
                                                                                                            No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                     N.Y. October 5th 1884 
 My own dearest Harry, 
      I wanted to write you yesterday but found it impossible.  Annie Wisner came in the 
morning to spend a few days with me.  She was very anxious for me to go with her to 
Netherwood to spend Sunday with Franc Vaughan, but I just couldn’t do it.  I knew I’d have to 
get ready at once & there wouldn’t be time to write you before going, & I probably wouldn’t be 
able to write from there today.  Besides I hadn’t rec’d your Wednesday’s letter, & I couldn’t 
bear to go without it, (perhaps you think I’m as bad as Mame Hiller).  Annie was terribly 
disappointed, and I finally said that I’d go with her if she’d wait till Tuesday.  To tell the truth I 
dont wa want to go at all, but there seems to be no such thing as getting out of it.  Perhaps you 
remember that while I was at Madison I had a letter from Franc urging me to visit her.  She said 
she wanted Annie to come at the same time.  I felt that I couldn’t, & wrote & declined the 
invitation, but she wouldn’t give it up, & has been urging it ever since.  She was a friend of 
Annie’s at boarding school, and we met at Warwick in ’79.  She then lived in Vermont, but has 
been in Netherwood for some time & I have seen her since she moved there she has spent the 
day with me two or three times.  We spent three weeks together at Annie’s, and got very well 
acquainted & tho’ I liked her well enough, I never had any particular admiration for her and 
didn’t suppose she cared any more for me.  In fact she seemed to me to be sort of jealous of 
me.  Annie & I were older friends & tho’ there wasn’t any thing done or said to make her feel it, 
she knew how things were & I really tho’t at times that she disliked me.  Then besides her 
feeling about Annie there were other things.  I had so many friends there & naturally these old 
friends were more attentive to me, and I had more invitations and visited around different 
places, and all this didn’t seem to please her any too well, tho’ she never said any thing, but I 
had heard her talk about Em (who was there with me for a few days) & I knew she could apply 
the same thing to me & tho’t she meant to.  You can imagine my surprise at finding that I had 
either been mistaken or else she had changed her mind about me.  She has suddenly shown 
quite a fondness for me.  When she had called here I have always invited her to lunch.  She is 
very pleasant and I enjoyed having her.  Then once I sent for her to come, while Annie was 
here, and spend the day, but I never intended to go out to visit her.  She has invited me so 
many times but I never had time.  Besides I had no desire to become intimate.  Unless I admire 
a person I feel that I haven’t time to keep up this visiting back & forth.  My music etc suffers 
already, & I surely cant lose time for a mere acquaintance who I care nothing about. You can 
understand how I feel about [it] I know.  I cant have half the time I want with those I care for & 
yet my music & lots of things have to be neglected for my friends, and I begrudge the time 
spent with those I care nothing for, but I cant get out of this without making Annie feel badly & 
I am going entirely for her sake.  I tried my best to squirm out but finally had to yield because 
mamma & Jule tried to help me out but mamma came to me & said I’d have to go. There was 
no other way out of it.  I dont know any of the family but Franc, & neither does Annie, & that 
was one reason she was so determined to have me with her.  I’ll probably get your Thurs. & 
Friday letters tomorrow (if you wrote on both those days,) & your Saturday’s letter on Tuesday 
A.M. but Sunday’s letter I cant get till Wed. night.  That makes me feel less like going than ever, 
but it has to be done & I may as well make the best of it.  I wrote you last from the Library, and 
was so cold I had to stop short.  I took more cold that day but am better today than I have been 



today than I have been for the last two days.  How is your cold.  You didn’t say any more about 
it.  I guess you are not so much given to grunting as I am, except when your back ties you up in 
a knot, and who wouldn’t grunt under such circumstances.  Isn’t it too bad that they didn’t have 
the book you wanted?  What are you going to do about it?  Your Wednesday’s letter reached 
me yesterday afternoon.  I hope you wont have to go to Beaufort next summer.  That would be 
too much.  Your Bermuda scheme would be perfect if it could be carried out, but it seems too 
much like a delightful dream, & too good to ever come true.  Do you really believe that plan 
could be carried out?  You ask if it would not be just the thing & then say “Think of it, the ocean 
voyage, & life on an oceanic island.”  Think of it?  My dear Harry I wouldn’t dare.  Could 
anything be better?  I dont think [ill.] so, but I wouldn’t dare to build such a beautiful castle, but 
I like to hear about all your schemes, especially such charming ones as that.  Then if they can be 
carried out I’ll be happy.  No that is too mild a word.  Dont you know of some thing stronger & 
more expressive?  Four weeks tomorrow since we were both made happy.  It seems hardly 
possible that we have belonged to each other less than a month, for it seems so long ago since 
we parted.  The weeks haven’t dragged, but yet when I look back to my visit at Madison, our 
trip to Newburgh, & that night at Coney Island, they all seem so far away.  I remember it every 
thing perfectly & always will, & yet they seem like lovely dreams.  I tho’t of the same thing you 
did whenever I saw the moon, that only one moon before we were together & I couldn’t realize 
it at all.  That last day I hardly knew what I was doing, tho’ I dont think I had suffered any more 
than had done before, for I couldn’t suffer more keenly than I had already done.  In fact that 
day I was too dazed to realize my suffering or anything, and when your confession came my 
feelings were something indescribable.  My happiness was so great that it was really painful, 
and if I look as tho’ I had turned to stone I looked [ill.] very much as I felt.  I couldn’t believe it, 
& felt sure that, all the suffering I had been thro,’ and my effort to hide it all & appear natural 
had been too much for me.  I tho’t I must be losing my mind.  I felt that it couldn’t be true, & for 
the first minute or two I did suffer intensely.  You seemed to be taking to me & I tho’t you were 
saying what I most wanted to hear, & yet I couldn’t believe that I heard aright.  Then you 
stopped talking & seemed to be waiting for me to speak, and finally I knew I was in my right 
mind and that you had really said what I tho’t I had imagined.  I finally managed to answer but 
it was days before I got over the sudden happiness.  That and the great relief I felt came near 
turning my mind & I wonder that I ever had the power to behave myself.  Perhaps I didn’t but I 
dont believe either of us acted so that outsiders could guess what had happened.  You said if 
you had been yourself you couldn’t have kept your engagement with Prof. Barnes & would 
have telegraphed him.  Of course we might have been more reconciled to this separation if we 
had had that evening together, but under the circumstances I think it was better than you kept 
your appointment with him, for if you hadn’t & he had planned for it, it might have made a bad 
impression, and as it could not be explained very well, he might have formed an opinion of you 
that he would have found it hard to change.  And as to the time & place, I dont care at all.  I am 
glad you lost control, if it was at the last minute.  It is funny, of course but who cares?  I’m sure I 
dont, for now I can be comfortable in spite of the longing to see you.  I only told Em that you 
understood your feelings but had determined to go away without speaking because you tho’t it 
was hardly fair to speak, but at the last moment almost, couldn’t go without knowing, and 
forgot your foolish notions, and thereby made me perfectly happy instead of making me 
miserable for another year.  She didn’t know where it happened or how near you came to 



carrying out your absurd plan.  I didn’t write about it because I tho’t I couldn’t write it as I could 
say it.  Besides, it would be too long a story and I had too much to say about it that I tho’t that 
part better be left out.  If she had been where I could have talked to her I probably would have 
told her the whole story.  Ada was so interested and I knew I could trust her and when she 
asked me about it I told her.  She couldn’t help laughing, but tho’t your absurd notion, that 
prevented you from speaking for so long, was the worst part of it.  She understands it perfectly, 
& thinks as I do that as it was the last place you had a chance you did well to make the most of 
that chance.  It dont make any difference what your position is.  It was better for you to speak 
than to make us both miserable by your silence.  She sees it in the same light I do and I’m glad I 
told her.  She dont think any less of you for it, is glad that you came to your senses at last and 
improved your chance if it was a funny place for such a thing.  I dont see why you keep on 
worrying about it.  You ought to feel glad as I do that you spoke there instead of waiting till next 
summer, or writing your confession.  Ada is the only one outside who knows the details and as 
people might not understand it I dont believe it is best to tell about it.  Besides when & how it 
happened is no body’s business.  Annie has asked all sorts of questions but I wouldn’t satisfy 
her.  She said “Suppose the doorbell had rung in the midst of it.”  I said it wouldn’t have made 
any difference to us.  She said “Oh you were not in the parlor.  Were you up here?”  I said “We 
spent the whole time in this room except when we went down for lunch.”  She said “Oh!” & 
then tried to tease me.   She is a terrible tease, and said “Oh Effie you might tell me all about it.  
What he said” etc.  Then she was sitting on the sofa & said “I suppose it happened just here.  
Which end were you on?  Is this sofa sacred?”  Jule was nearly in a spasm and we both looked 
so amused that Annie tho’t her teasing wasn’t successful & changed the subject.  She would 
rather tease any one than eat, and now she has got to find another victim for she cant have any 
more fun that way with me, for since I have told her she cant say any more for she knows I’m 
past teasing now, but she’ll never get hold of a story called “The Romance of the Elevated Rail 
Road.”  She was unmerciful this summer at Warwick, but she didn’t know how very successful 
she was.  If she had known I dont think she would have been heartless enough to have gone on, 
but I would rather have her torture me that than to have had her guess my secret, and so I let 
her go on & laughed it off & tried to appear calm & indifferent about anything she said.  Maggie 
& your Aunt Mag came down Friday afternoon & we had a very pleasant call.  Your Aunt Mag 
has quieted down and doesn’t say a word.  Your Aunt Electa spoke to Ada yesterday in a sort of 
knowing way about my visit at Madison, & asked if she had heard of it.  Ada saw at once what 
she was driving at and threw her off the track.  She said “Why yes I heard about it.  What of it?  
I tho’t she & Jule often went there, and didn’t think there was anything in that.”  She said well 
she didn’t know there was, but they said something af about our caring for each other & Miss 
Hull said “Well of course they do.  Every one knows they have been great friends for years, and 
Effie is usually there at Madison every summer.  I dont know why she shouldn’t have gone this 
summer.  I dont see what that need work you up so.’”  She said it didn’t.   Of course I had been 
there every summer & so had Jule, and she guessed we were only friends etc etc.  Oh I wanted 
to tell you about such a funny mistake you made when you were describing your room.  I knew 
what you meant but it sounded & looked so funny.  After telling me where the bed & 
washstand, wardrobe, study table & bookcase were placed you said “between the windows 
stands the bureau.  Then I have one extra table for papers & floating books & three chairs.”  
Now you’ll have to pay me back by telling me some of the absurd mistakes.  Didn’t we make 



some such bargain that last day you were here?  You said you tho’t we knew each other well 
enough to do it, & then we spoke of different mistakes & I told you of to for too, & pleanty.  
You knew I had made worse nones but couldn’t remember them then.  This wasn’t a very 
serious mistake but it was a funny one.  I didn’t go to Minnie’s on Thurs. because it rained so 
hard & when I got thro’ with my lesson I concluded I was too wet and had better go home & get 
some dry clothes on.  You see I remembered Em’s advice, but all that advice was unnecessary 
for I always am careful enough, too much so perhaps.  Ed starts for Montreal tomorrow.  He will 
be gone two weeks on his trip.  Oh dear I suppose I must stop for Annie will think I have been 
gone a long time.  It seems to me I always have to leave so much unsaid, & there is always 
something to stop me.  If four weeks seem such an age what will it be before eight more 
months have passed.  I dont want to stop but suppose I must.  I sent you a pen wiper yesterday, 
a miserable affair but it will answer the purpose I guess.  Dont tell me it is pretty, because I dont 
want to doubt your word.  It seems to me there is so much in your last two or few letters that I 
have left unanswered but I hope to catch up some time.  Oh you spoke again of that letter.  
Never mind worrying about it anymore.  I’ll stop teasing you about it.  You know I blamed Will 
Van Sant for it.  Do you wonder that I spoke so about him last summer when I tho’t how near 
he had come to separating us?  Do you blame me for what I said?  I really must go now.  
Goodbye my own dear Harry.  
With deepest love 
                 Effie. 
 
I may not have a chance to write again before Wednesday night but I will if I possibly can.  It is 
so lovely to have your letters every day.  E.M.L. 


