
                                                                                              No. 54 West 46th St.   
N.Y. Oct. 6th 1884    11:10 P.M. 

My own dear Harry, 
      It is rather late, but after the two letter I rec’d today, I feel that I must write tonight for 
it will be my only chance until Wed. night, & even then some things might happen, so I will 
write a little even if it is late.  If I could have my own way, & could do as I wished I would write 
long letters every day, but it seemed to me that all the fates are against me.  You probably think 
that if you, with your many duties, can find time for a letter every day that I could, or ought to 
be able to do the same, & you think “where there is a will there’s a way” and I can understand 
your feeling so.  I must say it looks so, but you cannot have any idea of the thousand things to 
keep me from doing what I am most anxious to do.  It is almost impossible for me to be alone.  I 
am interrupted so often that I get really cross.  Even when I haven’t company it takes a good 
deal of scheming, & when I have, it seems almost impossible & I become just as much out of 
patience, as you do because they fail to come as often as you want them.  Tonight Annie dont 
see any sense in my writing.  I wrote yesterday and it is late & I ought to go to bed etc etc, but I 
was bound to write a little bit at least.  I haven’t had a moment until now.  Right after breakfast 
or that is as soon as I had finished reading your letter I had to go down town with her to do her 
fall shopping & we didn’t get home till they had all finished lunch.  After we had eaten our lunch 
I came upstairs & read another letter from you which they had come while we were out & 
which they didn’t give to me till I had nearly finished lunch.  My lunch was cut short.  I had to 
dress for two calling before going out for my lesson.  I met Capt Taylor down town & he said 
they would leave N.Y. early tomorrow morning.  Then Mabel Cohen had arrived on Saturday 
Eve. & I had a note from her asking me to call at once.  I gave my lesson, & then went to 
Mabel’s, & afterwards to the Windsor to bid the Taylors goodbye, & I didn’t get home till dinner 
time.  This evening we had company, and now I am at last writing.  If I get mixed & make lots of 
mistakes dont wonder at it, for every few minutes Annie breaks out & goes for me hot & heavy, 
& I am dreading our visit to Netherwood even more than I did when I wrote yesterday.  There is 
so much I had planned to do and one thing after another interferes (Annie is at it again.  I’ll get 
mad pretty soon & gag her) and I am getting disgusted, for it seems as tho’ I was never going to 
get at anything.  I have tried so hard to get out of going, & squirmed & twisted every way, but I 
cant manage it.  Your letters today did me lots of good & made me very happy in spite of your 
wild scolding in the first one.  There! dont get excited.  I understand it & can appreciate just 
how you felt.  You couldn’t help it & I didn’t blame you for being a little mad about it after 
writing every day to me.  I was not hurt a bit, & perhaps I might come nearer the truth if I say 
that I was flattered rather than displeased, for I knew the feelings that had prompted it (Annie 
has begun to fire pillows at me & I guess I cant write much longer) and I couldn’t get mad about 
it.  But my dearest Harry you must know that it isn’t my fault.  When I dont write it is because I 
cant, & I feel as badly as you do about it.  I look at it this way.  If you were here we’d spend 
more time together than we now take for writing to each other, & there wouldn’t be a word 
said, but because we cant have that pleasure, they cant make allowance for us, & seem to want 
to take the only comfort we have away.  They say it is silly to spend so much time writing etc.  I 
dont care a cent for any thing they say if I can be let alone, but when I am constantly 
interrupted and interfered with it is quite a different matter.  I really get mad about it.  You 
haven’t this trouble tho’ you have so much to fill your time.  But I could get time if it wasn’t for 



this one trouble & it seems to be one that I find it impossible to overcome.  My letters seem so 
unsatisfactory and I wonder that you can find enough in them to make you long for them.  I am 
so glad that Mr. Lee didn’t have a grudge against me, for I really feared he had, for from the 
way Mag spoke I imaged his route to Phila wasn’t what he would have chosen if he had had his 
own way.  His letter was very nice & I am so glad he feels that he can offer you such hearty 
congratulations.  I’m glad we haven’t such foolish ideas as his tho’, about money matters, but 
he mustn’t boast too much.  He may change his mind sometime.  I dont think it is safe to boast 
about these matters.  Love is certainly a peculiar thing & when it takes hold of a people, they 
cant tell what they’ll do.  All their wonderful theories have to go, tho’ not without a struggle.  
How you hated to give up your ideas, but you had to come to it.  Then think of all my 
confidence in myself.  I was going to be so smart, but what was I worth when I was finally 
struck.  You speak of Lillie Buttz & Mr. Clark.  Oh Harry how can you say that the best thing 
about her was the love that gave made her willing to marry him while his salary was so small.  
Surely you cant really feel this way.  I believe that you were mistaken about your feelings for 
her, or at least you changed your mind, but dont say anything like that for it really dont seem 
possible that you should have come to think so little of her.  There must be some thing more to 
her than you admit or you couldn’t have felt toward her as you once did.  I dont like you to 
speak so slightingly of her, because it makes you appear too fickle, and I dont want to think you 
so.  Do you understand what I mean?  What did you mean about the University at Chicago?  I 
am sorry you have some such trying pupils.  Isn’t it perfectly maddening at times to try to teach 
them?  I can understand it & can sympathize with you for I have been ready to fly sometimes.  I 
must close for we have got to take rather an early train tomorrow.  I wish I could go on for 
another hour but it is twelve now & I cant do it.  There is so much I want to say about your 
letters, but I’ll have to wait.  I hope I’ll get one tomorrow before we leave. 
   Goodnight my dear dear Harry 
                 Ever your own, 
                        Effie 
 
(Excuse the awful blot on the other sheet.  It wasn’t my fault.  Also excuse the other faults.  I 
couldn’t do much under the circumstances.) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


