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April, 6th, 1940

My dear, good Ellchen,
Finally, after waiting for too long, your dear letter of February 18th and 23rd and one without date (yellow paper) 
reached us on April 3rd. I thank God that you are well again, I felt that something was wrong, although they all  
assured me that you were certainly on the way and therefore could not write. 
If you really are all right again, then I don't want to talk about it much more, but you have to promise me to be  
more careful with health. Even when you wrote us that you had walked across the lake in your stockings, we were 
not expecting anything good. Write us exactly whether it is really quite well again and what you have done about 
it. Tell Mrs. Marshall that I thank her with all my heart for all the love, not excluding the other housemates, the  
gentleman who looks so much like Dad.
What is the status of your emigration now? Can you go when you want or is it like Edith that you are given a time? 
Or, like us, are there other obstacles, like lack of a visa or something, which delays your departure. I would like to 
know about that or do you want to wait until we are ready? I don't think so at all. I think it's another way and in  
order to use the line that we would have to take when we get that far, I think you would have to go to Paris first and 
from there to Italy. Our port of departure would be Trieste, but unfortunately, it's not that far yet. We are still 
waiting for the Portuguese transit visa, which has long been promised to us, shows no inclination to actually 
arrive.
But without this visa, in and of itself such a small thing, our whole trip is not feasible. The consul in Hamburg is no 
longer competent to issue it, the Ministry of Foreign Affairs in Lisbon must issue it. From the Lloyd Triestino we 
already launched all kinds of cables, the good Uncle Benno has already telegraphed back and forth for us, so that 
we were already afraid that he would lose patience.  
But fortunately, this was not the case. But so far we have not made any progress. The day before yesterday, the 
manager of the Italian line, with whom we are already regular guests, as we once were with "hapag", wrote 
another letter of his own accord to the consul in Hamburg, asking him to inform the line, which is interested in our 
cause after all, about the prospects for our cause in Lisbon, since such visas, as we have it from Rhodesia, are 
nevertheless also temporally limited. Now we are curious, or rather curious is too little said, what the answer will 
be. At the same time the same gentleman cabled a new proposal via Mr. Barnett to dad (unfortunately it is no 
longer possible to send a reply telegram), he would like to try to get the landing visa through the Union (Durban 
landing port) for us. Then we could either really land in Durban, a little further, or Mr Barnett would already get us 
off the ship in Beira, because as dad wrote several times, he is very influential and could do this smoothly.
Bur from here, unfortunately, this option is of no use to us, because without a landing visa in the country of  
destination, the Italian consul here does not give us a visa through Italy and the line will not give us passage. 
So let’s hope that it will soon be resolved somehow to the good – I assume that the matter Flora-Bella will soon  
make dear Uncle Benno sick. We would be overjoyed if we could cable: Everything is fine!
The letter had to experience an almost two-hour interruption. We had a visit from Uncle Julius and Aunt Helene, 
and also from Mrs Schloss and Frauchen Stern, formerly of Homburg. Yesterday Mrs Bertha Herz was there, so 
the Homburgers always come. Everyone greets you outside. How are your language skills, little one? Edith writes 
that she is doing very well with the language. 
We had now, thank God, 3 letters from her, from the 5th, 13th and 23rd of January, the last one is from New York. But 
we heard from Uncle Benno that she had arrived in San Francisco in the meantime, from where he had sent us a 
fine food package through his brother in Amsterdam. We were not a little surprised to receive a package from you, 
beloved, in the same way. Thank you very much, my dear. Of course, we are happy, but you should not spend 
yourself for our sake, it is not so urgent that you have to take care of us. By the way, dear Uncle Benno, we have 
already had two very dear cards from Albert. He is as helpful as his brother and we are proud of our compatriots. 
Our Africans are certainly very disappointed that our cause does not come to an end despite all their efforts.  
Hopefully, with God’s help, it will work out. It has been quite cool here all the time and spring doesn’t want to  
break through at all yet. It is more beautiful in memory than in reality, my dear. The kitchen windows are still  
tightly closed, the trees in the garden still have hardly any green tops and the park is very, very slowly starting to 
wake up, even the snowdrop meant for you is frozen. So you can be quite happy that all these messengers of  
spring are already blooming in your house and you do not have to envy us for anything, for nothing at all. 

Bella
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