
         No. 54 West 46th St. 
         N.Y. Mar. 18th [18]’86 
My own darling Harry, 
 I enjoyed your letter this morning, and those you enclosed, so very much.  Your’s I read 
first and enjoyed most.  That goes without saying, but I tho’t I’d say it because you dont like 
things to go without saying.  You like every thing down in black and white.  Well darling so do I, 
but it isn’t so easy for me to put my feelings on paper, and I cant always do it.  It seems easy 
and for you to write about your feelings, and I like it very much, & wish I could help you in the 
same way, but I cant seem to do it, except at times.  I can write about things that happen, and 
all that sort of thing, but I cant always write easily about my feelings.  I never would force 
anything like that, and if I cant do it easily and naturally I dont do it at all.  I feel just as deeply 
whether I do it or not, and you can always count on the love being there whether I write much 
about it or not.  I know you believe this, and yet you cant feel satisfied to have to take it all on 
faith, and yet I cant always show it.  I think I show it plan enough when we are together, but it 
seems so different to write it all out, and it dont come natural to me to do it.  Darling I must tell 
you about your dear note which took me so by surprise last night.  I didn’t get it till bed time, 
and it was only an accident that I got it then.  When I come home from Orange it is pretty late, 
and I feel pretty well used up, & usually go down in the basement to take my things off, instead 
of coming way up here, and mamma tho’t I would do the same thing last night, & she put the 
letter on the pin cushion thinking I’d see it there first thing.  She didn’t see me when I came in & 
supposed I went down there, but last night I came right upstairs.  I got your regular letter in the 
A .M. before I left home, and never dreamed of getting another, before today, and so I didn’t 
ask if there was any mail.  I would have asked the first thing if I had expected anything from 
you, but I didn’t and knew that no one else would be likely to write to me, for I am not doing 
my duty by my other correspondents.  Well it happened that I didn’t go downstairs __ (My pen 
wont work.  I have just filled it but the ink dont run freely, so I wont waste my time fussing with 
it.  It will probably think better of it tomorrow and act all right.  I will let it alone and it will have 
time to think over its sins, and by tomorrow will feel sorry it was so bad.)  Well now I’ll 
continue.  I started to say that I didn’t go down town stairs till bed time, and then it only hap 
happened so. Mamma, to please me, slept up here with me instead of having me go down 
there.  The air is so much better up here, and I sleep so much better than I do downstairs, and 
so mamma said she would sleep up here.  I went down to get her things for her, & the moment 
I lit the gas I saw your letter perched up on the cushion.  Well I was so surprised, for it was so 
unexpected.  If mamma had given it to me, or told me about it as soon as I got home, I wouldn’t 
have been half as much surprised as I was to find it as I did, or if I had gone right downstairs 
when I first came in I wouldn’t have been as much surprised.  Well I can just tell you I didn’t lose 
much time looking at the outside.  It did not take me long to tear it open and get to the choice 
part.  Darling I am so much obliged for the extra note.  It was such a lovely surprise and [I] was 
so glad to have it.  Darling I didn’t blame you at all about the delayed letter.  Surely I said that 
very plainly.  I tho’t it was thro’ someone’s carelessness, but I didn’t blame you for it, and didn’t 
feel that it was your fault.  I tho’t that perhaps you had gotten Huston, or some one, to mail it 
for you, for you are fixed some times so that it is very inconvenient for you to mail them 
yourself.  It only happens so once in awhile, but I remember a few times when you have trust 
some one to mail for you, and I tho’t that it was so this time.  I didn’t blame you in the least for 



this, but I wanted you to choose a different man next time.  I tho’t possibly Swan, or Corey was 
to blame, for they are both unreliable, and now I believe that the blame lies on one or both of 
them, but there was no doubt of you, torturing me.  I knew that you had not forgotten me, and 
Sunday I felt the same, but I tho’t perhaps you had been busy and hadn’t mailed the letter 
yourself, but I said, if this was the cause of the delay that I tho’t you’d know who was to blame, 
and that I hoped you wouldn’t trust him again.  Darling when you read my letter, I think you 
misunderstood me.  The letter reached me late Friday aft[ernoon]. and not on Sat[urday].  If I 
said Sat[urday]. it was a slip, and I didn’t mean it, but I guess you will find that I said that I rec’d 
it on Friday aft[ernoon]. a little while after sending yours for Sunday.  That letter was mailed 
about 3:45 and I think your letter came about 4:30 or the some where near that time.  I didn’t 
believe at the time that you were to blame, but I felt perfectly sure that you knew nothing 
about it when I rec’d your letter on Sat[urday]. for I knew if you had forgotten it you would 
have told me, and when you said nothing about it I of course felt that the thing was proved.  
Now I didn’t mean to say any more about that delay, but I tho’t that you seemed to be a little 
worried about it lest it had made me unhappy, but darling it didn’t make me doubt you, or 
make me unhappy in any such way.  I was awfully disappointed, and missed the letter very 
much, and it didn’t make me happy to have to do without it, but I wasn’t unhappy in the way 
you meant.  So darling dont let it worry you at all.  I know now, and knew all the time (after I 
saw the postmark) that some one at your end was to blame, but I did not think for a moment 
that you had been careless.  Darling I am very much happier than I was last week.  Mamma has 
been all right, and things have been pleasant all the week.  They were awful last week, & it 
made me desperately blue.  I am almost sorry that I complained to you about it, but I was so 
wild, I knew that you’d notice that something was wrong, and I didn’t want you to imagine that 
it had anything to do with you, and so I tho’t I’d tell you what the trouble was, and when I got 
started I went on and said more than I meant to, and more than I ought to have said, but I know 
you’ll make allowance for every thing as I do.  It always breaks me up at the time, but I cool 
down and get over it after awhile, and now I’m all over it, and things are going smoothly here.  I 
dont mean that mamma is any more settled, for she is on the rampage all the time, but we 
haven’t had any trouble this week, and she has been quite like herself.  Darling I have lots more 
to tell you but I guess I must leave it for my letter tomorrow.  I want to write a note to poor 
Dele if I can.  We have just heard of the death of one of her children.  We dont know any 
particulars about it.  It is very very sad and I feel so dreadfully sorry for them both, for she & 
Will were so proud and fond of those boys.  Little Armin was very delicate for a long time, and 
they had very little hope of raising him, but after the most careful nursing & watching he 
seemed to get better and gain strength gradually, and for over a year has seemed as healthy as 
could be, and they were so happy over it.  It is of course a terrible blow to them, and it is harder 
to lose him now than it would have been two or three years ago.  I am so glad that Mame was 
there, for of course she could do more for Dele than any one else could, and I know that she 
has been a comfort to them.  Now my own darling[,] I must say goodnight. 
 With more love than I can possibly measure and lots & lots of Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  
Ө  Ө  Ө       
  from your  
          Effie.   
 


