
         N.Y. April 25th 1886. 
My own darling Harry, 
 Your dear letter was rec’d this morning, on time, & did me a great deal of good.  I wrote 
you a very long letter last night but didn’t send it, for I was afraid it would not do to send it 
unless it went with another and different sort of a letter.  I wrote about six or seven sheets 
before mail time, & read it over expecting to add a little more and then mail it, but when I read 
it I tho’t it wasn’t best to send it till I could write another letter, so I kept it and added more to 
it, and intended to send it in the same mail with this.  Now I hardly know whether it is best to 
send it at all.  You always tell me to be frank, but I get into trouble so often by my frankness 
that I feel a little good deal of hesitation in sending that letter, for it is frank and is very plain 
talk.  I think I’d better keep it for you till you come home, and then if you come to things you 
dont understand, I will be at your side, or more likely still nearer, in my favorite place, to and 
can explain them so they cant make us any trouble.  If you are off in Lafayette you may 
misunderstand the whole thing, and we cant afford to be any more miserable than we are now.  
I have given up all hope of our getting along comfortably by letter.  I never expected we could 
be happy, but I did hope we could get along without misunderstandings, but I have lost the 
little [k]nack I had [ill.] for writing, and cant write any more so that I can be understood, and so I 
am afraid to trust the letter I wrote last night.  I never did have a wonderful talent for writing, 
and the constant practise I have had, has not done what we are often led to believe it will do.  I 
think it is true in some cases that practise makes perfect, but it certainly isn’t true in this case, 
and it has, instead of developing a talent, taken away even my taste for writing, so that it isn’t a 
delight to me any more, for I have lost all confidence in my letters, and am bound to do the 
wrong thing.  It is one of the times we were talking of the other day, when a choice is forced on 
me.  I cant possibly tell you every thing and answer your letters fully at the same time, and so I 
choose what seems to me to be likely to be of the most interest to you. and You know what you 
say happens to you nine times out of ten when you have to make a choice.  Well I have the 
same luck, & I dont lose that bad luck when I choose material for I my letter.  In nine cases out 
of ten I choose the wrong material.  It makes me very unhappy now during the separation, but 
it dont put any doubts in my mind about the future, for I am just as sure that we will live 
happily when we are together, and after we are married, as I am that we cant be happy or even 
comfortable as we are now, and I am as sure that we cant help being happy in the future 
together, as I am that we cant help being miserable in the present apart, so my worry is only 
temporary, and it will soon have to give way for permanent happiness.  If I tho’t the present 
state of things would go on indefinitely, I dont think I could stand it, but as it wont, and cant go 
on much longer I try to think of the future, & try not to worry about the present.  I dont always 
succeed in forgetting about our present, & it worries me a great deal, but it is not unbearable 
because I know that there are better things in store for us before very long.  I am sorry that you 
will not get any letter tomorrow, but I am really glad that I didn’t send the one I wrote last 



night.  I’ll feel better to keep it here, for it could not do you any good, and so it is not best to 
send it.  I am not feeling at all well today, have a bad headache and dont feel as tho’ this letter 
would be good for much.  I must say one more thing about my letter last night.  It was no doubt 
prompted my by the letter which I rec’d yesterday A.M. from you. but I did not misunderstand 
your letter at all, but a good many times I have tho’t of sending such a letter as I wrote last 
night and then I haven’t done it because as I said I dont dare trust my letters, but your letter of 
yesterday brought up tho’ts I had had before, and as I tho’t you’d expect an answer to that I 
tho’t I’d write a long plain letter, so tho’ I didn’t misunderstand your letter, or your feeling 
when you wrote it, that letter was what prompted me to write as I did, & prop probably if I 
hadn’t had just such a letter in the morning my letter last night would have been different.  I 
will be in the midst of the midst this week and you mustn’t complain of my letters.  I’ll try to do 
what I can but it wont be possible to do much.  I will be glad when this horrible move is over 
and off our minds, for it is like a nightmare hanging over us all the time now, and it we all dread 
this week more that than you can imagine.  

I went to hear the music at St Francis Xaviers this A.M. & tho’ it was very beautiful I was 
hardly in a mood to enjoy it as I have always done before.  I was tired and did not feel at all 
well, and besides that I was under the influence of the blues, and I did not enjoy the music any 
thing like as well, as usual, tho’ some of it sent the cold chills over me.  It is awfully funny that I 
must get so unf uncomfortable whenever the music touches me specially.  All thro’ the first act 
of Parsifal I had those cold shivers all the time, and thro’ the second & third acts I had them a 
good deal of the time, and this morning I got in that state several times when I was listening 
closely, but some of the time I didn’t hear a thing.  I was thinking very happy tho’ts some of the 
time, about the letter I had just rec’d, and the times it you wrote about, and about the 
happiness in store for us, and then again I’d get way down in the dumps over the present, and 
then I’d come to and listen to the music.  I don’t know whose music they gave today.  I have not 
been able to get a program, tho’ I went down to the church on purpose the day on 
Wed[nesday]. on my way from Orange, but tho’ the church was open, I could not find the 
sexton, and I made one or two devout catholics furious by asking about the music.  I asked a 
very decent respectable looking woman where I could find the sexton, & she said she didn’t 
know, and asked if I wanted to ask about the services.  I said I wanted to find out about the 
Sunday A.M. service.  She said perhaps she could tell me, so I asked her if she knew anything 
about the music that was to be given.  That just broke her all up, and she said in a very shocked 
& solemn way “Oh miss it isn’t the music we come for.”  This last attempt discouraged me, for I 
tho’t if it had happened to some person with a fierce disposition I’d have been knocked down 
instead of reproved, & I tho’t I’d better take the 6th Ave[nue]. car & go right home, and I did so.  
This morning I couldn’t find the sexton and as a very nice looki & refined looking girl sat next to 
me I tho’t perhaps she knew about the music, so I ventured to ask her and was “squelched 



again.”  She was a Catholic, and it seemed to make her furious to think any one would come 
there simply to hear the music.   

Now darling I think I will have to stop and lie down. 
With love, more than I can possibly tell you about, or rather write about, and so many 

Ө  Ө  Ө 
from your 
 Effie.    


