
                                                                                                    No. 54 West 46th St, 
                                                                                                     N.Y. May 12th 1885. 
My darling Harry, 
        I am very very tired but much better tonight than for several days.  My head ache has 
left me, and I hope that the horrible strain is over, tho’ I dont really believe that it is.  Miss Paul 
wrote to me today and says she will be down to see me tomorrow afternoon, and I imagine she 
will have some exciting new to tell me.  Susie Welch came today to see me.  I was away but she 
saw Jule and mamma and from what she told them I guess things will go terribly.  I guess Rem 
will keep his threat.  I am worried to death about Reg & the baby.  Oh if they could only be 
taken too I would be so thankful.  As long as they live I must worry about Rem, for what he does 
will make those dear little ones suffer.  I am fairly crazy.  I felt it would end in this way if I 
refused to go.  If I had gone things could have been differently arranged.  If I could have stayed 
a few weeks I could have made a great difference in things & could have prevented what is 
bound to happen now.  If the children die, I could be easy for I wouldn’t worry about Rem.  I 
have no feeling but contempt for him now.  My sympathy is all gone, and I see him in his true 
light, as I didn’t until lately, but this makes me worry all the more about the children.  Oh if I 
could forget for an hour it would rest me so, but I cant, and I cant quiet down at all, but I wont 
write about it now.  I have not had a letter from you today.  Of course I was disappointed, 
awfully so, but I dont blame you if you haven’t written, for I know it must be forlorn to have 
things so one sided.   My letters at best are poor trash, but they have been irregular and 
unsatisfactory and not worth reading.  They are not what you want, and they dont satisfy you, 
and this makes me almost dread to write.  I have done all I could but it has been so little 
compared to your letters.  I know I haven’t half answered them, & know how you feel about it, 
& this feeling make[s] me write poorer letters, because I dont know what is best to tell you.  
You want me to write such letters as you write and I cant do it.  You seem to think the time I am 
not giving my lessons is free, and that I ought to be able to write, & that I neglect you for other 
people, but I dont write to any one but you.  I owe so many letters but every minute I get I write 
to you.  I dont pretend to write to Lottie.  Have only written her one letter since Xmas.  I haven’t 
written to poor Em but once since this horrible trouble.  She has got to give her house up & has 
a world of trouble that you dont know any thing about.  She must think me a sweet friend.  I 
haven’t sent a line to Annie to tell her our plans and she has written two or three times.  I dont 
treat my friends decently, and yet they come to see me.  You have no idea how many calls we 
have, & people try to arrange their visits for the days when I am here and I am interrupted in 
everything I try to do.  I have such a lot of sewing to do and cant get it done, & yet I dont waste 
time.  There is something all the time.  I dont pretend to go any place, and I do write all I can, 
but what does it all amount to.  I am way down and I cant fight off the blues any longer.  I 
simply cant.  I am tired out with this long horrible fight, and I would rather die than go thro’ 
another year like this.  I have had one thing after another till I feel as if some horror was about 
to pounce on me the moment there was a little space for it to squeeze in.  Troubles seem to be 
waiting their chance, and as soon as one moves on & makes room, another comes.  You have 
been a great help, and your letters have done me a world of good, and I appreciate everything 
in them.  I appreciate your offer to come to me.  I appreciate what you said about Jule, and all 
of it, but I know you are worrying about letters, and I know I have done all I can, and I know if 
you fully understood things you wouldn’t worry as you do, and I begin to feel discouraged.  You 



said to rest when I could and not mind about letters.  I haven’t done that always, tho’ some 
times I have, when I felt that I absolutely had to rest, and only then I let a chance for writing 
slip.  When I was up so much with mamma I couldn’t have a light, bright enough to do any 
thing.  If I could have had a light, I would have written longer letters than usual, but the light 
disturbed mamma, and I had to keep it as low as possible. be  During the day there has been no 
place to be alone.  Mamma had her room.  The baby and nurse had the third story back room, 
& the parlor is never quiet at a time when I have a chang chance to write, and I am helpless.  
Mamma couldn’t have helped me any. but tho’  You dont scold, but I know how you are feeling, 
and know tho’ you said not to write when I could rest, & said you’d understand why you didn’t 
have letters, yet you did expect them just the same.  I tho’t the telegram would make you feel 
easy, & wanted you to be relieved the first moment possible and yet I believe it only did harm, 
for after that you tho’t there was no excuse for my not writing.  I couldn’t leave Carrie all the 
time.  She didn’t come as company, but I couldn’t ignor[e] her altogether, when she came to 
help me.  It would be a sweet way to treat her, shove everything off on her, and go off and 
write letters, & see nothing at all of her.  You think I ought to have lots of time to myself, but I 
wish you could be behind the scenes for about a week and you wouldn’t wonder at my having 
such trouble about letters the way things are.  As it was I felt that Carrie must think she wasn’t 
appreciated for I didn’t treat her at all like company, and she must have tho’t I took it as a 
matter of course for her to come.  I didn’t at all, and she didn’t act as tho’ she tho’t so.  She was 
just as sweet and lovely as could be.  But I dont think you understand things so I dont blame 
you, but you seem to be so miserable that I do begin to feel that it has been worse for us to be 
really engaged.  If I had only given you a little encouragement instead of a full confession I 
believe it could have been better.  I know you dont think so, & I suppose I would not if I was not 
so worried and blue, but now I do believe, that since you left your confession till the last 
moment, it would have been better, if I had kept back something.  We didn’t either of us realize 
the horror of the separation.  It seemed to us that it would be happiness enough just to know of 
each others love, but this love had been held down & kept under so long that tho’ Wednesday 
May 13th [date inserted] we felt sure of it we didn’t really know the full strength of it, & how 
dreadful the separation would be.  If we hadn’t been engaged I know you’d been better off, for 
you wouldn’t have worried as you have done, and if I had given you encouragement you would 
have known how it would end for of course I wouldn’t have encouraged you if I hadn’t cared for 
you, so you would have been easy in your mind and wouldn’t have suffered as you have done.  I 
know you suffer, but your letter this morning and the ones I had on Monday have made me 
suffer doubly, & the ones today didn’t make me any better.  I want your letters & they are my 
greatest joy & comfort, but much as they are to me I would rather have you write fewer letters 
than to have you feel as you seem to feel.  When your work is done your room is your own, & 
there is no one to interfere with you or interrupt you.  You are not interrupted by callers, and 
there is no one to prevent your writing.  I haven’t a room to my self.  I cant get alone always, & 
always have some trouble (& usually a great deal) about my letters.  Then if I do get in a quiet 
place during the day, or early in the evening, some one is sure to call.  The people in the house 
make very few claims on me & they could tell you they see very little of me.  Every one thinks I 
write all the time, but you dont think I do half my duty in that line.  Our cases are very different 
& if I was situated as you are I could write as much as you do.  A man never realizes any thing 
about a woman’s work.  They never have any sewing to do.  They buy their clothes and hats and 



so on.  A woman makes all her things unless she can afford to hire it done, and yet they are not 
supposed to have a great deal to do.  My lessons are not the only thing that I have to do by any 
means, and the hours I am not giving lesson are not wasted, tho’ I haven’t much to show for 
them.  I suppose today has been wasted, and tho’ I am fond of my friends, I believe I begrudged 
losing this whole day, and yet how could I help it.  I dont have half as much spare time as you 
do.  That is I do not have as much time when I am free.  You cant see it, and I dont suppose you 
will see it, for I have said it so often before.  I understand that you didn’t write in anger, but you 
were hurt, and I dont think you ought to be under the circumstances.  I cant write as often as 
you do and I cant answer all your letters satisfactorily and at the same time write about things 
here, and so you feel that I dont come up to the mark.  I dont wonder you notice a difference, 
for there is a very great difffference between your letters and mine and I see it and worry over 
it, but I do all I can and it makes me down sick when I find you blue & hurt about it, and tho’ 
your letters have been so much to me, I can do without so many daily letters rather than have 
you get in such a state because I dont, & cant do the same.  I cant count on my time.  It is all 
very well to say “make them see how it is” but they wont see.  I wish we could change places 
for a little while and then you would understand things as you never can do now, and as it 
worries you so I am willing to sacrifice daily letters from you if it will make you any easier to 
write only as often as I do.  It will be hard to do without letters but I can stand it better than I 
can stand your worry over it, and as for my changing things here _____ well I might as well try 
to set the Hudson on fire.  Things will never be any different till we are married.  They cant be, 
and I cant stand this worry about the letters.  When I write all I can and manage in every way 
for chances to write, it simply uses me up and worries me more than any thing else, and if you 
cant understand my position, and your only help is to write fewer letters, then I’ll give up daily 
letters from you until I can write such letters to you.  I have been simply frantic the last few 
days and have been forced to believe that you would have been better off if I had postponed 
my answer.  I have felt that our relations kept me up and gave me hope in spite of every 
trouble, but when you get these attacks I think we are both too miserable, and that perhaps if 
we had only had an engagement to look forward to, you’d have been better off this year.  I 
have worried you far more than I have helped you, and that thought makes me unhappy, and 
this fresh attack coming upon me a so unexpectedly and on top of all I have had to worry me, 
has made me thoroughly cast down & utterly miserable.  And you seem so annoyed because I 
am displeased with the Purdue folks.  I only judge from what you say yourself and it did seem 
unfair to me, and to mamma too, and I think the folks at Madison felt the same.  I dont know, 
but I suspect so from the way Carrie talked, so you must have given them the same impression.  
If I have misjudged them, and they are all they should be, why of course I take it all back, and 
am very glad they are all right.  I tho’t you felt the same way about them and if I had known 
how it would be I should not have written as I did.  I should have waited till I could tell you 
about it.  Of course if you have agreed to stay, you’ll have to stay and I’ll say nothing more 
about your leaving, & wont count on any special time for seeing you.  It will be all the same a 
hundred years from now, tho’ it makes considerable difference to me just now whether you 
come the 12th of Jul June or later, but if you have agreed to stay I wont feel hurt.  It will be all 
right so dont let what I said in that unfortunate letter worry you.  My last few letters might 
better have been lost on the way for they seem to have put you into a blue state, and this wont 
help you much, but what can I do.  I caught the blues from you, & I have them, as I have every 



other disease, in the worst possible form.  There is no use of my trying to write.  I cant write 
when I feel so, & it will only make you worse.  I did hope I’d be better tonight, but I am not.  I’m 
worse if any thing, and tired out with the struggle to keep up.  I’ve lost all heart and am good 
for nothing.  
    I’ve got to stop this sort of thing.  It wont do to go on like this so I’ll close this horrible 
letter.  My love is as strong and unwavering as every ever but I cant be happy when you get in 
such a state.  I am glad your letter was delayed.  The one I should have rec’d yesterday didn’t 
reach me till today, and I know it wouldn’t have been well for me to have read it last night.  I 
understand how you feel, but you wouldn’t feel so if you could only understand my position.  
Dont imagine because I have write this horrid letter that I am angry.   I’m not angry, only blue, 
blue, blue, till you cant rest.  I cant see anything but black.  Goodnight my own Harry with 
fondest love from your devoted but cross grained 
                       Effie. 
 


