
                                                                                                       No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                        N.Y. Nov. 23rd 1884. 
My dear Harry, 
       I wonder if we are going to have a repetition of last week’s performances.  I hope they 
are not going to continue through this week.  I dont dare to count on a change for the better for 
I dont know how you’ll take my two last letters, one of which you rec’d yesterday, and the 
other I mailed on Friday afternoon, and it ought to have reached Lafayette this A.M. but I hope 
you didn’t go over for it.  I dont think it is safe for you to go to the P.O. on Sunday Mornings.  I 
cant understand why my letters have been delayed.  They have been on time according to the 
postmark, but the postmark is what I cant understand.  They are supposed to collect the mails 
every hour, until evening and then they are not collected so often and the last one is taken up 
about nine o’clock.  I have taken particular pains to find out the exact time of the collections.  
The postman said that the time was quarter before the hour and they reached this box at that 
time or a little latter.  I have counted on this and cant understand what the trouble has been.  
Either the collector has taken the letters out and mine has been left in the corner of the box by 
mistake, or not taken up till the mail an hour later, or else it has stuck in his bag, and was 
marked with the other letters.  The letters are taken up at 5:45 & postmarked at 6. or that is the 
way I have understood it, and I know lots of my letters that have been rec’d in the morning’s 
mail have been put in the box for that 5:45 collection.  I almost always leave it till that mail so 
that I can add more if any thing comes up and I have time to write a P.S. for I know it dont make 
any difference about your getting it unless the collectors make some mistake or the mails are 
delayed, and the latter wouldn’t be changed if I got it in in the morning.  I mailed a letter to you 
last Sunday, and one on Monday afternoon, and I imagine from what you say about receiving 
my two letters, that they both reached you in the same mail on Wednesday morning, & I cant 
understand why you didn’t receive one of them on Tuesday.  There is something peculiar that I 
cant make out at all.  I wonder if my Wednesday’s letter made you angry.  Well if it did I’m 
sorry, but I couldn’t help it.  I wrote as I felt, and I haven’t gotten over that feeling yet.  I have 
been worried and unhappy all week, so much so that when I was sick on Thurs. I didn’t even 
have spunk enough to care a cent.  In fact I was rather glad than otherwise, for I made it an 
excuse to be alone.  I didn’t want any one around, and let them think I needed sleep, and so 
they left me.  I didn’t go to sleep however.  I fought a great battle with myself and came out of 
it a little better than when the fight began, for if I did nothing more, I gained enough control 
over myself to hide my feelings from those around me, and no one has guessed what was the 
matter.  They all tho’t I looked sick and tired, but tho’t I had been overdoing again, for I have 
been so rushed of late they didn’t know that the work had had nothing to do with it.  I have 
been mighty thankful for the work I can assure you.  It has helped me in more ways than one.  I 
cant honestly say that I’m all right now, for I was not.  I dont feel happy by any means, tho’ your 
last two letters comforted me some what, but I am still too much upset by last week’s troubles 
to take much pleasure or comfort in writing.  I have done all I possibly could about writing but I 
cant satisfy you, and I am completely discouraged.  You said that you understood my position 
perfectly (& I suppose you did) and you assured me that now that you knew just how things 
were you wouldn’t get in such a terrible condition again, but Harry these attacks of yours are 
becoming more & more frequent and things seems to be at 6s & 7s about half the time, and if it 
continues at this rate we will have no comfort at all.  Two weeks ago today you wrote me the 



most forlorn and unhappy letter, and went for me unmercifully, but the next day you rec’d  my 
letter, and then you got over the blues, and made another promise that you’d be good, and 
would not let it happen again.  In less than a week the promise was broken as all the other 
promises about that one thing had been broken before, only this time it was broken sooner and 
in a way that made it harder for me.  If you cant control yourself and keep these promises, and 
cant help being angry with me for things I haven’t the power to change, I can make every 
possible allowance for you, but I think you might at least do all this in the way that would make 
it easiest for me to bear, especially as you admit every time after these fits that I haven’t been 
to blame.  I dont mind so much when you write quite & say what you think & feel (there is no 
use keeping such things from me) for then I can understand things and excuse you, but this 
other way makes me just sick.  If you feel badly and have anything to say, why say it & have it 
over with, dont keep it in and act or feel sulky, thereby making us both more unhappy than 
necessary, for keeping it in has that effect.  It makes you far worse, for you think over it till it 
becomes a mountain instead of something less than a hill, and of course when you see it in that 
light it makes it all the more uncomfortable for me, for instead of having only the complaints I 
have to do without letters and have no end of worry and trouble and all the complaints are 
bound to come at the end, and by that time they are twice as numerous, and far worse than if 
they had been made at the very beginning be fore you had imagined half of them.  So I g beg 
that after this, when things dont go to suit you, you’ll say what you have got to say, and not 
keep it back and imagine yourself abused.  I can get along with any one who “fires out” but I am 
always uncomfortable if anyone acts hurt & abused, & instead of coming out frankly and having 
it out & getting it over, keeps quiet & sulks over it.  It may not be so in every case but I think 
you’ll find it so where people understand each other.  I get along with most people without 
much trouble, and yet I’m very flat footed and dont hold in as much as I ought to, but I believe 
even that extreme is better than the other & makes less trouble in the end, for usually a trouble 
begins with a very little thing which, if it is settled at once is all over with & forgotten, for it 
doesn’t amount to any thing when it is understood but if it isn’t explained at once it often 
becomes a big mountain that cant be easily moved and some times cant be budged an inch.  
Only see if the Madison people had only made a clean breast of their feelings about Belle how 
much unhappiness you would have been saved.  Your performance on Sunday and Monday are 
is the worst we’ve had yet.  If you had time to write on Sunday and would not do it simply 
because you hadn’t received my letter that morning, then I think I can find very little excuse for 
you for the pain you have caused me.  I didn’t receive your Wednesday’s letter till Monday 
morning, but wouldn’t show so little faith & confidence in you as to let it prevent my writing.  I 
tho’t it was impossible for you to write and judging your feelings by my own I tho’t you had felt 
badly enough because you hadn’t been able to write, and it would have seemed all the more 
reason for me to write as usual.  It didn’t occur to me not to write because I hadn’t rec’d a 
letter from you at the time I expected it.  I felt that it would show a lack of confidence in you, 
and I didn’t have any lack of confidence.  I didn’t even think of your forgetting to mail the letter 
but believed that you hadn’t been able to write and that you were disappointed and feeling 
almost as badly about it as I was.  But I see that you haven’t the same confidence & faith in me.  
You wont make any allowance for any position and you wont look at things in the right light.  I 
felt that your neglect on Sunday (for it was neglect if you could write but wouldn’t) showed a 
decided want of confidence, for as I had been doing pretty well of late about regular letters I 



couldn’t see any excuse for you to act so, and there was absolutely no other sensible way to 
account for it, except that if a letter failed to reach you at a certain time when you expected it 
your confidence in me was so very weak & [ill.] that you at once imagined things that, if you 
had had perfect confidence in me, couldn’t have effe troubled you.  You would have felt 
disappointed and probably blue, but I think you would have felt as I did last Sunday, and you 
wouldn’t have let the day pass without writing.  That was the worst of all.  If there had been any 
excuse I could have accepted it, but that you would not write on Sunday simply because you 
hadn’t heard from me was too much. if I am still sore about it and cant see it in any other way.  
You knew at the very time that you were disappointed that I had been disappointed the day 
before and really thro’ carelessness, and I had to wait one day longer, that is bear the 
disappointment one day longer than you.  My letter was one day behind while yours was two 
days late.  Then when you found that the delay wasn’t my fault, that I had done my part & had 
got it in the box before the hour for collecting, even then you wouldn’t believe me & wouldn’t 
be yourself until Wednesday when my next letters reached you.  On Monday, you wrote, to be 
sure, but how did you write and how did you think I’d feel on Wednesday to get a letter written 
in such a spirit instead of the one I expected?  I don’t always get your letters in the mail I expect 
them in.  They very often come at noon or late in the afternoon, but I dont get mad about it 
tho’ I am disappointed.  Your letter yesterday didn’t reach me in the morning when I expected 
it.  I didn’t get it till dinner time, so you see you are not always exactly up to the mark.  In the 
letter I rec’d yesterday last night you said that you were all right again and very happy, and tho’ 
I am somewhat consoled by your letter [ill.] I cant feel sure of you, for I dont know what minute 
you’ll break out again.  This state of things cant be expected to last if I can judge on general 
principles. Your next letter may be altogether different, or you may not have written at all 
because I didn’t write on Tuesday.  I dont count on a letter before Wednesday.  I have all not 
only the disappointment because I cant write, but besides I have all this terrible feeling that you 
wont understand me, or make allowance for me, and it worries me more than I can tell you.  In 
one letter you assure me that every thing is all right, and then I am happy and comfortable, but 
almost before a letter in answer to that can reach you, something is crooked at your end of the 
line again.  Then I answer that letter, & by the time my letter answer reaches you it is all out of 
place, for by that time, a different letter has been sent to me & perhaps I have rec’d it, & your 
dirge has changed to the happiest kind of a time, and so we are constantly writing at cross 
purposes, and I dont know how we will end.  What can I do with you!  I see no way to manage 
except to write fewer letters, (as you suggested some time ago) & have them regular.  It makes 
me wish some times that I had never made any promise about my letters, for now if they are 
not always on hand it leads to and endless amount of trouble & worry.  I really want to write 
often but have almost determined to say twice a week, on Sundays & Wednesdays & never 
under any circumstances write an extra letter.  Then there can be no excuse for any trouble, 
but if there is & we find we have to have this constant worry, I’ll make it once a week, no 
matter what it costs me to keep from writing.  It will be hard, but I dont believe it will be any 
worse than the last week has been.  No, it cant be as bad as that.  It isn’t good for either one of 
us to be stirred up so often and it is beginning to tell on me.  I cant stand it, for I already feel the 
effects of it and it would make me really sick if this sort of thing should be kept up.  I feel as tho’ 
I had been sick a week, and am as nervous & tired as can be & so restless all the time I cant 
settle down to anything.  It cant go on, for I know how it would end.  We went to the Opera 



yesterday but I’ll tell you about it in another letter.  I couldn’t get out of dining at the Filches.  
Mrs. F’s niece from Baltimore was visiting her and she was anxious to have us meet & I couldn’t 
get out of going. 
Monday Nov. 24, 5 P.M 
      No letter from you yet.  It was what I expected.  I went out to give a lesson this A.M. a 
little after eight & didn’t have time to get my breakfast   I haven’t had my bonnet off since.  
Expected to write more today but haven’t had time.  Will hurry to the corner with this and will 
try and send something different tomorrow, as I cant let this take the place of a Sunday’s letter 
entirely.  So I’ll sign it to be continued. 
        With a heart full of love 
                       Effie. 


