
Dear Albrecht,
I have been looking through your story and I must say it's a bit confusing. It's not 

totally clear to me what you set out to do through your military machine, and your many 
tactics to collect power and wealth. The strangest thing to me is that though you were born 
and lived as someone in between the dominant languages and religions of Bohemia, that you 
eventually chose to form an alliance with the Catholic Hapsburgs, you chose to join their 
side, when in fact you were most interested in your own personal advancement. Whatever 
your plan actually was, it seems not to have worked since you ended up being murdered and 
didn't get to see the end of the war and claim its prizes.

For all your faults, I at least think that you were at least sensible enough to appreciate 
the value and power of horses, knowing very well that no man on his two legs is comparable 
to a man with a good horse. In Cheb, included in an exhibition about you and your life they 
have your favourite horse Mas Querido, stuffed and on display. At the same battle of Lützen 
where your horse died, and your rival Gustav Adolf was killed, his own horse Streiff was also 
fatally wounded and now stands in a museum in Stockholm. On the same day you lost both 
your rival, the Swedish king, and your equine friend and faithful companion. I wonder which 
one is the greater loss for a general?

I have visited your gardens here in Malá strana, where there are many sculptures, but 
the two bronze horses are by far my favourite. These are of course only copies now, the 
originals were taken to Stockholm at the end of the war along with the Rudolphine collection, 
which ended up lasting thirty long years. These are now in Drottningholm and stood and 
watched over those Swedish royal gardens for many years, but have now been moved to 
museums and I have tried at least to visit them too.

Since I have looked so much at the horses I have also come across other images. It 
made me wonder, who was it you ultimately wanted to be? Did you want to be a patron of the 
arts and sciences, like Emperor Rudolf, or a dazzling warrior like Gustavus Adolfus? Maybe a 
combination of the two? I have found several images of you which are composed in a similar 
way to these two figures, but it is only fashion, an illusion fragile and destructible as a print 
distributed amongst the masses.

Yours sincerely,

Dear Rudolf,
I have been admiring some works from your beautiful collections here at the National 

Gallery, these paintings and sculptures are of course only a small part of the vast collection 
which you built up of artworks by artists from around Europe and the world. After you died, 
most of these collections have ended up scattered around the world again, but these pieces 
have managed either to remain in Prague, or have returned with the help of other collectors.

I have also heard that you were a great lover of horses, and I have particularly been 
admiring the bronzes of horses by your court sculptor Adriaen de Vries. Of the horses in your 
kunstkammer, the magnificent Bucephalus is now in America, another is here and both have 
travelled far and belonged to many collectors since you saw them last. This legend of 
Bucephalus is still told today, even though horses are no longer really part of the everyday. 



We have new forms of transport, new kinds of farming and horses are mainly bred for sport 
and leisure, not for work or the cavalry.

As you collected a stable of fine artists, cultivating art and caring for artists, a few 
people still keep and breed horses, like at your imperial stables at Kladruby. Art and horses 
have switched places in a way, old stables are now houses for art, and art is as common to see 
in the street and to own as horses once were in your day.

We might see art with different eyes now, and also tastes and fashions continue to 
change and transform as they always have. Here in this gallery there is no portrait of you, 
though I have seen portraits of you in the strangest places. I went to Sweden, to Skokloster 
Castle in Uppsala, where they have my favourite portrait of you as Vertumnus. Today it is 
considered a masterpiece, but for a long time it was kept aside since no one was very 
interested to look at it. This painting probably came to Sweden along with many other works 
from your collection on the request of Queen Christina during the occupation of Prague. 
Whether this painting became part of her personal collection and given away, or picked up 
by someone in her army as a souvenir it is hard to know. However it was not one of the works 
she took with her from Sweden when she abdicated, and has remained in there ever since. 
But she did take your Bucephalus with her to Rome, horses always being a popular subject, 
whereas a unique painting like Vertumnus is more of an acquired taste I suppose.

The painting feels a bit lonely there in Skokloster. People come mostly to see the 
Baroque castle, armory, to learn about Sweden's history and past heros. Unfortunately this 
portrait has ended up there like an unlucky accident, and are somehow stuck there. Too 
valuable to be moved and too out of place to be more than a curiosity. I wonder where you 
would put Vertumnus if it was up to you?

All my best,



Dear Adriaen,

I have been led on long journey by your beautiful bronze horses. From Prague to Stockholm 
and back many times, and my journey for the moment stops here at the Schwarzenberg 
palace by the only one of your horses that still remains in Prague.

You appear to me as an artist of both clarity and mystery, of boldness and 
vulnerability. Your chosen medium bronze, is both difficult and expensive to work with, and 
some say that you approached it rather like a painter than a sculptor.

The bronze sculptures you made balance on the fine line between fantasy and reality. 
Fascinated by antique sculpture, you produced many mythological figures, but also from a 
practical point of view ensured that you could also get practical commissions, to secure your 
reputation and your livelihood to continue working. When portraying rulers and also their 
horses, either together or separately, you still found some way to challenge yourself, even if 
these works were not your forte from my point of view.

This horse here at the Schwarzenberg Palace, is cast from a mould, it is a beautiful 
example of a variation, or paraphrase of a fashionable model of the time. It is a beautiful 
study of a horse, probably a portrait of one of your patron Rudolf II's favoured horses. 
During your studies in Rome you must have met many fine horses to sketch and use as a 
model for such a sculpture, from newly uncovered antique examples in the workshops of 
your contemporaries, such as your teacher Giambologna. But even though you were both 
inspired and influenced by these both antique and contemporary sculptures, it seems you 
took them only a as point of reference, a basis of knowledge which you saw some potential in 
developing further.

Your later works, which I have visited in Drottningholm in Sweden, I feel have almost 
a performative character. You may wonder why I think this. Well it is clear that you were 
interested in movement, to combine the allegorical language of mannerism with the lively 
flow of the baroque. In contrast to other sculptors working in bronze you weren't so 
interested to make several examples of your works, you wanted each to be a unique original 
and preferred to use the direct lost wax technique. You tried when possible to cast your 
sculptures in one piece, making them all the more difficult, an aim which usually even 
greatly influenced or even determined the composition. Maybe you are curious how I could 
know such secrets. Well today we have many special machines which can get past most tricks 
played on the human eye. And as I understand it, your process involved the building up a 
wire frame, shaping a form out of clay which was then covered with a skin of wax, a soft and 
malleable material allowing flexibility and great detail. This wax skin, once covered with the 
mould was melted away and the permanent skin of bronze poured in its place to set and 
settle once and for all. Then would come the telling moment when the mould was broken 
open to see if the sculpture would stand on its own or if all the work and preparation had 
been in vain. This kind of confidence and risk involved in such a process, and the build up of 
a decisive moment, allows the sculptures even today to dance in their frozen poses, they have 
survived, won over the ordeal of the material and are ready to be polished and admired for 
centuries to come.

Your horses live somehow between these two worlds, the one of the real and the one 
of the fantastic. Courts and patrons must set their focus on upholding their power and their 
image, and in this sense Rudolf II was surely a rare patron, to have who was interested in the 
process of an artwork and not just its result, but you outlived him and needed a new patron 
to continue this work. It is thought that you gave the horses to Waldstein as a present, as 
they had initially been made for someone else. Knowing that he was fond of horses, did you 
give him these horse sculptures as bait, hoping that he would be pleased enough to 
commission more works you really wanted to make? We might never learn the truth behind 
the purpose of your gift, but in his gardens you were given at least given the opportunity to 
produce a contemporary antique style garden, an idiosyncratic variation of those you 
probably admired in Italy, but one with your unique cosmopolitan signature.

Best wishes always,



  

Your Majesty,

I have over the past couple of years been searching for and following a pair of bronze horses 
by Adriaen de Vries which Your Majesty surely knows very well, since they have stood on 
Your Majesty's terrace for many years. The horses which stand there now are of course rather 
young copies of the original bronzes which came to Sweden as war booty at the end of the 
30-years war.

There are actually also several more copies, since another pair had already been cast at the 
beginning of the 20th century to be placed in the Waldstein gardens in Prague where they 
initially once stood long ago. As a model for these, plaster copies had been made which are 
currently on display at Uppsala Castle and are now a part of Uppsala University's art 
collection. The last set of copies which I know of, were made as props for a film about Rudolf 
II and are at Slatiňany in Eastern Bohemia as part of an extensive exhibition on horses. It is 
in fact quite close to the imperial stud of Rudolf II at Kladruby nad Labem, where Your 
Majesty's five white royal fanfare horses come from.

I have tried to create all possible kinds of images of these horses in order to get to know 
them. I have filmed and photographed them when it has been possible, and then I have also 
drawn them in two notebooks. Particularly through drawing the horses I have learnt a lot 
about them, about their beautiful forms and different environments. Drawing of course it 
mostly about seeing, and though I have not become much better at drawing, I have probably 
become a bit better at seeing.



During my first visit to Drottningholm, the De Vries Museum, where the original sculptures 
by de Vries are now kept, was closed. It took almost a year before I was able to come on the 
de Vries day, the one day of the year when this museum is open. I was of course quite 
surprised after this long wait to find only the reading horse with the snake there, since I had 
always seen both of the horses together in other places. It was a bit sad to see that the two 
original horses were no longer together, and I wondered if it was because they had been 
standing so far apart on Your Majesty's terrace that no one considered that they belonged 
together. The original pacing horse which has previously stood outside Your Majesty's 
window is in storage somewhere while the National Museum is being renovated and so it is 
the only one of all the horses that I haven't seen with my own eyes.

However, I have drawn all the horses that I have had the possibility to see and visit, and each 
pair has their own secrets and own character. For example it is not possible to come very 
close to the horses that now stand on Your Majesty's terrace. It's possible to stand below or 
behind the rearing horse and draw him, but these angles are rather strange and tricky, as 
soon as one gets to the front legs everything goes wrong. On the other hand, the pacing horse 
is so very far away and small that I almost can't see him. But luckily I was able to find a place, 
three hedges from the garden's back perimeter, where if I sit on the ground I can just make 
out his silhouette over the horizon against the sky behind him, and I can draw him if I draw 
him about as small as I see him. As soon as I try to enlarge him at all I noticed that I simply 
lacked the necessary visual information.

I have even tried to draw the horses from inside the castle, and this was no less difficult. 
Even from the different floors the horses are quite far away and small. But since I am looking 
at them through the old uneven glass their forms become totally strange, and I would have to 
keep myself just as static and still as the horses, because otherwise they move and transform 
like if they were walking through a house of mirrors.

It is possible to get much closer to the other horses, the ones at Uppsala Castle and the 
Waldstein Gardens and so they are a bit more picky about how I draw them. The horses in 
Uppsala are surrounded by art all day, they are white and stand in the middle of the room, so 
they can be drawn from all sides and all kinds of angles. It is a bit too confrontational for 
them to draw them from the front, they prefer that you draw them from the side so you can 
see them at their best stretched out and in motion. The horses in the Waldstein gardens 
stand on either side of a well-trafficked path, and many people stop to admire them, take 
their picture or even to stroke them. Here you also can get so close that you can see the thin 
spider webs which have been woven in the folds of their necks or between their ears, or 
observe insects trekking across the horse's back.

So since I have come to know the horses so well, I have started to become curious, how does 
Your Majesty see the horses, since they have stood so many years watching over the gardens 
on Your Majesty's terrace? Together with this letter I am sending two of the drawings I have 
collected of the horses through my travels. I should like to ask Your Majesty to please send 
me some sketch, photo or description of the horses as Your Majesty himself sees them, since 
Your Majesty undoubtedly has had a much longer relationship with them than I have.

Yours sincerely,



Dear Christina,

Decisions are strange things. They can be light or heavy when you take them, and once taken, 
usually not taken back. You were brought up to be a decision maker, a ruler and educated in 
the diplomatic arts of decision making by the very best people available to you. But still I 
think it was the decision making that you learnt to do yourself that is the most interesting. 
This requires both knowledge, experience and something that can't be taught by any teacher, 
I might call them curiosity and intuition. I think that a lot of people assume that curiosity 
and intuition are somehow natural traits that can't be learnt or practiced. I don't think so. I 
think that you can practice being curious and you can build up your intuition by testing it 
and finding out its strengths and weaknesses.

One thing I admire about you very much is that it seem that you understood the art of at 
times being visible or invisible. Obviously as someone who was first a princess then a queen 
you were always subjected to some degree of observation. Someone was always watching 
you, people paid attention to what you thought where you were or what you were going to do. 
To disappear might seem impossible in such a situation, but there are many kinds of 
camouflage and I suspect you knew very well how to use your favourite theatrical devices to 
play the roles of many Christinas, both in life and in your portraits. Those portraits, 
presenting finery and the symbolisms and coded visual language of royal power, were of 
course carefully composed to present you to the world outside, for people who might never 
have seen you, but in order that they would know you and recognize you. 

But this role of royal and ritual finery, which you could navigate for both pleasure and 
politics, was I suspect not all that interesting to you. It was mostly a mask which opened up 
doors to more interesting topics offered by art and philosophy. Such a mask you learned to 
wear already as a little girl, and since you were brought up to be a ruler, a king, you were 
probably given horses rather than dolls to play with like the other princes. And so this mask 
that appeared so natural let you imagine yourself as other heroes. Alexander the Great for 
example, who you admired so much that you took his name when you abdicated the throne, 
converted to Catholicism and moved to Rome. I know how dedicated you were to the image 
of Alexander, and whether you know it or not, in your collections had the statue of his horse 
Bucephalus by Adriaen de Vries. I have read this statue may have served as the model for 
your famous equestrian portrait by Sébastien Bourdon, a cleverly planned and executed 
portrait with which you hoped to secure your freedom from the throne in order to move 
abroad to pursue and explore the nature and essence of truth.

In a careful collaboration between yourself, the artist and ambassadors the portrait formed a 
multi-layered message, a request for support from Philip V of Spain, in a visual symbolist 
language invisible to your own protestant court but decodable by the Spanish king and his 
own court painter Velazquez. Combining a range of models, reaching back from Italian 
depictions of Alexander and Bucephalus, through official portraits of your father on 
horseback and Philip's own taste in equestrian portraits, this painting was constructed to 
please a particular eye, the king's eye.

In contrast to the portraits of you made as a child, which tried to place you within a tradition 
of models depicting powerful queens or accentuate your likeness to your father Gustav Adolf, 



for this image you have constructed your own identity, with the help of the artist and the 
existing, familiar models.

This Christina lives between several worlds. She is tough and unconventional, fiery but in 
control and not actively posing a threat since she asserts independence but is not self-
sufficient and needs the king's help to start her pilgrimage. But is she really you Christina? 
Are any of these models anything like you or simply a selection of your many masks? Having 
made your decision you had to find a way to realize it. Picking amongst the pictures, images 
and models, many of which probably came to Sweden as the spoils of war, in a Trojan horse 
of knowledge, a pandora's box of secrets and possibilities you found an escape route. Like 
exploring a costume cabinet in the theatre she strikes the pose that will help her move from 
the world which has been decided for her to the world which awaits where she decides 
herself. Even if it is not your real likeness it appears to me as the work of a Christina who 
knew what she wanted and what she was doing. Hats off to her.

All my very best,


