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June 4, 1939 

My darling, 

Your last letter has been weighing me down – like heavy weights tied to 

a drowning person. I hardly know where I am or where to turn to. To 

begin with you tell me our fate – and future – lies solely within my 

hands. And I don't want to take the entire responsibility. What if you do 

come back and are unhappy and miserable as you were at times on 

Woodland St. I know there were times when we were happy – on short 

vacations – with Migdon – with each other – but for you they were 

never enough – Those nights of sitting home – disgusted with yourself 

and your surroundings – how can I ask you to come back to this. Here 

all your "creativeness" was killed. The fact that I loved you and bore you 

a son was not enough and perhaps never will be. What am I saying, I 

want to be big enough to let you go – and big enough to hold on to you. 

– If I do come to you – I know it in my heart of hearts that I won't stay 

long. You know the reasons as well as I because you know me – oh so 

well. And I can't go there with my mind made up to leave soon. It would 

hurt Midgons (sic) development too much – and our becoming 

established some time or other – some where or other. Oh darling, you 

have to consider this as well as I – I want you here for our good – more 

than for your own good. Because for your good we would come there. 

Maybe some-day neither you nor Migdon will forgive me for this – but I 

must take this chance. 

About your being ill – my blood runs cold when I think of it. What was 

it – I hope not malaria – Was it very bad – I should never let you out of 

my sight – when I know how easily you catch things. It would be silly of 

me to ask you to be careful – but at least you should get "tipul". 

The family? – We still haven't discussed you – I know the boys ask my 

mother what I hear from you and my mother pleads with me to tell her 

what you write – There is very little that I can tell her and she feels 

badly. I don't know why Abe hasn't written – he told my mother some 

time ago that he would write. My mother is expecting a letter from you. 

Sammy is home for the summer now and we're one big happy (?) family. 

I see very little of Rose and Abe. As a matter of fact I think Rose is a 

damn stinker. In all the time that your (sic) gone she hasn't once asked 

me to go anywhere with her and she knows I have plenty of time now. 
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There are times when she's right on the block (buying meat at Segals) 

and she doesn't even come in to say "hello". 

You must be angry with me for not having sent the money before this – 

but I haven't been downtown for about two weeks – I didn't want the 

family to know that I'm sending the money and I had no money here. I 

still owe Dr. Hirshberg $18.00 for Migdon's recent illness. 

As for Migdon – dear – he is the most wonderful child in the world. 

Anyone that sees him and plays with him for a while remarks at his 

brightness. We visited your aunt and uncle yesterday. They couldn't get 

over how bright and happy he was. We were sitting in the back yard and 

talking – and every once in a while he'd pick up a bit of our conversation 

and repeat it. Then he'd walk away and come running back laughing and 

giggling. He says "good-bye mama-chaya" – "good-bye blocks", "good 

bye toy chest" – he says good-bye to each thing before he leaves his 

room. One of his feats that the boys think is remarkable is that he names 

everyone of the animals on his blocks 'bunny, giraffe, penguin, mouse, 

lion, squirrel – etc, etc" and if you take one block away and hide it – he 

goes looking for the block saying "where bunny" or whichever block it is 

that's missing. You will be so proud of him --- 

Shall I write to Simcha and Avraham and tell them or will you. Oh 

darling, I know how hard it will be for you to come back now – with 

Palestine needing everyone of its Jewish souls – but dear there is no 

justice in this world – there is only love – my love for you and yours for 

me. And our love can grow more beautiful with the years – because as 

time goes on it grows richer and deeper. 

Oh darling, come soon – as soon as you can tear yourself away. 

                                   I love you, too, 

                          And Migdon says I uv – u – 

                                                         Chia 


