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ian legends into *The Tales of the
Dimbovitza,” which for beauty of ex-
pression remains unrivalled among
folk-lore tales. A bibliography of her
writings avould include over thirty
books, besides hundreds of magazine
articles. Her book on aphorisms,
“The Thoughts of a Queen,” was ac-
corded a medal of honor by the French
Academy.  Such diversified literary
talent, powerful in every phase, is
rarely found.

Her work begins at four every
morning, and often lasts until mid-
night.  She embroiders exquisitely,
paints miniatures on ivory, is a fine
musician, having been a pupil of
Rubinstein and Clara Schumann, a
brilliant conversationalist, an accom-
plished linguist, speaking fluently six
languages and understanding as many
more. A poem written in native Ger-
man is often read by her in English
or French before an audience without
previous preparation of translation.
Founding schools, hospitals, and asy-
lums, encouraging the peasant woman
to embroider and the men to cultivate
the mulberry-tree, a liberal patron of
the arts, an architect and adviser of a
nation, Elizabeth has known no rest
in her reign of twenty-five years.

Although the national religion is
ureek, the Queen has been foremost
in building a German Lutheran
church. By nature deeply religious,
her devotion is shown in acts as much
as bv formal attendance at divine ser-
vices.  The walls and stained-glass
windows of the church are covered by
inscriptions, all written by the royal
hand.

All her revenues, except those re-
quired for necessities, even the large
sums received from the work of her
versatile pen. are devoted to charities.
The ideal charity carried on at this
time is Segenhaus, the ancestral castle
6n the Rhine, which, with its magnifi-
cent forest, was inherited bv the
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Queen from her mother, who died
some two years since.

Having reached the highest position
which the ambitions of a woman could
destre, ‘Elizabeth shows no vainglory
in being Queen. She continues to
wear a crown only in an endeavor to
consummate the plans for the ad-
vancement of her adopted country.
No portion of Europe is richer in
fertile soil and natural resources.
This Queen would renounce her
throne, live in a peasant’s hut, attend
the flocks among the Carpathians, if
thereby she might bring happiness
and prosperity to her people.

She lost heart when her only child,
the Princess Marie, was borne to
eternal rest in the beautiful park of
Cotroceni. Her ardent poetic nature
was centred in the lovely idol whose
sweet presence she enjoyed for only
four years, and she was crushed with
unutterable grief, which has expressed
itself in all her poetry and every sub-
sequent action of life. But duty, love
of humanity, loyalty to the King,
whose genius, industry, and heroism
she admires, incited her to the accom-
plishment of the manifold works which
have enriched her life. She was at
Plevna when the heroic Carlos led
the armies of Russia and Roumania
against “Turkey in an engagement
which won the admiration of the
world. In those trying hours she was
in the field of carnage administering
to the wants of the dving, and from
her private purse providing for the
care of hundreds.

Is it any wonder that throughout
the kingdom her loyal subjects call her
“Mama Regina”? How a Queen
of Northern blood, born in another
land, educated to a life more Occiden-
tal than a residence in Roumania
could possibly inspire, can be so de-
voted to an adopted people is a mys-
tery. Yet she loves Roumania more
than her fatherland.




