
                                                                                                  No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                  N.Y. Nov 4th 1885 
My own darling Harry, 
        It is ten o’clock and no letter yet.  I know it should have reached me in the first delivery.  
Isn’t it provoking?  I wish you’d make a complaint, or else tell me who to complain to, for it is 
awfully aggravating on Fridays, & might make a very great difference to me.  Mamma had a 
telegram from Mr. Ellis yesterday to tell us they were on the way.  It said “Will be home on 
Thursday at 8 P.M.”  You can imagine our astonishment when they appeared upon the scene 
last night.  They hadn’t changed their plans but the Telegram was wrong & should have read 
Tuesday instead of Thurs.  Now my darling[,] this will probably make a big difference about my 
letters, for I have a place to call my own and will have a hard time trying to write.  I suppose I’ll 
be interrupted about every other minute.  During the day mamma or Jule, or both, are always 
in here, and in the evening if I come down to write mamma will be sure to come down too.  She 
comes down after dinner nearly every night lately, and I cant tell her to get out, for it is really 
her room, and I expect to have some pretty bad times.  It is too bad, but I dont know how it can 
be helped.  One thing is certain, we must rent all our rooms & cant afford to keep any thing 
upstairs, and all we can do is to get along the best we can.  I will do all I possibly can, and you 
must try and take the will for the deed if my letters are not entirely satisfactory.  It does seem 
terrible to have to be separated, and it seems as tho’ we ought at least to have all the comfort 
we could get from letters, but I fear we will often be deprived of even this poor comfort.  But 
we must be patient.  Mamma has been very good most of the time this fall and I think she will 
be reasonable, but there will be times when every thing will be against us, and we must brace 
up and gather courage for the inevitable.  All the fates seem against us, and seem determined 
to make us suffer from our separation to the fullest extent.  But my own darling[,] we’ll be 
happy some time.  I hope this is the last year of it.  We are neither of us very philosophical.  We 
would be more contented and happy during this trial if we were, but I dont wish it, because, if 
we could be so calm & cool over this, we could not love as we do, and we couldn’t enjoy being 
together as we do.  You needn’t tell me that these people who are so wonderfully philosophical 
under such circumstances, love as we do.  If they do, they could not be contented and happy 
apart, and no amount of philosophy would make them so.  They may love as much as it is 
possible for them to love, but it is not the same love as ours.  I know that we try our level best 
to bear our separation bravely, and we dont go whining around, and make those around us 
uncomfortable, but goodness! how we both suffer.  It is dreadful sometimes and bad all the 
time.  The longing is always here, and sometimes gets way beyond control, and simply makes 
me miserable, but I do try to bear it, and I know you do too, and now that another trouble is 
staring us in the face we have got to bear it as well as we can.  I’ll write something every day, 
but when it is only a little miserable unsatisfactory note, please dont blame me.  Always believe 
that I will do all I can, and believe that it has hurt me to be kept away from you, that it makes 
me very unhappy and blue when I cant have a chance to write a long letter to you.  The notes 
will carry just as much love as the long letters, and the longing for you will be greater if 
possible.  Things may not be as bad as I fear, but I tho’t it was better to have this little talk and 
prepare you for the worst, so you’d understand my position, and would understand that the 
notes carry with them a great deal that cant be seen, and I want to have you feel all that I do 
when I send them.  If it isnot isn’t all written out I want to teach you to read a lot between the 



lines, which no one but you or I can ever read, or know about.  And darling you wont blame me 
when letters are not as they have been, & not what you want.  You’ll trust me & believe that I 
suffer from it as much as you do, for it is a comfort to me to write, and a very great trial when I 
cant, and added to this is the knowledge of the suffering it causes you, so you see it is doubly 
hard, & if you should blame me, as you did some times last year, it would be worse still, and it 
would be the last straw, and would make me utterly wretched.  If I feel that you dont blame 
me, and that you bl believe that I am doing my utmost, I can stand it, but darling I am sure you 
will believe this, and not blame me, for you must know that it is a very great trial to me to be 
situated so that I cant write as much as I want to when it is the only way I have to talk to you, 
but I have written all this to tell you just how I feel.  It is a wonder I have had so much time, but 
mamma has gone down town.  Jule is very sick and awake all night.  She is on the lounge now, 
trying to go to sleep, so I have a chance to write.  Poor Jule is suffering terribly.  She has all the 
symptoms of small pox, frightful backache & so on so that at times she cries right out.  The 
vaccination mark is of course very sore, but she dont give up for that at all, but the sickness it 
causes.  She is actually scared, & thinks she is getting small pox, but a vaccination often causes 
all the symptoms of small pox and a person is sometimes very sick, & Jule has been served with 
all this trouble. 
      Oh darling before I forget it, I want to ask you to send my libretto of Die Walküre to me.  
There is no great hurry, but I will want it when the season begins.  They will give that at the 
second matinee.  “Carmen” is to be given at the first matinee, “Die Walküre” at the second, 
“Queen of  Sheba” at the 3rd & probably again at the 4th matinee.   I wish you could leave on the 
17th of Dec. and arrive her on the 18th and go with me on the 19th to the opera.  That would be 
fine.  I suppose it cant be arranged, but I tell you so that you’ll manage it if you can.  Tho’ it is 
really absurd, for I know you’ll leave just the very earliest moment possible, and dont need an 
opera to draw you, but I do wish you could get here in time for it.  Mrs. Ellis inquired for you 
this morning, and seemed interested in your health & welfare.  Darling I know you’d hate to 
have any one see my letters as much as I would, and I knew you’d never leave them lying 
around, but tho’t you’d feel safe to leave them on your book shelf, but I think it will be better to 
keep them locked up in your trunk.  Any how it cant do any harm.  Now I will have to stop.  
Mamma has come home and she hasn’t any other place to sit, and besides I ought to get to 
work.  I hope Saturday wasn’t too much for you.  I know that my letter didn’t come reach 
Station G. at 7 A.M. for there have been several deliveries.  Perhaps you were used up and 
couldn’t write at all, but I do hope not.  I hope for something this afternoon.  With love beyond 
measure & many Ө Ө from your own 
          Effie 
                                                                                                
2:30 P.M. 
      

Your letter just rec’d.  It was postmarked Lafayette Nov. 2nd 7 P.M. so it wasn’t any fault 
at Station G.  Was very glad to get it.  I hope you are feeling rested ere this & will have no more 
trouble.   
  Goodbye again my darling with unbounded love 
       your own 
            Effie.    


