





























Maria Feodorovan to his son Michael Amalienborg, the 17th. Deeem%:r 19072
November

My dear darling Misha,

Yesterday evening I was so happy to receive your dear letter and I am
hurrying now to thank you with all my heart for it and give this letter
still to=day to the last "Feldpost!".

Thank Heaven, you are now in perfect health, my dear Misha. These horrible
foreign newspapers, God knows what they are able to write about you ! Every=—
body here keeps asking me with extreme sympathy about your health. But how
unpleasant that you are having such a cold weather and without snow, which
makes it worse. Here, up to now, we never had less than - 2°C during the day,
but in Lorquefru they had - 62C. I have come back with Arara from the church
"Holmens Kirke!" where we heard an excellent sermon by the Rev. Provst Fenger.

Yesterday, I was sad at heart to spend my birthday without you and I thought
very much of the bygone days when we were all together, completely happy, in
Gatchina and also with my dear unforgettable Georgie in Abastouman. The best
would be not to celebrate it anymore. At present, it results too sad ! Of course;
it was quite a comfort to be with dear Arara, who was so good and so touchingly
nice to me. Besides, that very day, I had a toothache. It suddently stopped
before lunch, which was very pleasant as we had many guests.

I had in mind to give you a surprise arriving on the 22nd about 5 o'clock,
but alas ! you already knew. I am deeply touched that you are happy about it
and thank you, my dear Misha, for your having written this so nicely.

The photographs of Gatchina are astonishingly beautiful and the one I was
expecting is just that of "de 1l'autre cdté" of the whole palace. It commes
from Gatchina's photographer, I forgot his name, who took it especially for me.

To-day, the newspapers published that uncle Wladimir wounded Narishkine after
a hunting party. If this is true, it is horrible, poor man ! I do hope that
this also is a lie. How strange that they suddenly, now, and in spite of all
left for Paris ! They could not bear it longer.

Now, I must finish this letter. God help us to meet soon again ! It will be
very sad to say good bye to dear Arara, but I am very happy at the idea to
embrace you and Baby.

Arara, uncle Hans and uncle Waldemar send greetings and I kiss you most
tenderly, my dear Mishkin.

Christ be with you !

Your Mummy.




