to reward them?”

“If we must give something, how about Gibraltar?”

Gibraltar’s nice, but how do we give it?

It’s not our land or France’s to hand over.

“Isn’t that under British control?”

“Negotiate with Britain to take it. They’re too scared to crawl out of their island.”

Britain’s being dismissed, but their navy’s still formidable.

You don’t underestimate an old lion, even if it’s aged.

Don’t mock Mr. Dunkirk’s legend!

Wait. What if we make Spain a victor nation and have Britain transfer Gibraltar as a mandate?

Not a bad idea.

“Spain’s role won’t be much. Just harass the Commune from behind.”

“Yes, I’ll contact Franco’s side.”

“How about splitting our army group to join the Danubian Federation in Sudetenland and push north?”

The White Army’s earned enough to carve up land as we please.

We’ve likely defeated over a million Communist German and Commune troops.

Including prisoners, it’s an enormous number.

“And with sea control, let’s aim for an Italian landing.”

“But we have no troops there. We could redirect the army.”

Drozdovsky’s being odd. Why use our army?

We’re not the only ones with troops.

With sea control, an Ethiopian landing isn’t a bad idea.

It was planned once we secured sea control. I assumed Britain’s Mediterranean Fleet would help, but since it’s like this, let’s land Ethiopia.

“We have troops—Ethiopian troops.”

“Oh.”

“Ethiopia, which despises Italy, can do it.”

Sounds fun, right?

“Indeed. I’ll contact Ethiopia.”

It’s already agreed upon. Ethiopia will likely accept.

The first African army to enter a great power’s capital? They’ll love it.

Since we can’t seize navies, let’s enjoy this.

“We need to contact Emperor Haile Selassie. Given how African nations are treated, an African army marching in Rome, a supposed great power, would be amusing, no?”

It’s a picture I’ve long envisioned.

Our Ethiopian army marching proudly in Rome.

Doesn’t it sound entertaining?

“Oh, that’s great.”

“Humiliation like no other.”

Now, what’s this?

The Chief of Staff hands me a letter.

“Your Majesty, Türkiye sent congratulations on the victory, and Kemal sent a personal letter.”

Curious, I read it. Interesting content.

He wants to retake the Suez, restoring as much Ottoman territory as possible.

In exchange, he’d jointly manage the Suez with Russia instead of Britain. Has this been discussed with Britain?

It feels like, since the Reds would take it otherwise, let’s split the spoils.

What happens to Britain and Egypt?

For the future Middle East, I planned to make Türkiye the regional enforcer, but Egypt’s Suez revenue makes me pity them.

Maybe give Egypt a share. Hmm.

How far does Kemal aim?

The letter suggests he wants Egypt—well, just the Suez.

“Your Majesty, the Free French government in Algeria offers to help with colonial troops—”

“They’ve held out well.”


“They want to reclaim their mainland, don’t they?”

Look at them jumping in once we secured sea control.

I get it, being exiles, but it’s a bit much.

“Haven’t they stabilized Algeria yet? Do they have the capacity?”

“We’d need to confirm, but it seems they’re desperate to reclaim the mainland.”

Of course, the war’s tipped completely.

Sea control means we can aim for a mainland landing.

The exile government in Algeria, if they’ve got ears, knows the Commune’s troops are rushing to stop Russia and that Spain’s moving.

They’d know it’s the perfect time to retake.

“Who’s leading the Algerian government?”

Leading it now means they’re a real talent.

“Philippe Pétain.”

Oh, Philippe Pétain steps up.

Makes sense, given he was in the lineup when they fled to Algeria.

“Hmm, that’s unfortunate.”

I find Pétain pitiable.

He believed surrender was for France’s sake, leading Vichy France. Postwar, many still respected him.

In this history, he made it to Algeria, but stabilizing the region must be tough.

While unifying Europe, we need to tear France apart a bit.

“Britain’s reached out too.”

“What’d they say?”

At this point, Britain’s message is likely Churchill’s own opinion.

“They’ll mobilize the Commonwealth if needed, just let them tear into France.”

Oh, Britain’s ready to scrape together Commonwealth troops.

Have they forgotten Dunkirk? If they mess up again, the Commonwealth might ignore Britain.

Even as the motherland, who’d be happy with their population ground down?

After Gallipoli, I heard tens of thousands of Commonwealth troops are involved here too.

But this is perfect for us.

Britain and France are courting us.

“Britain and France wooing us—how amusing.”

I didn’t expect this.

Is this the same pathetic Russia from World War I? Truly grand.

Entering Communist Germany’s mainland and winning the Aegean Sea Battle brought this result.

Britain and France are desperate.

If it ends like this, everything becomes Russia’s!

I can’t help but think they’re begging us for a share.

“Especially Britain—they’re practically pleading. They’re begging to tear into the French Commune.”

I get what that means.

It’s simple: “I’ll die if I get nothing, please help.”

Churchill’s SOS.

If he’s about to die, maybe he’ll blink twice. Wouldn’t Churchill actually do it?

If the war ends now, Britain, having done nothing, gets nothing. Losing hundreds of thousands at Dunkirk, Churchill’s done.

“Otherwise, Britons will drag Churchill out of Downing Street.”

To Churchill, the French Commune are traitors and a key reason for his “Mr. Dunkirk” title.

If France hadn’t flipped, this wouldn’t have happened.

Churchill’s a realist.

To maintain influence, or at least hold the British Isles, he needs results.

Even if it means bowing to distasteful Russia.

Drinking heavily, he’d get nothing if he misses out on the war, so it’s pitiable.

He likely realized this and is desperate to do something.

In his mind, Germany’s mainland is lost, so the only option is tearing into traitorous France.

“But the Free French exile government won’t accept that.”

What fool would cheer their country being torn apart?

But Free France has no choice.

All they can do is watch the victors’ postwar decisions.

Even claiming the mainland requires desperate persuasion.

“Likely so.”

“We’re tearing France apart anyway. Hmm, let’s do this. We planned to shred the French Commune as traitors to Russia and the Allies, but for de Gaulle, Pétain’s subordinate, we’ll let them keep some mainland.”

For old France’s sake, let’s ensure both sides maintain some territory.

This level should suffice.

“Do you know de Gaulle?”

“He aided us as a French volunteer during the Red-White Civil War.”

I got familiar with him then. Like, oh, we’ve met.

We’d tear it all apart, but for that connection, we’ll give some.

Using this tie to grant France a piece of land—nice development, right?

“It’s like saying we wouldn’t give it, but we will for that reason.”

“Exactly.”

Our Ungern’s sharp.

Ungern probably saw de Gaulle too, since they were on the South Russia front.

Postwar, the German Empire and Danubian Federation, having reclaimed their mainland, are heavily damaged.

More importantly, Russia and the Danube, who directly faced the French Commune, harbor unique anger toward them.

Hitler will likely say, “I want to fragment France like Austria-Hungary!”

Then I step in, saying, “France helped during the civil war, so we can’t tear it all apart,” negotiating to give them some land.

“They might resent us later.”

“The Commune made the Danubian Federation and us suffer more than expected. Britain feels betrayed. Not tearing France apart would upset Britain and the Danube. Plus, being too merciful might stir domestic complaints.”

France’s mere resentment?

They lack the strength to reclaim the mainland, so their grudge over losing some land pales against the resentment of postwar victors like the Danubian Federation and Britain.

Britain’s in a sorry state, but it’s still a pirate nation we can’t ignore.

We should protect Churchill before he’s purged in a revolution.

“Your Majesty, Greece has requested our support.”

“Greece is finally overwhelmed by Mussolini’s army.”

Even a crumbling Italy will cling to taking Greece.

Greece can’t hold against that offensive.

“Manstein, who planned the Sickle Operation, was sent there.”

“Manstein, huh.”

The Sickle Operation was leaked to the Allies early, but Churchill ignored it, I hear.

If he’d acted, things might be very different now.

Wilhelm II would be begging Churchill to spare his mainland.


Though Manstein succeeded, I’m certain he leaked the Sickle info to the Allies.

I doubt he’d work for the Communists, and no one else could’ve leaked it.

Goebbels either sees it as part of the plan or doesn’t know, but Manstein, against his will, became Red Germany’s hero.

Plus, leading troops to Greece shows Goebbels values him, but he’s there to aid Greece’s conquest.

It might be worth reaching out to him.
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Hmm, Manstein. Right, Anton Denikin’s over there.

Let’s leave Manstein to Denikin.

“Türkiye’s heading to Egypt, correct?”

“Yes, Your Majesty.”

Our Chief of Staff is busy bringing me all sorts of reports.

Well, with Ungern, Semyonov, Zhukov, Tukhachevsky, and Bermondt on the battlefield, it’s no surprise.

Greece, huh.

Originally, I thought of tossing it to Türkiye, but if they’re going for Egypt, that changes things.

“For now, let’s keep Greece alive with minimal territory and consider giving Türkiye up to Egypt, provided we convince Britain.”

Whether Egypt is independent or not is Kemal’s call.

Given his talk of making Palestine an autonomous region, Egypt might follow suit.

Or he might ask, “Big Brother, what should we do with Egypt?”

“That’s a viable option.”

My plan was to control up to the Levant and position Türkiye as the Middle East’s enforcer, but Türkiye’s performing beyond expectations.

Atatürk’s a realist.

He knows he can’t challenge Russia, even if he grows stronger. Once Europe’s unified under our sphere, Russia will be even mightier.

So, let’s adjust Greece’s situation.

Bulgaria should be satisfied splitting Serbia with the Danubian Federation.

But Egypt requires coordination with Britain.

“Since Greece requested support, let’s install J2 rocket launchers from Constantinople in Greece and provide some aid.”

“We’ll do so.”

If we tell Kemal to choose between Greece and Egypt, he’d pick Egypt, assuming we handle Britain.

“We might need to meet Churchill.”

Churchill won’t cling to what he can’t hold.

With Dunkirk’s devastation leaving them unable to manage colonies, wouldn’t it be smarter to whitewash before independence movements erupt?

Let’s keep things friendly.

“At this rate, we’ll occupy Communist Germany before the year’s out.”

“Yes. The German Empire Army handles occupied zones, so we just keep pushing.”

With the German Empire securing rear areas, there’s no issue.

Citizens oppressed by Communist Germany are even cooperating with them.

“Hmm, we can afford some leeway. I should consider meeting Churchill.”

“Churchill?”

“To divide the land postwar, we need to meet, no? For France, tell him to secure a share, whatever it takes. Or I’ll send a letter myself.”

We’re bombing Germany, but for my image, we mostly target military assets.

If Britain plays nice, who knows?

They still have skilled elite pilots. Their air force could be useful.

Another piece of good news arrived.

“Your Majesty, Kleist’s Communist German army has raised the white flag.”

Kleist’s army, facing our 2nd Army Group, surrendered.

Churchill better act fast, or he’s in trouble.

—

London, UK War Office Underground Bunker

Churchill, reading Anastasia’s letter, was furious.

He crumpled it but couldn’t throw it.

“Return Gibraltar to Spain and grab whatever share you can. Hah! These Russians act like our overlords!”

Crash!

Instead of the Tsar’s letter, a beer bottle shattered on the floor.

No one commented.

Drunk as he was, Churchill, the bulldog, fought harder than anyone to save the British Empire, begging Russia to tear into France to quell future public discontent.

Ministers even bet on which bottle he’d throw next.

With homeland defense their only focus, Churchill’s bottle-throwing was prime entertainment for MPs lacking diversions.

Türkiye’s recent Suez occupation twisted Churchill’s stomach.

They lacked the strength to retake it, and Britain had fled first, fearing the Red Army.

At least they needed the right to punish traitors.

“We’ll have to acknowledge Russia’s dominance postwar.”

“What, give up Egypt too? Even Gibraltar?”

How could one defeat lead to losing everything?

Oswald Mosley, cautiously speaking, drew only a sigh from Churchill.

“Prime Minister, regrettably, we won’t have troops to garrison colonies postwar.”

“Ugh.”

“It’s time to face reality. Russia might cede some Indian territories to a pro-British state. Better to relinquish colonies before things get worse.”

“Relinquish colonies?”

“Prime Minister, we can’t bark at Türkiye. If revolutions erupt across our colonies, we can’t handle it. General Claude Auchinleck, Commander-in-Chief of the Indian Army, reported unrest in India. Egypt’s been rife with anti-British sentiment due to communist infiltration. Securing Iraq’s oil was a miracle.”

Churchill couldn’t believe it.

The mighty British Empire, fallen so far. The Great Depression raised doubts about colonial profitability, but what now?

If they overreach to hold colonies, citizens might cry revolution, French-style, and take Churchill’s head.

Relinquish colonies, secure the homeland, and find ways to grab what they can.

That leaves France.

“Fine. But France is unforgivable. Our necks are on the line. If we, as victors, lose Gibraltar and everything, what are we? We must tear into France! Russia said to grab a share.”

“Yes.”

Churchill eyed Brittany and Normandy on a wall map.

To carve up France’s mainland, that’s the minimum. They’d need to use whatever they had.

An idea struck, and he stared at Air Chief Marshal Arthur Harris, who’d been watching cautiously.

Harris, post-Dunkirk (failure), had probed northern Germany with air forces, fearing a German landing.

“Everyone, consider this. What if we took parts of these regions, held during the Hundred Years’ War?”

“Can you convince Russia? And Free France?”

“Hah, Free France? They won’t repay our 400,000 dead soldiers. We sent all suspect French troops there. We need to grab something. If we get nothing, it’s not just my neck—the entire cabinet’s gone.”

True. If this fizzles out, Allied commanders from the withdrawal would be lucky to survive.

Realistically, Churchill might grovel to Anastasia to carve up France.


Would the Tsar want those flip-flopping frogs to keep their mainland intact?

Even if Europe unifies under Russia’s order, the frogs are just revolutionaries.

If he could sway Anastasia, Churchill would shake his hips.

But first, he’d need merits, as she demanded.

“The French Commune and Communist Germany’s air forces are fighting Russia’s White Air Force and the Danubian Federation, right?”

“Yes. But air superiority went to Russia’s new fighters long ago.”

No one knew what those propeller-less fighters were, but they were impressive.

The Reds moving planes said it all.

That meant Germany and the French Commune’s mainland were relatively undefended.

Churchill had a brainstorm.

What if we bomb Red Germany and France’s mainland?

Fortunately, unlike the original history, there was no Battle of Britain, and fighting Communist Germany’s planes since the Allied days produced elite pilots.

They had skilled aviators.

They needed to use them to hit Germany.

“Air Chief Marshal Harris.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Regrettably, we must accept the Slavs’ dominance. They say to earn merits if we want victor status. The Commonwealth army might cut ties if we land them, and sending the Home Guard risks our necks. All we have left is the air force.”

Battleships can’t cross land to Germany, so the air force was their hope.

“Yes, sir.”

“We must cripple Communist Germany’s production. They’re exhausted blocking Russia. Can’t we exploit this gap?”

Harris understood Churchill’s intent.

He’d been thinking the same.

Britain’s only options were navy and air force. The Reds wouldn’t cross the sea, so it’s the air force.

They needed to drive a wedge with it.

Harris pointed to cities on a German map.

“We should target Cologne, Dresden, and Hamburg.”

“Go on.”

Churchill nodded eagerly, urging him.

“Dresden took damage from Danubian air forces, but Communist Germany anticipated it, producing weapons in Cologne and Hamburg. Hamburg has over 100 supply factories, and Cologne is a major producer for this war.”

Such places existed?

Wait. Why hadn’t they bombed them yet?

“We didn’t bomb those?”

“Their anti-air defenses were formidable, and Red interceptors fought fiercely. But…”

“But?”

Harris paused, then spoke cautiously.

“Now, to block Russia, they’ve moved anti-air defenses and interceptors to Russia and the Danube.”

Meaning the cities producing Red supplies were defenseless?

This was feasible.

They’d found a way to torment the Reds.

“They’re exposed! Our air force losses will be minimal. Destroying hundreds of factories and military complexes will suffice.”

Churchill’s face lit up, as if clearing a long-held burden.

With Russia’s momentum, they’d tear the Reds apart within the year.

Even if Britain supported Russia, they’d miss the timing.

But disrupting Red weapon production could end the war faster.

“Destroying them requires one massive strike, but civilian casualties will be significant.”

In the original history, Dresden’s bombing caused heavy civilian losses, sparking Allied backlash, especially from the U.S., who used precision bombing. Britain’s bombers were vilified.

Churchill passed the blame to Harris then, but here, he needed to act.

Civilian casualties? They’re all Reds.

Reds aren’t civilians.

If he could weaken Red Germany’s war effort and land a blow, Churchill would sell his soul.

He decided to justify the bombing differently.

“Russia always says Reds are vermin. Even among Russians, Bolsheviks were used for human experiments or ground up in projects. The Danube’s Chancellor Hitler kills Reds without qualm. Their Tsar deems Reds vermin, so no need to treat them as civilians. No matter how many Jerries die, if we can destroy factories, I approve. Bomb wherever needed!”

“Yes, sir.”


Britain had only malice left.

If they’d lose everything, they’d cling to Russia for equal victor status.

Yes, wipe out the Red plague.

The Reds ruined the British Empire, so bomb every German city and tear France apart.

On March 13, 1942, relentless large-scale bombings of Cologne and Hamburg began.
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