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TO LENIN'S MOTHER

July 3

Dear Maria Alexandrovna,

Yesterday I received your letter of June 16. We are getting our letters written today because we had intended to go visiting, but it is doubtful whether we shall make the trip since some "weather" is beginning. Volodya must have praised it too much‑he kept say​ing "lovely, lovely weather" and now it has changed till it is like nothing on earth. There is wind every day that makes the shutters rattle. But it isn't cold and we take a daily walk as we did before. Although the shooting season has begun, Volodya has, not yet got "hunting fever". 1‑b has been shooting only a couple of times. He shot some grey‑hen and we made some good meals off them. We keep intending to go visiting, we have permission to go to town, but the permit is lying at the volost centre and we don't know whether we shall go or not. We wore all ready to go when we learned that Vasily Vasilyevich was at the factory and on his way back would call for us to go with him‑and we have invited Glob and Zina to come at that time .... I want to see Zina and have a chat with her, it is a long time since I last saw her. The only thing is that after all these meetings with comrades one feels somehow dissatisfied. You intend to say every​thing there is to say but when you meet the talk somehow gets pushed into the background by all sorts of excursions, chess playing, skating, etc. The result is more like fatigue than pleasure. However that may be, it is good to see people. We have heard from Yermakov​skoye that Anatoly is very bad, Lepeshinsky's wife is a nurse and she thinks the end is not far off. The doctor at Yermakovskoye is a great optimist and assures Dominika that there is still hope. About Mikh. Al.‑he is all alone because his flancée has postponed her arrival until the end of summer. Yerrnakovskoye is now the most populated place in our district. I have been wondering all the time whether they will send anybody else to Shushenskoye, but they have not done so. Prominsky's time will be up in the autumn and the main question for them now is whether they will go home at the cost of the govern​ment; it is a big family, eight of them, and they will never manage ft on their own resources. In the time we have been here we have got quite used to our Shushenskoye comrades and if for any reason a day

• 0. A. Papperek.‑Ed.

passes without Oscar or Proninsky coming we feel that there is some. thing missing .... Why is Lirochka so bored? She wrote to us that she has so much work she has to get up at 5 or 6 in the morning to get everything done. It is true that all her work is the sort that gives her little satisfaction, but that is something she cannot change. Kazachinskoye is no worse than any other place. I should very much like to see her but now I am hardly likely to. If she is transferred to our district, it will be when we are no longer here.

Well, good‑bye. Many kisses. Mother, sends very best regards. Has Anyuta left yet? If not, kiss her for me, and kiss Manya, too, many, many times.

Yours,


N. Ulyanova

Written July 3, 1899

Sent from Shushenskoye to Podoisk

First published in 1931

in Lenin's Letters f. Relatives

Dear Maria Akxandrovna,

It is quite a long time since I wrote to you and I have not even answered Manyasha's letter of September 14 and my conscience is troubling me on account of it. There is nothing new to write about and I have described our daily life many times. A few days ago Rut​natovsky visited us and he told us about the people at Yermakov​skoye. A son has been born to Dominika but the child is ill, they think it is consumptive, and she herself is sick all the time and very miser​able. Mikh. Al. has been found fit for service in the army and he is now enjoying his last few months of freedom. In December he will be sent nobody knows where but for the time being he is very busy. His wife is always rather poorly, she is miserable and amuses herself by taking walks in the vegetable garden with a calf and her dog, Kurtashka. They promised to come to us as soon as the sleigh road is open. On the two days Kurnatovsky was with us, the men all went out shooting first thing in the morning; Kurnatovsky is fanatically keen on this sport. Somebody has heard from Kazachinskoye that Yaku​
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bova has disappeared from there, enquiries are being made about her everywhere, and the people at Yermakovskoye have been asked whether she has been there; according to their information she was there a week ago. There are rumours that she has escaped abroad, somebody has seen her in Berlin. So that's that.

It is already autumn here and soon we shall go skating. That will be better because we have got rather fed up with walking and Volodya's shooting will soon he over. He is now busy with the Webbs' book. He has to work on alone because two of us together take longer. It is boring enough work because the translation is a poor one and it has to be almost all retranslated. Actually I don't do anything and I don't know where all the time goes. There remain three mouths and 13 days to the day of our departure, that is very little. I have already applied to the police department for permission to go to Pskov. Mother intends to make the same application in her own name.

Well, good‑bye. Many kisses, regards to all.

Yours,

Written October 17, 1899

Sent from Shushensk‑oye to Moscow

First published in 1929

in the journal Pro letarskays

Revolyutsiya No. 8‑9

Nadya
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TO LENIN'S SISTER MARIA

March 28

There have not been any letters from you or Aryan for a long time, It looks as if my last "collective" letter was not to your liking, Somehow I could not write at that time. The Siberians recently gave me a good trouncing for a "collective" letter. Volodya came in for a good dose, too; he wrote a letter of twenty lines for five persons and expected to get five letters in answer to it. They made lnerciless fun of him. So that was that. Congratulations, dear Marusya, and here's wishing you all the best. Since I have written all the gossip about myself in a letter to Maria Alexandrovna, I am going to write about mutual acquaintances. Yegor came to see us. I was awfully glad to see him because I had not known what to think about him. He looks radiant and very much alive. He kept talking the whole time without a stop. He told us that Vastly Vnsilyevich had rot a good job in Omsk. that Tonya had given birth to a girl and that both were doing well, E.E. is in ecstasies over her granddaughter (she was quite indifferent to the first). Gleb has also got a good job, assist​ant manager of a railway depot near Tomsk. So far, Zina is still in Nizhueudinsk. And so everything is all right with them. But poor MA. is having a bad time in Riga. He wrote that the barracks wre worse than a prison; he is not allowed out alone, always in the company of a soldier, and then only as far as the shop. They took away all his books except the German dictionary and Civil Law. The food is bad and he cannot take any into the barracks, it would be stolen immediately. The clothing they gave him is so bad he had to get some of his own. The worst thing of all Is that MA. has been posted to the very company that dealt brutally with the workers; the soldiers received an award of tO rubles each for killing a worker, and when they were on patrol they opened fire on their own initiative. So you see!

The comrades in Minusinsk are all keeping well. I recently received a letter from them which made me very glad. Altogether, I never imagined that I had become so fond of the Minusinsk crowd. Bnram​zin, the man we left our dog with, intends to bring us (really to Volo​dya) a drawing of her, he draws very well. Our dog seems to be having a good time and has become a general favourite. Talking of the dog reminds me of Lirochka. She once passed on some instructions through 're, and one of them concerned a most detailed description of a moth‑eaten mongrel. One of our mutual friends recently got a letter from her and sent me an extract from it. I was not at all pleased with the theoretical part of the letter. She says that Bernstein offers nothing in the way of theory‑"That is some sort of idiocy!" But the practical significance of the book, she says, is tremendous; he has turned his attention to the needs of the masses and calls for reality, for concrete things. She believes the book to be a success because the orthodox trend had begun to pall. She says about the resolution"

•
This letter has been lost.‑Ed.

" This apparently refers to the 'Protest by Russian Social‑Demo​crats" (Collected Works, Vol. 4, pp. 167‑182).‑.‑Ed.

that here energy finds an outlet in Inventing a path that development must follow. In general, Lirochka to me is now an X. She and I for​merly held astonishingly identical views, but something has been happening to her in the past three years and I don't understand her any more. Perhaps we would come to an agreement if we met, but there's something lacking in our correspondence. She is not the Li​rochka I knew and it is no use writing about mists, weather and so on, and she doesn't seem to want to write about anything else, and she can't, anyway. To tell the truth, I cannot reconcile myself to her marriage. Her husband* created the impression on me of a kind of narrow self‑assurance..., But I have said too much on this subject. Good‑bye. Kiss Anyuta and give 'MT. my regards.

Yours,


Nodya

Written March 28, 900

Sent from Ufa to Moscow

First published in 1929

In the journal Pro tetarshava

RevolLiutsiyo No. 11
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TO LENIN'S SISTER MARIA

Her Excellency Maria Ilyiniclina Ulyanova,

Shnronov's House, No. 25,

Bakhmetyevskaya Street,

Moscow

Printed from the original

March 30

Dearest Manyasha,

The day before yesterday I sent a letter to you and MA. and yesterday got one from you. I am very glad that MA. may possibly go to visit Volodya, as it looks as if I shall not be able to move from here for a long time. Yes, Volodya has got thinner, but it was only very recently that he lost weight, before that he looked very healthy. I think it is not so much the catarrh that bothers hint as insomnia. Recently his insomnia has been chronic, he was very excited before our departure and the frosts were so fierce that he did not go out at all. As soon as we set out Volodya cheered up and began

* K. M. Takhtarev..‑Ed.

to eat and sleep properly. I think he will be able to check the catarrh with the waters that did him good before; in general, Volodya takes care of his health. He writes that he is being well fed. It is a pity, of course, that he has to live away from the family.

I gathered from your letter that Yuly came to see you and so all my news is now stale.

I am sending you my translation and the book. I don't understand any of the underlined passages and, apart from that, I imagine I have translated a lot of the rest all wrong. I do not know the language at all, and the dictionary is little help; one phrase often has several meanings the way I read it. You must take a look at the entire trans​lation and correct it where it is tcrong. That's all. Good‑bye, my darling Englishwoman. Many kisses for MA. and Anya.

Written March 30, 1900

Sent from Wa

First published in 1931

in Lenin's L el ters to Relatives

Dear Maria Alexandrovna,

I have just received a postcard from Volodyn, sent from Austria ....

The letters are a long time on the way‑I got the postcard on the eighth day, which means I shall receive Volodya's letters on the ninth or tenth day. Volodya writes that he feels very well and! am very, very pleased about it, of course. How are you keeping? Are you quite well? After the impassable mud and the dampness here, we are now enjoying wonderful days. You are probably having excellent weather too and you can take advantage of the summer. Things are all right here now. I am sorry you and Anyuta got such an unfavourable impression of Wa; the weather was terribly muggy at the time and our place was all higgledy‑piggledy. We are still living in the same apart​ment but we shall probably soon be moving to a winter apartment, an excellent one that we have tried, across the road diagonally from us. I am now quite well and so is Mother. She sends you all her regards.

When Volodya was staying here in Ufa he wrote Filippnv a scath​ing letter about his having printed Volodya's article in such distorted

Yours,

N. U.
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form. A letter came from Filippov after Volodya had left in which

he tried to gloss it over. "Dear Sir, an opportunity of settling the affair has occurred. I am sending you the manuscript of Skvortsov's article, so that you can reply. I ask you to bear the censorship conditions in mind and keep the article short." It seemed as if he wanted to appease Volodya by sending him the article, but two days later he changed his mind and sent another letter, this time not for forwarding to VA. as before, but to be forwarded to Mr. Ulyanov. The outward appearance of the letter alone was evidence of his disdain‑a torn‑off half sheet of paper on which the letter had been typed with correc​tions to the typing. The letter was foolishly abusive, the man does not seem to understand what he is talking about. I wrote him that I had received the two letters and could not send them on to Volodya because I did not know his address, but would send them immediately I did; I said I was returning the manuscript because if it were sent abroad there would be a long delay in getting it printed and the author would hardly be likely to approve of it. Volodya would probably not want to accept favours from that idiot. Skvortsov's article is also excessively abusive. The same meaningless quotations from Marx and complete failure to understand one's opponent. There is no point even in polemicising with such a person. I doubt whether Volodya will answer him.

Maria Andreyevna called the day after Volodya's departure. She was very nice and awfully kind. I felt a twinge of conscience‑I do not know how to he nice to people. I wanted to demonstrate my kind​ness by offering to help her make jam, only I remembered in time that I had never made any jam and the Lord alone knows what I might have made .... They are going to live at the farmhouse all the win​ter .... Well, good‑bye. Many kisses for you and Anyuta and I will drop Manyasha a few lines.

Yours,


Nadpa

Written July 26, 1900

Sent Item Ufa to Podoisk

First published in 1929

in the journal Pro letarskoya

Revolyutsiija No. ii
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TO LENIN'S SISTER MARIA

July 26

Thank you, Manyasha dear, for the hooks and the photograph​that is probably your doing‑and for the postscript to Volodya's letter, I have been intending to write for a long time but‑kept on put​ting it off. How are you all? I have not heard anything of you for ages. When are you thinking of returning to town, what plans have you made for the winter? When I received a letter from Volodya saying that Maria Alexandrovna and Anyuta were corning with him I was very glad arid thought 1 would be able to discuss everything with Anyuta. There are many things 1 wanted to talk about. When they arrived, however, I was so distracted that all my ideas flew away​and there were other visitors here besides the family. It turned out that I did not have a real talk at all and I do not know when I shall see them again. Oh well, we shall see what will happen; I have only seven and a half months left to remain in Ufa, the time will pass very quickly. I have found pupils to teach and am taking German lessons myself. I have discovered a German from Berlin and with some dif​ficulty persuaded him to talk to me twice a week. So far we have had only one talk. The German is a chatterbox, so I may get something out of it. In addition to that I have been reading the silliest German novels and have been so busy at my German that I do not go any​where; I am becoming unsociable and have no desire to go anywhere. Good‑bye. I embrace you fondly.

N. Ulyanova

P.S. Did Voiodya tell you that a young lady from here is coming to see you? She is the niece of an old acquaintance. Tell her whatever you can about studies at Brussels University‑

Written July 26, 1900

Sent from Wa to Podoisk

First published in 1931

in Lenin's Letters to Relatives
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TO LENIN'S MOTHER

Her Excellency Maria Alexandrovna Ulyanova,

Kedrova's House,

Podolsk (Moscow Gubernia)

Dear Maria Alexandrovna,

It is again a long time since I wrote to you, but all I have to write about is myself and that is boring. Nevertheless, I will write. I am keeping perfectly well, so is Mother. It is three weeks now since we moved to a new apartment. It is very convenient, downstairs, two rooms and a kitchen, newly decorated, and a garden under our win​dows; the owners are nice people. We lived in this apartment once before, but now it has quite a different appearance. Our address is Priyutskaya Street, Kulikova's Rouse. We seem to have settled down at last. I am now pretty busy; I still retain my summer pupils and winter lessons have also begun. Two lessons will remain for the win​ter, both quite pleasant and paying quite well (62 rubles). I shall spend about 6 hours a day on them. Since I like teaching, it will be quite all right, not a bit tiring. The bad thing is the mud in Ufa, you can drown in it, and in the evenings, when there is supposed to be a moon and the streets remain unlit for that reason, you are quite likely to land up in a ditch‑and one of my lessons is in the evening. On Sundays I take German lessons from an excellent German. Every​thing would have been all right except that there has been so much commotion at our place lately that I have not been able to take up a book for a fortnight. And so I have not been busy at my German at all and that is a great pity. Volodya complains of the turmoil of life in Paris, but that is Paris and turmoil is in the nature of things; but when there is turmoil in Ufa it is like nothing on earth. This, of course, is the time when some people are going, some are coining and others are passing through. People passing through say that Zina is very miserable, that she has recently changed very considerably, and grown thin and pale. They also say that Mikh. Al. is having a bad time, and that O.A. could not rind any pupils for a long time. Mikh Al. has been posted to the Krasnoyarsk Regiment, a regiment that was about to set out on a march (it has started by now). The Siberians are lazy correspondents and so I know little about them. I am partly to blame, by the way. Lidya intends moving to Ufa, she has made an

August 26

application, but I don't know whether she will be able to get trans​ferred; I should very much like to see her before I leave here. Volodya writes very rarely and has apparently given me the wrong address, since he does not seem to have received my letters. I am now writing to him in Paris. I don't know where to send the magazine he asks for, Zhizn. In the end I shall probably send it to you, perhaps he has given you his proper address. I gathered from his last letter that he is leaving Paris but he did not say whore for. I am returning Manya​sha's French book together with Zhizn. She wrote that she had to return it in September. Anyuta, by the way, took a Gorky book to read in the train and its owner is asking for it back; if it is not too much trouble, please send it to me. I ask Manyasha to excuse me for not writing to her separately‑! should only have to repeat everything. How are you? Are you keeping well? Has Anyuta gone for long? Have you received a reply from St. Petersburg about whether DI. has been accepted into the University? Are you moving to Moscow soon? Well, good‑bye. Many, many kisses for you and Manyasha. Mother sends regards to all.

Yours,


Nadya

P.S. Have just made a discovery‑I have not got the issue of Zhizn that Volodya wrote about and so am sending only the French book.

Written August 26, 1900


Sent from Wa

First published in 1931

in Lenin's Letters So Relatives
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TO LENIN'S SISTER MARIA

Her Excellency Maria Ilyinichna Ulyanova,

Kedrova's House,

Podolsk (Moscow Gubernia)

Printed from the original

September 11

Our letters must have crossed in the post, Manyasha dear. At the end of August 1 wrote to Maria Alexnndrovna a most minutely detailed letter describing my way of life. I wanted to send the French

book with a young lady who was supposed to come to visit you but who, it turned out, had found a travelling companion to go to Paris with; I think she is going to Paris for no particular purpose, just for amusement, she has not much intention of studying and cannot come to Podoisk. And so I sent the book to you by post, I did not go to the post office myself and in my hurry forgot to write "Registered' on the parcel and so it went by ordinary book post. I am afraid it might get lost. Please write and let me know if you received it. Speak​ing of books‑when Volodya was staying here he promised to send an acquaintance The Development of Capitalism but forgot to do it and now asks for it to be done. To prevent any unnecessary posting please send one copy direct to the following address: Birsk (Uf a Guberuia), Pave! Fyodorovich Savinov. I think that is all there is to be done. Has DI. got anything? When are you moving to Moccow? Are you all well? When is Anya returning?

There are no changes here, we are both well. I am busy with my teaching, I teach all subjects, even Latin; there are crowds of people here with nothing to do, as before; I am busy with German but there seems very little time for it. It is, of course, much easier to study the language with a German teacher than to work alone. Volodya seldom writes, says little about himself and complains of the turmoil. Olga Alexandrovna is not coming to Ufn because she has got fixed up in Krasnoyarsk, and Mikhail Alexandrovich is in the regular army. Zina is anxious to get to Russia and does not write in very great detail. I am expecting to see a returning comrade in a few (lays; lie should have passed through here a long time ago but he was taken ill with dysentery just before he left and is still recovering slowly.

Here in Ufa there is absolutely impassable mud such as I have

never in my life seen before, and all the time it is raining, raining ....

Perfectly beastly.

Well, good‑bye, many kisses for you, for you and Maria Alexan​drovna. Regards from Mother.

Written September 11, 1900

Sent Tram lila

First published in 1931

In Lenin's Letlrrs to Relatives
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TO LENIN'S MOTHER

Her Excellency Maria Alexandrovna Ulyanova,

Sharonov's House,

Bakhmetyevskaya Street.

Moscow

October 1, 1900

Dear Maria Alexandrovna,

I received a letter from Manya a longtime ago but, as usual, allowed other things to intervene. You probably moved to Moscow a long time ago. How are you? Are you keeping well? Has Dl. left for Yu​riev? Will Manyasha's case soon come to an end? I once received a letter from Anyuta and answered it immediately, but my letters are not always delivered at the proper time and I sometimes receive letters from Volodya in different order from what he wrote them in. Although Volodya now writes more frequently, I still know very little about the way he is living there; I know he has taken up some English language courses, and that he cannot get into his stride,... Zina and her husband blame me for not writing enough about Volodya, but what can 1 write to them? Volodya is quite unable to write about the ordinary side of life. Let him write to them himself. They are not thinking of moving to Russia yet and have not done anything about it‑1 think they should. It will soon be March 11 and even Zinn will be her own mistress then. Five months and eleven days‑1 no longer know whether that is much or little. I do not know whether I shall be able to leave Ufa on the 11th by the morning train as I have long been intending. Incidentally, there is nothing so very bad about Wa except the mud, and I have long since become an Ufa patriot. We have fixed ourselves up well‑in provincial style‑a good apart​ment, good food, etc., in short we have adapted ourselves somewhat to provincial life. Time goes like a machine that has been wound up and I have some nice children as pupils. In general, I am very fond of teaching children, and at the moment the children are very nice, especially one tiny little girl. I give lessons to the numerous progeny of a local millionaire merchant‑he has five of them. They are very

lstrict, the way our merchants are, and I actually like the way the ldren are brought up. The parents do not dress them up, they have

Lenin's sister Mann Ilyinichna Ulyanova was arrested on Sep​tember 30, 1899 and sent to Nizbny Novgorod until the preliminary investigation was over. She returned to Moscow at the end of Decem​ber.‑Ed.

very few toys, no nursemaids, plenty of freedom, the youngsters are in the street all day, the children clean their own boots, tidy up their rooms (even wash clothes), In general, there is nothing aristocratic about them and they are not spoiled. They all learn very willingly, both the youngsters and the older ones. The youngest girl (seven years old) is very nice, a delightful character, clever, pretty, and such an industrious and attentive pupil I have never seen. Every day she is simply longing" to read, write and do arithmetic. And when there is something just a bit more interesting, her eyes flash She now waits for me every time on the staircase and reports to me on all the events in the lives of the children. In short, this little girl has completely captivated me. Such wonderful children do existi She is a happy‑go‑lucky kid, laughs a lot and has not been drilled (sometimes she wipes her nose on her frock). There is also a nice boy, but of a different kind. In general, I usually get interested in the boys and girls I teach, the pity is that the lessons take up too much time, they are foolishly arranged. I have taken up some French language courses here (soon German courses will open). Three times a week, an hour a time, six rubles n month; the courses are conversational, and so far I am very satisfied. I am the senior in a group of four. The Frenchman is an experienced teacher and conducts a very lively lesson, but the pupils re rather inert. It is a pity 1 have no French books here at all, and the French teacher gives us June newspapers to read or magazines with no beginning and no end, Has Manyasha (she probably has) any French fiction or, in general, any French books? None of the people here know any languages, so I with my half‑baked knowledge am considered a specialist in this field; it is difficult to get any foreign books. I also go to the German teacher and write essays ten pages long for him, but we meet only once a week and that is too little for practice. I read German fiction on my own, but it'd still more difficult for me to speak German than French. And that is how the day passes up to 8 o'clock in the evening, and in the evening I am rarely able to do anything, feweveningspasswitboutsomebody calling in. There you have the smallest details of the way I spend my time. Mother sends her best regards and I send many kisses. I shall not write a separate letter o Manyasha since I should only have to repeat what I have written, but instead I simply embrace her. That's all. All the best.

Yours,

Nadya
Sent from Tjfa

First published in 1931
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TO LENIN'S MOTHER

Dear Maria Alexandrovna,

I received your letter a few days ago and yesterday a letter from Manyasha with newspaper cuttings enclosed; many thanks, I have already read them.

I recently wrote to you, but our letters, as usual, ctossed in the post. I am now better, but Mother is still feeling rather bad, first she has palpitation, then she catches cold. We now have an excellent apartment, even a piano. We have an acquaintance who sings well and we manage some music in the evenings, rather strange music, it is true, for the piano groans, wheezes and rattles, but still it is music. Visitors make Mother tired and I, too, would be glad if they did not come so often; the fact of the matter is that I come home so tired at nine o'clock that there is not much I can do, anyway.

A few days ago I got a letter from Volcdya that was two and a half weeks on the way and another that took a fortnight. The letters take a terribly long time to come. Volodya advises me to make a start with my English but I don't suppose I shall follow his advice. I have arranged with the German to have lessons three times a week and things will go better. Apparently I have been infected by Volodya's ides fire‑I must master languages at all costs. I now have some other work in addition to my teaching and language lessons and in the spring I will tell you all about it in detail. Only four months are left to March, when I shall come to you and then go on to Volodya. At the moment I am not allowing myself to think deeply on this sub​ject, because if I do the time will drag heavily.

I don't know what to do about getting to Moscow in spring; I suppose it would be the wrong thing to tender an application before​hand. But why should I start guessing in advance? Spring is a long way off. It is winter here, a good, healthy winter. I hope the time will pass quickly for you until Christmas, and that at Christmas ....'

November 8

Written November 8, 1900 Sent from Wa to Moscow

First published in 1931 in Lenin's Letters to Relatives
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TO LENIN'S SISTER MARIA

Her Excellency Maria Ilyinichna Ulyanova,

Sharonov's House,

Bakhmetyevskaya Street,

Moscow

Printed from the original

December 2

Dear Manyasha,

Many thanks for the album, excuse me for the trouble I have caused you in getting it sent on; thanks also for bothering to supply me with French books. I have not yet managed all the old ones for I read terribly little. I know very well that unless I read I cannot master a language, but there is no time. Flow I sometimes envy you your solitude! It would give me the greatest pleasure to pore over my books of an evening, but I never manage to. Hustle, bustle and again hustle! One would have thought this could be avoided in Ufa. I do not know bow it happens because I am not, I believe, very sociable. It is true that I have lost my shyness, only on rare occasions am I overcome by a sudden wave of shyness and cannot utter a word; now, however, that rarely happens and soon passes, but it used to be a real misfortune. That is why I understand you so well when you write about your being shy. I know what a tormenting feeling it is and how difficult it is to get over it ....

I have another request to make of you. Volodya asked for someone to write to Filippov about manuscripts and about payment for the Skvortsov article. I am writing about the manuscripts today but a letter must be written to Soikin about payment, mentioning the exact number of pages. I have not got a copy of Nauchnoye Obozreniye handy, so I cannot count the number of pages; more important than that‑1 am afraid there may be some delay in sending the money and that I shall have left Ufa in the meantime‑I want to avoid complications. It is also possible that Filippov has sent the money to Moscow and that may make things awkward. So please write to Soikin in Veto‑dye's name telling him to send the money to you. I think it would be better to do this before the New Year.

What were you sick with? What did you have, influenza? I hope you have completely recovered .... Have you? And is Maria Alexan​drovna keeping well? For some reason you did not write anything about her. What are you doing? What are you reading?

If you have not gone abroad by that time, we shall see one another in March. Only three and a half months left, actually not very much. Do you know, I sometimes wonder whether I shall be given a pass​port to go abroad with Volodya away, perhaps his consent is neces​sary. Do you know whether Mark Timofeyevich's consent was required before a passport was issued to Anyuta? In general, as we get nearer to March I am getting alarmed at the possibility of delays. It is true that Volodyn's letters have now become calmer and he writes that he is quite well, but it would not be a bad thing if those three months passed more quickly.

The Siberians write very seldom, and from, people passing through I have learned only that Glob has grown thin and Zina has got fat. That's not much.

Well, good‑bye, I embrace you fondly and kiss you. Many, many kisses for Maria Alexaiidrovna as well. Mother sends regards.

Yours,


N. Ulyanova

Written December 2, 1900

Sent from life

First Published in 1931

In Lenin's Letters to Relatives
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TO LENIN'S MOTHER AND HIS SISTER MARIA

Printed from the original

December 22

Dear Maria Alexandrovna and Manyasha,

It seems quite a time since I wrote to you. Today I am in something of a holiday‑eve mood and I am spending the day in a most unusual manner. I shall not have any lessons for a fortnight, yesterday I gave my last lesson, my French teacher has also gone away for the holidays, and so I am, as the saying goes, as free as the birds of the air. I began today by cleaning up the house and then got down to letter‑writing and finishing off all kinds of unfinished jobs. I wanted to write you a letter for Christmas but I have been so busy, and this letter will probably arrive in the New Year, if you bear in mind the holidays and the snowdrifts. I wish you, dear people, a happy New Year; I send you many kisses and wish you good health and everything, everything that is good. I hope that this year I shall be able to spend some time with you. Mother also sends her best wishes. Here it is 'seriously"

cold, thirty below zero every day, and sometimes there is a snowstorm on top of the frost. I parade in Mother's fur coat and felt boots and she does not go out at all‑the cold immediately takes her breath away. The post is greatly delayed by the snowstorms.

How are you spending the holidays? Has DI. arrived? Oh, there's something else‑what is Anyuta's address? I wrote to her at Volodya's address a long time ago and do not know if she received my letter. I'd like to write to her, but I don't know where to send a letter. Olga Alexandrovna, from whom I recently received a letter, is also asking about the address. What a pity, Manyasha dear, that they would not let you go abroad‑1 had already begun to envy you. Perhaps we shall he able to go together. I am trying not to think of spring and my journey yet; if I do, I get lost in wild ideas. People had a good laugh at my expense yesterday, I started crossly trying to preach that it was essential to maintain no even temper and got so angry that I proved brilliantly that I was not even‑tempered myself. Unfortunately my acquaintances are all nervous wrecks, people with "moods"; of course, if one's nerves are out of order there is nothing one can do about it, only why let oneself go‑that I cannot stand.

Olga Alexandrovna writes that they are badly off; she is living in Krasnoyarsk where Mikhail Alexandrovich enjoys some privileges on account of her. She has one small lesson, a poor one, and hopes to find another. MA. gets terribly fatigued by army service and is bored by doing nothing and being a soldier. All the Siberians write regularly, except the Taiga and Omsk people, who maintain an unconscionable silence. Gleb, they say, is completely worn out at his job; I am sur​prised that they hang on there. We live on the main highway and people are passing through all the time so that we have a life of variety. Not long ago one of our Minusinsk acquaintances was here; he had been released for a month to visit his mother. By the way, Manyasha, you asked me about O., you wanted to know what sort of person she is. I have very little personal knowledge of her but have heard many good things about her. I had intended to send a letter with her but, first, she did not go direct and, second, I had influenza at the time and could not think properly. I thought she would get to know Anyata. Here I am, chattering away nineteen to the dozen. My study of lan​guages is making poor headway. I suppose I am not good at them.

This refers to G. I. Okulova.​

And so, good‑bye Once more I embrace, and kiss you; regards to MT.

and 0.1.

Yours,


Nadya

The Kautsky translation* is not here now, it was sent temporarily to Astrakhan, it will be returned soon, but Volodya has asked for it to be sent to him, only, I don't know if it's fit for posting, it has acquired such a battered look.

Written December 22, 1900

Sent from Via to Moscow

First published in leSt

In Lenin's Letters to Reiati9es

Dear Manyasha,

I have not answered your last letter until now because when I received it I wrote to Astrakhan asking them to send rue the Counter​criticism quickly; so far I have not had a reply but expect one in a couple of days. In the meantime ask Filippov for the translation, I wrote to him once at Volodya's request, asking him to send all Volodya's manuscripts to your address. I suppose he has not sent them.

I was beginning to let my correspondence lag but today I am in a tranquil mood and am, therefore, inclined to chatter, although there is actually nothing to chat about. Nothing here has changed except that the sun is shining in a joyful, springlilce way, and I just dream

of spring, I keep returning to the idea that there are only six weeks left and then ... then I shall be quite crazy with joy, especially when I have travelled to where Volodya is. At present there is no time to get really bored, there is plenty of work of all kinds, I ought to be trying to get everything done In time, but sometimes I laze around unpardonably, really unpardonably. I feel the urge to go out and

* This refers to the manuscript of Lenin's translation of Karl

Kautsky 's book Bernstetn und des soztaldemokratische Program,n. Ems Antiki‑itik, Stuttgart, 1899‑Ed.
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TO LENIN'S SISTER MARIA

Printed irons the original

February 2

sometimes, instead of sitting down to work, I go wandering about the streets and once I started reading a novel first thing in the morn​ing. The boredom in Uf a is terrible, but you can build up your health here‑I, for instance, have got so fat lately it's simply awful. But Mother cannot boast of her health, she is always feeling poorly: She is already making preparations to leave, and is busy sewing something and counting the days. After Ufa, you know, only Moscow and St. Petersburg are banned; at least there have been three such cases But people do get terribly attached to one place. They stay put in lila, where you can earn good money, or else they move on to Samara. And what's good about Sasnaral

Oh how little I read! All this time I have read only Berdynyev. And how poor is my progress with languages. I have not been to the French courses since Christmas because our group broke up and the Frenchman teaches me very perfunctorily when I go alone. I have German lessons on rare occasions. The results depend on my mood, sometimes I chatter away well enough and sometimes I say the weird​est things. All our people in Ufa have now joined forces with Samar​skaya Gazeta and write for it‑so do I. Since I have so little expe​rience in this field, it causes me plenty of worry. Altogether I am making attempts this year to get into the literary world. Some of the attempts are successful, but the trouble is that I cannot write the way I want to and I just hate my stuff. That's that. Why don't you write anything about yourself? How are you? When is your case coming to an end? Good‑bye, or rather, au revolt! Many kisses. I fond​ly embrace Maria Alexandrovna and send her many kisses; I am ter​ribly impatient to get to Moscow. Mother sends regards to all. Good​bye, Manyasha dear, excuse me for my unpunctuality.

Yours,

N. U.

Written February 2, 190!

Seat Irons VIa to Moscow First published In 1931

In Lenin's Letters to R eta U ins

Printed from the original

* Samarskaya Genie (Samara Gazette) No. 36 (February 16, 1901) published Nadezlsda Krupskaya 's article "The School and Life".‑Ed
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TO LENIN'S SISTER MARIA

February 12, 1901

Dear Manyasha,

Many thanks for the cuttings. I read them with great interest. I have just received a notice from the post office about the arrival of a parcel. I suspect it is the Kautsky manuscript; if it in, I will send it to you tomorrow for certain. It is a great pity that there has been such a delay. Do you know whether Essays and Studies is obtainable? People are begging me to get a copy, they write that it is not on sale anywhere.

Just a month left. Wonderful, isn't it? The time will come when there is just one day left Yes, everything will come!

There is something I almost forgot. Mother has a big request to make of you. She would like you to insure a lottery ticket she has, serial number 1328; this has to be done before March 1 and it cannot be done in Uf a because if the ticket wins it will become known here only in April and she would have to come back to Ufa.‑in short, it would not be worth her while. Keep the receipt yourself. The insur​ance will cost about three rubles, Mother wanted to send the money now, but I managed to convince her that it would do when she sees you. That's that.

Are we really going to miss Anya? I want very much to see her. Write and tell me when she thinks of coming. I shall have another journey to make, to Astrakhan, and I do not know whether I should go to Moscow before or after‑1 am thinking of making it dependent on when Anya will come.

Well, good‑bye for the time being. This week there have been such crowds of people here that I am awfully glad the holidays are over.

Many kisses for you and Maria Alexandrovna, and I embrace you both. Mother sends regards.

[loping to see you soon.

Yours,


Nadya

Has Filippov sent you ny sort of an answer? The blockhead!

Sent from Ufa to Moscow

First published in 1929

In the Journal Pro letarshaga

Revotyutsiya No. 11

TO LENIN'S MOTHER

Printed from the original

June 11, 1901

Dear Maria Alexandrovna,

I have not written all this time because at first I relied on Anyuta to describe our way of life and after that Mother and Volodya wrote to you. We are all quite well, and Volodya shows no sign of catarrh. Mother is also keeping well. She finds life with us very monotonous, but I do not. It is true that Volodya and I are terrible homebirds. So far I have been to only one picture gallery and know practically nothing about the town. That is partly because it is summer and when we go for walks we go out in the country, not to town. We are living in a suburb, where we have the conveniences of a big city​shops, trams, etc. ‑combined with the proximity of the country. Yesterday, for instance, we went for a good walk along the road. It is a marvellous road lined with poplars and with fields and orchards on all sides. We have been for only one long ride and that was not a success‑we got caught in a storm and came home very tired. We are thinking of going to the mountains some time, Anyuta kept advis​ing us to move to a village for the summer. Mother, too, thinks it would be better, but for many reasons it would be inconvenient. We cannot move too far because Volodya would have to travel to town every day. and that would be too ,iring. Apart from that he goes to the library fairly often. There is a park and a place to bathe not far from us‑‑about twenty minutes' walk. In general life here is grad​ually beginning to conform to a pattern and Volodya is getting along better with his work .... As far as I am concerned, well, I work very little so far, or, to tell the truth, I do not work at all. Time passes, but where it goes I just don't know.

I intend to visit the local school. This place is a sort of child's kingdom. Everybody pays so much attention to them and the chil​dren are so nice and healthy. I have been in our city schools and cannot help drawing comparisons; I find that the children here live a lot bet​ter. My intentions will probably remain only intentions. Still I have plenty of time. Vodovozova has sent a cheque for six hundred odd marks, but I have not yet received the money or any letter. Altogether people in Russia write terribly little to us, we might well think that all our old friends have forgotten our existence. There has not been a whisper either from Zina or Bazil .... Nor do we know whether Gleb has left that Taiga of his ....

How are you getting on, dear Maria Alexandrovna? Are you keep​ing well? Give Dl. my regards.

A letter for Manyasha is enclosed, and give MT. my regards. Is there anything new? Is anything more known?

Our people all send regards and I send many kisses.

Yours,


.Nadya

P.S. Volodya asks P.1. to send three copies of The Development

of Capitalism to the doctor.

Sent from Munich to podoisk

First published in 1929

in the 3ournal Proietaraaya

Re.lputsia No. 11

Dear Maria Alexandrovna,
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TO LENIN'S MOTHER

Printed from the original

July 16, 1901

Anyuta has sent us your letter to Volodya and also Manya's letter. Why did they not give Manya my letter? Very odd! It would be a good thing if the rumours that she is shortly to he released came true .... When you see Manya, tell her that I send her my best regards and many, many kisses. I was greatly surprised at the place in your letter where you said that Volodya would know about your way of life from your letter to Mother. That letter must have gone astray because Mother has not received a letter from you and quite recently told me to ask whether you had received her letter. Mother is ill all the time, she has a cough and sleeps poorly. Today she went with us to the bathing place, and got terribly tired, though it is no more than fifteen minutes' walk. We go almost every day, the bathing hero is excellent and, in general, although we live in a town the country is very near to us. It is a fine place in all respects. It is now quite warm, but not too hot to bear.

The time seems to pass awfully quickly. Somehow you scarcely notice how week after week goes by; it is not as if theie was a lot to do, although it seems you never do anything but are never without something to do".

• The letter has been lost. ‑Ed.

I am taking up German again, it's a nuisance not to know the language; I have found a German woman who will give me lessons in exchange for Russian lessons. We'll see how it goes. Volodya and I keep intending to go to a German theatre, but we are terribly inac​tive in this respect, we keep saying "we ought to go" and that is the end of it, for something else always intervenes. Anyuta is more active in that sphere. By the way, I have to admit that our present mood is not very suitable for it. To get the best out of a foreign country you have to go there when you are young and are interested in every little thing .... However, I am in general satisfied with our pres​ent way of life; at first it was a bit miserable, everything very alien, but now, as we are beginning to take part in the life of the local people, that feeling is disappearing. The only thing is that people in Russia are miserly with their letters. Well, I must stop. I embrace you fond​ly, my dear. Keep well and cheerful.

Mother sends regards to you and Dm. I. We are awaiting a letter from him. All the very, very best.

Sent from Munich to Podolsk

First published in 1929

In the Journal Protetarakope

flevoiyut.tiye No. It

Dear Maria Alexandrovna,

We received your letter to Volodya yesterday. Unfortunately we see from it that nothing has changed, and I did not write to Manyasha the last time because I thought she would soon be with you. But good things always happen when you least expect them. Sometimes, when I have been away from home a long time and my thoughts have been occupied with something altogether different I find myself coming home with the idea that there simply must be a telegram waiting to say that our folks are with you .... Please, dearest, when you go to see Manyasha, give her many, many kisses from me and give MT. my regards. I will write to Manyasha.

There are no changes here. Volodya is now working quite hard and

Yours,

!Vedya

Printed from

the original
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TO LENIN'S MOTHER

August 2

