
Anastasia: The Great Escape 

 

Someone grabbed Anastasia on her shoulder and started shaking her. Sweat was pouring 

down her face and everything went dark until she figured out how to open her eyes and saw 

Olga, her older sister waking her up. 

“Get your clothes on. Dr. Botkin says we need to go down to the basement, we’re moving 

again.” 

Anastasia tumbled out of bed tripping over her long white nightgown in the dark as she 

struggled to stay awake to put her clothes on. Why did the soldiers choose this hour to 

move? Anastasia held her King Charles Spaniel, Jimmy, close to her chest as she joined the 

rest of her family in the basement. Anastasia heard the sound of trucks over their heads and 

voices. Several men armed with pistols and bayonets came down the stone steps and lined 

up against the other wall. 

 

Yurovsky, the chief solider at the ‘House of Special Purpose’ fished a piece of paper from his 

back pocket and read aloud to everyone in the basement. “Nikolai Alexandrovich Romanov, 

in view of the fact that your relatives are continuing their attack on Soviet Russia, the Ural 

Executive Committee has decided to execute you.” 

 

Anastasia gasped for breath. ‘This is just a bad dream’ she thought, ‘I’ll wake up soon and 

tell Maria all about this funny dream. It’s not true. It can’t be!’ Papa turned to face Mama, 

his eyes red with un-shed tears. Mama looked as if she didn’t know how to react but 

Anastasia could see she was fighting a losing war to hold back her tears. Papa turned back to 

where Yurovsky stood, hatred raging like a bushfire in his eyes, “What? What?” Papa 



stammered in a hoarse voice. Yurovsky quickly repeated the death sentence and Anastasia 

watched in horror as pistols were raised. This was not a dream, not even a nightmare. 

 

Bang. 

Papa fell to the ground. 

Blood was flooding out from Papa’s torso. 

Bang. 

A bullet hit Mama in the head and she slumped back in her chair. 

Maria ran for the double doors on the other side of the room but fell to the ground with 

scarlet blood oozing from her thigh. The remaining executioners shot chaotically over each 

other's shoulders until the room was so filled with smoke and dust that no one could see 

anything at all in the darkness.  

 

Anastasia heard the heavy steps of a soldier’s boots as he came closer to check whether the 

bullets had met their targets. She swallowed her breath until she almost choked. But before 

he reached the crumpled group there was the sound of a shout outside. “Stop! Traitor!” The 

soldiers spun on their heels and raced out of the basement to see what was happening. 

‘This is my chance!’ Anastasia thought ‘my chance to survive’. 

 

Anastasia placed her hand on the wall and slowly walked towards the double doors Maria 

had tried to escape from. The wall was cold and sent shock waves down her back like the 

electricity that used to flow at the palace Anastasia grew up in. She could feel the door knob 

on the double doors that would open her world to freedom. 

A scream pierced her ears.  



A scream enough to haunt her dreams for the rest of her life. 

Maria. 

Anastasia couldn’t live with the burden of letting her older sister die. 

“Maria! Where are you?” Anastasia whispered. She could hear the sound of whimpering. 

“I’m here,” sobbed a voice, “I’m over here.” Anastasia got on her hands and knees, and 

crawled towards the voice. Anastasia had to smother a gasp when she saw her sister’s leg 

wound. She’d have to carry Maria to safety, which had to be done quick if they were to 

make it out of this place alive. The soldiers would soon be back. Anastasia needed to act 

fast. Quickly tearing the hems off her skirt, Anastasia wrapped it around Maria’s thigh, just 

above the wound to stop the blood like Dr. Botkin had taught her. ‘That will do for now’, 

Anastasia thought, ‘It’s time to get out of here’. 

 

Anastasia slumped Maria onto her back and walked as fast as her legs would let her. She 

didn’t know where she’d go but as long as it wasn’t here she didn’t care. The night was 

clear, the stars glowed in the endless sea of sky and provided Anastasia with enough light to 

spot a farmhouse in the distance. Maybe the owners would take pity on them and give them 

some food or clothes. Anastasia knocked on the door, no answer. She knocked again, no 

answer. Nobody must be home. Anastasia spotted a clothesline with peasant blouses, 

trousers and a cap flapping in the night breeze. The plan just unfolded its self in front of her 

eyes: Take the clothes and pretend to be peasants, buy a train ticket to Paris where 

Grandmama lived and rebuild our lives in France. Anastasia rested Maria on the ground next 

to the clothesline and began to dress in the oversized peasant clothes. Before she 

attempted to dress Maria, Anastasia placed a broach with a black diamond on a note she 

scribbled down: 



Clothesline owners- 

I apologise for taking your clothes. Please except this jewellery as payment. When you are 

selling it don’t forget to mention it once belonged to a little Grand Duchess. 

-Anastasia Nikolaevna Romanov 

 


