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Introduction


You will write the memoirs of our time.

—DEHMEL TO KESSLER, September 5, 1901



On August 18, 1918, in the middle of the most decisive month of the First World War, Count Harry Kessler took a brief respite from his activities as a cultural attaché, diplomat, and secret agent. He was fifty years old, and the stress of the war, much of which he had witnessed in person on the Western and Eastern Fronts, had taken its toll. On his birthday back in May, as he lay sick and exhausted in bed, he had written in his diary, “I have often thought how pleasant and basically indifferent a thing it would be to slide slowly and painlessly into the eternal unconsciousness.” Now he took the train from Berlin, the center of the maelstrom with its intrigues and its anxieties, and returned to his house in Weimar, which he had not visited for years. His coachman was waiting for him at the station, and his dog greeted him joyously:


In an almost miraculous way my house seemed unchanged after all the eventful years: youthful and bright late in the evening under glowing lights, awoken like Sleeping Beauty. The impressionist and neo-impressionist paintings, the rows of books in French, English, Italian, Greek, and German, Maillol’s figures, his somewhat too fat, lusty women, his beautiful naked youth modeled after the little Colin—as if it were still 1913 and the many people who were here and are now dead, missing, scattered, enemies, could return and begin European life anew. It seemed to me like a little palace out of A Thousand and One Nights, full of all kinds of treasures and half-faded symbols and memories, which someone from another age could only nibble at. I found a dedication from D’Annunzio; Persian cigarettes from Isphahan brought by Claude Anet; the bonbonnière from the baptism of the youngest child of Maurice Denis; a program of the Russian Ballet from 1911 with pictures of Nijinsky; the secret book by Lord Lovelace, the grandchild of Byron, about his incest, sent to me by Julia Ward; books by Oscar Wilde and Alfred Douglas with a letter from Ross; and—still unpacked—Robert de Montesquiou’s comic-serious masterpiece from the years before the war about the beautiful Countess of Castiglione whom he affected to love posthumously—her nightshirt lay in a jewel case or little glass coffin in one of his reception rooms.

What a monstrous fate emerged from out of this European life—precisely out of it—just like the second-bloodiest tragedy of history arose from playing at shepherds and from the light spirit of Boucher and Voltaire. We all actually knew, but didn’t know at the same time, that the age was heading not toward a lasting peace but toward war. It was a kind of floating feeling like a soap bubble that suddenly burst and disappeared without a trace when the hellish forces, which were fermenting in its lap, were ripe.



Kessler’s trope is familiar. Caught up in the unforeseen cataclysm, we look back on the period before as an island of luxe, calme et volupté, yet also see it in hindsight as hastening toward its own destruction. For Europeans this was how the modern history began, with Marie Antoinette and the rest of the French court playing shepherd and shepherdess in Versailles before being swept away by the revolution. It was the natural comparison for Kessler, who had often reflected on the meaning and consequences of the French Revolution. Yet he now knew that the First World War would serve as a new historical watershed. And the “Belle Époque” that his art and books in Weimar evoked would be seen as a period of febrile cultural fermentation, doomed to destruction, a doom intuited unconsciously by those who experienced it.

But it was not just a good story, chosen by Kessler because it echoed familiar themes, any more than history is, in the end, merely a fiction we choose because of its aesthetic coherence. It corresponded to his lived experience. The proof for this is the extraordinary document he left behind as his greatest work, fifty-six years of journals, chronicling his life led at the center of European art, literature, and politics during the greatest cultural and political transformations in modern history.

A portion of the journal, covering the postwar period from the defeat of imperial Germany in November 1918 until Kessler’s death in France in 1937, has been known since the publication of an abridged German edition in 1961.1 W. H. Auden, reviewing the English translation of this edition, called Kessler—only half in jest—“probably the most cosmopolitan man who ever lived,” adding that he seemed to have known everyone except T. S. Eliot and Winston Churchill (in fact Kessler missed meeting the young Churchill in his preparatory school St. George’s by only one semester).2 His far-flung connections across Europe with the leading artists, writers, and politicians, and his gift for painting vivid tableaux as well as depicting character, make Kessler’s journal of the 1920s and ’30s one of the most cited firsthand accounts of the dramatic life and death of the Weimar Republic.

But where were the earlier diaries? On June 16, 1933, he noted that he had begun the diary on that day fifty-three years earlier, so, in 1880.3 His family and friends had long known about his inveterate journal-keeping habit. After the Second World War, a number of people, including his sister and only sibling, the Marquise de Brion, and his old friend and ally, the Belgian architect and designer Henry van de Velde, made inquiries into the whereabouts of the earlier journals. But all queries ran into the sand, and it was presumed that the prewar and wartime diaries had been lost.

Lost, that is, until one day in 1983, when on the island of Mallorca a safe was opened after its fifty-year lease had expired. Inside were red Moroccan leather–bound journals filled with a densely meshed script, some stuffed with newspaper clippings and photographs. The news eventually reached the German Literary Archives in Marbach am Neckar, the repository for Kessler’s papers, which identified them as the missing journals. Kessler had evidently placed them in the vault when he arrived on Mallorca in 1933 looking for a cheap place to live, to write his memoirs, and to wait out the Third Reich. Three years later, when the outbreak of the Spanish Civil War precluded his return to the island, he forgot to tell anyone of their location. This discovery and other missing parts of the journal that appeared in various places found their way, via many mysterious divagations, to the archives. They now form a nearly complete document of ten thousand manuscript pages, covering, almost day for day, the period from 1880 to 1937. In 2004, after nearly twenty years of heroic editorial work on the part of the archives, the first volume of the definitive, nine-volume edition appeared to wide acclaim in Germany.4

This book represents a selection of the journal from the time Kessler began it as a twelve-year-old schoolboy in 1880 to the eve of the German defeat in the First World War in 1918. It is the first English translation of the Kessler diaries from these years. In it we follow his life from boyhood through his university years in Bonn and Leipzig, his trip around the world in 1892 as well as a further one to the United States and Mexico in 1896, and also his immersion into the high society and literary/artistic life of Berlin around the turn of the century. We discover with him impressionist and neo-impressionist art in Paris and see him establish friendships with leading artists and writers, such as the Austrian poet and playwright Hugo von Hofmannsthal, Henry van de Velde, the English theater visionary Gordon Craig, the German theater impresario Max Reinhardt, and the French sculptors Aristide Maillol and Auguste Rodin. His journal, like a sensitive seismograph, registers the mounting sense of political and diplomatic crisis of the last decade before the war, at the same time as it describes the rich social life of Berlin, Paris, and London.

Kessler’s tone changes abruptly with the outbreak of the war, shifting from a description of avant-garde culture to a vivid account of horrific violence. Initially he witnesses the early fighting in Belgium, but is sent to the Eastern Front, where he participates in the campaign in the Carpathian Mountains in 1914–15 before following the retreating Russian armies into the plains of Poland. At the same time, due to his connections with the very top ranks of the German elite, we see the war through their eyes, its strategic and diplomatic uncertainties, their illusions, anxieties, and hopes. In the spring of 1916 he is transferred to the great battle of Verdun and then at the end of that summer moves to Switzerland in the official capacity of cultural attaché at the German embassy. Kessler’s secret mission is to make contact with French politicians to see under what terms a separate peace with France could be made. The last months of the diary mirror the despair and the fear of revolution that pervaded the German ruling class in the fall of 1918. This journal ends where the postwar diary picks up. The German revolution has begun, the imperial German government is about to collapse, and the old world, the world Kessler found preserved in his house at Weimar, will share its fate.

It is a highly colorful and unique pageant that Kessler unfurls for the reader. This summary can only hint at the wealth of incident, the interwoven connections between the ten thousand names found in the diary. Nor does it do justice to the rich philosophical content of the journals, their informed musings on the aesthetic experience, on decadence and renewal, on archaeology, history, and politics, on ancient Greece, sexuality, and gender relations, on diplomacy, nationalism, and national character, on the pleasures of battle and the pity of war. All told, in terms of its range from politics to art, the size of its canvas, the depth of its reflections, the acuity of its observations, Kessler’s journal for these years is among a handful of the most important firsthand accounts of the Belle Époque and the catastrophe that followed. It is much more than that, however. It is one of the greatest diaries ever written, comparable in its stature to those of Samuel Pepys, André Gide, Henri Frédéric Amiel, Beatrice Webb, or Virginia Woolf.

This is a judgment that would not have surprised his friends. At the beginning of the twentieth century the poet Richard Dehmel had exclaimed to Kessler, “I say that you will write the memoirs of our time. That is exactly the right thing for you. You must come to know everyone who means something in all walks of life. I envy our grandchildren who will be able to read that.”5 Dehmel’s prophecy proved to be accurate, although not quite in the way either would have anticipated. Perhaps Kessler always intended to use his diaries as the documentation for his memoirs, just as he used them for nearly all of his books and articles. In any case, he began thinking in 1930 about writing what would have been, in the end, a multivolume autobiography. The hazards of exile and illness allowed him to complete only the first volume, which was banned by the Nazi Ministry of Culture shortly after its publication. Impoverished and ill, Kessler died not long after.

He had begun his diary as a boy visiting the spa town of Bad Ems with his family in June 1880. He wrote in English in a French schoolbook he had brought from his home in Paris. Perhaps his parents, who were about to send him off to the elite St. George’s in Ascot, a preparatory school for Eton, wanted him to practice his English. He notes with a touch of ironic pride that his family traveled to Ems with eighteen trunks and nineteen parcels: “That’s all!” Two days later he records that the emperor—he means William I, the first emperor of a newly united Germany—has come up and spoken to his mother on the promenade.

Even in the nineteenth century, the great age of journal writing, the number of children who began diaries only to abandon them after a few days, months, or years must have been legion. Perhaps the young Harry kept at it during those first years because it provided some solace for a boy living away from home for the first time, and who, as a German, was subject to the taunts and blows of English schoolboys. At first he noted the anniversaries of the day he commenced the diary, but gradually the habit became routine and unselfconscious. But to call Kessler’s journal writing a “habit” is to elide the stupendous exertion, in terms of both its extent and its depth. There are a few months here and there that he skipped, but he usually summarizes them before he picks up again. The coverage is skimpiest for the last part of 1912, 1913, and 1914 up to the outbreak of the war, the time when he was most deeply engaged in the production of his ballet The Legend of Joseph. And yet there are many rich entries here as well. But, apart from a missing volume covering part of 1917, those are the only years with significant lacunae in the journal.6 For Harry Kessler diary writing was more than a habit—it revealed a tenacious will to bear testimony.

Throughout his entire adult life he used the journal as a workbook, a repository for ideas, aperçus, comparisons, comments on reading, and other materials for the articles and books he wrote. His travel book on Mexico, for example, is almost entirely drawn from his diary for 1896, although he rearranged and edited the entries carefully. This character of the diary becomes more marked starting in the mid-1890s, when he begins to cross-reference long sections, adding occasionally marginal comments such as “I have now changed my view” or “I no longer consider this correct,” remarks that suggest a constant rereading of earlier entries.

From the journal we learn of his plans for other books: one on the cultural significance of the sea, one on the English character, another on the history of color in painting. They remained unwritten. The lure of social life, of theater premieres, court balls, and late-night soupers, was too great. He had trouble organizing his thoughts, which digressed fantastically, embracing more and more subjects. His journals resemble great flowcharts of ideas and influences, which he constantly reshuffled. As he wrote to his sister, “I have the ideas, but my ideas are like badly trained horses. They always carry me to unexpected things and places before I can get them into shape; and then there is my article all dead and far away in the distance behind me somewhere.”7 Although he did finish a number of important books—his travel book on Mexico which is still in print; the first volume of his memoirs; and his great biography of the industrialist and visionary Walter Rathenau—as well as a number of important articles, many of his projects remain buried in embryonic form in the journal.

The very first entry, describing the spa crowd in Bad Ems, indicates an important feature of Kessler’s journal. For the most part his gaze is fixed firmly toward the outside world. He is interested in tableaux, personalities, and ideas. This is not, by and large, an introspective diary. There are, of course, passages recording his self-doubt and despair, and now and then he submits his personality to inspection. But rarely does he gush or emote or brood, at least about himself. A frequent strategy he employs after he makes a personal statement is to then abstract from it to a larger perspective, to contextualize his emotional reactions or insights. The movement from the personal to the general is very swift. Even when he assesses someone else to whom he has an immediate emotional response, he often steps back on the following days and retouches the portrait, correcting his earlier impressions, placing the person in his or her proper context, seeking the correct “values” as a painter would do. Often one notices a strategy of emotional displacement in the diary. For example, Harry’s comments on learning of his father’s sudden death on May 22, 1895, are laconic, revealing little emotion. He spends far more time describing the obsequies of Nietzsche than of his own father. The closest he comes to indicating how his father’s death has affected him is a description of the family grave in Père-Lachaise: “Visited Père Lachaise in the afternoon. The sight of the grave on this clear, warm spring day moving. The rows of graves surrounding one, the shaded alleys, the great silence of the cemetery, while in the plain below the busy, smoking city stretching far out toward the blue hills on the horizon.”8 One senses the emotional reserve in Kessler’s journal, although it is not airtight.

But one also senses the desire to “get things right.” That is the other striking feature that pervades the journal, the effort to understand, not to remain content with recording the surface of things, but to penetrate to their core. Kessler may have been, as Auden described him, the most cosmopolitan man who ever lived, but he was also certainly one of the most erudite. After a visit to Weimar as a guest of Kessler’s in 1905, Gide remarked, “The culture of these Germans astonishes me. I cannot find it at fault on any point of our literature.”9 Educated in France, England, and Germany, fluent in all three languages, Kessler also read Latin and Greek with ease. There is scarcely an author in the canon of Western civilization, in literature, philosophy, or history, that he does not mention reading, often commenting extensively and insightfully on their work. Nor does he seem to have missed many premieres either in the theater or the concert hall. His thoughts on art reflect the most detailed and thorough close observations made in churches and museums across Europe and, indeed, the world, filling hundreds of pages in the unabridged journal. Kessler supplemented this book learning and Baedeker touring with in-depth conversations, not just with artists and writers about their work, but also with historians, archaeologists, classicists, art historians, and philosophers. He walks home after a dinner party with the great Roman historian Mommsen, or the philosopher Dilthey, and can hold his own in their discussions. Whether in the Yucatán or on Crete, he seeks out the archaeologists in situ and interrogates them about the ruins and artifacts. Nothing escapes him: his curiosity is unlimited.

Kessler did not deploy this formidable learning for show. There is perhaps no figure he scorned more than George Eliot’s Causabon, the desiccated pedant who pursues learning for its own sake. Rather this immense research program is the product of a persistent effort to understand the world that was changing so precipitously before his eyes. For Kessler understanding meant placing phenomena in an evolutionary scheme of some kind. The nineteenth century was saturated with evolutionary thinking, of course, from Hegel to Darwin to the various “Whiggish” interpretations of history. Yet there is an interesting tension between this automatic habit of believing that history has a pattern, a meaning, or an evolution, and other passages where Kessler, schooled by his reading of Nietzsche, expresses a deep skepticism about the reality of such laws. “History in general consists only of an untold number of small developments occurring next to each other, crossing each other, but allowing about as much right to speak of a general historical evolution as the untold waves on the surface of the sea create necessarily a current, or even give a hint of an existing current. The idea of a general historical evolution is German mythology.”10 Although he never can quite give up the idea of “Truth,” at least as a regulatory principle, the higher goal for Kessler is “Life.” Scholarship, art, indeed all of culture, must serve life itself, must be living in some vital way, to be worth anything at all. The will is more important than reason: “[T]he mind is only the servant, the means to culture: It is not a goal in itself, except to the extent that no goal can be realized without it.”11 Things that are living have freshness, grace, and rhythm, keywords for Kessler.
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Harry’s mother, Alice von Kessler, née Blosse-Lynch, circa 1868. Of Anglo-Irish gentry, she also had a grandmother from the Persian royal family. (photo credit ill.2)

The will to understand his own time, to turn knowledge into the servant of life, the tensions this engendered in his thought, the essayistic insights that percolate throughout, make the journal something more than a chronicle of things past. Although Kessler had trouble completing the books he hoped to write, in the journal he could mull over several key ideas, which penetrated eventually into nearly every corner of his thought. The journal then provides an impressive intellectual unity to his life.

Applying Zola’s definition of style—“A fragment of nature seen by a temperament”—to Kessler’s journal, the fragment of nature would be the high society and literary/artistic life of the Belle Époque, and then the war. What about the temperament? Who was the man who wrote it? Does this “man with too many qualities,” this restless man whom the doorman at the Grand Hôtel in Paris called “l’homme à vapeur,” “the steam-powered man,” forever rotating between the capitals of Europe, ever reveal what makes him tick? Even old friends and allies like Henry van de Velde noted an impenetrable wall of reserve. Others, however, such as Hugo von Hofmannsthal, complained of Kessler’s excessive temperament, his sudden caprices, “as if a perfectly normal man started eating matches.”12 Yet perhaps this very aspect of his character, his fluidity, the difficulty of pinning him down, can be traced back to his family and his situation as a member of a transitional generation.

Born in Paris on May 23, 1868, Harry Clément Ulrich Kessler was, considered abstractly, the product of the confluence of two great kinds of empire. His mother, née Alice Blosse-Lynch, was quite literally a child of the British Empire, born in India to a family of Anglo-Irish gentry typical of those that created and staffed the empire.

Her father, Henry Blosse-Lynch, had joined the Royal Navy as a midshipman at sixteen and quickly rose through the ranks. Along the way he made a name for himself as an explorer in the Middle East, learned Persian and Arabic, and founded with his brother the steamboat company on the Tigris and Euphrates rivers that would, during his grandson’s time, come into conflict with the German plan for a Berlin-to-Baghdad railroad. Lynch married the daughter of an even more romantic figure, Colonel Robert Taylor, the British proconsul in Persia during the struggle with Napoleon. He, in his turn, had married an Armenian woman, allegedly related to the Persian royal family; the young Harry remembered the shah of Persia paying a visit to his great-grandmother when he came to London in 1873.
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Harry’s father, Adolf von Kessler, was a banker of Swiss descent; he was given the title of count in 1881. (photo credit ill.3)

Adolf Kessler, Harry’s father, represented the expansive empire of high finance. Born in the liberal city of Hamburg, on his mother’s side he was related to an old banking family and for most of his life led its Parisian branch. It was not easy socially for a German living in France during and after the Franco-Prussian War, yet he was able to make a fortune, handling the war indemnity Bismarck imposed on France afterward. Adolf Kessler had important business interests in the United States: the family lived on Staten Island for two years and is supposed to have owned at one point immense property holdings in Canada, as large as the Kingdom of Bavaria, it was said.

In Paris the couple led an active social life, even performing musical duets together. Parisian newspapers reported on the toilettes of the “charmante comtesse Kessler,” and Alice held a salon among whose guests were Guy de Maupassant, Sarah Bernhardt, Henrik Ibsen, Eleonora Duse, and the young Auguste Rodin. She performed, along with the actors and actresses among her guests, in the private theater she had built in the garden of their Paris home. But in his memoirs Kessler describes his mother as being restless and frequently discontent: “Quite obscurely and without her ever realizing it, something in my mother continually rebelled and, from the depths of her soul, said ‘no’ to everything that was.”13

She was a strikingly beautiful woman whose looks frequently caused her trouble when she rebuffed the advances of powerful men. One of them was the future Reich chancellor of imperial Germany, Bernhard von Bülow, who, as a young secretary in the German embassy, ingratiated himself with the Kessler family. As Kessler reports it, he tried to impose himself on the beautiful Alice, only to receive for his troubles a pile of religious tracts in the mail urging him to reform his ways, sent to him by her fanatically devout uncle, also resident in Paris. Years later, Bülow would have his revenge when he attacked the Kesslers in his memoirs, accusing the father of trading on his wife’s favors, and the son of being only a pseudo-count.

Bülow was referring to the well-known admiration of the old emperor William I for Alice Kessler, whom he met on the promenade in Bad Ems in 1870 when he walked up to her and said that he had long wanted to make her acquaintance. The friendship begun then was renewed whenever the Kesslers returned to Bad Ems. Tongues began to wag at the sight of the old emperor and the young, beautiful woman strolling together, and rumors flew when in 1877 he became the godfather of Harry’s little sister, and again two years later when he had Harry’s father ennobled for his services to the German community in Paris. Then on May 11, 1881, Prince Heinrich XIV of Reuss, a principality a mere 827 square kilometers large, one of the constituent states of the German Empire, gave Adolf Kessler and his heirs the hereditary title of count, skipping the usual intermediary stage of baron. It was the only such title in the principality, and the Prussian office of heraldry refused to recognize it within Prussia, although it was valid in the empire as a whole. The surprisingly swift rise of the Kessler family, with its motto of “Semper adscendens,” led to the legend that either Harry or his sister, whose very name, Wilhelmina, pointed to the connection, was the illegitimate offspring of the emperor and Alice Kessler. Had it been true, then Harry would have been the half-uncle of his nemesis Emperor William II, but since he was born two years before his mother met the emperor that myth is easily dismissed. Given that William I was eighty years old when Wilhelmina was born, it seems highly unlikely that she was his child either. Still, it was partly to defend the memory of his mother from such slurs that Harry sat down to begin his own memoirs in the 1930s.

In general he seems to have had the rather unhappy childhood typical of upper-class boys of his day and age. He worshipped his mother from afar, but was cut off from her by a wall of servants. His father was often gone on long business trips. He grew up rather lonely, his sister being too young to be a companion. His parents sent him at first to a French elementary school where he was miserable, and then to St. George’s for two years. Just as he was becoming comfortable there and learning the habits of the English gentlemen, his father sent him to his alma mater, the famous Johanneum Gymnasium in Hamburg. In contrast to the close camaraderie between teacher and student that he found at St. George’s, the rigid German pedagogy appalled him at first, as did the taste in furnishings of the pastor’s family that boarded him. Eventually, however, he grew fond of the great port city and formed important friendships with classmates. In August 1888 he passed his exams, matriculating at the University of Bonn in November.

Kessler’s generation, coming to adulthood in the 1890s, was transitional in many important aspects, not the least of which was material. Kessler was born into a world that was still—outside of a few manufacturing cities—largely pre-industrial. A time traveler going back to Paris in 1868 would hardly have recognized the urban scene. The first twenty years of Kessler’s life then witnessed the invention of the commonplace objects we associate even today with modern life: the internal combustion engine, the telephone, the microphone, the phonograph, the radio, the electric light, mechanized public transport, pneumatic tires, the bicycle, the typewriter, mass-circulation newspapers, synthetic fibers, and the first plastic—Bakelite.14

This revolution in material life was accompanied by an equally dramatic shift intellectually. In 1868 the sharpest conflict was between an ascendant free-thinking liberalism and a retrenched conservatism. Adolf Kessler, a proud citizen of the Free and Hanseatic City of Hamburg and a sharp critic of the conservative Prussian influence in Germany, who once told his skeptical son that all nations would evolve peacefully into republics in the forthcoming century, exemplified the confidence of the nineteenth-century liberal. But his son’s generation rebelled against what they considered the smug and complacent faith of their fathers in science, reason, and liberalism. They longed to shake off the old antinomies of liberal and conservative, faith and reason, to escape from both the school bench and the church pew, and achieve some more immediate, sensuous, and direct connection with life itself.15 They wanted to build something new, and to be worthy in some sense of the new century that was fast approaching, but were afraid at the same time of being unequal to the task, of losing their moorings. In his memoirs Kessler described the mood: “Something very great, the old, cosmopolitan, still predominately agrarian and feudal Europe, the world of beautiful women, gallant kings, and dynastic combinations, the Europe of the eighteenth century and the Holy Alliance was growing old and weak, dying out; and something new, young, energetic, and still unimaginable was in the offing. We felt it like a frost, like a spring in our limbs, the one with a muffled pain, the other with a keen joy.”16

On a very personal level, as well, Kessler faced an unusually sharp identity crisis as a young man. To begin with, in an age of ever more strident nationalism, he felt torn between his English and his German allegiances. In Paris his family was attacked in the press for being German; in England as a boy he was persecuted for being German; back in Germany he was assailed periodically throughout his life for being too “cosmopolitan.” After writing the diary in English for eleven years, he suddenly switches, without explanation, to German in January 1891. In his memoirs he describes the conflict between his English, German, and even French cultural inheritance, a struggle that was resolved, in part, because of his discovery of what he calls the specifically German quality of friendship. But the decision to identify himself as a German was an act of will that had to be periodically reconfirmed.

The other axis around which people build their identities, at least in the modern age, is vocation. It seems to have always been the assumption of his parents that Harry, as his father’s only male child, would follow into the family business of banking. This by no means always entailed going off to the university. Just as frequently young men, having graduated from an elite Gymnasium, would become apprentices in their father’s firms and work their way up. Harry, who had only an abstract interest in business, had to persuade his parents to relent and allow him to matriculate at the university. He wrote to his mother, “It permits me to be useful to Papa and us all in money matters and to earn my own fortune as well; on the other hand it does not preclude me becoming something in Germany later. For it is exceptionally difficult, if not impossible, to enter the Reichstag or play a role in public, without having studied. Certainly there are Reichstag delegates who come from the business world but they have little importance outside of economic questions.”17 Although his parents agreed to let him study law at the university, his mother especially wrote letters throughout his first year at Bonn, warning him that he would never become rich and that he was forfeiting the brilliant future he might have had in his father’s business. Yet, in the end, the law, as a foundation for a career in politics, administration, or diplomacy, did not really sustain Kessler’s interest. The death of his father in 1895 and the wealth he subsequently inherited enabled him to live independently, but it did not solve the problem of what he was to do with his life.

The final, and deepest, source of ambivalence Kessler had regarding his identity was his homosexuality. He was never open about this, not even in his diaries where he tiptoes around the subject of his own sexual feelings, although he muses a great deal over the role of sexuality in general, and homosexuality in particular, within culture. Nowhere does he move so swiftly from the personal to the general as when he broaches this topic. Yet in his memoirs he is clear enough. He describes his friendship with a young boy called Maat in Hamburg, how they would go boating on the Elbe, and, leaping into the water naked, hold hands and swear eternal friendship. Here was the close friendship which he could not enjoy with the English boys in Ascot. “Something cosmic mingled in our friendship, the stars, tides, and floods, the sea—and, like a bright treble to this music of the spheres, the exultation of our young bodies.”18 By contrast the relations with young women he also describes ring hollow and unconvincing, like something he read in a French novel. After his graduation from the Johanneum in the summer of 1888, when he was vacationing on the North Sea resort island of Norderney, he met an elegant count, blond and slender, who had a special relationship with an older man, the Prussian ambassador in Munich. Kessler was astonished to discover that they were not father and son. “They maintained a certain distance from the others and seemed to share a secret together. The puzzling way they interacted attracted me.” Led by “something in our deeper instincts,” the two younger men came to an understanding. Kessler was admonished never to betray the romantic liaison as long as the old count lived, “for only with the strictest discretion could it retain its mystical effect. I thought about Maat and our secret oaths. Romantic Germany! I myself was a member.”19 If this is a coded confession, then the cipher is easily broken.

“The degree and kind of a man’s sexuality reaches up into the topmost summit of his being,” wrote Nietzsche. Kessler’s homosexuality not only influenced much of his critique of imperial Germany, but also gave him an anomalous position as a secret outsider within the uppermost strand of that society. It explains as well part of his deep fascination with the culture of ancient Greece. The open and even honored role of homosexual liaisons in Greece enabled Kessler to arrive at a relatively untroubled acceptance of his sexuality, at least in an intellectual sense, even if he could not be open about it in public.

The raw material of everyone’s life is chaotic. The trick, as Nietzsche wrote, is to organize this chaos. For any reasonably self-reflective and intelligent individual in the modern age personal identity is not a birthright but a conquest. If we are successful it is because gradually we learn to tell ourselves a story about who we are that organizes the chaos, that provides us a plausible identity, a story that others can judge as in some sense “true to the facts.” There’s a passage in Kessler’s journal for 1918 that suggests he had finally found this story about himself. Deploring yet another instance of clumsy military censorship, he wrote, “I have actually spent my life seeking a bridge between Junkertum and intellect, now between Ludendorff and Europe.”20 The sense that he was supposed to serve as a bridge between what he had described a few months earlier as the two orders, the aesthetic and the military-political, between Geist (intellect) and Macht (power), came to be the story that Kessler told about himself; he repeated it during the bitter political struggles of the 1920s.21 Of course, at the end of his life, in exile from Nazi Germany, not even Kessler would have claimed that he succeeded in this self-imposed mission, only that he tried.

It is up to the reader to decide whether this story Kessler learned to tell of himself fits the facts. Perhaps it is only the most flagrant example of the self-delusions he sometimes entertained. Perhaps it is just the opposite: the genuine wisdom that comes to someone—trained by the discipline of keeping a diary—who was unusually self-reflective. The only claims being staked here are that the journal from 1880 to 1918 can be read as Kessler’s effort to find a role in the world and that in 1918 he thought he had finally discovered it.

One of the deepest pleasures in reading diaries is experiencing something one might call “historical vertigo,” meaning the sudden apparent erasure of time and space, and an equally deep sense of the strangeness of the past, of the past “as another country.” Kessler’s world has almost entirely receded over the cusp of living memory. Yet reading and rereading his journal we are struck again and again both by how contemporary he is—hinting, for example, in passages at an ecological consciousness or an incipient multiculturalism—and at the same time how embedded he is in a world forever lost. There is no lesson here. We are just astonished.

TRANSLATOR’S NOTE

This selection represents about one-quarter of the complete diaries for the years 1880 to 1918. Lengthy descriptions of artworks, monuments, churches, and the like, which were intended as working notes for books, were excluded, as well as matters likely to be of less interest to an English-reading public, including repetitive passages or sections dealing with purely administrative or business matters.



Part One

BOYHOOD
AND EDUCATION
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JUNE 1880–DECEMBER 1891


When I am alone like this evening it often strikes me what an infinitely small proportion my outer life, my life that is known to the world by conversations, letters, etc., bears to my inner life, the life I live with myself; hardly the spray that is thrown off the ocean by the wind.

—KESSLER, September 18, 1888
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A studio portrait taken in Paris of Harry Kessler, age twelve (photo credit ill.4)

The boy, dressed as if for a costume ball, stands contraposto, hand on cocked hip, and gazes out at us imperiously.

Harry Clément Ulrich Kessler is twelve years old. Born on the corner of the rue de Luxembourg and the rue du Mont Thabor in the heart of Paris on May 23, 1868, he has lived mostly in Paris but visits family in England and Germany frequently, and even has lived for two years on Staten Island. This year, 1880, he stands before a major turning point. His parents have decided to withdraw him from the bleak, inhospitable Parisian lycée where he has suffered a nervous breakdown, and send him to the brand-new St. George’s School in Ascot, near Windsor Castle and Eton. There he will mingle with the sons of the British elite, including such future luminaries as the art critic Roger Fry and the writer Maurice Baring. The young Winston Churchill will arrive the term after Harry’s departure.a

But on the eve of all of that, he is traveling with his family on their annual summer visit to the spa town of Bad Ems, in Germany. And there on June 16 he opens a French school notebook and begins a diary. His first entries reveal a bit of a snob, proud of his family’s wealth and especially of their connection to the German emperor, William I. They also suggest the adumbrations of that eye for crowd scenes that characterizes the adult diarist.

Over the next ten years both the boy and the diary will mature. As a schoolboy in Ascot he records school outings to London and the encounter with English aestheticism of the 1880s, barely dropping a hint of the hazing he was subjected to by his schoolmates, a persecution so intense that in his memoirs he writes he once tried to kill himself by swallowing a bottle of chloroform. Just as he was beginning to find friends, his father, who did not want his son to forget his German roots, removed him from Ascot and sent him to his own alma mater, the Johanneum, an elite prep school in Hamburg. There he had to adjust to German pedagogical methods bearing a strong resemblance to those employed on the drill grounds of the Prussian army. In his memoirs he described these years as the least interesting of his life. The diaries yield little hint of the loneliness, sexual confusion, and social insecurity of Harry’s adolescence. They do bear witness to his wide and deep reading, recording his love, among other things, for the diaries of Samuel Pepys—a hint, perhaps, of a growing sense of the importance of his own journal.

Having persuaded his parents that he ought to continue his education rather than go to work immediately in his father’s bank, Harry attended university in Bonn and then Leipzig. There he joined socially exclusive fraternities where he made many influential connections and a few lifelong friendships. But between the drinking bouts at the local Kneipe and the active social life, punctuated by the occasional dueling practice at the Mensur, he also encountered professors who left an indelible mark on his intellectual life. Although his field of study was the law, in preparation for a career in either the civil service or the foreign office, his real interests were gravitating toward the arts.

The most profound intellectual influence came from outside the classroom. Kessler belonged to the first generation to discover Nietzsche. Ironically, this happened about a year after the philosopher had gone irredeemably mad. The aura of martyrdom surrounding the misunderstood genius only added to his allure for the generation coming of age in the 1890s. Although the diary shows some resistance at first, eventually Nietzsche’s ideas and even something of his intellectual style would pervade much of Kessler’s thinking. Above all it was Nietzsche’s dictum that the world is only justifiable as an aesthetic phenomenon that comforted and guided the young man as he completed his examinations in the fall of 1891 and embarked, with much hesitation, upon an uncertain career.



a Kessler mentions Churchill as a rambunctious redheaded boy, always in trouble. He must have conflated Churchill’s own memoirs—“the two worst years of his life,” wrote Churchill—with his own memories.






1880–1890

Ems. June 16, 1880. Wednesday.

This morning we have arrived at Ems. We are staying at the villa Monrepos which is situated on the Lahn. We traveled in sleeping cars Baby,a Mamma, Marie, and Sophie in one car and Papa and I in another. We arrived here at a quarter to twelve.

Ems. June 19, 1880. Saturday.

The whole of Ems is in mirth today for the emperor is coming.b The Bahnhofstrasse and the bridge by which he must pass are decorated with flags, flowers, and shields. The emperor is to arrive at a quarter past five and at five ready to go and meet him after a most awful bustle, for the flowers Mamma and Baby want to give him have not arrived, we are all ready to go and meet him. Presently I see the carriage with, mamma, papa, and baby come back: the emperor is only coming at half past six. At six, deputations of schoolchildren, masters, and men pass our door, the men and boys with flags and drums the girls with bouquets and corn flowers. Soon we also go—nurse, Sophie, and I in the mob and mama, papa, and Baby to the station. We place ourselves behind the schoolchildren who have lined up all down the way the emperor must pass. As the festive hour approaches the crowd gets greater. Soon a screech as if everybody was at least being murdered reaches our ears but it presently appears to be the emperor’s train that has arrived. Now the emperor’s carriage comes and a hail of bouquets come down on it probably meant to put out his eyes, next to the emperor sits Count Lehndorff. Behind him come all his suite in other carriages.

[image: ]
Kessler at Ascot, the elite school next to Windsor Castle where he studied from ages twelve to fourteen (photo credit ill.5)

Ems. June 20, 1880. Sunday.

This morning the emperor comes on the promenade and speaks to Mamma.

Ascot, St. George’s School. September 23, 1880. Thursday.

Thursday I came to school here today and I am all ready friends with some boys.c

Ascot. December 2, 1880. Thursday.

This morning I took Uffington down a peg, at breakfast. We were talking together, when Uffington says, “Who is that blunderbuss, that fat female who came to see you.” “I never knew I had any blunderbusses or fat females in my family,” I answer with the greatest calm. This only shows too well how I and all my family are hated here by almost everybody.

Ascot. May 23, 1881. Monday.

It is my birthday today. I was born in Paris at the corner of the rue de Luxembourg and the rue du Mont Thabor at the 3 etage in 1868 but soon after went to Hamburg. When four I went to America and stopped there till I was five then I came to England and Mamma and Papa soon after (about two years after) settled in Paris where I was during the remarkably cold winter of 1879–1880. In which the cold amounted to 24 degrees Cent. I saw the Seine frozen. Papa came to see me today and brought me a barometer and microscope.

Ascot. July 9, 1881. Saturday.

Went to a review of sixty-two thousand volunteers but the most interesting of the thing was the queen’s procession. In the first carriage was the queen in black the Princess of Wales in dark blue and the crown princess of Germany in white. In the same carriage but behind the queen sat John Brown the queen’s favorite servant in black and silver.d Then followed some huntsmen next came another carriage with the duchesses of Teck and Connaught and two other ladies then some more huntsmen and the princesses of Hesse-Darmstadt in blue then the officers of police and last but not least the king of the Sandwich Islands in another carriage. After these carriages came a royal huntsman in gold and dark crimson then came the Prince of Wales in some dark color with the badge of the Order of the Garter (blue), riding next to the crown prince of Germany in a white uniform, then came the dukes of Teck, Connaught, and Cambridge and the Duke of Hesse-Darmstadt the husband of the late unfortunate princess Alice. A lot of others of their staff closing the procession.

Ascot. October 15, 1881. Saturday.

We were to go to Hampton court, where we were to lunch with Mr. Hodgekin today but as it hailed and rained we went to London instead. In the train we thought we would have our dinner so just as we had taken out our things we arrived at a station and heard the guard crying, “All change for London,” so out we had to get holding our bread in our hands but we managed to finish our dinner in the other carriage. We got to Waterloo at two o’clock whence we drove to the Savoy Theatre in a bus to see Patience a most intensely utter play in the aesthetic line.e It is chiefly written in an incomprehensibly tattoo language. After the theater we walked down Piccadilly without a poppy or a lily as the people in the play did. We had chocolate grange not mange and got home at about seven thirty. I am growing intense.

Ascot. October 16, 1881. Sunday.

I am utterly consummately intense wearing sunflowers and poppies and dahlias in my buttonhole.

Ascot. July 27, 1882. Thursday.

I received about the worst news I could have received today. The head has received a letter from Papa saying that I must leave this school this term and go to some Gymnasium or something like it in Baden. I wish I could stop here for at least another term, or any time, because I can by no means relish the prospect before me. I am very sorry at having to leave this place.

Adolf Kessler did not want his son to forget his German heritage, so he sent Harry to his alma mater, the Johanneum, a well-known Gymnasium, or elite German high school, in Hamburg, where he boarded at the home of a Pastor Blümer.

Hamburg. January 23, 1886. Saturday.

Papa came. He arrived from Leipzig this morning. He was out here at about eleven thirty with Aunt Lulu and without much beating the bush we went to the heart of the subject at once. Papa put the question of my future pretty plainly. Now I had been for days and for weeks I may say for months thinking and thinking and turning the thing this way and that without coming to a decision, and as I had from the very first foreseen, my ultimate answer was the work of a moment, what I had been brooding over for six months was decided in my mind at last in as many seconds: I first hesitatingly and then after watching the effect pretty positively said I wanted to study.f So Papa went down to Pastor B. and after almost an hour and a half conference, during which I read Mamma’s new article in the Figaro and talked with Aunt Lulu, I was called down and told that I was anyhow to stop till Michaelmas. I am satisfied at this and we must then of course have to come to a final decision.

Hamburg. January 31, 1886. Sunday.

Everybody and everything full of Bismarck’s great speeches on the Polish question. I can hardly sympathize with him on this point, although I would not join the opposition in Parliament. But I must say I think it rather hard for some unfortunate people because they are Poles, although they have committed no earthly wrong except having gone on speaking Polish when their masters were speaking German, eo ipso to have no right to stop in Germany. It is very like the repeat of the Edict of Nantes or the expulsion of the Salzburg Protestants and I do not think it will do much more good. Such a strong measure is I think only justified in cases where everything else has failed, in Ireland for example. There I should hardly be opposed to the measure. But really to eject thousands of industrious farmers and tradesmen when no danger is impending is to my mind very much like despotism and will probably do more harm than good. On the other hand I think it wrong to go on caviling at Bismarck for having taken this measure and I have still less sympathy with Windthorst than with Bismarck.g

Hamburg. February 13, 1886. Saturday.

Row in London on Monday. Oxford Street, Piccadilly, Regent-Street, South-Audley-Street, etc., sacked by the mob, people in the streets robbed of their valuables, carriages broken, shops wrecked. Damage about 100,000 pounds and all this in broad daylight by about five thousand people in the face of the police, and the soldiers in the barracks. It really sounds incredible. Why on earth were not the horse guards commanded to charge and disperse the mob if need be with their swords; really when it comes to saving the richest part of London from all the horrors of a pillage nothing is too severe. However there being a nice, comfortable, sleepy, liberal, Gladstonian government nothing has been done and not even the ringleaders as much as arrested. The worst is not even the lost and destroyed property, but that now the scum of the population has seen that if it only assembles in sufficient numbers it can take whatever and as much as it likes, it will most certainly take or make the opportunity oftener of helping itself. The consequences of the inaction in London are already being felt in the form of rows in Leicester and Birmingham where the strikers have simply demolished the factories. God knows what will happen next. The French Revolution merely began by a mob and a pillage.

This week I have read Jefferson’s Byron, “Childe Harold,” Macaulay’s Byron and some more of his essays, a little of Pickwick, a little of Voltaire, besides working a good deal in Greek and Latin.

Hamburg. March 30, 1886. Tuesday.

News better. Although the strike has spread and is still spreading in Belgium, the worst seems to be past and the troops are apparently slowly but surely getting the better of the rebels. But the signs of the times are bad. Before the first French Revolution the marquesses and abbés talked incessantly about bettering the situation of the tiers état, and now the tiers état talks a good deal about bettering the situation of the working men. If the better classes do not look sharp and really do something we will wake up one morning and find ourselves in the midst of the wreck of social order as the marquesses one fine day woke up and found themselves in the midst of the wreck of the old aristocracy. It seems to me we are now since 1789 going through the same sort of process of regeneration the Roman world went through between 300 and 500. It is only to be hoped all civilization will not again be destroyed by the anarchists.

Hamburg. August 30, 1886. Monday.

Prince Alexander has returned to Bulgaria.h Bismarck has crowned his meanness in this question by publishing a spiteful article in the Norddeutsche Allgemeine. On the whole B. has sunk 60 percent in my esteem by this question. He might have left A. to his fate with a few words of sympathy, instead of which he has had the most biting and insulting articles published against him. It is very cheap fun to exult over people who are too weak to hurt you. Added to his dirty behavior toward us personally, this completes his picture in my mind. His behavior toward us I had always forgiven, and always defended him against Mamma, but his behavior in this Bulgarian question is impardonable [sic]. He is a great man with a great deal of littleness and petty spitefulness at the bottom of his character.

Hamburg. January 23, 1887. Sunday.

Went out visiting in the afternoon. The general impression here is that war will break out before very long. German government is going to forbid horses being taken out of Germany; the French are building large wooden barracks on the German frontier, and the amount of wood they use is so great that the wood trade in Alsatia [Alsace?] that was very depressed but a week or two ago is now flourishing. Boulangeri is going to mobilize, “just as an experiment,” he says; besides this repeater rifles and melinitej are being worked at night and day in the French factories. If war breaks out, I am afraid it will not be only between France and Germany.

Hamburg. March 22, 1887. Tuesday.

Emperor’s birthday; ninety. Where shall I be in seventy-two years?

Hamburg. May 23, 1887. Monday.

My birthday; nineteen. First thing that arrived this morning was a box from Paris containing a picture from Mamma, gloves, cravats, pamphlets, etc., from Papa, and a little shoe and sachet from dear little Gee. Received bad news from Mamma; Papa will probably lose his trial and consequently half his fortune: Mamma writes I am to pursue my present career; but of course I should not think of doing so ungenerous a thing; but try and help poor Papa in his misfortunes.

Hamburg. May 29, 1887. Whitsunday.

Stopped at home reading. Have lately read Pope, Sheridan, Gray, a little of Macaulay, and finished Caesar all but the Bellum Hispaniense. He was certainly one of the greatest men and one of the least bloody conquerors that ever lived. His account too of the Gauls is of the highest interest; the French character has not changed a bit in two thousand years; it is an eminently feminine character: vain and vindictive, proud yet easily dispirited, impetuous yet fickle, half fire and half sleet they have ended by falling in love desperately with a man: Boulanger; and just so Caesar represents them to have been in his time.

Hamburg. June 2, 1887. Thursday.

Read Pepys in the afternoon, and one of the most delightful books I know.k

Hamburg. June 5, 1887. Sunday.

As to Pepys, I think him even superior to Boswell as far as delineation of character goes; not a foible, not a thought, not a pleat in his heart is hidden; poor Pepys! He would rather have hanged himself than have allowed his diary to be seen by anybody; he seems to have been a very vain and rather heartless man and a little too fond of money; his taste too is not irreproachable: he always treats Shakespeare’s plays with the most provoking contempt. But he was a good fellow at heart, and even capable of sacrificing his own to his friends’ interests. This his behavior to Lord Sandwich plainly shows. His conduct too in the navy office was highly honorable. On the whole I can not help having a fondness for him, notwithstanding all his faults and failings.

Hamburg. July 6, 1887. Wednesday.

Walked home in a regular hurricane, my hat flying away three times on my way home. My Evelyn came this morning, so spent the time till dinner cutting the leaves and looking into him here and there. I am very fond of these old diaries. Knowing old memories is like having a friend in a distant country.l

Hamburg. August 20, 1887. Saturday.

One thing I miss in Evelyn that pleased me so much in Pepys: that is the boundless openheartedness with which the latter relates even the smallest and sometimes the not very creditable occurrences of his life; but then Evelyn wrote for other eyes but his own, while Pepys probably never imagined that anybody but himself would ever see his diary.

Hamburg. September 8, 1887. Thursday.

Today I begin my new diary. On the whole I have kept my diary for over seven years, from June 16, 1880, till now; my last volume lasted me six years. Read a little of Rabelais and of Evelyn.

Hamburg. November 2, 1887. Wednesday.

Read Macaulay’s essay on “Warren Hastings.” There is not one of Macaulay’s essays I have not read four or five times, and yet I never read one of them again without feeling my admiration for him increase. He is to my idea most certainly the greatest modern historian, and in the whole range of literature he is surpassed or equaled perhaps only by Thucydides and Tacitus.

Hamburg. February 24, 1888. Friday.

Rodewaldt has committed suicide; he boxed somebody’s ears in the streets; Kiessling saw it, made a fearful row, and had him expelled, although Rodewaldt told him he would kill himself if he did so. This was on Thursday week. In the evening Rodewaldt disappeared, leaving a letter saying he was going to shoot himself. He was found on the shore in Cuxhaven with a bullet in his heart yesterday morning. Kiessling is very much to blame; he was much too hard on such a venial offense; but he always was a false, vicious, revengeful villain.m

Hamburg. February 26, 1888. Sunday.

Went to poor Rodewaldt’s funeral. It was a heartrending scene. The poor boy lying so peacefully embedded in flowers, his large glazed eyes wide open; the unfortunate mother, quite a young woman, sobbing, as though her heart were going to break; and amid this fearful grief, his little canary chirping away merrily, as if the world were all laughter and sunshine. I strewed some flowers and sand in his poor coffin, when it was let down into the cold earth. No clergyman, no service; he was an outcast; for he had sought justice in heaven. I cannot say how revolted I am at the criminal injustice that has hunted an unfortunate lad to death, how indignant to think that tomorrow I shall have to smile at that villain, whose hands are dripping with this poor boy’s innocent blood, that the scoundrel who has pursued him to his grave with cold, unrelenting hatred will not be touched, because he is powerfully protected, because justice in this world is a bloody farce. I often feel as if the French were right when they adored a drunken ballet dancer as the Goddess of Reason, as if we were made to break our hearts with laughing at the filthy iniquity of the world.

Hamburg. February 27, 1888. Monday.

Rode this evening. Saw that coldhearted scoundrel Kiessling with his skulking gait and ferret eyes. It really turns my very heart to see such wretches as Kiessling and Hardy, who have racked and tortured their victims to death, walk about unmolested, while an unfortunate father who has stolen a loaf of bread for his starving family is put to prison. That is the terrible injustice of the law, that the least wrong done to the body is cruelly punished, while the most atrocious agony inflicted on the mind is hardly blamed.

Hamburg. March 9, 1888. Friday.

The emperor died this morning.n After a long fainting fit, which occasioned the news of his death yesterday evening, he seemed to revive; but at three o’clock in the morning the death-struggle began, Prince William, Bismarck, Moltke, Kögel, the ministers, were called, and at half past eight death set in. At eleven I heard the men crying, “Special Edition, Special Edition,” and I knew all was over. Emperor William was less a great man than the great emperor. Strong common sense taught him to put the right men in the right place, and his firm will and unflinching courage made him keep them there. Incapable of jealousy, kind to his subjects, generous to his enemies, he lived to be grieved even by the latter and adored by the first. Never, till today, have I felt the full meaning of the words “father of his country.” Never before has there been a sovereign who was more truly the father of his people. Over many a strong man’s face did I see the tears trickle today, as he read the heartrending news; there will be other emperors; but “our emperor, our good old emperor,” as millions have repeated daily for the last seventeen years, has closed his eyes forever. We, I and my family, owe him everything; I learned to love him as my friend before I was taught to honor him as my sovereign, and even now the first impression is the strongest. It is a bitter, bitter loss. God protect Germany and its new emperor.

Hamburg. April 16. 1888. Monday.

I hear this evening that the emperor is very ill, I am afraid dying.o He has got bronchitis. The telegrams remind of those a month ago before the death of the dear dead emperor. It is really sickening to see the faces of the pretended patriots: all sadness and hypocrisy outside with joy in their hearts at the coming event. I am a supporter of Bismarck. But the way in which a great part of the Bismarckian press has behaved lately has simply disgusted me, such a mixture of unfairness and disloyalty under the mask of patriotism has it displayed.

Hamburg. June 13, 1888. Wednesday.

The emperor is much worse, and of course the conservative ravens are beginning to croak
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