
                                                                                                       No. 54 West 46th St. 
N.Y. October 12th 1884. 

My dear, dear Harry, 
        Your letter reached me yesterday, but not in the early mail.  So our minds did run in the 
same channel on Wed.  I kept thinking of all that had happened, on Sept. 8th.  What an 
important date that will always be to us.  I wrote to you on Wednesday night, and wondered if 
you had been thinking of the same things.  I felt sure that you had.  I knew that that day 
couldn’t pass unnoticed.   It couldn’t seem quite like other days, and yet it made me so happy 
to have your letter, telling me that you were as full of it as I had been.  I dont suppose the other 
months will seem quite the same, but each month we’ll be more & more happy, because it will 
be getting nearer & nearer to the end of this trial.  It will be a relief to drop off month after 
month & have one less to count, and then when you do come, we will groan each time we have 
to drop them one off, but we wont think of that.  We wont let any ghost haunt us, & will not 
allow anything to mar our happiness.  And now about your letter.  There are a few things I must 
speak about.  You once told me that if I had anything dreadful to say to come out with it at 
once, not leave it till the middle or end of the letter & then take you unawares.  In speaking of 
your feelings before you settled matters, you said “When I started for N.Y. I was about 
determined to speak and get relief before I went away.  I didn’t care if you did send me away.  I 
must risk that.”  Now before this letter you have made me believe that you cared more than 
you ever had about anything, and now you change the tune, & say you didn’t care.  That rather 
knocked what you consider “conceit” out of me, & if that is really the way you felt, I guess I was 
conceited after all, in the literall literal meaning of the word.  But I can hardly believe that you 
meant that for you afterwards said so many things that were contradictory.  But Harry I fear I 
cant forgive you for comparing our love to killing a frog in hot water.  I’ll never know what to 
expect after that, but suppose the next thing will be to trot in an old snake, & if it comes to 
that, I’ll — well I wont make rash threats, but I think I’ll be pretty mad.  Dont draw a long breath 
of relief, for I’m not near through yet.  The worst is to come.  After trying to frighten me off, you 
ask if it is too late to give me a chance to back out.  I mightn’t have taken this so very seriously if 
you had stopped there, but you didn’t.  You said something that actually frightened me, and if 
you say any more such things I’ll think you want me to offer you another chance.  Immediately 
after asking me that, you said you were not the same Harry Osborn, and I want to know who 
you are and what you are.  You say you are a “different Harry Osborn entirely,” and how am I to 
know what to do, if this is so?  How can I tell what this new Harry Osborn is like.  He may be 
very nice, but if he is entirely different from the one I know I dont think I can love him.  There 
are plenty of nice men, but the old Harry Osborn is the only man I every really loved.  I dont 
know this new one, & have been told that I mustn’t judge people before meeting them, but I’m 
not fickle & I loved the other Harry Osborn, (who I supposed was mine), too dearly to be able to 
feel the same toward any one else.  You cant imagine what a shock it was to find that I was 
engaged to a man I didn’t know, & to hear that he is entirely different from the man I love.  Or 
Our engagement seemed for a time like a dream, & too good to be true, & then just as I had 
begun to feel that it was real, I find that I’m all mixed up & engaged to the wrong man.  I hadn’t 
suspected such a thing, & even now cant get it thro’ me. Please send your picture & let me see 
what you look like.  Well I guess I’d better stop this or you’ll think I’ve gone stark mad, but why 
will you be so foolish as to talk as you do about backing out.  You did give me the chance 



before, & I tho’t we settled all that & believed we felt sure of ourselves in this & each other.  As 
you say, my letters commit me too deeply, & I think I could say the same of yours.  I suppose 
you were trying to be funny, but if you ever do it again, I‘ll think that you want me to give you 
another chance to escape.  I cant think so this time, because I dont want to, & your letter was 
so very lovely in every other respect that I would feel that I was very mean if I believed that you 
meant that.  Perhaps it was only more fishing for compliments.  I never believed you would be 
so fond of them.  Honestly I do wish you wouldn’t keep bringing up this subject, but now we are 
on it & you started it I will say this.  I can never change & it is useless for you to even think of it.  
I gave you a chance to escape, but I dont keep at it.  You said you didn’t want to escape, & so I 
dropped the subject as I believed you meant what you said.  I dont see why you cant believe 
that I meant what I said.  It seems to me that you cant help knowing how much I love t you & 
that I can never change, but you seem to doubt it when you ask such questions, & it isn’t fair.  I 
dont half believe you meant it that way, & yet it suggests unpleasant thoughts. and I wont even 
appear to doubt you, after all the proofs you have given me.  I will not put such questions to 
you but if you ever change toward me & you think I am not what you expected and you found 
that you are going to tire of me, all you have to say do is to say so.  No matter what I’d suffer, 
I’d rather go thro’ it than to let things go on, & discover it when it was too late.  But I will not 
seem to doubt you, or lead you to doubt me by inviting you to back out.  I trust you implicitly & 
will continue to believe in you & your love for me until you tell me we were mistaken.  Do you 
know I really commenced this talk about your letter in a joking mood, but have somehow come 
down to sober earnest.  I couldn’t touch upon that last point with anything but the utmost 
seriousness, and I hope you will never even suggest any such thing again as my wanting to back 
out, for even tho’ I know you dont mean it seriously it makes me uncomfortable.  I know I’m an 
idiot but I cant help it.  I would never have commenced my nonsense if I had known how it 
would end, for I wouldn’t have cared to show you how much of [a] goose I am, but the thing is 
done & I haven’t time now to write this over.  Please try and not feel a perfect disgust for me.  I 
drifted from jest to earnest unconsciously.  And now about your letter.  It made me almost 
beside myself with happiness, and I like every bit of it, except that one part which seemed so 
foolish, for I knew you didn’t mean it, and was the least mite annoyed with you for writing it, 
but though I know you didn’t mean a word of it and I wish you would please joke about 
something else when you want to joke.  Perhaps sometime I’ll tell you why I’m so sensitive 
about this but I’ve written enough on the subject now.  Your schemes are simply perfect, and it 
is a great pleasure to think of them, and make them, even if we cant carry them out.  You think 
I’ll be seasick, do you?  Well I suppose I will be, but am glad that you are never sick, for it would 
be anything but funny if we were both helpless.  But if I get on as well as I did coming from Cala 
I’ll get over it in a few hours and be able to enjoy the greater part of the voyage.  I really almost 
count on the trip, for things always come out as you want them to.  You seem to get every thing 
that you really set your heart on, and if you are determined to bring this about I feel sure that 
we’ll go.  I went up to the Museum of Nat. History yesterday and didn’t find what you wanted.  I 
had quite a funny time getting to the library and after being passed around from one man to 
another finally got there.  They were all very kind & polite.  They have quite a large library, but 
and quantities of books in German, but haven’t the one you want.  The librarian looked all over, 
tho’t they must have it among their German Publications, but it was not to be found.  He was 
not remarkably interesting or bright but was extremely polite & seemed quite “broken up” 



because he couldn’t oblige you.  Mr. Bickmore was rather rough but I didn’t mind him, but was 
glad to be passed on to some one else.  Isn’t it a shame that you cant get hold of that article?  
What are you going to do about it.  Can you go on with your work?  You spoke in Madison & 
here as tho’ it was absolutely necessary.  Bother! I’m interrupted.  I’ll try and add a little in the 
morning. 
Monday Oct. 13th 
              I rec’d your Fridays letter this morning and am sorry my letter couldn’t have reached 
you sooner.  I suppose you were disgusted on Thurs. & wouldn’t write.  I tho’t I’d get Thursday’s 
& Friday’s letters this morning but as Friday’s has come I suppose you didn’t write on Thurs.  I 
dont blame you for being a little mad about it, but I try to write every chance I get.  There are 
lots of things in your letter I want to write about but I haven’t time, will try and write tonight.  
But one thing I must speak about & that is about your feelings toward the folks at Madison.  
Dont do anything rash Harry dear for I know you’d regret it.  I know how you feel and can 
understand it & sympathize with you.  It is awfully hard but it wouldn’t improve matters any to 
do as you threaten.  It would only make them worse, and we must not have any family rows.  
Mag has been perfectly lovely to me & neither of us could ask her to do more than she has 
done.  If she hasn’t written to you it is probably because she hasn’t had time, for she has been 
on the go constantly, and only went home on Saturday.  She probably tho’t the others had 
written as usual & she would wait until she got home and let the others do it until then.  I dont 
know why they haven’t written.  I hope it is because other things have interfered & not because 
they are so terribly displeased.  I know they felt badly at first, but Sue & Carrie both wrote to 
me & I think I’ll send their letters to you for I’m sure you cant find fault with them.  I answered 
Sue’s letter at once & rec’d a second one & answered that within a week & I think it was just 
three weeks ago today since I sent it, and I have never rec’d an answer.  She was to come and 
make me a visit, but couldn’t come until Mag had finished her visit at Jule’s.  I acknowledged 
Carrie’s letter thro’ Sue, but only wrote to Carrie yesterday, for it has seemed impossible 
between company & every thing else to write, & I tho’t as I had sent her quite a message in 
Sue’s letter she wouldn’t think my delay in writing directly to her, an unpardonable offence.  
We are sure of your father and Maggie any way and I tho’t we we[re] pretty sure of Sue & 
Carrie.  Your mother I tho’t was the only one to win over, but I do think it is very strange that 
the girls at home haven’t written as usual.  I fear all is not as we would like to have it, but we 
must wait patiently & all will come right in the end.  Dont notice this seeming neglect further 
than to speak of missing their letters; not to speack of that, would only make them think that 
you didn’t care for them, but what I mean is this, dont let them think that you suspect it is on 
account of our engagement, but act as you would have done a year ago if they had neglected 
you in this way. but Write your usual letters home.  If there is anything you are provoked at in 
the others, dont say anything that would hurt your father or Mag for they have been so lovely.  
If you “fire out” as you say it will only make things worse & will never win them over.  We 
mustn’t sully our relation to each other by any family quarrels, and of course they would blame 
me for it if there was one.  If they feel jealous they probably cant help it, & it will take time to 
overcome it, but if we are patient & you show them that you are as devoted as ever to them all 
I am sure that they’ll be as happy again as they were before I caused them so much trouble.  
They perhaps feel that I have stolen you from them & we must prove by our actions that it isn’t 
so, but that I am sure is the only way to accomplish what we both want.  I cant think that Sue 



has gone back on us but dont know why she hasn’t written.  But my darling boy dont worry af 
about it and dont think it is your duty to take up the cudgels on my account.  I dont want you 
to, for we can stand by each other through every thing.  I know how you feel about it & I am 
sorry to have made them unhappy, but I dont want you to fight for me unless it is necessary, 
and it isn’t necessary.  I know you would give them all up for me, but I dont ask it, & dont want 
it, and beg you to keep cool let things work out their own course.  I dont think you’d be justified 
in going for them for they have all been very kind.  That is all but your mother & I’m sure she 
didn’t mean to be unkind.  Forgive me for advising you about this, but instead of fighting and 
making trouble between yourself & family for my sake, I want to ask to you to keep cool for my 
sake, for so long as we have each other & are sure of each other we can stand this, but I know if 
you were to do as you felt like doing when you wrote, it would be something we’d both regret 
all our lives, for then they’d be convinced that their jealousy was not without reason.  We must 
show them by our actions that it is absurd for them to feel so & then they’ll try & overcome it, 
but dont let them think we ever suspect such a thing. And now I must say good bye, and mail 
this on my way to my lesson so that it will go out in time for tonight’s mail, or I’ll have you going 
for me again. 

With inexpressible love, believe me for all time your own 
                                   Effie.                                   


