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Introduction


This selection of documents, illustrating contacts between Americans and Queen Marie of Romania, helps to reveal unique aspects of the life and personality of this remarkable monarch, admired not only in Romania, but throughout the world. This collection is comprised of three parts. The first selection is the diary of George Huntington, an American professor who visited Queen Marie, together with his family, in 1925. The second is a text compiled by the British writer Hector Bolitho, presenting the correspondence between Queen Marie and an American admirer, Ray Baker Harris. This text contains extensive quotes from the Queen’s letters to the young American. The final section is a collection of letters written by Ray Baker Harris to the Queen.


Dr. George Huntington was born on 12 April 1878 in Gorham, Maine, in the United States, and was 3 years younger than Queen Marie. A New Englander of modest means, he was the son of a Congregational minister, dedicated to a life of service. Huntington earned degrees in Education and Divinity at William College and Union Theological Seminary and spent the next thirty-eight years (1900-1937) teaching at Robert College — America’s oldest such school outside the United States — in Istanbul.


During his tenure at Robert College, he held posts of professor, principal of the College, and vice-president. In 1916, he married Elizabeth W. Dodge, daughter of C.H. Dodge, vice-president of Phelps Dodge and President of the Board of Trustees of Robert College. Her grandfather was a major benefactor of Robert College and her great-grandfather was a founder of the American University in Beirut. The Huntingtons were continual anonymous benefactors of the college and often supplemented scholarship funds with their own financial resources. He continued his work on behalf of the college even after a polio attack in 1934, before retiring in 1938. He died on 2 August 1953 in Portland, Maine.


George Huntington kept a special diary during his visit to Cotroceni Palace in Bucharest in 1925. This diary is found in the archives of Kent State University, in the special collection “Queen Marie,” donated to the University archives by Ray Baker Harris. It discusses Professor Huntington’s visit to Romania between 29 January-10 February 1925. Huntington described Bucharest, but principally the Cotroceni Palace, the official residence of King Ferdinand and Queen Marie, where the guests were received. Touched by the beauty of the palace, George Huntington, “the man with the notebook,” as Queen’s Marie lady-in-waiting, Adela Cantemir, referred to him,1 described each and every room — the hall, the dining room with King Arthur’s round table, the library of King Ferdinand, the Norwegian room, the bedroom of the Queen, the royal suites on the second floor of the palace, etc.


Huntington’s method for keeping his diary was to take notes, compile, and edit them each evening, and put it all together with additional material upon his return to Istanbul. As a result, his diary combines on-the-spot reactions and later reflections.


In the pages of his diary, notes regarding meetings with several prominent personalities (Prime Minister Ionel Brătianu, Minister of Finance Vintilă Brătianu — whose name is misspelled in the text, Vitella — King George of Greece and his wife Queen Elisabeth, Queen Marie’s sister, the Grand Duchess Kyril, with the Princess Ileana and the Princes Carol and Mihai, and Jay, Palmer, and McAndrews, etc., from the American Legation in Bucharest, intermingle with observations about Queen Marie’s family. The diary also recounts major historical events such as Romania’s entry into the war on the side of the Entente on 14 August 1916, the difficult years of war, the circumstances in which the Romanian national treasure was lost in Moscow — where the Bolsheviks had taken power and the Romanovs had been overthrown. Following his conversation with King George of Greece, Huntington made notes on the political situation of Greece. Two residences of the Romanian sovereigns, Copăceni and Scorovişte, are also described in detail.


The hosts, King Ferdinand and Queen Marie, simply charmed the American guests; Huntington confessed in his diary, “If you read between the lines, you will see that I have frankly lost my heart to the Queen, and I am not ashamed to say so.”


Ray Baker Harris was born in the Philippine Islands in 1907, where his father was working to build the first railway in that country. Educated at Stanford University in California, he worked for a time as an editor in New York, and later as a librarian at the Library of Congress in Washington D.C.


Drawn by the personality of Queen Marie, known throughout the world especially for her political-diplomatic and charitable efforts during the First World War, Ray Baker Harris wrote an impressive number of letters to the Queen, beginning in 1933 until her death in the summer of 1938. His letters can be found in the National Central Archives of Romania (Casa Regală, Regina Maria, Corespondență). They round off the image of the special friendship between a Queen and a clerk at the Library of Congress who never met. The confessions, advice, appreciation of certain personalities, of European royal families, or even works published at the time form the subject of the letters. Despite the great distance, the Queen and Ray Baker Harris were very close in their ideas and thoughts. In December 1933, Ray Harris wrote to the Queen, “I have never written to any other sovereign, except the contacts I have had with several of the Presidents of my own country. The great distance between a Queen and an American boy could be, in a way, bridged by my respect and admiration.” Harris was impressed by “the combination of Great Sorrow and Great Happiness which has been in your majesty’s life experience.” This land of epistolary friendship, Ray Harris admitted, made him “less dependent upon my immediate material world.” Because of his admiration for the Queen, Ray Baker Harris started to collect books or articles about Romania, which he mentioned even in his letters.


This selection of his letters to Queen Marie not only reveals personal aspects of their friendship, but also reconstitutes the atmosphere of the epoch and the changes taking place in the political and cultural fields. This is a unique way to compile the atmosphere of the time and the image of certain personalities.


The letters of Queen Marie to Ray Baker Harris throw additional light on the relationship between the sovereign and her American friend. The British writer Hector Bolitho, an admirer of Queen Marie, made a contribution to the archives donated by Ray Baker Harris to Kent State University in Ohio with a manuscript presenting the Queen’s correspondence with Ray Baker Harris.


Aware of the remarkable qualities of the Queen, Bolitho joined Ray Harris in his efforts to make information about her available to the public. He studied the letters of the Queen to several of her friends, convinced that they could present a new dimension of her image. He found letters of the Queen to Leila Milne in Austria and sent them to Ray Harris to include in the archives. Among Bolitho’s most important published works are Roumania under King Carol (London, 1939), Further Letters of Queen Victoria from the Archives of the House of Brandenburg-Prussia (London, 1939), Letters of Queen Victoria: From the Archives of the House of Brandenburg-Prussia (Yale University Press, 1938).


These documents represent a significant source of information, helping to round off the image of Marie, Queen of Romania. They also emphasize the admiration of the contemporaries for a Queen who had, in her own lifetime, become a legend, a myth, and a symbol.


I would like to thank the archives of Kent State University in Ohio and the National Central Archives of Romania in Bucharest for facilitating my research and providing me with the materials to compile this collection.


Diana Fotescu










1 see Glee Wilson, “The Diary of George Huntington’s Visit with Queen Marie at Cotroceni” in Colocviul Româno-American “Cotrocenii în Istorie, iulie, 1992”. Bucureşti, 1993.
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The Diary of George Huntington’s Visit with Queen Marie at Cotroceni Palace, Bucharest, 1925


Wednesday, January 28


We left the house at 9 a.m., getting a very comfortable start. Went on board the Roumanian steamer “Principessa Maria” before 10:00, having secured the aid of a very friendly young tout, Ahmet Hamdi, short and round, a Jew or Deurmeh (?), who put all our luggage through the Custom House with no trouble whatsoever.


The police control of passports took a long time and we did not get away from the quai until after 12 o’clock. It was a glorious day and we enjoyed the sail up the Bosphorus and out through the very picturesque mouth into the Black Sea. He had said nothing to the College community about the goal of our journey to Bucharest, although of course I had explained to Dr. Gates as soon as we accepted Her Majesty’s invitation, and had told Elsie when I wrote to the family about it. We had a very quiet sea and enjoyed sitting and walking on the upper deck.


Thursday, January 29


The boat reached Constanţa at 5 a.m., when the steward roused us in order to be ready for the train at 6:40. There was a very minute examination of our luggage at the Customs, and they took our passports from us, saying we should receive them in Bucharest, by which we understood that the conductor on the train would give them to us when we reached the station, a method common in these days in Europe.


I may add here that later it turned out that the passports were not on the train with us and were not sent to Bucharest for some days. We had to appeal to the Marshall of the Palace who evidently had some difficulty in finding them in the hands of the police. Mr. Palmer, the American Consul at Bucharest tells me this in a constant occurrence although the Roumanian police rules may be that the passports must be put on to the train by which the passengers leave Constanţa for Bucharest. People passing through the country have been held up for several days because of the carelessness of the police.


This is simply one illustration, which could be multiplied 100-fold, of the present-day slipshod methods existing in Roumania. The rules on paper may be all right, but there is an endless amount of red tape and of utter neglect of duty among the common officials, and this makes life for the foreigner in Roumania, be he tourist or resident, a series of petty vexations which finally become very trying to the resident. It shows how utterly oriental the average Roumanian is beneath the skin, in spite of Western, and specially Parisian, veneer which has been spread over the life of the larger towns and cities.


Our tram did not actually leave Constanţa until 7:40, an hour late. We crossed the huge bridges over the two branches of the Danube at Cernavodă, some two hours later. The river with its cakes of floating ice was more blue and beautiful than I ever saw it, for usually the Danube is the acme of brown mud. As we got away from the warning effect of the Black Sea, the amount of snow on the ground increased until the wide bare fields were practically covered with six or eight inches. It was a bright clear day, and I may say here that absolutely every one of our days of our whole trip was similar, — and our friends at Constantinople gave the same report for that region. At Bucharest each night there was a heavy frost, and sometimes the thermometer must have dropped to at least 20 deg. as the ground stayed frozen in the shadows all day long.


Our tram was held up by a derailment ahead of us so that we did not reach Bucharest until after three. Fortunately, there was a dining car so we had a good luncheon.


We had wondered a good deal how we would be met at Bucharest. As I stepped off the train, in the station, a young man in a blue uniform trimmed with gold embroidery in which a crown was woven, stepped up to me and said in Roumanian, “Are you for the Palace?” I said we were and he ran off, coming back with a very gracious lady dressed in black, who introduced herself as a lady-in-waiting of Her Majesty Queen Marie. She had various attendants with her in whose hands we left everything.


It did not taken us long to discover that the presence of that blue uniform with gold trimming embroidered with a crown was a magic open sesame wherever we went. As Theron and I drove in the palace car, with a crown on it in place of a number, we were constantly saluted in the streets of Bucharest until it was positively embarrassing. We could not draw up in front of a shop without crowds stopping around the car. When we were with Her Majesty, the Queen, hundreds of people would gather on the sidewalk, and the two footmen who always accompanied her car and ours, always had to clear the way for the party to pass through. The people were always good natured and ready to fall back, but they were also curious to see Her Majesty, and perhaps her guests I learned to march along without looking to right to left, as though it were all the customary thing. I learned also to expect and to demand every consideration and it was always given cheerfully and politely. Her Majesty said that if ever people showed any disposition to the rude — and that was rare — she took special pains to smile and bow in the most affable and friendly fashion, upon which the rudeness would melt away and smiles and politeness take its place. She is a clever person to handle a crowd.


It was really great fun, and vastly interesting, to be able to watch all the ways of royalty, and of the people with royalty from the standpoint of a person wholly detached, and caring nothing for their attitude toward himself.


Our lady-in-waiting turned out to be Mme. Procopiu, a lady of perhaps 55, speaking excellent English, very charming and gracious and wellread and thoroughly conversant with the best that Europe has to offer. The name will appear frequently later. Those who know Greek will recognize in her name a vestige of the old days when more than half of the leading families of Roumania were Greeks from Constantinople, possessing wealth and influence with the Turkish rulers, and therefore having been given great estates in the outlying provinces. There were two types of landed gentry in Roumania in bygone centuries, one being the boyards, many of whom were of Roumanian blood but having intermarried with Byzantine Greeks and claiming in many cases direct descent from Byzantine emperors, and the second class being pure Greek land holders who had come into power under the Turks because of their clever wits. Today both classes most haughtily claim to be pure Roumanian, and have very little to say about the Greek blood in their veins, although very proud of the ancient Byzantine connections.


Mme. Procopiu, Cornelia, and Elizabeth went in one car, and Theron and I followed. We discovered that Her Majesty had assigned to us four a motor of our own with a footman always ready to serve us.


King Ferdinand and Queen Marie now live in the Cotroceni Palace, which is on outskirts of the city toward the west and at least three or four miles from the business center. The palace is built on a little hill, a very rare article in the vicinity of Bucharest which is as flat as a floor, so that one wonders why the whole town is not flooded in any heavy rain. Two hundred years ago, this whole hill and the land about it was a dense forest. One day a certain Prince Cantacuzino (this is one of the most famous ancient Roumanian-Byzantine families) was pursued by his enemies and hid in a cave in this forest. After he had escaped, in memory of his deliverance, he founded a monastery on this knoll in the forest and built a very attractive church of modest size upon the site of the old cave, giving it the name of Cotroceni, which is a word derived from a root meaning “having been hidden.”


A cluster of buildings grew up about the church. After the coming of King Charles and Queen Elizabeth (Carmen Sylva), they were in search of a location for a palace near Bucharest but not cramped in the midst of the noise of the city like the original royal palace. They were charmed by the old monastery and the beautiful forest about it, and the government and church allowed them to have the property provided that the church were kept up. The result has been that bit by bit a really beautiful and extensive palace has been constructed in the form of a quadrangle, having the pretty old church in its center. Fine old trees are scattered about the inner courtyard around the church, and of course in summer time there are beautiful flowers everywhere. The forest surrounds the palace on three sides to the north, east, and south, and long drives wind in form the main entrance which is a quarter of a mile from the palace itself. It must be an enchanting place in summer, and we enjoyed wandering about it on the snow.


The more recent parts of the palace have been built in the Roumanian style, the chief feature of which is arcades with low, broad round arches (Romanesque in style), resting on short thick stone pillars sometimes smooth and sometimes fluted. The effect is very pretty. Queen Marie has made a special study of old Roumania buildings, and since she became Queen in 1914 has introduced several features within and without in the Byzantine style as it grew up in Roumania, with local modifications. For instance, a wing has been thrown out to the north of the main quadrangle, the lower floor of which is built in style of a Roumanian monastery church, with broad round arches, low domes and stems copings about windows carved with Byzantine tracery. All the decorations in this dining room, with its ante-room, are genuine old Byzantine objects. For example, across the north end of the dining room is a genuine old iconostasis, that is, the screen between the nave and the apse of an orthodox church on which icons are hung or pictures of the saints painted. The interior walls are color-washed a cream white over rough plaster just as in a primitive church, so that the old crosses, icons, carved screens etc., stand out in beautiful simplicity. The whole thing is beautifully worked out and is an admirable illustration of the restrained artistic taste of Queen Marie. She has done a great deal in Roumania to introduce the old Roumanian-Byzantine style and they are beginning to replace their ugly florid villas and palaces, which were based on the ugly French ideas of fifty to one hundred years ago, by delightful houses with plain surfaces and carved stone in the Byzantine style. The house of a certain lawyer, just outside the main entrance to Cotroceni, is a good example.
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Cotroceni Palace — wing built in the neo-Romanian style.





Our apartments were in the northwest wing. Theron and Cornelia happened to be on the main floor, and Elizabeth and I above them. Each of us four had for himself a large sitting room, bedroom, dressing room, and bath, — each being a full apartment quite good enough for two persons. Mme. Procopiu took us first to Cornelia’s apartment, and then came upstairs to ours. As we walked down the corridor with her toward our apartment she said, “Her Majesty hopes to see you as soon as you can come conveniently to her.” It was then about half past three and we expressed some surprise, as we supposed the Queen would not see us until perhaps tea time, but Mme. Procopiu went on, “Do not trouble to change your clothes, just freshen yourselves and come with me now,” and hardly had she uttered these words when a tall, gracious English lady came out of the door of Elizabeth’s apartment, and we instantly recognized, from her pictures, the Queen.


We were in our street clothes, and dirty from a dusty train ride, and certainly never dreamed of meeting Her Majesty for the first time in a corridor! She came directly to us and greeted us as simply and warmly as though we had been old and intimate friends. I shall have to own that I was really embarrassed and did not know what to do. We managed to get through it, and realized afterward that it was wholly the unaffected simplicity of Her Majesty which made the situation so natural and so easy. She asked about our journey and then said, “I have been putting the finishing touches to your rooms, as I always do for all my guests, arranging the flowers etc.” She walked back with Elizabeth into Elizabeth’s apartment, and Mme. Procopiu came with me to show me mine, the two apartments being adjacent. As Her Majesty came out of Elizabeth’s apartment she stopped at the door of my sitting room. I went to her and said, “Your Majesty took us by surprise. I never dreamed of meeting you for the first time in the corridor.” She laughed and said, “I like to do things that way, and I love to welcome my guests personally as soon as they arrive.” Then she walked into the sitting room and looked about and said, “I hope you will find everything comfortable here. You and Mrs. Huntington have the apartments which the King and Queen of Serbia occupy when they visit me, so you will be writing at the King and Queen’s desk.” Then she added, “We will have tea in the Studio together at five o’clock, and Mme. Procopiu will come to bring you to me then.”


A pleasant young fellow, of Roumanian origin but born in Transylvania under Hungarian rule, was assigned to Elizabeth and me as valet. He spoke enough German so we could get along with him, and we found later he was one of the many footmen who serve at luncheon, dinner, etc. Cornelia and Theron had as their valet the footman who always accompanied our car. He spoke nothing but Roumanian so that we had much fun with him making him understand. Our chauffeur knew a little German, but generally Mlle. Cantemir, one of the lesser ladies-in-waiting, who resided in the palace, served as our interpreter. In fact, her room was on our corridor, and she told us at the beginning she was at our service all the time. She appeared to be the only active lady-in-waiting who lived at the palace; the others are all fashionable ladies of the town who have their own homes and give one or two fixed days per week to Her Majesty. It is their business to arrange interviews, plan for luncheons and dinners, concerts and all sorts of social engagements, and act as hostesses to Her Majesty’s guests. They were all unfailing in their kind attentions to us, and never once was there the remotest suggestion that we were any less welcome guests, or to be any less politely treated than, for example, the King and Queen of Serbia.


The other ladies-in-waiting of whom we saw much were Mme. Lahovary, who went about with us a good deal, Mme. Mavrodis, who was quite elderly and had been lady-in-waiting to Queen Carmen Sylva, and Mme. Perdicari. The latter was to me, intellectually, the most interesting of the group. She was of the type whom Father would have greatly enjoyed, with keen literary appreciation, broad human sympathies, and active in all sorts of philanthropies. Her father was a Frenchman named Charles Davila, who had to leave France in the middle of the 10th century on account of his liberal tendencies. He was educated as a physician, and began to practice in Roumania when it was nothing but a part of old Turkey. He soon came into prominence as a man of extraordinary ability both as a physician and as an organizer, and also as a man of unusual human sympathies. He devoted his life to unselfish philanthropy and scientific work, and the position he came to occupy in Roumania is well illustrated by the fact that in front of the new building of the Medical Faculty his statue has been erected, with a long inscription which Elizabeth and I read one day, describing the wonderfully varied work which he did. Evidently, this daughter was a true chip off the old block, and has found joy throughout her life in following her beloved father.


It was she who took Elizabeth to visit the orphanage founded by her father. I went to see it later with the Mayor of Bucharest, as will appear in the diary of Monday, February 9th. It is an interesting side light on the Queen that she has chosen for her ladies-in-waiting women not only of social position but of real culture and character.


George Sirbo of Timişoara, our valet, unpacked and put away our things with precise care. I was much amused at his modest question as soon as we were left alone in our apartments, viz. “Are you only four persons? Is there not a fifth person?” Then hesitatingly, “Is there any femme de chambre?” by which he meant lady’s maid. I laughed and told him we were not of the kind who travel with ladies’ maids, at which he very politely said “What can I do to help you?” and I replied, “You can unpack my trunk and box and put the things away,” which he did most admirably. He was always most polite and attentive and friendly. I should like to import him as head butler for my own home.


We went to Tea at five in the Studio, which is a beautiful large room in the style of a better class Norwegian peasant house, occupying the area above the Byzantine dining room which I described above. It is very high and opens directly to the roof. All the woodwork is very plain pine, stained almost black as in a smoke-stained peasant’s home, and the plaster between the criss-cross beams is rough and color-washed in a soft cream. A dark wooden stairway rises on the south side opposite the huge fire-place and leads into a gallery which looks  down upon the room, where writing tables and bookshelves are gathered in attractive nooks. Heavy chairs in beautiful tapestry of soft old blues, pinks, and grays — characteristic colors of Her Majesty — are drawn up artistically on the left and in front of the huge fireplace, on the right being a large divan covered with two magnificent tiger skins, the heads serving as footstools. In the center of this group of chairs in front of the fireplace is a beautiful old Spanish wooden tabouret, not more than 18 in. high, but at least 7ft. in diameter, 8-sided, studded with polished brass nails, and carved ornaments; in the center is an opening over 2 ft. in diameter into which a brass bowl fits. The bowl was always filled with the choicest of flowers, these being for several days a mass of beautiful primroses planted in a low earthen jar that fitted the brass bowl. For tea, a special low table has been made in two sections, which fits directly over this Spanish tabouret, but high enough so as not to disturb anything on the tabouret, and nine or ten feet wide. Her Majesty’s special chair is at the left of the fireplace as one faces it, and she pours tea with her own hand.
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The Queen’s Norwegian Studio





King George of Greece, eldest son of King Constantine, and Queen Elizabeth, his wife, the eldest daughter of Queen Marie, were present at Tea. I happened to sit beside Queen Elizabeth on the tiger skin couch. She was a little girl of nine, with flowing golden hair, when I used to see riding her pony with her Uncle, King Charles, in the park at Sinaia in 1903. She used to wear a delightful little red jacket which quite marked her in any company of riders. As I sat beside her at Tea I told her about it and she warmed up over her childhood life in Sinaia. In fact, all my various visits at Sinaia proved a capital starting point for many conversations, for most people were surprised that an American should know it so well, and should have tramped over the mountains there even more extensively than the vast majority of Roumanians.


Queen Elizabeth is naturally shy, and her unhappy experience in Greece has darkened the face of the world for her so that she is the least easy to approach of all the family group at Bucharest. In the end, however, she warmed to us very graciously. On our last day, after saying goodbye to the Queen, we scampered over to the apartments of George and Elizabeth and said good-by like old chums. Queen Elizabeth brought out two photographs of herself for Cornelia and Elizabeth.


I liked King George from the start. He is about 34 years old, and married Elizabeth of Roumania three or four years ago. He has never abdicated from the Greek throne. He merely retired at the request of the revolutionary military government on the ground that they claimed they could settle the future government of the country more satisfactorily if he were not present in the country. It is perfectly clear from all his conversations that he hopes and expects to go back as king. (I am giving his opinion, not my own, in all this question.) He talked with me very frankly about the situation in Greece, and one night in his apartment he brought me the New York Times Current History for December 1924, open at an article by Mr. Polyzoides, editor of the Greek newspaper Atlantis, published in New York City, asking me if I had read it, and saying that he considered it a very good statement of the facts of the last two years in Greece. I sat at his desk that very evening, and in the intervals of music and talk skipped through it.


The point of it is that the revolutionary government which came into existence after the Smyrna disaster represents the usurpation of authority by a military oligarchy which has never done anything in a constitutional way, and still holds the country in control by force and by fear. Some day, King George is convinced, the Greek people will return to genuine constitutional forms, and he believes that they will then want a limited constitutional monarchy of the type of England rather than a republic.


He warmed to the subject of Robert College from our first meeting, praising its work and its students, and expressing again and again his desire for a similar institution in Athens. In fact, we often reverted to this subject, and it was generally introduced by him rather than by me, as of course I did not wish to worry him with it. Elizabeth spent a long time one day showing him our pictures of the College and its activities, and he asked many questions.


One morning I happened to go out to walk, and ran across him in the park. He proposed that we walk together, and brought up the subject of the religious life at Robert College, asking what our attitude was toward Protestant propaganda, and discussing the needs of religious character in the teachers if the moral influences are to be right. He is short and thickset, with a smooth face, and, according to his wife, “a beaver’s profile.” He is quite shortsighted and uses a monocle in his right eye for reading. He speaks English perfectly with a marked English accent, and would be taken for a pure blooded Englishman wherever he might be. He laughs heartily and loudly in a friendly, jovial way which disarms hostility. He loves dogs and the outdoor world, and played badminton at the country club almost every afternoon.


Of course, the last year has been a tremendously trying one for his wife and himself, but Queen Marie said that King George was much quieter and more self-contained and less nervous than during the first few months of his stay with her. She evidently thinks a great deal of him, and it was clear that he and his wife were given every possible consideration at the Roumanian court, although the exigencies of international relationships demand that the Roumanian government should recognize the present Greek regime and its diplomatic representative at Bucharest.


This first Tea disarmed all our anxieties, and any dread we might have had as to how our visit at the court would be received by the Queen and by all others. Our little gathering around the fireplace was as spontaneous and natural as though we were in our own home. After tea, conversation turned on the objects of art in the room with every one of which Her Majesty is perfectly familiar. This proved an endless topic of conversation and introduced a vast number of other subjects as many objects are gifts from persons to whose story we would turn in the conversation. All came from countries about which there were all sorts of things to talk.


Her Majesty’s taste runs toward pottery. Practically every room in the house has one or more of the beautiful Persian jars decorated in soft blues or greys or dull pinks. Many of these were scattered about the Studio often with flowers, especially the prevailing primroses in shades that suited the colors of each jar. Her Majesty’s eye for color is wonderful, and she has schooled herself to take in effects at a glance.


Let me record here something of her family. Her father was Prince Alfred, second son of Queen Victoria. He became Duke of Edinburgh, although he never lived there, and served for many years as Admiral in the British Navy. Marie’s little girlhood was in England, but when she was nine or ten her family took up residence in Malta as her father was the Admiral in command of the Mediterranean fleet. She loves Malta, and persuaded her government to allow her to revisit it some three years ago. More than once she said that she was going to persuade her government to allow her to come to Constantinople, in which she has only spent a few hours when her yacht passed through on the way to Malta. Of course, such visits as these have to be timed to suit the exigencies of diplomacy, and she frankly acknowledges that as Queen she is not a free agent, for even the most unostentatious visit, which should mean for her nothing except her personal pleasure as a tourist, might be interpreted by the government of the country visited, or by some other government as a diplomatic or international move.


When she was 13 or 14, the family went back to England where she lived until she was married to Prince Ferdinand at the age of 17. Her Majesty talked to us with the most amazing confidence. In fact, I shall never put into writing many of the things she said nor repeat them to anyone until they appear some day in some published autobiography of her own. It was almost incomprehensible to us all that she could trust us sufficiently to talk so confidentially, and among ourselves we agreed to keep mum.
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Princess Marie





Time after time we sat down with her either to hear her read out loud from her books or from her private journal, read exactly as it was written in bygone years (she rises at 7 every morning and writes the doings and thoughts of the previous day), or talk together about her life and doings. She spent a long time one day telling us about her marriage and her transfer, at the age of 17, from the English environment, the only one she had known, to the life of Crown Princess in a little eastern country utterly unknown and undeveloped, surrounded by utter strangers. She is a woman capable of stormy passion, and she must have gone through a terrible experience in the first ten years of her married life. The marvel of it is that she came out so wonderfully refined and purified.


Mr. Frank Buchman said to us of her, “She is a released personality,” and he was absolutely right. She has known every form of suffering and sorrow that can come to a woman. She lost her sixth child, a little boy named Mirtcho, at the age of four, in 1916, so she knows the sorrows of motherhood. Her eldest son, Crown Prince Carol, just when his country was in a state of utter humiliation at the hands of the Austrians and Germans in the summer of 1918, ran away with a Roumanian girl (happily a girl of perfectly good character), without the consent of his parents or of the government, and was married to her. I can refer to the story, since it is public property and everyone talks of it. They have one child, but the marriage has been annulled by the State, as the constitutional agreement with which the Hohenzollern line in King Charles came to the Roumanian throne was that no prince of the house should marry any Roumanian on account of the bitter family jealousies in the country. Prince Carol knew this fact perfectly when he ran away with this girl, and he did it at a time when his parents were living in exile in Iaşi, and nine-tenths of the country was in the hands of the Germans, and a pro-German Roumanian government was signing a most humiliating treaty of peace with their conquerors. Her Majesty talked with us very frankly about it, and called it a piece of young man’s folly of which she said he had hardly repented. He was actually shut up for some length of time under strict confinement until the affair was tided over. I would not mention it if it were not easily to be found in many a book, but it is well known that King Ferdinand in his young manhood was far from morally straight, and had many an affair with women of every type. What a heartbreaking experience it must have been for a pure English girl of 17 to be pulled up from surroundings in which she herself had been absolutely shielded from the world, in order to be dumped down in Bucharest, one of the rottenest cities of Europe, as the wife of a man who could laugh at, and participate in, the follies around him.


They were married January 10, 1893, and Carol was born October 15, 1895. As Queen Marie says now very frankly, that prompt presentation to her adopted country of an heir to the throne did a vast deal to win her public sympathy and admiration. Elizabeth was born October 11, 1894, Marie, now the Queen of Serbia, January 8, 1900, Nicholas, August 18, 1903, Ileana, (Roumanian for Helen) January 5, 1909, and Mirtcho in 1912. Queen Marie herself was born October 29, 1875, and Ferdinand and she succeeded to the throne on October 11, 1914. King Ferdinand was born August 24, 1865.


Crown Prince Carol was married to Princess Helen of Greece, March 10, 1921. If I remember rightly, King George of Greece was married to Elizabeth at the same time, or very nearly. How many queens of Europe have the daughters who themselves have become queens? Her Majesty laughs very frankly about Ileana, who is sweet sixteen in very truth, and wonders whether she is to become Queen of Bulgaria or France (!) or of England, — and who knows, for stranger things than any one of these have happened.


On Friday evening, February 6th, Prince Carol dined at the palace just after his return from London. He sat at the Queen’s left and I sat at her right. In the course of the conversation, he said, “I have been told that there is quite a Royalist party in France.” Her Majesty looked up and called to Ileana at the opposite end of the table, “Ah, Ileana there is your chance, — Queen of France!” The whole table laughed. But again, who knows ? Although of course everyone at the table knows perfectly well that the Royalist party in France is a mere handful, and probably never will be more.


Our conversation over tea with Her Majesty lasted until 7 o’clock, although the others left the Studio. No guest is free to withdraw until Her Majesty indicates that she herself is going, but of course we were only too delighted to see all that we could of her, and were only sorry when she felt obliged to go. Throughout our visit, she gave us hours and hours of time with the most amazing generosity. She remembered little things that we said indicating our tastes and interests, and brought them up later in connection with books or her own stories or with objects of art about the palace or elsewhere. She is as finished and perfect a hostess as I ever met.
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From left to right: Prince Carol, Mignon, Queen Marie with Nicolae, Elizabeth, and King Ferdinand in Cotroceni Palace





Watching her as I did later in large companies of people, she would move about the room, greeting each one in turn, always gracious and yet with queenly dignity and talking with each about some matter or interest which made each person feel her personal interest in him. Perhaps I might give her a little sentence, which I ran across in her charming children’s fairy story called Peeping Pansy, a mid-Victorian title, quite unworthy of a fascinating book. On page 186, someone, in speaking to Pansy, refers to an “imperial air.” “What is an imperial air?” said little Pansy, aged seven. The person, probably some fairy bird in the story, and I am inclined to think Mrs. Grumps, the wise owl, replied, — “To look dignified, ladylike, and a little haughty, but at the same time, very gracious ” The next day at dinner, at an opportune moment, I said to Her Majesty “I have discovered a beautiful description of Your Majesty’s entrance into a reception room.” She laughed, and said, “What is it?” I replied, “You will find it on page 186 of a certain book called Peeping Pansy,” and gave her the quotation. She was immensely amused, and said, “It is not a bad description, is it?”


We dined that evening, as, in fact, every evening, in the Studio, a special table being prepared. Practically always I sat at Her Majesty’s right and Theron at her left. Sometimes King George or Queen Elizabeth sat at my right, and occasionally Princess Ileana. Very rarely was there anyone outside of the royal group and we four at dinner in the evening. These were the delightful family parties which came to mean so much to us. The state luncheons were interesting and showy, but we never could have the jolly intimate group conversations that came with the cozy dinners in the Studio. It is merely the truth to say that they were just such happy family dinners as all the Dodge family might have when gathered at Riverdale, or all of us Huntingtons gathered in the old dining room at Hilton.


We spent the evening at the home of Mme. Procopiu, where some sixty society people of Bucharest were gathered to hear an excellent program of music. One player was a young Roumanian graduate of a Paris conservatory named Dumitrescu, who later came to the palace to play before Her Majesty. Of course, every artist who wants to get before the public tries to secure a chance to play before royalty so as to be able to advertise the fact.


Strangely enough at Mme. Procopiu’s house I met an old Robert College student, Tommy Bolton, whom I had been planning to look up It seems that he made a very successful marriage about a year ago with a niece of Mr. Marghiloman, a well-known politician and head of an old Roumanian family. Bolton was at Robert College some fifteen years ago. His father, an Englishman, physician, settled in Roumania and practiced for a while in Bucharest and later at Constanţa. An older brother, Bourne, came to Robert College in the 90s, and a third brother has been settled in California for many years. We had a long and chummy talk. He seems to retain very happy and distinct memories of his R.C. life and likes to follow the course of things today. He visited Miss Hart in 1919 and dined with us one night.


This chance meeting set me in the way of getting in touch with some other students, among them his young half-brother Richard, who was at Robert College from 1910-1915. Dr. Bolton’s second wife was an Italian lady who is still living in Bucharest with her own son Richard. I was Richard’s guardian throughout his whole stay at Robert College, and had considerable correspondence with his mother. He is now a clerk in the accounting department of the Romano-Americana Company, Calea Victoriei 136, which is the Roumanian name of the Standard Oil Company.


Queen Marie did not attend the musical, but King George and Queen Elizabeth were there, and we got our first glimpse of what it means socially in a private home to have a king and queen present. To tell the truth, the stiff and formal proceedings which seemed to be necessary in the actual room in which royalty was seated struck me as very stupid, and I was thankful that the palace atmosphere was so utterly different. Mrs. Jay, wife of Peter Augustus Jay, who has been Minister at Bucharest for four years, was present, and gave us all sorts of whispered instructions as to what was proper and what was not. I shall have to acknowledge that I lost patience with it all. Later, I had quite a talk with Queen Elizabeth about such things, and realized that she desired that type of formality as much as anyone could. Perhaps it is necessary to hedge them in when they move about among ordinary people, as otherwise things would get “too familiar.”


King George is very unconventional, and moved about the room chatting in a jolly way with everyone. Queen Elizabeth is more self-conscious, and told me herself she found it very difficult to talk easily with people. Absolutely no one was at liberty to leave the affair until Their Majesties departed, although I suppose if it were very urgent arrangements for quietly slipping out could be made.


Naturally, we four felt ourselves to be rather closely observed by all the guests, since we appeared as guests of Queen Marie. One could not help wondering what the people thought about these American interlopers, but all whom we met were certainly very agreeable and polite. So far as I know, Mrs. Jay was the only American present that evening. The music was long, and renewed after an interval for elaborate refreshments, so that I did not get to bed until two o’clock.


Friday, January 30th


Let me copy first what I wrote at 11:30 p.m. that evening. It is quite too late to start writing, but I must scribble a bit about today.


Again, the sun has shone upon us from a radiant blue sky Elizabeth and I had coffee in my sitting room at 9 a.m., then we settled down to read aloud a bit from Howard Walter’s Soul Surgery, a book published in India in 1919 which I had never seen. This copy was sent to me just now from India by Frank Buchman, and chanced to arrive Tuesday evening just before we started for Bucharest. The inscription on the fly leaf is, “To George — from loyal team mates, in grateful memory of the author, our friend, (signed) Frank N.D Buchman, (F.B ) 1924.” On the opposite page, inside of the cover, each of the other three has signed his name, viz., Eustace H. Wade/ “Nick,” Samuel M. Shoemaker Jr., A.S. Loudon Hamilton. A good deal of this book grew out of Howard’s experience with Frank Buchman in India and during a tour of China with him in 1917, so that many of the ideas appear which Harold Bagbie presents in More Twice Born Men.


As we were reading we heard a most jolly rumpus in the corridor outside of our door, and went out to find young Prince Michael (“Mihai,” the Roumanian for Michael), 3 years and 3 months old, the only child of Crown Prince Carol and Princess Helen (of Greece) He was riding a wonderful great automobile, really too big for him, and calling for more strength than his little legs could put into the pedals. He has been quite ill for some weeks, and is only now recovering, and looks very delicate. Just now his parents are both away, Prince Carol in London and his mother in Paris where she has gone for treatment of her eyes which are in very bad shape.


The discussion of her eyes with Queen Marie led us to describe Dr. Bates’s treatment which helped Caroline Crane so much, and which Theron followed some years ago. Evidently the Paris physician got hold of the same principle.


Little Michael is a most winsome child, with fair hair and blue eyes, quite the image of his father’s baby pictures. He loves to play and in later days he often came to visit us When my bad ear developed he evinced great sympathy for “that poor man,” and often came around to ask how I was His elderly English nurse, Miss St. John (pronounced Sinjin) was with him this morning and also Princess Ileana, the youngest daughter of Queen Marie, whom we just met for the first time as she was ill yesterday.


Ileana is of the family type — fair, blue eyes, very pretty and attractive. We fell to playing and talking, and finally it led to being taken around the palace by young Michael to see his nursery when he pulled open his “treasure drawer” and showed us the usual child’s broken toys, bright colored boxes, etc. He seems to speak English all the time, and I never learned whether he knows Roumanian.


Our expedition with Michael led us by chance into the presence of Queen Marie who happened to be walking through the corridor near her own door. She had with her Prime Minister, Mr. Brătianu, the eldest of three brothers who seem to be the real power in the government of Roumama today. The second, generally called by his first name, Vitella, is Minister of Finance, and the youngest brother is a Senator, and chairman of the Finance Committee of the Senate. These three are the chief owners of one of the biggest banks of Roumania, the name of which I have forgotten. I am sorry to say that the “bank” (and hence themselves), is being vastly enriched through the favoritism of the present government which has been in power for about three years, and represents the so-called “Liberal” party. The testimony of most foreigners in Bucharest seems to be that the government is very corrupt. Will write more of this later.


Her Majesty presented me to Mr. Brătianu and I had a five-minute talk with him, especially with regard to Robert College and the attitude of the Turkish government toward us. His questions were rapid, very much to the point, clear cut, and clever. One could but feel instantly that he was a man of fine mind and quick penetration. Her Majesty carried him off in a few minutes, stopping to say, however, that she would be back in ten minutes and then would take us to see her own rooms.


We sat down in the nursery to play with Michael and she soon returned and drew us into her Boudoir, a charming room, again in the Norwegian style, with rough dark uneven wood like a peasant’s cottage. It is filled with an endless array of pretty things, some simple and inexpensive, others rare and costly gifts, from dozens of famous people. We fell to talking about these numberless objects, among which were dozens of articles in every imaginable shape of jade, of which Her Majesty is specially fond, such as quaintly carved animals — elephants, tigers, frogs, fish, and unimaginable list.


Everywhere there were beautiful Persian jars filled with primroses which just now over run all the rooms of the palace in fascinating profusion, and mixed with them were jars of wonderful cyclamens Lying on a table were several strings of wonderful Roumanian amber of very unusual shades quite different from any Persian or Turkish amber which we see in Constantinople.


She carried us on into her bedroom, a huge high room in the true Byzantine style of old Roumania, filled with art treasures which could  absorb one for hours. She passed rapidly around the room, picking up this and that object, and telling about it in a fascinating way. She knows the inner history of each treasure, and evidently loves them all for their beauty as well as for their association. Her mind is ever agile and intense, and at the same time wonderfully appreciative of simple things.
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The Silver Bedroom of Queen Marie Cotroceni Palace





The whole room was designed under her personal direction, and I will add, as I am writing this after our return to Constantinople, that I was truly sorry we did not have another opportunity to visit it and to linger about it. This morning she sat down by a bedroom window and fell to talking about her parents, her girlhood and her family. She drew Elizabeth down on to the couch beside her, and rather naturally I spread myself on the rug at her feet, and we had an extraordinary fifteen minutes as she told us about her girlhood in England, Malta, and again in England, her visits at the court of Queen Victoria, her father’s tastes and life (she seems to have been very chummy with her father) He was Queen Victoria’s second son, Prince Alfred, later Duke of Edinburgh, and still later Duke of Saxe-Coburg. She told us of her marriage at only 17, and then coming to “live with a husband she hardly knew in a land of which she literally knew nothing.”


As I wrote in my diary at the moment, she must have had a bitter awakening for her girlhood was far too sheltered for her own good, and her discovery of an evil and false world proved a very painful and trying process. She evidently did not find life under King Charles and Queen Elizabeth any too easy, and she was far from being financially independent, which clearly irritated both her and her husband, Prince Ferdinand. She came to Roumania in 1893, and did not become Queen until 1914 — 21 long years of waiting, not always too patiently, as she said, but still years of wonderful inner growth and development. I shall never forget that conversation as I sat at her feet in that beautiful Byzantine bedroom. She is a woman of rarely disciplined character, as I said before truly a “released personality.”


We did not leave Her Majesty until 12:30, — of course it is always for her to indicate when she wishes people to go, which she is very clever at doing. Then we found Theron and Cornelia and had a beautiful walk on the snow in the park around the palace grounds. They are not extensive, but are filled with fine old trees. There are terraces, ponds, many splendid old Roumanian jars five or six feet high, pergolas, and every indication of what must be fascinating beauty in the spring and early summer before the intense heat of the Roumanian plain has burned things brown.


At 1:30 we had our first “State luncheon,” at the round table in the Byzantine dining room which I described yesterday We were 13 present, a good indication that Her Majesty has no troublesome superstitions. I counted the number as we sat there, and searched my memory for a time when I had sat at a table with 13, and I could not remember ever having done any, although I could recall several instances when people have hustled around at the last minute to raise the number to 14. How absurd these superstitions are! King George of Greece sat at Her Majesty’s right and I was at her left, while Queen Elizabeth of Greece sat directly opposite her mother in the place where King Ferdinand of Roumania would ordinarily be sitting. He is still in bed after a slight operation for hernia on Sunday, January 25th. We have not yet met him Theron sat at Queen Elizabeth’s right and Cornelia at my left with some officers beyond her who only spoke Roumanian. Elizabeth was beyond King George at his right with another aide at her right.


Writing later, as I do, I can say that I came to enjoy those rather formal lunches very thoroughly, and to be glad to try to do my part in contributing to the conversation. Some of the officers and aides who were there were decidedly dummy. On the other hand, the ladies-in-waiting were always gracious, and generally successful in conversation. Her Majesty is clever indeed at drawing different persons into the conversation addressing directly first one and then another at the huge round table.


When one is not in conversation he can always enjoy the beautiful Byzantine capitals, the plain round arches, the jolly short stone columns, very plain and sturdy, the beautiful lines of the low dome which rises above the center of the round table with its hidden electric illumination, and the Byzantine pictures, screens, carved gilded chairs etc. There is no end of treasures in that dining room and its lovely anteroom and charming odd corners partitioned off where two or three could sit down for a cozy chat. Looking back at it now, the whole place seems to be redolent of Queen Marie, — her taste, her culture, and her appreciation of the real amenities of life. I generally sat with my back to the beautiful old Roman church screen, or iconostasis, of which I wrote above, so I slipped back one day after royalty had withdrawn to have a good look at it.


It was at lunch here one day that Queen Elizabeth told me the story of the founding of the monastery of Cotroceni which I wrote above. Over the door of the church are the arms of the Cantacuzino family — an eagle with one head — and above this an inscription in old Roumanian, written in Slavic characters which they formerly used.


Writing of this date on February 14th, I find that I cannot remember just what our afternoon program was. I know that we had tea in the Studio with Her Majesty, and then an hour of most delightful piano music by Mr. George Boskoff, a Roumanian artist about 40 years old, who must be one of their very best. He is short, simple, modest and quiet, intensely absorbed in his beloved music. He evidently found great pleasure in playing to so appreciative an audience as Her Majesty always is, and one could not wonder that she liked to have him come to the palace. Never in my life have I heard music under such favorable conditions, — nine or ten of us sitting about that charming Studio with the afternoon light filtering through the stained glass windows, harmony of color everywhere, a piano of beautiful tone, absolutely no applause, nor any need for applause. Imagine hearing Schumann’s “12 Children’s Pieces” played with delicious naiveté and a wonderful rippling touch under such ideal circumstances as those. Mr. Boskoff had preceded the Schumann by a charming group of five sketches, called “Annees de Pelerinage,” written by Liszt during a tour of Switzerland who named them “The Chapel of William Tell,” “The Obermann Valley,” “Homesickness,” “An Eclogue,” and “The Storm.” Schumann was followed by two selections of Roumanian music, and then he played a caprice “In the Spirit of Vienna,” and finished off with a Nocturne of Chopin and the magnificent thing by Liszt called “La Cam- panella” which I have often heard Mr. Hegel play at Constantinople and here at Robert College.


How much we at Robert College owe to the musical taste of Professor Charles Anderson which set the pace for our music twenty and thirty years ago. It turned out that we were to hear the very same program at Mr. Boskoff s public concert the following Sunday morning.


Our dinner was the usual family party at the table at one end of the Studio. Her Majesty brought to the table her longest fairy story, a volume called Peeping Pansy, published by Hodder & Stoughton, London, 1919, and delightfully illustrated by Mabel B Atwell. This particular copy proved to be the one given by the Queen to Ileana. In the front was written “For Ileana, this book that was written for her during the war when no books reached us any more, — Mame (Mama), Christmas, 1919.” Ileana let us take this copy, the only one in the whole palace, and we kept it in our rooms until the day we came away, dipping into it now and then.


After dinner, we drew away from the table and Queen Marie read aloud chapter three introducing the old witch, Dame Dannydimmydoo, who appears again and again in the story as the sometimes stern and severe, sometimes grumpy, and often good-humored and kindly adviser to little Fancy who is but seven years old and has all of life before her to discover. Knowing Queen Marie as I do I now see in the old witch more of the philosophy and life experience of the Queen than even she with all her frankness would be willing to admit. I told her that one day and she acknowledged that probably she had shown herself up only too well in the old dame. As I have read many different chapters of Peeping Pansy I have come to think it is not only a clever story to be read aloud to a little girl, but also a most wholesome book — unconsciously so to the child — as a real teacher of many a needed life lesson.


She also read chapter 32, where Mrs. Grumps, the owl, appears, and then led us on into Pansy’s experience with the three tiny owlets, Rumpy, Bumpy, and Flampy. Then she slipped along over the pages, picking out a sentence here and there, and finally reading aloud the verses on pages 227, 235 and 6, and 237 It was a most charming, amusing, and gracious evening.


Saturday, January 31


We left at 10 a.m. with Her Majesty to hear the symphony rehearsal. There were only 9 of us in the theater besides the orchestra, namely, Her Majesty, King George, Queen Elizabeth, one of the ladies-in-waiting, the Queen’s Aide de Camp, Rădescu, whose special business seemed to be to go about with Her Majesty to see that everything went smoothly, — and we four.


The first selection was the Overture to “Egmont” by Beethoven, my first hearing of it, — a magnificent thing. This was followed by a modern Roumanian selection filled with the latest type of dissonances which did not so much shock and offend us as amuse us, so that when it came to an end with a dissonant crash the whole orchestra and all nine of us burst out into a hearty laugh. Her Majesty has trained herself to the most careful attention to music, and is very appreciative of all its aspects. She would often whisper a comment to me on some chord or phrase as I sat beside her at her left, and clearly liked to talk things over after each selection.


The third piece was Richard Strauss’ Overture to “Salomé”, a tremendous work in its varied emotions, its sudden changes from anger to tears, and from tears to laughter, and with plenty of fire and a magnificent climax. I enjoyed it especially as the orchestra got lost two or three times and had to stop and start again, so that we had a sense of belonging to the affair which cannot come in a straight out concert.


King George sat at my left, and after the Strauss Overture there was quite an interval during which we fell to talking about Mt. Athos which he has visited. He spoke of the plans he had for encouraging a really new era of intellectual development among the monks there. I told him of my happy two weeks among the monasteries in 1901, and about the touching little prayer of the monk Zachana as he sat in the sunshine on Easter Monday morning counting over his black woolen beads and whispering to himself with each bead, “Lord Jesus Christ help me.”


King George is so frank and naive and friendly, and shows so distinct an interest in any religious topic that one can introduce, that I took pains after to turn the conversation to questions of religious experience and he always responded most sympathetically. I think we all came to feel that the opportunity of friendly fellowship with him which this visit to Roumania has afforded was one of its most valuable features. He has a certain simplicity of manner that makes him wear well as a companion. He told me how the French abused the hospitality of the monks during the war, stealing icons and other sacred objects, and, to cover their consciences, pinning five-franc pieces on the wall in place of the objects


The last number of the program was a grand Symphony of Brahms, broad, smooth, mature, wise, and yet moving. I am sorry I cannot tell which number it was. The second movement, an adagio, was best.


As the theater door we parted from Her Majesty and went to the American Legation for a forty minute call on Mr. and Mrs. Jay. Mr. Jay was First Secretary in Constantinople many years ago, and later went to Japan and Egypt. He made a beautiful collection of Bokhara embroideries while living here which now cover the walls of their huge dining room, and make it most attractive. They have been fortunate in securing a very large, well-built house which offers plenty of space and dignity for public functions. They had a good many stories to tell of Mr. Vopeka, their predecessor as American Minister to Roumania. I met him once in the station at Belgrade in July 1914, and I shall never forget his tobacco-stained lips and teeth, and his conversation stained with every available profane interjection.


Mrs. Jay said that it took her three months to clean up the Legation, for they had taken over the house from him, and Mr. Jay added that it had taken him four years to clean up American relations with Roumania, which at the beginning were “very, very low,” and now he thought might fairly be called at least good. The government of Roumania has put on all sorts of restrictions up on foreign societies and foreign capital, so that America as well as some of the European powers almost reached the point of breaking off the diplomatic relations. Our government summoned Mr. Jay to America last summer, but happily, since his return in November, relations have been a bit smoother. It is largely the fault of Vitella Brătianu, the Minister of Finance, of whom I wrote above. The older brother, John, the Prime Minister, could keep things more smooth externally if his two younger brothers would not mess them up.


I talked with Mr. Jay about the question of recognition of the Robert College diploma by the Roumanian government so that graduates from here could enter a Roumanian university. The question has been raised by Kuneff, who graduated last June. He is a Roumanian citizen, having always lived in Roumania, and the government has thus far refused to give him any credit for work done here. The matter was taken up some months ago through Mr. Jay. He urged me this morning to ask Queen Marie to arrange for an interview with Mr. Angelescu, the Minister of Education. Mr. Jay, like everyone else, says that, outside of the cabinet itself, the real power in the country is the Queen, and not King Ferdinand who is good-natured and easygoing, but not very effective.


We returned in time for our second lunch in the State dining room. We were not very numerous. In addition to Col. Rădescu and three Aides, Mme. Mavrodis, the oldest of the ladies-in-waiting, appeared. She is rather on the shelf so far as active duties go, having served her active career under Queen Elizabeth. The Queen of Greece was absent, — “Fasting,” her mother said, “as she is too stout.” I could not help observing, as I often sat beside Queen Elizabeth, that when she was not technically “fasting” she was eating a more abundant dinner than I ever thought of doing, and I doubt whether one day of fasting per week will ever balance the six others of pretty good living.


On the whole, I was surprised at the simplicity of the palace food. Such a society lady as Mrs. Arthur James would have far more appearance of elaborate preparation, and so would many a rich New York house, where they would employ some fabulously expensive French chef. The food was invariably delicious in quality, but clearly there was no extravagant spending of money upon it. The china and silver and glass were all good but in no sense extravagant. One day, Her Majesty asked the butler to bring some silver-gilt plates which she uses for state dinners. She took special pains to tell us they were not solid gold, and I recalled the really solid gold plates on which two courses were served to us when we dined with Mrs. Arthur James in New York.


This noon, at lunch, Princess Ileana came in and out of the dining room in a most informal way, talking with her mother about arrangements for a moving picture party at the palace for that afternoon, and consulting about the final list of guests, etc. She is certainly very capable, and in many ways has the energy and vivacity and directness of her mother. Evidently her mother relies upon her, and is training her early to organize little affairs with careful attention to every detail.


This noon I talked with Queen Marie about her grandmother, Queen Victoria, and she brought up Strachey’s account of her, and quoted from various of Victoria’s letters. I regret to think that I have never read Strachey’s book, although I put it on my own bookshelves nearly a year ago. She told how Victoria was very sensitive, and at the age of 18, when her Prime Minister left an evening function without saying good-bye was very much hurt, and wrote him a little note in the third person, as she always did, saying, “The Queen deeply regrets that her Prime Minister should have left the gathering last night without bidding her good-night, and assumes that some very urgent business must have called him away in this unseemly haste.”


Victoria was both queen and girl, and mixed the two in ways that sometimes amuses people.


After lunch we four sat down alone and read for about an hour from Peeping Pansy, going on from Pansy’s visit to the witch, reading the story of the door through the hearth to the garden with the golden mosaics, where old Dame Dannydimmydoo, the witch, played for the lizards to dance until they stood straight up on the tips of their tails, and their green skins fell off and were gathered up by Gregrub the gardener, who saved them to make costumes for the tiny imps who did the witch’s gardening. It is delightful to read the story aloud here in the palace, and we often stop to discuss Her Majesty, whose personality constantly shines out of the story when one knows her. Query: Would all books be as much enriched to the reader if he knew the writer well? It was in our reading this afternoon that I discovered the delightful definition of “an imperial air” on page 186, viz., “Look dignified, ladylike and a little haughty, but at the same time very gracious ”


We started at 4:30 with Princess Ileana to visit the Y.M.C.A. where Miss Galitza and Miss Georgescu showed us their tiny beehive with 60 girls dancing on the top floor and the tiny cafeteria on the ground floor serving from three to four hundred meals every day. She said they reach about 1500 girls through their different activities at the building and in schools, and receive subventions from the Ministry of Labor, the Ministry of Education, and the Ministry of Finance on the ground that they are making contributions to the public good which belong in each one of those departments. I like both secretaries very much. Miss Calitza was a year in America and Miss Georgescu spent a while in England, so they talk English fairly well. The Y.M.C.A. can get more use out of inadequate rooms than almost any organization I know.


We went from there to tea with Colonel and Mrs. Foy, where quite a group of Americans were gathered to meet us, among them Mr. Palmer, the American Consul and his wife, Mr. McAndrews, American Vice Consul, and his sister (she has been visiting him there for five months and came out on the “Braga” with the Wileys, spending three days on shipboard in the Bosphorus doing quarantine), Dr. Van Norman, Commercial Attaché of our Legation, and his wife, Colonel Grebel of the Baldwin Locomotive Works, and his wife (Florence Colgate, cousin of Mrs. Cleveland Mather), and Mr. Morgan of the Y.M.C.A.


We had the usual family dinner in the Studio, and adjourned from that to the beautiful blue tile reception room where people were gathering for the cinema party. Her Majesty wore a wonderful blue gown at dinner, and when she entered the brilliant blue and gold reception room she was as regal as heart could desire. She loves her beautiful jewels and very frankly likes to talk about them and show them. She took off a wonderful huge pearl from her necklace and let us pass it about the table, and one night she sent out for various precious stones, among them a tremendous sapphire not less than 1½ in. long, with one side cut to an infinite number of faces.


The moving picture was The Moon of Israel, for which I frankly did not care. There were some very striking Egyptian scenes, but in general I should call the play a monstrosity. Of course, I am too hard perhaps on moving pictures. I consider most of them an awful waste of time, and would any day rather go to a good play or a good concert. The psychology of the “Moon of Israel” is absurdly unhuman.


Of course, the text of all our cinema shown was printed in Roumanian so that we could not understand the stories except for land interpreters. Young Mr. Mavrodis, whose mother is the eldest lady-in-waiting, sat beside me and put all the explanations into French. Others did the same for the various people in the party who did not know Roumanian. This includes King George of Greece, but he at least is studying Roumanian and beginning to use it.


Sunday, February 1st


Elizabeth and I got out at 9:30 for a good tramp of an hour. We ride in our automobile and sit on easy chairs, and we miss the exercise we get at Hissar.


Another perfect day. In the morning we went with Her Majesty to a concert by George Boskoff where he gave the same program as we heard in the Studio Friday afternoon. The concert hall was crowded with people. Her Majesty sat on a sofa at the very front of the hall with Cornelia and Elizabeth beside her, while Queen Elizabeth and the other satellites sat on easy chairs and front row seats. The concert was as good as on Friday, although I vastly prefer the atmosphere of the Studio and the piano there as well. Boskoff played a Berceuse by a young Roumanian named Brăiloiu, a cousin of Mme. Procopiu, who sat directly behind us, and when the audience applauded Mr. Boskoff made young Brăiloiu stand up and share the applause, — very gracefully done. I was interested in studying the faces of the people in the audience whom of course one could easily see by turning around. A great many seemed quite refined and thoughtful. It does one good to see such a group of the better classes together in a country whose morals and general character one cannot admire


We were sorry to miss church. Her Majesty goes regularly to the chapel of the British Legation, and explained to us that on this particular Sunday she felt obliged to attend Boskoff’s concert, which came at 11 a.m., as she had been largely responsible for his returning to Roumania and she felt that she must show herself publicly. Princess Ileana is a very devout Roumanian Orthodox, and goes to the service at 10 o’clock in the palace church. Had we known beforehand we would have asked to go with her, as we did the following Sunday. She seemed much pleased that we cared, and warned up about the meaning of the church service. King Ferdinand is a Roman Catholic but all the children are expected to belong to the Roumanian Church.


There was the usual lunch in the dining room during which I proposed to Queen Marie that she should arrange for me to have an interview with Dr. Angelescu, the Minister of Education. She promptly proposed to ask him to lunch at the palace. At 3 p.m., we four settled down again to read aloud one of Queen Marie’s manuscripts, a most remarkable account of the death of her cousin Czar Nicholas II and his wife Alexandra. They were assassinated by the Bolsheviks in 1918, and this article was written in the heat and emotion which the news of their death produced in Queen Marie. It is really powerfully done and shows her best.


She has wonderfully clear insight into the meaning of such a hateful tyranny as that of the Czar’s in Russia, and also into the wonderful scope and opportunity for helpful service to a great country which was theirs when they were crowned in 1894. The article is an extraordinary picture of the sinister and baleful influence of the Czarina Alexandra over her husband, and its terrible effect throughout the Russian Empire. This article was published in the Revue de Deux Mondes in 1918 or 1919. It is well worth reading. Of course, Rasputin and his mysterious influence runs through it all. Nicholas II was Queen Marie’s first cousin, and she was not only present at the coronation in 1894, but had visited “Cousin Nick,” as she called him, several times The last time she saw him was in the early summer of 1914 when he and the Czarina came to pay a visit to Roumania, stopping in their yacht at Constanţa. Queen Marie evidently found the Russian court an oppressive place to visit, and she describes her relief in being hostess rather than guest, when the Czar and his wife came to Constanţa. While at the palace we took pains to read as much of Queen Marie’s work as we could and as wide a variety of it as possible, for talking about these articles led to endless interesting reminiscences


This afternoon Her Majesty had a group of about fifteen social workers at tea for us to meet. Among them I had interesting conversations with the doctor who manages all of Queen Marie’s private Benefactions, the president of the Red Cross, Mme. Pedicari, the daughter of Charles Davila, famous physician, and several other interesting women. I have mentioned before that Mme. Pedicari attracted me most of all that group There was plenty of time for general conversation before we settled down to hear a young Pole play the piano most delightfully for about an hour. Those teas and hours of music in the late afternoon sunshine, and all the happy and amusing tête-à-têtes with Her Majesty have made that Studio a place we shall never forget.


We were all the guests of King George and Queen Elizabeth for dinner that evening in their own apartment on the south side of the palace court and joined to the main palace only by an open colonnade, so that one has to go outdoors to reach them. They have a tiny dining room where we eight had to sit very close in order to be served conveniently. It made it all the more cozy and homelike, and was another one of the family parties we love to remember.


From the dining room one climbs a creaky stairway and finds two modest rooms and a large hallway, which make up their public living quarters. All the furnishings are their own property. There are a good many nice Bokhara embroideries and some beautiful hand work from Greece, one being a very ancient piece of embroidery representing a chalice with two doves drinking from it while several of Noah’s doves, each provided with a bit of olive branch, fly above. There are some fine old brasses and a very few ancient Greek jars, the most wonderful being a stone vase of black marble which dates from 1000 B.C., a beautiful archaic figure which may represent Mercury with wings and winged feet. It is carved in low relief on one side. It is really a museum piece, and King George acknowledged that he had to smuggle it out of Greece very quietly. Princess Ileana was there at dinner also, though she by no means always dined with us.


After dinner, Elizabeth showed the Robert College photographs to King George and then I explained them to Queen Marie, while Queen Elizabeth showed her own drawings, etc., to Theron and Cornelia. Queen Elizabeth is really gifted with her pencil and brush, and has illustrated a book of Roumanian songs, the illustrations being wholly original with her. Some of them suggested the type of delicate handwork with which I became familiar in India, which is, of course, Persian in origin. I asked her about the source of her inspiration, but she did not seem to realize that her pictures had anything of the Persian or Indian atmosphere about them She also showed us a complete book which is all her own work, including binding, pictures, poems, and writing, a very clever production. She has been growing on us steadily. Her brilliant mother overshadows her in Roumania so that she needs calling out, and the friendly fellowship of people who will help her to show her best side. We had a most charming evening, with much variety. It was brought to a close by an hour’s reading out loud by Queen Marie who spread herself comfortably on a couch and read to us Loulaloo, a story published in Pearson’s Magazine of a mermaid (Loulaoo), a hermit, and a brave knight. It is good, but not one of her best.


Then she convulsed us with several delightful short ones which have not been published, among them being The Imp and the Baby, the story of a mischievous imp who carried off a baby while its grandmother was asleep, and of a friendly crow who kindly dropped it back into its own cradle on earth. Another clever bit was The Fisherman who Smoked, a description of peasant life among the Turkish population in the Dobrudja, which is the region bordering the Black Sea south of the mouths of the Danube, and reaching to the Bulgarian frontier, — a peasant who burned up his house, his possessions, and himself, leaving only his black boat.


Monday, February 2nd


Another fine day, although the clouds spread over the sky in the afternoon and looked a bit like rain. Princess Ileana took us to a service at the church for a few minutes after 10 a.m. It was a special feast day Happily, they have steam heat with modern radiators in the church so it was not the usual cold tomb which one experiences in the East in winter. The nave was full of simple country people, a great many of them boys and girls in their mid-teens with shy quiet faces.


They have an excellent choir of boys and girls. On Sunday a group of men’s voices is added. Fortunately, the Roumanian church has been much influenced by its proximity to Russia, for their chorus, sung in four parts as in the Russian church is a great advance on the tiresome intoning of the old Greek church of Turkey. We noticed in the service a special prayer for Princess Ileana, and she told us afterwards that the priest said to her at the end that he was sorry she had not told him she was coming so that he might have arranged the service to be more interesting to her and her guests.


Theron went to town on business for the Chamber of Commerce, as he did two other mornings, and Elizabeth and Cornelia went with him to do some shopping. I stayed at home to write letters to Dr. Gates, Dr. Banninger of Madura, etc. Our five minutes in the church had interested me, and as we had to leave with the Princess I went out at 12:30 to have a look over it while it was still warm The door was locked, and as I stood studying the inscription over it, King George came along and proposed that we have a walk. He always goes out of his way to be friendly so we strolled about the palace grounds and talked.


He brought up the modern ideas of spiritual healing by faith, such as Dr. Worcester’s in Boston, and cited some English clergyman in London with whom he had talked, who practices in his parish in this way. As I have perhaps indicated, it was interesting to see how often King George would introduce subjects along religious lines He spoke of the work of the Near East Relief and its relation to Roman Catholics and to Protestants, and of his interest in it because it combined all denominations, he regretted that religious sects, including his own Orthodox Church, had to quarrel with each other.


He got into the subject of Mr. Morgenthau, who evidently is a very distasteful personality to him. He told of a very foolish speech Mr. Morgenthau made in Athens a year or more ago, of which I had never heard, in which Mr. Morgenthau directly favored the idea of a republic. This was before the Greek government sent the King and Queen away from Greece, and King George said there was much resentment among the foreign diplomats at Athens over Mr. Morgenthau’s unwarranted expressions. They felt that he was in Greece on a purely private matter, that is, in the interests of the refugees, and that he should have refrained from all meddling in politics. Indeed, King George went so far as to say that many people in Greece feared the influence of the United States as exerted through the Near East Relief, Mr. Morgenthau’s committee, etc., because Americans consciously and unconsciously talk in favor of a republic form of government, and make people discontented, or stirred up the idea of a change in the form of government for which the ordinary Greek people are quite unprepared. Of course, it is natural that King George should look at it from this point of view, but I imagine he is quite right in feeling that the quarrelsome Greeks are not yet ready for a republican type of government.


We lunched, as usual, at half past one in the main dining room I sat at the right of Queen Elizabeth for the first time, and had Mme. Procopiu at my right. Colonel Rădescu, the Queen’s chief Aide, was there as usual. He is a most solemn individual whom we all came to take delight in poking to stir him up in order to make him smile and get animated. Clearly, he has produced the same effect on the royal family as upon us four, for one night at dinner someone mentioned him and Princess Ileana expressed the real girl’s desire to wake him up and make him naughty. Queen Elizabeth, who is often silent, but who can be clever, remarked quietly, “Rădescu is the Ten Commandments in uniform,” so apt a description that we all roared together. However, it is better to be the Ten Commandments in uniform than to be the reverse, and I fear there are altogether too many officers in Roumania who pay little attention to any one of the Ten Commandments.


The dining table is a perfect circle so that it can easily accommodate from twelve to twenty people. Once there were thirteen of us. I happened to count up, but of course did not mention it, and not a soul ever spoke of it, not even anyone of us four to each other. I have described the Byzantine architecture and decorations of the dining room.


We noticed that Queen Marie, in her story of the death of Czar Nicholas II, described the famous crypt built by Czar and Czarina at Moscow in preparation for their own burial. She visited it some years ago and I could not help wondering whether it had given her ideas for the dining room, for her description of its Byzantine sculpture in stone and wood, its glided screen, the Byzantine crosses and religious pictures on the walls certainly suggest this luncheon room at Cotroceni. Do not think that it has anything of the air of a crypt, however, for it is light and airy and cheerful and beautiful and dignified in every way. The state dining room, where one can serve one hundred people, is a huge old-fashioned barn to the east of this Byzantine room, in the style of European palaces of fifty to eighty years ago, very grand, of course, but not at all attractive.


Today after luncheon Queen Marie took us into King Ferdinand’s “cabinet” and “den,” a series of three relatively small rooms lighted by warm southern sunshine, lined with bookshelves filled with beautiful sets of literature of all countries, with niches everywhere for artistic pieces of pottery from the Persian period of 500 years ago to the most beautiful and wonderful modern French glassware. She showed us many of these modern pieces of which the King is very fond. They are amazing things. Standing in their niches with a soft dark wood background, the colors seem to be grey or dull pearl, but when held out toward the light they become brilliant and flash violet, purple, and mauve. I will note the name of the French maker at the end of my diary.


The floors of the King’s rooms were covered with fascinating Roumanian kelims. Never in Constantinople have I seen so many beautiful and unique kelims. Speaking of kelims reminds me of our visit with the Queen to a most entertaining open air bazaar where dozens of kelims were spread out in the sunshine on a broad sidewalk, a neighboring fence, the long ends of many dropping down from the fence and covering a long steep embankment leading down to the waters of a little river which flows through the city. This street is called The Quai, and is a favorite promenade on sunny afternoons, hence the peasant merchants, who bring in kelims from the outlying provinces, congregate here to sell their wares. Of course, many of the kelims are gaudy modern productions, but occasionally really artistic old ones can be found.


I have neglected to state on some previous day, — which day I have forgotten — that Queen Marie drove with us to the most important Roumanian embroidery shop called Ţăranca, Calea Victoriei 120. We then had our first taste of what it means to go about shopping with the Queen When her car drew up in front of Ţăranca’s, the footman went in first to warn the proprietor that the Queen was coming. He then had his clerks show everybody else out of the shop, and when it was clear the footman came back to open the door for Her Majesty. In the meantime, a crowd of fifty or more persons had gathered on the side walk outside of the door, so that the footman from the two cars had to clear a passage-way for the Queen and her friends. Then the shop door was shut and nobody was admitted until we had finished our inspection, which took us over half an hour. All the while the crowd outside was growing until there were three or four hundred people spreading out into the street, and interfering with traffic. Again and again, I glanced toward the shop door, and saw every inch of its glass panes occupied by peering faces and flattened noses. Of course, Her Majesty ignored the whole thing, and her minions are accustomed to clearing the way for her.


The embroideries at Ţăranca’s are fascinating, the choicest I have ever seen in Roumania. They bear corresponding prices and I do not wonder for the work is very fine. Her Majesty very sensibly said that we could not decide there, and asked the proprietor to send a box of his goods to the palace where we later made selections. Then we drove to the very outskirts of the city over horrible roads to a most fascinating pottery shop where a Transylvanian “Saxon” (the German population of Transylvania are called Saxons) has established one of the most entertaining and fascinating pottery shops I ever visited. He is really very artistic and clever, and under the Queen’s patronage has unearthed hundreds of medieval designs for tiles, plates, and pots of every description.


Her Majesty loves all these things and Theron and she found a vast amount in common in their discussions on ceramics. Writing this later, I am able to say we concluded no present from us four would give Her Majesty more pleasure than a nice piece of the Chinese celadon ware, of which she has almost none, so yesterday (February 18) Theron found a large shallow bowl in the typical soft grey, green, pearly shades, and we are sending it off to be added to the collection at Cotroceni. There is a famous collection of celadon ware in the old Treasury on the Seraglio grounds in Constantinople, and fifteen or twenty pieces have somehow crept into the Bazaars of Stamboul.


At the pottery — Ruffer by name — they have copied old German tiles, and have designed most wonderful tile stoves of the sort that are still used in most German and Roumanian houses. This man made all the stoves for Her Majesty’s house at The Farm, Copăceni, which we visited later.


This afternoon, we also visited for five or ten minutes each five exhibitions of Roumanian paintings, each exhibit representing the work of one man. There was very little that any of us cared for, most of it was flat, hard, and in heavily lined modern style which bores me to extinction. We had to pass through a large book store in going to one exhibit which led us to inquire for the Queen’s books. We could not discover a single one of them on sale anywhere in Bucharest. Is not that amazing? Possibly we might have found them in Roumanian, but certainly no original editions in English or French.


We had tea with King George and Queen Elizabeth alone, a very cozy familiar time, with a considerable talk about modern poetry, during which the story of Alice Neynell and Francis Thompson was told by Cornelia, which they heard for the first time. Thompson’s essay on Shelley is one of the indestructible gems in the English literature. Queen Elizabeth brought out a good many of her Greek costumes. Among them was an exquisite robe which belonged to the wife of the famous Ali Pasha of Yanina, an island in the Lake of Yanina, who was murdered by her own husband on the island. King George visited the family and they presented him with this robe. One morning he found them on the point of chopping up a delightfully carved old family chest. He protested and offered to buy it, whereas they, of course, gave it to him, remarking that it was a shame to insult a King by such a poor gift. It is there in their bedroom at Cotroceni, and is a most quaint and delightful souvenir of Albanian peasantry.


Ali Pasha is famous in art because in any known picture he is represented as wearing a certain cap, the like of which never appeared in any other painting or engraving of that era. An American dealer actually sent an antiquity hunter on a special trip to Europe to search for it, for many people believe it must be preserved somewhere as it was so unique a cap. Thus far it has not been discovered.


We handled the old Minoan jar of heavy green stone with its raised figures with wings and winged feet, which King George says wise masons claim to be masonic symbols. It is supposed to date from 4000 B C., and is not from Crete but from the Peloponnesus. I must look up Evans’s fascinating account of the Minoan finds in Crete.


This afternoon, Queen Elizabeth brought out some of her own embroidery, so fine that she says her eyes will not permit her to work on it for more than half an hour at a time. It will take her years to complete it. She does pretty carved work in ivory, and showed us a dear little relief of the Virgin and Child, on which she is now at work. We feel about Queen Elizabeth that although she is quiet, and sometimes difficult to meet, and is of course unhappy in her present situation, she is a really strong woman who could be of much real service to any country in such a position as queen. This morning she spent three hours with the conductor of the Bucharest Symphony, who was testing her voice to see whether it was worth her while to go on with vocal lessons.


We had dinner in the Studio, Princess Ileana being present. Then the family went off to a private play given in Roumanian which would of course have meant nothing to us. Queen Marie kept us roaring with laughter during dinner by the tales of her peasant friends in Iaşi and elsewhere, especially old man and women who came to her wishing cures for all their ills, and pathetically filled with faith in her power to heal them, or else filled with amusing and petty jealousies and pouring them all out in her ears. At Iaşi, she got acquainted with a strange old man who often came to see her and begged to be allowed to come to Bucharest and visit her, when she was restored after the Germans left the country. He did come two or three times for brief stays, and finally spent a week in a very comfortable room provided by Her Majesty. One morning the servants came in consternation to tell her that he had disappeared, and begged her to come and see his room. When she entered it, she found that the whole contents of the room were gone, even his bathtub and bed! Of course, the servants were horrified, but Her Majesty laughed until she cried, and said if he needed those things so much he would better keep them. So, much to the disgust of the footmen, the police were not informed, and probably he is still sleeping in one or both of those articles.


The Queen said that she gave him a new suit of clothes each time he came so that he could go about the palace looking like a gentleman. She added that no matter how much she might give these old peasants, they always asked for more, — a very familiar story to my Elizabeth and to any of us who live in the Orient.


Her Majesty was full of reminiscences about the life of Iaşi. How cordially she and her country do hate the Germans! She described the German ministry headed by Mr. Marghiloman, which His Majesty had to accept during the latter part of their stay in Iaşi, after the Bolshevik revolution left them helpless in the hands of the Germans. The Roumanian state treasury and many of the Queen’s own jewels were sent to Moscow when the Germans overran Bucharest, and consequently fell into the hands of the Bolsheviks who absolutely refused to give them back except in exchange for Bessarabia, and have probably sold them long ago.
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