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Book IV

I must now inform the reader of an unexpected summons from the

Maestro that riot only removed me from Alois Hitler and his family for close

to eight months* btrtffookme out of Austria altogether. I can add that this

alert arrived on the Evening early in October of 1895 when. Alois completed

his apicultural negotiations. A colony of bees installed in each of two

Langstroth boxes were purchased from Der Alte, as well as a variety of 
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tools, in.Gompanydvith enough sealed jars of pollen and honey to feed his

newly-acquired inhabitants through the winter.

Qaeejpurchased, the goods were transported on-the same cvoning-hy

Alois to the Hitler home. It was to prove an exceptionally exciting trip for

Adi who sat beside his father in the dray and could not sleep that night in

anticipation of morning when the hive-boxes would be set up on a bench

under the shade of an oak tree some twenty paces from the house. / *** 2
*J> __ J

If there is some curiosity concerning Alois^outlay^Thave no w?' "

dependable way to carry a calculation forward from the kronen of Alois' era

to the present American dollar-—there are too many anomalies, pertain

products are priced one hundred times higher today than a century ago;

other increases are modest. I will offer one rough estimate: Alois' pension

in 1895 may have been the equivalent of sixty or seventy thousand dollars a

year in the present era, and so I can say that he found the new expenditures

dear. What Der Alte charged him might come today to the equivalent of a

thousand dollars. Alois, fully anticipating that he would pay too much, was

weary, nonetheless, of dealing with the old man and so did not press beyond

the small satisfaction of acquiring a few extra tools at no extra cost^-ene-of 
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the few ti-FH-eq in his life when he was not ready tn bargain with-his

characteristic' dcteiminalioii (and ferocity )~if he thought he was being»

cheated.

However,  Ji was at jest this point that I was ordered to leave Adi and

the other members of the family (as well as natnerews other clients in that
'ft*

area of Austria.) Three- /Tfrny agents W6F&4eputizeg to remain and I

embarked for St. Petersburg where I was Quickly brought to focus on the

needs and dimensions of a massive oncoming project. We were going to

attend the Coronation of Tsar Nicholas the Second, scheduled for May of

1896 in Moscow, seven months into the future.

Off I went, then, to St. Petersburg, and on that very night.

voyage is, at this-point, too advanced a matter tn diiimjre^

While devils are able to tear chin the guise of human beings, that is, we }

-can certainly insinuate ourselves for a reasonable period into many a

man or woman (even as forty-two years later, I would be occupying the

mind and body of an intelligence officer named Dieter in Himmler's

Special Section IV-2a) still, ^ve~preferto employ more tfireeriftad rapid

means. (But, of that, I will wait to speak.) For now, leave it that I was
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ick/rack-and immediatel^lygin my

Nineteenth Century Russian soul, all of it—belly,

vices, beliefs, harmonies and inner disharmonies. Once in that Slavic realm,
/>/

^omuch nearer to God and to the Devil than any other land above the

Angela. Even repeated were day to day vartationsqn^he temperament of

During tkat-period, I did receive news/oFAlois, Adi, Klara, and

equatoi) I stayed for all of a winter in St. Petersburg prior to coming down

to Moscow on a cold April morning befbseUhe Coronation ay.

that was of

arehhg^nw^d to satisfy-

pgrsonaLdesires. AU-thc same, I confess I had become a little too full of the

Hitler family's intimacies. While they wese (tEefbcus of my interest in that

region, I had hoped-tf^Treceive more of a major assignment. Now, I had it.

the dog, Luther, and the horses, Ulan and Graubart. In any event, none of

riven the

Our O.O. was in the first stages of bringing off a mighty mischief. All of ttg

who were working for him-lcnew-as-mosh.PE.ven at the time. Lexpe\ted-fe#-

this new engagement wouj^co^^ ePpX^rr
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disi upl tlie-moralc -of the -ELKr-and Ife GttdgCBi' could feel a fhange

coming in the calculations of our leader.

Now, I will make one apology, although I will do my best not to

repeat it. (Good readers do not purchase novels, after all, to put up with

/l have to say, however, that having read the best and worst of

novels for many years, which is, to remind you, part of a good devil's

what must seem an unrelated subject. now

spared the reader (reference to my other cases, particularly the month I spent

education, I should know by now (and do!) that not even the hes^f readers

will stay lejsaj to an author who/ready to leave his narrative ana substitute--

in London back in May of'95 when I attended the trial of Oscar Wilde and

was in the courtroom on the day of his conviction for "sodomy and gross

indecency"—a matter in which I played a hand with the jury's deliberations.

(My instructions were to do my best to get him convicted^ It is likely that

the E.O. was looking to stimulate a rabid sense of martyrdom among many

of Wilde's closer associates, particularly those who were of very good

family. But to this I cannot attest. Only on rare occasions will the Maestro
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explain his strategies to us—we are there to satisfy his aims rather than our

For that, I must differ my own set of explanations. While I ogrtnok

curiosity i)—
-__

Nonetheless, I was now harboring a conviction that oat Mac j Liu iCTtl- ,_r __ fl__ r ~ t
^ .(irrto a state of some disturbance concerning the success^ut the

of the oncoming Coronation.

guarantee faSTthey-aro whoHy dcpcndaHe/l will say I have long suspected

that our mighty opponoRt/tHFD,K., hufchecome critically dissatisfied with

...
rail the formal religions who claimed to be serving exclusively in His name.

(This, of course, must exclude reference to Buddhism, Confucianism,

Taoism, and any other sects or faiths that-aye not based on texts dictated—so
<^c.k^ )

goes the jElaim—by God.)

No, it is the unhappy strictures and structures of the Catholics, the

Protestants, the Orthodox Jews, the Reformed Jews, the Sunnis and the

Shi'ites fprj e-hekl responsible. Yes—that is the word—

responsible. He^roved uTiabte 10’control the development of these forms of

worship. Humans—many of the worst sort—now the overlords/

Given the tenacity of the priests, reverends, rabbis and imams who had

‘4-1 A4.«=’
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attached themselves to such concentrations of power in-erdci pieciseP^o

'control human behavior

from His humans.

Ifrtny-attempt to understand why-the Maestro had called in so mnny^

of nc for the Coronation, Tiuul Io I'.oiiuhiite 11 tai Ihe T^.K.—deSprte-all

■our ftfeestna rnutrt consider those l~opds~Signi&Gai -was now

For many centuries our O.O. has been an incisive and often niOBT

-fe-hntrr.p.rimi4y-^u^eeded in (limvincing7mnny

ncciimiilnfoR-orroAjnight by now be more compendious than th'

btrtk~and body-of His successes, frwould add that God, the Creator,-having,

pateniralitics of-frtnnankind. Tn contest, the CEO, had'

themselves^t^the mind of fiumankind that they were now alFbut>
„ c£t-5

-ineradicable. • They had aloe-succeeded in keeping God at a good remove*

*wurked4fe way LliroughTte' locks, haxards,~and~bfeid alleys of evolution^

heRbalse-trapped Himself into any number o^rievous mi-sjttdgiirerils about

sensitive cnough-to the D.K.'o endeavors todse-abb?. to ad^d-momeatemziQ

erdds-rhad generated special hopgs for this occasion. In-response,
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evefy-iiiiAdiicLtiuii we cati'^^^oHic human-beings. We have Enlarged

the sum of emotional dissatisfaction in men and women everywhere.

Thereby—so went our working assumption—we might come a little closer
^^6(0'7 ■ -A -fe<
io-canqiier.ing what I may an well-term the^.i>iitiiiuatiorrf)f the species. Over

the last two thousand years, one of our more effective methods had been to

encourage <itrtense-»nd humorless religiosity.Clf-we-have 

e^d-in .warping-the intelligence n

fmeHme-folk ever)ovhere-<%ha-a£^locked into a mosque, a synagogue, or a

and again- <<naHy by enrmtinterg with himinous individuals^aiffi^we—,

heft-fteyv

Qd ran-a

church, all clinging to the same oxymoron. Despite every other difference,

they are attached to the obtuse and-untenable belief that God is not only All­

Good but All-Powerful. This premise-—given its mind-boggling

contradiction to the perversities of existence—proves incapable of Serving 

r the mind. All-Good and All-Powerful is a concept to shafe- 

the hopes embedded in human development by God aa4-

people-ahker-By $?omoting exactly that concept—All-Good and All-

Powerful—we have succeeded in tormenting the best minds of mankind for

century after century. All-Good and All-Powerful. Indeed! Yes, we had
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looked to encourage every fundamentalist we could find, every Islamist,

Born-Again, or unyielding nun—we didn't give a damn. "Come to us,"

became our creed, "come, all of you who are in need of rock-hard faith and

anchored certainties! Be bom again into total mental security, yes!" How

ready they were to believe they were serving God even as they began to

work for us in ways they could never conceive.

Now, the advantage we/mtained up to thia puintin 1895 is, Hvould
l-k

was=&»t, a product of the D.K.'s inability torantie+pate (Cvhich direction

Li te-
-human creatures wetrkl take. His strength (as the €hQ.Xvill be the first to

acknowledge) is that He can produce a plenitude of fine forms throughout

the natural world, "Fi^is an Artist, and some of His Forms are dazzling,

some are useful. Some are relatively successful. (The honey-bee might be

one example.) Some are most improperly designed. (The dinosaur, ifes.

.sqwidy^hedeeoh, the horse-fly, and the mosquito come q&ftredrate$' to

mind.)

^yZne timethe Lord had oetnc Lu LliuruiiclusisHitfo raise primates to

the level of humans, He had become much too proud of this^particular,

creative accomplishment j(Helsawthe human animal as,jmeorTteatably,His
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creation to be free,

equal to raising a hound

Him oj3ouly»j) So He gave up the heartfelt notion of engaging in arprcrfound

partnership with this highest form of His Creation. Instead, He now looked

ten and women back into some fom^ef obedience.to t<

-fcGuo Ghr-isf He felt obliged, therefore, to go back~lu-eld early and

humans again. "Obey Me and fear Me. I am All-Good and All­

allowed them.

Hhfmiscalculation was calamitous. It

Tannical judgments. He camehackJS's Jehovah. He proceeded to terrify

Adam and Eve.) Smrit plainly by now, they

~ef Croatian.-He did not/fear that^eepty^ouTd burst the limits He had

bib t^j^^ren ^Choseto provide men and women witi^ws-ugh reason,

memory, and passion to Ifiojiblq-Hfl exercise free will. He encouraged them

to develop speech, (fie was prepared to permi

on most occasions, of Him. Just so confident was His belief in His powers

who turns on its master. Gad’s finest creatiorZ men and women, once

endowed with free will, proved unmanageable^-^te^gave everyindication

themselves, they would depose Him. (The first signs are thereinthat, (eft

could not
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Powerful." The message that He had wished to transmit through His Son—

"Love each other and you will share in My love" was now converted by St.

Paul and a cfew-ef acolytes.tp^'Fear Me, Respect Me, and 1 may on

occasion answer your prayers."

This ratum/^Vtn the ffyliar understanding dial lln Cji'.iIui wu

- ^ppreccnrye-opened large territories to the Maestro. I-will put it simply: 7

Since our purpose^FPeomprehend it/is to reduce the potentiality of

^humankind, we look-to lower the vitality of what is, admittedy, the most

exceptional creature developed by the D.K- How, then,-can we .pot,

encourage forms of religiosity that are mindless*^ Warp the brains of men

and women, and human emotion will be further corrupted. (For imbalance

is the beginning of rot.) Oaee/fre accomplish our job^&ll.enough, we may

-t?g-ah4»4o alter His Creation into Our System.

Through-many aa-age, I believe that this has been the ongoing

intention of the Maestro^and our activities have hardly been restricted to

churchgoers. We look to independent ppnpjp^ihAiui^athletes, movie ofrity
, gt. *2S:/

and any number of highly motivated individuals who afertuffimg^itter at the

edges. ThartradjWorked reasonably well. Yet, now, as we approaches the
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20th Century, our O.O. affiat^Tchange in his

gdvance of his.ame? Was he now ready ta^neve^rornHigh Critic to Prime

procedures. Was our Maestro actuallyYeady now thkii thcJ'eap from h»

long-powerful position ayGod's adversary into a much less calculable-

Creator?

I could not conceive of what sucli a^pfew strategy might require of

us—I had b^fizT^SoITtoo- mired in my dependable Austrian tactics, bwilh

about the pestilence and slovenliness of human nature than those of us who

have worked through the centuries to inflame all that has been misbegotten

in the calculations of God, all the fesiduefleftm His human beihg^Stf

unfocused animal rage^yaw^all tha-contimiiiTg e.xr.e.ss-in-mon rmd-uznmen »£>

free-floating ill-wj]] There had been one sum of blunders upon another

/t'ashioned by the D.KJnthe course of dsvelop4ng^hio most advanced

^Greation! And we had done our skillful best to make it worse. Given His

’ Desire to find a high but delicate level of life that would nonetheless be able

to survive through grievous and often incalculable conditions of heat, cold,

flame, or even recover from catastrophic disasters, the D.K. had had to
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endow man (and woman, most certainly!) with a sense of self-importance

crucial to their survival. But, once again—was it due in part to our

efforts?—His ^creative balance was awry, /"Human self-

righteousness, so necessary to meeting the demands of survival, soon

fcjpnds and a^quaintar^^s Fnvy worked as dependably in our favor as

compound interest serves a long-term investment.

fashion new varieties of Creation were pnee .it muat agrrrn br admitted

encyclopedic, but His skills as a cosmic engineer

^Fault. His design of the earth's tectonic plates di

So, His problems, even without our presence, would not have been trivial.

produced envy as its first product^ Tho self rtghtenOS

r-wtth-equaniiniiy upuirgood fortune fet era—particularly net-close

nut always luuk

Earthquake.

Over the eons of evolution, His endless refashioning of His own works by 

-mish&psfm

way of trial and error,^ver”His readiness lo live with His mistakes untify^

such time as He could correct them (and musrwci laiiily, His outsize ragesTrs-

a younger god!^His frenzies as Jehovahly^had compounded a multitude
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Maestro would 1 d refashion such a boggled Creation a^eralTthe"worif
4<_ s I'l—tj A

we bad aceempfehod^Pvas worried. Yes
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-2-

Tsar Nicholas the Second, but I would prefer at this point to return to the 

small events and minor adventures of the Hitler family in Hafeld during the

iis is noted (and in nomo detail) will Iperiod whenJ was away. Only

'outline the moirrrvpe.ptiHnql netivitipq we undertook in St.

importance for Adolf Hitler quiet boyhood, bat ri 

Petersburg and Mosco^ whiefrwould eulminpXedn h^ay-of ,1-8%; ■ The neon

te-^ight monthstfaefedate from my departure in October_of 1895 until my



Book 4 3/9/05 May05 with jm notes 346

aHiio-finir that this wwkl he sty Upiqy he_wise not tn ignore tho ovonto in

Hafeld at this stage, no matter how mudcst they seemed to lire Llieiin

Let me point, however, to a serious difficulty. During this gbsence?

on to me by thedhree second-rate agents^ftj€?Tbehind toleek,

tr my portion of the Province of Upper Austria. Given the import of our 

mission to Russia, I had, of course, taken my best assistants along/^Oaat left

,esser devils are comparable to lesser humans. This is

particularly true of their insensitivity to significant detail.

While I can even keep a reasonably close notion of what is transpiring 

aftocato my-best-resources, to thinking about Alnis Cp What will, 

however, save the account received is that there were a few determining

events in Adi's development, and these did study, if from a

distance. Qtherwwe, nnthing of great rnnmontbid oc^tr unt il the return of

Junior, Alois-HrtietyJunior. But that was not until June, by which time I, 

perccptions^ftEe various experiences of Alois, Klara, and the children

among my clients and theirassociates when relying on mereports-e£

/mediocre agents, the work loses tone. Duting my absence, I could net—x

teoy-had rotumeA
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On the other hand, my narrative does not have to suffer «£> critically.

Mediocre-agents; like-mediocre human beings,-arc routine in their powers of-1

ly on the alert forcreated in the first place? Is the Evil One 

f-their.

.ad not appreciated their real merits. chose us. They declared their

desire to be liberated from the wheel of human reincarnation in order to

serve us at a higher leve^jHow this arrangement was ever negotiate

between the D.K. and the E.O. is beyond my knowledge.) While I canno

the case, do they come to us as lower varieties^of-humans, a brood of

rejected spawn?- One of the ironies is that these last were often

s-ttmmaiysbutj had brought even the least of my aides up to a reasonable

level-of pcrformaape. If I am not ready to explain our systems of 

recruitment j^-obtaining new agents, that is because such exposition would—

brm^ds^mrmediately into a fra more sacrosanct question: How are devils

aged in theho were, nonetheless, o

ie!~Tney

ted nut^ahnplo nr.Xhat. The.y-fclt thaU^h-irl

superior humans who might be ready to work for us, or, as is more usually
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declare why or when it happened, I am familiar with the results. kWaa the >

B.K. ubligedTol',-indeed, c veil-willing, to trade off a fraction of7Iis stock of >
/ -

souls ifpCifffrt) clamoring for reincarnation?- Was this in ordpr to obtair^----- -

less disruptive and dissatisfied working environmenf?nrlWiji^alR T.suspect—,

this may haw boon thc-casc. I would-alsn assume that@r O.O., looking to

make his way up onto a nearer plane of equality to the D.K., was, of

necessity, ready to accept God's exudate—all these spoiled human

possibilities. Over the centuries, over—it well may be—the millennia, the

Maestro had to give over a large share of his resources to shaping and

training the low-grade and highly disturbed material we did receive. It is

analogous in.difficulty to developing a symphony orchestra from applicants

who have yet to learn to play an instrument.

I will not pursue these difficulties fertfrer. Not at this point. I will

only say that the agents I had left in Hafeld, the lees, so to speak, of my

small squad, did their best to report on Alois' ongoing efforts at bee­

keeping, but they did not always have a close enough sense of his

difficulties, certainly not enough to satisfy my understanding.
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Forewarned, forearmed. I will now present my small improvement on

the summary I received of what went on with Alois, his bees, his wife, and

his children from the end of 1895 until the following summer.
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In late October, if I had permitted it, my agents would have 

overwhelmed me with detail^bewt-Alois/obsessions concerning his new

^.s I have indioa$od, I had no time to attend to this, and was irked.

Short of forcing a direct entrance into Alois' waking thoughts which, it may 

looses to call "the markets of sleep," most dreams of men and 

be remembered, is rarely done with men and women who are not directly

our clients, tke/agents had to work by way of their milk runs. In what our
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women are reasonably available, open to dwiironG and Cudgels alike, and so

their daily thoughts can be picked up (at least in superficial degree) by no

more than passing through the night chamber.

We also learn a good deal through the simple expedient of listening to

a family's chatter. To be sure, a plethora of superficial information now

arrived, more than enough to annoy me. It was a biased portrait. My agents

perceived Alois as weak and much too worried, but they lacked the insight

required for dealing with men or women who possess strength, yet are 1

closely studied at a time of anxiety, ^t is easier to comprehend those who

are weaker than ourselves than to anticipate the moves and true feelings of

those more powerfuL^A sense of nuance is demanded, and this is precisely

what these agents were lacking.

Being of no great stature themselves in their former lives, they tended

to pick up all that was second-rate in Alois. I was left, therefore, with the 

burden of discounting improperly weighed materials. While I will give

some adjustment to what I received, let me abjure the reader. We must not

forget that the boy who later became ifiitler emerged from a childhood with 

this father and mother. So, it has to be obvious that we would do well to
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ascertaiflfKlara and Alois' real strengths and, needless to say, their

significant weaknesses.

Very well. Here then is

now that he has in&isted on becoming a bee-keeper.

His first concern (which I find comic—since he has spent his life in

uniform) is that he has to remind himself constantly to put on light-colored

gloves and a bee-keeper's large trapezoidal hat and veil, always of the

one rejaowlof Alois woes

whitest material. Since he must avoid dark coats or trousers, when that is

what he usually wears, he is always concerned in these first days not to

forget to change his garments before going out to the hive-boxes under the—

taak-tees. Deep and somber colors, he knows all too well, do irritate beesr

knows that by experience. On the particular occasion some years ago when

he had been gravely stung while working with the little colony he then kept

near Braunau, he had made the mistake of inviting an attractive woman out

with him one Sunday afternoon* in-order lo demonstrate his^working—,

^competence with the hive._^te^ytrerwas in full dress uniform. 44ow-
- --------------------- --- --------------

php tn -imompnny io good looking an acquaintance^ Xy twilight he was

stung so fiercely that the recollection still rises in one quick spurt from the 



Book 4 3/9/05 May05 with jm notes 353

(A*?

pit of his stomach. Alois' hopes of fornication were obliged to remain

unsatisfied that {bjsfaj/night, indeed, the lady was stungjio less, on the
(et£_ ^1*^/
Exposed flesh other ample breast. Only a passing romance was lost, but^

' proved a blowrto his best opinion of himself. As we see, he continues to 

pay the price. Shoots of fear, bright as rockets, fire off in his stomach/

Nonetheless, Alois, in some part, remains a good peasant. He has not 

forgotten that aftersmall or large disaster, one must stay on the alert for

whatever value might still be plucked from the misfortune Jtself. His 

interesting medical theses, for example, were stimulated by the alleviation 

of his rheumatism on the following day—bee stings did seem to be good for 

his knees. When their meeting occurred, Der Alte, we remember, was ready 

to agree.

This confirmation may have been part of Alois' decision to accept Der

Alte's opinion that imported Italian bees were superior to the Austrian 

variety. While Alois had his suspicion that Der Alte might be selling

exactly the stock that die needed, for whatever reascfnj£T get rid of, still, the 

telling point (to Alois' present shame) was that Italian stock was easier to 

handle. They were gentler, Der Alte assured him. And what with their
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glowing rich yellow tan, not unlike the mellow hue of the best shoe leather,

they were incontestably more beautiful. Alois had-to-admit-that he did.

\.st admire the three golden segments of their bodies, each fold set off by the

sharpest edging in black. Elegant! So elegant! Whereas the Austrian

honey-bee wasffiairy, and gray, and did not gleam like these gilded Italians.

All the same, Alois felt as if he had been disloyal^te-Austria. He should

have taken the "Franz Josefs," the gray-beards.

What added to his unease is that he kept wondering whether he

shouldn^hayefwaitod for tig spring? Now, he would have Co keep his

colony well-fed enough and warm enough not to perish in the cold* and the.

queen he had purchased would be in virtual hibernation now. Sh^/ould

not be laying eggs for another four or five months. Hep-Urve would be

g ithered in a cluster, waiting for the honey Alois would be obliged to feed

tl em. To keep close watch on theip-Oondition, he would have to weigh the

hive-boxes once a weekTtdrnake certain the population was not dwindling).

Yes, it would bepsmne long months for these winter bees before they could

Igo out teTorage again along with the new-born who would, he hoped, be

fdeming forth in the spring. _________ .3
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All through these months, therefore, he would have to keep taking the

temperature of the air within the hive. He had even been advised to start a

diary for recording the daily and weekly data. Yet, he must not open any

hive. "No matter your curiosity," Der Alte had confided (as if in full

command of the new apiculturalist's temptations) "you must not allow

yourself to peer in, or extract any of the movable frames in order to study

the combs. Why, the cold draft that could arise from raising the large lid of

the box might so lower the temperature that your bees would need hours to

warm the interior again. Such a chill could decimate your population. Take

no chances, Herr Hitler. Up until now, from what you have told me, I

expect that in the past, you have only lived with bees in June and July. Any

tourist can do that. But to be the Skipper of your little people through the

ice-cold air of all the winter months to come, that takes character, my

friend." And then as if to enrich the assumption, he added, "My new

friend.
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-4-

If Alois had stood in the dock before himself as judge, he would have

found the defendant guilty. How could retirement prove so enfeebling to a

strong man? He had bought the farm on impulse and now, to double such a

bet, had purchased these two^oleeieSj-ako bee-hives in

their Langstroth boxes. Why, so suddenly, had he committed himself to

apiculture over the winter? Hadn't that also been done on too quick an

impulse? Der Alte had had the consummate nerve to say to him, even as

Alois left, "You will soon see how much work I have saved you."

What Alois saved in work, he now spent in worry. He was still under

sixty, damn it, not yet sixty by a year and more, but he felt such a sense of
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inner weariness before these new responsibilities. His two populated boxes

were now set under the oak tree with tarpaper underneath for warmth, and

more tarpaper above, all kept in place with stones. Two populations housed

in two boxes. Each day he read the temperature of the heat within each box,

and did his weighing once a week. Part of the real problem was that he did

not have enough work, just worries. All through the dark months while

feeding his winter bees (a most tricky technique in the beginning), he would

console himself with the thought that if the colonies looked to be weak

when spring came, he might combine two boxes into one, and, if necessary

buy more bees at that time, undertake more expense, more of Der Alte, who

would be farting in his pants, no doubt, from laughing so hard at the great

esteemed High Customs Officer Herr Hitler with his ten thumbs all ready to

be stung by what he didn't know about bees. Already, in November, Alois

was lecturing Angela and Adi, even Klara, on the need in apiculture for

immaculate hygiene once warm weather arrived. No matter how warm the

day, they must certainly not leave the hives open. Above all, they must

never spill honey outdoors. If they did, they must mop it up instantly, for

the bees could be drawn to it and might begin to fight for free honey, easy
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honey, as it lay in a pool on the ground. If the puddle were deep enough,

they could drown en masse.

Such were his fears, enough to harangue his family for what might or

might not occur in summer. And then he would go back to worrying about

the putative weaknesses of a winter colony. So much depended on what he

read each night, negative or positive, on the subject of keeping a winter

hive.

He engaged in a flurry of work and built one new hive box (which he

certainly did not need immediately, but was proud of the skill it

demanded—yes, he could have been a decent cabinetmaker!) but also had to

admit it was not the equal of his Langstroths. Then he proceeded to paint

the three boxes. Three colors—blue, yellow, and ultra-violet. His manuals

told him what he knew already. His bees, if they ever got to flying again,

would be able to recognize—yes, each one of the tens of thousands of these

bees would know by the color—precisely which hive-box they belonged to.

By the color, of course.

Still, he enjoyed working with his hands. Doing the carpentry, his

worries eased. For a week, his chest even puffed up again with an old
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truism. "Good German blood understands," said Alois to his wife, "that

blessings do not come from God, but from hard work. That idea is as safe

Emperor who could live with the huge^idiotic problems of keeping

^Austrian blood?"
This concern stayed on jCeTminor sore that does not heal.

as a sound house." Still, it was not such a-KR=r(remark. Why not say, "Good

pbsessed with-a question/Did certain blood possess special virtues? Why
....................

should-thin nnying speak rrf German blood? Why/not Austrian? He had an

Czechs, Hungarians, Italians, Poles, Jews, Serbs, even^e gypsies, living

Z^-yMad King Ludwig II, both crazy Bavarians. And these Prussians-aH-had-a’

ramrod up their ass. Why speak of good German blood? Yet, he said to

himself, "All the same, I know what it means." B-etwhat did it signify to

declare-thaHi® Knew something whem—get-tcrthe-factuJfre., didn't, not quite.

Except in some way^e most certainly did._Was-bo/fow thinking like a

together(under the Hapsburg empire. Germans couldn't do thay^Aiways

fighting with each other. Without Bismarck, they would still oe nothing.

Petty principalities. Always sqnahhlipg. Mad King Ludwig I„then com^s

philosopher? Not so bad for a boy who was once a peasant. He was
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tempted to bring up the question at the tavern in Fischlham, but didn’t, after

all. They were dolts. He resented the time he spent with them. By

November, he had even found himself drinking there in the afternoons, a

proof, if he needed it, that there was not enough work to do. For that

reason, he had chosen to stay away for a week, and do all the carpentry,

paint the exterior of the hive boxes, even build a framework on which to

hang some netting near the hives so that the birds would stay away in the

spring. He even debated whether to visit Der Alte, but recollections of the

smell in the hut kept him away.,

Before long, he was back in the tavern. Just about every day. There

was one pleasure he did find there. The dolts had come to see Alois as an

expert on apiculture. Mnyhn he had a-lnt tn learn but he not r^ady-to^

-give ■thafrSvrayt Every bit of advice Der Alte had offered, plus whatever he

had picked up of late in his reading, was now presented as his own well-

acquired lore. Alois would be the first to say that honesty and modesty were

excellent virtues, and should be employed where possible when dealing

with superiors. An inferior mind, however, wanted—especially when

drinking—to feel it was in the company of a wise man. Since he was more
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available to the locals than Der Alte, he stood in as the loea^expert on bees.

A farmer even walked over one Sunday afternoon to seek his advice on how

to get started. Alois proceeded to overwhelm him with the details of

feeding a hive through the winter.

"Given the cold weather, you must not open the lid of the

Langstroth," he said, "so how do you get the food down to them? You must

nourish your bees, and your feed mixture has to be precise. The honey has

to be properly diluted, one part honey absolutely equal to one part water,

and this must be honey that comes from your own stock from last summer.

'Tfuit means you must be able to trust the man who gives you the honey for

these witrtqr feedings when you purchase his stock. Trust is essential."

Even as bom'w^re nodding their heads with something of the same

reverence Klara would exhibibh^fore a cross in church, Alois had to ask

himself whether he could really trust the'fcqney received from Der Alte. Of

course, Alois could dispose of such dark possibilittes±y rule-of-thumb

percentages. Der Alte had to be 80% trustworthy. At the leasts After all, i1

would do his reputation no good if Alois' venture went kaput. '
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"But how do you feed them," asked the visitor, "if you can't open the

lid?"

"Ah," said Alois, "there is a special technique. You open a very small

plug that is installed at the top of the box and you lay the feeder over that. It

is a special feeder! A five liter jar with a cover of the finest mesh fastened

over the mouth. Expensive mesh! Into the jar, you have placed water that

has been heated but not boiled, and then you stir in the sugar until it is

completely dissolved, and cover the mouth of the jar with your mesh."

"I am confused," said his visitor. "You were speaking of honey and

water, and now of sugar and water."

"My apologies," said Alois. "I was thinking that for a beginner like

yourself, sugar could be better. Easier. Perfectly simple. Use a different

ratio, however. Three parts of sugar to two of water."

Alois was beginning to feel like the fine fellow he had once been, yes,

before his retirement. "The trick," he said, "is to master the technique of

this special feeder. Because you not only put in the liquid nourishment, and

cover the mouth of the jar, as I just told you, with the fine mesh, but you

must have a small pump built into the bottle as well to create a vacuum
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since you will next be holding the vessel upside-down over the bung hole

above the brood that is waiting to be fed. Do you follow?" Alois could see
-er. LS/d'A

that he didn't. "The-vacuurn in the jar keeps-the-su^ai-wdterflum pouring-.

out, hugthe-hees-are-ab-lg to absorb the .liquid through the spac.es.jn the
____ l*-£-

W&rve of the cloth-mesh. I feed over one liter of sugar'water or, in my-case^,

hmtey-and-water to them oiroc a day. Then, aftevevery feeding I wash-the.^

jar-in-bo-ilod watcrr-Gleanlmess is an absolute demand.

All the while that my agents were giving these conversations to me, I

was growing testy. Such expositions were boring. They gave little new

was not likely to bo-competition como-June—■'Alois was out in the cold

insight into Alois. They were missing the depth of his new anxieties.
$<x> 4:0s t/Z /)—/<&>(St ^=a-g^-J

4he-tifflc this-Sunday visitor, thoroughly diGhoartefreq, had said goodbye—he

Lcjz.

■S.ga.B-1 /tvonderi&g whether disease might strike the colonies.

He spent an evening reading his books but the anxieties remained.

He had dreams of living in one of his boxes, himself a bee, no more than

part of a cluster living in deepest and darkest obscurity. How could these

bees guide themselves in that world, so stygian, so bereft of light?

spac.es
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By the end, Alois had raised this dream to the level of a nightmare.

(Now I could feel more interest in what my agents were transmittin;

and flew away, far away. New, ^hey could not be found.

one wasn't due until January. Would he be a giant of a fellow? The new.

onc-would make six-in-the whon Junior returned..

She came awake with his hand on her, and would have nestled into

the embrace of his arm, buyfie

was wide awake and unhappy.

th<? middle-efithis darkTjesSr-BefJie IfTtati Sdidnrtore thaw a few words,/She

Alois' hive multiplied in the darkness^and the-bees were so many that the.

cluster could no longer bear its confines. The-hive^scaped from the box

When spring came, would he lose his hive? felt for Klanyn-the

dark, and his hand came across her belly. She was so big now, yet the new

"I hope," Alois said, "that you haven't spoken to Herr Rostenmeier."

She knew immediately what he would next suggest. Herr

Rostenmeier was the owner of the country store in Fischlham where once a

week, on Saturday, she and Angela would buy a few foodstuffs they did not

raise in their garden. Klara liked Mr. Rostenmeier, and had begun to talk to
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him about the future sale of their honey. Alois had told her not to make any

deals, not yet. There was always the possibility, slight, of course, that he

would do business with Der Alte. She had taken pleasure in the thought that

it would probably be Herr Rostenmeier, and she would be the in-between,

and bring a little money back to the house and hand it over to Alois. Her

fingers tingled each time she thought of such a direct transaction.

But now Alois would go to Der Alte. She knew it. "I thought," she

said in the darkness, even as he patted her belly, "that you didn't like that

man at all, yes, I remember you said you would have to smell him."

"He will be good to consult," Alois said shortly. The tendrils of the

nightmare were still with him.

"Yes, yes," said Klara, "but you told me you don't trust Der Alte.

Yes?" She was close to becoming hysterical. To be tom out of an agreeable

sleep for this! "Yes, you say you don't trust him, and yet you choose this

Der Alte over an honest man like Herr Rostenmeier?"

"Klara, this is all because you feel embarrassed," he told her. "Maybe
co

you had a little too much .talk (SfitH Herr Rostenmeier already. Something
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you haven't mentioned, maybe. A real commitment. Without speaking to

me first."

"No," she said, "not at all. I am not embarrassed. I made no
S f -ft-'•& J

xnJhuTritrrrefftjf (But this I will say, I must say, I will never understand the

thinking that goes on in a person like you. temptcd-to
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.Tois went back to Der Alte after all. There were just too many

they informed me of this.)

Alois paidj^visit on the next Sunday and, once again, took Adi with

him He wpnld hard-ly have-been able tn «?ay why/AlthVmgh T rnnld hrnt^-n

told him. As I have ahead}! indicated, devils arc able to nudge a person

the E.0. had changed his mind on thre-matter-flnd now wishcrvthc boy>

e-ven when he-or she ia not-a client:

worries with these bees. He was a realist, he told himself,/he was used to

ith the "devil. (My devils snickered asbad odors. After all, one had to dea

and Per Alte to be brought together again.
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paid careful attention to the route. It was but a mile

away and so he knew he would be able to find the hut provided ho- (

rememberstkrne forks of the road. This-hft.diri, filW/dl the while with

ufTeasy excitement. A woe as large as a loaf of bread had settled in his

stomach, Y^t^perched above such heaviness, his chest felt most alive,.-his-

hreath-on-this rnld.mnming steamed forth in vapor He knew he would not

tell his father that he planned to visit Der Alte on another day andftG%£j~*

----- ^-e=e—as*\. kt? o^tf
tawsii on his-own-

"Yes," he kept saying to himself, "I will not be afraid to walk there.

In the night, maybe yes. There are many spirits in the woods then, and
y m. 11 $ ■/ ■•‘■k
** _ _____________________ __ f5t_ _

th^y-ar^-ffiegg^^yne colder he felt in the midst of this excitement, the more
------ ’----------------------- """ • • r

he longed for summer when the bees would be flying in and outprthe two

hive boxes. And then he remembered some frightepiagwords from his

father. "We must never leave a box opep>tt5me sun. Always in shade. If a

branch blows off the oak tre^afid the hive is exposed to the sun, you must

call to me and I wilfmove the box. Otherwise, it will get too hot, and our

\ bees wHTKecome agitated, yes, even to the point where they go crazy. That

is'when they feel trapped, you see. Do you realize? In the course of such a
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isturbance, they can use up all the air available to them. That wi

id. Adi vowed-that-wlieiTT'llimiiei'»not see. Yet they would he

cemejac would net

^conversation.Now, on thre-moqU

iout the marketing of'honey^/Adi could hardly follow jt, nor did-he-eare>

{.o. .Der-Alte, having offered-the tablespoon of honey at the dooiynow-

seemed to show no more-interest hrtiim^

■net-h^- Alois, Junior; wutrld be back by then and AloibjJunior, was no

dark by thehSr^the woods and the boy hajMfstened to his father

had heard/m the firstdriVeTiome from Der e s house. It

ures i»i the wondAvhom he couldwith an unhappy sense that ther ere cr

. The combs will collapse. The larvae willery hot day, the wax will

the heat of the day on atemperature of the hive. Should it go highe

■box to sit in the sun, no.

-SA-good. He_was theJdnd to leave a box- in-the gurt

TWUvas-rnistakem-Dne usiness was done./the old man could not

stop talking IgTHoth of thun? about the ongoing mysteries of bees^-the-

subtleties of themkeeping. "Yes," said Der Alte in a most resonant voice, "I 
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never weary of contemplating these tiny creatures with their immortal honey 

and their near 
L

turn, listened intently. Any words he could not understand lived 

nonetheless in his mind because

-fascinating-te Alois. (j^^ta^wuid'TcTanrdhottgh-uf'Such spooch to use /
~A —————

-some of-rtfomorrow night at Fischlham. ¥s*/rgift for the dolts!) Adi, in 

"Can we," asked Der Alte, "ever pay enough attention to this work of

Creation itself? It is so full of genius! Think of it! These little devils come 

to us from the Good Lord's/eiuTCU, fronuHiJdivine and curious aesthetic;

se-enigmatic, so supernatural? Ourdaoec ary a Coronation of nature's 

wisdom expressing itself in the most bizarre and unoxpoctod form, tke-vury 

[reification—if-yott-will pormit-me the word-?of God's secret rites, His 

investiture in wonder and awe."

Der Alte went on. He could go on! References to God's ballet,
c^e/ it A/-

God's gymnastics, God's -isf&ffro^of^Keparadoxes of Creation, 

^edless. Der Alte was like many of our clients. We encouraged them to be
y

-always ready to praise God in the highest./T, however, did not always enjoy
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Q.Z/
4ke h^p^bolejhat Der-Alte could offer. It was too seulful-rand finally too

suggestive of private regrets at jfce-depth.oFhis commitment to us.

toanyevent^hewent on tbr'wrlong that Alois was, once more,

'without tbe/^xercise of his own voice.

Moreover, he did not know if he likep the look in his son's eye. Those blue
f0 r <mxi 4t»J

eyes, pk^Clara's, were always large and alivez and so expressive-! But there

was reverence in them now.

Alois rw*v managed/fo interject a word.

"Why don't you take us into the other room, and show the boy your

little viewing box? "

It was obvious that Der Alte would prefer not to—even as Alois had

expected—but Adi spoke up. "Oh, please, sir," he cried out, "I have never

seen the inside of tbe*bees' home. They have been with us back at the house

for so long—" he tried to count quickly—"for seven, no, I think it is eight

weeks, and I have not seen even one of them. Do I have to wait until

summer? Please.
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"Spring," said Der Alte, "it is necessary to wait until spring." But

then he shrugged. "All right," he said, "only you must be prepared. They

/''are sluggish at this stage."

They/Were. In thekitchen of theTtul, bare but for a small stove, a

sink, a hand-pump above the sink, and a pail beneath for the run-off, was

also a table* a»d or) one end of it had been placed a narrow/box, perhaps two

feet long and one foot high, its interior concealed(by black curtains on_both

tleng-sidea. When drawn back, the bexwao ooon to oonoiot-of two glass
A-4-/42 rpn.'*/

walls, not three inches apart with-& Vertical frame ^etween^them, a mosaic

visible uh buih sidetqOt ondlos»small wax cellSj c \
I*. !*■*•*. <S^~~

Adi was disappointed. It -Uoked- duH-yet-ohaotic. A cluster of

pullulating things, no larger than dark pills in a botfly They kept climbing a •x+s'

each other, startled by the light, a poor gang, crammed, jam-packed, an

assembly of what looked to be squashy little creatures about as ugly as

roaches. (Their wings were folded.) Adi had not been so disappointed

since he had first seen Edmund's homuncular face squeezed up on Klara's

breast.
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C__t *■ **1 p «■>**
Now, these bees could just as well have been beans stifltng»a^ot, “ —

£*44. 5

except, no, they wew more alive than that: ■ThcyJ.ooked nervous nt being (

-exposed. What an awful way to live! They miss the sun, the boy thought.
4^-e.g-e- &-a-g-2y

Since last summer, he had been thinking of theses flashes of light in the

garden. Now they were just shoved up against each other. Wore the-eneo—-

irreide-thr. cluster cjymg-out in ways he could not hear. askin\ not tn bp

sqnppTPd go hard9 Adi had never seen a tnmh but he had readithflf"woi'd->

and know such uthira~’dy"bieru'and-“pit" and "gravelLand. "vault." Hehad^

looked at indistinct photographs in some of his-fathor'a war ■books,,-and those^

wnids-weie there loread under-seme of the pictiu^s^Fombs. He sighed in 

preference to bursting into tears. Could these bees breathe?

"At this moment," said Der Alte, "they are the poorest of the poor, no

better than slags tn a slime of their own exudate^, b«fr4hat is because their
U>i 7-^?

lives ^pan the extremities of existencep=they-arc there to offer the sweetest

■substance to-come to us from nature? Now, they do nothing, but in summer,

you will see them dance in the air, as wonderful as drops of dew in early

morning light. So fearless. How they will strut as they enter into the golden

petals of the flower-blooms that are waiting for them."
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"Hear, hear," said Alois. No matter the drear aspects^thio awfiik

-unan, Der Alte did have his erwa manner. He woo like a greats smelly old-
*■/■£*- a>l^ S~f"(

And Adi was thinking, "these bees can sting you and then you are 

night to the wonderful words that came from this-oo odd-peroon.

'Come and visit me," the old man sutgceeded-ki {vhisperi»g.te4HHi 

dead." He shivered in the old man's kitchen before the incomprehensibility 

of dying#aw4-ypt over him in the midst of this chillyhat he-felt as >

close to the old man as to his father, and knew he could listen all day and all 

before Alois gave the signal to leave.
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iuldhave had on Adi;

bundled himself into his warmest clothing, and went out to sit on the bench 

under the oak tree where the two Langstroth boxes wexc here he' 

I do not know how powerful an influence this speech Jay Der A Ite

ifnonioment Up to thls^mt ^^4-w-regr^ted»^^

/being obliged to rely on my Hafeld agents

latgr/Con Christmas Eve, ntTless!) efteeftKerest of the house was asleep, Adi 

remained for a considerable time, growing more and more chilled as the 

minutes elapsed. Yet, he stayed, and having placed himself between -tWiwo 

boxes, he kept embracing the back of each. He was praying for the 

continued life of the bees.
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This was of signal interest to me. I queried my agents again^nd the^ 

-again over what they could glean from the tag-ends of the boy's thoughts,

and the more I received, the more valuable it appeared.^Adi had heard his 

father complain that the screen protecting the hive entrance^a-omah hol$,
e e-«-. & '*'><*■ */ hc^r- «=■<. // flu. s'***

had nnnrthrlcm been tom awayS^t was igtenjlpossible that a mouse had
a./ou.

entered the hive. Alois soon decided/that this was unlikely—the hole was 

not large enough—but Adi was convinced a mouse had gotten in. Since his

father had repaired the screen weeks ago^Adi no longer knew as he sat

between the boxes which one might be occupied/Ergo, he set a hand on 

each.

■Stficcit wasJChristmas Eve, the boy was full of his mother's « p 

-eneeming- celebration  ̂f the birth of what Klara told him was not only the 

-S«-Adi was naw certain. This was 

no matter how cold. For the Son of God must-be present^nn a night so

special as this. Would He offer the po’

thinking of it?

loveliest, the sweetest. Aadjfyou love

deeded to kill the mouse
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I was fascinated by such a desire* Adi was prepaFftd*^o kill the mouse

by the force of his thoughts^I knew the limitations of my agents well-.

^-enough to be confident that-tfrey could not have been the inspiration for
a.

such a notion. This had come from Adi. It was his.alofte/ff I had been
-fit

present, I would have locked £oget the boy ready to believe that he could

save certain lives by exercising his power to destroy otheylives. That is one
zf -SJ/

of the rarest/fiFthe aptitudes we can implant in our clients, but it does call

for a series of-^rfial^hi^concerted art-works, exquisitely focused dream-

etchingsu-f you "'ill^nwl other methndc.cjQceJ-n fhp_nm^np

Since I was not present, I did my best not to brood overa£lost

opportunity. There was more than enough to occupy me in St. Petersburg,

I, isistants, was undergoing some ejaftsideeabte-

punishment in the course of exercising my activities, said_thal I had

never encountered a group of Cudgels as btutal/hs this Russian crew7T<5ver

the last few centuries, tljiey JJaddevelopecTan exceptional capability to resist

the many demons we had succeeded in planting within Russian Orthodox

rwks Zfn consequence, these Cudgels—fully as rough as/Russian monks—

were not only powerfully motivated, but in command of considerable zeal.
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They/zere wholly ready to defend the Coronation of the young Tsar-to-be,

Nicholas the Second.

When the Maestro consulted me—as would occur now and again in

Russia—I presented- a notion that he would later-adopt. I was bold enough

to-s-taterthat our chances of disrupting the Coronation wer^mmimal, but^

g**e*/-**? ^powerful disorder in the fefe days after the event could accomplish murh. (

Since Thad hmdly-mi} real knowledge of whnt tho O O. was looking,

more useful to me than^f

difficulties before us by musing upon the contortions and distortions of
|

perception that seme (St yoiTwiTToffer. That'

'-seiemp. silence from the fear of being wrong.1

—to bring off^fny suggestion could have been seen as presumptuous^ StillyJ

^T~had dared to speak my mind- (¥hp Maestro does not like to-put up with a--
------------------ ----------------Q.----1------------------

4KH4efty(pf opinion among his subordinate^^ "It is much better febe *

ong," he would tell us, "than to be stultifying. I can best estimate the 

Enough. It is easy to see that these Russian matters were temporarily,

at least, of more concern to me than the small events of Hafeld.

All the same, whether I was interested or not, Klara gave birth on

January 21 to the new infant. For Alois, there was minimal joy. The much- 
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anticipated strongman of the future had not arrived. Instead, a little girl was

in the maternal bed. All the ruckus of baby-feeding at night and baby 

yowling in the daytime, would now be for naught. He had been counting on 

a powerhouse of a son for his old age instead of the three boys he could not,

at present, boast about, a wild one, a mamma's boy, and a crybaby snot, yes,

Alois was unready to celebrate, but he did—at the tavern in Fischlham night 

iFlouder the tumult of voices in the bar, the more he was ready to

complain of the noise at home.

Indeed-, the clamor in Fischlh-am was enough to~gjVc^yftauge. L r?t

> j /y
/_-^r~men drink in a crowded room and solidarity rises among them^ an ability to-

after night for quite a few nights (although the beer began to smell as sour

as infant's throwback). There were now six human beings in his home.
<Z __
I nt? in^pring tjjere would fyg rewn when Junior returned from Spital,^®^

on zephyrs of grain spirit, a brotherly defiance against the inroads of

angels and demons, a certainty that as men, they are^qual to all else?

These are hardly th? h7#Conditions for our work. Openings,

however, do present themselves, particularly when the drinkers gre alone

-again and staggering home. We are so ready for them*.
V



Book 4 3/9/05 May05 with jm notes 381

Sometimes, disgusted at the hours lost, we even slam them to the ground.

They usually
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take it personally, their lament most characteristic. "Somebody shoved me,"

they often cry out. Nobody believes them, but they know better. Wrath had

struck between the shoulder blades, and it was not their own rage, not at all.
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Thafr night; ^Jois~may have been weaving to a-degree^but he was also

-7-

feeling too alive to enter his house. Instead, he sat by the hive-boxes and

fished out a rubber tube he had been keeping in his pockej^-aad placed one

end of it against a wall of the Langstroth in order t^fsten to the thrumming

of the tenement dwellers his little city. A fine sound was thereje-hear, 

almost a tune, rich with little swells of contentment. He could just about 

swear to that. Of course, why should they not be content? Come morning,

hundreds, then thousands of his bees, would be in a cluster awaiting their

turn to suck on the mesh cloth of the wide-mouthed jar for their honey-and-
water. So, in this dark and nicely drunken hour, lar^ffhoughts^passed 
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through Alois like horses on file, one/mought at a time. He tried to count

how many bees might be inhabiting the box* eight now. No matter how

drunk, he could still make an intelligent guess. Call it 20,000* somewhere—•
arouad-^^O^ That was bound to be the answer for each hive. Despite

himself, knowing he should not really disturb the hive, he knocked on the

foe*- anyway. Because then, through the tube, he could listen to the shift in

sound. Were they issuing alerts? U/Had sil gone up in pitch. Like the

strings of a crazy violin. Then it dropped down to quiet again. Soft. Like

cats who sheathe their claws. Purring while asleep.

He roused himself long enough to go into the house and get his shirt

off and his pants. Then he fell into bec|, ^it he was still hearing the chorus.

Strange sounds. His breath lifted over a small hesitation and down he went

into slumber. He had one final thought as immanent as one more splendid

horse on parade—it was that he certainly enjoyed these hymns of the bees a

good deal more than the caterwauling of an infant.

His dreams, however, were not good. He had entered a large and

cavernous interior where, to his lack of surprise, he found himself among

his bees. It was not agreeable. They were defecating, and there he was, 
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one of many, suffering just like his brother-creatures—no, sister-creatures—
wasting away interactions of a severe bowel disease, all of them

defecating into the narrow aisles of the Langstroth box—what a filthy

vision.

He looked to rouse himself. Because this was a dream. Healthy bees

did not defecate in their own habitat (except perhaps for the worst and

laziest of the drones) no, he had listened to the bees in one hive, and their

sound was honorable. They would wait until the weather was warm enough

for them to go outdoors and only then would they do their duty.

(Concerning the other box, he was not so sure the sound was good.)

Now he was awake, yet still agitated by the dream. It had certainly

been too cold for bees to dare to go out yet into this early February air. As

Alois lay there he felt painfully aware of all the excrement that had been

building up in his colonies over all these months. How could these little

creatures hold it in? And once again he tried to recall the sounds of the

hive. Had he really heard contentment rising from their midst? These were

bees. Could he detect the difference between happiness and panic, calm and 
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near-madness? Yes, he told himself, he did know—he was sure they were

content. One hive-box anyway.

It was warm next morning, the first warm morning of a February

thaw, and as Alois came out of the house, his horde was everywhere above,

hundreds of them, thousands—who could count? They were leaving their

droppings all over the place, fifty and then more than a hundred feet awa^

fronrthe-twtThi ve^tee^s, such a curious caca! It smelled like ripe bananas,

and was so visible on the snow, a field of white dotted with yellow spots.

Innumerable yellow spots out there in a big circle around the hive bencty^

Wr ^ittercups in the snow/ Hanging on a clothesline, Klara's laundry had 

also become polka-dotted. Paula's diapersfaW spotted. An immense 

defecation. Alois stepped it off. Yes, you could even find yellow spots in

the snow one hundred full paces away from the hive boxes.

Klara was as furious as she dared to be. "You never told me to be

careful," she said to her husband.

"It is too bad," he said, "that you will have this work to do again. But

how can one apologize? It is, after all, an act we have received from that

good God you are so sure is yours."
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She walked away. A half hour later, water boiling in two huge pots,

she took the soiled garments off the line and set out to do them again.

Alois was not about to tell himself that he felt sorry. Rather, he was

happy for the bees. What delight they had shown while they flew about.

Since it was a Saturday, Adi was nearby in the meadows and Alois, on

impulse, decided to call him over. Let him hear some real talk.

"Everybody shits," he told the boy. "Everything shits, all things

living. That is as it should be. What you keep in mind is that you learn how

to get rid of shit or it will shit on you. Understand? You keep yourself

clean, do you hear? Look at these bees. They are wonderful. They hold it

in all winter. They are determined not to dirty the hive. We can do the

same. We are good people. Where we live is where we keep everything

spotless."

"But, my father," said little Adolf, "what about Edmund?"

"What about him?"

"He still does it in his pants."

"That is your mother's concern, not yours."
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Later in the day, Adi remembered the time when Alois, Junior, had

stuck a dab of excrement right ^ajumt rigfl onto his nose, and even the

recollection of it now brought forth the oddest cry from Adi's throat, so

humiliated, so full of glee. Nor could Adi get over his excitement at the

cleansing flight. Those bees had been so happy. They were dancing in the

wind. That was because there had been so much caca in them, and now they

were light. They were free. He couldn't help it. Fie couldn't stop his

giggles. It had all made his mother so angry.

Now he remembered what Angela had whispered to him one morning.

"Your mother has a saying," she said. 'Kinder, Kuche, Kirche.'" He

nodded. He had heard it already. He yawned in her face.

"Oh, you think you know it all already," Angela said, "but you don't.

There is a secret word as well. I was told the word."

"By who? By my mother?"

"I can't say. I have to keep this secret. It is a secret word."

'Who told you?'
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She could see he was ready to burst into a tantrum. "All right. I will

let you know," she said. "I heard it, yes, from your mother, your dear

mother who loves me even if I am not hers."

"Tell me or I will yell and she will hear."

"That is you. That is just as mean as you." She held him by the ear.

"Remember," she said, "she told me in secret that the real saying is, 'Kinder,

Kucher, Kirche und. .she started to giggle, '"und Kacke!"1

Now, he was giggling as well. Oh, those bees, worse than babies. He

had a crazy picture of every bee with a diaper, the tiniest diaper. He was

laughing so hard that he felt like urinating, and that made him think of Der

Alte who came into his thoughts so often, especially when he had to urinate.

Now, Adi realized that he would like to visit Der Alte, yes, he

wanted to, so much.

Next day, Sunday, was warm again, and once more the bees were out.

Adi started to run up and down the meadow, as if to use up the impulse to

visit the old man, but in his mind he kept seeing each fork in the forest road, 

and so he knew he could find the hut. This was so much more than an 
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impulse. The desire to make such a trip by himself was as sure as if a rope
“^*■5

had begun to pwiron him.

He went. And Der Alte, prepared for the visit (by the same message,

for certain, that Adi had received) was there once again at the door, but the

tablespoon of honey was not yet in his hand, no, for that, Adi now had to sit

on his lap. "Yes, you are such a good boy," Der Alte said, "I can love you

like a grandson, and you will never need to be afraid of me. Yes, you are so

nice and strong." Der Alte laid a hand upon the boy's thigh, but with only

the lightest touch, even as he fed Adi the honey.

The boy was not afraid, or, yet, perhaps a little. In school, they had

fairy tales to read, and sometimes there were ogres in the forest and evil

spirits could change little children into birds or mice, or pigs or goats.

However, it did not feel all so risky sitting on the legs of Der Alte. It was

better than his father's lap. TUtlLJivat} UUljM nice, ajrthw. He never knew

when his father would blow pipe smoke into his face. Then, when he

coughed, his father would laugh. No, Der Alte was a nicer man.
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And indeed, they sat there long after Adi had tasted all of the

spoonful of honey and felt happy with Der Alte's old hand resting on his

knee.

After a considerable part of an hour has passed, he began, however, to

feel less comfortable. Would his mother begin to wonder where he was?

Yet, when he stirred, Der Alte said a few words which aroused the same

sense of surprise as turning a page in a book and then right there before you 

is a nice picture.

"Do not tell this to anyone," said Der Alte, "but I am trying to make 

itself,/near to me.

one little beefhappyja-a special way. For that, I have askSt^MCo live by 

"Does it try to talk?"

"It can make sounds. For certain!" Der Alte smiled. "But no, dear

boy, I do not try to encourage this little bee to speak our language. That is

certainly too much to ask. I just try to make her happy. Which is not so 

easy now. Because now that I have selected her, she must live alone in a

small queen box I kesp just for her even if she is not a queen."
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"My father says that bees can live only for other bees. They are—"

he searched to remember the expression—"they are bound to the

community."

"Your father is correct. Yes. Bees who live in a hive do not seek to

live alone."

"Even if the-one^ou-ohoooo^ fed good thing^r7^*" **

"You are the smartest boy I know. You are full of understanding. I

want to see what will happen if I select one bee and keep her warm and most

well-fed, and think about her all the time with all the good feeling that is in

my heart. So, when I go into the other room, I take care to speak to her.

That is twenty times a day. She cannot comprehend what I am saying. But I

want her to know that I am thinking of her. Sometimes I even take her out

of the Queen box."

"Doesn't she fly away?"

"Oh, no. I look to prevent such a possibility." He touched the boy's

head tenderly. "When I remove it from its little box, it jumps around, it is so

merry, but it knows it must not try to fly."

'Does it have no wings?'
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There was a pause. "No longer does it have wings.'

Adi knew. No need to ask. Such a mix of good feelings and bad.

asked to gn into the other room of the hut Cnulrl-lip look at the bee in the

little box^

Qf course, it had-no wingy Yoh .even se, as-Pct Alte~had said, the boe

wa^risky^aad it jumped about in a good deal-of excitement when Per Alte

let it out of the box. Indeed, it hopped onto the tip of the old man's finger

which had been dipped into honey.

happen," said Per Alte. "What I am'I do not know

Ts difficult. I see little chance for success. But how wonderful if I

brighten the feelings of this little creature. After all, before my intervention,

she was qjiogatker insignificant. Can I lift her now to a levei sisters

cannot attain? I feel for her. She is so lonely. She misses the horde^alic has >

Iwed among-throughjhe^yinteq^ She is^bneliness itself. But I am ready to

try to bring to-her a certain sweetness 'that can come only when

<3terrible loneliness is replaced by well-being. Yes," he said, nodding his

head most profoundly,

The happiest e««Xveretrying to lift themselves above the bad ones. He
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"Oh," said Adi, "I hope you are able to do that. It is so sad to be

lonely. Sometimes I, too, am lonely. So, I know. But tfm rnnkor, me afraid,

-Will thio-boe^He?'1

"Sooner or later, it must. It will. But I want-Co seeTTTcan make/P

happy for a little while."

"Yes," said Adi, "I understand. You love this one,more than-the-

is. We nave to test the immutability, if you will, of the instincts that

one isolated bee, an obviously ^uberabl-e-QiiO stupid procedure (particularly

after ha has ehnsenjQ-coUoff its wings!) is not without purpose. Purpose for

Let us recognize that what has just been recounted is likely to leave

many a reader uneasy. -If^SFsome, interest in Der Alte might now be

"Maybe^littie," said Der Alte^ "Maybe inure titan-a 1-rttte41 He

sighed. "Next time you visit, we will see if I have made progress."

affected by the suspicion that he is j*»t a touch uncontrollable in his senility *

let me explainXEat this outlandish pursuit of das Wohl (of well being) fot

the Dummkopf has placed in his vast consortium of creatures. The oddest

experiments earcasd do reveal much to us.
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I will say that one outcome was clear. This^vingless little-"

embodiment of loneliness died before Adi saw her again. What is also to the

point: Der Alte and Adi had tears in their eyes on the boy's next visit and
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-8-

Early in March, a week arrived that brought the sun to Hafeld every

day. The hives began to stir, and the hardiest of the winter bees came out to

forage. It was likely that the queen was now laying eggs out of her well-

kept store ofiiigh-air fornications that-dated back to June last summer,

Now,fe5^3rthe hives weighed more each moming^and thos&-bees~were-»

oonfiiming nn incrp^ing amnnnt of Alnis' honey-and-water. Soon,d£wfts—.

up-to-two-pounds a day.

He decided to open the top of each Langstroth box and look in.

Whereupon, he discovered exactly what he had been fearing heneath-every
U

Iwpus-^ad-exmfusi^ The two colonies might have sat on the same bench
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through the winter, but that was the only condition thewThared. One was

thriving, the other could not be termed healthy. ©nlyZiew dead bees lay on

the lowest platform of the good box, tert a tumble of miniscule carcasses

were in the other!

Of late, just before the warm spell, he-hadisard by way of the^tuEe^T

(great deal ofrestless humming in the second colony. It-hed worried him.

Now, open to examination, fecal droppings were visible near the hive

entrance, and iee- many of the brood combs were empty. Had the queen

died? He did not really know how to locate the lady—she was, after all,

only a bit larger than her own worker-bees, smaller, indeed, than the drones.

He would have been dispirited, but his acumen had also been

confirmed. He had not worried for too little. There had been real troubles

in that second box. It looked like one or another killer disease.

So Alois decided that the remaining bees of this colony had to be

gassed. He was ready to call on Der Alte for assistance until he decided that

he would not. His winter-long worries jjow'engendered their own kind of
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He chose a Saturday. Adi and Angela, home from school, were his

assistants, and the process psovod-ohnple^He took a small cake of sulphur

(part of the equipment he had purchased five months ago), lit it, and left it to

smoke on the floor of the bad hive. The entrance was plugged, the hive lid

at the top was laid on again, and the gas did the jo^juickly enough. When

Angela began to cry for the poor bees, Alois sent her inside, but Adi

watched, sitting beside Alois on an adjoining bench, his eyes most alive in

response to his father's lecture. "In nature," said Alois, "there is no mercy

for the weak. Your big sister was silly. To become so upset!"

"I am not bothered," said Adi.

"Good," said Alois. "Now, let us go and empty this box and clean the

combs."

Adi found himself thinking of Der Alte's one lonesome bee, now

dead, and that did bring tears to his eyes.

But, of course, there was no comparison. He blinked back those

tears. It was clear to Adi: Der Alte had loved one little bee, but the sick

ones here in this bad hive dirtied the place where they ate, where they

slept. No comparison.
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That night, by way of a suggestion from the Maestro, I prepared a

small dream-etching, simple enough to be installed by the best of my local
te— '>~c

Hafeld agents. It was a long wefa-isoma. dream in which his father asked

hia^tocount each and every one of the dead bees. To make sure of the

number, Adi was told to lay them out in rows, one hundred to each row—a

tedious dream to be certain, and/fie was~almost~t3fem leaving for school,

since it took many Znmutes to awake in morning All the same, he was

proud of the high number he had Jiounted^That he rcmcmbcred-well. There

had been at least forty rows of one hundred bees, and each one of them was

lying there on the white cloth he had laid out for them. He had not realized

until now that he could count to four thousand. No one else in his class

come near. His only regret was that he had not finished. There had

been even more mounds of dead bees.

Here, I would warn the reader not to make too much offe gassing

nor of the body count. It is certainly not to be understood as the unique

cause of all that came later. For one dream-etching, no matter how

complete, leaves but a dot upon your psyche, a footprint at-the most,- for-a*a ioot]
____ _ _______

of developments decades' later. Most dream-etchings are akin to

a dot upon
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the foundations for buildings one can see on the outskirts of Third World

cities. Abandoned for lack of further capital.

It would be a gross mistake, then, to assume that this dream-etching

determined all that was to follow. I assure you we would be the first to

applaud if matters were that simple.
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-9-

The good hive was another matter. It was thriving. The weight of the

colony increased each week, and the vertical slides'lined with honey comb

began to fill up. From his books, Alois had learned that each of these

miniscule cells efhonqy was not capped zCath wax until the water content in

the eyrsp pad been reduced byrthe-be^s to less than 20%^ Tonjirhicvo that, -

half the hive had to be occupied all day fanning their wings ie-erder to blow-
a. U. a>cre-^

[gurfaseSvatet^off as vapor. Alois awn felt intoxicatec^by the dedication of

his newborn creatures to such never-ceasing chores. To sweeten his mood,

the first honey was also ready, and now his bees were capping the cells—

just as they were supposed to!
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Out in his white garments with the big box-like white veil over his

head, protected by his gloves, Alois began to feel as if he was acquiring a

bit of real technique^at-the/fot so simple art^gfpulling combs out for

examination, then sliding them back in, again. It required-care. He certainly

didn't want to be such a lummox as to squash his Queen. Indeed, the

confidence he from these positive results took him over to Der

Alte's hut long enough to purchase at least one-morafQueen to replace the

lady who had been gassed.

Der Alte had even given him a lesson in how to spot the vesn lady-/ A
*'**■•■1 I*-?’*'? 

which would not-bc ho/too difficult an observation so-soon as she was. .

laying her eggs into empty cells, for she would be followed by a retinue who

hovered in turn over each new egg long enough to discharge their own

to put it.

enzymes and "iiragii ,il G'nlifii i.s to enrich the larva,fas ef Alte was quick

Alois had to submit to the predictable lecture but he returned with not

one but two new queens, (both impregnated in the past year). One would

establish a colonythe box that had been fumigated, and the other was/ferr—

_lhe-be?e4\.Iois hacTbuilfhimself last Fall. CombsZfnew brood together with
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combs of new honey would now be transferred to the two empty boxes. All

three would be only partially filled, and that was to the good. The->

population was augmenting so rapidly thio spring, that he had to keep >

furnishing-new vu trial henries for the empty sloth.. Then,

of his new three colonies would puild wax cells for the^few brood as well as
-/O

storage cells for the/^ew honey—if he had lost one colony to gassing,, he

would soon be able to consider himself the master of three, all flourishing—

could that be? Of course, he had had to lay out good money to be able to

speak of such success.

All the same, Alois began to feel a cautious optimism. This spring

might yet prove bcautifubfer him, and beautiful for the family. April had

come. Flowers were sprouting, the walnut trees, the oaks, the plum trees,

the beeches and cherry trees, the maples and apple trees were in bloom.

Soon llhere would be a host of flowers in the meadow.

He liked to sit by his hive boxes with Adi beside him, the boy

carefully covered and veiled in an outfit Klara had put together. Father and

son now delighted in keeping watch on the entrance of the busiest hive

where guard bees stayed on post at the foot of the box. Noy,£5?ery pee who
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came back with pollen and honey was sniffed over by one of the guardjbees

before she could enter. On occasion, Adi would begin to hoot because the

guard would drive a visitor away, especially if it carried no honey. "Look,

Father," he would say, doesn't smell right."

Yet, with all these incoming riches, Alois still kept serving food to

the colonies. "We^eed them honey," Alois told the boy, "so they/rriake even
7^ b

more honey." -He was-now putting together throe pounds of honey mix for-)

the meyh jar each day How the brood-RPst wnn pnpuWiftg' Five oomba-

were now filled each of the tfiree hives. And three queens were working

in three separate hive boxes to deposit their eggs in cells. Yes, endless

numbers ofpggs to be fertilized by long-contained sperm from the dead
^P

drones of those monumental fornications out in the long-gone sky of

’ould be back with its load in a few minutes, then out again. He had read

summer past. Sq-much xictivjt^/aewkEach evening Alois would check the

XT * '
weight of the hives irovrthatmjs colonies were deno with flying-their' '------------ ...» -_

that it took forty thousand such voyages to-and-fro to make two pounds of

honey.
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Sometimes he would look at the old bees who had lived through the

is season, but now, undeniably, they were

ramp ^nd-down to the ground. Alois could hardly mourn their passing.

a team °f new-born worker bees would collect thetr-feUan bodies

winter in the good box. They were easy to notice. Theyrwere old now,

battered and dying off, with worn-out wings, frayed from over­

use. The hair was gone from their bodies. They had been out to forage

reep them out t

Young stock was taking their place and-tfris~ocCas*ened his delight. He felt

as if he had finally begun his long-awaited real venture into apiculture. 344^

was now serious. The new bees would be his, not Der Alte's. He did not

dwell on the fact that all three of his queens had been fertilized a year ago,

and so, in that sense,

pn one's honor.

^jg^lvere Der Alte's children. Such thoughts put a
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-10-

asplendid morning in May, with a host from each of the three

colonies in the air, Alois began to notice a pattern in the movement of one

bee^jtill in close-right of the hive^whcfkept making repetitive turns in a

curious pattern, wigwaggingj^belly is-fiight as^flew through eno circle;

reverse oval, only to repeat this over and over.

"She is signaling to the others," Alois said to himself. "She is up-to?

^-something, she-is showing them something."

And he was right in this observation, he knew it, because in another

few minutes, a good number of other bees had joined the first, and off they
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head of the meadow. On the other side ofjh^rise, as Alois

soon discovered Qnafwalk, wildflowers had sprouted overnight. The bee

he had observed mpst-be(ascout who knew how to tall others luTulluw.

An old lust came back then^te-Alois? If there was one thing he^iad

wanted out of life even more than enjoying a new woman, it was to be the

proud, happy, and honored discoverer of a new concept,something so

startling and so valuable to human culture that his name would be honored

across time.

Iffre-had given-up such hope<i$ie desire still resided in his belly, and

it gave him considerable happiness to think that he might have discovered a

new concept right here this spring, and by his eyes alone! He had seen what

he would call a signal-dance of one bee looking to bring others to a place

where flowers full of nectar were waiting. Bridesmaids, you could say,

teide&maido all lined up to be deflowered by the wedding ushers. But these

hard-working foragers could not be called ushers. They were girlies,

making love to flower-girlies. A joke, but his own joke, and he enjoyed it.

In none of the books he had read so far had he seen any mention of this little

dance, this wig-wag in the sky. He was twice afraid to mention it to Der
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Alte, once—because for all he knew—it might be an established concept

already among apicultural cognescenti, or, to the contrary, if brand new,

might not Der Alte know better than himself just where to publish the

observations?

Alois did permit himself to entertain the hope that Alois, Junior,

might, just for once, pat/ms intelligence to work (for his fethexz^his<wcmld '

-be-a ease where the fathcrwould not object to the son-carrying on the work>

Yes, let the son become equally famous. How much Franz Josef had wanted

that. Sorrow came to Alois at the thought of the Emperor's pain in the hour

when he learned that Rudolph, his own Crown Prince, had died at

Mayerling in that awful situation so many years ago, that murder and

suicide, or double suicide—whatever it had been!—with his young mistress.

What a blow for the good man, the Emperor-father. And tragedy for Sisi,

the beautiful Empress. How she must have loved Rudolph!

Feeling these sad thoughts in the midst of his new vocational pride

allowed Alois to have an hour mellow enough to surrender his vanity—after

all, he did not feel inferior to Der Alte any more. So, he decided, on the
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spur of this invigorating impulse, to visit the piss-bum and ingest a little

instruction on how to treat the Queen bees (and, incidentally, locate them.)

Der Alte experienced no difficulties with that. He was certainly

skillful—it had to be said. He opened one of his leaf-hives, scanned the

racks, located the Queen, reached in with a bare hand, and grasped her

wings carefully and most delicately between thumb and forefinger. "In a

few years," he said, "you, too, will be employing this approach to capture,

but for now, I will show you a safer method." Of course, he proceeded then

to discourse on all the methods and modes of discerning just where the

queen might be, whether depositing eggs, or fertilizing them one after

another in their new cells, or resting occasionally in her court, her home

ground,.where her c-eH-was-a hint larger

"Once located, it is so simple," said Der Alte, "to capture our Lady."

"This, as I understand," said Alois, "will be most necessary when I
k.

start to collect my honey."

'Exactly," said Der Alte. "That is a time when you are moving many

frames, and scraping the wax severs (Sway from the honey cells. A careless

move can crush the queen^hen pulling out the combs or putting thcm-back
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So,"—to Alois' annoyance, Der Alte wagged a finger at him—"so," he

repeated, "we do not go first for the honey, no, we locate the Queen like the

good fellows we are, and then we use this queen-catcher, this glass." He

took up a glass tube which offered a larger opening at one end. "The blunt

part here is what you lay over the queen, and then you slip a little queen­

cage"—he held up just such a small flat container, two inches long—"under

the glass tube, after which you blow the queen right into the cage, punkt!

Now she is safe. You don't have to put her back until the honey has been

taken from the comb."

We can be certain that Alois practiced catching the queen. Indeed, he
_ ( ‘■‘^2^/

spent an afternoon ^nJhd~tTati-eft& apprehendTn^^Qeach of his tEree

beauties, finding them, putting the bulging end of the tube most carefully

over them, and then blowing them right into the little queen-cage prior to

reieusinguhem back to the colony.
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-Il-

Alois' fine spirits waned with the loss of warm weather. A cold spell

arrived, cruel to the expectation aroused by early spring. Alois now

prepared himself to expect that all his gains Gouldynow be lost to this

chill on the earth.

returned to him. Johann Nepomuk used to say,

Spring is the season that will betray you most!

fT’i
■Qne oftho old

So there were days when he came close to exhausting himself by the

to-and-fro^hark-and forth,,of removing tar-paper from the top of each hive,

only to put it back again if the light at high noon might go saddeniy-put crfr

the sky, so abrupt was the movement of the clouds. Th^n in hirt<fie~had to
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cold? In sympathy with the overlordjjf the hive? He scolded himself.

During one near-freezing cold spell, he caught a cold. That produced

a collateral worry. Was it impossible that one of his Queens mightxfatch a

run back to strip the tarpaper away oftee>the sun was out again and the day
b—<=*<

<__gone baekrtb warmth. Back and forth, anxiety driving his heart.

Such nonsense!

Then it occurred to Alois that this return of his fears might not be so

absttfdt What if it was a reflection of how he felt (in secret even from

himself) about the condition of his true health? Was he coming nearer to his

end? It was the worst thought to have. His imagination now entered a

matter he had never allowed himself to approach. All through the years, so

far as he could remember, death had not seemed thafehe*d£to him. A dull

what? Once dead, you didn't haveito^shi-ver (Shy more.

end to a good life, maybe, but no-dmelxonceming puuislinruirt^Xothing to

do with hell.(A reasonable state of peace in the ground, wet at times, but so

Now, however, one damn question was following another. What if

had been befrayinq-hiiiixc.lP WkntjjldeAth was not as he had assumed?

He had always assumedfreligion was there for a very good practical reason.
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It couldn't be

man (such as himself) could do sxacily as he chose to do. Ne guilt.

Now, he was feeling a panic of a new sort. What if there was such a 

condition as guilt, real guilt? His heart took aJiarfwl-leap at the thought^

Poor Alois. He was now there for the taking. No Cudgel would 

bother to protect him. I could have the tried-and-true pleasure of appearing 

to him in a dream with my own—I will make such a claim—my own most 

adept impersonation of a guardian angel. He would soon be ours—as bound 

to us as Der Alte./Ttwas easy enough for the best of my three agents to 

bring it off.

But to what end? Would worth the maintenance? Too many-

possibilittes weie crowding-ia-en too small u field.

The sober fact, which we do well not to ignore, is that people as old*e? ‘ 

is/Sre rarely a prize. Tltcy may be easy to pick-up, bufitheir utility is 

limited. They are already too shaped to warrant much molding of their 

nature, and flexibility is exactly what we require in our best clients. So 

often, Qur aims-shift



Book 4 3/9/05 May05 with jm notes 414

On those special occasions when we do choose a man or woman well

over fifty, we look for a serviceable warp in their nature, a particular

distortion that we can employ for a particular purpose (usually outlandish).

Repetitive irritations are one example. A mean old lady who keeps asking

everyone whether they want something to eat when she knows that they

don't, can unhinge a good family. They grow uneasy at their increasing

desire to smother her with the nearest pillow.

Alois, however, was too average a human product. So there was little

need to pick him up now. Milk runs would be enough. Let my agents hover

just above his dreams.
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-12-

Early in May, the weather turned warm again, and many of Alois'

woes eased In part he had already recovered some of his good

spirits by cleaning and oiling the tools he had bought in the fall from Der

Alte, and this chore he performed in much the manner of a good soldier who

takes his rifle apart in order to oil it and put it back together again.

My Hafeld agents, having little to report, filled their latest 

communications with lists of his tools and this-theft di 
^^assiduously that I

grew irked at their scsreRtl enumerations of pollen feeders, hatching cages, 

bee-smokers, a water sprayer 8^4 a mating box (whatever that was!) a hive­

tool, even a honey-stirrer made by Alois himself out of beech-wood. And 
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then there was a spur-wheel embedder for preparing the foundation of the

insertable frames, as well as a capping fork, a slew of details which

provided no interest and left me ready to wish I had taken him as a client,

after all—a hands-on approach to his thinking might have been more

stimulating than all this determinedly second-rate trivia.

Klara, in contrast, knew how to make much better use of Spring in

Hafeld. She was not always counting how many of the brood nests were

already filled with new pupae, nor was she worrying about the temperature

within the hives. Now that it had turned warm on this second wave of sun 

and undulant air, she was ready to loosen all the knots which had coagulated

through the winter in her limbs. "God, too, is taking His rest," she said to

herself even as she drew in a breath of air through the open window of her

kitchen, and then, on impulse, with much left to do in the house, she picked

Aip Paula, four months old, and went out into the meadow. The loveliest of

silences prevailed, wholly without sound, no, rather it was a silence that

took in the lightest caress of air, and she could even hear the niptfag/fFthe

grass in the field, and all but hear the sjvaying/trfTheflowers. It was as if 

the sum of these tender sensations were there to contain the silence of these 
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hills. "Listen to how quiet it is," she said to Paula, "listen, little angel, and

you will hear the^whisper^of the flowers?" And, indeed, it seemed to her as

if the nearest flows had heard what she said, for indeed they began to
swathe mo/cheerful little daisies she had ever seen.

The breeze had ffirreH hrijZn plough to cause swh a stirring in these

wildflowers. She knelt in the grass, the infant in her arms, and spoke to the

daisies, "You are beautiful, all of you," she said, and, yes, there was no

mistaking, these flowers were dancing for her, the tiniest movements, yet

with more of a move than the all-but-silent turn of the air. "Yes, Paula," she

said, "these flowers love you and love me because we care for them. Is this

not so, you little dears?" She was ready to swear to this (although to

whom?—certainly not Alois), to vouch that they had heard her, and indeed,

they bowed delicately as if she was (vaiting on them. "Yes, they are little

princesses," she said to Paula, and had to laugh at herself for feeling—was

this pure madness itself?—for feeling that the daisies were not only dear to

her, but that she was dear to the daisies. "Oh, I am one big silly," she said

aloud. But she could not help herself. She still believed that these white

petals were listening. The balm of the air was like love, yes, exactly like 
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the love she felt for the four-month-old in her arms. Klara's body was 

returning to her, or so it felt, tyie old poked-out, wounded, bruised and

stupid body of all the winter months since Paula was borruyr'jj now nrr 

repair, yes, it was Spring, and 

nature iteeiftfvas enjoying a party. Each breath was &©• full of balm. How 

b©dy felt sweet

could it be otherwise? God was near and He was in the air, her Good God, 

wanted to pray to Him then, but did not know tjsrite how since she did not 

yes, full of radiance^ aad'yet jhe air was at peace. It was as if the Good God

was resting on His laurels, yes, for so He deservecWfeserved so much. She 

wish to ask for anything at this moment, merely to praise Him for being so 

goody that was better done in church. There^everyone else would be 

doing the same so it could be understood as humble, not vain, whereas here 

she was all alone with Paula and the flowers, and full of such happiness.

She was enraptured, yes. For she was thinking of all the young boys and

girls of her childhood and of those rare occasions when they would romp

and play just like these sweet crazy bees flying around the house

now and so happy to be out in the sun after living in a dungeon all through

winter, yes, crazy now with the joy that they could turn somersaults in the 
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air, free of all duties, free of their tasks for a little while, oh, yes, like Paula

they were new to sunshine.

And Klara thought of the years to come when Paula would be ready

to play, and that left her full of love for little Edmund who was so kind to

the baby, the only one of the children who was. Angela couldn't really care

(although she was dutiful enough) and Adi was a worry—once she had seen

him pinch Paula's cheek hard enough to make her cry. Klara had spanked

him for that, one sharp slap across his little seat, but she wouldn't do it again

in any kind of hurry. For he had glared back at her—the prince of princes,

you would think!—so strong a look that she had had to take all the strength

of her eyes to stare him down. And he was only six years old!

It was too beautiful a day to think of that moment of misery-—so

intense it had been—no, she would rather thank God for having given her so

sweet a baby, a daughter who would yet grow up, so she knew, to be her

own good sweet best friend. And she even said as much aloud to Paula.

"May the angels hear me," she whispered to her child before she turned 

back to the house and her duties.
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-13-

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

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

Guardian Angels, we take care not to approach for too little. We wait for

openings. Sometimes emotional crises offer us the chance. Hysteria will

often crack the door. (That is because many forms of hysteria are

bewildering to the Cudgels—their calming arts have, temporarily, failed.)

But for the most part, we leave protected people alone, even as the Cudgels

usually avoid contact with our clients. Prudence prevails. Forced entrances 

are rarely attempted.
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When, however, we must have an incursion, we wait for the Guardian

Angel to be absent. At such times, a small raid is feasible. If the situation

cannot wait, we call on more artful methods. Many a devil can transform 

himself for a short period into an angelic presence. Since we are ersatz, we

do not try to get inside a protected person's mind, but we do obtain a few

gains. Some of us can, for example, take on the persona of a gentle angel.

Then, our presence gsh inspire a mood of beneficence in the targeted

subjects He or she may even feel balmy enough to prate and prattle. The

vulnerabilities of their heart can be divulged in a flood of good feeling,

happy words*, (laughter.

Moreover, Klara was hardly strange to us. Once, on the night that

Adolf was conceived, she had been catapulted into a high state of

concupiscence. Ever since, Klara,^gn-occasion, has had her carnal depths.

A part of herself (usually concealed from herself) is still ready to engage in

that fundamental rite of stinks and grunts 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 who are notably ethical (and 
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clean-smelling) usually do not offer any striking physical appeal. There is

not enough of us 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 holding Paula and talking to the

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

Nicholas the Second and Alexandra. Indeed, theywarm spell remainedin.

^Moscow for a number of days,, asd I recall that even when I came back to

Hafeld in early June, this fine period continued across much of Europe.

Normally, my well-being is not affected by the weather, but these long

sunny days of June enhanced recollections of my contribution to the

Coronationyvhreh was/trowned wifa dramatic success.

As already indicated, I had-been one of the first to give wareH-ng to the

Maestro that a direct attack on the crowning event was not likely to succeed.

We could, of course, initiate a number of strikes. Nowhere else in Europe

were we able to boast 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^w/wp certainly

infested the secret police. (We had more agents in the Okhran/a than did

ITcl. *4 a.
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the Cudgels!) We also had Ministers of State who were as abjectly loyal to

us as hounds slavering over a-bowl-ef 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 potent+al/Sctbrs, we knew

that if we were ready to accept the cost, we could bring off seaae major

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

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

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

monasteries. More than a few would be coming to Moscow on this high

occasion, and this is not even to speak of our share of anarchists, nihilists,

and terrorists. The more militant among them would certainly be ready to

attempt an assassination before or during the Coronation.

Nonetheless, I was opposed to such ventures. They would probably

not succeed. I dared/tb propo’se to the Maestro that we wait several days in

apparent quiescence and then attack the Peasants' Festival wtuSfwas

scheduled to take place four days To my delight and/fny woe, he 
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accepted. I was full of foreboding. What if I was wrong? After my^ong 

Russia this-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 

encountered in a long time. -And (these worthies were Hoing their utmost!

Never had I felt the presence of the D.K. more directly. If He had often 

'seemed tai' away^aod disoriented ^y the uncountable number of successes

and failures which take place every day in His Creation, He was now ijn 

period of concentration.upon relatively minor activities in/many small cities
CX.t)3op'diS

and towns of Austria, I was hardly prepared to takehfidhe monumentality of

everywhere we turned.

For the longest time, I had been accustomed to thinking of Him as an

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

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

eT-HisJ^gainess. In Russia, however, His ftresenee/fiad become the 

prevailing factor. God wanted this Coronation to succeed! He had chosen *

thepattleground and was determined not to lose. There was such intensity 

of dedication among the Cudgels that I knew we would pay heavily for any
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unsuccessful attack. This lay upon my judgment with all the weight of a

hard fact—a stone too heavy to lift. Finally, I did. I dared to suggest my

plan to the Maestro, and he accepted it. That was the boldest step I had ever

taken in relation to him.

Afterward, I knew real-dread. I was full of forebodingjd-was’

/obsessed withy^ question: What was-the^notive forsuch unparalleled

commitment 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 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±eeps~gomg~by4he crudest rule of thumb LUJ;

*• J74- is 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

what works.' Why, after all," added the Maestro, "did He give free will to_
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homo sapiens? Obviously, the poor Dummkopf wanted to come closer to

obtaining some notion of what He had created."

The Maestro was enjoying his own irony, but I was ready 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

much of His world might now-*e&t((o'a good degree on the need for a 5“/ ,
UOauL 'M-tcbw&at/ Z*»t^cr ife/

.succcsGfid-hegemony of-the/Tsar a»^the"Russian Orthodox Church,—"

wjsskl install Nicholas the Second with an unforgettable ceremony, fortify

the (Church even further, and guide this association of Crown and Cross to

Ciuie tvithauthority over the inchoate but vast energies of the Russian

people.

J£sp,3fwas more than an amazing decisionjjt was a staggering

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

with injustice! It was what we looked to find. We counted on. injustice. It

was the yeast to inspire hatred, envy, and the loss of love. If we had our

own rule of thumb, it was to encourage injustice wherever we could. For

rare was the man or woman who did not possess an intense sense of the
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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 thoJ)ummkopf of the flaws and potentialities ob
____

tf’C.the men and women^J^iad created^lSHShetess^the D.K. like many

another creative artist, had His own vanities in this respect a»d $bubtless

fa would have argued,—if debate between the Maestro and Himself were

possible—that the history of human nature had been improved by the

brilliant advent of Jesus 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 palioncc Exercised by the D.K. in the

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
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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 befell^ottf poor brother Jeniir^^And the ~

Maestro laughed. (He had a rich, self-pleasuring laugh whenever he made a

remark that could leave a scar on the Scriptures.)

AH-the-came—hre-memment-to the-side—& was becoming evident to

man who would soon be crowned 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. Leaca^what you can," said the Maestro. "That eould->

pgeve most interesting-for His readiness to agree confirmed my

suspicion that even if he had accepted my concept for disrupting the

occasion, I was notZo play a direct part in those events.

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.
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(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
f 1 yr«4 £

of angels to keep observers like myself at a distance. That was^loss:—Fean.

■detect as much as any animal with £ keen olfactory passage if I eanftake 1 ft

the scent of a human being. Even from theVtWs end of a/oom, my=eyes

can perceive defects in the corner of a nostril or the ridges of the ear-^-

senses I do not look to retain for all occasions.

o»ceale4<fwists of character are/fevealed to me. Yet, these a&t fine

tanic existence

would be enervating if our sight and taste and smell, our sense of touch

and hearing, were always at* level of exquisite readiness—no, we call

upon such faculties only when neecWto learn a good deal in a

great hurry about afcnaiTorwoman. 4Here, however, one was not able to
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approach. To repeat—there were too many Cudgels. Once again, I had to

rely on the secondary materials that smaller devils had'extracts dgrom those

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

palaces of St. Petersburg and the churches and offices of the Kremlin.

This, then, is what I learned from thesa^reaaHe&yacademic

sources. Needless to say, I am hardly speaking of texts nor 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 letters to his or her parents, 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 comments as wort. Her

written additions were inserted on many .a(page$. What thoughts! A plethora
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of superlatives! Her additions to-the diasy teemed 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 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, family tree could only be described as top-heavy. 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 loving
"tGzv-e.

attention to the child on every visit to England* (Then there was Kaiser

Wilhelm the SeconcT^who would stifrbc (die German Kaiser during World

War I. He was married to Queen Victoria's oldest daughter. Sojie 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 Edward the
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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 half of

Europe's highest royalty was closely related Wth to Alix or to Nicky, or to

both.

In addition—no small addition—Alix and Nicky were in love. They
___ , JP Ux’t U U. -f&c ^f>o>

were desperately in love. If suchJteae. y as obliged to be, in some part, false,

as desperate love invariably is, Alix and Nicky were^noeetheless excellent

actors with huge respect for their roles. For everyone believed it was indeed

a most intense love bom|6fan adolescent infatuation when he was sixteen
I

and she was twelve. This infatuation had managed to endure through 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
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might be a true nf intense and enduring affection. That would not be to

the Maestro's taste. Speaking to a few of us here 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-talkingFanirhals, 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

Dummkopf s intense concern that the Coronation be a great success. Had

He gone baek^odieunbelievably romantic assumption that a revival of

respect for monarchy might offerfthe best itemaijaiag foundation for a fine

society? Did He suppose that if a handsome young king and most attractive

young queen were profoundly in love with each other, and 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 further into few/bold experiment. Would it turn out
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more happily than some of His other toye^ventures? After all, it was

possible that most monarchies had failed in the past because there was so

little 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 a vital

hypothesis. Possessed of one, however, every new piece of knowledge

-aeqyired was ready to contribute to the premise, or deny it. Now, one's

studies could come alive, and one's acumen be enriched by every addition.

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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Nonetheless, the boldness of such an assumption was disturbing.

Was He senile? When, on occasion, I find myself near the sea, it becomes 

difficult to believe that God is suffering any loss of His powers. Similar
6X * kt ia. /

seniimentsfcanalso be arousedTby a fine field, a rocky crag, or the retort of 

the heavens when lightning is followed by thunder. Again, a similar
<5^6—(7 A'A

conclusion arises on-wtlimssing 0/peerless sunset. One could even speak of 

the dazzlements of light on wet grass when dew is on the ground at early 

morning. -

Of course, He could have fashioned all this eons agc^itthe peak of

His Creative Power^The skies and the waters were not yet fouled by 
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exudate. Did He now brood on the possibility that these human Creations

had become His least successfujZ AVere we now awash in the dithering of a

divinity whesypbwers were not only old but askew? This Nicky and

Alix—they seemed so naive, so unfitted for the vast project they were to

Expedite. While I had not been able to get near to their living presence, I

had certainly absorbed the tone of their love, their philosophy (such as it

was!) and, over and over, their piety, their innocence. They actually

believed that Nicky's diary, as well as their letters to each other were well

protected from scrutiny when, in fact, a copy of the key to this diary—

courtesy of a royal valet—had been in our possession for years and, now 

that she had joined him, I could even peruse their old letters. Indeed,

they even put numbers on the envelopes—Letter 96, Letter 109, et

cetera. It never occurred to Nicky or Alix that it took no exceptional

skill to make a wax impression of a key or a lock, any more than we

were in need of high competence to find the maid or body-servant who

was ready to betray a trust.

So, I knew how they spoke to each other. I had read hundreds of their 

loving communications back and forth. If I now present a small record of 
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to give a sense of how trivial were most of these responses to the foyal

the missives passing between them and their close friends antfrelatives, it is 

dilemmas awaiting them. Indeed, I had to wonder all over again whether 

■The question'the Dummkopf was still in command^o^enri

might as well have risen to a fover in me Jwhy was God giving so much 

importance to Nicky and Alix?

Be it said, they were not altogether without-euhuf@> (Sack in 1889, 

when she was seventeen, before they were ready to speak of their love for

each other, Alixwrete 4n March 17:

It was so good of you to write and it gave me great

pleasure. My mad letter amused you then—well, I

have been cracked enough to write another. We went

last night to see the "Rheingold" and I hope next week

to see "Walkure's Siegfried.

I-} if c’***-**^'
rHe-responds^wo weeks later:

Thank you so much for your dear little letter which was

such an agreeable surprise to me ... We also saw

"Siegfried." I like it so awfully, especially the melody

of the bird and the fire!
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Young Wagnerites! At the edge of love! They write to each other in

English. He has been tutored in the tongue since boyhood and she, after all,
ll 0-4*/

has -s® often wited with Queen Victoria.
i/<_ •£<«■*/ y

That was in 1889. By June, 1894, (they have managed to passthrough

great emotional obstacle. To become betrothed, she has had to give up her

Lutheranism for Russian Orthodoxy. .Ahjds fear of moving from hor first
frastion-of-piety^id^tand very much in the way. She was as good as wed to

Lutheranismrbnt4hea,Zheology—much of which, we have designed—has
oft f /

talents for designing astonishing exits from philosophical cul-de-sacs.
li-t

-Finally /tlix agreed to accept the Russian Orthodox Church, and the news of 

their engagement was given out to the royal families of Europe. In June of

two months old, Nicky is passionate in his

declaration of happiness:

I love you too deeply and too strongly for me to show it:

it is such a sacred feeling, I don't want to let it out in

words that seem meek and poor and vain! But now I will

try to break the habit of hiding my feelings, because I

think it wrong and selfish in some occasions. You also

do not know, my precious one, how long my whole heart 
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belonged to you and what sufferings it has gone

through these dreary years! Darling primrosy-mine, I

love you my darling!!!!!

Be it said, I took pains to count the exclamation marks. Is it not, after

all, the one rare point of kinship I can feel with him? The observant reader

may have noticed how fond I am of such punctuation myself, particularly at

the end of a parenthesis!! (Interruptions of attention should pretend, at

least, to be vital!)

Four months later, Nicky's father is grievously ill. Alix, writing in

Nicky's diary, offers this:

Sweet child, pray to God, he -will comfort you don't feel too

low, he will help you in your trouble, Your Sunny is praying

for you and the beloved patient. Darling Boysy, me loves

you, o so very tenderly and deep. Be firm and make the

Doctors come alone to you every day and tell you how they

find him, and exactly, what they wish him to do, so that you

arealways the first to know. Don't let others be put first and

you left out. You are Father dear's son and must be told all

and be asked about everything. Show your own mind and

don't let others forget who you are. Forgive me lovy.
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Two days later, she enters his diary again. She will share Nicky's

anguish. She writes:

Tell me everything, dushka, you can fully trust me, look upon

me as a bit of yourself. Let your joys and sorrows be mine,

so that we may be ever drawn nearer together. My sweet

One, how I love you, darling treasure, my very own One.

Dushka, when you feel low and sad, come to Sunny and

she will try to comfort you and like her namesake warm you

with her rays, God helping.

Only yours, quite your very own little spitzbub, Pussy

mine!"

There is an entry next day by Nicky, 18 October:

A terrible, sad day! Dear Papa did not sleep at all, and

felt so unwell in the morning that we were all woken up

and called upstairs. What a trial! Then Papa became

a little calmer and dozed fitfully throughout the day...

In the evening, Papa appeared a little better—but

terribly weak! Our only reliance and hope is in the

Mercy of the Lord, let His will be done!
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I could not help but note how completely royalty was groomed to 

respect the Lord's will. But then,-that Will when it appears~te people is-op 

o-fien our-roice. Tins ability hrspeak in the guise of the Lord is indeed nnfi.

&£ettr-dutrghts. But then,^t4&j.o difficult task on most occasions,

after-all, does need belief. It dees-aoHnatter-from whom it comep. Their 

lives are so peculiar. Living in near to total isolation from common 

so close to to die.

experience, painfully sensitive to the^need for proper conducted

invariably drawn to its dramatic oppositey(what with the carnal

opportunities they are provided) they tend to believe that the disruptive 

events which occur in their lives are a product of the Lord's will. Even so,
fVJ i c k

;4he Remanovs-are hardly ready for Niekyls father, Tsar Alexander III, to be

Nicky's diary, 20 October, Livadia:

My God, my God, what a day! The Lord has called

unto Him our adored, dearly beloved Papa.

My head is going round, I cannot believe it—

it seems inconceivable, a terrible reality.

It was the death of a Saint! Lord, help us in

these terrible days!
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AH-through the Prayer&^Jicky thought of the hour in his childhood 

when a nihilist had succeeded in putting a small bomb inside the railroad car 

in which his father, the Tsar, had been travelling with the family. When the

explosion went off, given its rough, ready, and untutored placement, the

blast spewed upward rather than crashing down. As a result, no one in the

royal family was critically injured. The roof of the railroad car began,

however, to collapse'ea/fEem. Tsar Alexander III, a giant of a Romanov,

used his holy and unholy strength to hold up the beams of the

compartment's ceiling long enough for the family to be rescued. Only a

saint was capable of such strength, dooided/ms wife, a small but beautiful

woman.

So, too, did Nicky believe that his father was a saint. Nicky was short

like his Danish mother, and revered Alexander's physical power. All

through his adolescence, Nicky had worked at body-building with weights.

He excelled at horsemanship and at hunting—a point of honor to him—he

grew a fine brown mustache and beard, yet he never grew large enough to 
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look like a Romanov. Now, he would be the Tsar. Nicholas II, Nicholas the

Second.

Here, I must introduce Nicky's cousin Sandro who is married to

Nicky's sister, Xenia. He-w&s/^-bit of a firebrand, and/Nicky's closest 

friend^ Sandro had^ffis'own memoirs and $o,I looked for his written

comment on the death of Alexander III:

"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.

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

of even how to talk to the ministers."

Nicky, 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
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Papa's face was wonderful, smiling as if he were about
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22 October.

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

as unfortunately, it has rapidly begun to decompose.

Thank God, dear Mama is completely calm and is bearing

her sorrow in a truly heroic way! I 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 ^icky, ^^’

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 of your subjects. The sympathy and real

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

country will have shown you how 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: He certainly

loves him as much or more than any of these Grand Dukes. Indeed, KR

adores Nicky so much that he capitalizes every reference to him. Like God,

Nicky is Him. KR is, after all, what was known at that time as a gentleman

of the closet. He spends hisinme in Turkish baths. It is the bane and delight

of his existence. He also writes well enough to quote him fully.

KR, Diary, 2 November, St. Petersburg: The young

Tsar is the admiration of everyone. I hear that the short

speech He made in the Kremlin Palace to the Moscow

nobility was delivered in a loud, clear, assured voice.

Yesterday, when receiving the Council of State, He

addressed them most beautifully. I watched him during
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the requiem service: the calm kind face, the thoughtful,

deeply sad eyes, often half-closed. He is weighed down

by his exalted rank. His modesty suffers from having to

be everywhere and always the first.

KR, Diary, 3 November, St. Petersburg:

I have not yet talked to the Emperor's bride; but she

smiles so sweetly whenever you greet her.

In the evening they covered the Emperor's body in

the coffin with a pall up to his chest, in order to hide the

hands which are beginning to turn black. The head is

already looking quite black.

On the seventh of November, one of our English agents intercepted a

communication from Lord Carrington to Queen Victoria, which offered a

detailed report on Tsar Alexander Ill's funeral. It was obvious Her Majesty

was attracted to details.

Lord Carrington to Queen Victoria:

The service was choral without organ—the Empress

and Princesses standing or kneeling the whole time. The

mass continued for an hour and a half, plaintive and

monotonous and then the usual daily funeral service was
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gone through. Tapers were lighted and handed round,

but in consequence of the crowd, no ladies took any and

so accident from fire was averted. At 12:30 the terrible

ceremony of paying the last farewell took place. The

Empress with heroic courage walked up steadily, knelt,

and then took a last look at the late Emperor and kissed

the sacred picture on His Majesty's breast, and then

kissed his lips. The Emperor supported and took great

care of Her Majesty and all the Royal Personages

present kissed the sacred picture.

Like most English diplomats, he took pride in his literary style. One

week later, he added another emolument to the Queen's vanity:

All the ladies in Russian costume, some with fine

diamonds but hardly any pretty faces; indeed, the

absence of beauty as compared with that seen at one

of Your Majesty's drawing rooms struck the Lord

Chamberlain very much.

The occasion was the wedding of Nicky and Alix which, of necessity,

foUerwed/the tuneFal.’It would hardly dcTfor the Tsar of all Russia to be an 

unmarried man.
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The ceremony was enough to make me feel wistful (a rare g?tpeiieirce 

watched! If the Tsar was the nearest Russian to God, then what could be of 

Tsarina, who would bear His sons?

It was, of course, a huge display, and on my arrivaljn Russia, I was

back on November 14 of 1894, when the nuptials took place. To those of us 

understand that ceremonial occasions do well Lu be urrcrumfui table. Let such

asd sad, yet in its way, compelling, even majestic, due to the very length of

more importance than for swftra-ricai1 'divinify^to commit to a wife, a

who were in need ofpackground, these resident devils did offer w a set of

images vivid enough to provide /he confidence that we had been there. So, I

■can say-that^e great rooms of the Winter Palace were, on this occasion, so

filled with notable spectators that I would calculate over 10,000 people were

"The Russians '

our resident Russian agents ef hew it had beenoffered many improoete

devotional servicesfproveharsh on the body. Let the mighty Itand-for

^Several hours whil^Jiturgies ecited. Lrt-the music continue, powerfill
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extremis-the occasion. It is as though the deepest groans of Jesus

Qa-^he Cross thnro-to he. bga-rd agairT>p*d(meditated upon.

Ten thousand of the sfresg* powerful, and/Wealthy stood therefore in 

place while the ceremony continued, an assembly of high generals.

who had ever been presented at Court. AH-frte^igmtarias from the First,

admirals, and various hierarchies of upper and low€4^@cersfaswell as

each and every last lady of St. Petersburg (as well as thos ffTMoscow) • 

Second, Third arid Fourth Class of the bureaucracies^wgfe-these, plus a-feM

-medleytrpwayors from large and small cities and towns, and many of the

new Russian businessmen, nefrte mention Scnators/and 40 or-%6 maids of 

honor.

Lord Carrington has a nice comment here:

One maid-of honour was so old that she was propped

up against a wall and finally a chair was brought for

' her in which she was placed until required.

•One of our English devil/, well installed in Victoria's court, reported 

to us that the Queen on reading this was heard to exclaim, "Oh, these
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Russians/animals all! Poor Alix. She will need every bit of the fortitude

implanted in her!

Carrington proved his sense the climax of the

wedding.

The Emperor in a very plain uniform walked

with the Bride who looked simply magnificent—on

her head she wore a circlet of diamonds with a diamond

top which made it into a crowds long cuilu like-Hre—>

Princess of Wales used to wear on her shouldcra^—»

splendid necklace^aad ornamonto-iand an enormous

mantle of cloth of gold lined with ermine. She looked

the perfection of what one would imagine an Empress of

Russia on her way to the altar would be and moved

along quite simply and with great dignity. She makes

very marked bows with her head when she greets

anyone, and this is much noted and appreciated.

Our devils, never in the least generous about such matters (except 

when protecting a client) remarked that this bobbing of her head was 

reminiscent of the pouter pigeon!

The ring was placed on the Bride and Bridegrooms'
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fingers, and then they walked 3 times around the altar,

and knelt in front of it--gold crowns being held over

their head the whole time. The Bride was proclaimed

Empress at five minutes past one.

I now had a slightly better notion of why the D.K. was so committed

Russia. How these people believed in Him! One could say the same for 

many a church group in America, but the differences were significant ewi

-them In the U.S.,fell the emphasiyX on the Son. American^/Iive, dream, 

argue, and search for a closer relation to Jesus. (It is as if He is out there 

geady-for their approaches.) And the Father, to that subtle degree, is 

superannuated. (His nam^ig'not that much invoked except tfbs funerals or 

catastrophes. Otherwise, it frail about Jesus. Given my recent years in

Americ^as JJictor,-a-young student from-Dcrlis, I can say it remains the 

same for a good half of that vast, inchoate, endlessly patriotic aw^-

■technological land. "Boy," say half the Americans, "if your faith is not in

Jesus, your ass is in jeopardy."

Forgive me, I digress. I am obviously not too happy if I am now so

idle as to write such comments. Of course, back then in Moscow, I also felt 
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out of my element. Russians were not for me. They were much more

intense than the Germans and Austrians with whom I was, of late, familiar.

One need only return to that grave ceremony when Nicky and Alix walked

around the altar three times. Yes, the D.K. could enjoy that. For the

Russians, the Trinity is as familiar as the faces of the great beasts who visit

Russians in their dreams.
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to which on November 19th he adds,

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!

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

have the strength to leave each other.

the period after their weddin^’read all the letters my agents could

supply to meAhstt a close study openedynany questions. Just a few days

later on the 17th of November, Nicky wrote,

On the same day, in a letter to his brother Georgy, Nicky adds,
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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 I believe there could be such utter happiness

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

beings. I 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,

we meet again in the other world to remain together for
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all eternity.

I was overcome with her ignorance, and her confidence. She was so

certain that they lived with a joint passport to the Eternal! 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!

WfertCdegrees ofgglfiintoxication wre beingzbtewedTy them?

Rarely had I encountered newly-weds who were as infatuated. They

obviously had-no ncod (6 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 virgin5^ith the usual fears, pitta
9

rfhe Woe of losing her mother at the ageof six. Add her religious ->
u ut P

devotions Q found it difficult to acceptjfhe romantic intensity of her entries
**<■*/

in Nicky's diary ,-They-were se/bver-ventilated with the necessity to be

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

I could have felt sorry for Nicholas the Second.

against, of course, the no small skills of the Maestro to subvert His Plans.

stolen fragments from their letters, and the hypothe&^Cthat if God was going

to choose a Tsar, He would be ready to offer His wisdom and strength—

^et^still/I could come to no firm conclusions, not from this study of

their writings. T-hcre was still tfie damnable questionmending—what was

the Dummkopf up to? it-was Conceivable that in His Desire to make their

marriage beatific^fiy offoetiveyGod was supplying them with physical

ecstasies. How could I know? I could not come near. I had only those

teeming with deep spirits and untamable barbarians. He eould-not pace by a.
^(jeopse of forest w

ia<fhat this loveliness was his land. His Land.

He was one of the chosen of God. And all the while he felt unwoi thy anii^

unready. How, then, coula he (He?) fail to aggrandize His Love? He-waa

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

/fnountain on which he-mtrayglways be climbing upward.

If I had been capable of real compassiony£2toad of possessing theZ7

simiiblrr-its piv.sentTrfni- my i.liuiils w 1 it.niwer they were ipj
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^XfirVy w?^f cevrsg7a11 but totally unprepared to become the Tsar.^
z*t -/4g- a

had-heen/5ssumed feygjfrthat Alexander the Third would rule for one mow

generation at least. Seme measure oPNickfys unpreparcdnoGO is present ip

deifyJahn and his father halfway up the mountain to Godhead.

I asked whether He had received any advice from

his Father before the latter's death. Nicky'replied

that his Father had never once

heart but was re (as we see by his near-sacrilegious use of capitals) to

responsibilities that a ed Him.

with all the intensity of his homosexualKR not only loved £Ji

■hies from KR's diaiy: 1

ntioned the
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One need only contrftsHliis lunfidunue willrNiuky's own small

-feelings:

Nicky, Diary, 17 January 1895,St Petersburg:

An exhausting day. Went with Alix to the Winter

Palace. I was in a terrible state about having to go to

the Nikolayevsky Hall and deliver a speech to the

representatives of the nobility, the zemstvos [local

councils] and the town committees.

He had been closeted with the Grand Dukes before he gave the

speech. They had assured him that he must follow in his father's footsteps.

He must be jabsolute! His grandfather, Alexander II, had been assassinated,

and his father had had hisZlose call. Russia was like a mad giant, they*

asscired-him-. Russia was so vulnerable to grand mal that one misstep could
p''e> c

release a frenzy. Absolute allegiance to autocrac^The only formula?

From Nicky's speech to the representatives of all estates:

17 January 1895, St. Petersburg:

I am aware that recently in some zemstvos there have

arisen the voices of people carried away by senseless

dreams of taking part in the business of government.

Let everyone know that I will retain the principles of

autocracy as firmly and unbendingly as my unforgettable
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late father.

cannot spend enough time with Alix.

Continued to dete^tW>4uties. His repetitive lament is that he 

Then, as the first winter of their marriage came to an end, Alix, like 

many another good Victorian woman, began to develop symptoms. We

counted on that. Symptoms were our stock-in-trade. Proper Victorian

women were never easy to invest, but we could always send a shiver into

their/fiefense of]personal virtue by teuehing/fEeir dreams with one or

another (SJ^y^or-v/npir) smelly thought. That was enough to spoil many a 

day in their marriages.

Nicky's diary, 9 April, 1985, St. Petersburg:

Unfortunately, dear Alix's headache continued all day. She

did not go upstairs at all—neither to church nor to luncheon.

Nicky's Diary, 10 April 1895, St. Petersburg:

Dear Alix still has an unbearable pain in the temples

and she was obliged to remain in bed, on my advice.

An ongoing headache, indeed! When intense enough to be

characterized as migraine, these headaches spoke to u7ofth5£lear desire to
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-fat 
commit murder—a desire guaranteed to baffle ■ker (by its total impossibility.

I did not believe Alix had such sentiments toward her husband, but it was 

doubtless another matter with her mother-in-law, the Empress Marie. That

beautiful little brunette had adored her poor dead husband for the best of

reasons and one of them was that she was always an Empress. Now, still an

Empress, she was also lessjhan sueh. She was an elevated widow.

Already, the two women were developing sentimonts/fhey were obliged to

pulverize m^nerr-minds.

Poor Nicky! He is bewildered by Alix's unhappy symptoms, and 

haunted by the empty boredom, that is to say, the horror ofghdlpM official

meet-ingfa-He also had to-eontoncEwitli Llie linger Gland Dukoc, his,

e^erheasinftjincles.

By June, Alix was free of the migraines and could enjoythe weathec 

■again. She /(also pregnant, asd in an entry to Nicky's diary on June 10, she 

writes:

My sweet old darling manykins, Wify loves you so deeply

and strongly, you are my one and my angels, what intense

happiness. . .ours. . .our very own. . .what happiness could

be greater; only Wify must try and be as good and kind as
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comprehension of their love. How much was /Exaggerated? None of us 

were epee ready to admit as much to ourselves, certainly,/to the

Maestro/ but the presence of real love often introduced a aul! spot upon the.

■customary clear Iona in our powers of analysis. We could penetrate every 

possible lest another little person suffer for it. A big kiss.

This is June, but the baby will not be bom until November. Is Alix

^removing^her body from contact with him until after the baby arrives? I was
fp p

Gbltgcd-to -go boek tefihe little mystery of the migraines.

In truth, the real problem was that I A?not-foel-eoinfertabledirmy

aspect of false love, we had, for that matter, not even the need to capture 

such lovers as our clients—being in love leaves the average man or woman

open to angels and demons,/to transports and to suspicions, beatitudes 

and^;heartbreaks. Some of the sharpest engagements ever fought between 

the Cudgels and ourselves involve the ecstasies and vicissitudes that

/pullulate amrmg/tovers in the early stages. We are truly demons at 

converting the sensitivities of love to the all-out imperatives of lustowfiere

vjjh uil iiLUJiiunuud except for those special occasions when God decides 

lust will be beneficial for one of His chosen,
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It is a curious contest. The angels have powerful sweets to offer, and

we know how to inspire jealousy, doubt, distrust, even momentary revulsion 

toward the beloved. I would say that we possess more improvisational

skills than even the most gifted of the Cudgels, but we do lack one quality

which I hesitate to confess, even hate to confess, although I must, or what I 

offer will make no gseet sense. It is that I know everything about love but

Love itself. I can hardly bear to make such a confession bwt it is true. I can 

can say—I have never known Love. I can time, a man,.

expatiate upon its properties and tendencies, its dilemmas,/dissipations,

recall nothing of my existence as human, not even whether I etjcr did exist

inthat state/although for somerreasonTanMiortaln.thafT was indeed, at one

<evcn-ihe<feasons for its augmentation or disappearance, I can tell you

everything aboutyi/except for some knowledge that^se/r^ Jo WfnT^ing at 

the core. It is that I cannot distinguish true love from its most developed 

and artistic substitutes.

Witness, then, my confusion befcgtZAlix? I could begin to 

comprehend Nicky. Given his situation, he needed love the way others 

require blood.
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But Alix? I could not say whether she was a rare if somewhat silly

^extraordinarily intense heights'of

and tasteless princess/Su^truly in love, or4whether her rarifi ad specie^

9K amorous hysteria was

passion, pleasure, and devotion.

Given, however, that curious line in her letter, "Wify must try and be

as good and kind as possible lest another little person suffer for it," I came

a temporary moratorium on sex. Onto a conclusion.

many a milk-run, I had watched m^ny^Tpregnant woman enjoying the act

even in her eighth or ninth month. Of course, Alix was preparing for tire

that strained mightily to rise to the passionate heights she deemed

necessary for this first period of their marriage, but that tefte^nd the heir-

to-be now in place, she was ready to take a res^^es, we must not do it "lest

heir to be bom, the next Tsar, and one wouldn't dare to bruise swan
IA.& fe-L

ne to November! I leaned now to the hypothesisdevelopment/out still!

another little person suffer."
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-17-

If the Romanovs are now at the center of my interest, this is no more
(.& -t f/j

than a temporary matter. My-jjnderstanding-ofAdolf Hitle^reinain^ the core

of my motivejm writing this book. Nonetheless, if ic interesting
-i . < !O - -O _ Z._Z.,«a.

rtcngxjize thajjiaiser Wilhelm II who was always impressing his cousinly

weight on Nicky's mindAvao looked upon-lator by Hitlcraa the fool who had—.
-£=>C 1*0^

helped to lose World War I for Germany. AH the aXsU* Wilhelm II wae

indirectly connectcd~to Ilitlcr^ life-by way efi^n English philosopher

/Wagner's,daughter, Winifred/In 1923, Hitler would meet Houston

Chamberlain in Bayreuth, and the latter, very much anciitijLLut alao a 

named Houston Chamberiam whoAvao-fr'grcat Wagnerite even oaarried
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devoted racist, and an intense believer in the putative superiority of the

German soul, was happy to pass on his baton to Hitler. What Chamberlain

had envisioned in his master work—Foundations of the Nineteenth

Century—might now—as he saw it—actually come to pass through the

exceptional if most uncharacteristic figure of this new leader, this young

Hitler, who was ready to pay a visifto a great^nind like himself.

Chamberlain's vanity may still have been intact, but he was virtually on his

death-bed when they met. Nonetheless, his support offered political

substance to Adolf. Chamberlain had beety^fter-ail, J/he intellectual who had

been most favored, honored, and respected by Kaiser Wilhelm the Second 

whose own ideas (as will be suggested in the next two letters) were waiting

for a philosopher to enrich them.

In September and October of 1895, on the 14th of the first month and

the 13th of the next month, Alix's Uncle Willy wrote to the new Russian

Tsar. His English was not perfect, but his ideas were obviously important to

him.

Kaiser Wilhelm II to Nicky, 14 September 1895, Jagdhaus

Romingen

Dearest Nicky,
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God knows that I have done all in my power to preserve

the European Peace, but if France goes on openly or secretly

encouraged like this to violate all rules of international

courtesy and Peace in peacetime, one fine day, my dearest

Nicky, you will find yourself nolens-volens suddenly

embroiled in the most horrible of wars Europe ever saw.

Which will by the masses and by history perhaps be fixed

on you as the cause of it. Pray don't be angry, if I perhaps

hurt you quite unintentionally, but I think it my duty to our

two countries and to you as my friend to write openly. Think

of the awful responsibility for the ahaloffg bloodshed.
V. A %

Now goodbye, dearest Nicky, best love to dear Alix, and

believe me ever your fond devoted and faithful friend and

cousin,

Willy

Kaiser Wilhelm II to Nicky 13 October 1895

Neues Palais, Potsdam

Dearest Nicky,

That it is not the fact of a "Rapport" or friendship

between Russia and France that make me uneasy—every

sovereign is sole master of his country's interests and he

shapes his policy accordingly—but the danger which is
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brought to our Principle of Monarchism through the lifting

up of the Republic on a pedestal. Don't forget that Faure—

not his personal fault—sits on the throne of the King and

Queen of France by the grace of God whose heads Frenchman

Republicans cut off. The blood of their Majesties is still on

that country!

Look at it, has it since then ever been happy or quiet

again? Has it not staggered from bloodshed to bloodshed?

Nicky, take my word on it, the Curse of God has stricken that

People forever! We Christian Kings and Emperors have one

holy duty imposed on us by Heaven, that is to uphold the

Principle "von Gottes Gnaden." [by the grace of God.]

Your most devoted and affectionate friend and cousin,

Willy

There is no record of any reply by Nicky to these weighty warnings.

It is possible that the new Tsar is paying no attention. Witty ,/kter all,

Recording to Alix, is gloomy and always full of foreboding. Moreover,

Nicky is concerned about Alix. She is more than pregnant. Her belly is 

huge. It is no common anxiety to await the birth of an heir—the young

bouncing male baby who will become the next Tsarevitch to Nicholas II.
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It is the mark, however, of Romanov breeding—indeed, it is part of

their honor—that no disappointment is mouthed when the infant is bom. A

strapping ten-pound female has come forth.

It does not matter to Nicky. His love is so direct that his relief is

pure. No matter the sex of the infant—Alix is safe!

Nicky's Diary3 November 1895 Tsarskoe Selo

A day I will remember forever. At exactly 9 o'clock

P.M. a baby was delivered and we al breathed a sigh

of relief. With a prayer we named the daughter from

Almighty God "Olga!" When all the anxieties were

over and the terrors had ceased, there was left simply

a blessed feeling at what had come to pass. Thank God

Alix came through childbirth well and felt quite alert in

the evening.

By the morning of the next day he is rhapsodizing.

Nicky Diary 4 November 1895 Tsarskoe Selo

I can hardly believe it's really our child! God,

what is happening? There was a mountain of

telegrams
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And by the following day, Nicky is fascinated by a few unexpected

aspects of infant nutrition.

Nicky, Diary 5 November 1895 Tsarskoe Selo

The first attempt at breastfeeding took place and

ended up with Alix successfully feeding the son

of the wet-nurse while the latter gave milk to Olga.

Very funny!

6 November 1895

Thank God, all is well, but the baby does not want to

take her breast so we had to call the wet-nurse again.

I was not surprised. I cannot speak for the Maestro, but devils at my

level can interpret the sentiments of an embryo in the final months. 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 
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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 intimate with a slim and lovely queen at least once in his young life. And

I, from my funds of cynicism, think 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.

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
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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.
Ah*.

KR. Diary; 10 April 1896. Sk-Pctersbnrg-------------- - , '

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

she finds it>o<difficult to overcome hep-shyness. At

rhe moment she isfeerjing once^araay, in the morning

vhile she has coffee witlptfieTBmgeror; I asked when

exactly, beforeju^hfter the coffee! SheYepJied that the
infant feeds while she is drinking her coffee, how^^r^

Z delightful!
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Actually, I could feel a shift within the court. The Coronation of

Nicholas II was approaching. It is safe to add that there could have hardly

been a devil or-ang^l present who was not stirring with elation and dread.

When arc dovila-able to fool ao human, or-erowds as demonic (and exalted,)—<
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Excep^-for-LlniSB occasiuTre-when we appear as humans (and so

\/ must aitcunipa-fty ourselves with an assortment of garments and-’

that I-had dared-to advise the Maestro to-bring the full weight-ef-our effort-;

Russia with no

obligation to appear as a physica|<entity, the ensuing shift from St.

Petersburg to Moscow caused ess no difficulty. WhilcTt will be recalled

■paraphernalia) wc/rax ■quicltly. Since I

-18-

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

cow for the occasion, I

{ had taken no further part in such preparations.

n the Tsar would honor the hundreds of thousandsafter the Coronatio

of Russian peasants who had made their way
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ie Coronation itself, my contribution would ateo be of-Conccmint

no more importance than if I had been a spectator. 1 di^hpur^good

deal from other devils about the separate stages of the religious rites that
So

would embody the event on May 14, 1896,jhwilfryt;t^bffer a competent

account at second hand. On May 9, however, ^vhen Nicholas II and

Alexandra made their entrance into the Kremlin from-frSfr temporary 

residence (Mayti to May-9? in Petrovsky Park, it was a different matter. I 

did witness that.

The procession, as it made its way up Tverskaya Street, extended

from the northern outskirts of Moscow to the Kremlin itself, and presented a 

spectacle so lavish that only a small sense of its extent is realized by this

excerpt from KR. Q7 U>c

KR Diary May 9

What exultation! The first salute sounded signaling

that the Tsar had left Petrovsky Palace, the bells rang out even

more joyfully. Everyone removed their hats and crossed

themselves. And then through the Spassky gates, the head of

the procession came into sight, His Majesty's own escort, then

the sovereign cossacks, behind them the Tsar's hunt, the court
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musicians and finally the golden coaches. The procession

stretched for a long, long way, the golden coaches and

carriages, the embroidered uniforms, the horses covered

with golden cloths. The Emperor appeared on a white horse

holding his hat in his hand. Without waiting for his greeting, the

troops welcomed him with an enormous roar.

In the crowd, many were praying, many made the sign of

the cross as the Emperor passed. The Empress Marie cried the

whole time in her golden carriage. It was too painful for her

to remember how 13 years ago she had participated in the same

celebration with her beloved husband.

The above would satisfy me more if only it indicated what

calculations had gone into each detail of the events ai^d'^ntertainments on

that day. The highest ministers of state had debated among themselves as to

which diplomatic and economic factors fes^fo be most respected. Half of

the uniformed and diplomatic cadres of the world were, after-all, present as

-gnssts. Delegations arrived from every European country and from Asia, no

-xmean trip out of Korea^Siam,Australia* but then, this Coronation looked

to offer its parallel to the majestic entry of Louis XIV into Reims in 1654.

So, on the morning of May 9th, came a great series of processions in full 
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panoply, there to exhibit to the world all the exceptional resources and

sspasafe peoples of the Russian Empire. On came the Cossacks with their

tunics in scarlet, their silver epaulettes, their blue pants, their black boots,

their black and silver caps; on came Asiatic princes from remote and

unpronounceable regions, wearing costumes of a variety beyond

description, representatives of all the far-off barbarians whom the Russians

had conquered through several centuries. They were followed by close to a

regiment of Court footmen, courtiers, and imperial huntsmen. A loftier note

was struck by a procession of the two Grand Masters of the Coronation

Ceremonies, the Arch Grand Master and his court, twelve Chamberlains and

twenty-five Gentlemen of the Chamber, plus the Marshalls of the Court, and

all the members of the Council of Empire followed in succession by the

regiments of the Royal Army, then Nicky himself, bom, as all too many

were whispering, on the sixth of May. Thousands of onlookers were

passing such information to each other, Russians most of all, for May 6 was

nothing less than the Orthodox Feast Day of St. Job the Sufferer. It can be

taken for granted that we had no small hand in reminding many an onlooker

that May Sixth~w3S^a-8frttstert^>»s^H^o^ccupy on the, calendar.
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Nicky happened to be aware of sueftxJffienX. A-lroadyjm the early 

rhapsodic weeks of their betrothal, he had\warne^<Alix. He could do no

less, ft was his duty. And she had replied that it would now be her duty to
u><5>«. If

stand beside him. In union with each other, they could overcome/all dire
5^

signs. That was a God-given test,a^she saw it. Yes, God had wanted this,

Alix told him. Together, they could incarnate the power/ of transcendance.
7^/

(love"God even rThey would not have to suffer like Job. They would (ToveGod even more

than St. Job had loved Him.

All this I learned on the day they entered the Kremlin. I was able at

last to enter Nicky's mind. Very much to my surprise, I must also admit.

Never, as I have related, had there been in my experience so great a cordon

of security surrounding any other human being. Just so closely were Nicky

and Alix protected by the Cudgels. Yet, on this day, when he rode his

English mare all the way from Petrovsky Park to the Spassky Gates of the

Kremlin, I was able to reach into his thoughts. Be certain, it was but a

minor entry. Still, the Maestro had not been wholly barricaded. The

Cudgels had not succeeded altogether in blocking every passage into

Nicky's brain. Ten years ago when he was an eighteen-year-old cadet, he 
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had had a short but agreeably lustful set of encounters with one of the

Maestro's long-term devils. She had coupled with Nicky while taking the 

form of a gypsy prostitute, a tsvigane. It was all accomplished before the

Cudgels had begun to devote their present aUanelusive-gffort to protect him.

So the Maestro had succeeded then in gaining thwtsmall ingress into Nicky's 

soul. Be certain!—many skirmishes and small wars httdvbeen conducted 

since concerning this modest and now hard-maintained path. The D.K. had 

sent a cohort of angels to seal it off and I would suspect that the Maestro 

had succeeded nonetheless—and with what skill!—in keeping it open.

My honor—which is to say, my now much-improved sense of my

value to the Maestro—was that he had invited me to use this invaluable

passage fewtfietwo hours it would take for Nicholas the Second to parade

his horse en-this=4ay up Tverskaya Street to the Kremlin. Who else among

our group was included, I cannot say. (The Maestro has the power,

when he chooses, to render us insensitive even to compatible presences.)

In any event, my orders were explicit. I was to initiate nothing. I was there

to pick up whatever passing thoughts or memories were in Nicky's head, but

I was not to attempt anything on my own. The passage was too narrow. A 
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forceful effort—powerful enough to incite a headache in Nicky—would

alert the Cudgels.

I obeyed. It was indeed a privilege. On the other hand, there were 

few surprises, The letters had prepared me for/tndst of the passing 

moments in Ibe young Tsar's mind.
A If fa- e. 1 £ —/
fndeed/Twas disappointed That couldCbe expectech On the basis of

the letters, I knew^hafour Nicky was no extraordinary fellow—decent

within his limitations, but in no way, remarkable. When in the military, he

had risen, given his obvious advantages, |fo”tlierank of Colonel in the Life

Guards. All the same, I found it curious that as he set out on the

Processional, he saw himself again as just that, a very young Colonel. I

must say he knew his own desires sufficiently to recognize that he would
/O A

have been happier if he could have spent his life iaThe role of a respected’

fieid-effiee^ Indeed, the roaring enthusiasm of the troops as they saluted

him on this day of parade, provided not only a joy, but a pang. The Crown

was going to be placed on his head in five days. After that, he would be

obliged to give a full farewell to a host of rousing memories. In no way 

could he ever see himself again as a^oung affieor.
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I did have one surprise. These recollections were (ibidinous. Even

on this day„they-w ci Lr libidmouc. If the Maestro had installed one devil of a

whore in his heart, she was still calling to him. He could not ignore the

direct physical reaction. Each great cheer from the troops immediately

stirred a tumult in his groin. Ewn^s English mare, so elegant, so pale in

color, seemed aware-e finis excitement. She was~actually breaking out a new

set of fancy steps, his wonderful horse with her exquisite sense of dressage.

How she pranced!

Yet, after no more than another minute, these good spiritsfshared by 

horse and rider, were thrust back into gloom. What quick woe! To be bom 

as a future monarch on the Feast Day of St. Job the Sufferer. What, indeed,

had God intended? Why had He scourged poor Job's body? How-much-?
<-"fA s

Job had prayed to God/yet his suffering had not abated. And in five days, in

his turn, he, Nicky, would be obliged to look to God for-complete^uidance.

Yet, just as quickly, Nicky's/mood rose again  I could only do my 

best to follow. I will confess that his thoughts came to me in confusing

bursts and with stops, full of clatter and echo, but then, even this dark mood 

could not remain morose in the face of this promenade. So many 



Book 4 3/9/05 May05 with jm notes 482

decorations had been hung upon the face of the homes and buildings on

Tverskaya Street. Moscow, on this morning, had the radiance of an old lady

who had never been as beautiful before. It-was/J rare beauty. On most

mornings, the face of Moscow could be ugly^nd-haroh, but on this day of

extravagant good weather, Moscow was so bright that it occasioned Nicky

to think of glorious hunting days. Even Alexander III, his own great father,

had seen fit to compliment his son's prowess in the forest. Nicky blushed on

receiving so rare a compliment from his father, and proceeded immediately

to give the credit to his hunting dogs. Whereupon, Tsar Alexander the

Third had said, "One can measure a man by his dogs."

Yes, let the Almighty see him as the loyalest of His dogs. He knew 

animals, indeed, he knew them. Almost always, when drinking the blood of

a stag just hunted down, the echo of the last shot still puking in his ear, he c>ouy 

•aiways-feijrclose to God. The stag \yss- so immaculate in form,yi^t had just 

sacrificed its existence. Why? 'Hse^answer was simple but profound. This

death of a beautiful beast had the-power/fo deliver zriiderstanding 

between God and man. For it was God who had given human beings the

right to take the lives of lower creations despite the exquisite beauty of their
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presence in the forest. And, at this moment, in full parade, Nicky

remembered a blasphemy that once had cheked/inhis throat. It came as he

drank his first cup of stag's blood. He had thought: "Is this blood not like

Christ's blood? How else can itj^io full of heaven?" Remembrance of

such a blasphemy made him wince. It also made him think ofaUJhe duties

•^et to come. Already, he coukbfcd their weight, (forevery duty couldT”"

^spring a trap? He might feel close to God, he could certainly feel close to

beautiful animals, but^alwaysjthere were/people around, seeking to touch his

hand. It was people he could hardly bear. Nor trust! His ministers! Each

office of state was as demanding as a nagging wife. The loyalty of those

They were always looking to satisfy their separate position/ Deceit was at

their fingertips. Self-interest was in their skin.

ministers did not^eakygo to him but to the aggrandizement of their office/

He could withstand them, he told himself. He had a supreme trinity

by which to protect himself. The-trinity ofkaenarcby. His father's guide.

v (strong ruler. Otherwise, his honor would always be in danger of turning

He could hold to three principles—to Honor, to Tradition, and to Service.

Yet he coulckfemain faithful to ^uclnprmciples f he eould become a>
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into dishonor, his allegiance to tradition could becoinc tocrinflcxible, £nd he
la

might even be broken/by the dull call of service. Already, his duties were

detestable. Yes, it could all go down to disaster. He was not, Nicky now

told himself, equipped to deal with his- minisfets-ftffiHhetf endless intrigues.

Thtrt/was like falling through space.

Whereas to kill an animal, yet feet£ompassion for the beast—such an

lerelt near enough to his master's

44<ap/~gt’fa<
act was (Hearness to God.ZMarrow for the soul.

this moment, his p&

thoughts to rear up. For in her mind, tho-inare(fiad a sight of the stag's
s

blood. A cry of fear rose from the spectators as the mare teetered on her

hind legs. The crowd gasped, teat then it applauded. All who were lining

the streets, or perched high above up on the roofs of Tverskaya Street—all

those tens of thousands who witnessed the moment—oesar offered a great
— k'e ^2-^

wave of applause £ar Nicky's grace in rceapturin^/the confidence of the

horse. l^Could Have been thrown but he had steadied 4tee beast. Brouhaha.

traveledThfough the crowd all the way up to the Spassky gate of the

Kremlin. Qthef tens~6f thousands wfaoAvefe-in_th^4iataricc-could-4iot have ■

p€en it and could not know why they were ready to applaud, yet did so even
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as they heard the sound of sueh. approbation rolling up the long street to,
ft d

them. And Nicky was flushed with Kis own skill in calming his horse. How

nicely it had all been brought off, God at his side, God in the place where he

always wanted Him to be.

All -the-game/hissense of doom soon returned. For his future duty

must be to aid and abet the lutenttons/of his ministers. OnlyrHe-above ■

should Im.ow how void Nieky fnlt whenever he bad to-tnlk to them His

jffietals were as flimsy as a house of cards, yes, one spineless construction

ratter how mirb be might dn; hebuilt on top of another.

oertaindris ministers would choose Lu be dissatisfied. They uuuld not—■>

Certainly, their opinions overrode

respect him. They were too accustomed to the force of his father.

ie direction-of<jus own

desire. He had not planned this procession. They had. Over and over, they

had insisted that this promenade on May 9 would be his introduction to the

world, iSjJherefor^, crucial. It must become the

longest parade in history b The mosjjer-cCial element (which ho altogether

-detested) was that ho/nust be seen in the front of this file/many miles long.

His mother and Alix, in tum>jaust/bfing^up the rear in two separate golden
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coaches. This arrangement, the ministers insisted, would be the bes¥ way to
Id—s

demonstrate how great and p.anwamic^/as the vast extent of Russian power.

Alix had detested her placement. She wanted to be seated next to Wf

b&teved Lovy. He tried to explain the intentions of the ministers,-butcher

silent criticism remained in her eyes. It was one matter to feel like a dog

before God, but quite another to have to slink atxumd one's wife. Nothing is

worse for a hound who would be brave than to be told by the flaan of the

beloved $ye that he n^FeeUyla timid and conceivably smelly creature.
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-19-

Over the five days from May 9 to May 13th, Nicky was engaged in

work of the worst sort so far as he was concerned. On the 10th of May as

well as on the 11th, he held ceremonial receptions which required Alix and

himself to stand in one place for hours without moving. This ability to
f-c L

remain affable and-not ahift(6ne's feet, ot-indicat^'any sense of strain, was

considered oa-of the critical measure^of royal competence.

ambassadors and celebrated envoys were presented (and many had
e l J

reptilaliuns-uiidei lined for him in advanc^by his ministers) he knew who

had to receive the warmeat-attention. As he complained to Alix afterward I

and to his mother, his cheeks were sore from being kissed by
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plenipotentiaries with stiff mustaches and harsh beards. Naturally, he

smiled gaily as he complained to his women-folkJin-a-fneftner-t(/suggest that

this was the most laughable part of the endless ironies of social life. But he

was Wty annoyed. He was fond of his skin. How his legs ached!

On the 12th of May, the banner of state had to be consecrated, which

called for a long and intricate service^thatrequired file royal couple/fo

memorize every step, and each verbal response^Between each move, they

On May 13

'ahost of anxieties rosithrone hall of the Kremlin Palace.

stood in place, tsgak, unmoving, limbs aching.

pestilence of small insects into his mood. He had been told in advance that

routine, but he felt ijgff&theies? as if hell itself was waiting to- issue its1

ugliest blamgsr-lf-eftty nothing went wrong to spoil tomorrow. He saw the

Tsar to-becoming-mo less than the consecrated Tsar. Himself! Wholly

consecrated! l^hen gloom descended. Something was bound to go wrong!

it would be an easy day, and it should have beem/fhe ceremonies were_,

14th as deliverance. He would move fremYrns present condition as the acting
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I began to think his sentiments were not wholly misplaced. It was as

if he knew that something malign for him was in the works. What he did
aS

not have much instinct for, was the date. Each dawseemed dangerous as

the next/^ach day from the tenth to the thirteenfKjhe suffered through

ceremony after ceremony, convinced and confused by the certainty of his
aeeefX'.pX*Cfi*U

instinct and the<8ngoijtgflack of corroboration.

It was fortunate his knowledge was restricted to the ceremonies he

didzsce. With his inflamed sense of anticipation, he might have gone mad tE

fie. had had to keep oieee watch on ^4 the preparations he did not witness.

They were as widespread as a city beneath the city. The streets of Moscow,

which I had only glimpsed in passing hacknow become more prominent to 

me. So I could note what -an endles mber of platforms had been erected

for latriotic displays. S^Tmany false fronts were now hiding

the uglier buildings on the route. Most of all, however, one kept seeing Use 

letters "N" for Nicky, and "A" for Alix painted on man? walls1Saw4~-

together with endless repetftinnsgf the same holy patriotic words,painted on 

ju-iiimiji vidlljj. "God Save the Tsar," and "Glory to our Russian Tsar,

Glory, Glory, Glory!" were the t*aw most popular.
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One of the Russian authors I had read in preparation for

understanding St. Petersburg and Moscow was Maxim Gorky. Like any

good radical of this period—and we were on close terms with many*—•

sometimes I did not know whether we setrid-oounLor/monarchists

^Shm^to do their best for us, or would it be their enemies? In any event,
e n ✓> <a-f •**{ y

Maxim Gorky/DEe any good radical, was fiJJ=efeEQge-at/uch egregious

patriotism and pioty^ady to-preeu-with its-slcigans all over

reifiarks were^-as expected, sardonic Moscow, he mdicatedy<vas like a

■widow-^-a most salacious widow, who has bedizened her crotch with French

lingerie. Yes, old lady Moscow, on the hunt for a new bridegroom.

I was not assigned to Maxim Gorky, and so did not have the pleasure
of following him through ^&Mreete7-^^fl<^eed he was there for the occasion,,

But the streets were exceptional. These days, the people of Moscow could

have been mistaken for iS^denizens of St. Petersburg. There, up north, if

you saw 100 men passing, at least ten were in uniform. Now, here, on the

best street, Kuznetsky Most, Moscow was jammed with officers come to

the city from many a nationyspeaking many a language. The-wp.ii valentof a

/world congress was(fnprogress? '



Book 4 3/9/05 May05 with jm notes 491

I made a point of studying theoe-afterations in the city. I hardly 

needed the knowledge for my particular mission and yet, for all I knew, I

did. It is dangerous to leerk-ttrrnake 6 large stroke when one is unfamiliar 

with the terrain. I set out to learn as much as I could, therefore, and-so

xfoted almost at-onee that many of the leeot merchants and lease-holders^

were profiting by waat-they charged for thoic rentals. Bwmg-therprocession

rOft-May 9th;-fof-exampl^,^nyone who had a window on the streep

"out his room tor 26o"rubles from dawn to sunse^Rired carriages with their 

coachmen cost 1200 rubles for the month. Useless to argue that one only 

wanted the coach for a few days,fiet a montffi or that one could buy ten

good horses for such aTarge-Eenial. 1200 rubles! Even to be allowed to

stand in a narrow space with a limited view on a flimsily-built platform

came to 10 or 15 rubles—woe to 

standing next to^\fat man. And that was all you got for your fifteen rubles.

Anyone wealthy enough^ afford a balcony /mid to spend 500, which was

the equal, I suppose, of purchasing four or five good horses. Those who 

"aW^vhcTwere obese. Woe to all who were

belonged to the English Club fared a little better. Since it was the English

Club, each member had an eye for the ladies, and eaah^nomber was allowed 
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therefore to bring as many as four lady guests. Being English, however,

they were quick to instruct their members that on procession day, May 9th,

all must be in their places by 8 in the morning. They would not be obkgee 

to stand on the newly-constructed balcony of the Club until the parade was 

^iher^/Suttheyhad to be en-hand at least on the premises. It«proved40-be-a- 

■fwo anda halt hour waitj In-conscqttencc^vH I-prepared, breakfast was

served, a most special English breakfast, vath kippers, sausage, bacon, 

porridge and egg^and the men, whether English, or looking to be taken for

citizens of Great Britain,^ wore early-morning tail-coats. The ladies^* 

jjp.edlefis tn were in party dresses. The only contretemps occurred when

the police insisted on examining every nook and closet of the club; The \

building had the good fortune, if now the immediately nasty fortune, to be

on the Tsar's route^ Even the janitors were cross-examined by the police.

The managers of the club did their best to mollify members and guests by

explaining how each and every building on the route had been examined in

similar fashionJlndeed, here, out oioeHrtesy and fundamental respect for

Great Britain, there had been a minimum of this necessary disruption.
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Those who had Gome-from ■ewteMJarts of Russia or from abroad -but
Le^c< /t^y y

■4rad~the-mo»@y>TO rent apartments overlooking the paraderoute, had to te-

a rent of up to 2500 rubles^ual again, by m-y measure, to-25->

•fine lim sps. Good hotel rooms were hardly possible to find. The

government had occupied most of them. Whole floors were needed for

foreign princes and princesses, diplomatic representatives, noblemen, or >

honored artists,^fionored tycoons. The French, ^etermmed^o leave their^

imprint on the occasion, would spend 200,000 rublestwhidt-eomes4o two,

tfrrrtrsrnrd huises (I grow tired of this measure.)-Thc French were*

ubviuusly there to declare that they-wore the great, good, loyal, and

immovable ally of the Russians. Since that had ^een the Germans' role

years-earlier, (I recall the-annnyance in Uncle Will/s letter te-Nicky} then

--Germansfresponded by moving out of Moscow to a palace in the woods

costing only 7000 rubles, a modest gem, but then the Germans did not even

give a ball, just a musicale. They may also have been gambling on bad

weather. Thqfprocession on May 9th had nfiTnnly hqj beautiful skies, bat-

the heavens stayed open and sunny all week, a rare evenkfor Moscow.

Given the firm Russian expectation that nothing good can prevail for long, 
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there were many who feared that^fie day of theCoronation would net be as-

ferfTtnate. The sides were-expected to be-wcjt. Instead, another fabulous day 

came westward to Moscow from Siberia. I had tqbegin to wonder if das 

numerous seers in Moscowfthe women who had been quick to predict

floods of rain,/fhe fault of the new Tsarina, shake their

was a-gift from the D.K. So^^fire predictions had to be amended. the 

headset any mention-of the future, ■ After all, Alix had been introduced to
Russian Orthodoxy right on, the'^eeh^af the demise of Alexander III. So, 

these women now said, "She comes to us behind a coffirUjAll the same,

given the igftm-anil beatitude of this exceptional day, a counter-sentiment 

arose. Many were now saying, "We are close to the end of the century.
-/AZ*

Maybe the new one^vill be different. HcifriTftRrTweiitiofh Centoey. Let 

miracles of beauty and comfort come to us.
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-20-

I<was not to see lire Coronation-itsolf. Soon enough, I will be able 

to speak of the preparations put together for the episode which would

occur on the 18th of May, four days later, but concerning the

Coronation itself, I am not able to offer much which is my own. Of

some

(the most direct view still-a&me^om his diaries. On the 29th of April, a 

insights on what might be. passinMfirough the mind of Nicholas II. StiH, 

fortnight before the Coronation, but already steeped in unhappy 

anticipation, Nicky had written to his mother,
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It seems to me that we should look upon all the

difficult ceremonies in Moscow as a great trial sent to

us by GodA as-ift-eveiy step we will have to repeat *

what we didyluring (hos'e wundeiTul, happy days—»

thirteen yeaik age. '

bis father had hee.n crowned No-one had-.

expected Alexander to-dio no cnrly-

, The only thought that consoles me is that we

will never have to perform the same rite again in our

lives and henceforth, our existence will be smooth and

even, I truly believe this, God will help us!

ihafewas/hit a good deal to go by? aend if I did not know better, I

would have been vexed that the Maestro did not include me in the rare cadre 

of devils who would be present to infiltrate the Coronation. But I knew that 

the quickest route to his favor was to accept any and evei^fposition

assigned. Folly to wish for anything ethers Morcovcr^Rehad even?

commended me privately for the action I had suggested, and added, "See 
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the Coronation for what it is, a petty event in the grand scheme of things.

You will miss nothing."

■So, I saw it aiyfrom ^distance. I was not present in any of the

cathedrals, not the Assumption, the Archangel, nor the Annunciation. I did

not attend the banquet at the Kremlin Palace. All of that was offered to me

at second hand from other devils, and to a degree, Tstm-even/reduced to

describing mueh/of the occasion by way of Konstantin Romanov. This

KR—whom I have already mentioned in passing—was not only an

accomplished diarist, but a part of the royal family, a bachelor uncle to

Nicky, a Romanov who lives for his adventures in bathhouses. While KR is

not exactly shunned by the family, he is seen as special. Unlike the other

Grand Dukes, he lives in a small palace, not a large one, although it is most

elegant, and no one among these close relatives keeps^Tbetter diary. Here,

for instance, is his entry on the eve of the Coronation:

KR Diary May 13,1896, Moscow

So the great day is at hand. The heart beats in

anticipation as at something out of the ordinary,

significant, full of deep meaning.
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This is followed by a full account on May 14, 1896.

There was not a single cloud in the sky. The

cathedral square was flooded with bright sunshine.

High up in the blue skies, the swallows darted with

shrill cries. It was already hot. The troops were

forming up, the spectators taking their places in the

stalls. At 8 o'clock the family and crown princes

gathered in the Great Hall of the Palace.

At 8:45, the doors opened and the Empress

Marie appeared. Our hearts bled when we saw her;

she was wearing a crown and a heavy purple mantle,

like a victim prepared for the sacrifice. Her face

expressed suffering.

Reading this, I, of course, thought that to understand the real cause of

her suffering, KR would have done better to have recognized that the

Empress Marie was developing a full-fledged distaste/Sose-tojiatFedj for

Alix. Of course, KR was also doing his best to ignore the immense

narcissism of the Empress Marie. This tiny, beautiful woman who had been

married to a giant, had been esteemed for her social graces, her skill at the 
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fanciest balls, her snobbery so aggoutered^with all its own penned species of-

elegance^yes., she was-ifb^repared to cease to be the true Empress.

In any event, KKrollowed her into the Ouspensky Cathedral.

KR Diary, May 14,1896

She was escorted by Alexei and the Danish

Crown Prince. The procession was so long, due to the

number of foreigners, that by the time she reached

the cathedral, we had not even reached the main

entrance. We heard the sound of cheers from far

away in the square, greeting her appearance on the

front steps. Inside the Cathedral, the grand

duchesses and princesses stood to the right of the

throne, immovable on the dais. The Empress took

her place on the throne, a little to the right of the

thrones of the Emperor and the young Tsarina. We

took our places.

A roar from the square heralded Their

Majesties procession. The priest went out to greet

and asperge them with holy water. Then Their

Majesties entered and bowed to the cathedral icons.

The Emperor was concentrated. His face had an

expression of piety and supplication. His whole

countenance expressed majesty. The young Tsarina
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is the embodiment of kindness and goodness, and the

Dowager Empress looked as young as she did thirteen

years ago on the day of her own Coronation.

When the Emperor and His Consort mounted

their thrones, the attendants carrying their regalia

blocked my view so I could not see anything. I could

only glimpse the Emperor with difficulty as he recited

the Credo. His assistant, Vladimir, helped him put on

the large purple mantle. At this point, his large

Andreev chain with the diamonds, broke.

The chain broke! I queried the devils, but was unable to determine

how much we had to do with that little rupture. I have to add, it was painful

not to know more. Given the number of Cudgels surrounding this

ceremony, ftp. possible that we werefable to &»Gowag^a chain so

■important as the Andreev to break? Or, haxTthif bb^n-adapse in*

eumeiiliatfuu un the part of the Dummkopf? Was this^Jh^a* a bonus to us

we had not designed? ^rwas it the.'fruit of-our concentrated effort^ Like

humans, devils will speak of their nerves, of good and bad nerves, of happy

resolutions to serious questions—happy, at least, for us—and small

dilemmas that can prove as unyielding as a burr you earte quite locate in the 
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seat of your garment. For us, the secret to maintaining one's nerves nicely

in balance is set to live with/tmnecessary questions.

Since I will not know the answer, let me go back, at least, to KR's

description:

I could just see as He raised the crown onto His

own head and took the orb and the sceptre; but I

could not see anything of the Empress kneeling before

Him, for I was only able to catch sight of Him raising

Her to Her feet, kissing Her. I could hardly hear the

speech of the Metropolitan. I could hardly hear the

prayers read by the Emperor as he kneeled. It was

only when everybody went to their knees and the

Emperor alone was standing, that I was able to gaze

on Him.

A little later, when the ceremony was over, KR added this line:

The Emperor embraced me; I nearly burst into

tears and said, "Christ be with you."
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-21-

"Christ be with you," KR had said, and there was everything to

contemplate concerning those few words. There is, after all, such a

labyrinth of relations between the Maestro and the Dummkopf, so many

endless compromises, brutalities, games, deceits, reversals, outright

treachery on both sides—to be divine does not mean that you cannot break

your word! But also, with it all, there are real ongoing negotiations between

our best devils, and the Lord's most superior Cudgels, who, given the local

case, are often His Russian Orthodox priests, still alive, still human, but

wholly committed in advance to become Cudgels so soon as they pass

through their mortality. Such is the unwavering intensity of their living 
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oath. Among our own schools of diabolical scholars, there is much

contemplation of the mysteries of priestly behavior, their regimen, their

sanctification, and, often, most difficult of all, their ceremonial procedure,

which they fortify with their relics, their thrice-holy icons, their instruments

of ascension such as the Chain, the Cross, the Crown, their Standards, the

Sceptre to be placed in the Tsar's right hand, and the Orb in his left, yes, all

of that, and then the Throne itself, most resonant with blessings and curses

from both sides, this hallowed Throne upon which the Tsar Michael

Fyodorovitch sat in the year 1613. Who, then, can disavow the intensity of

belief in the limited minds of most humans? Who among them cannot

believe that an indispensable magic power ^derived directly from God sfiSF

has just entered the pores, the flesh, and the heart of the Tsar? I could not

even state to a certainty how much of this immanence belonged to the

Dummkopf Himself, and how much derived (secretly!) from our own E.O.

(The Maestro's pride and joy is to impertfms wares into God's gifts.) There 

was no question in my mind that the Maestro also wanted Nicky to believe

in the God whom he expected was out there for him, waiting to bless the

new Tsar and his bride even as they and everyone else in the Cathedral 
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heard the hundred and one bells above and the hundred and one salvos fired 

outside by cannon to herald the perfection of the Unction. Together did

Alix and Nicky hear the conclusion of this Eucharist whose origins were

embedded in the very bowels (theological structures also have bowels!) of

Orthodox Russia. Through our own special knowledge, we recognize that

there are hours when well-guarded material objects wi-H intensify an

awareness of the spiritual, even as they aUo eyoke tour spells. (The two can

proceed together even when most mismatched. An unhappy marriage is still

a marriage! The union is even more binding than the disharmony.)^So, I

can say only that we were not opposed to the notion that Nicky believed in

His God. We wanted him to believe that God was there, and helping him.

We, too, were involved, and in a manner more complex than even lean

^Comprehend. Y et, all thedetails of this ceremony had evolved through

centuries of the most delicate and incisive infighting between the Twe-

nwnr-MajesHftft- itself was by now an accnmmodatiQ¥HvHhr>

scars^-treaties,-wounds, and healing lines between nur_two great forces

Let me see iff can even suggest something of the sacerdotal

atmosphere present on May 14th. I-was, as-I have-said-oncc and again, not 
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there, htri-tuaMyjif-fiTr-Mttp.flfro'f nyqisMntSj iwd-^ftny-^f4ay-eaHeagttes

(Htbprovitic nic-wiHi tr-few criticnl J-t was, as all were agreeing;?

trday ofincoinpaiablc weather for Moscow,~apd^he procession had set out

from the Palace at half past ten on this brilliant morning, every inner silence

buried in the peals of a thousand church bells, some as light as leaves,

othersfSsheavy as groans/* Bells^throughout the city. All the priests and

dignitaries inside Assumption Cathedral came out to the paradon to 

welcome the Monarchs. And before they entered, they were sprinkled with 

holy water and offered the Holy Cross for kissing. Once within, 

the dais in the center of the cathedral, that^ioliest oF-eqntcjs within the 

reputitrye-expressions of the Trinity, three times were prayers repeated,

three times were the holy icons kissed, before they 6ould*ascend the steps of 

holiness of the cathedral.

We had(as much to do with the building of every churches the

Cudgels. We were even there when Michael Fyodorovitch, the first Tsar of

the Romanov dynasty, ascended to the same Throne, so I will not bother to

describe how the Imperial Regalia were placed at their side, even as the

Metropolitan of St Petersburg importuned Nicholas II to make his public 
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confession (as if he would not!). And Nicky did make his public confession

in a voice spoken so low and with such intent and with such brevity that no

one could hear. Upon which, having concluded, the Tsar-about-to-be took 

the Holy Book and read the prayer for the day, to the chorus of the

Metropolitan saying, "The blessing of the Holy Spirit be with thee. Amen."

All this is tiresome to describe unless one is at the center of it, and 

Metropolitans never to

0us hands on the Tsar's head, and proceeded to enunciate two prayers. One 

iat any element in so sacred a service had

■ boon at all awry. Amte^'^Ee Metropolitan^made the sign of the cross 

Saint Andrew broke even-as His Majesty bowed his head to receive it. •Btrt-

ate?/ able to feel ck)so-te the ©nAafWof the Holy Spirit. (On many an

occasion, this blessing js ((ur gift, or^t the least—let me use the word—is

infiltrated with our spirit.) J^was at this point that the Chain of the Order of

was, I expect, for the poor broken diamond chain, and the other went 

according to the established order. It was at this moment that Nicholas the

Second reached out his hands to the arms of the Metropolitan, took up the

Crown, and placed it upon his own head. After which came the Sceptre to 
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his right hand and the Orb to his left. After which he proceeded to establish 

himself, or at least established his^KIndquarters, on th^rthrone of Tsar

Michael Fyodorovitch. Whatever he felt from such contact, he rose but a 

few moments later, handed over the Regalia to his attendants, and beckoned 

to Alix, who knelt before him on a crimson cushion, its border of golden

lace, and this lace trembled delicately from the weight of her knees—the 

light, I was told, reflected all the way out to the walls of the cathedral.

Whereupon Nicky touched the Tsarina's head, just a touch, as if to anoint 

her.

The choir of the Cathedral possessed voices as close to the human

notion of heaven as is attainable by a«y chorus nfretoos. They sang, "We

praise Thee, O God," and again ma&y cannon sounded—one more ongoing 

salute ef one hundred and one salvos!

It went=oft..rNosuch service could be short. And-for many, who were

most illumined at the beginning, tethagg^, weariness of the limbs pom

standing so long, a»d^ven(profane boredom^entered the Divine Liturgy.

No, not all'See/feady for Holy Unction, and yet I have to wonder if just there 

is not the genius of Russian Orthodoxy. For the length of the service
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^azt a.Uy
captured many in the congregation who had had les&yinterest at the

beginning. It was 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!

Fo^e 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

in the embrace 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 to the nuance of appreciation our Maestro is always offering to

the Holy Ghost.
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-22-

On it went, the Tsar and his retinue moved from Asssumption

Cathedral to Archangel Cathedral where, with a few variations, the service

was repeated, and then on to the Annunciation Cathedral. As much again.

I was told that after all this, the Tsar and Tsarina were in need of rest,

but were facing a ceremonial meal in the Hall of Facets. In his diary, he

would write that night, "All that happened in the Assumption Cathedral,

though it seems but a dream, is not to be forgotten for life." To that he

added, "We went to bed early." Whether this was from fatigue, or a

resurgence of lust from the good and happy sense that it was done, and they

would never have to do it again, H ulhF'TT
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JjT”could not begin to say. How I would have liked to have been in their room!

At the least, I would have learned how much the corrupt sanctity—I use

precisely those two words—the corrupt sanctity of these holy and possibly

captured Metropolitans had to do with Nicky and Alix's raptures, nor how
t<>< tt*

powerful had been our emanations from tter/elics^fTSTo matter the extent of

my desire, I could not learn on this-occasinn how much the ceremonies

performed by those most accomplished priests, had been able to serve some

sweet, ever-soaring bubble of concupiscence between Nicky and Alix. I

would not know, and so suffered all the pains of a devil. For we are wty-

little without owknowledge.

If it seems strange that I am always hungry to learn more, if this

seems at odds with the more common notion that God and the devil have all

the knowledge they need already, I would suggest thaTfrTe'harrdi^sr^ule-e^,

ttomb-for comprehending my powers, is to assume that I am jmt as much
g q- O- 5

brighter andu i ii.ii'gkuug.lbdgeubte than an accomplished^teftet^BtffrWl be

cleverer-lthana clod in a poorly-endowed schooTV?et7 this distance

established, I still cannot begin to command answers to every question that
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bedevils humankind. I, too, can be unmanned by the extent of all I do not

know.

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 seasoncHofonly for Moscow but/all of Russia—one of those

Of course, there was

mest^mbitious souls. They were not always happy with where they had

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

iacTnot been another event/jEthe previous ten years so important to attend.

social occasions which can offer ^reat profit for the future if you ^apperjte

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

list was introduced to present American society, the category may even have

begyfi^h this occasion. One certainly knew on taking one's seat and

studying the rest of the room exactly how high ig^nnt so higEjlwa* one's

status in the world—at least as Moscow saw it. 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
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SO

AtexaftdfaXonowed’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

describe the gold plates, the French dishes, the ipecies of caviar, the

wines (French and Crimean), the vodka, the champagne. All banquets, no

matter how fancy, succeed finally in generating the same gastric acids in

those who have been blessed by an invitation. (Be it added that those who

privilege. The others, the B-list, had been sent to the Hall of Saint

Vladimir. Nonetheless, a blunting ofambition is the last«emotion(Sven

the most naive of monarchs caa-jjGsh to arouse among his dinner guests, and

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

present jin presumably human form, it would give me small pleasure to

Marshal and the Grand Master of Ceremonies—tlrosc wcr ranted such a
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were not used to being waited.oa individually by three sgrvaat^in red coats

with gold trim, certainly enjoyed the repast.) The menus were lavishly

illustrated, the Imperial Band played throughout dinner, and the Palace of

Facets sparkled. It was the culmination of the Feast of Lights.

In that era, journalists were not encouraged to speak ill of the great

and mighty, certainly not on formal occasions. So they all declared that this

banquet in the Palace of Facets wo»ld(never be forgotten by posterity. The

Palace of Facets was, after all, renowned for the rarity of its celebrations.

Only the most important events in Russian history could open such doors.

Ivan the Terrible and Peter the Great had had their Coronation banquets

here. One of the reporters from America, bewitched by the honor of

attending (although I never learned whether she was in the front room or

the back) concluded her piece by adding:

So ended the greatest day of our lives, the one

to be remembered for years. We all felt that we had

seen the grandest sight that could possibly be

imagined and we were pretty lucky mortals,

everything had gone so beautifully.
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She all but said, and then she did say, that such beauty introduced one

"to the realm of the gods." Another reporter, another American, John

Logan, stated that he now believed not only in Russia's immense potential

for grandeur, but in Nicholas' legitimacy. If there were those who would

challenge his opinion, he, for one, would now add that Russia was more

prosperous and more peaceful than she had been for years.

The restlessness of the radicals seems to be

soothed, let us hope permanently, and let us hope that

all friends of true reform may find in the reign of

Nicholas II the completion of all that is noble in

Russian history as well as the dawn of an era of

development and advancement.. .Nicholas II begins

his reign with the good wishes of the entire world.

Monarchies, empires, and republics alike united to

wish him 'bon voyage' on his momentous journey.

From Germany, from France, from a venerable

Queen who has reigned longest in the history of

England's throne, from our own President, and from

many other rulers of nations great and small, he

received messages of warmest greeting, and above all,

the great heart of the common people with a single

impulse felt that it has in the kindly, smiling face of
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this youthful Tsar the promise of a reign beneficial

and just.

Passage into Nicky's mind was, of course, not open to me at this hour,

but from a few of my colleagues, I learned where everyone sat, how they

dressed, what they put into their stomachs. That, however, told me nothing

about Nicky's future dilemmas. The people who surrounded him were so

wealthy, and the multitude of peasants who had swarmed into the city were

so poor, that I could not determine whether Nicky felt at all near to this

colossal separation. My only persistent regret was that a valuable

opportunity had been lost. I had not come near enough to Nicholas the

Second to be able to approach at last some understanding of why the

Dummkopf placed so many hopes in that young man. I was hungry indeed

for a few more details. One of the damnable disadvantages of being a devil

is the manner in which we become obsessed, just so, with details. Prey to

such avidity, we can often appear ridiculous to ourselves. In this narrow

sense, we are more intolerant of our faults than most humans.
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Certain aspects of the Coronation, however, were becoming more

tangible to me. I could see why so many of the Nicky's most influential

advisors had come to the conclusion/fifter Alexander III died that t^e event

heetfo be presented as a monumentally impressive occasion. At best, it

should surpass all the-guests* remembrances of grand celebrations_2Eh©se

ministers, after all, were facing-profound problems. If Russia was

immensely rich, it was also extraordinarily poor. If the country was ever to

become an economic psasar equal to EuropeAmerica, then huge t

foreign investment we^rucialjxtf-this puiiud, foreign investment, indeed,^

f at a prodigious rate. But to attract such Large foreign involvement, the 
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completion of the Trans-Siberian Railroad was paramount. For that would

open trade to the Far East and thereby multiply the volume of Russia's

economic relations with Europe. To amass enough foreign funds to build

that railroad, however, Russia had been obliged to export most of its grain

to the West. The Minister of Finance under Alexander III, Ivan

Vyshnegradsky, declared that the country had no other choice. Grain was

the only commodity Russia was able to offer in bulk. So, the greater part of

their harvest was exported. That decision brought on the famine of 1891.

Millions of peasants died of starvation.

Now, five years later, hundreds of thousands of the descendants of

these peasants had come to Moscow from hundreds of miles away. To the

surprise of many' Muscovites, they congregated at the various railroad
t-IrtZ'G cS’f' 'f-O &-e. .X f C l

stations in the city.^lhis occasioned a mordant comment from the Maestro:

"Of course the peasants are fascinated by railroad stations. Five years ago

they watched all their grain being taken away on freight cars. Now, they

wait at railroad stations to see if itentl happen agahr**

Be assured, the peasants were most interesting to us. Without their 

future allegiance, Nicholas II would have little legitimacy. He could not 
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count on the cities. The proletariat (so recently peasants themselves) were

obliged to live in intolerable conditions. There was a housing shortage 

accompanied by cholera, typhus, syphillis, and tuberculosis. Alcoholism 

had become the leading social probleipj It-was- followed closely by 

prostitution.

Vishnegradsky's measures served, however, their economicjiurpose.

After the completion of the Trans-Siberian Railroad, lheavyTTtdUsfr^(n|iIed'

from 1890 to 1900, even as the sewers of Moscow 8trH~fleoded(poor streets 

in summer and workers feezetfo death in wintejV The-y were replaced by 

other workers—peasants leaving the land to come into the city.

Those peasants who remained in their villages lived in one-room

houses. These log cabins usually had no more for furniture than a large

The walls had long been blackened with smoke. Seating-u

-accommodations cofisistetbpf benches along the wall. There were also

icons on the wall, cheap reproductions, long-faded, yet a visitor who came

into the house would bow first to these holy representations^. Ctaly/tEerT

would he greet the master of the house. That was usually the oldest peasant

in the room^aad ag a master, he had the best place to sleep, which was on
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top of the oven, still warm from the remains of the fire that had heated the

evening meal. The rest of the family slept on the floor. To undress was
ui/\
fcCheard of. When the room was not too cold, the men might take off their

boots before tiwy lying down. They had a saying: "The-steneh from your

feet will keep the flies away." Armies of flies did inhabit each house and

so mothers lived in terror that newborn infants might be driven into insanity

by horse-fly bites before they could say their first word. Who knew? The

One of His little Errors.

e Dummkopf s Creation.

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

flies were termed devils. A canard. They ar

moving. Ry-friisyT do not mean that I felt any emotion ^ei-invigornting

—eompassi^n.-d^athor, 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, neither men nor women. They were not like

other people who spend time at the station—no, at their worst, at their least,

they still showed the marks of the famine of 1891. They were so modest.
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They had so little sense of their importance that one could not even speak of 

them as humble. Rather, they had the patience of cattle. Yet, this all gave 

me a first intimation of why the Dummkojpf might be looking to regain a«y

owers (lo^througi/Russia and Russians. In all these poor, ugly, big, 

strong, dumb men and their plain sturdy mates, there was an undercurrent/^
what I can unly call ^finc hwnan quality. The^ywere not without ^oteKHaL^

axels’ 15 y C O* -(e^

Since we-leek/fo traduce human nature, w§ must also develop the acumen to
CtA. f. 'eY~~ L^x. -^ro<-£'/'

see potentiality in those humans who poGocsc it in concealed-fem^'So" I 

will repeat: There was an extraordinary potentiality to be sensed here.

They might be mean, small-minded, ignorant, bewildered, even stupefied, 

but all that was but the wax that protects a fine jelly in a jar. Beneath their

torpor aftd/Jheir stupidities, I could sense a future capacity to be strong, 

wise, generous, fair, loyal, yes, even understanding. No wonder Tolstoy and

Dostoyevsky had harrangued their readers, and all but spoke of the buried

genius to be found in the peasantry of Russia. We had even been ordered by

the Maestro—the best of us, at any rate—to read Tolstoy and Chekhov and

Dostoyevsky, and do so with large respect for their product. "Good writers 

are the only humans we are obliged to tolerate," the Maestro was fond 
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of saying. N&itzschgj^as another of his favorites. He was fascinated by

Nietzsche.

These days, I believe he pays greater attention to the stars of

television and the movie screen. Certainly, this is true in America.
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Ai-last trly day was arriving. 'Fhe-trhimph that we neededythe event

that was to be our major Kivont. If it proved to-be a success fer-us, the results

beTelt for years to come.

to arouse theunisters had prepared a Coronation

most concentrated section oJS>revolutionary-sentiments

respect of the Test- of the/world, and so stimulate Russia's industrial and

economic needs. Of course, the internal problem^femaine^, The secret’
) I P /1 st S3 . . - J—i ’/

ie Okhrai

the working class. The people, therefore, had_to be fortified against-sttdr "»

£>.dy politic. So, the— 
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:er the Coronatiory

ardors of travelling to Russia^Nicky and Alix^dhorefefUr-had-been busy, 

hundreds of miles and, for a few, even more than a thousand miles by 

/z'value o£his.

the gifts^^fakmg into account the great open stretches of Khodynskoe Field, 

the estimate was that half a million souls would-amw. To receive them, 

four hundred thousand iron mugs, painted in red and gold, would be given

lommemorative trophies. These mugs would bear the initials N

II embossed in gold above a double-headed Russian eagle. Plus the year, 

hour after hour, day after day, every day after the 14tlLJAwa& 

ministers eenvinccd Nicky that a bwge show of generous concern for the

peasants must^e undertaken by the Tsar ija the days

performers, singers and dancers^aad /iumerous stands for the distribution of 

/IsTthat t5e grand and immense gathering inKhodynskoe Field fefjcilTthe

peasants would take place, a convening for those who had traveled some

railroad, by wagon, even on footp be in Moscov^It was so important.

This ^feasauisSevent would demonstrate Nicky's love^ It would celebrate the^

lere woukTbe circus
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1896. There would also be silk scarves for the women, ten thousand gallons 

of beer, and hundreds of thousands of finely-wrapped packages of food 

We had done our best, however, to tarnish the charm of/manyof these 

Garlie-eould-afwayo be-added to close uff odors uf lulling food.

gifts. A ■number of our Russian agents, having worked for years with venal

caterers, saw to it that-febe-paukagus wor^spoiled. It was an old practice.

containing Russian bread, walnuts, sausage, cookies, and jams accompanied
(j.ky Li)

by a small book about the Coronation wrapped jap in/(Handkerchief

embroidered in coarse thread with Niuliulas~aiid Alcxandra''y1riitials.

To face this horde, Nicky, Alexandra, and the members of the court
70 ■*-/?

would arrive around midday to sit up-in ^Roy al Pavilion tboHyni befo 

erected at one end of the field for just this purpose. The Royal Pavilion,
flanked on either side by two larger stands^6fifere4seats for over a thousand

.-penpk? rA^-^-frnpy/hAt greater dictaneehyasfanother pavilion with seats for

an©therfmousand/who would pay handsomely for the privilege, middle-class
men and women for the most part^f^particular standing other than that

they had the money to offer for such places in the stands.
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Among a few officials, there was concern that there might not be 

police enough for the occasion. Only three officers had been assigned to 

enforcers. Needless to say, these three officers, like all men /who are in 

command of security, were/mll of the unhappiest anticipations. No more 

command a total of one hundred and fifty Cossacks who woulckServeas 

than one hundred and fifty Cossacks to control half a million people! But 

the officcr/received no help when they applied for more guards. There was

’he majority were needed te-a

-gttsKd the approaches to Moscow. After all, the police had been relentlessly

•busy-before the Gefenfttion^-They had had (to remove more than four

thousand suspected radicals from the city. For that matter, vast sums had 

already been spent upon the thousands of soldiers who had been employed

on guard duty during the processional into the city on May 9th, and the

Coronation on the 14Ih. Now, it was the eighteenth of the month, and the

funds assigned for security had-been-all buftflepleted. Any precaution that 

did not concern the immediate safety of the Tsar was obliged, therefore, to

retaam-ffiinim^r,®rree the-Tsar arrivecffriere would be companies of

soldiers to protect him, but fteavy security was obviously not required for
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the long-night on Khodynskoe FieldQjefore the occasion.! 'dice would be

needed elsewhere. One could not have thieves running wild throughout the

city.
--------- S

/We were readyJe^the nightzb@feie. Tho subtle forces of-btiroaucratic,

Coronation of Alexander III and that had worked-well enoughs Thirty-

peasants had indeed lost their lives in the course of several disorders, but

a dire result for so large an event.Thirty Xvas not

^Moreover, Nicky ^decided to hold this open-air celebration in

fthstmction had been exerGised-bjCus. Thirteen years ago, Khodynskoe

Field had 6een used as the site for a peasants' festival right-after (me

,et the event be seen as theprecisely the same place*hte-fathei‘ had ch

foundation of a tradition. To one of his ministers, he even said, "From what

you tell me, we need more traditions, do we not?" The murmur of

approbation that came up from his ministers at this remark was Agreeable to A.

-■hrs ear>

The problem that was-aayexaminedThowever, was that the field was

no longer as usable as it had been inT883. B unite Tsalcxitch had stated hie
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construction had

y^rcfcrcnce-and-SQ no minister wished to bring that-tipcnawr--^ 1891, a large

exhibition had been held on that land, and

taken place. Afterward, there were no funds Available in the city treasury tq__

r< ie terrain. iurfacejef^Chodynskoe Field now buicffcsuiiiGlance

te -the skin of a wretdh overwhelmed withjong? There were sand pits, sand

holes, wells half-filled-^-pockmarks were everywhere. In addition, there

were a few deep, scars T argar sand pits had widened into ravines^ Sand had •

blown and shifted inta-n variety of knobs and hollows Some pits were

fifteen feet deep. Others were smanchfeifts. Some jarthese-ehsstng had

been boarded over with thin planks and coula>prove a hazard. There were

gulliesrlheie-were-hitiockfr- A-irnffiBerTrf^vellsT^ad-getto dry but remained-

■aa-deep-holes. Broad paths had been laid out between such obstacles

ieople might move with safety, indeed, there was enough level ground for

half a million visitors, but there was no great allowance for unruly

movement.

Now-_n£-norH'sej there bnd-heen other prpparatuwa-Gn llie feqrwd,

iore immediate concerns. If half a million people were to

come to Moscow for the events, how Wt'ie lliP'-pnnirrf tn be received in the
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dayfebcfoF&? Seaffimight have family members who now worked in

factories, and they could shelter visiting relativesjua the slums of Mosco\

They could-all sleep/m the floor ^gein? The odor of old blouses and old

pants and linen wrappings for their feet, aad the grease of (Sheep-skin jackets

and sweat-ridden capes, caftans, and black woolen coats, might add to the 

reek of the tenement, but what was/new about that? On the other hand, 

there was not a monastery in Moscow which would not offer food to the 

pilgrims. And, of course, there were the railroad stations. In any case, the( 

majority of poor visitors came early to the field. On the evening before the

day that the festival was to take place, hordes were already sleepmg'on the
tip /

ground. These early arrivals ca«wfo a good number. Some said one

hundred thousand, some estimated /hree hundred thousand. There was

e-thcrc to circulate itr As~thc)

Thousands of peasants moved up cl^se, therefore^ -It-was still the middle of 

■©ttF

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

were going-toffee distributed early. We had

crowds,were tn 1 dr(he gifts would be/tfn the distribution tables at dawn.

the night. Wooden barriers shielded the huts and kiosks and counters where
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the gifts were to be distributed^. Befet^flong, many up of those front were

pressing on these barriers whether they chose to or notj -People wore

■pushing-them from behind. Gurses-couldbe heard-through-the nigtar^Ftre

a couple of hours before first morning light,//{food part of the working

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

Back in the city on this night of the 17th, there-was a gala/SHhe

Bolshoi Theatre,-and so many ladies were in their finest diamonds that the

glow of the gems—as many remarked—seemed quitoTcady compete with

the sparkle of the footlights. Yet, even­

gentry were talking about the Field. Who could believe how many were

goingd'O be at Khodynskoe? Some even said one million. One million

souls! "Yes," was the word at the Bolshoi gala, "Never before have so

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

common people."

Redistribution of the gifts had been scheduled to begin at ten in the
\P J

morning. That would be=arieasffwohours before Nicholas II would arrive

with the Tsarina. But the Cossacks and the few police on hand were already

concerned. The crowd was pressing against the barriers with a dreadful
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restlessness. They wetqrfockmg the weed posts and-pl^nkyAlready,4ust

lefbre daylight, it seemed likely the fences would not hold. I-cannot begin

to-speak of hew many in our cohort of clients were inspiring rumors. "The

good stuff is gone," is^whet they had been prompted to say.

Or; bettor, ('’They are giving it oufalready on the other sicte ofthe
TTc-c-f gt i'?1'

barrier. ToTfie~piivileged lew."
I c f 1

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

(^we had~known most of it was bound to wori^o soon as we saw how few

1 P‘ Lctse
police were present J So; we kept -fcedin^me rumors^. They-f nt < ipetrorte

ampler like building blocks, lie upon lie! "The mugs are gone. The beer is

hundred thousand in jamming into

the tefis=e£thousands lined-upz^efore the standing booths. Now, ie-e-veiy

gone." "No, the beer is not gone, but there is very little left." The further
'/tie'

these rumors travelod-to the back^ the quicker did those at the rear push

forward. The first barriers began to tilt, tpen were knocked down. The-

nearest kiosks were overrun, fetanfty! Peasants^izQ/on the ground trying

seize the gifts. Others, rushing forward, stepped over them. Before long;

the- crowds poshing up from the ranks to the rear jiw^compressing the
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-eeea, on every patch of ground, a man had t^do no more than stumble and

Another would trip over him. A third would fall, a fourth would be knocked

-ever by bodies charging into the blockage. Women would scream. Women,

effd€nildren were kno okod-down. to the next fiv«£minutes, ftve hundred?

people were shoved, propelled, thrust, and driven down into the largest sand

*? r 1P?pit, where they churned about in a maelstrom of blows and desperate

embraee^gs they tried to climb out even as others were falling onfffienu .

^Bodies piled upon bodies. I had never heard such a sound of woe before-

thousands of throats were roaring in rage or screaming in terroras-they-were

pushed toward a-wall. Sounds of physical agony became unearthly. I had-?

^an-expciiciice I had never ■eneetmtered before. As humans moved forward

under hpavy-tfdultsdambering up behind them. Nov^UTousands of teet 

were trampling upon hundreds of bodies. Someflvereeven saved. Some! A

in waves, slightew^eople were thrown upward like spray from the impaet-ef

■a=wave. Soj^odies flew trough the air. Children screamed as theywenU

few women, a few children were lifted overhead and passed backward to

avoid the crush going/forward, passed from arm to arm overhead. When
'^t^^eactedft^edgeof the crowd,

collapsed like minnows in the
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shallows, not able to breathe or stir, then able to breathe, or just about.

over thedown. Those who had broken througl

kiosks k&pbbeing^catapulted forward by tffhers behind them, until finally 

directions. The dead lay on the ground and in the pits.

was still quivering in its

they o one end of the field. Others had wedged their way off to the

side. Pepp4e(in the rear, hearing the high note of the screams/orew back,

'TlS^iushed no longer. Aad^s-the storm abated, peasants moved off in all

Along the edges of such a surf, petrified onlookers were braying out the

names of family members. Some showed faces already, petrified grief.

It came to an end,-aad in very much the manner that a storm dies

chaos, but the disorder had already spread owt to the streets and avenues of

Moscow. Tens4)f thousands of Muscovites who had been planning to be

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

homes early. Btrt^sthey approached, se-they saw wagons coming toward

them carrying a burden of the deadend these bloody wagons were .

surrounded by men and women wailing in grief. Those relatives who had

managed to locate any of their own who-had fallen now trotted by, weeping.
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“•z 2--—------- '
Some were hysterical, laughing on the one hand,, be-forefgroaning on the
rAe-X7\
.other. Lost in the daze of not knowing whether to consider themselves

lucky to have 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, a little bit. Yes,

it had all happened and yet, it could not possibly have happened.

ss.

best guess was three thousand. Nicky, when first told^ifwhat-had

Hmppencd, icu.circd~thc information that the number was three hundred, but

sobbing. Lcrud-groafts.^fideous laughter. Every passing wagon

Those who were still coming toward Khodynskoe Field were
M

bewilderedf by these faces, these appiuaclrrng bodies, screaming and

noses, discolored faces,

roken limbs, near to nude. More than a few were^overed with

' zdothes hfld-bgcnTb'un'd'onThe ground, /torn from the bodies of,
f-A? ~

Later came estimates of how mai iad been^Hfedi
/ los-F.

bodies in ruined peasant finery, (dead with bloody

his minister was well known for^ habit of always reducing the extent of bad
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news by ninety per cent. Later, come nightfall, Nicky was told that it was

1300 people.

The first^unidentifieddead bodies were taken to Vagankovsky

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

followers of Orthodoxy. On this morning, however, eyeryftttfcwa.s Irwag z

tlieii liend.y Before it could be determined whether a given victim was

Orthodox* CHthuIiu,~-er Jewish, Muslim nr-evon Protestant—no-matte^.

^he first impulse by the £f&t-police officials of the burial squads, formed

before the dead had even been counted, was to get these pGasarji bodies out

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

The impact of these promiscuous interments gave a further profit to

our purpose, a profit not yet comprehended by us, 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
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;pt good day in a row. The onion domes of the forty times forty churches of

Moscow were resplendent in the sun. The domes, sq artfully covered with

gold leaf, glowed as if they belonged to the sun, 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 teak

rears over to an unholy feud with the bells. Disorienting even to-mc^

HVcTs- in streMi state of excitement at the extent of our triumph (and

even in a small wonder at the size of it^th&t fny senses had^^3eedjbecome

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 all but lost in the vortex of a ^ream tha ung like slime to a#their

feelings. Meanwhile, the-gold>f the sun reflected the gold of the onion

domes above each church. For the past half year, laborers in high peril of

slipping offlchurch roofs because of winter ice had labored at fastening new

-gilded leaf to these now=?Splendeat domes.
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-25-

frfestivak,

most of the litter on Khodynskoe Field had been clean

been removed as well as the greater part of the clothi. iat had been torn

ind/ There was still a scatter of clothing that lay along the sand

from those bodies during the intensityofthe struggle to stay alive by

climbing abtoveptfrgrlimbs and torsos even as one was being driven into the

A4 MOSxXy y
By-the^ime^e^fsaFand Tsarina arrivedjbr the peasants1

The bodies

and in the pits like a lower order of carnage, also there tcrbe cauied away.

•Fhe-fifat bodies had been remove JiaWr^Tegiment of

soldiers had been quickly brought in, and the resTof the dead h off

the field to sheltered areas behind the outlying kiosks and hutches. There, 
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the corpses-(were laid out in orderly rows, there to sit until more wagons 

could be brought to stack them up for transport to the cemetery. Some 

relatives did come by before this occurred and there were.

screams of recognition but Nicky and Alix were far enough away not to 

suffer tfuch ungainly sights,/Besides, a chorus, long prepared, had been

installed in front of the Royal Pavilion, and this group. more

than a thousand singers, prevailed. 'To jhe-immediate left and right, the-

^Tewing stands were filled with another assembly of distinguished 

foreigners and Muscovites in their best uniforms, the ladies in their best

examples 6f afternoon finery. Colorful bunting was arrayed above the 

pavilion, flowers were everywhere, and“ffiese)d5ursts_of gaiety wero

€inforced the social principle whiehatenrands that one must never speak 

aloud or give other heed to aey unpleasant momentjduring affine social 

occasion. I have been present at fetes, galas, and soirees in the most 

fashionable rooms when one of the guests, usually one of ours, unable to

control himself or herself, breaks wind? Usually^the hideouonosft-^fthe

odor is in direct relation to the involuntary nature of the act, plus the depth
Hu

of our Satanic investment in the client's passageways. Then tKe’pestHence 
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remarks on the=etkrr. For the social record, it has not happened. This ability 

to ignore the repellent has always been the ingrained strength of the upper 

classes.

sits in the air for the next/noments. Sometimes, longer. Yet, no one 

Now, hearing a chorus of a thousand gifted voices offering a heavenly

vocal collation to ten thousand onlookers, no one is about to recognize that

■OR-the-but a few hours ago,

■Fn-.lfl M,nny qhnwrrrtTritlhf r.ytrr.mify nf n Innt intolerable physical agony.

The Russians, given their pan-European desire to ape the etiqjiettefof tEe 

best English occasions, now wi to demonstrate that they d+d-have SeciaT

kinship wift/those elect who arc there to-be-edmired on a notable day at the 

races. The people in the stands looked perfect, and would have been, but

for one surprise. An unbelievably strong wind blew up without warning,

and it scattered clouds of dust all over the Khodynskoe parade ground. This

noxious whirlwind ^en reached the pavilions. There should have been no

such wind on so glorious a day. All had been still. But the wind had come.

I hardly knew if I was witnessing the fury of the Dummkopf or the rage of 

the dead.
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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 byjysi uproar of 

cheers so loud ttest one could barely hear the band, that immense national

band dash s^uok-ufTthe national anthem^/fhe 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 ole-se ground began to fill up from all the

latecomers arrivingfm safety after the riot in the dawn. (Soon enough, Nicky 

and Alexandra waved to the new people flocking in, but shortly after, they 

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 his information was still highly 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
I _s J

the Relegations. There were fourteenXn 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 and 
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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 te-all hutfconnoisseurs like myself and thei^

proceeded to thank the eight workers for the g^neresk/of theirafierT 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 offered a silver platter on which Nicky's initials had been

laid out in diamonds. They were soon replaced by an army 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-fited 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

between choruses of cheers, Nicholas II spoke to these distinguished 
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plebian 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."
^7®

It is not easy to believe, but I happened to look a/t the time. Fur

me, that is no more than a phrase since. I hardly needed a wrist or S’ 

watcl] fob. But then, no devil, clothed or invisible, is ever without a

Cclear sense of the minute^ even the pwcrsc 3ccontL~JfJL may spenlfcfa^

^ttdZTashion, it is a5~if~a~clrronometer-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^fap-anetherdevit

•feporte^/fee^exact time later.) Two of the corpses who had been carried

from the transport wagons to be laid out on the morgue tables, camo up out

for their comatose state. They even cried out in unison £rom opposite ends

of the room: They v^a-womrded^ieartoTIeanrjlnd had beenfmert/but now 

they were obviously alive.

If I mention these lateral-upstarts, it is to emphasize the conjunction of 

these occasions. I would even learn that Alix was suffering her own climax
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of foreboding je-thiysame moment. For each of the guests who came

forward, she had smiled and bobbed her head, still a pouter pigeon. But she

was living in terror. She was filled with a thought that her own death was

near and so was Nicky's. 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 Russian devils who maintained his entree to one of Alix's ladies-

in-waiting.

A half mile away from Petrovsky Palace, some soldiers were laying

and on those far fringes of Khodynskoe Field,

Muscovites kept searching for the lost people of

their families. Meanwhile, in the palace courtyard, Nicky went from table

to table to offer greetings to the villagers as they ate their Poltava Borscht,

out the last of the victims,

.thausaad^of peasants and
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their veal with fresh greens, cold whitefish, roast spring chicken, duckling,

fresh and pickled cucumbers, dessert, fruit, wines.

Back on the field, there were new events to greet 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 even

as a few kept looking for family members, staring into the battered faces of

the perished who might, given their large disfigurement, still reveal some y
Uv? U'C. l-

feature of 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 crooked

angles, filthy clothing. Doctors knelt in the dust to see if they could

separate out anyone who might be breathing. Almost at the same moment,

one of the dead was no longer to be counted as 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, just 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
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-26-

It is time to explain my relation to the events at the field. Even as I

was not present at the Coronation soli waynot a leading actor during the

occurrences just described. I had no more than the satisfaction that I

foresaw the possibilities of the project and the Maestrc<approved my

intuition. If I had assumed at,firet that I would be one of the Maestro's field

officers assignetHto the task of disrupting the proceeding^oa the field, I was

disabused of such a notion before I even came down to Moscow from St.

Petersburg. The Maestro stated it directly: I was not sufficiently familiar

with Russia to command the Muscovite devils we would use. Better, for 
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you, suggested the Maestro, to keep a close watch on the Romanovs and

their family discords. Those are bound to increase after our task is done.

Can I say that I felt no disappointment? Or had no suspicion that I

was being relegated to a tangential proceeding? Yet, as I studied the

letters, and became, to my limited degree, familiar with Nicky, Alix, and a

few of their relatives, I had to recognize the value of the Maestro's choice.

But I also knew (and this is where I felt the pang) that he had concluded I

was not strong enough for the job. Which is to say—not pitiless enough.

We may serve him, but we have our vanity. Mine was that I was capable of

any sort of demanding task, high or low. Now, I had to recognize, and

should have known it from the start, that my assignment to study the letters

would remain my basic role in Russia. All the same, my knowledge might

be of real use now. In the aftermath of Khodynskoe, I could ffifesent some

interesting reactions ^0^He”Court. SQ-many ha^perished in a muck of

blood, flesh, broken bones, tom lace, and suffocation, but the Romanovs <z. $

(had suffered their own depredations.

One immediate and discernible result had been the lowered efficiency

of the Cudgels. There were now gaps in the circle of protection they formed 
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around Nicky. I was able, for example, to approach within viewing 

distance of the Tsar when he and Alix showed up mid-day of May 18th to sit 

in jge-viewing stands fhat-had-beon-set op th advonco-at one cntFof llre~^

■fieH. Given that narrow passage/tlie'Maestro had succeeded in keeping 

open to his thoughts, I could detect that Nicky was not only unseemly pale

as he approached the pavilion, but that this pallor came from (unruly passion.

I could own feel its intensity. Some turn red with rage. He was pale with f

unspoken fury. It was directed toward the peasants. In this, his sentiments 

were comparable to what Alix had expressed. How could these people have 

been so ungrateful, so ridiculous, so self-destructive? Yet—heavy as chains 

lying upon his heart—his duty was to forgive them. They were his people.

But could he call upon himself to feel such a sentiment when he was 

himself. He could not be expected to watch over every detail, but 

nonetheless! Why had he not paid some attention to the arrangements for 

marooned in anger? There were so many aspects to his fury.

equally enraged at the ineptitude of the police. He was also furious at 

security? Much of this could have been prevented! Or was that a*en true?

Were/he events inevitable? (He did not know. He could hardly know.
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a.
Later that night, before he tried/tosleep, he put down a few sentences in his

diary whose contents I sllbii I'Ceeived-by the usual rotrte?

Up till now, thank God, everything went perfectly

but today a great sin has taken place. The crowd

spending the night on the Khodynka meadow, in

anticipation of the distribution of food and mugs,

broke through the barrier and there was a terrible

crush, during which it is terrible to say about 1300

people were trampled.

The news left an ugly impression. We lunched at

12:30 and then Alix and I went to the Khodynka to be

present at the unfortunate popular celebration.

There was nothing in particular to see; we looked out

from the pavilion over the huge crowd surrounding

the platform, where the national orchestra kept on

playing the national anthem and "Be Glorified!"

I kept studying the phrase, "a great sin has taken place." I could not

determine what  ̂meant. Nor how he would react to his immediate duties.

Yet, even on the afternoon of May 18th, Sergei Witte, who was considered

to be the most practical statesman Russia could present in those years, sent
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word to the Tsar: "In respect for the dead, all festivities should be cancelled

immediately." Then he added, "Most particularly, the French Ambassador's

Ball." That, scheduled to take place on the very night of May 18 , would

largest social event of the Coronation.
~7X__e £''**“5''
Witte was- amtwored-bjtCman who held no small opinion of himself^

t/v ‘■“for his power. That was the Governor General of Moscow, the Grand Duke

Sergei Alexandrovich, who was married to Alix's older sister^Ella. Fie had

taken over, among his many other duties, the position of Director of the

Peasants' Festival. "The Tsar considers Khodynka a great disaster," Sergei

Alexandrovitch replied by messenger, "but would inform you that in effect

it was not so great a disaster that it should darken the Coronation holiday."

The older Grand Dukes, this Governor-General's brothers, were in

accord. Their conclusion was unanimous. But tboy-ivere an nlrlp.n.

-generation. T$ieir sentiments were not shared by Nicky's cousins, a younger

generation of Grand Dukes. Indeed, Nicky's dearest friend—his first

cousin, Sandro, who was married to Nicky's sister Xenia—declared that the

attitude of his uncles, these older Romanovs, this senior level of Grand

Dukes, wa^monstrous. His brothers, the sons of grand Duke Mikhail, were
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in passionate agreement. How could Nic
u< t-t,f

kjQttend the French ball tonight?

What an outrageous insult to the dead! Where was Russia's honor? Sandro

said as much to Nicky. fee&as^&r young Tsar, four days into his

Coronation, wesTading that he agreed with Sandro, uptime UncIeAdexey,^ A
'fat

^the oldest remaining brother of Nicky's dead father. Hist-mcssagc was Lu—’

-beware of Sandre-and his brothers.-------

"Nicky," said Uncle Alexey, "surely you are aware that your cousins,

these Mikhailovichi, 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-^ramit it/" As

/buttheyare siding with unholy forces. Now/jney wish to depose Sergei

Alexandrovitch aod(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 distraught that her beautiful sister Ella has to suffer this

disgrace."

As quickly as these opinions were stated, so was I in the chamber to

hearthem. Again, the Cudgels were not about. Such a host of just-perished
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souls were in need of succor! This once, I found it not at all difficult to stay

close to Nicky.

So, I heard Sandro's brother, Nicolai Alexandrovich. He spoke with
**.<*.-'

eloquence aftefdJncle Alexe^(/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,
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and did not have enough experience to maintain the convincing edge of his

debate. So, he soon surrendered eloquence to rage. "Why, I would ask,"

he went on, "didn't Sergei Alexandrovitch anticipate 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. Could he have 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 this assistant who had initiated the rumor that it was the

Governor-General./
__

ThaVparlicular pilfering of funfcHmkwwi oln KlTuFiynkfrfre-’s e.ffe.r.tfv>

<aeiions. -Eopindeedyfhere was~no money on hand to hire police the night

before. Moreover, through the^orders of a number of Colonels (®tee/6ur----

clients/the body of soldiers available for the occasion had been assigned to 
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city—there to protect the gatcTshould banished

r&volutionarics bo mad cnough-to-hy-te-oome hack during Coronation week^

Poor Nicky. If he had one weakness, it was that he could not hold

two opposed ideas in his mind long enough to decide which jaighUu&e 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 came in on the echo, and—

sar

'proceeded to explain in the sharpest terms that it would be an insult of

incomparable consequence The French Embassy

had undertaken the most

and Tsarina could cause a rupture between the two nations. "Nicky, your-

■absence canrtet~gven be ConsideFed,depend upon the French alliance.
\ cn. I

Nrekyvjjou have to attend the Ball. FtfWoufd'be a sign of great weaknessrfioi

to appear. The French measure themselves by the sanity they are able to

bring4e/iedted emotion. They are so proud of their froideur! They detest

sentimentality. They will not see you as a man, but as a womanly,

sentimental creature, a weakling in the worst way. Foreign policy must not

be determined by unfortunate accidents or passing compassion."
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Nicky attended the ball given by the French Ambassador. He had the

first dance of the evening with Countess Montebello who was the wife of

the French Ambassador, and Alix danced with the Count. In his diary,

Nicky left this comment:

The Montebello Ball was very magnificently

done, but the heat was unbearable. We left after

supper at two o'clock.

One of the reasons he left may have been the smile on the face of the

Governor-General of Moscow. Grand Duke Sergei was enjoying the Ball.

He had a favorite saying: "It does not matter how awful the day has

been. One must possess the character and the wit, to be able, when the

music is lively and the drinks inspire you, to enjoy an evening to the

full. That is also our duty."

Sandro and his brothers had long been aware of Sergei's epigram. He

was known to quote himself. On this night, they found such a concept-af 7

to be odious. So, they departed, all four brothers—they4eftatthe

ment that the dancing began. Uncle Alexey spoke out loudly:

"There go the four imperial followers of Robespierre."
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I was content. The Maestro would be pleased. He would also be

amused, I was certain, when he learned that I had been able that night to

insinuate myself into the Royal Chamber. That was (ftardly i© be believed. I

was in the Bedroom, yes! The Cudgels were in more disarray than I could

ever recall.

So, for a few minutes, (before they came back and I had to decamp) I

was able not only to peer just a little further into Nicky's mind but to feel

close enough for one good instant to 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 feel that all who surround my husband are

insincere. And no one is doing his duty for Russia.

They are all serving him for their career and personal
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advantage and I worry myself and cry for days on

end as I feel my husband is very young and

inexperienced—of which they are taking advantage.

How much more she might have wept if she had known what ladies in

Moscow were saying about her.

Before the Coronation, she had made a critical mistake. She had
Al

confided too much to her closest lady-in-waiting. She adored Nicky, -si^e

had confessed to her friend. "Not only for his heart, but for the other

matters. I love him so much. I call him secret names. All kinds."

"What are these secret names?" asked the Lady-in-Waiting.

"Oh, I cannot tell you. They are secret. I call him many sweet words,

usually in English. That is such a warm language for me. So hospitable."

It came out. Bit by bit. At last, it was in the air—her big secret. The

secret that the Lady-in-Waiting swore she would never pass on to a soul.

And the Lady-in-Waiting did not, not for a day or two. Then she only told it

to one trusted friend, and this lady swore in turn that she could be trusted

absolutely.
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In the event, this friend to the Lady-in-Waiting did not feel free to

give the secret away immediately. It took two nights before she told two

other trusted friends. They also took a vow of silence. They did not wait-as

<Tbng7however, to break their oath. Within the week, MoscowfSj^gfZseciety

was snickering over Aliw^love of English. Anyone who had a reputation

for knowing what others did not know was now familiar with Alix and

Nicky's intimate words for each other. "Lovy, Boysy, Sweet one, my soul,"

(which Alix converted to Russian—dushki—also "mannikins mine, sweety,

pussy-mino, Sunny?11-

They alHanghod afeAlix unSlpn? of the ladiesfgooner or latg^wquld

remind the others, "She comes to us from behind a coffin. She carries

misfortune."

For that matter, the Governor-General of Moscow was now called

'The Prince of Khodynka.'
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-27-

In the week that followed the disaster, there were eight days of fetes,

dances, receptions, state visits, and musicales. On May 19th, there was a

banquet in Alexander Hall in the Kremlin, and on the 20th, Sergei gave his

own ball. The 21st brought the Moscow nobility together at the Hall of

Columns, Prince Trubetskoi as host. Four thousand guests appeared. On

the 22nd, Nicky and Alix made a state visit to the Troisky-Sergeyevsky

monastery, and on the morning of the 23rd, Nicky gave 20,000 rubles as a

first installment on a children's home for the orphans of Khodynka. That

evening, there was dinner with the English Ambassador at a palace ball in

the St. Andrew Hall of the Kremlin. Thirty-one hundred guests. The
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Germans, laying low, gave no more than a Musicale at their embassy next

evening which was followed by a Palace dinner for all the ambassadors on

the 25th. For conclusion, they were back at Khodynka Field on the 26th to

witness a military review. Many of the ravines and pits had been filled by

then. It was another brilliant day and Nicky's carriage was drawn by six

white horses. Thirty-eight thousand, five hundred sixty-five enlisted men

marched in company with 2,000 officers. Sixty-seven generals watched.

By now, I was awaiting orders to leave. I did not know if I could

acclimate myself to Hafeld after these exceptional weeks in Russia, but the

Maestro was quick to tell me: "Respect Hafeld. It is more important than

you think."

There was no reason to believe or disbelieve him—his real opinion

was, after all, concealed^fthe mirrors of his impenetrable bearing.

I can say that on my arrival back to Austria, I did feel better than I

had in years. Khodynka had come off as the finest major operation I had
participated in for a long time. Indeed, I could not recal^^en we hadspent

« 5
our time mere efficiently.
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It is sad to say, but few devils are permitted to retain much memory—

I think the Maestro employs the same principle as intelligence agencies. No

one in intelligence is told anything about a project unless there is a need to

know. We, in turn, are not encouraged to remember what we do nnt-need

for a new project.

All the same, Khodynka remained in my memory and my morale was

close to excellent. In dealing with this Hitler family a second time, it was

:, |ffled^vith"a lightness of spirit altogether

-easier/fcTaccept the (Interest

amJSfgei than i-could comprehend.

of the Maestro* in-them. Obviously, he had

different from the heaviness that is requisite to being loyal when there is no

other choice, I felt elevated upon my return to Hafeld, and soon enough did

cease to think often about Nicky, Alix, or any of the others. There

■after all» no need. If I was ever to be called back to Russia, and I expected

that I might be, tba-necessary recollections would be reconstituted by-tfte^

Let me admit that was how it seemed at the time. I find it interesting

now, as I goose tg> write this book, how much I do recall, but then I was
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Rasputin pise years later—that incomparable Rasputin, a most exceptional 

andlremainad there until the murder ofindeed sent back to Russia in 1

client! He was not only able to work in the closest union with me, but

insisted upon remaining fn the serviceofone of the D.K.'s test/Cudgels' 

(fedeed^his wiU-prevailcd in the face-nf the separate-inclinations of the

aiid~tlre~Evil-Ofte4

I will look to tell that story i^good-tui^e, but not until I/record what 

happened to Alois, Klara, and Adolf through the twelve years until 1908 

when Adolf at the age of nineteen went off to Vienna and I, after a little

while, was sent back to Russia to commence my exceptional taskXvith
■l <Z

Rasputin^.

That is the route ahead. For the present, we are back at the farm.

From here, I can see the road that leads to Der Alte's house.
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