
                                                                                                       No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                       N.Y. Dec. 1st 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
      Not one minute have I had alone today, and even now I am not alone, but I’ve got to 
make the best of it and go ahead any way, and do the best I can.  I am awfully busy, and half 
sick, and I am not yet in the writing mood.  I am discouraged with letters, and feel just exactly 
as I did last Spring, and cant seem to shake the fit off.  I dont know whether I’ll agree to write 
every day next year or not for it is almost impossible to manage it.  If you were easy to suit I 
might, but you are miserable when anything interrupts me, and cant seem to believe in my love 
unless I am always telling you about it, and when things go crooked you cant make any 
allowance, and I have got into just the helpless miserable state I was in last year.  I cant write at 
all now.  I am not going to say any more tho’ I wrote a whole lost yesterday that I would not 
send, and as my time today is very limited anyhow I mustn’t get this letter like that one and not 
be able to send it, for I wont have time to write two letters today, for I must hurry to my lessons 
in a few minutes.  I hardly know how to go, for I feel perfectly horrible.   
        My vaccination is worse than ever, and it is past being a laughing matter.  I am never 
going to try the pesky thing again.  I’ll risk the small pox after this, for I begin to think that I’m so 
susceptible to the miserable virus I’d take the small pox anyway.  I’d be willing to bet you my 
$150. that if I had the thing done again as soon as this heals (goodness knows when that will be,  
the other took over two months) it would take as hard as ever, but you see you cant get the 
money, for I wouldn’t want to risk any more of this sort of thing, tho’ I haven’t the least fear of 
losing the bet.  I wouldn’t make such a fuss if I could stay in all the time, but I have to be flying 
out every little while, and everything sticks to it and it has got it in such a terrible state I dont 
know what I’m going to do with it.  Darling I think I am more successful in my work on the it 
than I am in writing.  I love you just the same, but I have simply got into one of those dreadful 
fits where I cant write about it, and I feel so tied up & helpless I cant write about anything.  I 
feel like following your plan, giving up to my feelings & not writing at all, but I agreed to write 
every day during this separation if I was well enough.  I haven’t missed one day yet, and dont 
mean to, tho’ I guess this letter isn’t any better than none, but at least it will tell you that I am 
alive, and that may be some help.  Perhaps your letter this afternoon will brace me up, but I 
dont feel sure of it.  I am in such a state that I am too miserable for any use, and cant seem to 
brace up.  I’m discouraged, and thoroughly so, and I cannot write.  When I do my best & fail so 
utterly it takes the spunk all out of me, and am completely squelched and & feel that there is no 
use.  I tho’t we were going to do better this year, but I’m in just as bad a place as I ever was last 
Spring, & if anything I believe I’m worse, for then I tho’t you had not seen any of my love and 
didn’t understand anything about the strength of it, and I made allowance for that, but if you 
can act just as bad after our experience last Summer I simply cant understand it and must give 
up trying.  I can understand your loneliness and your longings and all that, for I have all that 
myself, but I dont understand these other things.  You dont like me to call them doubts so I’ll 
call them things till you can give me a better name for them.  And these things break me up so I 
cant write at all.  I’m too miserable, & feel that I am helpless, and it is no use.  I’ll go on writing 
every day till you come home but dont know whether I’ll dare try it in the future.  I dont know 
how we’ll ever stand it without daily letters, but we have tried them pretty thoroughly now, 
and I have written under difficulties a good deal of the time, but we dont seem to stand it with 



the daily letters any better that [than] before we tried it, and I will own I am a good deal more 
broken up than I ever was last Spring.  There is no lack of love.  That burns as bright & warm as 
ever but I cant write about it when I’m so upset. 
        Now darling good-bye.  With love beyond measure and lots of Ө Ө.  Believe me 
             your own true  

and loving 
                      Effie. 
 


