
                                                                                                        No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                            N.Y. Nov. 21st 1884. 
My dearest Harry, 
       I haven’t more than a few minutes in which to write, but will get something in the 6 
P.M. mail, for I dont want any more Sunday capers.  Your letter came this A.M. & told me just 
what I knew from the tone of your Monday’s letter.  You didn’t say much, but I wouldn’t have 
minded complaints half as much as the neglect on Sunday.  At the time you were so down on 
me, I had more reason to be upset than you.  And it may make you happy to know that I have 
been upset, decidedly upset.  I have passed a miserable week, and have been sick from it all.  I 
begin to think that the only way to keep you satisfied will be to write fewer letters.  I have done 
everything I could, but I guess there is only one way to prevent your fits and if you like we will 
try it.  I think it is a comfort to write as often as possible, but have almost concluded that it 
wont do & that perhaps I’d better write only once or twice a week, Sundays & Wednesdays.  
Perhaps you’d be better satisfied and happier, if I would write always on those days, & never 
any extra letters on other days.  You say you think a good scolding would do you good.  Well I’ll 
scold as much as you like.  I am pretty good at that when I get started, and I think if you want to 
see me wrought up you’ll get enough of it tomorrow in the letter I mailed to you yesterday.  
You were unhappy  because you were disappointed, and I was unhappy because I was 
disappointed, and discouraged about trying to please you, & I knew what you tho’t & how you 
were acting, and then besides all this, had Sue’s pleasant criticism to think over.  It was all a 
little more than I could stand & I finally worried myself sick.  I couldn’t sleep, & didn’t sleep an 
hour on Wed. night, and yesterday morning I wasn’t fit for anything, and so sick I lay on the 
lounge all morning till it was time to dress and go to my lesson at one o’clock.  I didn’t care if I 
was sick, either, & I didn’t care for anything, but I got up and gave my lesson & th Ed & I were 
invited to a dinner at the Cohens’.  I felt like anything else but going out, but I had to go for I 
had accepted the invitation & people dont easily forgive your a failure in keeping an 
engagement to dinner.  Besides I hadn’t been there since that day & I was afraid they’d think I 
was mad about all that happened then, & that they would feel hurt if I didn’t go.  They had felt 
rather sore because I hadn’t been down again and they all tho’t I hadn’t been down because 
Mr. C. had acted so funny and that I had gotten my back up; and even Mr. Cohen apologized.  
All this wasn’t pleasant.  I  had some trouble in making them think otherwise but finally 
convinced them that it had had nothing to do with my not coming, that I had understood 
everything perfectly, that I had only stayed away because I was too busy to go any place.  I find 
that my time is up.  Your letter this morning made me feel a little better.  Still I dont know how 
to please you.  I’ve done my best & it seems that my best dont do you any good.  Do you want 
me to try the worst?  I have only had two short letters that you have written this week, both 
unsatisfactory, but perhaps something better is on the way which I’ll get tomorrow.  If I dont 
shall I follow you example & get mad & not write on Sunday?  I’ll think it over but I guess some 
thing will come tomorrow.  I have an invitation for Sunday dinner at Capt. Filche’s but wouldn’t 
accept because I tho’t it would interfere with my letter to you but perhaps if your letter doesn’t 
come tomorrow I will feel it my duty to get “mad” & not write.  But I must stop. 
       In spite of every thing I love you still the same.  Tho’ you have made me pass a miserable 
week I cant see that I love you any less. 
      Always your own 



          Effie. 


