
Book 4 July 2005 8/5/05 408

When, however, we must have an incursion, we wait for the Guardian

Angel to be absent. At such times, a small raid is feasible, {fthe-situatien^

^Cannot-wait, we call-en more artful methodif Many a devil can transform

himself for a short period into an angelic presence. Since we are ersatz, we
axle

do not try to got-instde^a protected person's mind, but we do obtain a few

gains:—Some-of uscamjbrommplc, take on the.persona of a gentle angel.

Thea,y6ur presence-will inspire a mood of beneficence in the person who—

target. 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 feelings of 

happy words^and 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 has had her carnal depths. (Certainly on

occasion.) 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 
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ethical (and 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

Nicholas the Second and Alexandra. Indeed, the same warm spell was also

there in Moscow, and for a number of days. 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 enhancedfrecollections oj^y-eofttributionj^ the

aftermath of the Coronation  ̂and that-had boon crowned-with dramatic

As already indicated, I was one of the first to suggest 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, including the Governor-
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General of Moscow. We certainly infested the secret police. (We had more

agents in the Okhrana than did the Cudgels!) We also had Ministers of

State who were as abjectly loyal to us as hounds slavering over 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 such gja&anff actors, we knew

that if we were ready to accept the cost, we could bring off 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 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. lared instead to propose to the Maestro that we wait several
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days in apparent quiescence and then attack the Peasants' Festival. That was

scheduled to take place four days later. To my delight and to my woe, he

accepted. I was full of foreboding. What if I was wrong? After this long

period spent upon relatively minor activities in^many small cities and

towns of Austria, I was hardly prepared to absorb the monumentality of

Russia^thws. 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. You may be certain that these worthies were

doing-thcir utmost'!- Never had I felt the presence of the D.K. more directly.

If He had often seemed disoriented to me by the uncountable number of

successes and failures that take place every day in His Creation, He was

now in evidence everywhere we turned.

For the longest time, I had been accustomed to thinking of Him as an

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

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

In Russia, however, His Nearness had become the prevailing factor. God

wanted this Coronation to succeed! He had chosen it as His/Sw?
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battleground and wan dntomiinr.d not to lose. There was such intensity of

dedication among the Cudgels that I knew we would pay heavily for any

unyiropcgfijl 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 dread. I was full of foreboding and obsessed with

one question: What could be God's motive for such 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, "It is not difficult to hear the workings of His

Mind. 'I may make My mistakes,' He says, 'but I do pay attention to who 
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wins. That way I can discover what works.1 Why, after all," added the

Maestro, "did He give free will to homo sapiens? Obviously, the poor

Dummkopf wanted to come closer to obtaining some notion of what He had

.©fettled.'1' u

The Maestro was enjoying his own irony^ -but I was readjCto conclude

that the Dummkopf —no, put-it more accurately—the D.K.-Aadf

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

much of His world was going to rest now to a good degree on the need for a

good and beneficent Tsar who would feel the closest alliance to the Russian

Orthodox Church*  and Lu limits If. So the Dummkopf was looking to install

Nicholas the Second with an unforgettable ceremonyCfortify the Orthodox

Church won further, and guidejhis association of Crown and Crosses.

’govern with authority over the inchoate but vast energies of the Russian 

people.

It was more than an amazing decision. If true, it was a staggering

choice/’Vlo depend on Russia—so invested with corruption! So teeming

with injustice! It was what we looked to find. We searched for injustice. It

was the yeast to inspire hatred, envy, and the loss of love. If we had
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-ewn-fule 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

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 of the flaws of thejnen and womeirtfie Dummkopf Jiad

created than He did, -the-DJE,, like many another creative artist, had His

own vanities in this respect. Doubtless, He 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(passes,Jn-so mueh of-the world- -
I 

We were ready to disagree. We saw Christ'^efforts^hdingmfeilure^

even if the Maestro had to respect the brilliance 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



Book 4 July 2005 8/5/05 415

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

becomes meaningless once there is divine intervention. But leave it to the

Old Goat! Secretly—blind even to His own motive—He was determined to

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

Kingdom with His Son on the throne. He most certainly was not

anticipating the disaster that befell. Oh, our poor brother Jesus!" And the

Maestro laughed. (He had a rich, self-pleasuring laugh whenever he made a

remarkthatgotHd-feave a scar on the Scriptures.)

Right or wrong, it was becoming evident to me that the D.K. was

placing large hopes on the character of the young 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/inder these constrained ■eircumstances? "Yes. Do

what you can," said the Maestro. His readiness to agree ceftfemed^my

suspicion that oven-if-be had accepted my concept for disrupting the

-occasion, I was not expected to play a direct part in those-events.'

I did not know whether I was being promoted or abandoned, but I

<learned sooir enough that kt 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 

(twoyounger brothersJtwo 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 liuth!—squadrons^J

of angels^^keept^bscrvcre like myself ata distance. That was one most

discernible impediment. I can detect as much as any animal with keen

olfactory senses am able to take in the scent of a human being. ZT
i/?6^ c

eyesight is acute. Even from the far end of a large room, I can perceive
62. M

defects in the comer of a nostril or the ridges of th^ear. MagySubtle twists

of character are thereby revealed to me. Yet, these fine senses I do not Wk

te=retain for all occasions. As a daily matter, satanic existence would be

enervating if our sight and taste and smell, our sense of touch and hearing,
were always ^eveTof exquisite readiness—no, we call upon^kj/^
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faculties only when we need to learn a good deal in a hurry about a

particular man or woman.

Here, however, was not able to approach/Jj^-repeat jhasc^ygre-

ioe many Cudgels’. Once again, I had to rely on/jko^aocondaffl materials that

-sffiahe-Xclevns had picked up from our numcrouq<lients who dwell-

zmthe 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 such aH~but<5cademic sources.

chambermaids, and house servants who had-bocome our client! Tlow,

Needless to say? I am hot speaking of texts ncu^oflibraries

however,{frfund of copied material tUafKad-becn eoheetei

indeed^efthe-nroSmseful gossip and insights. It seemed as if during this ,

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
ivy

made an entry^very 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,
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but —Her written additions ycfo msewca on many oi

his page/,What thoughts! yVp^th^ofsupCTfefaves! Her additions Leemed--

with piety and declarations of love.

I was fascinated. This nearness to royalty was stimulating. I£an-

clement of snerbhery-was-present,, I have to add that the Maestro was acerbic ■
-**■*'- M H

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

fools ofthe highest sort. It distorts every last finding our<dg^tsj^ir^ in."

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

familyCRather, it could be scan-^/a conflux of the highest monarchs in

Europe. Thn-fimiily trnr. could only be described as top-heavy. Alix, the

beloved of Nicky, was et^y a princess from Hesse, but her mother, Alice,

had been one of Queen Victoria's three daughters. Alice died when Alix

was oftly six years old, but afterward, Queen Victoria paid f&tteMbving
—U t •> i

attention to the child on eyery-visit t<5~England, and there wore many. Then

there was Kaiser Wilhelm the Second, the same Wilhelm who was the

German Kaiser during World War I. He was married to Queen Victoria's

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

English prince who would become King George the Fifth of England was
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the nephew of Nicky's mother, Empress Marie. In turn, George's oldest son

hecamZF.dward the Eighth who would lator abdicate the throne in order to

marry Wallis Simpson, and' liv^t5h 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 to Alix or to Nicky, or to both. \

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

were—I will use the word—theysvere-desperately in love. If such a passion

obliged to be, in some part, false, as desperate love invariably is, Alix

and Nicky wore, at the least, nonetheless excellent actors with huge respect

for their roles. For everyone believedfitwas indeed a most intense love

bom eeriy of an adolescent infatuation when he was sixteen and she was

just twelve. This infatuation had managed to endure through

separation^followed by intense uonriship. 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.
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might be a true 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

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

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

young king and most attractive

young queen were profoundly in love with each other, and wholly devoted

to their faith, and—the first of afrloyalties—believed in His Power and His

Goodness, then these tfea® rare conditions satisfied, He could have the

of His walking-and-talking performing animals, His humans, His creation,

but He fools Himself. No one believes in/ave so much as the Dummkopf.

greatest swindle of them all. The Dummkopf presents Himself as the
Almighty^Sreate^o^pve. feis-all iove. He is full of/ove, and those who

Z)ve Him are full of/ave, and Jove itself will solve all human problems.

¥bb, Sy all the evidence, ^they were very much in love. In the weeks

before the Coronation, I knew enough, however, not to suggest that this

He returned to the unbelievably romantic assumption that a-rcvival of

/fespect for monarchy might xSffer .again the best foundation for a. fire

society? Did He suppose that
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11 ~f~l <=^~1 .
pleasure of exploring further into a very-this bold experiment. Would it turn

out more happily than some of His other extravagant 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, ew*y  new piece of knowledge was

ready to contribute to the premise, or deny it. Now, one's studies could

come alive, aud one's acumen pe enriched by every addition.
A-4. •< fa *̂"**-2  y?

The ccnteraf myattentien/iad come tfe^fo’this: Was the D.K. in

full possession of His Faculties? Or was He growing senile?

hypethesis~tniiiLd toward-thal qntsliuirr—.
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-14- 

l)fenethele&s<ftie boldness of such an assumption was disturbing.

Wes44e>Senile? Whenfon occasion, I find myself near the sea, it becomes-

difficult to believe that God is suffering any loss of His powers/^Similar

anxieties can afee be aroused in me by a fine field, a rocky crag, or the retort

of the heavens when lightning is followed by thunder. AgainjOi similar

conclusion arises at the sight of a peerless sunset. One could even speak of

ife dazzlements of light on wet grass when^lew is on the ground^^©ariy»

mornings

Of course, He could have fashioned all this eons ago, yes, back at the
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were not yet fouled by exudate. Did He now brood on the possibility that

these human Creations had become His least successfill animals? Were we
?<3>

now awash in the dithering of a divinity who felt that His powers were noQ^

-eaJjfeaLd-bttt askew? This Nicky and Alix—they seemed so naive, so

unfitted for the vast project they were to Segedy^aasl 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/lfT^wp resent a"small record of 
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the missives passing between them and their close friends or their relatives,

t is to give a sense of how trivial were most of these responses to the size of

the royal dilemmas awaiting them. Indeed, I had to wonder all over again

(^Kethei the Duimnkopf was still in command. ■! had to wowdog^ why was

God giving so much importance to Nicky and Alix?

Be it said, they were not altogether without attainment. Back in 1889,

when she was seventeen, before they were ready to speak of their love for

each other, Alix sent this missive on 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.

His response came two 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,

has often lived withrQueen Victoria.

By June, 1894, five full years later, they have ma-naged/fo pass

through j^eihotional obSTacleTTo become betrothed, she^nas had to give 

up her Lutheranisrnfbr Russian Orthodoxy. This did stand very much in the

way. She was as good as wed to Lutheranism. Of course, theology Zjhuclg
[S' 5 £> 4^^

of whichrszgEg^5~feeevetiflgfastonishing exits from philosophical cul-de-

sacs. In time, Alix agreed to accept the Russian Orthodox Church, andxne

news of their engagement was (given out to the royal families of Europe. In

June of 1894, when their engagement is just 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

belonged to you and what sufferings it has gone

through these dreary years! Darling primrosy-mine, I
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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-anySf such punctuation^nyself, 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.

Two days later, she enters his diary again. She will share Nicky's 

anguish. She writes:
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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!

I could not help but note how completely royalty was groomed to

Their lives are

ft near to total isolation from common experience.so peci
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gainfully sensitive to the constant need for proper conduct (an^lSvariably

drawn to its dramatic opposite—whatfivitTrffiecamalopportunities they are
/

provided/ they-tend-tafbelieve that the disruptiveevents which occur in their

lives are a product of the Lord's will. Bvesaso/N'icky is hard-l/ready for his 

father, Tsar Alexander III, to be so close to death^and thon to die.-

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!

in his childhood when

a nihilist had succeeded in a small bomb inside the railroad car in

Later, I learned that Nic

which his father,had been travelling with fee family. When the

explosion went off, given its rough, icady,1 and untutored placement, the

blast spewed (Gpward rather than crashing/clo
. _____ , _____ .

royal family was critically injured. Tho-mmf-nf the railroad car began,

t, no one in the
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hewevef^ to falHt&slowly upon them. Tsar Alexander III, a giant of a

Romanov, used &•
f m r mg J

oly and unholy strength^) hold up the beams of the

compartment ceiling long enough for the family to be rescued. Only a
Q.v_oP

saint was capable of such strength, declared his wife, a small bet 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 

look like a Romanov. Now, he would be the Tsar. Nicholas II, Nicholas the

Second.

Here, I must introduci '’s cousin Sandro who is married to

Nicky's sister, Xenia. A bit of a firebrand, Sandro is Nicky's closest friend;

and-has his own-memoirs. So, I looked for his written ■comment on the

death ufAkyatttdei 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
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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

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

to laugh!

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.

~Z2 I October.
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^55^'

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

^Theday 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!

My dear Nicky,

May Heaven comfort you in your grief and give

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

peaceful reign give you the opportunity of looking after

the welfare 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

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.

worth including a letter from Kaiser Wilhelm II to Nicky,

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

each other.
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smiles so sweetly whenever you greet her.

In the evening they covered the Empei^rN'body in

the coffin with a pall up to hisjiheSffm order to hide the

hands which are bgghtning to turn black. The head is

alreadyjouking 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

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
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kissed his lips. The Emperor supported and took great

care of Her Majesty and all the Royal Personages

present kissed the sacred picture.

Likemost Englishdinlomats, he took pride in his literary styl^-One— 

webk-laterrhe-added another, emo lumonH^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-ee^asioa-was /he wedding of Nicky and Alix which/of necessity, 

.ted to come a few days after the funeral. It would hardly do for the Tsar of

all Russia to be an unmarried man.------

Ttw-aeremnny was-enough to mqke me feel^stfiJ^^Hiii 11 up itn*

h^art for a devtf-)—How^mneh it mremt tn those who-wfltnbrijireif the Tsar 

was the nearest Russian to God, then what could be of more importance

than for this divine adjunct to commit to a wifq^Z^sarindJwho would bear

His sons?
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It was, of course, a huge display, and on my arrival in Russia, I was

able to experience the event, being offered many accounts by our resident

Russian agents. So I had an all-but-complete recapitulation of how it had

been back on November 14 of 1894, when the nuptials took place. To those 

of us who were in need of such background, our resident devils did offer a

set of images vivid enough to inspire a ■facsimile of/the confidence that we 

had been there. S^JLaan feel free to describe y

■“the great rooms of the Winter Palace were, on this occasion, 

with notable spectators that-1 would-calculate over 10,000 people were there
M. i ^2 '*'**'¥ '

in all their finery. There were also Zo chairs Jbr them. The Russians

BHEterstand that devotional services do-well to^preve-harsh^n the body. So 

the mighty ate© had to stand in place for several hours while the liturgies 

were recited. All the while, choral music continued, sad, yetm its way, 

pogipe.lliafeda^a majestic, due to the length of the occasion. It is as

though the deepest groans of Jesus Christ could be heam feom the Cross z-

again;-a presence to be moditated-upon.

Ten thousand of the powerful and the wealthy stood therefore in place 

whil£_th£j?eremony continued, an assembly of high generals, admirals, asji 
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various hiorarohteg of field and staff officers, as well as each and every last 

lady of St. Petersburg (as well as those .preseat from Moscow) who had ever 

been presented at Court. Also present was every dignitary from the First,

and their wives, ■and near to>a hundred maids of honor.

Second, Third and Fourth Class of the bureaucracies^^^mayorsfrom

4arge-and small cities andztowhs^andjmany of the new Russian businessmen 

Lord Carrington has a aiee 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.

An English devil,-4vell installed in V ictorufs court, reportecy&u/ that 

the Queen on reading this was heard to exclaim, "Oh, these Russians—

animals all! PoorAli will need every bit of the fortitude we have 

implanted in her!"

Carrington proved his sense of pomp by describing 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



Book 4 July 2005 8/5/05 438

top which made it into a crown, a splendid necklace,

and an enormous mantle of cloth of gold lined with ermine.

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, not 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'

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. had so committed

Himself to Russia. How these people believed in Him! One could say the

same for many a church group in America, but the differences were 

She/the perfection
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significant. In the U.S., even thea/aUtiieemphasis was on the Son.

Americans seem to live, dream, argue, and search for a closer relation to

Jesus. (It is as if He is out there awaiting their approaches.) And the Father,

4o that/^ubtle degree, if superannuated. His name was not that much

invoked except at funerals or fec-eatestreptres. ^Otherwise, it was all about
e.^ y ----- ‘

Jesus. Givea^nyrecurrt-years^ America^ can say it remains the same for a

good half of that vast, inchoate, endlessly patriotic land. "Boy," say half the

Americans, "if your faith is not in Jesus, your ass is in jeopardy."

FrTfgiVe me, J digress. I am ohviomly not tee happy if I am now so

.idle as te-write such comment^. Of course, back then in Moscow, I also felt

out of my element^ Russians were not for me. They were/inuch 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 wafieed- 

afeundythe altar three times. Yesr&^&JCceuld onjoy that. For the-

Russjansr-the Trinity is as familiar as the feeas-ef the great beasts whoW 

•fi-rrwwnt- ip .thpijydrtiiiTi?.
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-15-

I was soon able to read all the letters my agonts<o6uld supply to me in

the period after the wedding. A close study opened, however, many

/'questions. Just a few days later on the 17 of November, Nicky wrote,

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

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

spend exclusively with her!

to which on November 19th he adds,

Hlrd-t^iat home and read together. We simply don't

have the strengtlrteJegye each other.

On the same day, in a letter to his brother Georgy, adds,
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until

a completely new life has started for me. Icanstot

thank God enough for the treasuffr-Hehas sent me in

my wife. I am immeasjirtfmy happy with my darling

"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!

Werettage degrees of-intoxication being willfully brewed-bylhem?

Rarely had I encountered newly-weds who were as infatuated. They 

obviously did not seem to distinguish between the wild honey of first sex 

and the nectars of true love. But Nicky, after all, was twenty-six, and no 

neophyte, not to sex. (His military days had offered their female bounty.)

In contrast, Alix was-ftery much a virgin. Ntrmnty® urdened with the usual 

fears, she had also grown up with the woe of losing her mother at the age of

six. Then add her most-intense piety^SI found it-difficult(to acceptas whole 

truth fee romantic intensity of-be^entries in Nicky's diary. To me, they
d ujj/'

seemed serover ventilated with^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

teeming with deep spirits and untamable barbarians. Whenever he passed

by a fine copse of forest, he could remind himself that this loveliness was

his land. His Land. He was one of the chosen of God. And all the while

he was short in height compared to his dead father and the Grand Dukes—

his giant uncles. He felt unready. How, then, could he (He?) fail to

aggrancU■■ if 1 li J Luyffr I had to assume he was feeling like a booao hound

who will go mad if he cannot find a drink. Love was a vertiginous q. ?C-e^

-mountain on which you kept your balance by always climbing upward,
y) '

■E-4-had been capable of real compassion, I could have felt-sorry fey

Nicholas the Sccondr-

Nonetheless, I could come to no firm conclusions, not from this study

of their writings. The damnable question was still pending—what was the

Dummkopf up to? Was it not conceivable that in His Desire to make their

marriage beatific, and so effective for His Purposes, God was supplying

them with physical ecstasies? How could I know? I could not come near. I

had only these stolen fragments from their letters, and the reasonable

assumption that if God was going to choose a Tsar, He would be ready to
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He must be absolute! His grandfather, Alexander II, had been assassinated,

and his father had had a very close call. Russia was so vulnerable to grand

mal that one misstep could release a frenzy. Absolute allegiance to

autocracy must be proclaimed. The only fuitfftrla.

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

late father.

A strong speech, but he-contiflued to detest-these-duties. Hi-s-'

Repetitive lament is that he cannot spend enough time with Alix.

Then, as the first winter of their marriage came to an end, Alixjike-

many another good Victorian-womaa, 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 corseted defense of personal virtue by tainting their dreams with one or 
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another smelly thought. That was enough to spoil many $-da^m 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.

characterized as migraine, these headaches spoke to us of the'man oi— 

womans clear desire to commit murder­

An oRgoing-headaGhft.^Tdeecy^When intense enough to be

lady by its-to.taUmpossrfrfrrty. 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 

ways-an- Empress.,

^elovatod^mdew^ Already, the two women were developing impulses toward 

dead husband for the best of reasons and one of them was that she was

an Empi'emi, t»hc was uko leas. She was ar> 

each other they were obliged to pulverize on birtiu q/
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Poor Nicky! He is bewildered by Alix's unhappyj

’By June* Alix was free o fake migraines. [She was also pregnant, fe-

an entry to Nicky's diary on June 10, she writes:

My sweet old darling manykins, Wify loves you so deeply - -aPf-e^
and strongly, you are my one and my angels, what intense j

happiness. . .ours. . .our very own. . .what happiness could

be greater; only Wify must try and be as good and kind as

avytha horror of official

elt as if Time itself wag being tortured on such

haunted by the($mpty boredom, that i

meetings. He ah

isions.

possible lest another little person suffer for it. A big kiss.

Maestro) but the presence of real love often blurred the clarity of our 

powers of analysis. We could penetrate every aspect of false love, we had, 

comprehension of their love. How muchpvas beingexaggerated? None of

us were ready to admit as much to ourselves (and never, certainly, to the

This is June, but the baby will not be bom until November. Is Alix

restraining he/body from contact with htmfuntil aheFthe~baby arrives? <1, 

qgaS ready to punde^gaiH-jthe little iiiysle^/afflFe migraines^-?

-In ti’uthTt^JidaTpl'Oblein was that I felt no advance in my 
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indeed, at one time, a man.) This, however, I can say—I have never known

Love. I can expatiate upon its properties and tendencies, its dilemmas, its

dissipations, I can delineate most of the reasons for its augmentation or

disappearance, I can tell you everything about Love except for some

knowledge that is apparently missing at the core. It is that I cannot

distinguish true love from its most developed and artistic substitutes.

Witness, then, my confusion concerning Alix. I could begin to

comprehend Nicky. Given his situation, he needed love the way others 

require blood.

But Alix? I could not say whether she was a rare if somewhat sitty,

■e»d tasteless princess (when it came to writing prose), but was truly in love,
'"'f-

or, whether her amorous hysteria might be her special way of entering,

extraordinarily intenseffielghts of 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

to a conclusion. She was, indeed, declaring a temporary moratorium on sex.

On many a milk-run, I had watched a number of pregnant women enjoying

the act even in the eighth or ninth month. Of course, Alix was preparing for
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"|t< 7s
an-hei/to be bom, femext T-saS and one wouldn't dare to bruise the

development of that royal head, but still!—no sex on the schedule from June

to November! I leaned now to the hypothesis that Alix had strained

mightily to rise to the passionate heights she deemed necessary for this first

period of their marriage, but that

place, she was ready to take a rest. Yes, we must not do it "lest another little

accomplished,^nd the heir-to-be now in

person suffer."
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-17-

If the Romanovs are now at the center of my interest, this is no more

than a temporary matter. To understand Adolf Hitler will remain the core of

my motive for writing this book. Nonetheless, there are a few interesting if 

attenuated connections between that same Kaiser Wilhelm II who was 

always impressing his eettsinly weight on Nicky's mind, and Hitler himself 

(who, by the way, linked upi>n(&errsm. Wi-Uy^s the fool, who hadhelped to

lose World War I forGermany.) Y3l,

relations with an English philosopher named Houston Chamberlain,

daughter, Winifred^,

was so devoted a Wagnerite that he even dared to marry Wagner's
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I»4923, Ilitlor would/neetHouston Chamberlain^feBayrcuth^and—*

the latter, very much a-dawted radst^-aad 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,

to pay a msitflo-a-great, ifelatoly tesa»' ~

^-reeogntzed^mindiikeJiimS^f. Chamberlain's vanity may still Jmva bee^i.

intact, but he was virtually on his death-bed for this encounter.

Nonetheless, his support offered political substance to Adolf. Chamberlain

had been, in his time, the intellectual who had been most favored, honored,

and respected by Kaiser Wilhelm lliu fiCLOBd 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 13 th of the next month, Afeds Uncle Willy wrote to the new Russian

Tsar. His English was not perfect, but his ideas were obviously important to 

him.



Book 4 July 2005 8/5/05 454

Kaiser Wilhelm II to Nicky, 14 September 1895, Jagdhaus

Romingen

Dearest Nicky,

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...

Now goodbye, dearest Nicky, best love to dear Alix, and

believe me ever your fond devoted and faithful friend,
Gemsffif*

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
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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

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. After all, Geusin

Willy, according to Alix, is gloomy and always full of foreboding.

Moreover, Nicky is concerned about Alix. She is more than pregnant. Her
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accompaRyffifi-Jack of corrobXa^on-

e-waG/fe str ioted Lu the uerembrries-hc

yeffiress. They were as vyidespread as a city beneathxfhe city. The-streetsreF->

■displays^ Many false fronts vwfe~now-hidin^the^uglier buildings on the

route. Most of all, however, <Qne kept seeing two letters "N" for Nicky, and

Save the Tsar," and "Glory to our Russian Tsar, Glory, Glory, Glory!" were

the most popular.

J-bogon to think ma Sentiments were not-wholly misplaced."It was^as

'A" for Alix painted on walls^arcompamed-by/fcly patriotic words( "God

by the certainty of his instjrfct aad-theafter ceremony, confus

instinct for, was the date. Each day from the t^rfth to thertot~have~mti

r-unbatatt^dTf+te-frad-hadclQ-ke

thirteenth seeme s dangerous (tuTthe next. He sufferedjthrough ceremony

attended. With his inflamed sense anticipation, ho mighfrbvCTme

■prominent So I-coukLnnte.-that/^ countless number of p

cted for the spectators. And-&hrrOSt asTnany OTfrers for patriot!

ly glimpsed in passing, had by -i

for him was in the works. Whatif he

watch on-tlib reparations he did not

brms had

■Mosc-ew^whkdrfi

been
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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 were looking to monarchists to do

their bestrforusT or might it be their enemies? In any event, Maxim Gorky,

was enrageckby such-egFegioug'patriotism. Moscow, he told his friends,

was like a ®test salacious widow, who has bedizened her crotch with French

--- 7 "" tlingerie^-¥4&r^fd-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 his day. But the streets were exceptional. These

days, the people of Moscow could have been mistaken for 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
aa ? 4. • i
jammed with officers come to the city from many a nation, -aad speaking

many a language. A world congress might have been in progress.

I made a point of studying the city. I hardly needed the knowledge

for my particular mission and yet, for-alH knew,- Tdid. is dangerous to

prepare for a large stroke when one is unfamiliar with the terrain. So, I set 
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out to learn as much as I could, and  ̂(noted that many of the local
4 

merchants and resident!:^were profiting by opening their piaceetfo^spectators.

Anyone who had a window on the street was able, for example, to rent out 

-his-room for 200 rubles from dawn to sunset on May 9th. Htred^arriages 

with their coachmen cost 1200 rubles for the month. Useless to argue that 

one only wanted the coach for a few days, or that one could buy ten good 

horses for such an amount. 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 those who were obese. Woe to all who were standing
CS*" 1

next to such a fat ma«. And that was all you got for yew fifteen rubles. To

afford a balcony you had to spend 500, which was the equal, I suppose, of

purchasing four or five good horses. Those who belonged to the English

Club fared a little better. Since it was the English Club, each member had

an eye for the ladies, and was allowed 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 expected to stand on the newly-

constructed balcony of the Club until the parade was commenced, but they 
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had to be at least on the premises. Since that would entail a two and a half

hour wait, breakfast was served, a most special English breakfast—kippers,

sausage, bacon, porridge and eggs—and the men, whether English, or

looking to be taken for citizens of Great Britain, all wore early-morning tail­

coats. The ladies were in party dresses. The only contretemps occurred

when the police insisted on examining every nook of the club. 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 fashion. The-building

had~the goudTuitunu, if no w~the immediately nasty fuilinie, to be on the,

-TsaiJ'Sr rouble. Indeed, here, out of fundamental respect for Great Britain,

there had been a minimum of this necessary disruption.

Those who had traveled here from far-off parts of Russia or from

abroad but were wealthy enough to rent apartments overlooking the parade,

had to pay a rent of up to 2500 rubles. 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, and needless to add, honored tycoons. The
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French, being determined for diplomatic reasons to leave their imprint on

the occasion, would spend 200,000 rubles. That would help to fortify their

position as the great, good, loyal, and immovable ally of the Russians.
U lacJ?

Since that had once been the Germans' role, Geusin Willy's diplomats

responded 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.

However, the procession on May 9th had beautiful skies, and the heavens

stayed open and sunny all week, a rare sequent for MoscowA Given die £11111

Russian expectation that nothing good can prevail for long, tnere/vere many

whehwere certain that the day of the Coronation would spZrainX Instead,

another fabulous day came to Moscow from Sibeprte F-had to begin to>-

-wonder if the IjIFL was uffering-this gifl/Many dire predictions ha\i to be
j1' 19 \

amended. The immcroiXseers^jt^^Sscow,^!! the women who had beqn
x. \

quick to predict floods of do^nourTfEe fault of the new Tsarina, could now
s' \ \

onlyShake their heads/After all, Afrx had been introduced to Russian \

Orthodoxy righpdfter the demise of Alexander III. So, these women now

said, "SEecomes to us behind a coffin," but giVen the beatitude of this
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--------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------- ------

The procession, as it made its way up Tverskaya Street, extended

from the northern outskirts of Moscow to the Kjemtmitself, and presented a

spectacle so Ravish that only a sm^lkSense of its extent is realized by this

excerpt from KR. (IxyHfsay he was the diarist whose entries I could

invariably-Mok forward to enjoying.)

KR Diary May 9

What exultation! The first salute sounded signaling

troops welcomed him with an enormous roar.

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

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, "1

In the crowd, many were praying, many made the sign of

the cross as the Emperor passed. The Empress Marie cried the
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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.

2-
fhe^febove would satisfy me more; if osdy it indicated-what

Gt I'l'K l
calculations/fiaTgone into each detail of the ceremonies^ad entertainments-

j&ft-that day. T4re highest ministers of state had debated among themselves 

as to which diplomatic and economic factotsfwere to be most respected.

Half of the uniformed and-diplomatic £adresof tfie world had come to 

irrived from every European country and/Trom Asiay^

ea or Siam, btfrthenZthis Coronation looked to offer 

Moscow.

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 panoply,

there to exhibit to the world all the exceptional resources and varying

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
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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, born, 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 was one of the most sinister and foredoomed dates to occupy on the
calendar. f

■ - P . 5^
Nicky was mest aware of this bad omen. In the early rhapsodic-

weeks of their betrothal, he hadjfelt it was his duty to warn Alix. He could

do no less. And she had replied that it would now be her duty to stand

beside him. In union with each other, they would overcome any and all dire

signs. That was a Ged^given test/So she saw it. Yes, God had wanted
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Alix told him-> Together, (fheycould incarnate the power of transcendance.

They would not have to suffer like Job. They would be ready to love God 

"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 

English mare all the way from Petrovsky Park to the Spassky Gates of the

thoughts. Be certain, it was but a Kremlin, I was able to

minor entry. -StiLL^fhe^Maestro had not been wholly barricaded^

short but agreeably lustful set of encounters with one of the Maestro's long­

prostitute, a tsvigane. It was all accomplished before the Cudgels had 

begun to devote their present and massive effort to protect him. So the

Maestro had succeeded in gaining some smftllhngress into Nicky's soul. Be 

of^ecurity surrounding any other human being. Just so closely were Nicky

and Alix protected by the Cudgels. Yet, on this day, when he rode his

hg'was^n eighteen-year-old cadet, he had had a
,Ts

Gudgels-h-ad not sueeeeded altogether in-blockino^very route into Nicky's

Ten years ago whi 

term devils. She had coupled with Nicky while taking the form of a gypsy 

even more than St. Job had loved Him. .

AttThis I leamcd^nme day they entered the Kremlin. I 
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certain!—many skirmishes and small wars have been conducted since 

concerning this modest and now hard-maintained peth.(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

-vakie-te/he Maestro—was that he had invited me to use this invaluable

passage during the two hours it would take for Nicholas the Second to

parade his horse up Tverskaya Street to the Kremlin. Who else among our 

group was included, I cannot say. (The Maestiu lias~tiie puwei, when he—-

-eheoses, to render-us-inscnsitive even L^umpatitre 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
-As c-t a. e

^otlo~^e^t-^ftytimTg>efflliy own.-The-passage was too narrow. -A?

fbreefal effort—powerful enough te^mcite a headache in Nicky-lwould 

alert the Cudgels.

I obeyed. It was indeed a privilege. On the other hand, there were

few surprises. His letters had prepared me for the qualifeof most of the 

passing moments in this young Tsar's mind.
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All the same, I was disappointed, even if that was to be expected. I

■already knew that our Nicky was no extraordinary fellow—decent within

his limitations, but in no way, remarkable. When in the military, given his

obvious advantages, he had risen to the rank 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 have been happier if he

could have spent his life as an officer of such middle rank. Indeed, the

roaring enthusiasm of the troops as they saluted him on this day of parade,
<*-»

provided fioTonly 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 young Colonel.

I did have one surprise. His recollections were openly libidinous.

Even on this day. 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. His English mare, so elegant, so pale in color, seemed alert to his 
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excitement. She began to offer 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 spirits, so shared

by horse and rider, were thrust back into gloom. What quick woe! Tobe

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? Job

had prayed to God with such (Intensity yet his suffering had not abated. And

in five days, in his turn, he, Nicky, would be obliged to look to God for

comparable guidance.

Yet, just as quickly, Nicky's good mood came back. 1 could only do

my best to follow. I will confess that his thoughts came to me in confusing

joursts^and with stops, full of clatter and echo, but then, even his dark mood

could not remain morose in the face of this promenade. So many

decorations had been hung upon the faro of-thr hnmr/nmi buildings on

Tverskaya Street. Moscow, on this morning, had the radiance of an old lady

who had never been as beautiful before. A rare beauty. On most mornings,

the face of Moscow could be ugly, but on this day of extravagant good

weather, Moscow was so bright that it occasioned Nicky to think of glorious 
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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 alive in his-ear^he

would feel close to God. The stag, so immaculate in form, had just

sacrificed its existence. Why? For Nicky, the answer was simple but

profound. This death of a beautiful beast was there to deliver closer

understanding between God and man. For it was God who had given

human beings the right to take the lives of lower creations despite thei^

exquisite beauty^ef their life in-the-foresk And, at this moment, in full

parade, Nicky remembered a blasphemy that once had burned in his 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 it taste so fell of heaven?'1

Remembrance of such a blasphemy made him wince. It also made him 
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think of his duties yet to come. That occasioned his sense of dread. For
liha. cc

.every duty was F^ady to spring a4r-ap. He might feel close to God, he could

certainly feel close to beautiful animals, but there were always people-

around, seek-ing-to-touchhia hand, J^WasTJeuptedren^trid-hardly bear. Nor,
trust! His^miriisterST^^ state-was^^manding^ o-ftaggmg-

—wife The loyalty of those ministers did not go to him but to the

aggrandizement of their office. They were-always looking-to satisfy their

own position. Deceit was at their fingertips. Self-interest was in their skin.

told himself. He had a supreme trinityHe could withstand

which to protect himself. MWTather's guide. Ifc could hold tcjthree

principles—tVHonor,to Tradition, andtq Service. Yet he-eotrld unly

remain faithful to three such demanding principles4f4ie~beGam^/a strong

ruler. Otherwise,-fess honor would always be in danger of turning, inter

dishonor, his-aHegianee-toIradition oetrtd stiffen into inflexibility, and W

might-ovcn-bc broken m-the end by the dull call of service. Already, his

duties were detestable. Yes, it could all go down to disaster. He was noi

Nicky nowtold himGclfrequipped to deal with these endless intrigues.

Dealing with his ministers was like falling through space.
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Whereas to kill an animal, yet know compassion for the beast—such

an act wA^^vTonly nrnnwss tn Gnrf hutf marrow for the soul.

At this moment, his mare felt near enough to her master's thoughts to

rear up. -EefHfrherTnrndy she had-just had a sight of the stag's bloodC A cry

of fear rose from the spectators as the mare stood on her hind legs. The

crowd gasped, 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—offered a great wave of applause at

Nicky's grace in restoring the confidence of the horse. Another man could

have been thrown but he had steadied his beast. A sense of elation traveled 

through the crowd all the way up to the Spassky gate of the Kremlin. There 

were tens of thousands of spectators too far away on the route ahead to have 

this-approbation rolling ^ip the ■long’

seen it and so they could not know why they were ready to applaud, yet they
£ <s» I* 2 <2 pp

strect./And NickyAvasTflushed with has pleasure at own-sfrifHa calming his

horse. How nicely it had all been brought of£(Godffi his side; God in the-

place where he always wanted Him to be.
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No matter, his sense of doomXoon returned. JM&s future duty was 

( toaid and abet the projects of his ministers. Yet, to him, they were as flimsy
as a house of cards, yas, one spineless construction^L^U/o^to^of another.

And they would never respect him. They were tee accustomed to the force

of his father.

^Sertaiftty, their opinions vyere/abie to override already his own desire.

I

He had not planned this procession. They had. Over and over, they had
4 ik-i )

maistetfthat this promenade on May 9 would be his introduction to the

world, and-se<fEeTength of the “profession was/crucial. It must become the

longest parade in history, and he must be seenj^the front of this-file, soj
/-€i ly>
—many-miles long. His mother and Alix, however, were to-bring-up the rear

in two separate golden coaches. This arrangement, the ministers insisted,
p t-

would be the most dramatic way to demonstrate how greatfend near-to-

endless was the extent of Russian power.

Alix hac^detestod her placement. S-hedh^*wanted  to be seated next to

her Lovy. He/tried to explain the intentions of the ministers. Her silent ->

God, but quite another to one/(vith one's wife. Nothing is worse for a
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hound who would be brave than to be told by the eye of the beloved that he

is no more than a timid and conceivably weeUyfcreature.
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well as on the 11th, he held ceremonial receptions which required Alix and

himself to stand in one place for hours ,wrtfegst=movin.g. This ability to

^est/attention. As he complained afterward to Alix and to his mother, his

Over the five days from May 9 to May 13th, Nicky was engaged in

vroi'k--ef the worst sort-so far afr-he-was concerned. On the 10 of May as

remain affable while not shifting one's feet, nor indicating aoy sense of

strain, was considered erbritical measure of royal competence. As

ambassadors and celebrated envoy/presented (and many had -

significance described for him in advance) he knew //ho had to receive his

cheeks were sore from being kissed by plenipotentiaries with stiff
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mustaches and harsh beards. Nal gail^yashecomplained to

his women-folk. He would suggest that this was the laughable part of the 

endless ironies of social life. But he-was-annoyed. He was-fond-of-his face.

How his legs ached!

On the 12th of May, the banner of state had to be consecrated, which 

called for a.longa^ intricate service. The royal couple had to memorize

each step, and every verbal response. Between such moves, they stood in 

place, unmoving, limbs aching, regal.

On May 13th, other royal ornaments were transported from the 

armory to the throne hall of the Kremlin Palace. Accompanying this move,

a host of anxieties rose into his mood like a pestilence of small insects. He 

had been told in advance that it would be an easy day, and it-shuuld have
ft. I 11“^ S

•been for the ceremonies were, by now, reutiftgfbuthe felt as if hell itself

was waiting. He wanted nothing to go wrong ta-spoildomeffow. For he 

saw the end of the 14th as deliverance. He would be rid of his present

condition^ (the acting Tsar, He wouldjre no less than the consecrated Tsar.

Himself! Wholly consecrated! But^oom descended. Something was 

bound to go wrong!
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after ceremony, confused by the certainty ofbiyinstiftet-aftdAhe

4ccompflnytnQ4ack of corroboration.

ittendpd, W)4h his.infihmed_seii.se-nf anticipation^o-might becom/c

r-unbafaptedifhe had-hadtfokeep watch on the preparations he did

been erected for the spectators' many Others for patriotic

"God

the most popular.

I began to think his (sentiments were not wholly misplaced. It was as

if he knew that/something malign was in the works. What he <j££ \
<£e_/cfc ucpe pc
Trot-have-mi^^nstTnct for, was the date. Each day from the tenth to the

-^y £t J
thirteenth seemed as dangerous (tis thenext. He suffered through ceremony

witness. T were as widespread as a city beneath the city.

Save the Tsar, Ob Glory to our Russian Tsar, Glo^y^ Glory, Glory!" were

displays. Many false fronts wore nd iding-the uglier buildings on the

note that^j countless joimber of platforms hadprominent to-mer So I c

’A" for Alix painted o allsMacuompanied'by)^ly patriotic wori

route. Most nf all, however kept seeh^gTwo letters "N" for Nicky, and

c streets of-

^Mesc-ew^which Il^d-uqty glimpsed in passing, had by pdw becomc-mere-*
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th;

Si

res

70

everrtlie~pioc-essturron-May 9th had beautiful okies, and the heavens

stayed opcn-and sunny all week,-a-rare sequene for Moscow—Given the-firm"

Russian expectation that nothing goon can prevail for long, there were many

Joronatiohjj setTrain. Instead,

another fabulous day came to MoscowJfom Siberia. Hiad-to begin to.

women who had been

fault of the new Tsarina) could now
Z, ZZ a ~ 1 J

only&hake their heads.rATfoFaR/Alix had bgg&introdueed to Russian

wtioSve/e ^crtairrthal

.wonder iT-thcD .It-, was uffering-this gtft. Many diref predictions had to be

amended. The numeroua seers it(Tvioscow,

Cousin Willy's diplomatsce that had once been the^Germans' role

. They may also have been gambling on badji^st a music

, but then the Germans"did not even give a ball,0 rubles, a modest

alace in the woods costing onlyonded by moving out of Moscow t

er the demise of Alexander III. So, these women now

ood, loyal, and immovable ahyfof the Russians.position as the gre

Orthodoxy ri

ion, would spend 200,000 rubles. That would help to/drtify their

said, "She comes to us behind a coffin/ W^iven the beatitude of this
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exceptional day, a counter-sentiment soon arose. Many were now saying,

"We are close to the end of the century. Maybe the new one, this Twentieth

Centure, will be different. Let miracles of beauty and comfort come to us."
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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^hot able to offer much which is my

own. (3tFconrse,^ven the number of our agents who were on hand, I did f o

receive some^nsights on what passed through the mind of Nicholas II. %e- 

^fhost directview still comes nonetheless from i»s diaries. ^nftEe^^oF

April, a fortnight before the Coronation, but already steeped in unhappy 

anticipation, Nicky had written to his mother,

It seems to me that we should look upon all the

difficult ceremonies in Moscow as a great trial sent to

us by God... The only thought that consoles me is
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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!

Not a good deal to go by. 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 whatever position was-^ssigned. Folly to

wish for ^nythinglmore. Besides, he had even commended me privately for

the action I had suggested, and added, "See/the Coronation for-what ij-isy-a-

'jSetty event in the grand scheme of thmgs-^Yoii will miss nothing."

I saw it all, therefore, from a 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 came to me from 

other devils, which is why I am now reduced to describing most of the

occasion by wayfof Konstantin Romanov. KTkis- KR^-whem I have already 

{Boationed in_passing—was-not^only an np.eetnplis diarist, but a part of.

cthe royal-family, a bachelor uncle to Nicky^a-Romanov who Im^for his - 
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adventures in Hhthhni.isc,/, Whil> KR"nnii il exactly shiinTTPrl-hy-th^-farnily,

spen 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—as I have noted—a better 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.

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

cstatis. .‘MS-^-'-^k^ok-theJamily aruL^xnvxupUw^s

gathered in the Great Hall of The~PaJg7?

At^MSr-thc doors opened-anddhe Emrpress-

Marie-appearedr Ouiireai Is bted~when wedraw here

she-wa^weariag-ft-criTWii and a heavy purple mantle,



Book 4 July 2005 8/5/05

duchesses and princesses stood to the right oftlie--

throne, immovable on the dais. ThgJEinpress took

her place on the throne^aTiftle to the right of the

thrones of thgjhnperor and the young Tsarina. We

took^otfr]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

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.
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The chain broke! I queried the devils, but was unable to determine

how much we had to do with that little rupture. Pfrave to add^ jfwas painful-

not~to know-mere. Given the number of Cudgels surrounding this

ceremony, was it possible that we had been able to cause a chain so sacred

as the Andreev to break? Or, was this a nomis-to-usXve^had not designed?

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 cannot locate in the
>*■7

seat of your garment. For us, the secret to maintaining one's nerves nicely

in balance is to live with no unnecessary 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
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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,Zutright 

treachery on both sides4-fo.be divine dees not-mean that you cannot break
\ <e <a»^-~|tt 't-u

-yourWof3T>)ut also, with it all, there- are^^eal ongoing negotiation^/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
<5

threughmeir 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/fegimen, -their.

TsanettfieatieiT, and, ofterr/fnoEEdiffieult .o^ll^theirceremonial procedure^

/r\yh^ch ^}ey~for^y ^tfrTheir relics, their fhrioQ?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, njest resonant with blessings and curses

from'both sides, thr^fetlmvod^Throne upon which-dap Tsar Michael

Fyodorovitch sat in the year 1613. Who, then, can disavow the intensity of

believe that an indispensable magic power derived dircctlydrem/God has 

belief in the limited minds-of mos umans? Who among them &an.not- 

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

was no question in my mind that the Maestro al

Qn the God whom he expected was out there for him, waiting to bless tke- 

Maestro's pride^ad^as^&smiiggWliis wares into God's gifts.) There 

new=¥s?ir 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.

Mbrand'Nicky hearihe-cunei usion-ef-this-EucharisUvhese origins were-

embedded in the vefy-bowel^thaologic'jl stFHCtures also have-bowel si-) of

'ell-guarded meteriahstajact^can intensify an 

awareness of the spiritual^ even-as-4hoy(carry our spells. The two san reside 

together even when iftest mismatched. An unhappy marriage is still a 

marriage! The union is even more binding than the disharmony. So, I can 

Maestro could comprehend all the details of this ceremony had

Let me see(r can wen suggest semething of the sacerdotal 

atmosphere present Zm May 14th. The procession had set out from the

God. We wanted him to believe that God was there, and helping him. We,

too, were involved, -and in a manner more complex than any of us but the

say^&ft^ that we were not opposed to the-notion that<Nicky believed in His

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 Reaves, others •gtrite as

-q
/there are hours whei
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heavy as groans from th^ynetal itself. Bel It through out Jbg city All the

priests and dignitaries inside Assumption Cathedral came out to the paradon

to welcome the Monarchs. Aaddsfag they engredHhay were sprinkled
C</ 

with holy water ^nfr offered the Holy Cross for kissing. Once within, the

Trinity was invoked—three times were prayers repeated, and three times

were the holy icons kissed, befereJN icky and Alix-eeujd ascend the steps of

the dais in the center of the cathedral, that eye of the holiest within the

holiness of the cathedral.

We had had as much to do with the building of every church here as

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

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."
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Lgceczy 3<-y
All this^^iresome to describe unless one is at thcccnter of it, and

-thereby able to feel the approach of the Holy Spirit. (On many an occasion,
[a a j

tfesZSlessing becomes our gift. Or at the least—let me use the word—is

infiltrated with our spirit.) I think it was at this point that the Chain of the

Order of Saint Andrew broke^vhen His Majesty bowed his head to receive

it. Of course, the priests ignored this small disaster. It was a rule of order

among these Metropolitans never to indicate that any element in so sacred a

service hajl gone awry. T-he-Mctropolitan,^merefore^1nade the sign of the

cross yithout a pattoe, laid his hands on the Tsar's head, and proceeded to

enunciate two prayers. Ono wn% T expert, -far the poor broken diamond ,

chainy-and-the other went according to-the established ordet;. 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 his right hand and the Orb to his left. After

wftj^h/hfe proceeded to establish least OQiflbliflhS his royal

hindquarters, on the seat of the throne 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
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before him on a crimson cushion, its border of golden lac^,

stvy trembled delicately from the weight of her knees—the light, I was told,

reflected (allthe 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

hundred and one

It continued. Mo such service eoukl short. To many/who were

mest illumined at the beginning, weariness of the limbs crept in from.

-standing 30 long. Evonj&oredom, profane boredom, entered the Divine

notion of heaven as is attainable by a chorus. They sang, "We praise Thee,
%a(uo

O God," and again cannon sounded—one more ongoing sakrteT-Orre-

Liturgy. No, not all were ready 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 captured many in the congregation who had had small(mterest 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
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again and again. For even those who believed in the Father and in the Son

could never be certain about the Holy Ghost, '81 sucl^was our assumption!

(The Maestro often hinted to-us that wt had uui own put chase un tlns4ast

—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, I could not begin to say. How I would
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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 powerful had been our emanations

from those relics w&possessgd in-seerei/No matter the extent of my desire,

I could not learn 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

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 that the handiest

approach to comprehending my powers, is to assume that I am as much

brighter than an accomplished scholar as he will be more knowledgable than 

a clod in a poorly-endowed school, which is to say,(much brighter zTetTthis 

distance established, I still caenj command answers to

question that bedevils humankind. I, too, can be unmanned by the extent of 

all I do not know.
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of those social occasions wh+ek<fan offer a-gugst great profit for the future if 

-speak, for the richest of the nouveau riche. In°the previous ten years, there

•had-ftol been anullferevent su -important to attend..

Of course, there was also some detectable curdling of spirit among 

many of the more ambitious souls. They were not always happy with where 

they had been placed, \fjhis was- night earns long before any notion of the

taking one's seat and studying the rest of the room exactly how high was 

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

Marshal and the Grand Master of Ceremonies—they were all granted such 

A-list versus the B-list was introduced to present American society, me-

category may-even bccn-ereated-on thts-eccasTog;—GrreZertainly knew on 

~he~ur sheirapperts-to bdmvited—an orgy of social advancements, so te- 

the event of the season1^nd net only for Moscow butrfor all-efRussia—one 

Festival^fmissed the banquet that evening in the Palace of Facets. It was 
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privilege. The others, the B-list, had been sent to the Hall of Saint

Vladimir. Nonetheless, a blunting of ambition is the last punishment even

the most naive of monarchs would wish to arouse among his dinner guests,

and so Nicholas made a point, in company with Alexandra, of visiting

every table in both rooms, followed by the Dowager Empress Marie, the

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

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

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

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

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

invitation, they were to be forgottetVafter all. Whatjrelief, wha?applause

when they saw the Tsar and Tsarina/- a. •

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

present ostensibly in human form, it would fflve me stnaH pleasure to

describe the gold plates, the French dishes, the selected species 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 
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were not used to being served individually by three waiters 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 would 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." Anotheijjreporter, 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 new 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
-Hu j {Ski c* p* <3 <■

colossal separatioi^^My^f^pcrsistunt regret was that (avaluable

opportunity had been lost. I had not come near enough to Nicholas the

Second to be able to approach-aHast some understanding of why the

Dummkopf placed so many hopes in that young man. I was hungry indeed

for a-dew moreadetails. One of the damnable disadvantages of being a devil

is the manner in which we become obsessed, just so, with details. -Breyto

such-avidrtyT-wexaa-eften-appear-rid-iculoufrt-o ourselves:- In-this narrow,

-sense, wo arc more-niloferaiil of uui faults-than most-humans.



Book 4 July 2005 8/5/05 502

-23-

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 seen after Alexander III died that

problems. Russia was immensely richjfit was also extraordinarily poor. If 

period, and at a prodigious rate, Efet td> attract such involvement, the 

the country was ever to become an economic power equa

America,(huge~lncoming foreign investment wouTd^e cruotoHbr this 

-Artest,Jtjnust surpass all remembrances of^rand celebrations

gueste^-even the foreign visitorsHrte ministera^ter-^l/were facing

to
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economic relations with Europe. To amass enough foreign funds to

fatrailroad, however, Russia had been obliged to export most of its grain 

Completion of the Trans-Siberian Railroad Avas paramount. For that wouS

©pen trade to the Far East and thcrcbymultiply the volume of Russia's 

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 Moscowifrom hundreds of miles away. To the

surprise of many' Muscovites, they congregated at the various railroad

stations in the city. Half of them seemed to be sleeping there. This

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
I , j t l(

to see what
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Be assured, the peasants were most interesting to us. Without their

fetese allegiance, Nicholas II would have little legitimacy. He could not 

count on the cities. The proletariat (so recently peasants themselves) were

obliged to live(in a sordid state. fhere~wa»^ housing shortage/gccompanied

by cholera, typhus, syphillis, and tuberculosis. Alcoholism had become the

"tt-f leading social problem, followed ofesery by prostitution.

Vishnegradsky's measures served, however, their economic purpose.

t After thc-completioa-ef the Trans-Siberian Railroad, investment in heavy 

industry did triple from 1890 to 1900, even as the sewers of Moscow were 

still flooding peer streets in summer and workers were freezing to death in

winter—and soon replaced by other workem-j-peasants Reaving the land to 

come into the city.

Those peasants who repaametkm their villages lived in one-room

^heuscsr Their log cabins -usually hod no more for furniture than a stove.

The waHsfKadlong been blackened wkn smoke. There were 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

representation^ a»d only then would he greet the master of the house^=3ha^- 
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was usually the oldest peasant in the room. As a master, he had the best

place to sleep, which was on 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 wasa^reartyof. Whenthe room was not too cold, the

men might take off their boots before lying down. They had a saying: "The

stink (from your feet will kcepfthe flies, Armies of flies-did inhabit—

-eachdiouse-an4-p6inothers lived in terror that newborn infants might be
td-e fSj

driven into insanit^byTiorse-fly bites before they could say their first word.

Who knew? These flies were termed devils. A canard. They are part of the

Dummkopfs Creation. One of His Htths Errors. (In the beginning, He had

been much too fascinated by their agility.)

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

moving. I respected them^42sJS more than I thought I might. The women

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

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

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

moved, neither men nor women. They were not like other people who

•spsnd-toe at the station—no, at their worst, at their least, they still showed
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the marks of the famine of 1891. 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 Dummkopf might be looking-to/fegam some of the
•Zc>

powers He had lost by now bringing {fiis attention to Russia and/Russians.

In all these poor, ugly, big, strong, dumb men and their plain sturdy mates,

there was an undercurrent^e-suggest fhuch potential. Since our aim is to 

traduce human nature, we also look to develop the acumen to see 

potentiality in those humans in whom it might be buried. So, I will repeat:

There was ^"extraordinary jggtentialiffito be sensed here. They might be

mean, small-minded, ignorant, bewildered, even stupefied, but all that was

but€he wax that protects^ fine jelly in ajar. Beneath their torpor, behind 

their stupidities, I could sense a future capacity to be strong, wise, generous,

fair, loyal, yes, even understanding. No wender/folstoy and Dostoyevsky

had harrangued their readers,, and all but spoke-e^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
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are the only humans we are obliged to tolerate," the Maestro was fond of

saying. Neitzsche was another of his favorites. He was fascinated by

Nietzsche.
"Air A/<a-r

These days,-f~bgheve hefpays greater attention to the stars of

television and the movie screen. Certainly, this is true in America.
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-24-

My day was arriving—the event that was to be our contribution to the

festivities, (rhe-benefits toiurmight be^lHbryears-to

V^ine:
1
ffifre^miniotcrG had

----------- - "’"2k52^£<
*10 arouse the respect of the world^ad co atimulale Russia’s Industrial and-»

jjeonomie needfc-th^mtemal problems did/n£eowsa7remain. For years, the

Okhrana had been irfillialing revolutionary eirelcs and had been fftmg

Reports on the violence of the sentiments among a small but most
concentrated section of the working class.^lofthe ministers "^dvised Nicky

that a show of generous concern for the peasants ought to be undertaken lay
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the Tsar. Very soon after the Coronation, a vast peoples' fete would,

therefore, take place. Meanwhile, Nicky and Alix, would be busy, hour

after hour, day after day, every day after the 14 ,taking care-trffthe foreign

generals and statesmen who wen? still present. They- also had to-be-

entertained-inxecognitioa- of-the ardors of travelling to foissix-

So, it was not until May 18, that a grand and immense gathering in

Khodynskoe Field would honor all the peasants now in the city, a convening

for those who had traveled seme hundreds of miles and, for a few, ewro
tn )

more than a thousand miles by railroad, by wagon, even on foot ju-st/fcTbe in

Moscow when the Tsarevitch became the Tsar. It was-so important. This

event woul4raemonstrat^4icky's love for his peasants. It

their value,aftd ji.would Entertain them. There would be circus performers,
a 41 i fay

celebrate

singers and dancers, as well as numerous stands (Eorthe distribution of gifts

from/the Tsar and Tsarina. Taking intu accrrarrtj/fie great open stretches of

Khodynskoe Field^Jho estimate was tharhalt a million souls would c.nrne-

To revive them, four hundred thousand iron mugs, painted in red and gold,

would be given out free^ihoks ^6 keep forever as corpmemorative trophies.

These mugs would bear the initials NII embossed in gold above a double­
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headed Russian eagle. P-lus-the yeap- 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 containing Russian bread,

walnuts, sausage, cookies, and jams accompanied by a small book about the

Coronation wrapped up in an ambroidered handkerchief with the Tsar and

Tsarina's initials.

We had done our best, hewever^to tarnish the charm ofgEgbodmrany^

of these gifts. Our Russian agents, having worked for years with venal
kx. <a-p c. It—

caterers, saw to it that some of-tne (food would"be spoiled. It was an old 

practice.

To face this- horde^NTcky, Alexandra? and-tfee members of the court

would arrive around middawto sit in statesmen a Royal Pavilion erected at 

.oyal Pavilion, flanked onone ■purpose

either side by two larger stands, would offer seatsfror over a thousand 

notables. Nearby would be another pavilion with seats tforan additional 

thousand men and women who would pay handsomely for the privilege, 

middle-class for the most part, and of no particular^standing other than that
4^ 
jheyha^/tEe money t«-65£for surffplacija-iAthe stands.
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Among a few officials, there was concern that there might not be

^olice|enou^)fef the-occasien. Only three officers had been assigned to

—command latotal of one hundred and fifty Cossacks tfWe-to v/mrld.

serve as enforcers. Needless to say, these three officers, like.all stalwarts

who<irc in command of security, were ready fall of the unhappiest

for more

anticipations. No more than one hundred and fifty Cossacks to control half

a million people! Brrt /heir commander Received no -help whcnJ  ̂applied
: *t<= ’ l*_e~L  p Tfc-r ‘
’here was a shortage of available police, he was told. It

was true. The majority wer^sfationed at the outskirts of Moscow^ guarding

more thanthe approaches^. (After all, the police had bad already

four thousand suspected radicals^from thfeaity. For that mattor,(y&st sums

had already been spent upon the thousands of soldiers who-had been

employed- on guard duty-iduring the processional into the city on May 9th,
»xaa*c4-t,/ ? U. &*-*-**'( ’

■and the Coronation on the 14th. Now, it was the eighteenth of the month,

and the Ifands assigned for security were ness=tp depleted. Any precaution

that did not concern the immediate safety (MThe Tsar was obliged, therefore,
iX4 I |A

to receive less-iattention than-was^ieodod. So soon as the Tsar arrived
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obviously not required at Khodynskoe Fiald on the night before

—occasion, -¥he$5olice would be needed elsewhere/One^could nodiave

thieves running wild throughout-the city,

So, we were ready to take advantage ef the night. Thirteen years ago,

Khodynskoe Field had also bocn-uood-ae^ne site for a peasants' festival*
LA $<s>
following the Coronation o£A4eMinder III •arid/J.hii ty peasants had indeed^

lost their livesfopn in the covrre of-s?veral disorder butX was understood
Le^.
Jby-afk /Large crowds were not altogeth|eE,controllable. Thirty deaths was—•

not-ft-dhe lesull fui su large an event.

this remarkv/as most agreeable to him.

—SMrNicky ever/decided to hold this open-air celebration in the same
/> //. -ftu' -t-v

place, JLet the-event be seen-as-the foundation-of a-tr-adition. To one ofhi-s.

• • /---- ~-------------- *r - -------------------ministers, he even-sard, "Fitmar what you tell me, we-need-more tradition&r-
-e 'Ai- 4^ > “■ ux M
do we not?" Th^nurmur of approbation that came up from his ministers at

One problem that had not been examined, however, was that the field

swas no longer as usable as it had been bgek-in 1883. If/1891, a large

exhibition had been held on that land, and a good deal of temporary

construction had taken place. Afterward, no funds were available in the city
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treasury for restoring the teremr-ErgOy-fhe surface of Khodynskoe Field

/was now scarred with sand pits, sand holesT^wclls half-tilled, (jpeckmarks^,

WUU! uvuy wlfeiu. In additioft^Xme of the larger sand pits had widened into

ravines. Somefpits were fifteen feet deep. Others were small chasms.

^eme^ullies had been boarded over with Xhi» planks apd-could yet prove a

istacles and therehazard. Broad paths had been laid out between 

■people might mov ith safety, indeed, there was enough level ground for

half a million visitors, but there was no allowanc^for unruly

movement. Nonetheless, Khodynskoe Field was the Tsar's preference, ani.

to dwell on its drawbacks.-a© no minister

In truth, there had- seemli-more immediate concerns. If half a million-

pepplefwere to come to Moscow for the events, hew-wer-e they to be

sheltered? |Some might have family members who now worked in factories,

and-ftrey could take/mjdsiting relatives. In the slums of Moscow, many

were used to sleeping on the floor. The odor of old blouses and old pantSj

-and_linen wrappings for theirJeef the grease of their sheep-skin jackets and

sweat-ridden capes, caftans, and black woolen coats, might add to the reek

of the tenement, but what was ee new about that? On the other hand, there
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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, a-majority-ef

poor visitors came early to the field. Gn the evening before the day that the->

"Was'to take-pfeee, hordes were already installed on the ground.

T4iese-«ai4y^nivals-addedaip-te-a-geod-fittHiber. Some said^rie hundred

thousand, other officials estimated-as miigh as three hundred thousand.

There was drinking, there was singing, there were bonfires. Balalaikas were
— *

played. And the word was out. Theirwrfts would be distributed early. We

had disseminated a rumor that the ^^s/vrottMTre-p^oeod on the distributio.n ,
Z’/ $7^-1
tebWatdawn. Thousands of peasants moved up, therefore, in the middle

of the night. Wooden barriers shielded the huts and kiosks and counters

where the gifts were to be distributed but before long, many of those who

were pressing on these barriers^whether-thoy chose-to-or-not, were being

pushed from behind. And then, a couple of hours before first morning

light, some good part of the working populace of Moscow began to arrive.

The slums were marching in.

Back in the city on this night of the 17th, a gala took place at the

Bolshoi Theatre. So many ladies were in their finest diamonds that the glow
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of the gems—as many remarked—could compete with the sparkle of the

footlights. Yet, during intermission, the gentry were talking about the Field.

Who could believe how many would be at Khodynskoe? Some 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."

Actually, the distribution of the gifts had been scheduled to begin at

ten in the morning. That would take place two hours before Nicholas II

would arrive with the Tsarina. But the Cossacks and the few police on hand

'as pressing against the barriers with-awere already concerned^ The(6row<
Pc-#- .

■dreadful restlessness. Theydcept rocking the posts that supported the

barriers. Even noa, before daylight, it seemed likely the fences would not
a/- 

hold. Many in ourfcohort of-elientc were/fnspiring rumors. "The good stuff

is gone," theywere prompted/fb say?

Otfaefs^ere savage-in their whispers. "They are giving it out-already.

■XULthe-eftier side-efthe barrier. They aie giviiigTt-eut-to the privileged-
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Some of this had been foreseen, some was improvised in the light of

the hour, but so soon as we saw how few police were present, we had

known miwhef it was bound to work. The ^mors were piled up like

building blocks, lie upon lie! "The mugs are gone. The beer is gone." "No,

the beer is not gone, but there is wry little left." The further back in the

crowd that these rumors imidClhuiKw ay, the quicker did those at the rear

0K the ground even as they were reaching to-seize the gifts. Others, rushing

forward, stepped over them. And the crowds kept pttshmg/up from the

ranks to the rear, compressing the-maocUn the middle. That-impacted mass

would fall, a fourth would be knocked down by^bbdies charging»into the.

'btoekage. Women would scream. Children would wail. first few

minutes, hrmdreds ofZeople were shoved, propelled, thrust, and driven

down into the largest sand pit, where they churned about in a maelstrom of

of humans was now jamming into the thousands ^OpTronf before the ,

standing booths. Now, on every patch of ground, a man had no more than
C.ae a.

to stumble and he might- be gone. -Anotherfwould trip over film. A third

push forward. The first barriers began to tilt. Then they were knocked
r__ , l 

down. Instancy, t/he nearest kiosks were^overrun. Peasants were knocked
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Mown nnd-gripr. r.woln ng-1 overage .as they tried tn climb cu-it(gven as others

were falling on top of them, driven from behind. Bodj

I had never heard such a sound of woefcb©fese. Thousands of throats were

;ounds _£oon becameroaring i«-rage or screaming in-terreq;. -Thesi

screamed under the weight of adults clambering over them. Who could

upon hundreds of torsos?count how many thousands of ft

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

the crowd, they collapsed like minnows in the shallows, not able to breathe 

faces petrified by grief. Already!

It came to an end in much the manner that a storm dies down. Those

* <®r stir, then able to breathe, or just about. Along the edges j>f such a surf;-’

onlookers were braying out the names of family members. Some showed

-------------—----- O' — c

lifted overhead and passed baokwardfto avoid the crush coming-forward,.

passed from-arm to-nn-n-overhoad When thc&eeaeapeetyfeached the edge of

unearthly. As humans movedrfofward in/tfaves, smaller people were

thrown upward like spray. Bodies begairto fly througlfthe air. Children

on bodies.

who had broken through to the booths and trampled over the kiosks

continued to be catapulted forward by th® others behind them, until finally 
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they reached one end of the field. Others wedged their way off to the side.

Some in the rear, hearing the high note of the screams already/Irew back.

They pushed no longer. As the storm abated, peasants moved off in a44~ 

directions. The dead lay on the ground and in the pits.

In these early hours of daylight, the field was still quivering in its

toft&n chaos, but fiwrdisorder had spread(to the streets and avenues of

Moscow. Some tens of 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. Now, as they approached^fhey saw wagons coming 

si

managed to leeate any of their own fallen now >y, weeping. Some

were hysterical, Qaughiftgat one moment, nesw-groanieg on the next. Lest-in,, 

of losing their souls foreverr^fthis unholy readiness to laugh. Yet how

toward them carrying a burden of the dead, and these bloody wagons were

>y men and women wailing in grief. Ttose ^latives who had

the dozo pfffit knowing whether to consider themselves luckyzto"have
cx-Cyo /

avoided the catastrophe themselygs, theyf^ad to wonder if they were in peril
Vi 1^4

could they not laugh if the smallest, meanest part of them had not secretly 
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despised the dead relative for years? Yes, plittle bit. Yes, it had all 

happened and yet, it could not possibly have happened.

Those who were still coming toward Khodynskoe Field

bewildered. -AH^hese faces, Streaming and sobEmg. Sws^Thideous 

laughter. Every wagon carried bodies in ruined peasant finery, a«d-&e^iany

of the deadrtvith bloody noses, discolored faces, twisted broken limbs, near

to nude. More than a few had been covered with other penphsi remnanty 

clothes found on the ground, or tom from the body of one corpse to hide the 

nakedness of another.

Later came estimates of how many lives had been lost. The best 

guess was three thousand. Nicky, when first told, heard that the number 

was three hundred, but his minister was well known for his habit of

reducing tho extcntfot badnews by ninety per cent. Later, come nightfall,

Nicky was told that it was 1300 people.

The first cotiuit uf unidentifiadideadbodies were taken to

Vagankovsky Cemetery. Until this hour, ^had been restricted for centuries 

to fic followers of Orthodoxy. On this morning, however, it could hardly 

be determined whether a given victim was certifiably Orthodox, and the first 
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impulse by the police officials of the burial squads, formed before the dead

had even been counted, was to get these bodies out and away^and into a ~~

Quickly! Get it done before the Tsar arrived. , \----

The impact of these promiscuous interments/^ave a further profit to

our purpose, a profit fiotyet comprehended l^-iis, ndll to its full extent-*̂
f C-L3 J
/tmtiTwe 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

fine day in a row. The onion domes of the forty times forty churches of

Moscow were resplendent in the sum The domes, 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 began an unholy feud 

with the bells.



Book 4 July 2005 8/5/05 521

I, however, was in sash a state of excitement at the extent of our

triumph (and even in a small wonder at the size of it). So, my senses had

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

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

stomach, as if al Unit lost in the vortex of a horrible dream that clung

like slime to their feelings. Meanwhile, the sun reflected the gold of the

onion domes above each church. For the past half year, laborers in high
IT I

peril of slipping off the steep pitches of church roofs beeeusc-ofi'wmter ice

had labored 6t fasteningnew leaf to these gilded domes.
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-25-

At noon, when the Tsar and Tsarina arrived, most of the litter on

Khodynskoe Field had been cleared. There was still a scatter of tom

clothing that lay along the sand and in the pits like a lower order of camage,

but the bodies had been removed, first by the police, and then by a regiment

of soldiers quickly brought in, and fhe lasTof the dead had been carried off

the-fiold to sheltered areas behind the outlying kiosks and hutches. There,

the remains 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 still shouts and

screams of recognition but Nicky and Alix were far enough away not to live 
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with such sights and sounds. Besides, a chorus, long prepared, had been

installed in front of the Royal Pavilion, and this group was composed of

more than a thousand singers, and for now, their voices certainly prevailed.

The several viewing stands were filled with their assembly of distinguished

foreigners and Muscovites in their best uniforms, the ladies in thcii best

•examples-new-of afternoon finery. Colorful bunting was arrayed above the

pavilion, flowers were everywhere, and these hothouse bouquets were equal

/X bursts of gaiety for they reinforced the social principle that one must

never speak or ^w>4^eed-^mnptea&§sLgo?neB^miring a high and fi»e

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 himselfbreaks wind. Usually, the spiritual-incontinence

of the odor is in direct relation to the involuntary nature of the act^plus the

depth of our Satanic investment in the client's passageways*̂  Behold!—the

pestilence sits in the air for the next few moments. Sometimes, longer. ¥et~>

^o one remarks on it. For the social record, it has not happened. This

ability to ignore the repellent has always been the ingrained strength of the 

upper classes.
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<3> tee 
Now, hearing a chorus of a-thousand gifted voices ^6ffering a heavenly

vocal collation to ten thousand onlookers, no one is about to recognize that

but a few hours ago, mere than a few horrors had occurred. Btrt the

Russians, given their pan-European desire to ape the best manners of the

British, iw looked to demonstrate that they had thek(k~inship to all those

^oloct who can-fee seen 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

soon 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.

On the tail of this wind, the Tsar and Tsarina arrived. Everything

*̂1
changed. It was as if the gale was ready to be dispelled by thia-uproar of

cheers so loud one could barely hear the band, that immense national band,

it playecTthe national anthem with stentorian bfass. ^The pavilion

guests bowed to left and to right, and waved their arms in salute.

Khodynskoe Field was now only half visible in the dust as the near ground 



Book 4 July 2005 8/5/05 525

began to fill up from all the latecomers arriving now in safety after the

tumult of the morning. 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 the new delegations. There were

and Alix—a large platter for ceremonial bread and salt. Nine months had

been spent by eight men carving this platter out of crystal. Nicky screwed 

fourteen such in all. As I was later to learn, there -wore representatives frorp

up his buttocks to force a little gratitude into his expression, an act of forced

charm detectable only to connoisseurs like myself. Then, he proceeded to

thank the eight workers for the splendid niceties of their work. Next came a

Cavalry regiment, the Georgiyevskys. A delegation of peasant woman was 
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followed by distinguished artists of the Moscow Imperial Theater. After

which, a delegation from the Moscow coachmen paid their respects. 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 to file by. After this,

Nicky and Alix were able to enter the palace and preside over a feast for the

common people. That is to say— the honored representatives of the

common people. Inserting his remarks between choruses of cheers,

Nicholas II spoke to these distinguished 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.
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It is not easy to believe, but I happened to look at the time. To me,

that is no more than a phrase for I hardly needed a watch. But then, no

devil, clothed or invisible, is ever without a clear sense of the minute. So I

can state that at the exact moment when the Tsar was making this speech, an
P ✓e-e / $■<-/

unsavory event occurred at the morgue, yes, at thisfrnstant which Vknow
-/u?

because another devil reported that exact time/later.) Two of the corpses

who had been carried from the transport wagons to be laid out on the

morgue tables, happened to rise up out of their comatose state. They even

cried out in unison. From opposite ends of the room! They had been

trampled near to death, and had appeared inert, but now they were obviously

alive.

If I mention these upstarts, it is to emphasize the conjunction of the

two occasions. I would even learn that Alix was suffering her own climax

of foreboding at what had to be near to the same 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?
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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

out the last of the victims, and on those far fringes of Khodynskoe Field,

some hundreds of peasants and Muscovites kept searching for the lest
A. p
jieopl^/of their families^fMeanwhile, in the palace courtyard, Nicky went

from table to table to offer greetings to the villagers as they ate their Poltava

Borscht, 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 
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as a few kept looking for (family ^nembecs, staring into the battered faces of

.iheffjerished rtvho might, given their large disfigurement, still reveal some
' <3=>*7  "t ' '=C-”

smashed or ravaged feature oi-the relat.ivja.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 did remain. A heap of fifty here, twenty there, 

t oreokiarms and legs at oreeketkangles, filthy clothing. Doctors knelt in the dust to 

see if they could separate out ^nyone-/vho might be breathing. Almost at the

same moment, one of the dead wasmo longer to be counted as dead. He

rose up. His wife, who had been weeping beside him, began to beat herself

on the ohesfr: ('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

Rooster!" his wife cried out.
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-26-

It is time to explainfmy relation to the events at the field. Even as I 

was not present at the Coronation so was I not a leading actor during the
V~ C ^7

oeeurroncos just described. I had no more than the satisfaction that I

foresaw^Kepessibilitres-efythis project and the Maestro had approved my 

intuition. If I th®» assumecKfHat 1 woulcTbe one of the Maestro's field 

officers when it came tQJhedaskixfidiGruptin^the proceedings, 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 saythatT felt no di^ppnintment^Or hnd no cngpirion thntFj

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,UmT~W7d7?rmaBj^ -Mtne-was (that 1 was capable of 

any sort of demanding task, high or low. Now, I had to recognize, and

should have known it frem-the start, that my assignment to study the letters
•ftc i $

would remain my basic role in Russia. All the same, knowledge could

be of use-»©v^=JH-the aftermath of KhodynskoeB I would be able/fopresent
some interesting reactions within the Court. T^iak not only of those who

perished in a muck of blood, flesh, broken bones, tom lace, and suffocation,

but-of ths/Romanovs as wellrtZfeey-had-suffored their own depredations^

One immediate and discernible result was 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 the viewing stands. Given that passage which the 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 

an unruly passion. I could feel its intensity. Some turn red with rage. He
p sipl

was pale with his unspoken fury, dirgg^^ward the peasants. Jn?

■thTsrhia sentiments were comparable to what Alix had-exprefloedr- How-

could thcco people have been so ungrateful, so self­

destructive? Yet—heavy as chains lying upon his heart—fiiis duty^vas/to

forgive them. They were his people. Btrt £euld he calKupon himself to feel

such a Sentiment when he was marooned in anger? There were so many 

aspects to his fury. For he was equally enraged at the ineptitude of the

police. Bcrtvas also furious at himself He could not be expected to watch 

over every detail, but nonetheless! Why had he not paid some attention to 

the arrangements for security? Much of this could have been prevented!

Or was that true? Had the events been inevitable? Were his fortunes 
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cursed? He did not know. He could hardly know. Later that night, before

. . . .
he attempted to sleep, he pnt Hmim n few senteness- in his diaryj

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 that 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 
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years, sent 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 this very night of

May 18th , had been planned as the largest social event of the Coronation.

The reply to Witte came from a man who held no small opinion of

himself, nor his power. This was the Governor General of Moscow, the

Grand Duke Sergei Alexandrovich, who was married to Alix's older sister,

Ella. He had taken over, among his many other duties, the position of

Director of the Peasants' Festival. "The Tsar considers Khodynka a great
~7a 

disaster," Sergei Alexandrovitch repliedjby 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 tjfreir sentiments^jvere not "

shared by Nicky's cousins, ^ybunger 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, could only be described as monstrous. His 
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brothers, the sons of grand Duke Mikhail, were in passionate agreement.

/flicky must not attend the French ball tonight. What an outrageous insult 

to the dead! Where was Russia's honor? Sandro said as much to Nicky.

Our young Tsar, four days into his Coronation, did feel that he agreed with

Sandro, but just then came Uncle Alexey into the room, and this Grand

Duke was the oldest remaining brother of Nicky's dead father.

"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 never admit

it to themselves, but they are siding with unholy forces. They wish to

depose Sergei Alexandrovitch so they can 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 so soon as Uncle Alexey had marched off. "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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-^-A. v~
and did not have enough experience to maintain the convtneing edge (of his

-debate. 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?}whgc^7?feto¥e^

hand to hire police the night before. Moreover, by way of amumbcr of

Colonels who were also our clients, the body of soldiers available for the 

occasion had been assigned to toother gates of the city—of course!

That had been one more good/eason why tfeete^as no monej/on 
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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 had the most to

offer. Just as he was in the midst of giving real attention to cousin Nikolai's

fine speech, so two of his uncles came in on the echo. They proceeded to

explain, and in the sharpest terms, that it would be an insult of incomparable 

consequence should Nicky not be present. The French Embassy had made
«• J cc-b ss

the most ineomparable^reparations. The wtthdrawal^of the Tsar and
t*-  < "A

Tsarina could causoia rupturo(5etween the two nations. "Nicky, we depend 

upon the French alliance.^ Yott-htwe-te attend the Ball. Niok-y/Tt would be

a sign of great weakness in you not to appear/The French^jjieasure 

themselves by thWsanity they are-able-tcncmpfoy-against-hoatcd cmotfon.

They are proud of their froideur! They detest sentimentality. They will not 

see you as a man, but as a womanly<-&errtrrrrerrtal creature, a weakling in the

worst way. Foreign policy must not be determined by unfortunate accidents^

OF^afrsing eetinpassfon^ 1
Cz»«< p OS'S?/ <s«-i , I Ji L 1*1.  l''=■*■/

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 
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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 ethos. He

was known to quote himself. On this night, they found sueh speech to bo

odious. So, they departed, all four brothers—they made a point of leaving

at the exact moment that the dancing began. Uncle Alexey spoke out

loudly: "There go the four imperial followers of Robespierre."

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 
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insinuate myself into the Royal Chamber. That would hardly 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

advantage and I worry myself and cry for days on
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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

confided too much to her closest lady-in-waiting. She adored Nicky, Alix

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.

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 
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other trusted friends. They also took a vow of silence. They did not feel

they must wait as long, however, to break their oath. Within the week,

Moscow's society was snickering over the Tsarina's avowed 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-mine."

They enjoyed laughing at Alix but sooner or later, one of the ladies

would 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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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 behind the 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 recall many times when

we had spent our time as 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 will not use

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

less disturbing for me to accept the large interest of the Maestro. Following

our success in Russia, I was ready to believe that his aims were large.

Filled now with a lightness of spirit altogether different from the

heaviness that is requisite to being loyal without 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 was no need. If I was ever to be

called back to Russia, and I expected that I might be, all necessary

recollections would be reconstituted for me.

Let me admit that was how it seemed at the time. I find it interesting

now, as I write this book, how much I do recall, but then I was indeed sent

back to Russia in 1908, and would remain there until the murder of
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Rasputin eight years later—that incomparable Rasputin, a most exceptional

client! He was not only able to work in the closest union with me, but

insisted upon continuing as well in the service of one of the D.K.'s most

astute Cudgels.

I will look to tell that story, but not until I can 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 cooperation with a human as

holy and demonic as 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.


