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1906
 
Dear Editor, 

 I am a young man of twenty-one; I have a seventeen-year-old cousin, and she and her 
parents would like me to marry her. I like the girl. She’s educated, American-born, not bad-
looking. But she’s quite small.

That is the drawback: for her age, she is very short. And I happen to be tall. 
So when we walk down the street together, people look at us as a poorly   
matched couple. Another thing: she is very religious, and I am a freethinker. I  
 ask you, esteemed Editor, could this lead to an unpleasant life if we were to  
 marry? I wait impatiently for your answer. 

       
         Sympathetic
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1907
Worthy Editor, 

I was born in America and my parents gave me a good education. I studied Yiddish and 
Hebrew, finished high school, completed a course in bookkeeping and got a good job. I 
have many friends, and several boys have already proposed to me.

Recently I went to visit my parents’ home town in Russian Poland. My mother’s family in 
Europe had invited my parents to a wedding, but instead of going themselves, they sent 
me. I stayed at my grandmothers with an aunt and uncle and had a good time.

It was lively in the town. There were many organizations and clubs and they all accepted 
me warmly, looked up to me- after all, I was a citizen of the free land, America. Among the 
social leaders of the community was an intelligent young man, a friend of my uncle’s, who 
took me to various gatherings and affairs.

He was very attentive, and after a short while he declared his love for me in a long letter. 
I had noticed that he was not indifferent to me, and I liked him as well. I looked up to him 
and respected him, as did all the townsfolk. My family became aware of it, and when they 
spoke to me about him, I could see they thought it was a good match,.

He was handsome, clever, educated, a good talker and charmed me, but I didn’t give him 
a definite answer. As my love for him grew, however, I wrote to my parents about him, and 
then we came officially engaged.

A few months later we both went to my parents in the states and they received him 
like their own son. My bridegroom immediately began to learn English and tried to 
adjust to the new life. Yet when I introduced him to my friends they looked at him with 
disappointment. “This ‘greenhorn’ is your fiance?” they asked. I told them what a big role 
he played in his town, how everyone respected him, but they looked at me as if I were 
crazy and coffled at my words.

At first I thought, Let them laugh, when they get better acquainted with him they’ll talk 
differently. In time, though, I was affected by their talk and began to think, like them, that 
he really was a “greenhorn” and acted like one.
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In short, my love for him is cooling off gradually. I’m suffering terribly because my feelings 
for him are changing. In Europe, where everyone admired him and all the girls envied me, 
he looked different. But, here, I see before me another person.

I haven’t the courage to tell him, and I can’t even talk about it to my parents. He still loves 
me with all his heart and I don’t know what to do. I choke it all up inside myself, and I beg 
you to help me with advice in my desperate situation.

         Respectfully,

         A Worried Reader

GLOSSARY

 Greenhorn: 
A person who is naïve or easily tricked. 
It is often used as a derogatory term for 
a personal who is in a new place and is 

unfamiliar with the language and 
customs.   
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