Louis To Fenya, New York, Jan 8, Hello Sweet Darling, Your Revenge

[In the top right corner:]

Hi 

to Samson

and

to Dalino [Daliko?]

I

will write to them

separately

1

New York 
8 January

Hello, sweet darling!

The more I know you, the more my heart rejoices, although I shouldn’t express that to you, but I can’t resist. I have to admit that you, my joy, are a true heroine. You have justly had your revenge on me, that is, I have reaped what I sowed. Yes, dear, truth be told, I don’t know what to do now, and I am fated to be upset by trifles at this very moment and again I wrote a letter that was, as far as I can tell, 
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neither here nor there. Dear, I very much regret it, but it’s too late. I see that the first letter greatly upset you and I make such a blunder as to write a second. What for, I don’t even know. It was strange to me that you wrote that you would wait and not be the first to write. And suddenly for some reason a lot of time had passed and there was no answer. And so it seemed to me that you wanted to get back at me. That thought disturbed me and I myself didn’t know what I was writing. Darling angel, please don’t take it to heart. Oh, God, what wouldn’t I do to take that letter back. I so regret it, but it’s too late. I hope, my dear, you won’t take it to heart, it was simply fated to be that way.
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[In]stead of sympathizing…[torn] Why, whatever did I tear into my work like a wild animal for? Wasn’t it for the thought of the future, the thought of establishing myself, I needed to renounce everything and take up a routine animal existence for a while – just work and sleep. But do I take that into account? On the contrary, in the throes of the most difficult work, at the thought of you, everything becomes easy and I forget everything. On the contrary, it made me happy that I could…well…[rest cut off]
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No matter what one says, trying to convince, in tears, begging to be believed and sympathized with, but no, no, there’s no belief, no sympathy, and instead of compassion – revenge. But what is this for? How long will this absurdity, this capriciousness which I never deserved, go on?  Not for nothing does the proverb say: “God sees the truth but never tells [it].” Fenichka, dear, think for yourself… [rest cut off]
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because they were given to leave Voronezh. They had to leave on short notice. In a word, they went broke, but I happened to be making good money then. I sent them 50 dollars [smudged]. I paid to my sister, so it turns out that I satisfied one side and offended the other. Whatever can I do?

  Oh, my dear, believe me your silence tears at my heart. When I know that you don’t want to write on purpose…. I’m writing now and don’t know myself – maybe I expressed myself too sharply. Forgive me, I’m upset now. But I know one thing – it seems to me that getting back at me is uncalled for. 

  Darling, I won’t ask you to write me, but I leave it to your better judgment. If you think 
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that you need to get back at me some more, then you know best. I will wait, but it’s not my fault.

  Now there’s no work; we’re resting. Soon we’re going to celebrate Christmas. Now it’s the off-season and I don’t know how long it will last. I was planning to go visit my other sister in Boston, but I’m not going to – I don’t feel like it. Be healthy. Your










Guiltlessly guilty










Lewis Battallen

Write, my dear, write more. Now I have a lot of free time and I’ll be able to read. Be healthy. Hi to all.

Your Lewis
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