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To reach into the thoughts of a woman like Klara is not routine for us.

-we take care not to approach r, wg wait

LA1<at<v'f <ee~ ,"..1
•^a^^^n-opeu^oor. (That is becaiise^is(bewildering to the Cudgels—

their calming arts have, temporarily, failed.) (Semost part fiowevef^we

Dealing with men and women who are well-protected by the best of the

^adgete^-Guardmn An^eli

for^ratags^ Semeve^i

tepi4

leave protected people alon^ven as the Cudgels usually avoid contact with

ourf£msKtte5clients. Prudenceprevailsfin-hoih-sidss Forcedes^asioRs-o

entranceSjre rarely attempted.



07/07/2014 03:30 FAX @02

Book 4

or example, wrtake onperson's mind, but, there are

concupiscencefcxae-m^it^rarAdoifwas-esassr Ever since, Klara, on

occasion, has had her carnal part of herself (usually concealed 

from herself) is still ready to engag^in that fundamental rite of stinks and

grants and glories which does take place whenever God and the devil choose 

to sweat together in the swamp and paradise of sex. This may be why people

prate and prattle, Tftre vulnerabilities ofth? heart are-sfiesed-up^h a flood of

good feeling, happy words, laughter.

Moreover, Klar4^d^u>tpie£eut-ai^-special^ffieid^fc==Sh9^vas hardly 

When, howeverj^Brtneurswrn-ifi-neede^we wait for the Guardian

strange to usZ^Geliadesgebeen catapulted^&eF-aUJnto a high state of

Angel to be absent. (©ren-Gudgels-na^ffiSSsfe) At such times, a small
"if- <3 Ofc

raid is feasible. more artful methods.

devil can transform himself for a short period into an angelic presence. Since
C 'S 7

we are hatdly-bosa-fide/^gjdo not igai

essdSy inspire sash a mood ofthe persona of

beneficence in the targeted subjecyhatjhe or she wSFifeel balmy enough to

1/25/05
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who are notably ethical (and clean-smelling) usually do not offer any striking 

physical appeal. There is not enough of us is to be found in them.

Enough. I do not know whether this is of significance, but the beauty

of the spring day when Klara felt so happy whale holding Paula and talking to

the flowers, happened to coincide (even to the hour) with the Coronation of

Nicholas the Second and Alexandra. Indeed, the warm spell remained 

incompasable-m Moscow gSvell/for a number of jSte'WBSgTdays, and I-even 

: That proved a special delight. Devils like myself of relatively high rank

projects turn outJortliEnT^br-aditite;

recall tha/when I came back to Hafeld in early June, this fine period 

continued/Normally, my weD-being is not affected by the weather, but these

long sunny days of June enhanced

Coronation which, aftemmuch effort wese crowned with dramatic success fi&fr-
 0

it is wise to follow orders blindly. In contrast, I p to know how our

reacwfofavorable results rssre t esser devils who, for the most part, know

to search into the higher logic of our activities. Our morale, in
i$

ble to failure, highly stimulated by success. We

are ke

consequence,
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As already indicated, I had been one of the first to give warning to the

Maestro that a direct attack on the crowning event wale not ha likely to

succeed. We hsd^-of course, dss/elspsd a number o^ass-ifehl/s trikes.

Nowhere else in Europe could oast of as many agents and clients as in

Russia. A number were of high rank. We possessed more than one Grand

Duke and Duchess among the several branches of the Romanov family and 

we certainly infested the secret police. (Whe&4t-eaffle-trrfc-Gkhnsi37we—

Cudgels!) WeffiadMinisters of State who were as abjectly

loyal to us as hounds slavering over a bowl of kibble. We were well-installed 

in all the royal families of Europe, not to mention the nobility and/or the

generals—so often the same! Nouveau riches lay before us like an open

whore. Tycoons were among our most valued and protected clients.

When it came, therefore, to calling upon potential actors, we knew that 

if we were ready to accept the cost, we could bring off some major
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would preside over the theological ceremonies was ours, and indeed, we had

many a cohort of half-mad monks in Russian Orthodox churches and

monasteries. Many^themtwouldbe coming to Moscow on this high

assassination before or during the Coronation.

Nonetheless, I was opposed (ventures.

conGsQjdasn-Hpsa rela&vely minor activities in a^many small cities and 

towns of Austria, I was hardly prepared to take in thRussia-s// 

quickly. It was too intense! Not only could we muster hordes of devils to stir 

the hearts of half the people (half—at the least!), but Mosow and St.

Petersburg were occupied by a greater assembly of angels than I had 

id these worthies were doing their utmost! Never had

I felt the presence of the D.K. more directly. If He had often seemed di 

every day in His Creation, nsssfeless, He

iinitl

,5

ev®a-a-tQE®h disoriented by the uncountable number of successes and failures

a£everywhere^po~s^>
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occasion^ JH-addjtienT-we^ad-na-sJBa^fiare^Fanarchists/lIihitistsrand

terrorists. The more militant among them woul^f be ready to attempt an 

disruptions on Coronation Day. Even one of the two Metropolitans who

we turned.
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For the longest tune, I had been accustomed to thinking of Him as an

Abstract Presence, a force who could be ugly on occasion (by way of His

Cudgels), but was removed enough to enable us to work in relative freedom

of His Nearness. In Russia, however, His Presence had become dractor

God wanted this Coronation to succeed! He had chosen the battleground and

was determined not to lose. There was such intensity of dedication among

the Cudgels that I knew we would pay^^^Beavilylo^sassesgrilis

lay upon my judgment with all the weight of a hard fact—a stone too heavy to

iia. F.^f,

f-fcp 32 L-a^P
J? Ararstf^dramuMTy-to^pe^at-raeetegs-Gf-tbe-hi^eeunei}-whefe4

ha^fe^^2S3d~4^ad48-dis00vef-foF^aysdfwb&^^-dbf®d-to-presentffiy-

forebodingsTWerc they in any way worthy of considaaboa-by^e-MaestoS-.
i&e-. 

AlLtbe samffilwas obsessed with a question: What wss-the-merive (orsucE

unparalleled commitment by-G&d-to the success of the coronation?

Until this event, the Dummkopf had invested His Substance in a variety

of people and causes. He paid attention to Monarchists and Republicans, to

the most established aristocrats and to the revolutionaries who were ready to

die for the honor of overthrowing their overlords. He had also encouraged
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many a human to offer public service to democracies. He hardly ignored the

Pope and the Vatican (but then, neither did we!) He was open to the calls of

liberty and to the injunctions of autocracy. As the Maestro once remarked,

"Ho playgTvith events. He keeps going by the crudest rule of thumb! H-w- 

jpf- i * not difficult to hear the workings of His Mind. 'I may make My mistakes,'

He says, 'but I do pay attention to who wins. That way I can see what works.'

Why, after all," added the Maestro, "did He give free will to homo sapiens?

Obviously, the poor Dummkopf wanted to come^SttlS closer to obtaining

some notion of what He had created."

The Maestro was enjoying his irony, but I was ready toThe Maestro was enjoying his irony, but I was ready to

r^-aew-had-aorconchide

that the Dummkopf was leaning—no, put it more accurately—the D.K. had

come over, for the moment at least, to the conviction that the well-being of

rae/world might now rest to seme (ftegree on the need for a successful

hegemony of the Tsar and the Russian Orthodox Church. He would install

Nicholas the Second with an unforgettable ceremony, fortify the Church even

further, and guide this association of Crown and Cross to rule with authority

over the inchoate but vast energies of the Russian people.
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If so, it was more than an amazing decision, it was a staggering choice.

To depend on Russia—so invested with corruption! So teeming with

injustice! It was what we looked Wwe counted on injustice. It was the

yeast to inspire hatred, envy, and the loss of love. If we hadz^fuleof Ifhumb,

it was to encourage injustice wherever we could. For rare was the man or

woman who did not possess an intense sense of the injustice done to them

each day. It was our taproot to every adult. It was a fury in every child!

As I looked then for an explanation into the motives of the D.K., it •

seemed evident that part of the answer might be found in the young man who

would receive the Coronation. While we prided ourselves on having a keener

appreciation than the Dummkopf of the flaws and potentialities of the men !

and women He had created, nonetheless, the D.K. like many another creative j

artist, had His own vanities in this respect ancywould have argued,

—if debate between the Maestro an d Himself were possible—that

die history of human nature had been improved by ths^advSnfofJesus Christ

into the daily life of the masses in so much of the world. '

We were ready to disagree. We saw Christ’s efforts ending in failure

even if the Maestro had to respect the fefef»s®/6xercised by the D X. in the i
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aftermath. It was incontestable that He recovered quickly enough to claim

credit for the very crucifixion He had certainly wanted to avoid. "God," our

Maestro was always ready to inform us, "was cheating on the rules He had

formulated. He traduced His own Game! Free will for humans becomes

meaningless once there is divine intervention. But leave it to the Old Goat!

Secretly—blind even to His own motive—He was determined to establish His

Kingdom on earth. In the most literal sense! He wanted a Kingdom with His

Son on the throne. He most certainly was not anticipating the disaster that
g>U.r~

befell cypoor IcabrotheiyJesus." And the Maestro laughed. (He had a rich,

self-pleasuring laugh whenever he made a remark that could leave a scar on

the Scriptures.)

All the same—merriment to the side—it was becoming

evident to me that the D.IC had to be placing His hopes m the character of the

young man who would soon be crowned o Tsar Nicholas the Second. You

may be certain that I made a request to the Maestro: Could I devote my

efforts to learning as much about Nicholas as was possible under these

constrained circumstances? "Yes. Learn what you can," said the Maestro.

"That could prove most interesting for you."

-/tic C L r
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1 did not know whether I was being promoted or abandoned, but I

learned soon enough that it would not be routine to get near to this Nicky.

(That is how everyone in his large family referred to him). Nicky had two

younger brothers, two sisters, a beautiful Danish mother (the widow of his

recently dead father, Tsar Alexander the Third), four Grand Dukes for uncles,

one beautiful Grand Duchess as one of his aunts, and a host of cousins and in­

laws who, for the most part, so far as one could discern, were surprisingly

fond of him. Indeed! That, in itself, told much.

But I could not, as I say, come near. I had never encountered a human 

being more guarded by squadrons—in all literal truth!—squadrons of angels

to keep observers like myself at a distance.

'fessi, I can detect as much as

tJeiectsm the comer of a nostril or $h®>«£bi!a-feEBS-ale3g-

existence ceald-SRejuate-us^f our sight and taste and smell, our sense of 

That was a 10^T^gH§-in-the-seen^af«-hamairbdBgTa75fflTtre-6feeF^d-oFa^ 

the ridges of the ear—gaough tn reveal concealed twists of character^/^^

these are eat- fine senses I (Took to retain for all occasions. Our satanic 

touch and hearing, were always at a level of exquisite readiness—no, we call
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upon such faculties only when urgently needed to team a good d 

man or womanjp a few moments- Here, however, asXntasHepeet, one was

not able to approach. Therefore £& too many Cudgels. Once again, I had to 

out a

rely on the secondaiy materials that smaller devils had extracted from 

numerous clients who dwell in the lower and middle reaches of the palaces of

St. Petersburg and the churchestpf the Kremlin.

This, then, is what I learned from these more or less academic

fSSS^reesL, Needless to say, I am hardly speaking of textslibraries.

There was, however, a fund of copied material that had been collected by 

royal valets, chambermaids, and house servants who had become our clients, 

a full flow, indeed, of the most useful gossip and insights. It seemed as if 

during this epoch, everyone in every royal family of Europe was writing 

letters to theiifparents, children, aunts and uncles, cousins, and intimates. In 

addition, they all kept diaries. The Tsarevitch, soon to be Nicholas the

Second, had made an entry every day from boyhood on, and by the time of

the Coronation he was so close to Alix (his Tsarina Alexandra) that she

seemed always by his side, literally. His diary was not only exposed to her

perusal, but open to her written comments as well. Her written additions



07/07/2014 03:30 FAX
ai2

Book 4 1/25/05

were inserted on many a page. What thoughts! A plethora of superlatives /

l£6H«»gfwith piety and declarations ofloveT"

I was fascinated. This nearness to royalty was stimulating. If an 

element of snobbery was present, I have to add that the Maestro was acerbic

about the drawbacks. "You may yet come to recognize that snobbery is for 

fools of the highest sort. It distorts every last finding our agents bring in."

Reproof or not, I enjoyed my new work. This was no ordinary royal 

family. Rather, it could be seen as a conflux of the highest monarchs in

Europe. As^gtbefevably ^op-heavy.^faily trogL-SAlix, the beloved of Nicky, 

was only a princess from Hesse,but her mother, Alice, had been one of Queen

Victoria's three daughters. Alice died when Alix was only six years old, but

afterward, Queen Victoria paid much (Attention to herforTevery visit to

England. rMss-wa&teeleved-hy^Jneen-Vtetoria Then there was Kaiser

Wilhelm the Secondyj£Ges?»&ay, who would

infamjwjs Kaiser orldWarl. He was married to^ictona's oldest

daughter. So he was Alix's uncle. She called him Uncle Willy. The English

prince who would become King George the Fifth of England was the nephew

of Nicky's mother, Empress Marie. In turn, George’s oldest son became
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Edward the Eighth who would later abdicate the throne in order to marry

Wallis Simpson, and live on as the Duke and Duchess of Windsor.

If I list events still decades away, it is only to emphasize that-elose to

half of Europe's highest royalty was closely related both to Alix or to Nicky,

or to both.

In addition—no small addition—Alix and Nicky were in love. They

were desperately in love. If such love was obliged to be, in some part, false, m some pai

as desperate love invariably is, Alix and Nicky were/excellent actors with 

huge respect for their roles. For everyone believed it was indeed a most

intense love bom of an adolescent infatuation when he was sixteen and she

was twelve. This infatuation had managed to fSseveretthrough years of

separation followed by intense courtship. Indeed, their closeness to one 

another would later be fortified by the birth of five children. I will not pursue

it further at this point other than to say that they died (were murdered) on the

same day, a year and a few months short of what would have been their

Twenty-Fifth Anniversary.

Yes, by all the evidence, they were very much in love. In the weeks

before the Coronation, I knew enough, however, not to suggest that this might
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be a true case of intense and enduring affection. That would not be to tts- 

taste. Whefttkrf^K^e^puke-to-ns(in Russia, he said, "Be prepared for 

the greatest swindle of them all. The Dummkopf presents Himself as the

Almighty Creator of love. It is all love. He is full of love, and those who 

love Him are full of love, and love itself will solve all human problems. With

this noxious pomade. He not only gulls a good three-quarters, at least, of His

walking-and-talking animals, His humans, His creation, but He fools Himself.

No one believes in love so much as the Dummkopf."

I was ready to accept this premise, indeed, I saw it as the heart of the

Dummkopfs intense concern that the Coronation be a great success. Had He 

gone back to the unbelievably romantic assumption that a revival of respect

for monarchy might offer the besfrToundafion a fine

society? Did He suppose that if a handsome young king andiwely^iieen —

were profoundly in love with each other,(wholly devoted to their faith, and— 

the first of all loyalties—believed in His Power and His Goodness, then these 

three rare conditions satisfied, He could have the pleasure of exploringrinto”

this pastosdes experiment. Would it turn out more happily than



07/07/2014 03:30 FAX

1/25/05

I was relieved. I now had a premise. Long ago I had learned that the 

The center of my attention had come then to this: Was the D.K. in full 

study of new material was lifeless whenever one was lacking ^hypothesis.

Possessed of one, however, every new piece of knowledge was tnue te-

^contnbuteTothe premise^r deny it. Now one's studies could come alive, and

one's acumen be enriched by every addition to-one’s

After all, it was possible that monarchies had invariably failed in the past
j-<tp It

because there was na/Siutual love at the top.

Book 4

possession of His Faculties? Or was He growing senile? My hypothesis 

turned toward that question.
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After all. it was possible that monarchies had invariably failed in the past

because there was no mutual love at the top.

I was relieved. I now had a premise. Long ago I had learned that the

study of new material was lifeless whenever one was lacking an hypothesis.

Possessed of one, however, every new piece of knowledge was there to

contribute to the premise^pr deny it. Now one's studies could come alive, and

one's acumen be enriched by every addition te-oa^&jknowledge.

The center of my attention had come then to this: Was the D.K. in full

possession of His Faculties? Or was He growing senile? My hypothesis

turned toward that question.
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To reach into the thoughts of a woman like Klara is not routine for us.

crisis. Hysteria

wildering to the Cudgels—

their calming arts have, temporarily, failed.) For the most part fiqwevef/we 

Dealing with men and women who are well-protected by the best of the

^sdgde^-Guardian Angels^-we take care not to approach^ (Sather, wg wait

fortopenings. Somease'pnr

leave protected people alone even as the Cudgels usually avoid contact with 

our {£gffiai&gd?clients. Prudence prevails jea-hoth-rid®s. Forced cssasi^as-sf.

entrancejare rarely attempted.

T
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When, howeverj^nneurston-is need we wait for the Guardian

Angel to be absent. (Svea-Gudgels-B :) At such times, a small

raid is feasible. '^eeufser4ye-©aa-^s®-esiy®n more artful methods. Many a 

P

devil can transform himself for a short period into an angelic presence. Since
l"s’

we are we do not gsin-tfestest^ss-jstO-apxQteeted
J $a»gsie <2^-^, Gso*

person's mind, but, tbsie-aie-tesagfel^gains. Often/ror example, wertake on

the persona of th^geatlsstTsfangdS. Iha^wfl^Eass^inspire sssh a mood of 

beneficence in the targeted subject^ha?Jhe or she wi^(feel balmy enough to

prate and prattle. True vulnerabilities of the heart aFe-oflered-uprih a flood of 

enee been catapulted^^fier-aH, into a high state ofstrange to us.

concupiscencem^teiri^7rihat^dolfrwas^®neej^e^\Ever since, Klara, on

A part of herself (usually concealed 

from herself) is still ready to engagqfin that fundamental rite of stinks and

grunts and glories which does take place whenever God and the devil choose 

good feeling, happy words, laughter.

Moreover, klar^^d-ant present sny^eciaLd^£5imlj^ug^U*lyas hardly

occasion, has had her carnal

to sweat together in the swamp and paradise of sex. This may be why people
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who are notably ethical (and clean-smelling) usually do not offer any striking

physical appeal. There is not enough of us is to be found in them.

Enough. I do not know whether this is of significance, but the beauty

of the spring day when Klara felt so happy while holding Paula and talking to

the flowers, happened to coincide (even to the hour) with the Coronation of

Nicholas the Second and Alexandra. Indeed, the warm spell remained

incomparable-in Moscow gywlRfbr a number of ^©wisgFdays, and I-even 

recall tha/^en I came back to Hafeld in early June, this fine period 

continued/Normally, my well-beingis not affected by the weather, but these 

long sunny

k

Coronation which after much effort w? crowned with dramatic success

projects turn outjferihe^^5ra^ittie7js^fisyfess drenched in forebadmg^ If

reacutoravorable results esfs mSaJesser devils who, for the most part, know

consequence, isy^fitaejable to failure, bat highly stimulated by success. We

are keteato search into the higher logic of our activities. Our morale, in
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As already indicated, 1 had been one of the first to give warning to the

Maestro that a direct attack on the crowning event woukfnot be likely to

succeed. We had^of course, des/eteped a number o^Sssihfeystrikes.

Nowhere else in Europe ceuld/weTbbast of as many agents and clients as in

Russia. A number were of high rank. We possessed more than one Grand

Duke and Duchess among the several bran ches of the Romanov family and

we certainly infested the secret police. ’
-fC< aJf&j

ouSaumb^ed^be dudgels!) WepBadMinisters of State who were as abjectly

loyal to us as hounds slavering over a bowl of kibble. We were well-installed

in all the royal families of Europe, not to mention the nobility and/or the

generals—so often the same! Nouveau riches lay before us like an open

whore. Tycoons were among our most valued and protected clients.

When it came, therefore, to calling upon potential actors, we knew that

if we were ready to accept the cost, we could bring off some major
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disruptions on Coronation Day. Even one of the two Metropolitans who

'ould preside over the theological ceremonies was ours, and indeed, we had

many a cohort of half-mad monks in Russian Orthodox churches and

monasteries. Many-of-tbemCwould be coming to Moscow on this high

assassination before or during the Coronation.i *

quickly. It was too intense! Not only could we muster hordes of devils to stir

the hearts of half the people (half—at the least!), but Mosow and St.

Petersburg were occupied by a greater assembly of angels than I had

were doing their utmost! Never hadencountered fesfee.

I felt the presence of the D.K. more directly. If He had often seemed distant,

every day in His Creation, nonetheless, He w;

we turned.

even a touch disoriented by the uncountable number of successes and failures

a^everywhere

occasion^ Js-addstienTW

terrorists. The more militant among them woulcpbe ready to attempt an

i-n_______ *****coneeSSSion-Hpeja relatively minor activities in esrmany small cities and

towns of Austria, I was hardly prepared to take in the air of Russia

Nonetheless, I was opposed to h ventures.

Book 4 1/25/05

'share’oFaBSHiists, nihnStsTand
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For the longest time, I had been accustomed to thinking of Him as an

Abstract Presence, a force who could be ugly on occasion (by way of His

Cudgels), but was removed enough to enable us to work in relative freedom

of His Nearness. In Russia, however, His Presence had become mactoE

God wanted this Coronation to succeed! He had chosen the battleground and

was determined not to lose. There was such intensity of dedication among

the Cudgels that I knew we would^av^J pay^^ heavily folSsusses^This

lay upon my judgment with all the weight of a hard fact—a stone too heavy to

forebodingsT^fe^tiieyTrany-way-worthy-^feensidBratiofrbsr&e^feesfro?-.
___ - _

ALLthg-samstlw^soBsessed with a question: What wss-the-mative tor sue

lift.

A^rsi^hjiitirot-tiyl6-speal^t58^sto§s-ei41i&ia^-6®isieS-wrt«?e4

unparalleled commitment by-G©d-to the success of the coronation?

Until this event, the Dummkopf had invested His Substance in a variety

of people and causes. He paid attention to Monarchists and Republicans, to

the most established aristocrats and to the revolutionaries who were ready to

die for the honor of overthrowing their overlords. He had also encouraged
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many a human to offer public service to democracies. He hardly ignored the

Pope and the Vatican (but then, neither did we!) He was open to the calls of

liberty and to the injunctions of autocracy. As the Maestro once remarked,

"He plays with events. He keeps going by the crudest rule of thumb! It is

not difficult to hear the workings of His Mind. 1 may make My mistakes,'

He says, hut I do pay attention to who wins. That way I can see what works.'

Why, after all," added the Maestro, "did He give free will to homo sapiens?

Obviously, the poor Dummkopf wanted to come a little closer to obtaining

some notion of what He had created."

The Maestro was enjoying his own play of irony, but I was ready to

assume this hypothesis could be valid. For if it was, I now had to conclude

that the Dummkopf was leaning—no, put it more accurately—the D.K. had

come over, for the moment at least, to the conviction that the well-being of

/SfsTworld might now rest to s®se (degree on the need for a successful

hegemony of the Tsar and the Russian Orthodox Church. He would install

Nicholas the Second with an unforgettable ceremony, fortify the Church even

further, and guide this association of Crown and Cross to rule with authority

over the inchoate but vast energies of the Russian people.
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aftermath. It was incontestable that He recovered quickly enough to claim

credit for the very crucifixion He had certainly wanted to avoid. "God," our

Maestro was always ready to inform us, "was cheating on the rules He had

formulated. He traduced His own Game! Free will for humans becomes

meaningless once there is divine intervention. But leave it to the Old Goat!

Secretly—blind even to His own motive—He was determined to establish His

Kingdom on earth. In the most literal sense! He wanted a Kingdom with His

Son on the throne. He most certainly was not anticipating the disaster that
e>iAr-

befell ray poor brotherjJesus." And the Maestro laughed. (He had a rich,

self-pleasuring laugh whenever he made a remark that could leave a scar on

the Scriptures.)

All the same—sseh'caustic merriment to the side—it was becoming

evident to me that the D.K. had to be placing His hopes in the character of the

young man who would soon be crowned as Tsar Nicholas the Second. You

may be certain that I made a request to the Maestro: Could I devote my

efforts to learning as much about Nicholas as was possible under these

constrained circumstances? "Yes. Learn what you can," said the Maestro.

'That could prove most interesting for you.'
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I did not know whether I was being promoted or abandoned, but I

learned soon enough that it would not be routine to get near to this Nicky.

(That is how everyone in his large family referred to him). Nicky had two

younger brothers, two sisters, a beautiful Danish mother (the widow of his

recently dead father, Tsar Alexander the Third), four Grand Dukes for uncles,

one beautiful Grand Duchess as one of his aunts, and a host of cousins and in­

laws who, for the most part, so for as one could discern, were surprisingly

fond of him Indeed! That, in itself, told much.

But I could not, as I say, come near. I had never encountered a human

being more guarded by squadrons—in all literal truth!—squadrons of angels

from His highest ranks, there to keep observers like myself at a distance.

That was a loss. Taking in the scent of a human being from the other end of a

room, I can detect as much as an animal with a keen olfactory passage. My

eyes can perceive defects in the comer of a nostril or the subtle turns along

the ridges of the ear—enough to reveal concealed twists of character. Yet,

these are not fine senses I look to retain for all occasions. Our satanic

existence could-eBeEuate-iis^f our sight and taste and smell, our sense of

touch and hearing, were always at a level of exquisite readiness—no, we call
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upon such faculties only when urgently needed to learn a good deal about a

man or woman in a few moments. Here, however, as I must repeat, one was

not able to approach. There were far too many Cudgels. Once again, I had to

rely on the secondary materials that smaller devils had extracted from the

numerous clients who dwell in the lower and middle reaches of the palaces of

St. Petersburg and the churches of the Kremlin.

This, then, is what I learned from these more or less academic

resources. Needless to say, I am hardly speaking of texts or of libraries.

There was, however, a fund of copied material that had been collected by

royal valets, chambermaids, and house servants who had become our clients,

a full flow, indeed, of the most useful gossip and insights. It seemed as if

during this epoch, everyone in every royal family of Europe was writing
L\ is oy

letters to thetqfparentsTchildren, aunts and uncles, cousins, and intimates. In

addition, they all kept diaries. The Tsarevitch, soon to be Nicholas the

Second, had made an entry every day from boyhood on, and by the time of

the Coronation he was so close to Alix (his Tsarina Alexandra) that she

seemed always by his side, literally. His diary was not only exposed to her

perusal, but open to her written comments as well. Her written additions
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were inserted on many a page. What thoughts! A plethora of superlatives

teeming with piety and declarations of love.

I was fascinated. This nearness to royalty was stimulating. If an

element of snobbery was present, I have to add that the Maestro was acerbic

about the drawbacks. "You may yet come to recognize that snobbeiy is for

fools of the highest sort. It distorts every last finding our agents bring in."

Reproof or not, I enjoyed my new work. This was no ordinary royal

family. Rather, it could be seen as a conflux of the highest monarchs in

Europe. An unbelievably top-heavy family tree! Alix, the beloved of Nicky,

was only a princess from Hesse but her mother, Alice, had been one of Queen

Victoria's three daughters. Alice died when Alix was only six years old, but

afterward, Queen Victoria paid much attention to he^bneveiy visit to

England. Alix was beloved by Queen Victoria. Then there was Kaiser

Wilhelm the Second of Germany, who would yet become the famous or

infamous Kaiser of World War I. He was married to Victoria's oldest

daughter. So he was Alix's uncle. She called him Uncle Willy. The English

prince who would become King George the Fifth of England was the nephew

of Nicky's mother, Empress Marie. In turn, George's oldest son became
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be a true case of intense and enduring affection. That would not be to his

taste. When the Evil One spoke to us in Russia, he said, "Be prepared for

the greatest swindle of them all. The Dummkopf presents Himself as the

Almighty Creator of love. It is all love. He is full of love, and those who

love Him are foil of love, and love itself will solve all human problems. With

this noxious pomade, He not only gulls a good three-quarters, at least, of His

walking-and-talking animals, His humans, His creation, but He fools Himself.

No one believes in love so much as the Dummkopf."

I was ready to accept this premise, indeed, I saw it as the heart of the

Dummkopfs intense concern that the Coronation be a great success. Had He

gone back to the unbelievably romantic assumption that a revival of respect

for monarchy might offer the bespoundation tfefcjemamedl to-mspraw a fine

society? Did He suppose that if a handsome young king and lovely queen

were profoundly in love with each other, wholly devoted to their faith, and—

the first of all loyalties—believed in His Power and His Goodness, then these

three rare conditions satisfied, He could have the pleasure of exploring into

this particular experiment. Would it turn out more happily than the others?
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(cousinnamed Sandro, marriedtoNicky*s sister,Xeniq,

October 20, the date of Alexander Ill's death:

/closest friend. Sandro had his own memoirs and I looked at the entry for

"Sandro, what am I going to do," he exclaimed

pathetically. "What is going to happen to me, to you, to

Xenia, to Alix, to mother, to all of Russia? I am not

prepared to be a Tsar. I never wanted to become one.

J know nothing of the business of ruling. I have no idea

of even how to talk to the ministers."

NieEsy, Diary, 21 October, Livadia:

In the midst of our deep sorrow, the Lord has sent us

a quiet and radiant joy: at 10 o'clock in the presence of

the family, my dear darling Alix was anointed with the

holy oils and after the service we took communion

together, with dear Mama and Ella. Alix repeated her

responses and prayers wonderfully well and distinctly!

After luncheon we held Prayers for the Dead and

again at 9 o'clock in the evening. The expression on

Papa's face was wonderful, smiling as if he were about

to laugh! Spent the whole day answering telegrams with

Alix and attending to the papers brought by the last
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22 October.

Last night we had to carry Papa’s body downstairs,

as unfortunately, it has rapidly begum to decompose.

Thank God, dear Mama is completely calm and is bearing

her sorrow in a truly heroic way! 1 did nothing but

answer the pile of telegrams.

24 October.

The day was grey—as it was in our hearts! I still cannot

bring myself to go into the corner room where dear

Papa’s body is lying—he is so changed since being

embalmed. I cannot bear to dispel the wonderful

impression of the first day!

It may be worth including a letter from Kaiser Wilhelm II to Nicky,

which was sent on 27 October from the Neues Palais, Potsdam:

My dear Nicky,

May Heaven comfort you in your grief and give

you strength for your heavy duties, and may a long and

peaceful reign give you the opportunity of looking after

the welfare off your subjects. The sympathy and real

grief at the so untimely end off your lamented father in my

country will have shown you bow strong the monarchial
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instinct is and how Germany feels for you and your

subjects. As for me, you will always find me the same in

undiminished friendship and love to you.

It would, of course, be twenty years before they went to war against

each other.

Here, I must introduce another diary. It is by a nobleman who signs

himself as KR. He is the same age as the Grand Dukes (that is, the brothers

of the dead Tsar) and, in spirit, he feels like an uncle to Nicky: certainly

loves him as much or more than any of these Grand Dukes (Alexander the

Third’s brothers) who are a big, powerful lot, and not, I would say,

unavailable to us in more normal circumstances, but I have yet to refer to

such specific matters. Leave it that KR adores Nicky. (Indeed, he capitalizes

every reference to him.) KR is, after all, what was known at that time as a

sexual deviant, a gentleman of the closet. He spends his time in Turkish

baths. It is tire bane and delight of his existence. He also writes well enough

to quote him fully.

KR, Diary, 2 November, St. Petersburg: The young
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Needless to remark, I read all the letters my agents could supply to me

in the period after their wedding, but a close study opened many questions.

Just a few days later on the 17th of November, Nicky wrote,

I am unbelievably happy with Alix, it’s only a pity that

my work takes up so much of the time I would like to

spend exclusively with her!

to which on November 19th he adds,

Had tea at home and read together. We simply don't

have the strength to leave each other.
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On the same day, in a letter to his brother Georgy, Nicky adds,

a completely new life has started for me. I cannot

thank God enough for the treasure He has sent me in

my wife. I am immeasurably happy with my darling

Alix and feel that we will remain as happy together

until the end of our lives.

On the 26th of November, off by themselves in Tsarskoe Selo, he

remarks,

Such a dear place for us both; for the first time since

our wedding we have been able to live alone and live

truly soul-to-soul,

Immediately this is followed by Alix's reaction to reading these words

of love. She adds to his diary:

Never did 1 believe there coidd be such utter happiness

in this world, such a feeling of unity between two mortal

beings. 1 love you—those three -words have my life in

them.

On the next day she adds,

At last united, bound for life, and -when this life is ended,
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w meet again in the other world to remain together for

all eternity.

I was overcome with her assurance, her ignorance, her monumenal

confidence. She was so certain that they lived with a joint passport to the

hereafter. Yet, on December 14, a bit more than two weeks later, he wrote:

Today it is one month since we married—strange to

say, I am only just beginning to get used to the idea!

My love for Alix keeps growing!

I had to ask myself what vertiginous degrees of self-intoxication were

being brewed by them. Rarely had I encountered newly-weds who were as

infatuated. Like very young lovers, they had no need to distinguish between

the wild honey of first sex and the nectars of true love. But Nicky, after all,

was twenty-six, and no neophyte, not to sex. (His military days had offered

their predictable bounty.) In contrast, Alix was very much a virgin with the

usual host of imaginative fears, plus the prodigious woe of losing her mother

at the age of six. Add her religious intensity and her social timidity—I found

it difficult on the basis of these letters to accept her romantic intensity at the
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I was overcome with her assurance, her ignorance, her monumenal

confidence. She was so certain that they lived with a joint passport to the
CL

hereafters- Yet, on December 14, a bit more than two weeks later, he wrote:

Today it is one month since we married—strange to

say, E am only just beginning to get used to the idea!

My love for Alix keeps growing!

1 had to ask myself what vertiginous degrees of self-intoxication were

being brewed by them. Rarely had I encountered newly-weds who were as

infatuated. Like very young lovers, they had no need to distinguish between

the wild honey of first sex and tlic nectars of true love. But Nicky, after all,

was twenty-six, and no neophyte, not to sex. (His military days had offered

their predictable bounty.) In contrast, Alix was very much a virgin with the

usual host of/fe^sa^aaZfears, plus the prodigious woe of losing her mother

at the age of six. Add her religious intensity and her social timidity—I found

it difficult on the basis of these letters to accept her romantic intensity at the

full value of her words. They were so over-ventilated with the absolute

necessity to be profoundly in love.
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Of course, I could not be certain. He was the Emperor of a vast land

teeming with deep spirits and untamable barbarians. He could not pass by a

copse of forest without thinking that this loveliness was his land. His Land.

He was one of the chosen of God. And all the while he felt small, unworthy,

and so unready. How, then, could he (He?) fail to aggrandize His Love? He

was like a booze-hound who will go mad if he cannot find a drink. Love was

th^ountain on which he must always be climbing upward.

If I had been capable of real compassion instead of possessing the keen

ability to simulate its presence for my clients whenever they were in need, I

could have felt sorry for Nicholas the Second.

Yet, still, I could come to no firm conclusions, not from this study of

their letters in 1894. There was still the damnable question pending—what

was the Dummkopf up to? It was conceivable that in His Desire to make

their marriage transcendentally effective in its beatitude, God was supplying

them with the most incredible physical ecstasies. How could I know? 1 could

not come near. I had only those stolen fragments from their letters, and the

hypothesis that if God was going to choose a Tsar, He would be ready to
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If the Romanovs are now at the center of my interest, this is no more

than a temporary matter. My understanding of Adolf Hitler remains the core

of my motive in writing this book. Nonetheless, it is interesting to recognize

that Kaiser Wilhelm II who was slwaygS impressing his cousinly weight on

Nicky's mind was looked upon later by Hitler as the fool who had helped to

lose World War I for Germany. All the same, Wilhelm II was indirectly

connected to Hitler's life by way of an English philosopher named Houston

Chamberlain who was a great Wagnerite and married, indeed, to Wagner's

daughter, Winifred. In 1923, Hitler would meet Houston Chamberlain in

Bayreuth, and the latter, very much an elitist, but also a devoted racist, and an
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last months. There is, however, a bit to glean. These creatures do express

themselves (in the last trimester) through their mothers' dreams. It seems

evident that most babies come into the light of the birthing room with an

affection or an antipathy toward the benevolent caretaker (or the surly

warden) who so recently constituted the walls of their womb. That is exactly

why women feel so desolate when their milk is refused by their own babe.

Their guilt is aroused. They know how mixed were their feelings.

Nonetheless, these two, the wet-nurse and the young Empress, are

doing their best to avoid such recognitions. As is Nicky who is quick to

declare that yes, it is very funny indeed. I expect Nicky is ready to tell

himself that huge little Olga has the sturdy instinct to wish to smell and taste

the paps of a strong Russian woman, even as the wet-nurse's suckling will be

etese4s(a slim and lovely queen at least once in bis young life. And I, from

my funds of cynicism tliink that the two women, so profoundly different, and

never by any other means to know cohabitation, (or even suggest it!) can^

nonetheless, enjoy this open (yet surreptitious) connection of the flesh.

Less than half a year later, Alix has certainly resumed relations with

Nicky.
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29 March St. Petersburg [in Alix's hand]

sweet precious Nicky mine, no words can express

how deeply I love you-more and more, day by day,

deeper-truer. Lovy sweet do you believe it, do you

feel hearty throb so quickly, and only for you, my

husband

She has sent a new message to him: Nicky has been so good about the

birth of a princess rather than a prince, that Alix to her sweet surprise has had

a "hearty throb" on the moment he entered her, a novel event, or, at least, so I

assume. Let me admit that being obliged to see them only at a distance

across a crowded space, or else limited to the close study of their letters, I do

have to take a few chances to arrive at an interpretation. Certain conclusions

have to alter, therefore, with time. Olga, for instance, has come to accept the

given. Once a day, she accepts her mother’s breast.

KK, Diary, 10 April 1896, St Petersburg

How sweet and friendly she is; it's only a pity that

she finds it so difficult to overcome her shyness. At

the moment she is feeding once a day, in the morning
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Except for those occasions when we appear in the guise of humans

(and so must accompany ourselves with an assortment of garments and

paraphernalia) we travel quickly. Since 1 was in Russia with no obligation to

cater to the needs a physical entity, the ensuing shift

from St. Petersburg to Moscow caused me no difficulty. It may be recalled

that I had dared to advise the Maestro to bring the full weight of our effort

onto the second and more minor festival scheduled to take place four days

after the Coronation. On that occasion, the Tsar would honor the hundreds of

thousands of Russian peasants who had made their way to Moscow for the 

occasion.
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The six days from May 9 to May 13th had been plunged into work of

the worst sort for g^Nicky. On the 10* of May as well as on the 11*, he

had to hold ceremonial receptions. Ambassadors and celebrated envoys were

presented, and many had reputations so carefully underlined for him in

advance by his ministers that he had to offer the greatest attention. As he

complained to Alix afterward and to his mother, his cheeks were sore from

being kissed by plenipotentiaries with stiff mustaches and harsh beards.

Naturally, he smiled gaily as he complained to his women-folk in a manner to

suggest that this was the most laughable part of the endless ironies of social

life. But he was truly annoyed. He was fond of his skin.
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On the 12th of May, the banner of state had to be consecrated, a long

and intricate service that could not be taken for granted. He and Alix had had

to memorize every step.

On May 13th the royal regalia was transported from the armory to the

throne hail of the Kremlin Palace, and a host of small anxieties rose like
i

pestilence into his mood. He had been told in advance that it would be an

easy day but he felt as if hell itself was waiting to issue its ugliest blazes the

moment something went wrong. Of course, tomorrow would be unique—he

would move from his present condition as the acting Tsar to becoming no less

than the consecrated Tsar. Himself! Wholly consecrated! ;

Still, from the tenth through the thirteenth, these were only the j

ceremonies he did see. But the preparations he did not witness were as wide- '

spread as a city beneath the city. The streets of Moscow, which I had only

glimpsed in passing had now become more prominent to me. So I could note '
i

what an endless number of platforms had been i

erected for spectators and patriotic displays. So many false fronts were now
i

hiding the uglier buildings on the route. Most of all, however, one kept
I

seeing the letters "N" for Nicky, and "A" for Alix painted on all too many

i

H
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to memorize every step.
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ceremonies he did see. But the preparations he did not witness were as wide­

spread as a city beneath the city. The streets of Moscow, which I had only
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seeing the letters "N" for Nicky, and "A" for Alix painted on all too many
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Given the firm Russian expectation that nothing good prevails for long, there

were many who feared that the day of the Coronation would not be fortunate

and the skies would be wet. Instead, another fabulous day came westward to

Moscow from Siberia. I had to begin to wonder if this was a gift from the

D.K. So, the dire predictions of the numerous seers in Moscow, women who

had been quick to say there would be floods of rain, and that would all be the

fault of the new Tsarina, now had to amend their views. Even so, they shook

their heads at all mention of the future. Alix had been introduced to

Orthodoxy, after all, right on the heels of the demise of Alexander III. So,

these women said, "She comes to us behind a coffin." Now, however, given

the balm and beatitude of this exceptional day, a counter-sentiment arose.

Many were now saying, "We are close to the end of the century. Maybe the

new one will be different. Here is the Twentieth Century. Let miracles of

beauty and comfort come to us."
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as if one never knew for certain when a heart was there to be captured by the

D.K. or, by our Evil One. So I will not enumerate all the steps taken by

the Tsar and the Tsarina after the descent from the dais. A measured three

paces here, and three there, the Trinity to be commemorated again and again.

For even those who believed in the Father and in the Son could never be

certain about the Holy Ghost. Or such was our assumption! For the Maestro

often hinted to us that we had our own purchase on this last element, that the

Holy Ghost was not simply nor exclusively the reciprocal love of the Father

for the Son, and the Son for the Father, but that we were there as well. I

know the Maestro always spoke well of the Trinity as if he knew something

that others did not. I have seen the best man at a wedding who, unknown to

all but the bride, has had carnal knowledge of the lady, and there is a subtlety

in the posture of such a fellow that I do not find dissimilar fr&m the nuance of 

appreciation our Maestro is always offering to the Holy Ghost.
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In any event, busy with my own preparations for the Peasants' Festival,

I missed the banquet that evening in the Palace of Facets. It was the event of

the season not only for Moscow but all of Russia—one of those social

occasions which can offer great profit for the future if you happen to be

invited—an orgy, so to speak, for the richest of the nouveau riche. There had

not been another event, in the previous ten years so important to attend.

Of course, there was also a large souring of spirit among many of the

most ambitious souls. They were not always happy with where they bad been

seated. If this was long before any notion of the A-list versus the B-list was

introduced toXAmencan society, the category may even have begun on this

occasion. One certainly knew on taking one's seat and studying the rest of

the room exactly how high or not so high was one's status here in Moscow.

Indeed, only the most elevated of the guests were fortunate enough to be

placed in the same room as the Tsar and Tsarina. The cream of the

diplomatic corps was there, the high clergy, the Holy Synod, the very highest

of the court ladies, the Grand Marshall and the Grand Master of

Ceremonies—those were granted such a privilege. The others, ah, yes, the B-

list, were sent to the Hall of Saint Vladimir Nonetheless, a spsil&gsraf 
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ambition is the last emotion even the most naive of monarchs can wish to

arouse among his dinner guests, and so Nicholas made a point of visiting

every table in company with Alexandra, followed by the Dowager Empress

Marie, the Queen and Prince of Naples, the Duchess of Edinburgh, the Crown

Prince of Sweden, Duchess Elisabeth and Grand Duke Alexei, yes, table by

table all the way through the Hall of Saint Vladimir, and were in turn greeted

with an ovation that could come only from the parched throats of people who

had been ready to assume that after all they had gone through to obtain a high

invitation, they were to be forgotten after all. What relief, what applause!

I will not describe the meal. Since I do not need to eat except when

present in eespoi^loTm, it would give me small pleasure to describe the

gold plates, the French dishes, the several species of caviar, the wines

(French and Crimean), the vodka, the champaign. AU banquets, no matter

how fancy, succeed finally in generating the same gastric acids in those who

have been blessed by an invitaiion. (Be it added that those who were mot

used to being waited on personally by three servants in red coats with gold

trim, certainly enjoyed the repast, superbly so.) The menus were lavishly

illustrated, the Imperial Band played throughout the course of dinner, and the
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the evening meal. AU others in the family slept on the floor. To undress was

unheard of. When the room was not too cold, the men might take off their
■J

boots before they lay down. They had a saying: The stench from their feet

would keep flies away. Annies of flies did inhabit each house and so

became a sport for those children who could catch them. Mothers lived in

terror, however, that newborn infants might be driven into insanity by horse­

fly bites before they said their first word. Who knew? The flies were termed

devils. A canard. They are the Dummkopfs

Nonetheless, there was a quality in these peasants that I found moving.

By this, I do not mean that I felt any emotion so invigorating as compassion.

Rather, I respected them a little more than I thought I might. The women

particularly—they were all old before their time, lined, misshapen, and yet

many remained as strong as draft animals. And at the main railroad station,

through which I passed for a quick look, I was struck by how they rarely

moved, not men nor women. They were not like other people who spend

time at the station—no, at. their worst, at their least, they showed the marks of

the famine of 1891. They were so modest. They had so little sense of their

importance that one could not even speak of them as humble. Rather, they

h's little Errors.
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At last my day was arriving. The triumph that we needed, the event

that was to be our major event. It-wtwki-snuceerHf^fie results/^eukfe^felt

for years to come.

ifthe ministers had prepared a Coronation designed to arouse the

respect of the rest of the world, and stimulate Russia's industrial and

economic needs, |here still remained maay internal problems. fThe secret

police, the Okhrana, knew how intense were the revolutionary sentiments

among a small but most concentrated section of the working class. The

people, therefore, had to be fortified against such destructive ideas which

could yet develop into infestations in the body politic. So, the ministers



07/23/2014 00:47 FAX

Book 4 1/25/05 523

convinced Nicky that a large show of generous concern for the peasants must

be undertaken by the Tsar in the same week as the Coronation, A vast

peoples' fete should take place. Since the foreign generals and statesmen who

were present al this lime also had to be entertained aS®r(ffie~ardors of the

voyage to Russia, Nicky and Alix, therefore, had been busy, hour after hour,

day after day, every day after the 14th. It was not until May 18, that the grand

and immense gathering in Khodynskoe Field for all the peasants would take

place, a convening for those who had traveled some hundreds of miles and,

for a few, even more than a thousand miles by railroad, by wagon, even on

foot to be in Moscow^ S®4h^peasants' event would demonstrate Nicky's

love. It would celebrate the value of the people^There would be circus
performers, singers and dancers, and numerous stands tSlistriEFutegtftSr

g.-f- -j-c .tvAo

Given ^ffiewde-opelfsfretches of Khodynskoe Field, the estimate wastiiat

half a million souls would arrive. To receive them, four hundred thousand

iron mugs, painted in red and gold, would be commemorative trophies given

out free. These mugs would bear the initials N 11 embossed in gold above a

double-headed Russian eagle. Phis the year, 1896. There would also be silk

scarves for the women, ten thousand gallons of beer, and hundreds of
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thousands of finely-wrapped packages of food containing Russian bread in

small loaves, walnuts, sausage, cookies, jams, and assorted sweets

accompanied by a small book about the Coronation wrapped up in a

handkerchief which carried Nicholas and Alexandra’s initials. The two­

headed eagle extended its wings on the cloth of the book's jacket.

'ofour Russian agents who had worked for years with venal caterers 

saw to it that the packages weretepoiled. It was an old practice. Garlic could 

We had done our beslfto tarnish the charm of seme^E^Eowwer.

always be used to close off food odors of fd? ® c-f2-s-
1/ cP tf 1 C-

To face this horde, Nicky, Alexandra, and the members of the court 

would arrive around midday or early afternoon to sit up in a Royal Pavilion

that had been erected at one end of the field for just this pupose. The Royal

Pavilion, flanked on either side by two larger stands, offered seats for over a

thousand people. At a somewhat greater distance was another pavilion with

seats for another thousand who would pay handsomely for the privilege,

middle-class men and women for the most part, of no particular standing

other than that they had the money to offer for such places in the stands.
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before. The police were needed elsewhere. One could mot have thieves

running wild in other parts of the city.

teen years ago,

U25/05

Khodynskoe Field had been used as the site for a peasants* festival right after

the Coronation of Alexander HI and i/Fiad beeTi/S'satisfactory choice. Frae

.Jhat^hirty peasants had lost their lives through &^>disorders in the crush, b

yet-^veB-th©-es8es&al-uaeo&&ol}a^ty-ef such large cfowds_^tkar-had-bcerF>

perceived as no great number—one had to expect a few dire resujtsia'so

<dhaHhis-w@uid be seen as the foundation of a tradition. To one of his

large an event. .Moreover, Nicky wss-rgSsJiaelffied to hold this open-air

celebration in precisely the same place his father had chosen. Hjs-bspe^was 

ministers, he even said, "From what you tell me, wefewe-same need

pTo we not?" In^sBrMisl^-was-pfease^yl^e murmur of approbation that

came up from his ministers/ C3> 4 up

cx^ 4.
The problem that was not examined, however, was that the field was

^j2@w-6O8sid^ably4ess practical for the purpose feaa it had been in 1883. No

minister, however, wished to bring that up now.tbaHhe Tsarevitch had stated

his preference.^ The difficulty was that in 1891, a large exhibition had been
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held there, and much temporary construction had taken place without any

gEeafceencmi ahout restoongj^he terrain afterward. If one had been able to

see Khodynskoe Field from above, it would have bome resemblance to the

skin of a wretch overwhelmed with acne. There were sand pits, sand holes,

wells half-filled—sueh pockmarks were everywhere. ^ATew of the larger

sand pits had widened into ravines. Thersaad, moreover/fiadblown and

shifted into a variety of knobs and hollows. Some pits were fifteen feet deep.

Others were small chasms^j^/fiarTbeen boarded ov^^Therev/ere^ul*^^^
t/i-es, tus-cZ.

there were hillocks. A number of wells had-beea-abandoneds .Zheje-weren
Zeg-ugf

also-broad-paths/between such obstacles where people might move with

safety, indeed, there wajlevcl grorind^enoughjfor half a million visitors, buta?”

was-eFtteiaHirat^Eywir^wgagens/'unnily movement.

Now, of course, there had been other preparations for the festival, and,

in truth, more immediate concerns. If half a million people were to come to

Moscoud^howwere the ays

before? Some peasants might have family members who now worked in

factories, tess-e^thoHsands-atJoas^and they could shelter thoir visiting

relatives in the slums of Moscow. They could all sleep on the floor. The
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odor of old blouses and pants and linen wrappings for their feet, the grease of

sheep-skin jackets and sweat-ridden capes, kaftans, and black woolen coats,

would reek through the tenement, but there was nothing new about that. On

the other hand, there was not a monastery in Moscow which would not offer

food to the pilgrims. h&Ry-wbaatsriwed-evsa-ste^sed^n^erailroad stations,

and^-as-jUuined-oHtjfnie majority of incomers arrived-at/ffie field^easly. On

the evening before the day that the festival was to take place, 6?swds/were

already sleeping on the ground. These early arrivals came to a good number.
e S h^^L/

Some saidyi hundred thousand, some said^hreehundred thousand. There

was drinking, there was singing, there were bonfires. Balalaikas were played.

Word was out. The gifts were going to be distributed early. We had

arranged for this rumor to circulate. As the crowds understood it, the gifts

would be fet^erSTdawn. Thousand of peasants moved ia-elsss/nierefore^t^.
( «-.A ■'■».*_- <?_ ■ / 5, ~ 2.----------------------------------- ~——

th^ujeed^^^^-vdafe-it/^asstiil the middle ofthe night. Th&s^-bsriers

^shielded file huts and kiosks and counters where the gifts were to be

distributed. Before long, many up of those front were pressing onfe^ Carriers

whether they weatejlfo or not. Curses could be heard all through the night.
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Then, a couple of hours before the-first morning light, a good part of the

working populace of Moscow began to arrive. The slums were marching in.

Back in the city on this night of the 17“*, there was a gala at the Bolshoi

Theatre, and so many ladies were in their finest diamonds that the glow of the

gems—as many remarked—seemed ready to compete with the sparkle of the

footlights. Yet, even there, during the intermission, the gentry were talking

about the Field. Who could believe how many were going to be at

Khodynskoe? Some even said one million. One million souls! "Yes," was
~ ~'—-- -------------------------

the word at the Bolshoi gala, TOur ruler is being hcmoreM Never before have

so many turned out to offer their reverence to the Tsar. Never so many of the

common people.'®’" /\

The distribution of the gifts had been scheduled to begin at ten in the

morning. That would be at least two hours before Nicholas II would arrive

with the Tsarina. But the Co$ssackshand were already concerned. Ths

few^skee^eFe-directlylfenrful^The crowd was pressing with a dreadful

restlessness against the wooden barriers. Already, just before daylight, it

seemed likely they would break. 1 cannot begin to speak of how many in our
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mixed cohort of clients and demons were inspiring rumors. "The good stuff is
p S & J

gone," is what they had been-mstntetedfosay.

Or, better, "Some of the good stuff is going." Even better, "They are

giving it out already on the other side of the barrier/4’" "75 &

Some of this had been foreseen, some was improvised in the hour, but

we had knownlit was bound to work so soon as we saw how few police were

present. Sa, fc^kept feeding the rumors. They stood on one another, lie

upon lie! "The mugs are gone. The beer is gone." "No, the beer is not gone,

but there is very little left." The further these rumors traveled-te-the-soar, the

quicker did those at the Bask push forward. The first barriers began to tilt,

then were knocked down. The kiosks were instandy overran. Peasants fell

on the ground trying to seize the gifts. Others, rushing forward, stepped over

them. Before long, the crowds pushing up from the fefrear was compressing

into/fens of thousands lined up before the standing booths. Now, in every

the hundred thousand in the middle^aa^yiat hundred thousand was jamming

area, on every patch of ground, a man had to do no more than stumble and
'dj

another w®dd£trip over him. A third would fell, a fourth would be knocked

over by bodies pressing into the blockage. Women would scream. Women
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and children were knocked down. In the next five minutes, five hundred

people were driven down into the largest sand pit, where they churned about

life-psgpla in a maelstrom. Others were unable to hold back againsij^brces

pushing/behind. Others were pushed(pver the lip of a well. Bodies piled

upon bodies. I had never heard such a sound of woe before—thousands of

throats were roaring in rage or screaming in terror. tfeeap&Jy bounds of
t-c H s- fix L y

physical agony^ I had an experience I had never encountered before.

/A-& humans moved forward in waves? fighter people were thrown upward like

hesssy spray from the impact of a wave. Bodies flew fcsagh the air. Others

screamed as they went under the surge-of bodies clambering up behind them.

Now, thousands of feet were trampling upon hundreds of bodies. Children

were wailing. Some were even saved. Some! A few women, a few children

were lifted overhead and passed backward to avoid the crush going forward,

passed from arm to arm overhead. When they reached the edge of the crowd,

/ Jhsy/collapsed, minnows in the shallows, not able to breathe, able to

breathe^ (Along the edgesof such a surf, petrified onlookers were braying out

the names of family members. Somelhadlfaces already petrified into grief.
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It came to an end, and in very much the manner that a storm f

Those who had broken through the booths and trampled over the kiosks kept

being catapulted forward by others behind them, until finally they came to one

end of the field. Others TRsnaged-to-wedge their way off to the side. People

in the rear, hearing the high note of the screams, drew back and pushed no

longer. And as the storm abated, peasants moved off in all directions. The

dead lay on the groundJjshind-feeHh-

By the early hours of daylight, •«®t’®nly-was the fieldiSfifiquivering its

Spread tanychaos, but the disorder tipread tany of the streets and avenues of

Moscow. Tens of thousands of Muscovites who had been planning to be

present at the official opening scheduled for ten in the morning left

teases early. But as they approached, so they saw wagons coming toward

ragons

surrounded by jffen and women anshnlatin^aloog wailing in grief. Those

side, weeping in-a-steJe-sst-sasily-deseribed. Some were hysterical in the

classic sense, laughing on the one hand, before groaning on the other. Lost in

the daze of not knowing whether to consider themselves lucky to have
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avoided the catastrophe themselves, they had to wonder if they were in peril

of losing their souls forever by this unholy readiness to laugh. Yet how could

they not laugh if the smallest, meanest part of them had not secretly despised

the dead relative for years? Yes, it had all happened and yet, it could not

possibly have happened.

Those who were still coming toward Khodynskoe Field were

bewildered by the sight of these face^ fhpbe approaching bodies, screaming,

sobbing, groaning, laughing. Hideous laughter. Every passing wagon

showed peasants in feeir ruined finery, dead with bloody noses, broken faces,

broken limbs, or near to nude. More than a few were covered

with clothes found on the ground,

Later came changing estimates of how many had been killed.

Probably, the best estimate was three thousand. Nicky, when first told of

what had happened, received the information that the number was three

hundred, but his minister was well known for a habit of always reducing the

extent of bad news by ninety per cent. By nightfall, Nicky was told that it

was 1300 people.
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The first unidentified dead bodies were taken to Vagankovsky

Cemetery. Until this hour, it had been for centuries restricted to the followers

of Orthodoxy. On this morning, however, everyone was losing their head.

Before it could be determined whether a given victim was Orthodox,

Catholic, or Jewish, ^Muslim or even Protestant—no matter. The first

impulse by the first police officials of the burial squads, formed before the

dead had even been counted, was to get these peasant bodies out and away

and into a grave. Quickly! Get it done before the Tsar arrived.

The impact of these intcrhients by promiscuous lot, was a further aid

for our purpose that was not to be comprehended—not even by us, eertamly,

not to its full extent—until we come to the mass graves of the Second World

War. But, I anticipate. It is too soon to speak of the Maestro's subsequent

ventures into the convoluted process of infesting reincarnation with

confusion, collision, and disorder.

Along the route, the burial wagons took Tverskaya Street. The

morning was reaching into its full glory. It was the tenth extraordinarily good

day in a row. Ths onion domes of the forty times forty churches of Moscow

were resplendent in the sun. The domes, so artfully covered with gold leaf,
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were almost on fire, and their bells, celebrating this much-awaited peasants'

event, offered their clangor, loud or delicately toned. To the ears of those

walking away from the field, the sound of sobbing, weeping, guttural misery

and uncomprehending rage introduced one's ears to an unholy feud with the
a. Qoe-tsi- ■. 'Jgy

bells. Disorienting even to ey/Senses. Notably savage.

I was in such a state of excitemen^elation^^^fesjtajs^at the extent

of our triumph (and even a small wonder at the size of it) that my senses had

become extraordinarily keen. I felt as if I could enter the failings of half the

people I passed and so many of them were sick in heart, sick in soul, sick in 

stomach, as if aD but lost in the vortex of a dream that -®fe»g§<Sre slime to all

awakened senses. Meanwhile, the gold of the sun reflected the gold of

the onion domes above each church. For the past half year, laborers in high

peril of slipping off church roofs because of winter ice had labored at

fastening new gold leaf to these now-resplendent domes.
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On the tail of this wind, the Tsar and Tsarina arrived. Everything

changed. It was as if the gale was there to be dispelled by an uproar of

cheers so loud that one could barely hear the band, that immense national 

band, as it struck up the national anthem. The pavilion guests bowed to left

and to right, and waved their arms in salute. Khodynskoe Field was now only

half visible in the dust as the close ground began to fill up from all the late

arrivals appearing in their present safety after the riot in the dawn. Soon

enough, Nicky and Alexandra waved to the new people flocking in,^d^sa

^dfier left the pavilion to step into their carriage in order to be driven a few

hundred yards to Petrovsky Palace where the Tsar was to

receive selected groups of chosen citizens. In the glimpse I caught of him, he

looked exceptionally pale and I wondered if he knew how much had
happened. I suspect g&f his information was |fii^ly imperfect, but in any

event, the order of the prearranged ceremonies was maintained. Not a quarter

mile from Khodynskoe, Nicky and Alix now stood at the palace gates to

receive the delegations. There were fourteen in all. As I was later to learn,

there were representatives from the Cathedral of Christ the Savior. A special

gift was presented to Nicky and Alix—-a large platter for ceremonial bread 
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and salt. Nine months had been spent by eight men carving this platter out of

crystal. Nicky screwed up his buttocks to force a little gratitude into his

expression, an act invisible to all but connoisseurs like myself, and then

proceeded to thank the eight workers for the generosity of their offer. Next

came a Cavalry regiment, the Georgiyevskys. A delegation of peasant

woman was followed by distinguished artists of the Moscow Imperial

Theater. After which, a delegation from the Moscow coachmen paid their

respects to the Tsar and Tsarina. There was even a showing of the Moscow

All-Believers who offerred a silver platter on which Nicky's

had been laid out in diamonds. NuM&®^ri©n(3naxmy of contractors

who had decorated Moscow with lights and false fronts for the Processional

on May 9th. Representatives of the caterers, plus the Society of the Hunt, the

Moscow Racing Club, and even (for their centuries of service since the time ■

of Peter the Great) a few of the leaders of the Moscow German colony came

up and filed by. After this, Nicky and Alix were finally able to enter the

palace and preside over a feast for the common people. That is to say—

honored representatives of the common people. Inserting his remarks I
between choruses of cheers, Nicholas II spoke to these distinguished plebian

i 
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elders: "The Empress and I heartily thank you for your expression of love

and dedication. We do not doubt these feelings are shared by your fellow

villagers. Care for your welfare is as close to my heart as it is to that of our

Father and Beloved Savior."

It is not easy to believe, but I happened to look at the time. That is no

more than a phrase for me since I was not in visible form and hardly needed a

wrist or a watch fob. But then, no devil, clothed or invisible, is ever without

a clear sense of the minute, even the precise second. If I may speak in such

fashion, it is as if a chronometer is installed in our spirit So I can state that at

the exact moment when the Tsar was making this speech, an unsavory event

occurred at the morgue, yes, at this instant (for another devil reported the

exact time later.) Two of the corpses who had been carried from the

transport wagons to be laid out on the morgue tables, came up out of their

comatose state. They even cried out in unison from opposite ends of the

room. They were wounded near to death, and had been comatose, but now

they were obviously alive.

If I mention these literal upstarts, it is to emphasize how extraordinary 

was the conjunction of these occasions. I would even leam that Alix was
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suffering the-etetfw-ef her own private darkness fa this sarnemoment. For

each of the guests who came forward, she had smiled and bobbed her head,
I L«-* J-'-l

still a pouter pigeon. But she was also-perceiving trao terror.' She was filled

aew with a thought that her own death was near and Nicky'sjvould cuine

reven sooner. In what danger her husband lived! After such a hideous event,

would Nicky not have to pay? And for the first time, she allowed herself to

feel an open wrath against the Russian people. Why, she asked herself, had

they had to riot? She even said to her husband, "There is so little courtesy

among our Moujiks." Nicky did not know whether to be offended or pleased

that she spoke of our Moujiks.

These thoughts, of course, I received at second hand from another of

our special devils who had some superficial entree to one of Alix's ladies-in­

waiting.

A half mile away from Petrovsky Palace, some soldiers were laying out

the last of the victims, and on those far fringes of Khodynskoe Field,

thousands of peasants and Muscovites kept searching for the lost people of

their families. Meanwhile, in the palace courtyard, Nicky went from table to

table of the villagers as they ate their Poltava Borscht, their veal with fresh 
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greens, cold whitefish, roast spring chicken, duckling, fresh and pickled

cucumbers, dessert, fruit, wines.

Back on the field, there were new events for the late-comers. Gypsy

dancers were performing. Bands. Jugglers. Ice cream was being sold. And

behind the hutches, corpses were still being laid out in rows while the living

kept looking for family members, staring into the battered faces of the

perished who might, given their large disfigurement, still looked somewhat

like the relative they sought. And a few even laid a few copper coins on one

or another stranger's chest. In some places, however, piles of bodies

remained. A heap of fifty here, twenty there, arms and legs at odd angles,

filthy clothing. Doctors knelt in the dust to see if they

could detect anyone who might still be breathing. Almost at the same
easy

moment, one of the dead was no longer to be sasK^/dead? He rose up. His

wife, who had been weeping beside him, began to beat herself on the chest.

"God is here!" she screamed, "God is here! God has saved you!" But

another family fifty feet away who had been covertly relieved at the demise of

their long-lived family tyrant were now shrieking. For the old wretch had

opened his eyes. "The devil sent you back, you Monster!" his wife cried out.
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It is time to explain my relation to the events at the field. Even as I

was not present at the Coronation so fvas^Lot a leading actor during the

occurrences just described. I had Gs^^the satisfaction that I foresaw the

possibilities of the project and the Maestro approved my intuition. If I had

assumed at first that I would be one of the Maestro's field officers assigned to

the task of disrupting the proceedings on the field, I was disabused of such a

notion before I came down to Moscow. The Maestro stated it directly: I

was not sufficiently familiar with Russia to command the Muscovite devils

we would use. Better, for you, suggested the Maestro, to keep a close watch
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French ball tonight? What an outrageous insult to the dead! Where was

Russia's honor? Sandro said as much to Nicky. Even as our young Tsar, four

days into his Coronation, was feeling that he agreed with Sandro, up came

Uncle Alexey, the oldest remaining brother of Nicky's dead father. His

message was fljp- He fold his beware of Sandro and his brothers.

"Nicky," said Uncle Alexey, "surely you are aware that your cousins,

these Mikhailovich!, and Sandro most particularly, are not people you should

listen to. They are young and inexperienced. They are radical. They are

silly. They are worse than silly! I tell you, they will not admit it, but they are

siding with unholy forces. Now, they wish to depose Sergei Alexandrovitch

and put in one of their own as Governor-General of Moscow. Think what

that will do to Sergei Alexandrovitch and to Ella. Your wife will be
•4.

distraught that her sister Ella has to suffer such disgrace. That-wo3fc£S&3&

■safest

As quickly as these opinions were stated, so was I in the chamber to 

hear them. Again, the Cudgels were not about. Theyj^erc^pushisg-tcrtoiT

mau^plaess^-6uch a host of just-perished souls in need of succor! This

once, I found it not at aU close to Nicky.
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So, I heard Sandro's brother, Nicolai Alexandrovich. He spoke right

/after Uncle Alexey, and his speech had seme eloquence. "Nicky, I beg of

you, do not go to the French Ball tonight. Recognize what I am saying.

Whether we like it or not, we are still living in the shadow of Versailles.

Louis the XVI and Marie Antoinette could dance all night because they were

naive. They could have no sense of the approaching storm. But we can. We

know. Nicky, search into your heart. What happened, has happened. The

blood of those men, those women, and those children will remain forever

upon your reign. That is unfair, because you are good, you are kind. I know,

if you could, you would revive the dead. But you cannot. So, Nicky, it is

crucial that at the least, you must show your sympathy to their families.

Your allegiance to them. Your respect. How can you allow the enemies of

this regime—who are everywhere—to say that our young emperor danced

while his slaughtered subjects were taken to Potter's Field?"

He had succeeded in reaching the center of Nicky's feelings. Nicky did

not want to go to the Ball. But this most eloquent cousin was young, and did

not have enough experience to maintain the convincing edge of his debate.

So, he soon surrendered his-eloquence to Is?rage. "Why, I would ask," he 
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went on. "didn't Sergei^mticipate how great was the need for police? Any

fool could have told him." Soon enough, he was hinting that nasty tricks had

been played with the funds set aside for Coronation events. He did not know

exactly what he was talking about, but I had heard as much myself. @Mtd ,/

^Ni^olai-ha^been listening to the same rumors I had come upon even before

the Processional on May 9th. In Moscow, the word was out that the

Governor-General was siphoning off Coronation funds to pay for his

gambling debts. It was not true. Sergei Alexandrovitch was not guilty of

that. It was his assistant. (This assistant was not only in debt to the Crown,

and to certain gamblers, but to us—he was one of our agents. So, it was the^ r

assistant who had initiated the rumor that it was the Governor-General.)

That pilfering of funds proved one of our more effective actions. For

indeed, there was little money on hand to hire police the night before the

morning of May 18th at Khodynskoe Field. Moreover, through the orders of a

number of Colonels (also our clients), the body of soldiers available for the

occasion had been assigned to die outskirts of the city—there to protect die

gates if banished revolutionaries wantedtS) ts^Uo^bome backia tluring

Coronation week.
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Poor Nicky. If he had one weakness, it was that he could not hold two

eontF®y/fdeas in his mind long enough to decide which argument might have

the most to offer. Just as he was in the midst of giving real attention to his

cousin Nikolai's fine speech, so two of his uncles camegson the echo, and 

proceeded to explain in the sharpest terms that it would be an insult of 

incomparable consequence if the Ball were called off. The French Embassy 

had gene-to dhemost generous lengths of preparation^ The absence of the

Tsar and Tsarina could rupture between the two nations. "Nicky, your 

absence cannot even be considered. We depend upon the French alliance.

Nicky, you have to attend the Ball. It would be a sign of great weakness not

to appear. The French pride themselves on the sanity they are able to bring to 

heated emotion. The froideur! They detest sentimentality. They will not see 

you as a man, but as weak, womanly, sentimental in the worst way. Foreign

policy must not be determined by unfortunate accidents or passing

compassion."

Nicky attended die ball given by the French Ambassador. He had the

first dance of the evening with Countess Montebello who was the wife of the
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was in the Bedroom, yes! The Cudgels were in more disarray than I could

ever recall.

So, for a few minutes, (before they came returned and I had to decamp)

I was able not only to peer just a little ^Nicky's mind but to feel close

enough te-fes for one good instant to jBebbloa?report that he felt doomed.

Doomed and damned. He knew this with some certainty of vision. His

vision, not ours. It would take 21 years to confirm what he knew on that

night. But that was the night when he knew. If I had it in me to feel

sympathy (or for that matter could afford to), I might have been moved by

how he suffered. He was truly appalled. He told Alix that it might be his

duty to retire to a monastery where he could pray for the victims. It was no

way to speak to a wife on a night so full of a sense of future disaster. It may

even account for the letter Alix would yet write to her friend, the German

Countess Rantzau.

I feei that all who surround my husband are

insincere. And no one is doing his duty for Russia.

They are alH serving him for their career and personal

advantage and I worry myself and cry for days on end
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■4^w-he-knew-why. Lt was Alois, Junior. He had not felt right since the boy

had returned. Something was still in the air,-a»d^wrong. He could not be

afraid of his bees because he was

with his son, but, hs-ought truknow,

of subterfuge. He had certainly learned thaif;at his Customs posts. The tricks

such a fool, he told himself, as to

were full

that some had triedl

had esaesafed her gems—of some value—

to smile ^dth-mvitahe® and say, "It always worked before. Shesfwere afraid

blacklingerie^-a^goodlookingwoman^wfes when caught^vasbrassy enough

to touclujg?
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"That," he told her, "is because most of my associates go to church.

You had-bedduck this morning.”

fine by smuggling him into her thighs, but no, iievey A few rules he would

They b®felaughed. He was tes^tcmpted to let her of^ Idt-her-pey-the
~ -h* . eX'U.

All the same, this^itHe recollection kept him brooding ^bout the nature

of subterfuge. Back in the days when he could still enjoy horse,
/tidi

gsajUhatA^Hld^ake-yeir-tea^ as if there were five legs under you, not four6

there had usually been one or another steed

^aad^ou wouldn't know a damned thing about how to control sasfa£s=^-

-ffioevatisa.
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Yes, that was Alois, Junior. One could not tesw^the boy from top to

and Klara was-

-who had-gene away todive with JehaHna-andAfohamr^gtel- Her parents ted

jfdwas the worst thing about him, Klara said.

g very ugly about you ® the moment your back was turned.

Klara had no proof, but she would swear fc^22zcs=?

been so good for him. New^/lAs-manners were

l\AS staJlA)

bottom. He had>6onfidcnce, » m was the wrong kind^ and ho-bad odef of-rt.

£C>
in his eye was fiddlier. He did not seem to be judgma^U the time. Before,

@16
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Stalking abouTit all the tjmeT’wan tlr^thir^di3~not seem to be the same bo^
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he would say something vc

it was so.ad noback was turned.

/ffhe had a fault, it was that he still took a little too much

^but^hFwould

ly about you-atjhe moment your

Better to ride over the hill than to-fiirt/with his own sister.

time to ride Ulan, but Klara announced, she was ready to ith that.

"What would you ever know about that?" Alois asked.

'No, I don't/i^said Klara. "I go to church. But when I was young, I 

sawtthmgjmn certain families. Little things. little, ^s^fnything to 

talk about."

She was, at least, honest enough to flush a little as she spok^ bat /

what brought the blood to her face was that they were cousins. That was a



06/23/2014 03:58 FAX 002

Book 5 ch 1 triple 1/17/05 580

little embarrassing, perhaps, but not something so terribly wrong. The other 

possibility did not even exist for her. Nor for Alois.

This ability to conceal the most unpalatable facts about oneself from 

oneselffalways elicit^/ my admiration. I do not know if it is a barrier as

impassable as scaling the Alps in one's bare feet, or one is dealing with 

labyrinths of camouflage, but either way, I suspect the credit must go to the

Dummkopf. He created the ban against incest—we certainly didn't—and so 

it became His task to protect His humans from themselves.

1 know that we lose certain advantages thereby. One truism about 

men and women is that they are incapable for the most part of facing 

unpleasant truths about themselves. Their ability to invent earth-moving
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machines may be an offshoot of their desire to bury unseemly personal 

facts.

We, on the contrary, could put a breach into the impenetrable ego of 

certain powerful people if they did not have that God-given ability to 

conceal themselves from themselves. So here we are with Klara and Alois 

doing their best—in this case, their clumsy best—to cope with Alois, Junior.
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There were a-few matters waiting for me on the return to Hafeld, bat-

the first was the least routine. I had to convince Der Alte to bum one of his

hives. The-uncommon instructiorrwas, of noursg, imparted to him in sleep,

^^came as my response to a puzzling accident. He had been stung so

severelwthat I found him laid up lor a da’ywith a cruelly swollen face!

Some of the stings had come dangerously close to his eyes. Given his skills,

he could not comprehend how the event had occurred, nor could I. He was
cjl)

too expert to suffer such an episode. Andfm the course of looking into one

of his better hives! Attempting to replace the queen, who was showing the

first unmistakable signs of fatigue, he was attacked by her escort. Der Alte
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had to subdue this revolt ^f-the-Court? with cigar smoke (a gross procedure

as far as he was concerned, worthy of amateurs like Alois Hitler) and then

rhari to-spend the-day ia^ecL T&fi/mastic a revolt had not been visited on

him in years. It aroused my paranoia (of which we devils are in full supply.)

Was it possible that one of the Cudgels had been present? I decided that ho-
-f-Lc-

must get rid of thisduVe:----

Upon receiving my HeetanaLLnsirwctions, Der Alte dife-hewevef,

take a few dayr. before fulfilling fhe-job^/^^-mneemed me It was unlike

him not to cater to me. So, I alerted the Maestro. I did not want to—I knew

he was-deveUfigfhir altentionto the aftermath of Khodynka, but I made a

decision nonetheless to file a report. One didn't want to ignore surprising

events no matter how minor they might appear. Indeed, fee-enters came

back quickly. Yes, as told, burn the hive. Again, I fixed this thought into

Der Alte's sleep, but/with harsh £mphasis^Now, know fee

"^imperative min from without. It could j^4®agep-be-some'

cruel vagary of a dream. All the same, our old fellow was full of dismay.

He hesitated for another day and night. "Do it," I repeated in his sleep, "it

will be good for you. Tomorrow is Sunday. So, it will have double effect.
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But do not use a sulphur bomb. Too many of the recalcitrants could

survive. Soak the entire hive in kerosene. Then bum it, box and all."

He groaned in his sleep. "I cannot do that," said Der Alte. "The

Langstroth box cost me/aearly."

" Burn it. That will make it even better. Do not argue."
J

I was (following the instructions I had received. Destruction of the

Langstroth box did seem excessive to me. It was, after all, a^iee^piece of

cabinet-work. No matter—I did as 1 was told, and Der Alte obeyed me. He

had to. At his age, he knew how deeply he was invested. In consequence,
1I

he lived withlPxrnr that real tn his flesh as an ulcer Death was now

close to his thoughts,^ close as a caged beast in the next room. His fears}A

left me indifferent. It is hard not to feel contempt for old clients. They are

so submissive. SmdiFHidit. What facilitated the act is that he was enraged

at his bees. AHTmtwH-^lje was Resr^feady to punish them for upsetting his

sense of the given. At his age, that particular sense can afford few shocks.

Sunday morning, he laid the hive on the ground and doused it with

kerosene. Staring into the commotion that seethed up in its flames, he did

begin to feel better. I was on the mark. It had been good for him. He was
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perspiring like a horse, he was full of woe at the incineration itself—that did

violate his vocational instincts. He openly wept for his lost hive and for

those fine golden bees—all those innocents scorched to ash with the

guilty—but to his surprise, a rare sweetness returned to his loins. This was

the first such sugaring of his body that he had felt in years. Like many an

old man, his lust had been confined to his head. It had been a long time

since the physical accompaniment to a rich libidinous thought had been

anything ethe^than a nasty cramp in his groin.

I will mention in passing that Adi happened to be present at the

burning. He, too, had been given a message in his sleep which he had no

difficulty in accepting. So, he slipped away from Klara and Angela even as

they were preparing to go to church. His sly escape did not bother Klara

exceptionally. It had happened several times already.

Moreover, she enjoyed boing^fn church/fmthose rare occasions when it

came down to Angela and herself. Adolf was no joy to sit with.

If not squirming in his seat, he would be in a contest with his step-sister to

see who could(succeed(be^in pinching the other. On the sneak.
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Yes, to be alone with Angela on Sunday morning allowed her to feel
close to her step-daughter. If the truth be witnessed^^ef^^also content

not to bring Edmund along, or have (Co hold Paula at her breast through the

service, hoping all the while she did not wail. Today, Alois had said he

would stay with the two little ones. Klara could hardly believe there was

such/generosity/jfmm. Was he softening? Was that possible? One more

question for me to explore. But, first, let me dispose (much too quickly) of

Adolfs relation to the burning of the bees. For now, I will say that his toes

tingled, his heart shook in its chamber, he did not know whether to scream

or to roar with laughter—for him, it was a royal, thoroughgoing auto-da-fe,

and he kept shrieking out of that unique^ojning of terror and delight that

only a young boy can begin to know. For now, I will say no more. Release

,irom the high excitement of living in Russia had left me a touch indolent. I

did not, as yet, feel eager to re-enter the complexities of this six-year-old.

My morale was, as I have said, in fine shape, but I did not want to put it to

work too quickly.

I have not mentioned this before, but during my first week in

Moscow, I had been put in association with long-term resident Germans
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been pondering the changes in Alois, Junior. On the face

G£
of it, he hadSaitowlff improved. If manners were a pssfcsrrd guide-^andy^

thcyaro nod/then he was eertginly rounding into young manhood, and had 

become, at the worst, a cesp^efitMefirnitation of a young genllemariyaUeagfr 

wherrspe&king to peepfc-etheF-than-himselfe-

Mnr.eru/er^-aAny lesser devils—the ones I-bad-left behind—were 

pleased to tell mefthey had succeeded in making a copy of abetter Johann
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All the same, I, too, had been pondering the changes in Alois, Junior.

On the face of it, he had improved. If manners were a guide, (if-net-ah

reliable)-then he Was roundinglrTtcryuiing manhood, a had become^aMte’

worst, a reasonable imitation of a trustworthy youth.
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Yes, to be alone with Angela on Sunday morning allowed her to feel

& 1 ‘^cfose ^EeTstep-daughter. If the truth be witnessed, Klara was also content

not to bring Edmund along, ^jybeobliged to hold Paula at her breast

through the service, hoping all the while she did not wail. Today, Alois

had said he would sto^vith the two little ones^Klara could hardly believe

<here-was such sudden generosity^frefn-him. Was he softening? Was that

possible? ■Ott^rnore question for tnoWexplofe. But, first, let me dispose

jffmuLh toerquiddyg of Adolf’s relation to-the-burning of the bees. Ew-now,

-J-wilksay-that his toes tingled, his heart shook in its chamber, he did not

know whether to scream or to roar with laughter—for him, it was a royal,

thoroughgoing auto-da-fe, and he kept shrieking out of that unique junction

of terror and delight that only a young boy can begin to know. For now, I

will say no more. Release from the high excitement of living in Russia had

left me a touch indolent. I did not, as yet, feel eager to re-enter the

complexities of thissix-yearold. My morale was, as I have said, in fine
, , 5"o

shape, but 1 did not want to put it to work too qaiekiyT ‘

I have not mentioned this before, but during my first week in

Moscow, I had been put in association with long-term resident Germans
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Yes, that was Alois, Junior. One could not know the boy from top to 

bottom. He had confidence, but it was the wrong kind, and he had a lot of it.

Yet, what could be worse than a father who made a strong judgment on 

one of his children, and was wrong? The obvious truth, and Klara was 

talking about it all the time, was that this did not seem to be the same boy 

who had gone away to live with Johanna and Johann Poelzl. Her parents had 

obviously been so good for him. Now, his manners were nicer, and the look 

in his eye was friendlier. He did not seem to be judging all the time. Before, 

it was the worst thing about him, Klara said. You could feel he would say 

something very ugly about you as soon as your back was turned. She had no 

proof, but she would say it was so.
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My lesser devils—the ones I left behind—were pleased to tell me on 

my return that they had succeeded in making a copy of a short letter Johann

Poelzl had sent back with Alois, Junior. That, given Johann's difficulties 

with expressing himself, did offeyfiaecent opinion of the lad.

I wasn't certain about the fetter, however. For one thing, it

was no more than a copy 

■te-put together a good deal of insight throughfthe strokes and bends of Jckr 

handwriting. Many an unhealthy recess of the soul is to be found in the 

pinched turn of a curved letter. More directly, a liar's distortions will stand 

out with all the unhappy clarity of a bad case of acne.

As I have already indicated. ^iewwe=7these were lesser devils left 

behind in Hafeld, and so it was all they could do to lift Johann's letter from 
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Klara's sewing basket long enough to copy it. They were jiet-neariy skillful

enough to forge a copy th^y-eewkl leave in its stead.

Bereft of the calligraphy, 1 had to content myself with Ks-jssse-ifetn

the words.

Esteemed daughter,

This I give to the boy. He will give it to you. Your

mother says he is good boy. She will cry for missing

him when he goes. That is what she says.
Tell your esteemed husband I can agre^Alois/

Junior, is good. Very hard worker. Yss^rCry good.

Your father,

Johann Poehl

I had my doubts, but was not ready to act upon them. I could have 

put in a request for one of our noctumalg^ssk? in Spital to pass through 
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Johann's mind on a milk-run, butl decided to wait. -I-did not lilre^o mafae-

^le^aests-wJwjh-weFe-flvt^^ would go on one's record—everything 

did—and it could be seen as dilatory, particularly if the results were 

inconclusive. ,QA4e-were-neb3tippD^^ the channels'ufh’rfuiiiidliuii for- 

4®s4^te=^-Mef@eveB^;iven a church-goer like Johann Poelzl, there jceuld be 

a resident Cudgel to face on the milk-run.

Besides, I could see no reason why I could not learn as much about

Alois, Junior, on my own now that I was back in Hafeld. The task would be 

comfortable. If I had lost the better devils I had taken with me to Russia, 

and did not know how long the Maestro might keep them there while 

extracting fee-maximum of returns from Khodynka, still, I had 

compensation. The lesser devilyfiere hadJimprovedXlhegreater 

a 04
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responsibility accorded to them in my absence seemed-tenhave-sasijS&d-iu.

They were able to pick up more on their

milk-runs. One was even ready by now to be introduced to the fundamental

techniques of dream etching.

I will nor, however, go into detail about these devils. A century and

more has passed and as I have already related, we are not encouraged to

for those GOvSstottal prodigies of immediate short-term memory that havefto

be called upon.fiapkrT immediate .t,isles) (Card-counting at biackjack

store unnecessary details in our memory. MueKspace is always safeguarded

need, their
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quirks are more worthy of notice than their personalities.-fora quirk can

significance, y/^fnan or woman's personality is('relaiedcS£.e-iciI? to their

appear with one. are no more than temporary choices, available palettes, a

altering a habit or a passion.

personalities other than to say that our nappiest terrain is in the land

sye devils are Without oodies/except on those special occasions v/ncn -;-e

body., Zs’we get

01:41 FAX

cause a malfunction in a project, fcsrf^demon's personality is withouHiuman

u^M1' inhabit sarXemou:arily J So, our personaiities,cwheH we are obliged to
' ‘ J
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All the same, I, too, had been pondering the changes in Alois, Junior.

On the face of it, he had improved. If manners were a guide, then he had

become a reasonable imitation of a trustworthy youth. h-

My lesser devils—the ones I left behind—were pleased to tell me on

my return that they had succeeded in making a copy of a short letter Johann

Poelzl had sent back with Alois, Junior* That given JnnaSS^dtfficul-Has. .

wrth-eMpresstftgdhnnselft^id-eoj^wi a decent opinion of the lad.

I wasn't certain about the validity of the letter, however. For one

thing, it was no more than a copy,whiek4h&peby voided one of my talents—

I can obtain a good deal of insight by way of the strokes and bends of a
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person's handwriting. Many an unhealthy recess of the soul is to be found

in the pinched turn of a curved letter. More directly, a liaEte falsities wrti-

stand out with all the-@jappy?clarity of fibcd ease^Facne.

As I have already indicated, these were lesser devils left behind in
<=<

Hafeld, and so it was all they could do. to lift Johann's letter from Klara's
h

sewing basket long enough to copy iThey-were hardly skillful enough to

forge a oew^ve might leave in its stead.

Bereft of the calligraphy, I had to content myself with the words.

Esteemed daughter,

This I give to the boy. He will give it to you. Your

mother says he is good boy. She will cry for missing

him when he goes. That is what she says.

Tell your esteemed husband I can agree. Alois

Junior is good. Very hard worker. Very good.

Your father,

Johann Poelzl

I ^^tsy-deabtsrbiiSwas not ready to act upon thesa.. /I could have

put in a request for one of our nocturnals in Spital to pass through Johann's
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i k-u«sA. **1
thoughts’on a milk-run, but 1 decided to wait. Such a request would ge-em

one's record—everything did—and j/could be seen as dilatory, particularly

if the results were inconclusive. Given a church-goer like Johann Poelzl,

there might 16e a resident Cudgel to face, on ihe-mi-tfrrtmr-'

Besides, I could reason-why I oould_ng| learn as much about
<51 S’

Alois, Junior^rm-my own-now/fhat I was back in Hafeld. The task would be
l/Ax? •''C £Z<X2ez*u_]j>tl

comfortable. If I had lost the-beger(de^rls 1 Md taken with me to Russia,

andldKnot-know/fiow long the Maestro might^keep them theF® while

extracting £j£fea«ttmfflfcfi£freturns from Khodynka, still, I had •

compensation. The devils left here had, to my surprise, improved on their

own. The greater responsibility accorded to them in my absence had

worked out well. They were able to pick up more (Cmtheir milk-runs. One -f

was even ready to be introduced to the fundamental techniques of

dream etching.

evils. A century and

more has passed and as 1 have already related, we are not encouraged to

store unnecessary details in our memory. Our working mental space is

aiways-safeguwded for those prodigies of immediate short-term memory
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that have occasionally to be called upon for immediate tasks, large and

small. (Card-counting at blackjack tables is one quick if superficial

example of the latter.)

Besides, one's lesser devils usually offer no more to the pleasure of

memory than middling phrases in mediocre songs. Indeed, their quirks are

more worthy of notice than their personalities. A quirl^can cause a

malfunction in a project, whereas a demon's personality is without specific

human significance. Since a man or woman’s personality is closely related

to their body, we gather our insights into rhe person by acquaintance with

their flesh, but devils are without bodies (except on those special occasions
,4 3^ Cr-

when (wmust/inliabit aperson tempoiarilx^SoTourpersonalities,ioTourp

whenever we are obliged to appear with one,/are no more than temporary

choices, available palettes, a shift in presence that bears more relation to

changing a garment than altering a habit or a passion.

I find it more congenial, therefore, not to discuss any of my devils'

variety of parconalitieo other than to say that our happiest terrain is in the

immediate-as-devils> our improvisations are-rmmed iat&, adroit/SncF often brilliant.
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Indeed, if dreams dictated as much of human history as we desired,

the Maestro would become the Master of God. The Dummkopf would

become his servant.

universe. Humans, animals, and plants [is Creation. Nature,

still the Lord of our immediateBut we a#rnot near to that

imperfect as it is, and on occasion, cataclysmic (because of imperfections in

His design) is still within His befuddled command. Only the depths of night

(to us, and as yet, that Isdrot enough.

The Maestro^most aware of this. He frowippUpon th® ecstasies of

self-approbation with which eertain irresponsible devils see^to congratulate

themselves for the haunting terrors of nightmare they may initiated Jfiw

Maestro, however, is rarely impressed by such success. "It is never

enough," he tells us. "Dreams are evanescent. ontrol of men or

women is as open to future loss as to a&t profit. True control is the only

aim> *

I was in accord. I aka looked to bring a touch of art to the researches,

discoveries, and assessments 1 gave of my clients, and this was not only to

please the Maestro (so stem a Prince of Elegance!) but to satisfy myself.
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Becausehte/fwf$hts exceptional interest in the Hitlers of Hafeld, I X
-As eg 7

Goasidered-it-i-nciimhenT lu Innk^tc/his motives. It was apparent that his high

hopes for this six-year-old, this Adolf Hitler, must be comparable to the

Dummkopf s exceptional (and to me, still inexplicable) interest in Nicholas

II of Russia.

I felt honored to be the Maestro's trusted lieutenant on so
-i £-‘^c3j5t£^f

important a venture, or did, until I realized that pn^I could be onteHngmy

own orgy of self-congratulation. I knew so little, finally, of the reaches,

outposts, and centralities of the Maestro's domain that for all I could attest,

the littka prodigy-assigned to me (whose spectacular qualities I could not yet

discern) might be one of a hundred or a thousand prospects whom the

Maestro was overseeing on the remote likelihood that they could-^ecome

-pmafiue leaders of_fete?e(j5rqjects. Ergo, the notion that my task might be of

major value could hardly be maintained with-sU-qSnfidence in the weeks,
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I have not described, and do not feel any intention to list the

numerous other activities, undertakings, and small explorations that the

devils under my authority were engaged in through those parts of the

Northeastern province [CK] of Austria (which includes Linz and the

Waldviertel). By now, they are of no great interest.

History has, however, underlined the perspicacity of the Maestro's

projections into the future, and so as 1 retaHA-Rfty&®J£&©m my present

situation in Americamack to the summer of 1896, it is with the added

strength of motive that comes from the knowledge that one's work has been
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<-impertant aird^very detail that is now recalled can be registered with newly

polished perspicacity.

Sei can assert^that Alois, Junior, was demonstrating his considerable

talent to charm whoever was in his immediate surroundings, and this even

Customs while confronting a dubious tourist. Yet, such was the boy's

■ inckntedfthe heavy Suspicion tEat came off Alois^thenrst days~Alois, q

Junior, was back. ^RabCvasall But equal to a wall oftoetionlesS-affecU

•reminiGeent of approaching bad weather, ^presence he had often used nt Lliu

charm—a nice combination, indeed, of youth, health, intelligence, a touch
a.

of wit, and apparent good will—that Alois could not maintain this fc©®f for
_y

more than a few days. J^fe-b^was showing such fme interest in the bees.

He had so many good questions to ask.

Before long, Alois (owd/^uite despite himselfl) was beginning to feel

a rare happiness—he so seldom liked his children. Now,

he did. One of them at any rate. He even began to give Alois a fewigstures—

Before long, he had repeated all of hison beekeeping, and the

earlier speeches to Klara and Angela and Adi, plus his original monologues

at the Linz taverns, as well as the newer ones at Fischlham where he had
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played the resident expert from Hafeld. The boy picked it up so quickly that

Alois had to dip into the more advanced knowledge he hod packed awayia-

it in,

the course of-hw reading-^^ke apiary journals. Finally, he was even

of Der Alte's finer instruction&./The boy kept taking

Jwas deft when he handled the-bees/Alois began to dream of a future

where father and son might build on what-he-ftetklflready. Add colony after

colony. This might become a true business.

Aftenrtmre-, he was jio proud of Alois, Junior, that he brought him

along on a visit to Der Alte, He had hesitated before deciding on tils?

move—he certainly did not wish to be replaced as the^y&sMeai/expert in

Junior's estimation. On the other hand, he was also proud of his association

with Der Alte, so learned a man, and yet so ready to treat him as an equal—

that, too, might impress the boy.


