
                                                                                              No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                              N.Y. Nov. 20th 1885 
My own darling darling Harry, 
        Your dear letter came in the first mail this morning and was so very welcome.  
My poor boy[,] you were dreadfully blue when you wrote it, and all tired out, and I really 
am afraid that you are doing too much, and working harder than you ought to, and I 
worry about it a good deal.  When I wrote about it I last year you remember you didn’t 
like it, and so I haven’t said much this year, but I have tho’t a good deal about it.  I know 
you promised to be careful and I know you mean to keep that promise, and wouldn’t 
break it knowingly, but my worry doesn’t come from any fear of your doing it 
deliberately, but I feel this way about it.  I know just how blue you are.  I can judge your 
feelings by my own, and know that at times you are so desperate that you feel that you 
must get away from yourself.  You like your work, and it brings a certain amount of 
comfort.  It dont drown your tho’ts entirely, or prevent you from longing for the end of 
this trial, but your work requires so much tho’t & study that it helps you a good deal, 
because it dont give you a chance to give all your tho’ts to your troubles.  You have got 
to give a big part of them to your work, & to a certain extent, it takes your mind off of 
yourself, and you feel that it helps you, but darling I fear that when you get so miserably 
blue, you overwork, & go at it so, that it tires you more than you think for, and when 
you feel as you sometimes do, you are not capable of judging calmly, and it is a relief to 
tire yourself with work.  Any thing to take your mind off of yourself.  Darling I am not 
blaming you at all, for I know just how you feel, and I can sympathize so with you, that I 
some times am almost ready to believe that the work will hurt you less, than to let the 
blues have full chance at you, & yet I cant help feeling uncomfortable to have you work 
so hard, for I fear you’ll overdo without realizing it.  It seems to me like a person that 
has some sickness, and has a pain that seems pretty bad, and really does cause 
considerable trouble, but by and by a worse pain comes, and the first is forgotten and 
isn’t noticed at all tho’ it is still there.  Now I’m afraid that your ove work (I wont say 
over work, for perhaps I am wrong about that) is some thing like the first pain I speak of, 
and you’d notice it if it wasn’t for this other one, but the other one is so much harder 
that it drowns every thing else, and you dont realize that you have the first, and if now 
& then you do feel it, it is a sort of relief.  Harry dont you think there is something in 
that?  Dont you believe under other circumstances, you’d feel that you were working 
too hard, & would realize that you were awfully tired?  Dont you think that the other 
pain is so much worse, that it makes you forget that you are tired?  I think your work, 
when you work to drown your blues, is something like a mustard plaster, (excuse these 
dreadful similes, but they happened to strike me, & I used them)[.]  I think that one of 
the chief virtues of a mustard plaster is that it gives you another pain to think about.  It 
burns to so, that it seems to help you to think less about the other pain, and I believe 
your getting tired helps you the same way.  It hurts, but it is a relief to have it hurt, and I 
really think that when you are desperate, and work because you must do something 
that takes your mind off your great pain, it answers the same purpose as a mustard 
plaster, and is such a relief that you forget the consequence if you leave it on too long, 
and you let it blister.  Now I want you to get the relief, or that is as much as you can, 



without making a blister, and you must be very careful, for a blister keeps on hurting 
long after the great pain is cured, and so it will be if you get all tired out before you 
come home.  Next week is Thanksgiving and after that we haven’t so very long to wait.  
And your pain will all leave you on Dec. 19th, and I dont want you to have a blister, from 
your old plaster, when you are here.  We dont want anything to mar our happiness 
then, & if you are all played out, you cant enjoy things as well, and your happiness & 
mine will not be complete unless we feel well and strong, and ready & able to go, and 
do, as we please.  Now darling you must not be provoked at me, as you were last year 
when I wrote you about your work.  You must remember that you are every thing to me 
and I cant keep still if I think that you are doing too much.  Perhaps I am wrong, & you 
are not doing too much, but I must at least warn you to be careful.  If you tell me that 
you know you are not letting your plaster blister, I’ll take your word for it, and won’t say 
any more, but just now I feel rather worried.  Darling you wont get provoked at this 
letter will you?  I could see from your letter that you were both blue and tired, tho’ you 
didn’t say so, but darling when you write letters and tear them up it is always a sure sign 
that something is wrong[,] even worse than usual[,] and you promised not to tear up 
any more.  At least I think you promised.  I know I asked you to promise, &, as you say, 
you would do anything I asked you to, I will ask you again not to tear up any more 
letters you write to me.  
        I am awfully glad that Dr. Smart didn’t get his appointment.  It may be selfish, 
but it isn’t a matter of life and death to him, and I guess he is doing well enough where 
he is.  He seems to be a terrible crank, tho’ as long as he remains so friendly to you I 
wont go back on him, tho’ he seems to get streaks of cleaning people out, and certainly 
treated Miss Weed very shabbily, & there seems to be no telling who he’ll go for next.  
You are in favor now, but tho’ I think you cant lose the his favor, I dont count on him 
positively.  I think he’ll feel just the same toward you all the time, but he does have such 
funny streaks.    
        Darling of course I know it will be a struggle for you to stop at Balt[imore].  Of 
course I dont think you are less anxious to see me than I am to see you.  Y Whatever put 
such an idea in your head?  You say you don’t really believe think that I really think that 
you are less anxious, but this sounds as tho’ it looked as tho’ I thought it so.  I know you 
are just as anxious.  I know that it will be a hard struggle for us both to delay our 
happiness, but it would be still harder to break it off, & I simply dont believe we would 
be strong enough to do it.  I feel that you are right, and that you ought to stop, and I 
realize the necessity of it, and for that very reason think you ought to make sure of it by 
doing it on the way home, because I believe you couldn’t do it on the way West, for we 
could not make up our minds to separate till the very last moment.  A There is one thing 
we can make up our minds about now, that is the next time you go, you wont go by the 
horrid West Shore R.R.  You’ll go by some decent road where they dont have such idiotic 
rules.  It makes me wild when I think of the ten minutes they cheated up us out of.  
What possible harm could there be in my going down that platform with you?  They’ll 
lose something by that idiotic rule, will lose far more than they will ever make by it, for 
lovers will always be down on it.  Darling I enjoyed the Concert last night so very very 
much, but I wont have time to write my criticism now, for my time is nearly up, and I 



have some thing to tell you that you’ll be more anxious to hear.  The Oratorio will be 
just as good in Tomorrow’s tomorrow’s letter, but you’ll want this other news as soon as 
possible.  In the second delivery I rec’d a letter, a very very lovely letter from Carrie.  I 
wrote to her on Tues. night, and mailed it on Wednesday A.M.  She probably rec’d it 
that afternoon, and Friday morning I have an answer.  She was very glad to get my 
letter, and wants me to spend Thanksgiving with them.  Last Thanksgiving I gave my 
lessons just the same as on any other day, but I think perhaps I can fix it so that I can go.  
Mamma dont want me to go away from home on that day, but I tell her it will be the 
only chance I’ll have to go.  She says “Oh well go if you want to, but I hate to have you 
away holidays.”  I am inclined to go, for Carrie seems to want me and says they all do, 
and surely nothing could be kinder or nicer than her letter.  I am going to send it to you 
for I’m sure it will please you.  Then her answer was so prompt, and the letter was so 
long.  Nothing of course compared to the length of our’s, but what we consider long 
from any one else.  Sue will be home, but I wont worry over that, for if the others all 
want me I wont feel uncomfortable, and Sue can lump it if she doesn’t like it.  Carrie’s 
letter made me very happy and it will make you so too.  I told her we had a vacant room 
now, and asked her to come and make me a visit, and said we’d be glad to have any of 
them.  My own darling, I am sure things will be all right sometime.  If Sue wants to go on 
as she has done, why let her.  I’m going to let her go her own way, & not worry over her, 
& when she gets ready to come around, she can come the whole distance, and I 
certainly will never tag after her, but I think the others are all right.  Mag some times 
gets off, but I think she is all right in her heart, and her disposition is peculiar, and she 
gets a funny streak now & then, but I can get along with her well enough & have always 
liked her, or rather have been & still am very fond of her.  Sue & I never did hitch very 
well, and I dont believe we ever will, but if the others are all right we’ll have enough, 
and as long as we have each other we are bound to be happy any how.  Oh my darling[,] 
we will be so very happy when we are married and feel that we will never have to go 
thro’ another separation like this.  Oh darling I am so sorry that I cant write more, but I 
haven’t any more time. 
      With love and kisses more than I can express for my own darling Harry 
              Ever your devoted 
                    Effie. 


