
                                                                                                      No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                       N.Y. April 9th 1885 
My own darling Harry, 
      It is very late but I must write something, for that horrible letter I mailed tonight must 
be followed by something different.  I felt that I ought not to send it, but I knew you’d expect a 
letter, & that seemed to be all I could do.  There wasn’t time to write another so I sent the 
dreadful thing.  I wish I hadn’t, but you will expect one, and the thing only shows my feelings at 
the time.  I was desperate, for there seems to be nothing to look forward to before June, and 
nothing goes smoothly, and I have no reason to believe that things will straighten out and 
improve.  Every thing seems against us, and June seems a long way off under such trying 
circumstances.  It would be bad enough if every thing else was all right, but when everything 
else is all wrong, it seems unbearable, and I have felt so discouraged the last week.  Mamma 
seems worse instead of better, and I fully expect that she will end at breaking down.  Of course 
it is an awful risk, but what else could she do.  She hasn’t done what she ought to have done, 
for she would do all the business with Miss B. alone & of course she didn’t think of many things.    
She has been so worried that it has made her awfully cross, and when I made little suggestions I 
got anything but a pleasant reply.   She sees what a mistake she made in being alone.  Miss B. & 
her lawyer were together, & I fear Miss B. has gotten the best of her in more ways than one, 
but I did all I could and mamma would not listen.  She said tonight, that it was a great mistake, 
& she was very much disgusted with herself because she hadn’t listened to me, & because she 
hadn’t had me with her when she talked to Miss B.  Miss B. is very [ill.] smart and was a little 
too much for mamma.  She wasn’t in a state to be alone with her.  Strange to say Miss B. had so 
much influence over mamma, that she didn’t tell me a dozen or more things that she agreed to 
do, that were very foolish.  Every day or two I find out some new thing.  It slips out, & mamma 
regrets many things which I know she never would have done if she’d been herself, or if I had 
been with her.  She wasn’t fit to be alone.  She wasn’t so worried she didn’t think of things as 
she ought to have done.  The figuring is all right tho’, & she ought to be able to make a good 
thing out of it, unless she has terrible luck, but she has been very foolish in some ways, but I 
wont worry her about it now, tho’ I have been out of patience, and have been pretty mad over 
some things.  If you could know all you wouldn’t wonder at my feeling desperate.  I think there 
is very little doubt about mamma’s move being a good one, but she is worried to death over it, 
and she dont give us a minutes rest on the subject, and if it had to go on for two months longer 
I think we’d all go crazy.  This much I do know, that I couldn’t go thro’ three months more like 
the last three have been without breaking down.  If I said anything to hurt you my dearest 
please forgive me.  Dont misunderstand what I said about its being better for you to have never 
seen me.  I didn’t mean that you tho’t so for even one moment, but this year has given you so 
much unhappiness that it seems to me sometimes that it has been very hard on you.  It has 
been the most unhappy year you have ever spent, tho’ at times it has been happier than 
anything you ever knew before.  Still, when you suffer so I sometimes wonder, if on the whole, 
this love of your’s for you me has been a good thing for you.  For me I know it has been, but it 
has seemed to bring you more unhappy moments than anything else.  I long for you, but 
nothing can kill the happiness of this love, while your longings seem to crush out every thing 
else.  They keep you awake & they upset you completely, and I cant help worrying about you, 
and I cant keep out such tho’ts at such times, for it really seems as tho’ your unhappy times 



were with you, far more than your happy moments.  You can imagine how such tho’ts upset 
me, when I know I am to blame for the unhappy moments.  Oh you darling boy how I wish 
things didn’t have to be so hard.  If I could only write every day it would keep us straight, and it 
does seem little enough to want, but we cant have even that little.  It is a shame, but if we dont 
make up for this next summer it will be very funny.  We’ll have things our way then, or there 
will be war.  We are going to have awful work moving, for the people in No. 12, are going to be 
as disagreeable as can be, and make it as inconvenient for us as thy can.  They are mad because 
they couldn’t keep the house at a lower rent than Miss B. offered.  I am afraid Maggie’s visit at 
our house wasn’t any too delightful, but she understood everything and appreciated mamma’s 
state of mind, so it was all right.  I was so very glad to have her here, & her visit did me good.  
On Wed. we might have gone to the Metropolitan Museum, but some how or other I got it into 
my stupid head that she had been there.  I dont know what made me think so, but I tho’t so 
and didn’t propose going there, tho’ I asked Mag if there was any place she’d  like to go, and 
she didn’t seem to care about going any place, tho’ I spoke of it several times.  She had a very 
sore foot & I supposed that was the reason and so didn’t urge going out.  By accident I found 
out that she hadn’t been to see the Watts collection at all, but it was too late to go, so I asked 
her to go up on Sat. A.M. with me, and said I’d call at Jule’s for her, and we’d spend the 
morning up there.  I have wanted to go again, for the day I went we didn’t have much time, and 
I have only been waiting for a good chance, and it will be lovely to with Maggie.  I grow more 
and more fond of dear Mag all the time and only wish we could be together more.  She is a 
lovely girl and I am devoted to her.  She spoke about next summer and was so sweet about it & 
said she hoped I would not keep you down here a great deal.  She said “we’ll all want him, and 
we want you too”, and then spoke of my being at Madison.  I said “well Mag it is very lovely of 
you, but you talk as tho’ I was going to spend the summer with you.”  She said “well you are.”  I 
said “I cant be there all summer.”  She said “yes you can and you must be there most of it any 
way.”  Did you ever know any thing sweeter & lovelier than the plans they are making for us?  
Oh I am so grateful to them.  It is so much to me to have them feel so kindly toward me, & I am 
so glad their first feelings didn’t last.  We will show show our appreciation too, and I know 
they’ll find you just the same to them always and I certainly wouldn’t let you neglect them even 
if you wanted to.  I hope you’ll just lay yourself out to be as lovely as possible to them, tho’ you 
have always done that, but make an extra effort so that they will not find any difference, or 
even imagine any except for the better.  We’ll have lots of time alone, and we must never at 
any time while we are there together let them feel in the way, for it would hurt them terribly to 
have us try to poke off by ourselves, and there will be plenty of times when we can do it 
without making them feel it.  Oh Harry there is so much I’d like to write about, for your last few 
letters are still unanswered, but I must stop now.  My own darling Harry I love you with all my 
heart, & I do understand that it is your love that makes you so anxious for letters, but oh dear!  
I do wish I didn’t have to worry you so and make you so unhappy, for your love does make to 
you very unhappy.  I know you wouldn’t give it up.  You call it your treasure, but it does make 
you very miserable now, but some time all will be different, & next winter we’ll get along 
better, for the summer will set us straight, & brace us up and give us strength for another year.  
Perhaps that will end this separation, but if it doesn’t, we will get strength during the time we 
can spend together, for another one, and we can both wait as long as it is necessary.  I’ll wait 
ten years if it seems best, or longer.  This year has been particularly trying, for last summer was 



a strain on us both, and tho’ it is pleasant to think of it, yet is isn’t what it will be next summer.  
It was hard on us both last year & we lost strength instead of gaining as we will next summer 
when all will be easy, and oh so happy.  It will seem all the more so in contrast to the long 
months of the separation.  Doesn’t it seem strange to think of our being engaged for over half a 
year without having had one long quiet talk.  I dont believe there ever was quite such a case as 
ours.  But I must stop.  I’ll mail this on my return from Orange at the General office, for letters 
mailed there have never failed to reach you on time, and I dont want any “funny business” 
about this.  I must guard against any slip. 
      With deepest devotion 
             Ever your own loving 
                  Effie. 
 

I think you said you had sent to Boston for a photo of Wagner, or I understood it that 
way.  It hasn’t come and I tho’t perhaps I’d better speak of it, for if you ordered it, you would 
rather know about it, so that you wont lose it, but if you didn’t order it, dont do so now.  I only 
speak of it because I tho’t if it had been ordered you ought to know that it didn’t come and so 
you look it up.  Mag tho’t the photos were lovely, and she said I ought to write you about the 
one of Wagner.  Love love love from Effie 


