
                                                                                                No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                    N.Y. Oct 8th 1884 12 P.M.   
My dear dear Harry, 
       I know it is late & that I ought to be in bed & asleep, but as I have been longing to write 
you, I must write at least a little or I cant be comfortable.  I wonder if the date means anything 
to you.  Have you remembered that just one month ago today we learned to know each other?                                           
It seems much longer to me, and yet, in spite of this separation & my longing to see you, the 
month has been a very very happy one.  It has been so different from what I had expected that I 
feel that I oughtn’t to complain.  This is nothing compared to the miserable doubt.  After all I 
have suffered the knowledge of your love ought to be enough to make me perfectly happy, & 
yet I am not perfectly so.  I feel a constant lack, which I suppose I will continue to feel till next 
June, but then I expect to be perfectly happy.  It is a comfort to feel that one month has gone & 
we have one less to count.  When I returned home about five o’clock I found Mag here, and so I 
couldn’t write this evening as I had intended, but I was very glad to see her & visit with her.  I 
tho’t we would go to our room earlier, and then when Mag went to bed I could sit up & write, 
but some how we couldn’t get started.  She has gone to bed, and dont carry on as Annie did the 
other night, & I can write in peace.  That night it was awful & I really was provoked.  Then, after 
sitting up so late & writing thro’ thick & thin (principally thick) so I could mail it the next 
morning on the way to Netherwood, I was too stupid to do it.  We hurried for our train & I 
didn’t take time to put a stamp on & drop the letter in the box at 6th Ave but tho’t I could do 
that on the Elevated train and mail it down town, but the memory of my last ride down to 
Courtland St. was too much for me & I forgot my letter.  Your letter didn’t come before I left 
and it was all I could do to go without it, but they were to meet us at that particular train and I 
had to go.  Then when we got on the Elevated train Annie must have found me very stupid for I 
was living over that ride the 8th of Sept. and you cannot imagine my feelings.  I mean that I cant 
describe them.  Perhaps you can imagine them, tho’ I hardly think you can quite appreciate it 
without being in the same place.  At Courtland St. I was fairly dizzy and I went over all the joy 
and the misery of finding and losing you.  Can you forgive me for forgetting your letter?  I didn’t 
think of it on our way to Liberty St. and we were nearly across the ferry before I remembered it.  
I was too disgusted for words.  I tried to mail it on the other side.  I asked one of the gatemen if 
there was a box where I could mail a letter.  He said no but he would send it over to N.Y. by 
some one if I’d give it to him, but I never like to trust a man with a letter unless I know all about 
him, and I couldn’t make up my mind to let him have it, for I tho’t he might forget, and it 
seemed safer to wait and mail it myself when I reached Netherwood.  I was so thoroughly 
disgusted at my stupidity.  Franc met us at the Station, & we mailed it at once but it probably 
didn’t go out till that afternoon & I’m afraid didn’t reach N.Y. in time to go out that night, & you 
have been blaming me & thinking all sorts of bad things about me, and will probably send me 
another scolding.  You cant of course realize what a time I have to write even as often as I do.  
Mamma says I’m always writing & she dont see any sense in it.  Jule tho’ has been awfully good 
about taking my part.  She says to mamma “Its’ all very well for you to talk about its being 
foolish.  You never were placed in such circumstances.  When you were engaged you and papa 
could see each other every day, & I bet anything if you had been separated you wouldn’t have 
tho’t it silly or a waste of time to write every day.  I dont believe you would have stood it any 
[ill] better & perhaps not as well as they do” and mamma said “Well perhaps I would not.”  



Then for a few days she thinks of her own case & dont say anything.  Then she suddenly begins 
again.  I dont mean that she is disagreeable about it, and yet she keeps coming in to talk & I am 
interrupted again & again till I get exasperated, for I am just as anxious to write as you are to 
have me, but what is the use wasting time by explanations.  You cant understand how I am 
fixed.  Some one is constantly coming in & I have to stop & mamma dont allow for all these 
interruptions and thinks I have been writing all the time.  You cant have any idea of how things 
are here, and you cant realize that I spend all the time I can in writing you.  Others wont make 
allowance for you not being here.  They cant seem to remember that if you were here I would 
spend more time with you than I now spend writing but we cant expect outsiders to see things 
in the same light we do.  If you were here they’d think it was natural for us to want to see a 
great deal of each other, & they might stop and consider our misfortune & think what little 
satisfaction our letters are at best, but they don’t, and I suppose I shall always have this trouble 
about writing, & you will always think I could make time if I would.  I dont have a room to call 
my own where I can go & be alone & be free from interruptions, and as you have never been 
situated as I am you cant know what it is to try & write in a room that belongs as much to the 
other members of the family as it does to me.  Mamma would be wild if she had any idea of my 
writing now, & I am really getting rather sleepy.  I didn’t go to bed last night till 2 A.M. & then I 
had the asthma.  It was only a light attack but it kept me awake for an hour or more, so I have 
only had between ten or twelve hours sleep out of sixty four.  I guess I ought to go to bed & 
finish this tomorrow.  I was so glad to receive your letters on my return.  I could hardly wait for 
them.  I will go to the Museum on Saturday. I cant go before.  Jule has gone to Warwick with 
Annie, & tomorrow morning mamma has to go out & I must stay at home.  In the afternoon I 
have my lesson to give & tomorrow have to go to Orange & there won’t be time to do anything 
before I go, or after I return, but I hope there will be nothing to prevent my going on Saturday.  
Am glad Kingsley hasn’t spoiled your work.  I hope they’ll have the book or paper or whatever it 
is.  Goodnight my own dearest Harry. 
 
Thurs.  It is noon but I guess I’ll be able to write a little before lunch.  Cousin Mag came for 
Maggie & they went down town together.  Then I came up stairs & did my mornings work & 
now I can write with a clear conscience, tho’ if I had had a chance before I might have written 
with a guilty one.  This morning I was made happy by another letter, even tho’ you did scold me 
unmercifully & snubbed my poor pen wiper.  It took as long or longer to make it than to write a 
letter, and I had to send in place of a letter, but as you asked me to make it I tho’t you really 
wanted it & I didn’t suppose you’d find fault with me for doing it.  Dont try too hard to spoil it 
for I’m not anxious to waste my time on another.  I must spend it on something that will be 
better appreciated.  Of course it was hideous and I didn’t expect or want you to say it was 
beautiful, but I didn’t sl suppose you’d scold me for doing what you asked me to do.  I’ll be 
afraid to do what you ask again, & have not courage enough to send a watch pocket.  I had 
been planning quite a piece of work to do for you but I guess your letter this morning has 
settled it, & I’ll have to change my plans, for you might want me to write you about fifty of my 
stupid letters instead of spending my time on something that would be worth something, and I 
dont want to run the risk of displeasing you again.  Well perhaps you flatter yourself all this 
time that you really succeeded in teasing me, but dont delude yourself any longer, for I wasn’t 
teased one bit.  I know you so well & appreciate your feelings so well that it didn’t bother me in 



the least.  I understood you perfectly, & suppose you felt as I did over your little trick.  I didn’t 
do it to pay you back for fooling me with the Bach abstract, but because I had finished the pen 
wiper & Annie came & I couldn’t have a chance to write and so sent it as it was.  You miserable 
fisherman[,] you keep fishing for compliments all the time.  You keep asking how I like your 
letters & if you write too often etc.  Dont you know that I told you you must not ask such 
questions again.  I expressed myself very fully on that subject in that same letter and I oughtn’t 
to gratify your vanity again, at least not so soon, but perhaps you didn’t receive the letter in 
which I told you that you couldn’t write too often, and how very much I liked your letters, how I 
read & read & read them, and was always watching for them, & longing for them, and now you 
want me to tell you all this over again, & I wont do it.  I haven’t changed my opinion since 
unless it is that I get more & more greedy all the time, but I must not tell you all I feel ___  
Why? because my dear it is simply beyond any words to express.  I’ve got to leave it to you to 
understand me & know what I feel without being told.  I’m not gifted, & even a gifted pen could 
hardly do the subject justice, & it would be folly for me to attempt a description of what I think 
& feel.  But about your letters I will say that I would give three a day (one in each mail) a very 
warm welcome, & the longer they were the better I’d like them.  When I can possibly, I will 
write every day and will be disappointed when I cant, and will take your scoldings as meekly as I 
can, & pretend they are compliments.  If it is never more serious than that we’ll be a model 
couple for some how that letter didn’t rouse my temper in the least.  Do you know there is one 
point I’m afraid we’ll have some fierce & bitter fights about.  When we are going anywhere I’ll 
want to start too soon & you’ll want to start too late.  We have to try & compromise, & each 
give in half way, & then we’ll strike a happy medium, but we may not be able to do this at first.  
Then I have often tho’t of the handkerchiefs you lent me at Madison.  Perhaps some day when I 
have hay fever I’ll hep help myself to some of your large ones & you’ll tell me to let your things 
alone.  Oh what nonsense.  Of course we would not quarrel about such little things and we 
wont have any big ones to fight about.  We have always had lots of rows even from the very 
start & we have always liked each other more & understood each other better after every one, 
& we had so many that we learned to like each other as well as it is possible to like, & then 
when the next row row came we had done all we could in that branch & had to take up a new 
one, and we have gone on & on until we have learned to know, & love each other so much, we 
have nothing left to fight about that will amount to enough to call a fight.  We have done all 
that before hand & now understand each other so perfectly that we wont spend our first year 
together learning to know each other.  I think our friendship has been a fine thing for us.  I’m 
glad it wasn’t love a first sight, for it wouldn’t have been half so sweet.  I wouldn’t want to be 
without the memory of our friendship.  Of course of late it has been anything but pleasant & it 
caused us a world of trouble in finding each other out, but if every thing had been smooth 
sailing we wouldn’t & couldn’t appreciate our happiness half as much as we do.  All the misery 
that preceded it has shown us as nothing else could how very precious it is.  The lunch bell rang 
several minutes ago.  Well I’ve had my lunch and now it will soon be time for me to go to my 
lesson, but I’ll try & tell you a little about my visit which was really delightful.  Franc is an 
orphan and lives with her grandmother & two aunts, one an old maid & the other a widow.  
They dont support her but I believe they all share expenses.  Besides there are two children.  
Their mother was Franc’s sister and she died two or three yrs ago & their father’s business 
keeps him away most of the time so these children are better off there than they would be with 



their father.  Besides this the gentleman who had the house or who owns it (I forget just how it 
is) boards with them.  His name is Mr. Hyde, a young musician.  His father is very wealthy but 
the young man & his step mother find it better not to see as much of each other as they would 
do if they lived in the same house.  They like each other better at a distance & can be very 
friendly if they live in different houses and see each other now & then instead of all the time.  
This young man studied music for a long time at the Boston Conservatory and then spent four 
or five years in Berlin and devoted himself to music.  He has composed quite a good deal of 
music.  He has a fine piano, the best I ever played on.  It was made by Bechstein in Berlin & is an 
enormous concert grand, (remember I said it was the best I ever played on.  There are probably 
just as good made in this country but I have never had the pleasure of playing on the finest 
pianos).  It stands in their parlor and they have the use of it.  I hardly knew my own playing it 
sounded so much better, & that & the compliment I rec’d from Mr. H. has made me quite 
conceited for the time being.  He paid me the greatest compliment I ever had about my music.  
I say about my music because you have paid me the greatest compliment I could possibly 
receive.  I hope I wont be entirely spoiled.  But the compliment from him surely wont have that 
effect.  I was astonished at myself and laid it all to the magnificent piano, such a tone & such an 
action.  Oh! Oh! It was perfect.  If he had heard me on an ordinary piano it wouldn’t have 
happened, so of course the compliment had really nothing to do with me.  It was entirely the 
piano, so I am not more vain than before.  If we should ever own such a piano Harry we’d want 
to spend all our time playing for really it is a perfect delight to touch it.  That lucky man besides 
owning that treasure owns quite & extensive musical library.  I guess he has all the fine music 
that was ever written for the piano.  The works of J.S. Bach, C.P.E. Bach, Handel[,] Haydn, 
Mozart, Beethoven, Chopin, Schubert, Schumann, Scarlatti, Clementi etc, etc, etc to the end of 
the line, besides all the Symphonies[,] quartetts[,] trios etc for four hands.  All these are the 
best editions elegantly bound.  Besides these he has stacks & stacks of loose music, a great 
many works on music, & quantities of musical papers & magazines.  He has an income of his 
own so he isn’t dependent on pupils but he gives lesson to quite a number.  He asks $50.00 per 
quarter.  Now I must let this man rest, and you must never ask me about the compliment, for if 
I should tell it you wouldn’t believe it.  You couldn’t believe it & you would think me a silly 
foolish girl to tell such a thing.  Franc’s aunts are perfectly charming.  The widow is attractive 
looking but the old maid is painfully homely, not only homely features but an a very 
disagreeable expression, but she is very very sweet.  Such refined & perfect ladies one seldom 
meets.  Their manners and their conversation are unusual.  Our visit was delightful, & 
altogether different from what I expected.  I haven’t time for any more just now for I ought to 
be on my way.  I haven’t even time to look this over so you must forgive all shortcomings. 
    With deepest love 
           Ever your devoted 
                        Effie. 


