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Introduction


Dear Reader,


Nothing beats the immediacy and authenticity of a letter. We humans have an instinct to record on paper feelings and memories that could be lost in time, and to share them. We desperately need to confirm relationships, personal or political, ties of love or hate, for the world is never still and our lives are a series of beginnings and endings: in recording them, we perhaps feel we can make them more real, almost eternal. Letters are the literary antidote to the ephemerality of life. Goethe, who reflected much on the magic of letters, thought them ‘the most significant memorial a person can leave.’ And those instincts are right: long after the protagonists are dead, letters live on. And in matters of politics, diplomacy and war, a command or a promise must be documented. So many different things are achieved through the medium of letters.


There have been many collections of peculiar and funny letters, but these are chosen not just because they are entertaining but because they somehow changed human affairs, whether in war or peace, art or culture. They grant us a glimpse into fascinating lives, whether through the eyes of a genius, monster or of an ordinary person. Here are letters from many cultures, traditions, lands, races: ancient Egypt and Rome to modern America, Africa, India, China and Russia, where I have done a lot of my research; here, amongst other things, are struggles for rights that we now regard as essential and orders for crimes we regard as intolerable. Here too are love letters and letters of power by empresses, actresses, tyrants, artists, composers, poets.


I have selected letters written by pharaohs three thousand years ago, preserved in forgotten libraries in fallen cities – and letters written this century. The letter certainly had a golden age: the five hundred years from the Middle Ages to widespread use of the telephone in the 1930s, declining steeply in the 1990s with the arrival of the mobile telephone and the internet. I saw it myself when I was researching in the Stalin archives. During the 1920s and 1930s, Stalin wrote long letters and notes to his entourage and to strangers too, particularly when he was on holiday in the south, but when a secure telephone line was set up, his letters abruptly stopped.


Letters were naturally widely used by rulers and elites soon after writing itself developed. During the last three millennia, letters were the equivalent of today’s newspapers, telephones, radio, television, email, texting, sexting, and blogging. This anthology contains letters originally written in cuneiform, the ancient system of writing using the markings of a reed stylus on a flattened moist clay tablet and dried in the sun, used in the Middle East during the Bronze and Iron Ages. And on papyrus, made with the pith of the papyrus plant, from the third millennium bc, and then letters written on parchment or vellum – the tougher, dried animal skin – until paper was created in China around 200 bc and gradually brought across central Asia to Europe where its cheaper and easier manufacture finally made it ever more convenient, available and affordable from the fifteenth century onwards. Letter-writing reached a climax between the fifteenth and early twentieth centuries not just because of the availability of paper, but also the easing of travel and distribution by courier and the development of post. But it was also more than practical – it was part of a new state of order, of law and contract, responsible government, accountable finance and public morality. Above all, it was a new state of mind with fresh ideas and modern visions of how to live, an appreciation of privacy and publicity, and a growing sense of international society and personal consciousness.


Some letters were intended to act as publicity, some to remain absolutely secret. Their variety of usage is one of the joys of a collection like this. The vast majority of letters concerned mundane practicalities of little interest – ordering goods, paying bills, arranging meetings. At the height of the art of the letter, literate people spent many hours a day at their desks, sometimes in failing light, writing obsessively. It was a way for them to project their existence beyond their room, their house, their country, to reach other worlds and distant dreams. It was a physically exhausting duty and a pastime; emails and texts are much less arduous to produce, but they are perhaps too easy, so informal that we don’t respect the power of the words themselves, though of course brevity, speed and excitement make text as addictive as it is essential in all modern lives. Until the early twentieth century, few people, even heads of state, had offices to assist them with their vast correspondence and most of them answered and sealed (for security, partly) their own letters – including letter-writers who figure in this book such as Lincoln and Nicholas II who actually stamped his own letters. Even at the end of battles, when the fields were strewn with bodies quivering and shattered, exhausted generals would sit down in ruined cottages to write letters throughout the night to announce their victories to the world.


Of course, letter-writers don’t always tell the truth in their letters and there can be an editing process in the choice of which letters they destroy and which they preserve. But either way, a letter reflects a single moment in time and experience – what Goethe called ‘the immediate breath of life’. Many bonfires of letters were lit to hide secret deals and scandals. But to destroy a letter, Goethe thought, out of discretion, was destroying life itself.


History-writing – like contemporary journalism – is full of gossip, guesswork, mythology, lies, misunderstandings and calumnies. When we read a tabloid newspaper or a gossip site, we know that perhaps half of what we read is false: the joy of private letters is that they are the real thing. We are not depending on gossip: we can hear the authentic words. This is the way Stalin spoke to his henchmen; the way Hurrem talked lovingly to Suleiman the Magnificent or Frida Kahlo to Diego Rivera; and then of course there are Mozart’s outrageously scatological letters to his cousin Marianne.


These letters fall into various types. First: public letters. Mao Zedong launches the Cultural Revolution with a letter to students ordering them to attack their superiors; Balfour promises a Jewish homeland; Émile Zola’s letter ‘J’Accuse!’ confronts France about its racism and anti-semitism. In the twenty-first century, I am afraid such a protest feels horribly contemporary – and even necessary in our new venomous age of anti-semitism.


In the centuries before the popularity of the press, many letters were designed to be copied out and widely distributed in society. Thus the public letters of great correspondents such as Voltaire and Catherine the Great were enjoyed in literary salons across Europe. Similarly with another sort of official letter: the announcement of a military victory or defeat. After winning the battles of Poltava, Austerlitz and Blenheim, Peter the Great, Napoleon and Marlborough announce their news to the world – though they also boast privately to their lovers and wives.


Until recently, all negotiations or commands, particularly political or military ones, would be borne in letters not to be read by the public. Here is Rameses the Great’s disdainful note to the Hittite king Hattusili. A millennium after that, Mark Antony writes to Octavian (the future emperor Augustus) to complain that his ‘screwing’ Cleopatra is not politically significant – even though it clearly is. Leap a millennium again: Saladin and Richard the Lionheart negotiate to partition the Holy Land. Then forward another five hundred years: Philip II is ordering his admiral Medina Sidonia to command the Armada against England – even though the latter believes the enterprise will fail. Another four centuries and we are admiring Lincoln’s generosity of spirit in a letter to General Grant. And there is no more important correspondence in the twentieth century than that between Roosevelt and Churchill during the desperate months of 1940. On the night before he invades Soviet Russia, Hitler reveals his motives in a letter to his ally Mussolini. And there’s one letter here that was never sent: Eisenhower’s draft addressed to the troops, if D-Day fails.


Then there is a special sort of letter that is both political and personal – and these are especially relevant in autocracies, where the intimate life of the ruler is political. As we can see in many of the new autocracies of the twenty-first century, when the ruler is absolute, everything personal is political. Henry VIII’s love letter to Anne Boleyn and James I’s to the Duke of Buckingham are of political importance – the ruler’s amorous preferences guide national government. The repulsive entertainments laid on for Kaiser Wilhelm II by his courtiers reveal the coarse incompetence that threatened European peace. Catherine the Great and Prince Potemkin, lovers as well as political partners, are passionate romantics yet ice-cold politicians. Among their letters are some, ten to fifteen pages long, that discuss every aspect of power – diplomacy, war, finance, personnel. But they also cover domestic matters – art-collecting, building houses, their sexual affairs and of course their health: no eighteenth-century letter is complete without a discussion of haemorrhoids. But their short letters resemble modern emails or texts. Letters like these were never meant to be read by anyone but the recipients, but most were kept after their deaths.


And then there is the really private correspondence that celebrates love and sex, letters that their writers would have kept under lock and key. Alexander II and his mistress (later, wife) Katya exchange the most erotic letters ever written by a head of state. At the time they would have presumed that no one would ever see them – yet here we are, reading the letters of Vita Sackville-West and Virginia Woolf; Napoleon and Josephine; Emma Hamilton and Nelson. Balzac’s correspondence with his Polish fan, the beautiful Countess Hánska, is so fervent, they fall in love before they meet – just by the power of letters. Anaïs Nin’s correspondence with Henry Miller is so ablaze with sexuality, so awash with lubricity, it almost tastes of carnality. ‘More than kisses’, wrote John Donne, ‘letters mingle souls.’ And bodies.


There are intimate letters of pain as well as pleasure, of the end of love as well as the beginning: one of the most remarkable and little known is Thomas Jefferson’s ‘conversation’ between his Head and his Heart, sent to his young mistress who is leaving him. It must be one of the most brilliant analyses of the craziness of love ever written – and the acuity is not surprising because this is the author of the American Declaration of Independence. Similarly, Simón Bolívar tries to end his affair with the fabulous Manuela Sáenz. The married and articulate beauty Henriette, returning to her husband after a delicious affair, breaks the heart of the quintessential womaniser, Casanova. Just before his own death, Leonard Cohen bids farewell to the dying muse and lover who inspired his greatest songs. My favourite goodbye is the letter of the triumphant Caliph of Islamic Spain, Abd-al Rahman III, who reflects on his deathbed that, out of fifty years of glory, he has enjoyed just fourteen days of happiness. And few letters are more heartbreaking than Alan Turing’s agony over the persecution of his homosexuality. And of course there is the unbearable horror of a rare goodbye letter from wife to husband within the death camps of the Holocaust.


Some of these letters recount great events or spectacles – Columbus reports to his monarchs on the ‘discovery’ of America; the Battle of Britain is recounted in a young pilot’s letter to his parents. It’s especially poignant because the pilot is killed soon afterwards. Chekhov observes the suffering of the desperate criminals of Sakhalin. Pliny sees the destruction of Pompeii. Voltaire reflects on the Lisbon earthquake of 1755.


A subset of what we might call tourism tells of sexual adventures in interesting places, a popular type of letter in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries, when the modern phenomenon of travel expanded from the Grand Tours of wealthy aristocrats to middle-class travel by train, shrinking the world in a way never before achieved: Chekhov and Flaubert cheerfully describe encounters with Egyptian youths and Japanese prostitutes.


Then there are letters of family, where we witness the intimate relationships of great men with their children such as these two Mughal emperors: Babur advises his son on tolerance. Aurangzeb writes to his son from his deathbed as his empire falls apart. As he awaits his own trial, Charles I tells his son how to be a king. Empress Maria Theresa warns her daughter Queen Marie Antoinette that her arrogance will destroy her. Or the other way around: Svetlana Stalina plays at being the dictator and gives orders to her father. There is also the awkwardness of families, which among royalty is magnified to epic proportions. The future Queen Elizabeth I begs for her life from her sister Queen ‘Bloody’ Mary. Joseph II comes to Paris as sex adviser to his sister Marie Antoinette, when Louis XVI is unable to consummate their marriage.


The anonymous warning of the Gunpowder Plot is itself decisive in defeating the conspiracy – it changes history at a stroke. Rasputin in his letter to Nicholas II tries to stop the First World War breaking out, but fails. Some of the letters are themselves orders to kill: Stalin’s notes encourage his secret policemen to execute ‘enemies’ who are actually innocent, and Lenin frenziedly orders executions of random victims. Three thousand years ago, an Egyptian ruler tells his wife to murder two junior officials and ‘disappear’ their bodies. One of my favourites is Tito’s laconic note to Stalin, threatening to send an assassin if Stalin tries to kill him again.


One special category covers self-destruction: Oscar Wilde receives the insulting letter from his lover’s father calling him a ‘Somdomite’; Alexander Hamilton and Alexander Pushkin write their way inexorably towards the duels that kill them. Another particular species of letter is the last goodbye: for instance, Walter Raleigh’s letter to his wife before his execution. Emperor Hadrian, realising he is dying, writes to his adopted son Antoninus. Bolívar, ailing and exhausted, damns the Americas. Kafka orders his works destroyed. And it is not just Kaf ka who doubts the value of his works: another theme is the torment and disappointment of creativity seen in such letters as Keats’ on love and death; Michelangelo’s stress as he paints the Sistine Chapel; or T.S. Eliot turning down George Orwell’s new novel Animal Farm.


I have chosen timeless letters that tell of the brave struggles for freedom in the modern era, such as the liberation of slaves, votes for women and African-American civil rights. Toussaint L’Ouverture, who has led the Haitian slave revolt against the French that leads to the first independent black republic of the Americas, now begs for his family’s life. Nelson Mandela tells his wife Winnie how to live with hope, even inside a prison cell. Emmeline Pankhurst defends violent action in order to win the vote for women. Rosa Parks challenges racial segregation in Alabama. Gifted women defy their shackles: Ada Lovelace writes about her love of science. People of colour break new ground: Abram Hannibal, a slave captured, probably, in West Africa, then sold to the slave markets of Istanbul and on to the Russian tsar, becomes the first black general in Europe. Fanny Burney and Manuela Sáenz defy the necessity of boring, malecentred marriage.


Email and the telephone may have ended the golden age of letters, but they have kept their power – for example, in diplomacy. In 2018, when President Donald Trump cancels his planned Singapore summit with the young and murderous North Korean dictator Kim Jong Un he does so in a very Trumpian letter.


Letters are returning to favour among those looking to be more discreet in their communication. Politicians, spies, criminals and lovers have all learned, many the hard way, that emails and texts can be read and exposed; they are never destroyed. But they often vanish. Their flimsy impermanence makes them unsatisfying as a medium. They make life feel more transient while letters make it feel more enduring. Even the most heavily encrypted messages can be decrypted. Intelligence services like the CIA, GCHQ or FSB, aided by renegade ghostly armies of plundering freelance hackers, are harvesting vast caches of messages. For this reason, people are starting to use pen and paper again, especially in government: letters can be preserved, but ironically they are safer, because they exist only once and can be physically destroyed. Top Russian officials now tell me that in the Kremlin today, all affairs of any importance are conducted by letter and note, on old-fashioned paper, with traditional ink or lead, nib or ballpoint, despatched by loyal courier. No more sleek electronic devices! We should take note: no one knows like the court of President Vladimir Putin, in that crenelated hive of cyber espionage, how insecure and dangerous are those easy texts and swift emails . . . Yet, as this anthology shows, letters often have a much longer life than their writers ever imagined.


I hope the readers of this collection wonder at the bravery, beauty and visceral authenticity of these letters. While the surfer of the internet feels more alone than ever amidst invisible millions, the writer of a single letter to a correspondent is never lonely. Byron, whose daughter Ada appears in this anthology, understood this when he mused that ‘letter-writing is the only device combining solitude and good company’, for the letter-writer is enriched by the sensation of warmth that someone far away will soon share his or her sentiments. May it encourage you to write your own letters, inspired by the brilliance of these examples of the art: please, write one today!


I hope this is the beginning of a beautiful correspondence.


Yours sincerely,


Simon Sebag Montefiore


c/o Weidenfeld & Nicolson


Carmelite House


50 Victoria Embankment


London EC4Y 0DZ


August 2018


 


P.S. In some cases, where the texts are too long, the detail too obscure or the sex too repetitive, I have edited them for the ease of the reader. Also, I have used the regnant names for all ruling monarchs, even if they were not yet sovereigns at the time of writing. This is to make it easy to recognise them: Elizabeth I was a princess of dubious prospects when she wrote the Tide Letter to Queen Mary – but the letter appears in the List of Contents as ‘Elizabeth I to Mary I’. Apologies if this bothers anyone.









Love


Henry VIII to Anne Boleyn, May 1528


This is one of the love letters that changed history. Henry was the second son of Henry VII, who had seized the throne for his new-fangled Tudor dynasty in 1485. Only the death of his elder brother Prince Arthur brought Henry VIII to the throne, in 1509. Arthur left a young widow, Catherine of Aragon, daughter of the Spanish monarchs. On his accession, Henry suddenly decided to marry Catherine. Now, almost twenty years into their marriage, the king desperately needed a male heir. So far, only a daughter, Mary, had survived. After an affair with a young courtier named Mary Boleyn, he started to notice her sister, Anne, a lady-in-waiting to the queen. By 1528 Henry is in love with Anne Boleyn, eleven years younger than him. Although it is unlikely that their love affair has yet been consummated, he is already utterly enraptured by her. She is resisting his attempts at seduction. Her mix of chastity, sophistication, her ambition to marry the king, not be seduced like her sister, and her cool, haughty allure intensify Henry’s fervour. Her personality makes him doubt her love – ‘I hope on yours also’– but later he would bitterly resent her wiles and take a terrible revenge.


Henry’s love dovetailed with his conviction that his entire marriage to Catherine was incestuous and that divine displeasure was the cause of his lack of sons. He therefore ordered his ministers to secure an annulment from the Pope. But the Catholic Church would deny Henry’s wishes in his Great Matter, which would lead to England’s decisive break with Rome and the establishment of the Church of England; and in turn this allowed him to marry Anne in 1532. When Anne produced a daughter, the future Elizabeth I, but no sons, Henry turned on her: she was executed in 1536.


My mistress and friend: I and my heart put ourselves in your hands, begging you to have them suitors for your good favour, and that your affection for them should not grow less through absence. For it would be a great pity to increase their sorrow since absence does it sufficiently, and more than ever I could have thought possible reminding us of a point in astronomy, which is, that the longer the days are the farther off is the sun, and yet the more fierce. So it is with our love, for by absence we are parted, yet nevertheless it keeps its fervour, at least on my side, and I hope on yours also: assuring you that on my side the ennui of absence is already too much for me: and when I think of the increase of what I must needs suffer it would be well nigh unbearable for me were it not for the firm hope I have and as I cannot be with you in person, I am sending you the nearest possible thing to that, namely, my picture set in a bracelet, with the whole device which you already know. Wishing myself in their place when it shall please you. This by the hand of


Your loyal servant and friend


H. Rex


Frida Kahlo to Diego Rivera, undated


Frida Kahlo’s love letters to her husband, the painter Diego Rivera, are filled with the bold colours and wild passions of her art – and her life. Born of a German father and a Mexican mother in 1907, she was almost crippled by polio and was then terribly injured in a near-fatal bus accident in 1927. An iron rod had penetrated her uterus. She spent three months in a full-body cast and endured thirty operations and a lifetime of pain. While recovering, she started to paint and encountered Diego, already famous; both were leftists and they met through the Communist Party. Diego became her artistic mentor. Rivera had lived in Paris, travelled in Italy and evolved his own style of murals, bold in colour, his figures almost Aztec in their simplicity, all telling the history of Mexico and its revolution. Diego and Frida became lovers: he was forty-two, she twenty.


Kahlo and Rivera married in 1929, but the marriage was tempestuous. He was foul-tempered and an enthusiastic womaniser and she had affairs with men, including the Russian revolutionary leader in exile Leon Trotsky, as well as with women such as the French-American singer and dancer Josephine Baker. Neither her health problems nor the conservative Catholicism of much of Mexican society prevented her developing her artistic vision, her elaborate colourful costumes showing her mixed-race heritage, her liberated love life. Kahlo’s dramatic artistic style, a flamboyant mix of fantastical and realistic, magical and folk, was inspired by both Mexico itself and her own extraordinary life. All of this is revealed in her letters to Rivera, in which physical love and emotional turbulence are often expressed in the colours of a painter: ‘the silent life giver of worlds, what is most important is the nonillusion. morning breaks, the friendly reds, the big blues, hands full of leaves, noisy birds, fingers in the hair, pigeons’ nests a rare understanding of human struggle simplicity of the senseless song the folly of the wind in my heart = don’t let them rhyme girl = sweet xocolatl [chocolate] of ancient Mexico, storm in the blood that comes in through the mouth – convulsion, omen, laughter and sheer teeth needles of pearl, for some gift on a seventh of July, I ask for it, I get it, I sing, sang, I’ll sing from now on our magic – lo’. She describes their love in terms of Mexican landscape, and even fruit: ‘it was the thirst of many years restrained in your body . . . There was all manner of fruits in the juice of your lips, the blood of pomegranate, the horizon of the mammee and the purified pineapple. I pressed you against my breast and the prodigy of your form penetrated my book through the tips of my fingers. Smell of oak essence, memories of walnut, green breath of ash tree. Horizon and landscapes, I trace them with a kiss . . . I penetrate the sex of the whole earth, her heat chars me and my entire body is rubbed by the freshness of the tender leaves.’


They divorced in 1939. For a long time, she was known mainly as Diego’s wife – but now the paintings of Frida and the huge, exuberant murals of her husband form the national art of Mexico. As for their volcanic relationship, she put it best: ‘only one mountain can know the core of another mountain.’


Diego:


Nothing compares to your hands, nothing like the green-gold of your eyes. My body is filled with you for days and days. you are the mirror of the night. the violent flash of lightning. the dampness of the earth. The hollow of your armpits is my shelter. my fingers touch your blood. All my joy is to feel life spring from your flower-fountain that mine keeps to fill all the paths of my nerves which are yours.


Thomas Jefferson to Maria Cosway, 12 October 1786


He is the American ambassador to Paris. She is ‘a golden-haired, languishing Anglo-Italian, graceful . . . and highly accomplished, especially in music’. He is forty-three, she is twenty-seven. He is a widower, she is married. Jefferson, born in Virginia, was a wealthy landowner who, in 1776, had drafted the Declaration of Independence of the new nation of America. Born near Florence in 1759, Maria Cosway was the daughter of an expatriate English innkeeper and the wife of an eccentric painter. In Paris, during autumn 1786, Maria and Jefferson have spent an intense month in each other’s company.


When she leaves, Jefferson writes her this extraordinary letter in which one of the reigning intellects of Western history applies himself to the dilemma of love, to heartbreak and to human nature. To be in love, to drink the elixir of loving, he argues, is worth the inevitable heartbreak. And America would not have been liberated without the passion of the heart. His conclusion? ‘We have no rose without its thorn’. They never meet again, but correspond for the rest of their lives.


Soon after Maria leaves, Jefferson is joined in Paris by his daughter and her mixed-race slave companion, Sally Heming, sixteen, with whom Jefferson begins a relationship that would produce at least five children. In 1790, Jefferson returned home to become the first Secretary of State in President Washington’s cabinet and was elected the third President in 1801. Here is this very special letter that expresses the agonies and dilemmas of any man or woman unsuitably in love.


Seated by my fireside solitary and sad, the following dialogue took place between my Head and my Heart.


Head. Well, friend, you seem to be in a pretty trim.


Heart. I am indeed the most wretched of all earthly beings. Overwhelmed with grief, every fiber of my frame distended beyond its natural powers to bear, I would willingly meet whatever catastrophe should leave me no more to feel or to fear.


Head. These are the eternal consequences of your warmth and precipitation. This is one of the scrapes into which you are ever leading us. You confess your follies indeed: but you still hug and cherish them; and no reformation can be hoped, where there is no repentance.


Heart. Oh my friend! This is no moment to upbraid my foibles. I am rent into fragments by the force of my grief! If you have any balm, pour it into my wounds: if none, do not harrow them by new torments. Spare me in this awful moment! At any other I will attend with patience to your admonitions.


Head. On the contrary I never found that the moment of triumph with you was the moment of attention to my admonitions. While suffering under your follies you may perhaps be made sensible of them, but, the paroxysm over, you fancy it can never return. Harsh therefore as the medicine may be, it is my office to administer it . . .


Heart. May heaven abandon me if I do! . . .


Head. I wished to make you sensible how imprudent it is to place your affections, without reserve, on objects you must so soon lose and whose loss when it comes must cost you such severe pangs. Remember the last night. You knew your friends were to leave Paris today. This was enough to throw you into agonies. All night you tossed us from one side of the bed to the other. No sleep, no rest . . . To avoid these eternal distresses, to which you are forever exposing us, you must learn to look forward before each step which may interest our peace. Everything in this world [is] a matter of calculation. Advance then with caution, the balance in your hand. Put into one scale the pleasures which any object may offer; but put fairly into the other the pains which are to follow, and see which preponderates. The making [of] an acquaintance is not a matter of indifference. When a new one is proposed to you, view it all round. Consider what advantages it presents, and what inconveniences it may expose you. Do not bite at the bait of pleasure till you know there is no hook beneath it. The art of life is the art of avoiding pain: and he is the best pilot who steers clearest of the rocks and shoals with which he is beset. Pleasure is always before us; but misfortune is at our side: while running after that, this arrests us. The most effectual means of being secure against pain is to retire within ourselves, and to suffice for our own happiness . . .


Heart. And what more sublime delight than to mingle tears with one whom the hand of heaven hath smitten! To watch over the bed of sickness, and to beguile its tedious and its painful moments! To share our bread with one to whom misfortune has left none! This world abounds indeed with misery; to lighten its burdens we must divide it with one another . . . When nature assigned us the same habitation, she gave us over it a divided empire. To you she allotted the field of science, to me that of morals. When the circle is to be squared, or the orbit of a comet to be traced; when the arch of greatest strength, or the solid of least resistance is to be investigated, take you the problem: it is yours; nature has given me no cognizance of it. In like manner in denying to you the feelings of sympathy, of benevolence, of gratitude, of justice, of love, of friendship, she has excluded you from their control. To these she has adapted the mechanism of the heart. Morals were too essential to the happiness of man to be risked on the uncertain combinations of the head. She laid their foundation therefore in sentiment, not science. That she gave to all, as necessary to all: this to a few only, as sufficing with a few. I know indeed that you pretend authority to the sovereign control of our conduct in all its parts: and a respect for your grave saws and maxims, a desire to do what is right, has sometimes induced me to conform to your counsels . . . If our country, when pressed with wrongs at the point of a bayonet had been governed by its heads instead of its hearts, where should we have been now? Hanging on a gallows as high as Haman’s. You began to calculate and to compare wealth and numbers: we threw up a few pulsations of our warmest blood: we supplied enthusiasm against wealth and numbers: we put our existence to the hazard, when the hazard seemed against us, and we saved our country: justifying at the same time the ways of Providence, whose precept is to do always what is right, and leave the issue to him. In short, my friend, as far as my recollection serves me, I do not know that I ever did a good thing on your suggestion, or a dirty one without it. I do forever then disclaim your interference in my province. Fill paper as you please with triangles and squares: try how many ways you can hang and combine them together . . . We are not immortal ourselves, my friend; how can we expect our enjoyments to be so? We have no rose without its thorn; no pleasure without alloy. It is the law of our existence; and we must acquiesce.


Catherine the Great to Prince Potemkin, c.19 March 1774


This is the letter that reveals one of the most successful romantic partnerships and political alliances in all of history. Catherine was brought to Russia as a young German princess to marry the poxy heir to the throne, Grand Duke Peter, an inadequate bully who made her life hell. She was clever, cultured, passionate and ambitious. Desperately lonely, she was supported personally and politically by a series of lovers. When it had become clear that her husband, as Emperor Peter III, was both a disastrous tsar and a dangerous man, she overthrew him with the aid of her lover, Orlov, and made herself Catherine II. Peter III was strangled. In danger of being murdered herself, Catherine was scarcely helped by Orlov. When their relationship founders, his replacement is an intellectual non-entity named Vasilchikov, who makes her even more unhappy. She needs the support of an equal, and she knows Grigory Potemkin already. Brilliant, flamboyant and masterful, he is already in love with her.


Now she falls in love with him, knowing he has an intellect as superb as hers. In their letters, they call each other ‘twin souls’, writing day and night. Sometimes her letters are like texts: ‘Me love general, general love me’, but their ambitions are imperial. Physical passion dovetails with political acumen, and changes Russia’s history: together they expand into Ukraine, annex Crimea, and found a Black Sea fleet as well as new cities from Odessa to Kherson.


In this letter, Catherine, nicknaming Potemkin ‘my hero’, ‘a Cossack’ and a Muslim Tatar (a ‘giaour’), admits that even at dawn, after a row in which she decides to break up, she cannot live without the charismatic Potemkin: she is overcome with love and lust – what has he done to the cleverest woman in Europe?


Darling, really now, I suppose you thought I wouldn’t write to you today. You’re quite mistaken, sir. I awoke at five o’clock, it’s now after six – I should write to him [Vasilchikov]. But only so much as to speak the truth, and kindly take heed what sort of truth: I don’t love you and don’t want to see you anymore. You won’t believe it, my love, but I can’t abide you at all. Yesterday we chatted till twelve o’clock, and then he was sent away. Don’t be angry – indeed, as if one couldn’t do without him. The dearest thing of all that came from that conversation is that I learned what they say among themselves: no, they say, this is no Vasilchikov, this one she treats differently. And he is indeed worthy. No one is surprised, and the affair has been accepted as if they have long been expecting it. But no – everything must be otherwise. From my pinky to my heel and from these to the last hair on my head, I have issued a general prohibition today against showing you the least affection. And my love is being kept in my heart under lock and key. It’s awful how cramped it is in there. With great difficulty it squeezes itself inside, so mind well – it might just pop out somewhere. Now see here, you are a reasonable man, could so few lines contain more madness? A flood of foolish words has sprung from my head. How you can enjoy spending time with such a deranged mind I do not know. Oh, Mister Potemkin, what strange miracle have you performed in so thoroughly deranging a head that earlier was considered by society to be one of the best in Europe?
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