
Dearest Tlorence? 

Ion in the midst of moving, from one house to another, 

and so can not answer your two letters, which I wish to answer at 

grouter length, But in the meantime T am sending, you herewith 

a short feature article to asc your opinion. Now I don't want to 

bother you, for I know you heve enough to do, But I wish I had 

someone who would undertake to sell any articles T send.  T know 

the one erclosed 1s superficial, move or leas, duit T muxxkxk thin’ 

gome mazazine or newspince wticats “oul? Uvie Th aa a feature 

article, Can you do anything with 1t? Or do you know any agency 

which would undertake to place it for me? TFlease let me know, 

From July 1st I live with a friend at 

Knesebecks tr, 48 
Berlin-sharlottenburg 

(bei (Grabisch) 

where I shall be only until August lat, I believe. 

But the Address of tne American “xpress, 55 Cherlottenstr,, will 
nulways reac. me, 

I an dead tired, Have not heen so tired in 
months and months, Have tried to get leave from the Universttyv 
to so for 10 days, but they said it imporsimMe for the class I 
have must be finished, Yot Iam weary, weary, weary. My 
analysis is nearly finished now--an nearing the end and think that 
when I leave in August it will be the end of my treatment. 

I have many things to say in reply to your first 
letter, Your second one tet1ls me of your happiness, of which I am 
very, very clad, It ls marvellous to see one happy pair in life. 
I hope you both Bight to guir’ your happiness, for it is a rare bird 
which 1s shot at from every corner, My way of happiness is different 
from yours, I fear, but that does net mean that I do not rejoice in 
yours, it matters not which the way is. 

ae ie 

wy ourtiele on Mre, I ilu--I wonder how it is getting 
along. There are sco many magazines if the Mercury refuses-—-Century 
Harpers, etc. Surely the thing vill se?1 somewhere. ‘ : 

My love to you, and Give my most sincere greetings to 
Sam anda chaste kiss of greeting on his brow, And as for yourself, 
tumble yourself over the grass ad turn somersaults for my sake, 

Love always to you.


	Agnes Smedley Correspondence 17 - unnumbered

