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  I vividly remember the first email I received from Sue Woolmans and Greg King. I sat back and thought, Should I answer? Then I remembered an old story.




  I believe it was at my sister’s wedding. I was standing on the terrace with my grandmother, and we were watching Aunt Sophie, (daughter of Archduke Franz Ferdinand of Austria-Este and

  Sophie, Duchess of Hohenberg), who was patiently answering the questions of the journalists. I commented to my grandmother, ‘How can she stand it?’ My grandmother answered that she

  herself had once, years ago, asked her sister-in-law why she bothered answering all those questions. ‘The journalists don’t listen, and write what they want anyway, so why

  bother?’ Aunt Sophie had an amazing answer. As if it were the most normal thing in the world she said, ‘But I must defend him,’ ‘him’ being her father.




  Since then I have read many books about my great-grandfather, and few have done him justice. Sue and Greg’s book was different: it was to be a book about my great-grandparents, their

  private life, and the repercussion of Sarajevo on the Hohenberg children.




  The destiny of my grandfather and his siblings is remarkable. They led lives strewn with tragedy and hardship, but they strode through it, their heads held high, with

  courage, resilience, and faith. They were happy, good-humoured, joyful people, and I admire their stance after all. They were the first orphans of the First World War, and the first victims of the

  young Czechoslovakian Republic, chased from their home and their country. Their possessions were illegally confiscated without any compensation. The Hohenberg brothers were the first Austrian

  aristocrats in Dachau concentration camp. They struggled against prejudice, discrimination, and injustice. Their home, Konopischt, was seized almost one hundred years ago, just after the First

  World War. This larceny was perpetrated by a state before any legal basis existed, right under the nose of the Allies, who did not budge, even when Prince Jaroslav Thun-Hohenstein, the

  children’s legal guardian, tried to protest and started a legal battle. My grandfather Max Hohenberg continued, and I have tried to follow suit after the Iron Curtain fell, picking up where

  my grandfather had left the battle for our heirloom and for justice, but success still evades me.




  I thank Sue Woolmans and Greg King for this book, and for their work in researching this tribute to the people I admire and that are so close to my heart.




   




  Luxembourg, January 2013
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  In this book, readers may encounter some curious titles and styles unfamiliar in English. From 1863 to 1875, Franz Ferdinand was known as Archduke Franz Ferdinand of

  Austria-Hungary; after 1875 he became Archduke Franz Ferdinand of Austria-Este, appending the latter Italian title as part of the inheritance from the Duke of Modena. He was commonly referred to,

  after 1896, as ‘Thronfolger’, or ‘heir to the throne’. He was never made crown prince (Kronprinz).




  A particular note is necessary to explain the numerous changes in Sophie’s title and style throughout this book. Born Countess Sophie Chotek, on her 1900 marriage to Franz Ferdinand she

  was given the title Princess of Hohenberg (Fürstin von Hohenberg in German) with the style of Fürstliche Gnaden; this is a non-royal form of ‘Highness’, roughly

  equivalent to the English style of ‘Your Grace’. This title and style were to be shared by her descendants. On 8 June 1905, Emperor Franz Josef granted Sophie and her children the style

  of ‘Your Serene Highness’ (Ihre Durchlaucht), which elevated them from mere aristocrats into the lower ranks of the empire’s royalty. In 1909, Sophie alone was given a

  new title and style, raised to the rank of Duchess of Hohenberg (Herzogin von Hohenberg) with the style ‘Your Highness’ (Ihre Hoheit). In Austria, a

  duchess ranked higher than a mere princess, and the style of Ihre Hoheit singled her out as a more distinguished royal lady, unlike the style of Fürstliche Gnaden that Sophie

  had received on her wedding.




  Emperor Karl granted the couple’s eldest surviving son, Max, the hereditary title of Duke of Hohenberg (Herzog von Hohenberg), with the titles of prince or princess for his children. He

  also granted Max the royal style of ‘Your Highness’ (Ihre Hoheit) in 1917. This established the new Ducal House of Hohenberg within the Austrian hereditary peerage. After the

  revolution of 1918, the new Austrian Republic stripped all aristocrats of their former titles. For the sake of consistency we have used the appropriate titles throughout this book. For example,

  Franz Ferdinand’s eldest surviving grandson is called Georg, Duke of Hohenberg, even though the title is not formally recognized by the Austrian state. Rather than employ curious and

  convoluted appellations, this seemed the polite thing to do.




  We have referred to place names using the German that would have been familiar to Franz Ferdinand and Sophie during their lives. For example, their castle in Bohemia is called Konopischt, and

  not Konopištĕ, the modern Czech rendering. Where particularly important we have given the modern renderings of place names in parentheses.




  For the sake of consistency, we have rendered all titles in English: Thus we have aide-de-camp instead of Flügeladjutant, count instead of Graf, duke instead of

  Herzog, and princess, not Fürstin or Prinzessin. We have also applied this rule to the honorifics accompanying titles. In German, Sophie would be called Herzogin von

  Hohenberg, or Duchess of Hohenberg. While the use of ‘von’ would lend a certain literary flair to the story, it would be out of place with titles rendered in English.




  Monetary values have been rendered into their rough modern equivalents. Until 1892, Austria-Hungary used gulden; when the country adopted the gold standard, crowns replaced gulden. One gulden

  was equal to two crowns. Exchange rates for imperial crowns varied in the years covered in this book but in general remained equivalent to £2.55 to £3.82 in

  2013 figures. Converting historical values into modern numbers is an inexact business, but we have stuck to the middle ground, rendering one gulden as £6.37 in 2013 figures and one crown as

  £3.18 in 2013 figures.
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  ELISABETH (1878–1960) Archduchess of Austria, daughter of Karl Ludwig and Maria Theresa, stepsister of Franz Ferdinand, married Prince Alois of
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  FERDINAND KARL (1868–1915) Archduke of Austria, third son of Karl Ludwig and Maria Annunciata, youngest brother of Franz
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  Franz Ferdinand in 1914, and Emperor on the death of Franz Josef in 1916. Married to Zita in 1911.




  KARL LUDWIG (1833–1896) Archduke of Austria, father of Franz Ferdinand, brother of Franz Josef.




  MARGARETHE (1870–1902) Archduchess of Austria, daughter of Karl Ludwig and Maria Annunciata, sister of Franz Ferdinand, married Duke Albrecht of

  Württemberg in 1893.




  MARIA ANNUNCIATA (1843–1871) Archduchess of Austria, born Princess of Bourbon-Two Sicilies, second wife of Karl Ludwig,

  mother of Franz Ferdinand.




  MARIA ANNUNCIATA (1876–1961) Archduchess of Austria, daughter of Karl Ludwig and Maria Theresa, stepsister of Franz

  Ferdinand, unmarried.




  MARIA CHRISTINA (1879–1962) Archduchess of Austria, daughter of Friedrich and Isabella, married to Prince Manuel of

  Salm-Salm in 1902. Was expected to marry Franz Ferdinand.




  MARIA THERESA (1855–1944) Archduchess of Austria, born an Infanta of Portugal. Third wife of Karl Ludwig and stepmother to

  Franz Ferdinand.




  OTTO (1865–1906) known as ‘Handsome Otto’, Archduke of Austria, son of Karl Ludwig, younger brother of Franz Ferdinand, married to

  Marie Josepha of Saxony.




  RUDOLF (1858–1889) son of Franz Josef, Crown Prince of Austria-Hungary, married to Stephanie of Belgium in 1881.




  STEPHANIE (1864–1945) Crown Princess of Austria, born a Princess of Belgium, she married Rudolf in 1881. Widowed in 1889, she went on to marry

  Count Elmér Lónyay, a Hungarian aristocrat, in 1900.




  ZITA (1892–1989) Archduchess and Empress of Austria, wife of Karl, born a Princess of Bourbon-Parma.




   




   




  THE CHOTEK AND HOHENBERG FAMILY




  ANNA, ‘ANITA’ (born 1958) Princess of Hohenberg, eldest daughter of Duke Franz and Elisabeth of Luxembourg,

  great-granddaughter of Franz Ferdinand, owner of Artstetten Castle.




  BOHUSLAV (1829–1896) Count Chotek of Chotkow and Wognin, father of Sophie, Duchess of Hohenberg, married to Countess Wilhelmina Kinsky of Wchinitz

  and Tettau, career diplomat.




  ERNST (1904–1954) Prince of Hohenberg, younger son of Franz Ferdinand and the Duchess of Hohenberg, married Marie-Therese Wood,

  ‘Maisie’, in 1936.




  FRANZ (1927–1977) 2nd Duke of Hohenberg, eldest son of Maximilian, grandson of Franz Ferdinand, married Princess Elisabeth of Luxembourg in

  1956.




  GEORG (born 1929) 3rd Duke of Hohenberg, second son of Maximilian, grandson of Franz Ferdinand, married Princess Eleonore of Auersperg-Breunner in

  1960.




  HENRIETTE (1880–1964) Countess Chotek of Chotkow and Wognin, youngest sister of Sophie, Duchess of Hohenberg, who took

  care of Sophie, Max and Ernst after they were orphaned; married her late sister Karolina’s husband, Count Leopold of Nostitz-Rieneck.




  JAROSLAV (1864–1925) Prince of Thun and Hohenstein, married to Countess Marie Chotek of Chotkow and Wognin, elder sister of Sophie, Duchess of

  Hohenberg; hunting companion of Franz Ferdinand; guardian to Sophie, Max and Ernst.




  MAXIMILIAN (1902–1962) Prince of Hohenberg and 1st Duke of Hohenberg, eldest son of Franz Ferdinand and the Duchess of Hohenberg, married Countess

  Maria Elisabeth Bona of Waldburg zu Wolfegg and Waldsee in 1926.




  OKTAVIA (1872–1946) sister of Sophie, Duchess of Hohenberg; married Joachim, Count of Schönburg-Glauchau and Waldenburg.




  SOPHIE (1868–1914) Duchess of Hohenberg, born Countess Chotek of Chotkow and Wognin, married Franz Ferdinand in 1900.




  SOPHIE (1901–1990) Princess of Hohenberg, ‘Little Sophie’, firstborn child to Franz Ferdinand and the Duchess of Hohenberg, married to

  Count Friedrich of Nostitz-Rieneck in 1920.




  SOPHIE (born 1960) Princess of Hohenberg, younger daughter of Duke Franz of Hohenberg and Elisabeth of Luxembourg, great-granddaughter of Franz

  Ferdinand; currently fighting for the restitution of Konopischt; married in 1983 to Baron Jean-Louis de Potesta.




   




   




  COURTIERS




  BARDOLFF, Colonel Karl von (1865–1953) 2nd Head of Franz Ferdinand’s Military Chancery.




  BECK, Baron Max Vladimir von (1854–1943) tutor and later legal advisor to Franz Ferdinand.




  BROSCH, Colonel Alexander von Aarenau (1870–1914) 1st Head of Franz Ferdinand’s Military Chancery.




  CAVENDISH-BENTINCK, William (1857–1943) 6th Duke of Portland, English landowner and politician who was a hunting friend of

  Franz Ferdinand.




  CONRAD OF HÖTZENDORF, Count Franz (1852–1925) became Chief of Staff of the Austrian Armed Forces; continually

  promoted war with Serbia and clashed with Franz Ferdinand.




  EISENMENGER, Dr Victor (1864–1932) Franz Ferdinand’s personal physician.




  JANACZEK, Franz (1865–1955) head of Franz Ferdinand’s household and his most trusted servant.




  MONTENUOVO, Prince Alfred de (1854–1927) Obersthofmeister (Lord Chamberlain) of Emperor Franz Josef’s court; descended from a

  morganatic relationship between Archduchess Marie Louise of Austria and Count Neipperg.




  POTIOREK, Oskar (1853–1933), Governor of Bosnia-Herzegovina during the visit of Franz Ferdinand and the Duchess of Hohenberg in 1914.




   




   




  CONSPIRATORS




  ČABRINOVIĆ, Nedeljko (1895–1916) a Bosnian Serb revolutionary and a member of the

  Young Bosnia movement; threw a bomb at Franz Ferdinand and the Duchess of Hohenberg in Sarajevo.




  CUBRILOVIĆ, Vaso (1897–1990) a Bosnian Serb revolutionary and a member of the Young Bosnia movement.




  DIMITRIJEVIĆ, Dragutin, ‘Apis’ (1877–1917) leader of the Black Hand revolutionary organization; behind

  the murder of King Alexander and Queen Draga of Serbia and implicated in the murder of Franz Ferdinand.




  GRABEŽ, Trifko (1895–1918) a Bosnian Serb revolutionary and a member of the Young Bosnia movement.




  ILIĆ, Danilo (1891–1915) a Bosnian Serb revolutionary and a member of the Young Bosnia movement, main organizer of

  the assassination in Sarajevo.




  MEHMEDBAŠIĆ, Muhamed (1886–1943) a Bosnian Muslim revolutionary; the only member of the group of assassins
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  ‘Once upon a time,’ begins the fairy tale: a dashing young prince, heir to his country’s historic throne, meets an impoverished young lady whose grace and

  beauty steal his heart. Captivated, he pursues her against the wishes of his powerful family, who deem her unsuitable as a future queen. Against all odds, romance blooms and the prince weds his

  love. Creating an idyllic existence, the couple shies away from a censorious court where wagging tongues condemn their actions, determined to wrest from a cynical world the personal and romantic

  fulfilment for which they had so nobly fought.




  The personal love story of Archduke Franz Ferdinand of Austria-Hungary and Countess Sophie Chotek begins in mystery, exults in marital victory, and plays out against incessant adversity. In many

  ways, it undeniably mirrors mythic elements of the traditional fairy tale. We have Franz Ferdinand as Prince Charming, born to power and privilege and seeking forbidden love; Countess Sophie Chotek

  is his Cinderella, beautiful, impoverished, and not at all a proper consort for the future ruler of a great empire. Franz Ferdinand’s stepmother, Archduchess Maria Theresa, acts as Fairy

  Godmother, encouraging the romance in the face of unified Habsburg opposition; the belligerent Archduchess Isabella serves as the quintessential wicked stepmother,

  employing Cinderella to labour for hours at humiliating and menial tasks. In Prince Alfred de Montenuovo, Lord High Chamberlain of the imperial court, we find an ogre of epic proportions,

  inflicting petty insults on the graceful and resolute Sophie. As in every good fairy tale, the heroes even get to attend a glittering ball, where a stunned audience watches in disbelief as the

  forbidden romance becomes public.




  Real life unexpectedly subverted this particular fairy tale in the summer of 1914. Two bullets, fired by nineteen-year-old Serbian nationalist Gavrilo Princip in Sarajevo, abruptly denied Franz

  Ferdinand and Sophie the happy ending promised in countless romantic stories. JOINED IN MARRIAGE, THEY WERE JOINED BY THE SAME FATE, reads the

  inscription on their twin white marble sarcophagi. United in death as in life, this most famous Austrian couple passed into history as mustard gas, trench warfare, machine guns, and U-boats

  subsumed the comfortable world they had known.




  A century has passed since that fateful day in Sarajevo. Has any other couple of the last hundred years so inadvertently shaped our modern era? Those two bullets not only ended the lives of

  Franz Ferdinand and Sophie; they became the catalyst for the First World War and all of the horrors that followed. Without Sarajevo, would there have been a Russian Revolution, a Soviet Union or

  Nazi Germany, a Second World War, or a Cold War? History reverberates with the effects of this couple’s deaths that Sunday in 1914.




  Why, then, do Franz Ferdinand and Sophie seem so elusive? Why is it that their private lives and real characters remain shadowed? Perhaps this owes something to the Habsburgs themselves. Franz

  Ferdinand’s was a proud dynasty with an illustrious heritage, but it lacked glamour and scandal when compared to the Romanovs of exotically mysterious Russia. Revolution came to Russia with a

  bloody vengeance; in Austria, the Habsburgs passed into the obscurity of exile with little notice. Romantic nostalgia envelops the story of Nicholas II, the last Tsar, and his wife, Alexandra.

  Their Austrian contemporaries, just as devoted, just as in love, and just as tragic in their end, have been overtaken by their notorious assassination.




  Archduke Franz Ferdinand, it must be said, was scarcely anyone’s idea of a Prince Charming – ill with tuberculosis, armed with a disagreeable temper, and often impetuous. Few people

  liked him. In his own lifetime he was an enigma. Some younger, less conservative elements and those who personally knew him hailed the archduke as a thoughtful man, with an eager mind and a

  willingness to listen to opposing voices. Franz Ferdinand had plenty of years to think about the country he would inherit and to ponder possible solutions to its many problems. Rather than cling to

  unimaginative tradition, as his uncle Emperor Franz Josef did, he was determined to enact sweeping and dramatic reforms. By heritage and by inclination Franz Ferdinand was no liberal, but he was

  smart enough to embrace ideas of political modernization to save the crumbling empire. If anyone could save the archaic Austro-Hungarian monarchy, his supporters believed, it was the archduke.




  Most contemporary opinion was not so generous when it came to the mysterious archduke. Many regarded him as an astonishingly brutal, bad-tempered man; ‘narrow in outlook’, complained

  one princess, with a ‘suspicious, irritable, and capricious nature’, ‘overbearing manner’, ‘bigoted piety’, and ‘aggressive and fanatical

  clericalism’.1 Once on the throne he would oppress religious and ethnic minorities, people whispered, and embark on a grim and backward reign that

  would be nothing short of tyrannical. This has largely been history’s verdict. Franz Ferdinand, it is often said, was a man of autocratic inclinations, a militaristic warmonger, ‘a

  reactionary’, a buffoon devoid of personal charm or any semblance of ordinary human emotion.2




  Everyone was stunned, therefore, when this apparently aloof and stern man showed that he was indeed human by falling in love. Countess Sophie Chotek came from a distinguished Bohemian

  aristocratic family. She might be pretty and charming, but to an imperial court obsessed with matters of tradition and etiquette, she lacked the titles and noble ancestry

  necessary for equal marriage to such a rarefied creature as an imperial Habsburg archduke. He would one day become emperor of Austria and king of Hungary; she could never share his throne because,

  as Franz Ferdinand put it, ‘of some trifle in her family tree’.




  Princes and kings usually find a way around romantic difficulties. Whether it was the future Tsar Nicholas II insisting on marrying the dangerously unsuitable Alexandra, King Edward VIII and his

  obsession with American divorcee Wallis Simpson, or even the archduke’s uncle Emperor Franz Josef ignoring his mother’s warnings to wed his immature and melancholy cousin Elisabeth,

  passion usually triumphed. Caution goes hand in hand with royal romances; issues of character or controversial temperaments have made many consorts unsuitable. Not so with Sophie. Reasons advanced

  against Franz Ferdinand’s marriage to Sophie Chotek were at once monumental to a Habsburg monarchy steeped in tradition and trivial to many others. There was no flaw in her character, no

  question about her behaviour; instead, the imperial court deemed her distinguished ancestors, who had loyally served Habsburgs for centuries, not quite distinguished enough. With an egalitarian

  stance born of necessity as royal ranks dwindled across Europe, the dynasty recognized many aristocratic families as equal when it came to marriage. Not so the Choteks. They might be accomplished,

  but they weren’t good enough to join this illustrious circle.




  Unwilling to let this ‘trifle’ stand in his way, Franz Ferdinand persevered, alternating between mournful pleas and dramatic threats of suicide. When he finally won permission to wed

  his countess, the victory came at a terrible price. Sophie was forever condemned as morganatic, unequal to her husband. She could never share her husband’s titles or his throne; their

  children would be barred from the imperial succession. She couldn’t even be buried next to him, viewed as unfit, even in death, to share eternity with any Habsburg in their crowded Viennese

  crypt.




  Such insults – and there were many over the years – won Sophie sympathy from the less critical segments of society. Others, including members of the imperial family and the Habsburg

  court, painted her as a scheming, power-hungry, ambitious woman intent on seeing herself one day crowned as empress.3 The

  archduke, insisted a courtier, was ‘goaded by his domineering wife’ on all issues, while famed writer Rebecca West venomously depicted her as a ‘small-minded fury’ hell-bent

  on seeing her morganatic sons recognized as heirs to the throne.4




  The truth was different. If Franz Ferdinand had a brusque public persona and lacked either the desire or ability to charm his future subjects, he was quite a different man in private, and

  Sophie’s only real ambitions seem to have been to make her husband happy and to provide a loving home for their three children, Sophie, Max and Ernst. It’s hard to escape comparisons to

  the more famous Nicholas and Alexandra. Time has slowly revealed the flamboyantly idealized domesticity of the last Romanovs as something of a fiction. The demands of ruling limited the

  Tsar’s interaction with his children, while his wife’s morbid character and incessant illnesses increasingly left her an irregular, melancholy presence in their lives. Franz Ferdinand

  and Sophie, on the other hand, eagerly embraced their love of family life. It was an era of nannies and isolated nurseries, yet Sophie, Max and Ernst were adored and indulged, joining their parents

  at meals, chatting with the most important and distinguished guests, and enjoying childhoods free from strife and worry. Life was tranquil, and there was never any hint of infidelity or marital

  unhappiness. Sadly, the halcyon days were not to last.




  Today it is easy to look back upon the years before 1914 with a kind of gauzy, romantic nostalgia. It seems a simpler time, when innovation enthralled and peace predominated. The truth, though,

  was somewhat different. All major powers had fought in at least one war since 1860, usually several, and the modern arms race had begun in earnest; incursion, revolution, revolt and repression were

  rife. The fifty years preceding that golden summer of 1914 witnessed constant violence. Assassination was common: the sultan of Turkey was killed in 1876; American President James Garfield and Tsar

  Alexander II of Russia in 1881; President Sadi Carnot of France in 1894; the shah of Persia in 1896; the prime minister of Spain in 1897; the empress of Austria in 1898;

  King Umberto of Italy in 1900; American President William McKinley in 1901; King Alexander and Queen Draga of Serbia in 1903; Grand Duke Sergei Alexandrovich of Russia in 1905; King Carlos of

  Portugal and his son Crown Prince Luis Felipe in 1908; Russian prime minister Peter Stolypin in 1911; and King George of Greece in 1913. Royalty and politicians alike fell in precipitous numbers to

  bombs, bullets and knives in these ‘golden’ years of peace.




  This litany of political assassinations culminated in events at Sarajevo. Perhaps no one anticipated the actual event, but much of Europe harboured a vague uneasiness that the continent was but

  a mere spark away from total conflagration. Chancellor Otto von Bismarck of Germany had predicted as much, warning that ‘some damn foolish thing in the Balkans’ would sooner or later

  plunge all of Europe into a devastating war.5 His prediction came true that summer of 1914 when the assassination of Franz Ferdinand and Sophie at

  Sarajevo ushered in an era of unprecedented mass slaughter. ‘No other political murder in modern history’, wrote Vladimir Dedijer, ‘has had such momentous

  consequences.’6




  Like every other event that changed the course of human history, that fateful day is still wreathed in ambiguity, subject to nationalist arguments and surrounded by a swarm of historical

  fallacies. Franz Ferdinand, it is said, only attended the army manoeuvres in Bosnia so that his wife could receive public acclamation. Against all common sense, he insisted on visiting Sarajevo on

  28 June. This was St Vitus’s Day, the Serb national holiday commemorating the Battle of Kosovo, when in 1389 an unwelcome foreign intruder, in this case the Ottoman Empire, had conquered the

  land and reduced the Serbs to vassals. It was, said many, as if Franz Ferdinand were seeking to deliberately provoke a recently annexed Bosnia full of anti-Austrian revolutionaries. The archduke,

  insisted author Rebecca West, ‘brought his doom on himself by the tactlessness and aggressiveness of his visit to the Serbian frontier at the time of a Serbian festival’.7




  None of this was true. As myth surrounds the lives of Franz Ferdinand and Sophie, so, too, does it swirl – even after a century – around events in

  Sarajevo. Franz Ferdinand didn’t want to make the trip; he repeatedly tried to escape this unwelcome duty, but his uncle Emperor Franz Josef forced him to go. Authorities in Sarajevo

  compelled the archduke to accept the incendiary date for the visit; officials on the ground in Bosnia certainly lacked all vestiges of common sense when it came to planning the trip. Very real

  concerns about the couple’s safety were received and ignored; threats of potential violence were dismissed, and security was almost non-existent.




  Conspiracy theories always enshroud momentous events, from the fate of Grand Duchess Anastasia and the death of President John F. Kennedy to the terrorist attacks of 11 September 2001. It is not

  surprising, then, that the assassination that sparked the First World War has also led to controversy and speculation. This stretches beyond arguments over the role of the notorious group the Black

  Hand in organizing the attack or the complicity of the Serbian government. There have long been whispers that something more nefarious was afoot, a plot engineered by officials in Austria-Hungary

  who wanted the troublesome archduke and his equally troublesome morganatic wife out of the way. Without doubt there were those who trembled when they thought of Franz Ferdinand as emperor. His

  plans to reorganize the empire threatened conservative notions, and many worried that despite his renunciation, the archduke would find a way to crown his morganatic wife empress and name his

  eldest son as heir to the throne. Others were certainly looking for an excuse to wage war against the perpetual menace that was Serbia. What better way, it has been suggested, than to provoke some

  incident in Sarajevo that would justify Austrian aggression against Belgrade?




  It is a startling idea, but one that Franz Josef’s own daughter-in-law, the former crown princess Stephanie, believed. The assassination in Sarajevo, she insisted, had been nudged along by

  certain elements in Austria who looked the other way when warnings of danger were raised. Then there are charges that imperial Russia, Serbia’s most powerful ally and a country determined to

  eliminate Austria as an influence in the Balkans, actively promoted the assassination. According to this theory, Russia feared that when Franz Ferdinand came to the

  throne he would unite the disparate southern Slavs under the Habsburg flag and thus prevent Romanov expansion in the Balkans. These two ideas form an inexorable part of the Sarajevo story and

  demand a serious hearing.




  Some questions will always remain, but the trauma that quickly followed from that day in Sarajevo is undeniable. By the first week of August 1914, Europe was at war; if Franz Ferdinand and

  Sophie fell as its first victims, so, too, did their three children become its first orphans. Sophie, Max and Ernst suffered from the chaos unleashed by their parents’ assassination, enduring

  all of the horrors that flowed from that Sunday in 1914. War and revolution, loss of homes and exile, terrified flight from invading armies, and torture at the hands of brutal dictators all became

  unwanted companions as the twentieth century progressed. Their tragic story echoes the plight of millions, mingling heartbreaking loss with faith and resilient love.




  All of these elements – the forbidden romance, the happy family life, the struggles against an oppressive system, assassination, and the ultimate triumph over dark adversity – make

  the story of Franz Ferdinand, Sophie and their children a modern fairy tale that has, in ways large and small, affected the lives of hundreds of millions of people. Many have previously told the

  archduke’s story, and even more books have dealt with the assassination in Sarajevo. The problem has always been bias, as authors projected onto Franz Ferdinand, Sophie, and the terrorists

  who killed them their own conceits and nationalistic views. Cutting through a century of popular misinformation is difficult. ‘When I arrived in Austria,’ says Princess Anita von

  Hohenberg, Franz Ferdinand and Sophie’s great-granddaughter, ‘I was a young woman, and the archduke was completely misunderstood. The image is still not perfect, but we’re trying

  to change it.’ As for Sophie, Princess Anita comments, ‘She was a very down-to-earth person. She was very cheerful, and she was very devoted to her husband and to the children. She was

  satisfied, very calm, pious, and happy with the way she lived.’8




  Breaking through old stereotypes is always difficult. There have been a few attempts at accurate portrayals of the couple, notably Gordon Brook-Shepherd’s 1984

  work Victims at Sarajevo. Although focused to a large extent on the archduke’s political career, it tried to offer a balanced look at the couple’s lives but often ended up

  repeating erroneous stories. Many others have offered fragmented glimpses of Franz Ferdinand and Sophie in works devoted to their assassination, but the results have been decidedly mixed.




  The hundredth anniversary of the Sarajevo assassination calls for a fresh look at Franz Ferdinand and Sophie. Here, we have tried to focus on the personal over the political, to resurrect the

  couple as they were with each other and with their children. This is the story of the couple’s romance and marriage; it is also the story of how the public and the imperial court saw them,

  how Franz Ferdinand and Sophie came to be viewed during their lives, and how these views often conflicted with reality. Finally, it is the story of their three children and how their lives became,

  in many ways, emblematic of the trauma unleashed with their parents’ deaths.




  The task of understanding the couple and bringing them to life is made somewhat more difficult by a rather surprising lack of reliable information. We have drawn on many of the archduke’s

  unpublished letters and papers in the Haus-, Hof- und Staatsarchiv in Vienna, including correspondence within the Habsburg family, but for the most part these reveal only tantalizing glimpses of

  his private life. Franz Ferdinand was a great letter writer, and his intimate correspondence with Kaiser Wilhelm II would surely provide invaluable insights into his marriage. Sadly, while we

  possess numerous letters from the kaiser to the archduke, those from the archduke to the kaiser have simply disappeared. Despite extensive searches, no historian has been able to locate

  them.9




  Nor is the situation any better when it comes to personal letters between Franz Ferdinand and Sophie. We know that the couple regularly wrote to each other in the years before their romance

  became public and throughout the lengthy negotiations with the powers that be over their marriage. Surely this correspondence would offer unique personal glimpses into

  their characters and their love affair. However, their son Max, perhaps hoping to preserve the sanctity of his parents’ private thoughts, later destroyed nearly all of it. Their daughter,

  Sophie, managed to salvage the few scraps that remain, a postcard here or a brief note there, but sadly the confidences, love letters, and intimate exchanges that define the relationship are lost

  to history.10




  Most royal and aristocratic personages of the era diligently maintained journals from their youth; it was a way of recording events and, perhaps more important in the Victorian age,

  demonstrating that time had been usefully occupied. These would be invaluable in establishing dates, particularly of early contacts between Franz Ferdinand and Sophie, and noting their passing

  feelings on the tumultuous developments they faced. Unfortunately for history, neither Franz Ferdinand nor Sophie kept regular diaries. For the archduke, the only real diary that survives is the

  one he wrote on his journey around the world in 1892–93. This was later published in a limited edition and revealed very little of his personal thoughts and nothing of his as yet non-existent

  romance with Sophie. As for Sophie, she never acquired the habit of a daily journal. Although she tried several times to do so, inevitably she abandoned it, and months passed without any entries.

  One of her diaries for 1891 survives at the couple’s former home of Konopischt in the Czech Republic. Unfortunately, it contains only a few isolated lines.11




  Several of the couple’s intimates wrote occasionally observant, occasionally guarded, memoirs; a few isolated letters or passages by friends, relatives and courtiers offer some intriguing

  glimpses of the archduke’s character, marriage and family. Sophie, in particular, remains something of an enigma, at least in terms of her personal feelings, hopes, joys, or frustrations. Few

  of those close to her ever talked, and those who did viewed her through a prism of grief after she had been effectively canonized by her death at Sarajevo. Even the couple’s three children

  rarely spoke about their parents to their own families.12 Fortunately, a cache of previously unpublished letters that

  Sophie wrote to her sister Oktavia finally give her a voice in her story.




  In this book we have drawn on archival materials, family anecdotes, memoirs, contemporary press accounts, and other divergent sources to weave a tapestry of Franz Ferdinand and Sophie’s

  life together. At times, owing to a lack of letters and diaries, the picture remains frustratingly vague, but we have attempted to offer insights without indulging in too much speculation. The

  story stretches from glittering Bohemian castles and gilded Viennese palaces to the unrelenting horrors of Nazi concentration camps, from the Victorian era to the modern age. At its heart, this is

  the chronicle of a family, who in their triumphs and tragedies not only shaped but also embodied much of the tumultuous twentieth century.
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  The Austro-Hungarian Empire in 1900 showing the places that were important in the life of the Archduke Franz Ferdinand.
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  Vienna, January 1889
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  Thick white snow swirled from a night sky, scattering across Vienna’s tiled rooftops and shimmering in drifts against the wide boulevards. Slumbering in the Danube Basin

  against the foothills of the Vienna Woods the city seemed sedate and at peace. A drive between the Ringstrasse’s rows of lime trees, made bare by winter, revealed the captivating scene: the

  neo-Gothic Rathaus, the imposing Court Opera House, immense museums with their marching colonnades, the Parliament building glowering in neoclassical severity, the sprouting spires of St

  Stephen’s Cathedral, and the green-domed Karlskirche. Seemingly suspended between banks of snow and opalescent sky and illuminated by the flickering shadows of ghostly street lamps, Vienna

  looked impressive, dignified, and magisterial, all that the capital of a great empire should be.




  For centuries Vienna had provided the Habsburg dynasty with a theatrical stage set from which to dominate Europe. They ruled from the Alps to the warm waters of the Mediterranean, from the

  sunshine of Trieste to the dark, mysterious forests of Transylvania, Bohemia, and the edges of imperial Russia. As the pre-eminent Catholic royal house in Europe, Habsburgs had fought, invaded, and

  married to unite far-flung principalities and provinces beneath their flag, bedecked with a fierce, double-headed eagle. The glories were undeniable. For centuries Habsburgs

  had been Holy Roman Emperors; they had provided kings to Spain and consorts to Europe. There were illustrious ancestors: the great Emperor Charles V and the influential Empress Maria Theresa ranked

  among the most distinguished rulers.




  Habsburg influence waned when Napoleon swept across Europe and shattered the Holy Roman Empire. A loose confederation of German states fragmented old loyalties and left the dynasty pushing

  against a rising tide of nationalism and frequent revolt. Only forty years had passed since the Revolution of 1848, when the Habsburgs nearly lost Hungary. Rebellion in Budapest was crushed only

  with the assistance of Russian soldiers. Twenty years later, Hungarians had sided with an increasingly powerful and militaristic Prussia in the Seven Weeks War; defeat of Habsburg forces at the

  Battle of Königgrätz marked the end of Austrian domination and inaugurated an uneasy alliance. Budapest blackmailed Vienna into the Ausgleich of 1867, which split the realm into

  two equal halves and established the Dual Monarchy. Maintaining the right to renegotiate the agreement every decade, Budapest continually wrested from a weakened Vienna new concessions that seemed

  to foreshadow inevitable Hungarian autonomy.1




  At least Hungary remained a Habsburg domain. By 1889, the dynasty had lost Tuscany, Parma, and the Italian provinces of Lombardy and Venice. Their empire was an anachronistic remnant of a

  previous age, ‘a dynastic fiction’, as one wit noted.2 Some fifty million diverse subjects – Austrian Germans, Magyars, Bohemians,

  Italians, Rumanians, Moravians, and Poles – were collected beneath the black and yellow Habsburg flag. None were bound together by common ties, languages, or nationalities; lacking allegiance

  to Vienna, many increasingly yearned to break free of what they deemed Habsburg oppression. Year by year, it seemed, the last vestiges of power were slipping away from the proud Habsburgs. What

  remained was a ruling family rooted in tradition, its past glories supplanted by a string of failed monarchs, highly incestuous marriages, and a depressing family tendency to weak chins.




  At the head of this conflicted nation stood Franz Josef I, Emperor of Austria and Apostolic King of Hungary; King of Bohemia, Dalmatia, Croatia, Slovenia, Galicia, and

  Jerusalem; Archduke of Austria; Grand Duke of Tuscany, Krakow, and Transylvania; Duke of Lothringia, Salzburg, and Bukovina – a string of titles that went on and on and spoke more of the past

  than they did of modern realities.3 Middle age was behind the emperor now; the once dashing and svelte Franz Josef was balding and slightly stooped, with

  bushy white whiskers and sleepy blue eyes. He was the only ruler most of his subjects had ever known. People spoke of him as ‘almighty, a being of a higher order, enthroned in regions beyond

  human aspiration’.4 Stung by the constant rebellions and loss of power, Franz Josef retreated to a world of archaic tradition, a universe of

  perpetual waltzes and sugary confections where he could ignore the unfamiliar and unwelcome modern age. He rode in a motor car only once, and then only at the behest of a visiting King Edward VII;

  at the age of eighty-four Franz Josef climbed six flights of stairs rather than entrust himself to a suspiciously modern lift.5




  The idea of change became anathema. Franz Josef preferred to keep to himself, isolated and unchallenged in his opinions. ‘A wall of prejudice severs the Emperor from all independent

  thinking political personalities,’ commented one insider. A ‘ring of courtiers, military, and medical personnel’ shielded Franz Josef from unpleasant views or unwelcome reality.

  ‘The powerfully surging life of our times barely reaches the ear of our Emperor as distant rustling. He is kept from any real participation in this life. He no longer understands the times

  and the times pass on regardless.’6 All that mattered was preserving the old order; disagreeable ideas were ignored, left to Franz Josef’s

  successor. The emperor was content to bury himself in petty paperwork, obsessing over bureaucratic details rather than facing contentious problems.7 His

  was a universe of absolutes. For Franz Josef, said a courtier, ‘only primitive concepts exist. Beautiful, ugly, dead, living, healthy, young, old, clever, stupid – these are all

  separate notions to him and he is unable to form a bridge leading from one to the other . . . His ideas know no nuances.’8




  No one ever accused the emperor of being temperamental. Franz Josef was invariably pleasant, guarded and restrained, but his courtly manners concealed a cold, suspicious and intolerant

  character. He disliked confrontation and did not tolerate contradiction. Everyone feared his displeasure. When the future King George V visited Vienna in 1904, he was surprised that courtiers and

  members of the imperial family alike all seemed to be ‘frightened of the Emperor’.9 A wrong word, a missed bow, a button undone, a medal out

  of place – these minor infractions against tradition were enough to send him into paroxysms of inner rage. One night, Franz Josef suffered a choking fit and could not breathe. A doctor,

  hastily summoned from his sleep, rushed to administer aid only to be met with a glacial look from the gasping emperor, who somehow managed to berate him for not appearing in the customary

  tailcoat.10 When it was once proposed that guards on duty at the imperial palaces abandon the practice of presenting arms and saluting Habsburg babies,

  Franz Josef rejected the idea as an attack on the dignity of the imperial house.11




  In his private life Franz Josef was a man of dull habits. He lived in regal rooms in a kind of studied Spartan luxury, sleeping on a military cot fitted with the finest mattress and linens. The

  emperor customarily arose at four each morning to begin his work, took lunch alone, walked in the afternoon, and dined at the unfashionably early hour of half past five.12 His was a solitary existence, made more lonely by the frequent absence of his wife. More often than not, Empress Elisabeth was away from Vienna. The two first cousins

  had married when the Bavarian Princess Elisabeth was just sixteen, and much against the wishes of Franz Josef’s powerful mother, Archduchess Sophie. The Bavarian royal family was often

  flamboyant and occasionally eccentric, with a tendency to high-strung temperaments and disconcerting bouts of depression – scarcely promising qualities in a possible empress of Austria. No

  arguments, however, could stop the passionately enamoured Franz Josef in his quest. It was all breathtaking romance at the beginning, but then the darkness set in.




  Elisabeth, known as Sissi, has become a figure of romantic nostalgia, nearly worshipped in modern Vienna, but truth is not as sentimental. The new empress was a selfish,

  immature young girl who found life at the imperial court distasteful and confining. Adoring as he was, Franz Josef was never averse to other feminine charms, particularly when his wife evinced

  horror at the sexual side of married life. Horror soon turned to disgust when the emperor reportedly infected his wife with venereal disease.13 Ashamed

  and feeling betrayed, Elisabeth became a virtual stranger at her husband’s court, doing everything she could to avoid her loathsome ceremonial duties. Deprived of a happy marriage, the

  emperor turned to a series of mistresses; there were even illegitimate children, despite his image as a staunchly conservative Catholic.14 The most

  famous of his relationships was with actress Katharina Schratt, who became his closest confidante and the sole source of emotional comfort in his later life.




  The emperor’s contemporary subjects were less forgiving of Elisabeth than her modern admirers. They resented her for the endless, extended sojourns in foreign resorts, as if she despised

  her adopted homeland. Obsessed with her famed beauty, she starved herself into a state of dangerous anorexia, indulged in self-pity and morbid fantasies, and spent her days composing volumes of

  questionable poetry.15




  Perhaps Elisabeth had reason to flee. Life among the Habsburgs was scarcely a pleasant swirl of Strauss waltzes and smiling faces. There was also tragedy. Franz Josef and Elisabeth had lost

  their first daughter to childhood illness, and misfortune seemed to envelop their family. The emperor’s younger brother Maximilian had unwisely accepted the Mexican throne only to be

  overthrown and executed by firing squad. Thoroughly unhinged by her husband’s death, Maximilian’s widow, Carlotta, wandered Europe, blaming everyone for his execution until she was

  finally locked away in a remote castle. Ludwig Viktor, the emperor’s youngest brother, had been exiled from Vienna amid rumours of his indiscreet attraction to handsome young men and his

  penchant for wearing elaborate ball gowns.16 Even Franz Josef found his family trying. He ‘liked only a few of his relations’, recalled his

  valet; ‘he quite rightly considered that many of them acted incorrectly’. As a consequence, the emperor ‘did not want to see some members of his family at all’, and

  ‘others only as seldom as possible’.17




  Then there was Rudolf, Franz Josef and Elisabeth’s only son. His birth in 1858 was a moment for celebration, ensuring the continuation of the Habsburg dynasty, but

  Rudolf’s childhood was anything but joyful. Franz Josef was a stern, aloof and disapproving father; nothing Rudolf did or said ever seemed to please him. He worshipped his mother, but

  Elisabeth was too self-absorbed, too melancholy, and all too often absent to shape her son’s character. In one respect, though, Rudolf was his mother’s son: he grew up to become a

  self-absorbed, melancholy young man, with a predilection for the darker pleasures of sexual liaisons and political misadventure.




  His father tried to impose some measure of order onto his son’s life by marrying Rudolf off to Princess Stephanie, daughter of King Leopold II of Belgium. A year passed between engagement

  and wedding, when it was discovered that the fifteen-year-old intended bride had not yet begun to menstruate.18 Rudolf was glamorous and charming;

  Stephanie was somewhat less than beautiful and scarcely the kind of woman to keep her husband in marital thrall. It all ended badly shortly after the birth of their daughter, Elisabeth, in 1883,

  when Stephanie suddenly fell ill. In an ironic twist, Rudolf had infected his wife with venereal disease, just as his father had done with his Elisabeth. Angered and left unable to have any more

  children, Stéphanie sulked, and Rudolf turned to more convivial company.




  Rudolf was the antithesis of his father. Although he fancied himself a gifted political intellectual, he was more of a dilettante. He played in what his father deemed dangerous liberal circles,

  encouraging dissent and opposing Franz Josef’s staunch conservatism. Rudolf’s plight was the plight of princes everywhere: he had no real function except to await his father’s

  death. Lacking responsibilities, distrusted by his father, and denied any role that might have kept him usefully occupied, Austria-Hungary’s crown prince sank into depression. Morbid and

  morose, he plunged into a spiral of mistresses and morphine that left him alienated from his family and suffering from gonorrhoea.19




  The conservative emperor consumed with bureaucratic rule, the reclusive and melancholy empress, and the disturbed and disreputable crown prince – they all formed a

  triumvirate where impending disaster seemed to simmer just beneath the pleasant surface. The imperial court that January of 1889 somehow seemed to reflect this dichotomy. To the casual observer it

  was as buoyantly splendid as ever, a universe of eternal waltzes and carefree pleasures. To one visiting sovereign, though, the court, reeking ‘of death and decrepitude’, was an

  ossified universe filled with ‘archaic countenances, shrivelled intellects, trembling heads, worn out bladders’.20




  It was a world precariously balanced on tradition and ironclad etiquette. Only those who could boast sixteen quarterings – unbroken descent from eight paternal and eight maternal noble

  ancestors – were admitted to the highest court functions. The rules were stringently enforced. The wife of Austria’s ambassador to Germany could be received at the kaiser’s court

  but not in Vienna if she lacked the necessary string of noble ancestors. On more than one occasion distinguished aristocratic ladies were politely but firmly turned away from palace ballrooms, told

  that they weren’t distinguished enough to join the enchanted circles within. Officers, no matter their rank, were snubbed if they couldn’t meet the requirements; the young niece of a

  prominent English duke once attended an imperial ball over the protests of other guests, who complained that, as she herself had no title, she shouldn’t be let through the doors. Husbands

  were asked to attend without their wives and wives without their husbands if the imperial court decided that they had married beneath their rank.21




  This undisguised snobbery was yet another dichotomy. The Viennese, said a diplomat, were ‘cheery and easy-going’, dedicated to ‘music and dancing, eating and drinking, laughter

  and fun. They were quite content to drift lazily down the stream of life, with as much enjoyment and as little trouble as possible.’22

  Pleasantries couldn’t disguise the aristocracy’s ruthless insistence on its own privilege and the exclusion of those deemed socially unacceptable. ‘The present generation of the

  upper aristocracy’, the Viennese newspaper Neue Freie Presse commented, ‘still wants to dominate the middle class, but they want to dominate the middle class without becoming

  acquainted with it . . . The aristocracy here is sterile and sequestered.’23 They passed their days, insisted one visitor, in shallow pursuits, ‘discussing the births, marriages and deaths of their acquaintances and friends and the sayings and doings of the Imperial Family. They scarcely ever

  read; their knowledge of art is exceedingly limited; they have absolutely no general interests; politics remain to them a closed book except when they concern the welfare of the Austrian Empire,

  and even then occupy them from the arrogant, but not from the instructive point of view.’24




  That January of 1889, mourning for the empress’s father had cancelled the usual round of imperial balls; instead, aristocratic Vienna threw itself into a round of superb and deliberate

  indulgence. It was fitting that the city of Strauss waltzes seemed consumed with the pleasures of the ballroom. There were merchants’ balls, the Housekeepers’ Ball, the Coiffeurs’

  Ball, the Master Bakers’ Ball, and the Laundresses’ Ball – every conceivable association and organization used the winter social season to celebrate with joyous abandon. This

  taste for hedonistic excess reached a zenith that month in the Fourth Dimension Ball, where women dressed as witches moved through the crowd, and a rose garden set with twinkling lights bloomed

  from the ceiling.25




  All seemed pleasant and pleasurable. Vienna appeared as splendid as ever, the empire secure, the Habsburgs surveying all from a glittering height. However, illusion cloaked reality. Beneath the

  image of traditional Sachertortes, gemütlich comforts, and endless Strauss waltzes lay another world, where Vienna led Europe’s cities in annual suicides.26 This was the universe of Freud and Mahler, of sexuality and passion, of intellectuals and artists who haunted smoke-filled coffeehouses with their philosophical worries,

  of anti-Semitism and impoverished workers crowded into disease-ridden tenements. ‘There is a general air of discontent,’ one paper had declared as the new year began. A ‘breath of

  melancholy brushes through our society’.27 Before the month was out, this discontent erupted in unsuspected tragedy that tore the veil of

  Habsburg complacency forever.
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  In the Shadow of the Throne
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  Far away from the glamour of a snowbound Vienna, a thin, pale young man with watery blue eyes was enjoying his own pleasures as 1889 began. From his suite of ornate rooms in

  Prague’s Hradschin Castle, he would join the men of his 102nd Bohemian Infantry Regiment at their dinners, the local officials at their fussy receptions, and the obsequious aristocrats in

  their rococo ballrooms. He hated the fawning attention and the constant scrutiny that came from his position as an Austrian archduke, nephew of Emperor Franz Josef, but there was no escape. Noble

  birth had trapped Franz Ferdinand in this gilded cage of privilege and duty.




  He was twenty-five now, with light brown hair parted neatly down the middle and a dashing, thin little cavalry moustache, yet Franz Ferdinand had never outgrown the aura of fragile delicacy

  inherited from his late mother. Archduke Karl Ludwig, his father, was strong enough, with the same watery eyes and a robust, determined face cloaked in drooping, mutton-chop whiskers. He was

  invariably polite; courteous, knowledgeable, and refined, he had, said one lady, ‘none of the Habsburg arrogance’.1 Pleasantries, however,

  couldn’t disguise reality. Karl Ludwig had few interests beyond religion and the arts and sciences. After a brief stint as governor-general of the Tyrol, he stumbled

  through military and political duties with disinterest until he could retire into private life.




  Karl Ludwig’s delicate first wife, Princess Margarethe of Saxony, had died in 1858 after two years of marriage. Bride No. 2 came in 1862; this was Princess Maria Annunciata, daughter of

  the late King Ferdinand II of Naples and the Two Sicilies, a man known as ‘La Bomba’ after having his rebellious subjects shelled into submission. Nineteen at the time, dark-haired,

  willowy, she had none of her father’s fiery passion and proved to be as delicate as the late Margaretha. Within a year, doctors diagnosed tuberculosis. Her weak lungs forced the couple to

  Graz, where it was hoped the mountain air would revive her fragile health.




  ‘Graz is pleasant,’ the archduke thought; ‘it has the benefits of a larger city without the disadvantages.’2 Here, in the

  rented Palais Khuenburg, the couple awaited the birth of their first child. It was a quarter past seven on the morning of 18 December 1863, when the child arrived. The archbishop of Seckau

  christened the boy that afternoon. Karl Ludwig’s mother, Sophie, watched as godfather and great-grandfather Archduke Franz Karl announced the names: Franz Ferdinand Karl Ludwig Josef Maria.

  The first honoured the boy’s late Austrian grandfather, Emperor Franz I; the second, his infamous maternal grandfather, King Ferdinand II of Naples and the Two Sicilies.3




  More children followed: Otto, in 1865; Ferdinand Karl, in 1868; and Margarethe Sophie in 1870. Franz Ferdinand’s childhood was undemanding and comfortable. The family spent winters in a

  lavish Viennese palace, spring and autumn at some remote hunting lodge, and idyllic summers at Schloss Artstetten, some seventy miles west of Vienna near the famous Benedictine Abbey of Melk in the

  Danube Valley.4 One thing was missing, though. Increasingly ill and exhausted, Maria Annunciata was a mere phantom in her children’s lives. Fearing

  that she would infect her sons and daughter, she forbade them to touch her, kiss her, or even spend time with her. A virtual stranger within her own house, she lived in isolation, growing weaker

  with the passing years until death finally overtook her in May 1871 at the age of twenty-eight.5




  Franz Ferdinand was just seven when his mother died. It was not entirely unexpected, but undoubtedly he missed and mourned her; everyone agreed that the young archduke

  was a curious child, withdrawn, quiet and introspective, though whether this stemmed from his mother’s death is a mystery. Luckily for Franz Ferdinand and his siblings, a new and altogether

  steadier influence soon arrived in the household. Twice widowed and with four children to bring up, Karl Ludwig waited just two years before marrying a third time, in July 1873. His new bride,

  Maria Theresa, was the daughter of the exiled King Miguel I of Portugal. Where Maria Annunciata had been frail and morose, Maria Theresa was robust, lively and beautiful, with dark hair and

  sparkling eyes that made her one of the loveliest of European princesses.6 Not quite eighteen, she was nearly twenty years younger than her husband. Karl

  Ludwig had been a devoted, patient and loving husband to his first two wives, but with Maria Theresa – at least according to rumour – something changed. Perhaps it was the difference in

  their ages, or the fact that young officers did not conceal their admiring glances at court, but the archduke allegedly went from sympathetic husband to stern martinet, tormenting his wife and

  generally making her life miserable.7




  Whether or not the stories were true, Maria Theresa did have a dramatic impact on her new family. She never differentiated between her two daughters with Karl Ludwig, Archduchesses

  Maria Annunciata, born in 1876, and Elisabeth, born in 1878, and her four stepchildren. Just eight years older than Franz Ferdinand, Maria Theresa gave him and his siblings something that they had

  never known: a mother. For the first time there was maternal love and affection.8 To Franz Ferdinand, she was simply ‘Mama’, and he was her

  ‘Franzi’.




  The young Franz Ferdinand needed the attention. From birth he had been delicate and uncertain, and early impressions were not always favourable. ‘Franzi was in a

  bad mood,’ noted his uncle Emperor Franz Josef on meeting the three-year-old in 1866, ‘but he speaks rather well.’9 Everyone noticed

  how introverted he seemed, how distant Franz Ferdinand was even with his own siblings. Ferdinand Karl and his sisters were too young to be true companions, and even though

  he was younger, Otto overshadowed him. Otto rode better than his older brother, excelled at their fencing lessons, and was vivacious where Franz Ferdinand was reticent. Otto loved noise, while

  Franz Ferdinand preferred solitary pursuits: long walks, lonely rides in a donkey cart, reading, and afternoons playing alone with his pet rabbits.10

  Hunting became his favourite passion. He spent hours alone in the forest, watching and waiting for a chance to test his skill. At the age of nine he made his first kill, inaugurating what would

  become a remarkable record of wild trophies. ‘I can imagine how pleased you are!’ his cousin Crown Prince Rudolf wrote.11




  Nor did education draw Franz Ferdinand out of his shell. Like many other princes, he was isolated in a castle schoolroom and lectured by tutors, deprived of any chance to meet other boys and

  subjected to a rigorous regime that lasted from morning until afternoon six days a week with only a few scattered holidays. Count Ferdinand Degenfeld, an unimaginative former army officer,

  supervised lessons in a curriculum heavy with arithmetic, German, grammar, sciences, geography, history, literature and religion.12




  It isn’t surprising that an archduke in the conservatively Catholic Habsburg family received a reliably conservative education, where reactionary views were advanced and contrary opinions

  were suppressed. Such concerns shaped Professor Onno Klopp’s bigoted and myopic history lectures. Liberal policies, the dangers of modern thought, and dire warnings about a growing Prussian

  menace threatening the divine mission of the Habsburg monarchy formed the hallmark of these lessons. Klopp was so worried that contrary ideas might influence his pupil that he even literally

  rewrote the young archduke’s history books himself to remove unwanted and pernicious political notions.13




  Religious instruction reinforced these notions. Gottfried Marschall, a priest attached to Karl Ludwig’s household, provided lessons in Catholic history and church dogma. Although often

  described as a man of liberal inclinations, Marschall was a deeply conservative man whose lectures emphasized the young archduke’s future religious duties as a Catholic Habsburg.14 Franz Ferdinand made his task easier: even as a young boy he was unusually pious, fascinated by church rituals and

  standing for hours in the shadows of palace chapels to soak up the atmosphere of intoxicating mysticism.15 Personal devotion and Marschall’s

  lectures left their mark. For Franz Ferdinand, there was little soul-searching when it came to religion; his Catholic faith settled great issues of philosophical concern, and he saw no reason to

  question the dogmas and wisdom of the Church. Yet he was also largely free of religious intolerance. Too many people, Franz Ferdinand thought, were insincere in their faith. Those who practised

  their religion with obvious piety always won his admiration. ‘After all, that’s what counts,’ he once commented. ‘Whether they are Christians or Muslims is of much less

  importance.’16




  German was the first language for any Habsburg archduke, but there were also lessons in French, English, Czech and Magyar. Most of these efforts failed with Franz Ferdinand. ‘His lack of

  any talent for languages was peculiar,’ thought one government minister. He mastered French reasonably well, but English remained elusive and uncertain. At times he seemed proficient only to

  then stumble and awkwardly search for words. The extremely difficult Magyar language fared worst of all. Franz Ferdinand took lessons in the Hungarian tongue his entire life but never gained any

  real fluency.17




  Gymnastics, riding, swimming, fencing and dancing lessons filled the afternoons; at night, Karl Ludwig taught art history and asked inventors, writers, poets, musicians and scientists to offer

  informative lectures.18 There were later lessons in military history, naval manoeuvres, architecture and engineering; future Austrian prime minister

  Max Vladimir Beck taught civil and constitutional law.19 Nothing had been neglected, but the overall effect was mixed. Education left Franz Ferdinand a

  well-rounded young man, with a passing knowledge in many topics but a true understanding in few. He despised arithmetic and literature, enjoyed history, and above all adored his brief studies of

  architecture.20 Tutors routinely complained that he seemed backward, lacked focus, and spent his days brooding rather than concentrating on his

  lessons.21 Perhaps some of the blame lay with the rather unimaginative system itself, but no one would mistake Franz Ferdinand

  for an academic. His days were so full of competing lectures that ‘everything was pell-mell’. As a result, he had ‘learned everything and knew nothing’.22




  Franz Ferdinand’s destiny seemed inevitably mapped out from birth: education, a career in the military, and perhaps some ceremonial duties on behalf of the emperor. There was little chance

  that he would ever come to the throne. After all, his uncle Franz Josef was still alive; his cousin Crown Prince Rudolf was still unmarried and would undoubtedly wed a suitable consort and produce

  heirs; and his own father, Karl Ludwig, came before him in the imperial succession. Franz Ferdinand’s education hadn’t even envisioned the possibility. His life would be pleasant,

  comfortable, and devoted to enhancing the prestige of the Habsburg dynasty, with few opportunities to explore personal interests or carve out any path that diverged too far from tradition.




  An unexpected opportunity did come his way when he was twelve. The exiled Duke Franz V of Modena, archduke of Austria-Este, died without heirs. In his five-hundred-page will, the duke left all

  of his considerable fortune and numerous estates to whichever male Habsburg would couple the Este title to his own and continue the line. Since his son was so far down the line of succession, Karl

  Ludwig thought that the change of name wouldn’t matter and offered up Franz Ferdinand as heir. The young archduke wasn’t happy about appending ‘Este’ to his title, though it

  seemed a mere inconvenience at the time. It was, after all, an Italian title, and he shared his stepmother’s prejudices against the country that had so recently unified at the expense of

  Habsburg territories. Later, he openly resented the title of Archduke of Austria-Este, feeling that the Italian title somehow singled him out as something of a foreigner among the Habsburgs. Of

  more immediate concern was another provision: to receive the inheritance, Franz Ferdinand had to gain a working knowledge of Italian within a year. Being a poor linguist, he struggled through the

  lessons, gathering just enough Italian to satisfy the demands of the will when quizzed by executors.23




  The young Franz Ferdinand was now, at least in theory, one of the wealthiest archdukes. The Este inheritance included the famous Renaissance Villa d’Este near

  Rome, the sixteenth-century Castello del Catajo near Padua, the Modena Palais in Vienna, the estate of Chlumetz in Bohemia, and other properties, along with a vast collection of arms, armour and

  artistic treasures.24 It seemed promising, but Franz Ferdinand later discovered how provisions in the will tied his hands. There were undeniable

  assets, but they were outweighed by financial obligations. Nothing could be sold, and annual legacies to Este relatives, pensions for retired servants, and the upkeep of the various estates

  exceeded any income he received.25




  The military at least offered a reward at the end of Franz Ferdinand’s formal education. In 1878, when the emperor made his nephew an honorary lieutenant in an infantry regiment, Franz

  Ferdinand was overjoyed. Honorary promotions and army commissions finally brought tangible results in 1883 when he was promoted to lieutenant of the 4th Emperor Ferdinand Dragoon Cavalry Regiment

  stationed at Enns.26 ‘I am an officer body and soul,’ he proudly declared. ‘To my mind, that profession is the noblest and highest in

  the world.’ He now set about carving out what was, for an archduke, the only acceptable career.27




  Entry into the army marked a significant turn for the previously sheltered archduke. Franz Ferdinand was cautious in everything he did. It was a lesson he had been taught since birth: as a

  prince, he stood apart from others, who would seek his favour and flatter him into indiscreet friendships for their own gain. He must be friendly but not familiar, honest but guarded. Everything he

  did reflected on the dynasty’s dignity; mistakes and minor lapses in judgement permitted to ordinary officers were, for a Habsburg archduke, deemed grievous sins against the emperor.




  By temperament and inclination, Franz Ferdinand wasn’t the kind of jovial, carefree young man who could quickly win friends and easily slip into unfamiliar social situations. Though he did

  well in the army, he seemed aloof and intolerant. Fellow officers put his shyness down to conceit, his sense of inadequacy to disdain. Having had few opportunities to

  interact with others, Franz Ferdinand had never learned to disguise his feelings; bursts of temper that might have been laughed off at home seemed truly frightening to those expecting an agreeable

  Habsburg. The archduke hated pretence and never tried to win over his comrades. It was to become a common complaint. Franz Ferdinand lacked the one thing most prized in Austria: charm.




  The young archduke joined comrades in boisterous dinners and drinking games but couldn’t quite abandon his natural reticence. Yet he was not without opportunities for indulgence. Franz

  Ferdinand wasn’t particularly handsome; he was too thin, with prominent ears and heavily lidded eyes that made it seem as if he was on the verge of waking or going to sleep. Young,

  privileged, and for the first time unencumbered by minders, he faced an unfamiliar world that brimmed with temptations – which his younger brother Otto had proved himself particularly adept

  at enjoying.




  Otto had always been flamboyantly hedonistic. Where Franz Ferdinand was reserved and quiet, Otto was all jocularity, once signing a postcard of a sailor to his brother, ‘Oh la la from the

  sailor!’28 People called him ‘Handsome Otto’, and the attention went to his head. He had a wild sadistic streak, and his

  ‘conduct was the town’s talk’.29 There were always stories, perhaps of questionable veracity, about Otto. He supposedly deprived

  animals of water for days, then allowed them to drink to excess and die in agony, or strapped naked soldiers to hot stoves and watched as their skin blistered. Gossip even held that Otto had once

  accidentally killed a military cadet by forcing brandy down his throat until he died of alcohol poisoning.30




  Franz Ferdinand never succumbed to such depravities, though it would have been unusual had he not sown a few wild oats. He danced, drank and hunted with his brother and his fellow officers.

  Along with public escapades went private encounters of a more intimate nature. Franz Ferdinand once expressed great admiration for the rather dubious physical charms of actress Mizzi Caspar, a

  woman who had shared his cousin Rudolf’s bed, and some discreet singer or dancer probably introduced him to the mysteries of sex.31




  On 2 July 1885, a woman named Mary Jonke gave birth to a son called Heinrich. She claimed that Franz Ferdinand was the father and in April of the following year tried to sue the archduke in a

  local district court. After some negotiations, Franz Ferdinand agreed to pay her some 15,000 gulden (approximately £95,500 in 2013) to end all further claims. On 29 August 1889, Marie Hahn, a

  twenty-one-year-old clerk in a Prague clothing shop, gave birth to a son she named Kurt. Like Jonke, she insisted that Franz Ferdinand was the father. A courtier examined her claim and advised Hahn

  that if she tried to take her case to court she would lose; Habsburg money bought her silence.32




  A Habsburg fathering illegitimate children was scarcely scandalous: even Emperor Franz Josef had done so. Neither of the allegations about Franz Ferdinand was ever proved. Perhaps the women did

  indeed have liaisons with the archduke, but whether the charges were true or not, Franz Ferdinand could not risk the scandal of being sued in court for paternity.33 Still, rumours of wild escapades reinforced negative stereotypes about him in Vienna. Somewhat surprisingly in light of his own increasingly sordid reputation, Franz

  Ferdinand’s cousin Rudolf now came to the rescue. The crown prince knew only too well how gossip spread through the imperial court and shaped opinion. As out of touch as Franz Josef often

  was, he always seemed to know the latest family scandals and could, as Rudolf had learned, be blistering in his indictments. Hoping to save his cousin from a similar fate, Rudolf warned Franz

  Ferdinand against spending too much time away from his regiment and indulging in pleasure. He should ‘enjoy [his] health in full, but always in moderation and with

  intelligence’.34 The archduke should ‘not go riding and hunting too early’, which would turn the emperor against him.35 At times even Franz Ferdinand protested. ‘You must admit that Otto and I are treated unfairly,’ he complained to Rudolf in 1888. ‘If we are

  seen at some hunts or go to a few lousy dances, there’s right off a cry of indignation across Vienna at all Court and army circles over our shirking our

  duty.’36




  More warnings came from Archduke Albrecht, the elderly disciplinarian in charge of the empire’s army. Albrecht heartily disliked Rudolf and was convinced that nothing good could come of

  Franz Ferdinand’s association with him. Rudolf constantly complained about ‘the trouble and unpleasantness that I have to go through with him’; if Franz Ferdinand didn’t

  watch out he, too, would face similar interfering admonitions.37 Not that Franz Ferdinand had to do anything of note to bring about one of

  Albrecht’s insulting letters. Albrecht complained that Franz Ferdinand was too reserved with some elderly gentlemen; Albrecht complained that Franz Ferdinand was too friendly with young

  women.38 It didn’t matter what the archduke did, it always seemed to be wrong. Franz Ferdinand tried to ignore it all, content to carry on with

  his pleasant, ordered routine for the foreseeable future.




  That future abruptly changed on the morning of 30 January 1889. Repeated knocks on Crown Prince Rudolf’s locked bedroom door at his hunting lodge of Mayerling went unanswered. No one

  wanted to cause a scene: Rudolf was there with his latest mistress, the young and insipid Baroness Mary Vetsera. At last, after hours of continued silence, a worried servant smashed through the

  door. Vetsera lay on the mattress, a single red rose clutched in her cold hands and a gaping wound in her head; hanging over the other side of a bed whose white sheets were mottled an ugly crimson

  sprawled Rudolf, blood trickling from his mouth, and the top of his skull blown away. He had killed her first in a suicide pact, sat with the body for hours, and finally put a bullet through his

  own brain.39




  Mayerling was sickly melodrama, a real-life scene from some bad romance novel; most unforgivably, it was exceedingly bourgeois. The suicide of the Catholic Habsburg crown prince sent the

  imperial court into a panic. Rumours, lies and increasingly wild tales circulated in efforts to conceal an unpleasant truth that Vienna was eventually forced to admit. In death Rudolf had his final

  revenge against the intransigent father who had denied him any role and never tolerated the slightest hint of change. It was not merely an act of desperation and depression

  but also an expression of his thwarted ambitions. Before shooting himself, Rudolf had written letters explaining his actions – to his mother, to his wife, to his sister, but not a single line

  to his distant father.40




  People were shocked, but perhaps no one was as stunned as was Franz Ferdinand when he tore open the urgent telegram early that afternoon.41 He left

  for Vienna and walked through the cold, miserable streets behind his cousin’s funeral cortège, aware with each step that his life had forever changed. A few years earlier, Rudolf had

  pointed to him and joked, ‘The man walking towards us will become Emperor of Austria.’42 It had seemed absurd, but now Rudolf was dead; the

  late crown prince’s daughter Elisabeth only inherited if there were no eligible male Habsburgs. Only his father, Karl Ludwig, stood between Franz Ferdinand and the throne.




  For all of his dissolution, Rudolf had been a popular figure, given to lively displays and known for his liberal tendencies. People knew little about Franz Ferdinand. There were unfavourable

  comparisons not just to Rudolf but also to his popular, if debauched, brother Otto. To most of Vienna, Franz Ferdinand was ‘grave, strict, and almost gloomy-looking’; gossip held that

  he was a narrow-minded conservative and religious bigot, someone whose time on the throne would signal ominous things for all of Austria-Hungary.43




  The ordeal of meeting the emperor followed the ordeal of the funeral. Grieving the loss of his son, Franz Josef had to face facts and receive the man who, in the wake of tragedy, would take his

  place. Uncle and nephew had never been close, and they never understood each other. Franz Josef was conservative and traditional. So, too – at least in these years – was Franz

  Ferdinand, but the uncle suspected otherwise. He believed that his nephew secretly harboured dangerous liberal ideas; it was an irrational fear, based on nothing more than unsavoury rumours and

  Franz Ferdinand’s friendship with the late, unfortunate Rudolf. Never able to overcome his personal prejudices, the emperor simply transferred his disappointment from

  the deceased Rudolf to the living Franz Ferdinand. Yet, ever the bastion of tradition, Franz Josef bowed to fate. Karl Ludwig was, after all, nearly sixty, and while he might outlive his elder

  brother by a few years, he would undoubtedly have a short reign. It was inevitable that Franz Ferdinand would one day – perhaps one day soon – come to the throne. There were even

  rumours that Karl Ludwig tried to extricate himself from the succession only to have the emperor refuse, so doubtful was Franz Josef about his nephew’s political inclinations and

  temperament.44




  The meeting between uncle and nephew was brief and uncomfortable, and Franz Ferdinand was left with the distinct impression that the emperor somehow blamed him for Rudolf’s suicide.

  ‘It’s as if this stupidity of Mayerling was my fault,’ he supposedly complained after the meeting. ‘I have never been treated so coldly before. It seems that the mere sight

  of me awakens unpleasant memories.’ Franz Ferdinand had expected to be made heir presumptive in theory if not in name, but Franz Josef refused to do so. It was as if acknowledging that the

  nephew now stood in his dead son’s place was too great a concession, too painful a wound. ‘I shall never know’, Franz Ferdinand said, ‘whether I’m Heir or

  not.’45




  Franz Josef was left unimpressed. Throughout the meeting, he complained, his nephew had ‘looked very pale and seemed to be suffering from a chronic cough’. Franz Ferdinand

  didn’t inspire confidence. ‘I don’t think much of him,’ Franz Josef confessed. ‘One can’t compare him with Rudolf. He is very

  different.’46 Just how different the two young men were no one could yet say. Time would reveal Franz Ferdinand’s strengths and weaknesses,

  yet more than blood would tie the two cousins together: both of Franz Josef’s ill-fated heirs prematurely fell victim to bullets.




  







  TWO




  Adventure and Illness
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  The excesses of Franz Ferdinand’s youthful privilege gave way to a more contemplative, responsible character in the wake of Mayerling. He curtailed his hunting, his

  indulgent escapades, and the wilder pleasures so beloved by his brother Otto. There was still talk of a mistress, a young woman named Mila Kugler supposedly installed in an apartment conveniently

  close to Franz Ferdinand’s Palais Modena in Vienna. The stories brought further warnings from the nosy old Archduke Albrecht. Franz Ferdinand, he insisted, must not follow the example of

  ‘poor Rudolf’ but instead live according to his future position.1




  Albrecht needn’t have worried. Franz Ferdinand was back with the army, promoted to colonel and given command of the 9th Hussars Regiment stationed at Ödenburg (now Sopron) in Hungary.

  The two years he spent there forever coloured his view of Hungarians. German was the official language in the empire’s army; the archduke was shocked that Hungarian officers ignored this and

  issued orders in Magyar. Yet if a Bohemian soldier dared utter a word in his own language, the Hungarians ruthlessly beat him.2 Budapest, Franz Ferdinand

  thought, was a disloyal and dangerous hotbed of provocative nationalism calling for revolt against Habsburg rule. ‘We are constantly regaled’, he complained, ‘with the myth of the many loyal and honest elements which may be found in Hungary. I simply will not believe in it any longer.’3




  Ill health and restlessness rescued Franz Ferdinand from Hungary. In 1892, suffering from weak lungs and looking ahead to his future duties, the archduke hit on the idea of a voyage around the

  world.4 This would remove him from the frosty European winter while also broadening his experiences. Franz Josef was not at all convinced about the

  wisdom of such an adventure. He believed that he had done perfectly well on the throne without benefit of such a far-ranging journey, but Franz Ferdinand appealed to the one person he knew would be

  sympathetic: his aunt Empress Elisabeth. She, who spent her life roving the Continent, understood her nephew’s desire to see something of the world and interceded with her husband, finally

  winning the emperor’s permission.5




  Royal princes and aristocrats often ended their formal educations with such a journey, but few were as adventurous as Franz Ferdinand. His progress would literally take him around the globe,

  something no other Austrian archduke had ever attempted. His departure on 15 December 1892, aboard the new armored cruiser Kaiserin Elisabeth, proved surprisingly emotional. His entire

  family saw him off. It would be the first Christmas Franz Ferdinand had spent away from them, and as he watched the coastline recede he was suddenly overcome. ‘Deep inside’, he confided

  to the diary he would keep religiously throughout the voyage, ‘came the sinking feeling of an infinite longing for the homeland . . . It was homesickness, which I had never known

  before.’6 Not that he was alone. A sizeable retinue of chamberlains and minders, servants and cooks, and even a taxidermist, along with his cousin

  Archduke Leopold Ferdinand, joined him on the cruise. They would keep him comfortable, steer him away from danger, smooth any ruffled diplomatic feathers, and entertain the uncertain young man

  throughout his adventure.7




  From Trieste the party cruised down the Dalmatian coast, stopping briefly in Egypt before sailing to India. Hoping to escape unwelcome attention, Franz Ferdinand used the name Count von

  Hohenberg for much of the trip, though he couldn’t evade the embassies and local officials who regularly greeted him with elaborate ceremonial welcomes. His time in

  British India caused endless worries in London. The future Tsar Nicholas II had visited the exotic country the previous year, and troublesome issues of precedence had caused unintended offence.

  Only after the personal intervention of the Prince of Wales and a dozen letters between Calcutta and London was the archduke granted a place of honour immediately after the viceroy.8




  Lack of proficiency in English hampered Franz Ferdinand in this outpost of British colonialism. Officials deemed him ‘considerate and amiable’, noting his welcome desire ‘to be

  relieved from ceremony as much as possible’.9 He visited Agra and the famed Taj Mahal, apparently deeply impressed by this monument to love, and

  generally created good impressions wherever he went. ‘He has excellent manners,’ reported the Viceroy, ‘but is perfectly natural and unaffected, and was very friendly and

  considerate in his demeanour towards all, whether European or native, with whom he came into contact during his stay.’10




  Like other aristocratic visitors to the subcontinent, Franz Ferdinand shot tigers, panthers and boars. He liked this much better than the tedious ceremonial dinners he was often forced to

  endure, though he narrowly escaped disaster in Ceylon when an elephant charged his battue.11 Hunting continued in the Australian outback, with his

  prized kangaroos and emus promptly stuffed and shipped back to Austria.12




  However, hunting could not mask a growing problem aboard ship. The archduke and his cousin Leopold, noted Admiral Miklós Horthy, ‘were temperamentally so different’ that he

  had predicted trouble if they travelled together.13 Leopold freely admitted that he and Franz Ferdinand ‘had long detested one another’.

  Given to melodramatic, highly questionable flights of fancy, Leopold deemed his cousin ‘a cad’, a man ‘utterly lacking in even the remotest glimmer of sensibility or finer

  feelings’. Each night, he said, Franz Ferdinand drank himself into a stupor, shouting that he was glad Rudolf had killed himself, calling the emperor ‘that stupid old boy’, and

  pondering how he could ‘get the old man out of the way’. Unwilling to put up with such scenes any longer, Leopold requested a transfer to another vessel.14




  This was Leopold’s version, given long after his cousin’s death; the truth was quite different. Claims of drunken quarrels and indiscreet talk disguised

  problems between the two men that went deeper than mere personality conflicts. Leopold used his position as a Habsburg archduke to belligerent advantage, snobbishly refusing to dine with his fellow

  officers. Miserable aboard the vessel, he didn’t let a day pass without loudly expressing his hope that the ship would sink and relieve him from duty. Even worse was Leopold’s supposed

  infatuation with attractive young sailors. Although he wouldn’t associate with the officers, he had no such hesitation when it came to the crew and spent most of his time locked away with one

  particularly handsome cadet. To avoid further scandal, Franz Ferdinand had Leopold put off the vessel in Sydney.15
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