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Abstract 

The most dangerous enemy of the Romanian Army in the 1913 

campaign was cholera. That gave Princess Marie the opportunity 

to prove to the whole country for the first time and to herself her 

extraordinary qualities of best organizer in the most dangerous 

place of the war the cholera camp at Zimnicea. 
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All of the biographers who have written about Queen Marie of 

Romania consider that the Crown Princess always wanted her 

people’s love. But it was during the participation of Romania at the 

so-called Second Balkan War 10th July-10th August 1913 when she 

discovered the fulfilment of earning in selfless service. It was the 

turning point in her life (Elsberry, 1972: 91; the same point of view is 

adopted in Pakula, 1984: 205–208). 

The future queen explained later the events at the end of the 

Romanian Army campaign in Bulgaria that put her into contact with 

the horrors of the war: 

 

 “It resulted in no battles, but whilst on enemy's ground our troops 

encountered as deadly a foe as cannons—cholera. I was brought into sudden 

contact with this terrible scourge when I went to visit the troops and the Red 

Cross hospitals scattered along the Danube. I cannot help looking upon this 

as a turning point in my life. It was my first initiation into suffering on a 

P 
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larger scale; a thing never before known, heard of, no doubt, but as 

something far away, with which I should never have anything to do. And 

here it was, rising huge before me to throb through my whole being as a 

messenger sent to awaken within me sleeping forces of which I had never 

been aware. I went from place to place, visiting the sick, and my horror grew 

as I began to investigate the conditions in which these hospitals and barracks 

were being run. I had long talks with Elise Bratianu1 and her right-hand, 

Mademoiselle Slivici and Elise told me I could help a great deal if I went 

seriously to work. 

It would lead me too far were I to give a full description of those two 

weeks spent amongst our troops on that bare and dreadful field of suffering. 

The work was hard, the sights heart-rending, but difficulties only multiplied 

our courage and energy. 

At first the doctors in charge of the camp met me with certain 

scepticism; they were inclined to think I should be a hindrance rather than a 

help. It is true that I knew nothing about sickness, but I did not pretend that 

I had come as a nurse; but what I could be was a leader, an upholder, one to 

whom everybody could turn for help. 

Soon doctors, orderlies, soldiers, officers and sisters of charity 

became my most ardent adherents. I was never tired or discouraged. I would 

allow no difficulty to beat me; the harder the work, the more strength did I 

find, and in a few days I had become the pivot around which everything 

revolved.  

After this tremendous experience amongst our soldiers in the 

Zimnicea cholera camp, I was never quite the same again” (Queen Marie of 

Romania, 1934: 554). 

 

We are going to present eight letters of Princess Marie – seven 

to her mother and one to her husband, Prince Ferdinand, who show 

us the tremendous change who fulfils in a few weeks with her. From 

the person who waits to see if the war breaks out or not, to the person 

who decided to involve herself and her children, Elisabeth and Carol, 

in the helping of the soldiers touched by a merciless illness: cholera. 

 

                                                      
1 Brătianu Elisa (1870-1957), born Ştirbei, in the first marriage wife of Al. 

Marghiloman and in the second marriage wife of Ion I.C. Brătianu. 
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“I have no special talent, but Lisabetha and I are arranging a little 

house at the foot of our garden as hospital that we mean to run ourselves” 

wrote the Princess on 2nd /15th of July and on 1st of August: “but 

really all personal questions seem entirely to disappear when one lives in this 

constant straining anxiety, so much more felt when a country is small”, 

proved how much she felt responsible for the destiny of her country. 

On 11th of August: “Lisabetha and I have our own hospital, but neither 

she, nor I love that métier, alas”. But on 30th of August the letter from 

Zimnicea remains as one of the most touching documents about love 

and devotion of a princess to her people. 

We also put as an appendix the description that Princess Mary 

to her mother to the visit of Tsar in Constanta 1st/14th of June 1914, 

where she proved a special quality as a keen observer of people and 

facts. 

This was also the person who will play a decisive role in the 

fulfilment of the greatest aim in the history of Romanians: the making 

of the Great Romania at the end of the World War I, as it is written on 

the Arch of Triumph in Bucharest: “Through the sword of King 

Ferdinand and the thought of Queen Marie”. 

 

 

Cotroceni, July 2nd 1913 

My dear Mama2, 

 

So you cannot make up your mind to leave dear old Russia. 

How well I understand it, especially because you are all alone. 

Here we are in a state of great anxiety, on the very edge of 

war. I always hope and hope and because I am an optimist I can’t 

believe that it will come to the worst, but each day the news gets 

worse. And if we took part it would be against the Bulgarians! I seem 

like living in a bad dream out of which I finally hope to awake. But 

the Bulgarians seem ready to dare anything. I am afraid! They are a 

dangerous and strong enemy. Of course the Serbians and Greeks will 

                                                      
2 Maria de Coburg (1853-1920), daughter of Tsar Alexander II, since 1874 wife of 

Alfred Duke of Edinburgh (1844 -1900). 
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also be at them from other sides, but they are formidable all the same 

because they are half savages that stick at nothing. Uncle has not been 

able to leave for Sinaia kept here by the news which was daily getting 

worse and worse. [News about the family] 

These days it will be settled if we are to mobilize or not. I am 

lunching with Uncle today and shall leave this letter open to hear if 

there is anything new today which I will then add. 

Later. The news I bring back from palace are not too good. It 

seems it’s hopeless to try and with the Bulgarians and we must learn 

to face quite the worst. It seems hardly believable and still I cling to 

the faint chance of peace that remains! It seems impossible! I can’t 

face it quietly, such a war as it would be, and after having done our 

best to keep peace all the time. Uncle keeps very calm, but his whole 

soul shudders at the thought of a war and our harvest promises to be 

so beautiful this year. I am very anxious and these days must decide 

things one way ore another. 

Good-bye Mama dear for today, I can’t write more now. 

 

Your loving Missy 

(National Archives of Romania (onwards ANR), fund Queen Maria, 

dossier V 2705/1913) 

* 

 

2/15 July Cotroceni 

My dear Mama, 

 

I address this letter to Coburg as you were to arrive there 

today. 

The atmosphere here is full of war. All our troops are 

mobilized, we have seen one regiment after another start and now 

Nando and Carol are also gone and near every friend we have has 

left with the troops. It’s a sad moment for women and one needs 

courage and patience. What it is to come remains to be seen. The 

Bulgarians are in a dreadful plight; if they still want to fight us we 

don’t know, anyhow many of our troops are already over the frontier 
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and more are preparing to pass the Danube. The enthusiasm has been 

enormous and the mobilization has been done under astonishingly 

good conditions, quickly and much greater numbers than called in, 

presented themselves. Aunt and I and Lisabetha are doing all we can 

to prepare for the hospitals and also a great organization for aiding 

the families of those that have gone to war. Is it to be war in all its 

horror? That we are not yet sure of, but one has to be prepared. Aunt 

is very nice, not at all annoying, not too exaggerated and very 

energetic. I have no special talent, but Lisabetha and I are arranging a 

little house at the foot of our garden as hospital that we mean to run 

ourselves. Lisabetha goes heart and soul into it, but quietly as she 

does everything. She is also going to organize big sewing parties with 

her friends to sew shirts for the soldiers. 

Bucharest is like dead, motors carriages, horses all have been 

carried off. It’s profoundly melancholic and depressing. 

Alas I see no hope of our dear small meeting at Tegernsee 

even in the best case I hardly see that it could come quickly to an end. 

For the moment I have not been able to send any of the children to 

Sinaia, but I hope in about a week anyhow the younger ones as it will 

get hotter and hotter here. [Princess Mary asked her mother to buy a 

present for her nephew, the son of Wilhelm von Hohenzollern] 

Nando im Feld our house has to go on all the same and all the 

charities have to be done. I have said that every possible economy is 

to be made on the kitchen so that what remains over can be hospital 

food. 

Uncle leaves this evening probably to see the troops cross the 

Danube, but all is kept very secret and we hardly know where they 

will all be. 

Thank you so much for your last long letter. I hope you have 

quite got over your cold and are pleased to be back in quiet Coburg. 

How far away you are from all out troubles! The hardest to me is to 

remain behind, the sister of charity was never strong in me, but the 

love of adventure always was and I would much rather follow them 

through all their hardships than sit at home and wait! But above all 

one must try to be as little as possible in the way! 
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Nando has to command over all the army. He seems quite 

calm about it; I hope he will be up to what is needed of him. Carol 

has gone off as Ordonantzoffizier with him. Nearly everyone we 

know has gone off either active or as Reserveoffizier, it’s an anxious 

time full of hardships and sadness. All one relates about the 

Bulgarians is horrible, I hope half of it is exaggeration, but their 

savageness and cruelty seem without doubt. 

I would not like to be in Ferdinand’s shoes now, a few months 

ago they were in such a fine positions. 

Good-bye for today, Mama dear, think of us and what we are 

going through, very serious times for our little country. 

 

Your loving Missy 

(ANR, fund Queen Maria, dossier V 2706/1913) 

* 

 

Cotroceni, July 22nd 1913 

My dear Mama, 

 

We are going through curious times with all the preparations 

for war, all our army marching to Bulgaria, not a shot fired, on either 

side, but every concession we want is to be made us. We are 

suddenly masters of the situation. Everywhere our troops went, they 

were received with open arms, so sick is that poor country of this 

situation. We have gone through extreme anxiety and now we begin 

to breathe. All our troops are under arms and for days have been 

steadily marching into Bulgaria from all sides. 

There is absolute desolation around us, we have passed 

through every degree of anxiety but now all seems converging 

towards peace and Uncle has suddenly become dictator of the whole 

situation. It’s a rather wonderful moment for us and we have been 

able to learn a lesson from the rise and fall of Bulgaria, so Uncle is 

going to stick whatever our people may try and push him to do, to 

ask only for that, that we asked for from the beginning and in no 

other way to profit of the situation except to demand that the 
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conference for peace amongst the Balkan States should be at Sinaia. 

Our army has severest orders to behave well and till now there has 

been nothing but politeness between our soldiers and the Bulgarians. 

We are to resists the temptation of marching into Sophia which will 

be a blow to our army which is full of enthusiasm and of course 

dreams honours.  

There is even great disappointment that it has not come to 

battles which of course shows that they barely realize what war 

means and what a wonderful thing it is to obtain all one wants 

without losing a life. Of course it will last some time before they come 

back, but I begin to think in spite of the falseness of the Bulgarians 

that peace is near. But I am terrible sorry for them; greatness was 

never of so short duration and fall, so complete. They are absolutely 

caught in a net on every side after having been false and traitors all 

round, not having played one game straight. It’s a tremendous lesson, 

but for who has a heart, cannot help pitying them deeply their 

situation is absolutely desperate. 

I went for two days to where the army was, to see the troops 

cross the Danube upon the bridge that had been build in 7 ½ hours. It 

was a fine sight and the enthusiasm was enormous and touching to 

see. We hardly thought that our rather sceptical, apathetic, country 

could rise to such enthusiasm. Of course it costs enormously that is 

the great drawback, but otherwise a mobilization like this is a fine 

trial for an army and we had agreeable instead of disagreeable 

surprises. So if God want, it will end well, but one trembles, luck 

turns so easily and one is inclined to say with the words of the Old 

Testament: “I have seen all the works that are done under the sun, 

and behold all is vanity and vexation of spirit! That which is crooked 

cannot be made straight; and that which is wanting cannot be 

numbered3. ” Fine words that come to one’s mind at this moment. 

Our life here is still, lonely, anxious, but interesting, 

palpitating so, as one never knows what the next hour may bring. It’s 

a time like no other, needs courage, hope and faith. 

                                                      
3 The Ecclesiastes, verses 14 and 15. 
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I hope you are quite well and that you are all happy together 

in Langenburg […] 

 

Your loving daughter Missy 

(ANR., fund Queen Maria, dossier V 2707/1913) 

* 

 

Tuesday [9/22 iulie 1913] coming 

 

My dear Nando, 

 

I sent you this letter by Barbu4 who insists upon going back 

although I don’t think he has quite recovered yet. How are you all, 

what kind of conditions did you find there? How is the cholera? Are 

there new cases at Plevna? How is the weather? What are you doing? 

So many questions for which I want answers. It seems already many 

days that you are gone, they are long too when one is anxious and 

wants news. Here Uncle is doing his very best to succeed in obtaining 

peace. Yesterday, Monday, it looked less well, today as Uncle says 

“Stehen wir wieder auf zwei Beinen!” I have very little to relate. The 

house is more than empty and lonely without you and Carol and 

without the children. I drove once with Martha quite alone with 

Helene Mavrodi. She was of course charming as ever. Today she is 

having herself inoculated with the idea of going off to nurse the 

cholera – but I think it will take a little time before she can start. I hear 

you have all the same called the ladies and their “barraques” to help. 

I wonder where they are going to. Are you taking the necessary 

precautions? Is Cantacuzino satisfied with the results he obtains? Of 

the children I have good news. I hope Mircea will soon be quite 

strong again. I have sent the little Perticari girl up to be with them. 

Helene took her there in her motor with her Jacobson to have a look 

at them. Uncle is now using a certain amount of pressure on the 

Bulgarians to oblige them to make peace. It seems he is in constant 

                                                      
4 Stirbei Barbu (1872-1946) since 1913 till 1927 administrant of the Crown Domains. 
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communication with Kaiser Bill5  and that he has said he entirely 

relies upon Uncle’s decisions. But all the same they are anxious times. 

Filipesco is supposed to be making böses Blut here and Uncle is very 

angry with him. 

 I hope the tobacco arrived safely and that you were able to 

have it immediately transported although according to the news the 

bridges are becoming useless because of the growing size of the 

Danube – I hope you are keeping well? And that Carol is careful. I 

wonder how long it will be before you come back again. 

 

Maddy, Tuesday coming 

(ANR, fund King Ferdinand, dossier V 497/1913) 

* 

 

1 August 1913 

My dear Mama, 

 

Thank you for your dear letter from Langenburg. I was so 

pleased to receive details. How nice that Sandra has already been able 

to make such improvements in the old castle. It was always such a 

sympathetic place and now that it’s really hers her heart must rejoice 

over it. 

We are still struggling with a difficult and complicated 

situation. Uncle has obtained a five days truce and now with all ones 

might one is trying to settle the difficult question about which so 

much has already been talked l’équilibre balkanique. The great 

difficulty, that al the other countries have conceived such a profound 

distrust of Bulgaria that they will come to no understanding unless 

Bulgaria gives absolute guarantees of good faith. Uncle has the beau 

rôle. The unfortunate Ferdinand has written him a letter full of 

despair, so humble that he begins with the words that he has no more 

the right to speak as King to King but only as one relation to another 

and putting the fate of Bulgaria entirely in his hands, begging to 

prevent that it should be entirely wiped out. What a tragic reviriment 

                                                      
5 German Emperor William II. 
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from this winter when they treated us with completely hauteur and 

impudence. But Uncle is both diplomat and a gentleman so he knows 

how to resist the temptation to humiliating a fallen enemy and on the 

contrary will do his best to obtain conditions for Bulgaria that it 

should be able to retain a fair part in the Balkan division of land. It’s a 

most critical moment and in the first days of next week will be 

decided if the bloody war is to continue or peace at last. 

You can’t think the continual tension in which we are living. 

And now of all horrors cholera amongst our troops! It seems it has 

been in the Bulgarian villages where our troops quartered but 

nothing had been said, although we were received as friends and not 

as enemies, and with it fear and consternation. The great thing is not 

to lose one’s head and to do as severely as possible all that can be 

done. But how difficult! They are far away and the conditions 

extremely complicated. And for such moments, all doctors, means 

medicines, provisions, are insufficient. It has fallen amongst us as a 

horrible nightmare and of course there is enormous danger of 

bringing it into the country. 

Nando and Carol have come back for a few days during the 

truce. They both look well and stand all fatigues. I go nearly daily to 

the palace to keep à la hauteur of each day’s event. Luckily Uncle 

keeps wonderfully well. Of course it’s a grand moment for him, but 

one where all his faculties have to be used to the last degree, it’s so 

frightfully important and so desperately delicate. Peace is absolutely 

needed. The carnage of the last ten months surpasses (sic!) all 

descriptions. The killing, murdering, massacring has no words. Uncle 

calculates that about 300.000 of the population has been killed not 

counting the soldiers. It has been a real devastation and now the 

Turks are taking back what they lost this winter. Was there ever such 

a rapid and terrific change of luck, for and against a country? 

Forgive my talking of nothing else, but really all personal 

questions seem entirely to disappear when one lives in this constant 

straining anxiety, so much more felt when a country is small. When 

the army is under arms it means everyone one knows. 
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The four younger children left for Sinaia this morning. It was 

hard to let them go. It was better although we have had no heat here 

only the most pleasant temperature. 

No, our affaires are in good order, but the times are a great 

strain upon our households. 

Lisabetha and I has a little hospital where we take in soldiers 

sent back from the front, ill, as there are no wounded. Those ill of the 

cholera have of course to be seen to, sur place and as much as possible 

isolated from all the rest. 

Hard times, Mama dear, but they could be over soon if it 

comes to peace. 

How happy you must be to have that delicious Alvaro. I do as 

hope that we will perhaps be able to come to you still in September si 

Dieu veut. 

. 

Missy  

(ANR, fund Queen Maria, dossier V 2708/1913) 

* 

 

Cotroceni, August 11th 1913 

My dear Mama, 

 

I felt unable to write lately, all was too uncertain, we were 

going through moments of intense straining anxiety, but now peace is 

signed! How long it will last remains to be seen, but the best was 

done to render it tolerable for all sides. Of course the Bulgarians are 

in such a plight that they had to quietly submit to have their flesh cut 

into. Uncle took care of their interests as much as he possibly could, 

fighting step by step to keep for them as much as possible, but the 

Greeks were the most difficult and the question of Cavalla was bitter 

and hard. But peace had to be and pressure had to be used to oblige 

the Bulgarians to sign the treaty. The three armies are next to 

exhausted. If they had begun fighting again it would have led to 

battles and more slaughtering but to no definitive result. We know 

for certain that the Bulgarians won’t fight any more. In the case of our 
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troops the soldiers refused to fight, in some cases even killing their 

own officers who tried to force them to fire. The officers had no more 

influence over their men. War had lasted too long and they no more 

understood for what they were fighting. When our soldiers asked the 

Bulgarians prisoners why they would not fight, they answered that 

they did not want to fight with Christians. When asked why they had 

then begun war against their allies, they replied: “Oh, for that you 

must ask Danev” so you see Danev6 was at the bottom of all their 

misfortunes, having entirely lost their head over their first victories. It 

has been a sad lesson of fall through pride, but one cannot help being 

terribly sorry for them because their fall was too rapid and from too 

high, their glory having been too short and bought with too many 

lives.  

If they were not really as atrociously cruel and savage as one 

relates, one would be sorrier but they really resemble the yellow races 

in their cruelty and cunning, this is not un parti pris, but truth alas. 

Nando saw himself a Bulgarian officer, who had hanging round his 

neck as fétiche two little babies’ heads! And the prisoners related 

themselves that after having profited of the women, they used to cut 

off their breasts and those that were in a family way they opened 

with their baillonettes and took out the children. This they related 

themselves as something natural, I am not telling stories invented to 

be gruesome! Nevertheless our big dinner on Sunday was intensely 

tragic. There sat the Bulgarians amongst the others, morally obliged 

to eat at same table as those who had been their allies and had 

become their bitterest enemies, forced to take part in the rejoicing 

over a peace which they had to sign! Yes, it’s tragic and rather awful. 

I had the ill-luck of having Toncev7  the principle Bulgarian besides 

me. All conversation was difficult because each subject was painful 

leading along each road to closed doors. 

                                                      
6 Danev, Stoian (1858-1949) leading Bulgarian liberal politician and twice Prime 
Minister (4 January 1902 - 19 May 1903 and 14 June–17 July 1913). Near Tsar 
Ferdinand one of the responsible for the outbreak of the Second Balkan War. 
7 Toncev Dimitar, Bulgarian Finance Minister represented his country at the Peace 
Treaty of Bucharest. 
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But Uncle has been wonderful and acted in all things as a real 

leader and great man. We always saw a little bit his funny sides, well 

I assure you one learns to admire him; he has been quite wonderful. 

He is one of the greatest workers I ever saw. And all this winter his 

own people insulted him and hated him for keeping peace, and now 

where Romania has so magnificently come out of it all without 

having fired a shot, his popularity has no bounds. I am so happy for 

him, it’s a really fine crowning of his difficult life and long work and 

suddenly after the hard moments of this winter through miraculous 

chance aided by his intelligence, patience, wisdom, he stands in a 

quite unique position. I am afraid you never liked him enough to 

really rejoice with us. You are too much a Russian from a big country 

to have real honest sympathies with a little country, but all the same I 

tell you we have been through enormous and deep emotions lately 

where Uncle has really been unser Steuersmann! Excuse my saying 

all this, but you see I have learnt to become one with the interests of 

this country however badly it may behave sometimes. 

The shadow of the picture is cholera. And as in all really 

military sanitary and medical arrangements they are always prepared 

for wounded but not for épidemies however much one may warn 

them. The conditions at first were awful but now they have begun to 

enrage the horrible terror, but there will be hundreds of victims all 

the same. Nando and Carol are still in Plevna with very little to do, 

but they can’t come back yet as now they must occupy themselves 

with the demobilizing which is complicated especially by the cholera 

which of course we must try and avoid spreading through our own 

country. 

Among the delegates there were some pleasant people. 

Venizelos8  is clever and pleasant. One of the Bulgarian General 

Fitcev9 was sympathetic. Amongst the Serbians there were pleasant 

people especially one with the delicious name of Spalaicovici10 who 

                                                      
8 Venizelos Elefterios (1864-1936), Greek Prime Minister. 
9 Fichev, Ivan (1860-1931), Bulgarian general, Minister of Defense, military historian 
and academician. 
10 Spalajkovic, Miroslav (1869-1951), Serbian Foreign Minister. 
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took the fancy of the ladies; there was also a little Greek of name 

Politis11  who was belles lettres and all that could be wished of him12. 

Carol suffers from Heimweh out there amongst nothing but 

soldiers and with a father who is neither companion nor adviser. 

Purely military company is very tiring à la longue I believe especially 

when it’s a case of inaction. 

I do hope that I will be able to come to you in September. Will 

you be at Tegernsee, or still at the Rosenau. I hope Ali has safely 

returned; it must be a constant anxiety. 

Our flyers during this war have been wonderfully lucky, they 

have had all sorts of adventures and mostly smashed their machines 

but none were killed. 

Helene13 Mavrodi’s brother is also a flyer, and he is quite 

young and very daring and will do anything on his machine. Lately 

being no more necessary in Bulgaria he flies from town to town after 

the lady of his heart (Marthe Bibesco) who is with an ambulance, but 

my poor Mme Mavrodi has gone through every degree of anxiety 

also outwardly she is calm. She is an angel of a woman; I don’t know 

why chance allowed me to fall upon such a treasure. 

I think this letter is getting too long! [..[ 

Lisabetha and I have our own hospital but neither she, nor I 

love that métier, alas. 
 

Your loving Missy 

 (ANR., fund Queen Maria, dossier V 2706/1913) 

* 

 

 

 

                                                      
11 Politis, Nikolaos (1872–1942), Greek diplomat, later Minister of Foreign Affairs 
(1916-1920) 
12 About the works of the Peace Conference in Bucharest, see  Maiorescu, 1995: 152 -
156. 
13 Mavrodi, Elena (1863-1941), born Greceanu, married to the diplomat Eugeniu 
Iorgu Mavrodi (1859-1915), minister at Bruxelles (1 February 1899 – 1 Junie 1909). 
Since 1911 Elena Mavrodi was lady in waiting of the Crown Princess, later Queen 
Mary. 

 



Princess Marie of Romania – her Letters from the Balkan War | 125 

Zimnicea 30th August 1913 

My dear Mama, 
 

Alas I cannot yet say when I will be able to come to you, I 

have undertaken a difficult but interesting work. Since a week I am 

entirely living amongst cholera, organizing improvising encouraging, 

keeping thing together. I never thought I would be able to, never 

thought I could stand it, but the immense difficulties, the want of 

everything the need of showing courage to those who running away, 

awoke my fighting spirit and now suddenly my life and interests 

have changed and I am the centre of an enormous lazaret de 

choleriques who entirely depend on me to keep up a courage spirit 

and the necessary means. I don’t feel myself at all, I am a changed 

person I almost live there, all orders are given by me, all provisions, 

medicines, and beds are distributed by me. I have called to my help 

some wonderful Catholic sisters St. Vincent de Paul14  and they are 

the very soul of the whole thing. There is much to relate, I hardly 

know how to describe it all. The facts are that cholera broke out 

furiously amongst our troops in Bulgaria, now they are all returning 

and the country must be saved as much as possible from the horrible 

illness spreading. I came down to Turnu Magurele, a little town on 

the Danube, when some charitable ladies had put up flying hospitals 

for the ill and wounded, to inspect what they were doing, but not in 

the least with the intention of remaining, but I found a quite different 

situation than I expected. The ladies baraques were full of typhoid 

fever, accidents, wounded etc, but nothing was organized for the 

cholera, all was wanting, besides panic had seized everybody and 

nothing was really being done and our poor soldiers dying like flies. 

Then I saw that I must come that it was my place here, they needed, a 

centre, a help, someone who had authority to turn to so with the help 

of one or two clever and energetic doctors we made a whole 

organization the scientific part in their affair, the material part mine 

and Nando’s. 

                                                      
14 The most famous will be Sister Elisabeth Pucci (1847?–13/26 March 1918); about 
her activity and her death during the war, see Maria Regina României, 2015, vol. II.: 
403–470. 
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I am here at Zimnicea, a small village like town on the Danube 

where one of the bridges over the river had been constructed. I live or 

rather sleep and eat on our yacht, but all my days are spent in our 

field lazaret which is of the most primitive improvised sort. Picture 

yourself an immense field on which about thirty wooden stables have 

been built; in these stables on the earth, straw and that is all that 

existed as hospitals. In incredible short time, I collected with the help 

of all that would and could beds, linen, medicines, food, provisions, 

sister of charity. The army provides the sanitaires (simple soldiers) 

and the doctors. In a short space of time we turned these stables into 

more or less habitable Räume into which our poor ill and dying are 

huddled. Each building has a doctor and a few sanitaires and mine 

have nuns. The work is repulsive because cholera is an atrocious 

illness. Needless to say I do none of the real nursing myself, it would 

not be possible and really too dangerous, but I am here, there and 

everywhere, talking and encouraging those who are less bad, giving 

provisions, covers, linen, beds, mattresses to those that I can do 

nothing for. Many die alas, and I have seen horrible sights. Quite at 

the end they feel and see nothing more, they lie with their heads far 

back with eyes sunk deep into their heads, labouring for breath but 

quite unconscious, their faces blue and purple. The worst stage to see 

they have cramps and contortions and fearful sickness and other 

terrible manifestations, but there I never remain, I only pass through I 

can be of no help and I don’t exaggerate nor I am unnecessarily 

sentimental when I am of no use. But they are touching, the moment 

they are the least bit better they are immensely grateful for the 

smallest attention the smallest kindness, a smile, word, a flower. I go 

from baraque to baraque with wine for instance and give it them 

myself in their cups and they drink greedily because they die of 

thirst, I give them also lemons, sow sweets, anything that refreshes. It 

all seems to me like an extraordinary dream. I can hardly believe that 

it’s I who am in the midst of it all. We have put a tent for all my nuns 

and there they cook, sleep, keep my provisions. I call it my Quartier 

Général all this improvised in the most impossibly difficult 

conditions. To add to our distress we have had torrential rain and our 
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field was turned into a lake of mud through which we waded about. 

My most faithful aid and helper is Carol, he is quite excellent and has 

also gone heart and soul into it. 

From all sides things are being sent to me, I divide then all out 

myself, amongst others enormous quantities of tobacco because the 

Romanian peasant is a tremendous smoker. 

There are masses of troops lying about in bivouacs, in the 

mud under tents, under quarantine. Carol and I go about amongst 

them and bring them tobacco. Nando is also a help as much as he can 

and I make him use his authority to give the necessary military 

orders. I did not want any ladies to help, I preferred the nuns. Only 

one excellent creature, a very ugly and elderly Mme Cantacuzene15  is 

here who had already bravely gone to nurse our cholera soldiers in 

Bulgaria, with a flying hospital of her own. There are a hundred more 

thing to describe, but I cannot write more now, I must be off again. I 

am perfectly well and take all necessary precautions, but must remain 

here as moral soutien as long as I am needed after the worst is over I 

hope to come to you (well disinfected) for a change of air and scenes. 

You how little I cared for hospitals, but here the extreme and horrible 

need, the panic cholera spreads with it, forced me into it, and now  

I am using all the energy of which I am capable. 

All the other children are well and are in Sinaia. 

 

Love to you all Missy  

(ANR., fund Queen Maria, dossier V 2710/1913) 

* 

 

Constanţa, June 18th 1914 

My dear Mama, 

 

I must send you a word to tell you about our Russian day, 

which thank God went off extremely well, accompanied by the most 

                                                      
15 Cantacuzino, Constanţa, (1867–1948) sister of dr. Constantin Cantacuzino (1849-
1920), physician of the Royal Court. See Maria Regina României, 2014, vol. I: 134. 
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glorious weather sunny, smiling, windless and yet not too hot, a day 

of rare beauty so rare is the intemperate. 

About 9 ½ their beautiful yacht16  steamed over a slightly 

moving sea, but blue and radiant - the day before it had been very 

rough – it was a lovely sight, with the usual accompaniment of flags, 

hurrahs, music. 

From the first we all have a pleasant surprise, which was 

Alix17; she took part in everything except the parade and tried to 

smile and was anyhow very amiable. The daughters were sweet but 

they were baked brown as nuts by the sun, so were not looking their 

best and were not found very pretty though everybody agreed that 

they were charming, natural, and amicable. Nicky18 was of course 

sweet, and Uncle loves him. They were touching together, somehow, 

the old men and the young one, both nearly at the same height. 

Of course it was a real royal day as far as fatigued went, and 

my leg resents too great exertions of standing up especially when it is 

very hot. First there was a Te Deum in the church after their arrival, 

with a solemn drive through the troop-lined streets. There were 

frantic cheering and the population was full of gleeful excitement. 

Then there were a family lunch here in Aunt’s small pavilion with all 

the children, a quite cheery but hot business with the usual terrible 

photographer at the end of it, sweating and excited, then some eager 

women from schools who offered gifts of silk and embroideries and 

national production (of good taste because I had made the selection 

myself) then after that there was actually an hour rest, then we went 

on board their beautiful ship for a big tea where everyone was 

invited, but where the family had their own table. Even Mircea came 

and was adored by the girls. Ileana was simple adorable and enjoyed 

                                                      
16 Standart, was an Imperial Russian yacht serving Emperor Nicholas II and his 
family, was in her time (late 19th/early 20th century) the largest Imperial Yacht 
afloat. After the Russian Revolution the ship was placed in drydock until 1936, when 
she was converted to a minelayer. During World War II she played a significant role 
in the defence of Leningrad. 
17 Alexandra Feodorovna (1872-1918), born Grand Duchess of Hesse since 26th of 
November 1894 wife of Tsar Nicolas II. 
18 Tsar Nicolas II (1868 -1918) Tsar (1894-1917) 
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it all as if she were quite at home and people were quite enchanted 

with her, she was so absolutely sweet and amiable and charmante. 

The only thing Alix did not take part in was the parade; 

otherwise she bravely and even amiably went through everything. 

She even looked quite handsome especially in the evening when she 

took part in the big banquet. The parade was a great success it was 

from 6 to 7, a delicious hour and great enthusiasm, very pretty too 

with the blue sea as background. 

There was hardly any time to dress and then there was a great 

banquet in a very pretty snow white hall, built on purpose. After a 

drive in open motors through the illuminated streets, the two girls 

and I were enjoying it very much. Carol came for the day, was 

vergnügt, but not particularly attentive to the young girls. The public 

of course hope that an engagement would come off sur place. 

About 11 the beautiful yacht steamed out again to the sound of 

guns and music and cheering. Le public était très chaud and the 

whole day went off without a hitch, fine weather included. 

 

[News about the family] 

Your loving daughter Missy. 

(ANR., fund Queen Maria, dossier V 2711/1914) 
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