
Saturday Jan 10th [1885] 
Dearest Harry, 
        My head isn’t very much better and I dont feel quite as well as I did yesterday, but I am 
so much better than I was on Thursday.  I wrote that evening or tried to write, but didn’t dare 
send another note, so tomorrow you’ll we be more down on me than ever.  Listen & I’ll tell you 
all about it.  I rec’d your letter yesterday morning, and of course it made me feel dreadfully.  I 
knew my letters were short, but I tried so hard to write every day because you seemed to think 
frequent letters were a comfort, even tho’ they were short, and I supposed that it was so until 
this week, but the last few letters made me feel that things were going wrong again, but the 
letter this morning says that the notes had no effect at all.  In fact they seem to have been 
worse than nothing at all.  I took what I had already written, & several sheets of paper, and 
filled my pen so that there would be no danger of the ink giving out, and started to Orange with 
a very heavy heart and a sick body.  I tho’t I could write on my way out & on the way back and 
would have one less lesson & could get to the City an hour earlier, and could write in the 
waiting room and might manage quite a long letter.  Well do you know that pen cut up the 
worst caper.  It was full of ink but it refused to run.  I worked with it and coaxed it & finally a 
whole flood rushed from it and ruined the first page.  Then it stopped and wouldn’t make a 
mark & I had to give it up.  I could have mailed what I had written Thurs., but I wouldn’t 
because I tho’t it would only make you worse.  Then I was going to telegraph you that the letter 
was commenced, but couldn’t explain why it was not finished, besides telegraphing wouldn’t 
keep you from the post office for you go anyway.  Whether you expect my letters or not there 
are chances for other letters, and you’d go anyhow and my telegram wouldn’t do any good 
unless I spent a whole fortune, viz a number of dollars for a letter by telegraph.  I couldn’t do 
that.  Besides, as they did not get the short one of ten words at all as I gave it they wouldn’t be 
likely to get a letter straight.  I was helpless you see & came home and worried.  I went to bed 
early for I was too miserable to sit up, and I was feeling too badly to write.  I hesitated about 
getting up this morning, but I felt that I must do something to forget myself and it would do me 
less harm to get up, sick as I was, that than to lie there and think. and I didn’t feel like writing, 
for as your letter didn’t come I knew you were angry.  If it hadn’t been for knowing that I would 
have written, for I would have tho’t if you had been interrupted or hadn’t time, and I would 
have understood that, and it shouldn’t have made any difference about my writing but to have 
you get angry again after all your promises, and do the same old thing over again _  Oh well I 
wont talk about it.  I went to the Huguenots with Mrs. Ellis this afternoon.  Materna sang.  I 
didn’t like her as Valentine as well as Nilsson.  She didn’t compare with her.  The cast was a fine 
one but on the whole not the opera wasn’t near as well given as it was last winter by Nab 
Abbey’s company.  Haufstaengl as Marguerite was wonderful but Materna & Schott were not at 
their best, tho’ the scene between them in the fourth act was very fine.  I had a very nice letter 
from Sue this morning.  She hasn’t got her pictures yet.  They got way behind with every thing 
on account of the bad weather.  She said you hadn’t spoken of the proof she sent at all and she 
wondered if you liked it.  You didn’t say any thing about that letter I sent you of Jule Bray’s.  
There wasn’t a great deal in it but as part of it referred to you I tho’t you might be glad to see it.  
You didn’t say anything about our fire the other night.  Didn’t we have a narrow escape?  If it 
had happened in the night there is no telling how it might have ended.  It might have been very 
serious.  Mrs. S. and I had an experience with a crazy man tonight that wasn’t any too pleasant 



and we had quite a scare.  I am going to send part of your letter of Jan. 1st to you so that you 
can correct some of the dates, or explain them to me, and you must be sure and send this part 
of the letter back for I want it.  You say you were born July 5th 1857.  When you were a year old 
your parents moved to Jersey City.  You say you remained there till 1872, when & that you were 
then five years old.  Please explain how you make that out.  In three places you give that date of 
1872 as the time of your moving to Newark.  If you were five years old in 1872 you have made 
some mistake about the year of your birth.  It is a little mixed.  This is what I make it out.  You 
were born in 1857 and lived in N.Y. till you were one year old, then went to J.C.[,] lived there till 
1872 when you were five years old, and then you went to Newark.  This date was bad enough, 
but I was rather stunned when I came to the next one for it confused me more than ever.  [Ill.] 
You say “At the age of 13 viz in 1870 his parents moved to Madison & the boy was taken along.”  
That completely upset me and I think I’ll have to send it to you to correct, for perhaps you wont 
believe you wrote it unless you see it.  Were you playing “with or without”, for I cant 
understand it any better than I did that “multiply by the Jacks you do or do notnot  not hold 
etc”.  I am anxious to hear the good news you hinted about, but suppose I must wait now till 
you get over your mad.  I was not satisfied with my letters, but I did the best I could, and tried 
very hard.  You haven’t any idea how I am driven, so of course it is hard for you to believe in my 
love.  I haven’t given you any proof of my love I know, and you know I never did love very 
deeply anyhow.  I never cared for any one, am so very indifferent toward my friends, and how 
could you help doubting me when my letters failed to come on time or if they were not letters, 
but notes now and then, on the following dates _  Dec_ 21 _ 24 _ 25 _ 28 _ 29_ 30 _ 31 _ Jan _ 
1 _ 2  3 _ 4 _ 6 __.  If anyone should get hold of these dates and also the number of pages in 
each note, you would be suspected of slinging sarcasm around loose.  I know what you mean, 
but I really do not think you are justified in being angry even if the letters were short, if you 
believed they were so, because what I told you.  If you had reason to think that you had short 
letters because I didn’t try to write long ones, then you can make out a case against me.  I cant 
help feeling hurt at the lack of faith and trust in me that you show.  If things go just as you want 
them to, you have faith, and believe in my love, but when things are not up to the mark, you 
doubt me.  If you dont know me well enough to believe that I would never engage myself to 
any man unless I felt sure that I not only cared for him & loved him, but that I knew that I could 
never have the same feeling for any one else.  Yes I know my own feeling well enough, & I only 
wish you could trust me as I do you.  It makes it all the harder for me to give my lessons. [ill.]  
Dont imagine that it is a pleasure to me to give them for it isn’t, but I have to do it & [ill.] I might 
as well do it pleasantly, and there is no use making a fuss about it, going day after day thro’ any 
kind of weather, to teach beginners, who some times nearly drive me wild (yesterday for 
instance when every one of them acted like fury all had bad lessons & didn’t half try, and would 
not put their minds on it.  I had a sickening headache) & it seemed as tho’ the day would never 
end).  All this isn’t fun at all, and I dont do it because I like to do it.  I’d rather have time for 
reading & practicing etc.  I do it because I have to.  The only part I like if is the feeling that I’m 
supporting myself, & not dependent on Mamma and I dont often complain, but I have come 
home lately, completely tired out, and sick, and I often write when I am feeling so, and if my 
letters are unsatisfactory I cant help it.  It makes me hate my lessons and makes it very much 
harder for me.  You have asked me before how I felt about it, & what I tho’t of you for acting so.  
I felt that you didn’t understand my position and couldn’t help feeling so.  If you hadn’t known 



me but a short time before we became engaged, you might have reason to doubt me.  Now 
under the circumstances I think it is very hard that you should do it.  I am not angry but I am 
feeling so badly that I am sure that if I had known what this separation would do, if I could have 
seen all that we have been thro’, I would not have answered as I did the 8th of Sept.  I would 
have answered that in the way you half expected.  I wouldn’t have given a decided answer 
then.  I might have, and know I would have given you hope, and we would have had what 
people call “an understanding” – but it would not have been a positive engagement.  I dont say 
that I regret it.  I cant feel that I do. In spite of all I have suffered, I wouldn’t change it if I could, 
but I do say that if I could have seen all the trouble in store for us during the separation, I do 
not think I would have had the courage to face it.  I could face anything with you, but when I 
feel that you doubt me I‘m very weak.  I fail to see how the separation helps us.  It does 
nothing, & has done nothing, & never will do anything but make us miserable, & I’m miserable 
enough tonight to suit my worst enemy.  I think Em was sensible to make the rule she did when 
she came East.  I haven’t strength enough to do such a thing, or to carry it out if I did make the 
rule but these horrible times are awfully wearing.  If I’m well enough I’ll write tomorrow, but it 
will be to tell you the news.  I wont discuss this subject again, if I write.  I did not mean to say a 
word about my feelings tonight, but they were obstreperous & wouldn’t be kept under any 
longer.  If I was going to talk it over, I ought to have waited for another time, for now I’m not 
equal to it.  I’m feeling too badly to really know what I’m writing, and I cant keep up any longer.  
I’ll go to bed as soon as I can get this mailed.  I wont be vindictive enough not to write 
tomorrow.  If you dont have a letter on Wed. you’ll know I was too sick to sit up to write a letter 
& a note wouldn’t please you.  Now I’ve got to stop.  My nose is bleeding terribly again.  It 
relieved my head a little last night & perhaps it will help it again. 
       Goodnight, with the usual amount of deepest love (tho’ perhaps you dont believe it) I 
am in spite of all appearances 
    Your faithful loving 
                Effie. 
 


