
                                                                                                No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                  N.Y. Jan. 12th 1885. 
My dearest Harry, 
       Well I got thro’ my lessons this afternoon, and tho’ they were three of the most dreadful 
lessons I ever listened to I still live to tell the tale.  And now I’ll try and ans. your letter, but I 
know already that it will be unsatisfactory to us both.  I seem to have reached a point where I 
cant write.  It seems to me that no letter could do the subject justice, that nothing but a long 
long talk face to face can satisfy me.  This we cant have and I must try and make the best of it, 
but I cant be happy now till the separation ends, for if we are not having a fuss I’ll be expecting 
one all the time.  I know we’ll never keep straight until we have had this talk.  The feeling that I 
am helpless makes me more so, and takes away what little power I might have had.  I dread 
these last next five months more than I can tell you, far more than I dreaded the nine, for I 
never dreamed that things would go so badly.  I think if we can come to such a pass in four 
months there is no telling what will happen in the next five.  There isn’t anything to encourage 
me.  Each month I have felt the separation harder & harder to bear and now it seems simply 
unendurable.  I have not any hope that the next five months months will be any easier than the 
last four have been.  I dont believe they’ll be a bit easier, on the contrary I fear they will be 
harder.  There is no use talking about longin looking on the bright side for there is no bright 
side.  I’ve looked for it and tho’t there must be a bright side somewhere and I believed in it and 
was happy, but now I find I was wrong.  I have hoped after each storm that we understood each 
other better & that all would go well, but I have lost that hope now.  You said you’d believe in 
me in spite of anything, but you don’t, and even when my letter reached you on time, you 
doubted me because it was only three sheets long.  I know it cant be otherwise as long as we 
are separated, and I sometimes wonder if we can stand it.  The question is, how will it all end if 
we keep on in this way?  It almost seems as tho’ it would be safer not to write at all if we cant 
get along any better than we do, & when I am suffering in this way I think perhaps we could 
stand doing without letters better than we can stand these awful times.  It would be horrible to 
do without them but it wouldn’t be as risky to and do without them as it is to suffer what we 
are suffering now.  It almost seems as tho’ it would be better for us, and yet I dont think that 
either of us would have the strength to make this rule, or to keep it if we made it.  But it is all 
wrong for things to go on this way, for we get worse every time instead of better.  These storms 
are not good for us, and I fear we’ll get into serious trouble if we keep on.  You say in every 
letter which you have written immediately after one, that you cant help being all the happier 
for them.  You understand me better, and it will never happen again.  You know the next one is 
always worse.  It seems too bad that we cant get along without such performances, and they 
cant go on except at great risk.  You say you are easy to get along with & easy to manage.  I 
believe you would be if we could be together.  I am not afraid that our married life would be 
unhappy.  I know we could get along perfectly, but since you ask what I think I must tell the 
truth.  I do not think you are easy to get along with by letter.  I dont wonder people say letters 
are dangerous.  It is wonderful how many misunderstandings lovers can have when they are 
separated.  The more they love the harder it is for them to get along, & the less they 
understand.  I know things will run along just the same till next June, unless to your doubts lead 
you to put an end to our happiness. This doesn’t seem possible, and yet at times I cant but feel 
that it is not impossible.  On Saturday I meant to hide my feelings as much as I could, tho’ I 



knew they couldn’t help showing some.  I tried to write about the opera, & tried to laugh at you 
for for getting the dates wrong in your letter of Jan. 1st.  But all this was useless & absurd.  I 
could not go on in that strain & before I got thro’ I broke loose & couldn’t help showing a little 
of all I felt.  I was in a pretty bad state.  I wont tell you about itk but I think if you had seen be 
me you would have melted. and No, if you had been where you could see me we would have 
had no such trouble. You would never have turned to stone at all.  The separation (with no 
quiet talk to prepare us for it and get us started straight) and having to depend wholly on these 
miserable unsatisfactory letters have been to blame for everything.  I know if we were together 
we wouldn’t have such constant troubles.  We wouldn’t have had them during the separation, 
that is, not such serious ones, if we’d had a little time together after we became engaged.  I 
dont blame you and haven’t blamed you for not avoiding this, for I understand just how you 
felt, but I have almost wished that as it couldn’t didn’t come till the last moment it could have 
been delayed till next summer, for horrible as the doubt was, it wasn’t as bad as these troubles 
we have gone thro’ since.  You haven’t been with me since, and you cant seem to believe in my 
love unless every thing goes right, because I never had shown my feelings for you before, & had 
seemed to be too matter of fact to be in love.  Well some times these matter of fact people feel 
as much, or more than other people.  When they do love, they have it in its worst form, and 
tho’ I am not one of the kind to make a great show of my love I dont think you’d find the love 
lacking if you could cut my heart in “sections”.  I think you’d find nothing else there.  Everything 
else would be s you’d find had been crowded out, but because I dont & cant show it as many 
can, you cant have the same amount amount of confidence in me that you wol would have if I 
could only show you all I feel.  When I am in the midst of these unhappy times I sometimes 
blame myself, for my frank answer and say to myself “I did wrong to be so frank.  If we had 
parted with an understanding it would have been better for us both. We wouldn’t have 
suffered from the doubt, and yet if we could have avoided all these fusses if there hadn’t been 
a positive engagement, if I had only consented to an understanding.  He would have known I 
loved him if I would let it go as far as that, and I would have known his feelings, then we might 
have been happier than we are just now.”  Tonight I am better, but I know I’ll always be looking 
for some thing now and will never feel quite safe till we can be together again, but I cant feel 
sorry tonight that we are engaged.  Dont make me feel again that we would have been better 
off to have kept on in the old way a little longer.  When I am so miserable it seems as tho’ 
anything would be better than to suffer so by misunderstandings.  A great many people call me 
lucky, but tho’ I seem to be in some ways, there is a horrible fate always hanging over me.  I am 
constantly doomed to suffer from a separation.  You know how I felt the separation from Em, & 
that I have never been able to get used to it.  I used to think that I could never care for any man 
as I cared for her, but you see I didn’t know any thing about it.  Before I felt this love for you I 
couldn’t know how it would be.  It was a depth which remained unsounded.  I always knew that 
I could never marry a man unless I loved him so desperately that I couldn’t be happy without 
him, and I never would felt safe unless I felt at the same time that there was no other man in all 
the world who could ever be as much to me or who could fill his place.  I would feel that it must 
be that one man or nobody.  I could never be sure that I loved if I believed in the saying “there 
are as good fish in the sea etc.”  It is often applied to love affairs you know, but I dont see how 
anyone could feel so if they really loved.  I dont think that you are the only man in all the world 
but I do know that you are the only man I love, & the only one I ever can love. and I never 



supposed that I could feel so toward any man.  I never tho’t that I could love any man more 
than anything and everything & I always expected to be an old maid because I wouldn’t marry 
without this love.  unless it I felt that it must come f before every thing else. and I knew well 
enough how I felt before I ever answered you, and I didn’t see the danger of being engaged and 
separated, but I do see now that an understanding would be safer if there must be a 
separation.  I think you feel this too, for in your letter you said “We can not afford to risk 
another of these times.  I hope it has not and will not strike you with full force, but I cannot 
afford to risk another.”  What did you mean by that?  I think it did strike me with full force, and 
still strikes me, & will keep on striking me, and I know if we cant do better we have got to stop 
writing.  I cant help feeling as I do.  I dont think that when you got a letter on time & it was 
three sheets long and you knew all that you do know or ought to know, that you were justified 
in  making us both so miserable.  You say “I threw the letter down & came near tearing it up 
first I was so mad _  I said something that sounded very much like D    I am sure, & then came 
the tho’ts to haunt me & make me crazy.  I could feel nothing but anger that you should let 
things call you away.”  I am sorry that you think I dislike to write and let every little thing serve 
as an excuse.  I know that was a poor letter and an unsatisfactory letter, but I did all I could.  
You say give up my friends, and I think I am doing that about as fast as I can for I let almost all 
letters go and I dont pretend to make calls on anyone.  It takes more time to write a letter to 
you because I will get to thinking of you & forget to write, or else go to reading your letters.  I 
think I have plenty of time but either I use it all up, or else the interruption has come very 
unexpectedly, or perhaps I feel hurried, and know I will only have a certain time.  That 
completely upsets me for I always have so much to say and it knocks every decent idea out of 
my head & I cant say a thing I want to, and finally I send a letter filled with trash, when if I had 
been writing to anyone else I could have made out quite a respectable letter for me.  The more 
I write about it the worse I feel.  I cant write & put it as I want to.  I knew when I commenced 
that I couldn’t.  I am not yet quiet enough or well enough to write and I will only make things 
worse if I keep on, and I hope you’ll take this thing, that other thing that has been the cause of 
such misery, & tear them up together & burn the scraps so that there wont be even one [ill.] 
word & even a letter left of them.  I will write about your other letter tomorrow but I am not 
equal to it now.  I am glad to hear of your success & your good prospects, but even that news 
fails to brace me up now.  I feel that we are on very dangerous ground and I cant get my mind 
on anything else, but thro’ all my love remains the same.  I hope tomorrow that I can be more 
quiet.  I’ll only promise now to do the best I can.  I couldn’t do any more if I promised.  I’ll do all 
I possibly can, & then if we cant get along on that plan we’ll have to starve, for I guess our 
chances for pulling thro’ without letters, are stronger than our getting along and being happy 
on the plans we have followed so far.  We will surely come to grief at this rate.  I have known of 
other cases where they felt safe & have been wrecked by letters, & I’m not going to risk them, 
unless we can do as we ought to do.  We have simply got to make up our minds to take things 
as they come.  I’ll do all I can and if it will prevent you from getting blue, I’ll consent not 
complain if you gauge your letters by mine.  You know the more letters I have from you & the 
longer they are, the better I like them, but tho’ I know you feel the same I am placed so that I 
cant do any more than I have done.  I dont let unnecessary things interfere tho’ I cant make you 
see things as they are.  I believe mamma would act better if I hadn’t told her anything but you 
have so often advised me to have a talk with her, but I knew if I told her how it was it couldn’t 



help it.  She at once asked how long my letters were & how often I wrote and I really made it 
out a little less often & shorter letters than they are, & she says she thinks it is as much or more 
than I ought to do.  You think I ought to defy my opposition.  I do defy it, and have defied it all 
along, but in spite of every thing I cant change things, and I suppose I’ll continue to worry along 
somehow.  I think I‘d  better get some one to cut me up and then let you people who (tho’ you 
are all constantly finding fault with me) seem to think me worth so much, fight it out, and select 
your pieces.  Tell me what part you’d like and I’ll make a will and leave it to you.  I hope you’ll 
choose the heart, & slice it up and find out what there is in it.  I am sure you’ll find it all love and 
nothing but love.  Will you believe in me then or will you still think there is some mistake?  Be 
sure you cut the “sections” as thin as you possibly can; and take as much pains with my heart as 
you do with your worms and frogs & things for I’d like to have you find out what I already know, 
but what I cant make you believe.  I must say goodnight, and will say again whether you believe 
it or not that my heart is full and over flowing with love for you, and always will be in the same 
condition.  Even when it is sliced up it will be all love for Harry, doubting unbelieving Harry, for I 
dont suppose you believe this even now.  It will be pretty bad to have to have my heart cut out 
so that you can find out, but it wont be much worse than what I have already suffered from 
your doubts.  
       Goodnight again, your unhappy heartless(?) unloving(?), unhappy yes, but not the 
others, your true, loving, & devoted 
                                Effie. 


