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[fragment of a letter from Louis to Fenichka, first two pages missing]

3

Fenichka, how would you like to read your letter now with a clear head, not all upset? Here is what you wrote, all ??: “Dear Lyova! I don’t know what to attribute your silence to, it’s now four weeks that I haven’t had any letters. I don’t even know what to think. I was flying around like a crazy woman, not knowing what I was doing, when I cornered a young man and tore into him, oh, boy did I tear into him! Wah! “If I so much as catch you in my sight again….” Well, I wonder, just what would you do if I were to show up, huh? “Oh, you crotchety old woman” [quotation from Pushkin’s “Golden Fish”]. 

4

My dear child, you are absolutely right – I can only sympathize with you. But believe me, dear, I swear to you as by the heavens above, it’s not my fault. If I begin to justify myself, then, first of all, I’ll have to do a lot of writing, and explain to you the entire way of life here, which is impossible in a letter. You’ll only understand when you see for yourself. Second of all, I described it to you more or less in the last letter, but one way or another, I ask You, if, dear, you feel any faithfulness at all towards me, if you believe all my promises, then, dear, I ask, no I beg you, believe my words. It’s true, dear, no matter how strange, how sad, but it’s true, Fenichka, that I just couldn’t find during all this time, a free minute.

[pages 5 and 6 are missing]

7

…what will be doesn’t concern them. And year by year the family gets bigger and bigger. Nothing is set aside for the future and the result is obvious. Although it’s true that nobody knows what the future may hold, but I can honestly [? illegible] in life, knowing that I am at least somewhat sufficient means. Yes, Fenichka, this is my strategy. One must have some savings. Fenichka, dear, may the time not seem so long to you, nor the receipt of this letter. I don’t know why, for some reason, it seems to me when I’m writing I know one thing, and if there is a G. it is to him as well, that I’m pouring out the truths of my soul: I am entirely absorbed by my efforts for the future and only wish for our happiness, Yes, only our happiness. Any my letter is full

8

of wholeheartedness, pursuit of happiness, but somehow along the way it turns into an unhappy letter.

    My dear, don’t get back at me, it’s not necessary. You want to withhold your response – what for? I’m very sad to hear that you are holding a grudge against me. Dear, if you could see how I spent the time that I didn’t write to you, I hope that, other than sympathy, you wouldn’t feel anything. How can you demand anything from a man who doesn’t even have a couple of spare minutes to rest in a day, so as to be able to go on working? Dear, if not for our future, then why should I slave away? Would a man uninterested in his future agree to work so? I’m very happy to work, and happy that I work,

9

for work gives me the opportunity to think of our interests. And so, dear, don’t continue to grumble. Write at once, and write more. All that you write is dear to me. I’m not at all offended by the reprimand. I sympathize with you, my dear. God will help us, and we’ll reach our goal, as the saying goes.

    Don’t cry, and you’ll be like a general. Don’t mope, dear, don’t worry, guard your health – you’ll need it in America all the more. Be healthy.

Your

Louis Battalin

Say hello to everyone you want to. 

   I wrote Roma a long letter. Be healthy. Good night. Now it’s exactly 1 o’clock in the morning.
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I can write you some news, that I saw Tolstoy’s Living Corpse 2 times in Russian and in Hebrew [could also be Yiddish]. The famous Russian artist Orlyonov will be here soon, with a good troupe. Also I’m making good progress in English. On the 20th of this month I’m moving into the next level. Now the time passes more enjoyably, I feel fantastic. This week I’m going to have my photo taken just as you requested. But, enough for now. The rest I’ll describe in the next letter. For now I’m going to bed, for I have to get up early tomorrow. Be healthy.

   My dear, good night. Don’t you read my letter in a serious mood, but in a jolly one. I feel jolly now and wrote gibberish, so that you would be jolly, too.

Your
Louis
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