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My Darling 
         You have never written me what you thought of the song from Mansaniello I sent you.  I 
am curious to know whether it would strike you as it did me when you take into account the 
difference between hearing it sung with all the surroundings, & reading it from a page_  Don’t 
forget to tell me what you thought of it.  Some how the thing haunts me & I find my self 
humming it over almost all the time.  It was beautiful as Herr Schott sang it_  Darling I want 
some music so badly.  I wonder if you will be able to play enough to me in the summer to fill me 
up.  I suppose you don’t practice any now at all_  You haven’t written me about Bessie Stoddard 
lately.  Does she come to play with you again or haven’t you taken it up since before Minnies 
death which of course interrupted it and then your sore finger followed & you must have had a 
big break.  You can’t do everything & with so many lessons I believe I had rather you wouldn’t 
do much of your style of practice[,] three or four houses on a stretch.  I think you are feeling 
better now than you have for some weeks aren’t you?  Your letters have seemed so.  You 
havent been only putting it on to make me easy have you Darling?  If I thought so I should be 
miserable over it for I want you to write me always just how you are no matter how bad it is 
and then we can put our heads together & see what to do_  I haven’t told you straight out tho 
you may perhaps have gathered it from some of my letters that I have been sick[,] for some 
time seriously so.  I haven’t wanted to frighten you but I think I ought to tell you about it tho it 
cant do any good for you are so far away that there isn’t anything that you can do for me.  Yes 
there is something too.  You can keep me up with your letters & you do that now.  This trouble 
seems to be mainly nervous.  It keeps me awake & I cant keep my thoughts away from it & 
brood over it a good deal__  It is a curious sort of disease.  It manifests itself outwardly in deep 
melancholy at times and at others in just the opposite[,] in exuberant joy & gladness_  I never 
had it till of late but it seems now to be chronic & incurable.  I don’t take any medicine for it 
because no medicines ever do any good.  It seems strange to believe in such a specific but in 
the nineteenth century & in the enlightened country but the only cure for the disease is a 
pilgrimage to the shrine of a certain saint & devotion & worship there_  The devotion & worship 
at places distant from the shrine helps the sufferer.  I needn’t follow this out farther.  I guess 
you can imagine from what I suffer I hoped for a letter today but was disappointed_  I know you 
do all you can.  In fact I believe you do more than you ought for I am sure you are disobeying & 
writing after twelve.  You can’t know [how] hard it is for me to have to do without a word from 
you so long but Darling I had rather than to have you sit up into the night to write__  It isnt a 
slight thing for me to write this for when I don’t get letters & want them so much I am apt to 
forget everything except that people come between us and that things keep you from me & not 
to make allowance enough & to feel hurt that you don’t refuse people for my sake but give in 
because they are importunate.  I am apt to do this while I am feeling badly but I never do feel 
that I wish you would break into your sleep & I would rather do without hard as it is than to 
have letters at that price.  Indeed Darling I dont want to be scolding you but I must say this for I 
can’t have you sick & ailing again.  You are you say worn out.  You suffer a great deal from 
headaches & you oughtn’t to shorten your hours for sleep__  Darling it cost me more than I can 
tell you to advise you this for I do need your letters dreadfully.  I can’t help the longing for them 
any more than I can help longing for you & when they don’t come I am miserable all day.  I have 



been so today.  It is a thing I can’t control or do anything with.  I get along pretty well one day 
without anything but the second day I get pretty well down.  I know that you cant help it.  You 
can’t offend your friends & I can’t ask you to do it & we have just got to accept the situation & 
make the best of it & that is all there is about it.  It will never be any better till we are together 
for a hundred things are bound to turn up to separate us.  I wish I could get used to it.  One 
would think I might by this time for it does seem as tho when I see how things are that I would 
settle down to them but somehow I can’t help wanting letters & feeling disappointed over their 
not coming_  I meant to have kept quiet about this Effie my Darling for it only worries you  & it 
don’t do any good for you cant help it.  I realize that but Darling it helps me to bear it or better.  
If I tell you how I feel then I don’t go & think a whole lot of dreadful & wicked thoughts about 
you as I used to so you will let me tell you.  I used to blame you for not simply letting things 
slide long enough to write but I see that you are so constituted that you can’t do it & if people 
want you you cant shake them off_ and I can’t blame you & I don’t now__  But to return to the 
point I was speaking about.  Much as I want your letters, I can’t feel quiet to let you write late 
at night.  I had rather you would send a one page note the next day telling me that you couldnt 
write without writing after twelve__  O Darling this trial will be over sometime & then we shall 
be happy.  We cant be now any how__  Darling I dont want to make you unhappy by my 
complaining but it is this or no letter at all.  I often feel I had better not write at all when I feel 
as I do tonight[,] so lonely & miserable[,] for tho it does comfort & help me to write to you 
Darling it isn’t what I ought to write to do you the utmost good and yet you tell me to write_  I 
often put off writing so as to wait till the letter comes & then write in the morning but I cant do 
that this time.  Darling isn’t it hard[?]  I know how gladly you would help me if you only could.  I 
am better than I used to be but it is & I suppose always will be a trial to me to have anything 
come between us.  Nothing can ever really come between us.  We are sure to be united in spirit 
always but I mean in body.  This bugbear haunts me in my dreams_  I don’t think I have had one 
dream of you this year or since September when there hasn’t been this disturbing element_  O 
Dear I can’t write any thing to cheer you up & you will get this on Friday too. 
       Goodnight my darling Effie with untold longing for you & the most impatient endurance 
of the weeks that still keep us apart & O Darling with love beyond all power of expression all 
the time 
          Your own loving 
                       Harry____ 
 
6. am Wednesday 

Darling I must ask you to bear with me for writing such a blue & unhappy letter last 
night.  I feel a little better now.  I awoke before light & of course I thought of you for a long long 
time & Effie the quiet did me good & I feel better now than I did last night.  Then too I shall 
have a letter.  You said you feared you couldnt write on Sunday but I know you wouldnt let that 
whole day pass without some thing to me.  Dear lovely girl I do love you with all my soul.  Now 
Darling I must go to some work.  I went to bed before ten last night so as to get time in the 
morning for this & day light.  O Effie my own it is so blessed to love you & have your love & I do 
know that I have that all the time tho you are kept so much away from your loving Harry _ 
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                 
 


