
                                                                                                     No. 54 West 46th Street 
                                                                                                     N.Y. April 9th 1885 
My dearest Harry, 
       I have less than an hour to spend on this letter.  Things here remain unchanged and 
seems impossible to be alone any time.  On Saturday Mr. Steinbach sails for Europe and then I’ll 
have his room and things will better and writing will be easier.  I mailed a letter on Tuesday 
afternoon, and hoped to write yesterday, but couldn’t do it.  I found your letter ready to 
welcome me when I came in, & Maggie was here so you see I had enough to make my evening 
happy.  Yesterday A.M. I rec’d your Sunday’s letter, and that made me happy and unhappy.  
Some parts made me very happy and other parts made me very miserable.  I cant help feeling 
worried to have you in such a state, especially as I am powerless to change things.  It worries 
me as much as it does you, more I believe, for I have to worry for myself and then for you too, 
because I know just how it is going to upset you when my letters fail.  Mamma is half sick & 
with a fearful cold, and that, added to her worries, doesn’t improve matters here.  It makes me 
sick to be kept from you, and makes me wild to think of the consequence.  I understand and 
appreciate fully how you feel, and dont blame you for it, and as for your telling it to me, I think 
you are right to do it, for you know we promised always to tell everything of the sort, and it is 
the safer plan.  I knew you’d be vexed, and wasn’t at all surprised to hear it.  You have a right to 
be.  It is only natural you should be, but I have to go on vexing you, for no matter what I do 
things go on the same, and I am helpless.  If there every comes a time when things will run 
smoothly, I will be thankful, for I am in hot water all the time.  I please you & displease mamma, 
please mamma and displease you.  I’m not blaming either you or mamma.  I dont think either of 
you are to blame for I know you both try to be good.  You are so, and only do what is natural.  
Of course you feel that it is only fair for you to claim some of my time, and mamma feels that 
she has a claim.  You are both right & you could both be satisfied if I only could have my time to 
myself, but I haven’t.  We usually have company on the days I am home.  I cant remember a 
Wed. for weeks & weeks that has been free.  It is so all the time.  I cant take time to go and see 
my friends, & dont pretend to do it, but if they will, in spite of this, take the time & trouble to 
come & see me, I have of course got to see them, and I am very glad to see them too.  This 
week Maggie has been here, and I cant tell you how happy I was to see her & have a visit from 
her.  Mamma doesn’t see me alone a great deal, for we have had company most of the time for 
weeks, but she has a great deal more of my time than you have tho’ I cant make her believe it.  
Things are not as I would like them by any means, but they seldom are, and I have to take them 
as they are, & I do try to make the best of them, tho’ there has been very little good in them 
lately & there seems no best.  I’d be only too happy to write a long letter every day, but cant 
even send a short one as often as that.  You cant understand it I know, and I dont wonder, but if 
you could spend a week or two here, not as yourself but as some one else, you’d perhaps be 
able to understand.  I never expect any better times as long as we are separated, for people will 
never make allowance for letters, and things will never go smoothly.  Nobody is to blame.  The 
fault is mine.  I cant give my lessons and do, besides, all that other girls (who have all their time 
and room of their own,) can do.  That wouldn’t be so very strange, but I dont seem to be able to 
do what is expected of me, tho’ I notice I am always busy and get no time to read or practice.  I 
suppose I dont make the most of my time, and I know that I never could accomplish as much as 
other people.  I ought to be able to do far more than I do & there are plenty of people (I mean 



ordinary people, not wonders at all) who could do more than I do & still have time to spare, but 
it isn’t in me to do what I ought to do.  Besides, I am always having bad luck to delay me.  I hope 
my dearest Harry that you will understand me.  It isn’t sarcasm at all.  I mean it.  I am not 
finding fault with you, or blaming you in the least, but I am disgusted with my stupid self.  I am 
an old poke.  It takes me five times as long as it ought to, to do a thing.  Then there is another 
thing.  I ought to be able to write when there are others around.  There is no excuse for such 
nonsense, but for all that the fact remains I cant do it to save me.  They will talk and I am too 
stupid to do two things at once.  Even if they only talk among themselves I am just as bad, and 
it upsets me completely.  Of course I could write an ordinary letter or a note, but I cant write to 
you or to any one I care particularly for, unless I can be quiet.  Foolish it may be, but it is true 
never-the-less.  I can demand quiet, but it is quite another thing to get it, and it only ends in 
words.  When you and mamma and every one else count on my doing what any ordinary 
person ought to be able to do, you only do what is natural, but I cant even do that much, and I 
am constantly wondering if you wont sometime be disappointed in me.  When you find that I 
am less than ordinary will you go on loving me the same?  I have locked myself in the bathroom 
and have only been interrupted five times, and now my time is up.  This is a sweet thing to send 
I must say, but I am ready to fly or do something desperate.  I wont send this horrible thing till I 
have had a chance to make it a little more decent, tho’ I am desperately blue I dont believe I 
can do any better.  The strain on us all is dreadful just now and I dread almost anything.  
Mamma is in a most awful state, and I cant do anything to excite her, and we have got to stay 
with her, & tonight I have got to go with her to attend to some business, and I dont know just 
how long it will take.  I am very much worried about her tonight and Mrs. Hull and Ada have 
just been telling me some thing that happened while I was out which worried them, for it 
seemed as tho’ she was hardly it in her right mind.  Some things have come out within a few 
days, which have made me feel that we must watch mamma very closely.  I was terribly 
annoyed when I found them out, but now I begin to think that mamma was not quite her self.  
There has been a too great a strain on her, and it has told on her awfully.  But when I do what 
seems not only a duty but an absolute necessity, I cannot do all I ought to for you, and now I 
know you are unhappy & miserable.  Your letter today tells me that you cant sleep, and here I 
am, tied up & unable to do any more.  I am sorry about my letters last week, but I did mail a 
letter on Wednesday Evening and you didn’t get it until Sat. Eve.  I couldn’t help it, and it did 
seem hard to be blamed for losing the key, for I didn’t do it on purpose, & if I had sent the 
letter, it wouldn’t have reached you till Sat. Eve.  Then you had a letter, & Sunday A.M. you had 
the other one, which ought to have left here Thurs. aft., & the regular Sunday’s letter.  Oh dear 
I cant write now.  I’m half crazy myself.  Dont pay any attention to me if I seem cross.  I believe I 
am decidedly off, for so many things have gone wrong I am discouraged completely.  Since I 
came back to finish this I have been worse instead of better, so I guess I had better stop.  I’m 
not cross with you, for you have been very good & very patient & you have not given me any 
reason to complain, but what you said came at a bad time and I felt awfully about it tho’ I knew 
it was all right and perfectly fair & just.  But I am awfully worried about you, and begin to think, 
no I dont really think so, but I wonder if it wouldn’t have been better for your health & 
happiness and success too if you had never seen me.  I know you dont think so, but I am in such 
a state that I have all sorts of horrible things come in my mind, & tho’ I dont believe them, they 
will come, and I haven’t strength to shake them off.  I’ll write tonight and hope things wont look 



quite so black then.  Ever[y] thing seems inky black just now but I hope the cloud will lift soon 
and give me a breath.  I feel as tho’ I were having nightmare.  Thank Heaven June will soon be 
here.  I wonder if we’ll live thro’ such happiness after all we’ve been thro’.  Those shoes you 
spoke of have really made you suffer, tho’ they were lucky for me.  If I hadn’t gone down town 
for them that day I would have nothing now to keep me up, but you haven’t had any of these 
troubles.  Every thing else has gone right for you this year, and I know that I am the cause of all 
our unhappiness.  I didn’t make you so miserable last year and I do believe you have suffered 
more this year than if you had been in doubt.  I believe the doubt would have bothered & 
tortured you less than the separation without the doubt has done.  Neither of us realized what 
it meant, and it only proves the strength of our love that has been able to stand it.  Any 
ordinary love couldn’t have stood thro’ all the gales we have passed thro’.  Tonight I’ll write a 
better letter I hope but now it is no use to try.  Dont be provoked for I’m a little off, but I can 
assure you it doesn’t change my love, (it is just the same as always will be,) tho’ the separations 
seems harder & more cruel than ever & at such a time I need you more than usual & long for 
you so. 
      With unspeakable love your forlorn, babyish silly good for nothing   
                                    Effie. 
 
   I seem to succeed better in making every one mad or unhappy than in any thing else.  
Dont worry tho’ about my fighting with Mag, for she is a jewel and we didn’t have any trouble, 
& I only wished that she could have stayed longer.  If mamma had been different I would have 
made Maggie stay.  I only wish I could go to Madison.  It would do me good & cheer me up, but 
of course it is out of the question. 
 Love unbounded from 
    Effie 
 


