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Childhood

St. Petersburg Summer holidays at the Derevnia and in Europe

| do have some vague recollections of earlier childhood but taking a curl,
a real long one, as a present to a neighbour when I had them cut off; sitting on a
very large horse in front of my brother; hiding under a beach chair in Finland for
fear of a terribly tall and forbidding Baltic Baron who owned the resort - those
are memories which can mean nothing to anyone.

A few days ago one of the local radio
stations gave a 24 hour uninterrupted reading of War and Peace. The book
fascinated me every time | read it, from the first time when | was in my early
teens to the last when | was well past sixty. Everything connected with Tolstoy
excites and interests me. In the mid fifties Mike was coming back from France
on the Flandre and on dockside, we awaited him. Suddenly the loudspeaker
paged Tolstoy"Miss Tolstoy™ and a strange thrill ran through me as an elderly
lady, stocky and heavy in a nondescript grey suit walked past. We met a niece of
Tolstoy's - TolstoyBehrs - several times. The legend had it that Natasha was
modeled after Tolstoy's sister in law, an aunt of our acquaintance, who bred dogs
and had an apartment full of them on New York's East Side. But what strangely
fascinates me is that I still remember, we were living in an apartment on the 5th
line (street) on the Vassilevski Ostrov, on the top floor of a steep staircase - it's
well gave me regular nightmares - Father coming home one evening and even
before kissing me saying, Tolstoy"Tolstoy has disappeared”. For several days his
name was spoken often, in tones that | now realize were worried and then came
the news that he had been found in a station. This meant nothing to me. | was
blissfully happy at home and had never dreamed of running away and getting lost

and found in a station. This became a reality only many many years later. My



sister explained, or tried to, that he had gone away and was now lying sick in the
station master's room in the small station and that everyone was very very sad.
Then he died and faded into the subconscious, as | now realize, of the little boy -
to appear only now. But there it is, this big event as a landmark in the misty

memories.
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Then comes the spacious cabin - white and mahogany on the gleaming
river steamer. The wide decks and the monotonous landscape - fields, low hills
topped by white churches with bright cupolas, and clustered around them, the
dark, wooden ishas. (izba is a traditional log house of rural Russia)

The dirt roads winding down to the rickety wooden piers to
which the steamer stopped every few hours. The bustle on the gangplank, the
peasants streaming first off and then on and gathering on the lower deck.
Occasionally the village was a town and we would disembark; stroll along the
streets - unpaved and without sidewalks, watch the carts move by the crowds of
peasants and the open stalls. We bought local wares - at Kosmodemiansk special
walking sticks decorated with burnt in designs and | was proud to get a small one
myself. Then back again to the island of safe civilization that the steamer
represented. Unconsciously | do think this contrast between the surroundings
and where 1 actually was, remained with me all my life as a strong biding feeling
of being a spectator, not a live actor of much that was going on around me. Many
years later when the fabled Orient Express was stalled in one of the Central
European plains, far from everywhere and a gay, if somewhat shady international
crowd continued their bad but sophisticated meal in the restaurant car with it's

incredibly thick cups and their intricate monograms, the heavy Christofle,



gleaming napkins and even the inevitable vase of meager flowers next to the quart
Evian with it's pink label and everyone looked out onto the dismal scenery, this
feeling swept over me again. Decades passed and | was stranded in a taxi this
side of the Han river with Seoul lights gleaming in the distance. Around me was
a dilapidated Korean village, an unpaved and unlit street, if one may call it that,
half ruined low buildings with thatched roofs, dirty children in rags that had long
since lost all color, hens and even a pig or two wallowing in a mud hole - the
small barge that served as ferry was delayed, and once again memories of that
feeling of being outside of my surroundings, of remaining only a spectator,
passing through, came sweeping back.

The long sunny afternoons on the Volga so long long ago -
with the barges slowly drifting down stream and others, hugging the banks, being
hauled by crowds of straining men. Many a time hearing the famous, or by now
infamous, Volga Boatman song rendered in an infinity of ways from that
unforgettable depth of Chaliapin's bass or some choir of émigré (refugee) Russian
Cossacks or just plain singers, | would try and recapture the impressions of some
songs which | now imagined | had really heard at those riverside towns on the
\Volga. | can, and that is true, close my eyes and see a certain barge with children
and grown ups on board watching us overtake them, looking at us as we waved
to them and answering in a strange manner - with a circular movement of their
hands. To my question of why they didn't wave back, Emily answered that they
most probably didn't know how. | remained uncertain, confused and unsatisfied
by such a Victorian answer. For although she had roamed the earth in days when
it was not that easy, had had an adventurous life, to say the least, Emily remained
somewhere deep inside, the Victorian girl who had once seen, really seen, with
her own eyes, the tiny Empress of India - and Emily was herself barely over five

foot - emerge from Selfridge's and bow to the crowd.



We passed Nijni Novgorod where we changed to a larger steamer,
Simbrisk and arrived at Syzran with the railway bridge crossing the river an
incongruous sight in this far away Russian countryside. We were met by several
carriages and driven to the local hotel to refresh ourselves and eat something
before the long and arduous drive to what we called the Derevnia - actually
meaning village but no other name was ever used for Uncle Kokas's estate which
he had carved out of the family acres some ten miles from Bogorodskoe, the
ancestral place of his family. The salon of the hotel was all early XX century
plush with dark drapes, white tablecloths and a smelly WC - probably not actually
a WC with running water as | now surmise, thinking back. There was a
washbasin and | was tidied up. It is unbelievable what an amount of tidying up
was lavished on me and, thinking back again, | can't imagine that any boy, let
alone one of the "good little boy" type to which | belonged, could need such
constant attention.

By early afternoon we would all troop down to the big landau (pram)
that had been borrowed from the big house. It was a heavy contraption that we
would now call probably convertible which could be opened completely, with
two soft benches facing each other, upholstered in worn leather. This particular
one had been ordered in Paris by SeeUncleKokaUncle's ancestor at the turn of the
19th century when he 'occupied' Napoleon's capital and needed at least four
horses to drag it along at snail's pace. It had become a rickety affair and |
remember that one of the doors was tied with a piece of string to avoid the risk
of suddenly swinging open when we hit a particularly deep rut in the trakt for
one should not call a road, the wide expanse of parallel tracks which wound it's
way across the steppe. Dusty and with deep holes amid the grey dried grass, it
most probably became a river of mud in the rainy season and totally disappeared

in snowstorms. Later on in some early November, Uncle Koka, driving back to
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catch the train in Syzran to join Auntie Alia in Saint Petersburg or Paris, got lost
and landed with the coachman in the local hospital with severely frozen feet. My
brother Misha rushed down by express to bring him back to a decent hospital for
treatment -and again the contrast between so called advanced civilization and the
primitive existence that had carried over from past centuries impressed the boy |
was then.

The cavalcade started out under a blazing sun with us in the main
carriage and SeeUncleKokaUncle, who had come to fetch us with SeeMisha and
also a cart with the trunks still further behind in the cloud of dust. | fidgeted and
watched the inexistent scenery, empty except for a couple of clusters of isbas,
(izbas) with a whitewashed church, children, hens, a few barking dogs and a
peasant woman or two watching us go by. We arrived at a shallow river with a
rickety bridge and turned off the main track to cross at the ford, leaving the
dangerous bridge to the side. This duly impressed me. By evening we would see
from the top of one of the hills the dark patch of garden in the hollow, drive off
the tract and around what was supposed to be a fence, to emerge in the still sunlit
steppe with its sea of sunflowers and a rather colorful open space with several
flower beds behind which loomed the unpretentious white facade of the house,
with its several columns, its porch and green roof. Of course today, looking back,
| realize that this was a typically Empire structure and hundreds of early
American plantations and other colonial structures have made it familiar to all. |
have no recollection of the interior - it must have been rather comfortable in a
pretentious turn of the century way that Chekov has made famous. The garden
was neglected but that only added to its fascination and one could play hide and
seek with no one, indefinitely. Which memories date back from which of my
visits | can't of course say. They blend in a somewhat blurred picture but ever

since | can remember it was always coming back to a familiar place. I  would



rush out as soon as | had been dressed in my Russian embroidered shirt, wide
sharovaris, like plus fours of later years, and high boots. Why | had to be
disguised in this manner preferably to my other more conventional disguise as a
British sailor, furnished by Rowe of London, | don't know. But it was deemed
more convenient and a propos (suitable). A rather wide path led to the courtyard
and the stables. One passed a small white walled pavilion - actually a guest house
because the house wasn't large and it was the Russian habit not to turn away
unexpected guests who could come for a day and easily stay months. During our
last visit to the Derevnia, this was in 1916, Auntie had lodged Austrian prisoners
of war who worked in the fields in this pavilion. And as we were thousands of
miles away from the war zone, no actual guards were needed. Auntie liked the
Austrians and so did | because they were friendly and easy going. | got along so
well that I talked them into believing that Auntie had ordered that a small
oversized doll house be built complete with a garden, for me to play in. They
enthusiastically complied with my request causing confusion in the daily work
schedule but very much to my delight.

| would arrive breathless in the yard to watch the carriages being
washed, the horses unharnessed and brushed, given their oats and led into the
stables. | could then play hop scotch with the coachman's kids and watch the
barrel being filled from the well and slowly hauled to the wing of the house
containing the bathroom where running water had been installed with this
somewhat primitive source of supply. The coachman was a grand fellow - tall
and handsome and he wore the most gorgeous satin Russian shirts and a small
round cap with peacock feathers stuck around it and had very shiny high boots.
He impressed me terrifically and | adored him until the unforgettable incident
with his wife. It must be said that, of course, a rivalry existed between the stables

of the Young Barin's house and those of the main house in Bogorodskoe some
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miles away across mostly Dmitrieff owned land and every time we would visit
there the carriages were specially shiny, the horses specially well groomed and
the coachman specially superb. My great treat was to go watch the grooms
harness the horses and then drive, sitting beside the coachman on his high seat,
to the house to pick up whoever was going. This time | arrived a bit late as | had
had to change, once again, and for the occasion into white sailor suit, to find the
coachman brushing his shiny hair and, probably this | don't remember, his beard.
He had on his wide breeches and shiny boots and his wife had laid out for him a
yellow shirt - he had ordered a bright blue one and she started to remonstrate with
him. He turned around and with an oath, which I didn't understand at all not
having been exposed to that sort of vocabulary, hit her a resounding blow that
sent her reeling across the room. | fled in abject terror howling to the house.
Considerable diplomacy was required and | recollect seeing the coachman kissing
his wife fondly before we could all get into the carriage and a subdued boy behave
as decorously as was required in those far off days.

The main house in Bogorodskoe is, of course, much more vague in
my memory. It was larger and older and the garden, quite as neglected, much
more elaborate with a much larger pond. The furniture was mainly mahogany.
That I know because Auntie took what she needed to furnish both her house in
the country and the apartment they had in Paris, from Bogorodskoe where the
serfs had produced vast amounts of armchairs, tables, divans and so on, modeled
on pieces brought from abroad by the famous ancestor, Ivan Ivanovich (lvan son
of Ivan) who had been a minister of Alexander | and a poet of sorts. Pushkin
was a great admirer of his and quoted him several times. One single armchair
survived the sale of all Auntie's furniture and antiques in Paris when her dress
making establishment went bankrupt in the early thirties and she have it to us as

a wedding gift. It has had a continuously adventurous career since and is to this



day in our living room having survived World War Il. If only it could speak it
would have quite a story to tell.

The little old lady who lived in Bogorodskoe was a maiden 'Aunt’ of
Uncle Koka's and had brought up her nephew, and several other children whom
Feodor Dmitrieff, a liberal minded aristocrat of the middle 19th century and Dean
of the Moscow University at one time, had had, | understand, maostly out of
wedlock. To all who are familiar with War and Peace and Bezukhov, this aspect
of Russian pre-revolutionary life comes naturally. By the time | met her she was
in her eighties and her image is confused with that of my father's mother. She
was a very outstanding woman carrying on the tradition of those great 'Russian
Women' of the highest aristocracy who followed their husbands to Siberia after
the Decembrist uprising. She must have been born in the thirties and the story
that, as a child she had know Lermontov, the Russian Byron killed in a duel in
1840, could be true. I also remember in later years, in Paris, Uncle telling Tolstoy
- neither the famous Leo or the other well known Alexis, but a third, rather
prominent author who returned to Soviet Russia from emigration and died in the
early sixties and was a friend o my uncle's, that Stanislavski of the Moscow Art
Theater had been a visitor to Bogorodskoe and had used the salon as a prototype
for his realistic scenery for The Cherry Orchard. Whether true or not, it makes a
nice story. The old lady used to play 'patience’ and serve interminable tea. | can't
believe she approved of her nephew's marriage to a twice divorced converted
Jewess, nor could she, even if a liberal, be that devoid of Anti-Semitism, to take
to our family. But she was broadminded enough to receive us all and | do believe
got along quite well with Mother - very probably better than with Auntie who
was flashy, opinionated and energetic, making a clash of wills was unavoidable.

Those months spent in the depth of the Russian countryside in an

atmosphere that had barely changed from the late 18th and early 19th centuries
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remained a crucial aspect of my development. My constant harking back to a
past that no longer exists, my fascination with history and a feeling for Russia,
much deeper than could be expected from a boy who left it at 12 and was brought
up by foreign governesses in Saint Petersburg spending most of his summers
abroad in England, France, Germany, Switzerland and Italy. The deep attraction
of the Russian liberal intelligentsia, which flowered for such a short time but with
such brilliance, is something that, although I could not physically have known,
caught my imagination very early. The short terms | spent in the fabulous
Tenisheff School - among its better known alumnae today are Nabokov and also
Mandelstam, the great poet - influenced me for life. The images of those endless
fields, the wide tracks among the isbas (izbas), the elaborate services in the
village church, the immensity of the flowing Volga, the unforgettable fragrance
of the Russian woods, even the smell of the country stables, all that has remained
with me. Many decades later, in the early fifties vacationing in Carmel Valley,
we were walking toward the local stables to go riding and the breeze suddenly
brought the self same smell that 1 remembered from those far off days in the
Derevnia and the shady garden, the apple trees and the heat of the burning sun on
the steppe came back as if they had been gone but a few months and were there
somewhere still waiting for me to revisit them.

Probably some actual event is needed to trigger my memories. |
have been reading in the press and watching on TV pre-release publicity for the
film Nicolas and Alexandra. | read the book and the psychological problem of
the Empress as a mother and a high strung fool also is interesting. The advance
shots and casting make me shudder. | can still remember quite vividly sitting in
the big plate glass window of Father's bank on the Nevski Prospect watching the
parade for the Tri Centenary of the Romanoff's (Romanov). Everyone around me

was in a festive mood. | was impressed by one of Father's friends, a colonel
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Molostvoff in uniform with quite a lot of decorations, who dropped in, saber
rattling, on his way to some function. The famous Horse Guards were wearing
their shining armor, their gleaming horses pranced in the sunlight and the streets
were crowded. Suddenly there was a roar along the Nevski coming closer and
closer and excitement grew. There was a simple open carriage with a resplendent
cosak coachman with another beside him and in it, two small figures in their
round flat caps of the Smolenski Regiment. One was a non descript man with a
small beard - a figure very familiar to all of us, The Tsar. | believe he was saluting
but it didn't impress me much. Next to him sat a small, pale faced boy very much
like me | thought. With big eyes and very intense. | remember wondering how
it must feel to be a Tsarevitch and drive through the streets, gay with bunting.
Their legs were covered by a grey plaid I think and | wondered if it was hiding
the Tsarevitch's legs about which there was so much talk. Then they were gone,
followed by innumerable closed carriages and brightly uniformed escorts. It was
all over very quickly but the image remained in my minds eye and later on, when
| read the details of the boy's death in the cellar, of his sleepless nights of pain, it
was that little, rather pathetic figure in the open carriage that always came back
from the past. | was to catch one other single glimpse of Nicolas a few years
later. The Dowager Empress was living in the Elaguin Palace on the Island and
the Imperial Family drove out to visit her.  The Kamenoostrovski
(Kamennoostrovsky) which led from the Troitski Bridge over the Neva to the
Island was where our house was situated and the prospect (avenue) had been
cleared. It was empty except for an occasional gordovoi - policeman - in a black
long coat. Then a large limousine - a Delaunay Belleville - appeared shiny and
dark with its brass sparkling. Through the window I caught a glimpse of the Tsar
in field uniform sitting on one of the strapontins (folding-seat) facing the front,

with several ladies on the back seat. All dressed in black with large hats. |
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remember wondering, as a boy would, why the Tsar had taken a strapontin and
not sat on the back seat where my parents usually sat. That was all. | believe his
beard was a bit streaked with grey like Uncle Koka's. He looked small and very
unimportant and | was disappointed. There had not been the glamour | had
enjoyed some time earlier when we were visiting the model farm in Tsarskoe Selo
to have warm milk direct from the cows. While we sat at a table in the perfectly
groomed yard, a group of tall, very elegant officers came in, their boots shining,
their white tunics radiant and the pale blue sashes of the prestigious Saint
Andrew's across their breasts, the Grand Dukes coming from the palace, | was
told in a whisper, and | ogled them with undisguised admiration. | was to see
some of them in civilian clothes just a few years later - exiles in Paris, those that
survived.

The evening of the parade | went to my Uncle Tolia's flat to watch
the court coaches - gold and painted panels which | knew from the museum - 1
believe, dash past on their way to the Winter Palace. That was the only Imperial
splendour | ever saw myself but when I read of it much later, | somehow felt it
was a much stronger reality because of this passing glimpse.

In the releases about the film | read that Lord Olivier takes the short
role of Count Witte, the famous statesman who headed the government that
signed the peace with Japan in Portsmouth. How strange it seems to me that that
slight, wiry and thin Olivier should impersonate Witte. Already during the war |
used to be taken to a vacant lot near our house where a skating rink was arranged
each winter. It wasn't a very large rink and not too crowded and | met several
nice children with their English governesses with whom Emily struck up
friendships. This broke down much of the cast barrier and | got to be a on friendly
terms with a nice little Narichkine boy. Whether Emily told his governess that |

was the nephew of Professor Hilarion Kaufman, a close advisor of Witte, | can't
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say. But one winter day we were called back towards the little house where we
put on our skates, and where in the cozy warmth, our governesses chatted while
we skated around. Little Narichkine skated straight into the arms of a very big,
heavy built man in an enormous fur lined coat, a large fur cap on his grey hair
and thick gloves, whom he kissed. | came along and was duly introduced. | took
my fur cap off and the old gentleman asked us to show him how well we skated.
We both showed off for Narichkine's grandfather. A few days later | heard that
Witte had caught a chill, was seriously ill and then I heard that he had died.

| have had a very full life and have been unbelievably lucky to have
remained only a spectator in those harrowing events | have lived through -
perhaps, with the only exception of an hour of panic in the prisoner of war camp
after the downfall of France when I felt for once, that | was trapped and could no
longer act as an outsider looking in on events but was actually involved, deeply
and irretrievably that moment of utter fear and helplessness | will never forget.

Existence flowed easily for me, much too easily, in childhood. | was
shielded from practically everything and only very indirectly told of the world
outside. Whether that is good or bad as preparation for future struggles I still
don't know.

| can still see myself sitting in my large sunlit nursery with its frieze
of English hunting scenes on the wall paper, drawing innumerable Atlantic liners
with gaping holes in their sides and immense icebergs looming menacingly
around them. That is about all I can recollect in connection with the sinking of
the Titanic. It came back vividly to me many decades later as | watched from the
window of my club in lower Manhattan, the Swedish liner limp slowly past the
Statue of Liberty, her bows twisted from the collision with the ill fated Andrea
Doria. | remember driving out to auto races near Strelna, the dark blue Peugot |

so much admired, the roar as it came tearing toward the grandstand and then the
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confusion of its crash. | also remember watching in some field, a strange
contraption of wire, wood and canvas with a motor in front and a shiny propeller
and being told that it was Bleriot's aeroplane. We had a young man servant with
whom | was very friendly and who helped me in many of my games and he used
an expression "Fact a ne aeroplan” which was his version of the then current
expression "Fact a ne reclama", 1 was curious and asked him why? He answered
, ""You will meet many many people in your life. Some will use the regular
expression but as long as you live, and wherever that may be, you will remember
that lvan used to say it differently. Strangely enough he was right and to this day
| remember him for that reason alone.

During the winter season there were many amateur theatricals. My
sister and brother both performed, probably badly. There was the excitement of
the repetition in costumes on the eve of the show to which | was allowed to stay
up and then the stage having not been immediately dismantled, there was the
thrill of acting our own plays with friends who came to tea. Among the children
| saw often was Feodor Chaliapin's Petersburg family. Particularly his step
children, Eddy and Stella Petzhold. She later married the movie producer de
Limur. We played in our garden, sliding down the ice covered wooden little hill
that had been built for me and also | used to visit them often, tip toeing through
the large dark dining room if Feodor Ivanovitch was there drinking and chatting
with some friend. | do remember one particular evening when the baby, Marina,
having trouble getting to sleep, he came into her bedroom and started to hum
Russian lullabies to her. We children silently crept in and listened. | heard him
many times since in different roles, thrilled beyond expression by the first Boris
Godunoff (Godunov) | saw at the Marinski, in Petersburg. Thrilled even more
to see the familiar smiling bear of a father whom I knew, suddenly appear in the

enthralling grandeur of the opening scene of Boris in his magnificent robes. |
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saw him again and again later on in France in the same role and finally at a recital
in Paris where he sang, already in a somewhat husky voice, all the perennial
favorites and even The Flea as an encore. But it is Chaliapin bending over his
little girl's crib and softly humming lullabies that remains as the really
unforgettable memory. It is with these same Petzhold children that my most
unforgettable memory of the Xmas tree is linked. We went to Finland after Xmas
for a short time and someone put candles on a tree heavy with snow among many
others, gleaming white in the night, and lit it. The golden glow of those candles
shines in my memory every time a Xmas tree is lit and there have been many
many in many a different places: from the wondrous ones in my far off childhood,
through the tiny one my mother lit the December following Father's death and
the one Lia (Mummy) had for me in our hotel room in Vannes during the strange
eerie interlude of the Phony War when | was in uniform but not a soldier really.
We were living a make believe existence which we knew could not, would not
last but which we clung to, believing that we were enjoying the very last days of
happiness. When I think back | do believe that indestructible optimism somehow
was born then and was never quite destroyed although things came pretty close
at times.

Those winter months of my Russian childhood went along in a very
calm and uneventful way. There were fancy dress parties which came vividly to
mind the last time | saw the Nutcracker Suite. There were trips out into the
country in warmly heated trains for picnic lunches in a chilly datcha (second
home, country home) dining room with a fire occasionally blazing but damp and
cold. Late morning and early afternoon runs on old fashioned skis with just a
leather strap and no complicated attachments, under which one slipped high felt
boots - valenki - which as easily slipped out and a solitary ski would go careening

down the hill and one had to scramble down and back up again knee deep in the
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snow. For mid Lenten holidays, Saint Petersburg used to be invaded by Finnish
veiki - low slung sledges with lots of soft straw and small gaily decorated horses.
One piled on to them and went for a ride to be thrown off into the soft snow if
there was a particularly large bump or bad curve.

| was an avid admirer of all kinds of royalty, as most children of my
generation were. | used to be thrilled to watch the small sleigh with it's team of
gleaming horses covered by a royal blue silken net, the immense coachman, the
towering Cossack in self same blue uniform and two tiny ladies in black, the sable
cover trailing along - the Empress Dowager Marie returning from her drive. Or
later an open Renault dashing by with the Grand Duke Dmitri in the self same
car, | believe, in which Rasputin's half dead body was taken from the Yusupoff
palace. Every time | read in the Chronicle of S.F. today of Prince Vassili
Romanoff, (Romanov) I conjure up the large limousine full of boys in uniform,
some larger than me, some smaller, which used to drive the Alexandrovichi to the
islands.

Many vyears later, already after the war and recovering from the
Spanish flu in Beaulieu in the winter of 1920, | met the already old Duke of
Connaught. Well, 1 won't say that | really met him but | was introduced to him
by the wife of a Swedish diplomat, Scavenius, who Mother had met in Stockholm
and who was staying at the hotel. | joined his circle one evening and he,
discovering that I was a Russian émigré spoke in his strongly accentuated English
of "poor Nicky." "We had such wonderful balls and sumptuous banquets and
then Ferdinand's ADC tried to steal the gold knife and fork and had to be politely
asked by a palace official to give them back”. He looked at me with pale blue
eyes very prominent and somewhat blood shot. He had a large nose, was of
medium height and smiled at me in a nice way. At about nine he took out a heavy

old watch and mentioned that: "It was a present from my Godfather, Wellington,
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you know." And | was fascinated. Waterloo had always seemed distantly
historical.

There were in the later years, the theater. The Russian love for it
was a lucky thing for me because though I left when | was just over 12 and the
last winters were either war or revolutionary, | had the occasion to see more
performances than | would have thought possible. Boris, and Life for the Tsar,
Maiskaya Notch (May Night) and Dame de Pique (Queen of Spades) either at the
pale blue and gold Marinski or at another hall. Then also often enough at the
Alesandrinka where we went into a special box as Auntie Mania, the wife of
Father's brother Tolia was the actress Prohorova. | have a vivid recollection of
Gogol's Revizor with an outstanding cast at a matinee with the Imperial Box full
of young Grand Dukes and Duchesses. Davidoff, Varlamoff, Yurieff, are names
that mean nothing now but were famous in old Russian. | was even taken to one
of the small theaters to see an operetta that dealt funnily, using mostly folk song
motifs, with the tribulations of a dunce, Ivanof Pavel who failed in his exams. It
was hilarious and I have often wondered why it was never taken up later on by
Hollywood. | went to see the first XVIII century Russian farce, Nedorosl of
Vonviziin, partly because we were giving a performance of it at school and I was
in the cast.

In early summer, mostly after our return from the Derevnia, we used
to entrain for Europe. | loved those long, well polished brown wood wagon lits
(sleeping cars) of the Nord Express and the cozy little compartments with their
heavy green or pink plush seats, the quaint between compartments and the
profusion of brass fixtures and tricky lamps. A night was spent in the spacious
Russian train which was always nice because it ran rather slowly and lulled one
to sleep. Then came the bustle of Verjbolovo - Eitkunen and the change to the

smaller compartment of the European narrower gauge train and the rush through
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Prussia by day. | was asleep when we passed Berlin and by morning we would
be well on our way to France. | have arrived at the old dirty Gare du Nord so
many many times since those far off days that the newer memories have stamped
out the old ones. Paris also is a place | have so often come home to so that there
are only occasional memories that remain from pre World War | days. The
Guignol (Punch and Judy Show or Puppet show) on the Champs Elysee was still
Proust's one, the carriages on the Avenue du Bois and the horse drawn cabs still
outnumbered cars. Auntie lived near the strange elaborate, oriental style dark
Trocadero and the gardens around it were nice to play in.

Perhaps my last childhood memory of that Paris dates back to 1914.
We were returning in early autumn to Russia from Venice, had come via Paris to
pick up Grandmother and her German speaking Baltic maid. Lucy and George
took me for a coffee, still called Viennois in those early months, to Rumplemeyers
and there was excitement because a German Taube airplane had been spotted
over the city. The next morning as we were packing | went down and stood in
front of the Hotel Edouard VI - the Meurice was closed - and admired a touring
Rolls Royce all mud splattered. | politely inquired of the military chauffeur how
far had they driven: "About 20 miles" he answered. "Where from ?" "The front."
With that | dashed up to announce to Mother that the Germans were coming. This
was just a few days before the Battle of Marne.

In Paris | used to sail boats in the Tuilleries and follow either Mother
and Lucy or Emily on shopping expeditions. We usually stayed a couple of weeks
and then took off for some resort. Once | remember Mother hired a car - one of
those two cylinder Renaults that was a less elegant version of what served in Paris
as red taxis - the legendary Marne taxis - and with Lucy and Emily we set off
early along the dusty road to Houlgate. Mother and Misha went by train. It was

a long journey. We stopped for lunch at Kil.104, which | was to become so
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familiar with in later years, and got into Houlgate without major mishap for
supper some 150 miles and probably about ten hours later. It was a thrill but an
exhausting one and the very next day we transferred to the much more
sophisticated Grand Hotel de Cabourg, which Proust also has made famous.

In 1913 | believe, our open grey Hotchkiss car was shipped to
Lubeck and picked us up. That was the year we went to Hendaye on the Spanish
border. There was a crowd of us. At least a dozen in our party that took up all
the floor. We were there for Father's birthday party that was on September 15 and
Uncle Tolia arranged elaborate fireworks on the beach. All the countryside
gathered and was somewhat bewildered by the Russian initials of Father in
fireworks as a grand finale. We toured France in the Hotchkiss with a Russian
flag proudly flying on one of the headlights. | know we stopped in Clermont
Ferrand where | was to be a prisoner of war some thirty years later - to pick up
new tires from the Michelin plant. Tires then lasted a few hundred kilometers
and were dreadfully expensive.

| cannot say if it was that year or the preceding one which also saw
us in Hendaye, that President Poincare of France made his state visit to Spain
leaving Madame Poincare, as a divorcee barred from the Spanish court, at
Hendaye. | dutifully presented her with a bouquet of roses tied with Russian and
French flag colors and said something. Later that day, after dinner, she had me
come up to the table in the hotel lobby she was sitting at and asked me where |
came from, mumbling a few words. The next French President's wife | was to
see at close range was Madame Pompidou in San Francisco in 1968.

Lucy was a very pretty girl and an outrageous flirt and we had many
young men around us when we went for our walks. Emily was quite agreeable
and not a strict chaperone. This brings to mind an incident that year in Berlin

where we had landed at the end of our vacation and were to board the train for
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Russia. We had been driving around the city and our Russian flag had even
impressed the local police to the extent of allowing us to drive through instead of
around the Brandenburg Gate where only the Emperor was allowed. | do
remember watching his white Mercedes drive by but was so impressed by the
elaborate tune played by several horns - | think it was even a Wagner one and
was world famous - that | don't remember eyeing the several helmeted figures in
the car and missed a glimpse of Wilhelm. Lucy had picked up a couple of
admirers who were flyers in the early German Air Force. They invited her to
Tempelhoff airfield. Once there Emily was persuaded to take a spin and off she
went, boarded a plane which taxied and soared, not very high, up. | was
impressed and awed. Then, of course, Lucy was talked into trying to go up also
by her beau — Lt. Werner who later was said to have been the first to bomb Paris.
So off she went, got in the plane and it took off leaving me alone with a group of
very friendly but imposing German officers | panicked. Flying in 1913 was not
taking a 747 across half the world today remember - and | started to howl. No
ice creams would stop me and our chauffeur had to be fetched and brought to the
officer's lounge to quiet me down. The ensuing promise that Lucy and Emily
extricated from me not to speak of their flights with Mother, was certainly not a
very educational one. But | respected it faithfully until about 1935. Mother had
fits in retrospect.

The year we were in Cabourg there was some German prince
incognito there and Lucy used to take me for endless walks along the promenade
while he roared by in his white Benz racer and waved. That year we picked up
the new Renault, the first six cylinder in Petro. It was a dark brown and black
limousine with black steel headlights and trimming which we kept until we left
after the Revolution. We made a few excursions in it - one of a whole day to

lunch in Saint Germain and it had difficulty in taking the last hill. A trip to Saint
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Germain in those days was quite an event. Serge now commutes practically from
there every day.

The year Lucy was to remain at Newham College in Cambridge we
spent some time on the Isle of Wight. | remember it was the year she had a bad
fall from her horse and it stepped on her face. Luckily her bowler had slid down
and all she had was a broken front tooth and the most impressive shiner | had
ever seen. And | do believe have every seen. We came back to London and
visited her in college. All I can remember was her offering us tea in her little
drawing room and | was excitedly told to watch out in the corridor while she
brought red burning coals from the fireplace in her bedroom to the sitting room
which remained ghastly cold.

One of the years, it must have been 1912, we overstayed in Europe.
We went to spend a week's rest in Cimiez overlooking Nice after Mother and
Lucy had been duly exhausted by shopping. The hotel was nearly empty except
for a Russian minister with wife, little girl and staff of servants. | was fascinated
by the little girl and every day used to come up to her and ask her to play with
me and she invariably answered "not today, tomorrow". | had no idea that | might
be undesirable company. That year October 3 new style, found us in Paris at the
Meurice and | had an elaborate birthday party with Guignol and lots and lots of
favors for children visiting the hotel and a few that we had met at different resorts
that summer. By the time we got back to Petersburg it was not yet October 3 old
style and when my birthday rolled around there was another party and more
presents. | have celebrated one more birthday than I'm entitled to.

One of the regular events of these early years | enjoyed particularly
was the Concours Hyppique (Horse show). | was to go often in later years to the
Grand Palais in Paris for the Horse show and watch many friends participate in

the events which always smacked of pre World War | atmosphere. Horses were
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quickly going out of fashion even then and the elegant equipages were rare on
the avenue now become Foch. But in my childhood horses still reigned supreme
in the streets of St. Petersburg. It was in winter that they gave the city a special
charm and it's snow covered streets a quiet that has now been lost. | still thrill to
the memory of the small shining sledges gliding silently and fast with the icy
wind stinging cheeks and noses. The enormously wide, grotesque back of the
coachman wrapped in his innumerable thick padded coats occupying the whole
front seat. Occasionally he wore, duly tucked into his wide belts, a small clock
in a leather case so that one could know the time. There were, in town few
troikas, (a vehicle with a set of three horses) mostly one horse, with the wood
douga arch over the horses head or pairs. The devostchiks - cabs - were run down
dirty affairs with cracked leather covers and moldy straw to keep feet warm, a
miserable horse steaming in the cold air and incredibly dirty coachman and there
were the lihatchi meaning approximately reckless, all spic and span, as elegant
as the best private outfits only a bit more gaudy and the coachman younger, more
dashing with their fur caps tilted at an angle and near racing horses dashing
through the half empty streets among the slow moving sledges with their high
loads of merchandise and an occasional red tram car. In my early years these had
not yet been electrified and the pair of horses used to be helped by a third to get
the rickety car up the incline of a bridge. Of course all these were replaced by
similar carriages in summer after the snow had melted and the ice had come down
from the Ladoga Lake crashing against the pillars of the great bridges and
carrying away the tracks of road that had led, during winter, across the ice from
one side of the Neva to the other. | vaguely remember the narrow gauge railway
that used to be set up and that many many years later played such a vital role in
the unbelievably tragic siege of World War 11 but | do remember vividly riding

across in a sleigh pushed by a mujik (a Russian peasant) on very elementary
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skates looking with growing excitement at the Winter Palace rapidly approaching
as we skimmed along the wide clear ice avenue bordered by pine branches and
shivered in the icy wind.

But back to the horse show. We had a closed family friend who had
been a brilliant and handsome French Cavalry Officer who came from the famous
Cadre Noir (famous riding school) of Saumur, | believe, as instructor and
remained having caught the eye of some very high personage. | do believe he
was one of my Auntie's many admirers. | know he taught Lucy to ride and years
later, when he had joined the famous Wild Division in his tall caracul hat and his
tightly belted caftan, made famous in the White Russian night clubs after the
Revolution, coming to the indoor manege where | was just learning to ride my
pony and waving menacingly at me and shouting instructions. He had a blond
daughter, a Godchild of Auntie's who used to stay in the Derevnia and with whom
| played. I never knew or remember seeing her mother. Later, by then in exile,
General Bertrene, he played tennis with me at the Racing in Paris. His daughter
married a cousin who had been through school in Paris with Bao Dai and when
this last named became Emperor of Annam, he had the young Bertrene couple
come out to Saigon where they had a great life. As Bertrene had been lucky at
one time to have an exceptional horse he had won not only innumerable prizes in
Petro but also abroad and was a mainstay of the group of brilliantly uniformed
cavalry officers who competed with a lone civilian in pinks and top hat. The
names won't mean a thing - Voevodski, Rodzianko - but for me they conjure up
picturesque figures, like toy soldiers on horse back, in the oblong ring taking their
horses over incredibly high obstacles and the attendant soldiers in their white
Russian shirts running up and replacing fallen bars. This childhood thrill | was
to experience in Tokyo at the 1965 Olympics high jump finals when the best of

the world performed with unbelievable spectacular horsemanship and Oriola, the
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Frenchman, won his country's only Gold Medal with the Japanese band giving
an unforgettably curious rendition of the Marseillaise that took us quite a few
minutes to recognize. During the intermissions between the events, Cossacks
dashed in on the little horses and went into wild djiguitovka - stunt riding - sabers
flashing, bending over to pick up a silk scarf with their teeth while the horses
swerved in their crazy gallop. | still have vivid memories of The Guards
Trumpets riding out to sound off every event, the special smell of horse shows,
the elegant crowd in the boxes and stands and the particular excitement of
watching someone one knew riding in the ring. | know that even today the
atmosphere is still there at the horse shows of Paris and New York but for me it
Is the long gone ones of Imperial Russia which had something real, an exercise
in horsemanship that would lead to the last crazy charges of the Russian Guards
in 1914 and then the futile heroic idiotic ones of the Polish Cavalry against
German tanks during the Blitzkrieg. Those traditions of horsemanship |
witnessed were still directly descendant from the historic cavalries which had
ruled the world for millenniums.

There will be returns in these messy pages to events of childhood as
they come to mind but as summer 1914 dawned | felt that | was growing up, that
| was a becoming a boy. Unbelievably innocent and unknowing in practically all
life's important aspects but beginning to watch them from the sidelines a bit more
consciously. My sister was engaged and we went to the Derevnia. George and
his younger brother were among the many who saw us off and raced the train to
the end of the platform. There was the Volga, the usual drive across the plain, the
carefree days in the warm sunshine, the long walks in the woods where Auntie
had shoved a rather large stray dog she thought, away with her bright parasol to
be met a few yards away by an anxious group from the household to warn her

that a rather dangerous wolf had been sighted. This same Auntie awoke the house
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on the following night when she noticed a tiny mouse scampering across her
room.

We came back probably early June and left for Berlin where Father
joined us. The family rented a car and left to drive leisurely to Merano where we
went by train with Emily. They never did make it and wired us to join them in
Madonna di Campiglio in the Dolomites, then the Austrian Empire in late June.
It rained and everybody was miserable so we piled into the car - all six of us -
and drove down to Venice and the Lido. My childhood was coming to an end
and | was entering boyhood. My memories from then on are no longer
fragmentary but continuous and things omitted are things forgotten. From our
arrival in Venice to this day, the recollections are an unending flow, interrupted

by forgetfulness but no lack of memory.

Boyhood
1914 Holidays in Europe St. Petersburg to 1917

In late spring of 1914 we returned from the Derevnia and left for
what we used to call Europe. Not that we considered Russia as Asia but probably
Mother, who had spent many years of her youth trying unsuccessfully to cure a
bone disease (she limped rather apparently and wore special footwear, which did
not hinder dancing in her youth and long walks later in life) did. We stopped in
Berlin. 1 have never been back but vividly remember the Siegesallee with its
hideous statues, the zoo and the Brandenburg Tor. We stayed at the Bristol and
my parents with Lucy and George, by then her fiancé, left in a rented Benz touring
car for the Dolomites. With Emily we went by train to Merano. | vividly
remember the lovely flowers in the big garden and as we were awaiting the rest

of the family and had a suite and the luxury of dining upstairs, very comfortably,
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in the salon. Plans were changed and we went to Madonna de Campiglio. It
rained in the Austrian resort and we 'fled' to Venice. | spent the afternoon there
some 40 years later visiting St. Marcs and climbing up scaffolding to admire the
mosaics and then later to watch on the famous piazza, a reenactment in costume
for a film of the return of Marco Polo which was a lovely show. But my memories
of Venice really go back to that visit in 1914. The slow ride by vaporetto
(waterbus in Venice) from the Lido, sauntering along the narrow streets, eating
ice cream on the piazza and even going into some of the dimly lit churches. My
evenings, after dinner was over at the children's dining room, were spent in
climbing on the roof to watch the sunset over Venice. In later life these memories
were often, in a way, revived when | chanced upon a Canaletto or a Guardi. Life
seemed carefree and calm but a few days after our arrival Father left suddenly for
St. P. and as | later learned, got through Vienna and into Russia by the last
International Express. He gave me, as a going away present, a gold piece and |
spent it on renting a gondola to take us with Emily whom | called Lovey, across
the lagoon in the gathering twilight back to the Lido. It was one of my very first
extravagances but | never regretted it and still remember the soft splashing of the
ripple against the bow, the gondolier with his oar and Venice slowly sinking into
the dusk in the background. A few days later on Father wired instructions.
Mother hired a fast motor launch and went to the bank in Venice to cash all her
letter of credits into gold. She got half of it and had to enlist the assistance of the
Russian Consulate to keep the money as all international transactions were frozen
at the declaration of War. We lingered on in the half empty hotel in an atmosphere
of worry, uncertainty and unreal calm. Perhaps I liked Death in Venice so much
in later years because of the memories of these last days of my childhood which
coincided with the last days of the Old World which was seeing its lights go out.

There were innumerable discussions about which route to take. The excitement
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of the Goeben and Breslau German Men of War escaping to Constantinople and
making Turkey a probable ally of the Central Powers and therefore George, who
was 20, liable to internment was frightening. Finally news came from Paris that
Grandmother had been able to get out of some Baden or other and was stuck there
with Uncle Leo, anxious to get back. We entrained, all 5 of us, some dozen
trunks and just about as many hand valises for France. Trains were erratic and |
just remember that we were stopped opposite a train full of mobilized recruits,
called to them that we were Russian and they shouted back, "A bientot a
Berlin"(See you soon in Paris). Paris was no longer carefree. The Germans were
uncomfortably close but the stores were open. Rumpelmeyers on the Rue de
Rivoli had its Monblancs (a French dessert) and the Guignol (Punch and Judy
show; puppet show) still gave its shows on the Champs Elysees. We collected
Grandmother and left for London. The trip was hectic. We somehow, probably
with a bribe from our gold hoard, secured a compartment and huddled in it all
night in the dark. George kept spirits up by blowing his nose continuously and
then throwing his handkerchiefs out of the window to Grandmother's horror as
she was extravagant only on herself directly. London, as | remember, was
unchanged. There were still guards at Buckingham Palace, the Alexandra Hotel
at Marble Arch was as Victorian as ever with its maids in starched aprons and
caps in the dining room. We didn't stay long and took the Flying Scotsman to
Newcastle. Mother suddenly realized when already at the station, that our
passports lacked Norwegian visas. My first but certainly not last encounter with
that unpleasant phenomena of later years. Father's business connection in
London who had come to see us off, wired the Norwegian Consul in Newcastle
and upon arrival next morning a tall thin gentleman met us. He got into a closed
cab with Mother who had all the passports and | sat on the fly seat while he

stamped them holding them on his knees with a seal he brought for the purpose.
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This simplifying of procedures was to remain a crazy memory in the entre deux
guerres (between the two wars) period when visas became such a vital factor in
our refugee lives. We boarded a white steamer, no larger than the one we had
taken on the Volga and immediately ran into the most horrible storm | can
remember. | was in one of the upper lounges when the first big wave hit and as
were keeled over | rushed down in a panic. | never was a hero born. The night
was dreadful, even though we were repeatedly told we were lucky because U
boats would not trouble us in such weather. Bergen, which | was to see less than
four years later, but what years, was reached next day and a night train took us
via Christiania to Stockholm. Here again a decision had to be made. The direct
steamer to St. Petersburg. across the Baltic or the long roundabout way via
Finland and the Arctic circle. Newspapers were full of stories of escapes from
Germany of eminent Russians. How the Kaiser had let the Danische Katze
(Danish Cat), the Empress Dowager, through but also how some young Russians
had been taken off a ship in mid Baltic and sent to Germany. | had struck up a
friendship in the train with a nice young man who said he was American. We
chatted of lots of things and he invited me to take a boat ride near Skansen. He
was going, as a journalist, to Germany. Some months later | got a book duly
dedicated, called From Ruhleben and Back. This being the camp where enemy
aliens were first interned in Germany and | discovered that he was a bona fide
British spy who had been caught in Berlin and escaped. It now all seems tame
but in war time Petro, | was thrilled to have met and spent what he called his last
good afternoon, with a real spy.

We finally decided to go via Finland. A night ride in a train
brought us to Lulea and from there a small coastal steamer, to Haparanda. there
a launch was loaded with all our trunks and baggage and we steamed off to

Torneo. In Torneo the local chief of police met us. He had been probably been
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having the time of his life meeting important people suddenly traveling through
his small frontier township. We set off on foot up the hill, along the main street,
to the station. The Chief gallantly giving his arm to Grandmother and leading
our procession. A sleeping car had been reserved - Father was the President of
the Herbi Keletz Railway and was awaiting us on a side spur. We all got in and
Mother invited two French business men who had no reservations and two
charming ladies to take the compartments which were still available. | awoke
early and peeping out discovered to my surprise, the self same scenery of pines |
had looked at the night before. George was quickly put to work to get our car
hitched up to the express which was leaving. We had been forgotten. | remember
that there was no dining car and that we used to get out at the stations for meals
- delicious. A few hours out of St. P. - now renamed Petrograd, we all trooped
out except Grandmother.

It is not easy to realize that from my only return home as a fully
conscious individual in autumn 1914 to our departure for exile in spring 1917,
only less then three years elapsed. From then on | would go places, would return
to my family and friends in familiar surroundings or move to settle in quite
different ones, but never again would | return home to a place | was born in and
where | expected to spent my life.

In those two and a half years | somehow condensed a life. Petrograd
we returned to was the same one we had left. There were more soldiers around.
In the wide vacant lot adjoining our house, recruits drilled and sang in those deep
Russian voices that were to thrill the world. The first year, at least, war seemed
very remote indeed. There was my sister's wedding with all the pomp and fanfare
of Peace - the brightly illuminated Synagogue, the flower girls and the boys
accompanying them - some like myself, in white sailor suits, my Aunt Mania's

nephews in their cadet uniforms - black with shiny buttons and red on their
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military caps. Most men in tails, some in court uniform with lots of gold braid
and then the reception at home. My uncle Hillarion Kaufman, duly converted
and not wishing to go to the temple, was at the foot of the stairs. His Exalted
Excellence in white tie and orders gleaming, the dark blue sash of the White Eagle
across his breast; the tables of presents and the buffet; driving off to the Finland
Station to see the couple off on their short honeymoon. | was very proud that |
had long white trousers sticking out from my heavy coat with its fur collar exactly
as did our friend Kamerherer Poverje, head of the famous Lyceum...but he had a
gold braided uniform. The winter was gay in a subdued way. | got a pony, Lazy
Boy, not too small, not a Shetland, nearly a horse and he could be harnessed into
a little wicker carriage, also to a carriage or a high sleigh with two seats. | started
to learn to ride in the manege (riding school or riding arena) and skated on the
nearby rink. A slide was built in our garden and | could tear down it on my
sledge. There were the visits to the theater | have already spoken of, one also to
the Hermitage Museum where | vaguely remember endless halls with pictures. |
was more impressed I'll admit by the gorgeous cathedrals - Kasan, St. Isaac with
their golden gates and gem incrusted icons, columns of lapis lazuli and malachite;
there were small parties at friends houses - including Mummy's where the
staircase impressed me enormously and the doorman still more. Spring came
fast. Mother took me to Faberge to see the modest Easter Egg that had been made
for the Tsarina - just a red cross on white enamel. In January 1915 my parents
celebrated their silver wedding anniversary. A frame of the four children was
made in silver and white enamel by Faberge which 1 still have and then it was
realized that Alex had been left out and as Uncle Tolia was footing the bill, he
made a fuss and | was added in a different format and totally ruining what, in any
case, was not a work of art. Father and Mother went to Moscow for a few days.

| was hurrying upstairs with a plant for Mother's bedroom when | stumbled and
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in trying to avoid breaking the pot, broke my wrist instead, somewhat marring
the homecoming gaiety. Lucy had received as one of her presents an enormous
white limousine that Father had acquired in the process of furnishing some
20,000 white trucks to the army. It had headlights galore and gadgets both in and
outside. It was hideous and Lucy succeeded in palming it off on an enterprising
stock broker who decided it would be a good investment to help out the daughter
in law and daughter of two prominent bankers. She exchanged it for a nice
Renault coupe with blue and red wheels. | heard the echoes of the row - one of
the very few which ensued.

| was thrilled to go with Father and choose the chinchilla skins for
Mother's stole and boa. They were soft and a lovely grey. Mother refused
anything as permanent and really worth while as sables and lived to regret it.
Father also offered her an exquisite emerald to replace a rather second quality
one that Cartier had mounted for her in a ring with an early version of an emerald
cut diamond baguette and which she also refused and exchanged for the
redecorating of her boudoir. | had an inordinate love of jewelry and can, even
today, remember every item of Mother's rather nice collection: the two strings of
pearls, the diamond tiara like a triangular sunburst with a large center diamond,
the diamond earrings of which she gave one to George to wear as a ring and one
as pendant for Lucy; her diamond bow, the long string of pearls shortened later
to give Lucy a necklace, two really lovely aquamarines beautifully set in
diamonds by Cartier, pretty large, about two inches square each and of a soft blue,
a necklace of baroque pearls set in diamonds and a branch with diamond leaves
and many colored pearls like flower buds. The grey one was later on, taken off
and Father wore it as a tie pin and | inherited it and Mummy has it now as an

earring. Mother had exquisite hands and thin fingers and wore at least half a
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dozen rings. They were all to disappear into pawnshops and | retrieved only the
one Mummy wears now.

War was brought closer one day when we learned that one of Lucy's
beaux, a very handsome British boy, Eric Hill, had been killed. | went to the
funeral service at the English Church and was thrilled by the Union Jack and his
red and khaki cap and sword on the bier.

We had children's parties at the Kamenkas with lavish food. | do
remember little Rosie Beck, one of an English family we knew and with whom |
often played and had, what must have been my first totally unconscious crush on
this blue eyed, dark haired, lovely eldest girl of my age who became | believe, an
actress later in life.

In early spring we went to Pargolovo, a small estate Father had
rented near Luga. It was a nice, unpretentious house and Lucy and George had a
pavilion on the other side of the road which ran from the nearby station to the
village on the hill, a mile or so away. This is where | tried my first solo on a bike.
The village kids were a bit rough and forced me off my bike and I couldn't get
back on so walked it to the house under their catcalls and jeers. There was a field
beyond an orchard on the bank of a river where we bathed and an open air manege
was set up with hurdles and that is where we rode in the mornings. How George,
who had been mobilized in the Red Cross and wore the uniform could spend a
whole summer away from whatever work he did, is probably due to the pull of
his and our family and the rather easy going attitude towards what all expected
to be a short and inconclusive war being fought far away.

Two incidents stand out in my memory connected with Lazy Boy
that summer. The running water in the house was supplied from a tank which in
turn was filled from a large barrel on a cart which went endlessly all day long

from the river to the house. The horse took a dislike to Lazy Boy and one of the
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first days I ever rode in the open they had a fight. | clung to the saddle for dear
life but finally toppled off and to both Mother and Lovey's horror George forced
me back onto the pony. | am forever grateful to him for this. Then, also, one day
Lazy Boy bolted and dashed up through the orchard towards the stables. George
on his Fortuna couldn't even keep up with us and as Lazy boy dashed into the
stables and into his stall, | felt the beam brush my hair. To this day | remember
the feeling although | have now been bald for well over forty years. One day |
went visiting Lucy and George with my soft brown loving Chow bitch Aza at my
heals. Suddenly in the middle of the dusty road a snarling mongrel appeared and
barred its fangs at Aza. | intervened at once and the next thing | knew, the dog
had bitten deeply into my foot. | looked down and there was a hole, blood hadn't
even started yet and | rushed back to the house. George, Misha who was visiting
us then and all available men joined in a hunt for the mongrel and by evening |
was shown it's bullet riddled body. 1 am not sure to this day if it was the dog that
bit me. Father and Misha drove back to town that evening with the body of the
dog and a few days later Father came back unexpectedly and | was bundled off
to the station. The Staraya Russa Express stopped and picked us up and I slept
soundly in the wagon lit (sleeping car). Upon arrival in Petrograd we drove
straight to the Pasteur Institute where | was given the first of a series of anti rabies
shots in my stomach. | have no recollection of it being either painful or
particularly unpleasant nor do | remember any after effects. Not like the incident
with the stove in my childhood when we had a round iron stove in the bathroom
and | was left standing while my governess went to fetch a towel. This was not
Lovey who was in Japan at the time and we hadn't moved into our house yet. |
stumbled and sat down on the ornate pot bellied stove. | kept the design for years
and | distinctly recollect that that hurt badly. While | was attending the Pasteur

Institute we first lived in Lucy's apartment but soon moved back into our house
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with most rooms closed, furniture covered with white sheets and a skeleton staff.
| enjoyed it immensely. At the Institute | met the director's son - Djijgovski -
who was to become a good friend in school the following autumn. Uncle Tolia
lent us his Model T closed car for drives to the Islands and | visited the Kamenkas
who were spending the summer near town in a villa. We drove, with Daisy in
her pony cart and had scrumptious teas. This lasted, | believe, a few weeks and
then we went back to the country. Lucy soon left for town and so did everyone
else but we stayed on with Mother for a week or so and took long drives in the
countryside with its beech woods and undulating fields heavy with the coming
harvest. The peasants were not friendly and | remember that they used to bar the
road at each village and the kids would have to be bribed with candy to open it
up. Perhaps the scowls I visualize are in my imagination only.

The following winter was uneventful. | studied much more, quite
hard, for the entrance exam the next year into Tenisheff but there were more
operas and plays to go to and the usual skating, skiing and sledge driving. The
Xmas tree was there as usual and so were the soldiers and many ladies, including
Auntie Alia, in nurses' uniform. One day, suddenly, Father appeared also in
uniform and it was quite a shock. He certainly had anything but a martial
appearance but looked nice in his fury cap and he did wear his orders which
thrilled me. He went to the front to distribute gifts from some organization to the
troops in the trenches. They got stuck in some front line post under a rather
heavy artillery barrage and Father, apparently, refused to leave until he had
distributed all the gifts and talked to the soldiers. This was considered quite an
act of bravery and Father became the only Petrograd banker to get the Saint
George's Medal for it. | wouldn't vouch that his friend Colonel Molostrvoff who
commanded the Red Cross train on which he made the trip was quite uninvolved

in the proceedings but it was nice in any case and | liked the idea that | had a
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brave father because | was a bit unhappy that I could not boast of my brother or
brother in law who were, although in uniform, pleasantly stationed in the capital.

The winter was rather uneventful. News of the defeats made my
parents concerned and worried and although I still had a very pleasant and normal
existence in many small ways, the general atmosphere was becoming gloomy.

| remember a small incident which might be historically interesting.
One day Father brought home a small slip of paper on which | saw scrawled in a
handwriting more childish than mine, a few words POMOGIE IE, ONA HOROSHAIA
(help her - she is good) and was told it was an introduction from Rasputin
recommending old Kamenka take on a secretary in his bank. 1 can still see the
soiled, lined piece of paper and the writing going in all directions. The woman
got a very good job, of course.

When spring came it was decided that before we went for the
summer to Tsarskoe Selo where Lucy was to have her baby, | would spent May
in the Derevnia with Auntie. We left by the night train for Moscow with Lovey
and Misha met us there. He took us around the Kremlin. | duly crept into the
Tsar Kolokol, the enormous bell that had fallen and was dented when it had been
hoisted originally to the bell tower in the XV century. | admired the enormous
bronze cannon and went to the Red Square. We then visited the Hirschman's
(Guenia's) large house with it's impressive halls and much gilt stucco and Misha
had sheets taken off some of the elaborate furniture which impressed me quite a
bit. 1 do not recollect the details of the many pictures on the walls but it was the
largest private house | had ever visited. We lunched in one of the chic restaurants
served by white aproned Tartars and took a car to their Estate Kulebiakino which
must have been but a few miles away. | enjoyed the stay there with the 3 children,
their lovely park, the adjoining factory producing needles and had a nice boat ride

with Misha and Katia on the small lake. We entrained for Syzran after a couple
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of days and arrived safely. | was particularly happy that year at the Derevnia as
| was alone with Auntie and Lovey and the center of attention. As | mentioned |
believe before, there were quite a number of Austrian POWs working the fields
and I had a nice time with them. | was also able to ride a bit, bareback, on a horse
Auntie said would be mine next time. It all seemed so permanent, so unchanging,
those long summer days, the rides into the steppe, the milking of the cows and
realizing that Uncle's family had been there for centuries. The peasants were
friendly and nice. Much more so than in Pargolovo where we had been
interlopers after all. We returned to Moscow and spent a day with Katia's other
sister, Bebe Cahn in their apartment which reminded me of Grandmother's and
where the atmosphere was not very attractive. When we got to the station it
developed that the Grand Duke Dmitri had decided to take the train and several
passengers had been bumped off the wagon lit to make room for him, his ADC
and orderlies. Lovey went up to him, whether she actually said as legend was
later made: "You may be a Grand Duke but you are not a gentleman for having
taken my poor little boy's compartment” or made a more polite diplomatic
approach, I don't know. In any case we got the orderlies compartment at the end
of the coach and they slept elsewhere. This impressed Mr. Cahn no end.

We returned to the rather large villa that had been rented in Tsarkoe
Selo just next to the Egyptian gate. A rather elaborate structure in ancient
Egyptian style which | do believe stands to this day and where | used to play hide
and seek with the sons of the old butler who had replaced the younger Martin, a
Balt who had been mobilized. | had my pony and used to ride daily in the park
with the man in charge of the horses who exercised George's Fortuna, | suppose.
One day | saw a cavalcade approaching and was told the ladies were the Grand
Duchesses with their escort of officers and Cossacks. We had to clear the avenue

and | spurred Lazy Boy to clear the ditch. Instead he kicked his hind leg and to
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my confusion and shame | landed on his neck. | did keep in the saddle and didn't
make an utter fool of myself in the eyes of the group of horsemen. One did canter
back and asked the groom if | was alright.

Those few summer months in Tsarskoe passed quickly and I didn't
attach to them the importance I should have for they were to be the last summer
vacation in my homeland.

The Kamenkas were living in their newly rebuilt rather large dacha
(second home usually in the country) which had replaced an enormous Victorian
one | had never visited in Strelna, a few miles away by a very adequate highway
which was kept in good repair as there were assorted Grand Dukes living in
Gatchina, Strelena, Pavlovsk and Tsarskoe and visited back and forth. |
particularly remember one visit we paid with Mother to the Kamenkas. Their
neighbor was the dancer Kshessinskaya who had been the Tsar's mistress when
he was Tsarevitch and afterwards had an affair with one of the elder Grand Dukes
and by this time, was the recognized mistress of the young Grand Duke Andre
whom | was later to see quite often in Paris. He had a son who had received the
title of Krassinski and was about my age. In the park of her villa a real fort had
been built and he exercised at different maneuvers with the boys of the villa
employees and servants somewhat in the manner originally started by Peter the
Great. | was invited to join them and we stormed the ramparts, maneuvered
stealthily behind bushes, all very thrilling. And when, in 1939, | had to go to
very similar exercises in Brittany, training for real in the French Army, | could
not banish memories of those boyhood games. A young ballet dancer VIadimirof
joined in our fun and | remember the hideous frustration of trying to catch up
with him as he unbelievably nimbly weaved himself back and forth across the
lawn avoiding the pack of youngsters with grace and speed. | was presented to

\Vova's Mother on the terrace and don't know if the uniformed gentleman sipping
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tea was a Grand Duke or not. We drove back in the evening in the open Hudson
Father had recently bought and had a flat tire. Our chauffeur, unable to repair the
inner tube, filled the outer one with rags and we limped home slowly. Such
primitive repairs could stand up in those days.

We visited Gatchina, Peterhof of which 1 still remember the facade
and fountains. Not all the palaces were open to the public but | remember well
the small pavilion with an immense granite tub which Catherine Il used as a
swimming pool. We also visited the Big Palace in Tsarskoe with it's profusion of
gilt curlicues and heavy elaborate décor, including the then famous amber salon.
| do believe it was never restored after the destruction in 1940. It had panneaux
(panels) of dark amber, amber inlaid doors and furniture and amber tables with
yellow upholstery and much gold. Gorgeous and garish and thinking back I can
easily imagine Catherine's court both grand and vulgar in such surroundings. |
loved roaming or riding in the vast park sometimes pushing as far as the white
empire palace of Pavlosk nearby or past the Normandy type villa with its
manicured lawns of the Grand Duke Cyril.

Lucy was expecting the baby. | was the first outsider to hear of it
and ran to the stable, jumped on Lazy Boy and dashed bareback to the florist
along the wide avenue near the station, picked up a big bunch of red roses and
dashed back holding them up. It now seems an unbelievable picture of a young
kid careening through a residential Imperial summer resort waving red roses and
this in wartime. But it did happen and gives the idea how distant and unreal for
many of the so called privileged, the war could be. If one realizes that the
Murmansk route, which was to gain such fame in World War Il was used to bring
for the two younger Kamenka boys, bright red Indian motorcycles and for Marina
an elaborate English pram, to say nothing of supplies of sailor suits for me from

Rowe in London, right up to 1917.
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We had a party in the garden one month after Mollikin's birth and
she lay on a lace cushion on the lawn while we kids enjoyed playing games in
the garden. Mummy came up from Pavlovsk where they were spending the
summer. As Mollikins was born with jaundice | nicknamed her Abricot (Apricot)
much to the disapproval of Mother and others.

As autumn approached | became terribly excited as | was at last
going to the Tenisheff School. The first month or so we were still living in
Tsarskoe and | commuted daily to town with Father. We would take an early train
that stopped at the half way station of Pulkovo where the observatory was located
and which was to become the extreme point of the Wehrmacht advance again
Leningrad in 1941. And after about half an hour, we reached the capital. Father
would be dropped off at the bank. | would continue to school.

Thinking back, after attending a couple of French Lycees myself and
watching Liz and Mike at several of their different schools | must admit that mine
was the most interesting one and marked me for life. The first day there was a
religious service with a choir singing and incense which sent me sick out into the
hall. And before each class there was an Orthodox prayer. | still remember a few
words: ‘roditeliam na outeshenie’ (for satisfaction of our parents) and we Jewish
boys knew the words better than the original Orthodox kids. Everyday they had
Zakon Bogii (religious classes; God's laws) and all the Jewish, Protestant as well
as the Catholic kids spent the time with an extra hour's intermission in the hall
way. | had a very interesting history teacher, Gippius, and still recollect how
fascinated | was by his explanation about old Russian history and even,
something extraordinary in those far off days, his vivid description of everyday
life in old Moscovy.

| loved the school and enjoyed it very much. Infinitely more than

the tedious hours of home tutoring with a student friend of my brother's or even
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the nice music teacher, Martha Toulievna, who taught me piano to the extent that
| reached the stage of playing a song, Stenka Razin, by spring. I had to keep my
hands horizontal and stiff so that a glass of water would remain on the back of
the hand while the fingers performed.

In school the very first day I ran into quite a lot of kidding because
my sailor suits with deep decolleté (low necked dress) in front and the little box,
like one that is made of shoe laces, temptingly sticking out behind, to be pulled
constantly. Much to Lovey's despair | got Father to have me dressed like the
other boys in a jacket and knickers pretty soon. Uncle Tolia had given me a bright
patent leather bag for my books which was strapped to my back. | would, with
surprise and nostalgia discover the same kind of bags on the backs of Japanese
school kids in 1962 and he had had my family name embossed on it. \WWe were at
war with Germany and ‘Berlin’ (for that is the Russian spelling) was not a very
fortunate name to carry literally on one's back in a Petrograd school in 1916. |
was immediately dubbed Jid Berlinski (The Berlin Jew) and Father had to replace
the bag by an anonymous one after one single day of harassment. | do believe
that that was my first encounter with anti-Semitism although | had been told
before that | was not to pray when | went with Lovey to the British Embassy
Church on the Quay of the Neva nearly every Sunday, as it was not my faith. |
met a few boys | became quite friendly with and because of the famous Zakon
Bogii schedule they were mostly either Jewish or of other Christian
denominations. There was one in particular, the son of the director of the Pasteur
Institute situated farther up along the Kamenoostrovski Prospect on which we
lived. He sometimes picked me up in their one horse little tonneau (wooden
carriage) and dropped me off on his way home past our house. There was also a
big and frightening bully Sakharoff. Misha was working at the time in the

hospital located in the Grand Duchess Marie Pavlovna Palace and sponsored by
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her. She was one of the older Grand Duchesses, as sister of the Dutch Prince
Consort, an admirer of things French and, as | later learned, a somewhat liberal
lady along the lines of the famous Princess Mathilde CAN NOT READ YYY.
| got my brother who didn't have a car but did have a sleigh with two very flashy
horses and a big fat coachman, most impressive, to fetch me one day and offer a
lift to the already somewhat impressed bully as Misha had a heavy greatcoat and
on his epaulettes, the crown of the monogram of the Grand Duchess. When he
barked "Vo voretz" (to the palace) and we sped there to be ushered ceremoniously
up the steps and into the palace by a very obsequious janitor, all gold braid and
green uniform, duly generously tipped, of course, my bully was so impressed that
| was spared further trouble. Not a very elegant way but certainly an effective
one to weave a way through what was then considered to be my future life. We
had theatricals at school and as the nephew of an actress of the Alexander
Imperial Theater, probably much more that than because of any ability, |1 was
given a part in the first Russian Nedorosl written by Von Wizin in the XVI
century. The son of our class religious teacher, a pope, was forbidden to come to
rehearsals at the home of a Jew and this was more or less the personal extent of
my suffering as a minority albeit a very privileged member of it, in Imperial
Russia. This will go far to explain why my own deep personal feelings for
Imperial Russia are still less tainted with antagonism than even Mummy's who,
because of her father's position in the Community, was much more conscious, as
a child, of being Jewish.

We had lessons all morning and at midday a meal of kasha and beets
and a couple of bitkis (meatballs). Then when I got home there was high tea with
lots to eat and as | had been fortified in the morning with porridge and bread and
butter and jam and was to enjoy a large full course dinner, | don't understand how

| was able to avoid becoming disgustingly fat as were my uncle Tolia and brother
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Misha, for example, and quite a few of my friends. | left them all behind in Russia
and had only vague news once of Murochka Shapiro who was a talented musician
but saw quite a lot of Nika Jivatovski, son of a wealthy and shady businessman
who had an attractive if rather vulgar sister, Sia on whom | had a crush later in
Stockholm. | saw him in Paris. In the early thirties Nika appeared again
absolutely penniless. He had gone to an English boarding school when | went to
Paris. | helped him as much as | very modestly could and he left for the Argentine
where he died soon after in abject poverty. | heard political rumours at home
because my parents always talked in front of me. We were disappointed with the
defeats on the Front, madly elated by the few played-up victories, worshipped
Broussiloff and hated the government. So when bread riots broke out and we had
to take a round about way via Voborgskaia Storona in my little sledge drawn by
Lazy Boy to avoid crowds in the streets, | could be excited and thrilled.

Then one day whispers began in earnest. Rasputin had disappeared.
He had been to a soiree at the Yusupoff Palace with the Grand Duke Dimitri.
Where had he disappeared? Then came the finding of his body under the ice with
the rubber boot near the hole to lead the police to it. | vividly remember the
impression that boot made on me and how 1 felt that it should not have been left
behind.

Things were getting worse and worse. The papers were full of
horrible conditions both on the war and home fronts. The cold was intense and
schools were even closed for a couple of days. Existence went on quite normally
and there was much talk of a gala performance | believe at one of the Imperial
Theaters and it was debated whether with all the unrest in the streets it was s safe
to go. New Year's honor lists were published and Father even got a higher rank

in that famous structure of ranks set up for the whole nation by Peter the great.
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Then one evening after getting back from school, | was packed off
to Grandmother's with Lovey and Mother's jewelry to spend the night.
Grandmother lived not far away in a nice apartment in a quiet side street, on one
of the higher floors. The furniture was old fashioned and the walls covered with
the XIX century gold framed Victorian style pictures, the least valuable of a
rather large collection gathered by her second husband. In the dining room there
was an immense picture of a lady in pale blue, reclining in a Greek temple with
doves around her. In the salon where my adored pianola stood, there was a full
length portrait of Grandmamma in black with her large diamond broach and the
red ruby, now in Mummy's ring. On the sideboards there were many many silver
saltcellars in the form of isbas (izba) carts, dogs and other figurines with which |
and also my brother and sister had always played. The night was quite uneventful
and the disturbances which were supposed to lead to the sacking of our house had
not materialized. The following days the crowds became more and more
numerous. Our cars were requisitioned by roaming groups of students. Rumours
grew in intensity. Then came the news of the Tsar's abdication. The day, during
which the last Romanov, Michael, like the first one, hesitated. And then the
naming of a liberal Democratic Provisional Government. No real bloodshed had
occurred. The crowds were jubilant. The soldiers hungry and happy. An empty
store on the corner of Kamenoostrovski was rented, benches and tables obtained
and samovars lit. And in the smoke and heat, free tea and bread were distributed
all around in mugs. | had a thrilling time helping serve the soldiers and workers
in the smoke filled room while the maids and Lovey stoked the samovars and
washed the cups. | had the job of distributing the sugar which came in its
characteristic white cones wrapped in blue paper halfway.

Those days were really exciting. That bloodless revolution made

everyone around me happy and optimistic. We did watch on one of our short
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strolls, some men scrambling over roofs and shooting down into the streets. But
it was a few Dblocks away. The nice friendly gardovoi (cop on the beat)
disappeared for a while and we visited the nearby Police Station which had been
emptied and looted. | can still see the small, white walled cells, their benches
and a few articles of personal use, a brush, a pair of boots, left behind together
with official papers strewn on the floor and a couple of broken chairs. After a
few days the excitement wore down. We tried to go over the Neva to watch the
funeral of the victims on the Champ de Mars. | do believe there were less than
ten. Then school resumed without prayers and without the religious ceremony
mentioning the Imperial Family. One of the more liberal teachers became
Director and we had a lecture about the great events we had witnessed and lived.
But mathematics, history and other subjects continued to be taught in the same
way and we soon settled into the pre-revolutionary routine. Some famous exiles
returned and met with much fanfare, driven in the Tsar's Rolls. Breshko
Breshkovskaya who had spent several decades in Siberia and the liberal Grand
Duke who had been banished from the capital...both welcomed. It all sounds
strange now and so very much like all one reads about the French Revolution.
There were pictures of the Tsar chopping wood in his garden in Tsarskoe.
Somehow the hate for him died down. At least in our spheres. There was much
political discussion as most of the new ministers were lawyers and friends of
Uncle Tolia or Father, or at least acquaintances. The Jivatovskis bought the
Leuchtenberg Palace higher up on our boulevard but | don't believe they had time
to move into it.

One day with Eddy Retzhold, Chaliapin's stepson who was my age
and a close friend, we bicycled down the Kamenoostrovski nearly to the Troitski
Bridge over the Neva and past the Kshessinskaya Palace which had been taken

over by some extreme leftist Social Democrats who had returned from exile in
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Switzerland. Everyone disapproved of the fact that they had been allowed to
cross through Germany to neutral Denmark and then via Sweden and Finland to
Petrograd. They were making daily speeches from the ornate wrought iron
balcony of the rather pretentious, modern style palace. We stopped to watch with
the rather large crowd which had gathered but did not push our way into the front
lines as we were afraid of loosing our bicycles and the crowd, mostly factory
workers, were a bit rough for such bourgeois protected kids. But | vividly
remember the two small figures on the balcony. One in particular gesticulating
wildly and nearly screaming. It was only much later that | realized that we had
watched both Lenin and Trotsky.

There was less police in the streets and more rowdy beggars but on
the whole the capital retained its old aspect. | believe it was about this time that
walking along one of the side streets | saw a man come out of a dingy ‘kabak’
(liquor store and bar if you want an approximate translation). He had a pint of
vodka in a bottle in his hand and we crossed to the other side of the street to keep
away from him. The next time | distinctly remember crossing a street for such a
reason was some forty years later on New York's East side in the upper nineties.
The man put the bottle into this mouth, bit hard, spat out the top with some blood
and literally emptied the rest down his throat without gulping. He stood stock
still and then suddenly fell like a log. I've never forgotten the sight.

Mother's car which had been requisitioned by the soldiers who had
driven around Petrograd with their rifles on the ready and a couple lying
comfortably on each wing, had been returned and even Father got her another
smaller one. It was a coupe Renault exactly like the one which I used to watch
every day drive by with Mme. Pokatilova sitting perched on the seat with her
head alone visible through the door windows. She lived in a small stone house a

few blocks away from us and years later | was to read about her and how she had
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behaved rather heroically in the Legation Compound during the famous Boxer
Rebellion in Peking.

Apparently good connections, necessary in Russia as everywhere
else as | have learned, were still enjoyed by Father and old Kamenka because
Father got some kind of mission to Sweden in spring 1917 and George, who had
been working in the Red Cross, one to contact some P.O.W. organization in
Stockholm. Misha was no longer in the Grand Duchess's organization. It had
been dissolved and he was probably doing not much. Somehow the front was
dissolving and more and more stories of fraternization appeared in the papers,
much to the disgust of Lovey but probably less so to the soldiers themselves who
realized the futility of the whole messy war and believed that the German army
would follow their example and also collapse soon. We packed as we had usually
done for summer vacations in Europe, no more and no less. | gave a cursory
glance at my room where for the last five years | had been happy and carefree.
The map of old Europe, so simple except for a rather messy mixture of colors in
the Balkans, hung over my bed, the diminutive mahogany divan and table, the
model of a tug, pretty large, that Mandelstamm had given me, my desk in the
window, the frieze of English hunting scenes and my budding library with its
three large volumes of Tolstoy, its Pouchkine, its de luxe edition of Griboyedoff's
Gore ot Ouma (Woe from Wit), Mein Reid (Mayne Reid was a Scottish novelist)
which Father liked to read to me and several volumes of the Bibliotheque Rose,
including Mme. de Segur's books even the one which was censored by the
Imperial Government because of the ridiculous personage of General Dourakine.
All these familiar and dear sights | would miss for | was sure would be a few
months. | patted my little black Chow, Oursik who had replaced the poor Aza
after the Pargolovo accident as she had had to have rabies shots and hadn't

survived. | made one last trip to the islands driving my little yellow straw cart
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and Lazy boy. It was all so very normal that | hardly remember, can hardly
picture those last days. | would so love to be able to dwell on every tiny detail.
| visited Grandmother who was going to spend some weeks in the Derevnia with
Auntie where Misha, Katia and Irene with her nurse would also be going, away

from possible troubles expected in the capital that summer.

Leaving Russia for Exile

Sweden

We entrained at the Finland Station with the usual group to see us off and
amid many kisses and hugs, rode away in our wagons lits to Torneo Haparanda
and Stockholm where we had been but just over two years before. We passed the
familiar stations where we used to go skiing cross country in winter, Terioki
where Uncle Tolia had a villa and where we had spent several nice days, and
reached Sweden uneventfully. The Grand Hotel had not changed but the war
boom had allowed a new structure to be added behind, around a large inner court.
The dining room had a view of the Royal Palace and was crowded in the way spy
thrillers usually describe neutral cities in wartime. There was the British
Embassy table in one of the large windows with several elegant young men
dressed in civilian clothes, the table of Prince Koudacheff who had been able to
salvage a really important part of a vast fortune, with the lovely Princess, the
Prince, his son and daughter (who was to marry a young American Embassy
attaché Armour and become a celebrated Ambassadress in her own right years
after), then | believe, our table and then the one of the Austrian Hungarian
embassy to which it was considered the rule to ignore as enemies. We didn't stay
long and Father returned to Petrograd while we continued to Norway. In

Christiania, as Oslo was then called, we boarded a small boat and went to the
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island of Hanro in the fjord where we had rented a nice and rather primitive villa.
We used to have our meals in the main building. There was no electricity and no
indoor WC - just a few of cabins with holes and buckets which were emptied
daily. | met a rather dirty minded kid who suggested we hide behind the cabins
and when they were occupied open the lower latch through which the buckets
were removed and tickle the protruding behinds with stinging nettles. | very soon
reported my occupation to Lovey who was horrified and forbade it. There was a
piano in the main building and Mother insisted that | continue my music with her.
She had no patience at all and we had monumental rows. These sessions put an
end to my musical exercises and even to my love of any kind of music for several
years. There were a few sailing yachts and one of the younger Norwegian boys
had a small one of his own on which he took me sailing. | remember particularly
one afternoon which was quite rough and as we had stocked up on chocolate bars
we were feeling desperately sick when we finally made port hours late. | have
never been able to stand with pleasure the taste of rough chocolate since. | had
arithmetic lessons and Russian with George who was an alumni of Tenisheff, in
preparation for my return to school in autumn and must admit he did a pretty
good job. Whether it justified the vermeil (silver gilt) cigarette box Mother had
me give him and which I rediscovered with delight in Paris on his table over half
a century later, | don't know, but that was the style of living. There were a few
stores in the village and George arranged an athletic contest buying some nice
first prizes - cuff links in enamel | had had my eye on for weeks. | had a good
chance to win a couple of races but on the very day of the competition a boy
arrived from Christiania and took all the first prizes, much to my disgust. For
what reason a lanky tall Swedish student was hired to take care of me, | don't

know. He supervised my futile effort at swimming and never taught me the
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rudiments. We used to do a bit of fishing from boats anchored off shore and
caught quite a number of sole.

It was easier to have money sent out of Russia to British subjects so
the monthly remittances from Petrograd came to Lovey and we used to take an
early motor boat from Hanko to Christiania and spend the day in town. | have a
vague recollection of a white Royal Palace on the hill, gardens and shops but
being 'blaze' as | was with memories not only of Petrograd but Paris, London and
also Venice, | didn't really enjoy it. We stayed for the whole summer. Thinking
back, I realize Father was with us but whether it was that he accompanied us on
our arrival or came to fetch us in early autumn I don't know. We returned to
Stockholm and prepared to go home to Russia. Father had arrived and we were
already stocking up on things easier to find at the Nordiska Kompaniet than in
the English ‘Magazine’ (Store) as it was called, on the Nevski, with its poster for
Pears Soap at the head of the staircase that let to the display room on the bel-
etage. A serious disturbance had been quelled that July in Russia while we were
in Hanko and even a Russian offensive had taken place. 'Everything' was coming
along nicely. Suddenly there was news of an uprising in the capital, serious
troubles and Father left hurriedly with the idea that we would follow as soon as
things calmed down. Mother was anxious but not distraught. News became more
and more ominous. Then Lovey traveled to the frontier to help Grandmother,
Misha, Katia, baby Irene and nurse with formalities. It had been decided that it
was unsafe to stay longer and that everyone had better sit it out in Sweden. More
and more people arrived each day and our small group of Russian children in the
children’s dining room of the Grand Hotel grew daily. This was no longer a
temporary vacation. This was something else. Not yet emigration, not yet final.

Those hopes that were to be kept alive for a decade were still very real and based
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on political upheavals in Russia - ludenich 10 miles from Petrograd, nearly all
the country still in the hands of the Government.

| was now to spend a couple of years that, in retrospect, appear not
only crazy but even immoral. To understand them, and | don't think they should
be excused, it must be realized that people were still living in a psychological
atmosphere of pre World War | Europe. Bourgeois complacency, if you like it,
but also with fundamental feelings for freedom, a feeling for which I retain a
paranoiac nostalgia. Wars, and there were several, involved armies and
governments. They were not necessarily national and large segments of the
populations did not believe they were obliged to be involved. The Russo
Japanese War was, as | gathered from talks of my elders, a completely futile,
unpopular expedition in which the shady fringes of the Tsarist Court had got
involved. Defeats were tragedies but not disasters for most of the populations
and the majority in the provinces, in particular peasants, were fundamentally
indifferent. Many revolutionaries, and quite a few, were admirable individuals,
were convinced that by hastening the end of the Romanov autocracy Russia
would benefit. With such a basic psychology, with the conviction that the revolt
of the minority extremist Bolsheviks who had seized power in a tiny sector of the
country, in the chaos of dwindling military operations and disintegration of the
Imperial bureaucracy, the upheavals would be crushed very soon: in any case
no later than immediately following the expected defeat of the Central Powers by
the Allies and that the liberal democratic regime ushered in by the February
Revolution would resume its enlightened reforms. So the times were but a
transitory period to be spent as pleasantly as possible. In 1870 the Baron Horace
de Gunzburg had, in the same spirit, taken all his family out of endangered Paris
to Switzerland for a few months. So here we were, stranded in Stockholm in

that unreal atmosphere that make the Memoirs of Coblentz during the French
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Revolution so real to me, of a neutral country in peace awaiting the favorable
developments both in the West where the U.S. was tipping the balance in favor
of the Allies and in the East where different White generals not only held sway
in most of the land but were staging continuous coups around the capital itself.

Of course, in retrospect, it was unreal and crazy to watch crowds in
white ties and tails, ladies in décolleté covered with jewels, carousing in the
flower filled inner court of the Grand Hotel for New Year; admiring in the
elevator, the incredible thin and tiny celebrated Princess Dolly Radziwill with her
escort the ex Kerenski Minister, dapper Tereschtcheno, with so many pearls that
even those of the Queen of Spain | admired later at the Golf in Biarritz, have left
less of an impression.

Father had returned to Petrograd and news was scarce from the
disturbed capital. Mother was anxious and worried but looking back, | would say
that she was not unduly so. 1 started to take lessons to maintain the Tenisheff
curriculum with a few tutors. Popitch was an interesting pedagogue with
advanced educational ideas and was to found in Paris the Russian School which
prospered for years. A teacher of Russian and mathematics who resembled Gogol
and was fascinating in his lectures about Russian history and Boudikoff, an artist,
painter, handsome and cultured who thrilled not only me by his comments on

ancient art but also a group of elders in his conferences. We also took French.

Families started to arrive from Russia. A group of former
aristocratic and bureaucratic elite fleeing what was in any case no longer the
Empire and which all recognized would never revert to the pre revolutionary
state. Great names of the past. There was a kind of Free Masonry which had
always existed among the relatively small group of English governesses, which

broke down any social barriers and in this hectic period more easily, of course,
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than before. | played with the young Prince Belloselski (who had a beautiful
American mother); Kreuz, a step grandson of the Grand Duke Paul (the son of
the very attractive daughter of the beautiful Princess Paley he had married
morganatically, by her first husband Pstelkorz). This lady was whispered to be
the mistress of the Prince Koudacheff and lunched in the same dining room as he
did with his family but at a separate small table with her chevalier servant
(knight) Shoubin...a personality of pre war St. Petersburg. There were the Ungern
Sternbergs, the Shouvaloffs and on the other hand a few Jewish families. The
Handelmans, the flashy Levinson-Levins and then one day the Mitka Rubinsteins
arrived en masse (in a body). Mitka was a famous wheeler and dealer in
Petrograd who had courted Rasputin with financial success and had been so
flamboyantly successful that even the Imperial Regime had put him in jail. There
was a story going around at the time that his wife, who had proudly pointed to an
elaborate equipage at the Strelka (Point) on the Islands around Petro and the very
elegant lady in diamonds and feathers as "our mistress”, had cried tears as large
as the pearls of her necklace. Rubenstein was a cousin of Trotsky and the story
went that family ties were stronger than political connections and that he had
received an exit permit. At the last moment his elder son who had an affair in
Petro and did not want to leave started screaming that his mother had a fortune
of jewels hidden on her person. The family was held up but later released to join
the flow of people fleeing Russia. A few days after their arrival we children were
discretely told by our governesses that we were to ignore the bright eyed roly
poly boy, Serge, and not play with him. So there we were standing in a group in
front of the Grand Hotel ready to go for a walk to Skansen and there was Serge
alone watching us. Mitka suddenly dashed out of the revolving door and up to
his son and screamed in his high pitched voice with impossible Jewish

intonations, "Why don't you play with all those nice kids? Go and play with them
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at once." Serge started to explain that we would have nothing to do with him but
his father was mad and then and there slapped him hard across the fact twice,
turned on his heel and disappeared in the Hotel. We were all horror stricken and
together with one of the others, | walked up to him and exchanged a few words,
trying to act as if nothing had happened and then we all three walked back into
the hall together heading for the men's room. There we left him, probably to the
mercies of a somewhat mollified father who had watched our progress. Years
later Mitka sampled prisons in many European countries. At a lavish party in
Paris Chaliapin in supposed to have asked him across the table "Mitka you have
sampled prisons in so many countries, which is it the most agreeable?" "The
Russian ones" shot back unperturbed Mitka. The Serge in question later moved
to New York and continued shady operations with gangsters in his father's
tradition. Only he didn't realize that US gangsters had another code of conduct
and his murder in his Fifth Avenue mansion remains a mystery to this day. He
left his mother, sister in law, who was a Georgian Princess, and a few kids, very
well off.

A few months after his return to Petrograd, Father, who had in the
meantime, been elected the President of the Banker's Association, a dwindling
group as more and more capitalists fled, had given up his Bank to the Bolsheviks
and moved from our house which was conspicuous, to the Hotel Europa, was sick
with the flu. He was trying desperately to salvage something for his family from
his rapidly disintegrating fortune and also, as | understand it, ensure some kind
of security for the bank's employees. As | have it, one evening, a former
employee who had become an important official of the local Soviet visited him
to say that the order for his arrest had been signed and he, the man, was to serve

it on Father next morning accompanied by soldiers and take him to prison. He
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added that Father had been personally kind and warmhearted and he felt it his
moral duty to give him this advance notice.

Father used to say to me that this was perhaps the deepest moral
satisfaction he had had in all that crazy period and many decades later when, in
the Wehrmacht Stalag, a French comrade working at the Kommandature
(German High Command Military Headquarter) came to warn me, as a prisoner
of war after the 1940 collapse, that | was on the list of men to be transported that
evening to Tannenberg in East Prussia to the work camps there, | remembered
this incident in Father's life and felt a similar deep inner satisfaction. Father, with
Uncle Tolia and Auntie Mania, left that same night for some place in the outskirts
of the city and from there crossed the Gulf of Finland in a sleigh over the ice.
They took the train for the Swedish border and as Father and Uncle had Persian
diplomatic pouches they were treated even with politeness and Father returned in
early 1918 to Stockholm.

After a while it was decided that life in the hotel was unsettling and
a friend of Lucy and George, an admirer of Lucy's, Ruben, who had made a
fortune and owned several houses, rented us a large apartment on the
Blasienholmshaven, a few houses away from the Grand Hotel. It was a furnished
one and Mother completed the installation buying quite a few things from local
stores. We left most of the stuff behind, selling it probably at a fraction of it's
cost when we left in 1919 but the white and gold tea service, my La Fontaine
prints and the clock on my desk as well as a few books still survive.

During our stay at the hotel the French tutor some of us had and my
Russian teacher staged a couple of amateur performances. Les Precieuses
Ridicules in what must have been atrocious French and Genitba (The Wedding)
by Gogol. | played the roles of Mascarille and Kochkareff. We had elaborate

costumes made by professional costumiers (costume designers) and apparently
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my acting was adequate. The casts in both cases were a mixture of aristocratic
refugees and Jewish ones. Something that would not have been possible under
pre-revolutionary circumstances. We enjoyed the repetitions and had a nice time.
Many, many years later we were living in Sevres with Mother and | was eking
out a very meager living by working extremely hard at Laiteries Hauser, trudging
daily with a heavy bag collecting receipts and checking the quality of products
sold and how much the milk had been watered down, when one evening | got a
phone call. The person calling introduced herself in Russian as Princess Lieve
reminding me that we had know each other when she was Sophie Shouvaloff.
She went on to say that some group of Russians headed by a Grand Duchess was
putting on a benefit show and theatricals and would I, she remembered that |
acted from Stockholm days, take a role. It all sounded quite crazy and
unbelievably unreal under the circumstances. | declined.

The first winter in Stockholm was for me, as close to my Petro
existence as to have made little difference. We walked with Lovey every day
along the Strandwagen, meeting probably more acquaintances than even at home.
The wife of Prince Eugene with her two pretty daughters always returned my
salute with a smile and often a greeting. Once or twice they stopped to enquire
about some trivial thing. | was thrilled. One of the girls became Queen of
Denmark and the other was the tragic Queen of the Belgians who perished later
In an auto accident, the mother of the present king, and who, had she lived, would
have spared her country and dynasty much trouble. | occasionally rode in
Skansen. The horse was hardly larger than Lazy Boy but I'll admit | enjoyed it
much less. In winter we went to Salsobaden for skiing - not the elaborate sport
of today but mostly cross country long runs followed occasionally by ski-joring(
a sport where a person is pulled on skis behind a horse carriage) behind a horse

cantering at good speed. | took the train to the Olympic stadium and as most
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youngsters, remained on the rear platform which | often shared with the young
Princes who had gotten on a few stops ahead of me at the palace. \We exchanged
a few words about the condition of the ice and so on. The boy, about my age,
became Crown Prince and perished in an airplane accident years later which took
the life of the actress Grace Moore also. | had English lessons with a Reverend
who read Dickens with me and was a typical Victorian pompous, rather strict
person and who served tea to Lovey when she used to come and fetch me.
When we moved to the apartment there was a suite for Lucy, George,
baby Molly and nurse McCade; a room for Grandmother in the rear and mine
next to hers but none for Lovey who settled in town for a while before she decided
to return to Russia and rejoin her boy friend there. She would have an interesting
life in those revolutionary days and I'll go into it later when I write of her visits
to us in Paris in the mid twenties. When spring came we moved to Salstojobaden
first and then it was decided that I would join Nika Jivatovski (they had arrived
by then) who with Popitch was going on a hiking tour of the island of Gotland.
Boundikoff was entrusted with my care. How ridiculous it all sounds when one
realizes that we were both 13 by then and not only was Europe in the throes of
the horrors or World War | but our own world was collapsing and tumbling down
around us. But such was the mentality carried over from the stable bourgeois
XIX century. We took a small steamer over night and arrived at Visby, the walled
Hansa city on the island with it's innumerable ruins of old churches and tiny little
houses leaning on the ramparts. We did quite a bit of sightseeing and watched
the sunset on the beach. The low city walls were covered with rose bushes pink
in the afterglow and a grey Baltic just barely tinted with golden waves. It was
incredibly lovely. Next day we set off on foot for the southern tip of the island
where there was a bird refuge. By evening | was running a good fever so instead

of the excursion | spent the next day in the soft warm bed in the spotless country
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inn enjoying Boundikoff's rendition of Greek mythology. We returned to Visby
and took a night steamer to Malmo where | spent a day with Lucy and George
who were vacationing on a nearby beach. We then pushed on to Goreborg and
took the steamer through the canal and some lakes, across all Sweden to
Stockholm, slowly moving along the narrow canal and watching the country
scenery float by, stopping at the locks and running wild for a few moments in the
pine forests among the boulders. | believe even a kid at my age was able to
appreciate the relaxation and quiet of those few days. The memory remains vivid.

The second winter, that of 1918/19 | studied harder and spent more
and more time at my work really enjoying most of it, particularly the literature,
history and languages. | was taking French from an interesting lady - Austrian,
who had been governess of the Kamenka boys and had had to go to neutral
Sweden shortly after war started. She also tutored me in German and did such a
good job that to this day | am still pretty decent in German and have an acceptable
pronunciation. She made Goethe and Schiller come alive and it was with her that
| first made the acquaintance of the French mainly of the Grand Siecle (Great
Century), which helped me get along when I started in the Lycee Janson in Paris
in the spring of 1919.

Of course the Armistice lacked the enthusiasm and excitement that
Is linked with that day for most of those of my generation. Stockholm was
relieved and gay, the English Crown Princess came to the service at the Embassy
church to which I went but for us Russians this was still not the end. The Civil
War was in full swing and although a wave of happy optimism swept over us all
because we were so sure that the English in Mourmanks, the French now in
Odessa and even the Americans in Vladivostock would swing the victory on the
side of the White Generals. But there also was apprehension among Russian

liberals like my parents and Jewish to boot because so many White Governments
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were violent pogromshchiki (people who participated in pogroms). Still hope
became more of a reality. We went over to Copenhagen with Father and Mother
and | remember not only visiting Tivoli and enjoying the fair but a spectacular
show, something Oriental and very lavish in the Russian Ballet style.

Stockholm was rather rapidly emptying itself. There were really so
few possibilities in the quiet back waters of little neutral Sweden and so much
was happening and due to happen in England and France. Misha and his family,
by that time Serge had been born, but as they lived in an apartment in town they
were never really part of our daily existence and memories of them are rather
hazy, left. Lucy and George and baby followed and then by May 1919 Auntie
Alia, who had passed through on her way to Paris in 1918, and as a permanent
resident of that city together with Uncle Leo got us our visas. Grandmother, who
was nearing eighty had broken her hip on a shopping expedition in the revolving
door of the Nordiska Kompaiet and was obliged to travel in a wheelchair. A
returning French girl of nondescript background was hired to take care of her.

| went once again to the Olympic Stadium to watch an athletic event
and saw the famous champion Nurmi run with mechanical precision in the 10
thousand meters - timing himself with technical skill that has now become the
rule. We bid the staff - there were still three maids, cook and | think a
Mediterranean butler but not the 13 of Petrograd, goodbye. The local French
Ambassador, | believe it was Dejean, gave Father an envelope addressed to the
Quai D'Orsay which helped us no end at the frontiers. | was very proud to be
entrusted with the arrangements and speaking some Swedish, claim I did a decent
job. We lost no luggage, missed no connections and Grandmother was carried or
pushed from train to ship and ship to train. Again there was Christiania and
Bergen. This time | had time to do some sightseeing and the remains of a Viking

boat now meant much to me, already interested in history as | was. It was difficult
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to believe that they could have crossed seas and even oceans in an open boat with
but one sail, rowing for days. This time there was no storm in the North Sea and
we had a good night on the Flying Scotsman. It was nice to see things | had
known in childhood and | was as carefree and ready to enjoy existence as one can
be at that age, oblivious of the clouds, heavy and ominous that were hanging over
us and which, when they broke so few years later, changed my life. This was in
many ways still a period between a past | loved and refused to admit had ended
and a future that was even more excitingly uncertain than | had ever dreamed. A

crazy euphoria which | cant even explain, much less justify when | think back.

London, Paris, Holidays in Europe
When we reached London in the morning there was a whole family

gathering to meet us; Misha and Katia, Uncle Tolia and Auntie Mania, Volodia
Poliakoff with his wife who was a sister of Katia's. \Volodia settled in London
and became a rather well known reporter on the Times. He had connections all
over Europe and early became a friend of Mussolini's. He was a brilliant man,
erratic and with a vile temper. He had been very impressed at the inefficient
handling of the extreme leftists by democracy in Russia and became an admirer
of Mussolini's. After the March on Rome, he was considered for a while the
great expert on lItalian politics having numerous exclusive interviews with the
Duce. Well, all these Russian gentlemen went into a glorious kissing orgy then
and there on the platform. The effect on the then still very reserved, nearly
Victorian British crowd was fantastic. We settled in the Alexandra Hotel and
with the self same maids, the self same menu, it's unchanged decor of velvet and
anti macassars ( anti macassars are small clothes placed over the backs or arms

of chairs). This was still a setting | had known all my life and its temporary
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character added to the feeling of being on prolonged vacation with a very strong
illusion that 'home’ still existed somewhere. It's details even more vivid in my
mind as | dwelt on each of them.

The next day the Bilibin boy came with Miss Page to visit us. Miss
Page was a dear English friend of Mother's, so close that she was even included
in my nightly childish prayer coupled with Grandmother and closing the long list
after what was probably considered by Lovey to be ‘non compromising and
interdenominational,” "God Bless". I had last seen Bilibin at home. He was the
son of the famous Russian painter by that name and a niece of Miss Page's. We
had played Red Indians in the garden and he had put his ear to the ground to listen
to the hoof beats of the passing horses. Then I had heard that he had caught
scarlet fever, became deaf and had gone to Europe for treatment. He was living
in London, studying painting with Augustus John and lip reading with great
facility. We went for a long walk in Hyde Park and although there was no
problem of communication and he was easy to get along with | had a nervous fit
that evening and nightmares galore.

We spent a few weeks in London. My days were taken up with
sightseeing, The British Museum, the Victoria and Albert, the Tower, Windsor
and Hampton Court. All this with another niece of Miss Pages. Every morning
| rode in Rotten Row. It was not as elegant as | remembered it from pre-war
days but there were still many women side-saddle, children followed by grooms
and men in pinks and top hats. The riding was very tame, occasional canters.
One day just about opposite the Hyde Park Hotel where Uncle and Auntie were
staying, my horse bolted. | simply couldn't rein him in and was fast approaching
the crossing just off Marble Arch where a file of baby carriages with nurses
blocked the way. | spurred the damn horse on and we cleared a baby carriage to

the horror not only of the nurse but of everyone else and then the beast stopped.
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| was shaking like a leaf. A very distinguished old British, at least a Colonel,
rode up and with the inimitable accept of his tribe, mumbled “Well ridden Sir.” 1
could hardly whisper, “Thank you, Sir,” but I did feel pretty elated.

We rented a car and drove down to Brighton where | was aghast by
the Pavilion. | was taken to see the still running fabulous musical Chu Chin and
remember vaguely it's simulated Oriental opulence and easy music. It had run
all through the war and had been the favorite of all the men on 'Leave and has
gone down in history as the musical of that 'last' war. | also saw a couple of
Shakespeare performances — very old fashioned and with the memories of the
Alexandrinka still very much alive, | wasn't impressed. Mother was in a hurry to
get to Paris where Lucy and George had preceded us so we took off rather rapidly.

The crossing was rough and | felt miserable, as | would many times
from then on. | think the only really calm crossing that | ever enjoyed was the
one we made in 1969. Grandmother was up and about by then and traveled
separately. She was met in Calais by Uncle Leo who had been obliged to evict
his long time and very devoted mistress, Suzy, and send her to his country villa
in Bois le Roi as Grandmother had decided to live in his apartment and ignored
the lady who had been Uncle's permanent lady friend several years, remained his
most devoted friend in decades to come, stood by him and hid him in her
apartment when the Germans occupied Paris in 1940 and it was from her home
that he was plucked after a street accident and disappeared in Drancy and later
one of the extermination camps. We arrived at the Gare du Nord with the still
usual array of some eight or ten trunks and | was left with Uncle to clear customs
while the family went to the small apartment Auntie had rented for us Square
Thiers in the XVI. The Custom's Official was friendly and after being told we
had no contraband asked us to choose the one trunk we thought could be easily

opened. | decided on the one which contained a few elaborate hats fixed to the
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sides and would be easy to look through. Mother had told us as she drove away,
that there was nothing, “rien a declarer” (nothing to declare) but knowing her
penchant for contraband, we were both a bit uneasy. Of course the first thing that
appeared was a carton of English cigarettes Mother was bringing for George.

Proverbial French excitement to which | was not as yet accustomed
mounted and to cut a long story short, we finally had to open all the trunks and
at least 1000 cigarettes were found. Uncle abandoned them and | believe avoided
paying the fine. We took a taxi to Square Thiers and again the familiar sights of
Paris greeted my eyes. There were no longer the horse drawn cabs and the red,
small Renault taxis, the Marne one, were scarce. The buildings were a bit seedy,
unpainted and the white mansions around the Etoile were grey. The Arc still had
a few sandbags I think and of course all was empty underneath. No Soldat
Inconnue (Unknown Soldier) had yet been placed there and no eternal flame
burned. By the time we arrived Mother was frantic and furious and still more so
when she was told by Leo that the cigarettes had been given up.

We settled into what had been before the war, our usual schedule in
Paris except that this time we visited more museums with Mother, and
occasionally took the old bateau mouche (passenger streamer) to Bagatelle. |
started even to ride in the morning Avenue des Accacias and attended some
classes at the Lycee Janson. My insufficiency in French, the clannishness of the
boys and the uninteresting dogmatic teachers, contrasting with the brilliant ones
| had had at Tenisheff and my tutors, all disgusted me. | made efforts to keep up
with little success.

Mother took me to the opera. Felia Litvinne, all 250 pounds of her,
was singing Marguerite in Faust from a precariously swinging balcony.
Costumes were old, the great gilded hall was seedy. | had memories not only of

the brilliant Marinski but of the elegant Stockholm opera where we heard some
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good local performances and risked ostracism to listen to two Wagner operas by
the visiting Berlin company which had been impressive - except that the
unbearably long Parsifal had bored me to tears. We went to a few shows on the
boulevards. The great excitement was the Versailles Conference and | stood for
hours on the Champs Elysees to watch the great and near great drive by. Then
came the Victory Parade. Friends of Alia's, the Denisoffs, had rented an
apartment on the Place de I'Etoile, nearly opposite the memorial in plaster of
Paris, painted to resemble bronze that had been set up at the corner of the Champs
Elysees. I vividly remember the two Marshals of France, Joffre in black with the
white cross of the Russian order of St. George around his neck and Foch, riding
side by side with the group of Headquarters Generals behind. Then the Allies
detachments. The British with their characteristic gait, the Americans with their
strange hats, the Belgians, Serbs and even a few Portuguese and my heart was
heavy at the thought that the Russians who had suffered and fought so hard in the
first crucial years, were not there. | felt bitter, cynically disillusioned and an
outsider. A feeling | was to suffer so many many times in my life at many a
parade in many a place. There wasn't the feeling of being part of it as in Saint
Petersburg in 1913 but simply that of an interested spectator. Whatever
inferiority complex | have suffered from all through my life first appeared
consciously that day. The crowds applauded and roared. The roar swept up the
Avenue de La Grande Armee and all around the Etoile as Petain in grey blue on
his charger led the French Army in it's Victory Parade with the tricolor proudly
waving in the breeze. The Poilus (French Infantry), the Chasseurs (Light
Infantry soldier), the colorful Spahis (Algerian native troopers) in their fez, the
navy detachment in their dark blue with the red pompons like so many poppies,
a few cannon but | don't remember any tanks although there must have been

some. It lasted hours in the brilliant sun and although | have since witnessed
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several 14th of July parades, none left me with such an impression of relief, joy
and disappointment. Itwas, I'll admit, a shattering experience. Shortly thereafter
we went to Mont Dore in Auvergne where Father was to take the cure for his
asthma. It was there on the tennis court that I first met Tony Schumann and then
his family who were to become my second family in France and were responsible
to a large extent in extricating me from the Russian colony of exiles and making
me as nearly French as | was to become until the Army in 1939 put a finishing
touch to my real naturalization. The Auvergne scenery was lovely and | loved
hiking in the mountains amid the pines or taking the finiculaire up to a nearby
summit. We rented a car and made some lovely excursions to St. Nectaire,
Clermont Ferrand, which | was to see again under very different circumstance -
and many lovely mountain roads. A Spanish Grandee with one of the new
Hispano Suizas was staying at the hotel and one day took me for a spin. He drove
like mad and | had a great time. There was an attractive girl with her mother, a
Princess Broglie, but with some stain on her coat of arms, on whom | developed
a real crush. As we passed for Russian nabobs and Mother approved, we had
long walks in the woods and danced in the evenings - made up for a costume ball
in which | appeared as a Rajah with as many of Mother's jewels as | could collect
- to the hotel manager's worry. There was a famous cocotte (loose woman) of the
prewar era - Lilian Greuze - who did resemble the figure in Greuze's Valse Brise
a bit and wore perhaps the largest diamond | have seen outside of the Crown
Jewels in the Tower. We bid the Schumanns a fond au revoir (farewell) and drove
to Royat near Clermont where Father was to take another cure. In the hotel there
were a few famous guests - Mme. Adam, a small woman in dark dress and
feathery hat, a celebrated author, and one of the surviving de Rezke brothers - the
singer - in his Rolls Royce, flashy tweeds a la Edouard VII (in the fashion of

Edward VII) and wavy hair which | believed to be a wig. It was boring as hell
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and when Lucy and George joined us and we hired a Berliet decapotable
(convertible) to take us to Biarritz, | was delighted. We stopped overnight in
Carcassone and the ramparts, the medieval towers and great walls, the narrow
streets with the over hanging houses thrilled me. Biarritz was back in its prewar
swing and gay and exciting. We lived at the Regina which was less flashy than
the Palais and | played a lot of tennis. | was linesman at several matches and
once even umpired a men's double at which two Borotra brothers - the second
died early - won a lopsided victory against some local pair. | loved the great
breakers of the Grande Plage, the arcades of Bayonne and thoroughly enjoyed
this vacation. We couldn't, like in days gone by, go over the border to San
Sebastian as visas had become a problem but when the Queen of Spain, in her
large brimmed hat, all in white with those innumerable necklaces of pearls, had
tea at the Golf, we watched her awed and impressed. Back in Paris we settled for
a while at the Hotel Vendome where Uncle Tolia had taken an apartment for us.
It was wonderfully located and | was quite impressed and quite scared to be
accosted by the numerous whores who frequented the Place Vendome. Mother
contacted Mme. Schumann and she recommended that | try and go to the same
lycee as her three boys - Carnot, on the Place Malesherbes and to this less
pretentious lycee | was admitted with ease as my knowledge of foreign languages,
my head start in mathematics and physics compensated for a somewhat
insufficient knowledge of French. But | was really lucky as our French teacher
was a Monsieur Font - a dandy, boulevardier (frequenter of the boulevards) who
tinted his hair, wore flashy ties, very high collars and adored French poetry and
infused us with his enthusiasm. | scored a bit with him very early because at an
assignment, after sweating out several versions of recollections of nature which
we had to write, | tore them all up and wrote about the old oak tree on the Islands

in Saint Petersburg which was supposed to have been planted by Peter the Great.
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| started my essay "les voitures qui passent me couvrent de poussiere et je reve
au passe prestigieux..." (the cars that pass by me cover me in dust and | dream
of the prestigious past) It was very high flown and romantic and got me not only
a 19 (20 was for God) but established me once and for all as having a real literary
future. It was to get me out of many a difficulty in the coming years.

After a relatively short stay at the Vendome, Mother found an
elaborately furnished apartment on the Blvd. de la Tour Maubourg, in the
fashionable and pleasant Faubourg St. Germain, not far from the Seine, the
Chamber of Deputies and the old XVII century mansions. We had a large salon
and dining room and hall - lots of Napoleon 11 furniture and tapestries to match.
We lived in grand style as all Father's influential friends were sure of the success
of the different invasions then being staged by the Allies and Wrangel's ultimate
triumph. All this was to occur within six months and Father had also been
promised that a check for over half a million dollars, of which a major part
belonged to him, would be honored by the National City Bank. George had been
set up in business - trucking - in a joint venture of Father's, old Kamenka's and
Lazard Freres in Paris while Misha was in the management of a tobacco firm also
sponsored by Lazard Brothers in London with Father and his Russian bank
partner, Stifter's backing. At that time we discovered that there was a terrific
backlog of orders for Rolls Royces in London and as Father had ordered one and
made a down payment it came as an additional windfall when for 500 pounds,
the priority was sold. We purchased a second hand Delaunay Belville six
cylinder 1910 limousine with wicker network body and hired the chauffeur who
had been driving us around in a hired car. Lucy and George were leading a very
gay life and although Father preferred to have friends over to the apartment in the
evenings, we went to several shows. | remember Dede with Maurice Chevalier

which must have dated from that period and also the Ballets of Diaghileff -
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Sheherazade in particular thrilled me and as Fokine was a client of Uncle Tolia',
we got good tickets and I was introduced to some of the people around the ballet.
| didn't understand at the time why the family was far from pleased and quite
worried. This gives you an idea of the total innocence of a reasonably liberally
educated boy of those days. Every week we used to have a group of kids over in
the evening to play games and have rather lavish tea with cakes. Somewhere
there is a poem | wrote for one of these occasions and the lines referring to
Mummy speak of her as bubbling with fun and gaiety which she certainly was at
that time. Practically all the children were friends of Petrogard days.
Occasionally a Russian boy in my class at the Lycee Carnot but | hadn't yet cut
ties with the so called Emigration. We all used to pile into the car afterwards and
had a gay but totally innocent time, depositing the different children at their
homes. Symbolically I must mention that one of the days when | asked Sia
Givatovski to have their car also as we were numerous, she made some excuse
and | learnt from Father that they had exhausted their funds and had had to
retrench. It was the first inkling that things could change one day. As | had always
thought of the Givatovskis as extremely wealthy and, although | didn't speak of
it to anyone around me, the feeling of background security suddenly became
uncertain. It needs so little to impress one and looking back I can hardly believe
that such a ridiculous situation could have influenced my outlook. But it certainly
did. I didn't show any change in my attitude and continued to enjoy the pleasant
existence. As usual on January 2nd for Lucy's birthday we had a ball. There was
an orchestra, tzigane (gypsy), from one of the night clubs and Misha came over
from London. The supper was Russian style, lavish and the atmosphere gay with
abandon. We had become quite friendly with the Schumann boys and their elder
sister with her cousin, who was quite attractive, were invited. They came

reluctantly before another ball but were more reluctant to leave as they both told
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me years later. | mention this ball particularly because it was the last one my
parents gave and although we had many gay and pleasant evenings in our
different homes, nothing on this scale was ever done again.

| enjoyed school more and more. We had on the whole a group of
rather good teachers and the boys were mostly nice and some even very bright.
Two (Seydoux and Garnier) became Ambassadors, a couple Dufour, who had a
Russian mother, and had lived in Petro. Also Le Page and of course Portu,
successful doctors. There was a mixture of boys from modest and wealthy
families - sons of concierges, Henry Lazard, Calmette (the son of the famous
editor of the Figaro who had been shot by Mme. Caillaux, the wife of the
statesman just before the outbreak of the war) who was a crazy 'playboy' - the
term hadn't been invented then and came to class occasionally in a tux. He had
one of the first Bugatis and was killed soon thereafter on the Rambuillet road
where an old tree bore the marks of the crash for decades. There was an eccentric
poet Communist Enoch, ugly as hell and brilliant, a pale dope addict who was
kept by an aging demi mondaine (a woman seeking pleasure contrary to more
tradinal bourgeois society). Some will reappear in theses pages and others boys
| have forgotten. The old brick building has not changed. It was old then. The
great glass covered ceilings over the two double decker halls which contained
classrooms and were used for recreation and tennis resembled old style prisons
as they appear on TV and the fixed benches with their desks and hollow ink stands
dated back to the XIX century. In the first courtyard there was a monument to
alumnae who had been killed in the war. A hideous example of the many ornate
ones with roosters, laurel branches in bronze and statues of half draped Republics
that sit proudly in the old village squares of all France. We used to laughingly
speculate where they could place our names as the space was fully occupied and

the idea that we had witnessed the last war in history was rapidly fading. | would
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not say that we were an absolutely disciplined bunch. There was the time we
punctured most of the lead inkwells so that the cripple janitor Poleon emptied his
can of ink several times until he discovered that it had made puddles on the floor.
We put tin foil into one of the main bulbs hanging from the ceiling - no fluorescent
light and it was only recently that gaslight had been replaced - so that when lights
went on in late afternoon, fuses blew, to be replaced and blown again until we
were released from that particular class early. 1 also recollect the director -
Caniving, accompanying an inspector from the Ministry, both in frock coats and
top hats, coming to assist at a class of English at which Pierre Schweitzer, with
whom | had caught up by then, and myself were chosen at random to read in
English. Both the gentlemen placed their hats decorously under their chairs and
sat down. Caniving's chair gave way and he crushed his topper to our delight.
There was a general store at the entrance selling pencils, erasers and also candy.
It was possible when one was late, to linger for an instant, buy a pencil, get a bill
and rush breathlessly into class after roll call with proof and excuse for the delay.
| was regularly late for classes and would dash up in a taxi waving to my friends
scurrying to class. Most of my pocket money went that way and also for an
enormous consumption of cakes in a confectionary on the corner of the Place
Malesherbes. My first few months in class were a very successful period as | was
very much ahead and got numerous Tableaux d'Honneur (Honor Roll) and was
chosen candidate for the forthcoming Concours General (General Competition
between high schools)). In English, of course. Speaking of English, although
my translations of English into French Versions (Translations) were correct, they
usually lacked style because of my insufficient knowledge of French, but my
translations of French into English - Themes - were perfectly polished
productions and in the exercises libres my English essays were also perfect.

There was a hardworking, pimply pale faced boy with pug nose, pale blue eyes,
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clothes somewhat tight for his growing size and visibly coming from La Belle
Jardiniere or such cheap general store, who studied diligently and was a brilliant
scholar. Poirrier was a poor boy, always second in English tests as | breezed
easily through. Our teacher, Benassy, who resented my pronunciation and
correction given in stage whisper when he made a mistake, once could not resist
the temptation of making what was to become a historical statement at the end of
a test. "Premier...malhereusement, Berline" (First...unhappily, Berline) to my
disgust and the general glee.

Having come to this point in my reminiscences | realize that | have
made a chronological error which means nothing now but confuses the further
developments.

From the Vendome we didn't move to the Blvd. de la Tour Maubour
but to a non descript apartment at 1 Avenue de I'Alma near the Etoile - typical of
those rented then, and probably today, to wealthy expatriates. Louis XVI salon
with a marble bust of Marie Antoinette on the marble mantelpiece, a few French
prints, gilt armchairs and a few coffee tables, a grand piano, several bedrooms
and when |1 think back, very inadequate plumbing, one old style bathroom with a
long narrow tub perched on high legs, loin's paws. In winter of 1919 the Spanish
flu was raging all over Europe and the weather was horrible. Popitch had
appeared in Paris and in part to give him some means of earning money and on
the occasion of a short holiday, we took a guided tour of the devastated regions
of Northern France. | remember the impression of utter desolation they made in
the grey rainy landscape. The horror of realizing that bodies were actually still
rotting in the tranches des baionettes (trenches of bayonets) under the rusted
points sticking out from the ground, the fallen down walls, the immense craters
full of muddy water and the trenches like narrow rivulets. Practically empty of

people and cattle, the villages were like some phantom scenery after the play is
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ended. Reims with its ruined cathedral standing among the rubble reminded me
of those gaunt Gothic ruins of Visby destroyed centuries earlier and never rebuilt.
Grey stones, remnants of statuary and gaping holes where the famous windows
used to be. | could not believe it would ever be repaired and in 1971 the
refurbished cathedral impressed me more by the miracle of its reconstruction than
by the intrinsic beauty of its structure. | came back with a bad cold which soon
developed into the flu and was slowly recovering by January 18, 1920 when my
parents gave a party for their wedding anniversary. | was allowed to get up and
we danced wildly with an older girl, Ada Dekler, a niece of Stifter's which
flattered me immensely. Supper was gay, lots of champagne and by next day |
was running a fever of over 41 Centigrade. | remember that Mendelssohn, an
expatriate Russian doctor who had been chief of the Russian hospital in Paris
during the war that had been set up by Alma de Poliakoff, widow of one of
Russia's wealthiest Jewish ‘aristocrats’, of whom much more later, called into
consultation the famous Vidal, after whom some illness had been named. |
remember having deeply impressed a doctor in the States when | mentioned that
| had been treated by Vidal, a contemporary of Pasteur and one of his important
either supporters or adversaries. Medical history should be able to clear that up.
He was built like a bull - heavy set, with no neck and a square head, something
like Churchill's, and his greying hair cut short in a brush manner, later to be called
‘crew cut." He was not optimistic as the crisis approached and there was little that
could be done in those pre-penicillin and other miracle drug days. Mendelssohn
hardly left my bedside but when the final crisis came, he was away for an hour.
Father called the apothecary from downstairs and the man came in. | vividly
remember feeling myself falling down into utter darkness, reminiscent of those
nightmares of far off childhood on the Linia. Then suddenly I felt a violent slap

on one cheek and then on the other and awoke for a moment. And there was this
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unknown face scowling down at me and in the background, Father's. 1 fell back
into blissful sleep and my slow recovery started then. | emerged some six inches
taller, thin and pale.

The general railway strike was on and travel to the Midi had to be
delayed so we went with Mother to Fontainbleau for a fortnight. We lived in the
old fashioned Hotel d'Angleterre opposite the Palace gates in an apartment with
walls and curtains of toile de Jouy, a narrow staircase and old rickety French
provincial furniture. There was even a small canopy over my bed. | spent my
mornings riding in the Fontainebleau Forest. It was cold but bracing and |
pictured the many royal hunts which had taken place centuries before in those
same woods. In the afternoons | would wander in the chateau - in the great halls
with their heavy Empire furniture, the galleries with their Renaissance frescoes
and was allowed into the then private apartments which had been occupied by
the Pope when Napoleon had had him brought to France for his coronation and
where the famous incident of the Emperor calling the Pontiff who was desperate
'tragediante’ (tragedian) and being called in turn ‘comediante’ (comedian). There
the Empire opulence had a more intime (intimate) character and the series of
rooms looked nearly 'lived in'. It had been just a century before that they had
held their illustrious prisoner and Napoleon had spent those last days before the
famous Adieux and his departure for Elba. As soon as train traffic was resumed
we went to Beaulieu, traveling by coach which to me, accustomed to the luxury
of wagons lits, was an experience. We shared a compartment with a Mme.
Meller, a famous demi mondaine ravishingly beautiful and her son who became,
| believe, a journalist of some repute. | can still remember my surprise to see
how attractive and soignee (well got up, neat) Madame Meller looked in early
morning after a nearly sleepless night on the train. \We reached Beaulieu in early

spring and the mimosas were already in bloom and weather glorious. It was at
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the Grand Hotel that we saw the Duke of Connaught of whom | mentioned
something in previous pages.

Although the food was quite adequate Mother preferred to lunch at
the Reserve, in the glass gallery overlooking the Mediterranean where the fare
was outstanding and has remained so, | am told, to this day. It was a short walk
from the hotel which we took every day after my tennis lesson and | enjoyed the
langoustes (spiny lobster), the bouillabaisse and other delicacies. Uncle Tolia
was staying nearby on his yearly spree of gambling and one day came to lunch
and then took me to Monte Carlo to buy what Mother thought was a much needed
pair of tennis shoes. We arrived in the store to find the whole staff surrounding
a pudgy, white faced young man with black grey hair and sunken eyes who was
buying up the place. Our salesman whispered that it was the recently dethroned
last Shah of Persia who was to make his mark on the inter-wars Paris night life
and whom the father of the present Shah, a non commissioned officer from the
ranks had recently dethroned in a nearly bloodless revolution. Uncle who had
been lucky at the tables, bought me six pairs of shoes some of which were to last
over the financial collapse of the family.

We drove over to Menton to visit the Kamenkas who were staying
in one of the villas of Albert Kahn, later to become a foundation, just next to the
one still occupied by the aging ex empress Eugenie. When she died not long
afterwards, | went to watch her funeral at St. Honore d'Eylau, Place Victor Hugo.
There was a large crowd and it seemed then strange for me to realize that this link
with history which | loved, had disappeared. This Albert Kahn was a wheeler
and dealer and a very successful one. One of his bright ideas which he sponsored
some time later, was color movies which we went to watch in his house in
Boulogne Sur Seine set in his famous oriental gardens and this in the early

twenties, remember. When we returned to Paris | had fallen behind in my studies
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and although | had tutoring from a few of the teachers and therefore all possible
help and quite some favoritism of course, | was never able to catch up and slipped
into becoming a very indifferent student. | continued to go to a few parties but
mostly in the Russian émigré set with only an occasional one either at the
Schumann's, at the Bernards and other cousins. That summer we returned to
Mont Dore for Father's cure but made the trip by car, in the one | described. |
was still suffering from the after effects of the flu and the doctors recommended
the cure at La Bourboule some 10 miles from Mont Dore where | was driven by
the chauffeur, Pierre, every morning and brought back by noon after the hot bath
and drink of water. | don't believe it did me any good but | enjoyed the drive,
particularly on the way out when Pierre would let me take the wheel. There were
four speeds and the gear box required them to go straight in line. No way of
going from third to first for example. The car was top heavy and swayed pretty
much as soon as we reached 60 kil. (45 miles per hour).

We made many more excursions than the previous year, several with
the Schumann boys and the required three weeks passed quickly. We then drove
to Biarritz, again the Regina and the same round of sea bathing, tennis and
occasional excursions into the Pyrenees. Lucy and George with Molly and nurse
McCade who was due to leave, joined us and we drove back to Paris. That is
when we settled in the Blvd. de la Tour Baubourg, and I got a phone call from
Mme. Schumann reminding me that | had been invited to stay with them at La
Mardelle, in the Sologne, just beyond Orleans near la Motte Beuvron and the
village of Ides. | took the train down and joined the happy group of kids which
would for years gather in September, while the elders went out daily for shoots.
La Mardelle was an exceptionally good preserve and the day's bag was several
hundred partridges and pheasants or rabbits. The house was very primitive and

small, no electric light, one small green paneled salon and a narrow dining room
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and one shower for everyone except the host and hostess. There used to be about
six grown ups and over ten kids so it was quite a problem. Many eminent men
of the French Ill Republic came down for the shoots, Gen. lasson the then
President's Military Aide, quite a few bankers and industrialists but their
presence never interfered with our care free gay life, the long hikes with the guns,
the games in the evenings and the drives to nearby chateau country or Bourges
and Orleans to see the local cathedrals and museums. This was La Mardelle in
its primitive state, before it had been enlarged, electrified and fitted with lovely
antique paneling from the Lehman collection as well as lovely old prints and
furniture. The house retained that charm and simplicity which made it an ideal
place to spend the warm autumn months and long, candle lit evenings in an
atmosphere of carefree gaiety which cast a glow on the lives of all those who
vacationed there as children. The extraordinary easy hospitality which the
Schumann parents, and Tante Alice in particular, gave to so many friends and
cousins of her boys over the years made the lives of many many of us happier,
cleaner inside and some much less restricted.

We were living, still, on a rather grand scale - with car etc. and when
time permitted - | was studying rather hard. | went to parties in the Russian
émigré group but except for the family and the Kamenkas, | began to gravitate
towards the local French. That year the Pereires gave an afternoon party in their
mansion on the Faubourg St. Honore and Mummy took me along. This was the
first time that | visited the place which | was to become so familiar with in later
years. The high gateway, the wide courtyard, the marble hall and the upsweep of
the grand staircase with it's ornate 111 Empire balustrade - bronze and steel, with
all it's curlicues, led up to an immense picture gallery that ran all the way from
the Faubourg side to the grand salon on the Champs Elysees side. The walls were

covered by immense pictures in heavy frames - all the First Prizes of the Salons
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of 1850 to 1880. Except for an Ingres and perhaps a David they all looked
dreadful and when | knew them better, the Pereire girls used to lament that their
great grandfather had bought such horrors instead of Rembrandts as the
Rothschilds had. | was very impressed by the lavish, palatial atmosphere and still
numerous butlers in livery and with the dark eyed Fanny Pereire on whom |
iImmediately developed a crush. As | had been brought to the party by Mummy
and her cousin Beatrice, my credentials were duly established. French society -
both Jewish and not - were a bit wary of Russian émigrés at that time as most of
them boasted of Generals, Imperial Chamberlains or at least millionaires in their
fanciful ancestry, with little justification.

Some other cousins of Mummy's, the Ashkenazys, lived in a large
apartment on the Rive Gauche and although the two older girls were not at all
attractive, the younger one was and the parties were gay, Russian style lavish
and food and music was usually good. | liked very much to go and always had a
grand time. At one of these parties, Vera - Mummy's cousin who was to become
Mme. Valabregue, came with her Russian mother and as they were going on to
another party and she lacked a danseur, (dance partner) much to the disgust of
Madame Ashkenazy, they asked me to come along and | accepted. The other ball
was the usual French affair - a reasonably good three piece orchestra, supper at
round tables served around midnight with mostly cold meats and salads and an
indifferent champagne topped by French Bombe Glacee. About 100 to 150
people would gather. The girls in light gowns, the mothers in dark satin ones
with ropes of pearls, sitting on gilt chairs along the walls and chaperoning their
offspring and the young men, mostly in white ties and tails, trying to corner the
best dancers or their particular 'flirt' of the month. We waltzed, fox trotted and
tangoed until around 2 or 3 a.m. These balls seem so very tame, so very futile

and uninteresting looking back except that you could spend a whole evening with
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the girl talking of god alone knows what. | was a pretty good dancer, particularly
| waltzed well. 1 had a well cut habit (evening dress), was reasonably tall and
better looking than the average French boy of that set, had perfect manners,
spoke flawless English and had been introduced by the de Gunzburgs as
belonging to the very restricted group of Russian Jewish acceptable society. |
was popular.

A Dbit later I will resume descriptions of Paris balls of that period and
try and bring back the few outstanding ones | attended.

| believe that was the year that Olga married Ignacio Bauer. Your
grandmother and grandfather gave a big reception at the Ritz and as Mummy was
there | was also invited. It was a very impressive affair in those white and gold
salons of the Ritz which Proust was still frequenting occasionally. Your
grandmother appreciated pretty women and had invited several. The dark
ravishing Niussia Rotvand, Alexandra Soldatenkova - a real beauty whose
husband had been during the war, the Russian Foreign Office representative at
the Stavka - Head Quarters - of the Tsar and in the Empresses letters to him
published later, there is a warning against his succumbing to the charms of the
beautiful Soldatenkeva - which was her great glory. She had beautiful grey eyes,
auburn hair and a good figure, except for rather heavy legs which she hid by
always wearing floor length crinolines. Her entries into a room were always
spectacular and she made a big hit in the 'cafe society' of the period with many
admirers. At that particular evening | remember admiring her sitting on a small
divan with the hostess's American cousin, Felix Warburg, who looked enthralled.

| was pretty young to be going out but Lucy and George were taking
full advantage of that Scott Fitzgerald post-war crazy Paris and did take me once
to the Jardin de Ma Soeur, the chic night club. We all drank champagne, except

Auntie Lucy who wanted only to sip some sweet white Bordeaux which was
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obtained for her with difficulty and probably at an exorbitant cost. The
entertainment was a couple who danced ballroom dances. 1 still remember that
although | adored ballet and looked down on such performances, | was stricken
by the perfection of the movement and the ballet precision of each pas (step).
Fred and Adele Astaire were taking Paris by storm. After that we went to a
Russian boite (night club) where the tziganes tried hard to resuscitate the
atmosphere of that camp near Saint Petersburg where so many wild parties had
ended in the ravishing girls running off to marry many a young member of the
aristocracy after having been duly paid to for the clan. These girls were not
promiscuous. Something they had in common with the real geishas of Japan
which so few 'ugly Americans' could understand and which, so many decades
later in Tokyo, came naturally to the boy who had been brought up on the tales
of old Russia and often retold memories of an elder brother who had spent many
a wild night with the tziganes. Heavy draperies, semi darkness, ice cold dry
champagne, a nibble of caviar and the soft velvety sound of violins in those
unforgettable, sad, nostalgic songs, the throaty voice of the now older women in
their colorful costumes and many tinkling gold necklaces still held memories of
Old Russia gone but so few months ago and perhaps to be recaptured one of these
miraculous days. Of course | was too young to know them in Russia but those
first years after the Revolution the Boites Russes (Russian nightclubs) still
retained a shade of the atmosphere and when looking around one would see the
distinguished profile of Grand Duke Dimitri next to the slim Gabrielle Chanel or
the fantastically handsome couple of the Yussoupoffs (they did go out together)
and the somewhat heavy set Grand Duchess Marie among the crowd of heavy
drinking English Lords, pale elegant French Aristocrats, dark skinned South
Americans and an occasional Kapurthala with a group of hangers on...it was

unreal, it was of another epoch, another era but still real enough to be believable
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and it is only today, here and now, that I realize that | was watching then the last
rays of the Belle Epoque (period of peace and cultural productivity in West
Europe before the outbreak of World War 1) as Paris in the twenties was striving
brilliantly to keep alive.

That year | went to the theater rather often. | won't vouch that all
the shows | remember were seen that particular year but do believe that some
performances of semi-historical interest were indeed. | distinctly remember a
few. There was the musical De-De which was gay and lighthearted and in which
the jeune premier (actor playing the lover's part) Maurice Chevalier first
conquered me. He sang in that inimitable Parisian throaty voice of his and
although a | now realize didn't give an outstanding performance, he somehow
added to the atmosphere of the play a gaiety and charm which were to be his
trademark over the coming years. | loved to listen to him and although it was
mostly on records in the years to come, his appearance infallibly brought back
my youthful enthusiasm. Many years later at the coming-out ball of Eliane Louis
Dreyfus I can well remember how he jauntily pranced around and singing directly
to the crowd clustered around him in the ballroom, created an atmosphere of
intimacy and real gaiety. After the downfall of France, traveling in Savoy, | was
In a compartment next to the one which Chevalier occupied with a group of
friends and spent quite some time in the corridor watching through the glass door,
Maurice animatedly gesturing and discussing with his friends. Then came the
war and in the backwaters of San Jose - then a small Steinbeck type of California
little town - in our bungalow, we listened nostalgically to old records of Chevalier
and little Mike, who was about five would pipe up and squeak Ma Pomme. We
knew nothing about his activities at the time and even if we had, we would have
been probably less critical of his visits to Germany and the P.O.W. camps because

memories of the strain of discouragement and miserable boredom that | had
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suffered in mine were still fresh in my memory. Years later, when we were living
in N.Y. he came, aged nearly eighty, to the Waldorf Astoria and | took Liz. We
had our supper at a little table in the immense glittering dining room and there
were quite a few tables occupied by elderly couples or fathers with much younger
children to whom they were visibly introducing him, like I was, with some
trepidation to a younger generation that hadn't know Chevalier. He shuffled out,
hardly changed under heavy make-up, his straw hat at that jaunty angle which
was his alone...Charlie Chaplin's bowler, Fred Astaire's top hat and Maurice'
canotier (straw hat, boater). His voice was nearly gone but mercifully there was
no amplifier to be held on it's winding cord to hamper him as he said, more than
sang, a few numbers. His gestures were an esquisse (sketch) only of the elaborate
antics of days gone by but their sober restraint somehow even added to the
intimate charm that he radiated. His stage presence was unigque and he dominated
the immense crowd as he had dominated that bored group of guests at the Louis
Dreyfus ball decades earlier. Liz was thrilled and | had a lump in my throat. Just
before he died, he came to San Francisco to sign copies of his last book. We
stood in line for nearly two hours and when | came up, | murmured “Merci pour
De De" (Thank you for De De) and | do want to believe he heard and that his
warm smile and handshake in that queue of over 6000 was a bit less mechanical.

The Kamenkas took Daria (I still call her Daisy as her governess,
old Smitty used to) and me to the performance of Athalie with the so called Divine
Sarah. The play was lavish in it's setting and | was in those years, under the
influence of adulation that surrounded Racine and knew most of the lines by
heart. Sarah sumptuously gowned was carried in on a golden throne. This did
not actually clash with her role of the aging Athalie. Her golden voice was gone
but her superb diction remained and I can still hear that sound, cracking at times

like damp firewood, as each word of the famous "c'est pendant I'horreur d'une
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profonde nuit..." (it is during the horrror of a deep night) didn't come floating
from the stage but seemed to be fired with deadly clarity at each one of us. Sarah
Bernhardt's face looked more like a skeleton's, the cheek bones prominent and
the deep set eyes like blazing holes ringed with mascara, but something was there,
something this old woman in incredibly heavy make-up, able only to gesture
iImmobilized on her throne, was able to project and | am happy that my memories
of her are linked to Racine's masterpiece and not to one of those indifferent shows
she was putting on at the time, not even Maurice Rostand's - that same Maurice
who had helped years before, his cousin Mante, build sand castles on the beach
of Hendaye for Lucy's baby brother.

Then there was a performance of Pavlova at the old Trocadero, now
long gone, replaced by the cold elegance of the Chaillot Plaza overlooking the
fountains as they cascade down to the Seine. It was in the gaudy elegance of the
heavy dark imitation of a Mosque with its two brick, grim minarets pointing to
the sky (Mother embroidered one of my birthday towels with a drawing of it
made by Zina Mandelstam) that she was to perform. It was in late spring and
my first Bachot was very close but Miss Page who was visiting us, talked Mother
into letting me go. | had seen much Ballets Russes that year; had been enthralled
by the sumptuous spectacle of Sheherazade with the author Fokine once in the
principal role and then again with Idzikovski, | believe, inimitably swirling head
down and feet straight up in the death throes. Had been deeply moved by
Svadebka (The Village Wedding) which brought back so much of the Russia
which was still so alive in me and Petrouchka. So the first part of Gizelle,
although inimitable in it's faery grace with a nearly transparent Pavlova floating
across the stage impressed me but not more than some of the greatest moments
of the famous ballerinas - Karsavina among them - that I had thrilled to. But then

came the Swan. It is now over a century ago. | had seen some lovely
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performances of the Mort du Cygne, (Death of the Swan) but there is a moment
that still sends a shiver down my spine today. Pavlova had staggered in her dying
scene, her broken body clinging with jerky and still exquisite movements to life
which was so quickly running away. She turned her back on the public and
moved to the depth of the stage, her back quivering and her thin, thin translucent
arms hardly moving in their fibrillation and I held my breathe...this was probably
one of the greatest moments | had ever experienced. Why compare it with
Chaliapin's death scene or that unforgettable thrill that comes every time Artur
Rubinstein attacks the (Chopin) Polonaise Heroic. That moment was and remains
unigue in my many many memories of great moments. As agnostic, | can
imagine only that such must be the ecstasy of a believer.

| don't think that my failure that spring can be attributed to that
evening and the ensuing misery of every day during the holidays interrupted by
hours of study of mathematics and physics in the small hotel on the Normandy
coast where my tutor Mlle. Chamie was staying. At least | do have the
compensation and another unique memory. Just before we left for our vacation
at Sarlabot where Mlle. Chamie was to come to teach me, | went to fetch her at
the Curie Institute she was working at. She emerged with a small frail lady in
black, talking animatedly. | stood hat in hand as she helped the lady towards a
car. As they passed near me she said something and the lady turned, extended
her hand to me and murmured "avec Mlle Chamie vous passerez certainement,
jeune homme." (with the support of Miss Chamie you will certainly pass, young
man.) It was Madame Curie herself.

In spring 1920 when we returned to Avenue de I'Alma from Beaulieu
Mother rented for a few months a nice large house in Boulogne, then a quiet
shady suburb on the Avenue Victor Hugo. The house belonged to Elinor Glynn,

the English author, and | remember one day a pre-war elaborate Rolls driving up
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and an elderly lady, in a flowery Liberty silk dress with floppy hat, parasol,
washed out blond hair and pasty countenance visiting her home to see how the
Russians were treating it, probably. She gushed compliments to Mother and was
surprised at the good English she was greeted by. This house was situated
opposite the mansion of the Grand Duke Paul where he had lived in exile until
the outbreak of the war with his wife Princess Paley, two daughters and a son.
Now it was shuttered and slowly going to waste. It was later bought, | believe,
by Gulbekian who never lived there and is now some kind of school in a bustling
Paris residential district which has invaded Boulogne. Occasionally the Paley
girls would come to pick up something and that reminded me of Tsarskoe in 1916
of a group of white dressed ladies of the Imperial family sipping tea on the terrace
of a structure that reminded me of the Grand Hotel de Cabourg, so dear to Proust,
in that 1910 Louis XVI style so familiar to Parisians. | have only vague
recollections of the house except that there was a very pretentious Egyptian style
dining room with grey colored panneaux of Egyptian style fresques (frescos) and
that my bedroom let out to a small terrace at the end of which was an immense
alcove and a couch covered with chintz - soft, with lots of pillows much better
designed for day dreaming than study. That year my niece Irene had an operation.
They were living now in Onslow Square having moved out of the house on
Queens Gate Gardens they had shared with Katia's sister, her family headed by
\olodia Poliakoff with whom Misha had monumental rows. The Poliakoff boy,
a handsome dark haired boy of about my age had been packed off to some public
school and there had fallen ill. Treated by the local village doctor his condition
had deteriorated but his father decided to comply with English customs and
standards, refused to interfere until Misha becoming alarmed, called the top
specialist and drove down to the school with him only to find that they were too

late, that the boy died. This sad circumstance and Misha's action behind
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Volodia’s back did nothing to smooth relations and they moved. Ira's appendicitis
operation went off well and Mother, who had gone to London for the then
critically dangerous operation spent hours sitting in the quiet seclusion of Onslow
Square watching Ira play while she recuperated. An old retired British Colonel
occasionally made polite conversation in the semi-private garden and when
Mother was due to come home she sent Ira over to announce her departure to the
gentleman. Hat in hand he approached Mother to wish her "bon voyage" and
asked in real Victorian fashion, "And where, Madam, may | be so bold as to
inquire where are you heading for?" When Mother answered 'Paris’, the Colonel
raised his eyebrows and murmured "that city of folly and vice?" | give this small
anecdote to describe the atmosphere still to be found in the early twenties in the
old fashioned English society - the Forsyte clan...

Every morning the fat chauffeur Pierre, used to drive me from
Boulogne to the Porte Dauphine which had its real gates, open but still there.
Gates from which the old fortifications still spread in both directions encircling
the Paris that had withstood the 1870 siege. At each entry into Paris at that time
there was a Custom booth as both gas and game as well as other food products
were subjected to a tax upon entry into the city. So each time one drove out for
an excursion one had to declare the amount of gas in the tank. This had to be
measured with a wooden stick and immediately beyond the barriere (railing,
barrier) in most places, were gas stations with their mountains of gallon tanks so
that gas consumed during the drive could be replaced before returning. The little
green ticket was duly handed to the green uniformed douanier (customs official)
who so often looked like Van Gogh's 'Postman' as | would realize later on when
| became familiar with that picture. One had to say "pas d'excedent” meaning
that no excess gas over the quantity taken out was in the tank and | will admit

that private cars were never checked. Molly used to love giving up these tickets
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and piping up "pas d'accident™ (no accident) to everyone's smiles. Now, so many
decades later, Matthew loves to pay the tolls at the bridges and so it seems that
children's natures remain unchanged adapting themselves to changed
environment. Pierre used to allow me to drive the long, top heavy Delauney
Belleville with it's six cylinders encased in a hood which had the form of our
familiar garbage cans which line the streets, particularly in New York, until all
hours. | learnt to drive really in the Bois, deserted and quiet at those early hours.
| had been allowed to sit on the chauffeur's lap and hold the steering wheel of the
Marne Taxi type Renault we rented the summer of 1911 and in which we made
that first drive from Paris to Normandy along the then dusty highway | was to
know so well.

We spent but a few months in Boulogne which Mother loved and she
often in later years wistfully used to say that existence would have been different
if Father had bought that house even if it had been for the price of her diamonds.
Life would have been possibly less hectic and in later years the immense increase
in value of the property might, I don't believe it myself, have staved off the
financial collapse which her extravagance triggered with the assistance of
Father's unlimited softness and indulgence. I spent a few days in London with
Misha and Katia at the time. Misha took me to all kinds of really London places
including the dismal stuffy Royal Society Club to which he had had himself
elected and of which he was inordinately proud. His monocle, bowler and white
spats were very much in line with the way men were dressed in London streets
then and disappearing from them at a much slower rate than from those in Paris.
He had me fitted for a hat at Lock's, and a couple of suits on Saville Row where
| had already had had a wardrobe tailored when we arrived from Sweden, much
to the envy of Tony Schumann at the time and which | know triggered his love

for good clothes which he wore so well in years to come. Then the Berlines came
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for a short visit with niania (nurse) and governess and Serge was ordered
pomersikai nojkoi (say thank you - making a verb out of the French word - with
your foot) at which he would make some vague moment with his baby feet.

It was from Boulogne that we went for a second time to Mont Dore
and returned to Paris to the Blvd. de la Tour Maubourg and it's still elaborate set-

up for a winter of high living.

Exile

Growing up in Paris, Social Life, High Society

| was remembering all those balls, the dansants (dancing parties), dinner
parties, picnics and other events that took up so much of my time in those years.
The chronological sequence is lost and many will be forgotten, I'm sure, but in
the salade Russes (Russian salad, hotch potch) of the following pages | hope to
bring out that hectic gaiety, still clinging to the memories of the Belle Epoque
lived by most of the older generation taking an active part in our existence.
One night recently | tried to count the number of balls I had been to
during those years from the early twenties to the mid thirties and lost count after
fifty, of course. The usual routine | have outlined with the orchestra - size and
quality varying considerably; the buffets - more or less lavish; the midnight
supper - more or less sumptuous; the champagne - dryer and colder or sweeter
and warmer and the decor - itself more of less attractive. Two costume balls stand
out particularly in my memory. They date around the very early twenties because
later on I couldn't afford any disguises nor did | feel like such elaborate dressing
up unless it was in the free and easy atmosphere of La Mardelle where we had to
concoct all the costume out of odds and ends at very short notice with a maximum

limit on expenses. | do remember one of the first when I really shocked the elders
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in a Scheherazade costume wearing only silk pajama pants and a turban of some
heavy damask | had found lying around. That year Jean Herman, a childhood
friend of Tony's and a distant relative, painted himself red with regular paint and
even after hours of scrubbing remained an unholy dark pink for several weeks.
Madame Schumann was very fearful of blood poisoning. There was also the time
when Madeleine, Lise and the Sane Jean and myself got some geese wings at the
village, concocted very elaborate pink breasts, the girls using them as bras and
we stuffing our with rags and helmeted and draped sheets, descended the stairs
to the strains of the Walkyrie. Pierre Bacharach, a talented architect friend of
Poulot's and whom we all liked very much, fixed an enormous turban over his
shoulders and drew an amusing face on his stomach coming out an oriental dwarf.
The Godet couple - she was the pretty Pitchoun ex Gaillard who later married a
textile millionaire from the North and he was the part owner of the well known
sports newspaper I'Auto’ Nord - dressed up as Napoleon and Josephine, reversing
the roles. But their costumes cost more than the accepted limit.

For my first costume ball in Paris I dressed up in the uniform of a
Russian Officer of the Alexander | period — dark green, with cocked hat, real
Russian Imperial army gilt buttons picked up at a second hand store. | still had
enough hair to have it curled and with my white tight fitting pants made quite a
good appearance. The party was at Christian Lazards on the Blvd. Saint Germain
and as the parents were unpretentious and friendly the atmosphere was easy and
gay. Just a few weeks ago, it is now 1972, we spoke of it with Claude Lazard at
a wine tasting event in Golden Gate Park and it certainly seemed unreal to both
of us — much more so to me who had long ago dropped all that social life. The
apartment was decorated as a guingette (small suburban taverrn) of the XIX
century with lots of lilas (lilacs) and Japanese lanterns. | was very much in love

with Fanny who looked lovely in her white muslin crinoline but she was taken
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up with some other boy, perhaps Robert Wallich already, whom she was to marry
as her first husband and who became a very eminent doctor, treated Mother with
admirable skill and devotion and later me also and finally, as Wallis in New York,
married to one of the Esmond girls, cousins of Mummy's cousins, made quite a
hit. 1 was peeved and turned to the prettiest girl there. Mlle. Laroche, the striking
brunette daughter of the French Ambassador to Warsaw, who in white with purple
turban, a plunging decoltee and much make-up and some fabulous family jewels
came as the celebrated Paiva, the demi mondaine of the Second Empire who built
herself the hotel particulier (town house) on the Champs Elysees which became
the Travelers. She finished as a Prussian Princess in an imitation Versailles
somewhere in the marshes of East Prussia. She was radiant that evening and
lived up to her role and we had a grand time.

One of the fabulously wealthy Poliakoffs, Daniel, had married a
striking Austrian beauty, Alma de Reiss, and lived, before the war, in an
enormous hotel particulier on the Avenue.... She had appropriately lavish jewels.
As head of the Russian Hospital for wounded in Paris during the war was made
a Chevalier of the Legion d'Honneur, a significant honor for women in those
days. By the time | met her, she was still a very striking grey haired beauty and
after selling her immense house, had settled in Passy in a smaller one where she
gave the best parties | have ever been to in Paris, mixing Russian emigres from
Grand Dukes to striking demi-mondaines (women supported by wealthy lovers)
and artists with the Paris diplomatic corps and chic French who were attracted by
the eminence of her long time friend Pierre de Fouquieres, the Chef du
Protocole,(Chief of Protocol) always distinguished, erect, immaculate and draped
in an unbelievably long chain of miniature orders of which he had a fantastic
collection unless he was due at some official function when he would put on

some of the plaques and actual crosses reminding me of Uncle lIllarion in old
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times. Early after our arrival Alma, with whom we were very friendly for many
many reasons, one of them because she had had an affair with my brother and
also was a favorite of all the older gentlemen, my father and your great
grandfather included, arranged a benefit performance for the White Russians at
the Cirque d'Hiver. (Winter Circus) In the intermission young couples sold
programs or something. Special sectors of the circus were allotted to each couple.
| was in attendance on Eliane Louis Dreyfus who was very attractive, vivacious
and had an extremely pretty frock | still remember. A heavily embroidered
fourreau (tight fitting dress) with a lovely band of warm dark sable edging the
skirt, which, of course, hardly showed her ankles. Among those who were there
who you possibly know were Daria Kamenka and also Pierre Schweitzer. Of
course we didn't stick to the rules and rushed all over the circus selling to wealthy
box holders and finally landed with the largest sum collected, much to the disgust
of all the other couples, Daria remembering her disappointment to this very day.

The same Alma gave a costume ball in her home. Lucy went as
Colombine in a multicolored dress in a diamond design, carried in by four
attendants in white silk shirts and collant (tight fitting) pants of the same material.
The four were lzraztsoff, the attache to the still existing Russian Embassy,
George, Fedia (Dima's father) and myself. There were quite a few lavish
costumes. The Persian Ambassador attired simply in his official outfit was
spectacular. As usual champagne was excellent and plentiful and the supper,
prepared by Korniloff, a former chef to some Grand Duke and later owner of the
best Russian restaurant in Paris, always catered to all her parties.

Later on there were the famous Bal de I'Opera for White Russians
organized by Mlle. Maklakoff, the sister of the last Russian Ambassador from the
Provisional Government and his hostess. The first one was a fabulous affair. All

the Opera draped in different tones of purple and lilac and all the women dressed
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in those same hues. Men, except for an extravagant few, were in white ties and
tails and the ensemble was breathtakingly beautiful. Some of the older women
had only mauve wigs and conventional black dresses but what with the overall
color scheme and scintillating jewels, it was an unforgettable sight. | believe it
was the following year that the theme was Oriental. A friend of mine at the
Carnot Lycee, Jean Paul Garnier (his mother was a well known journalist on
foreign affairs and reputed to be the mistress of Jules Cambon, the famous
ambassador, also was rumored to be Jean Paul's father) had obtained two tickets.
He very honestly told me that | was the friend who showed up best and also one
of the very few who had an habit (evening dress suit) so he asked me along
hoping, and he was right that | would be able to visit a couple of boxes and thus
get a better view of the show. Costumes this time were still more lavish and
fantastic but the overall effect was less spectacular. | believe that the extremely
handsome youngest Prince of Kapurthala was there with his new bride, stepping
out of some ancient Persian print, delicate features, immense eyes and tiny nose
and she, still daintier and white of skin. They wore, both, silver lame costumes.
His turban glistened with real jewels and her sari hid long necklaces of softly
glowing pearls. A couple out of fairyland. The Maharajah himself, tall, greying,
in a dark kaftan with his diamond encrusted orders blazing, presided in a box.
Probably such sights still exist somewhere and when | read of the Iranian
festivities | imagine them, possibly more easily because the descriptions blend
with my memories of the grand staircase of the Opera, with it's gorgeously
uniformed Gardes Republicaines in their glistening helmets and dark horses tails
trailing over their shoulders at rigid attention and all those lovely women in their
exotic headdresses, rich kimonos or flowing silken robes slowly ascending the

marble steps under the immense chandeliers.

90



I well remember one of the first Periere balls. We had dined gaily,
par petites tables,(at small tables) in the lovely paneled rooms of Alfred's private
suite high up overlooking the dark gardens bathed in what then was brilliant glow
of the distant Concord, brightly lit by many many shining lamp posts shedding
their soft lights on the Ville Lumiere. We trooped down to the first floor all ablaze
and full of large baskets of flowers that had come from the Chateau
d'Armainvilliers. The great salons were empty still, the parquets shiny and the
numerous liveried footmen flanking the gleaming white buffets. The orchestra
was half hidden by greenery. A very uncomfortable blushing Englishman who
had taken the invitation a la lettre (literally) and come around 10 was standing
awkwardly alone somewhat subdued. To gain some countenance he lit a
cigarette. Old Mr. Gustave Periere in his outmoded black frock coat of another
age, shuffled over and in a stentorian voice thundered “Je suis Monsieur Periere
et on ne fume pas dans le salon.” (I am Mr. Periere and one doesn't smoke in the
drawing room) At Fanny's orders | rushed over and rescued the poor guy and
brought him into our small group which was chatting excitedly awaiting the flow
of guests.

All these balls, as | look back on them, were very much alike. The
particular ones that stand out differed by incidents, the setting or some special
person or group present. In the case of the several Periere balls, it was certainly
the impressive salons that had seen so many glittering receptions of the Second
Empire that somehow awed even us, the younger generation. How could one
forget, when one watched the lovely Margot Periere or Fanny floating by in white
tulle that those same mirrors set among the heavy gold frames of the elaborate
pictures and immense Chinese vases had witnessed the waltzing of the great

beauties of that Paris and the ones of the Belle Epoque.
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This sense of living recent history and a way of life that was fast
dying even in France, was stronger in me than in my French friends because |
had seen and lived the collapse of Imperial Russia. | well remember my first visit
to their chateau near Gretz, Armainvilliers, set in a park of some 14000 acres with
great trees, winding well swept roads, great vistas of lawns and dotted with
innumerable pavilions and chalets, many set on the banks of artificial streams or
little lakes. The private station, itself an elaborate brick and plaster building large
enough to be a hunting lodge, was no longer in use and the old fashioned
Renaults, shiny with innumerable brass lanterns, the little crystal vases inside
always full of flowers and the old coachmen, turned chauffeurs, in elaborate
liveries would drive you for several miles to the heavy gates, then another half a
dozen miles to the chateau itself. It was an enormous building some 300 yards
long, three stories high in imitation Renaissance with such a profusion of statues,
columns, bronze candelabra or animals in the niches of the brick walls, at the end
of the curlicued balustrades of the terraces and everywhere on the high gabled
roofs, that one was stupefied. If the Paris Opera seems heavily ornate,
Armainvilliers was ever more so, the ultimate dream and fantasy of an architect
of the 1850s, given a free hand to equal or surpass, if possible, Ferrieres of the
Rothschilds. Life size roebuck flanked the sweeping staircases of each wing and
iIf 1 remember correctly, more elaborate groups, the middle one. On one of our
expeditions to the chateau with a group of the younger generation for a picnic on
the lawn in early spring, we paid Fanny's younger brother Philippe 5 francs to
remain astride one of those statues while we wandered away for an hour or so,
just to get rid of the insufferable kid. The heavy doors would be opened by a
young liveried footman and one ascended a wide marble stairway to the
immensely wide, deeply carpeted first floor gallery running the whole 300 feet

of the building with arrangements of potted palms at each end and statues of
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painted Negroes in gilt robes holding torches with ornate glass globes brilliantly
gas lit in the evenings. Shortly after World War | an estimate for putting
electricity into the structure was made but the family fortune had dwindled by
then and the half million francs ($100,000.00) was considered too extravagant.
The stairs continued up to a somewhat less elaborate second floor and the
immense bedroom with it's heavy brocade drapes of dark red, it's great bed and
ornate mahogany furniture upholstered in deep red velvet. The bathroom was in
a hardly smaller room and stood on a platform enshrined in a carved mahogany
chest. The fixtures polished silver plated gleamed above wide marble basins.
The whole effect awe-inspiring. One would gather in the deepening dusk in one
of the great salons, walls covered with Victorian landscapes, stuffed armchairs of
dark wood, tables with elaborate gas or oil lamps casting a subdued light that
hardly reached the dark corners or high ceilings. Antimacassars on the divans,
photos of celebrities from Balkan Kings and Italian tenors, in heavy silver frames
and albums heavily leather bound like some medieval volume, full of half faded
photos of ladies in crinolines and groups of stiff family groups with boys in sailor
suits and girls in white starched frocks, so very much like the innumerable
illustrations of most Royal memoirs of the XIX century. One gathered around
the table and spoke in subdued voices until the old butler, with white sideburns
holding aloft a heavy silver candelabra ablaze with many candles would
announce “Madame est servie™) (Madame is served). A procession was preceded
by the old man, very dignified and tottering under the weight of the heavy load
would wind it's way from one dimly lit somber salon through another to the great
dining hall. The walls were of ornate Spanish leather with heavy high backed
chairs to match and so much silver among the candelabra on the table that the
colorful flower arrangements were hardly able to enliven the scene. The food

was simple but excellent and the wines from the unbelievable cellar containing
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over 250,000 bottles, extraordinarily good. This reminds me of an incident
during one of those early spring picnics | mentioned before. Philippe had been
told to instruct the housekeeper to bring some unlabeled bottles of Bordeaux from
a certain section of the cellar for our lunch on trestles and benches in the park. A
few bottles duly appeared carried carefully by the ancient and one of us began to
empty them into the coarse glasses we were using. | gulped down half of mine
suddenly realizing that | was tasting the best, most softly velvety Bordeaux | had
sampled for ages. | turned to Georges Helbronner, a rather insipid snobbish
young man who, for some reason unknown to me always tried to be most friendly
with me, and asked him his opinion. It then developed that we had been given,
by mistake, one of the choicest wines of the one of France's greatest caves of the
day.

Afterso  On my first weekend at Armainvilliers | had what | believe to
be a classical adventure. me desultory chit chat the old ladies, the young ones
had slowly left preceded by candelabra bearing footmen and we wandered out
onto the terrace. It was all very poetical in the moonlight. | was given a candle
and slowly made my way to my room. | had carefully noted the number. The
great house was dark and quiet. On the first floor a single lamp shed indecisive
light. I undressed and suddenly realized that, with restraint, had not asked either
Fanny or her sister Manise where the WC was. So with candlestick in hand and
candle flickering dangerously, | made my way to the only one | knew, on the
ground floor near one of the halls, past the silent Negro holding his unlighted
torch. As | emerged a draft suddenly blew the candle out and | realized with
horror that | hadn't taken any matches. | slowly, in utter darkness, made my way
up to the second floor. Roaming about the house around midnight was not
something | was willing to explain. It would have been misconstrued very

certainly. I reached what | thought was my door and tried it. It was locked and a
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female voice inquired “Qui est la?” (Who is there?) So | beat a hasty retreat. |
moved along the endless corridor and breathed a sigh of relief as opening a door
| recognized in the faint moonlight, my room. | was making my way to the bed
when | heard movements in the corridor. | accelerated and placing one foot on a
small oriental rug found myself skidding along over the polished parquet. |
desperately tried to save myself, caught the tray with glass, water pitcher and
small crystal flask of rose water that was, Victorian style, placed on every night
table and sent them flying into my bed. | heard a knock and sliding into the wet,
sugary mess under the sheets, steadied my voice to say “Entrez.” (Come in)
There was the butler in long night shirt with his liveried frock coat only, holding
a flickering candlestick. He looked at me and inquired politely, “Monsieur desire
quelque chose?” (Does the Gentleman need something?) | mumbled “Non
merci”(No thank you) and he retired. | did my best to repair the mess but many
years later in one of our long intimate friendly talks Manise once asked me what
was the mystery of my first night of that week-end which had intrigued the
servant's hall and most of the family.

| know that this is not the time and place for a detailed account of
Manise's life but in this rambling collection of events, | might as well inset it
here.

The Perieres were a fabulous wealthy Jewish family of the Napoleon
I11 period who had created many of the French railways. The second generation
did nothing. The old gentleman simply settling a million francs on each of his
illegitimate children as they came along and the story has it that there were quite
a few. By the time | met them, the third generation, Gustave Periere was a
tottering old man quite gaga, who loved to pinch his pretty grand daughters and
their friends. His tiny diaphanous wife with a faux-air (pretence) of Queen

Alexandra, kept up appearances. Alfred, their eldest son , except for a fabulous
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library of many thousand beautifully bound books which lined all the walls of
the apartment they occupied on the top floor of the immense hotel particulier in
Paris, did nothing but run after any and all skirts he could find. Marie, his wife,
was a beautiful, dainty small creature with exquisite finely chiseled features, soft
dark hair and lovely eyes, a Gomez from Bayonne of Spanish Jewish aristocracy
dating back to the expulsion of the XV century. Their eldest daughter, Fanny,
with whom | was very much in love, was also small, dark haired, vivacious and
dainty. She married Wallich, the doctor, then divorced, had several affairs and
married Maurice Petit with whom she was very happy until she died very
suddenly around 1969. The second one was probably less attractive, her skin had
a slightly olive tinge and she had auburn hair, a very good figure and enormous
sex appeal. She fell madly in love with a rather dashing and probably handsome
Jules Koenigswarter who was to marry one heiress, become a widower early and
then marry a crazy English Rothschild and after World War I, leaving her in New
York to get into innumerable scandals with Negro lovers, dope and so forth,
become French Ambassador to Mexico. Jules dropped Manise as soon as her
reduced dowry was indicated and she then switched to Tony Schumann who was
ugly as Hell, charming, appealing and courted her as he did many girls with gusto.
By the time all was ready for a formal engagement Tony had taken up with his
first and only real love, Eliane Louis Dreyfus. So poor Manise's second romance
came to nothing. All the family, including I believe, the younger brother,
Philippe, had turned rabidly Catholic, much to the glee of the official church of
course. Manise came under the influence of a very handsome and brilliantly
intelligent Dominican priest. | have always felt that he held a deep sexual
attraction for the poor unbalanced girl. Be it as it may, Manise decided to leave
the world and enter Holy Orders. It was a difficult decision and we had become

close friends after | had been turned down by her sister and she by my best friend.
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| used to call on her late afternoons and we had innumerable long talks in her
room under the gaze of her favorite plush monkey. My romantically inclined
nature gave these visits a Cyrano undercurrent. | was attracted by her but
somehow all the difficulties of past connections, slightly hysterical Catholicism
and decaying grandeur of the family were too much for me. | did my best to talk
her out of entering a contemplative order and locking herself away for good but
she opted for the Petites Soeurs des Pauvres (Little Sisters of the Poor) which
would enable her to do some useful work in the outside world. | visited her
several times while she was a novice in the convent somewhere up on Monmartre
and we talked of her with Daria, who was one of her few friends. Then came the
elaborate ceremony of her talking vows. It was moving for the few friends who
had come, remembering her as the charming girl, floating easily among the gaiety
of Paris society. | had the feeling of watching the pinning of a frail butterfly when
the tall handsome priest in the white robes of his order with gestures more
reminiscent of the Ballets Russes than religious ceremonies, brought the 'Bride
of Christ' to the altar. The General of the Dominicans, a swarthy elderly man
came himself to preside at the ceremony for such an illustrious convert and made
a speech. | have somewhere a brochure of the ceremony which her then brother-
in-law Wallich had prepared with a photo of Manise in her habit. Some time
afterward the priest was transferred, of all places, to Norway and Manise had
herself transferred to a tiny Dominican convent in Oslo. When the Germans came
the local Mother Superior kicked her out of the convent to avoid any possible
problems because of her prominent Jewish name and she found herself stranded,
alone in occupied Norway. As | understand it, she met and fell in love with a
brilliant handsome young Norwegian very prominent in the underground. The
couple was very active until they had to flee. She reached Sweden, he was caught

and tortured to death. Prominent Petainiste friends of Manise in Paris, the
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Goudchaux, also converted but for several generations and belonging to that
small group which held it's breath and sat out all the Occupation while friends
and relatives went to their deaths in camps, offered to send her money but Manise
refused and worked, first as a charwoman and then teaching French all through
the war in Stockholm, miserable, alone, having lost her faith, her friends, her
country. By this time Germany was defeated. She had somehow come through
and was living a bit more decently. (She showed me a small modest watch she
had been able to buy with her savings, she who was originally destined to inherit
a large part of the fabulous Periere jewels). She refused her family's offer of
repatriation and spent quite some time tending children in the rehabilitation
camps established in neutral countries, in this case Sweden, to care for orphans
found abandoned in the camps. She returned to Paris and in the mid fifties when
we went there to my pleasure and surprise | found her married to a member of
our clan, Poulot's closest friend Pierre Bacharach, the son of a Jewish Colonel of
the French Army who had survived the nightmare of the Dreyfus case. Pierre
was a very nice, simple boy with little money but lots of charm and talent as an
architect. They were living in a somewhat unconventional Bohemian style in a
nice apartment in one of the many still remaining Periere houses on the Faubourg
St. Honore, just opposite the mansion Manise had been born in. They seemed
happy and we, coming from the unsophisticated atmosphere of the Western
United States, found them refreshing after finding so much unchanged and so
many of our friends reverted to the old ways of life slamming the door on what
had happened - an unavoidable human trait which makes life bearable. | hoped
that after all those experiences Manise had, at last, reached a haven but in 1969 |
learned that they had divorced. Pierre brought his new wife, an energetic, neat
Parisienne to meet us and we heard that Manise had retired, alone, to a country

house where she was living with innumerable animals, two adopted Asian
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orphans and a daughter in law with a baby while her son was in the army, seeing
no one, tinkering with antiques. One of the craziest existences I have ever known.

The following morning at Armainvilliers on the immense terrace,
we came upon an old great aunt of the girls, a Mme. Javal, sitting in her armchair
attended by an equally old maid. | was introduced and she looked me over
critically. “Ah, un danseur de Fanny” (Oh, a dancing partner of Fanny's) she
said not unkindly. She was in that year, which must have been 1922 or 23, some
105 years old and I, already historically impressed, looked at this shriveled old
lady who had been born under Louis XVIII, seen two more kings and an emperor
go. | don't believe the crazy story that Philippe Periere told me that when she was
a small girl she had an ancient nounou (nurse) who had been in the service of
Madame du Barry, Louis XV last mistress, as a young girl. But the dates do make
it possible. Remember Louis XV not XVI — that same king who as a boy had
been picked up by Peter the Great. History is a very recent thing. And when one
reaches our ages it is strange to realize how far back one can personally reach.

| continued to study, not very much, and enjoy life as much as |
could. 1 used to go out at least once a week. | still had well cut tails and | used
to wear a small orchid buttonhole. It was not to imitate Oscar Wilde but because
Fanny liked those flowers and would accept mine. As our crowd would say “one
knows whether Fanny Periere has arrived or not by seeing if the smiling Berline
still has his orchid buttonhole”. Crazy.

For some reason | remember well the Gustave Goldet ball. They
lived still on the Avenue Henri Martin overlooking the Bois but were moving. All
the furniture had been moved. The rooms were bare and much bigger than we
had known them; the walls with their patches of brighter color where pictures
had hung, light bulbs handing loose from the ceiling, some folding chairs and

rickety tables like a guingette. The atmosphere was less restrained and somehow
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easier and after dancing all night we went out on the balcony and watched the
sunrise over the Bois. There was also the much more elaborate and guinde affair
at the other Goldets where | had too much champagne and realizing that I might
make a fool of myself tottered up to Fedia and asked him if he thought I should
leave. He had seen my brother quite often in that state in Petersburg and told me
to go home. | ceremoniously bid the hostess good-bye and came out into the
fresh air to find a long row of cars. One seemed familiar and | got in and went to
sleep. When the doorman opened the door for Madame Jean Stern and Simone
some time later, they found me fast asleep on the back seat. Madame Stern, who
was quite a character didn't bat and eye and got in and had me delivered home,
never mentioning the incident. This brings me to perhaps the most glamorous
period of my Parisian existence. My flirtation with Simone Stern, was a wealthy
heiress, not unattractive but with an immense nose, good figure, excellent legs
and a good dancer. She was intelligent and amusing and if | hadn't been terribly
afraid of all that money, as | heartlessly told her on one of our last meeting, |
might have tried to marry her. | was a penniless emigre not chic enough for the
Rothschild connected Sterns and at the height of my infatuation with Simone, |
did regret that Father's promotion to Active Counselor of State occurred in 1917
depriving us of the possibility to add a 'de’ to our name which would have helped
under the circumstances. At which ball I met Simone | don't know but shortly
thereafter we both caught measles and had unending telephone talks while
recovering. This was before the telephone craze for teenagers and was in a way
an innovation. My good English and manners conquered Simone's governess and
| saw very much of her for quite a while. She took me to the Stern hotel on the
Faubourg, opposite the Elysee, to meet the old grandmother. This imposing small
lady had been a friend of the Queen of Romania who was an author under the

name of Carmen Sylva, and had herself, under the pseudonym Maria Star, written
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some books. Jean Stern, Simone's father, was to follow in his mother's footsteps
and wrote a few biographies. They lived in a rather elaborate hotel particulier
on the Rue Octave Feuillet and had a rambling English country house style place
— Blue Star Cottage, I think it was called, in Chantilly where Jean Stern's large
racing stables were located. He was one of the prominent owners of his day and
his widow carried on the Stern colors — white with blue stars and black cap — after
the War until her death in the late sixties. I'll admit I loved the easy luxury of
Chantilly and the Paris salons and enjoyed it all immensely. Simone had a
bachelor uncle — Lambert — who lived in Paris in an apartment completely
furnished in the Modern Style of the Metro then quite ostracized but now, as |
understand it, back in favor with Lalique Tiffany lamps and vases, Puvis paintings
and lily styled furniture. It was Simone who gave a small dinner inviting only
her attractive friends — the word leaked out and caused much wrath. The Baronne
Robert de Rothschild, the pretty Van Heukolum girl who had something of a well
tended cow about her, Margot Periere, dazzling and a few others. It was there
that the Baronne R. broke her pearl necklace and a frantic search for the missing
pearls left one missing. As Maxime Solinski, a handsome boy whose mother was
a demi mondaine of the Belle Epoque, and myself were the only ‘outsiders' and
penniless to boot, | suggested they search us much to Jean Stern's horror. But |
was relieved when Simone phoned the next day to say Cartier had missed a pearl
while restringing the necklace in a hurry.

It was Simone who had me invited to the Edouard de Rothschild ball
in the Hotel Talleyrand on the Place de la Concorde. Which has been copied on
the other side of the Gabriel Palaces for the US Embassy. | was terribly impressed
as | walked up the wide staircase realizing that Tsar Alexander | had walked these
same steps when he stayed there during the Russian occupation of Paris after

Napoleon's defeat. | can still remember the profusion of flowering plants and the
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innumerable vases of roses, orchids and other fabulous flowers from Ferriere
hothouses. At the top of the stairs stood Germaine de Rothschild, very beautiful,
all in white with a tiara and necklace of diamonds which took my breath away.
She had a bearing of her own and was one of the few really distinguished grande
dames (great ladies) of the French Jewish Society of my day. It was impressive
to wander through all the heavily gilt salons and spy on the walls the Vermeers,
the Rembrandts that were familiar even to inartistic me. This was long long
before I married Mummy who, through her father’s sister is related to this
Germaine. But it was a relief to find Philippe de Gunzburg with whom | was
already quite friendly, roaming the same rooms as | and also quite lost in this
ultra chic crowd. The music was excellent and the supper really lavish and as |
was quite taken by Simone at the time, | really enjoyed the evening. Now, every
time | pass under the windows of the great house, | remember that evening - the
bright lights on the heavy chandeliers, the tapestries, the exquisite furniture, the
great masterpieces and the elegant crowd - the women in light colored dresses
ablaze with jewels with the black and white penguin style background of men.
The footmen in knee britches passed around ice cold really good champagne and
the supper was outstandingly good The pieces montees (set piece) ice cream at
each table reminded me of a few elaborate dinners which our chef Andre, Lovey’s
boyfriend, would make in Saint Petersburg and which | would find again at the
many many elaborate receptions in Tokyo in the sixties.

Simone also took me to a very exclusive and chic party at the
Estevez - South Americans who mixed French society, the Diplomatic Corps with
the Jewish International set and rich Americans, in their small elegant hotel of
the Villa Said.

Not long after wards | had to leave for Marseilles for one of my first

jobs. By the time | came back | was involved in other problems, work and
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financial crises on a scale | had not yet realized and that period had come to a
definite close.

Our group was composed of several either pretty or amusing girls
and a few young men who have since gained some notoriety. There was among
others, the slim, dark haired and hideously ugly Philippe d'Erlanger who
reminded me of a frog and has since become a brilliant historian, elegant and
distinguished Herve Alphand of Camelot fame, several young Rothschilds, also
the sons of eminent Frenchmen like Fernand Gregh, the writer and a couple of
Millerand boys, sons of the French President.

These balls and parties were occasionally interspersed with the
theater. | had little money to spend after the first years but by then | had had the
opportunity of seeing quite a few of the Ballets of Monte Carlo productions and
some of the dancers, like Lifar, who were just beginning the would gain fame
later one. There was the Bernstein and Bataille plays on the Boulevards, witty,
cynical, amusing and so well acted. There were also the de Flers and Caillavet
comedies, in particular Les Vignes du Seigneur (The Vineyars of the Lord) and
quite a few musicals: Phi-Phi and the Weissen Roessl (White Horse Inn) with all
it's Viennese charm. | remember Mon Pere Avait Raison (My Father was Right)
in which the two Guitrys played together again after a long estrangement. The
older one heavy set and a bit exaggerated in his acting, Sasha full of amusing
effervescence and exquisitely pretty Yvonne Printemps with her fabulous pearls.
Louis Jouvet in Volpone and the unforgettable apparition of Valentine Teissier in
the amusing classical comedy La Carosse du Saint Sacrement (The Coach of
Saint Sacrement) in the little Colombier which she carried away when she
bounced onto the stage in her gorgeous costume and pranced around with
Champagne-like bubbly gaiety. Ubu Roi, the Piterffs with their heavy Slavic

accents and great acting. At the Comedie Francaise de Max who later moved to
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the Boulevards and Cecile Sorel, Briand's great love, who declaimed French
classics at the Comedie with pathos and allure to move to the Folies de Paris and
after sailing down the brilliantly illuminated stairs among a bevy of gorgeous
naked girls in feathers and brilliants,(diamonds) herself no longer that young but
with a panache all her own to inquire “I'ai je bien descendue?” (Did | descend it
well?) There was the visit of the Moscow Art Theater still with the old actors of
the Stanislavsky Theckhof period. Unforgettable Cherry Orchard with the final
monologue of Kachalof to the empty house still echoing in my memory.
Chaliapin's performance in Boris Goudonov again and the Khovanshchina and a
special one at the Opera where Feodor Ivanovich sang in the short act of Boris at
the frontier inn as the unforgettable grotesque monk — both ridiculous and pitiful.
A short scene of perfect acting and unbelievably distinct diction with the great
voice still supporting a pantomime | can only compare with Chaplin's greatest
moments.

A Viennese troupe came to give La Chauve Souris (The Bald
Mouse) and their waltzes carried one away with their dash and abandon. | loved
and admired Gabirelle Dorziat who carried herself on the stage with the same
aristocratic distinction that she did, as Countess de Zogheb in real life. Marthe
Regnier, Simone Simon, a young and dashing jeune premier Charles Boyer, the
witty Boucher, the elegant Fernand Gravey and young Fresnay, tough Gabin,
funny fat Pauley, Bernard in I'Aiglon, so much better than the several women |
saw in that unbelievably romantic part which remains for all it's cliches a favorite
and still thrills me to this day. There was lda Rubinstein — no dancer but
unforgettable with her snake like grace in Scheherazade. She was the aunt of the
very pretty Riri Mendelssohn, daughter of our doctor and friend, who with her
dark eyes, silky black hair resembled an Italian Renaissance Madonna and

although married to the Duc de Crussol, was taken by the Gestapo during the war
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and died in a camp. Her mother had died in the bombardment of a church in Paris
in World War | where she had gone to a concert. The War, our War, was still
closely linked to so many of us, to so much of our lives that it remained a reality,
alive and ever present until it was doomed forever by the Second one.

There was a Russian couple with two daughters, the Denisoffs, who
were great friends of Auntie Alia and Uncle Koka. Denisoff had sold his Siberian
Bank of St. Petersburg during the hazy unreal period between the First and
Bolshevik Revolutions to a British group for several million sterling (at $7.00 to
the pound, then) and who were living it up in Paris. It was from their apartment
that | had watched the Victory Parade of 1919. They had an apartment on the
Place des Etats Unis and their parties were really fabulous. | was able to return
many a favor by getting my French friends invited to these evenings.
Kouznetsova would sing, then Russian Choirs and Cossacks would dance, their
lithe bodies swirling madly among the elaborate furnishing, their mouths full of
daggers which they would throw across the ballroom to stick out vertically from
the inlaid parquets. | do remember once sitting in the front row of guests, cross
legged on the floor and watching such a dagger hit a square of ebony, slide off
and glide towards us while we watched, transfixed, the cold gleaming steel blade
swish towards us, thankfully heaving a sigh of relief as it caught the thin gilt leg
of a Louis XVI chair and embedded itself deeply in the wood.

A heavy set man sat Buddha like on his chair watching it all silently
through half closed eyes. It was Bunin, the author who was to get a Nobel Prize
in later years. Actors, painters like Jakovleff, many, many ex prominent Russians
were there and enjoyed the lavish buffet with it's inexhaustible supply of caviar
and ice cold champagne to wet one's appetite before the supper of smoked
salmon, great pirogi (dumplings of leavened dough) heavy with butter and

endless succulent dishes reminiscent of all those Russian banquets familiar to
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readers of Russian literature. Here was something a bit wild that one never found
at the brilliant balls of French and International society in Paris in those days, a
faint memory of the abandon of the great feasts in the Russia that was dying at
that very moment a thousand miles away, dying in the horrors of blood baths and
cruelty reminiscent of the Tartars, which for some ridiculous reason, we, born in
the twilight of the XIX century believed a thing of the past, only.

The Henri de Rothschilds moved from their mansion in the Faubourg
St. Honore which was to become the elegant cosmopolitan Cercle Interallie, to
the newly refurbished Muette Palace in it’s great garden and gave a ball to
inaugurate it. | vaguely remember the great hall, the tapestries and the enormous
crowd because they had mixed his actor friends with politicians, authors, writers,
the Jewish clan, the international set. Croisset was pointed out to me; there was
Borotra and Lacoste, some famous faces and names...Andre de Fouquieres, Lady
Mendel, lots of Rothschilds from both sides of the Channel, the stocky Grand
Duke Boris with his wife and the shady entourage of Rashevskis, her brother and
his American heiress wife. Probably a restricted group, somewhere upstairs was
really enjoying itself as we did at the big Periere balls, but the crush was too great.
The Baronne Henri was the famous local one (Vienna had one of it's own) who
like Catherine the Great, liked handsome young men and as many as possible
regardless of their status. There was an anecdote that a dashing South American
diplomat en panne (breakdown) with his Hispano had sat down on the side of the
road and democratically invited his chauffeur to sit down alongside. He took out
his silver cigarette case from Cartier, a gift of the Baronne after a two week
intrigue and offered one to the chauffeur who blandly took a gold replica from
his liveried jacket without a word. She was not tall like her cousin the Baronne

Robert, nor did she have the distinction of the Baronne Eduoard, but she was very
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elegant, dressed well, if a bit eccentrically and was full of vim and vigor and
lively humor. | danced with her once, but that is absolutely all.

We had in Paris, and still have to this day (1972) an old friend, now
over 80, Paul Berstene. His father, Berstein, is mentioned in the memoir of your
grandfather Alexandre de Gunzburg as a combattant (veteran) of the 1870 War.
This man apparently worked for the Baron Horace de G. in Russia in the 80s and
had a son and daughter, | think out of wedlock. Paul, frankified, his name to
Berstene and as a well behaved, handsome young Frenchman was popular in St.
P. His first job at which he was a great success was given to him by my father at
the bank and he worshiped Father. When World War | came along he was
mobilized and went to France as | understand it, as financial arrangements were
most generous. He was an admirer of Lucy's, of course, and remained until her
death a devoted friend of my mother's, visiting her regularly. Paul, was and is a
successful businessman in Paris and after an unfortunate marriage with the
daughter of his long time mistress who made him promise to marry the girl on
her own deathbed, he had lady friends galore but remained a bachelor until |
believe, very recently. He is one of the really old friends of by gone days that
remain and who has known six generations of our family, also about as many of
the de Gunzburg one. His sister was an artist and married a Russian man who
was then one of the thousand or so famous white Russian taxi drivers that were
such a characteristic part of Paris between the wars.

They were all 'former generals' who spoke atrocious French and learned to
know Paris only after a quarter of a century. But they had charming manners and
were great favorites with the French public. | believe this image was somewhat
tarnished by the Occupation during which their knowledge of German, as it was
taught in all schools in Russia, made them often either willingly or unwillingly

assistants to the invader. This sister of Paul's used to have parties in her atelier
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with quite a few interesting artistic people and Paul invited me once. It was, for
me, a rather unusual experience as there was much music, informal drinking and
singing. A French Senator friend of Paul's was very much taken by me and | had
some trouble in getting rid of him so what with other parties en masse (in a crowd)
, my many friends and real work | didn't come back to the soirees which, in their
somewhat Bohemian way were, as | now realize, very much worth it. At this
particular one a friend of Paul's sister brought her ami (lover) — an old protector
in the approved XIX century Paris style. He was due at some official function
and had come in full uniform with all his orders. Admiral Guepratte, the French
Commander of the squadron that took part in the fateful Gallipolli campaign was
tall, distinguished, white haired. | was very impressed by this meeting a
historical figure.

As | have already mentioned 1921 saw the whole family united for
the summer in Normandy, specifically in Sarlabot, a chateau which my parents
had rented. It was a typically XIX century structure with enough rooms to harbor
all of us including the Misha family which came over from England. | was not
having as nice and gay time as | might have as after failing my Bachot, | was
preparing for a repeat performance in October. | do remember being taken along
to lunch in Deauville during the Grande Semaine. There was the usual Tout Paris
(Paris High Society) with the heavy bulk of the turbaned Maharaja of Patiala
dominating any group he might be in and the diminutive Cornuchete, then called
le Roi de Deauuville (the King of Deauville) who owned the place. Some of the
famous actresses were there and Mistinguet was showing quite a bit of her
incomparable legs, although much less than on the stage of the Casino de Paris.
The bag yachts from England and even the USA were in the harbor as well as a
few French ones. This was still the time of the great white, gleaming ocean going

steam yachts of Morgan, a Rothschild or two, and the dark hull of the three
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masted Westminster yachts. An atmosphere of pre-war elegance, gaudy but with
some decorum reigned. That year on the terrace of the Grand Hotel de Cabourg
| ran into a pale young man dressed elaborately in white flannels as befit the time
and place and as he seemed familiar went up to him and politely asked if hadn't
met. We determined that we were both in the Lycee Carnot and would be in the
same class the following year, and my life long friendship with Pierre began.

| started on another year of parties and amusements but working a
bit harder as | knew | absolutely had to pass that my Bachot (exam given at the
end of French ligh school) that autumn as financial worries were becoming more
acute. Grandmother had died and been buried in Batignolle and at the ceremony
| had had a fit of uncontrollable laughter and had been walked away by a shocked
Misha who was a stickler for form.

| don't remember who got me a ticket to the Chambre des Deputes
but 1 do remember that I was impressed by an eloquent speech of a wildly
gesticulating Viviani with a decidedly Southern accent. He was one of the most
eloguent speakers of that period. That year | made many trips for week-ends to
la Mardelle. The place was still it's old rustic self without electricity and hardly
adequate plumbing and bath facilities but it had that atmosphere of youthful gay
friendliness that made it a unique spot, something all who ever spent vacations
there during that period always remember with nostalgia. It must have been
during that autumn, possibly a year later, that Pierre came down and amused us
all with his antics. | can still remember that when Madeleine Bernard, a cousin
of the Schumann boys who together with her husband Yves de la Grandiere were
to become, after our marriage, probably our closest friends, found a bat in her
room and screamed. We tried in vain to get it out and Pierre, in his pajamas,
holding a lighted candle in each hand executed a take off on the Ballets Russes,

to attract the bat by the flickering lights, out through the open window.
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The balls continued - in the lavish David Weill mansion in Neuilly
with the old gentleman keeping a watchful eye on his collection of tabatieres
(snuff boxes). At the de Gonnets - the girls were beautiful - where Fanny had had
me invited as she was related to them through the Mirs - he an imposing Senator
who had been a friend of MacMahon and lived in the Periere mansion on the
Faubourg. | particularly remember that ball because | arrived, bowed to the
hostess and leaned against the wall awaiting the arrival of Fanny and her mother.
| knew few people, certainly no one well enough to invite to dance. After a while
the younger de Gonnet girl came up and asked if I was Alec Berline the danseur
of Fanny, because one of her great aunts had suddenly died and in the proper
manner, this incident came back vividly when | was reading Proust, wasn't
coming. | offered to go away but we danced and had a very gay time and it was
one of the nicer balls | remember probably because | felt less restraint among a
crowd who didn't know me and there was less risk of being ostracized for
unseemly behavior if | had too much champagne. Except for a very few houses
where | knew the hosts really well | had this inferiority complex and unnecessary
fear of being ejected as an outsider for after all this was a society | was crashing,
to which I didn't belong by family ties as most of the crowd did. Many years later
when | got my caricature from an album Georges Andre Lazare Weiler, the
brother of the famous international financier Louis, had made of our bande(gang)
did I idiotically feel that | had arrived. This George Andre was an excellent
magician. Quite a few years later we were going, about ten of us, by train to Ville
d'Avray for a garden party at the Ombrages of the Louis Dreyfus, he took all our
tickets and as we disembarked handed them to the stationmaster. They duly
disappeared and a violent argument ensued until George accused the spluttering

man of having them in his own pocket from which he proceeded to pick them out
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one by one. This kind of joke, kid stuff but immensely amusing we thought, can
perhaps better than long descriptions give the atmosphere.

There was, in Paris, a Russian Jewish business man named Gordon
who had retained, or made, quite some money by the time most of the emigration
was stone broke. They gave a very lavish ball with quite a sprinkling of
foreigners, most of whom would not have come 'in the old days." There was the
amusing, dark, not unattractive Nemiroskaya, who was to make a name for
herself with her novel David Golder and the actual prototype of the heroine, a
cousin of Pierre's, vivacious, pretty blond Brailowskaya who later committed
suicide on her father's grave. There was also Alex Ponisowski, the brother of
Lucie Leon, a sister in law of my sister in law Katia, Misha's wife, a close friend
of mine whom I liked very much. He was English educated and we mostly met
at more intimate family gatherings but here we were both in white ties and tails
looking down a bit on our hosts in approved snobbish manner. We danced a lot
and because of old Russian social standing | was courted by the hosts which only
added to my enjoyment. The supper during which tziganes played, was really
good and the champagne excellent. The talk at our table was particularly gay and
probably this was due to Irene Nemirowski and the attraction of the Brailowski
girl. We had much, much too much champagne and were all rather drunk. As
we filed out around 3AM | was following Alec who was stiffly advancing
towards our hostess to kiss her hand and thank her. He bowed low over her ample
decollete duly paved with scintillating diamonds, then turned white. | visualized
the catastrophe of his losing his balance and collapsing into it and made a quick
step forward. Catching hold of the tails of his coat I pulled him erect and pushed
him, myself bowed, kissed whatever space | could find among the many rings
and catching hold of Alec held him erect as we made our very decorous exit. |

think Daria Kamenka was at that ball but | do know that several decades later
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when | was spending a week end near Santos in Brazil, at the Campos estate of
the local Otis McAllister man, Dantas, and delighted to have such a break in what
was a rather difficult assignment, in the company of the ravishing Dantas
daughter, the talk came up of the nearby Lara estate, a show place, the hostess a
French beauty young Lara had brought back from Paris much to the scandal of
local society. We all drove out to the great estate with it's race horse stables,
workmen's village, servants galore and imposing high ceilinged rooms. Senora
Lara was charming. She looked familiar and stared at me. We stared to talk, in
French, of Paris and her slight, very slight accent awoke memories. She spoke
of the Volga and her uncle's fleet of passenger steamers. | said | had know the
Pollack brothers as | was connected with the Kamenkas. Then recognition came
and the former Miss Hishina, who was the younger sister of that Princess
Hohenlohe who got into French literature as Ariane, Jeune Fille Russe (Ariane,
a Russian Young Lady) (A popular novel of the twenties) started to reminiscence
about the many parties at the Kamenkas and the Gordon ball. Much had
happened since then and Alex had perished. | will later explain how. And there
in the midst of the Brazilian pampa some three decades later, we excitedly
exchanged memories totally ignoring the rest of the company. Such crazy
encounters were to occur several times in my not uneventful existence.

Father had been to the States on the Aquitania. We had traveled to
Cherbourg to see him off with Mother and hurried back to Paris as | wanted to go
to a dance at the Cercle Hoche the following day and we didn't go aboard to see
him safely installed in his elaborate suite. | always regretted in later years, to
have missed the unique opportunity to see first hand, the fabled Cunard liner, and
also, until 1941, to have missed the chance of visiting the States in style. That
summer | joined Lucy in Hendaye where she was staying alone with Molly until

just at the end of my visit when George joined us. The Horace Pourtales were
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staying there with their children and the old Southern Belle, as | now realize, Mrs.
Hitt, Margaret's mother. There was also the large Romanones clan. He was the
Spanish Talleyrand with a limp and a vast fortune, made probably in the same
manner. His son in law, the Duque de Pastrana and his son Augustin both paid
violent court to Lucy. We made many excursions with the Pourtales and with
Augustin in tow also. The Romanones Rolls passed the Spanish frontier without
control and we were thus able, stateless refugees with impossible Nansen
Passports (passports for refugees after World War 1) to go to San Sebastien to the
bullfights or to the Casino in it or in the British Consul's car who was also staying
in Hendaye. | remember finding myself with some surprise on a faded photo of
a group welcoming Madame Poincare in 1913 hanging in the big hall of the hotel.
On one of our joint excursions | was driving Lucy's Citroen coupe, sitting outside,
she was with Augustin inside with Molly. A large dog suddenly loomed in front
of me and I, fearing the shock of running it over, swerved into a stack of dead
branches on the side of the road. Alas, there was a heavy thick trunk hidden
under them and we settled high up on it with a crash. Augustin going actually
through the leather ceiling. We were all late getting back packed in the Pourtales'
car and were met by the whole Romanones clan on the steps of the hotel, frantic
with anxiety. That autumn they all came to Paris and Augustin phoned me to call
on him at the Meurice. | arrived and sent my name up but forgot that Augustin
had a special title of Marques something or other and to my utter horror the old
Count came hobbling down to greet me with exquisite politeness and exchange a
few words before going back to send his son down. Although he later married,
Augustin had a justified reputation of being a homosexual. 'AC DC' as is now
said, and | steered clear of him. Many years later when she was fleeing France
in 1942 Lucy got a quick Spanish visa and assistance at the border through

Pastrana. Margaret Pourtales was carrying on with a Spanish nobleman, Duque
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de Durcal, bastard cousin of Alphonso XIII, married to a Spanish heiress and
definitely 'Cafe Society' of that period. We inaugurated, with the Pourtales, the
Reserve de Ciboure at St. Jean de Luz which was to become famous and all in all
| had a wonderful time. | joined my parents in Vichy for Father's cure and
remember well that Father told me, at the close of our stay, that after paying his
hotel bill his account at Lazard Freres would be overdrawn. | suggested that he
tell Management not to present it until he had time to replenish it upon his return
and to his surprise they readily agreed. Financial crises were coming to a head.
The car had been already dispensed with and the fat chauffeur had gone over to
drive Mrs. Kamenka's coupe de ville. The Pourtales were among Lucy's friends,
the couple | preferred. They still lived in the Chateau de Praggins on the Lac
Leman, a family place of his and it was, before the American crash, Margaret
having talked Horace into investing in U.S. Stock, wiped them out. | saw her last
when she came to New York to call on Lucy on her last visit after Liz's marriage
and she is still alive, living on the vast inheritance from a millionaire cousin on
Long Island. | talked to Horace in 1969 when we were in Geneva and he died
shortly thereafter. He was one of the most distinguished and handsome men |
knew. The family were hereditarily prominent in several European countries
before World War 1. An uncle was the German Ambassador to Russia in 1914
and Horace's father in the French Army. Only in Jewish High Society and among
the aristocracy on the fringes of intermarried Royalty did the XVII century
internationalism survive into the XX century and World War Il when Hitler and
Stalin took definite care — or nearly so — of the situation. In 1914 Mummy had
cousins in five armies on both sides of the conflict.

In autumn 1922 there was a terrible tragedy of Molly's eye infection.
It was the first of a real series of moral ones which would occur over the coming

few years, rendered more painful by the underlying financial crisis which went
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from bad to worse and final collapse. Misha's London chapter was coming to a
bad close with the bankruptcy of the tobacco business launched by my father, his
partner Stifter and the Lazard Bros.. Father made several trips to London, the
business was wound up. Everyone lost money, Father could hardly afford his
share and Misha and family went to live in Germany in Baden Baden. His debts
in London had to be paid. Katia's jewels were pawned and only running inflation
in Germany enabled them to live there comfortably on the reduced allowance.
There were many Russian White refugees who became their close friends, in
particular Count and Countess Bobrinskoy. The Bobrinskoy descended from an
illegitimate son of Catherine the Great and used to be fabulously rich landowners
and sugar producers. The Countess descended from the famous Fersen of Marie
Antoinette fame. Mother's jewels started to be sold and as the amounts realized
which for the tiara went as high as Frs.125,000 — there was still cash around.
Father had a scheme for producing fuel for cars from naphthalene which a crazy
inventor de Cosmo, had patented and with the financial backing of Push, a Lazard
partner, Father was hoping to recoup the family fortunes and living with the
illusion that this was only a temporary bad period to be overcome.

That summer the Schumanns had taken a small villa in Villers. M.
and Tante Alice invited me to board there and found a nice cheap room at a small
local hotel. The Louis Dreyfus had a big villa and our bande soon became gay
and intimate. The Heilbronners also rented a villa and Georges tagged along all
the time but never really was one of us. The parents of one of Eliane Louis
Dreyfus' s school friends, the Baissacs, who had recently arrived from the
Mauritius also had a villa and friendship with Lise dates from those days. Pierre
Schweitzer was in Cabourg and used to come over often. As | had met the Louis
Dreyfus at the Kamenkas, who were close prewar business connections, | was

received more intimately at their place than the others at the beginning. The
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Louis Dreyfus used to have important house guests. | still remember well that
every evening an English cousin of Eliane's parents, Waley, used to play a two
hand card game with a tall, heavy man with thick features and ruddy complexion.
The then Minister Maginot who was sponsoring the famous Ligne Maginot
(Maginot Line) that has gone down in history. He had a round faced, pug nosed
chubby son our age whom we used to take along and who was most helpful
because if police stopped the cars for speeding or noise he could give his name
and we would be waved away. There was also the Ambassador of the Russian
Provisional Government. The Soviets hadn't been recognized yet | believe.
Maklakoff, a famous lawyer and liberal member of the Duma who used to dress
in a ridiculous way with a straw hat, high collar and a bow tie on an elastic. There
was the story that it had fallen into the soup at the Elysee and the Ambassador
had calmly taken it out of his plate, wiped it and replaced it around his neck. The
Waley girls gave me my first experience of the easy going English flapper of
those years. Gladys, the older one gave me very interesting instructions in
advanced petting on the Louis Dreyfus terrace. One evening we boys, after the
girls had been duly returned to their homes, continued to the small local Casino
and met an Englishman from Manchester, out to have a good time. He plied us
with unlimited quantities of champagne and we had a rowdy time. | begged my
friends not to take me to my hotel but leave me to sober out on the digue (dike,
dam). They would have nothing of it and Georges Helbronner with Claude
Baissac returned me to my hotel, got me past the two elderly spinsters who ran it
and into my room, undressed me and left. | got out into the corridor with
absolutely no clothes on and proceeded to parade up and down singing, in my off
tune manner, uncensored versions of songs both French and English. The hotel
was decidedly a family place and it's only masculine guest, a British colonel,

was requested to get me back to bed. The next day | was asked to leave and only
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Tante Alice's strong intervention and my promise, which | dutifully held, to be in
my room by ten, saved me from the disgrace but limited my activities and
hampered somewhat my enjoyment. This was the summer that Rostand's widow,
Rosemonde Gerard with her Balkan boyfriend came to lunch at the Schumann'’s.
She was a well know poetess. From Villers | returned to Paris and a very easy
rather gay period until Lucy wired from Pau of the tragedy. Mother went there
at once and when she returned | joined Lucy for a couple of weeks. The worse
fears were over and we knew that one eye would be saved but Lucy was miserable
and grief stricken. We walked the alleys of the park together and talked. | can
date my real intimacy on an equal bases, with her from that date for before then
| had been her baby brother and she still remembered our walks in Cimiez in 1912
where we had gone to recuperate from a strenuous fortnight of shopping in Paris
before returning to Russia when she told me the stories of all the operas she had
seen.

While Mother was away | had rented a furnished flat on the rue
Chernowiz in Passy which was modest but quite acceptable. My first try at
'reasonable’ budgeting of dwindling resources. We lived there but a short time
until Mother found a large apartment with high ceilings, pleasantly old furniture,
some good pictures and prints. It was an aristocratic abode on the top floor of a
hotel particulier in the Cite Martignac, a court opening on the rue de Grenelle,
half a block away from the rue Casimir Perrier where Guenia Hirshman, Katia's
eldest sister and a famous hostess and protector of artists and painters in Moscow,
lived and where the Paul Leons also had a flat. They still had the antique shop
they had opened on the Faubourg St. Honore and much Empire furniture. The
rooms were low ceiling-ed, walls painted in the Russian Empire style and | was
to spend many a pleasant cozy evening in those somewhat stuffy rooms full of

gesticulating artists and interesting talk. Samoff, the painter was a close friend
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and I heard that Paul Leon had found a job as secretary to a brilliant British (Irish)
writer who was turning blind. 1 met him a couple of times and once, this I clearly
recollect, he shared a taxi with me. He was painfully near sighted and somewhat
shy with strangers but had finely chiseled features and a soft voice which | seldom
heard rise above a whisper. It is only much much later that I realized that | had
had the really good fortune of meeting James Joyce.

We would gather also often in our home. The apartment was on a
high third floor, without elevator of course. Misha and his family joined us and
lived in somewhat cramped quarters until Katia insisted on a home of her own
and they moved to Ville d'Avray. If it had not been for the nagging worry about
money this would certainly have been a very happy period in my life. | had many
good and close friends, some, like Dr. Frank de Portu, even fitted in easily with
the family. | had quite a few rather wild nights in Montmartre with Pierre and his
cousin Hubert Laffon who was wealthy and had money to spend. The
Schweitzers by this time were also encountering financial problems but on a scale
far removed from ours. The second car had gone and the butler had been replaced
by a maid. There was La Mardelle and it's unforgettable atmosphere of warm
friendly gaiety for the young. There were smaller parties with those of my
French friends who had become really intimate and still quite a few big balls.
The one for Eliane's coming out in the sumptuous hotel at the Parc Monceau they
had moved to with each table for supper decorated in different color roses and
the fantastic entertainment of which | have spoken of in connection with
Chevalier. At a ball given in the Ministere de I'Interieure among the sumptuous
tapestries, boiseries (wainscoating) white and gold and lovely furniture from the
Garde Meuble National, Fanny told me that she intended to marry brilliant young
Doctor Wallich and that | wasn't to expect to see her as often nor be invited

through her to many parties. Somehow this hurt me less than | would have
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expected. | had had a feeling verging on panic at the idea of exchanging my
Russian, by now quite modest background for the grandeur of Jewish high society
in all it's splendor. | enjoyed the role of spectator and feared inwardly that of
actor and also had a terrible reluctance to play the role of fortune hunter and
marry in any way for money. | was no longer in my very early twenties. | had
real friends and was able to enjoy existence. The haut monde and it's elaborate
entertainment were losing their attraction. Whenever | could afford it, when
Uncle Tolia had been lucky at cards and would slip me some francs, | could go
to the theater, the small ones like the Dix Heures or the Vieux Colombier or the
Oeuvre mostly. | studied badly and in spring failed my exams without much
regretting it. Other things seemed so much more important and | worried badly
at the expense of remaining idle which | knew Father could ill afford now.

We spent the first part of the summer that year in Cap d'Ail. A
Russian girl who had danced at the Kamenoostrovski had married an officer and
the couple had settled in a large villa which the widow of General Count
Benkendorf, of Pushkin troubles fame, had transformed into a pension (boarding
house). Part of the time the Brailovskis with their brilliant pianist son, were
guests and | remember his long sessions at the piano. There was the Countess's
younger sister Princess M — a grand daughter, rather fat but amusing and the
stunningly beautiful dark haired Marianna Vesselovski. We fell madly in love
and swam for hours in the warm Mediterranean, bathing even when it was very
rough (The Benkendorf girl was dashed against the rocks and we got her, a
bleeding mess, out with difficulty). Lucy and George with Molly and her nurse,
joined us and used to visit Kshessinskaya who had a lovely villa nearby and
married to the Grand Duke Andre as Princess Krassinskaya, was gambling away
her fabulous jewels, her villa and all she had accumulated abroad over decades

of intimacy with the Imperial family. Although Father was desperately worried,
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he put away the problems and seemed, at least to me who wanted to believe in a
rosy future, to be enjoying the lovely weather. In those days the Cote was empty
in summer. Parisians and foreigners still believed it was impossible to live in the
heat of summer so far south. From there | went to La Mardelle for a lovely
autumn. 1 didn't shoot having no gun and touchy on the subject of becoming a
burdensome guest. Game was very plentiful and on a day of grande battue a
couple of hundred pheasants or partridges was not an exceptionally good
performance with a dozen rabateurs (beaters) to shoo the birds towards the guns.
That year Tante Alice lent Tony, Jean Hermann, Bernard Delelis-Fanien and
myself her little city coupe. In those days a coupe had an open drivers seat for
the chauffeur and a small closed section with shiny wooden panels in place of
rear windows to give intimacy to the upholstered interior. We drove to the
chateau country and | first discovered Chambord with its great roofs, the arcades
of Chennonceau, Azay le Rideau, Saumur, all those lovely palaces set in the
intimately charming countryside which | was to know so well, whose beauty |
would later be able to have Liz and Mike admire. That Jardin de la France
(Garden of France) where | have had the unbelievable privilege of returning to
even now and which | hope you, my grandchildren, will one day learn to love,
not simply as foreign tourists but with a feeling, an understanding for France's
greatness, her historical role in Europe's culture and civilization and imagining
that countryside when all the chateaux were alive with gaudy plumes and bright
hued velvets and amid the still not very lethal smoke of powder, wars were fought
with still some semblance of panache, at least for the favored few. From those
days comes my love for the really great poets of France, Ronsard, the Pleiades,
Orleans, Boileau and each time | recite from memory one of those sonnets,
images of that lovely countryside, bathed in the warm glow of my youthful

fantasy and enthusiasm, wakes again and | see not only that scenery full of
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graceful charm where man has carefully tried to add to nature without harming
it, but also see myself there with all my dreams, all my illusions and enthusiasms
of those days. | banish the images of war, which caught up with me in those same
places, to remember those first impressions, then memories of taking Liz and
Mike to the places I loved.

| would like to bring back those long warm September afternoons in
the Sologne countryside. The quiet waiting behind thick hedges, the particular
smell of the earth and the leaves, the buzzing of bees in the stillness. Then from
the woods in the distance or from the furrows just in front, a covey would rise, as
the white line of beaters approached with their sticks waving, and head for the
line of guns. A subdued report or two and birds would come fluttering down. It
now seems rather barbaric although the many real horrors | have lived through
should have inured me. Then there was a pleasant thrill and no prick of
conscience whatsoever, I'll admit.

This was also the time Tony got his first car, an Amiloar sports
model. It was the the first and high point of that year as if it had been a 4.5
Bugatti. A fabulous piece of machinery and thinking back a fantastic piece of
engineering underlining the basically small progress | have witnessed in more
than half a century of motoring. With its YYY motor running to the whirl of 8
cylinders, it's acceleration to near 200 kilometers on France's narrow highways,
| can only compare it with the thrill I had around 1910 when we YYY to the
Islands in an elaborate, very high and shiny Renault with its slanting hood, with
window with curtains, four sets of gas brass lanterns and headlights, upholstered
beige interior with jump seats and the inevitable crystal flower vase and speaking
tube to talk to the driver, and of course, the crank which necessitated, in winter,

a special man next to the driver.
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This little amilcar, which was supposed to be a regular model
became the newest Sport one when we went to fetch it at the plant direct from
the assembly line and waited that Saturday afternoon for the last bolts to be
fastened. It had an open body — wood like body, a small YYY and most of the
console were open wires. It did some 75 miles an hour perhaps if one was really
very close to the road surface and the wheels were no larger than those of the
small wheeled bike of this day, so the feeling of speed was terrific on the bumpy
roads, particularly the dusty, narrow dirt ones. Luckily in those far off days,
traffic was light. Having reached La Mardelle we drove off for a spin and
although I didn't like it, Tony insisted that | drive. | coasted along at 20 kilometers
and then pushed her all out...suddenly | felt the steering wheel spin in my hands.
There were quite a few cows and sheep returning to the village just ahead and |
visualized a real mess. We swerved from the road, grazed two large trees and
came to rest without damage ina YYY field. We got her back on the road
with no trouble and a passing cart hauled us to the nearby village. A rudimentary
service station — still with horse shoeing. YYY looked under the car and found
that the bolt holding the connecting rod from the driving wheel had been lost. We
replaced it, tightened it and drove serenely back. This was the kind of simple,
cheap repair which could be quickly made in those days. | must honestly admit
that around 1957 on a Vermont highway when a bolt came loose on the
accelerator pedal of the brand new sport model Studebaker Hawk at 80 miles an
hour, | experienced a similar moment of anxiety. the feeling of speed and this
tiny beetle kind of contraption was equaled only for me. Then years later, Tony
let me drive his racing car around the Monthelry track on a run and again in
Hiroshima, Japan let me try out one of the very first models of their rotary Sports
car in 1963.
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Speaking of the Monthlery racetrack, | remember the inauguration
of this, one of Europe's first racing circuits with grand stand. Pierre's father lent
us the car — a great big 12 cylinder Packard and we made it in time to watch a
few races...no more spectacular than those | had witnessed on the straight stretch
near Strelna near Saint P. some ten years earlier, with the dark blue Peugot
crashing and the white Mercedes winning the kilometer dash at around 200 kil.
On the way home we got into one of the really great traffic jams, then quite an
event, and reached Paris some 30 kilometers away, after well over five hours.
That kind of jam | was to see again in '27 when we vainly tried to get to Le
Bourget to watch Lindbergh land and had to be satisfied to hear the rumours
spread from car to car when his wheels touched the turf. The next day I did go
and watch tall distinguished Myron Herrick, the US Ambassador, introduce him
to a cheering crowd from the balcony of the Embassy then located Avenue d'lena.
They were both tall lanky Americans. He had youth and Herrick with his white

mane, had what is now called charisma to spare.

Working Life

Paris, Marseilles, Paris and Business Trips

The year 1924 saw the start of my working career. | hadn't
abandoned my studies and was supposed to carry them on simultaneously with
earning, if not my living, at least enough to pay my own expenses. In the end
this didn't work mainly because | was much too lazy and spent any free time from
my jobs at enjoying life. It must also not be forgotten that in those days the 5 %2
day week was really a six day week and with the French system of 2 hours off

for lunch which meant about 1 %2 hours extra transportation and %2 hour for a
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hasty, full meal unless it was a heavy lunch, without any relaxing at some friends
and expensive taxi dashes to and from work. | had what was then called des
principes (principals) and didn't want to use my friendly connections to get a job.
This ridiculous stand | abandoned later on of course. It led me to take a job that
was open in the Foreign Department of the Banque des Pays de I'Europe Centrale.
This was the successor organization to the Paris Branch of the Great Austrian
Imperial Landesbank and my knowledge of English and German got me the job
which paid some 500 francs, or around $50.00 a month. It was located in a former
hotel opposite the Continental and the small offices, many with bathrooms used
to store documents were a nightmare. | shared an office with an old, he seemed
to me and must have been about 60 at the time, character straight out of a Zola
novel. He had arrived in Paris during the second Empire from the provinces and
quickly spent all his inheritance getting a sinecure through the intervention of an
Austrian Prince with whom he had shared Paris night life and several mistresses
during his heyday. He was thin, hawk nosed with tear filled eyes. He wore a
black frock coat, turning to green with age, striped trousers, spats and a high
collar. A long knitted woolen scarf of indeterminate color always covered his
shoulders and in winter wrapped itself around his neck. He also, except when he
was called to the Director's office, wore a black warm nightcap. He was
desperately afraid of droughts and kept the window shut and as this was coupled
with the fact, about which he boasted, that he didn't bathe between September
and May, you can imagine the results. He had a beautiful handwriting, very
elaborate and with innumerable XIX century curlicues. His sole job was to
transcribe letters to those high born and exclusive customers the Bank had
inherited from it's Imperial parent institution. | remember him spending a whole
day on a short note addressed to her Majesty the Queen Marie of Rumania, who

required a check in Francs and the letter accompanied the transmittal. He did tell
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innumerable tales of his gay days, mentioning parties with Morny, an orgy with
Toulouse Lautrec and repeated most of the anecdotes about the demi-monde (a
class in between high and low socieities, usually seeking pleasure) of the
preceding 50 years as if he had witnessed them himself. As this was
chronologically possible I was never sure if it was true or imaginary but thrilled
at the idea of talking to a man who could have witnessed the scenes of Paris then,
still, only rather recently past.

| did mostly translating work but learned also how to write bank
letters. To give you an idea of the Dickens like atmosphere which still reigned |
still recall vividly bringing my first letter into the office of the manager, a
Hungarian Brody, with a small Napoleon 111 goatee and piercing dark eyes. He
slowly read my letter, looked up scowled and threw it on the floor saying in his
Eastern European accent “Trops de fautes, a refaire...” (TOO many errors, to be
redone...). Thatwas all. | wonder at times what the reaction of an employee today
in San Francisco would be to such treatment, but | must admit that the memory
of my own helped me very much understand the set-up of the internal
organization in Japanese Banks in the 1960ies when | was in Tokyo. The ruthless
discipline of unquestioned authority was nothing new to me while many of my
young American colleagues in foreign bank offices were aghast and unbelieving.
The working manager of the Department was a fat, rather simpleminded rubicund
man named Pfeiffer, whose ugly but amusing daughter, then already in her late
twenties worked in the department. As she had a crush on me, which | certainly
didn't reciprocate, we would often spend a free hour at gay and sometimes
amusing banter. The job wasn't bad but the salary and prospects appeared
impossible to the Schumann family. They couldn't bring themselves to find me a
job in their fast growing bank but did get me a better paid one in a grain company

which had been organized at that time by them together with the Lazard Freres
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called Cooperative d'Approvisionnement de Transport et de Credit which was
intended to trade in grain directly for the Grand Moulins de Strasbourg which
the group owned. | learned the rudiments of the trade for a few months and in
1925 was posted to Marseilles. To be sent to a Branch, a few hundred kilometers
away for a while sounds routine today but for me, who had been brought up the
way | had been and had never left home, this was a break which deeply affected
me. In addition to the fact that Father was fighting what | knew was a loosing
struggle with the invention of the substitute fuel, | was also deeply involved at
the time with Nina Williams. She was a cousin of my former tutor Popitch who
had remained a friend of the family and was at the time running the Russian
School Rue du Dr. Blanch in Paris with some success as many emigre families
believed in an early return to Russian and wanted their children to be ready to
resume where they had left off at the Bolshevik Revolution. At least my parents
didn't share those illusions any longer and Father was staking our future on the
success of the fuel. Nina had fled to Shanghai and there married an English
journalist from whom she was separated but who still helped her financially. She
was ash blond, with blue grey eyes and rather heavy set — typical of many Russian
beauties. She had a job in some dressmaking establishment and Popitch brought
her to several of our Sunday parties. Mother liked her and she remained all
through our affair a constant guest at home. In an old fashioned way | was
terrified of getting her pregnant and having to marry her. She was some ten years
my senior and | was not anxious to settle down to a poverty stricken existence
with lots of hard work and no future, but | was very attached to her and hated the
idea of leaving Paris. | made the rounds of quite a few of my friends, bidding
them adieu as if | was never to see them again. Tragically this was to prove true
of Mummy's cousin Beatrice, a very nice, heavy, quiet girl whom | liked very

much and with whom we were quite friendly, very much so because we could
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talk of her cousin Lia (Mummy) then already living in Amsterdam, whom she
knew to be one of my oldest friends.

| found a large room on the Avenue de la Republique not far from
the Bourse where the offices were situated. It was a dilapidated salon with dirty
white boiseries, a tile floor and French windows opening on a balcony. The whole
thing on the fourth floor reached by a creaking stairway. A tiny stove heated it
and soon after my arrival on a February morning | did find a thin coat of ice on
the water jug on the washstand. The furniture was pretentious, dilapidated and
only reasonably clean. The mice were few and there were no cockroaches. The
second day of my arrival, opening a door by mistake | discovered a bath tub with
the elaborate gas heater then the approved installation for hot water in most
French bathrooms. The tub was full of miscellaneous junk and the heater out of
order. The Corsican landlord, Madame Petrignani, was astonished when |
suggested not only paying for the repair but also the extra cost of water and gas
which would follow my using the bathroom. Two Swiss boys, the Rueff
brothers, rented rooms, the elder was in business and in his early thirties but
Jeannot was my age, orphaned and had very little money and some intermittent
jobs that kept him alive. Childhood had been pleasant with a prosperous family
in Switzerland but his parents' early death had stranded Jeannot near his busy
brother in Marseille. He was a pale, dark haired, rather good looking boy and |
was the answer to all his dreams of friendship. He followed me around with
adoring eyes and we spent all our free time together. | was so completely unaware
of Freud and so far removed from any homosexual ideas that it never dawned on
me that he was in love with me. For my part, he had no attraction at all. 1 would
work hard in the office and we spent our evenings strolling the streets or sitting
at cafes. We found a small restaurant where we used to eat steaks with an egg on

top, sunny side up, with potatoes, salad, a pastry, bread, cheeses and a flask of
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vinegary wine for 1.25 francs. There was a pal of Jeannots, a dark haired, rather
handsome threadbare man who had been a danseur and probably worse and was
out of jobs. He would join us and very often leave us at the restaurant's door to
meet us in an hour or so on the Cannebierre. It didn't dawn on me that he hadn't
the money for a meal and went hungry. When | learned it | was shocked but
couldn't afford to help permanently. This simply goes a ways to show what, even
under the circumstances, a sheltered bourgeois life on the XIX century principles
could lead to. Jeannot had, what | now realize was an affair with a fascinating
retired captain of a river boat in China. We visited his semi dark studio with
innumerable carved old ivory statuettes. He gave me one, a laughing figure in an
erotic attitude, the ivory dark amber with age. Years later in dire need of cash |
sold it for 300 francs to a dealer on the Rue de Rivoli only to see it priced at 1,500
the next day in the window. This man told us fascinating tales of dashes up and
down the Yangtze under bandit fire, warlords and all the old China yarns which
literature was to make me familiar with but which then came first hand. He it
was who talked us both into smoking opium for the one and only time | tried it.
The taste was nauseating and | lapsed into semi consciousness only to wake up
In my own room next morning with the most horrible hangover | can remember.
Sometimes, when Father had a bit of cash or Uncle had won at cards, or Mother
sold something, they would send me a few hundred francs and | would take the
Saturday train in the evening up to Paris, spend Sunday there often walking
Avenue de Acacias in the morning and meeting old acquaintances and then back
the same night to be at the office Monday morning...third class, hard seats of
course. Once | came up incognito to see Nina who in the meantime had moved
to London where she was having an affair with a Russian ex officer from whom
she had a baby girl. Her ex husband very decently recognizing the child as his

own. The Exposition des Arts Decoratifs was on and Nina had found a temporary
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job on one of Paul Poiret's famous 'peniche.' (canal barge) We had a great time
and took the Montagnes Russes (roller coaster) train that screeched up and down
along the left bank of the Seine. It was thrilling until the train stuck on the top
of one of the highest peaks of the course for three hours while | sweated it out
fearing not only to miss my train but that newspapers would take photos and the
family realize |1 had been in town without calling on them. | barely made it.
During all this period I not only wrote daily to my mother and a separate letter to
my father in Russian, but we exchanged daily letters with Tony Schumann who
gave me all the gossip and news of Paris and I tried to amuse him describing life
in Marseille. One evening in particular, we were strolling up the Cannebiere,
near the Noailles, when we encountered a couple of American flappers, flashy
and uninhibited, going in the opposite direction. We followed them and to my
horror at the foot of the Cannebiere they turned into the Vieux Quartier. This red
light district was, in those days, pretty rough and as dangerous as would be the
Fillmore in S.F today, 1972. So | told Jeannot that we had better follow them.
They panicked and started to run into alleys and narrow side streets until a gang
of rather rough looking nervi (fishermen) suddenly loomed ahead. We caught up
with them and | whispered quickly in English, “take our arms and make believe
you're our girls. Please don't worry.” We negotiated the group of hoodlums and
then brought the girls back to their hotel where a distracted father was calling the
police. This gave us, the next day an excellent dinner at the Noailles and profuse
thanks. There was, in those days, a street in the Vieux Quartier, which in the
evening would be invaded by enormous rats, thousands of which would literally
cover it eating up tires of any car parked there by mistake or destroying the
contents of any pushcart that might have been left there by mistake. They came

up from the docks to a fountain to drink. We watched them one evening from a
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window in a brothel on the street and I can still feel the fascinating horror of the
sight.

You must realize that in Paris, until just before the war, Uncle Leo lived
in a flat on the top floor with no bathroom and several times a week a horse hauled
cart with a tank of water under which a wood fired burned would come along. A
couple of sturdy men would carry a tin bathtub up to his rooms, place a clean
sheet in it and then carry buckets of steaming water for a leisurely warm bath.
The water emptied into the gutter, the tub removed and the cost of the whole
operation was a few paltry francs. Even when we arrived, large tanks on cars
drawn by four horses would move noisily and slowly along the streets at night
and stop at houses while waste was pumped through thick pipes out of the houses
into the tanks. This was a mode of raw sewage disposal | was unfamiliar with
and so were my parents and uncle and aunt. | recollect that one of the first
evenings after our arrival in 1919 we were strolling on the left bank when we met
such an equipage (suit) and | was deputized to inquire what it was. “Eaux
grasses”(Fatty water) said a polite driver eyeing the ladies. With my then
inimitable Russian accent | further inquired “qu'est ce que c'est cela?" (what is
that?) and the exasperated man barked out loud and clearly “de la merde” (shit).

My stay in Marseilles which was supposed to last several years was
drawing to a close, but | was ignorant of this. In the meantime friends from Paris
on their way to the South, stopped off. In the lycee | had become quite friendly
with Henry Lazard of the banking clan. His mother was the daughter of the well
known Italian philosopher Lombroso and a very neurotic lady. He had a sister,
rather comely but unbalanced, and conceived the idea that this impecunious
Russian refugee friend would make her an acceptable husband. | was invited to
their elaborate XIX century mansion on several occasions. Before excellent but

dismal meals we would visit Madame Lazard in her boudoir where she reclined
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on a chaise longue (reclining chair) in flimsy lace, pale with burning eyes and
either talked in a torrential outpouring of words or was absolutely mute with eyes
half closed while we politely kept silent. Of course Henri's plan came to nothing
but as he was on his way to Cannes with his father Raymond, he invited me to
dine at the Noailles. | took Jeannot along and upon arrival was appalled to find
that both father and son were blatantly homosexual in a promiscuous manner and
surrounded by a bevy of mincing painted boys. Jeannot who was very discreet,
particularly with me about his sexual life and timid to boot, was even more
uncomfortable. What should have been and gastronomically was, a very pleasant
evening turned out to be nightmarish. An uncle of Madeleine and Michel
Bernard, cousins of Tony's, Mathieu Goudchaux, also contacted me. He was a
bon vivant (one fond of the good life) of the preceding century and enjoyed the
kind of entertainment made popular by Edward VI so after a fantastic dinner at
the Brasserie de Verdun and one of their somewhat heavy but excellent
bouillabaissess, we made the rounds of the more elaborate brothels of
Marseillees to hear the girls sing risque (off color) songs, dance and cavort, sans
consomer. (without consummation) | did have introductions to the local Jewish
society — the Vidal Naquets in particular and the Valabregues, through Vera de
Gunzburg whom was not yet married to George Valabregue (Helene's father) but
after a couple of evenings of small talk, some music, orangeade, | drifted away
either to go to the movies or spend the evenings with first one and then a second
rather attractive girl. The second one was a salesgirl at Boka, the big department
store. | taught her how to dress, how to behave in public, a few rudiments of
English. Strangely a year or so later, not only did she write to tell me that she
had become engaged to a very nice clerk at one of the local banks which was a

big step up in her social standing but she owed it to me and even more strangely
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her husband added a note to say how much my influence had helped to ease
matters with his family for his new wife.

Another meeting that never came off had a strange tinge to it. | got
a post card from Beatrice de Gunzburg from London announcing that she would
pass through Marseilles with her parents on their way to visit the Aschkenazis in
Antibes and had talked them into detouring through Marseilles where | was to
dine with them. | was looking forward to this visit as it was a real link with my
past society existence and | liked them all. Just about a week before, I got a short
note from Mother telling me of the accident in London which had cost Beatrice
her life and it was a shock, much greater than it should have been because there
was her post card on my dresser and | had been happily planning a reunion in
what | then considered my exile.

| realize that | have failed to mention a party at the Aschkenazis
which took place some time before they moved to Antibes and | left for
Marseilles. From the vantage point of today it might amuse Liz and Mike. The
atmosphere was as usual gay and warm and when we sat down to supper | found
myself at one of the small round tables at the side of a radiantly pretty Vera de
Gunzburg who was carrying on with a very charming and amusing young Swiss
man. Although they were both a bit older than I was, my life long acquaintance
with Vera made it easy. | remember that when | came home and as | did every
night, went in to kiss my parents, I said to Mother “I do believe Vera de G. will
soon be engaged to a Swiss man”. This was my first encounter with Uncle Paul,
who besides becoming my brother in law was to be one of my dearest and truest
friend in life.

Early summer Father and Mother came to spend some time with me.
| found them rooms at a small pension on the coast just outside Marseilles and

moved in with them for what was to be, | didn't know it then, my last summer

132



with Father. We used to bathe together in the warm sea and then | would hurry
off to town by tram. In the meantime business of the firm was getting into a mess
and as | didn't get along particularly well with the local Greek boss who spent
every afternoon siesta locked in his private office with his attractive secretary,
when it was decided to cut the staff | was suddenly recalled to Paris. In the
meantime my brother, through | don't know what connections had gotten a job
with the same firm in Paris, had simply been fired. | left quickly, even before
Father and Mother, who stayed on for a couple of weeks.

To give you an idea of what working conditions were in Paris in
those days this important, new trading firm, had in its billing department a man
who was a phenomenon at arithmetic and could add four columns of figures at a
time and do long multiplications at lightening speed. He did an enormous amount
of billing as there was no calculator, not even a hand one.

After a while | was also let go but Mr. Schumann, whose bank was
holding vast loans, intervened and | was kept on until he could find me better
work. As one of my colleagues there was a man D. (I hope to recall his name)
who was very active in one of the rightist groups which proliferated at the time
and who was to play quite a role in Vichy in 1941. He was an arrogant, bright,
intellectually sophisticated typical French intellectual with just enough Anti
Semitism to make him obnoxious but not bar him from this Jewish banks
financed firm.

Jeannot was desolate at my leaving and repeatedly told me that these
had been the happiest months of his whole life. | recommended him to the care
of his elder brother and years later when I met him he told me that he had eternally
guilt feelings for not having followed my advice as he was the courting a pretty

and charming girl whose family owned a famous bathing establishment on the
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coast called the Roucas Blanc where we spent many a sunny Sunday and
particularly lovely late evenings when the crowds had left.

| came back to Paris in a dismal mood and sat around the office with
little to do knowing that my doom was settled. It was very early autumn and
there were few friends in town. Luckily for me I could spend the weekend at La
Mardelle, driving down there with one or another of the guests or taking the train
to La Motte Beuvron where the Model T station wagon, with its two long benches
used to transport up to a dozen guns to more distant battues would fetch me and
at the break neck speed of 20/30 miles an hour drive the 15 odd miles to Ides and
La Mardelle.

By late autumn Schumann had found me a job as 'customers man' in
a new and fast growing brokerage firm on the Paris Exchange, Guy Amerongen.
| had a few customers including old Mr. Kamenka who had still large funds at his
disposal and as a Board Member of the then very highly regarded Banque des
Pays Nord which he had helped found, a high position and was a very valuable
addition to the roster of customers for the new firm. There was also a tall, lanky,
incredibly ugly Belgian, Baron Spirlet, who had some money but needed more to
keep a flashy mistress. He started speculating and through friends of Uncle Tolia,
| got his account. He liked me and so did his lady friend with whom | was
unfailingly gallant and he used all the tips he got from his numerous club friends
and operated wildly. | was too young to stop him and he lost a real fortune over
that year being obliged to retire to his chateau in Belgium practically ruined. |
felt pangs of conscience but made quite a lot in commissions, learning to be
cynically distrustful of all customers. Men in brokerage firms however decent
they might be as individuals it is a nearly irresistible temptation to buy and sell
stock for a customer and thus increase ones income. Particularly if he is himself

terribly eager to make the plunges, even if some little voice whispers down deep
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inside that this is a loosing proposition for him. Spirlet took me to dinners at
good restaurants, bought a car on some unexpected profit (through a former
manager of the auto transport company 'Etoile du Nord' that originally the
Lazards, Father and Mr. Kamenka had set up to find an occupation for George
and which went bankrupt - the Lazard finally making money out of the real estate
years later) and took me along on the only boar hunt | ever went to in the
Fontainebleau forest. | remember it was bitterly cold, rainy and we waited in
silence for hours until Spirlet let go at some bushes moving ahead of us and later
got a slice of boar from the animal some other hunter in the group bagged.

The only advantage, except for the actual money | pocketed at the time, |
ever got was decades later in 1962 when | was taking a young American
executive around Europe and we were invited to the last formal dinner in Europe
| ever attended with liveried butler and man behind each chair, innumerable
courses climaxing in a piece montee. | asked our very chic host if he knew my
former friend, not insisting on our business connections, and was told with
appropriate awe that he was a famous old eccentric, impressing both hosts and
my American in the process. | worked hard and diligently through the winter and
by spring had amassed enough money to pay for a short vacation. Jeannot came
form Marseilles and we went to a small resort at Veules les Roses on the North
coast where Tony who was doing a stage (internmanship) in some bank in
London joined us a for a weekend. We took a local to Pourville and had a fling
at a casino with unbelievable luck for all of us, including myself. We then moved
to the Hotel in Pourville from our modest establishment, took in the show with a
then quite famous entertainer, Harry Piler, who had been Chevalier's successor
with Mistinguet, and lots of champagne. It was la grand vie (the big life) with a
vengeance. On Sunday afternoon I lost all. When | reached the Gare St. Lazare

| gave every penny | had to Jeannot who was going back to Marseilles completely
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broke and walked the distance to Ville d'Avray having no money even for the
Metro, with my suitcase to the pension de famille (boardinghouse for families)
where Father and Mother were spending the summer to be near Misha who was
desperately ill already in their nearby little villa where they had settled several
years earlier. He had a heart disease and would have most probably been saved
today but not at that time an not treated by his close friend, a charming, handsome
Russian refugee, Doctor Aitoff. | commuted to work and Misha slowly sank. He
was 35 years old and lingered on. He had strange ideas. He kept his monocle in
his eye regardless of everything (he was buried with it) and with some crazy
Eastern philosophical fad let his nails grow to unbelievable length. When all
hope was lost after consultation with some great man for whose fee money was
scraped together, Mother selling one of her last rings, or pawning it, an Oriental
Yogi was brought in who made passes over him and he momentarily improved.
Then suddenly in the middle of the night we were called to his bedside. | had
been to see him the day before and he looked drawn and grey, more than half
gone, no longer the round faced, gay charming Misha who but a month or so
earlier had confidentially asked me to phone a French countess with whom he
was having a discreet affair — his last - as he remained as great a lady's man as
both his Berline uncles had been. He looked at me and murmured with great
difficulty “Bus” which was his nickname for me and smiled faintly. We arrived
around 3 am. and found Misha in a coma. There was no phone in their villa and
none in our pension. | started for Paris, half running the 6 to 8 miles. The Grande
Rue de Sevres was deserted and shuttered, not a soul, not a light, not a car. | was
to relive that nightmarish errand of 1926 in 1969 when | roamed the deserted
streets of sleeping Beaume in search of a doctor for Pierre. | believe I ran all the
way to the Porte St. Cloud where an all night cafe was open and phoned Aitoff

then I called Lucy and George who had returned from their summer vacation. |
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took a sleepy taxi and returned to Ville d'Avray. Misha had passed away. Mother
was sobbing, Katia in half a faint, Father deathly pale tears rolling down his eyes.
Grandmother had died in her eighties which was then a great age, in a private
hospital and this was my first experience of death at such close quarters of
someone who, although never really close to, | had known and loved all my life.
We walked in the garden in the early morning with Serge, hand in hand, and he
said very seriously “I am now the man of the family.” It took him quite a long
time, including Dunkirk and nightmarish POW experiences in burning Berlin
during the war to really become that.

| remember those hot days following Misha's death. The air in the
small room became stuffy and the Bobrinskoy brought an antique wood chest
which had been given to them in India by one of the Maharajahs who had been
with Murza Bobrinskoy at Cambridge (that group often mentioned in memoirs of
which Yussoupoff and Obolenski were among the most famous) and which
contained many different Indian herbs and incense. The heavy, smell nearly
made me faint. The ceremony was reduced to a minimum because Misha wasn't
at all religious and the tragedy hung heavily over all of us. He had died so very
young.

That winter we were living at 222 Faubourg St. Honore, just next to the
old Beaujon hospital in an early XIX century house, on the second floor in a low
ceiling apartment furnished with modest bourgeois furniture among which the
few odds and ends we brought with us looked incongruous and out of place. The
owner, an old spinster, occupied two rooms in the rear. What she did for cooking
and bathing | don't know but I never saw her in our four rooms. It had a pleasant
view of the then Rothschild Foundation's large garden and was near the rue

Beaujon where the Schumanns still lived at the time.
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A few months later we decided, with Tony, to take Spanish lessons. In the
meantime Aunt Alia had opened a dressmaking establishment, like so many
Russian refugees, in partnership with Madame Landau, the wife of a Petro
lawyer, friend of the family and mother of Andrew who was then and remained
until our quarrel some years later, my oldest and only childhood friend. The
establishment was called Helene et Helene. These ladies invited Madame
Rotvand, the great beauty | have already mentioned, to join them in the capacity
of society mannequin (model) and her excellent taste was a big asset to the firm.
Auntie, although no longer a chicken had picked up an ex Caucasian officer, a
quite handsome man, much her junior, who handled business matters with the
completely inexperienced help of Uncle Leo Nelken. Madame Rotvand was
successful in Paris on the fringes of that international society which still makes
it's headquarters there. Among her admirers was a Spaniard, Munoz, son of a
famous Spanish diplomat and nobleman, the Marquis(or Count?) Viana. Auntie
decided that the continued extra marital dalliance was no good for Nioussia
Rotvand and so she divorced, embraced the Catholic faith and married Alvaro
Munoz in London with Auntie and the famous Spanish Ambassador to France,
Quinonez de Leon. The family was far from pleased and it took quite some time
to get him into a post at the Spanish Embassy to the Vatican but in the meantime
Nioussia was studying Spanish with a Carlist refugee with a complicated and
very grand name, several titles and lots of “y”. This nobleman was persuaded to
come and teach the two young gentlemen. It so happened that our first lesson
was on an evening and we were due at a ball later on so | persuaded Tony to put
on his tails and dressed myself also, white ties and all. The Senor arrived at 9
PM very correct in a long frock coat, striped trousers, very high collar and an
elaborate jeweled pin in his cravat. He also wore gloves. He bowed to us very

ceremoniously and didn't comment on our attire but started with the rudiments of
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the language. For the second lesson we were, naturally, dressed in ordinary day
clothes and were quite aghast when the Senor appeared in tails, white tie and all
his orders. He considered that we had done him the honor of dressing formally
for his class — he could do no less. The Spanish lessons petered out soon.

My friends and connections were helping me establish a good clientele for
my brokers and my take home pay was pretty decent, particularly because Father,
in his old fashioned way and although money was very scarce, refused to take
anything from me and furnished room and board.

Existence was quite bearable except for constant worries and | had
quite a lot of free time to enjoy long weekends at La Mardelle, Armainvilleirs,
Frogeres, the Alphonse Lazard estate in the Sologne. Father never really
recovered from the terrible shock of Misha's death and that year had a stroke at
his office in the apartment of a French lawyer friend near the Etoile. Luckily he
had hit his head when he fell and the great bump on his forehead drained away
what would have been a cerebral hemorrhage.

In connection with a grandiose idea which Amerongen had for some
kind of deal with De Beers stock, he had me prepare a rather long translation in
English of a brochure he had written and suggested that | take it to London
correspondents as well as personal friends in the banking business, myself. | was
hard at work on the brochure when Easter came and it was decided that a whole
group of us with Tony at its head would drive down to the Basque coast in two
cars and spend the holidays in Spain. | wrote to Aunt Olga who was at the time
living in all the grandeur of the Alameda de Ossuna and the Castellana, Ignacio
being one of the partners of the Bauer Bank, Rothschild's representatives in
Spain. She was giving great balls with King Alphonso as guest of honor and had
a great position in Madrid. As a stateless refugee it wasn't easy to get a visa and

many years later Aunt Olga told me the fuss Uncle Ignacio made when she asked
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him to get one “for on the those shady Russian refugee friends of your — probably
a Bolshevik™ as he put it then. But they did come through. We drove down to
Biarritz and enjoyed the carefree holiday. We made an extensive excursion to
Burgos where | watched fascinated, a bull fight and I'll admit | was hardily
nauseated by the hideous plight of the horses, ripped open by the bulls with their
entrails hanging out to the sand. The color, the nimble grace and precision of the
matadors movements and the fantastic enthusiasm of the crowd thrilled me. We
made several lovely excursions through the Pyrenees which | knew well and
which reminded me of those | had made to the self same caves or castles with the
family before the war and immediately after. We bathed in the breakers of the
Grand Plage and all the others decided to prolong the stay. | found a friend of
one of the group who was driving his sport car, minus windshield, direct to Paris
In one day — somewhat a feat in those days. We left early in a cloud of dust and
by the time | reached Paris that evening my face was a mess, burnt and covered
with dust. | found Father in bed with an anthrax on his neck and suffering badly.
He made the superhuman effort to forget his own pain and interested himself in
my ridiculous agony which | was soothing with tons of Vaseline and calomine
lotion. Two days later he was moved to a private hospital at the suggestion of
Aitoff who had become his doctor. Father felt he couldn't afford Mendelsshon
any longer although the Professor repeatedly asked me to tell him he would come
as a friend. Father was operated on by Dubouchet whom | was to see again in
Cambridge, Massachusetts with his daughter, Mrs. Lowell, and Guenia
Hirschman in 1941. Father started a normal recovery and even went for a short
stroll in the sunny hospital garden. My trip to London which | wanted to cancel
was on again and | sailed the Channel as usual in beastly weather. | put up in the
gloomy, immense Victoria Hotel and started my rounds. Pierre Schweitzer was

doing his stage at Erlangers at the time and together with him and a close dear
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English friend of Petersburg days, Florrie Lessing, who had had a crush if nothing
more on Misha and was very close to both Lucy and myself, we went to see Bitter
Sweet with Metaxa an excellent Greek tenor and | went wild about this Coward
musical. I'll See you Again still rings in my ears. It had all the romantic attraction
of I'Aiglon which I adored and a charm specially English, something the Forsythe
Saga has captured on TV in the first episodes - that is, 1971. | did some shopping,
spoke to quite a few English bankers who were duly impressed by my accent and
met a friend of Tony's from his stay in London, Frank Hartly, born Herz,
immensely fat, a very cultured and pleasant man, probably, no | should say
certainly, a homosexual. We became fast friends and he piloted me through the
city visiting many of the Guild Halls with their Gothic halls, stained windows,
gleaming plate displayed on richly carved oak chests and somber portraits hung
between heavy tapestries. | tried to squeeze in some tourist attractions between
business calls. | got back to Paris rather pleased with myself only to find that an
infection had set in and that Father was very seriously ill. A blood analysis was
made and then they discovered that he had diabetes. Father lingered on, semi
conscious but recognizing us for several days. | insisted and that Mendelssohn
visit him “en ami seulement” (strictly as a friend) so strict were inter doctors
ethics in Paris, and he said sadly that if he ever did recover he would not be his
old self again. On Sunday, May 15, 1927 we spent the day at his bedside and he
fell into a fretful sleep. We were both, with Mother in particular, utterly
exhausted and the doctor told me to take her home. Next morning, driving
through the deserted streets of Paris about 7 AM, | had a terrible premonition and
felt dizzy with anxiety. After an agitated night during which he woke several
times and wanted to take a taxi to see his partner Stifter and settle some money
problems, Father went into a coma and passed away as we entered the room at 8.

In our day and age the death of a father, even deeply loved, has become something
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natural and human and now that both Liz and Mike are in their thirties with
families of their own, it won't be anything like the shock it was for me at 22,
practically alone with Mother, the concern about Katia and the children and only
a broken man — Uncle Tolia—to turn to. He was completely lost having depended
on his brother completely in all things both practical and moral all his life, totally
unable to cope with the problems of existence. To say | was in shock, using a
present day expression, is hardly true. Mother whose life had been made a fairy
tale by Father, and who in her own way adored him and had been brought up by
him to become a unique human being was not only completely destroyed but also
morbidly guilt ridden She blamed herself for all that had happened and the
sleepless nights and worries that had hastened Father's death. She adored Lucy
but their lives over the last years had been, after decades of unhealthy intimacy
and total dependence, drifting slightly apart for practical reasons mostly, and |
was to shoulder not only the practical burdens but Mother's break down. That
night she had hysterics and one of the nightmares that has to this day followed
me is the slap | had to give her and the following hours while she cried herself
to sleep in my arms. With Father gone, we faced bad problems. Stifter had little
faith in Tolia's abilities without Father around, knowing him well and none
whatsoever in any one else but me. We lingered on in the apartment and |
continued to collect my commissions but had less and less work to do.
Amerongen wanted to expand and asked Schumann to finance him. Schumann
asked my opinion and I, well knowing this spelled the end of my job, told him to
beware. Two years later Amerongen went into fraudulent bankruptcy and landed
in jail. In the meantime he had found out, via the grapevine, that | had vetoed
Schumann's assistance and while keeping me on and collecting his part of the
commissions and paying me mine, which were dwindling, ignored me. 1 got an

additional advance of a couple of thousand francs from Stifter who was paying

142



Mother an annuity which was to be repaid, and was, when the Polish Government
finally paid for the nationalized railway. There was much unpleasantness with
Katia and her family who insisted on getting their quarter of the monthly stipend
direct from Stifter and obtained it by polite blackmail. Then they switched the
guardianship of the children to an influential, successful refugee lawyer, Baron
Nolde, taking it legally away from me which | had to agree to in court. | didn't
really mind but was bitter at the way it was done. Mother went with the children
and Alexis Leon, their cousin, son of Paul and Lucie Leon, as well as an aging
Hirshman with his son Andre, and part time his eldest son Kira, to a small resort
called Stella Plage near the Touquet in the dunes. It was a group of old English
military huts done up slightly but with some plumbing facilities run by some
Armenians who gave edible food. | used to go down for week ends. Once of
twice Pierre Schweitzer, in particular on one occasion in a small Bugatti a cousin
of Jean Herman, himself a cousin of Tony's and a good if erratic friend of mine
about whom more later, lent us. We dashed out in some four hours but took over
twelve to get back, the car like all self respecting Bugattis, having trouble every
mile or so. Daisy Kamenka was staying with her parents in nearby Touquet where
one of George's brothers, Michel, had built them a villa and used to ride over to
visit. There was a group of attractive girls on the beach, one became a rather well
known actress, and we had fun enjoying ourselves in a simple what today would
be considered innocent way. | then returned to a job that was rapidly
disintegrating. | had spent a week or so alone with Tante Alice in La Mardelle
which was being lavishly remodeled and in her quiet friendly way, she helped me
very much not only to take hold of myself but sort things out and plan for the
future. We couldn't afford furnished flats and so took one of three rooms in an
ancient dilapidated hotel particulier dating back to the XVII century and still

standing in 1970 on the Grande Rue de Sevres.
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We were on the second floor and the main room was high ceiling-ed with
nice white boiseries. Mother had a room behind and | a rather large one on the
side. The back of the flat was actually a basement and the owners garden climbed
up the hill. In this basement was the kitchen, a space where a bathtub was placed
and a nook, originally intended for the maid but which she occupied only for a
few weeks until a room was found for her in another wing of the large building,
as there was really no room. The bath was a contraption which may seem strange
to readers today. It had a double bottom and was filled through a rubber hose
from the kitchen sink. We had only running water, cold of course. Then a row
of gas burners were lighted under it and when the water was warm enough the
gas was extinguished and one could bathe. A pumping contraption activated by
the faucet in the sink emptied the bathtub. | would have my bath in early morning
before leaving for town, an hours trip by tram and metro, then later on Mother
would have her bath. In early evening Irene and Serge, who occupied a small
apartment on the same landing with their mother and a harridan of a
Mademoiselle (governess) whom they hated and who hated them and whom
Katia could ill afford on her meager salary in a dressmaking establishment and
her allowance from Stifter. But this person had to be kept as it was the proper
thing to do. They would come over in their bright red dressing gowns. After
visiting for a while, they would take their baths into which poor Katia would then
plunge with relish. Mother took up artificial flower making out of leather, silks
and any material to match dresses. Some of her wares went to the dwindling
dressmaking business of Aunt Alia beset by financial crises but still holding
together and she also sold some in other stores and to private people. She made,
in particular I remember, a whole dozen large white lilies in satin and leaves also

for a decorator, | believe. She made at times quite a lot of pocket money which
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she dutifully spent on cakes for the children at a shop conveniently located at the
Porte de St. Cloud.

| continued to see many friends, but in a much less formal way with mostly
intimate parties and dinners from which one or the other, already owners of cars,
would drive me home. To this period dates my crush on Ginette Trarieux, a very
pretty, vivacious and amusing, half but only half Jewish girl, whose father, son
of the famous French statesman of that name, was the racing correspondent for
the Figaro and a bounder. We got on quite well and he dedicated his book on
horses to me who was still working at the Exchange, “A Alec Berline qui comme
moi aime mieux la vie que la bourse” (For Alec Berline who, like me, prefers life
to the stock exchange). Ginette was what at the time was considered rather fast
but we certainly never went ‘all the way'. Ginette had a large family, mostly
Jewish, and one of her first cousins, Antoinete Kahn, was Philippe de Gunzburg's
first wife and mother of his children. Lucy was living at the time on the Rue de
la Muette and fearing that I would lose touch with my friends gave a weekly cing
a sept (tea party) for them. There were quite a few pretty girls, Ginette, Margot,
Fanny Pereire and also Eliane Louis Dreyfus who after her marriage to a hero of
World War 1, Jacques Heilbronn, a crazy unpleasant man and after a quick divorce
had married her great love of Villers days, Tony. Lise de Baissac, Madeleine
Bernard and an assorted group of men, no longer boys, would get together for
sandwiches, Porto and small talk in the nice elegant atmosphere Lucy always
surrounded herself by and then disperse for dinners. With George away on
business trips and nearly divorced from her it did suit her also to have a
presentable brother and his friends around in the highly critical society of Paris
in those days. | spent quite a lot of time with Ginette and our mild flirtation was
going strong until one day when I came to pick her up | found her grandmother

waiting to look me over. A real coward, | fled miserably.
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In the meantime Lazard Freres had started financing Citroen and had
placed one of their trusted men, little Czamanski, a former director of old
Kamenka's Azoff Don Bank, as financial watchdog and the still famous in 1970,
then young partner Andre Meyer on the Board. Well, to make a long story short
what with the introduction, the friendly recommendation of his brother who was
the father of two of my good friends, Louis and Yvonne Citroen, and other decent
references, | got a really good job in the International Division. Lucy always
maintained that Mr. Trarieux who knew Citroen who was a heavy gambler on
horses and who favored me as son in law, also put in a word for me. Well anyway,
| was embarked on another glamorous period of my working life which was to
last about seven years and finish, for no fault of mine, but because of Citroen's
personal ambitions, megalomania and extravagance, in near bankruptcy of the
firm and my being out in the cold again. But that was years ahead and now | was
making decent money, doing an interesting job and working for several men who
were to become excellent friends. Jean Guillet was the nephew of the director of
the prestigious Ecole Centrale and a crazy esthete but quite a nice guy, with
advanced tuberculosis of the bones, no business man but a brilliant causeur with
whom we became quite friendly and then Roger Nathan, an exceptionally
brilliant and interesting self made man of modest extraction who was to make a
brilliant career at the Ministry of Finance although only a Normalien, save the
Belgian gold stock from the Germans in 1941, survive the war in France in
hiding, become one of the heads of the Ministry in the late forties, Commandeur
de la Legion d'Honneur, go into private business with much less success and die
leaving his widow Georgette Pfeifer, very well off. At the time Roger was a some
what eccentric man, playing at being an absent minded professor but performing
brilliantly. There was young Weygand, the son of Foch's famous Chief of Staff,

later himself last commander of the French army at the time of the debacle.
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Brissaud Desmaillet, the son of a general who had the distinction of having
introduced the BMC (Bordels Militaires de Campage) into the Army in 1915 and
was an amusing young SOB and also Czamanski's youngest brother who was
charming with me but, of course, when things got difficult, let me down badly to
save his own skin. And I don't blame him with Louis Citroen lurking in the
background in another department. My job was directly under the retired Colonel
Henry of the Il Bureau, but not the Dreyfus Affair one, who was a conscientious,
hardworking man with whom | got along well, as | was to with several others of
the same type in the States.

| was making enough money to hire a taxi to take me to the office on his
way to work every morning which made life easier. | was able to buy some decent
clothes, a few things for the apartment which we had furnished for a total of some
5 thousand francs, 25 to the dollar - mostly with amusing rustic furniture picked
up in small antique stores in and around Orleans, with Madame Schumann. In
particular six very attractive chairs with straw seats and the royal coat of arms,
the Lys, on the backs from the kitchens of Chambord which Irene inherited from
Mother and for which | paid exactly $1.00 each.

| used to lunch every week at my Uncle Tolia's who lived with Aunt Mania
in a small pied a terre which they rented from a Princess Poniatovski on the Rue
de Rivoli, high up, under the roofs with a view of the Tuilleries Gardens. It was
decorated in a style fashionable in 1913 with lots of frilly materials, cushions,
and tables, excellent prints on the walls and a curious canape in the tiny entrance
hall which could open up into a bath. Uncle was slipping from bad to worse and
spending his days at his club trying to win enough to keep up this existence. Then
one day | had to phone to put off a luncheon. On that same afternoon | was called
with the information that he had shot himself in the Tuilleries Gardens and would
| identify the body.
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There were, in those late twenties, two Orient Expresses. One, Orient from
Paris via Munich to Vienna, Budapest and beyond. The other, more fabulous
from Paris via the Simplon to Venice, Zagreb, Belgrade, Sofia and then to Greece
and Turkey. The Simplon Orient. Both were no longer composed of shiny wood
wagons lits but were blue with gold trimmings. The restaurant car had retained
it's unbelievably thick pale grey-blue plates, cups and saucers with the elaborate
W.G. monogram, heavy crystal wear and ornate Christophle knives and forks,
heavy gleaming white damask table cloths and starched large napkins which most
of the fat oily Armenians stuck under their chins. My first trip took me to Vienna
and Prague, the mountain scenery, particularly in Austria, was gorgeous and
when decades later a Viennese refugee enthusing about spectacular California
views sadly murmured "if only there was a little Baroque or a Schlosslein..." how
well did | understand him, for the landscapes came alive, acquired a cozy charm
when one glimpsed among the firs, the onion shaped steeples of the village
churches or high up on a rocky crag, the stark ruins of a Medieval castle. |
enjoyed the long hours of slow rocking motion, the sudden fleeting lights of tiny
stations streaming by in the dark, the outlines of the dark mountains hardly visible
on the background of the star studded sky. The little lamps shed a warm, golden
glow and the flowers on the tables, among the tiny bottles of wine and the quarts
of Evian with their pink labels, looked artificial. Food was generally reasonably
good although the cream soups were heavy and as one proceeded through the
Hungarian pustza, the goulash was too spicy. What really created the atmosphere
were the conductors in their dark brown uniforms, black trousers and lots of gold
braid on their kepi style headdresses. They knew everything, everyone, spoke all
the languages with that universal Balkan accent and, if properly tipped, could and
would get you past customs and frontiers without trouble even if you happened

to have, like I did, a Nansen passport of stateless refugee.
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Just before reaching Vienna one passed close to a XVII century great
convent, it's windows barely shedding light and the curlicues of it's Baroque
plastered walls shedding strange shadows. Vienna was no longer the capital of
the Empire but it's wide avenues, it's formal Prater where | imagined the Aiglon
had ridden his thoroughbreds among the plumes and uniforms, was still very
elegant and had a more intimate charm, even then my beloved Paris. | worked
hard at the financial arrangements for the new Citroen branch but did do my best
to take in as many of the sights as | could. | stayed at the Imperial, which was a
former embassy with a grand hall and a sweeping wide staircase over which an
Emperor Franz Joseph, in glistening white uniform looked down on the potted
palms, the thick Persian rugs, deep leather armchairs and innumerable uniformed
bell boys scampering around, from his elaborate gold frame with a sad hauteur
(arrogance). The dining room was presided over by an infinitely old and
doddering maitre d'hotel with a shiny completely bald head and with his black
tails hanging from his stooped shoulders as from a clothes line. He spoke in a
deferential whisper, which added to his strong Viennese accent and my rather
inadequate knowledge of German, made communication difficult. I was told that
he had served all the Arch Dukes and German petty rulers and had been a special
favorite of Edward VII. | went to the Hoffburg, was duly stunned by the fabulous
Velasquez, fell in love with Rembrandt's small portrait of his mother and was
overwhelmed by the intricate wrought iron gates with their flowers, bows, crowns
and ribbons shining black under the high arch. 1 discovered the Albertina and
Durers, new to me, not the etchings in their Gothic black and white intricate
interwoven lines but the deliciously warm colored masterpieces, (the bouquet of
violets, of which I bought a print then recently issued from, so | was told, original
plates), the adorable rabbit. | browsed as long as | could over the great albums

which an old liveried retainer would place on high shiny tables for visitors to
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examine and admire. | wasn't very impressed by the cathedral, coming as | did
from the country of Chartres, Bourges, Orleans and Amiens. | went down into
the dark crypt of the Hapsburgs. In the dim half darkness, the disorderly
collection of elaborate tombs felt cold to me but the rather simple stone with
name Reichstadt and, to my amazement, a bouquet of fresh violets thrilled me. |
drove out to Schoenbrunn and walked the long, high ceilinged salons with their
elaborate guilt sculptures, the XVII tapestries, particularly one of glowing pink
background with oval plagues of richly dressed personages amid Baroque
ribbons and bows. The view toward the Glorietta, Prince Eugene's palace, high
on a hill in the distance, was breath taking. The Rococo grandeur reminded me
much more of Tsarskoe than Versailles. | was duly impressed by the camp bed,
simple night table and austere desk which had been used just ten years earlier by
Franz Joseph. | took an excursion through the Wiener Wald in a horse drawn
charabanc (wagon with benches) with an old coachman who drove us as far as a
small hunting lodge of Meyerling where he explained that Crown Prince Rudolf
had killed the Countess Vetsera and committed suicide. He maintained that he
had often driven the Prince in his Droschke, when he was a young coachman.
Whether that was true and the song he sang to the small group of tourists in the
yard of Meyerling, was really Rudolph's favorite, | have no way of knowing.
The local Citroen agent invited me to dinner at Sacher's where | sampled
the famous tart and | went to the opera to see a new performance of a Night in
Venice which was lavish and the music and voices were really so much better
than in Paris. | also went to the small Theater an der Wien. An exquisite little
bijou of a hall and the foyer like a salon of some small palace with lovely Louis
XV gold armchairs, portraits on the walls and flowers on the side tables reflecting
in the high mirrors. | believe the play was Leinen aus Irlands (Linen from

Ireland) and I understood very little but the acting was quite as lively and good
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as on the Paris Boulevards. | also saw an opera in another less elaborate theater
and on the whole managed to enjoy my visit and conclude the rather intricate deal
of insuring Citroen's loans to the agents in Austria rather well. | remember
spending a long morning in the waiting room of one of the main 'Herr Direktors'
of the then fabulous Credit Austalt which was to flounder soon afterwards in a
world shattering crash. Two ancient hussiers (ushers) in frock coats with long
gilt chains hanging around their necks, like sommeliers (wine waiter) were
discussing in an inimitable Viennese accent their chances in a state lottery. The
dialogue, which I hardly understood still rings in my ears and was worth all the
amusing witty plays then being staged.

| believe that it was on this first trip that there was a Pen Club convention
and most great authors were staying at the Imperial or the Bristol just across the
avenue, near the Ring. Returning one afternoon late, | fell into an armchair and
ordered a whiskey. At the table next to me was a group of elderly people, ladies
and gentlemen, unmistakably English and one in particular with a fine chiseled
profile and snow white hair impressed me. | inquired of the all-knowing portier
(doorman) who the man could be and learned that "Das istd der beruhmte
Englische Galsworthy..." pronounced with Austrian accent. | had just read the
Forsyte Saga and could hardly believe my luck.

That time | stayed just over a week and took the overnight express to
Prague. The capital of Czechoslovakia had a homely charm that | adored. |
stayed but a few days although | did manage to climb up to the Hradschin Castle,
roam the narrow streets of the old town, visit the small dingy old synagogue, the
oldest in Europe, more of a vaulted basement than a temple, and look at the
famous cemetery with it's disorderly mess of tombstones and their Hebrew
inscriptions, over 500 years old. The local agent, who also represented Rolls

Royce, took me to Margarete Insel where we dined listening to tziganes, not the
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Russian style ones but the Hungarian, with singing sobbing violins suddenly
bursting out in wild abandon. The girl, a young dark eyed pretty creature with
an excellent figure, good legs and a radian smile. She lived in a small room high
up in an old building in the old city and the stairs squeaked ominously as I crept
discreetly out into the morning darkness and off to my hotel on the Vencesplatz.
| lost my way and started to inquire of passers by. Choosing older ones | asked
for it in German, knowing well that they had all gone to school in pre war Austria
and had to know the language, only to be met with stony stares. | finally broke
into Russian. The response was friendly and helpful and although the language
are very different, the roots of many words are similar and understandable.

| returned to Paris very proud of myself, bearing innumerable gifts to the
family and having saved quite a bit of money from my per diem allowance.
Among other things, | redeemed one of Mother's rings from the pawnshop, the
least valuable of course. The one with pearls which Mummy wears to this day
and which Mother took off her finger and gave her when we came to announce
our engagement in 1936. But this story lies ahead.

Although, chronologically, this does not exactly fit in I will continue about
several other trips that followed this first one. The next trip took me, this time
via the Simplon Orient Express, to Zagreb and then Belgrade and Sofia. This
second trip was more exciting than the first. On the platform in Paris | noticed
the tall, lanky silhouette of one of the younger La Rochefoucaults, very very cafe
society, and his new wife, the actress Alice Cocea who, like so many Rumanians
at that time, was taking Paris by storm. She was small, dainty, pretty and
vivacious and behaved very vicomtesse-like, subdued and distinguished. The
train itself was really the ‘Balkan spy thriller' type. The first night | traveled with
a fat old Turk but he snored so loudly and as | had had such a row with my

colleagues at Citroen for having traveled 2nd class, | moved into a private

152



compartment which was so much more relaxing. The next evening as the train
crawled slowly along the coast of the Adriatic, past the big white mass of
Maximilian's palace mirrored in the quiet water slightly golden with the last rays
of the setting sun, Alice Cocea had found a few noisy, flashy Rumanians and
they were having a champagne dinner with all the boisterous abandon of the
Eastern Europeans and she was singing and acting up in a way much closer to
her heart than the restricted attitude of the Faubourg St. Germain. We had stopped
off for an hour in Venice and | had gone out of the station onto the Canal to catch
a glimpse of that unbelievable, Baroque theatrical scenery | had faint
recollections of from 1914 boyhood.

| stopped off in Zagreb, still a very Austrian provincial town, with wide
XIX century avenues imitating the Prater, a few rococo palaces and a brand new
hotel just near the station resembling the Grand in Caboug in that style of the
Paris XVI Arrondisement (District) that was so familiar. There were at least six
red and white bell buttons at the head of the bed with elaborate figurines depicting
waiter, maid, bellboy, portier and so on. | tried them all and finally went
downstairs only to be told that it was planned to have them all connected but that,
as yet, none had been. This was really symbolic of the Balkans of those years
and | mention it in my frustration, as it impressed me and expressed the endeavor
to catch up with the West so much better than statistics. | would find the same,
frustrating childish effort again in Japan in the sixties.

It was in Zagreb that | had an amusing experience. There were two
partners in the Citroen Agency: a short, Austrian Jew, | still remember his name,
Breslauer, and a dark, sleek Serb, nephew of the Mayor of Belgrade and a flashy
playboy with necessary connections. Together with them, my French colleague
Arnaud and myself, had a long and difficult session. Then they spoke to each

other in Serbian, outlining their scheme to swindle us. It was close enough to
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Russian for me to catch a few essential words and | called their bluff. The dismay
of Breslauer was funny to behold. He couldn't understand how I could catch on
to every one of the vital points until, a few days later, | told him | was Russian
born and he forlornly admitted that he hadn't thought of that possibility. Zagreb
had little of interest for my tourist taste but I did take Saturday and Sunday to go
down to Dubrovnik and roam the narrow Medieval streets under the great
ramparts jutting into the Adriatic and dream of all the armies from Rome to
Napoleon's which had fought there.

When | entrained for Sofia on another Simplon, | noticed at the end of the
restaurant car a young, dark haired, very Jewish looking young man, with a huge
nose, pale face and decidedly undistinguished.  There were two older fat,
typically Balkan men with him and a younger one who appeared to be a rather
differential secretary. The table next to theirs was unoccupied and | was most
politely shown to another one when | moved towards it. As we reached the
Bulgarian border, a Serbian officer of high rank approached the group and
saluted, then withdrew. The frontier was closed because of political tension
between Yugoslavia and Bulgaria but the international express was allowed to go
through stopping at the actual border to let off the Yugoslavian guards and pick
up the Bulgarian ones. This time these were accompanied by several elderly
generals, their red stripes and gold braid reminding me so vividly of Russian pre
revolutionary uniforms. They all moved towards the group at the end of the
restaurant car and saluted ceremoniously. Only then did | realize | was traveling
with King Boris of Bulgaria, the son of the famous Ferdinand who | had seen
lampooned so often during the early years of the war as he was an ally of
Germany although a grandson of the French King Louis Philippe. This
unprepossessing young man was to marry the daughter of the King of Italy and

die mysteriously in his plane after a stormy visit with Hitler during the war.
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Sophia in those days, had much to remind one of pre revolutionary Russia.
Most buildings were like those I had seen in Moscow and even the better ones of
Syzran on the Volga. They were also mostly rococo stucco two stories high, with
ornamental windows. On the main square Alexander Il, Osvoboditel (freedom
giver) sat on his bronze charger. But here it was not freedom from serfdom, but
freedom from the Turks that was commemorated. The large cathedral wasn't
finished yet and the golden onion shaped domes, heavy Slavic architecture of the
Russian church reminded me, in miniature, of the Cathedral in Alexander II's
honor in far away Petersburg. The flags were the old Russian ones, only upside
down. The soldiers, the tall policemen, wore Russian style uniforms. The
inscriptions in Cyrillic and the words | caught from passersby had a familiar
sound. | felt I was back home again and my mind wandered to so many many
'might have beens'.

The Imperial Hotel had nothing Imperial except the name. It's turn of the
century grandeur was faded, the plush furniture threadbare but the food, although
heavy and spicy, was good. The main legacy of Turkish rule were the
innumerable tiny cups of sweet Turkish coffee that one drank continuously, a
dozen or two a day. This led to a totally sleepless nights. Many decades later the
ceremoniously served tea served everywhere in Tokyo at each and every
appointment reminded me of those innumerable cups of coffee. Here | was to
give the first important bribe of my career and | will admit it was with some
trepidation that | sat down opposite the imposing city official behind his old
fashioned desk. I had the envelope in my pocket and was wondering how | would
pass it along. The man invited me to move up to his side and spread a map on
his desk which we both examined. One of the desk drawers remained open. He

then excused himself for amoment. | hesitated, placed the envelope in the drawer
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and moved back to my chair. He reappeared, glanced into the drawer, closed it
and concluded the interview promising the contract. That was all there was to it.

There are two memories of Sofia that stick in my mind. One rather
amusing. There was a gala performance at the small opera which Ferdinand had
built for the visit of some foreign royalty complete with the royal box surmounted
by a crown. What the opera was | don't know but at one point, according to the
program, the hero was to appear on horseback. He failed to make his entrance
and the aria had to be repeated once, twice. Finally he strode in and began to sing
when suddenly in a crash of hoofs the circus horse came charging across the stage
with a stage hand clinging to its bridle. The corps de ballet was even older than
| had feared and the prima ballerina could hardly raise her leg. She had been a
royal favorite but it couldn't have been Ferdinand's as he was a notorious
homosexual. | was taken by Citroen's local agent to visit the royal family villa
nearby. It was an unpretentious place reminding me of the one the Schumanns
had rented near Villers and which are so familiar to anyone who knows France.
In the medium size salon with antimacassars on the chairs and sofas, there was
an old grand piano and on it innumerable photos of royalty in heavy silver or gold
frames with appropriate signatures, the only distinctive characteristic of the very
bourgeois stucco, white unpretentious structure. It was situated near the famous
valley of roses where the yearly crop of flowers for rose extract, then one of
Bulgaria's main exports, were grown. The fragrance was overwhelming even in
the open but at least bearable which | could not say of the smell of the extract
itself in the small stores in town.

We had lunch at unpainted wood tables with benches. The alcohol was
powerful and the spices literally tore ones mouth to pieces. In Japan, years and

years later, | was to learn not to ask what delicacy | might be trying to swallow,
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but here | was somewhat taken aback when | was told that what | had taken for
rognons, (kidneys) were sheep's balls.

The Sofia skyline which had been dominated for centuries by the minarets
of several mosques was now overwhelmed by the mass of the new gleaming
Orthodox Catherdral set in the middle of a vast square. | was in Sofia one Easter
and it was there that | saw a real Easter procession, something | had missed in the
great expanse of the squares around Saint Isaac in Petersburg. The crowd was
large, nearly every man, woman and child held a lighted candle in their hands.
Then the bells rang out, the great doors opened and the procession emerged,
flanked by soldiers bearing torches. The Orthodox priests in their Byzantine
robes, heavy gold gleaming with semi precious stones, the officers bearing icons
and banners followed by high ranking officers and dignitaries in court uniforms
with orders gleaming on their chests and among them my companion of a few
days before now resplendent in gala uniform, high lacquer boots shining, striding
slowly among his bodyguard, three times around the Cathedral before going back
into the edifice. The symbol is that they are searching for Christ who has arisen
and | remembered the shocked astonishment of Lovey, when this was explained
to me years before and I asked politely "What would they do if they found him?"
| sometimes, today, wonder if there wasn't something to my naive enquiry which
| did not realize then.

During the following few years | traveled several times to Central Europe,
Czechleslovakia, Hungary, Austria, Rumania, Yugoslavia, Bulgaria. The Balkans
were still either kingdoms or feudal dictatorships and life had changed less from
the pre war period than in Western Europe. The tall minarets, women with
covered faces in flowing robes, even an occasional fez, reminded one that these
places had been until rather recently occupied by the Turks and an Oriental flavor

persisted in the discussions at the different companies, unless it was the
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unmistakable Hapsburg flavor, particularly in the new countries born after the
war.

A few occurrences stand out. | can't exactly remember on which trip they
actually took place but that isn't really important.

There was the midnight awakening at a small station in Yugoslavia when
there was a terrific crash and even a few windows broken in the sleeping cars. |
looked out (I had left mine slightly open so it wasn't shattered) and saw great
confusion on the platform. The conductor politely explained that a bomb had
been thrown at some official boarding the train. There were a few victims but
the Orient Express would go on soon. With scrupulous regard for Mother's
anxiety if, as | supposed, the news was splashed over the pages of the Paris
newspapers, | went to the telegraph office early next morning at the first
important station and wired her in French not to worry as | was safe and well.
All the news was censored and she panicked, phoned Citroen who knew nothing
either and phoned me in Vienna, quite a feat in those days, and | guardedly
explained what had happened.

The trip from Sofia to Vienna took two whole days. From Sophia to
Belgrade a long bumpy night and CIDNA, the original Air France, was
advertising two hour flights between these two capitals. | needed a Bank
guarantee signed in Belgrade to close a Bulgarian deal in a hurry and with some
trepidation booked a flight in the early morning from Sofia and a return one late
in the afternoon from Belgrade. The planes were single engine ones with four
passenger seats in the cabin and one in the open, behind the pilot which, with a
leather helmet and goggles | duly occupied. We landed from Sofia across the
wide river at Zemoun which used to be the Austro Hungarian Empire's frontier
town with Serbia and from which they had shelled Belgrade in the opening days

of the war. It was now a sleepy little township with tiny rococo stucco houses,
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very gemutlich (warm and friendly) and still very Austrian. We landed on the
small grassy airfield and after a horse drawn buggy drive to the pier, took a small
hand operated ferry boat across the wide expanse of muddy water to land under
the old Belgrade fort. Its old ramparts still showed holes of many former cannon
balls and the original bombardment of 1914. | was able to hold up the CIDNA
flight from Vienna to Constantinople which anyhow usually didn't make it in one
daylight flying and got back to a French Legation reception and a warm welcome
and report in the local press the next day. From then on I often used planes. |
distinctly remember one stormy flight from Budapest to Vienna, the Junker in
this case seated six passengers in the cabin in a staggered line and with lightening
flashing and winds howling enough to drown the racket that the engine and
propellers were making, we were being buffeted quite a bit. | felt rather
uncomfortable but was holding my own. Across from me a nice Victorian lady
was discreetly vomiting into her bag and turning greener at each retch. She was
getting desperate as | watched with fascination, unable to look away as her bag
filled rapidly. Well I was a gentleman so with all the sang froid (courage) | could
muster, | took my own bag, bent across and handed it to her with a bow. "Oh,
thank you ever so much" she graciously murmured with a genteel effort at a social
smile and handed me back her own bag full to the brim. This was beyond my
efforts at restraint and | was immediately sick all over my coat front as | had no
bag, dropping hers in the process. The Schracks, the nice Citroen agent couple
who had come to the Vienna airport to meet me, had some difficulty in getting
me cleaned up enough to take me to the hotel.

This was not the most memorable trip. The one that does stand out began
uneventfully and we took off and flew high, 2000 feet above the Balkan
mountains with the peaks towering alongside, when suddenly the motor, the only

one, began to sputter and gave out. We circled a bit and then came down in a
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field. | watched, fascinated as the trees bordering it approached rapidly until we
hit them with a reasonable crash and the tail of the plane went straight up in the
air, all the suitcases tumbling down on our heads. We extricated ourselves as best
we could and stood forlorn in the field ankle deep in mud, under a lashing rain.
We had landed in a restricted military area next to the closed frontier a few miles
from Nish. There was a French pilot, a reserve Bulgarian officer on his way to
Berlin, in nearly enemy territory now, myself, a stateless business man and an
oily Greek with a very vague passport. After a short while a soldier with a long
long rifle appeared and as | knew Russian and the Bulgarian kept discreetly in
the background and silent. | acted as interpreter, explaining to the soldier that the
"aeroplan oupal"” (the plane fell) which was comprehensible in Serbian as the
verb there was 'pal' as | learned later. He motioned to the railway track a few
hundred yards away where a small structure at a crossing was visible and
motioned me towards it. So with my leather helmet still on, my umbrella open,
attaché case in hand and an elegant city dark blue adjusted coat with velvet collar,
my feet in thick shoes, | started off. After a few paces | realized that the soldier
was stumbling along behind me with his gun leveled at me and duly cocked. |
didn't relish the idea of being shot in the back if he should miss his footing and
by gestures and Russian words parleyed him into leading our forlorn group. At
the shack we found an old fashioned phone which the railway employee duly
cranked to get to the next crossing and advise authorities that "aeroplan pal” . To
our great surprise about an hour and a half later an pre war vintage open car came
dashing along the muddy road occupied by a very smart uniformed gentleman
with large mustache who introduced himself as Chief of Police and invited
passengers and pilot to come with him. An army truck was to fetch our luggage.
We were to drive to Nish, rest at the local hotel, be his guests for dinner and board

the Vienna bound Orient Express at 9 PM. By this time it was well past midday.
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| was gratified but somewhat surprised at his kindness until | learned afterwards
that the preceding month on a Saturday another CIDNA plane had come down
and the passengers had been clamped into the local jail until the then Police
Chief's return from a hunting expedition late Monday morning. By then the
distraught passengers who happened to be the Belgian Ambassador to Turkey
and his wife and some British or American diplomat, were mad as hell and
chancelleries all over the place were searching for them. The local Police Chief,
the Minister of the Interior in Belgrade had been forced to resign and our man
learned a lesson somewhat in the style of Gogol's Inspector General and we were
royally treated. The hotel reminded me of the one in Sizran on the Volga, near
Auntie's estate, except that it was much dingier and had not been cleaned properly
in preparation for our sudden arrival. | spent the ensuing hours on a wicker chair,
bedbugs were clearly visible and avoiding the grey greasy bathtub. By seven we
were fetched by the Chief of Police and taken to a dirty, pretentious restaurant. |
was to remember it years and years later in Seoul, Korea. We were given a
terribly spicy heavy greasy meal of mutton liberally helped down by 'slivovitz' -
100% alcohol. By this time it was 8:30 or close to nine and the Chief insisted
that the Express was always late and we should go to the local cabaret. This
turned out to be, of course, the best brothel in town and we were given a royal
welcome in the plush salon. Among the over painted ladies was an old French
whore who had landed there God alone knows how and we struck up a fascinating
conversation. With tears in her heavily massacred eyes leaving long black streaks
across her painted cheeks who reminded me of Marguerite Moreno, the old
French character actress and the real original Folle de Chaillot (Mad Woman of
Chaillot) whom we used to see every day wandering on the Place du Trocadero.
She asked after Paris, if the old man at my favorite cafe, the Lapin Agile still sang

his songs, did the Cyrano still exist and she spoke lovingly of the old Moulin
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Rouge where she had danced the can-can or so she said, and had posed for "ce
nain de Toulouse Lautrec- il etait Comte vous savez..." (that dwarf of Toulouse
Lautrec - he was a Count you know...). Time flew, the chief had gone upstairs
with one of the younger girls and | was getting worried about my train when a
policeman arrived on a bicycle to announce that the Orient Express was due any
minute. Madame refused to have the Chief disturbed and sent word to the Station
Master to hold the International Express and have my luggage put on board. |
was on tender hooks but my host came down beaming. | fondly kissed the old
whore promising to drink to her health next week at the distant and unattainable
for her, Moulin Rouge, and off we went in the car. At the station the steaming
express was waiting with surprised anxious faces in several of the windows
looking out to see for whom this unscheduled stop had been made. To the
friendly waving of the Police Chief and Station Master, I got into my
compartment, ushered in by an awed conductor and fell asleep immediately to
awaken only many hours later in the Hungarian pustza. The conductor had
avoided even the relatively easy formalities at the Hungarian frontier although
my papers, including a letter of introduction from the Quai d'Orsay, (which was
used as a diplomatic pass), complemented my stateless ‘Nansen' passport. |
wasn't an important person.

That particular trip was eventful even later. | traveled with bulging
suitcases as there was practically no decent laundry service beyond Budapest and
certainly no cleaners. So several suits, striped pants for receptions by Ministers
and a dozen shirts were de riguer (compulsory). After a few days at the Imperial
| was ready to take the evening Orient to Paris, packed early, paid my bill and
settled comfortably to a Scotch and soda in the deep leather armchairs of the
elaborate hall. | was very pleased because | had had no trouble in packing the

suitcases and the suitcases were easy to close. | was relaxing when to my horror

162



and the amusement of the several other hotel guests, | suppose, the maid and valet
descended the wide marble stairs under the eye of Emperor Franz Joseph in his
gold frame, carrying on large trays all, and | mean all, my clean linen nicely
stacked which I had forgotten and their absence explained the ease of packing. It
was now too late to open my suitcase nor did | fee like trying to push all that
excess stuff in under the amused gaze of the porter, bell boys and guests. So the
portier hired a second taxi and | walked the long platform of the Vienna Station
to my compartment, past astonished group of travelers followed, as usual, by the
porter with my suitcases and also an Imperial Hotel bell boy proudly bearing my
shirts, collars and even pants neatly stacked on a large tray. It must have been
quite a sight and I did my best to ignore the whole thing. | tipped the boy grandly
and spent the next hour repacking in my compartment.

When we reached Strasbourg the following night | was still in a bad mood
and when | was awakened by the French Customs insisting on going through all
my valises I, in turn, using a long ignored regulation I knew about, forced the
man to go all the way back to the station building and put on clean white cotton
gloves before rummaging in my things. We was mad and the Express delayed
but I gained my point. | was to be reminded of this when during World War Il on
my way from New York to Kansas City via Chicago, | found that | had been given
one wrong suitcase. It developed that it belonged to some general and as | was
traveling on the Vanderbilt at 125th Street, the conductor wanted to take it off. |
refused to give it up until | had a written assurance that mine was following on
the 20th Century, which took some desperate phone calls and a lot of excited and
unpleasant comments from all the officials. But I got my way and on arrival at
Chicago | went to the barber shop for half an hour and retrieved my suitcase from
the 20th Century Head Conductor who, not knowing all the details, thought |

must be very VIP and treated me accordingly.
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The years from the very late twenties through early thirties were from a
business point of view the most interesting and rewarding of my bachelor life. 1
was still in my twenties, working at an interesting job with contacts with quite
important people aboard from Balkan Ministers, bank directors and insurance
company management with the added pleasure of feeling myself an important
envoy of Head Office at the Citroen Agencies | visited. My basic pay was good
and expense accounts quite generous. | got into trouble with colleagues when |
started out taking berths in 2nd class wagon lits and had to switch to a 1st class
compartment to avoid giving 'bad’ ideas to management. The group of inspectors
was pleasant and interesting. | somewhat resented it when Uncle George joined
the staff as his age, experience and connections were such that he had a privileged
position but in another field. He also had to travel far to Brazil and South Africa,
quite long trips in those pre air travel days and was away for months while | could
still keep up my Paris ties between trips and, much more importantly, be with
Mother and help her and the family in other, mainly, financial problems.

Here a short paragraph can be inserted about financial conditions of the
family. After all the ready cash, Mother's jewels and so forth had been disposed
of, The Petrograd Bank which had taken over from the private banking firm of
Mawrikij Nelken in 1916, found itself with a few assets outside the country. The
over half a million dollar check on the Citibank was not honored and for some
reason, | still can't quite understand, part of the large forest holdings which had
to be in one of the Baltic states were never given to the owners - partners in the
Banking firm and owners of all shares in the bank- Father and Stifter, plus
miscellaneous relatives. It was arranged that the foreign assets would be
officially split between Father and Stifter with Stifter's promise to give Father his
half when collected and that Stifter, a Polish citizen by then, would get the rights

to the Herbi Keletz Railway some 300 miles long which was Father's creation.
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He had obtained the rights to built it, the finances from foreign banks and was
president.  So, Stifter started a long drawn out negotiation with the Polish
government. Strangely enough it was, at least Stifter so declared, satisfactorily
complete in early 1936. In the meantime Stifter advanced a monthly amount, 3/4
of which went to Mother (her's Lucy's and mine) and 1/4 to Katia after some
most unpleasant legal manoeuvres on the part of her family. These bordered on
blackmail, which | never liked though all the rest felt that Stifter, who retained
most of his foreign assets and earned money speculating on the Bourse and was
still well off, should have been vastly more generous. Anyhow there was a
meager monthly sum available to Mother, probably worth a couple of hundred
dollars at present rates, 1972. When | was engaged, Stifter offered to pay out a
lump sum or continue allowances and as he had collected quite a bit from Poland,
increase Mother's for as long as she lived. This enabled me to collect my share
in cash and pay off my debts and finance our honeymoon. What the arrangement
was with Katia and her lawyer, Baron Nolde, who she had had named guardian
of the children after some nasty legal manoeuvres, | never knew.

All this simply to explain that with my increased income, Mother's annuity
and quite reasonable money she made and sold - flowers in silk to go with dresses
Auntie Alia was selling at her store or directly to people she was put in contact
with - and although most of this pocket money went for presents for Ira and Serge,
things were looking up and with Lucy's help we moved into town to a garconniere
Rue de Lubeck, a street leading from the Trocadero to the Place d'lena. It was a
bit expensive but very convenient and the three rooms were nice, with high
ceilings and the street quiet so we could live on the ground floor pleasantly.

| still went to a few balls but mostly spent my free time with Tony and
Eliane Schumann and their group, going for trips out of town, to shows or simply

dancing to the BBC radio. They were auto mad at that time and the crowd was
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composed of many famous racing drivers. Chiron, a world champion, Bouriat of
the Bugatti team who was killed in a race, and several others. Eliane did a lot of
riding at the horse show and also hunting in the forests around Paris. Her friends
and admirers were mostly of the very exclusive French aristocracy, Salignac,
Fenelon.

| believe that it was on one of my returns to Paris that | went for the only
time in my life to Maxims. It happened that there was a large elaborate ball - |
believe at the snooty Konigswarters - and we were having a rather dull time. It
was New Years Eve. There were two attractive ladies, somewhat older than
Georges Helbronner and myself with whom we tried to dance. One was a widow,
Simone See, the other the wife of Henri Halphen (an uncle of the present Edmond
de Rothschild), Beatrice. Her husband was outrageously unfaithful and a very
'gay blade'. He had refused to come to the ball and suggested that if his wife
wanted to spend the evening with him, she could join him at Maxims where he
was having supper with a few of his friends of exactly the some kind...Edmond
Porges, Charlie Cahen d'Anvers, and a few others. The ladies decided to
embarrass Henri Halphen and invited two bored, decently turned out young men
who could not be considered 'gigolos' because of their social standing and
background, to accompany them. We were thrilled at going to Maxims with two
attractive and chic ladies on New Years Eve and for free. We got there shortly
after midnight and the errant husbands - all were more or less inter-related - who
were there with their elegant mistresses - Porges at that time was keeping La
Brighton a rather distinguished woman with chic (I was reminded of her style by
the Duchess of Windsor in later years) - and there were lots of famous demi-
mondaines. Russian refugee beauties like Lady Abdy, and the Crown Prince of
Kapurthala with his Russian mistress Sonia Papova, plus lots of the cafe society

of Paris. The atmosphere was gay, chic and noisy and Halphen, after his first
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shocked reaction gallantly arranged for a table for his wife and her friends and
we danced until the early hours, consuming much ice cold, very dry and good
champagne. Halphen had to leave with his wife and not his mistress that evening
and must have been really mad at us, but we had had a night to remember.

The next day, New Years, | indulged in what now seems a completely
ridiculous custom but which was still faithfully followed by young men of society
In those years. Borrowing Lucy's car, dressed in a cutaway and a top hat (in later
years they were replaced by a black jacket, striped pants and a bowler), | would
make the rounds of nearly all the people by whom | had been entertained during
the year. A few | would even visit for a short while, have a light lunch at Mme.
Schumann's, spend a quarter of an hour sipping Sherry at Mme. Kamenka's and
finishing with the home of the current 'flirt' where young men would gather after
the strenuous exercise to drink Port, eat petit fours and discuss the latest gossip
and scandals. Some of the larger houses had a list one would sign, like the
Rothschilds on the Rue Saint Florentin, or the Perieres on the Faubourg St.
Honore. Here there was always the thrill of being stopped by the cordon (cord)
of police around the Elysee where the Diplomatic Corps was visiting the
President, and saying one was going to the Periere mansion and being allowed to
pass through. It seems unbelievable but at the height of my so called social
existence these New Year's calls with calling cards deposited, one for Madame,
one for Monsieur and if there should be a grandmother, a third one. These calls
numbered up to 40. How | managed to squeeze them into an afternoon | can't
say, but traffic in Paris was not what it is today and then there were a few cards
that George Helbronner in particular, would leave for me while 1 did the same for
him. It is really absolutely ridiculous when I think back. It was a Proustian
atmosphere but then Proust had been dead only a couple of years when | was

doing this.
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The group of young men working at Citroen in those years was both
interesting and pleasant. Some my age, some a bit older. There was Scriabine's
younger brother who had headed the Russian Military Intelligence during the
First War, Weygand's son, a bright but unreliable young man, Roger Nathan, a
brilliant young man just out of Normal (the great university then), who was to
reach a very high position at the Ministry of Finance, keep the Belgian Gold out
of German hands, become Commandeur of the Legion d'Honneur at an early age
and die in the early fifties. He was full of eccentric ideas which his brilliance
forced the top brass to swallow and used to discuss Proust, Gide and their
successors in striking short lectures in his office. | was quite close and on friendly
terms with Louis Citroen, the big Boss's nephew. So we were allowed to get
away with infractions against the rules. With Roger we would take a taxi at
midday in summer and go down to the old decrepit Bains Delighy on the Seine,
near the Chambre de Deputes, and bathe, but in private enclosures. Water was
supposed to be filtered and I'll admit | never hit a dead cat or rat but as to
pollution, well my survival makes me somewhat skeptical about much of the
present fuss. There was a nice and amusing son of a famous General of World
War |, Brissaud Desmiallet. , My direct boss, Guillet, who became a real friend,
who was the nephew of the director of the Ecole Centrale, a sickly homosexual
but an easy man to work for. Among the many interesting characters was a
Capitain Henri, nothing to do with the Dreyfus Case one, who was unbelievably
efficient. This efficiency was to lead to one of my first experiences in business
shenanigans and | might as well tell of it here.

| was in Sofia when | got a phone call, in those days something quite
extraordinary, telling me to go to Bucharest in Rumania and check the cars in the
Citroen warehouse of the local agent which he had pledged, with Citroen

guarantee, to a local bank for loans. It seems that Henri had spotted in a request
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for spare parts, the number of an engine of a car supposed to be unsold in the
warehouse. | had to rush to the French Legation to get an introduction and then
to the Rumanian one for a visa which was granted with raised eyebrows. There
was a night train with an old, brown wooden wagon lits attached. | boarded it
and was told by a greasy and obsequious controleur (inspector) that | was indeed
lucky, the drawing room compartment had just been refurbished for HRH the
Princess Eudoxia of Bulgaria who had been visiting her cousin the Queen of
Rumania. It did indeed look shiny, the pink velvet upholstery wasn't too worn,
the sheets appeared white and not grey as they should have in that part of the
world. | decided to undress and slid under the blankets in my pajamas only to be
awakened by innumerable bed bug and fleas so that | arrived on a Saturday
morning in Bucharest in a vile temper. | was met by sleek agents and a junior
man from the bank who suggested that we all go out of town for the weekend and
have a nice time, the agent mentioning that his sister in law who knew French
very well was delighted at the idea of meeting me. | insisted on driving directly
to the warehouse where we found the bank seals intact. | insisted on having them
broken. The bank official protested and I, posing as an important man from head
office, which | certainly was not, would advise his bank forthwith that in view of
his refusal, the Citroen guarantee was nil and void as of this very day. | had no
right to declare this but my bluff worked and after several frantic calls to the bank,
a V.P. arrived and we solemnly broke the seals and opened the door only to find
a couple of cars instead of the twenty odd, supposed to be there. The warehouse
was too large, so the agent had rented only half of it and the partition to close off
the other half had been so made that it was easy to slide it and get cars out through
the opening. The ensuing row was covered up, a senior man was sent from Paris
and | returned to Sofia. | had been so shaken that | spent Sunday in my hotel

room and | spent Monday on the phone and at the bank and never really saw
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Bucharest or sampled it's night life which had the reputation of being that of a
Balkan Paris. This experience stayed with me for life and my suspicion was
always easily aroused, in Paris, New York and Mountain View, California, to say
nothing of Tokyo in later years.

This pleasant existence and nice work lasted only a few years. Andre
Citroen was the owner of the outfit and a great gambler. No amount of financial
leger de mains (slight of hand) on the part of Czamanski could meet the demands
of several million francs after an unlucky week end in Deauville and with debts
accumulating, Lazard Freres, and their then young brilliant partner Andre Meyer,
took a more and more active part in management. Citroen was a brilliant
entrepreneur and also an engineer and had built his empire from a small machine
shop. Production could not hold up to standards and the first B14 after the
spectacular success of the tiny cing chevaux (five horsepowered) was plagued by
bugs. Citroen had, in the early twenties, financed a new invention of chenilles
(caterpillar tractor). It was the invention of the former chauffeur of the Tsar who
had made these tracks - like those of tanks - to move the Emperor's cars over the
snowy wastes during hunting expeditions in winter. He had been joined by a tall
lanky energetic engineer, Haartd, who had helped him perfect the thing and then,
in the early twenties organized an expedition from Algiers to Capetown, across
the desert and through the roadless jungle. The fabulous 'Croisierre Noire' had
been a fantastic success, giving you, en passant, (in passing) an idea of political
calm and security that reigned all across the Black Continent in those days. The
excellent Russian painter Jakovleff had accompanied the expedition and his
drawings of different types of natives from Berbers to Pigmies were brilliant. We
somehow inherited the wonderful book published at that time with fantastic
reproductions and which Uncle Fedia had subscribed to. It was Mummy's 21st

anniversary (birthday) present to Dima and must be in his library today.
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Well, after this success Citroen decided on a Croisierre Jaune from Arabia
across the Himalayas to Peking. This met with insurmountable obstacles and in
the mountain passes one of the two vehicles that had survived had to be left
behind. At several points the remaining vehicle was completely disassembled
and put together on the other side of the pass after it had been carried across in
parts on human backs. Then the expedition was captured by a Chinese War Lord
and Haardt reached Shanghai alone, sick and discouraged, to die there from some
disease. The flop of this terribly expensive venture only added to the woes of the
firm. Then the German Ill Reich started the commercial invasion of Eastern
Europe and the foreign department fell apart. | did conduct a dozen new models
from Paris to Dieppe to be loaded there for the official opening of English Citroen
at Slough which was, of course, behind schedule. The cars broke down
continually and had to be repaired on the side of the highway by flashlight while
| kept Paris advised by phone, a feat in itself, and that held up the cargo vessel's
departure in Dieppe. All this was being done very discreetly as the cars were
supposed to come off the assembly line in the new Slough factory in the presence
of French and British VIPs, a couple of days hence. After a hectic two days |
finally got the cars on board and exhausted, went to the pier to take a dip before
returning to Paris. | rented a horizontally striped bathing suit with sleeves, rather
long pants buttoned up to the neck by two dozen buttons in front. The kind of
suit | had worn some twenty years earlier but which by that time seemed more
than slightly ridiculous. France still clung to pre war customs and would do so
indefinitely. The mystic attraction of the 'Belle Epoque’ dies - | still use the
present tense today in 1972, slowly.

By that time | was fed up with balls and formal parties and much preferred
outings like the one which we took around 1932, at Easter. In three cars, two

Bugates and a Lancia, a group of about a dozen of us headed for the Midi. We
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made it down to some small place on the Esterol Coast, still lovely wild and
unspoilt by camps de vacances (vacation camp sites) in a day and a half. While
Paris was still cold and rainy, we were met by warm sunshine and mimosas in
bloom. We enjoyed two days of swimming. We had to do this is our underpants
and the girls in their bras as we had no bathing suits. It was, as | think back,
pretty innocent, no drugs, no alcohol and very little sex, except among the two
married couples. We were due at our desks on the Monday morning so we left
on Sunday rather early and reached Marseilles late morning. | knew of a small
but very good restaurant and we all trooped in to have bouillabaisse. The meal
was great but by the time we staggered out it was mid afternoon. We drove the
night through and all met for an early breakfast on the Place d'Alma. From there
| went directly to my desk on the Quai de Javel at Citroen's but did, I'll admit,
very little effective work.

About this time | made one of my last trips to England before the war. in
our bande there was a Jean Erembert. He was a cousin of Jean Herman, Tony's
closest and oldest friend and related distantly to ‘everyone'. This Jean had the
reputation of being somewhat wild and unbalanced with a vile temper. I'll admit
that with me he was at that time, always very attentive, friendly and nice. It was
he who had leant Pierre and myself his Bugatti to drive down to Stella Plage for
a week end with Mother. He was very much in love with Daria Kamenka and
my close, nearly family relationship with her helped make visits easier. He was
the first of our bande to dash down in his Bugatti from Paris to La Mardelle, the
great distance of some 150 miles, just to have after dinner coffee with all of us,
including Daria and then dash back again. | was also a great favorite of his and
Jean Herman's grandmother, old Mrs. Mainz, who fed us scrumptious lunches
once a week. Also in our bande were two English girls, one had become close

friends of Madeleine Bernard, the Partridge girls. Their father was an antique

172



dealer in London and first Tony, then his younger brother Poulot, had a whirlwind
flirtation with the younger one. The older, Marie, was a tall handsome girl still
un married at about 25 and, as she had a French mother, eager to settle in France.
When Jean's courtship of Daria fell through, somewhat on the rebound, he started
to go after Marie. She was dazzled by the prospect of an easy life in Paris, among
her close friends and with not bad looking Jean being charming, they became
engaged. The wedding was to be in the little village near London where the
Partridges lived and in the little local church standing on a typically English
green. Jean Erembert was not that popular and talked me into coming over as his
best man. My knowledge of English would help. We took the night train and
ferry over with suitcases packed with a strange assortment of clothes: tails, white
ties and all accessories, also a morning suit, cutaway and top hats and practically
nothing else. In my case | was returning immediately and in Jean's, his mother
was bringing over the suitcase with his clothes for the honeymoon. Just before
we left Marie phoned Jean that no douches (showers) were available in those still
just post Victorian days in London and we hastily bought one Jean packed in his
suitcase. When we reached customs at the London docks we were at different
ends of the hall. I under "B", Jean under "E". | heard him explain in a loud voice
with his strong French accent that the somewhat strange assortment of clothes
was due to the fact that he was getting married the next day in England and then
he launched into a monologue on the Alliance which embarrassed not only the
officials but the other passengers. Suddenly he called to me in French to hurry
over to avoid something...his shrill voice dominated the hubbub of the crowd and
all eyes turned towards us. Before | could move the Custom's Official was
gingerly extricating the douche from the suitcase with an embarrassed, flushed

face, and a monstrous guffaw went up from everyone around.

173



We reached the village in mid afternoon and while Jean settled with his
mother and brother in the little local inn, | was put up, to save expenses, in the
Partridges's guest room. Everything from maids in starched aprons and caps, to
the old gardener and the still older family dog were 100% British. After tea there
was to be a white tie dinner so after | had dressed | sauntered down and made my
way into the library where the wedding presents were displayed. There were
loads of them as the girls were popular and | started to pick up silver bowls,
antique snuff boxes and even jewels to better examine them. Suddenly | realized
that | was being closely watched by a rather swarthy man also in white tie, who
came up to me and asked in a lovely Cockney accent who might | be. When |
explained that | was the bridegrooms best man he apologized and added "you
certainly don't sound like a Frenchie, Sir". As guests were gathering for dinner
one of Marie's relatives started a friendly chat with me. We talked for a while,
then she suddenly said "You are the bridegroom aren't you?" "No, I'm only the
best man”. "What a pity"” she countered in much too loud voice. This was the
second embarrassment of that event and was, looking back, to explain much later,
quite a few unpleasant developments. The wedding went off very nicely, with
the village choir singing lustily and off tune, the old Reverend making an elegant
speech and the wedding party, all dressed up, winding it's way across the village
green, past the thatched cottages with their multitude of flowers, in the sunny
afternoon to the garden party. | left early, changed into normal clothes and with
my two and Jean's two suitcases took the train for London to dine with a friend
of Tony's and mine, Frank Hartley (born Hertz) a fat, very cultured homosexual,
absolutely charming, always very attentive to Mother when he visited Paris, full
of amusing gossip and a real art lover, at his club, the Royal Societies, of which
Misha had been member. This brought back, I'll admit, unpleasant memories for

Misha had left quite a large unpaid bill there when he left London and it was the
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only one Father felt morally obliged to pay, however difficult, leaving the
moneylenders, tailors and such, to collect as much as they could from the sale of
Katia's jewels. | returned to Paris the same night after having on the whole,
enjoyed the trip although I could ill afford even the ticket and insisted on paying
my way. Living, as | was in a group of very wealthy people and with absolutely
no money to spend | had to maneuver very carefully to avoid becoming a
complete 'hanger on'. Tony and also Pierre had known me in the period of our
affluence and as | had bailed Tony out more than once when he was short of cash,
this had no effect on our relationship to say nothing of the fact that Tony was
completely devoid of any prejudices on that score, but for many of the others |
had to tread gingerly.

Citroen was having serious difficulties and the recently installed Nazis had
started a drive for exports into the Balkans and were squeezing Citroen out. To
cut a long, involved and often unpleasant story short, I lost my job. This was by
no means pleasant and not an easy problem to solve as our apartment was already
somewhat beyond our means. Jean Erembert's father had died and he had bought
out his brother and was heading the family firm of transport agents. Langstaff (a
very nice Englishman in Le Havre, living it up there with his Rolls and lovely
house), with whom, probably because of my English, |1 was on good friendly
terms. Jean very nicely asked me to join him in his firm where he had no one
close he could really trust and explaining that a friend like me would be
invaluable. Marie, with whom | was on good friendly terms, who adored Mother
with whom she could come and chat about England, home, probably advised him
to take me. With some misgivings | went to work in the ancient, dingy office
close to the Hotel de Ville, in a dark street dating back to the Middle Ages but
where the firm was making lots of money. | now realize that very soon Jean

became insanely jealous of me, the ‘what a pity' remark he might easily have
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overheard must have rankled. His marriage was not proving easy and he was
giving Marie a very tough and unpleasant time. | had a desk in an unbelievably
dirty and clustered office, a roll down type. To give an idea of the modernization
that had been made, every letter, every invoice, was placed in thick, black cloth
volumes of thin paper with a damp cloth over it. These volumes were then placed
in a heavy, large XIX century press and the handle was turned, not mechanically,
After 15 minutes the letter could be taken out and it's copy would be imprinted
on the thin page of the heavy volume to form daily archives of the firm's activity.

| was slowly learning the transportation business when early in the game
one of the steamers chartered by the firm had trouble somewhere in the lower
Danube. | warned Jean that in those regions the ship could be locked in for winter
by ice and storms. He took my advice badly and when a week or so later | proved
right and he had to take off for the Balkans to cut the losses, he made a violent
scene. Upon his return he was more and more violent and | was taking all this
very much to heart. | began to have violent pains in my stomach - this was about
1933 - and turned to a lycee friend of mine who was finishing his medical studies.
Portu prescribed some ghastly bad tasting magnesia and also drops of belladona
that stopped pain, asking me to cut down on drinking. | was going through a very
hard time at the office where Jean was brutally rude, worried stiff about finances
and drinking a bit too much to keep my spirit up. Finally | collapsed and went to
consult Wallich, then Fanny Pereire's husband. He put me to bed on a milk diet
for a month, the first of what was to be in the following 30 odd years, a regular
occurrence. | lay in my room, feeling very feeble but with pains subsiding. Every
late afternoon friends used to come to sit on my bed and brighten my spirits.
Some years ago | found, but have discarded since I believe, the calendar where |
listed those who came to these hour or so gatherings: The Tonys, Madeleine

Bernard, Lise de Baissac, Jacqueline Schweitzer, Louis Citroen, Jean Herman
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and quite a few others. After about three weeks | was convalescing and anxious
to see my then very attractive, somewhat mysterious German girl friend. So with
Aunt Alia's connivance, as she lived in the same small hotel, we contrived that
Mother would go out for the afternoon and A. would come and visit me. Mother
left and soon thereafter there was a ring at the door. | was in my dressing gown
and hurried to open it. There stood Mummy with imposing Pop's white beard as
background, who had come, not knowing | was sick, to invite me to dine as
Mummy was on one of her trips from Amsterdam and | was one of the two young
men Pops tolerated, the other was her a distant cousin, Robert, now de Gunzburg.
| had to explain the impossibility and while we stood chatting for a moment in
our little hallway I was on tender hooks that the lady would appear. Not that this
would have been a tragedy, but I didn't know Mummy as well then and was, like
everyone else, somewhat awed by her imposing old fashioned father. Luckily
they left soon with friendly regrets and wishes for a speedy recovery and the lady
appeared nearly immediately.

| notice that | have been writing mostly about myself and my life, and
some of the events of those decades that might interest you. In those days there
was neither radio nor much less TV to make national figures familiar and it was
a thrill to see one somewhere if only for a second.

When we lived on the Rue de Lubeck we had as neighbor the Marechal
Frenchet d'Esperey and | would often see the old, old gentleman with his ruddy
complexion slowly emerge from his house, usually supported by an ADC, and
painfully get into his antique car. He was more often than not in uniform. His
car, (unlike the tall spindly Rolls, closed shiny coupe de ville (town car) of
Clemenceau, which one saw in the very early twenties in the Paris streets and
which was a gift from the British government), was an old fashioned Renault. |

remember watching on the Rue de Rivoli, above the heads of the vast crowd, the
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funeral procession of Foch, the six Cardinals following each other with their
attendant Monsignors. The innumerable cushions of orders and medals preceded
by a French, British and Polish soldier, each carrying his country's Marshals
baton. Then | missed the French President but caught a glimpse of the tall King
of the Belgians in khaki, and was lucky to see for an instant the tiny figure of the
Prince of Wales under his immense Bearskin, tottering along. Paris was full of
rumours that he was still so drunk that morning that he could hardly walk. |
wouldn't have been surprised it was simply the weight of his uniform and the
exhaustion. | had glimpsed him some weeks earlier, bronzed by the sun, a tiny
spry figure emerging from Cartier's on the Rue de la Paix and practically running
into the open door of his shiny car. After his abdication he had a couple of his
cars shipped over but as their British number started with the three letters 'CUL'
he had to have the plaques (license plates) changed. | watched the much less
impressive but enormous funeral of Briand, picking out Chamberlain (Austen) in
his shiny top hat and monocle and the mechanical silhouette of Stresemann.
After my illness Louis Citroen was so incensed by Jean Erembert's
treatment of me that he had his uncle arrange for me to rejoin Citroen in the
domestic department. | came back Quai de Javel and was sent very quickly to
Caen to review the financial operations of the local agency. An embarrassed
phone call from Louis called me back in a hurry. Management would not confirm
the decision of the tottering boss and my hiring was cancelled. Louis wanted to
pay my salary out of his own pocket but this | refused. I'll admit that my spirits
hita low. I sat for a long while at the Batignolles cemetery at Father's gravestone,
wondering what | was to do next. Thinking back on the rosy past of the childhood
and youth and the grim last years. Another friend of mine, James Hauser, whose
father owned a chain of food stores and wine stores in and around Paris, originally

organized by his university friend Doctor Henri de Rothschild, as outlets for
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selling at cost, fresh milk otherwise unavailable to the lower income families in
Paris the organization had grown to the chain of stores selling all milk products,
eggs, canned goods and new items every week.

My first job was a hard one and only modestly paid. The working hours
were from 7 AM to midday when the stores closed until 6 PM to remain open for
two hours or so. My job was to make constant rounds of some twenty stores
carrying a heavy leather bag. This bag contained the record sheets of sales of
each store which had to be collected every few days together with the
accumulated receipts and all of this brought to the office twice a week to be
checked and money deposited. While in the store the large milk containers had
to be sampled to avoid the saleswomen adding too much water to the milk. If
they had too much unsold milk they were docked for it and if there was not
enough, it meant missing sales, so the temptation to water the milk, particularly
just after the visit of the inspector was great. Most of the stores had ice boxes,
but in really hot weather the ice had melted by mid afternoon and there was also
the extra income from the sale of ice on the side. There were a few old fashioned
stores, mostly in the suburbs or poor districts which had only a counter and no
ice box which made keeping milk, butter, cream and cream cheeses, a specialty
of the company, quite a problem in summer. As there were office meetings rather
often and the stores, at least those with good saleswomen, closed as late as
possible, the regular day was from about 6:30 to at least 8:30 with just about an
hour for lunch. It was hard work, walking the rainy or hot streets but it gave me
the opportunity to know Paris at first hand, and not only the elegant XV1 or the
aristocratic VII Arrondisements. There was a store on the legendary Rue
Mouffetard, it's open air counters brimming with smelly foods, fish, vegetables,
fly covered hunks of meat and crowds of ragged people, characters straight out
of the Middle Ages or at least the XVII century after which the street had hardly
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changed. The fat 'maitresses femmes' (dominating superior women) calling their
wares were the direct descendants of those who had marched in a ragged column
all the way to Versailles to haul back Marie Antoinette and Louis XVI and then
watched the guillotine in action. There were stores on the crooked small streets
of the Quartier Latin where | could imagine the Bohemian artists wandering a
century earlier. | used to pass by the Shakespeare Bookstore giving it little notice
and too tired to stop. | might have caught a glimpse of Hemingway or some of
the others if | had but known. Sometimes | would make a detour by the quays
and even though | was in somewhat of a hurry and with little money to spare
would look into the boxes of the bouginistes (dealer in second hand books). |
still have some of my miscellaneous finds picked up for a few francs. The best
buy was a first edition of Les Plaisirs et les Jours (Pleasures and Days) of Proust
with it's fancy illustrations for which | paid 10 francs and gave to Tony' mother
one year. And I really don't regret it. Worn out | would stop off at a favorite cafe
and have a cup of coffee and a croissant as | watched the students saunter by
gesticulating energetically, the distinguished old retired generals or civil servants
in their black suits relieved only by the little red ribbon of their long coveted
Legion d'Honneur. | would stop in front of some old facade, grimy and dark
with it's columns, statues and high windows bespeaking of much more brilliant
past and let my imagination carry me away from the dreary job of counting the
several hundred francs, noting vital missing items on the shelves, sampling milk,
clearing wormy Camemberts from the counter and looking, and often finding,
cockroaches behind the cans of Libby's Pineapple.

Mummy came to stay in Paris about this time although by then I had
graduated from Inspecteur to Inspecteur General de Section, had a couple of
hundred stores to watch and a half dozen or so poor guys trudging the streets with

the bags while | drove from one store to the other in a little Peugeot two seater,
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greenish brown with a top that I couldn't open. It was a good second hand buy
and after putting all my savings into it, | still lacked about 1,000 francs. |
borrowed them from Madeleine and Michel Bernard's mother, the Tante Jeanne
of Tony and his brothers, a nice but not very bright lady much maligned by her
brilliant scoundrel of a husband who although a great success in business and the
only Jew in the prestigious Commite de Forges, was always short of cash. The
family tried desperately to get a divorce for Jeanne before her mother passed
away so that at least her large inheritance would be saved. The Lehman collection
of Paris went for well over twenty million francs (at 5 to the dollar) and Alice,
Jeanne and their brother Georges Lehman kept the cream of the collection .
Georges in particular, several Rembrandts, although the Schumanns got the Ter
Borch which | still remember, small on it's chevalet (easel) in the library and
which went at the Schumann sale years later.

The little car which took me on my now extended rounds was nicknamed
Double Creme after a small cream cheese which was the Laiteries Hauser's best
selling item. This little car took me on week ends to the Touquet in later years,
for drives in the Bois with Mother and also for drives with Mummy during what
was our first engagement and then later on our second and definite one.

As | was saying Mummy was in Paris at the time living with Irene in the
garconniere (bachelor rooms) on the Place des Etats Unis in Uncle Pierre's and
Aunt Yvonne's house, a few blocks away from our apartment on the Rue de
Lubeck. Mummy used to come to dinner which Mother usually cooked herself
as she had developed into an excellent cook, always saying that if she had known
that there was so little mystery in preparing good food she would never have
allowed herself to be awed by the chefs in the old days. We would then wander
slowly back to the Place des Etats Unis talking of the past and of the future.

Mummy left for Amsterdam and came back. This was in early 1934 and Philippe
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was by then living in the garconniere and had Mummy, Irene and myself to
dinner. We had always been good friends and the fond memories of his eldest
sister Beatrice lingered. After dinner we heard rumours of disturbances on the
Champs Elysees and with memories of the exciting days of 1917 still fresh in my
mind, | talked Philippe into going to watch the events. We reached the crowded
avenue and moved slowly toward the Place de la Concorde. Then we heard shots
and the crowd started to push towards the Seine while passers by struggled to get
away into side streets. In the distance more shots could be heard and rumours
literally flew from one group to the other. Not being, by nature a hero or
foolhardy and with what | considered my experience of such events, | led Philippe
into the safety of Fouquets only to find a few wounded lying on the plush benches
and being cared for by the waiters and some clients, probably doctors. Slightly
bloody napkins lay on the floor and we felt that we had had enough of it and
walked away. This was on February 6, 1934 - the riot went down in history.
During these years La Mardelle had undergone many changes. The little
candle lit, primitive house filled with rustic antiques had be remodeled. An
exquisite little salon with lovely Louis XVI boisseries had been added as well as
a large dining room seating over 30 with beautiful oak Louis XV furniture and a
big living room with large comfortable leather armchairs and an iron wrought
staircase leading up to the enlarged second floor became the main center of the
place. We, former teenagers had grown up, many married and Tony and Eliane
had brought a host of their flashy crowd with them. There was the very attractive
Pitchoun Godet with her husband, editor of the Auto, the sport newspaper which
sponsored the Tour de France, Detroyat, the most famous acrobatic aviator of his
day who would buzz the house and land in a tiny field which we had cleared for
him, soon to be followed by the small planes of Michel Bernard and Poulot. The

older generation still enjoyed the privilege of the better spots in the shoots -
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battues - among them Herbette, a diplomat and ambassador, Alphonse Lazard,
Gandolphe, a power in the Administration of the Sarre region always full of
amusing gossip. We still had our costume balls, somewhat more elaborate and
as cars became both more numerous and faster, and also more reliable, we would
drive farther afield, to a small lake to bathe, to Olivet to punt on the Loiret,
famous for its mention in du Bellay's poetry and occasionally to Bourges to linger
in the Cathedral. Perhaps the rustic simplicity was fading away but the care free
gay atmosphere, the very un French hospitality, warmhearted and refreshing
remained. Later on, in 1936, after the financial reverses obliged the Schumanns
to sell the place | remember some of us got the news while we were together on
Corsica. We had come by yacht and a few of the party had not known La
Mardelle and couldn't understand why the sale of a country house where we had
been going more and more seldom in recent years made James Hauser, Pierre
Bacharach, Claude Baissac and me suddenly silent as if we had learned of the
death of a friend.

Looking back, with an understanding which I didn't really have at the time
| now realize that we were mourning the passing of our youth and something
profoundly easy going which we had enjoyed there and on which in different
ways, from very different vantage points, most of us would look back to with
nostalgia.

Tony and Eliane had been going for the first part of their vacations to the
family villa at Villers, which by then had been inherited by Pierre and which had
witnessed years before the beginning of their romance. I didn't accompany them
because | never got on with Pierre Louis Dreyfus and they didn't relish the
situation of guests, not free to have around them both the few ever faithful really
intimate friends and the passing amusing ones they collected and discarded. With

memories of the two summers at Stella Plage during which | had gone to visit the
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Kamenkas at the Touquet, | suggested we go there for a weekend. They fell in
love with the place, it's lovely beach, the dunes and pine woods and horse riding
and the friendly atmosphere of the casino owned by an Algerian, Aboudaram,
whom they knew and who welcomed us royally. The next summer they rented a
villa - Heure Espagnole (which figures on one of Mother's embroidered towels
which I got for every birthday), and followed this up by buying a nice large one.
This opened a series of spring, summer and autumn weekends at Le Touquet for
me. We would drive down on a Saturday. Sometimes Tony would have a group
of us driven down in his car while he came with Eliane by train, thus discreetly
saving, for the more impecunious ones the cost of rail travel. The first Touquet
summer I was still trudging the streets of Paris with my heavy bag, haggling with
the saleswomen and occasionally with the clients, wives of small shopkeepers,
charwomen and more picturesque Parisiennes made famous by the XIX and even
earlier etchings, Hogarthian types, tricotteuses (knitting women) of the Terreur
(Terror of the French Revolution) who would shriek and stamp, waving arms and
insults against the exploiters and then straight from there plunge into the so called
high life of those same exploiters, riding along the beaches, sauntering in the halls
of casinos and watching the baccarat tables where thousand were changing hands.
Later on when | had Double Creme which | have mentioned before, 1 would drive
down myself. | remember in particular a rather amusing incident. For all its
charm Double Creme was a rather bashed up, small obviously second hand little
car, and in those days that was important. One evening Eliane and her sister in
law of that period as she later divorced her brother, were ready to go to the casino
while Tony hadn't dressed yet. There was some beau of Eliane's waiting for her.
| offered to drive them over in my battered little, dirty car. So in their dresses
obviously of grande maison (houses of high fashion) and covered with quite a lot

of jewelry, wrapped in expensive furs, the two very attractive girls whom
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everybody knew on sight, squeezed into Double Creme with me and we drove
off. At the casino we joined the impressive file of Rolls Royces, Hispanos, and
other expensive shiny, mostly chauffeur driven cars. When we reached the
Imposing entrance, the impressive doorman waved me on to the end of the
marquee where the unimportant people could discreetly get out and go in by some
side entrance. He was dumbfounded when he saw the ladies getting out and came
rushing over to help them and wave one of the attendants to take over and park
poor little Double Creme in the exclusive enclosure.

There were many hangers-on, as there always are and it needed some
diplomacy to retain self respect in a group whose incomes and budgets for a
single day represented a year's salary for some of us. | did make it a point of
spending one weekend with the Kamenkas which enabled me on that particular
evening, when | would run into one of the Schumann's house guests who would
invariably greet me with astonishment, saying he hadn't seen me either at the race
course or dinner, to say | was staying with my family and thus emphasizing a
degree of independence. Non exististant, in the States, in 1972, this aspect of
existence in Europe still basking in the rigid class distinctions of pre World War
| days, was important.

James Hauser's uncle who was manager of the company didn't fail to take
advantage of my dual personality. | had several amusing incidents. It developed
that the concierge of the Goldet's - she was a sister of Mummy's Aunt Yvonne de
Gunzburg - had saved enough money to be a modest real estate owner on the side
and proprietor of a building in the suburbs in which one of the stores was located.
He lived in a very attractive part of the mansion on the Rue Dumont d'Urville,
occupied by the Goldets. Some difficulty arose in the signing of the renewal of
the lease and | was sent to get the man's signature. | dutifully rang the bell at the

heavy shiny polished wooden gate and instead of crossing the courtyard to the
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entrance, stopped at the elaborate loge (lodge). The man recognized me as a
rather frequent guest and informed me that "Ces demoiselles et Madame ne sont
pas la" (The ladies are not in). | then explained to him my mission and he was
both astounded and embarrassed. He went into a long story and was all for
putting me off when the bell rang again and Mme. Goldet came in from her
morning walk with her younger sister, Lucie de Gunzburg whom | knew really
well. Lucie was not one to keep back immediate reactions and instead of
discreetly ignoring me, she said in her rather high inimitable voice "Ah, Alec. que
faites vous la?" (Ah Alec, what are you doing here?) The flustered concierge
quickly signed the lease which was lying on his table and shoved it into my hands.
| smilingly answered "Nothing important, not even a social call, just a question |
was asking the concierge in connection with my job in the Laiteries Hauser." I'm
sure the concierge was much relieved and his welcome when | next appeared in
tails and white tie, was particularly warm. Lucie waved at me and passed on
without giving it a second thought and the concierge avoided embarrassing
questions as to the source of his capital and probably disclosure of the usual pots
de vin (tip).

| have mentioned previously Georges Helbronner, the well connected and
rather impecunious young man, one of the four brothers, who was related to all
the right people but whose father had died young and left a widow with a social
position and not enough money to uphold it. This George after a first
unsuccessful marriage with the daughter of one of the Ministers of the Il
Republic, Klotz, who was very wealthy and some rather unsavoury scandals in
their private life, had divorced the girl and married the second of two extremely
rich and extremely ugly girls of the upper Jewish society - Oppenheimer (The
eldest had been palmed off on his elder brother.) She was not only really ugly

but insipid, foolish and a snob. One evening in the glittering Touquet casino |
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came upon a miserable George wandering desolate among the gaming tables. He
had, and this was an exception for him, been even drinking heavily. He took me
by the arm and led me to a small canape in the corner of one of the brightly
illuminated halls and we sat down. Crowds of elegant, very scantily dressed but
heavily bejeweled ladies and their escorts were moving continuously around us
as George turned to me and looking at me straight in the eyes said "Can you
imagine, | am cuckold." ('Je suis cocu' in French is much more alive and
amusingly Feydau comedy style). | was, | admit dumbfounded. He went on to
explain that things were even worse and that his wife had been having, before her
marriage and still continuing to have an affair with one of his father-in-law's
handsome young footmen. Luckily she was not pregnant, said George, and then
explained his dilemma. His father in law had offered to give him, personally, two
Boucher paintings that hung in the salon, as his property if he would forget the
incident and also that the footman would be fired and sent abroad with a sufficient
indemnity to have the matter forgotten. So poor George didn't know what to do.
The temptation was great but some spark of conscience whispered that the thing
really stank and was most unsavoury. So he was turning to one of his good
friends, whose financial situation must have put him often up against difficult
problems and who was gentleman enough not to splash the news over the front
page of society columns, for advice. | tried to be diplomatic and finally evaded
any answer. At lunch a few months later at the Helbronner's | saw two Bouchers
on the wall.

Poor George was so sure that the close connections of his uncle with
Marechal Petain would enable him to escape all anti Jewish regulations that he
stayed on in Paris under the Nazis and with the help of his Russian, attractive girl
friend, started a large and very profitable black market operation. This finally

landed him in Dachau. There he continued to operate a black market and was
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finally stabbed to death by a group of inmates who could not stomach his
collaboration with the authorities.

This was the second time | had been asked for unusual advice. In my lycee
days | was very friendly with a brilliant young Rumanian expatriate, Fainsilbert.
He painted, acted extremely well in amateur theatricals and not only wrote
excellent compositions in our French classes but read them wonderfully well. He
even made a god awful portrait of me for which | sat when we lived Boulevard
de la Tour Maubourg, heyday of our émigré existence. He came to me shortly
after we had passed our Bachots and said that his dream had always been to
become an actor and that the famous Societaire of the Comedie Francaise de Max
was willing to tutor him, sponsor his career and believed in his talent. The only
drawback was that he would have to go bed with this notorious homosexual.
What was he to do? Again, | diplomatically shirked giving advice. He became
a well know and very successful actor on the Paris boulevards. As a foot note,
after the defeat, when we were visiting Pops and the Halperins in Orange, we saw
in the newspaper that Fainsilbert was touring the region and giving a performance
in what then was unoccupied France where he could still act under the as yet, not
completely exclusive anti Jewish regulations. We went with Mania to see him
and he gave a sketch of a vagabond which he had done after our graduation nearly
two decades earlier with much of the same, I'll admit, excellent effect. We went
backstage and had a nice chat. He came through the Holocaust alive but has, |
believe, since died.

There are some aspects and insights into my life in the early thirties which
will be of no interest at all to my grandchildren but as they for an important part
of my life, I will jot them down for my children who might get a better idea of
me. This was a period with deep contrasts as | have said. | had many practical

problems and set backs, set backs in which I felt myself only partly responsible.
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Our Rue Lubeck apartment, hurriedly taken in a period of relative good fortune,
had to be abandoned for cheaper quarters on Rue Massenet and after the Citroen
fiasco, the Langstaff Erembert fiasco the second short job at Citroen obtained by
a fluke and lost in an internal struggle within the vast corporation, | had started
again at so low a rung on the ladder that it not only appeared a defeat but gave
little promise of real success. Mother's health was deteriorating and the modest
earnings from artificial flowers which had helped keep her in pocket money were
gone. Simultaneously the Schumanns had suffered a financial debacle. It was
not to ruin them but they had to abandon the palatial duplex on the Boulevard
Suchet into which they had moved from the spacious and pleasant apartment on
the Rue Beaujon where we had spent so many many happy hours. The very
generous New Years gifts from Mme. Schumann disappeared. In her eyes they
been just presents similar to those she gave to her boys. For me those checks
represented a substantial part of necessary income. The Tonys although still
living on a very lavish scale were wrangling in the courts about Elianes' multi
million inheritance and while some years earlier | felt no qualms at being their
guest all the time, | now was a bit uncomfortable, hearing complaints about
money and hesitated to accept things which earlier were of no importance,
particularly as I was no longer so sure that | would soon be earning well and able
to repay the many nice invitations | had accepted. In the then approved manner,
Tante Alice decided that the best, most satisfactory solution would be a good
match. | smile when I remember her long talks, advice and maneuvers which
were to succeed so well with her youngest son Jacquot. She really loved and
admired me and did her best to try and find me an acceptable bride. | was terribly
touchy on the subject of money having had it in childhood, | was tempted by the
easy life it could help create but despised it also with a deep disgust for all the

compromises it spelled. In most cases Tante Alice spoke of me to prospective
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mothers in law and only discreetly broached the subject. | evaded many an ugly
heiress and their names would mean nothing today anyhow. | could not always
turn her down cold and I'll admit that several of those she had in mind had their
attractions. | was really fond of Yvonne Citroen but this was followed by a crush
on penniless but very pretty Ginette Trarieux who had a crush on me. 1 only fled
In terror when coming to pick her up one day | found her wealthy grandmother
and millionaire aunt (mother, by the way, of Aline de Gunzburg's first husband
Dede Strauss) there to look me over. Although | was quite taken with her when
she phoned me at Auntie Lucy's one evening some time later to say she was
engaged to Petit | snatched all the long stem roses that Lucy had in all her vases
and dashed off to congratulate her. I had several pleasant outings and even a few
interesting evenings with Jacqueline Seligman, (half sister of Jean Jacque's
mother) and we enjoyed each other's company. | didn't realize that her lesbianism
was a real reason for her backing away and | in any case | didn't relish the idea.
When Jacquot Schumann was courting Henriette and fell in love with Aline, then
unmarried, Tanta Alice had a log serious talk with me explaining that if Jacquot
married Aline de Gunzburg, she would sponsor my candidature for Henriette
who was one of the greatest catches of that time, not realizing that | hadn't the
slightest intention of marrying money. In the background there always lurked a
wonderfully nice and quite attractive girl, Lise de Baissac, Eliane's best friend,
with whom we were thrown together constantly. Lise in a position somewhat
similar to mine having had a luxurious childhood on the Island of Mauritius and
after a couple of grand years in Paris in the twenties, was now penniless and
working for a living. We were close and understanding friends and probably we
loved each other although we were not really in love. It will seem strange in this

time and age to think how completely Platonic our relationship was.
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| had a sequence of girl friends and mistresses, of course. As | had no
money at all the classical petite amie (mistress) so prevalent at that time, was not
for me. Even though I could have run around with some of the more attractive
mannequins (models) of Auntie Alia's dressmaking establishment and although |
did have a fleeting affair with an attractive secretary as soon as | left the grain
concern upon my return from Marseilles, I couldn't even afford the modest
invitations which were and integral part of existence. There were a few married
ladies discreetly courted but all except one was not in our crowd at all.
Remember that the pill didn't exist at the time and | was panic stricken to be
entangled in a paternity situation, naively so. At one point a very attractive
Russian woman, Nina, whom | had met through my erstwhile tutor Popitch, then
directing the Russian School in Paris, fell in love with me and we had a torrid
affair. This was, by the way, | now realize in the mid twenties, as | came back
from Marseilles several times to spent the night with her in Paris and it was with
her that we got stuck in the aerial railway of the Art Deco World Exhibition on
the banks of the Seine. She went to London, took up with an ex Imperial Guard
Officer, had a baby whom her decent English journalist husband decently
recognized. Nina returned to Paris, registered under a false name at the Hotel
Regina Rue Rivoli, burnt all identity papers, covered her bed with lilies and
committed suicide. It was only by a freak coincidence that the celebrated official
doctor of the Ministry of Justice, himself was at the Paris morgue and recognized
the unknown body brought there as that of Nina whom he had often met in
society. This was several years after our affair but I'll admit it shook me up very
profoundly.

So, by day | trudged my heavy leather bag in the dingy picturesque little
side streets of old Paris, arranged cheeses on counters which | had had scrubbed

by a reluctant saleswoman, listened to innumerable stories of woe which could
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have come straight out of Zola and then in the evening or weekend, acted the
young man of leisure and means. There was an attractive dark eyed friend of
Eliane's a consummate horsewoman whose husband, a millionaire owner of a
chain of department stores with political ambitions, with whom we had a short
and very discreet liaison. Her husband probably knew it but was occupied
elsewhere so | was invited to stay with them in their country place near
Fontainebleau where he was trying to run for Deputy. We took a long horseback
ride in the forest of Fontainebleau and | was reminded of the many solitary but
refreshing rides | had taken there after my serious illness in the early twenties
when we stayed there for the first weeks of my convalescence. Although |
thoroughly enjoyed the company of Yvonne, and even more so the night after we
returned to Paris together leaving her husband at his campaign, it was mixed with
nostalgia for all that was now gone and that naive, slightly ridiculous, Lermontov
inspired sentimental youngster, who had dreamed quite unrealistic but charming
dreams a decade earlier.

By 1934 | had met again, after a long interval, a completely changed
Mummy. She was no longer the impossibly fat giggling girl with unattractive
clothes but a sophisticated, very attractive and enormously charming young
woman, chic and distinguished. | had considered her more or less a childhood
pal. | had a few, one of whom was Daria and another Katia Hirshman. They
peopled scenes of gay and lovely childhood and | somehow in no way considered
the possibility of marriage with them. This attitude changed completely when
Mummy came to Paris in 1934 and we then, | really believe fell in love, or
probably realized that we had been meant for each other. Mummy was willing
to face all the difficulties of marrying a penniless refugee with a job that hardly
kept him afloat and little prospects of future successes. Pops, on the other hand,

was not at all happy with the idea and Fedia had mixed feelings on the matter. 1
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suppose, having known well in his youth my play boy brother, he was afraid |
would not make a good husband. There could not not have been the
disappointment lurking in the depth of his memories at Lucy's rejection of his
proposal in far off Saint Petersburg, coupled with the inevitable complicated
situation which would arrive if his sister were to marry the brother of his cousin's
mistress. Lucy had by then an affair of more than ten years standing with Robert
de Gunzburg. She and George, who was in Syria, were virtually separated.
Robert was of course, a married man, brother in law of Fedia's Uncle Pierre and
one of his bosses. He therefore invited me to his hotel room and gave me a stern
lecture on irresponsible marriages when the bridegroom hadn't the means to
support a wife. Of course, | should have been more discreet in my answer but |
lost my temper and threw back at him his probable disappointment at having been
turned down by an heiress in Saint Petersburg, reminding him that money had
not been mentioned by my father nor had it when he had befriended Fedia and
brought him back from New York in his suite on the Aquitania when Fedia
miserable in the USA, didn't have the means to get back to his family in Paris. |
mentioned that his apparent success in his career was due to family help and not
merit and added quite a few nasty things. We parted more than coolly and |
promised not to see Lia again. Looking back | suppose the poor man was under
pressure from both his father and Robert who didn't want any complications
added to those already existing in his life. | saw Mummy off to Aix les Bains,
unfortunately some friends of the de Gunzburg family were on the train. And
that was that. | turned to my extremely attractive German mistress of the
moment, an adventuress who never explained her presence in Paris at the time
and had stories of fantastic times in Berlin with white Mercedes and diamonds
while living very modestly in a small hotel, the same one Aunt Alia had taken

refuge in when her dressmaking establishment crashed. | think looking back, that
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she must have been a member of the Fifth Column of those days which we all
ignored and laughed away.

Unfulfilled ambitions, dreary days, hectic and unreal intermissions with
my high living friends, worries and uncertainty made me want to escape to
something different, to be a success somewhere, never mind where. | don't
remember exactly how | met the master of the Scottish Lodge of Freemasons
which was affiliated with the ‘Grande Loge de France', not the politically active
and notorious Grand Orient, which had won the bitter battle for France from the
church at the turn of the century. | joined the Lodge. I enjoyed the pomp and
ceremony of the meetings, | didn't mind the secret rituals and at times childish
exhibitionism. | searched for and found a warmly understanding friendship,
moral support, values that were not monetary, a group of very diverse people
from Russian princes to British commoners, people | could commune with
without any reference to social position (mine was equivocal) job, fortune or
anything else. Their gatherings refreshed me and at the Lodge meetings | could
be myself. | rose rapidly in rank. | didn't become a Master but | did graduate
beyond the third degree and would most probably gone much further if | hadn't
married and found fulfillment and answers to most of my life's problems.

To avoid having Hauser saddled with a Confederation du Travail (the
equivalent of CIO/AFofL), the company quickly suggested the creation of a
company union. To management's surprise | was elected as one of the
representatives of the saleswomen and found myself in the curious position of
bargaining for employees against management while the boss's son and future
boss was one of my closest lycee friends. | stood up for many reforms and earned
the lasting hatred of many members of the management (in particular and recently
hired outside man named Macari, who was to play a most unsavoury role under

the Occupation) but remained a friend of James Hauser. The many stores used
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to be open every day and even on Sunday mornings but after the Front Populaire,
(Popular Front) the new laws required that the saleswomen get one day off every
fortnight. This called for a complete inventory of the store at the beginning and
the end of the holiday which was virtually impossible. | negotiated an agreement
that if the saleswomen were in accord, in writing, to dispense with the inventory
this would be acceptable. The arrangement worked saving everyone time, money
and trouble. My last fight at Hauser's before | left for the army was to force
management to shoulder a nominal, for the company, loss that had occurred
during the absence of a saleswoman and during the presence of her replacement.
| did win. There were official representatives sitting in and the vacations applied
also to the affiliated farms from which milk was collected for pasteurizing and
distribution to the stores. Thanks to ice boxes, milk could be kept for 48 hours
and deliveries to stores could be suspended for a day and the city bred, official
delegates suggested that collection from the farm could also be suspended. The
question came up of what to do about the milking and in a very tense atmosphere,
after several hours of discussions, one of the official delegates suggested blandly
that milking should also be suspended for a day every fortnight. This broke the
ice and in the general hilarity that met this suggestion from a city dweller
unaccustomed to farming, | was able to suggest a complicated formula under
which the requirements, inapplicable of course, could be conveniently buried.
My life was continuing at this time rather uneventfully, all considered.
When | had a little money | would join friends and go to a show. Sasha Guitry
in the Amour Masque with the then charming Yvonne Printemps, witty and
brilliant. De Flers' Vignes du Seigneur with Boyer. 1 think acting an Englishman
and saying but one word "oh..." but unforgettable. Sasha again in some comedy,
a few good films including Madchen in Uniform, the Lesbian implication seemed

very risqué to us. The Blue Angel with the unforgettable young Marlene Dietrich
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and her husky sexy voice. | took Marina and Irene to Chaliapin's last season in
Boris. | wanted them to have memories of those great moments. There were
weddings, perhaps one or two balls where | dragged myself. There was quite a
bit of excitement connected with Daria Kamenka's wedding to Jean de Cayeux.
Tongues wagged about his particule and the fact that they had made art trips in a
group without chaperons. How childish it sounds. Marina met Jean's best friend,
Jean Jacques Falco, a dashing, slightly crazy, wealthy bachelor and he fell in love
with her. It came as a happy surprise because Marina had not only lost one eye
from an infection in a train many years ago, but also had scars from her auto
accident.

This accident | don't think | have spoken of. Lucy used to spend the
summer months in Hossegor, then a quiet little village, hardly a resort, in the pine
woods near Biarritz. | used to drive them down in her car and then in autumn go
down again by train, help them pack and drive them back. This particular year |
was really busy at work so | suggested Lucy leave driving herself and | would
come down and meet them in Limoges on a Saturday and drive the last few
hundred miles. They would spend the first night in Bordeaux. | reached Poitiers
in early evening, went out to buy flowers and awaited their arrival. Around six a
phone call came in from Angouleme that two ladies were in hospital after an auto
accident and according to information their destination had been the hotel in
Limoges where they were expected. | was frantic. As | was with Citroen at the
time, | got a local agent to lend me a car and driver. Trains would have brought
me to Angouleme about a hundred miles away, next morning. When | finally
arrived both Lucy and Marina were resting comfortably. Two of Lucy's dogs,
Scotties, were with her, one had disappeared. After a day's rest we boarded the
Sud Express which extended its stop in Angouleme, although the Queen of

Spain's special car was attached to it. At the Gare d'Orsay, Pierre with Mother
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were able to get through the strict service d'ordre (police contingent) set up for
the Queen and we all piled into his Model A Ford. The doggie turned up at a
farm some days later and was duly shipped to Lucy.

Marina was having trouble with her only eye and went with Lucy to see a
great man in London. There followed several trips during which she underwent
delicate operations without anesthetic which she bore with what i can only
describe as heroism.

| remember in particular, one of Lucy's returns, alone. She had been
blocked in England by raging storms. Hers was the first crossing and when the
Train Bleu steamed into the Gare du Nord awaiting friends were allowed to go
onto the platform. A couple of passengers were carried on stretchers. Lucy came
staggering along and just as she reached me, really green in the face, her bag
opened and everything fell out. We gathered it up hastily and got into a taxi.
Lucy pale, moaning. At the Place de I'Opera she mumbled in Russian open the
window and was violently seasick.

Jean Jacques after seeing the ordeal Marina was going through begged her
to stop and set the wedding date.

It was the first close family wedding since 1914, over twenty years earlier.
At the Mairie du XVI where | had witnessed so many similar ceremonies, | was
one of the four witnesses. The only one without a Legion d'Honneur. There was
Robert Falco, of the Cour de Cassation, the French equivalent to the Supreme
Court and Jean Jacques's stepfather (his father had been killed early in 1914). Mr.
Levi, (now Lautier), Shoura Kamenka and myself. The old Kamenkas had been
talked into staying on in their big apartment Rue de Monceau to give the reception
there. There was a big crowd. The tall distinguished Grand Duke Andre, Pierre
de Fouquieres, Chef du Protocole, and a lot of Gunzburgs. Marina was radiant,

happy and Mother looked wistfully pleased. She had come out of her mourning.
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It was a gay and happy affair. George had come from Lebanon to give his
daughter away and as the separation between him and Lucy was friendly and
amiable, they received the guests together. | have no recollection of the religious
ceremony but knowing old Mr. Kamenka and the Levis | am sure there must have
been some blessing, at least as much a the fatherly one administered to Daria and
Jean in the same salon by Boris Abramovitch (in Russian, Boris son of Abram)
Kamenka.

There is not much to tell of that winter. | was in the difficult period of my
Hauser job, rather miserable and unsettled by the fiasco of our engagement. As
holidays grew near and | had saved some 1,000 francs, | had the choice of a cruise
and 48 hours in New York on the Normandie, Il class, or joining James Hauser
who had chartered a small sailing yacht for a Mediterranean holiday. | am lucky
to have found memoirs of that cruise and here they are, a bit corrected to avoid

repetitions and an excessive romantic style.

Cruising on Katanga
August 9, 1936: At sea between Porquerolles and St.Raphael.

Night in an old wooden wagon lit, 111 class, polished mahogany 1913 style.
Memories of the Nord Express. Breakfast in the restaurant car, not very clean,
noisy but with Noel Coward sitting opposite at the same table for four. Toulon,
blue sky, blue sailors, a dream after grey rainy Paris. Street full of boisterous
crowds. A bus ride along dusty cactus and olive trees lined roads to Hyere. The
usual town of the Midi, palms and pink houses. A bouillabaisse to get into the
atmosphere and then a winding little road amid rocks and glittering sea line to
Porquerolles with it's little market place, rococo church, small cafes and tiny port.

Unreal, like a stage setting for some Cavaleria Rusticana.
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My first glimpse of the Katanga. A two masted, shiny black schooner,
smaller than expected. Below a tiny galley, a miniscule cabin with two bunks. In
the lower one | was often to feel like in a coffin. A main cabin holding three and
a diminutive toilet. Asall seven (James Hauser, Genevieve, now his wife, Renee
a friend of hers, Claude de Baissac, Pierre Bacharrach, Andre Behr and me) spent
most of the time on deck, it doesn't matter. Comfort is not moderne. We are
camping in an impossible mess of things strewn everywhere. The air heavy with
the smell of olive and motor oil. Two dark, unshaven, rather sinister looking
crewmen who sleep aft and stay there. The others are all burnt a bright red and |
take precautions to avoid their fate. In the afternoon we bathe in a cove with soft
sandy beach and return to dinner. Claude is an outstanding cook and we stuff
disgustingly. The sky overhead is velvety. Other yachts twinkle around us and a
gramophone is playing in the distance. The kind of picture cheap novels draw
for weary city dwellers. We finish the evening with a pastis in the cafe on the
village square full of Marius and Olive playing belotte parle (a bowling game)
gesticulating wildly and talking with Mediterranean animation. | slept
moderately, hit the upper bunk when | awoke at midnight and Claude snores like
a walrus. We got up at 5 AM to watch the red sun rise over the rocky coast and
the soft pale blue mist lift slowly. We are now under sail in brilliant sunshine,
blue waves lapping the bows, the gramophone playing old tunes, the Cote d'Azur
slowly sinking into the sea behind us, its palms, red rocks and white villas
disappearing into the sea. Gin, a Scottie far from pure bred is the only one really
unhappy. James in lederhosen and floppy hat can't be described. Claude at the
wheel in a bright feminine pareo, 'petit Bach' miserable from sunburn, a pirate
style scarf around his head, Andre in the remains of grey flannel slacks. The
mess of clothes, papers and rubbish has now reached the deck.

August 10th: mid-Mediterranean
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Yesterday Saint Raphael, a second class resort with a fair in full swing on
the quay. | had a lovely swim in the gathering twilight, the sinking sun covering
the waves like a cloth of gold. A large, somewhat dilapidated white steam yacht,
the Tenax, was anchored in the bay. It belongs to Michel Detroyat, a famous
aviator (who was to acquire notoriety as a collaborator during the war). He
invites us on board for after dinner drink's After our meal on deck under the
stares of inhabitants, we put on some clothes to be presentable and are fetched in
a Chris Craft which rushes us at what seems like 50 kilometers an hour to the
yacht. She is more like a seagoing houseboat. High ceilings, cabin like rooms,
very unmaritime furniture. We spend a very 'Elinor Glynn' evening, champagne,
whiskies and bridge in the smoking parlor with the radio on. We return zig zaging
across the harbour.

Sailing early. An oily sea with not a breath of wind. the burning sun above,
haze over the horizon and a school of whales glimmering and sending up
sparkling sprays. We are under way with the auxiliary motor. In the afternoon
the sky grew ominously dark, the wind freshened and we are under sail again.
Andre is full of yarns about yachts becalmed for weeks and as we have bread for
one meal and no more fresh milk, they acquire a special flavor. We make plans
for the future. Pisa, Florence, the Italian Riviera become possible realities. The
weather is lifting but | am under the impression that we are in for a night at sea.
A thrilling experience. No land, not a sail in sight.

August 11: Calvi, Corsica

As dusk changed into night still no land in sight, stars disappearing one
after the other behind clouds. The night watches are designated and | go down
to my 'stateroom’. The heat from throbbing engines, gas fumes send me back on
deck. In pitch darkness the sea like a block of shiny coal. Then engine fails and

we begin to roll in absolute silence. A hissing sound to starboard. Behr is a bit
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flustered as it draws nearer. A might splash as we rock more violently. It is a
school of whales come to investigate. Baby's back shines a yard away then
mamma's sonorous hiss and they are gone. A light appears in the distance and a
steamer passes. Our engine starts up. | scuttle below only to be called in what
seems to me a minute. Itis 4 AM and an indistinct light filters through the heavy
clouds, we hoist sails as the breeze stiffens and | sight a lighthouse. Dawn breaks
as we hoist sail. In the misty distance a fantastic coastline reaches high,
mountains soaring out of the sea their snow clad peaks glimmer pink in the rising
sun as the atmosphere clears. Many an hour passes before we make land. Claude
comes on deck unhappy at having been woken up from a complicated dream, red
in the face and puffing. Details of the coast become discernable. On arock, grim
walls surround the medieval little town of Calvi clustering around a white church.
Its pink, yellow and brown stucco houses gay with bright washing, southern skies
as background. We advance slowly as the bay unfolds. To the right the
stronghold half covered with silvery green cactuses clustering on its terraces,
giving some life to it's barren grandeur. Straight in front a sandy beach, treeless
heights, the mountains reaching the sea in a sheer drop on the left. Two white
yachts at anchor, lazily, in the bay. A charming, palm covered quay where we
find room between a sleek racing yacht Blue Crest, spic and spam and a weather
beaten ketch. White washed facades behind a row of palms, narrow winding
streets their steps leading to cozy little squares full of dark eyed dirty kids in
bright rags and then the quiet 'high street' where you can buy a newspaper five
days old and where a Madonna like postmistress smilingly passes out your mail.
We bathe in the warm, transparent water of the harbor and have our lunch which
costs Claude a bucketful of sweat, under the awning on deck.

Under the cool arches of the barber shop a slim bronze imp in dirty white

overalls nonchalantly lathers one's face, then the barber engages you in long
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animated conversation. Now, to the strains of a good pianist, floating from an
open window, we are writing letters on deck before going for our swim, the little
town dozing dreamily. In the evening the sky is clear, the mountains outlined
like ombres Chinoises (Chinese shadow puppet show) the wind has abated, the
yacht rocks quietly, lights begin to shine from other boats.

Yesterday, after admiring the sophisticated meal partaken on the luxury
yacht 'Audacieux’ by old Bunau Varela - the French Hearst of Panama scandal
fame and his very young girl friend, maitre d'hotel in white gloves, iced grape
fruit et tout et tout (and everything), we had our less elegant meal on a single
plate but with a variety of courses, then coffee on the terrace of a cafe under the
palms and a few drinks with three amusing girls in a quaint bar, low ceiling,
English chintz, Corsican rustic furniture. good music. Hosts very Monparno
(Artists from Monparnasse in Paris) artists and chic, not at all patron de bistro.
A few dances and unearned rest in the warm night.

Morning, brilliant sun over the little town, all narrow streets, corners and
well worn stone stairs. Vain search for fresh milk. The only Calvi cow is
pregnant. Back to the part where the wind freshened anchors drag. Gesticulating
natives, anxious officers on board the big yacht, innumerable, mostly wrong
ropes, pulled in all directions and we are invaded by a horde of port loafers who
scream a lot and help little. The engine is started and in mid bay we make fast to
a buoy. This leads to discussions with a Naval pinance and violent petty officer.
White shiny crests cover the harbor. Yesterdays three girls and those of us who
had remained on land arrive for lunch. We shed clothes and dive overboard. I'm
victim of a somewhat nauseating experience which the others enjoy. While
vainly trying to clamber back on board, mouth wide open, swallowing water, |
suddenly realize that | am two inches from the toilet outlet and somebody is

pumping out for all he is worth.
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The lunch, with innumerable pastisses (aniseed alcoholic drinks) is a great
success. Back to town and a ramble over the citadel, pink, orange and white
houses with tiny gardens, like diminutive patios, endless vistas of the mountains
under a post card blue sky. Every corner with it's raven black haared graceful
children is like a painting. As night falls we get back on board. Little villages
glimmer like golden stars clusters on the mountain side and the ghostly rays of
the lighthouse play on the breakers.

August 13: Calvi

This fateful day started splendidly. The bay like a mirror, pink in the rising
sun, not a breath of wind. Out of our bunks into the warm waters then up on deck
and back to our mooring at quayside. Sparkling white, the Robur slowly glides
into port and makes fast alongside . We exchange greetings with Jean de Rouvre
and leave for the rocks where we spend a few hours diving into the clear blue sea.
We get back to find that the wind has freshened and after lunch we move to a
balcony of a little bar overlooking the harbor. James and Andre soon leave to
watch from the front row, a violent discussion between de Rouvre and the owner
of the ketch which is beginning to feel the Robur pushing it. Strong words
punctuated by pure Meridonal gestures and locals invade the Katanga to
participate in the action. Bach, Claude and me watching, amused, from the
balcony. Suddenly we realize that a scuffle is in progress. Jame's request to the
locals to leave is answered by a punch in the jaw. We hasten to join the scene of
action pushing our way through a crowd. A truly animated pushing game ensues
while we clear the deck but the quay is full of the professional idle population of
Calvi which continues to abuse us. Claude and Andre go back to finish their
coffee at the bar and next...well next is pandemonium. | catch a glimpse of
Claude hurling a little Corsican through the air. James is using his arms like a

windmill. | approach in time to see Andre hit on the head with a stick and fight

203



on bleeding profusely. Bach, held by three savage looking local gangsters while
a fourth is punching his face into a bloody mess. | loose my proverbial calm and
hit something soft, am hauled back, kick savagely. Bach is somehow freed and
the brave inhabitants fight on at the uneven odds of some twenty to one with such
harmless things as hammers, stones and spades. But no knives or revolvers. The
Robur to whom we owe all this excitement decides to put out to sea and we have
to go aboard the Katanga to avoid being smashed to matchwood in the maneuver.
She sails off and eau oxygenee (sparkling water), alcohol and plasters help us to
make ourselves presentable again. The town is full of gossip. A nice mainland
French boy who wanted to help, has been taken back to his camping site in an
ambulance. The local head gangsters, patent leather shoes and revolvers all
complete are in the cafe and while we laugh it all off, their looks are pretty
ominous. We are not so sure they won't all return tonight to finish the incident
and we sail as soon as feasible with mixed memories of Calvi.

August 16: Girolata Bay

The Katanga is rocking gently in this cove some twenty miles from Calvi.
The late afternoon sun is playing on the ripples of the transparent waters. Bright
red rocks and in the far end, a silvery beach under eucalyptuses. A diminutive
Medieval castle rises grey and lonely on the left. A few tumble down earthen
brown fishermen's cottages cluster amid giant cactuses.

After leaving Calvi we had sailed along the coast. Great rocky mountains,
bright red and brown rise from the sea to many thousand feet, a narrow line of
white foam, tiny dark trees and not a human dwelling in sight. This lunar scenery
basks in the inferno of a blazing sun. On a promontory, ruins of a round watch
tower. Imagination runs wild. What pirate lived there marvelously alone? The

waves lick the black shiny yacht as she plows her way gently under sail. In a
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cove the Audacieux lies lazily out at sea, a three masted vessel under full sail in
like a picture from bygone days.

| must go back to our excursion to Ajaccio yesterday. A fantastic winding
mountain road, 1500 turns for some 40 kilometers, high up along the corniche
through savage Corsican scenery. The Cote d'Azur is artificial and tame. The
grandeur of Northern fjords with Southern spice giving it a violent flavor, like
some curry. An overpowering smell of the maquis (piece of wild bushy land in
Corsica) mixed with lavender takes one's breath away. | recollect that Napoleon
used to say he could guess he was nearing Corsica from this land breeze. | never
could understand why Corsican bandits were impossible to catch on this small
island. Now the question seems in reverse for could any forces without local
treachery bring to justice anyone hiding in the overgrowth on the mountain sides
and deep crags. (The Resistance during the war was to prove this point quite
well.) The bays and creeks are navy blue in color and the water so clear that the
bottom is visible through some fifteen feet.

Ajaccio is a dirty little town lacking the rustic charm of Calvi without
offering any advantages of so called civilization. It's dirt is of a quality superior
to that of the Vieux Port in Marseilles. It's population as dark as in Calvi with
just that horrible varnish that the outer world can bring. The monotony was
broken on the day of our arrival by a political demonstration and we were hardly
thrilled by the landing of a big seaplane from the mainland in a silvery spray. |
would be reminded of it many many years later in the Bay of Rio. Napoleon's
Museum is dingy and uninspiring. We were happy to leave, this time by the
interior. The mountains even more majestic, the gorges deeper. As we rise to
over 3500 feet the air is cooler. Soft, fluffy southern pines appear and here and
there ruins of small Medieval castles on the mountain tops. The view stretching

for a hundred miles, the valley melting into the haze in the distance. We come
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down through shady woods which remind me of Mont Dore in Auvergne or Aix
les Bains, to the plateau from which rises the steep hill crowned by Corte. Houses
tall like Tibetan monasteries cling to the sheer rock. Every few miles a tiny
village with it's rococo church on the square. Then suddenly we rise again to a
pass and gasp. An immense plain surrounded by rocky hills outlined black on
the mauve and green of the evening sky, a few villages on the slopes, windows
already glimmering in the twilight and in the dim background, the sea, still lit up
brilliantly by the setting sun. We pass through Isle Rousse in the gathering dusk
and reach Ajaccio with lights both in the windows of the quaint houses and on
the yachts in the bay. Although dead tired we go to the bar and find it has been
invaded by a crowd from the Russian camping site nearby. They dance and sing
creating that unforgettable atmosphere which | love nostalgically.

August 19: Bay of Porto, Pointe de la Castagne

Evening is falling, scenery we have gotten used to still leaves one
breathless, the light playing on blood red rocks, silvery beach, eucalyptus grove.
We have been here two days after a run under sail from Girolata. Yesterday we
tramped to the beach through the maquis and returned to wash up for the first
time with soap in an icy mountain stream. Last night a downpour, great drops,
and we were obliged to all sleep below in stifling heat, five of us already plus the
two who had lodged on deck, Claude and Andre. Practically asphyxiated.
Weather clearing we lay exhausted on deck. Now we leave for the Isle Rousse
en route to Livorno.

August 21: on the high seas.

It is extraordinary how much blue there can be in one place, blue sea, blue
sky, and absolutely nothing else, as we ply our way under full sail from Corsica
to Spezia. We left Isle Rousse which, with its pines is reminiscent of Le Touquet.

No native charm but better stocked stores. As the wind freshened we put into St.
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Florent, picturesque with the usual stucco houses, market place, dirty kids, image
like old women in black on the doorsteps, white donkeys dreamily straying from
one porch to another. No visible activity. We weighed anchor at 4 AM. It was
still dark, the stars shedding a faint silvery glow. Sir Ernest Chilton's castle, an
imitation of Balmoral on a smaller scale, looks unreal on its solitary rock. The
grey early dawn changed to brilliant midday, through extraordinary green then
gold, pink and gold again. The mountains lost in clouds. At 8 the engine failed
and we began to roll heavily, were all miserable and seasick. Then we hoisted
sail and slowly made our way towards Spezia on the Italian coast. In the late
afternoon | had a bad shock, experiencing for the first of three times in my life,
utter panic. The second time was years later when one night | awoke in the
German P.O.W. Stalag and suddenly realized that | was utterly helpless and the
very next day could well be on my way to East Prussia and the fate that surely
awaited me there. Many many years later on the operating table in San Francisco
still fully conscious after the first administration of anesthetic | distinctly heard
the surgeon say: "He is now ready and we can begin." This time | followed our
usual procedure. | was alone on deck, the wheel set, the crew in their quarters aft
and all the rest below. I dived from the deck and intended to come and catch the
dingy, trailing some fifteen feet behind the stern, then pull the rope and climb
back on board. When | came up | was horrified to see that it had just passed me
and | was absolutely alone in the water, with no land in sight and sure my absence
wouldn't be noticed till an hour or so later, and | was and still am an indifferent
swimmer. It looked grim indeed when suddenly Bach appeared from below. |
called out and he heard me in the stillness. He didn't lose his head and detached
the dingy which floated slowly. | clambered aboard while the Katanga heaved
to and with its engine running, returned to fetch me. | needed quite a lot of

alcohol to revive my spirits.
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August 25: Bay of Portofino

A miniature Riviera, tiny port, encased in mountains studded with turn of
the century white villas, a stage set piazza cobbled. with quaint little cafes, yachts
in the harbor, one rather old fashioned which we learn was Puccini's with his son
on board, the classical winding road along the corniche (coast road) where we
are driven by Serge Landau, a playboy bachelor who is there with Bernstein's (the
famous French playwright) dark eyed, tall slim daughter and a friend of hers.
Lights glimmer on the coast and out at sea, open air dancing on a small terrace
overlooking a silvery beach, cypresses, laurel trees in bloom. Italian women,
elegant, well groomed, less painted than our French girls, the men dark,
handsome, dressed flashily - a bit unreal.

We are at anchor after a leisurely sail along the coast from Lerici where we
arrived 3 days ago. This was a little, old fashioned port with ristoranti
(restaraunts) on the piazetta (piazzas). Alas, our arrival was followed by long
interrogations in stifling heat by suspicious authorities. One lacks a passport, one
Is a stateless refugee, one British from the Indian Ocean island of Mauritius. We
taxi through the dirty dusty street of the Spezia naval base, grey battleships lying
In the roads and silvery Savoyar overhead. Most dusty offices and off at last
through the countryside familiar from Italian paintings from Primitives to late
Renaissance. Each side road leads to history: Parma, Lucca, Carrarare, Pisa,
Empoli. The grotesque violent Condottieri seem to be still lurking in the great
castles, spilling blood on ancient marbles and playing with death as life's greatest
farce amid the hills of Tuscany. Along the flat coast, past Castello Rossore with
its royal villa hidden in a forest of giant cedars. Through a youth colony, a
gleaming white tower eighteen stories high, Mussolini's monument to Italy's
youth. Looking back now how ashamed one is to have brushed aside the

Ethiopian rape and all the restrictive laws brushed conveniently under the carpet.
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But in those care free days, we hungered to hope for a new Renaissance under
the history heavy skies of Italy. It was all to come back to me a scant three years
later when | cowered in a field under a hail of bullets from planes with Italian
Insignia on the wings, only thus to learn that we were at war with her in France's
hour of defeat.

The autostrada, (throughway) shiny black boarded with pink and red
blooming laurel trees, running through scenery leaving the impression that one is
gliding past and is not part of it. Animpression | had had long ago on the Gotha
Canal as we moved slowly through Swedish dark pine forests watching them
from the shiny deck of our white steamer. The light from brilliant sunshine turns
golden, the sky turns green and a mist rises as we enter Florence.

Visbi, on the Island of Gothland in the pale Baltic, ruins of legendary
Hansa, the narrow Street of the Alchemists in the citadel of Prague still vibrating
with mysteries of the Middle Ages, the Petit Trianon fragrant with Marie
Antoinette douceur de vivre, (sweetness of life) all had atmosphere. But here the
whole city, the entire place is bathed in it seeming to have stepped straight out of
history when Italy awoke to the glories of Rome and antiquity. One can so easily
imagine bejeweled swords clashing on Cellini armor and a splash of blood
streaking a Donatello. The chaos of sensation in indescribable. The white
charger and gaunt features on the Emperor of Byzantium, Gazolli's frescoes in
the Medici Chapel with peacock feathered wings of angels putting to shame the
colorful imagination of Bilibin's illustrations | had admired from childhood.
Michelangelo's unfinished Day in the Medici funerary monument. The Uffizzi,
gorgeous tapestries on a white background, primitives who's hieratic grace carries
the cold tradition heavy splendour of Byzantine icons. The Lippis, the light grace
of Botticelli and suddenly a deep change in front of Leonardo da Vinci. All are

familiar from the Louvre and many other museums but here they are at home,
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alive and a real part of the city. Michelangelo's Self Portrait, like a sculpture on
canvas, Perugini's boy with a wistful appeal of his dark eyes and Raphael's clair
obscur perhaps richer even than the one that had enthralled me in Rembrandt's
small portrait of his mother in Vienna. Santa Maria Novella, a little church with
unforgettable cedar wood intricate ceiling. Santa Croce and it's beautiful Della
Robias, the Donatellos and Gioto's polyptique. Bejeweled splendour of stained
glass windows bringing memories of Chartres, Carcassonne and the Sainte
Chapelle. Fiesole's Madonna, Lippi's Saint Bernard and the square in front of
the Palazzo Vecchio. The palace facade, somber with a tiny balcony.
Michelangelo fountains, palace facades along narrow streets, somber palaces, the
quaint Ponte Vecchio with its shops bringing memories of Venice.

The heat was fantastic and we could hardly enjoy a meal on the Piazza
Olia. The evening of our arrival unable to sleep, | wandered alone along the river
bank, dreaming and imagining history.

Now we are driving back through gathering dusk. The landscape straight
from all those paintings we have admired. Pisa, flood lit in green, its fabled tower
and Basilica more breathtakingly lovely than even the Duomo of Florence and
back in the soft, velvety night to the Katanga, to sail early for Cannes.

Sweet little Porto Fino, the filthy docks of hot Savone, unpleasant
memories relived only by the image of the Spanish cargo tramp with sailors,
etched on the sky singing their songs as they danced the fandango. We left all
that behind as we watched the Italian Riviera unfold. San Remo's great luxury
hotel basking in the bright sunshine. A great forest blaze sending up flames high
into the sky under a heavy pall of smoke. The Conte Biancamano passes close
its wash pitching us off our feet and plates and glasses flying across the cabin.

From the hazy distance another great liner appears, her bows cutting deep into
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the waves, her while funnels gleaming, all 50,000 tons of the Rex which is so
very soon but a speck in the distance.

A Cape, outlined dark on the skyline. France, Mentone.

August 29: Cannes

We anchored in the evening in the empty port. Renee left at once by the
night express for Paris. James and the others took a taxi to the Casino at Monte
Carlo. | sat on deck dreaming. The next morning we sailed by Cap Ferrat and
admired the lovely gardens of the sumptuous estates: Albert Cahn's where | had
visited with the Kamenkas to whom he had lent one of his villas, Eliane's
mother's, Madame de Jouvenel, now widow of the Haut Commissaire (High
Commisioner) in Syria and Ambassador in Rome, and more familiar landmarks.
Then Cannes with its port full of yachts. Next morning | decided to announce
the return of foreigners to the Authority. Claude thought it a good idea and we
searched for an hour until we found the little stone house of the Harbor Police.
When they realized that we had put into Mentone without any formalities in that
age of closed frontiers and war jitters, they were aghast. Our poor Katanga was
invaded by gendarmes (police officers)and James, returning from a stroll Rue
d'Antibes, couldn't get back on board. They searched for cigarettes and other
contraband, deaf to our explanation that if we had wanted to smuggle anything
in, it would be by now in Paris with Renee. Excitement died down by lunchtime
when Lucy and George, who were in Cannes, joined us for the only meal | cooked
on the whole cruise, much to Claude's disgust when he realized that | knew how
and could have spared him many a sweaty hour. That same evening | hurried
back to Paris and dreary work.

1936 was a momentous year for me. | had been drifting miserably since
our engagement had been broken off, undecided, still carrying on a desultory

affair with my German girl, seeing a lot of Lise de Bessac unsatisfied with future
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prospects of my job, very short of money and worried by Mother's failing health.
Father's partner from Russia, Stifter, who was financing the family in part, was
watching his reserves dwindle, or so he said and | for one believed him. Prices
were rising, problems of Serge's education were reaching a real crisis stage,
Auntie Alia's dress shop was going bankrupt. It had been a rather glamorous
affair as long as Anna Semionovna Rotvand, the St. Petersburg beauty | have
mentioned, was their society saleslady. She had, in the meantime, with Auntie's
blessing, divorced and married the youngest son of the erstwhile Spanish
Ambassador to Russia, Count Viana, Alvaro Munoz. The wedding had taken
place in London with Auntie and the famous long lasting Spanish Ambassador to
France, Quinones de Leon, as witnesses. By the way, she was now wife of the
Counselor to the Spanish Embassy to the Vatican and it was through her

assistance that as a stateless refugee | had obtained an Italian visa.

Wedding

That summer Aunt Irene had married Uncle Bob. As he was practically as
penniless as | was, Pops had made a generous settlement on Irene and with his,
at times even exaggerated, sense of fair play, had given Mummy a similar
amount. She was in Paris, at the Vuillemont in spring and we met for the first
time in two years. She said she was now independent and ready to marry even
in the face of family hostility, in particular that of Robert de Gunzburg who had
been carrying on a long lasting affair with Lucy and didn't want family
complications. | had strongly advised Mummy, now an independent young
woman of means, to forget me, take a world cruise and meet someone else, being

still more touchy about marrying her for her money.
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In early autumn she was back in Paris with Ellen von Marx. She insisted
| join them for dinner as | didn't know her dearest friend Ellen. When | came to
the hotel she was alone and told me that Ellen was waiting in a nearby restaurant
for us to join her. We didn't say much, just looked into each other's eyes and
knew we were fated for each other. After a while I decided Ellen couldn't be left
waiting any longer and we joined her. She calmly and sweetly said "Alors vous
etes decides?" (So you are decided?) without even a question in her voice and
we drank champagne a trois. We left Ellen and went to Rue Massenet to Mother
who looked at the little Lia who she had known all her life, took off one of her
remaining rings, the one with the row of pearls, which | had redeemed from the
pawnbrokers upon my return from my first trip for Citroen and put it on Mummy's
finger, kissed us and we drove out into the Bois in my little, dilapidated Peugeot
Double Creme.

Our so called first engagement with Mummy and in general our
relationship was carried on quite outside the bande. Mummy was living in
Holland and when in Paris moved mostly among her family and a few close
friends, a set both quieter and also more exclusive than the Tony's group. In '34
Pierre Schumann, whose business activities were complicated and unrewarding
as his father's fortune and ethics declined, was having an affair with a vivacious
flashy and nice young half Uruguayan half French girl, Helene and their ultimate
intention was to get married and go to Uruguay where her family was very
prominent. | wanted one of my two closest friends to meet Mummy and with
Jacqueline Schweitzer we made an evening of it, but Pierre although very friendly
with all my intimates was not really one of them and also was indiscreet. There
was also Alma Poliakoff who, having sold the small hotel particulier to which
she had moved after the Revolution, had spent her remaining fortune, sold her

fabulous jewels and moved into an apartment. She had as guests a Madame
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Lopato with her daughter Lucie, wealthy refugees from Harbin. The girl was
studying singing and Alma had ideas she could be a match for me. She later
married a brother of Mrs. Andre Harley, Nathalie, becoming connected with the
Leon clan indirectly. She later divorced, leaving the Harley's with a boy to look
after, Delano, who we were to see years later in Princeton, and now(1972) runs
one of the most exclusive restaurant night clubs in Paris where Alma occasionally
sings. Alma still gave gay and lush parties catered by the then famous, Russian
chef and restaurant owner Korniloff and when in Paris, Mummy would be there,
Alma remaining one of Pop's glamorous old flames. | well remember shortly
after our forced break up, a party at which she suddenly showed up. | politely
stayed away, carrying on with a very glamorous pretty Riaboushinski girl.
daughter of the famous merchant prince of Moscow and collector, and his
beautiful third wife or mistress. Mummy tells me she was miserable. | was gay
but unhappy.

There was also one amusing break. Jacquot Schumann, the youngest of
the three brothers, had married, as you may remember, Henriette Halphen. A
nearly Rothschild, a daughter of a very snobbish art patron Mme. Halphen,
extremely wealthy and who looked askance not only at her new son in law but
much more so at his family and group, not without justification. One day |
suddenly got a phone call from a completely baffled Jacquot who told me that to
his utter amazement his mother in law, who had some famous pianist staying with
her, invited me to dinner. When | arrived at the party, with its many footmen in
livery, in a decor of palatial Louis XIV, XV, and XVI, | was introduced to Ania
Dorfman whom | heard of from Mummy and who had just arrived from
Amsterdam where she had stayed with them. After dinner we sat on a small
antique settee and talked in Russian animatedly all evening about Mummy, vastly

intriguing all the guests.
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This situation was to come to my mind many years later when upon arrival
at Kansas City, Missouri, | was taken to a big elaborate reception given by the
local Jewish high society in honor of Miss Gisela Warburg who was touring the
country on behalf of the Appeal and both of us homesick for White Plains, New
York and families, fell into each other's arms and spent the evening talking of
them much to the disgust of the hostess and her important guests. But here again,
Jacquot had nothing to relate and no rumors originated.

A third case and which did cause some questioning which | brushed aside
referring to common childhoods in St. Petersburg, occurred at Masha Porges' big
ball in her mansion on the Avenue Friedland or Hoche. Masha born Brodsky, a
cousin of Paul and also Vera Valabregue and had married chic, dissolute Edmond
Porges, reigning in pre War Paris and giving lush, exclusive parties. (She was, or
| believe still is, a half sister of Kissia Spoliansky's late mother). She had a
handsome and distinguished son Michel, one of the very few good looking young
Jewish gentlemen in Paris with Guy de Rothschild and Philippe de Gunzburg.
(He was to be wed for a short while to Eliane's divorced sister in law, a South
American beautiful Dolo). | never liked him but he came often to La Mardelle.
He had a lovely sister whom Michel Bernard was in love with. Masha gave one
of the last coming to think of it, the last, great Parisian balls | went to. The setting
was impressive, great staircase banked with flowers, excellent supper, brilliant
crowd, many pretty girls and elegant women in beautiful jewels and dresses from
Grandes Maisons. Mummy was in town and when she was invited was, as usual,
reluctant to go. This must have been about the time of our first engagement and
before Fedia's veto. She called me to ask if | was invited and as | was and Pops
had allowed her to go out with only two young men while in Paris, her cousin
Robert Leovi, now Gunzburg, and very eminent President of the important

Acieries de Pompey and me, we came together, danced together and left together,
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setting tongues wagging. Mummy had a very attractive golden brown dress, satin
and voile which suited her well and she looked her best. We enjoyed ourselves
and only criticized the abundance of agents de police (policemen) herding guests.

The next few weeks were hectic and are hazy in my mind so there may be
inaccuracies and mistakes in the sequence of events. | believe Mummy phoned
that same evening to Amsterdam and | don't know the reaction. She did not care
a hoot. On my side everyone was happy for most, Mummy was someone they
had known and liked since she was a little girl. For Katia, my brother's widow,
there was a snob appeal and practical satisfaction that I, at least, was going to join
a stable, prosperous family. Tony and Eliane came the next morning to Rue
Massenet on their way to some out of town expedition and although absolutely
aghast, Tony a tiny bit resentful that | hadn't spoken of anything earlier, were
happy. Eliane suddenly remembering that she had been to school in the same
class as Mummy, Madeleine, by then de la Grandiere, Lise de Baissac, some
fifteen years earlier. There was a painful visit to Lise who had always believed
deep down in