
GAEL
ELTON
MAYO

A MAN INA PANTHER SKIN
GAEL ELTON MAYO



A MAN IN A 
PANTHER SKIN

The Life o f Prince Dimitri Djordjadze
by G ael Elton M ayo

¡5 o 50 g b .»

JoA cr»gj)(rr! g A b  o» o g n b ^ ^ J g n n  b oJ¿A cr> gg (m m l*

2 6  3 6 0 b 0 1 9 8 4



©  Gael Elton M ayo 1985

A l l  rights reserved. N o  part o f  this publication m ay  be reproduced, stored in a retrieval system , or 
transmitted, in any fo rm  or by  any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording or otherwise, 
w ithout the prior perm ission o f  T h e  K ensal Press.

British L ibrary Cataloguing in Publication D ata .

M ayo, Gael Elton
A man in a panther skin.
1. Djordjadze, Dim itri 2. Soviet U n ion—
Princes and princesses—Biography 
I. Title
947.08'092'4 GT1218.D5/

ISBN 0-946041-36-9 

P ublished by T h e  K ensal Press
K ensal H ouse, A bbotsbrook, Bourne E nd, Buckingham shire.

Printed and bound in G reat Britain by 
B utler &  Tanner L td , Frome and London.



Contents
List o f  Illu stration s..............................................................................................  iv
A c k n o w le d g e m e n ts ......................................................................   v
Prologu e ................................................................................................................  1
Chapter 1 ............................................................................................................. 5
Chapter 2 ............................................................................................................. 18
Chapter 3 ............................................................................................................. 27
Chapter 4 ............................................................................................................. 40
Chapter 5 ............................................................................................................. 48
Chapter 6 ............................................................................................................. 61
Chapter 7 ............................................................................................................. 68
Chapter 8 ............................................................................................................. 81
Chapter 9 ............................................................................................................. 91
C hapter 10 ............................................................................................................. 102
E p ilo g u e ................................................................................................................... 112



List o f  Illustrations
T itle  page: G eorg ian  coat o f  arm s w ith  seven stars -  the sun, the m o o n  and  five 
planets, and their p a tron  saint, St N ino .
Frontispiece P rince D im itri D jo rd jadze o f  G eorgia , as a y ou ng  m an  in C aucasian 
tcherkeska.
2) G rand  D uke M ichael o f  R ussia. H e changed  D im itr i’s life. B B C  H u lto n  P icture 
Library.
3) G rand  D uk e D im itri o f  R ussia, a trag ic figure b o rn  u nd er an u n lucky  star. 
P ho to : P riva te collection, Chanel and Her World, Edit. N ile  du C hene.
4) P rince D im itri D jo rd jadze aged about fo rty .
5) T h e  Prince as racing d riv er in M ercedes. ‘1932: le p rince D jo rd jadze ..  . II va
pulvériser le re co rd .’
6) P rince D jo rd jadze, clipping  fro m  ‘R ac in g  F o rm ’ m agazine w hen  he was horse 
b reeder in  U .S .A .
7) Illustration  b y  T oidze o f  R ussian  version o f  Knight in Tiger Skin , bearing  a 
strik ing  resem blence to  D im itri D jord jadze.
8) P rince D im itri w ith  H ora tio  in V irginia.
9) P rince D jo rd jadze, pho to grap hed : O c to b e r 1984.
10) A ud rey  E m ery , the g rea t love. D raw in g  C ecil B eaton.
11) Lady A shley, an im pulsive m istake. B B C  H u lto n  P ic tu re  L ibrary.
12) Ilona M assey, H un g arian  actress. T he Lady w h o  was a G entlem an .
13) Paul Ilynski R o m a n o v  in U .S . M arines. T h e  son o f  G rand  D uke P av lovitch ,
stepson o f  Prince D im itri D jord jadze.
14) P rincequillo , w o rld  cham p io n  stallion.
15) P lain D ealing  S tud F arm  in  V irgin ia , ‘a h o m e is som eth ing  y ou  lose’
16) P rince D jo rd jadze w ith  A ud rey  in old fashioned bug gy .
17) V iew  o f  the Caucasus from  Sabue, one o f  the D jo rd jadze fam ily  hom es.
18) T h e  175 ft yacht, Sitonia.
19) Inv ita tion  card fo r th e  co m m em o ra tio n  th a t takes place each year in  Paris fo r 
the n ev er-fo rg o tten  independence o f  G eorg ia in 1918.
20) Illustration  o f  1646 m anuscrip t from  Tbilisi o f  Knight in a Panther Skin  from  
English version, Folio  Society.



Acknowledgements
I w o u ld  like to  thank:

Lesley B lanch, w hose k n o w led g e o f  the Caucasus g rea tly  helped  the 
u nderstand ing  o f  o u r m utual friend , the subject o f  this b oo k  -  and  fo r her 
encou ragem en t in w h a t was a strangely  difficult task.

T h e L ondon  L ibrary, w ith o u t w hich  u n iqu e in stitu tion  I w ou ld  have been lost.
Jo h n  Sandoe, w h o  o b tained  fo r m e the seem ingly  unobtainab le  M oscow  edition  

o f  The Knight in the Tiger Skin. It was in this second vo lum e I read, that the 
illustration  o f  the K n igh t, T ariel, struck  m e w ith  its uncan ny  likeness to  D im itri 
D jo rd jadze, after w hich  I started  to  reflect on th e ir o th er traits in  com m o n.

It m ay seem  o dd  to  be g rateful to  a person w ho  has been dead fo r e igh t h un dred  
years, b u t the d iscovery  o f  R ustaveli was indeed  a revelation  -  fo r th o u g h  he has 
m illions o f  readers in C hina , Japan , Sw eden, R ussia and m an y  countries ap art from  
his ow n , I have n ever k n o w n  an yone in the w est w h o  has read h im , o th er than 
scholars. T h e  G eorg ian  Irak ly  A bashidze calls h im  a genius w h o  aw akened  m an ’s 
faith  in  his o w n  p o w e r and  the tr iu m p h  o f  g ood . K onstan tin  B alm on t calls his love 
poem  a ra in bo w , a fiery b rid g e  link ing  heaven and earth.

His ecum enism  and generosity  are som eho w  reassuring, his ideas are universal 
and their need is g rea t today . A t the tim e w hen  he w ro te , w estern  Asia and the 
M editerranean  w ere linked in a renaissance o f  literature  and relig ion  . . .  a 
fo re ru nn er o f  east-w est hopes? T his is too  large a subject (perhaps to o  grea t a hope) 
fo r m y  sm all b oo k  -  b u t I am  indeed  thankfu l to  have m et R ustave li, w hile 
learning  ab o u t G eorgia.

G .E .M .

W hat you give is yours forever, hut what you keep is lost.
R ustaveli



R a tz  ginahar vaghat nahar.
W hatever you have seen, you  w ill n o t see again.

R ustaveli



Frontispiece Prince Dimitri Djordjadze o f Georgia, as a young man in Caucasian 
tcherkeska.



Prologue
This is the story o f  a G eorgian. His life has been and still is 
outside any ordinary  experience, o r even anyth ing  easily 
im agined. H e is ‘timeless in tim e’, like som e o f  R ustaveli’s
characters. H e is in fact a R ustavelian m an. B efore his story
begins, the poetic conception em bodied m ust be explained.

Shota R ustaveli (or S ho t’ha R u s t’hveli) was a G eorgian 
poet w ho lived in the second ha lf o f  the tw elfth  century. It is 
n o t know n w here or w hen he was born , bu t he retired 
tow ards the end o f  his life and died in the M onastery o f  the 
H oly  Cross in Jerusalem . His m ost fam ous poem  is The K night 
in the Panther Sk in , translated from  G eorgian into  m any 
languages including Japanese and Swedish; one English version 
by K atharine V ivian (The Folio Society 1977) uses the w ord  
‘pan ther’, b u t the Russian version calls it ‘tig e r’ skin. Yet
another version translates Vephistksani as ‘w earer o f  snow -
leopard skin’. O n  the later m anuscript dated 1646 at the 
Institute o f  M anuscripts in Tbilisi, the m an is w earing a 
spotted leopard skin and cap. ‘T ig e r’ is plausible, since part o f  
the story takes place in India, but R ustaveli refers to panthers 
so frequently  that I find pan ther m ost likely and prefer this 
version, also because in m edieval G eorgia they hun ted  w ith  
cheetahs (very swift and specially trained).

R ustaveli loved the G eorgian queen T ham ar passionately 
and w ro te  the poem  for her. She is certainly the princess 
T inatin  in the poem , w hose ‘radiance outshines the sun’. 
R ustaveli says, ‘I have com posed this w o rk  for her w h o m  a 
m ultitude o f  hosts obey. I lose m y wits, I die. I am  sick o f  
love for there is no cure from  anyw here .. . (unless she give 
m e healing or the earth a grave).’

T he m an in the panther skin is a ‘kn igh t w ho disappeared’.
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H e was seen by the A rabian king R ostevan  and his m en w hen 
ou t hunting . W hen  pursued he becam e fierce. In his rage and 
desire to be left alone and no t follow ed, he ‘sliced heads ap art’ 
w ith  his w hip  in the v iolent fury o f  a terrorist, then galloped 
on a fast black charger in to  invisibility, m ysteriously gone ‘like 
a swan on the sea’. Y et w hen later he was tracked dow n  and 
discovered to be called Tariel, and approached w ith  patience 
and understanding by another knight, A dvantil, he sw ore 
bro therly  love to h im  forever. His anger, m isery and flight 
w ere because he lost his love. H e was an idealist. Love for a 
lady was majum, love-m adness. A nd, love-possessed, ‘m y  heart 
runs w ild like the goats on the p la in ,’ -  bu t loyalty  to another 
m an was placed even higher.

R ustaveli was a hum anist, probably  influenced by Sufism 
(the m ost generous religion, respecting all others as the 
‘shadow ing fo rth  o f  the great central tru th ,’ open to people o f  
all conditions on their w ay from  earth  to heaven.) H e was 
educated in G eorgia and studied in Greece, w here there w ere 
G eorgian foundations such as the m onastery o f  A thos. He 
spoke Greek, Arabic and Persian bu t w ro te  in Georgian.

This language (w hich is n o t a Slav language) has no affinity 
w ith  any other. It has great phonetic richness and its ow n  
strange alphabet. In his poem , each o f  the four sections o f  a 
line contained four syllables. This makes its ow n  music, quite 
apart from  the poetry  o f  the w ords: sunlit night, timeless in time 
. . .  W om en  had the grace o f  a panther gathered to spring -  
young, handsom e m en w ere com pared to new ly  g row n  
cypress trees. T here is hum our: a rose looks no better on a crow 
than horns on a donkey (always provocative visual images). 
T here are w ild  love and shining tru th  that w ill dom inate 
trouble, there is nobility  o f  though t. The moon dims in presence 
o f  the sun is the k n ig h t’s description o f  his lady. The moon 
awaits the lion is the message taken by the m aid to the lover 
w ho has com e to call. W o m an  is the crystal in which all colours 
are reflected, a light too brilliant to bear, yet these loved ladirs 
w ait, som etim es several years, for their knights to accom plish 
missions for each o ther first, before there can be a happy 
ending in m arriage.
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T here are seven stars in the G eorgian coat o f  arms, the sun, 
the m oon and five planets. R ustaveli’s w orld  was 
circum scribed by their orbits. Zual: Saturn, the planet o f  
adversity. M ushtar : Jupiter, the planet o f  justice. M arikh: M ars, 
the planet o f  w ar and vengeance. A spiroz: Hesperus, Venus, 
the planet o f  beauty and healing. O tarid : M ercury , the planet 
o f  learning. T he advice o f  old K ing R ostevan  to his daughter 
T inatin  w hen she is crow ned anim ates all the poetry: ‘W e 
benefit from  eating and drinking, n o t from  hoard ing  up good 
things. W hat you give aw ay rem ains your ow n, bu t w hat you 
keep is lost.’

It is rum oured  that R ustaveli and Q ueen T ham ar w ere 
lovers. C ertainly  in the poem , w hen  the kn igh t A dvantil says 
o f  his fiancée, Princess T inatin , ‘th rough  her radiance all things 
w ere transfo rm ed’, R ustaveli alludes to T ham ar. She, T ham ar 
was fam ous n o t only for her beauty bu t also for her w isdom  
and hum anity . She abolished capital punishm ent and to rtu re  -  
this at the tim e o f  K ing John  in England, three hundred  years 
before the Spanish Inquisition. She presided over a renaissance, 
w hen  G eorgian literary achievem ent reached its sum m it, w ith  
the odes o f  C hakhankhadze and Shavteli . . .  all this three 
hundred  years before Shakespeare -  at the tim e N o tre  D am e 
was being built in Paris, Fountains A bbey in Y orkshire, and 
the troubadours singing in Provence.

M any o f  us m ay be m en in panther skins. Tariel, the kn igh t 
in leopard-skin (w ho had discarded his brocades and jew elled  
robes to live in a cave) lam ented his lost love, despaired o f  
finding her, searched for pu rity  and tru th  and preferred to die 
rather than com prom ise. Y et at a gleam  o f  ligh t he w ould  
spring again in to  hope, and he was transform ed by friendship.

Lost love is purgatory .
Love only is really w orthw hile  
bro therhood  betw een m en is the highest value.

T he poem  contains tw o  love stories. U n dy ing  friendship 
betw een m en overcom es all obstacles. A nd the friendship o f  
m en for w om en w ho are like sisters is celebrated against the
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background o f  the merciless treatm ent o f  treachery and 
b ro therhood  -  the value o f the team.

Perhaps the m an w hose life I am  w riting  in this book is a 
true R ustavelian, for he was fearless, brave, loyal and he lost 
his love. U nlike the kn igh t in the panther skin he did n o t find 
her again, though  they did no t stop loving each other. T here 
have been times in his life w hen he ‘had to w ear a panther 
skin’. Y et he lives today and is n o t cast dow n. H e m ay n o t be 
a m edieval knight, for he is a tw en tie th -cen tury  m an, b u t he is 
a true G eorgian prince, and G eorgians are a people apart.
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Chapter One
T here is a m an w ho can occasionally be seen in the streets o f  
M onte  C arlo  w ho  stands ou t from  the crow d, w ho carries 
h im self in a special w ay. H e was perhaps a superb rider. B ut 
m ore than this, there is an atm osphere about h im , a presence, 
an a loo f pride in his very  tall, straight carriage, so that the 
passing people, even the tourists looking th ro u g h  their car 
w indow s in traffic queues w onder . . .  w ho is he?

A prince. O ne o f  the last deserving to be so called. D im itri 
D jordjadze is from  the old departed w orld  b u t still very 
m uch in this one. R ecen tly  he narrow ly  avoided being run 
over by a huge B M W  m o to r bicycle; by doing a N ijinsky 
leap (for he was always agile and quick as a snake, fam ous for 
the speed o f  his pistol d raw  in duels) he escaped, bu t fell on 
landing on the curb. H e was taken to hospital. W hen  the 
doctors asked, ‘H o w  old are you?’ he answ ered, ‘M ind  your 
ow n  business.’ W hen  they could n o t believe he had no broken 
bones, he said, ‘D o n ’t you k n o w  that G eorgian bones do no t 
break?’

D im itri D jordjadze is no t a R ussian bu t a G eorgian prince; 
he speaks R ussian w ith  an accent and recalls being teased for 
this at R ussian M ilitary School w hen, aged only eight, he 
arrogantly  flicked his w hip  at o ther boys to keep them  off, 
like so m ay flies. T he G eorgians have always considered 
themselves different (and indeed their culture has no bearing 
or relation to the Russian). G eorgia is a small, beautiful 
country , w ild, exotic and yet it was proudly  civilized long, 
long before it was annexed by Russia.

M edieval G eorgia was an independent m ountain  k ingdom . 
T oday  its slightly reduced frontiers are the Black Sea in the 
west, to the A utonom ous R epub lic  o f  D aghestan in the east.
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In the no rth  rise the m ountains o f  the Caucasus. T he southern 
frontiers are T urkey  and Soviet A rm enia, w ith  the Soviet 
R epublic  o f  Azerbaijan in the south-east. East and west 
Georgia are the Iberia and Colchis o f  ancient times. Georgians 
are justly  irritated  by the general pub lic’s lum ping them  
together w ith  Russia, even if  they are n o w  -  as a satellite -  a 
part o f  her em pire.

Prince D im itri first told m e about the book he w anted to 
w rite  in M onte  C arlo  in 1983; it was to be a record o f  his life, 
in to w hich are w oven  the lives o f  m any others -  and though  
greatly encouraged by his friend Princess Grace before her 
tragic death, w ho said she w ould  give a celebration party  for 
his book, he could n o t seem to produce it.

He lives in M onte  C arlo, fairly pleasantly m arooned  after a 
tum ultuous life all over the w orld; he cam e there for the first 
tim e in 1927 as a racing driver, in his Lancia, at the end o f  the 
G ibraltar-M onte  C arlo  rallye.

His talk becom es a long string o f  reminiscences from  Tzar 
N icolas II to K ing V ittorio  E m m anuel III o r R o n a ld  R eagan, 
and I ask questions and try  to untangle the pattern , and we 
return  to the distant past (though he prefers the m ore recent 
one) for it is essential to learn first o f  all about G eorgia before 
the Russian R evo lu tion , and his fam ily, and the fortress o f  
Singhkachi w here he was b o r n . ..

W hile w e talk old M onte  C arlo  continues to be to rn  dow n 
around us and m odernised, villas crum bling  to dust like old 
m em ories (though his ow n recollections are n o t dusty bu t 
sharply clear, except that there is no tense. T hey  have lost 
their tim e sequence and are all ju st there, a huge perm anent 
tapestry.) G iant palm  trees are lifted into the air by cranes. He 
chats about race-horses, racing cars, beautiful w om en, the 
D uke o f  W indsor (so sad), M arilyn M onroe (pathetic) or, 
C lark Gable, the R o m an o v  G rand D uke D im itri Pavlovitch 
(whose divorced w ife he m arried and w hose son by the G rand 
D uke he b ro u g h t up), the adored horses he bred  in Virginia. 
H e likes to recall his cousin, Prince D im itri A m ilakvari w ho 
was a hero in the Foreign Legion, am ong the first to defeat
6
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R o m m el, m uch praised by de Gaulle (he was seen polishing 
his boots on his last m orn ing  alive, and w hen asked w hy  take 
such care before a battle, he answ ered, ‘Since it is likely I m eet 
m y M aker, I m ust be clean to do so.’

These fragm ents crow d round , and I understand h o w  hard 
indeed to sort them  in to  a shape, and I coax him  away to start 
to the beginning, in G eorgia, to the view  dow n the K aheti 
valley, to tea on the balcony there instead o f  on his cem ent 
terrace in M onte  C arlo.

T he Singhknachi fortress was one o f  his fam ily’s four hom es, 
the only one in stone. T he others w ere w ooden  houses w ith  
lacey verandahs, som ew hat like A m erican colonial houses. 
T hey  had been built onto  form er fortresses, to replace them  
w ith  m ore com fort.

W e enter this p icture n o w  as if  w e are there, the focus 
changes and the past is the present. T here are roses, and 
vineyards w here lines o f  vegetables alternate w ith  the grapes. 
T he small boy D im itri, looking dow n  on this im m ense valley, 
w ith  snow  m ountains beyond  and the Alazan river running  
th rough  the green slopes below , asks his father w hat are all 
those dark patches m oving  across the land like black shapes? 
H e is to ld  they are shadows o f  clouds. These continually 
m oving  patches are one o f  his first m em ories. So m any clouds 
w ere to com e.

Singhknachi was in a strategic position. T he Caucasian 
m ountains w ere crossed and invaded continually in the M iddle 
Ages by M ongols and T urks crossing th rough  to the west, 
killing and looting  on the w ay; they w ere devastated by raids, 
Persians, Khazars and nom ad  tribes from  the northern  steppes. 
G eorgians w ere fierce fighters, as indeed they had to be, each 
generation training the next one to be as fierce, as proudly  
patriotic. Fitzroy M acLean describes them  as a ‘handsom e, 
haw klike race,’ fam ous for their lordly  bearing and their 
beautiful w om en. It is said by som e w ho knew  him  that 
D im itri D jordjadze was one o f  the m ost handsom e m en in the 
w orld , also a great D on Juan. H e was b ro u g h t up from  the 
age o f  eight to know  h o w  to fight, to know  the traditions
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handed dow n  in his ancient coun try  w here tu rm oil was alm ost 
as m uch a habit as luxury  living.

D uring  the crusades already the G eorgians pro tected  the 
Crusaders on their w ay to Jerusalem . G eorgia was C hristian 
since the fou rth  century, converted by the miracles o f  a 
w om an, St N in o  o f  C appadocia w ho becam e their patron 
saint, arriving in G eorgia at the tim e o f  C onstantine the Great. 
T heir first ruler, K ing B agrat, succeded in the tenth  century, 
w hile Russia was overrun  by hordes o f  p rim itive barbarians. 
(It is to be rem em bered that this was seven centuries before 
the first R o m an o v  dynasty.) D im itri, like all Georgians, has an 
icon o f  St N in o  beside his bed.

B ut G eorgia did n o t rem ain happy ever after St N ino , like 
in the fairy tales. T he land becam e a battlefield again, w here 
Persians and Byzantines fought for tw o  centuries. T here was 
an Islamic conquest w hich subm erged Transcaucasia in 654, 
and G eorgia becam e a dependency o f  the Arab caliphate. This 
lasted four centuries in Tbilisi, w hich was a centre o f  traffic 
in furs and silks as well as ideas and the learning o f  m any 
faiths. T he south and west w ere m ore independent. A t the 
end o f  the ten th  cen tury  B agratid III established a united 
k ingdom  bringing east and w est together; his th rone was 
in one o f  the oldest cities o f  the w orld , Kutaisi, the capital o f  
west G eorgia. Tbilisi rem ained under Arab emirs a century 
longer -  recovered in 1122 by King D avid IV, surnam ed 
the Builder. Being an outstanding com m ander, D avid started a 
form  o f  w arfare w hich m ixed guerrilla w ith  field battle. 
His system suited the m ountains and forests. In 1121, w ith  
60,000 m en, he vanquished 600,000 Arabs and T urks, i f  
chroniclers’ figures can be trusted. Tbilisi then becam e 
perm anently  a C hristian city. T ham ar was the great g rand
daughter o f  this king.

From  T h am ar’s tim e onw ards any G eorgian bride, w hether 
princess or peasant, has taken a copy o f  R ustaveli’s poetry  
w ith  her as part o f  her trousseau, ju st as any G eorgian, 
educated or illiterate can quote ream s o f  R ustaveli’s verse, 
w hich has been handed dow n orally, along w ith  folk legends 
across the land and across the years. M anuscripts w ere lost,



2) Grand D uke Michael o f Russia. He changed D im itri’s life. (B BC  Hulton Picture 
Library.)



3 ) Grand D uke Dimitri o f Russia , a tragic figure born under an unlucky star. 
Photo: Private collection, C hanel and H er W o rld , Edit. N ile du Chene



Above: 4 ) Prince Dimitri Djordjadze aged about forty.

Below: 5 ) The Prince as racing driver in Mercedes. ‘1932: le prince Djordjadze . . .  II va 
pulveriser le record.’



R A C I N G  F O R M  , A ! l ' 1 '

Takes Measure of
Thoroughbreds Big Business 
For Prince Dmitri Djordjadze

Says Sport as Now Staged  

Offers Fine Field for One 

Understanding Its Phases

I By TEDDY COX
j ARLINGTON PARK. Arlington Heights. 
1 111., July 29.—If thoroughbred horses were 
| linguists. Prince Dmitri Djordjadze prob
ably would have the best understanding of 
their varied moods of any horsemen in the 
United States. Born of royal blood In the 
Russian satellite country of Georgia, the 
Prince has roamed the face of the earth 
and during his extensive travels has picked 
up numerous languages, from Arabic to 
“pig latln." Presently, however, he special
izes in English for he has become an 
American citizen and is intent on earning 
an important place in thoroughbred racing 
and breeding circles. He is master of the 
Plain Dealing Stud at Scottsville. Va., owns 
a iormidable string of homes In training at this track, and has a number of other horses in Prance.Although he is interested in several speculative enterprises, he insists that his main business is the breeding and racing of thoroughbred horses He claims th a t the sport, as conducted today, is a lucrative 
field for a man who fully understands all of its phases and th a t he intends to bu.id hi.» holdings to a point where he ultimately will become one of the nation's leaders.Prince Djordjadze has been leading a

PRINCE DMITRI DJORDJADZE

6 ) Prince Djordjadze, clipping from  ‘Racing Form’ magazine when he was horse breeder 
in U .S .A .
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burned, re-found in fragm ents, so the oral tradition  is, in 
every sense, vital. T he  G eorgian scholar, Irakly Abashidze, tells 
us that people are still found today in the inaccessible 
m ountains o f  G eorgia w ho know  all 1,500 verses o f  
R ustaveli’s poem  by heart.

T ham ar was equally fam ous for her courage. She ruled the 
state in person. T he edicts w ere ‘by com m and o f  T h am ar’. 
She reigned from  1184 to 1213.

G eorgia was a feudal m onarchy  until 1801 w hich was the 
date o f  the first Russian annexation. T ham ar was still cited 
then as an exam ple o f  b ravery  to R ussian soldiers in training.

W e are in terrup ted  as tea is b ro u g h t in and I find m yself back 
in M onte  C arlo. D im itri puts honey in to  his glass o f  tea w ith  
its silver holder (the only one left, he says). Looking now  
across this o ther balcony at this o ther urban sea-front view , he 
says w istfully, ‘I rem em ber the old M etropole here, they are 
going to pull it dow n. Friday was the great day, it was the 
start o f  the w eekend, people used to com e dow n on the T rain 
Bleu from  Paris specially. T he G rand D uke A ndrei and his 
wife the ballerina K chechinskaya w ere regulars at the casino, 
they ow ned  a villa on  the Cap d ’ail.’

B ut I drag him  back to those o ther three houses so far 
away, to the scent o f  roses and coriander leaves, w here his 
childhood was spent. For the m om ent he seems to wish to 
leave Singhknachi. So the others, then?

O ne house was at Sabue, surrounded by acres o f  w alnut 
w oods, w ith  a view  o f  the highest com m anding  peaks o f  the 
Caucasus, E lbruz and Kasbeg. Team s o f  w ater buffalo w ent up 
the m ountains at n igh t w hen  it was cool, and fetched ice from  
the snow  near the sum m its. W hen  they b rough t it dow n it 
was buried behind double w a lnu t-w ood  doors, in a cavern 
w hich served as a frigidaire. T he m ountains are snow -capped 
all year round, from  the Caspian to the Black Sea; this ridge is 
just above Sabue, tow ering  and sheltering, m enacing yet 
protective, m aking the frontier hard to penetrate. T here are 
only tw o  passes w hich can be driven across, the rest are goat-
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tracks, or for sm ugglers or escaping m en. A long these ridges 
there are ruined castles o f  timeless date. B elow  there are 
tum ultuous streams, seldom  bridged, and everyw here orange 
groves, w alnu t orchards, for the land is fertile, rolling and 
green. T here is also gold, silver and m anganese -  small 
w onder the Russians coveted it for centuries. T here are nearly 
a thousand therm al springs.

N inety-five percent o f  the tea d runk  in Russia (w here it 
m igh t be considered the national beverage) still comes from  
Georgia. T he vineyards at Sabue w ere sulfated w ith  pony- 
draw n machines, w hich in 1913 was considered advanced. The 
w ine was stored in terracotta jars underground . T oday  in 1985 
it is still fam ous, though  it now  has a R ussian nam e and a 
M oscow  label. O rig inally  the label read: K aheti W ine.
Vineyards o f  Prince A .L. D jordjadze.

D im itri rem em bers playing and sleeping under the fruit 
trees in the ho t sum m er afternoons w ith  his cousin M erab, but 
no t w ith  his tw o  sisters, w ho w ere by tradition  kept apart. It 
was no t done for G eorgian boys to be m uch w ith  girls, no r 
w ere they allow ed to see too m uch o f  their m others. All 
fem inine softness was suspect. T hey  w ere b ro u g h t up to be 
tough, never to be petted, never to cry or need soothing. 
T hey  w ere fu ture fighters from  the cradle. O ne w onders how  
the m others felt about such m asculine despotism . T hey  w ere 
nevertheless revered as w om en and cherished as m others o f 
sons, ‘m atrons en th ro n ed ’, their dom ain  the house, bu t the 
pattern  m ust have been austere. T he system o f  sequestering the 
boys from  any softening influence is found all over the 
Caucasus, no tab ly  am ong the M oslem  tribes o f  the m ountain  
regions, w here it was the custom  for a boy to be handed over 
to an atalyk, a kind o f  tu to r, w ho took the child to his ow n 
aóul or fortified village, teaching h im  the m anly arts o f  
horsem anship and shooting, far rem oved from  dom estic life. 
This arrangem ent also ensured that the child w ould  fo rm  no 
pro found  em otional ties, though  the atalyks w ere in no  w ay 
terrifying, b ringing up their charges w ith  honour and 
understanding. T he boys w ere returned  to their families at 
about fifteen or sixteen years o f  age, w hen a cerem ony o f
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feasting and dancing m arked the event. Those w ere tribal 
m ountain  ways, and in D im itri’s case it was less severe, less 
harshly interpreted. T h ough  his fam ily did w ork  on the same 
principle, ‘W e w ere civilized,’ he says, ‘and also -  w e w ere 
C hristian.’

T he fam ily cooks, w ho  w ere m en, w ere Russian. So also 
w ere the nyanyas, o r nannies. G eorgians did no t like to be 
servants. T he o u td o o r w orkers w ere always M uslims. ‘They 
did no t d rin k ,’ D im itri says, ‘so it was safer. A nd they w ere 
splendid w ith  horses.’ Thus, hanging about the stables D im itri 
learned the T artar language early. These m en apparently  
occasionally bedded the nyanyas, and there w ere dramas.

A nother fam ily hom e was in the capital, Tbilisi. It possessed 
a beautiful outside staircase and a carved w ooden  verandah 
overlooking the old tow n. A large flow er and vegetable 
garden was part o f  the p roperty . Still another house was in 
Karaize, in the low lands on the K ura river. This had a curious, 
specially built p latform  like a tow er, to w hich the w hole 
fam ily clim bed at n igh t, to sleep safe from  the deadly 
m osquitoes that (curiously) did n o t fly above a certain altitude, 
bu t w hose bite bred sw am p fever.

T he R ussian servants w ere left behind in these houses w hen 
the fam ily w en t to Singhknachi or Sabue, because they did 
no t speak G eorgian. N o r w ere they always w anted: there was 
a great slur on being Russian. O th er caretaker farm ers stayed 
perm anently  and lived in the m ountain  estates, being regarded 
no t as servants bu t as part o f  the G eorgian fam ily w here all 
was shared. P roduce and food w ere there to be enjoyed. 
A ccounts w ere no t kept. It took tw o  days by horse-carriage to 
reach these rem ote  properties. D im itri’s m o ther did n o t always 
go, o r rather, she was often in tentionally  left behind for 
reasons I discovered later, reasons going back to an ingrained 
prejudice ages old, too  deep to uproo t. T hey  m ust have been 
cruel for her, bu t her fam ily w ere unaw are, seem ingly the 
kindest o f  people. T here was another estate at the Azerbaijan 
border.

★ ★ ★
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B ut n o w  it is evening in M onte  C arlo  and it is 1983 at our 
first in terview , no t 1913. It is tim e for drinks, w hich to Prince 
D im itri means cham pagne. T here is news on television, o f  
w hich he is an avid w atcher. It is the Silverstone race in 
England. H e says he regrets never going to Silverstone, bu t 
rem em bers racing at B rooklands w ith  T im  Birkin, W hitney  
S traight and M ax A itken in 1932. T im  B irkin, w ho w ro te  a 
book called F ull Throttle, was every schoolboy’s dream  o f  
w hat m o to r racing should be. He was know n  as the B entley 
boy, he drove w ith  a silk scarf flying ou t behind h im  in the 
breeze -  the ep itom e o f  a driver, as also was W hitney  
Straight. D im itri follow s Silverstone intently , know ing  all 
about the latest new  cars (for he is a m odern  m an, ‘timeless in 
tim e’), and w e are o ff w ith  a screeching o f  tyres, n o w  back 
into m em ories o f  the several M ercedes cham pionships he w on, 
after escaping from  G eorgia during the revolution  and Soviet 
occupation, and reaching Italy w here his uncle Prince 
M atchiabelli was am bassador o f  G eorgia. B ut all that was 
before he m et A udrey.

A udrey? W ho  was she? ‘T he  love o f  m y life,’ he says, and 
will say no m ore about it tonight.

So m any contrasting m em ories like a rich b u t som etim es 
incoherennt patchw ork , all contained in his present vision. 
Audrey: did she w ear the rubies o f  B adakhsham  and sparkling 
crystals, like a R ustavelian princess? B ut then she w ould  not 
have been called A udrey . . .  T o  sort the pieces o f  strew n 
jigsaw  and fit them  together needs m any long interview s, and 
I accept his invitation  to stay on. A nd so w e continue our 
jou rney , shuttling in and out o f  the past -  dinners and dinner
parties, bu t n o t the Palace in M onaco, n o r the Ahalzihes 
Officers C lub nor the old fortress near the Black Sea, scene o f  
a b lood-curd ling  dram a -  because n o w  som ething has 
rem inded him  o f  another place, another tim e, and he switches 
abruptly  and talks o f  Louis B rom field  w ho lived at Senlis and 
hated dogs.

‘I used to ride over on m y horse and visit h im  w hen I lived 
at C han tilly ,’ the prince says. ‘H e loved his garden and was
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always pottering  in it. H e loved and spoiled his daughters yet 
he used to kick dogs!’ D im itri exclaims, a horrified anim al- 
lover. ‘H ow ever I taugh t h im  to like one dog. I ordered a 
special boxer from  G erm any. H e was called R ex , and I spent 
the n igh t w ith  him  in the Astoria H otel in Paris and drove 
h im  ou t to deliver h im  in Senlis. H e leapt from  the car 
straight in to  Louis’s arms, w ho  loved him  at once and said, 
‘R ex , w here have you been all m y  life?’ A happy ending to 
an unexpected fairy tale. T he prince’s store o f  anecdotes is full 
o f  them .

Since w e are o ff on this new  tangent (and I am  try ing  to 
hold the steering w heel, h o w  w ill I ever m anage the sorting?) 
I ask h im  if  he ever read the m ost peculiar and least know n  
novel that B rom field  w ro te , The Strange Case O f  M iss A nn ie  
Spragg? ‘N o ,’ D im itri says, ‘I am  no t an intellectual.’ H e is 
charm ingly hum ble, all the m ore because Louis B rom field  is 
n o t exactly intellectual reading. H o w  m uch does he read then, 
this m an o f  action?? ‘M y cousin M erab was b rillian t,’ he 
continues. ‘H e was the intellectual one. H e w ent to M oscow  
U niversity .’ M oscow ? I ask h im , w hy no t Georgia? T here  are 
no  G eorgian universities, D im itri tells me, no  national 
institutions using the G eorgian tongue. ‘R ussification’ 
continues.

I also learn that though  G eorgia produced such great 
literature, after the th irteen th  century  it w en t in to a decline. 
Education had in any case always been in the monasteries; 
R ustaveli had been taught philosophy, geom etry , arithm etic, 
rhetoric, g ram m ar, astronom y and natural science.

N o w  just w hen w e are back again into G eorgian discoveries 
the housekeeper comes w ith  dinner, announcing that the 
prince likes only raw  m eat and cakes. A paradoxical contrast -  
so distinguished a m an, yet so w ild. B oth  the bearing o f  a 
king and the violence o f  the m ountain-people  in his 
background. (R aw  m eat and sweet grapes, relished under the 
tree w ith  M erab, o r sitting by a fireside after a long trek on 
horses?)

The raw  m eat w e eat for d inner turns ou t to be entirely 
lean, w ith  lem on ju ice  and chopped onions g round  th ro u g h  it;
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there is no o ther seasoning, n o t even salt, and it tastes alm ost 
like flowers, bearing no relation to w hat in the west is called 
Steak T artare. A part from  its lean quality, the m eat m ust be 
entirely fresh, eaten w ith in  an h o u r o f  being ground. This 
leads us back to G eorgian food . . . and so we re tu rn  to Kaheti.

M eat is roasted or grilled, chicken is steam ed w ith  quantities 
o f  coriander leaves and onions. B ut there is never any fat in 
the cooking. Perhaps this is the reason people are reputed  to 
live to be over a hundred. O ne o f  the puddings consists o f  
w alnuts strung on a string, soaked in grape juice, dried in 
sunlight, then kept coddled in blankets. This is called 
Tchurtahalla -  each house has its ow n  secret recipe and there is 
great com petition . Is o r was? W e are in the present 
perm anent-tense -  it is alive to him  -  it is happening -  
p robably  today the same traditional food is being prepared 
w hile som e o f  the people (he says) still refuse to speak 
Russian. It has always been a love-hate relationship, for 
D im itri adm its that w hen the Russians took  over, G eorgia was 
exhausted from  a long chain o f  invasions, a state o f  tu rm oil 
and wars th ro u g h  hundreds o f  years (they had even know n  
R o m an  rule). Thus the R ussian adm inistration cam e as a 
relief, yet its people w ere disliked.

Russian M ilitary School was considered the best in the 
w orld , and the young  G eorgian boys o f  good fam ily w ere all 
enrolled there. It could be said that officially G eorgia was 
Russian, bu t ever insubordinate. T he Im perial R ussian w ay o f  
running  the country , o f  w hich D im itri approved, ended w ith  
N icolas II and the revolution . T he T zar had Cossack 
bodyguards w ho betrayed him . T he  six Caucasian regim ents 
com m anded by the G rand D uke M ichael, w ho loved Georgia, 
did no t arrive in St Petersburg in tim e to stop the revolution. 
T hey  w ere m achine-gunned or hanged, am ong them  D im itri’s 
cousins.

B ut D im itri says his coun try  was lost long before -  in reality 
ever since the tim e w hen Tzar Paul I betrayed the treaty 
prepared by his m other, C atherine the G reat, and signed for 
her by her lover Potem kin  in 1783 w ith  K ing H eraclius o f  
G eorgia. Russian pro tection  prom ised relief from  the incessant
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attacks since the crusades by A rm enians, T urks and others. 
D im itri judges C atherine the G reat as ‘clever in her 
understanding o f  G eorgia, and fair’. B u t her good treaty did 
no t last, because o f  her son.

T he country  becam e briefly independent again in 1918 
before the Soviets took  it over in 1921. B ut the old im perial 
rule, in spite o f  love-hate, in spite o f  people officially n o t liking 
the Russians, above all feeling they could n o t possibly be 
Russian themselves, proved  to be stabilising. Y et . . .  while 
approving  . . .  D im itri dislikes Russians and has few  Russian 
friends, though  tw o  o f  them  played a large part in his life. H e 
is devoted  to the m em ory  o f  one, tolerates the other. He 
resents their try ing  to pretend G eorgians are really ju st another 
sort o f  Russian, try ing  to m ake them  lose their character and 
language, w hen they are in tru th  so different and so m uch 
older a people. In this instance, as w e sit in 1983 M onte  C arlo, 
im perial Russians and Soviets seem to play the same part.

A nd now , as a very ligh t cake is b rough t in w ith  the coffee 
we are back to the discussion o f  G eorgian daily life and local 
products. W alnut oil took the place o f  olive oil w hen it was 
(rarely) used in cooking. D im itri only recalls seeing olive trees 
on reaching B atum i. E verything else in G eorgia g rew  rather as 
in the M editerranean, the clim ate being similar, though  cooler 
at n igh t w ith  fresher air and h igher m ountains. W hen  they 
w ere rid ing on cam paign or on long journeys, raw  m eat was 
put under the saddles o f  their horses in bags. T here  was no 
tim e to cook it. Sm oke from  fires w ould  attract attention. 
This was probably  the origin  o f  the nam e o f  Steak T artare.

T here is so m uch in the life o f  this m an w ho drove a four-in - 
hand across steep m ountain  tracks, or crossed and re-crossed 
the Caucasus in Indian file and was attacked by brigands long 
before he drove racing cars in Europe, or bred horses in 
A m erica, o r w en t to India and A rgentina on ‘big business’. H e 
has had to escape, to kill, to forge his ow n  passport to reach 
his exile -  to fight in wars and to fight duels. H e has 
galloped along cliff-edges o f  m ountains on a horse shod w ith
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nails in its shoes, in o rder n o t to slip on tracks that crossed 
sheer precipitious slopes. In Paris, after the revolution  and 
som e years o f  w andering, he recruited G eorgian patriots and 
helped them  to becom e a team  o f  taxi drivers, w ho left 
im pulsively to fight in Spain w ith  dram atic results. His life 
was fire until he lost his love. W ith  his w om en he was always 
chivalrous, it was in the G eorgian tradition. A resplendent 
D on  Juan  -  yet n o t so, for he could be gentle and w hen the 
affair was serious, he was faithful.

As he talks o f  his m em ories and the blue haze o f  evening 
settles, he stares out at the view  and I see his profile 
silhouetted against the light on his balcony. H e has perfect 
bones, their beauty in no  w ay lessened w ith  tim e. It is a 
d isturbing face: sad, yet hum orous, capable o f  being fierce, 
dangerous w hen opposed, yet also tender w ith  a certain 
m elancholy, for he is n o w  entirely alone. A lone by choice,
that is the thing that strikes, even though  the telephone often
rings. W h y  are there no children or fam ily to visit this m an 
w ho in old age has such stories to tell? B ut he does n o t seem 
conscious o f  his solitary state. Later I was to discover the 
reason w h y  he had no children or grandchildren  o f  his ow n.

As he gazes w ith  his g reen -b row n  eyes across the
M editerranean, th rough  and beyond it, the Black Sea starts to 
com e into  focus, a steady focus, I hope, this tim e, that m ay 
rem ain w hile w e talk. It is n o t a black sea bu t very dark blue. 
It is called black because o f  its dangerous currents. H e recalls 
his very  young aunt, a great beauty  w h o m  R achm aninov  
loved. T he renow ned m usician he rem em bers only d im ly as a 
dark-haired  figure burn ing  w ith  passion, w ho  advised his 
father that the boy should learn to play the piano. T he 
beautiful aunt had a b ro ther, U ncle A rthill, (another
‘intellectual’) educated in France, w ho  fascinated D im itri as a 
child, bu t he was n o t allow ed to approach him  because he had 
‘the evil th in g ’, tuberculosis. This uncle was condem ned for 
his liberal politics and sent to Siberia by the Tzarist 
governm ent. H e escaped bu t his arm  was shot o ff by the 
guards. O n  the occasion o f  the th ree-hundred th  anniversary o f
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the R om anovs, the Russians pardoned  h im  and he returned, 
w ith  his stum p-arm , from  exile in France. His beautiful sister 
nursed h im , caught tuberculosis herself and died.

T he tapestry o f  Prince D jord jadze’s life has threads o f  m any 
colours, som etim es garish, som etim es soft, bu t seem ingly in a 
vast tangle; n o w  I hope to sort them  out chronologically  and 
begin w here it all began: in Georgia.
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Chapter Two
D im itri’s father, A lexander D jordjadze, volunteered  to fight in 
the R ussian-T urkish  w ar w hen he was only seventeen. He 
achieved this in spite o f  opposition from  his father and 
grandfather, the latter being a com m anding  officer. He 
re tu rned  three years later w ith  grey hair, and a strange sad 
look in his very  blue eyes. These eyes w ere famous. 
A pparently  w hen he was angry they changed colour and 
turned  grey. T hey  held great pow er, their look could m ake a 
person trem ble. O nce he gave a horse such a look that even 
the horse trem bled. D uring  the w ar, in the N ijigorosky  Polk 
reg im ent in w hich he fought, conditions w ere fearful, the m en 
ate the same food as the horses. H e was aw arded the cross o f  
St G eorge and p rom oted  to lieutenant.

T he D jordjadze fam ily life was n o t in the usual G eorgian 
pattern: D im itri’s m other was considered to be half-R ussian, 
and because o f  this, and in spite o f  the fact that her ow n 
m o th er was a G eorgian princess, she was never entirely 
accepted even by her ow n  fam ily. H er R ussian father was 
second-in-com m and o f  the adm inistration  in the capital Tbilisi. 
H e was em barrassingly pow erful. A nd she was living there 
w ith  her parents w hen A lexander D jordjadze m et her, the 
young  girl called D om enica N aum enco, and found her 
exceedingly beautiful. H er b ro ther was an expert in the 
Esperanto language. T hat is an idealist’s distinction. H e so fell 
in love w ith  G eorgia that he b o u g h t a w hole hill and bu ilt a 
house on it. B ut they ‘did n o t see m uch o f  h im ’. H e was half- 
Russian, too.

D om enica b ro u g h t w ith  her do w ry  rem arkable paintings 
and a piano w hich she played beautifully. T here  are no letters 
or fam ily papers to tell o f  her thoughts, bu t she never learned
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to speak G eorgian, w hich  can be in terp reted  as a sign either o f  
sadness or rebellion at being treated as an outsider, all the 
m ore unfair to her th inking perhaps because she was only half- 
Russian, and U krain ian  at that -  and the U kraine was a south
w estern nation w ith  its ow n characteristics, so she was no t 
m erely a M uscovite. B u t to G eorgians it was the same, their 
anti-R ussian feeling was pathological and w ent back over a 
hundred  years. T he fact that it was ‘no t fair’ could n o t be 
discussed, it was irrational. A dded to this there was the norm al 
tradition  o f  bringing up boys w ithou t allow ing them  to be 
close to their m others, and in her case the R ussian elem ent 
intensified this trait. D im itri’s tone o f  voice w hen speaking o f  
his father is w arm  w ith  adm iration; about his m o th er his voice 
grow s flat, there is little to be said, though  he is p roud  o f  the 
fact that her hair rem ained black into  her eighties, as his ow n 
has done; there is no disloyalty, bu t lack o f  interest. H e w ould  
stand apart from  her in a train  as a boy. H e w ould  feel 
com prom ised if  seen sitting beside a w om an, any w om an -  
bu t specially his m o th er w ho  was n o t only a w om an  but 
R ussian as well. He was asham ed. W hen  asked by o ther boys 
w ho his m o ther was, he w ould  skip over the question and say, 
‘M y grandm other was a Palavanishvili’, alluding to the 
princess w ho  m arried  a R ussian adm inistrator. Telling this in 
1983, th inking back, he says, ‘T he Russians had an inferiority  
com plex, w e w ere the best athletes, the best fighters. General 
B agration defeated N ap o leo n .’ So it w orked  bo th  ways, each 
side felt superior or inferior o r alien in its fashion. It does no t 
occur to h im  to be sorry for his m other: she was R ussian, this 
let h im  dow n, it low ered  his self-esteem and gave him  
som ething to hide. H e is no t responsible for this feeling, it is 
inbred. ‘I did no t see m uch o f  m y m o th e r,’ he says, ‘since I 
was eight w hen I was sent to M ilitary  School, and also she 
lived often upstairs.’ This evokes a tragedy, bu t o f  w hich he is 
still unaw are. (Upstairs? W hy? W as she ill? A nd is it no t 
precisely before one is eight, the im portance o f  the m o th e r’s 
role?)

H ow ever D om enica was presum ably loved by her husband 
to w h o m  she bore four children. She was the exceedingly
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beautiful m atriarch  o f  his estates and his household, yet she 
was usually left behind on the trips to the m ountain  estates 
w here only G eorgian was spoken. She was loved by her tw o  
daughters V era and Tatiana, to w h o m  she spoke R ussian, and 
probably  in a detached w ay by her son D im itri, w ho spoke 
G eorgian w ith  his father. T he girls did no t learn G eorgian -  it 
seems the m an lived lives greatly apart -  in spite o f  fam ily 
meals all together. Leran, the younger b ro ther died o f  cram ps 
w hen only a year old, after eating a vast quan tity  o f  green 
grapes.

D im itri tells o f  his father kissing h im  on his arrival from  
m ilitary  school for the holidays; his father ‘never raised a hand 
to touch h im .’ H e loved his youngest sister Tatiana, ‘she was 
so little’. This did n o t m ean she was a playm ate, though  it was 
the nearest he go t to ever playing w ith  a girl; he w ould  carry 
her about on his shoulders like a toy  mascot.

D om enica rem ains a sphinx. W h at did she really think, 
sitting at the head o f  her table, eating the Satsivi o r sauce 
m ade o f  w alnuts g round  w ith  saffron, garlic, cloves and spices? 
She doubtless knew  o f  G eorgian cooking from  her m other, 
and m ust have taugh t their R ussian cook the recipes, because 
D im itri describes so v iv idly  the Georgian cuisine, w hich was 
evidently  m ore delicate than Russian. H e rem em bers the food 
o f  his childhood in Proustian detail m ore  than sixty years later. 
Y et he says reflectively, ‘I think . . .  m y m other was n o t a 
good housekeeper . . . ’ It is hard  to  know  w hat he means, for 
it chokes in a m em ory-b lock . His m em ories are all lucidly clear 
except for those concerning his m other, w hich are fog. B ut 
her beautiful black hair and the sound o f  her piano echoing 
th ro u g h  the house, these are her loved im age. Perhaps the 
servants w ere n o t kept in order, this is w hat he half
rem em bers -  w hen  the nannies w ere bedded by the ou tdoor 
m en. W hat o f  these R ussian O rth o d o x  nyanyas: did they 
shiver w hen they heard the how ling  w ail at sunset, was it no t 
ju st a m uezzin at prayer, b u t also the call o f  a different sort o f  
m an, those m en w ith  the fierce stare? T he nyanyas w ere 
indoor servants, the m en outside w ere som ew here in the w ild, 
their em braces perhaps specially virile.
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D om enica was allow ed to cuddle her daughters; presum ably 
the w om en  led a life o f  their ow n; one they accepted, and 
m aybe enjoyed.

T he pattern  o f  D im itri’s life changed com pletely as a child 
because o f  an unexpected event: the V iceroy o f  G eorgia asked 
A lexander D jordjadze to organise a h u n t for the G rand D uke 
M ichael o f  Russia, M ikhael A lexandrovitch, younger b ro ther 
o f  the tzar and a great sportsm an. T w o  o f  the D ordjadze 
houses w ere on the K ura river, one in the capital Tbilisi and 
the o ther at Karaiazi, tw o  hundred  kilom etres below . This was 
on the border o f  Azerbaijan and very  wild: deer, gam e, rivers 
full o f  fish. It was still a little -know n  region and invaded at 
times by equally w ild M ongols and Persians.

D im itri rem em bers the G rand D uke arriving by rail fo r this 
h u n t in his private carriage; at the same tim e there was an 
A shura procession in progress: people w earing w hite  sheets 
and bleeding profusely all over their gow ns, having slashed 
their heads w ith  daggers. This Islamic rite took  place on the 
tenth  day o f  M uharran , the anniversary o f  the death o f  the 
prophet Hussein, grandson o f  M uham m ed. H e was killed in 
battle at Karbela, and revered as a m arty r, b u t the A shura was 
only perform ed by the Shia M uslims. T o  A lexander it 
obviously seemed heretical, and so to avoid his children seeing 
it, D im itri and his sisters w ere locked aw ay in their quarters at 
sunset. T he G rand D u k e’s carriage was also d iverted so that he 
w ould  n o t witness the spectacle.

T he  h u n t took  place the nex t day. A lexander D jordjadze 
was an officer in the crack Caucasian cavalry regim ent. H e had 
given his guest a h ighly  strung G eorgian horse, as a favour, 
bu t n o w  he noticed  that the G rand D uke could n o t handle 
him . T he horse had the b it in his teeth  and was bolting  
straight in to  a ravine. A lexander ou trode h im , tu rn ing  bo th  
their horses ju st in tim e to  save the G rand D u k e’s life, only  a 
few  yards before his horse w o u ld  have gone over the cliff. B ut 
D im itri’s father fell and broke his leg so badly that he could 
never ride again. In G eorgia, w here all m en w ere bo th  
m ilitary  and cavaliers, it was the end o f  his traditional career.
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T hey took  him  to Karaiaze in the G rand D u k e’s train, then 
to the m ilitary  hospital in Tbilisi. N o  m end was possible. His 
leg was only ju s t saved from  being am putated. G eorgian bones 
could break after all -  bu t it took  a dire force to do it.

T o  a G eorgian, rid ing was as essential and as natural as 
w alking. T o  gallop the w ildest horse was done w ithou t 
though t, the horse and the m an w ere as one. B u t A lexander 
w ould  ride no m ore. H e w ould  have to leave his regim ent. 
H e never com plained, bu t his eyes took on a distant look, still 
greater than they had before.

W hen  the G rand D uke cam e to say goodbye he was 
overcom e w ith  em otion  and rem orse. H e saw a small boy 
playing and asked w ho he was. O n  hearing it was the young  
prince D im itri he ordered that he should be enrolled in the 
Russian C adets’ School for eight years p rio r to being an 
officer, at his expense. This gesture o f  gratitude was a tu rn ing  
po in t in D im itri’s life. B u t there was a second disaster that 
day: in the com m otion  o f  the accident the nannies fo rgo t to 
pu t the boy o f  five in to  the ‘h ig h -p la tfo rm ’ sleeping quarters 
for the n ight, safe from  the venom ous m osquitoes. H e caught 
malaria. Perhaps this traum atic  m em ory  is w hat he means by 
his m o ther being a bad housekeeper.

As a result o f  this illness he was considered fragile bu t there 
is no m ention  o f  a consoling m aternal figure. Instead he was 
pu t in to the charge o f  his father’s cousin, U ncle Sico -  an 
atalyk  in a w ay, bu t one w ho came to live w ith  them  in their 
hom e. G eorgians are a robust race, and w ith  their roasted red 
m eat, green vegetables, w ater from  m ineral springs, sauces o f  
red beans m ixed w ith  plum s, any fragility  m ust have been 
short-lived.

U ncle Sico taugh t him  m any things, after the first year o f  
gaining confidence. As the nex t years passed the m ost striking 
achievem ent was the w ay he learned to shoot w ith  a pistol; he 
was such a talented pupil that his sure aim  becam e fearsome 
and he was fam ous for it for the rest o f  his life. This is no t 
surprising, because his teacher, U ncle Sico, had fought thirteen 
fatal duels, only one w ith  a sw ord. H e was a ‘sure k iller’ and 
was a very special fellow  indeed, as can be seen by the
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follow ing incident in his life: A t a tim e w hen he was stationed 
in W arsaw , he received a telegram  from  his older b ro th er Taté, 
w ho  was stationed in Kars, tw o  thousand miles aw ay, asking 
for h im  to com e im m ediately  because their sister had been 
insulted. G eorgian w om en, though  apart, w ere held in high 
esteem. These tw o  brothers had quarrelled as young m en and 
never spoken since. B ut this was a call for allegiance to b lood  
ties, the fam ily hon o u r was at stake. H e undertook  the trip, 
arived, reported  to his b ro th er w ho  told h im  a Cossack 
captain had ‘m orta lly  offended’ their sister O lga, and could be 
found at this m o m en t in the officer’s club. T até, being colonel 
in the reg im ent could n o t fight the duel h im self because a 
superior in rank had n o t the righ t to fight his ju n io r. Sico 
(w ho was m erely captain) set o ff at a quick m arch, found the 
Cossack captain and challenged him , adding that he was in a 
great hurry : the duel m ust be early next m orn ing  as he had a 
reservation on the train  back to W arsaw . T he duel took place 
and the Cossack died. Sico caught his train w ith o u t m ore ado 
and did n o t even see his b ro ther, w hich m ade their fam ily 
allegiance the m ore  rem arkable.

T he duel in question becam e legend. N icolas II heard o f  it 
and was n o t pleased. In spite o f  the T zar’s reputation  for 
weakness, he had character. H e was a hum anitarian  and 
view ed w ith  distaste duels am ong arm y officers. H e 
com plained, saying, ‘I f  the D jordjadze brothers ignore m y 
protest, I shall in tu rn  ignore their nex t p ro m o tio n .’

A nd so it cam e about that though  they w ere b o th  heroes in 
the Russo-Japanese w ar, bo th  w ounded  and highly  decorated, 
they rem ained only colonel and captain in spite o f  their medals 
for bravery  -  for they did ignore the T zar’s protest and 
continued to fight duels. O f  such stuff was D im itri’s tu to r 
m ade.

A fter the accident, A lexander took  to sw im m ing the K ura 
river, across and back in spite o f  the current. H e regained 
strength b u t w alked w ith  a lim p and a cane. H aving lost his 
norm al career, he was persuaded by the Russian adm inistration 
to becom e a nego tia to r fo r peaceful relations betw een the
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R ussian V iceroy and the G eorgians. His friend Prince 
Sum batovshivili helped h im  in this and together they tried to 
be diplom ats. (Later Sum batoshivili was the first G eorgian 
am bassador to the court o f  St Jam es.) T he jo b  was exceedingly 
difficult and delicate w ith  undertones o f  trivial jealousies and 
dislikes. T hey  proposed to build  a m ajor railw ay, necessary for 
the export o f  w ine and m inerals, bu t Russia was against this 
plan. (Against progress for Georgia?) T here was m anganese, 
bu t they w ere no t allow ed to exploit it. People took sides, 
som e tried to be friends bu t there was massive irrita tion . M any 
G eorgians did have R ussian friends (that is, they liked some 
Russians), yet w ere annoyed by the feeling that they w ere 
occupied by another pow er w ho  took  their decisions for them . 
W h y  n o t the new  railway? If, as it was said, G eorgia was part 
o f  Russia, then all the m ore reason. It could only  help Russia. 
T he Russians also had a ‘G eorgian com plex’, though  n o t the 
R om anovs. T he G rand D uke M ichael was com m ander o f  a 
Caucasian reg im ent and loved G eorgians, all Georgians, 
including his small protégé. T he T zar had G eorgian bodyguards. 
Y et the adm inistration was full o f  hate. T he situation was a 
mess.

C olonel A rnold , the R ussian C h ie f o f  Police in K aheti 
w hipped  and beat the people w ho  did no t obey. H e believed 
in harsh discipline. Prince A lexander D jordjadze intervened, 
diplomatically and also kindly, w ith  the in ten tion  o f  helping 
A rnold  understand and pro tecting  him . He w arned  him , ‘It is 
dangerous, it is ill advised,’ he said, ‘You are not supposed to hit 
Georgians. T hey  w ill react w ith  ho n o u r if  treated honourably , 
bu t like cheetahs if  insulted .’ B u t A rnold  th o u g h t he knew  
better. H e did n o t heed the advice. A nd so a G eorgian killed 
him  w ith  a dagger th rough  the heart.

D im itri was sent aw ay to C adet School w hich was in 
Russia bu t near the G eorgian border. H e left hom e w hen  he 
was only eight, and his arrival at the school as still a very 
small boy was greatly helped by his U ncle Sico’s upbringing , 
the m ore so because a lthough he grew  later, at eight he was 
under-sized and therefore teased. It was n o w  that he learned to 
flick his w hip  at b igger boys, and chase them  off w ith
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surprising dexterity , calling them  bluebottles and dung-flies in 
his foreign-accented Russian. T heir surprise tu rned  to esteem.

T he school had a severe routine: crying w ould  be
unthinkable. N o  one even knew  w hat crying was. T he g lory 
o f  the ‘best m ilitary  school in the w o rld ’ was all that m attered. 
Sm oking was forbidden. B u t there was beauty as well as 
severity. T he school buildings, even the barracks containing six 
hundred  cadets w ere ‘m ore beautiful than any Palladian villa,’ 
D im itri says. T he T zar often cam e to review  his troops w hen 
on his w ay to the T urkish  border; N icolas II was m uch loved 
by the m en and w orshipped by the young  boys.

D im itri re tu rned  hom e for m em orable holidays, w here he 
found U ncle Sico again, w ho  had stayed on and lived w ith  
the fam ily. T hey  continued their shooting lessons. ‘T hey  teach 
you  w ith  rifles at y ou r school,’ Sico w ould  say m eaningly, 
‘b u t pistols are useful,’ and his eyes w ou ld  tw inkle. ‘Rifles are 
ju st for w ar

T he years passed and D im itri started to g ro w  tall. O ne day 
in the school w hen he was fourteen, ano ther boy show ed him  
ho w  to roll leaves w ith  dubious tobacco -  and they w ere 
caught. A n officer (w ho was also G eorgian, there w ere about 
ten percent o f  them  in the school, adm ired by the Russian 
chiefs o f  staff) sum m oned D im itri to  his room s. T o  D im itri’s 
surprise, instead o f  punishm ent he asked h im  to sit d o w n  in a 
com fortable arm chair; the officer opened an elegant leather 
cigarette case and offered h im  a cigarette. Perplexed and 
slightly shaken, D im itri accepted. T he officer show ed h im  h o w  
to inhale deeply and instructed h im  to  do so -  to  such an 
ex ten t that he felt ‘sm oke was com ing o u t o f  his ears.’ He 
offered h im  a second cigarette, and w hen D im itri refused he 
was ordered to sm oke it. This was repeated, three cigarettes, 
four cigarettes ..  . until D im itri was sick and dizzy. H e half- 
fainted and was sent to  the hospital. H e never sm oked again 
for the rest o f  his life.

W hen  the T zar cam e to review  the cadet troops there was a 
parade and a tw o -h o u r church service, for the Tzar was very 
devout. O nce on a to u r o f  inspection he stopped in fron t o f

25



A  Man in a Panther Skin

D im itri for w hat seemed a long m om ent. B y this tim e D im itri 
was sixteen and very  tall. W as this the reason, o r could the 
T zar have rem em bered  tha t D im itri’s father had been under 
his com m and in the R usso-T urk ish  war? This was impossible, 
though  D im itri longed to tell him . H e stood silent, at 
a ttention , devoured w ith  excitem ent w hile the T zar looked at 
h im , receiving the gentle b u t p ro found  look from  the T za r’s 
very  blue eyes until he passed along the line. It could n o t have 
lasted m ore than a m om ent, bu t it seemed infinite. D im itri was 
seized w ith  em otion. H e says, ‘I w ou ld  have died for h im .’ H e 
never fo rgo t the com pelling yet soft appeal from  those eyes. 
N icolas II was an excellent rider and no one could beat him  
across country . T he  cadets also liked all the o ther m em bers o f  
the im perial fam ily w ho  cam e to  visit, except the G rand D uke 
Boris. For h im , they resented the w ay they w ere m ade to 
stand for tw o  hours on the m ilitary  h ighw ay w aiting  to greet 
h im , and then w hen at last he came, there w ou ld  be dust on 
the horizon, a roar, and the G rand D uke w ould  w hizz past 
and be gone w ith o u t a glance, having overslept, late for the 
next appoin tm ent. Boris was a great carouser.

M eanw hile, in these years, anguish was creeping in to  the 
atm osphere o f  the g littering  balls in M oscow  w here o ther 
carousers danced, alarm  at the increasing hold  the ‘dem on 
servant o f  the A ntichrist’ had over the Tzaritza. W h at w ould  
it lead to? H e was runn ing  Russia th rough  her.

B ut the new spapers d istributed to the cadets did n o t 
m ention  R aspu tin  by nam e, they referred to h im  as ‘the 
person’.
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Chapter Three
D im itri D jord jadze’s first encounter w ith  a girl took  place one 
Easter w hen  he was on his w ay hom e on leave. T o  reach 
hom e m eant crossing a high ridge o f  nearly impassable 
m ountains, so the train w ent ro und  them  and along the 
Caspian shore tow ards Persia, taking th irty-six  hours. Four 
young  cadets w ere som ew hat bored  in their com partm ent. In 
the corridor outside a young  w om an  passed, then returned, 
stood by the w in d o w  in the passage and looked at them . T he 
train was stopping at coun try  stations, crossing rough  land 
w ith  peasants in the fields, b u t the girl looked unexpectedly 
fine, w ith  small features, b londe hair, and celestially blue eyes. 
Each cadet m ade gaw ky unsubtle advances w ith o u t success. 
T hen  she smiled and beckoned to D im itri to com e to her. T o  
h im  it had the quality o f  a dream , all the m ore because he had 
n o t yet had a w om an. T here had been a governess at m ilitary  
school w ho  took  the children o f  one o f  the officers for walks 
in the w oods. D im itri, w ho  was n o w  seventeen, used to  w atch 
her, trem bling, w ishing they could be alone in the densest part 
o f  the forest.

H e jo in ed  the girl w ho  was m aking signs to  him , w ho  
looked like an angel. A nd he stood in the passage looking 
dow n  at her, searching for w ords. W hen  he finally spoke she 
did n o t answ er, she ju s t w en t on quietly sm iling. His courage 
grew , he started to talk -  b u t w hatever he said, she ju st smiled 
or opened her eyes w ider. She only com m unicated  in signs. 
B ut the signs w ere clear: she poin ted  to h im , then to herself, 
then outside the w indow  to the fields w here there w ere calves 
in the lush m eadow s by a river.

T he train  slow ed and stopped in a station; perhaps the stop 
w ould  be long, anyw ay they go t out. T hey  w alked away,

27



A  Man in a Panther Skin

looking at each o ther and blushing, th rough  the tall grasses, 
the greenw eed, saffron, sage and m adonna lilies, th rough  the 
narcissi and violets in to  the w oods. It was spring. In the shade 
under the trees there w ere m ore flowers, the small w hite 
anem ones like stars that g ro w  w here it is dark and cool. A 
stream  was bordered  by black trunks o f  acacias w ith  their 
w hite  blossoms hanging d o w n  over the w ater, the scent was 
heady, D im itri’s w hole body was shaking -  this surpassed any 
o f  C hakhankhadze’s odes o f  dream s o f  Eden and could n o t be 
really happening. Y et it was so, this silent lady w ho  he realised 
n o w  was a deaf-m ute -  this stranger-creature w ho  could no t 
speak or hear, could see and feel his hand holding hers, his 
arms round  her body, their faces pressed together in to  the 
ferns -  this sprite was D im itri’s first w om an.

W hen  they w en t back to the station bats w ere flying and it 
was dark, the train had long gone and no others w ere due 
until the m orning . She took  him  hom e to her house w here 
her m o th er and sister greeted him ; they w ere preparing 
dinner: grilled m eat, pickled beetroot, lettuce salad w ith  
w alnu t sauce. T hey  dined all together and talked and laughed, 
for the m o ther and sister w ere n o t m ute. D im itri drank m uch 
wine; he was delirious, he felt he was flying.

T he next m orn ing  he re tu rned  hom e on a slow train and 
arrived a day later than expected. His father m ade no 
com m ent; D im itri’s friends had to ld  h im  o f  the delay w ith  
laughter and a little envy. D im itri rem em bers his fa ther’s 
reserve w ith  appreciation. T here  was neither scolding for 
being late, n o r teasing for his m anhood. N o th in g  was 
discussed. T he fasting o f  Lent, w hich  had been obeyed by the 
very o rth o d o x  Djordjadzes, was over, the celebration o f  Easter 
was in preparation, a piglet was being roasted w hole on a spit. 
D im itri flopped d ow n  under a tree and fell asleep; w hen  he 
w oke he jo ined  in the feasting.

T he holidays w ere the opposite to the R ussian m ilitary  life. 
A part from  Sico o ther uncles w ou ld  often be there, and 
D im itri’s young cousin M erab. U ncle A rthill had re turned  
from  his exile in France, looking older, frail -  kep t always at a
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distance because o f  his m alady. This m an was an idealist w ho 
founded the N ational G eorgian Socialist Federal Party . D im itri 
says that i f  he had no t died o f  tuberculosis there m igh t 
possibly have been no Stalin; an in trigu ing  statem ent that he 
does n o t follow  th rough . Presum ably had A rthill lived, and 
being the founder o f  his party , he m igh t have been the 
G eorgian that Lenin chose to represent G eorgia as a federal 
m inority . O r  a fu rther possibility: he m igh t have been 
appointed  M inister for M inorities, w hich was the ironic title 
o f  Stalin’s first post, and been responsible for all the m any 
m inorities o f  G reater Russia.

Som etim es A lexander D jordjadze took the young  m en, 
D im itri and M erab and their friends to the steam baths in 
Tbilisi. T hey  w ere large m arble halls and are m entioned in the 
tale o f  Jason and the A rgonauts in search o f  the G olden Fleece. 
T he m en w ould  spend several hours in these baths. First they 
soaked, then they w ere rubbed  w ith  loofah gloves and 
massaged. Bells w ere there to press for any requirem ent, sweet
meats or drink or a girl. A t the end o f  the day they w ould  eat 
a huge meal, grilled tro u t o r chokhobili (Stalin’s favourite dish): 
chicken steam ed in onions and tom atoes w ith  coriander leaves 
and garlic and m any herbs. T hey  only w en t hom e in the 
evening to fall sound asleep. Thus w hen the m en decided to 
go to the baths they w ould  spend a w hole day aw ay in each 
o th e r’s com pany, a day o f  talk and jokes and sensual pleasure, 
an outing  they shared and enjoyed, an all-m asculine habit like 
the w ay Englishm en go to their clubs -  i f  n o t quite the same.

O ne afternoon, re tu rn ing  to Tbilisi on a long jo u rn ey  w ith  
his w hole fam ily, rid ing in a coach and four, D im itri grew  
bored  and to pass the tim e he clim bed onto  one o f  the horses 
and rode it, hanging bells round  its neck. T hey  w ere attacked 
by robbers. All their m oney  and the w o m en ’s jew ellery  w ere 
taken, though  A lexander repeated, ‘W h at is this? D o n ’t you 
k n o w  w ho I am? Leave us be!’

T w o  days later D im itri was sitting in the garden in Tbilisi 
w hen  a fam ous and m uch dreaded brigand called G eorgik 
cam e to visit. ‘Tell you r father I w an t to see h im ,’ he ordered 
im periously. D im itri, still young enough to be terrified, ran to
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fetch Prince A lexander. W hen  he cam e, G eorgik produced all 
the stolen possessions, w hich he re turned. ‘M y  profound  
apologies,’ he said. ‘M y m en did no t know  w ho  you were. 
Because o f  the jing le  bells they thought you were ArmeniansW  
B oth  m en then laughed at this heigh t o f  insult: A rm enians 
w ere despised by G eorgians and still are.

B u t the life o f  steam baths and flowers was a m irage and 
n o t to last. R epercussions o f  the G reat W ar in the outside 
w orld  started to  affect G eorgia. In the evenings the uncles 
w ou ld  talk sadly and darkly together about the rum ours o f
disbelief and disappointm ent in the Tzar, w ho  had been
foolish enough to discharge his com m anding  officer, his six- 
foot-six inches tall cousin N icolas N icolaievitch and take over 
com m and h im self w ith  disastrous results. N icolaievitch had 
re tu rned  to  M oscow  a broken  m an, it was said. H e had been 
leading his troops to  v ic tory  and could n o t understand the
change o f  com m and. It was a farce that cost thousands o f
lives. It was said to be due to the influence o f  R aspu tin  over 
the Tzaritza. T he devil was at w ork . T here w ere sim m erings 
from  the cauldron o f  revolution . ‘C an I visit the fron t?’ 
R aspu tin  had asked in a message sent to  N icolaievitch, so the 
gossip w ent. A nd the reply had been, ‘C om e by all m eans and 
I’ll m ake sure you  are k illed .’

M erab and D im itri observed the m utterings and g loom  o f  
the uncles, huddled  together in apparent distress in corners o f  
the garden, b u t did n o t realise yet the im p o rt o f  w hat was 
happening. O n e  afternoon they had lunched alone under a 
tree, lolling on cushions round  a silver p latter o f  cheeses and 
fruit, d rinking w ine, D im itri idly taking an accurate shot at a 
snake w ith  his pistol. In G eorgia snakes are hated  and called 
‘the anim al w ith o u t a nam e’. T hey  w ere ju st drow sily  settling 
d ow n  for a siesta, w hen  they w ere roused by  a clattering o f  
hooves and barking o f  dogs. It was a visit from  yet another 
uncle w ho  lived far aw ay and w h o m  they seldom  saw, G eorge 
A m ilakvari and his suite o f  m en, d ism ounting  from  their 
horses. This visit was ano ther forew arn ing  sign, though  in the 
afterm ath  o f  w ine and lunch the boys did n o t guess it to be an 
unusual event -  like the leaves o f  the tree they lay under,
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trem bling  in sum m er lightning.
A lexander D jordjadze was n o t at hom e. U ncle A m ilakvari 

said he was on his w ay to D aghestan to hun t, and asked 
D im itri to  go o u t and buy  som e dogs for h im , as he needed 
dogs. T here w ere already m any dogs barking and running  
about. H ow ever, D im itri was to ld  to choose any horse he 
liked and gallop o ff on the quest for m ore dogs. H e was still 
boyish enough to be delighted by an un k n o w n  beautiful horse 
and w en t off w ith o u t guessing that he was really only  sent in 
order to  spread the ru m o u r that the uncle was engaged in an 
ord inary  pursuit, m erely hunting .

T he next day, tho u g h  his father was still aw ay, and 
therefore w ith o u t perm ission, D im itri set o ff w ith  his uncle on 
w hat he still th o u g h t was a hunt. M erab stayed behind. He 
had poor eyesight w hich  caused h im  to miss m any sportive 
outings. As the jo u rn ey  w ore  on, taking m any days th rough  
the m ountains, D im itri realised that his uncle was escaping.

T hey  reached the po in t w here Persia and D aghestan jo in , 
and it was here that the uncle asked D im itri to ride w ith  h im  
alone, ahead o f  the m en, so they could talk. N o w  D im itri 
learned that relatives in the A m ilakvari ne ighbourhood  had 
been attacked and som e w hole families m urdered. H e listened 
to his uncle telling h im  that the old w orld  they had know n  
was going to die and no th ing  w ould  ever be the same. As 
they rode they w ere nearing a fron tier on  the o ther side o f  
w hich lived a boy  w ho  was in m ilitary  school w ith  D im itri, 
and w hose father was an em inent Persian to w h o m  
A m ilakvari w ished to  deliver a letter. It was im portan t, secret 
and urgent. W ou ld  D im itri please undertake to do it? C hilled 
w ith  foreboding D im itri n o w  understood: revolution. H e was 
in his cadet’s un iform  and still young  enough (the uncle 
hoped) to look too  innocent to be questioned. Nevertheless, 
after receiving full instructions, D im itri took  the precaution o f  
going the long and w ild  w ay round , m aking it even less likely 
he w ould  m eet anyone. T he uncle w aited in an aóul, in one o f  
the fortified villages w here he knew  the m ullah.

As D im itri rode across the m ountains he m used about w hat 
his uncle had told  him . It filled h im  w ith  aw e -  far m ore than
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being alone in the wilds, this he did n o t m ind. T he m ountain  
horses w ere specially bred, sure-footed and shod w ith  flat 
shoes that had p ro trud ing  nailheads in o rder n o t to slip on the 
sheer slopes. T hey  w ere supposedly m ore than usually 
intelligent. D im itri found that his horse had balance alm ost as 
great as a m ountain  goat, and w ould  have enjoyed leaping and 
try ing  it ou t i f  he w ere n o t gnaw ed by his uncle’s revelation 
and the im portance and responsibility o f  the letter he carried. 
This was a new  feeling. B ut on the h igh  passes he felt no 
danger, though  anyone else m igh t n o t have liked the how ling  
w ind  o r the dark nights sleeping alone beside a strange animal. 
T he horse did n o t rem ain strange for long -  horses w ere his 
kin, it was as i f  he could speak w ith  them . D im itri knew  no 
fear, his horse nuzzled h im  and w oke him  in the m ornings, 
they slept in caves and becam e friends. These things felt 
familiar. T he feat o f  delivering the letter, w hich he achieved 
succeessfully and easily, took  h im  three days -  b u t it was a 
long three days because during  the entire tim e he had been 
dom inated  by a new  anxiety, calculating h o w  long the 
m urders w ould  take to spread and reach his ow n  fam ily. The 
Am ilakvaris lived far aw ay, b u t h o w  soon?

A fter the letter was received, the uncle was able to cross the 
border legally w ith  his w ife and children and escape. B ut the 
incident had been a precursor.

W hen  D im itri returned  to m ilitary school this tim e, he 
knew . T he R ussian R ev o lu tio n  had tru ly  started and was 
spreading. T he uncles and their w orld  w ould  soon be gone 
forever.

Vera D jordjadze m arried  a Russian. T o  her b ro th er D im itri 
this was unforgivable. Even though  the D jordjadzes had 
Russian friends and good relations w ith  the adm inistration 
(though this was n o t to last) it was still sham ing to D im itri for 
his sister to m arry  one o f  ‘those people.’ (W hat o f  the G rand 
D uke then, a R o m an o v  to the core and a fam ily friend? I ask 
in 1984. T hat was different, he loved G eorgians, he was a 
special m an and a special case. A nd the Tzar, for he loved 
G eorgians too  . . .  so perhaps V era’s fiancé loved Georgians?
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B ut the blinkers w ere still on all the years later, w hich shows 
the incredible depth  o f  the feeling.) W hen  V era asked D im itri 
for congratulations on her engagem ent and her fu ture 
husband, he laughed and said, ‘I am  looking for the tree to 
hang h im  o n .’

W e are n o t told  w hat D om enica thought.
Vera was devout and had previously th o u g h t o f  entering a 

convent. She gave up the idea w hen  she m et her R ussian so 
he m ust have m ade great im pact. T hey m arried  and she 
m oved aw ay w ith  h im  to M oscow  w here she lives still today.

In 1918 G eorgia becam e independent. D im itri was still in 
Russia in his cadet school; he saw independence as trouble  and 
arranged to receive a fake telegram  to get h im self out. It 
sim ply read: Y our father needs you. H e w ent hom e, w here his 
father was surprised to see h im  b u t did n o t dw ell on it, as 
chaos was reigning and he had o ther preoccupations. T he 
T urks had attacked Russia from  the Black Sea.

O ne day in this frenzied tim e, a certain Princess Abkasi was 
having a fitting for a gow n  (social life w ent on, paradoxically) 
in the house o f  her dressm aker, a young  w om an  called 
Svanidze. Suddenly a m an entered the room  th ro u g h  the 
w in d o w  opening into  the balcony outside, and rushed to hide 
in a cupboard. T he m an was Stalin, Svanidze’s lover, w ho  had 
had to flee Siberia and was h id ing in Tbilisi. Shortly  after the 
police arrived, searching for a terrorist. O n  being questioned, 
Svanidze was afraid; the princess spoke up and gave her w o rd  
that she had seen no-one enter. T he police held this lady in 
great respect because her husband was M arshal in  charge o f  
N obility  and m uch adm ired. T hey  accepted her statem ent and 
left. (But later, in 1924 at the tim e o f  a G eorgian revolt, Stalin 
ordered Princess Abkasi to be shot, in spite o f  the fact that his 
life had been saved by her.)

D im itri volunteered to jo in  the G eorgian M uslim  C avalry  
and took part in battle on  the side o f  the T urks, defending 
B atum i. O ne can visualise him  charging into  his first fight, 
young and fierce w ith  a black m oustache new ly  g row n,
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unafraid. T he G reat W ar was over b u t n o w  the R evo lu tio n  
was in full spate. In the upheaval o f  Russia, the surrounding 
small countries started to fight betw een themselves, like waves 
rippling  to the ou ter edge o f  a w hirlpool: T urks and their 
im m ediate neighbours -  anyone, anything -  w ith o u t being 
clear as to w hat they w ere doing, the w orld  am ok, a horde o f  
snarling dogs. In breaking up forever, the old civilization also 
produced surprisingly trivial b u t dire personal quarrels 
betw een individuals. O ne incident started as a skirm ish and 
ended in the death o f  a prince w ho  was second in line to the 
G eorgian throne.

Since jo in in g  the cavalry Prince D im itri was living in a 
house on the outskirts o f  A haltzher, sharing quarters w ith  a 
captain o f  his regim ent. O ne evening som e officers w ere 
celebrating their reg im en t’s anniversary o f  a fo rm er v ictory  
over the Turks. (A haltzher itself was in a region alternately 
taken over by  T urks then freed again by G eorgians -  always 
an excuse for a banquet.) T he d inner took  place in the 
sum m er gardens o f  the Ahalzihes C lub, part o f  an old fortress, 
its tunnels and battlem ents surrounding  sm ooth  lawns and 
tow ering  rose bushes. Officers w ere sitting w ith  ladies at their 
tables. T he evening was starting w ell w ith  g lam our and 
sm ouldering glances, w hen  suddenly D im itri, w ho  was 
presiding over a g roup  o f  his o w n  m en, noticed that the 
lovely creature at the end o f  his table was the sister o f  his first 
m u te  lady -  and that she was being m olested by an officer 
from  an adjoining table, n o t o f  their party , w hose advances 
w ere aggressive and rather coarse, i f  also insistent. H e w ould  
have objected to any officer behaving like a boor, even to an 
un k n o w n  w om an. B ut this lady was w ell k n o w n  to h im , for 
since his first adventure she too  had shared his bed. 
D um bfounded , D im itri then saw that the officer was Prince 
C onstantine B agration-D avidov , second in line in the G eorgian 
royal fam ily; this m ade it the m ore unacceptable, even i f  he 
was drunk . A n officer should be able to hold  his wine.

Prince D im itri stood up to his im m ense height, and said, 
‘A t m y table are seated tw o  princes Tchvadzes, C aptain  . . . ,  
bu t Prince C onstantine in terrup ted  before he could finish and
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said in scalding disdain, ‘In ou r day princes like you  w ere 
herding the geese

D im itri w ould  n o t slap h im  in public o r cause a vulgar 
braw l, bu t he said he w ould  send his seconds in the m orning . 
His com panions knew  his accuracy o f  shot, and in som e alarm  
tried to pacify bo th  m en. Prince C onstantine rose, w hite  w ith  
anger, and w ent away. W ine, music and dancing resum ed, bu t 
the evening had been spoiled.

T w o  or three hours later w hen daw n was breaking, Prince 
C onstantine re tu rned  casually w ith  one hand in his pocket, 
and said to D im itri, ‘Let us have a ta lk .’ T he friends w ere 
pleased, hoping  they w ould  m ake up their quarrel, and urged 
D im itri to agree. ‘Go ahead and let h im  apologise,’ they said.

T he tw o  m en w en t o u t into  the gardens, Prince C onstantine 
indicated to Prince D im itri to take the tunnel o f  the fortress 
w hich led to the m ain building; it w ou ld  seem he w anted to 
talk in the big hall. ‘Y ou go ahead,’ he said to D im itri, w ho 
obeyed and w alked in fron t o f  h im  in the d im  new  daylight -  
and then he heard a click behind him . H e w hirled  round 
instantly w ith  anim al speed: C onstantine B agration  was still 
hold ing ou t the hand that had aim ed at D im itri’s back, b u t the 
gun, by  a mischance, had n o t fired the first tim e. His finger 
rem ained on the trigger and in this second D im itri d rew  his 
pistol and shot first; in one m ore second C onstantine w ould  
have fired again.

T he w hole event had happened in less than one m inute. 
D im itri had had no though t, ju st reflex action. C onstantine, 
on the o ther hand, had thought. H e had planned. D im itri was 
shattered bu t did no t linger. H e stepped over the dead body, 
w alked back th rough  the garden and returned  to the party; he 
w ent straight to the table o f  the com m anding  officer and said, 
‘I have ju st killed Prince C onstan tine.’

‘Y ou d o n ’t k now  w hat y o u ’re saying young  m an ,’ the 
officer answ ered. ‘Go hom e and get som e sleep, i t ’s late . . . ’

It was daylight, the sun w ould  soon rise. D im itri w en t to 
his house and told  his o rderly  to  keep w atch; he p u t a khaki 
greatcoat over his b righ t blue uniform , took  tw o  revolvers
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and som e grenades, for he was n o t going to be shot w ithou t 
defending himself. B ut before there was tim e for further 
preparation  the orderly  announced that m en w ere com ing up 
the hill w ith  guns. This closed D im itri’s escape in to  the tow n, 
so he clim bed ou t o f  the w in d o w  onto  the ro o f  garden, and 
then ju m p ed  from  there, ro o f  to roof, over the pattern  o f  
gardens and terraces, over the flat-topped houses o f  the city, 
skim m ing aw ay in flight as swiftly as a R ustavelian kadji (his 
pan ther skin pulled tight), until he reached the outskirts and 
was ou t o f  Ahaltzher.

T he last house was facing a steep slope. H e knew  the 
te rrito ry  as he had taken it for the T urks a few  m onths earlier. 
H e clim bed the slope and sat dow n  on top  o f  the hill, w hich 
was in a good defensive position, b u t he had no idea w hat to 
do next. H e knelt and prayed. A fter praying he felt peace, 
entirely  alone w ith  the hill and sky, he quoted  aloud a line o f  
R ustaveli: the day o f  one’s death is as Fate decrees and nowhere on 
earth can man escape it. A t once he fell in to  a deep, stupefied sleep.

H e was w oken  by hundreds o f  huge fleas b iting  h im  all 
over his body  inside his clothes, d riv ing h im  m ad, he could 
n o t reach them  or ease the itching even by rolling about. H e 
calls this the m iracle that answ ered his prayer and saved him : 
the fleas m ade h im  get going again. H e w ent dow n like a 
diver b ird  over the edge o f  the hill that d ropped  aw ay in loose 
stones, a nearly sheer cliff o f  scree. H e clam bered and rolled 
and fell dow n this height, arriving at the b o tto m  in a tattered 
bundle and crazily still try ing  to scratch. H e had reached a 
M oslem  aóul on the plain below ; he sought and found the 
m ullah and told  h im  that he had had an accident. T he m ullah 
looked at this tall young officer in his shredded coat, panting, 
his tongue hanging ou t like a dog, grazed and bleeding; he 
took  h im  to the vegetable garden and plunged his head in to  a 
brass kettle o f  cool w ater; after this D im itri lost consciousness.

Later his ow n  officers found him . T hey cam e for h im  
leading an extra horse for h im  to ride and escorted h im  in 
safety to the prison in the tow n. T he com m anding  officer in 
the Ahalzihes C lub, after realizing the position, had been 
afraid there w ould  be fighting  betw een in fantry  and cavalry
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regim ents and that the incident w ou ld  cause slaughter b ro u g h t 
on by m en taking sides. H e needed to be sure D im itri was out 
o f  the w ay, bu t also w anted to pro tect h im  and so had given 
suitable instructions.

D im itri spent tw o  m onths in the prison and was then 
transferred to the fortress o f  Tbilisi in the officer’s quarters, 
w here after being court-m artialled , he spent another six
m onths in the com pany o f  m urderers. A t least, so he felt at 
first, having n ightm ares about w hether he w ere one himself. 
T hen  shame, for w hat was w rong  w ith  self-defence? U ncle 
Sico w ould  laugh at h im  for even giving it a though t. T he 
m an was a bastard to shoot h im  in the back -  b u t the second 
in line to the throne? . . .  It rankled, until gradually he settled 
into prison life, playing cards w ith  the fu ture M arshall 
Shaposhnikoff, a red spy disguised as a W hite  Russian.

A n added factor w hich helped him  to settle, was an
unexpected visit from  his father. ‘Y ou surprised m e ,’ 
A lexander to ld  h im , referring  to the duel, ‘and I adm ire you. I 
d id n ’t th ink you had it in you. I th o u g h t you w ere ju st a 
lover o f  horses and dogs.’

A fter the visit, D im itri basked in his fa ther’s pleasure.
A lexander, the m an w ho never scolded, was one th ing -  bu t 
to go so far as to  compliment h im  for killing a m an, this 
D im itri had n o t expected. ‘A fter all,’ A lexander had said, ‘he 
was a skunk .’

In the library D im itri found a book about hypnotism , 
w hich he studied to pass the tim e. This was the only period in 
his life w here he did m uch reading, bu t alas the library was 
lim ited. O ne day he th o u g h t he w ould  try  to pu t the
hypnotism  in to  practice, and he concentrated w ith  force on 
the small, rather m ediocre m an w ho was w alking in fron t o f  
h im  on the prison exercise rounds; after a tim e the m an tu rned  
uneasily and looked back -  so the spell had w orked? T he m an 
was Beria, o f  the fu ture Soviet K .G .B .

D im itri was acquitted bu t obliged to change regim ents after 
the trial, in order to avoid feuds that m igh t break ou t on his 
return; he was sent to  B atum i w here he was m ade a m em ber 
o f  the adm inistration and w orked  w ith  the police. T he  chaotic
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disorder that continued in the outside w orld  pu t his 
in ternm ent in to  small perspective: R ussian deserters w ere 
entering  G eorgia. T urks w ere try ing  to  occupy B atum i. 
A rm enians took  the chance o f  general confusion to attack in 
order to enlarge their territo ry , and to try  to spy for the 
Soviets, D im itri says. T he  R ev o lu tio n  was still ricocheting 
in to  all surrounding  m inorities and G eorgia was fighting  small 
local wars to p ro tect herself.

In 1920 w hen the Bolsheviks w ere fighting the Poles, they 
decided to attack G eorgia at the same tim e; G eorgia beat 
them , and they found the G eorgians to be terrify ing fighters. 
D im itri fought in this battle.

B u t in 1921 Soviet Russia attacked again, this tim e w ith  the 
T urks as allies, and G eorgia was defeated and occupied.

A lready three years earlier, the G eorgian bodyguards o f  
N icolas II had been hanged, D im itri’s cousins am ong them , in 
the Caucasian reg im ent com m anded by  the G rand D uke 
M ichael. T he G rand D uke h im self was then shot by the 
Soviets, the first o f  the royal fam ily to be killed and long 
before the d ragged-ou t deaths o f  the others: the Soviets 
considered h im  very dangerous -  a bo rn  leader, loved by his 
m en, and as strong as N icolas was weak. ‘If  he had rem ained 
as T zar instead o f  his b ro ther, history m igh t have been 
different, ’ D im itri rem arks.

N o w  it was the end n o t only in Russia o f  hundreds o f  years 
o f  R om anovs b u t also the final end o f  G eorgia as it had been.

A lexander D jordjadze was taken to a concentration cam p. 
His wife, D om enica, because she was U krain ian  was left at 
hom e. Tatiana was sent to  Siberia. Som e w ho w ere lucky 
w ere evacuated. D im itri, ow ing  to  the fluke o f  being sent to 
B atum i after killing C onstantine, was invited by the Italian 
captain o f  the last ship to leave the Black Sea, w ho offered 
h im  a passage to Naples. H e obtained £ 2 0  in English m oney, 
a useful currency, and going abroad otherw ise possessionless, 
except for a few  n o w  possibly w orthless shares, he sailed on 
the F ranz J o se f Ferdinand and left his country . H ow ever, killing 
C onstantine had n o w  saved his life twice.

W h at did D om enica N aum enco  D jordjadze th ink, left at
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hom e alone, w here she lived her solitary life in to  the old age 
w here she kept her black hair until she was eighty-six? 
T ham ar was fam ous for her je t  black hair; Perhaps D om enica 
inherited this from  her G eorgian m other. D im itri is p roud  o f  
her beauty. It m ust be stressed that he could n o t help his 
attitude, for it w en t back m any generations. H e heard by 
some rare grapevine that she rem ained lithe and active in to  her 
last years, and he tells this w ith  filial love.

W h at o f  A lexander and his concentration  cam p, w ith  his 
lim ping w alk and his very blue eyes, the patriarch o f  the 
m en ’s society o f  uncles and cousins and his son . . .  all dispersed 
and gone? W as he allow ed to w rite  to his wife? T here  is no 
w ay D im itri could know . N o  letters o r papers rem ain.

A fter reaching adolescence, D im itri rem em bers his father as 
being harder to talk to, th ough  always k ind and fair. B u t w hat 
had seemed w onderfu lly  tactful and discreet w hen  he was a 
boy -  m aking boys’ blunders that w ere never scolded -  becam e 
later, m an to m an, a distant aloofness and too -g rea t reserve. 
It was hard  to com m unicate, he did n o t feel quite at ease. This 
had m ade his fa ther’s unexpected visit to  h im  in prison all 
the m ore affecting. Perhaps w ith  the sad expression A lexander 
already b ro u g h t back from  the R usso-T urk ish  w ar w hen he 
was tw en ty , he had prem onitions o f  w hat w ould  befall them  all.

Tatiana was liberated after eight years, b u t has only recently 
returned  to G eorgia. W h at happened in the years o f  her you th  
betw een? D im itri cannot k n o w  m ore than a few  corroborated  
facts: she lives in the rem aining fam ily house in Tbilisi, w here 
her m o th er died -  bu t it is Soviet p roperty  and she pays rent 
for her one room . T heir o ther fam ily houses w ere burned  and 
to rn  dow n. It is sixty years since he carried this little sister on 
his shoulders.

T heir ancestor N odar, head o f  the fam ily and cousin o f  the 
king, saved K aheti from  destruction in 1600. B ut in 1921 
D im itri sailed aw ay, lost his fam ily and tu rned  his back never 
to re tu rn  to the land that in 1985 still runs like b lood  th rough  
all his veins.

‘A hom e is som ething you lose,’ he was to  say frequently  
th ro u g h o u t the rest o f  his life.
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Chapter Four
T he F ranz Jo se f Ferdinand was a steam er that had form erly  
belonged to Austria. As she sailed aw ay at sunset, n o t only a 
sunset o f  that particular day bu t a w hole era, there was a 
varied m ix ture  o f  escaping people on board. It was the very 
last departure. T he  children o f  G eneral M idvani, G overnor o f  
B atum i and fo rm er A .D .C . to  the T zar had left tw o  weeks 
earlier. T here was a G eorgian lieutenant, K andelaki, w ho 
shared D im itri’s cabin, and talked ceaselessly about the new  
League o f  N ations, w ondering  w hether it m igh t request 
w ithdraw al o f  troops from  G eorgia. T here was a m an w ho 
stood o u t rather glaringly, w earing a w hite un iform  and m any 
medals, w ho seemed to have a large am ount o f  luggage, 
including rolls o f  carpet. H e caused D im itri to w onder. 
D im itri m ade a m ental no te  to investigate. H e had recently 
been engaged by the ‘special services’ branch o f  the police in 
B atum i. Investigating had becom e a habit. B u t later -  it could 
w ait. For the m o m en t he leant over the rails on the deck, 
savouring his escape from  the confusion and arrests that w ere 
left behind, the dispute over the possible alliance betw een 
T u rk ey  and C om m unist Russia -  the seething precarious state 
that norm al life had becom e and he w atched w ith  interest the 
ships o f  the British fleet that w ere also leaving port, having 
been in the Black Sea to negotiate a load o f  bauxite. H e knew  
this because the affair had been w ith  his D jordjadze and 
K aralov cousins. T he affair w ould  surely no t take place now , 
since the com m unists claim ed that u n d erg round  m inerals w ere 
to becom e national p roperty . T he British ships w ere taking no 
passengers. As he looked at them , England occurred to him  
for the first tim e as a possible destination, and he was curious. 
T he  east receded and n igh t cam e dow n. T he  m an in w hite
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uniform  passed on the deck. H e looked too good to be true, 
dressed for an opera, m aybe.

D im itri w en t to the d in ing -room  and was invited to the 
captain’s table. T he W hite  U n ifo rm  was now here to be seen. 
Perhaps he had ordered d inner to be sent to his cabin. Som e 
m em bers o f  an Italian circus troupe w ere sitting at the next 
table. A m ong  them  was their star perform er, R ita  R occa, a 
blonde w ho rode bareback on w ild horses and also w alked the 
tightrope. D im itri had m et her before w hen one day she had 
seen him  exercising his black stallion on the beach and asked 
him  if  she m igh t ride his horse. This had am used him ; he 
agreed, and she rode so w ell that the follow ing day they had a 
picnic together, bo th  riders o f  w ild horses and then wild 
laughter, unexpected happiness, eating K otm is Satsivi and 
shashlik, lying together in the dunes w hile their w orld  
continued to collapse and explode in the land beyond.

H ere she was on the same ship, retu rn ing  hom e to Italy 
w ith  her com panions. It was an agreeable surprise, yet he felt 
only despair. This ou tw ard  bound  voyage was a fortunate 
escape, bu t so sad. A fter d inner they w alked on the deck 
together. All passion had gone from  them . T hey  w ere tragic. 
She was quiet and soothing, a fam iliar to hold to -  he held her 
m uscular body  tightly  all th rough  the nights try ing  n o t to 
th ink  o f  his lost fam ily and their burn ing  homes.

Before em barking on the ship D im itri had been travelling 
w ith  a G eorgian passport w hich had a visa for C onstantinople 
only. W hen  the ship docked there he w ent ashore to see the 
Italian consul, presum ing he w ould  be given an Italian visa. 
B ut w hen the consul saw the passport he refused. It w ou ld  be 
necessary to apply for perm ission to grant the visa to his 
foreign office in R o m e; this w ould  m ean w aiting. T he Franz  

J o se f was lying at anchor in the bay, bu t for how  long? 
D im itri was afraid she m igh t sail w ith o u t him  if  his visa w ere 
n o t granted  in tim e. T he Italian consul was adam ant, there 
was no alternative bu t to w ait for perm ission. D im itri 
returned  to the ship feeling exceedingly gloom y.

A t d inner this n igh t he sat beside an A rm enian w ho asked
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w h y  he seemed so depressed w hen they w ere all so luckily 
escaping, and on hearing D im itri’s story, he said, ‘B u t you 
G eorgians are n o t business m en, you are no t practical. I am 
A rm enian b u t I also have a G eorgian passport w ith  m any 
visas, I can go all over E urope.’

D im itri found his kindness condescending and th o u g h t his 
preening odious; b u t he decided he could obtain this passport 
for h im self w hich w ould  be handy indeed -  the next day he 
could sim ply sw itch the pho to  for his ow n. T here  was no 
tim e to lose, the ship w ould  n o t stay long in port.

His m ood  im proved. It was such a n igh t, full m oon, w hy 
talk business? A fter d inner he suggested to the A rm enian that 
they go up and stroll on deck. T he m an duly agreed; bu t once 
there, D im itri m anoeuvred  them  so that they w ere in a dark 
corner and then told  the A rm enian he had no business to carry 
tw o  passports, specially a G eorgian one, that A rm enians could 
in no w ay ever be G eorgian. This fanned an old hatred. T he 
A rm enian becam e apologetic, bu t said feebly, ‘Y ou have no 
au thority  to o rder m e ab o u t.’

‘H o w  do you know ?’ said D im itri, g row ing  angry , ‘I m igh t 
report you to the police. I have been w ork ing  w ith  th em .’

His anger seemed to add to his height, w hich was already 
considerable. T he A rm enian felt that this m an loom ing  over 
h im  in the m oonligh t on the deserted deck m ust have a 
reputation  for ruthlessness, that he should have guessed.

‘Give m e the passport, o r I’ll th ro w  you o v erboard ,’ said 
D im itri. ‘T hat w ill teach you to show  off.’

T he A rm enian, by  this tim e appalled, said. ‘All right. B ut 
the passport is in the luggage o f  m y  older b ro th e r.’

D im itri p roduced a pen and som e paper and m ade him  sign 
a message, then he called the stew ard and gave it to h im  w ith  
one o f  his pound  notes. In 1921 this was a handsom e tip. The 
message read: ‘A uthorities request passport con tro l.’ Ten 
m inutes later the stew ard re tu rned  w ith  the passport, w hich 
D im itri grabbed, bade good evening, returned  to his cabin and 
w en t peacefully to sleep.

T he nex t day he w ent ashore and had a pho tog raph  taken. 
In o rder to unglue the old one and replace it he w ent to a
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R ussian tea ro o m  and after eating boublichki, and again giving 
the waitress a pound  note, she took his passport to a back 
room  and steam ed o ff the old photo , replacing the new  one 
for him . T here  rem ained a seal to be applied 
C onstantinople was k n o w n  for num ism atics. H e found a shop 
w ith  G eorgian coins, and told  the shopkeeper that he w ished 
to buy  a coin for his uncle’s b irthday  bu t w ould  like to show  
it to h im  first. So (producing another pound  note) he 
contrived to b o rro w  the coin to show  his im aginary  uncle. H e 
then b o ugh t a stick o f  sealing w ax, w ent to restaurant w here 
he heated the w ax in shishkebab em bers and pu t the G eorgian 
seal from  the coin onto  the photo . H e re tu rned  the coin to the 
num ism atics shop saying his uncle was undecided, and w ent 
back to the ship. H e was in such good h u m o u r that the 
reappearance o f  the m an in dazzling w hite un iform  did no t 
annoy him . H e even nodded  a greeting and wasted no m ore 
tim e w ondering  about his fancy dress. B ut he did n o t go in to 
d inner that n igh t, he had indigestion from  all the boublichki 
and sweetm eats his passport had required  him  to eat.

W hen  they stood in line to disem bark at Naples, D im itri 
was second in place. H e ignored the A rm enian, w ho knew  
better than to com plain. ‘A va n ti!’ shouted the Italian voices, 
and D im itri was aw ay in to  his unk n o w n  future, landing on 
Italian soil w ith  a splendid false passport and still fifteen 
pounds w ith  w hich to start. T he A rm enian’s b ro ther (a first- 
class passenger) was detained; D im itri no ted  also that W hite  
U n ifo rm  w ent ashore w ith  apparent diplom atic im m unity  and 
no custom s, though  he had so m uch luggage that m ost o f  it 
was left behind to be fetched later. D im itri’s irrita tion  w ith  
this m an m om entarily  returned. T here  was som ething . . .

H e took  a room  in the H otel C avour and sent a telegram  to 
R o m e  w here his uncle Prince M atchiabelli was am bassador, 
asking for a p roper passport to be sent to  h im  w ith  some 
m oney. A nd then . . .  w hat could he do bu t wait? A nd so he 
did, strolling about in Naples, eating in the cheapest places he 
could find, in the days w hen ten or tw elve pounds could 
still last if  a person w ere careful. B u t now  the tru th  settled 
around him . H e felt ou t o f  place. T he ship’s voyage had still
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been a h igh po in t o f  escape. B u t here he was in a w orld  
w here he was m erely observer and took  no action. It was anti- 
clim actic -  m iraculous, yet foreign, unreal. W h at was he doing
here?

W ashing was strung up across the streets, there w ere flowers 
in w in d o w  boxes giving ou t a heady smell o f  petunias, 
specially in the evenings w hen  their scent comes out. B u t there 
was also a stench o f  urine and drains, occasionally m ixed w ith  
garlic w hen  passing a restaurant. U rchins in bare feet 
scam pered about, begging from  him  w ith  g rubby  outstretched 
palms, there w ere shouts in N apolitan  dialect, m elodious 
voices singing N apolitan  songs w ith  guitars, donkeys braying. 
A nd all the w hile his ow n  coun try  was disintegrating. The 
urchins did at least belong here. W here was his place to be?

O ne evening after a dish o f  pasta and som e rasping wine, 
D im itri was w alking back to his hotel w hen  he saw R ita  on a 
street corner being attacked by a m an w ho  was try ing  to tear 
her clothes o ff w hile another m an did no th ing  to help, bu t 
w atched in am usem ent; he was presum ably a friend. O n  
seeing D im itri, R ita  cried, ‘H ere is m y husband!’ w hich caused 
bo th  m en to turn . D im itri slapped the aggressor and then 
socked him , laying h im  flat.

‘H o w  dare you!’ shouted the ind ignant Italian, getting  up 
from  the g round, ‘I am  a cavalry officer.’

‘So am  I,’ said D im itri, phlegm atic, ‘and that is no t how  
cavalry officers behave.’

‘I challenge y o u ,’ cried the Italian, carried aw ay, and no t 
believing for a m o m en t that D im itri was the husband. H e was 
a m ere tourist spoiling the fun.

‘Q uite  all r ig h t,’ shrugged D im itri, unim pressed, duels w ere 
his specialité maison, as he frequently  liked to say. H e took  out 
his card and scribbled H otel C avour on it, and then added 
rather carefully, ‘I shall choose the w eapon .’ H e knew  Italians 
w ere good fencers.

‘D ’accordo!’ shouted the m an excitedly. B ut w hen D im itri 
announced it w ou ld  be pistols, he was horrified.

‘Pistols are dangerous!’ he protested.
D im itri smiled. As if  all duels w ere n o t dangerous. These
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people w ere absurd. In that case they should n o t attack ladies. 
O nly  boors did so.

‘A t w hat distance?’ asked the Italian, visibly subdued.
‘T w enty-five m etres,’ answ ered D im itri.
‘So close?’
D im itri ignored  the question, b u t said that he was alone in 

Naples and had no seconds; the Italian u n dertook  gallantly to 
p rovide tw o  witnesses; he pu t D im itri’s card in his pocket and 
w atched him  return  to his hotel arm  in arm  w ith  R ita .

The nex t m orn ing  the concierge announced that tw o  m en 
w ere asking to see him . T he witnesses w ere in the lobby 
dressed in black. T hey  had com e to arrange the procedure and 
had taken on a som ew hat lofty  attitude. ‘T heir b ro th er officer 
dem anded satisfaction and decided n o t to take seriously the 
dem and to  fight w ith  pistols.’ D im itri show ed them  his finger 
that had a w ar w o und  w hich m ade it difficult to ho ld  a 
sw ord. This was true bu t also fortunate  for him . T hey  w ent 
aw ay b u t returned  an h o u r later. T here was m uch com ing and 
going to D im itri’s annoyance for that m orn ing  also his 
passport had arrived w ith  som e m oney and he was im patient 
to leave this boring  tow n . A rrogan t and true to the fo rm  o f  
U ncle Sico, he said the duel m ust be that same afternoon as he 
was catching the six o ’clock train  to R o m e. T he seconds w ent 
aw ay bearing his message, re tu rned  again, and having failed to 
negotiate an ‘honourab le  settlem ent betw een officers,’ w hich 
was w hat they had hoped  for, they grew  fatalistic, b u t still 
played for tim e by bringing h im  an invitation  to lunch 
together first. D im itri had no th ing  to do. H e accepted.

In the course o f  the m eal there gradually  grew  a fo rm  o f  
respect and politeness. B y the tim e o f  the grappa they 
discovered they w ere all interested in horses. T hey  had m ore 
grappa and escorted h im  to the station w ith  shouts o f  goodbye 
(iadio per sempre they  hoped  w ith  relief, ra ther than arrivederci, 
never again) and so the Italian’s life was saved (by horses) 
whereas U ncle Sico’s Cossack had died.

D uring  the drive to the station W hite  U n ifo rm  passed them  
in an open car w ith  a carabinieri sitting next to the chauffeur 
and an officer on each side o f  h im  in the back seat. D im itri

45



A  Man in a Panther Skin

asked his com panions w ho this person was, and they said, ‘T he 
C ro w n  Prince o f  G eorgia A vtandil D jibi, w ith  his aides-de- 
cam p.’ D im itri was furious, bu t eager to catch his train. 
A vtandil indeed! H o w  dare he use that name? H e w ould  look 
into this m atter in R o m e.

A car w aited for D im itri at R o m e  station. H e stayed w ith  
his uncle in the embassy, w ho  w elcom ed him  w arm ly . B ut he 
had no occupation, though  an elegant uniform . So his first jo b  
was to stand about at the fron t door, jang ling  keys -  and 
during this tim e to learn the language properly , beyond  the 
sm attering m ixed w ith  French he had go t by w ith  in Naples. 
A fter tw o  m onths he becam e fluent. He took  the o pportun ity  
o f  leisure to check on the identity  o f  W hite  U n ifo rm  w ith  the 
police, and discovered h im  to be called sim ply Djibi, bo rn  in 
C onstantinople o f  an un k n o w n  father to an A rm enian m other 
w ho ran a high-class brothel. H e had g row n  up in com fort 
surrounded by p re tty  girls, learning all the languages o f  the 
countries surrounding the B osphorus. D uring  the W hite  
Russian evacuation, w hen m any w ere escaping w ith  their 
jew ellery  and silver, D jibi had opened a paw n shop in Tbilisi, 
before occupation by the Soviets had taken place. He 
prospered, and escaped before they came, taking his treasures 
and loo t w ith  h im  onto  the Italian ship. So clever, and then 
such a fool. T he need to show  off was a hum an weakness. If 
the w retch  had only been wise enough  to lay low  . . .  D im itri 
rubbed  his hands and w aited.

T he am bassador said to h im  one day, ‘W ear y our medals 
and look your best, w e are sum m oned to present credentials to 
the k in g .’

T he tw o tow ering  G eorgians arrived in the palace o f  tiny 
K ing V ictor E m m anuel III, w ho  took  the am bassador aside for 
a quiet chat. M atchiabelli em erged later looking am used. The 
message had been m erely that the king was very sorry about 
the fate o f  G eorgia and w ished to express his sym pathy -  and 
therefore w ould  like a G eorgian coin as a souvenir. ‘D o you 
happen to have any, old chap?’ the uncle asked.

D im itri telegraphed the shop w here he had bo rro w ed  the coin 
for his false passport, so the shopkeeper had his custom er after all.
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T he king had also invited them  to a W hite  Russian C harity  
Ball at the H otel Excelsior. D im itri and his uncle attended this 
w ith  a veritable bevy o f  o ther G eorgian nobles: Prince 
A lexander B agration (Grousinsky in Russian), Prince Givy 
Abhazi, Prince A rtchil A ndronikachvili, Prince Paul 
T oum anichvili, Prince M ichael Soum batchvili and m any 
m ore.

In the m idst o f  this . . .  at last . . .  D im itri’s long-aw aited  
pigeon w alked in, resplendent in his w hite  tcherkeska w ith  
gilded sabre and dagger, accom panied by tw o  aides-de-cam p 
and carabinieri. T he b ird  was netted. As he entered the salon 
w ith  sw eeping flourish, the am basador asked the president o f  
the ball, ‘W h o  is that m an?’

‘Y ou should k n o w ,’ cam e the reply, ‘he is your ow n  C ro w n  
Prince.’

Since M atchiabelli knew  his o w n  crow n prince, he hardly 
needed D im itri’s in form ation . T hey  descended on W hite  
U n ifo rm , closing in w ith  their pack o f  true princes, tall, 
splendid . . .  and they jostled  h im  ou t o f  the m ain entrance 
in to  the street. His aides de cam p, instead o f  helping, rapidly 
becam e invisible. This tim e the score was settled; bu t after 
seeing h im  outside, it was D im itri alone, m an to m an, w ho 
knocked h im  dow n.

D jibi, the poor deluded foolish fellow, returned  to Naples 
and was expelled to C onstantinople. H e lost all his possessions, 
since he had n o t paid custom s du ty  and had to leave them  
behind.

Soon after the ball the Locarno Pact was signed and the 
Soviets closed the G eorgian Embassy in R o m e. Prince 
M atchiabelli retired to  his villa in Florence, to the arm s o f  his 
actress-wife, M aria C arm i. (She was the o ther m adonna w ith  
D iana C ooper in M ax R h e in h a rd t’s first p roduction  o f  The  
M iracle.) Later he left for A m erica and to ld  D im itri there was 
no fu ture for them  in Italy.

H ow ever D im itri stayed on alone.

47



Chapter Five
A t the Russian church w here D im itri w ent every Sunday, he 
m et a w ar hero  called C aptain  ShirkofF, decorated for bravery. 
This captain had bough t h im self a car (by selling his w ife’s 
jew ellery) and was contriv ing  to becom e a successful driver o f  
lim ousines for hire for tourists, like his friend Z aniratti, to 
w h o m  he in troduced  D im itri. Z anira tti had been the chauffeur 
(then the lover) o f  a Princess D avidov, w ho had bou g h t h im  a 
garage w here he represented Isotta Francini. Subsequently, 
after this good start, Z anira tti had becom e the fam ous racing 
driver he was then k n ow n  to be. W hen  he m et D im itri he 
told  h im  there was a m useum -piece o f  a car for sale: the 
Lancia that had belonged to G abriel d ’A nnunzio. This was to 
becom e the first car o f  D im itri’s life. H e b o ugh t it w ith  a 
prom isory  no te  based on G eorgian petro leum  shares bu t in 
fact paid for it later w ith  his earnings. Z anira tti taugh t h im  to 
drive, and he learned so w ell that he in tu rn  eventually 
becam e a racing driver too. B ut that was m any years later; at 
first he chauffeured tourists like his friends Z aniratti and 
ShirkofF, and these w ere n o t his only new  friends. W hen  Prince 
M atchiabelli left R o m e , he had left D im itri in the charge o f  a 
sort o f  tu to r, C olonel Z borom inski, a refugee w ho was an 
am ateur actor w ith  bit parts in films. Z borom insk i 
unexpectedly asked D im itri to do h im  a favour: he was acting 
in a film  w here he was supposed to ride a horse, bu t could no t 
do so ow ing  to his w ounded  knee. T he  understudy w ho did 
this for h im  was sick. C ou ld  D im itri replace h im  and take his 
part? It consisted o f  riding in tricky circum stances b u t only 
am ounted  to one shot. D im itri was ready to take on anything, 
even w ithou t know ing  w hat was required  o f  h im  o r having 
any experience o f  acting. H e was delighted and agreed. H e
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tried on Z b orom insk i’s un ifo rm  and fortunately  it fitted, the 
colonel was also tall. T he star in the film  was T ulio  C arm inati, 
bu t he did no t m eet him . H e found h im self being 
p ho tographed  as a rider w ho  m ust deliver a bag o f  m oney 
w ith  a message inside it in to  a m oving  train. It happened that 
the railw ay line was banked up on the edge o f  a steep slope, 
w ith  barely ro o m  for the horse betw een the rails and the sheer 
drop; Z borom inski had om itted  to m ention  this. B ut D im itri 
said to himself, ‘R em em b er the Caucasus!’ and galloped 
alongside, catching up w ith  the head carriage. H e flung the 
bag successfully in th rough  the w indow . As he did so the 
horse shied, reared, and in spite o f  being n im ble he slipped on 
all four legs w hich spread wide. D im itri m anaged to righ t the 
skid in a fearful blast o f  snorting and flying stones, and the 
shot was m ore that any cam eram an had hoped for o r could 
have conceived -  the only shot in the film  that did n o t require 
a re-take. M any years later D im itri m et T ulio  C arm inati in 
M rs V anderb ilt’s house in N ew  Y ork. ‘R em em b er your film  
Fiori N e l '/asoF  he asked him . ‘I was the horsem an!’ T hey 
bo th  shouted w ith  laughter.

D im itri started to race, fitting  it in betw een his chauffeuring 
trips, for w hich he only did big jobs, such as all the w ay to 
Paris o r V ienna -  bu t as the years passed he was able to give 
these jobs up altogether. In tim e, and true to his ow n 
standards, he w on the G rand P rix de Vingt-quatre Heures for 
M ercedes; this took  place at Spa in Belgium . It was 1931. Italy 
had begun to feel too  small, and M ussolini m ade it 
uncom fortable. H e m oved  to Paris.

In Paris he found M erab again. W ith  w hat jo y  they hugged  
each other. M erab, his beloved first cousin w ith  w h o m  he had 
lain under trees in the w arm  afternoons o f  that o ther life o f  
their childhood. M erab, w ith  w hom , as they g rew  into young 
m en, he had gone on escapades at n igh t to find R ussian girls, 
for G eorgian w om en  w ere untouchable bu t ‘the R uskis w ere a 
pushover’. N o w  after ten years they w ere reunited in Paris, 
each excitedly telling the o ther his adventures.

M erab’s p oor eyesight had n o t prevented  h im  from
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attending  the St C y r m ilitary  school, no r had it prevented  h im  
from  jo in in g  the resistance and being in the first squadron 
against the Soviets w hen  the tim e cam e. D im itri calls M erab a 
‘R ussian liberal w hile at M oscow  U niversity .’ H e also calls 
h im  a rom antic. M erab had escaped across T urkey  and had 
n o w  jo in ed  a g roup  o f  patriots in Paris led by yet another 
national hero: C olonel K akoutza. B ut neither o f  them  had any 
m oney. D im itri borrow ed , b u t this tim e his G eorgian 
petro leum  shares w ere k n ow n  to be w orthless, since the 
R ussian annexation. Fortunately  he had retained a few  o ther 
shares, that he had dug up in the garden, in a small m etal 
trunk , on instructions from  his father, w hen the troubles had 
first started. W ith  m oney  thus obtained he b o ugh t the lease o f  
a garage and several second-hand taxis. It is well k n ow n  that 
in the thirties Paris was full o f  penniless R ussian princes 
driv ing cabs, bu t D im itri’s w ere different: he recruited any o f  
the m en under C olonel K aboutza w ho w anted  to jo in . 
Eventually he had a fleet o f  taxis all driven by G eorgian 
resistance patriots. O nce they w ere organised, he left them  
under the supervision o f  M erab w hile he continued his racing. 
T heir unexpected end cam e later.

T he tim e o f  D im itri’s arrival in Paris was during  the fam ous 
years o f  the thirties, dazzling w ith  contrasting personalities; 
G ertrude Stein, M ax Ernst, Picasso, Scott Fitzgerald. A ragon 
and Éluard w ere w riting  surrealist poetry . A nd the banquets 
. . .  D im itri did n o t specially like dancing, bu t nevertheless 
attended the balls, w here he was usually a striking figure. 
V arious ladies sw ooned at the sight o f  him . H e could have had 
anyone for the taking, w hich he often did -  b u t -  as often -  
did not. H e was never a cad, bu t gallant, a m an w ho  sent 
flowers and held w om en  in great respect. H e could be fierce 
(as to the terrified A rm enian crossing the Black Sea) bu t 
equally, and usually, he was kind. So in to  the very  European 
Paris o f  those years, there entered this Eastern prince, w ho 
becam e som ew hat o f  a landm ark, even to those w ho  did no t 
k n o w  him . W h o  was he, they w ondered , fascinated and 
in trigued  -  for he had such noble bearing, and he was so tall. 
H e looked like a m edieval legend.
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A t this tim e there was also a young  cousin o f  the prince’s in 
Paris, a small boy  o f  fourteen years o f  age -  w ho  was later to 
take part in a trem endous law suit against the capitalists w ho 
bough t B aku oil from  the Russians and did n o t com pensate 
the righ tfu l ow ners. (This law suit is still in progress today.) 
T he boy, D jam let Guazaw a, rem em bers his astonishing older 
cousin as seem ing to be always involved in charitable 
enterprises; specifically he recalls a ball he gave w ith  the great 
English beauty, Lady D underdalc, to  raise m oney  fo r the 
cam paign against tuberculosis. D im itri’s favourite uncle A rthill 
died o f  tuberculosis, as did  also his aunt w ho  was loved by 
R achm an inov  -  so he had personal reasons to  care specially 
for this cause. B ut he also jo ined  m any others -  and D jam let, 
telling this in 1985, laughs kindly, saying he sees D im itri as 
m ost glam orous, very good, b u t also a little naive . . .  the true 
idealist, standing w ith  sw ord raised in honourab le defence 
w hile his unguarded  pocket is picked (w hich indeed happened 
in the in the years to com e).

O n e  day in 1934 D im itri found h im self in the Pyrenees, on his 
w ay back from  a car race, sitting in a café by the road, w hen 
he saw w hat appeared to  be a vision. He had always 
appreciated a good horse and a beautiful w om an , and w hat he 
saw n o w  was a com bination  o f  both: a very  lovely w om an 
rode past the café on a superb, th o roughbred  and obviously 
dangerously nervous horse, b u t she rode carelessly, side-saddle, 
dangling the reins and sm oking a cigarette in a long holder. 
H e w atched her pass in silence, petrified w ith  surprise, and 
after she had gone he asked the ow ner o f  the café w ho  this 
could be?

She was A udrey E m ery, he was told, the daughter o f  an 
A m erican m illionaire. H er m o ther ow ned  the C hateau de la 
R ochefoucauld  near B iarritz and the horse was a favourite o f  
B endor, the D uke o f  W estm inster, w ho  had sent it to  her as a 
gift b u t her m o th er refused to let her accept it. A nd so he lent 
it to her to  ride. T he patron o f  the café knew  all the local 
gossip: A udrey was a jeu ne  filie  w ho  had been strictly b ro u g h t 
up and sent to a convent (having show n a tendency to
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wildness) -  there was to be no  nonsense about presents from  
men.

H e sat on  for a tim e in the cafe by the road, m using on the 
im pact this rider o f  unearth ly  beauty had m ade on h im  -  like 
a figure outside tim e, and yet very m uch part o f  the w orld  -  
for here he was, in the m ountains, and he could hear the 
occean in the distance, the roar o f  the great breakers o f  the 
A tlantic, the dangerous Basque coast that lay below  w ith  its 
currents and un d erto w  beyond  any po w er o f  m an ’s control. 
The w ay the noise carried m eant there w ould  probably  be a 
storm . H e w ondered  w hat w ou ld  happen in his life -  bu t only 
briefly, he was a m an o f  action, n o t given to leng thy  abstract 
reflections. Y et this w om an , so unconcerned, so at one w ith  
her w ild  horse, had th ro w n  h im  in to  reverie.

T he vision rem ained w ith  D im itri th rough  the nex t years, 
her ghost was always there w hen  he m et o ther w om en , they 
w ere never as pretty , they did n o t have her outlandish 
strangeness, he was haunted. Y et she had only been a glimpse. 
‘O h  m oon, w h o m  even the sun can n o t ou tsh ine,’ he used to 
recite to h im self at times. R ustave li’s A dvantil was sm itten 
after only seeing T inatin  once.

H e becam e successful, he m ade m oney w ith  his racing and 
took  an apartm en t near the Parc M onceau w hich he shared 
w ith  an Italian friend, the M arquis Strozzi. T here  w ere tw o  
terraces and beautiful furniture. His taxis prospered for the 
tim e being. H e continued his life in the Paris heyday, am ong a 
w ild, ju m b led  m ix tu re  o f  people. O ne o f  them  was the G rand 
D uke Boris, w ho D im itri rem em bered  keeping the cadets 
w aiting  at m ilitary  school, b u t n o w  they often sat together in 
nightclubs, Boris recounting his tim es spent w ith  gypsy girls 
on his w ay to fight on the R ussian front. H e was the first 
cousin o f  the G rand D uke M ichael, D im itri’s pa tron  and 
m urdered  friend. T he G rand D uke A ndrei was also a Parisian; 
he had m arried  the ballerina K chekinskaya (form er pre-m arital 
love o f  Nicolas II) w ho had escaped from  Russia w ith  a 
fortune in diam onds and gam bled it all aw ay in M onte  Carlo. 
H er gam bling was a sickness that lost the G rand D uke his villa
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in the C ap d ’Ail and b ro u g h t them  to  ruin. T hey  w ere try ing  
to open a school for ballerinas.

O n e  evening D im itri cam e upon  his uncle M atchiabelli in 
the bar o f  the C rillon, just back from  A m erica w here he had 
becom e a business m an -  a cosm etic com pany had been 
founded under his nam e. H e to ld  D im itri that the previous 
n igh t there had been an a ttem pt at robb ing  him  as he was 
leaving the M onseigneur n ightclub; he had been saved by the 
headw aiter w ho knew  h im  and called all the o ther w aiters to 
the rescue. It had been a braw l. D im itri was indignant, they 
drank a bo ttle  o f  cham pagne rather angrily  together w hile he 
told  his uncle an equally irrita ting  tale o f  a girl he had taken 
to d inner w ho said he was the second G eorgian prince she had 
been ou t w ith  that day. In asking w ho  was the o ther, he 
discovered the usual A rm enian fraud. T hey  recalled the tim e 
o f  D jibi in R o m e  . . .  and this is how  the Société de Noblesse 
Georgienne was founded, by D im itri and his uncle in the bar o f  
the C rillon , to  ‘p ro tect G eorgia from  phoneys’. D im itri could 
have shrugged it off and laughed, bu t he did no t find it funny. 
Phoneys angered h im  to fury. T he  Société becam e an organised 
concern later (follow ed by o ther G eorgian nobles) w ith  an 
office. D im itri is still its vice-president today.

B ut true princes or false adventurers, the life o f  Paris 
glittered, and was described recently in retrospect by a 
younger and poorer Russian, Eugene R u b in , V ogue 
photographer, as luxe vieil or. It was the last round  o f  the belle 
époque. A nd it was in this m ilieu, in these irridescent days that 
he m et A udrey-again.

Several years had passed since his vision; he rem em bered  her 
person bu t n o t her nam e, w hich in any case had changed.

O ne m orn ing  the ex-w ife o f  one o f  his cousins telephoned 
asking h im  to take her to lunch w ith  a friend called A udrey.

‘A udrey w ho?’ he asked.
‘D o n ’t you know ? She is the w ife o f  the G rand D uke 

D im itri and great fun .’
‘It sounds like a b o re ,’ D im itri said. B u t all righ t, he w ould  

m eet them  in the lobby o f  the Plaza.
W h en  he arrived, he did n o t realise that the person w ith  his
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old friend was his vision o f  the years before. Perhaps she did 
no t look the same, or perhaps her appearance in his m em ory  
had g ro w n  its ow n im age, unchanged ever since, whereas 
people change. It was only gradually during  the lunch that he 
realised w ho she was. T he hors d’oeuvres and the first glass o f  
w ine w ere strained, bu t by the end o f  the m eal there was talk 
o f  a car race. A udrey looked adm iringly  at D im itri on hearing 
he was a racing driver and had w on  the G rand P rix  at Spa. 
His friend asked him  to take her to the race w hich D im itri 
had been planning to w atch  as a spectator.

‘O h  do take m e too!’ cried A udrey, childish and 
endearingly excited. ‘I have never seen a race and I am  so 
bored w ith  Paris and b rid g e .’

D im itri had been iook ing  fo rw ard  to  going alone in his 
tw o-seater sports car and m eeting the crow d once he go t 
there, bu t he felt obliged to be courteous; they drove o ff all 
together in A udrey ’s Cadillac w ith  her chauffeur. D im itri was 
in trigued  by her com pany bu t em barrassed and therefore 
distant, partly  because she was m arried, bu t also because o f  his 
m em ory  o f  his ghost, that o ther person on the little w ild road 
in the Pyrenees -  was it really the same? H e had kept her 
apart from  the w orld , she did n o t seem to belong here, now , 
to this m undanity . T he w hole day felt unreal.

D uring  the nex t weeks he found him self increasingly in the 
same g roup  o f  friends. T h o u g h  A udrey had bo rn  the G rand 
D uke a son, she appeared to be a som ew hat lone-figure wife 
and it seemed an uneasy m arriage, for her husband was never 
there. H e spent m ost o f  his evenings in the T raveller’s C lub 
playing backgam m on. So A udrey had jo ined  a bridge club. 
W h at was he like? one asks D im itri. ‘H andsom e,’ comes the 
answ er, ‘bu t spent.’

H o w  could he no t be spent? D im itri Pavlovitch  was a tragic 
figure bo rn  under an unlucky star. H e had k n ow n  little 
happiness. His m other, a beautiful G reek princess, adored by 
her husband, had died g iving b irth  to him . His father, the 
G rand D uke Paul, son o f  A lexander II, had rem arried  
m organatically  and was banished by the Tzar; he lived w ith  
his second w ife in Paris. So D im itri Pavlovitch  had no
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m em ory  o f  parents. H e was b rough t up by his uncle, the 
G rand D uke Sergei, b ro th er o f  A lexander III, he lived in the 
K rem lin and at Illyinskoe, their coun try  house outside 
M oscow , un til Sergei was b low n  up; after that the G rand 
Duchess Elizabeth took  charge, bu t in reality he and his sister 
w ere b ro u g h t up by nannies. H e was also a sickly child, 
suffering from  frequent nauseas. H e adored his older sister 
M arie b u t pined for his father and longed to see h im . A nd this 
was forbidden. T he Tzar, w ho  was his o lder first cousin, loved 
him  and treated him  as a son. H e was the darling o f  the 
W in ter Palace; w hen he grew  up N icolas m ade h im  his aide- 
de-cam p b u t it did n o t fill the g rie f o f  D im itri Pavlovitch  at 
having no m o th er and a forbidden father. It did n o t fill the 
ho llow  o f  his and M arie’s lonely childhood.

This was n o t all. Later, after being involved in the m urder 
o f  R asputin , he was tu rned  ou t o f  his regim ent, debarred from  
the palace, disgraced in St Petersburg. H e was saved by 
G eorgian officers w ho  w ere stationed and fighting in Persia, 
w ho  sent h im  a telegram  asking h im  to  jo in  their G eorgian 
C avalry  R eg im en t. H e accepted, and was very popular. T he 
exile in Persia also saved his life, sparing h im  the fate o f  the 
rest o f  the im perial fam ily since he was n o t there w hen they 
w ere m urdered. A t the revolu tion  he was evacuated th rough  
India to England w here he had a disappointingly cool 
reception. A nd so he w ent to France.

In the w ords o f  E dm onde C harles-R o u x  (in her b iography  
o f  Chanel) he arrived in Paris, ‘extraordinarily  handsom e bu t 
ruined and exiled.’ H e was befriended by C oco C hanel, w ho 
had started w ith  ‘n o th in g ’ herself and knew  w hat it was like 
to be poor. D im itri Pavlovitch had started w ith  ‘som eth ing’ 
indeed, b u t his w orld  and his people w ere gone. H e was a 
R o m an o v , so what? T hey  had all been m urdered. E dm onde 
C h arles-R oux  describes G abrielle C oco  C hanel as having a 
‘v ibran t inner quality ’. She was the first friend w hen he cam e 
to Europe, the first w ho understood him .

His banishm ent at the tim e o f  R asp u tin ’s m urder left a 
p ro found  m ark. T he true assassin was also in Paris, b u t was 
n o t traum atised in any w ay. O r  was he? It is ironic that
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Y ousupov, w ho killed a healer, was obsessed by healers for the 
rest o f  his days. H e was a gay dog (in every sense) already 
w ild  and w earing m ake-up in M oscow  -  b u t the o lder he 
grew  the m ore hooked  he becam e on healers -  a sort o f  
punishm ent perhaps. His lum inously blue eyes w ould  fix any 
stranger at a party , he w ould  bu ttonho le  them  and force them  
to hear the address o f  his latest find, a new  healer, w hether or 
no t they w anted or needed one, and this until his death in the 
1960s*

Y ousupov had a m agnetic attraction, n o t unlike the m an he 
m urdered. This is apparently  the reason the G rand Duchess 
Irina, niece o f  the Tzar, m arried  him . Such an unlikely 
hom osexual husband, yet so com pelling. A nd so rich, ow ning  
vast estates.

W hen the G rand D uke D im itri m arried, A udrey was given 
the title o f  Princess Illyinska. ‘She is m y w ife b u t she w ill 
never be a R o m a n o v ,’ he said. This m igh t sound unkind, bu t 
possibly to h im  being a R o m an o v  m ay no t have been a 
blessing. Illyinskoe . . .  the big, ram bling w hite  coun try  house, 
w ith  w oods and a lake w here he had spent his childhood w ith  
his m uch-loved  sister, was at least one fairly happy m em ory . 
M organatic  w ives o f  grand dukes w ere never grand duchesses 
anyw ay. These w ere only o f  royal blood. A udrey  had a 
gracious title. Y et after his m arriage he becam e an a loo f 
figure, seen in the Cham ps-Elysées always w earing the tie o f  his 
G eorgian regim ent, perhaps his only o ther sentim ental 
m em ory . H e was popular in the T ravellers’ C lub, the w ay he 
had been popular in his regim ent, yet he was enigm atic and 
no one knew  him  well. A t hom e he w ou ld  sit quietly w riting  
at his desk, in a fur-lined brocade dressing-gow n (these had 
m uch inspired Chanel): n o t the m ost suitable husband for a 
w arm , young, ex trovert wife.

H e took  no part in A u d rey ’s groups o f  friends. B ut if  
D im itri the G rand D uke was ‘spent’, D im itri the Prince was 
not. So it was inevitable that he and A udrey w ere to soar

* The author was subm itted to one o f  his healers, w ho was forcibly sent 
to visit her in her hom e, for no need or reason and w ith no result.
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aw ay together, tho u g h  n o t for m any m onths yet, and no t 
w ith o u t difficulties.

T hey  w ere never alone, bu t always n o w  in the same crow d, 
g row ing  m ore and m ore aw are o f  each o ther, each searching 
o u t the o ther on arrival at a party , and i f  he or she w ere no t 
there, the ro o m  w ould  be em pty  in spite o f  the chatter o f  
voices.

T heir first day tru ly  alone was due to a cousin o f  D im itri’s, 
D avid Shashlikavili, on ‘forty  days and forty  n ights’ 
rum bustious leave from  the Foreign Legion -  w hich he spent 
in Paris. A fter the beginning o f  the race they all attended at Le 
M ans, he suggested to D im itri that he should take A udrey 
back to Paris in his sports car, as she had never been in one. 
H e th o u g h t this w ou ld  be a lark for her. She was bored  going 
everyw here in her six-seater Cadillac. So said cousin David. 
A udrey said no th ing  b u t her eyes shone and she smiled 
conspiratorially. So, for the first tim e, they w ere alone.

A udrey suggested that they drive th rough  N o rm an d y  
because she w ould  like to take h im  to her chateau and show  
him  her son. T hey  talked and chattered w ith  no strain; her 
voice was deep and rather husky, she told  h im  hair-raising 
stories w ith  an angelic expression and then burst ou t laughing. 
A fter the m onths o f  tension, it suddenly seemed so easy. T hey 
found they bo th  loved anecdotes about horses and dogs. W hen  
they reached the chateau it was n ight, there was a full m oon 
and roses cascading over the walls.

By the tim e they re tu rned  to  Paris they b o th  knew  w hat 
was going to happen. In her house at N euilly  they found 
guests playing bridge, b u t no  husband.

From  this tim e on they w en t everyw here together, no 
longer em barrassed about her husband, w ho  obviously was not 
interested, he had acquired the habit o f  disconnecting h im self 
from  life.

D avid Shashlikavili invited them  bo th  to jo in  h im  and his 
w ife on a trip to Austria. D im itri b o rrow ed  a large M ercedes 
for this purpose. H e preferred to drive him self rather than be 
driven by A udrey ’s chauffeur.

O ne afternoon they w ere sitting on the terrace o f  the hotel
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in Feldafing that was fam ous for its sunsets, w hen  D im itri 
heard the noise o f  his huge, heavy m o to r w hich  was parked 
round the corner. Slightly concerned, for the car did n o t 
belong to h im , he go t up and w ent to see w hat was 
happening. A similar M ercedes had arrived, filled w ith  
unsm iling, ra ther grim  youngsters in leather jackets. T he door 
was held open for a funny little m an w ho  stepped out, and as 
he did so he stared at D im itri w ith  the eyes o f  an anim al 
trainer. It was H itler.

D im itri jo in ed  his friends and sat dow n. H itler and his m en 
entered the hotel. W hen they passed th ro u g h  the terrace, the 
w hole A ustrian crow d stood up, b u t D im itri’s g roup  rem ained 
seated. H itler again gave h im  the ex traord inary  stare that he 
never forgot.

A sinister chill passed. T he black tim e was com ing, b u t n o t 
quite yet. T he four friends returned  to Paris, to G arland 
W ilson playing jazz in the B oeu f sur le Toit, to C olette, 
C hanel, Salvador Dali very young and handsom e, g littering 
banquets, ex traord inary  clothes, Russian violins in 
Sheherazade. B u t it was 1937. T he  undercurrents w ere com ing 
to the surface and had already burst in Spain w here the Civil 
W ar was raging. Jew s w ere being persecuted in G erm any, 
sending their children aw ay to school in England and 
A m erica. H itle r’s hysterical voice was starting to  hypnotise 
G erm an crow ds. E dw ard VIII had abdicated and becom e the 
D uke o f  W indsor. H e liked to talk to D im itri in quiet corners 
at parties (he did n o t seem to enjoy parties). H e was gentle 
and looked kind, bu t already w ore  a sad expression, the 
particular set o f  the bags under his eyes m ade him  look like a 
shooting-dog  w hose m aster had deceived him .

Inevitably A udrey was to  change her w ithdraw n, reserved 
G rand D uke D im itri for another vital, h igh-liv ing D im itri, a 
prince from  an older land.

B efore the final steps w ere taken, how ever, D im itri 
surprised her; he said he th o u g h t that they should separate for 
a tim e. H e explained: it was to m ake certain -  and to be 
decent. Decent? T o  his R ustavelian side, the G rand D uke was 
another knight, and knights m ust be loyal to each other. W as
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this also w hat D im itri Pavlovitch w anted? he said. ‘W h o  could 
ever k now  w hat he w anted, th rough  his im penetrable reserve?’ 
A udrey argued, exasperated. ‘H o w  can I stay m arried  to h im  
w hile loving you?’ she cried, upset. ‘G uilt is a bore and a 
w aste o f  tim e.’

B ut D im itri was firm . T hey  m ust really be sure o f  each 
o ther, before em barking on possibly hu rting  others. It should 
be proposed to the G rand D uke, and then he should also have 
tim e to reflect. H e reassured her: he loved her to a po in t o f  
obsession, o f  majum. It was ju st that they m ust have a little 
space.

A udrey obeyed, anxiously and w ith o u t understanding. She 
w en t aw ay to stay w ith  the D uke o f  Aosta. D im itri passed the 
tim e w ith  an old friend w ho consoled h im , she was the 
H ungarian  actress Ilona Massey, engaged to m arry  an R .A .F . 
p ilo t (w ho later died a hero). H e liked her com pany, he told 
her. ‘Y ou are a lady I can call gen tlem an .’ Y et w hen A udrey 
heard, she was jealous, for Ilona was very  beautiful.

O ne n igh t D im itri w illed A udrey to telephone, he w illed it 
w ith  all his strength, and w ent to sleep. Strangely, it w orked, 
for her call cam e th rough  at four o ’clock in the m orning . She 
im plored  h im  to let her re tu rn  -  and o f  course he agreed, he 
could no t be w ith o u t her either. T hey  w ere bo th  miserable. 
T he test was proved.

‘H ow  can I w ait to see you th rough  all the long jo u rn ey ?’ 
A udrey asked. ‘W ill you  com e and m eet me ha lf w ay?’

H e w ou ld  indeed, he w ould  go to Marseilles. ‘I w ill m eet 
you ha lf w ay any tim e ,’ he said -  and he m eant also in their 
understanding o f  each o ther th ro u g h  their lives. It should be 
their m otto .

A nd so the divorce and re-m arriage w ere arranged am id the 
usual am ount o f  gossip, bu t easily, for it had also becom e clear 
now  that the G rand D uke was n o t only am enable bu t quite 
indifferent.

T here was a gale w arn ing  how ever that D im itri did no t 
heed, for he did no t recognise it as such: A u d rey ’s uncle was 
sent from  A m erica to inspect this second D im itri, to ju d g e  
w hether he w ere w o rth y . He came to Paris and they m et at
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F ouquet’s. D im itri laughed, taking it as a joke , saying, ‘W hat 
about m y seeing if  I  accept you?.'

It was carefree and happy then, for he could no t guess that 
A udrey’s fam ily w ere an em pire, n o r the hold  they had on 
her, n o r the sorrow  it m igh t bring. A t this tim e the couple 
w ere flying high, still in their ra inbow -lined  clouds. B u t the 
colours o f  daybreak and tw iligh t are som etim es the same.
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Chapter S ix
T he w edding party  -  the w edding feast in G eorgian -  took 
place at Leeds Castle in K ent, w hich was the hom e o f  an 
A m erican friend o f  A udrey ’s and her English M .P. husband, 
O live and A drian Baillie. T he castle stood on its island in a 
shim m ering lake -  it was a fairy tale, and in veritable fairy 
tales a w icked fairy m ust appear.

An hour before they w ere to leave for the registry office, 
p rio r to the banquet, a curious scene took  place: tw o  
A m erican lawyers arrived and asked to see the prince 
privately. D im itri brushed them  aside in irrita tion , saying he 
w ould  see them  later, it was no t the m om ent. B ut no, this 
m ust be before the w edding, they had docum ents for h im  to 
sign. W h y  had it no t been discussed sooner, w hy n o w  at the 
last m inute?

T hey represented A udrey ’s fam ily. T here  w ere m any 
conditions to adhere to concerning her trust fund, also a clause 
relating to children, they m ust be b ro u g h t up according to 
certain conditions.

D im itri was stunned. W h o  did these Am ericans th ink they 
were? W ere these toads actually telling h im  w hat to do w ith  
his children, he w ho descenced from  N odar?

W hen  he realised this porten t, rage divided h im  w ith  
conflict betw een his tw o persons -  the w ild, angry  Caucasian 
and the infinitely distinguished seigneur. T he duel this tim e 
was w ith in , the enem y was his o ther self. T he Caucasian 
w ould  have called off the w edding -  albeit so carefully 
arranged, w ith  the church cerem ony to follow , the jew elled  
icon o f  St N in o  ready to present to A udrey. N o  m atter, he 
w ould  have sw ept aw ay from  the entire scene, bu t the 
seigneur w on. H e had given his pledge. Also he was in love,
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he had never loved like this before. She was so m agnetic a 
person, apart from  her beauty, she was a bew itcher. The 
R ustavelian seigneur rem inded the Caucasian that a loved 
w om an is a ‘crystal in  w hich all colours are reflected, a light 
too  brilliant to bear’. Life w ould  be forever dark w ith o u t it.

T hey  w ere m arried. T he banquet was held, and the 
religious service subsequently took  place in the Russian 
O rth o d o x  church in Brussels. D im itri refrained from  ever 
telling A udrey w hat the law yers had m ade him  do, and so she 
never knew . B ut the seigneur vow ed  to the Caucasian that he 
w ould  never have children, no t if  he had had to sign rules 
w ith  A m erican lawyers, probably  from  the low er east side. He 
w ould  bring  up A udrey ’s son by the G rand D uke instead. He
w ould  have done so anyw ay, bu t as well, n o t instead. H e had
given the boy m uch though t already: Paul, this half-A m erican 
child, son o f  D im itri Pavlovitch, grandson o f  G rand D uke 
Paul, great grandson o f  A lexander II w ho had freed the serfs, 
w ho  by w ay o f  thanks had m urdered  him . Such a heritage on 
his fa ther’s side. M aybe the boy w ould  have liked a brother. 
T he legal m en had done h im  dow n too. He lived in a lonely 
cocoon. D im itri started to hate A m erican lawyers from  that 
day on, w ith  a deep hatred  that has never left him , and turned 
in to  hatred  o f  all lawyers, anyw here.

A u d rey ’s father was dead and her m o ther had re-m arried  
the H on. A lfred Anson, b u t there was no t m uch English
influence in the fam ily, little respect and no perm ission for
people to lead their ow n lives. B ut the new  m arriage was a 
true love-m atch and rem ained idyllic for the tim e they stayed 
in Europe, w here the fam ily could no t quite reach.

T heir first hom e was in C hantilly  w here D im itri kept his 
horses. Paul w ent to boarding school at Sunningdale in 
England. B ut this peaceful pattern  was no t o f  long duration.

D uring  D im itri’s am orous activities, his fleet o f  G eorgian 
taxi-drivers had been fretting in Paris, they w ere satiated and 
disgusted w ith  their n ightclub life, and since G eorgians g row  
bored w ith o u t action, they decided they w ould  go to fight the 
w ar in Spain. M erab led the g roup  o f  tw elve m en w ho m ade 
this decision. A udrey  was excited by the adventure, w hich she
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financed, ardently  w ishing to som ehow  becom e a patriotic 
G eorgian herself.

O nce in Spain how ever, the G eorgian’s vision was th ro w n  
ou t o f  focus by the m any foreign idealists they found also 
fighting w ith  all their different doctrines, w hich confused 
issues. T he G eorgians fought for Franco, believing they w ere 
fighting C om m unism , having lost their ow n  coun try  to the 
Soviets. W hen  D im itri heard  this he was em barrassed, he did 
no t w an t to get involved in foreign politics. It was his country  
too  that had been lost, so be it, let them  all m ake a new  life. 
He had organised his friends to drive cars, n o t to take sides, 
and perhaps m istakenly at that, for w hat was Franco but 
another dictator?

Before he had even been able to consider this im plication 
quietly, the p icture changed again: he heard that n o t only had 
they decided they had taken the w ro n g  side, bu t n o w  they 
w ere going to fight for the dispossessed Carlist branch o f  the 
m onarchy  -  for the ‘split issue’. T hey  w ere diving headlong 
in to  a fearful, over-excited m uddle. W ith o u t tim e for D im itri 
to register the new  situation, there was yet another intrigue: a 
ru m o u r had started that a G eorgian g roup  had been sent by 
Stalin to kill Franco.

A h o rn e t’s nest. It had to explode. D im itri’s m en w ere 
arrested, and only th rough  connections w ith  C olonel Alec 
A m ilakvari and the B ritish am bassador w ere they allow ed to 
re tu rn  to France rather than go to prison. T hey  left Spain the 
w ay they had entered it, across the m ountains w ith  the same 
guide. B ut the trouble  had only ju st started.

W hen  they checked into  their hotel near the Place W agram , 
the concierge telephoned D im itri and told  h im  the m anager 
w ould  like to speak to him . D im itri did n o t go until the next 
day, by this tim e the m en had already been collected by the 
police and taken into  custody, they w ere aw aiting trial bu t 
w ould  probably  be deported . T he m anager was in a state o f  
panic. D im itri telephoned his m onarchist law yer, Sholain- 
Sevigné, w ho  intervened, b u t he only achieved a hopeful delay, 
and he w arned  D im itri for himself. ‘Som eone m ust guarantee 
their su pport,’ he said. ‘C an you no t do this, since you are
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their leader?’ D im itri explained that he was no t their leader, he 
had ju st tried to help them .

‘T hen  I advise you to leave France before you too are 
expelled,’ his law yer said.

D im itri ow ned a villa near Ste M áxim e: he drove dow n to 
the south o f  France in his tw o-seater R o lls-R o y ce  (a car he 
had bough t for ‘next to n o th in g ’ and re-constructed him self) 
accom panied by his righ t-hand  m an-Friday, Basil. H e had a 
cruiser in port, a D espujol, flying an A m erican flag. He 
instructed Basil to pu t his luggage on the boat, assemble the 
crew  o f  tw o  sailors and take the boat to M onte  C arlo. H e 
then returned  to Paris, to learn that in effect the Georgians 
w ere already being deported  to L uxem bourg , and w ithou t 
trial.

A udrey  rem inded D im itri that the b ro ther-in -law  o f  his 
friend Princess M argaret o f  D enm ark  was the Prince o f  
L uxem bourg. Perhaps he could pull some strings? D im itri sent 
a message, bu t w ith o u t w aiting  for the ou tcom e he go t in to 
another o f  his cars, a M aybachk (m ade by the com pany that 
m ade engines for zeppelins and very fast) and drove to 
L uxem bourg , hoping  to beat the train.

H e instructed A udrey to drive to Ste M áxim e w hile he was 
aw ay and install herself in the villa. She was driven dow n  by 
the new  chauffeur D im itri had found for her, Shachiko, a w ar 
hero w ith  a fragile appearance, and accom panied by her 
English ladies, m aid, Lily. A udrey was uneasy about D im itri. 
She liked adventures p rovided they w ere together, and was 
anxious alone.

By the tim e D im itri arrived in L uxem bourg  the train had 
beaten h im  by h a lf an hour. His law yer m et him  and told him  
an expected tale: the G eorgians had been m arching along the 
p latform , led by C olonel A m ilakvari -  in low  spirits, since 
they knew  that even if  they w ere n o t arrested, they w ould  be 
sent back to France w here they w ould  spend six m onths in 
prison, then undertake another train jo u rn ey  to the frontier, be 
re turned  to prison and shuttle ad infinitum , since that was the 
pattern  for those expelled from  France.

T hey  had therefore advanced along the p la tform  dow ncast
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though  fatalistic, and been m et (as they feared) by the 
L uxem bourg  C aptain  o f  Police. B u t to their astonishm ent he 
saluted and announced, ‘His R oyal H ighness is expecting you 
for breakfast.’

D im itri’s message had arrived. A fter a m o m en t o f  am azed 
silence, the station had resounded w ith  w hooping  noise. 
R esidents’ perm its w ere granted  the m en, b u t they w ere no t 
allow ed to w ork ; so later they w ere gradually sm uggled into  
B elgium , M erab am ong them . In a café in Brussels M erab m et 
a Russian princess Sherbatov, fell passionately in love at first 
sight -  and they w ere m arried.

It was 1938. D im itri returned to Ste M áxim e, bu t Sholain- 
Sévigné had advised, ‘For G o d ’s sake stay aboard your ship.’ So 
he rejoined his boat in M onte  C arlo  w hile A udrey stayed 
m ore com fortably  in the villa and cam e on board  for picnics 
and to spend the day. T he G erm ans w ere talking m uch o f  
D anzig and their Polish corridor; they w ere planning to sweep 
easily over Europe. C hurchill foresaw  the doom  that was
approaching, bu t was still labelled a w ar-m onger. T he picnics 
on the cruiser at M onte  C arlo  had a slightly queasy quality, as 
i f  eaten in storm -ligh t before an earthquake. Basil was an 
excellent chef, bu t . . .

V arious English politicians w ho had hom es in the south o f  
France decided to leave. This was the year o f  M unich and the 
w ar scarce, falsely allayed by C ham berlain  (know n to the
French later as J ’aime Berlin). B ut in order n o t to cause alarm  
or attract attention , they arranged to go unofficially w ith  no 
goodbyes, in fact to  partir a I’anglaise. O ne such person was 
D avid  M argesson, w ho  was C onservative C h ie f W hip . H e 
em ployed an original m ethod  for his ‘unnoticeable departu re’: 
he gave D im itri a rendez-vous in the sea. W hen  they w ere 
sw im m ing in deep w ater far from  eavesdroppers, he said, ‘I 
have a reservation on the train to Calais bu t I took it ou t in
your nam e. W ould  you do m e the favour o f  going on board
old chap, this evening, then getting  off at the next station. I 
w ill take your place? Also -  I advise you to leave n o w  too. I 
w ill help. N ew s w ill fo llow .’
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T he English w ere certain w ar was about to break ou t -  
w hich indeed it did, b u t n o t till a year later.

T w o  days after the tra in ’s departure D im itri was in the bar 
o f  the C arlton  at Cannes, w hen the barm an handed h im  a 
telegram , the colour for official d ip lom atic messages. It read: 
‘Present yourself at any po rt in England. N o  passport required. 
This telegram  is en o u g h .’ It was signed Geoffrey Lloyd, w ho 
was under-secretary o f  state at the H om e Office, and so in 
charge o f  foreigners. B oth  Lloyd and M argesson w ere friends 
o f  O live and A drian Baillie.

A ction was now  necessary. D im itri m ade arrangem ents. H e 
drove aw ay again in his tw o-seater R olls b u t this tim e w ith  
A udrey, heading for B oulogne. T he Cadillac fo llow ed w ith  
the luggage, Sachiko driv ing Lily B lakely, the treasured m aid 
w ho  had packed all their personal effects. A udrey was thrilled. 
Life w ith  D im itri so far had been a great contrast from  the 
opiates o f  chateaux and bridge.

D espite tw o  tyre b low -outs, to w hich D im itri attended 
himself, the convoy  arrived in B oulogne. Shachiko rem ained 
in France, as he had no visa. H e w aved goodbye to the 
steam er and they never saw him  again. English Lily (whose 
husband was a m ajor) crossed the channel, the R olls also was 
pu t on board. T hey  w ere m et by a chauffeur from  Leeds 
Castle, w ith  a car for Lily and the luggage.

B ut they could n o t dw ell indefinitely in som eone else’s hom e. 
D im itri decided to buy a yacht large enough to live on. 
A udrey ’s old adm irer, B endor the D uke o f  W estm inster had a 
first cousin, L ord  Stalbridge, w ho ow ned  a 175-foot schooner 
called Sitonia, bu t he had no t used her since the death o f  his 
son in a car crash. T he  ship had been the b o y ’s great love. He 
was m ore than w illing to sell her and hoped never to see her 
again. D im itri m ade a part exchange w ith  his D espujol cruiser 
and bough t the Sitonia  well below  her m arket price, for he 
th o u g h t her engine n o t pow erfu l enough and that it should be 
changed. H e successfully transform ed the petro l engine to a 
larger diesel m o to r, enabling the ship to cruise at seven knots. 
H e changed her nam e to M ariana, w hich was A u d rey ’s o ther
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nam e. It was A udrey, w ith  her love o f  plans, w ho n o w  
enthusiastically took on the jo b  o f  decorating: the ship was to 
be their hom e. She floated like a w orld  apart, their w orld . It 
was still their rainbow ; bu t at the end o f  the rainbow , instead 
o f  treasure, w ar was declared. T hey had to go to A m erica, for 
they could n o t live on a ship during a w ar. F rom  that tim e 
on, surreptitiously at first, b u t gradually and surely, the ro t set 
in. A udrey had painted her last picture, experienced her last 
enthusiasm.

Later the Sitonia-M ariana  was sailed to the U n ited  States. 
T he D jordjadzes used her for w eekends at first b u t later w hen 
A m erica also cam e into  the w ar she was used as a listening 
ship. ‘She looked so harm less,’ D im itri said.
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Chapter Seven
W hen the D jordj adzes reached A m erica, they found that 
A udrey ’s m o ther was living in three different hom es. H er 
older b ro ther had been shell-shocked in the G reat W ar, he had 
had several wives, handled his ow n  finances and becom e the 
richest o f  all. B u t he took  no orders and kept him self apart. 
T he younger b ro ther, Jack, played an active role and was close 
to A udrey. H e was a sort o f  team  m aster for the organization 
o f  the affairs o f  the o ther m em bers o f  the fam ily; he lived in 
C incinnati (the to w n  o f  orig in  o f  the fa ther’s fortune.) H e was 
handsom e. D im itri says, ‘H e m ade m oney in the depression,’ 
so one supposes he m ust have been clever. B ut on asking 
further, it appears ‘all he knew  h o w  to do was criticise. A nd 
he always said n o .’ So m oney was m ade by taking no action. 
H e did n o t need to be clever, he already had m illions to start 
w ith. T he Em ery em pire was in chemicals and real estate and 
the father had m ade their colossal fo rtune for them . D im itri is 
am bivalent about Jack, he calls him  attractive and a 
‘gen tlem an’. H e liked h im  at first -  yet w hen Jack suggested 
that he and A udrey com e to live in C incinnati, D im itri 
refused. It was a boring  idea, no t only C incinnati bu t taking 
orders and doing business in the fam ily m ould. H e w anted to 
continue to m ake his ow n  w ay as he had in Europe. W hen  he 
refused, Jack bore h im  a grudge.

T here was no t w hat m igh t be called a fam ily gathering or a 
hom e to w hich they could go, in spite o f  the m illions. T hey 
w ere n o t invited to any o f  M rs E m ery ’s three houses. W hen 
they arrived in N ew  Y ork  they lived in a hotel. M any 
Am ericans live in hotels, b u t D im itri was no t used to this and 
did no t find it w elcom ing. O ne n ight they ran in to  some 
friends in a restaurant, the Kitteridges, w ho lived in South
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Carolina. O n  hearing A udrey say they w ere homeless, the 
w ell-m eaning friends asked them  to com e and stay and look 
for a house. A udrey ju m p ed  at the idea, and D im itri though t 
it was the first sign o f  hospitality. So it was decided; they 
w ere all only slightly astonished w hen D im itri said he w ould  
travel by car and jo in  them  later. ‘B ut it w ill take tw o  days!’ 
they exclaim ed. O f  course, that was the point, he w anted to 
study this new  coun try  and was in no hurry: it was all ahead. 
T hey  found him  eccentric; A udrey left w ith  her friends and he 
drove alone.

D uring  their stay w ith  these friends the pattern  o f  their life 
started to change. T he schedule was m artinis at eleven in the 
m orning , bridge all afternoon, and A udrey took  to chain 
sm oking. A t C hantilly  she used to ride; here in the C arolina 
clim ate it was too w arm  and m uggy. A nd she had always 
ridden side-saddle and felt reticent about try ing  ‘the A m erican 
w ay ’, astride.

D im itri neither sm oked nor played bridge. H e had his first 
drink at sundow n. H e was passionately interested in 
discovering the new  trees and ferns and animals. H e was 
touched by the lavish hospitality o f  the A m erican friends, and 
their kindness, bu t he cou ldn ’t help finding he danced to a 
different rhy thm . H e rem oved h im self and A udrey  to a hotel.

A udrey ‘w ent shopping’ and found a house. She fell in love 
w ith  the house and said they ‘had to have i t ’. W hen  D im itri 
w ent to check it ou t he found that everything leaked. It was 
picturesque outside bu t m ildew ed and m osquito-infested. 
T here was n o t m uch land and the trees had Spanish moss 
hanging dow n  on them  like beards. H e had already learned 
that this eerie and rather beautiful plant was a parasite and a 
sign o f  decay. W hat w ould  he do there w hile she played 
bridge? T here was no room  for horses or animals. H e said 
firm ly  that he w ould  look for another house for the same 
price, w hich at the tim e was $150,000 dollars. This was their 
first quarrel. In Europe she had taken orders, he had been the 
boss. H ere, suddenly she seemed to be giving them . ‘Y o u ’re 
spoiling m y fu n ,’ she said. ‘Y o u ’re a b o re .’

H e set o ff accom panied by an Irish agent. T hey  found an

69



A  Man in a Panther Skin

old hom estead, a w ood  and brick house re-bu ilt on to  an older 
plan w ith  w ide verandahs. It was set in seven thousand acres 
o f  land w ith  a forest o f  evergreen oak. T he trees w ere a 
hundred  years old. T here w ere tw o  rivers on the p roperty  and 
at h igh tide there was a sea coast nearly all ro und  it, as it 
stretched in to  a long peninsula. A t low  w ater the land becam e 
ten thousand acres w ith  vast sandy shores; it was possible for a 
yacht to com e up river and find good m ooring . This house 
was priced at $450,000 dollars. D im itri to ld  the agent he was 
offering $150,000 and gave h im  until the follow ing T uesday to 
give an answer. H e said he had another farm  in view  farther 
north .

As he was at the desk in the hotel lobby a few  days later, 
settling bills, the agent arrived in a rush and exclaim ed, ‘Sir! 
Y ou win! B oon Hall P lantation  is yours!’ So it was here that 
they first lived, and this was D im itri’s first successful 
transaction in Am erica.

T he air was lush and balm y. D im itri, stirred to the depths, felt 
giddy. T here had n o t been so m uch  space since G eorgia, and 
he n o w  planned a p roper fam ily life. T he first th ing was to 
send for Paul, w ho  had re tu rned  to A m erica w ith  them  and 
his English nanny, and had been attending a school on the 
H udson river. B ut he was n o t keen on his studies, and in this 
he was n o t helped by his nanny, w ho  said, ‘W h y  bo ther 
dearie? Y our father is a cousin o f  the king o f  England and 
your m o th er is a m illionairess.’

D im itri sent the nanny hom e and Paul cam e to live w ith  
them  and w ent to school in C harlestow n. N o w  at last this boy 
no t only had a hom e bu t for a b rie f tim e also com panions his 
ow n  age; the M oun tbatten  children Pam ela and Patricia (w ho 
shared R o m an o v  relations) w ere sent to stay during the w ar. 
D im itri bough t Paul a horse and he learned to ride, follow ing 
his stepfather everyw here. T he prince adapted the stables and 
the old coach house, setting to w ork  w ith  fervour. B ut it 
gradually becam e apparent that he had m ade a m istake and 
acted too  fast at the outset, for this clim ate was n o t healthy for 
horses. It was puzzling, since there had been stables here, bu t
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perhaps ju st for buggy hacks. Prince D im itri was planning to 
breed. This m eant thoroughbreds, and the righ t conditions, 
green pastures, cooler air. It m eant they could no t settle here 
after all.

H e set o ff again to house-hunt farther n o rth  in Virginia. 
N ear C harlottesville he found a derelict farm . T he land 
seemed like a vast m ud  puddle, the soil depleted by tobacco 
grow ing , bu t there was a charm ing seventeenth-century 
clapboard house w ith  panelling, w hich delighted A udrey, w ho 
cam e ou t o f  her m iasm a and excitedly took  interest again. ‘A 
w onderfu l idea,’ she said. ‘I have been so bored dow n here .’ 
She was fam ous for her great good taste and loved arranging 
houses. T heir low  key w ent upw ards; she bustled about 
ordering curtains, choosing furniture, finding treasures in 
rosew ood and elm , early A m erican and also som e French 
antiques, ‘going shopping’.

D im itri pu t a certain genius in to  tu rn ing  the waste land into 
fertility: first lim ing the soil, then grow ing  crops in ro ta tion  o f  
blue grass, orchard  grass, lespedeza. H e p u t up seven barns and 
designed a special train ing barn w ith  fourteen stalls, a tack 
room  and feed ro o m  w ith  rollaw ay doors that opened at each 
end o f  the building. T he  p roperty  had w oods bu t no fencing. 
H e cut dow n m ost o f  the trees, w hile leaving enough for 
ornam ent; he sold the w o o d  and also used it for fencing. The 
clearances took him  forty  days, b u t the w hole venture m any 
years. T hree years after they settled he bough t the adjoining 
p roperty  very cheaply for it was also run dow n. Its nam e was 
C hurchill Farm . In tim e his place grew  to be famous: Plain 
D ealing Stud, w ritten  about in the th o roughbred  jo u rn a l 
Record. In 1948 there was to be a ‘cover g irl’ pho to  o f  one o f  
his b rood  mares, W ho  and her foal Flushing II. B ut n o w  it was 
still the beginning. This fu ture was as yet unknow n. A nd first 
came Pearl H arbor.

H e volunteered  for the A m erican A rm y bu t was n o t yet an 
A m erican citizen (as he was to becom e later, adopting  the 
language so faithfully that friends like Prince Serge O bolensky, 
the oldest parachuting colonel in the U .S . A rm y, w ere 
referred to as ‘buddies’). So he was told to wait. H e m igh t be
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attached to a M editerranean com m and, b u t it seemed 
doubtful. Being told to w ait was disappointing. H e had fought 
in battles for his coun try  since he was nineteen. This was now  
a m ajor w ar -  this was to be his new  country . T he old 
G eorgian fighter inside h im  was restless and w anted to take 
part.

O nce their house was organised there did n o t seem to be 
m uch for A udrey to do, and life sagged on her again. D im itri 
regretted  that she did no t w ant to try  to ride astride, she w ho 
was such an excellent rider. H e found it hard  to understand. 
H e felt tenderness and p ity  that her heart no longer seemed to 
be in anything. H e b o ugh t an elegant old-fashioned buggy  for 
her to drive, and som etim es he rode on the carriage horse, 
going ou t w ith  her.

H e continued to supervise closely Pau l’s education, in the 
tradition  o f  G eorgian males, the w ay his uncle Sico had done 
for him . A udrey was pleased that he was teaching Paul to be a 
good rider, bu t she relapsed in to  chain sm oking and m orn ing  
m artinis and Jack was always on the telephone. A fter his calls 
the atm osphere was w orse, D im itri began to dread Jack ’s 
calls . . .

O ne w eekend D im itri w en t to N ew  Y ork, rather vaguely to 
see about his possible m obilization, bu t since there was 
noth ing  he could do about it, he w ent in tru th  because he felt 
restless. O n ly  later did he discover from  C olonel B ob M cK ay 
the reason for the delay: a message from  Stalin had been 
received at a staff m eeting in the Pentagon: fo rm er Russian 
citizens m ust only have m inor posts. Y et the Pentagon 
adm ired D im itri’s insistence to jo in  the U .S. A rm y and w ere 
try ing  to find h im  a suitable assignm ent. Eventually he was 
trained for overseas duties, ow ing  to his know ledge o f  
languages. H e m igh t have been in the staff o f  General M ark 
C lark in Africa, bu t events decided otherw ise.

In N ew  Y ork  he ran in to  a girl he knew  called H oneychile 
W ilder and invited her to spend the w eekend on the Sitonia- 
M ariana w ith  her curren t boyfriend, H oratio  Luro, an 
A rgentine. B y coincidence this m an was a horse trainer,
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excitable and enthusiastic. For D im itri, talking about horses 
was a cure. It lifted h im  ou t o f  his aimless depression caused 
partly  by w ondering  w hat was w ro n g  w ith  A udrey, and w hy  
they could no t seem to discuss it together (and yet she could 
converse for hours w ith  Jack on the telephone). His untypical 
g loom  was also caused by the know ledge that this was the 
first w ar he w ould  n o t take part in. H e was so pleased w ith  
H oratio  that he returned  hom e w ith  h im  in tow .

A udrey found him  dubious from  the start. ‘W ho  is this 
bastard?’ she asked alm ost as soon as they cam e in the door, 
and indeed her instinct was right, he tu rned  ou t to be so. B ut 
he inspired D im itri usefully first. ‘H e is d raw n by the smell o f  
m o n ey ,’ A udrey said.

It was on H o ra tio ’s advice that D im itri started racing. The 
first tim e was in Canada, w here H oratio  said it was ‘easy to 
w in ’, the second tim e was in M iam i. H e knew  the ropes. By 
follow ing his advice they w on. As a result, D im itri, carried 
aw ay, suggested Saratoga, the grandest o f  all racetracks. B ut at 
this H oratio , w ho was anxious and insecure, lost his nerve. 
Saratoga was no t only grand, he explained, bu t they knew  
about horses, unlike the o ther tw o  places w here nobody  knew  
anything. T h o u g h  clever and sly, H oratio  was sm all-tim e, he 
liked to get by the easy w ay, he liked to be safe.

D im itri, unruffled, fascinated in his new  venture, w anting 
noth ing  bu t the best, specially the best, said o f  course Saratoga 
was the place for him . T he m ore H oratio  was against it, the 
m ore excited and determ ined he grew . Saratoga was the top, 
that was w here they w ere going. H e hired another trainer, 
W ith ingham , w ho had m ore experience than H oratio , bu t he 
retained H oratio  as second. This was like a re tu rn  to the 
form er days in C hantilly  w hen he had been in partnership 
w ith  a C aptain  Petit o f  the Spahis. This was m ore like his true 
rhy th m  again and from  this tim e on, the stables o f  Prince 
D jordjadze grew  fam ous in the U n ited  States.

H e im provised a new  w ay o f  selling horses. T here w ould  be 
six groups o f  tw o  horses each. Buyers w ere only allow ed one 
horse from  each g roup  so that no  one could claim they w ere 
getting  the worse o f  a sale. In California, to his am used
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surprise he found tw o  Cossacks on the H o llyw ood  racetrack. 
T hey  w ere inseparable, belonging to the same tribe, and in 
spite o f  ‘no t being keen on R ussians’ he hired these tw o  m en 
as stallion m an and a g room . T hey  came from  a w orld  he 
knew  and he respected their understanding and handling o f  
horses.

H oratio , aim ing at being cunning, pointed  o u t the w ell- 
k n ow n  fact that the b lood o f  French horses was a good 
m ix tu re  w ith  w hich to outcross A m erican strains. D im itri 
(w ho knew  this already) started im porting  w inners from  
France and it was n o w  that his Stud Farm  started to boom .

A year after Pearl H arbour, M o n tg o m ery  defeated R o m m el at 
El A lam ein. T o  achieve this English, Australians, N ew  
Zealanders, Greeks, Poles, Free French and the Foreign Legion 
all fought together. In the battle, D im itri’s cousin C olonel 
Prince D im itri A m ilakvari was killed, am ong the first to  die, 
cited and decorated for bravery  posthum ously  by de Gaulle. 
H e fell precisely at El H im eim at, shot in the head only a few  
hours after his fam ous rem ark w hen seen adjusting his un iform  
and rubbing  his shoes, that ‘w hen one is about to appear 
before G od, it is p roper to look decent’.

T h ough  D im itri was used to death th rough  battles ever 
since his childhood, he was desolate at this news. Feeling 
dow ncast and futile himself, he donated his ship to the 
governm ent for the duration  o f  the w ar. W h at else could he 
do? H e was a m ilitary  m an b u t unem ployed as such.

He rented Elizabeth A rd en ’s ‘co ttage’ at Saratoga for the 
racing season. H ere he saw the tw o-year old stallion 
Princequillo for the first tim e and im m ediately  placed a claim 
for him . If  the ow ner o f  a horse needs m oney, there is a ‘claim 
race’. T he buyers subm it their offer w ith  a cheque before the 
race and the highest b idder claims afterw ards. D im itri w on 
Princequillo w ho becam e a star in his firm am ent as well as in 
that o f  the tu r f  w orld . H e w on the Jockey G old C up at 
B elm ont Park, the Saratoga C up, the Q uestionnaire H andicap, 
the M erchants and Citizens H andicap. He w o n  all over 
Am erica. H e was a beauty and probably  the m ost loved horse
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o f  D im itri’s life. H oratio  grew  dizzy bu t also devious w ith  the 
atm osphere o f  success, D im itri caught h im  fiddling, switching 
horses in the groups, try ing  to swindle the paym ents, 
accepting bribes. H e had to sack him . H e form ed a partnership 
in Princequillo w ith  a new  m an, H ancock, w ho was the best 
know n  trainer in K entucky and w anted to start a breeding 
horse farm  o f  his ow n in V irginia. T he partnership was 75% - 
25%  for D im itri had learned m uch from  H o ra tio ’s behaviour 
and was no fool.

A t this tim e he was beginning to be m uch  spoken o f  in the 
racing journals and tu r f  newspapers. A udrey  felt irritated  by 
the press always speaking o f  D im itri and his horses, the 
prince’s stud farm , the great stables o f  D jordjadze -  and never 
o f  her. She told  her husband she w anted to be involved and 
that she w ould  like to buy  horses too. D im itri was pleased.

T hey  w ent to choose her horses together, and he carefully 
selected four b rood  mares for $100,000, for w hich she paid 
w ith  her ow n  m oney, so they rem ained her separate p roperty . 
B ut since the animals w ere all in the same stable, she and her 
husband w ere n o w  in partnership. This should have m ade life 
com plete, and D im itri greatly hoped  it w ou ld  revive the old 
enthusiasm  for w hich she had been fam ous. B ut her b ro ther 
Jack claim ed that her horses w ere fam ily m oney  invested, and 
so from  n o w  on he w ould  also be part ow ner and m ust be 
consulted on all decisions. Jack knew  no th ing  o f  horses, he was 
an invading am ateur.

U n til this tim e D im itri had invested his ow n  m oney  from  
w innings on his ow n instinct and all had gone well. His horses 
w ere cham pions. It had touched him  to choose for A udrey. 
B u t w hen Jack entered their m arried  life stam ping the room  
and talking o f  his rights, and A udrey started taking orders 
from  this ignoram us w hen she knew  far better about horses, it 
took on a different aspect. Jack produced  a paper for D im itri 
to sign transferring h a lf o f  his farm  to A udrey ’s nam e. H e did 
so easily and carelessly. T o  him  business had been a side issue 
before, n o t the real point. H e shrugged and lost interest. A rift 
was beginning. His good deed had been a m istake.

★ ★ ★

75



A  Man in a Panther Skin

H e started selling his horses in California. His first buyer was 
the actor G eorge B rent. Follow ing this sale there w ere m ore 
dem ands. H e hired a stable and m ade a new  invention: in 
order n o t to sell th rough  a m iddle m an or an organization, he 
w en t to C alifornia himself, taking horses that had been born, 
raised and broken  in his Plain D ealing Stud stables in Virginia. 
Instead o f  selling them  at once on his arrival, he entered them  
to race, and to w in. A fter they had w on  he sold them  for 
$30,000 dollars instead o f  $2,500. (Business was business, but 
no t m ixed w ith  fam ily.) For this he stayed in H o llyw ood  for 
tw o  m onths at a tim e, tw o  weeks before the race and six 
weeks afterw ards for negotiations.

D uring  these visits he lived in the B el-A ir H otel, w here he 
m et C lark  Gable one n igh t in the bar, and they becam e good 
friends. C lark Gable gave parties w here there w ere the 
gorgeous girls D im itri refers to as ‘sizzlers’. G able’s hom e was 
on one o f  the avenues leading into Sunset B oulevard. They 
w ould  stroll dow n  this fam ous street together in the m ornings, 
after an A m erican breakfast, arm  in arm  w ith  G eorge B rent. If  
the less fam ous actor R o n a ld  R eagan  should pass, B rent 
w ould  hail h im  k indly  calling out, ‘Hello farm er!’ D im itri was 
busy w ith  his horses bu t no t the entire tim e. C lark G able’s life 
greatly am used him . H e did n o t like starlets, he found them  
pretentious and provincial. B u t he liked the unk n o w n  sizzlers, 
and refers to C lark Gable as a ‘m an ’s m an ’. Jane Russell was 
statuesque w ith  big feet, no t fem inine bu t a good tough  girl 
w ho becam e a friend. M arilyn M onroe was often around. She 
had a Gable fixation and w orshipped him , and so was at m ost 
o f  his parties. For a long tim e after the death o f  Carole 
L om bard, C lark Gable rem ained inconsolable and took  no 
further great interest in w om en. It was observed that he spent 
m ore tim e talking to the dog. M arilyn  M onroe was pathetic 
in her continual need for reassurance. H er pou ting  m o u th  was 
appealing. T he w ay she looked so vulnerable m ade a m an feel 
protective, yet he did n o t find her p re tty , except one special 
tim e w hen he saw her ‘organised’ to go onto  the m ovie set.

This was the w ay D im itri liked the everyday w orld  to be, 
beautiful w om en  about the place, evenings w ith  vibrations o f
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music, b u t specially the male com araderie pleased him . H e had 
no t realised how  m uch he missed this quality in the 
atm osphere he had k n ow n  at hom e w ith  his uncles and 
M erab. H e was happy in the H o llyw ood  life, selling his horses 
and aw ay from  the in trospection o f  Jack and A udrey in their 
closed-circuit w orld . H e saw it as a holiday and it did  not 
occur to h im  that it m igh t be an escape.

T here w ere troubles, how ever. A fter firing H oratio  for 
changing the horses in their groups at Saratoga he discovered 
m ore serious trickery in the book-keeping. H e had to go 
fu rther and sue h im , m uch to his distaste. Firing was simple, it 
finished a situation, b u t suing m eant law yers (his bogey) and 
was only a beginning.*  H ancock was also being too  clever. 
D im itri revolted  so m uch against in trigue that he w ou ld  have 
liked to  continue alone, b u t he could n o t train, sell, run  the 
business entirely  by himself.

In som e ways he was a Peter Pan. H e was simple. H e had 
had an upbring ing  that, though  luxurious, had also been 
austere in discipline. It had been straigh tforw ard  and frank, 
honest like the nam e he had given his stud farm : Plain 
Dealing. W hen  he left his w ild, beautiful bu t also small and 
logical coun try  o f  m ilitarily  trained m en, he discovered the 
com plexities o f  the w orld  outside. T here w ere shades o f  grey 
betw een enemies and friends. A n enem y could n o t ju st be 
labelled entirely  black and rem oved in a duel, a friend could 
have treacherous streaks bu t still rem ain likeable. H e liked 
H ancock. A disillusionm ent. B ut here in H o llyw ood  the 
simple life reasserted itself. H e fell in to  place as i f  at hom e. 
W ill R o g ers had a polo team , he m ade R a y  Bell in to  a 
cham pion cow  rider for rodeo -  this was living. T hen  W ill 
R ogers crashed in his private plane. Fred Astaire started 
buying  D im itri’s horses -  it was to occupy him self because his 
wife had died. D im itri w en t ou t w ith  sizzlers, he laughed and 
ate steak tartare w ith  C lark  Gable (w ho was ‘100% clean’). 
R o n a ld  R eag an ’s films (he was a ‘b u d d y ’ now  too) always 
ended well, w ith  the baddies killed. It m ade sense. Even death; 
for D im itri had killed in duels and w ould  accept him self i f  he 
* He w on this lawsuit, but it lasted four years.
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lost. Life to be lived was the po in t, one could see about death 
w hen it was death ’s turn.

W hen  he w ent back to V irginia he som etim es asked A udrey 
to com e on these trips, b u t she did n o t w ant to. She w ould  
say, ‘H ollyw ood? N ever, i t’s so v u lgar,’ b u t inside there was 
another reason, som ething indefinable about it m ade her 
afraid. B ut o f  what? Tall, slender A udrey w ith  her b righ t 
b ro w n  hair and hazel eyes . . .  w hat did she have to  fear? She 
was used to being queen, perhaps that was it. W as she 
beginning to lose her looks? Sables and w hite m ink . . .  Paris 
clothes . ..  w here had all those o ther kinds o f  parties gone? 
T he chateau life had n o t been so bad after all, and w hen looks 
faded, there was elegance.

O ne m orn ing  in M ay it snow ed. This was a freak 
occurrence in California. D im itri w oke to find his horses 
shivering. W hile  he was anxiously rubb ing  them  dow n and 
attending to them  him self (everyone had been fired now  
except for his tw o  Cossacks) a telephone call came th rough  
from  N ew  Y ork  from  his b ro ther-in -law  asking h im  to m eet 
h im  at once in the R itz -C arlto n  w here he was staying. 
D im itri was perplexed. W hat could be so urgent? It was 
fam ily business, Jack told him , and added, ‘I t’s later than you 
th in k .’

W hen  he arrived Jack was sitting in a gilt chair in  the salon 
o f  a suite. T here was also ano ther m an w ho D im itri 
recognised as the fam ily a ttorney. H e to ld  D im itri abruptly  
and w ith o u t any pream ble that it w ould  be best for h im  to 
accept a divorce. (W hat have you go t to do w ith  it? D im itri 
w ondered.) Like the auctioneer’s ham m er com ing dow n  in a 
sale room : this object n o w  disposed of.

D im itri had liked Jack once, he had th o u g h t h im  a 
‘gen tlem an’ (w ho had had it all m ade for h im  by his father) -  
a good retriever dog trained to go after dollars, bu t w hat had 
dollars to do w ith  his divorce? H ad he som ehow  affected their 
em pire? H e had never asked anyth ing  and was busy building 
an em pire o f  his ow n. Perhaps it was this very  th ing that Jack
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resented. A nd w hy  was this p roposition  from  A udrey ’s 
bro ther, and no t from  herself? Jack then explained, o r rather 
did no t explain coherently  that the ‘fam ily’ th o u g h t it w ould  
be a good  thing, and that A udrey  agreed. H e sat sm ugly in his 
reproduction  French antique arm chair, fixing D im itri w ith  the 
fam ous vapid stare from  his grey-blue eyes; the head o f  the 
family. H ad A u d rey ’s m o th er been consulted? D im itri 
w ondered, bu t only ou t o f  passing curiosity since he w ould  
no t consider her opinion. T hey  hardly ever saw her, she was 
always far rem oved  in the lim bo o f  one or o ther o f  her three 
hom es, going to the hairdresser and playing bridge. T he older 
b ro ther counted even less. H e had (wisely) disappeared in to  his 
ow n w orld  long since. T here was the uncle w ho had been sent 
to Paris. B ut did the fam ily exist in a true sense? O r  was it 
ju st at board  meetings? O r  was it ju st Jack? In any case the 
Em ery fam ily did no t concern him , he was n o t m arried  to a 
consortium  or was he? His only concern was A udrey. A t this 
though t, D im itri grew  ever m ore bew ildered. H e was 
m ystified that she had said no th ing  herself. This was the only 
point that m attered. H ad it been brew ing  in his absence? H e 
was aw are o f  the failure betw een them , bu t so suddenly, so 
final? T hen  all this tim e she and Jack had been plo tting , and 
Jack was her emissary? Signing h a lf his farm  to her had been 
an im pulsive gesture from  the heart. B ut for them  it had 
evidently  been planned from  the head. T heir tw o  heads. 
A udrey held the contro lling  interest in the E m ery Industries. 
W as it o f  that n o w  that Jack w anted to gain control? O r was 
it to please A udrey and at her request, since she was sitting at 
the farm  g row ing  bored?

H e could try  to see A udrey and talk w ith  her . . .  b u t then 
. . .  since they had been back in A m erica they had never really 
talked any m ore. N o t for years now . H e had been so 
disappointed by this that n o w  he no longer felt like pu tting  up 
resistance. H e had already lost his fam ily and his country  
before. A nd yet she was his lady. H ad this lady m ade a board 
decision about him?

Suddenly he felt overw helm ing  disgust. H e was angry. He 
was sad. H e was every th ing  at once, as i f  a red curtain was
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descending across his view , like b lood in the eyes. H e could 
no longer think. H e could no longer see. H e was blind.

H e stood up, and all he said was, ‘It’s a fine M ay day, I 
have three horses running  and no tim e. A greed th en .’

Jack ’s ja w  dropped. ‘B ut w e m ust discuss it,’ he said; his 
pleasure (and his pow er) w ere gone.

‘T here is no th ing  to discuss,’ D im itri said disparagingly, 
haughty , no t low ering  himself. ‘Y ou know  w hat is hers and 
w hat is m ine .’

‘Just sign here then ,’ said Jack, deflated, pushing a paper 
from  the a tto rn ey ’s briefcase across the leather-topped desk in 
fron t o f  him . D uring  this tim e the atto rney  had said no t one 
w ord , he had ju st w itnessed and w atched.

D im itri signed and left, an U ncle Sico departure, o ff to the 
races (or to catch a train) in any crisis and no tim e to  waste. 
He did n o t read the paper, it was quite obvious w hat it was.

As he crossed the hall in a b o x er’s k nock-ou t o f  a dream , he 
caught sight o f  A udrey lying on the bed in the adjoining 
room . Audrey?  For one second he froze, like a shooting dog 
pointing , and then w alked on and aw ay w ith o u t show ing that 
he had seen her, n o t w anting  to know  she m ust have been 
listening all the tim e. Languorous A udrey  lying there sm oking 
w ith  her long holder . . .  G od A lm igh ty  . . .  A cow ard? A 
deceiver? Perhaps she did n o t have the m oral courage to go 
th rough  w ith  it, yet it suited Jack. Perhaps . . .  Y et it could no t 
be so. N either did he w ant her to know  he had seen. It m igh t 
no t be the tru th  i f  n o t adm itted . Y et he had seen. It was the 
tru th .
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Chapter Eight
A fter receiving the E m ery’s cold show er and leaving the R itz  
C arlton , D im itri w en t as he had announced straight to 
B elm ont Park. All he th o u g h t was: horses. H e did n o t th ink 
the obvious thoughts, he staggered into  the grandstand and 
w atched the race.

T w o  o f  his horses cam e in first and one fourth . H e 
received the m oney in a stunned and dazed condition, and it 
was luckier than he realised, because though  in the eyes o f  the 
w orld  Prince D jordjadze m ay have m arried  a rich w om an , he 
left the R itz  C arlton  w ith  tw o hundred  dollars in his pocket, 
his pride and his disgust. It w ould  have m ade no difference to his 
urge to get away, bu t it was a break that b ro u g h t h im  sudden 
m oney. H e w ould  never go back to his farm , the affairs 
w ould  have to be settled w ithou t his presence. Lawyers again.

H e returned  to N ew  Y ork, took a room  in the Plaza, 
ordered cham pagne, and could no t sleep. For n o w  he started 
to think. As the double-take crept over him  he was indignant. 
T he Em erys had given h im  the sack like a servant, he w ho 
was N o d a r’s descendant. W hen his uncle Sico left the scene, he 
was always the victor. B u t this tim e D im itri had been had, in 
A m erican language, betrayed in G eorgian, the w orst o f  crimes. 
Signing for Jack . . .  first w hen he m ade over h a lf his farm . 
N o w  -  m aking over his wife? Jack ’s revenge? From  the start 
D im itri had no t w anted  to jo in  the fam ily and live in 
C incinnati. But A udrey. T hen she m ust agree, they had 
arranged it together. H e had lost Audrey!

G radually he becam e dizzy w ith  fruitless thoughts, fury 
against Jack, despair about A udrey, until clouds o f  his failure 
to understand their ways enveloped him . Y et also there grew  
in him  a need to explode. H e w anted to fight, to shoot, to
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gallop aw ay -  bu t lay as i f  tied in chains to the bed. W here 
was T ariel’s black charger?

It had never happened to him  before to have insom nia, no t 
even after killing a m an. This new  experience was hateful, he 
could no t handle it. H e go t up, dressed and w ent out, no t 
seeing w here he was, hearing disputes inside his head, w ishing 
for a w hip  to lash w ith  as Tariel had done. A dvantil and 
T ariel w ould  seek death for traitors.

H e w andered distractedly across the street and found him self 
in the H otel Pierre opposite, answ ering like an au tom aton  
w hen a very beautiful girl in the lobby seemed to know  w ho 
he was, and hugged  him .

A certain C o u n t A dlerburg  from  the Baltic provinces was 
sitting in the lounge o f  the Plaza in the afternoon, listening to 
the violins playing w hile he w aited for a friend he had invited 
for tea. H e recognised Prince D jordjadze crossing the hall -  an 
acquaintance -  their fathers had been friends until A d lerbu rg ’s 
father, w ho was governor o f  St Petersburg, had been shot 
by the com m unists. H e started to raise his hand to w ave but 
then refrained, seeing that D jordjadze was in the com pany o f  
one o f  those incredible creatures that N ew  Y ork produces, and 
evidently  on their w ay upstairs. Since he had heard that 
D jordjadze was m arried, he found it m ore discreet to  stay still. 
His friend arrived and he w aved the hand he had raised to 
h im  instead. T hey  had tea, enjoying rich fru it cake and talk o f  
the old w orld . W hen  the friend left, the C o u n t lingered a 
w hile, listening to one o f  his favourite waltzes w hich filled 
h im  w ith  old m em ories. W hen it was over he sighed and 
stood up to leave, alm ost colliding w ith  D jordjadze as he 
reached the lobby -  he had appeared again w ith  the girl, and 
they w ere busy greeting yet ano ther beauty. W hen  D im itri 
caught sight o f  the C o u n t he hailed h im  w arm ly  and 
in troduced  him , asking i f  he w ould  care to jo in  them  for 
d inner and m ake a fourth? ‘B ut first com e up to m y  suite and 
have som e cham pagne,’ D im itri w ent on, before he could 
answer, talking rather fast and yet looking strangely vague, 
the C o u n t thought.
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A dlerburg  had no th ing  special to do and was o f  a 
philosophical nature. U p  they all w en t to drink  the 
cham pagne D im itri ‘always kept iced and ready’. T he C o u n t 
was only slightly jo lted  w hen yet a th ird even m ore striking girl 
cam e ou t o f  the show er w rapped  in a large tow el and appearing 
quite at hom e. This one had a date and w ould  no t dine w ith  them . 
She was a friend o f  the others bu t the hotel had m istakenly 
no t booked her a room . T he C o u n t g rew  m ildly bew ildered: 
the girl he had first seen was called Hilda. She was chattering 
and telling h im  that she was h a lf Irish and ha lf Spanish and she 
was Miss M aryland. She had k n ow n  the prince for tw o  years 
-  since H ollyw ood. A nd she had ju st run  into  a friend from  
her hom e to w n  in the lobby, was it n o t a coincidence? The 
friend was here on a m odelling jo b , bu t there was no room  
in the hotel and the prince had offered her hospitality.

D im itri seemed distracted and did no t appear to listen, to 
the C o u n t he referred to H ilda as his sister o f  hard times. 
R ustaveli had been instilled in to  his th inking, he had been 
b ro u g h t up on h im  orally as a boy  -  and he had a tendency to 
forget that o ther contem poraries o f  his w orld  did n o t always 
know  the context. ‘A sm at,’ he said to the count, ‘rem em ber? 
T he girl w ho befriended Tariel in his cave w hen he was 
stricken w ith  grief. She was the m aid o f  his lost lady. She 
knew  his story and took  care o f  h im .’ W hen  D im itri had 
entered the Pierre the o ther n ight, he had had to talk, to tell 
som eone, anyone, and she had been standing there. She was 
H ilda, she was Asmat.

A dlerburg  drank his cham pagne gloom ily. H e could no t 
‘rem em ber A sm at’, understood noth ing , and began to regret 
accepting the d inner invitation. H e only gathered that his old 
acquaintance D jordjadze was w ilder than he had im agined and 
seemed to be suddenly released from  his m arriage vows.

W hen  they dined at the C o lony  the C o u n t grew  rather 
bored. D im itri spoke o f  Saratoga. O ne o f  the beauties asked, 
‘W h at is that? Is it a d rink?’

For a short w hile he conversed pleasantly w ith  D im itri 
about the R om anovs, at w hich point the second girl said, ‘Say 
w ho are these bores you talk o f  all the tim e?’

83



A  Man in a Panther Skin

‘A fam ily w ho  w ere all m urd ered ,’ the C o u n t in form ed her 
icily.

‘A w hole fam ily m urdered  -  was that by  the M afia?’
C o u n t A dlerburg  decided he w ould  go hom e righ t after the 

coffee. H e lived far aw ay and D im itri said he w ould  drive 
him . T hey  took  H ilda hom e first, and the C o u n t was no t 
lucky, for she asked them  to w ait w hile she unlocked her door 
-  and there was a m an standing ju s t inside w ho  th rew  his arms 
ro und  her, she scream ed and struggled. D im itri leapt to the 
rescue, sprang at the m an and started a hassle. It was entirely 
ou t o f  hand, th o u g h t the C oun t, escaping from  the car by the 
d oor on his side and going off to  find a taxi. H e could no t 
guess that D im itri was living in the skin o f  Tariel, alternating 
w ith  A dvantil, that he felt like a cheetah w ith  a head full o f  
screeching noise, was glad to find a m an to hit. Indeed the 
m an never knew  what h it him , the im pact was so great. T he 
girl left sitting in the car was no sister. (A dvantil took  Lady 
Farm aton to bed though  he did n o t really w an t her and was 
betraying his lady.) B ut D im itri’s lady had betrayed him. 
(T hough Farm aton was very pretty , A dvantil had asked 
him self, ‘W h y  am  I here like a crow  on a rubbish heap w hen I 
was a nightingale w ith  a rose o f  m y ow n?’) D im itri had no t 
slept for three nights, he did no t k n o w  w hether he was Tariel 
o r A dvantil. H ilda thanked him  and said goodnight; the m an 
he had hit go t up and lim ped aw ay, rubb ing  his jaw . (‘I’ll be 
faithful until you do som ething I can’t fo rg ive ,’ he used to say 
to A udrey.) As th rough  stained glass, he n o w  saw the colours 
to w hich he had been blind w hile he had his ow n  rose, he saw 
the girls bu t they w ere b lurred  and rather lurid. This tim e the 
majum  was n o t for love, bu t sorrow . He was w earing his 
pan ther skin. T he girl in the car was beautiful. T hey  drove to 
the Plaza. H e did n o t notice the C ou n t had gone. T o  have 
w ith o u t w anting  . . .  T w o  girls -  three girls, w hat did it 
m atter? ‘I am  sick o f  love for there is no  cure from  anyw here.’ 
H e fell asleep at last in a fog and w oke up to  a ro o m  he 
recognised as T arie l’s cave. T he beautiful girl had gone. H e 
slept soundly again.

W hen  he w oke H ilda telephoned. ‘Y o u ’re a fine one ,’ she
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said, ‘I know  w hat y o u ’ve been up to and I shan’t feel sorry 
for you any m ore. Y ou haven’t even been answ ering the 
telephone these last tw o  days.’

‘A sm at m y friend, h o w  are you?’ he said, and o f  course she 
did n o t k now  w hat he m eant. H er A sm at role had started 
w hen  she had been a listener in the tim e he needed to talk. 
She found him  incom prehensible b u t so quaint. T here was 
nobody  like him .

‘I am  cured, thanks to y o u ,’ he said, and as he said it, it 
becam e true and he laughed w hen he rang off, and stretched, 
feeling well and rested. H e recognised the room  n o w  as m ost 
com fortable. H e ordered breakfast: fried eggs, cereal, coffee. 
H e was n o t going to languish w hen som ething was past. T hen  
he rang Hilda back, calling her n o w  by her nam e, and invited 
her to com e w ith  her boyfriend and spend the w eekend on his 
small boat in the Bahamas.

A fter they re turned, he set about organising h im self a new  life, 
since the old one was finished. H e returned  from  his boat trip  
as from  being aw ay w ith  a sickness.

H e took  a flat in N ew  Y ork and sent for his belongings 
from  V irginia. H e could n o t breed and sell w ith o u t a farm , so 
this w ould  be over w ith  his divorce. It was the first step to be 
taken: to sell his stud. Fortunately  his disgust w ith  the tu r f  
w orld  had been running  parallel w ith  the love for his animals. 
T o  sell ou t w ould  give the unscrupulous H ancock and H oratio  
a jo lt. He did no t w aver, n o r listen to an inner voice that saw 
it differently: bu t y o u ’ve lost you r horsesl D im itri understood 
horses w ith  m ore than know ledge, for they in tu rn  recognised 
him  w ith  a sort o f  anim al kinship. T hey  knew  he knew  them . 
A t this farm  one o f  the mares called W inning  Bid w ou ld  cross 
the field w hen she saw him , and pu t her head on his 
shoulders. I f  another m are should also approach she w ould  bite 
and kick and send her cantering off. In the N ew  Y ork 
new spaper Racing Form, reporter T eddy  C o x  w rote: I f
thoroughbred horses were linguists, Prince D im itri D jordjadze  
probably would have the best understanding o f  their varied moods o f  
any horseman in the United States. Horses w ere perhaps his m ain
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love, his creatures in a near-m agic w ay. W om en  w ere loved 
too, bu t their love came to an end. A horse w ould  rem em ber 
for life.

Y et he accepted calm ly that his horses w ould  be gone 
forever. H e had lost his country . H e knew  h o w  to lose. So 
w ould  the tu r f  w orld  be gone, and that at least he w ould  no t 
miss. R id in g  in the Caucasus w ith  his uncles, there had never
been any cheating. H e sold all his stable by  degrees -  and
therefore also Princequillo. (A picture o f  this horse hangs 
today in the apartm ent in M onte  C arlo, n o t the w hole body, 
ju st the head and neck, like a fam ily portrait.) Later, too  late, 
this beloved horse becam e w orld  cham pion. A nd later still, 
after hurting  himself, he was pu t to stud and becam e the 
highest paid in ternational leading sire there had ever been. He 
held his place at the top for five years and only bred w ith  
approved mares. T he fee for his service was $20,000.

‘A hom e is som ething you lose, ‘D im itri often rem arked to his 
friend Serge O bolensky. For the first tim e an undercurren t 
could be felt in the w ords o f  this m an, w ords said before but 
differently. H e had k n ow n  m any m isfortunes and accepted 
them  as fate, w ith o u t nostalgia, as he th o u g h t he was doing
now . This tim e the problem  was that he did n o t know  w hat
to do next and entered a vacuous, unfam iliar phase o f  
w ondering . O bolensky was the fam ous R ussian prince w ho 
had launched the St R egis H otel in N ew  Y ork. In fact he was 
ha lf G eorgian, D im itri w ou ld  no t adm it to having Russian 
friends. O n  his advice D im itri acquired a small house on Long 
Island. H e led an em pty  social life w aiting  for a Sign. The 
great redeem ing feature was his continued supervision o f  the 
education o f  Paul, for A udrey had left him  entirely in his step
father’s charge. Paul tru ly  had tw o  fathers o f  the same nam e, 
one o f  b lood and one o f  the heart. D im itri loved him  as his 
ow n, as the son he never had, and busied him self persuading 
h im  to jo in  the U .S. M arines. H e advised and follow ed the 
boy th rough  all his career.* His ow n  life still rem ained em pty.
* In 1985 Paul Ilynski R om anov is a retired American M arine Colonel, 
married w ith grow n children, living in Palm Beach.
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H e had been used to surfing on a h igh w ave like a roller that 
never broke -  bu t after the divorce and selling o f  his share in 
the farm , the w ave broke. T he w orld  grew  ordinary. H e was 
perplexed as to w ho w ere his friends, after the lawsuits w ith  
H oratio  and H ancock w ere over. T here  is a G eorgian proverb: 
scold friends to their faces, enemies behind their backs. He 
took  this to mean: spring the law suit on them  by surprise. B ut 
in the R ussian arm y duels had been simpler. H e prayed to the 
icon o f  St N ino  by his bed, in the tradition  o f  m ost 
G eorgians, w ho include good  living w ith  faith.
H e w ent to Florida to stay w ith  M adam e Balsan, a legendary 
beauty rem em bered  in A m erica as Consuelo V anderbilt and in 
England as the Duchess o f  M arlborough. H er husband, 
C olonel Balsan, had k n ow n  D im itri’s father in St Petersburg 
and he was also a friend o f  C oco Chanel. These people 
rem inded him  o f  old times in Europe, w hich is perhaps w hy 
he w ent. O n  this visit he m et another house-guest, W inston 
C hurchill, w ho had com e ou t from  England after n o t being 
re-elected. T heir m eeting was the beginning o f  a change o f  
heart. W hen they w ere in troduced, C hurchill looked D im itri 
up and dow n, rather, he says, ‘as I m yself w ou ld  have ju d g ed  
a horse’. T hen suddenly C hurchill smiled, and w hen he held 
ou t his hand w ith  m ore w arm th  than the usual handshake, 
D im itri felt he was saying, ‘W elcom e to m y h o rizo n .’ A t that 
tim e, in their different ways, they b o th  felt they had failed.
T he house D im itri had acquired on Long Island was a stable 
and coach house, converted, and had a garden. Serge 
O bolensky lived near and gave parties w ith  very gorgeous 
sizzlers. Since D im itri felt there was still n o t m uch purpose in 
this pleasant bu t lukew arm  life, Serge suggested to h im  that he 
should jo in  the arm y as a career, for at last he had becom e an 
A m erican citizen. T he idea pleased D im itri. H e had been 
trained originally in the m ilitary  academ y in Russia and had a 
m ilitary background. H e follow ed the suggestion, and the 
arm y accepted him . So less than a year after acquiring his 
house (rented w ith  an op tion  to buy that could now  be sold) 
he pu t it on the m arket.
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O ne m uggy  day w hen he was feeling restless, D im itri 
noticed that the corner o f  the garden was blocked w ith  some 
strange g row th . T he gardener, a black boy called Sam  was 
aw ay, so to prepare for prospective buyers D im itri set about 
scything it. It was peaceful, good  exercise and the rhy thm  
gave him  physical pleasure. A fterw ards w hen he burned  the 
rakings in a huge bonfire he was contented  for the first tim e 
in over a year, though  the rakings w ere green and the sm oke 
was strangely pungent.

A t this m o m en t Sam  arrived back from  his day o ff and ran 
to h im  th rough  the garden crying, ‘D o n ’t burn  that o r y o ’ll 
lose yo eyes!’ and he stopped the fire, beating it dow n, and led 
D im itri aw ay ju st w hen  he had been enjoying the w eird 
sm oke and the m anual fatigue. H e follow ed Sam, tho u g h  he 
th ough t it sounded like superstition. H e says n o w  that had it 
no t been for Sam he m igh t have been blind.

T hat n igh t Serge gave a go ing-aw ay party  for D im itri 
w here he drank m ore than usual. W hen  he go t hom e and 
w ent to bed, feeling slightly dizzy, he had the strange feeling 
som eone else was in bed w ith  him . It was creepy. H e lifted 
the sheet and saw his left leg swollen to an enorm ous size, yet 
he could no t feel it, it bore no relation to h im , it had lost all 
sensation and was like a body  apart. H e was to ld  by the 
doctor the next day that it was an unprecedented case o f  rare 
reaction to poison ivy. T here was risk o f  gangrene. He 
th o u g h t this was d o c to r’s nonsense, but no t so: he rem ained an 
invalid for nine m onths and did n o t jo in  the arm y after all.

H e was sent to the Baham as to recover. D uring  the 
convalescence and enforced quiet period, he rem em bered  the 
steam baths in Tbilisi and th ro u g h  the vaporous m ist in the 
m arble halls he saw M erab’s face. H e started to th ink m uch 
about the past. D ear M erab, w here was he now ? Lying under 
a tree anyw here w ould  always rem ind him  o f  the o ther tree 
under w hich they sat together, eating cheese and fru it ou t o f 
the traditional silver platter. H e though t o f  the peculiar 
m agnetism  o f  M erab, how  w hen later in the villa in Ste 
M áxim e (w here M erab always had a room ) he had such a 
fo llow ing o f  girls and also m en, that they eventually p u t up
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tents in the grounds w ith  cam p beds. D im itri calls it the 
beginning o f  le camping.

W henever M erab is m entioned he shines th rough  D im itri’s 
story as a com pelling and sad figure. His bad eyesight was a 
great handicap. H e was in the fron t line in the revolu tion  and 
again in the w ar in Spain, though  he could hardly see. H e 
appears like a G eorgian Pierre in W ar and Peace. H e w ent to 
St C yr and graduated at the age o f  tw en ty -th ree , b u t could 
no t be accepted because o f  his eyesight. H e was a good  fighter 
by instinct, D im itri says, bu t always thw arted . His life had 
been spoiled w hen young by his m other, w ho  m ade him  soft 
(soft? this does n o t seem in keeping) the m o ther was therefore 
no t in true G eorgian tradition. D im itri tells w ith  a certain 
scorn that she w ould  send a m anservant after h im  w ith  m oney 
w hen he w ent out, to m ake sure he was safe. His father had 
been a liberal and educated in France, like A rthill. M erab 
could have a book to himself. H e was em barrassed about his 
eyesight and tried to avoid w earing glasses: one day he had 
arrived at Ste M áxim e on a bicycle and ridden straight in to  the 
sw im m ing pool. H e had had a great rom ance w ith  Louise de 
V ilm orin  w ho called h im  ‘mon prince georgien’; they had a 
m utual coup de foudre ; they w ere bo th  intellectuals, he greatly 
adm ired her w ritings; to her he had a hypnotic  appeal that 
was near magic.

For m any m onths D im itri rose late, w en t sw im m ing, 
recuperated. D uring  this tim e he dw elled m uch on the past 
and realised how  m uch he missed M erab. H e w ould  miss him  
always, m ore than anyone else in his life. H e disliked M erab ’s 
R ussian wife intensely. She always knew  every th ing  better 
than anyone else and said so, she even inform ed D im itri about 
horses. It was a contented m arriage bu t w ith o u t the ecstasy 
M erab deserved; also it had kept h im  far aw ay in Brussels. 
D im itri w ould  dearly like to be able to see h im  again. B ut 
M erab had died o f  cancer.

D im itri lay in his deck chair, sw athed in old m em ories, no t 
trained to sit about doing noth ing  and n o t liking it, it was like 
sliding dow nhill. W here had all the good days gone? H e was 
far from  his lost, ancient country ; he had m ade a new  life
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w hich seemed to have stopped. H e rem inded St N ino  o f  
Cappadocia to help. It was 1954, he told her, he m ust get 
m oving.

W hen  he recovered he w ent back to his flat in N ew  Y ork and 
started to get about again. H e dined often w ith  Serge in the St 
R egis, and it was there that one n igh t he saw Sylvia Ashley. 
She was an old friend from  his racing days in E urope at Le 
M ans. It was rare for a w om an to k n o w  about cars and to 
take such an interest that she used even to follow  the races. He 
was terribly  glad to find her, a w arm  friend from  E urope, a 
person w ho  had know n  him  in the days w hen he was a 
w inner. T hey  started to spend m uch tim e together. H e noticed 
that she had alm ost the same nose as A udrey -  it was uncanny 
-  absurd, bu t there was a resem blance in the shape o f  the face 
. . .  C ou ld  she becom e m ore than ju st a true friend? H e lost his 
senses enough to th ink so, for he m arried  her, encouraged by 
Serge and M rs H earst, w ho  approved. T hat was enough. 
Perhaps they ju st though t he was lonely. In fact his compass 
had com e unstuck and was w hirring  aimlessly in all directions. 
Since his divorce he was at a lost loose end.

Lady A shley’s compass how ever was securely fixed,
pointing  always at a good deal. A nd she was certainly a
w om an w ho liked variety, having started life as a poor
London girl, Sylvia H aw kes, and having already go t th rough
four husbands by the tim e she m arried  D im itri: an English 
lord (Ashley), a H o llyw ood  actor (Douglas Fairbanks Senior), 
another English lord  (Stanley o f  A lderley) and another 
H o llyw ood  actor (C lark Gable). So w hy  n o t n o w  a G eorgian 
prince? It was a fatuous and pathetic m arriage and lasted only 
six weeks. A fterw ards D im itri felt vaguely ashamed. H e said 
to Serge, ‘For G o d ’s sake help m e to do som ething about m y 
life.’
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Chapter Nine
In 1955 Serge O bolensky suggested that D im itri should 
accom pany him  on a trip  to Texas, w here he had business to 
attend, as he ran a chain o f  hotels. H e even though t it m igh t 
interest h im , bu t on seeing his dubious expression he said, 
‘D o n ’t sneer, com e dow n anyw ay for the ride .’

A fter they arrived D im itri indeed becam e filled w ith  
curiosity; he was always interested in w hat was happening, 
w herever he w ent, and also disliked to be inactive. H e did not 
long rem ain a spectator bu t was soon checking the kitchens o f 
the hotels, the purchasing, and the public relations -  these 
things am used him . He stayed on. A nd Serge laughed.

This situation lasted m any m onths and turned  in to  a year. 
O ne day an oil m agnate called M erlyn  C hristie arrived, asking 
if  he could buy  shares in Serge’s hotel chain the A m bassador 
International. ‘W hy  shares in a hotel w hen you are in oil?’ 
D im itri questioned. ‘Just convenience,’ came the answer. ‘I 
w ant to m ake sure I have the same ro o m  every tim e to go to 
the St R egis in N ew  Y ork. If  I am  a shareholder, they can 
keep m e a perm anent suite.’

A t this D im itri laughed. C hristie considered h im  and 
w ondered. H e had heard m any things about the prince, but 
they w ere in no w ay connected w ith  running  hotels. Y et he 
was told D jordjadze had now  becom e general m anager o f  
another g roup  o f  Serge’s hotels in C iudad T rujillo . He found 
it som ew hat o f  a com e-dow n. H e said in an aside, ‘Serge loves 
dancing, hotels are in his line, b u t you .. .’

‘Sabotage?’ asked D im itri, still amused.
C hristie cam e to the point. W h at he really w anted was a 

concession for oil from  D om inica. C ould  this be arranged, 
Could he get it for him , w ould  it no t perhaps be m ore in
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D im itri’s line to be in the oil business? Intrigue seemed to be 
rife and D im itri was increasingly amused. H e telephoned the 
Palace in C iudad T rujillo  and asked for the prim e m inister, 
then arranged a lunch w ith  various m en. C hristie was 
im pressed by his speed, bu t even m ore am azed, after the lunch 
was over and an agreem ent had been signed, that D im itri did 
n o t ask for a com m ission. He to ld  the prince that in his view  
he w ould  do better to forget hotels and gravitate to bigger 
things. D im itri agreed w ith  alacrity. N o  tim e was wasted 
th ink ing  it over. H e w ould  ‘give big business a try ’. B ut he 
m ade it sound like learning a new  gam e, a sport perhaps, as if  
he did n o t really care. Y et n o t so, for C hristie was surprised 
again w hen D im itri said he w ou ld  start from  the bo ttom .

Instead o f  re tu rn ing  to Long Island for his holiday, he w ent 
to H ouston  and to west Texas in h igh sum m er w hen the heat 
was broiling. H e sat on oil rigs in the blazing sun, learning, 
observing. Christie, w ho  could no t quite fathom  the m ix ture  
o f  sim plicity w ith  efficiency and earnestness, was impressed. 
H e gave D im itri an office in Dallas, and n o w  a true 
assignm ent. A nd so D im itri found h im self in a room  w ith  
blue walls and piped music. H e though t o f  his ex -b ro ther-in - 
law  Jack and w ished he could see h im  now , bu t then 
im m ediately  chided h im self for foolishness. W h at did he care 
about that double-crosser? In the years that had passed he had 
run  in to  A udrey several times. T he first tim e after the divorce 
she had said, ‘H ow  could you have done this to m e?’ U nreal. 
W h at could he say to that? H e said no th ing  and ju st gazed at 
her. She was still lovely, he could still trem ble, and after the 
initial encounter they rem ained friends. W hen  he told his 
law yer, the law yer said A udrey  was Jack ’s Pavlov dog, 
w hatever that m eant. She even im plied that she m igh t take 
him  back, w ould  like h im  back. He was deeply troubled , until 
he heard that Jack had been saying, ‘D o n ’t w o rry  about 
D im itri, h e ’ll m arry  a rich w id o w .’ H e w ould  never stop 
loving A udrey b u t in a sort o f  rage. She shared Jack ’s views, 
or w hy  else had she follow ed them ? O r did she no t k n o w  her 
ow n thoughts? Since leaving C onstantinople w ith  £ 2 0  he had 
m ade his ow n w ay, before he m et any Em erys, w hereas all
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Jack had ever had to do was g ro w  rich in his sleep. H e had 
never m ade his ow n  m oney. T he  rich seem to th ink people 
need them . Jack could have the blue office any tim e, it was in 
his line .. . piped music, sitting at a desk, pretending.

B ut Jack never did see the office (even had D im itri w anted  
him  to) for he did n o t keep it. O n  his next visit to C iudad 
T rujillo  D im itri found C lark Gable there w ith  his new  wife 
Kay Spreckels; also D im itri’s ex-w ife Sylvia Ashley ‘dow n  for 
a w eekend w ith  P ortfirio  R u b iro sa’ -  and he found him self 
back in a g roup  that he recognised and knew  well, bu t to 
w hich he felt alien now . H e had entirely g row n  away. C lark 
Gable was still a good friend, bu t the others . . .  T rujillo  was 
too small, Dallas and his blue office w ere even smaller. Café 
society and gossip. A N ew  Y ork g lam our girl interested him  
briefly. She was one o f  his old  girlfriends and was staying 
w ith  a fo rm er R ussian cavalry officer from  Azerbaijan. 
F inding the m ix tu re  in trigu ing  he asked them  bo th  o u t to 
dinner. B u t the Russian could n o t com e and they dined alone. 
She proceeded to tell h im  in detail all the things the Russian 
was saying about him , things he had m erely picked up from  
the grapevine bu t recounted w ith  relish. She seemed to think 
D im itri should know  w hat was being done to his reputation  
and told  h im  in order to help. H e should have been above 
caring, bu t he could n o t quite m anage to be after the Em ery 
treatm ent, the m ore so because even n o w  the slander came 
principally th rough  Jack. H e had taken pride in m aking his 
ow n w ay, in cherishing and try ing  to pro tect his wife. H e was 
uninterested in m oney as long as there was enough. H e gave it 
away. It was no t the po in t o f  life. B ut to hear that he was 
spoken o f  as a fo rtune-hun ter m ade his hackles rise. T he small 
w orld  follow ed h im  all the w ay south, w ith  its claws ou t to 
scratch. A nd for this he had lost his wife, his love he had 
m arried in church? It b rough t back the m em ory  o f  Jack ’s 
jealousy that he could succeed on his ow n, the grudge Jack 
bore. H e m ust n o t care. His ow n  logic escaped him , b u t then 
it often did. It was weakness to care w hat cads though t. B ut it 
led back to A udrey. H e was cross at his ow n  anger and tried 
to feign indifference, bu t did no t succeed. His eyes blazed at
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his d inner guest, though  she had been w ell-m eaning -  ju s t a 
pretty , p robably  rather silly girl. In G eorgia, he could have 
fought the R ussian rum our-spreader in a duel, for slander. In 
Georgia, he could have fought Jack. B ut the Russian was 
small and old and could no t be challenged. Should he sue 
him ? H e w anted to leave this m ilieu now . It conjured so 
m uch that was best fo rgotten . B ut first he w ould  get even.

H e could not help caring. It was inconceivable to this prince 
w ho had had R ustaveli’s philosophy engrained into  his 
collective G eorgian sub-conscious for the last eight hundred  
years -  their creed o f  b e h a v io u r .. . .  T o  D im itri Jack was 
abnorm al, sub-norm al, and above all -  inexplicable. H e could 
no t understand. Y et he could; and he w ould  fight back. 
R ustaveli said, ‘he w hose form  is like the cypress and whose 
heart is like iron -  he speaks aloud to com fort himself. T he 
narcissi thunder, it rains tears . . Wh a t  did it m ean, the 
narcissi thunder, he w ondered  for the first tim e. Perhaps the 
strangeness o f  his feeling. Indeed his heart was iron.

H e w ro te  a letter to the Russian officer, and sent copies o f  it 
to the various influential ‘tzars o f  p e tro leu m ,’ accusing him  o f  
libel. T o  his surprise he received a letter o f  apology and a 
gold-lettered  invitation  to a party  to be given ‘in the honour 
o f  Prince D jord jadze’. Suddenly he laughed. T he righ t sense o f  
p roportion  returned. T hey  knew  he was no t to be fooled 
w ith. A t the party  he and the Russian m ade it up politely.

H e continued to plan his departure. ‘Thanks for telling m e ,’ 
he said to the g lam our-g irl (perhaps w ishing she h ad n ’t.) ‘It 
decides m y next m ove. I was going to leave anyw ay bu t this 
fuels the take-off. W hat can I do to thank you?’

She blushed and looked at him  w ith  sloe-eyes, so he took 
her to bed. H e was n o t pleased w ith  this fo rm  o f  generosity. 
T he w ay he behaved, he was no better than the others. Yet 
she w anted it. W om en  w ere a sm okescreen w hich hid the 
source o f  his impulses from  himself. T hey  w ere tiresom e w ith  
their ogling and m an-crazy behaviour. His looks, perhaps at 
times unfortunately  for h im , caused him  to be every w o m an ’s 
dream . H e loved A m erica and w anted to belong. H e was 
p roud  o f  his citizenship, yet he had rem ained an outsider: a
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contradiction. H e w ould  n o t stay longer, there m ust be o ther 
sorts o f  A m ericans som ew here else. N o  Texan seemed to have 
any idea w here or w hat G eorgia was, apart from  the 
A m erican southern state. O r  possibly a type o f  English 
architecture. It accentuated the w ay G eorgians always feel 
different, w herever they are.

Part o f  D im itri’s life seems to have run on a series o f  chance 
happenings. It is a p ity  he appears to have always rem ained 
w ith  the same g roup  o f  people o f  only one dim ension, no t by 
choice b u t by chance -  and no t noticing, taking the w orld  as 
it came. H e accepted w hat ‘happened to happen’, until his first 
stirrings in Dallas, bu t he was no t a seeker. H e enjoyed and 
was even curious about anything that fell in to  his path. He 
w ould  fit in to  place w ith  it accordingly. H e was gifted in 
m aking good. B ut he did no t go ou t and search for w hat lay 
beyond. It is a p ity  he did n o t travel to A rizona (for instance) 
and see the astonishing Spanish churches, o r run  in to  som eone 
like Alistair C ooke w ho  could have told  h im  and show n him  
so m uch, opening to h im  o ther A m erican milieus. As a young 
m an he had been fascinated by the ‘intellectual’ side o f  his 
uncle A rthill and o f  M erab. A t this tim e o f  his new  and m ore 
acute awareness o f  being a G eorgian outsider, he did no t 
require a panther skin, bu t som ething else that he never found 
even to this day. T here was a w hole unexplored region inside 
him , bu t he never knew  he missed it consciously, only in this 
tem porary  unease, w hich was soon to be dispersed by the 
action o f  his next moves.

A useful incident o f  fate occurred a few  days after his 
upsetting dinner: a friend telephoned from  Buenos Aires 
asking to w h o m  he could apply for oil concessions. Frondisi 
was president o f  A rgentina, the coun try  possessed its ow n  oil 
fields bu t big com panies w anted no com petition , so the 
A rgentinians preferred to buy  oil abroad in spite o f  their 
reserves and they b o rrow ed  a m illion dollars a year from  
A m erica for this purpose. W hen  D im itri’s friend to ld  h im  that 
they had run  short o f  dollars and needed concessions he knew  
they w ere heading for disaster.
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H e had been w ondering  w here to go. N o w  it was decided. 
It w ould  be South Am erica.

A t the airport he ran into the Russian C avalry officer w ho 
was alone. H e had evidently  go t rid o f  the girl. T hey had a 
drink together and told each o ther stories. T he Russian told  o f  
an incident that had happened in 1905 w hen  the Im perial 
Tzarist fleet had been in the h a rbour o f  M onaco: the
com m ander had gone ashore to the casino in M onte  C arlo and 
gam bled aw ay the entire m oney  o f  the fleet. G oing back on 
board he decided to shoot himself, then suddenly changed his 
m ind. H e returned to the casino, asked to see the m anger and 
dem anded the m oney back. O therw ise, he said, he w ould  
po in t the guns o f  all the ships on to  M onte  C arlo  and open 
fire! D im itri roared w ith  laughter. T he w orld  was all righ t 
again, the w ay a small thing can change the w hole view. He 
was off on a new  adventure, to see a new  country , he had 
even m ade a Russian  friend, for by n o w  a true cam araderie 
had started betw een them . T he  loud speaker called their flight 
and they w ere aw ay together.

A fter the news o f  his departure spread, som e o f  M erlyn 
C hristie’s executives follow ed him , th inking they m igh t be on 
a trail; the prince always seemed to be in the righ t places 
w ith o u t really trying.

A rgentina was a discovery: D im itri liked new  things. He 
stayed on. A stonishingly soon he becam e a rich m an. W ith  
2 \%  on every oil transaction, it was easy. H e was a 
m illionaire in pesos. W hat to do w ith  pesos? W hat else but 
buy horses, for the pam pas was horse country . B ut then it 
w ould  becom e business again. He rem em bered H oratio  and 
H ancock. H e did n o t w ant business. His cleverness at it was 
by a sort o f  fluke, it came to h im  and follow ed him  yet he did 
no t really care and did n o t look for it. T h ough  w hatever he 
did succeeded, he had to disentangle him self from  the result -  
a m an o f  paradox. H e w ould  buy no m ore  horses.

Jack K ennedy sent his foreign secretary to A rgentina to 
m ake a report, recom m ending  him  n o t to lend m ore m oney. 
‘I f  m oney is w ith h e ld ,’ he said, ‘they w ill be in a tigh t spot
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17) View  o f the Causasusfrom Sabue, one o f the Djordjadze fa m ily  homes.
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and it could be useful.’ N o t w hat was expected o f  the hum an 
rights advocate.

A nd now  A rgentina began to pall on D im itri, it was no 
longer new , the interest o f  discovery had w orn  off and the 
unease he had felt in Dallas re turned  w orse than before. He 
ceased to concentrate. H e grew  abstracted and dream y. Small 
things took  his m ind far away, like the observation som eone 
m ade that Am ericans w ere so keen on iced w ater. It was 
necessary to them  at every meal. This caused h im  to
rem em ber how  in Sabue the pure drinking w ater from  the
m ountain  stream  was carried up the steep cliff path  by
donkeys, in terracotta jars. H e though t increasingly often o f
the view  dow n the K aheti valley, o f  the taste o f  their ow n 
w ine, the taste o f  Tchurtahalla. H e was deeply depressed, and 
because he had taken a dislike to his surroundings he dw elled 
increasingly on the old  days o f  his youth . H e missed having 
animals. His favourite dog, a Labrador called M ilord  (the 
nam e shows that B y ro n ’s fame had reached the Caucasus) had 
been a dreadful thief, always caught lingering behind, on an 
outing , and once found actually sitting on a table and tucking 
in, in a peasant’s house. In the end he had been shot by  an 
angry victim . ‘I loved that old fellow, that n o -g o o d ,’ he 
always said, w hen telling A udrey o f  the d o g ’s adventures. O ne 
o f  his games n o w  was to im agine h im self in a G eorgian 
restaurant ordering a meal, for he had longing for G eorgian 
food. In Paris there was a little restaurant w here he used to go, 
La T oison d ’O r, the G olden Fleece. H e m igh t start w ith  
soulgoumi, a ew e cheese that was som etim es grilled. O r lobio, 
red beans in a coriander sauce, o r beetroot w ith  w alnuts. T hen 
.. . as a m ain course . . .  tabacal H a lf a small chicken on a 
brochette. O r caourma, lam b stewed in herb sauce (his 
favourite sauce was tkemali, m ade o f  w ild  green plum s), or 
romi, a yellow  w heat sauce . . .  o r even that peasant beef dish, 
khartoko . . .  b u t then he w ould  shake him self and look round 
at his surroundings and rem em ber w here he was. This was just 
a gam e, n o t a solution. Eventually he left A rgentina and 
re turned  to N ew  Y ork, and retired to his house w ith  the 
garden on Long Island.
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B ut his feeling for horses still d rew  him  at times to the 
racetrack. O n  one occasion he was invited by the A rgentine 
am bassador, and am ong the guests there was a D utchm an 
called D r H ebo w ho  had invented a p roduct he nam ed protein  
flour, based on cottonseed meal. It contained all the am ino 
acids, he explained excitedly: lysine, threonine, valine, cystine, 
glycine and five or six others. Glycine  means w istaria in 
French, D im itri th ough t the list sounded like a garden o f  
dancing girls.

‘C ould  you push this?’ D r H ebo asked D im itri at their first 
m eeting, sensing som e dynam ic force in the tall, dark prince 
w ith  his black m oustache and green-eyed gaze, at times 
piercing, at times absent. H e gave an effect o f  pow er, lazy, 
natural pow er, like som e w ild anim al at rest. H ere was 
D im itri’s m agnetism  again draw ing  business m en, operating  so 
unfortunately  against his wishes. B ut he kindly w anted to help 
the D utchm an  w ho  seemed so eager and in such need.

‘A m erica is already overfed ,’ he found him self answ ering, 
giving advice. ‘T he T h ird  W o rld  w ould  be a m ore likely 
place to sell.’

A nd so they w ere off. H e rem em bered  he knew  the son o f  
a general in Pakistan. H e was back in business malgré lui w ith  
D r H ebo -  bu t glad the activity this tim e was at least in an 
entirely different dom ain. His curiosity about new  things, once 
they fell visibly into  his path  m ade him  quite pleased at the 
idea o f  a visit to India.

A telegram  was sent to a connection o f  G eneral A yabkhan’s 
son in Pakistan, to start w ith . India w ould  follow  once D im itri 
arrived in the east. A m o n th ’s op tion  was given, and he was 
sent to  negotiate.

D r H ebo was trem endously  excited and grateful. ‘H e sure 
wastes no  tim e ,’ he said. ‘I knew  the m inute  I saw him  that he 
had the spring o f  a panther inside.’

In Lahore the prince was invited to d inner at the house o f  
the prim e m inister w hose nam e was Firohz K ahn N oon . He 
w ent to a sweet shop during  the day before, and ordered a 
box o f  chocolates to be sent as courtesy to N o o n ’s wife. H e 
had heard the ru m o u r that the prim e m inister had left his
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dow dy  oriental first wife for his scintillating English secretary 
and m arried  her, quite m adly in love. In the chocolate shop 
w hen no ting  the address, the salesman asked, ‘W hich  lady do 
you m ean, M rs N o o n  or M rs A fternoon?’

It was a N ew  Y orker joke! D im itri chuckled and was 
happy. Again a small th iñg opened up a new  view . H e felt he 
w ould  like Pakistan, it ran on his rhy thm . H e dined in Lahore, 
w atched polo, signed a contract successfully w ith  no trouble 
and loved the people. H e th ough t India should follow  but 
unfortunately  she was at w ar w ith  Pakistan so this plan could 
no t proceed yet. T here was no hurry , no w estern rush. And 
he did go to B om bay.

‘H ow  is the racetrack?’ he asked as soon as he arrived.
‘W ould  you like to see?’
H e settled at once into his old horse-life, but w ith  a 

difference, he was a spectator and no longer responsible. He 
ate a curry lunch in a box in the grandstand w ith  an Indian 
w ho had been at Sandhurst and his m any friends, w atching 
and evaluating the horses that w ere parading before the race. 
The Indians w ere being rather im portan t about their 
know ledge o f  betting , and w ere excited. ‘W e know  the 
groom s and the trainers,’ they told h im  m ysteriously and 
sounding impressive. ‘W e w ill leave you for a few  m om ents 
w hile w e place our bets.’

D im itri sat alone in the box, and w hile w aiting he m ade 
careful and m inute scrutiny o f  the horses. W hen  the m en 
returned, after m aking their decisions, they asked him  as an 
afterthought, ‘H ow  about you, w ould  you perhaps like to 
bet?’

‘A fter y o u ,’ D im itri answered.
‘W e have already placed our bets. B ut h o w  w ill you know  

w hich horse?’
‘P u t a bet on the grey for m e ,’ was all the prince said.
‘B ut he is unk n o w n !’
T he grey horse w on.
T he Indians w ere staggered. ‘W hen a horse is ready to ru n ,’ 

D im itri told his astonished host later, ‘he has a special face. I 
can tell w hen he is ready. I noted  his nostrils, the special
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degree o f  trem bling. I was w atching them  all. T he horse in 
form  always shows it in different w ays.’

A nd so in his offhand fashion, D im itri started an Asian life. 
He loved jo k in g  w ith  the Indians and the different atm osphere 
from  Trujillo  and oil and Buenos Aires w here it had been: get 
there fast and gyp i f  necessary. In India there was detachm ent 
and charm ing m anners, and if  one ‘did n o t get there at all’ no 
m atter. It was n o t the entire point. T here w ere m any others, 
subtle and deep. T he feature o f  this prince m istakenly involved 
in business, referred to in the A m erican press as born o f  royal 
blood in the satellite country o f  Georgia, was that he had the 
m agic touch. A fter starting in the Caucasus riding on horses 
w ith  nails in its shoes up sheer m ountainsides, and leaving his 
coun try  nearly penniless, he succeeded in everything he 
undertook . Except his m arriage, but that was fate.

From  the tim e o f  his Pakistan trip  onw ards the eastern 
rhy th m  suited him . It was a different business w orld  entirely. 
A nd so the years passed, w ith  no further perplexity.

In 1963 he rented a flat in M onte  C arlo, his old love w ith  
so m any m em ories and w hich is also a base in the centre o f  
the w orld , ha lf w ay betw een India and the U n ited  States, and 
he has returned there ever since, from  the faraw ay places.

In 1971 A udrey died. He heard by chance that she was ill. He 
was staying w ith  friends in the Basque country . H e w ired 
C incinnati to find ou t w here she was living, then telephoned 
and spoke to her in her new  hom e in Palm  Beach. W hen  she 
heard his voice she im plored, ‘O h  do drive dow n to see m e, I 
am d y in g .’

She did n o t know  he was ringing from  Europe b u t he 
caught the first plane, and know ing  she always exaggerated he 
hoped to find her all right. He arrived too late. H er last w ords 
to h im  on the telephone had been, ‘I’m  still you r g irl.’ 
T w en ty  years later.

P oor A udrey. P oor D im itri w ho loves her still. ‘It was the 
env ironm en t,’ he says. G eorgians are taugh t no t to cry, but 
w hen he repeats her last w ords his eyes change colour. In 
tru th  it was her m esm erising fam ily w ho  clipped her w ings to
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serve their ow n purpose. B ut their m oney was sick and only 
b rough t them  suspicion w here it was unw arranted .

It is odd that A udrey did n o t stand up to their dom inance, 
perhaps did n o t see it. M any-co loured  butterfly  A udrey, flying 
free in Europe, caught in a net at hom e. A fter their divorce, 
each going their separate ways, neither o f  their lives reached 
the same high pitch o f  happiness again.

She was such a personality o f  Europe in the thirties, perhaps 
her ghost still walks in the garden at C hantilly , o r gallops 
B endor’s horse in the Pyrenees, or is planting periw inkles in 
the villa at Ste M áxim e because they w ere flowers that grew  
w ild  all over G eorgia. T o  G eorgia her heart was truly given, 
albeit for a short bu t indelible tim e. H er ghost m igh t also be 
w alking dow n the A venue M ontaigne in Paris in an outfit 
m ade for her by  Lanvin, w ho dressed her free. P oor little rich 
girl (did she need to dress free?) like B arbara H u tton , w ho was 
an equally unhappy friend.

W hat did she die of? Sm oking too  m uch? B urn ing  herself 
out? T oo  m uch m oney? T he physical cause is n o t clear and 
could perhaps have been avoidable. She could no t breathe, was 
all they said. She had em physem a. B ut there are oxygen 
machines. T here are d ry ing -ou t cures. N o  reason. She was 
bored. A udrey died o f  N othingness.
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Chapter Ten
Since 1963 w hen D im itri re tu rned  from  his first trip  to India 
and took his flat in M onte  C arlo, his life has flow ed like a 
river w here he was his ow n  kingfisher. H e drove about in his 
M ercedes to R o m e  or to gala dinners everyw here and 
anyw here. D uring  this tim e there w ere tw o  sad events, the 
death o f  A udrey, w hich was logical and to be expected, in its 
fashion, as no th ing  was done to prevent it -  and the death o f  
Princess Grace, w hich was the opposite. H er d ignity , her 
natural beauty and her lum inous presence have left an 
emptiness in M onaco w hich w ill never be replaced. A nd also 
in D im itri’s life -  for she was his very great and dear friend -  
a light has been turned  out.

A udrey was an enigm a. I f  she had n o t died one w onders 
how  she w ould  have adapted, had she com e to stay w ith  him  
in his com paratively  unluxurious flat. She m igh t well have 
done, since they rem ained friends. She never travelled in 
Europe w ith o u t a ladies’ m aid. It was norm al in the thirties 
(for some people) b u t how  w ould  she m anage now ? She had 
never been k n ow n  to cook anything, and D im itri has no 
service o ther than an episodic housekeeper (frequently fired).

She did no t like opera or music or dancing or jazz -  yet 
they w ere young in the zenith o f  Astaire and R ogers and Fats 
W aller. N o r painting; she did no t go to exhibitions or take 
interest in Impressionists, or have a hobby, or visit ruins, or 
start a collection. D im itri says these things bored her. A fter 
being know n  for her gaiety and jokes, she seemed later to 
specialise in being bored. It is odd that she could no t adapt to 
the idea o f  riding differently, in A m erica. She seems no t to 
have w anted to do anything enough to try  it, after their return.

‘Y o u ’re so norm al it’s disgusting,’ she once to ld  D im itri.
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‘Y o u ’re never bored. Y ou can’t understand how  horrib le  it is 
to be so bored.’ T he first tim e she said this she laughed w ith  
her deep voice, bu t it was no t funny in the end. It was a 
sickness that killed, a canvas w here the paint faded. O ne 
lam ents the passing o f  A udrey ’s beauty, her sense o f  
adventure, her wildness as a young girl w hen she had to be 
supervised, for to w hat did it lead?

T oo  m uch m oney. B ut physically to die o f  boredom  (as she 
apparently  did) -  a disease that seeps in to  the body and kills? It 
seems an astonishing puzzle. John  D . R ockefeller founded the 
R ockefeller Foundation  for R esearch w ith  ‘too  m uch m o n ey ’. 
T here  is p lenty  to do. T o  be able to conceive o f  such things 
w ould  be to m ost people like a springboard. A udrey ’s friend 
B arbara H u tto n  had a hobby, she w ro te  good poetry  and she 
died naturally, though  she was also a sad person. B u t one 
could alm ost say A udrey ’s was an ‘unnatural death ’. T he m ind 
flies high w ith  possibilities at the idea o f  too  m uch m oney. 
B ut the Em erys w ere k n o w n  for their thrift.

D im itri is never bored. H e does no t read or know  about 
painting either, bu t unlike A udrey, to h im  this does no t 
m atter, they are no t recipes. H e says, ‘I w ent to the U niversity  
o f  the W o rld .’ H e lives by instinct. O ften  he does n o t know  
the context. He is n o t an academic. B ut w ith  his newspapers 
and few books he gets by  on enthusiasm . His loyalty  is entire. 
H e is glad ‘his old friend R eagan  is in charge o f  the w orld  at 
present.’ H e is easily am used and loves to laugh. H e will 
always help anyone in need. T here is som ething simple about 
h im  that is a sort o f  greatness. His sayings are at tim es like 
proverbs. His virility  was famous.

W hen his life collapsed after his divorce he never 
com plained, though  he could w ell have done so, he had 
b ro u g h t so m uch w ith  h im  w hen he first arrived full o f  faith 
in the U nited  States, after losing his ow n coun try  and hoping 
to find another. O h m y America, m y newfoundland, -  a wife, a 
hom e -  a citizenship. ‘O ne cannot be happy in A m erica,’ he 
says, reflectively, at times. Y et he loves it still and w ould  quite 
like to return.

★ ★ ★
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R ecen tly  a strange event too  place: a young couple cam e to 
call ou t o f  ‘blue n o w h ere’. T he wife is French. She w orked  
for the Affaires Etrangéres and during her tim e there was sent to 
visit Georgia. She fell in love w ith  the country  and also w ith  
the G eorgian w ho is now  her husband. H ow  did they com e to 
ring the prince’s doorbell? By a coincidence: in Tbilisi they 
m et his niece, the daughter o f  his little sister Tatiana, last seen 
by h im  in 1920. So they cam e to bring h im  news o f  his 
fam ily. T hey  suggested he w rite  a letter for them  to take on 
their return.

D im itri was nonplussed. H e spoke in G eorgian w ith  the 
young m an. B ut h o w  to w rite  after so long, and to a niece he 
had never met? W here to start? Best w rite  to his sister, it 
w ould  be easier. B u t w hen he started the letter, the G eorgian 
rem inded him  to w rite  in Russian, and he stopped w riting , lay 
his pen dow n and looked at the young  m an, bem used. This 
revived the old resentm ent: his sister does n o t speak G eorgian. 
She left for Siberia as a child and their m o ther only spoke to 
her in Russian. A fter such a long tim e this m ade him  sad 
rather than angry. H e resents his sister n o t know ing  G eorgian 
because it is beautiful, that is the only reason, it is no longer 
political. A nd it is no t a dead language, bu t continually 
spoken, as he has ju st done w ith  this young  m an. It should be 
recognised and n o t discouraged by the Russians. A person 
should know  their origin. N o t to be able to read R ustaveli in 
G eorgian in its ow n text! Imagine!

‘B ut m y hatred has gone,’ says D im itri in 1985. ‘It is just 
that it is such a tragic waste. So m any small countries are 
striving to be independent, and G eorgia is one o f  the oldest, 
yet so little k n o w n .’

T he couple stay to tea; the young  m an w rites som e notes 
for the prince in their unique w riting  w ith  its strange-looking 
alphabet. T hey suggest that the prince could go to G eorgia for 
a visit. Go to Georgia! W hat an idea! H e is troubled  to the 
depths o f  his being. T he young  m an ’s handw riting  is in a 
beautiful script. Later D im itri keeps it on the table after they 
have gone and looks at it frequently.

H e stresses again that he is no  longer anti-R ussian, for this is
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an im portan t achievem ent. H e has had to overcom e the dark 
patch inside h im  o f  w hat he calls R ussification -  the forcible 
im planting  o f  Russian, the m uffling o f  an old identity . He 
hopes it is obsolete and absurd o f  him . H e looks questioningly 
at the young  m an. Is it? Alas, he is in form ed that his niece 
does n o t speak G eorgian either. T he young  m an and all his 
friends do so how ever, and in the m ountain  regions there are 
indeed still people w ho do n o t understand R ussian, and w ho 
k now  all the 1,500 verses o f  the K nigh t In The Panther S k in  by 
heart.

It is fruitless for D im itri to continue to be troubled . I 
rem ind him  o f  his R ussian loves, the G rand D uke M ichael, his 
m o ther (dear, dead D om enica and w hat je t black hair too, like 
Q ueen T ham ar) o f  w h o m  he grow s increasingly p roud , Paul, 
his true son, am ong others. ‘A nd anyw ay ,’ I add, ‘you are a 
quarter R ussian yourself, D im itri.’ T he frow n passes and he 
smiles, he tells us a story he had n o t th o u g h t o f  for forty  
years. W hen  he first becam e a racing driver in the thirties, the 
Soviets prin ted  it p roud ly  in their newspapers, calling h im  
‘their d riv er’.

‘H ow  do I know  w hat I w ould  have believed, i f  I had been 
born  in o ther circum stances?’ he says. T he hope o f  his ow n 
east-west understanding is restored, too late for his m o ther but 
in tim e for his niece. He has learnt the shades o f  grey.

T he unfairness surrounding D om enica rem ains an enigm a, 
for she was n o t even a true R ussian -  the U krainians felt they 
had lost their coun try  quite as m uch as the Georgians. T hey 
also have a language o f  their ow n, and are p roud  o f  their 
w riter, poet and painter, Taras Szewczenjl, w ho  died in 1861. 
H e created U krain ian  literature. U kraine proclaim ed 
independence and was equally angry  that Russia ‘to o k ’ their 
coun try  and m ade them  either leave or accept central 
governm ent from  M oscow . D om enica probably  lived w ith  an 
inner tragedy; she seems to have accepted her lot, from  all 
accounts, she did no t defend herself or po in t ou t the fallacy. 
H er father took  his orders from  the adm inistration in 
M oscow , here probably  lies the stigma. B ut w hat o f  the 
G eorgian princess, her m other, her o ther half? It rem ains a
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m ystery that she could be loved and yet looked dow n  on by 
her fam ily, w ho considered themselves honourable people, but 
w ith  an ancestral anim osity to the Russians -  irrationally  held 
against a virtually non-R ussian  -  w ith  w hom , i f  anything, 
they should have shared affinities o f  the same sorrow .

A fter the couple have gone, he sits tu rn ing  over in his m ind 
the idea o f  going to G eorgia. T he eerie strangeness o f  their 
visit has left its m ark.

He rem em bers seeing green p lover near B om bay, he tells 
m e now , w hen his Indian friends drove h im  into  the 
countryside. These w ere the same birds as in England and 
Russia. If the same birds can live peacefully in different 
countries then w hy  n o t men? This is one o f  his proverbs.

As he ponders, sitting on his balcony, the spell o f  ancient 
G eorgia reaches ou t at h im  like tendrils. T he project for a 
book has been spoken o f  and has acquired a reputation  all the 
w ay to Tbilisi, since his little no w -o ld  sister T atiana has 
som ehow  guessed about it. She told  the couple. She knew  
m any strange things m ust have happened to her b ro ther, and 
was sure som eone w ould  w rite  his tale. She waits n o w  for his 
book, his story, the tale o f  the b ro th er she lost, to know  w hat 
happened to him . It is even as i f  G eorgia is w aiting.

D im itri received a postcard from  the couple after their 
return , it is o f  the view  looking n o rth  from  Sabue, the 
Caucasus m ountains seen from  his old hom e. H e gazes 
frequently  at this card. I ask h im  if  he really m igh t go there, 
since it is no longer politically impossible. H e does n o t answer 
bu t looks up from  the precious postcard on his lap, ou t to  sea, 
and he sits quietly in the small, adequate flat w hich he loves, 
as i f  he is w aiting. This m an, w ho was used to miles o f  land in 
G eorgia or A m erica is quite con ten t in a confined apartm ent 
because there is an im m ense view  across the sea. T he decision 
w ill com e by surprise, by itself, he does no t have to m ake it, 
he know s there w ill be a sign.

The telephone rings frequently  from  som e g littering  aged 
prince, bu t often also a younger m an, a Serbian o f  sixty w ho 
is fascinated by D im itri’s know ledge o f  horses so that even
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now , enclosed in his flat and aw ay from  the racetrack he can 
often pick a w inner, to  the Serb’s advantage and delight. A fter 
shrew d scrutiny o f  the tu rf  new spapers he can guess. T here 
ensues a plan like a m athem atical chart, a list o f  horses and 
advisable odds, three to one here, ten to one there. The 
Serbian arrives and drinks coffee w ith  h im  w hile they discuss 
the plan, the prince usually eating cakes w ith  his coffee. The 
Serbian then goes off to one o f  the bars in the to w n  w here the 
P .M .U . (tu rf  accountants) hold  their seat. A m idst m ore coffee 
and calvados and chatting w ith  o ther betting  folk, m ainly 
m en, the dies are cast. T he old pro  D im itri, sitting at hom e 
says, ‘O f  course I could ju d g e  better i f  I could see the horses.’ 
A nd yet, nearly always the horses he chooses w in. H e can 
surmise alm ost like a m edium . T he w eather enters his betting, 
the history o f  the horse and structure o f  the hoof, w hich is 
hereditary. T he degree o f  trem bling nostrils, w e rem em ber 
from  B om bay -  these are things he says he could ju d g e  better 
i f  he could see them . Perhaps all horses trem ble before a race, 
bu t no t in the same w ay. H e know s the difference. H e studies 
the horse’s record. H e has an intu ition , he can tell. For w ho 
was he once bu t m aster o f  the Plain D ealing Stud at 
Scottsville, V irginia, ow ning  w hat the new spaper Racing Form 
called a formidable string o f  horses in training at his track, and a 
number o f  others in France. A nd this is only the sophisticated 
explanation. T here is another; his fam ous kinship w ith  horses 
that is like that o f  a gypsy or a T artar, ever since he was a boy 
and spent the n igh t w ith  a strange horse in the m ountains, 
unafraid, charged w ith  his uncle’s mission.

H e is indoors because o f  an accident, from  w hich he has 
taken tim e to recover, bu t it is a state that will no t last. Soon he 
w ill be going to the R ussian church on Sunday m ornings w ith  
his Serbian friend, and then to one o f  the P .M .U . bars w here 
they w ill drink a glass o f  w ine and place their bets together.

A nother frequent caller is D jam let Guazawa, the ‘little 
cousin’ w ho was fourteen w hen D im itri first arrived in Paris 
in the zenith-years, and w ho lives in Paris still. H e paints, 
sculpts and is also actively engaged in a law suit so com plex 
that I asked him  to explain, for he had given m e a pam phlet
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hard  to understand: A fter the revolution , various international 
com panies b o ugh t oil from  Russia, w hich was d im ly view ed 
by the rightfu l ow ners o f  the oilfields, as ‘doing business w ith  
Soviets’. W ith  an aim  to appear generous (in tru th  only a 
psychological publicity  stunt) these com panies announced that 
they w ould  pay 5%  o f  their profits to the ex-patriates w ho 
had been dispossessed. T o  the im poverished exiles, it appeared 
like the hand o f  providence stretching dow n from  heaven to 
help, and was received w ith  jo y . It also conveniently  resulted 
in m ore business for the com panies trading in Russian oil. 
Lloyds distributed the sum  o f  (initially £200 ,000  w hich in fact 
dw indled  to) £140,000, in 1928 -  it had to be divided am ong 
tw o  hundred  claimants -  and it was paid only in the first year, 
and even this gesture had com e about after a th reat from  the 
Sociétés N aphtiféres de Russie  in 1927. Later the plan grew  elusive 
and faded entirely.

M any years later D jam let took the m atter in hand, in 
ind ignation  at its discovery, and started a law suit against 
R o y a l D utch. This suit is still in process, and has been going on 

fo r  tw enty-four years. T here is a w ritten  report: Les Spoliés de 
Bakou by  G. Guazawa. T o  read, it is a labyrin th ine account o f  
the ins-and-outs, som etim es o f  villains, at others o f  heroes -  
nam es like D eterding, Samuel, M ontefiori . . .  secret sales 
under the nam e o f  Bishopsgate N om inees . . .  the deciphering 
o f  it makes the head reel and g ro w  dizzy.

T he nam e D jam let comes from  the Greek, Z am  N exis and 
means ‘D are T o  D efy’ -  so this enterprising m an is well 
nam ed. T he day w e had lunch in Paris he was accom panied 
by a beautiful, sleek dog, b u t had lost its lead, and so instead 
was using a piece o f  electric flex w hich still had a ligh t plug at 
one end. ‘Plug in the dog for new s,’ was the com m ent o f  the 
w aiter in the restaurant. D jam let does everything, including 
building his ow n chalet in C ham onix , and ow ning  a tam e 
deer in his garden in the country ; it arrived one day from  the 
surrounding w oods, and stayed on.

H e is constantly in touch w ith  D im itri by telephone, and 
occasionally pays visits. D im itri’s life, so unlike A udrey’s, is 
never -  for one m o m en t -  dull.

108



A  Man in a Panther Skin

This book  has taken m any visits to  the Prince since it started. 
T he first tim e I came I th ough t he m igh t be a lonely old m an. 
I have discovered n o w  that he leads a very  full life in w hat 
m ay seem (only at first) an em pty  apartm ent. H ow  does his 
story end? Since G eorgians live to be a hundred  he has a long 
future. Shall he go to G eorgia, I ask h im , before w riting  these 
last pages. A nd he springs a surprise: there is another plan. H e 
m igh t start a new  life in Spain! D im itri’s cousin, Bagrat 
B agration Irakly, is also the first cousin o f  K ing Juan  Carlos. 
His father m arried  the sister o f  D on  Juan, exiled king o f  Spain 
and Juan C arlos’s father. If  there w ere a m onarchy  in G eorgia 
today, Irakly w ould  be king. H e came to see D im itri recently 
to suggest that he m igh t like to com e and live w ith  them  in 
Spain. H e is th irty -e igh t and has young children. D im itri was 
b rough t up w ith  uncles and likes the idea o f  becom ing one 
himself. T he fé e  Carabosse w ho came to his w edding has been 
ou tdone after all! H e m ay n o t be a grandfather bu t he is a 
great uncle.

H e looks at m e w ith  eyes that tw inkle, telling o f  his 
alternative plan, w hich visibly pleases him . G eorgia o r Spain? 
H e has o ther cousins there, Spain is full o f  friends and 
relations, m ore than are left n o w  in M onte  C arlo. O ld  age is 
the tim e for discoveries . . .  his Sign w ill decide, bu t there are 
m any possibilities, m any places w here he m igh t go. O r  if  he 
stays here, he will continue his ‘pro ject’, as he calls his plan in 
his A m erican-English, to  organise help for the church. His 
G eorgian church is the same as the Russian church in M enton  
(in Paris it is separate) w ith  its very beautiful green and gold 
dom e, unfortunately  ha lf hidden n o w  by blocks o f  new  
cem ent buildings. It needs m oney for repairs, it needs a certain 
contro l over choice o f  priest . . .  T he prince is devout and cares 
deeply about his church.

His stepson Paul also visited lately, all the w ay from  Florida, 
and b ro u g h t his ow n son, the great nephew  o f  Nicolas II, tall, 
dark and w earing a d iam ond in his ear. Paul has rem ained 
devoted  to his English nanny and always visits her w hen he 
comes to Europe, so they left M onte  C arlo  for London before 
re turn ing  to Am erica.

109



A  Man in a Panther Skin

D im itri n o w  shows m e a letter from  H ilda, the one 
girl w ho rem ained chaste during his spree o f  despair at the 
tim e o f  his divorce, w hen the ceiling fell dow n on his 
dreams. She always rem em bers h im  and his quaint allusive 
conversation that she did n o t understand, his hospitality later 
on his boat. She has kept in touch, for there was no-one 
quite like h im  in her life. She suggested com ing to visit him , 
bu t he refused. In 1985? So long ago . . .  T here  are m any 
letters, he has a secretary to answ er them  all. T here are m any 
callers.

T here is som ething touching about this D on Juan w ho has 
g ro w n  m ellow . H e could alm ost be called ‘cosy’, until his 
housekeeper makes a bad d inner or talks w ith o u t respect, and 
then he can g row  frightening w ith  princely fury. O ne 
im agines how  the A rm enian on the Italian ship m ust have 
quaked. B ut his hospitality is great and his appetite that o f  a 
young  man: sm oked salm on and vodka, cham pagne and cakes, 
three p roper meals a day, also afternoon tea. A nd it is no t 
only his appetite bu t also his behaviour that is that o f  a young 
m an. W hen he stayed w ith  m e in L ondon, a friend o f  his 
cam e to tea bu t preferred w hisky in vast quantities and grew  
ou t o f  hand. D im itri to ld h im  to leave, w hereupon  he w arm ly  
kissed m e goodbye. D im itri rose behind him , tall, slim, 
tow ering , w ith  blazing eyes, furious at the ‘lack o f  respect for 
a lady in her ow n h o m e’, he took  him  by the shoulders and 
literally th rew  him  th rough  the fron t door and dow n the 
staircase (w here he rolled) -  brushing his hands afterw ards like 
a professional bouncer.

W e cannot finish his story for it is n o t over, bu t before w e 
finish this book  I ask him  if  he has any special views on 
w om en, since he has been such a specialist. H e says at once 
that he is a m an’s man. O f  course -  the uncles, M erab, the male 
chatter in the steam baths, the hun ting  trips, the loyalty, 
‘buddies’ in A m erica, the pleasure o f  life shared w ith  m en. B ut 
he does add wistfully, som ew hat m ysteriously, as i f  conjuring 
private and un to ld  m em ories, ‘W o m en  though  . . .  they are the 
beautiful th in g .’ (A  crystal in which all colours are reflected, a light
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too brilliant to bear? R ustaveli said. It w ould  have been dark 
w ith o u t them .)

N o  one’s life can be entirely told. Princess T inatin , Q ueen 
T ham ar, these w ere his ideal. In his ow n  life, before A udrey, 
after A udrey, there m igh t seem n o w  to be private ghosts that 
have entered here, in the w ay he recalls the beautiful thing. 
A udrey was the love o f  his life, he was true to her, bu t life is 
long and varied. T here w ere o ther voices perhaps, in o ther 
room s. W e are n o t to know  the w hole story.

O n  the subject o f  m arriage he inform s m e that the G eorgian 
and R ussian O rth o d o x  religions allow  m arriage in church 
three times, unlike Catholics.

A nd then dream ily and far rem oved, he says, ‘I was m arried 
in church once . . . ’ and he stares ou t across the M editerranean 
horizon, retiring  into the m ost precious o f  his m em ories alone.

A b iography could go on and on -  there could be so m any 
m ore m em ories, conjured from  a fo rgo tten  recess in the 
m ind . ..

As I read the proofs o f  this book in a little house in Sussex, 
sitting by the log fire during  the cold w in ter, a record is 
playing o f  the Tsisperi trio  singing; three m en and a guitar, 
and I hear their ancient songs, w hich have a sort o f  
perm anence, and see their very dark eyes and fatalistic faces as 
they sing, beside their fires in the Caucasian m ountains, like 
the m en w ho escaped w ith  D im itri’s uncle A m ilakvari into 
T urkey . D im itri is n o t an old m an in M onte  C arlo  bu t a part 
o f  the view  from  Sabue or the music o f  these people, w ith  
their deep voices, songs called a leaf, by  R am ishvili, a 
recollection, winter, midnight sun -  and som ehow  there is no  end 
or beginning to this b iography, o r his life, o r their w orld .
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Epilogue
Prince D im itri D jordjadze goes w alking about the tow n  the 
w ay he did before -  past all the fam iliar sights, the old 
M etropole  H otel he knew  so well, derelict at the start o f  this 
story, is n o w  pulled dow n. H e accepts this and does n o t m ind, 
he accepts change. B ut w here n o w  are the grand dukes in 
their w hite ties and the gala nights? H e is settled and serene, 
his pan ther skin is no longer needed and has been p u t aw ay in 
the cupboard  o f  his m ind for good.

H e can be seen in the streets holding h im self erect, carrying 
h im self in his special w ay, observing the w orld  w ith  the 
quizzical gaze from  his g reen -b row n  eyes, as alert and quick as 
he always was. T he older M onégasques all know  w ho he is and 
greet h im  w ith  reverence, a M onte  C arlo landm ark, a 
personage. Friends, like Lord C oly ton , call h im  U ncle M ito. 
T he younger or the passing people do n o t know , and it is 
they w ho feel the atm osphere about h im  and pause to w onder, 
seeing h im  -  w ho is he? Som eone ex traord inary  is passing . . .

As he walks th rough  the year 1985 w ith  his elegant cane, 
debating his next m ove, w hether this tim eless-in-tim e m an 
goes to G eorgia or Spain or into  the cosmos, he w ill n o t be 
seen m uch longer in the streets o f  M onte  C arlo. H e is one o f  
the last left: his sort o f  person has passed from  this w orld  -  
and this, i f  you see it, you w ill no t see again.
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RICHARD SYNGE in AFRICA E C O N O M IC  D IGEST

POOR PENELOPE:
Lady Penelope Rich, an Elizabethan Woman. 

Sylvia Freedman
ISBN: 0-946041-20-2  Price £10 .50

Penelope Rich, the ‘fair wom an with a black soul’ made lovers o f som e o f the 
greatest men o f Elizabeth’s reign and plunged into amorous and political 

intrigue with a recklessness and effectiveness that gave her a major role in the 
history and literature o f her day.

“I really enjoyed this book. Sylvia Freedman makes this remarkable w om an and 
the rest o f Elizabeth’s court com e alive in her sensitive and scholarly handling.”

R O B E R T  G ITTIN G S
“ ... engagingly unpretentious ... the specialist will do well not to pass up Poor

Penelope.”
S. SCH O ENBAUM  in TH E TIM ES L IT E R A R Y  SUPPLEM ENT
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