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W hen I visited Moscow , I found it exactly as I had 
pictured the Bagdad of the “Arabian Nights" in 
my childhood. It was a fabulous city, so eastern 

in character that I was almost disappointed not to see camels 
gliding through the crooked streets. Nodding palm-trees 
would not have seemed incongruous. Looking down at sunset 
from Sparrow Hill on the city, with the evening glow 
reflected by its golden domes and the bells of a thousand 
churches softly pealing, I understood why Moscow was 
called "holy", why it was “Little Mother Moscow".

At the time when on my way through Russia I arrived 
in Moscow from St. Petersburg, we were still as securely 
cradled in world peace as a shell-fish in the bed of the ocean. 
My! first visit, of course, was to the heart of Holy Russia, 
the Kremlin. It is difficult to imagine that Peter the Great 
had any idea wherein lay the strength and beauty of Russia, 
seeing that he was capable of deserting Moscow for St. 
Petersburg, that dreary barracks of a town on the Neva. In 
colour and line the Kremlin is so strikingly exotic that it 
would make a fit setting for Princes Turandot and her Court. 
Through the gate by which I entered it was forbidden to pass 
except with bared head because of some ikon ornamenting 
the keystone of the arch. There were several palaces and 
three large churches with golden domes within the fortress 
walls. They were built by Italian masters, and nothing is 
more eloquent of the captivating originality of the Russian 
genius than the fact that, forgetting the rinascenza of their 
own country, those masters became converts to the Orthodox 
Russian style of architecture.

Beside the old, surprisingly homely Grand Ducal palace, 
which at the time of my visit was full of magnificent and 
barbarous weapons and golden cups, the two most important
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symbols of the heroic age, stands the modem palace in which 
part of the coronation ceremonies used to take place. In the 
stateroom of that palace were kept the flags of the Hungarian 
national army carried off as a symbol of his victory by Prince 
Ivan Pashkievitch, who after the capitulation at Vilagos 
reported to Nicholas II: “ Sire, Hungary lies at Your Majesty’s 
feet."

The centre of the room was occupied by the Russian 
Imperial Standard used at coronations. Of rich silk, this 
national symbol rose proudly from an ornamental pedestal. 
Besides it there were other flags arranged in two groups, all 
of them trophies of war captured in battle. Most probably 
they were placed there, instead of in the Hall of Victory in 
the Military Muzeum at St. Petersburg so that they might 
lend added prestige to the Imperial Standard and enhance 
the illusion of Russia’s strength. The effect of these foreign 
flags was that of a mournful chorus of Trojan women-slaves 
in a Greek tragedy.

The captured flags were —  as I have said — divided 
into two groups. One group was adorned with the well-known 
eagles of the Emperor Napoleon, the other bore the Hungarian 
national colours. The brass eagles had actually belonged to 
Napoleon, but the flags were the standards, not of France, 
but of the Grand Duke of Warsaw. They were captured by 
the Russians after Napoleon's retreat from Moscow and the 
defeat of the Grand Duke. I did not see any genuine French 
flags in Russia; it would seem that when the Grande Armee 
withdrew from the snow-bound plains, it left behind no flags, 
only its dead.

The Hungarian flags were all arranged in one single 
group in containers screwed to the floor. They looked like a 
great fern bush. I counted forty-nine of them, but I cannot 
vouch for that number being correct, for they were stuck 
together and entangled, and it was not possible to touch 
them, because they were encircled with a stout silk cord that 
kept sightseers at a considerable distance. The flags were in 
a very good condition then. I also saw several embroidered 
ribbons on the flags, and I distinctly remember that one of 
them had a ribbon with an inscription stating that it had 
been presented by the women of Szeged. On the whole my
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impression was that the Russians took great care of the flags 
and were very proud of those symbols of victory.

I, the Hungarian tourist, was naturally touched to the 
heart by the sight of that spectacle, for from it emanated with 
an awe-inspiring sense of reality the whole glorious atmo
sphere of the Hungarian War of Independence. These flags 
had been symbolical of the honour and the future of the 
Hungarian nation; once upon a time they had waved wildly 
in the storm of revolution; the eyes of Gorgey, Kossuth, Bern, 
Damjanich and Petofi had rested on them; after the fall of 
Budavar they were the centre of scenes of mad enthusiasm; 
and at Vilagos they had been drenched by the tears of a 
nation mourning its defeat. Now they were drooping, sadly 
but with dignity, in the captivity of the Czar of Russia, 
dreaming perhaps dreams of the youthful, wild winds of 
another March.

Already at St. Petersburg I obtained evidence of the 
high esteem in which the military prowess of the Hungarian 
nation was held. One of the rooms in the Winter Palace 
contained a large painting representing the capitulation of 
the Hungarian army at Vilagos. It was the work of a Russian 
master, and the scene was portrayed with sympathy and in 
every respect worthy of the tragedy of a nation's surrender. 
In the Marshal Hall of the Winter Palace I also saw a life- 
size portrait of General Gorgey painted by order of Nicholas 
11. The Czar probably was merely following the example of 
other aristocratic sportsmen who have a picture made of any 
particularly handsome head of game they shoot, to remind 
then of a successful chase.

If the Russian Soviet Government were now, with a 
beau geste, to release after twenty years of captivity those 
Hungarian flags and send them back to Hungary, it would 
be a gift appreciated by every Hungarian. For —  let us 
remember —  those flags are more to us than the mournful 
witnesses of the defeat at Vilagos; they are also 
remembrances of that victorious campaign in the course of 
which, in a hundred glorious battles, the Hungarian army of 
National Defence defeated and broke the might of a great 
military Power.
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