
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,


