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NOVELS BY CAROLINE DUBOIS:


“Her Father’s Daughter brings a turbulent era to vivid life. All the conflicts and complexities of British India and Czarist Russia are mirrored in Dubois’s story. It’s breathlessly exciting and heartbreaking by turns—an emotional and historical page-turner.” —Publishers Weekly

* * *
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“Painstakingly researched, beautifully hewn, compulsively readable—this enlightening literary journey takes us from Russia to India via South Africa and Great Britain, revealing remarkable historical details, dark family secrets, and bringing to life two of the men who shaped our world as we know it. A must read.” —O, The Oprah Magazine
* * *
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“A triumphant, controversial, and fascinating plunge into the complexities of a mentor-mentee relationship at the turn of the 19th century. You’ll never look at Gandhi or at Tolstoy the same way again.” —Daily Mirror
* * *
[image: image]

“Author Caroline Dubois had performed tireless research. Whether it is detailing Tolstoy’s life as a reluctant count with many serfs, or recounting the world of Gandhi as a young inexperienced lawyer in the racist South Africa and India, Dubois clearly has done the homework. The result is breathtaking.” —USA Today
* * *
[image: image]


“This is a stunning historical novel that will keep you up late, hoping the engaging story never ends. Highly, highly recommended!” —Washington Post

* * *
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“A compelling, page-turning narrative. ‘Her Father’s Daughter’ falls squarely into the groundbreaking category of fiction that re-examines history from a fresh, psychological point of view. It’s smart, thoughtful and also just an old-fashioned good read.” —Christian Science Monitor

* * *
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“A powerful story for readers everywhere. Dubois has brought readers a firsthand glimpse into one of history’s most fascinating eras. A novel that brings to life what these two great men have endured in order to bring their light to the world. I was moved to tears.” —New York Post

* * *
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“Extremely moving and memorable. . . Her Father’s Daughter should appeal strongly to historical fiction readers and to book clubs that adored Anthony Doerr’s All the Light We Cannot See and Caroline Hannah’s The Nightingale.” —Miami Herald

* * *
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“Inspired by the actual correspondence between the two giants, Dubois has woven together the stories of Gandhi, Tolstoy, as well as of Tolstoy’s daughter Tatiana, into a riveting story that reveals the bravery, cruelty and hope at the beginning of the 20th century. This is a part of history that should never be forgotten.” —Los Angeles Times

* * *
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“This is the kind of book I wish I had the courage to write—a profound, unsettling and thoroughly captivating look at mentorship and love through the dark lens of racial oppression.” —People

* * *
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“Dubois skillfully weaves Tolstoy's daughter's tale with the correspondence of a yet-to-be-known shy Indian lawyer, Mahatma Gandhi. Through Gandhi's eyes, the daughter is to learn a valuable lesson in forgiveness. Her Father’s Daughter portrays the lives of three astonishing figures into a story of extraordinary moral power set against the harrowing backdrop of imperialism and oppression.” —The New Yorker

* * *
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“Riveting. . . Dubois moves effortlessly across physical and ethical battlegrounds, and across the territory of the heart and soul. I find it hard to recall the last time I read a novel that moved me so deeply.” —PopSugar

* * *
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“Fascinating read... A student-teacher story that will make your heart sing. Tolstoy and Gandhi come to life authentically, directed by Dubois’s detailed research and glittering prose.” —The Augusta Chronicle

* * *
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“A gem... Entirely original, Her Father’s Daughter is a book you set aside like a fine wine and wait for the chance to reopen and savor it.” .” —BookPage
* * *
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“If you enjoy history and friendship, courage and love, you will find this book a page-turner. Dubois has given us a strong and passionate story filled with historical facts, and you will find it hard to put this book down.” —Kirkus Reviews

* * *
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“Movies and books tell the separate stories of Tolstoy and of Gandhi, but very few mention their unique relationship. Caroline Dubois has delved into the lives and times of the two giants and created a tearjerker, but the journey is as lovely as could be.” —Time Magazine

* * *
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“They say truth can be stranger than fiction. Indeed, the real relationship between Leo Tolstoy and Mahatma Gandhi is just that: so moving and emotional you could hardly believe the authentic letters Dubois weaves into the story. Historical fiction at its best!” —Bustle

* * *
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“Readers will find it hard not to laugh a little and cry a little more as desperate Gandhi reaches out to disillusioned Tolstoy just in the nick of time. A masterpiece.” —Real Simple Magazine

* * *
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“Superb... A searing story with a breathtaking, beautiful ending.” —Huffington Post

* * *
[image: image]


“An enticing read for history buffs... genuinely heart-wrenching. The memorable cast of Tolstoy, his daughter Tatiana, and Mahatma Gandhi makes for spellbinding reading.” —San Francisco Chronicle

* * *
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CLAIM YOUR GIFT!

Thank you for purchasing this novel. For a special behind-the-scenes e-book, including historical background on which Her Father’s Daughter was based please visit:

https://books.click/Daughter

*  *  *
[image: image]


This e-book companion includes group discussion ideas, unique photographs and much more!

This novel is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and plot are either products of the author's imagination or used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual events, locales, or persons is purely coincidental. 

The publisher reserves the right to republish this book under different title, nom de plume and/or cover. If you are not satisfied with your purchase, please contact us at https://books.click/returns

Text copyright © Caroline Dubois

All rights reserved. No part of this book may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means whatsoever without express written permission from the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical articles and reviews. Please refer all pertinent questions to the publisher. 
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JOIN OUR ONLINE BOOK CLUB!

Book club members receive free books and the hottest pre-release novels. To join our exclusive online book club and discuss Her Father’s Daughter with likeminded readers, please visit:

Books.click/DuboisBookclub

*  *  *
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We look forward to see you in our bookclub family!

Her Father's Daughter: A Novel of a Touching Father-Daughter Relationship
A Novel 
––––––––
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Based on true documents.

All quotes from letters, diary entries, books and articles are directly based on the original documents.
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ROME, 
DECEMBER 1931 
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Tatiana Tolstoy-Sukhotin stood near the window, waiting. 

The 67-year-old countess stared at the street below thinking, ‘When will he arrive? The telegram said he’d arrive at three...’

She sat down on the couch in her little apartment. A moment later she got up and walked back to the window, thinking wistfully of the snow she loved in her childhood. She missed the snow. 

The newspaper on her coffee table showed his photograph on the front page: those odd round spectacles, the brown skin, the smile with several teeth missing. 

She wanted to be upset with this man for not arriving on time, but she found herself instead smiling back at the face covering the newspaper’s front page. 

She leaned forward and looked at the article again: “Gandhi Arrivando questa mattina a Roma.”

She read the title again. Though she had only lived in Italy for a few years, she could understand Italian fairly well. It was very similar to Latin, of which she had an adequate knowledge. Her father had taught her well. 

“Gandhi Arriving in Rome This Morning,” she translated to herself, “The Indian leader to visit Prime Minister Benito Mussolini in the evening. In the morning he will be greeted by the naval cadets, and then taken to meet with government officials, including the Minister of Foreign Affairs, Mr. Dino Grandi. In the afternoon, prior to visiting Il Duce, Gandhi will be visiting the Tolstoy Museum in Rome.”

She was glad the address was not mentioned. The last thing she wanted was a throng of people and the hideous reporters with their cameras. She had suffered because of them throughout her life, always chasing her father. At that moment she remembered with perfect clarity when her father was dying at the stationmaster’s home in that forsaken place. She shivered remembering how the press nearly broke into his room there. What a terrifying experience.

She shuddered slightly—the memory of her father brought her pain. She looked at the drawing on the wall that she drew many years ago—22 years ago, to be exact. A portrait of her father in the year before his passing. Her father looking lost in his thoughts, almost daydreaming, his large white beard dissolving into the dark background. 

She looked at the clock nervously. If he doesn’t come soon, she thought, there will be no visit to the “Tolstoy Museum.”

For the past two days she had been cleaning the downstairs room feverishly. The “museum” was one room, a small room she rented from the building’s owner, which she dedicated to her father’s legacy. It was all she could afford. But it was better than nothing. 

Her father, with his socialistic ideals, left his works in the public domain. And even though her late mother was eventually able to win the rights back, as soon as the Communists took over, all the money was gone. 

As she peeked out the window, she was surprised to realize how excited she was. This was only natural. She had followed Gandhi’s career for over twenty years. It would be exciting for anyone to meet such a revered and celebrated leader. 

But that was not it, she knew. She had met many leaders throughout her life. The fame did not move her. 

It was her excitement to meet this one man. The one person about whom her father spoke with such admiration. To whom her father wrote his longest letter in his last months, when he would write no more than a paragraph to others. To the young Gandhi he wrote three full pages. 

What was it about Gandhi that her father had recognized long before the Indian leader was famous? And how had her father come to admire the young Indian lawyer living in South Africa? 

It was rare for her father to speak with so much admiration of anyone really. Her father criticized the Czar, scolded the Patriarch of Moscow, rebuked the army’s generals. He laughed at other authors, he criticized almost every artist, including Chekov and even Shakespeare. He mocked his own children, and she was not spared from that. 

And yet, this one Hindu, this one little man, somehow elicited only compliments from her father. How she had longed for that kind of approval from him. 

But her father’s approval was not to be. 

She found herself fidgeting with her fingers like a schoolgirl, and tried to calm herself, but her thoughts kept drifting to her father. 
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“My Father,” pencil drawing by Tatiana Tolstoy, 1909.
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YASNAYA POLYANA, 
RUSSIA
 DECEMBER 1892
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Tatiana, age 29, stood in her father’s study near the window waiting for him. Her eyes were fixed on the snowy trail leading into the woods. 

He was late. Again. Now they might not be able to go through the many letters he had received that day. She glanced at the desk. She had arranged the letters in three meticulous piles. Forty-three letters altogether. She had read them carefully, like her mother had trained her so many years before. But now she understood the process better than her mother. This was perhaps why her father had dismissed her mother from the task. 

Next to the letters, Tatiana had prepared the family’s stationery in advance, her English fountain pen and her journal. Everything was there, except for her father. 

She heard her siblings running around downstairs in the family room. She still needed to mend five-year-old Vanya’s trousers, and to help nine-year-old Alexandra with her homework. She also needed to help 14-year-old Michael with his approaching examination in mathematics, and 16-year-old Andrey with his literature assignment. Her 22-year-old sister Masha was away from the estate on one of her romantic escapades, and asked Tatiana to create some pretext as to why she wasn’t there. 

Tatiana also needed to tend to her brother Lev, now 24, who had returned from university after having what the doctor called a “nervous breakdown.” Lev was now in the house, but refused to see his parents or siblings. Tatiana was the only one he would allow into his room. 

She kept looking through the window at the white terrain, and snow-covered birches. A small crowd began collecting there. The old porter, Abrasha, must have let them in. 

Tatiana was happy that at least she did not have to take care of her two other brothers, Ilya, who was married and living near Tula, and Sergei, who worked as a bank manager and lived in Tula itself. They, for now, did not need her. 

But the others did. And when she added her two parents—who, in fact, needed her even more than the children—then she felt the heavy burden once again. Her days seemed to be filled with people needing her help, and she was exhausted. 

The clock struck the hour and somehow it made her sad. It seemed that every hour she was awake she was helping a family member. She felt that she was losing a part of herself. 

She heard steps in the hallway behind her, “Tatiana Tolstoya!” She heard her mother scolding her, “Stop fidgeting with your fingers like that!” 

Tatiana brought her hands down at once, “Yes Mama!” 

Her mother peered into the study, “Has he not come yet?” 

Tatiana shook her head. What was her mother doing here? Papa had forbidden her from coming near his study. This was the whole purpose of Tatiana doing the paperwork with her father, to get Mama away from him. 

Tatiana stiffened as she watched her mother enter the room. She tried to ignore her mother, wishing she’d leave quickly. The last thing she wanted was another quarrel between her parents. She wanted to say something to her mother about that, but refrained. Tatiana knew very well that her mother was only waiting to be scolded, and would then use the opportunity to lash out at her daughter. No. Tatiana would not give her the pleasure. 

Sophia Tolstoy walked closer to the window, near her eldest daughter, seeing the small crowd gathering in the yard. “Why did Old Abrasha let them in again? I have told him a thousand times not to let the people past the gate!” 

Tatiana murmured, “But Papa told Old Abrasha to allow them in when he comes back from his afternoon walk. Papa told me he pities them for coming so far and then being rejected.” 

Sophia snorted. “Pities them! He enjoys all the attention, that’s why!” 

Tatiana closed her eyes, not wanting to enter into an argument. When she opened her eyes again she noticed a movement in between the trees down the trail. Yes. It was him. 

Leo Nikolayevich Tolstoy, 65 years of age, made his way out of the woods carrying a small bundle of chopped lumber in his arms. His face, covered with an overgrown white beard and bushy eyebrows. His erect posture belied his weathered, ragged appearance. 

A murmur passed through the people waiting for him. Tatiana could hear their voices through the closed window, “Count Tolstoy!” “Here he comes! Count Tolstoy!” 

Her mother looked through the window, but made sure to stand behind the white drapes. She pouted her lips and muttered, “Here he comes with those silly peasant clothes and that stupid hat! Pathetic! He looks like a muzhik, a poor peasant! And the worst kind at that!” 

Tatiana did not respond. 

“And why does he insist on chopping lumber! I told him a thousand times that he need not do that, and that our serf can do a much finer job than he!” 

Tolstoy walked by the people, nodded, his thick eyebrows frowning. He walked to the shed attached to the house and dropped the lumber there. He then returned, reluctantly, to shake the people’s hands. One of the women handed him a book to be signed. Tatiana, even from the distance, recognized from the blue cover it was Anna Karenina. One of the men eagerly handed him a copy of the red, thick, War and Peace to sign. 

Tolstoy signed the books, looking away from the people and their staring eyes. He pretended not to hear the one who was speaking words of praise in a very loud voice. He then nodded, his face blank, and headed to the entrance to the house. 

Tatiana and Sophia heard the door closing downstairs, and nine-year-old Alexandra calling, “Papa! Papa! Look at my drawing!” 

But Tolstoy muttered something to Alexandra’s nanny and began climbing the stairs. 

Tatiana glared at her mother, hoping that the look would encourage her to leave. 

Sophia looked at her daughter defiantly, unwilling to move an inch. She stood there for a long moment. Then, suddenly, as the heavy steps in the stairway came closer, she ran out of the room and to the bedroom as if nothing had happened. 

Tatiana braced herself, anticipating a quarrel. She heard her father’s steps stopping. But then there was no sound. Her father must have decided to ignore what he saw. He walked into the room and closed the door. 

He sat on his couch, throwing his muzhik hat on the desk. “Oh, Tanya, Tanya...” he sighed and looked at his daughter. 

“Papa. You are late. Forty-three letters arrived this morning. We’d better begin promptly if—"

“Have you looked at the manuscript?”

Tatiana looked away, not wanting to meet his eyes. The thick, 300-page manuscript titled The Kingdom of God is Within You was lying on the desk, covered by the three piles of letters. “Papa, why don’t we start with the letters?” 

Her father waved his hand dismissively and looked out the window. 

Tatiana understood this to be a “Proceed if you so wish.” She took the first letter in her hand, “An older woman,” she said, “raving about Anna Karenina.”

Tolstoy did not look at the letter. 

Tatiana nodded, “I will answer to her cordially.” 

She looked through the following letter and decided to put it aside. She did it also with the third letter and the fourth. She looked for a specific letter from France. She found it and said, “This one is from a man from France,” she looked at her father with hope. 

Tolstoy glanced at her, “And?” 

She looked at the letter, “He speaks about the brilliance of War and Peace and asks if there is any metaphor in the use of—"

Tolstoy interrupted her, “In the use of sky? Such as when Prince Andrei is wounded and Pierre recognizes his love for Natasha, and both men look up to the sky etc. etc. etc.?” 

Tatiana looked down and nodded. How did her father know? 

Tolstoy took a deep breath, “This was rehashed so many times in the past few weeks. Someone must have written about it in some stupid literary magazine and now every second person wants to show it as his own brilliant idea!” 

Tatiana nodded, put the letter carefully aside, and went through the other letters, hoping to find something that could soothe her father’s temper. 

Her father looked at her disapprovingly, “Any of them about my recent book on vegetarianism?”

There was in fact one letter, but it was a negative one. Tatiana did not want her father to see it. “No, Papa,” she murmured. 

“Any letter about A Confession or about A Criticism of Dogmatic Theology?”

Tatiana shook her head. 

“How about,” he looked desperately at the window, his voice raising, “my book about the Gospels, or Church and State or My Religion?”

Tatiana shook her head slowly, not daring to look at him. 

Her father got off the couch and looked through the window in disbelief, “No letter about What Is to Be Done? or my treatise On Life, or my book on intoxication? Or The Love of God and of One's Neighbor?”

Tatiana looked down, afraid to respond and upset her father. 

“I don’t understand!” Tolstoy exclaimed and pointed at the letters with both his hands, “What are all these about?” 

She answered quietly, “Twenty-nine of them are about War and Peace, ten are about Anna Karenina...” and there were two more. There was the letter she did not want him to see, the critique of On Vegetarianism. She would have shown it to her father, but the writer of the letter only wrote one paragraph, in which he quoted the Bible about animals given to mankind, and finished with a salacious insult. No, she thought, she would not show it to him. 

But there was a hope he would like the last letter. She looked at him and tried to smile. She often left the best for the end, but today the “end” came rather quickly. “There was one letter,” she smiled, “from a man writing about The Death of Ivan Ilyich—"

Tolstoy waved his hand dismissively. He walked back to his couch and sank down.

Tatiana looked through the letters. Was there anything she missed? She knew there was not. 

“Now tell me,” he looked at her, “what did you think of the manuscript?” 

Tatiana’s lips tightened. She moved the pile of letters and looked at her father’s handwriting on the front page, “The Kingdom of God Is Within You.” 

How she had tried to read it!

She had read through many pages, hoping to find a paragraph that would grab her. But all of it sounded so drab. It was also extremely repetitive. It could not be compared to his literary works. While they were masterpieces, this could hardly be read! It was filled with never-ending sentences such as: 


“As early as the time of Constantine the whole comprehension of the teaching was reduced to a résumé confirmed by the worldly power—a résumé of disputes which took place in a council—to a creed of faith, in which it says, I believe in so and so, and so and so, and finally, in the one, holy, catholic, and apostolic church, that is, in the infallibility of those persons who call themselves the church, so that everything was reduced to this, that a man no longer believes in God, nor in Christ, as they have been revealed to him, but in what the church commands him to believe....”


Not only were the sentences too long and the content dull, but Tatiana knew well, the work would be scrutinized by the Church, as it was quite blasphemous. 

Her father looked at her with dismay, “Well, Tanya! Tell me already!” 

“I found it,” Tatiana said slowly, “very... invigorating....” 

“Liar!” her father said at her, “Don’t think me a fool!” 

Her cheeks reddened. What was it about him recently? He had become even more short-tempered than she had remembered. She breathed in, “I am not lying to you, Papa. I did find the writing quite... passionate....” 

He looked at her, his eyes glaring. 

Tatiana tried looking back at him, but his glare was so forceful she had to look down. 

“Tanya, you too are nothing but a product of our society!” 

Tatiana embraced herself, thinking, ‘And now he will begin his rant...’ she thought. 

“And our society,” he said, “is filled with errors. The quote-unquote ‘cultured’ people of the ‘higher’ classes try to drown the consciousness of the people, to blind them to the necessity of changing the present order, which is nevertheless becoming clearer and clearer!” 

She nodded obediently. 

“However, life,” her father continued, “only develops and becomes more complex, intensifying the contradictions and sufferings of men! Take, for example, military service.”

Tatiana nodded. She had heard it all before. And the manuscript was filled with this very point, rehashed again and again.

“Senseless people”—her father continued with passion—"think that military service and the ever-increasing arming, and the consequent increase of taxation and of state debts, are an accidental phenomenon! That they are a result of some political condition of Europe! And they believe that, were the political considerations changed, so would the arming. They disregard the need for an internal change first!” 

His eyes stared at her. She met his gaze, trying to hold her eyes steady and not look down. 

“Military service is nothing but an inner contradiction,” Tolstoy continued, passionately waving his hand, “which has stolen its way into the social concept of life! The social concept of life consists in this very fact, that the meaning of life is to be subordinated to the aggregate without any thinking—"

Tatiana tried smiling, “Papa, I have read the manuscript—"

“Well then what do you think? Am I talking to myself?!” 

She bit her tongue, “Papa, it is quite filled with wisdom....” 

He looked at her, his glare softening a little, “Yes?” 

“Yes,” she said slowly, “I think it is most admirable.” She hesitated. How much she would have liked him to return to writing fiction again! “But I do think, Papa, that you could—if you wanted—deliver the same message using your brilliant talent for prose literature—"

Her father would have none of it. “Enough, Tanya, enough! You sound like your mother!” 

This was an insult Tatiana could not bear. “Papa! I am telling you the truth!” 

Her father was upset. His lips pouted like a little boy, “Do you not think that people could benefit from this?” he looked at the thick manuscript into which he poured his whole soul for the past two months. He dedicated endless hours to it, quoting endless sources about the military, pacifism and the evolution of the Church. Most importantly, he wrote about his new theory—never yet practiced by whole groups—of “nonviolence.” He attributed its inception to Jesus Christ and his doctrine of “turning the other cheek.” He looked at his eldest daughter, his eyes growing larger, “Can’t people find this useful?!” 

“Papa,” Tatiana said quietly, taking a deep breath, “I have marked some paragraphs.” She opened her journal, “If you were indeed to publish it, these paragraphs should be... edited.” 

“Which paragraphs?” her father asked, his thick eyebrows raised, deep wrinkles appearing in his tall forehead. 

Tatiana looked at her journal, “Such as this, Papa. You write about Petr Chelchicky...”

“The brilliant Petr Chelchicky!” Tolstoy exclaimed, “A man in the fifteenth century who dared to state the lies of the Church he was a part of!” 

Tatiana took a deep breath, “Yes.... Well, you say that his, and I quote, ‘fundamental idea is this, that Christianity, having united with the power in the time of Constantine and having continued to develop under these conditions, has become absolutely corrupt and has ceased to be Christianity.’”

Tolstoy fired, “Correct!” He tightened his fist, “Good for Chelchicky!”

Tatiana coughed gently and continued, “You write, Papa, about his book, that it was, and I quote, ‘one of the extremely few that have survived the inquisition of books Christianity has carried.’”

“Of course, Tanya!” Tolstoy said, “It was a real auto-da-fé, and it continues to this day!” 

Tatiana sighed, feeling helpless, “You write, ‘All such books, which are called heretical, have been burned together with the authors, so that there are very only but a few ancient works which arraign the departure of official Christianity from the original Christian values.’”

“Correct!” 

“But, Papa,” Tatiana said quietly, her eyes looking at her father as if she was speaking to a child, “You cannot write that. Not this way. It is too... vilifying, of the Church—"

“Too what?!” 

She knew she was trapped. But she longed to help him. He was heading toward destruction, and she knew it. With such accusations, the book would be banned by the State. She had to help him. “Vilifying, Papa,” she said, “it can be read as defamation—"

“It can be read as the truth!” 

“But Papa, I cannot see how the Czar or the Church would allow this to be published—"

“So, you want me to lower my head like Galileo? Shall I not state the truth like Martin Luther? Shall I sit in silence, allowing—"

“Papa! That is not what I am saying!” 

“What are you saying then, Tanya?!” Tolstoy said, folding his arms on his chest defiantly. 

Tatiana tried to calm herself down, “I am just trying to help you, Papa. With some modifications, at least the book could get printed, that is what you want, no?” She looked at the quotes she wrote in her journal, “But when you write, Papa, ‘Nowhere nor in anything, except in the assertion of the Church, can we find that God or Christ founded anything like what churchmen understand by the Church....’” She looked at her father, “It just will not be accepted this way....” 

Her father looked at her, mumbling quietly to himself, “What have I done? What have I done?” 

Tatiana could not hear him, “Papa, I cannot understand what you are saying. Speak clearly please.” 

Tolstoy shook his head, “I have raised a complacent, good-for-nothing, little aristocrat! Without any independent thinking or the ability to question the state of things!"

His words hurt her. She pouted her lips, looking at him in disbelief.

He continued, “My own daughter! Incapable of thoughts that are not in perfect alignment with the prevailing doctrine of the day however corrupt that doctrine may be!”

Tatiana couldn’t bear it any more. She covered her face with her hands, “Papa! Please! I am just trying to help!” 

But her father would not listen, “You, Tanya, are nothing but a little brat, an ignorant fool!” 

Tatiana felt anger building in her. Here she was, dedicating her life to help her father. Here she was, now 29-years-old, trying to save this old man from his own demise, from the hole he was digging with his own hands. Here she was, still single after she had received two marriage proposals from two men she was fond of, and whom her father dismissed without any consideration! Here she was, trying to help her old father, who rarely if ever said, “Thank you,” or spoke a kind word. Here she was, doing all this for him, and this was his response?

He kept mumbling to himself. 

She peeked at him through her hands, “Papa! Stop torturing me! Do you want to review these paragraphs or...?” 

This upset him even more. He got up and yelled, “Review these paragraphs! Review my writing! My soul, my blood spilled on the paper! And you want to ‘review’ it so that some corrupt bishop somewhere will not get upset?!” 

Tatiana wanted to respond. But at that moment her father grabbed his muzhik hat and stormed out of the room. 

She heard his quick steps down the stairs. She heard little Alexandra exclaiming joyfully, “Papa!” 

And then she heard the house door slamming. 

Tatiana sat there, wanting to cry. 

She heard, down the hall, the door to her mother’s bedroom opening. 

Sophia peered through the door. Seeing that her husband was gone, she entered, glanced at Tatiana, and then headed to the window. Seeing Tolstoy disappearing into the woods, she said, “At least I am not the only one upsetting him—”

Tatiana could not stand her presence. “Leave me alone Mama!” 

Her mother looked at her with alarm, her eyes widening. She raised her chin, straightened her back and walked out of the room, grunting, “Uh!” 

Tatiana slouched in her chair and closed her eyes tightly, trying not to cry. He was becoming impossible and so was her mother. She should leave. Soon. She should get married and leave. This was becoming a mad house. 
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Tatiana Tolstoy, age 19, 1883.
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Tolstoy, wearing his peasant hat and clothes, age 69, 1897.
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Tolstoy children, from left to right: Ilya (age 4), Lev (age 1), Tatiana (age 6) and Sergey (age 7), 1870.
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Tatiana looked through the window at the empty street. She turned to check the clock. It was already four. He was an hour late. 

She went to the couch and sat down heavily. Her body ached; she was not young anymore. Cleaning the room and all the artifacts downstairs for the past two days had taken its toll. Had her daughter been in town she would have helped her. But she, her little baby and her husband gone to Milan. 

She scolded herself for letting her mind wander into old memories. She preferred to stick to the few sweet memories, rather than recall, yet again, the painful times. 

When she was a child it was all different. She was nine when her father began working on his new novel. “Tanyushka!” he would call, “It is a new and exciting story!” 

“What it is about, Papa?” 

Her father grinned, “It is about a girl called Anna Karenina....” 

For the next four years her father would work on that novel. And no one could enter his study on the second floor. 

That is, only she was allowed to enter. 

She would sneak into the room, and sit in the divan next to his desk. He would write, back then with feather and ink, and sometimes read passages to her. She would not understand it all. She was young. She loved how passionate her father was as he read to her the sentences he carefully crafted. 

“Tanyushka!” he would say, “Do you like it?” 

“I do, Papa!” 

He would smile at her. 

Sometimes she would even say, “Papa, I do not think Anna is doing the right thing” or “Papa, I am afraid the end will not be good!” 

And her father would look at her with admiration, exclaiming, “You are my little genius, Tanyushka!” 

She even remembered how once—overjoyed by her comment—he began dancing in the study, pulling her from the divan and waltzing with her. 

But that was a rare event. Most of the time he was busy and distant and over the years his temperament only got worse. 

Tatiana’s musings were interrupted by a noise. Looking out the window, she squinted to determine the source. Her eyes had suffered over the years from working on her father’s manuscripts, letters and diaries. 

As the noise increased, she could make out three black cars coming towards the house, which slowed as they drew closer.

She hurried to the door, picked up the key to the museum room, and ran down the stairs. 

Opening the heavy door of the building, the cold December wind chilled her. Four army officers exited the first car. One of them headed to her, “Tolstoy Museum?”

“Tolstoy Room,” Tatiana corrected him. 

He looked at her briefly, his eyebrow raised, then nodded at the other men. One of them went to the second car and opened the door. An Indian man, who did not seem like Gandhi, got out of the car. Then a woman wearing a white tunic and a white veil, looking like a nun. But just then, when Tatiana did not know what to make of it, the small man got out of the second car, wrapped in his white shawl, bowing gently to the driver and to the army officers. Tatiana gasped. It was Gandhi. 

One of the army officers led the small procession to the building, and Tatiana could see how Gandhi was saying something to the nun and the other Indian man. 

Tatiana offered her hand for a handshake as they approached her. Gandhi grinned, “Oh dear!” he exclaimed, “You must be her!” 

Tatiana smiled back, “And you must be him!” 

Gandhi shook her hand and nodded his head. 

She quickly shook the hands of the others. 

Gandhi pointed at the woman, “This is my friend, Mirabehn, and this fellow,” he pointed at the man, “is Mr. Madan Mohan Malaviya.”

The man smiled cordially, “You can call me Madan.”

Tatiana nodded and smiled, “Why don’t you all come in? It is cold out here!”

Gandhi smiled and nodded, then gestured for Mirabehn to walk inside first, and then for Mr. Madan. He then insisted that Tatiana would walk in first, along with the guard, and he entered last. The three other guards remained outside. 

Inside the hallway, Tatiana unlocked the door of a small room and turned the light switch on, “Welcome to the Tolstoy Room,” she said, stressing the word “Room.” 

She smiled apologetically to the three of them as they walked inside. 

The woman, Mirabehn, was the bluntest. She looked around the room, expecting to find a door into another room, then realizing this was all there was. “It is so...” she looked for words, “cozy!” 

Mr. Madan smiled and nodded, “Most definitely.” 

Gandhi smiled and nodded too. Tatiana was already used to it. She could see the initial disappointment on people’s faces the moment they entered the room. She wanted to apologize, but she forced herself not to. This, after all, was the result of the actions of the one person they were all admiring. Her father. Tolstoy, with his commitment to the peasant life and his loathing for material things, made sure to release the rights to many of his works, denying his children future royalties from his work. This, along with the Communist revolution, left Tatiana not much to support herself with, except a prestigious surname. 

The small “museum” was therefore established from Tatiana’s own money. Some of that was from her late husband, who died fifteen years before from her own translations and academic papers and from the Russian lessons she gave in Rome. But it was not much. This was all she could afford. 

Gandhi smiled at her, pointing at the display, the letters on the wall, the photographs, and at the desk in the corner, “You have created all this?” 

Tatiana smiled. He was trying to be kind. “Yes,” she said. 

He murmured, “Remarkable!” 

She smiled. Standing near the entrance, she saw how Mirabehn and Mr. Madan were reviewing the photographs on the walls but ignoring the letters and memorabilia. But Gandhi was still standing not far from the entrance, looking at the first display of photographs from her father’s youth and from the family’s estate, Yasnaya Polyana. The way Gandhi stood there, his hands behind his back, looking at the photos ever so slowly, touched Tatiana. 

It was for the few like him that she had established the Tolstoy Room. The few who cared. 

In the past Tatiana would begin pointing at things, lecturing, explaining excitedly. But as she aged, she found that sort of narration exhausting. And she had also learned that most people were not interested. For that reason, she and her daughter had prepared a small plaque next to each artifact, letter or photograph, explaining the item. She learned to talk only if the visitors asked something, and she was glad to answer. But most people never asked questions. 

Gandhi still stood by the first display. He murmured to himself, “Yasnaya Polyana.” 

Tatiana hesitated. But then she said, “Yes. It means,” she explained, “‘Clear Glade,’ as in an empty circle amid trees.”

Gandhi looked at her, his eyes shining, “I did not know that! Fascinating!” 

She smiled and stepped back, standing near the door. She did not want to bother the visitors. Gandhi now proceeded to the second wall, reading each line, studying every picture. He then stopped near a photo of Tolstoy’s eldest children. Four of them stood there in 1870. Tatiana even remembered the day she and her brothers went to the photographer in the town of Tula, an hour ride from their estate. She was six years old.

She noticed Gandhi reading the description, and she anticipated what he was about to say. 

“This is you!” Gandhi exclaimed, pointing at the photograph. 

Mirabehn and Mr. Madan hurried to walk back and look at the photo, a little embarrassed they had missed this detail. 

Tatiana smiled at Gandhi, “How perceptive of you to notice.” 

Gandhi nodded and looked at the photograph. Tatiana looked at it too. Sergey, the first born, sat on a chair. Tatiana and Ilya, stood near him, with baby Lev in between them. Tatiana’s arm was placed around her baby brother, guarding him. Even at that young age, she was her siblings’ second mother. 

Mirabehn and Mr. Madan quickly lost interest. Mr. Madan by now had finished going through the display, and went and sat in an old Russian armchair near the entrance. Tatiana looked at him and smiled as he sat down. In a way, she preferred that. She wanted people not to feign interest. If you were not interested, that was fine. Don’t act as if you were. 

She had learned this disdain for pretense from her father. Her mother always insisted on feigning whatever it was, for the sake of cordiality. 

Mirabehn now, too, seemed tired and disinterested, and hovered near the second and only other chair in the room. Tatiana nodded at her. But Mirabehn did not understand the nod. Tatiana therefore smiled, “Please, sit.” 

Mirabehn smiled a large and appreciative smile, lifted her white tunic and sat down with a quiet sigh.

Yet Gandhi, who looked older than both Mirabehn and Mr. Madan, kept standing there, reading the little plaques, looking at the photographs with the greatest of interest. In a way, he reminded Tatiana of her father: unaware of the others, disinterested, completely absorbed in what he was doing. He now moved along the first wall, his hands behind his back, reading intently. 

Tatiana remained standing there quietly, glancing at him, trying not to stare. She had been so stressed about his visit that only now was she beginning to appreciate it. It was real. Gandhi, Mahatma Gandhi, the great Indian leader, the great follower of her father, was in her presence. 

But there was something so unassuming about him. In that way, he was very different than her father. Whenever her father was in a room you could feel it. Even with your eyes closed you could feel the air of importance, the gravity of his presence. 

Gandhi was not like her father. There was a diminutive quality about him. He was not interested in talking or winning her over, nor of winning over the others in the room. He was interested in studying the display, in collecting information, without creating any fuss. 

He finally turned to the second wall. As he did, he noticed Mirabehn and Mr. Madan slouched in their chairs. He looked at them, and then at Tatiana. He smiled at her. She smiled back. 

He then walked to her. “Would you excuse us for a moment, Mrs. Tolstoy-Sukhotin?” 

“Please,” she said, “call me Tatiana.” She looked around the room, “Of course.” 

She exited the room into the building’s entrance, standing near the guard. 

This was a little strange for her. She had never left anyone in the room on their own. All that was important to her was in that room, except for her father’s diaries, which she kept upstairs. 

She heard Gandhi murmuring, “I can see that you are tired. Why won’t you two continue to the hotel, and I will join you later?” 

They both disagreed strongly. Mirabehn jumped. “Mahatma, I’m sorry, I’m perfectly capable—"

“I know you are,” Gandhi responded, “but we had a long day, a long train ride, and quite too much time with those naval cadets! I would appreciate your presence at the dinner with Mussolini. So why won’t you go back to the car and ask to be taken to your hotel?” 

The conversation went back and forth. Tatiana listened intently. She was surprised to hear Gandhi finally telling them, “I have looked forward to this meeting for many years. I would appreciate some privacy with Tolstoy’s daughter.” 

Mirabehn would not hear of it, and was adamantly against the idea. But after another minute, she and Mr. Madan suddenly exited the room. 

Tatiana pretended not to hear the exchange, then heard a flustered Mirabehn say, “Mrs. Tolstoy, we shall leave for a short while.” She then whispered, “Please do not take too long, as the Mahatma needs to rest before the meeting this evening.” 

Tatiana nodded, “Of course.” 

Mirabehn glanced worriedly at Gandhi, and then looked at Tatiana, raising her eyebrows, “Please help us make it brief.” 

Tatiana did not like that comment. Nevertheless, she smiled cordially, as the guard opened the heavy door. They then spoke to the three guards outside. The door closed behind them. 

Tatiana walked back to the room silently. Gandhi was now near the second wall. He kept going slowly through the display. 

She wanted to keep standing, but she was tired too. Not from anything physical as much as from the sheer excitement since she received the first telegram three days ago. 

She quietly walked to the chair closest to the door and sat down. 

Gandhi finally arrived at the desk in the corner of the room, which replicated Tolstoy’s desk. 

He looked at her wide-eyed, “Is this... the real desk?” 

Tatiana smiled, “The real desk is still at Yasnaya Polyana. This is a replica.” 

“Of course,” he said quickly, “how silly of me.” 

Nevertheless, she saw him stroking the desk gently, looking at the manuscript inside the glass display. 

She got up and said, “The manuscript, however, is the authentic manuscript.” 

His eyes grew larger. He looked through the glass at the original paper, at the rapid handwriting. He murmured, “I do not have many worldly possessions, Mrs. Tolstoy—" he corrected himself, “Tatiana.”

She smiled back at him as he continued, “But the few letters I have received from your father are amongst my most cherished relics!” 

She smiled at him and nodded. She wanted to say more, to tell him that the correspondence was also very meaningful for her father. She wanted to say that she had personally been there when her father read Gandhi’s first letter. She wanted to say that ever since her father’s death she followed Gandhi’s career in interest. 

But she said nothing. She did not want to interrupt him. He went slowly through the third wall: Photographs of Tolstoy in his last years; photographs of his sickness at that terrible train station. Tatiana sighed as she looked at the photographs. She remembered those last days very clearly. All too clearly. 

Gandhi looked at her and smiled empathetically, “It must have been terribly difficult.” 

She was a little surprised by his comment. Then she nodded, “Yes. It was.” 

He looked quietly at the last photographs. 

She realized that he was one of the only people to have looked at each piece in the room. 

He turned to her then, and exclaimed, “What a wonderful display you have created!” 

She smiled and bowed her head gently, “It means a great deal coming from you.” 

He looked toward the hallway at the guard standing there. Gandhi whispered to her, “They follow me everywhere!” 

She tittered. 

He sighed and said quietly, “I would have liked to spend some time with you in private. Is there any place where we could chat a little?”

She looked at the guard, then at Gandhi, and then again at the guard. “My apartment is upstairs,” she said quietly. 

Gandhi’s eyes lit up. “Could we...?” 

She shrugged her shoulders and looked at the guard. 

Gandhi nodded, walked into the entrance and said, “Kind Sir. The Missus and I shall now go upstairs. You may wait here or in the car as you wish.” 

The guard gulped, “But Sir—"

Gandhi smiled and shook his head, “Thank you for your kind service. I will return to the car on my own.” 

Tatiana looked at the baffled guard. Gandhi looked at her and raised his eyebrows decisively, “Shall we?” 

She nodded, quickly turned off the light in the room, closed the door and locked it, and then proceeded to climb to the first floor. Gandhi followed her. She glanced over her shoulder and saw the guard looking at them from the gap between the two staircases. 

She opened the door to her apartment. “It is rather small and a little messy, Mr. Gandhi, please forgive—"

“Nonsense,” he said as he entered, “and please, call me Mohandas.” He looked around, “What a beautiful home you have.” He looked with interest at the many bookcases lining the walls, “You are a woman of letters, Miss Tatiana.”

She closed the door behind them, “Are you certain the guard will be pleased?” 

“I am certain that he will not.” Gandhi smiled. He walked across the small living room to the window and glanced at the guards below, “But I am certain that I will be pleased.” 
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