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My own dear Harry, 
        Yesterday I was made happy by two letters from you.  The first was the one I had hoped for 
on Saturday, the one you wrote Thursday night.  It came just at breakfast time, and as Lena 
brought it up stairs to me I read it before going down.  Consequently they had all finished 
breakfast when I made my appearance, tho’ they hadn’t left the table.  Of course it is useless to 
say that I was interested in every word of your letter.  You made it all so very plain, and I have 
as good an idea of your new home (?) as I could possibly have without seeing it.  I think it cant 
be a bad place by any means but oh if it could only be somewhere near.  The distance is the 
worst fault, & that is a decidedly bad fault, but I ought not to complain, for it isn’t half as bad as 
it might have been if there had been that horrible uncertainty we suffered from while you were 
at Baltimore.  It is nothing compared to that, but yet I find it hard to be perfectly satisfied.  
When I went down yesterday evening I found Ed convulsed over a letter he had just read from 
his two dogs.  Em wrote it and it was really the funniest letter I ever read and kept us all in 
shrieks of laughter.  We couldn’t imagine what amused Ed so, but when he finished it he 
handed it to me & said “There Effie read it aloud will you”?  It didn’t take long to find out why 
Ed had smiled, for as Carrie would say “it was enough to kill the cows.”  Sunday night I finished 
and sealed your letter.  I was afraid to leave it unsealed lest I should be tempted to write more 
in the morning & thus delay it.  It was mailed early on Monday.  I had come upstairs about half 
an hour after breakfast, to get ready to go out and do some shopping for a friend in the 
Country, who sent for some thing last week, but as she was in no hurry & the letter came after I 
had done the errands for Mrs. Ellis, I put off going till this week.  Before I could get my things on 
the postman came again bringing two letters, one from you, the one I was specially anxious to 
get, for I knew it was an answer to mine.  I was anxious to know what you tho’t of the mood 
that I had always kept hidden from you before.  I wondered if it would shock you to find me so 
very sentimental.  I tho’t it would surprise you, for you had never suspected me of anything of 
the sort, and I feared it might horrify you to find that I had it in its worst & most dangerous 
form, and as you hadn’t counted on it, it might change your opinion of me.  Then too, I had 
given you a chance to escape, your last & only chance (think of it) and how did I know but you’d 
take me up on it, after discovering in me something you had never dreamed of.  But I’ll be 
honest and say that I wasn’t very much worried about it.  Some people are perfectly wild over a 
thing till they get it, & then they become tired of it, & find it was only the excitement of getting 
it, that the thing or person wasn’t worth much after all.  Now I didn’t think that was the case 
with you.  I knew you had given it long & serious tho’t and I believed you knew your own mind 
as well as I did, & that you hadn’t looked at it as a light matter, (like some people we have 
heard of & know) so, tho’ I couldn’t understand what you saw of in me, or why you cared for 
me, I believed that you did.  I didn’t think when I wrote that you would care to avail yourself of 
the chance I offered, but I did want you to know how I looked at it.  I wanted you to consider it 
again, now that you knew you could have what you had wished for, and see if you felt as you 
did before.  If not it must go no further.  I tho’t it would be better to end it all at once, no 
matter how I felt, than to let it get out & then discover that you were mistaken.  One cant be 
too careful about deciding such matters, and so tho’ I felt sure of you, & trusted you implicitly I 



tho’t it would be well to be one the safe side, & I felt that you would understand my motive.  I 
am glad you approved of it, & glad to find that you feel the same as I do.  I tho’t you did, but 
feel more comfortable to be convinced by something more sure than a tho’t, for it isn’t right, 
no matter how much faith one has in another, to take any thing for granted in this life long 
matter.  One cant afford to run any risks.  Too many look at it less seriously and rush into it 
blindly & thoughtlessly, especially the engagement.  They seem to think that part isn’t any 
thing.  They can take time to consider that afterwards, & if they dont like it can break it easy 
enough, but this to me seems terrible, & is something I cannot understand.  To me it my 
engagement is almost as binding & sacred as my marriage will be.  People ought, it seems to 
me, to be as sure before engaging themselves to be as they would be before marrying.  They 
ought to know each other & know their own minds so well that they wouldn’t be afraid to 
marry at any time.  After all these precautions, if they find they were mistaken they ought of 
course to break the engagement, but it would only be excusable in rare cases, and I feel 
confident that it will not happen in our’s.  We know each other so well & we cannot be 
mistaken, and we have not been hasty in settling it, for we have known our own minds so long.  
If I am not sure of my feelings toward you I am not sure of anything.  I have every reason (more 
reason than you could even guess from my letter) for knowing that.  I have done what is, & ever 
will be, for my greatest happiness.  I know, positively & absolutely without a doubt, that my 
feelings can never never change, so there is no danger of my turning from you in after years & 
driving you to ruin.  But that last wouldn’t be true, and you know it.  If I should do it I would not 
be worth it, & you have too much character to allow any thing to drive you to ruin, and it is 
nonsense for you to say such a thing.  If I believed it I couldn’t [ill.] have as high an opinion of 
you as I have now.  I believe it would make you feel desperate and might take all happiness out 
of your life, but and ruin it in that way, but you know as well as I do that it wouldn’t make you 
do anything wrong or drive you to ruin. You’ll never be tempted tho’ because I have ceased to 
love you, for that can never be, but I dont like you to say such things about your self, for we 
both know they are not true.  But I wont go on about it, for you probably didn’t mean me to 
take it literally.  I dont think now that either of us can have any doubts.  We have considered 
and reconsidered every thing, and there can be no mistake.  We now belong to each other, & 
I’m sure nothing can ever change it, and no one can separate us.  In speaking of our 
engagement being known, you say you feel as I do about it, and then you predict that when it 
gets out people will call me a fool.  What for I’d like to know?  You are wrong.  It’s you they’ll 
honor with that title.  You remember you said that you used to be humble, but that now you 
had begun to think yourself rather a dangerous character and tho’t the forty girls ought to be 
worried.  But dont allow yourself to become conceited because you have won me, for you 
haven’t done anything so very wonderful.  Dont deceive yourself in thinking you have won a 
treasure, for you haven’t.  I’ll tell you that frankly, but I’m not going to tell you of all my reasons 
for saying so.  You’ll find out my many faults soon enough but it will be gradually.  If I should tell 
them all at once you’d be frightened to death.  It seems selfish to accept you when you might 
have done so much better, but you see selfishness is one of my faults, and as you tho’t  your 
happiness depended on it I was too selfish to throw my happiness away,  Still I think you must 
know my faults as well as anyone for I never was noted for hiding them, and you couldn’t 
possibly help finding them out, for every one else has, tho’ strange to say I have lots of friends 
who love me in spite of them all.  But there are lots of people who will think you insane.  But I 



hope you dont care any more for what people say than I do, for I dont care if they call us both 
fools.  Of course I am not speaking of our families or our nearest & dearest friends, but of the 
people who would be likely to do the talking, for the people who care the least about us will 
probably talk the most, & those people can say what they like.  As for being poor — do you 
suppose that would carry any weight with me?  Dont you suppose I’d rather have you just as 
you are, than any one else with plenty of money?  You know very well that the only time in my 
life when we were well off, I was too young to appreciate it, and since I have been old enough 
to appreciate luxuries we have been too poor to have them, but I dont think it has ever made 
me unhappy.  You just ask mamma if it has ever worried me because I couldn’t have every thing 
like other girls.  I dont deny that I could enjoy being wealthy as well as any one, & better than 
some people who have money.  I dont pretend to despise it by any means, but I have done 
without it all these years & can do without it the rest of my life if necessary & still be happy.  I 
think if we had it, our taste would always lead us in the same direction – traveling would be a 
delight to us both, and there are many other things neither of us would object to, but if we cant 
have all these things we wont be miserable.  Absolute poverty would be bad, but we need have 
no fear of that.  If we can only have our health and enough money to live support us we will 
have plenty to live for, & can do very well without the luxuries.  They are not necessary & I can 
be as happy without them.  We’ll have far more than lots of people who have more money than 
they can spend.  I have lived long enough to know that wealth doesn’t always bring happiness.  
Money cant buy every thing and no amount of it could buy what we will have, so if we cant 
have both, we have got the best of the two.  Of course we wont be foolish enough to marry 
until you have a good start.  I wouldn’t be willing to be a drag on you, but you needn’t think 
that being poor frightens me.  Mamma really feels better about it I believe, for she says I’ll be 
happier to start even, as I haven’t anything.  I dont go as far as that, for the money has nothing 
to do with it one way or the other.  I love you with my whole heart and that is enough.  I’d love 
you just the same with or without it (I didn’t mean that with or without for a joke, for this is 
hardly the place for it) and if you had had it I would have accepted you as unhesitatingly as I 
accepted you without it, for in my mind it hadn’t any thing to do with it.  If you had all 
Vanderbilt’s wealth I couldn’t love you any more or any less than I do now, and the love was the 
only question to be considered.  If we both had plenty of that it was all that was needed to 
settle it.  With that we can be all in all to each other whether stand we are rich or poor, and will 
stand by each other thro’ thick and thin.  That is my idea of it and if you ever say anything more 
about being poor or hint that I could have done better, or any more such trash there’ll be a 
large sized row.  If you do it I’ll only be able to see it in one light.  I’ll think that you want to 
frighten me & thus get rid of me, for you know my feelings too well to believe that.  You know 
that no one else in the whole world could make me half, nor quarter, as happy as you can, and I 
never want to hear you say or even hint at such a thing.  You ought to hear mamma talk about 
her boy as if you had always belonged to her.  You wouldn’t think she had any such feeling 
about it.  You have no idea how fond she is of you.  She dont think I could have done better, 
and you had better not let her hear you abuse yourself or criticize my taste or she too will think 
there is method in your madness.  Sunday night when I was playing Beethoven & Chopin it all 
struck her more forcibly than ever before.  I think it is almost the only time that she has tho’t 
how it all must end, for the end seems so far away now, that tho’ she has of course tho’t of it in 
one way, yet I dont think she fully realized it before.  It was a little too much for her.  She was 



sitting in the armchair (we were in the 2nd story front room) and I noticed her with her elbow on 
the arm of the chair and her hand over her face, and instinctively I knew what she was thinking 
of.  Finally she got up and went in the back room & pretended that she wanted to lie down in 
the dark and listen to the music, and when I stopped playing for a moment I tho’t I heard a 
suspicious sound from the back room.  I knew she was thinking of a time when she wouldn’t 
have me to play for her.  Dear unselfish mamma.  She has no idea that I suspect it, and I tho’t it 
best not to let her know I had noticed anything.  All she has said since was to ask me if I 
wouldn’t give Jule lessons.  She says it will probably be a long time before we can be married & 
Jule could get quite a start, & that she would be perfectly frantic if when I leave home, she 
could never hear any music in the house, and so I am to begin with Jule at once.  You know I 
have tried to so many times before but Jule had never been willing to go thro’ any of the 
necessary drudgery.  She would practice what she pleased & when she pleased & some times 
not at all, and it always ended in my getting discouraged & giving it up.  A mother is apt to take 
the part of the youngest & mamma would never listen to my complaints of Jule, & I couldn’t 
manage her myself and a month or two of fighting would end it.  After repeated attempts 
mamma begged me to try it again, & Jule seemed to want to begin, so I said I would give her 
one last chance & would go on as long as she would consider me, during the lessons, her 
teacher & not her sister, & would do as I told her & not think because we were sisters she could 
do it or not, as she pleased.  We began, & all went well for a time but after two or three months 
she began her tricks again.  I reminded her that it was her last chance & if she couldn’t go on as 
she had been doing I would give it up and nothing could induce me to have anything more to do 
with it, but she kept on in the even tenor of her way & did exactly as she pleased till my 
patience was exhausted.  She tho’t I would get over it as I had always done, but I never did 
break my vow.  But now I am about to do it.  She is older now and admits that she was awful, & 
mamma sees it now as she couldn’t see it then, for she understands the necessity of the 
drudgery better than she did then.  Jule promises if I’ll only try her once more she will work 
hard & do the best she can.  She says that mamma always has the blues when I’m away, & is 
perfectly lost without any music, and that now she is old enough to be sensible about it.  She 
wants to do it for her own sake, but if she didn’t, she would feel that she must for mamma’s 
sake.  Mamma wouldn’t tell me for anything about Sunday night (& I dont think she has told 
Jule how she felt) for she feels satisfied & wouldn’t change things if she could, for she knows 
that you are necessary for my happiness, and thinks it is for the best, and is delighted with my 
choice.  I have a long story to tell you sometime but it cant very well be written.  She has 
worried so lest some thing might come up between Mr. Zerfass & myself, and she is very much 
relieved the way things have ended.  I always assured her that her fears were groundless, but I 
couldn’t convince her quite.  I couldn’t very well take any other course with him than the one I 
have taken.  I had to go against mamma but I knew she didn’t see it in the right light, and at the 
time she was most excited.  He needed all the encouragement and help I could give him.  I say, 
without any conceit, that I believe I saved him from ruin, or if not from that from being very 
desperate and reckless, tho’ I fear it would have been nothing less than ruin.  Everything went 
against him, (his family had never understood him & they could do him no good & he couldn’t 
turn to them).  The man was nearly insane and perfectly reckless, and indifferent about what 
became of him.  His bringing up hadn’t been such that he could fight it off like a man unless he 
had help, & there was not another person to give him that help but me.  If I hadn’t taken an 



interest & shown an interest (which every one but three or four misunderstood) in him I know 
he wouldn’t have been where he is now.  This weakness (if it could be called by that name) was 
his misfortune & not his fault.  With such a mother as mine he would have been different, but 
he was born under an unlucky star.  I have never regretted anything I have done and am sure I 
did not do wrong, but my courage almost failed several times, for it was very hard to be so 
misunderstood, & for a year I was wretchedly unhappy, but two or three urged me to go on and 
said tho’ it was hard it would all come right in the end.  There has never been anything between 
us and mamma knew so many of the circumstances she had no reason for thinking so, but I 
suppose she couldn’t help it.  She let her fears get the better of her judgment.  I am sure my 
dear Harry that you will believe me when I say that there was never one word of love.  I know 
about my self that there wasn’t any feeling of it & I am almost as sure about him.  In fact I know 
it.  He thinks everything of me as a friend, & had the highest admiration & respect for me & 
feels very grateful for what I have done, but I am sure there is nothing more & never has been. 
[ill.] I have good reason for thinking and saying this, & am sure that you can trust me enough to 
take my word for it.  When I see you I will tell you the whole story if you care to hear it.  I have 
written this way because I tho’t you might feel better about it, for perhaps you have tho’t there 
was some thing.  You have said things once or twice, & mamma said the other day that you 
onces asked her something about him and she tho’t it was done in an off hand way, that you 
appeared anxious.  I tho’t it was all imagination on her part, but I determined to write you some 
thing in case you had tho’t or feared anything of the kind, tho’ I didn’t say so to mamma.  She of 
course sees now that she was mistaken & her fears were foolish, but even now I believe she 
thinks he cares for me.  Please tell me what course I ought to take.  His family have learned to 
understand him since then & for a long time I haven’t been the same, more because I did not 
want to worry mamma, than because I feared his feelings might have changed, for he has never 
given me any reason to think they had.  I could easily ease mamma’s fears because he didn’t 
need me now as he did before.  But even now that he has his own family I know I have a great 
deal of influence with him and can use it with good advantage, but will leave it to you whether 
it is best.  If his feelings have changed and if he does care for me it would do more harm than 
good for it might give him encouragement.  I know you have not any foolish jealousy about you.  
You can trust me as I do you, & know that I will never forget for one moment that I belong to 
you, and will never be false.  Tell me, am I right, or have you not enough faith in me to feel 
perfectly comfortable to have me in any other gentleman’s society? Have I not given you proff 
proof enough of my love, or have you a little vein of jealousy?  I dont think you have, but if it is 
there dont hesitate to say so for it will make no difference in my love, but if I know it I will be 
more careful than if I didn’t suspect it, and will not give you cause for any such feeling.  If you 
have it you probably cant help it, for some people cant, but try and conquer it all you can.  I am 
almost sure it isn’t there, for I have never seen a sign of it, and I’m sure you have faith enough 
in me to know that I will never forget what I owe to you, & we must never have any 
misunderstandings.  We must be perfectly frank & thus avoid them.  I wouldn’t have tho’t of 
this had it not been for a number of cases I know so well about.  Rem often makes himself 
miserable about nothing.  He worships Minnie & cant seem to control this foolish jealousy, but 
if you have it at all it cant be to such an extent or I would have seen it.  I believe there are very 
few traits in your character I dont know about, and I doubt if there are any.  But now I must go 
back to Monday (this is Wednesday.  I forgot to say I was interrupted, & I went right on from 



where I left off,) when your last letter came.  It made me even more happy than ever, & settled 
every doubts (if doubts they could be called) and now I think I can settle down and be a little 
more calm than I have been.  I am so glad I wrote as I did.  It must be a lesson to us never to 
hide our feelings from each other, for you felt better than if I had tried to control myself, & it 
was certainly a relief to me to be able to write as I did, tho’ I did fear that I was going beyond all 
bounds for a first letter.  And what will you think of this?  Well some time I’ll be able to think 
and write about some thing else, but just now I am too full to hold it in and I might better give 
you the benefit of it, as you asked me to & said you couldn’t bear too much.  It makes me smile 
now when I think of my contempt a few years ago for any thing so “soft & foolish,” but I dont 
call it soft & foolish now.  I have kept it is so long, that now it comes out in spite of me, but 
really you are not losing much news by it for almost nothing has happened since you left that 
would interest you, or else I have been too far gone to notice.  Mamma had written Lottie the 
news but told her she must keep quiet.  In the same mail with yours came one from her with 
congratulations & best wishes.  She said she had written to you.  After reading my letters I went 
down town and did my errands & came home nearly wild with my hay fever, & was laid up 
most of the afternoon with my hay fever it and was unable to do a thing but wave my 
handkerchiefs.  My eyes felt too sore to read, but I had plenty to think about & if I could have 
read might not have been able to keep my mind on my book.  Besides your letter, I had had 
another lovely letter from Sue that afternoon.  Your Aunt Mag was at Madison and was 
pumping for all she was worth, and asked your mother and Sue such point-blank questions they 
had a hard time squirming out.  Sue says “A clam like attitude instead of repressing, seems only 
to furnish an incentive to greater effort.”  If she finds out that will end all secrecy I fear, & she 
will find out in spite of everything.  They have not done any thing to lead her to suspect how 
things stand, but it doesn’t take anything to start her, and now that she smells a mouse there 
will be no getting rid of her.  She’ll pin one down till they cant get out of it without lying about 
it, & that none of us will do.  I know if she finds out it won’t be anyone’s fault, but I feel it in my 
bones that not many weeks will pass before the murder will be out.  Well if it is never mind, but 
we wont exert ourselves to spread the news.  I told you that I must tell three or four outside the 
immediately families.  I have already told Em & Annie, but they will not whisper it till I give 
them leave.  Of course I haven’t had time to hear from Em yet, but I told Annie when she was 
down and she seemed to approve.  You remember she saw you in Orange but perhaps you 
didn’t know of the high opinion she formed of you.  She seems to think be reconciled in spite of 
the fact that I have gone back on keeping old maid’s hall with her.  I told her she acted so 
pleased I think she was glad to get rid of me, and that made her give me a look almost as bad as 
Belle’s.  She said if I’d go back on it there was no one else she could trust, & she wouldn’t have 
any one else, that we could only make up for it in one way.  She’ll forgive every thing if we’ll 
allow her to entertain us, but if not, she refuses to forgive us for spoiling her plans.  Minnie 
must know, for she has been so very very good to me, & I know would think strange of my not 
telling her.  Ada told me all about her affairs before anything was out and we are such good 
friends that mamma & I both agreed after talking it over that it would not do at all to keep it 
from her.  There are others who would take an interest and be glad to hear of this happiness, 
but it must not go any further on my side, tho’ I dont want to limit you, if you care to tell.  The 
few I have chosen I can trust implicitly.  Sue is crazy to tell Belle, but perhaps by this time she 
knows that you have done it.  I am glad I haven’t any correspondence to wind up, for it must be 



rather an awkward thing to do.  So you had a scene with Carrie did you?  I wonder if she has 
forgiven me yet.  Yes I noticed some thing had gone wrong.  I hardly knew what, but felt very 
uncomfortable.  I imagined they tho’t we were together too much.  I dont think either of us 
meant to make them feel that we wanted to be alone.  I didn’t realize that I was monopolizing 
you, but I can see now that we acted very selfishly, & shamefully.  I dont blame them for being 
disgusted.  They had a right to be.  I didn’t see it then, but I can see now that we unintentionally 
made them feel that they were not wanted.  I didn’t try to get off alone with you (& often I 
tried to be alone by myself to get control) but you know we’d go off to read aloud, and some 
how we were alone a good deal, & the reading usually drifted into talking.  You know we got 
over very few pages considering the amount of time we spent together for thet purpose of 
reading.  Of course they noticed all this, & I can understand how they felt.  We were not 
engaged, and there was no excuse for it.  We did it unconsciously to be sure, but we ought to 
have been more thoughtful.  Of all the selfish people[,] lovers are the most so, but we must be 
more careful when we are together again.  Belle said some thing at the Newburgh that made 
me see how they felt about it, and it hurt me terribly, but I didn’t show it, & didn’t resent it, for 
I knew I deserved it, for tho it was unconsciously done it was thoughtless & careless, & I felt it 
was inexcusable.  Her words were few but very telling.  I dont want you ever to mention this to 
any one and you mustn’t blame her, for she was perfectly right.  It was said in a general sort of 
way but it was surely meant to apply to me.  I could take it or not, but alas! the shoe fit and I 
had to put it on.  And yet after all this I begged you to stay, but I couldn’t help it.  That shows 
you again how selfish I am.  Speaking of shoes reminds me, I got my shoes a few two days ago.  
Tuesday morning I had to go down to town again to do an errand for Annie.  Her cousins[,] the 
Brooks of Washingtonville[,] were going to celebrate their fifteenth anniversary of there 
marriage & she couldn’t get down to the City again & se sent to me as soon as she heard of it to 
buy her a crystal wedding present.  As she gave me a pretty liberal sum to do it with it wasn’t 
hard to do.  I chose a very handsome dish that could be used as a fruit dish, or salad bowl, and 
they said there at the store that they were so very ornamental that they were used more for 
card receivers than any thing else, as most people considered them too handsome to use on 
the table, unless it was for some extra occasion, but I dont care what they use it for.  After 
paying for the dish & for the packing & expressing[,] I had over three dollars left, & I guess 
Annie will think I did very well.  I went way down to a store on Murray St.  If I had bought the 
same thing up town I think I have gone three dollars over, perhaps it wouldn’t have been quite 
so bad, but there is such a wonderful difference in the price of such things if you go down to the 
large wholesale stores, for most of them will sell at retail.  I came home a little before lunch and 
in the afternoon began this letter.  Mamma & Jule & Ed have gone down to Long Branch today 
for a sail and I am keeping house.  Bessie was to come down today and spend the day & we 
were to commence our practice, but I have just had a note telling me that she is very sick.  
Thursday Sept. 18th  I was interrupted yesterday very pleasantly.  It was an interruption I didn’t 
mind at all.  What do you think it was?  Why your Sunday’s letter, the Purdue Circular, but the 
interruption just after I didn’t enjoy. Your letter made me more glad than ever that I had told 
you everything frankly, and I am so glad if it did you good, and that you liked it.  But what you 
told me of your mother’s letter made me blue.  I really could not help it.  I feel dreadfully about 
her not approving of it, but I hope in time she will look at it differently.  I am so glad that I had 
written my feelings about the question that she seems so troubled about, for you will know 



that I meant every word of what I said about money matters and will know it wasn’t said to 
comfort you after your mother’s letter.  I did mean it all.  I’m not afraid.  I know we’ll get along.  
I have such confidence in you that I feel perfectly safe, and if things are not just exactly as easy 
as we might like, if we had our choice, we’ll be happy in spite of every thing, and all her fears 
dont frighten me at all.  It only makes me feel badly because she cannot feel reconciled to it.  I 
know we can never be in want, and we’ll always have the necessaries of life, & I believe we’ll 
have more.  I haven’t any of ther misgivings & neither has mamma.  She knows you’ll always be 
able to make your way & she believes firmly that you will do more.  I have often heard her say 
“Harry will make his mark in the world.”  She has admired your determination in going on in 
spite of everything and believes that you cant fail in making your life a success.  She feels that it 
was far better to speak if you were sure of your love and have the thing settled.  It is surely 
better for us both.  What was the use of waiting?  It only kept us both unhappy and unsettled 
and it is far better to know.  Long engagements may not be the best, but circumstances alter 
cases.  Do you not feel that we are both far happier & better off th to be engaged than we 
would be to be in doubt?  If we loved each other why shouldn’t we know it?  There is no hurry 
about marrying.  Mamma isn’t in a hurry to be rid of me.  She says if it had not seemed likely to 
be a long engagement, it would have been hard for her to have given her consent so readily, 
that she couldn’t give me up so suddenly.  She’d be perfectly miserable about it if it wasn’t that 
she feels the time is so far away, and when she thinks of that time even now she almost feels as 
tho’ she couldn’t stand it.  Of course we are neither of us children.  We know what all this 
means.  It isn’t as if you were about twenty-one & I was still in my teens.  I haven’t been 
brought up in the lap of luxury, & I know as well as any one what it costs to live.  I know we cant 
live entirely on love.  I know it costs some thing to keep house and I am sure we both see every 
thing in its true light.  Your mother probably doesn’t realize this.   She cannot realize that we 
are no longer children (it is very hard for mothers to give up their children.  They cant seem to 
feel that they have grown up & arrived at years of discretion) and we cannot blame her for 
putting it to you in its most serious light.  You know you said you hadn’t talked to her & she has 
no way of knowing whether you have considered the question from every side, and as I write 
this I feel more & more every minute that she was right in doing it, that it was her duty.  It 
wasn’t necessary in this case, but in half the cases it would not do any harm, for I can see how 
people might be led away by their feelings and not consider the more sober side of the 
question.  It isn’t so with us.  We have looked at it as seriously as she has, & we are ready to 
face it, but we must remember that your mother has had no way of knowing this.  We seem 
young and inexperienced to her, and she has done right in making you see it in  it her duty to 
show it to you in all it’s lights.  Suppose we hadn’t tho’t of it as we did, and she had let us go on 
without realizing what we were undertaking (for we must not forget that she hadn’t any way of 
knowing that we had been so careful) would she have been doing what was right or for our 
good?  Wasn’t it her duty as a mother to write you just such a letter (even if she did put things a 
little worse than they really are,) and warn you in case you hadn’t realized it?  Since I have 
begun this I see it all in a different light and see that it was only prompted by kindness and 
deepest love.  A mother surely has a right to advise a son and neither of us have any right to 
feel hurt about it.  If she only feels satisfied to receive me as a daughter, it is all I ask, but I dont 
feel entirely sure that she feels perfectly satisfied with me.  But Sue’s letters have been all I 
could ask for, and you cannot know how much good they did me.  Dear Sue to think that I 



should have felt less sure of her than the rest, & she should be the first to welcome me.  It was 
done so promptly too.  I didn’t think anything of the others not writing for as Sue said they 
would all look upon me as one of the family etc.  They probably tho’t they were not called upon 
to write, and I dont  know that they were, but never the less quite a long & lovely letter from 
Carrie this morning made me very happy.  I am more comfortable of course than if she hadn’t 
written.  They look upon me already as their sister, & nothing could have been kinder than both 
of Sue’s letters & the one from Carrie this morning.  Tell them wont you how much I 
appreciated it for I would like them to know that I have written to you of their kindness.  After 
devoting two pages to this subject her letter went on in a very funny way.  She wondered what 
we’d do about Fritz.  She said we’d all want him and the only way to settle it would be to give 
him to her.  I’ll have to write her that we needn’t trouble ourselves yet awhile about disposing 
of Fritz.  I meant to have told you long ago that mamma & Jule rec’d your letters yesterday 
morning & they were both very much pleased.  I dont quite understand about your room.  If 
you have charge of the dormitory how does it happen that your room is so far away from it?  If I 
understand you, your room is in the Boarding & Art Hall & no where near the Dormitory.  It 
must be a lovely room, & I think you have done well to get it.  And you did wonders with your 
$36.00.  You must tell your mother of that and ask her if she could do better.  We cant 
understand it hardly.  If other things out there are as cheap as furniture I dont think your 
mother need worry.  Was the furniture new or had it been used?  Mamma tho’t it was 
wonderful compared to prices here, for you said the bureau, table, & chairs were solid black 
walnut, & tho’ the washstand & bedstead were only stained it was a wonderfully cheap set.   
Then too you got the springs & mattress.  I’m noted for luck in finding bargains, but I’ve got 
nothing more to say after that, and as Mr. Rowelson, (my favorite) used to say, “I give the belt,” 
for you have come  Take off (bother I’ll have to begin that again.  It is such a beautiful 
quotation.  I must not get it wrong).  “There’s the belt.  I’ll take it off & give it to you.  I cant 
claim it after that.”  But dont think I mean Capt. Cumming’s belt.  I didn’t think of that.  I never 
did like Mr. Rowelson anyway & I dont believe I’ll quote him any more for I might have got 
myself in trouble if I had said that to a girl, for she might have claimed my lovely belt.  I believe 
Mag intends to visit Jule next week.  I’m very anxious to see her.  I’m glad your father is so 
willing, & so well satisfied.  We’ll win your mother over on our side in time, especially if all the 
others in the family are on our side and ready to help us.  How long do you think it will take to 
reconcile her entirely?  I dont believe she can hold out long do you?  So you want to know what 
I did that day after leaving you.  Well I came near being locked up for a lunatic, all on account of 
absent mindedness.  I did some thing worse than you did about the tickets.  I walked into the 
ladies’ cabin and never tho’t about my umbrella.  I had put it up mechanically I suppose & didn’t 
know I had done it, but I didn’t put it down mechanically.  Suddenly I saw people eyeing me 
suspiciously & then I came to enough to realize what I was doing & put it down.  I noticed a 
funny smile go around.  If I hadn’t been too dazed, I’d have felt like a fool.  I hardly knew 
enough to get home & how I did it will always be a mystery for I never felt so strangely in my 
life.  The sudden happiness followed at once by the misery of parting, was almost too much for 
me; either one would have been enough, but the combination of two such strong & decided 
but contrary feelings was enough to upset any one.  If I hadn’t been too dazed to fully realize it 
all, I think it might have made me faint, but I didn’t take in either the joy or the sorrow as fully 
as I have done since.  I dont mean that I didn’t know what I was about, when I answered you, or 



when I said goodbye, but it was all so sudden it seemed more like a dream than a reality, & yet I 
knew it wasn’t.  I was too excited to sleep for several nights even if the weather had been 
decent.  The first night I didn’t sleep at all & I didn’t get get over that awful feeling that it might 
be a dream until your letter came from Philadelphia.  That night & the next I got over that 
feeling but I couldn’t sleep much, but after Sue’s letter came and I was relieved of that horrible 
doubt I had had, I began to feel more quiet.  I dont think anyone suspected how excited I was 
for I tried to appear calm, & flatter myself that I succeeded pretty well, so well that I’m sure the 
Follansbees haven’t any idea that any thing unusual had happened to me.  And now about what 
you asked me about Harry.  I haven’t time to tell you now, but will try to you some time.  I have 
very deep feelings on the subject of religion tho’ many wouldn’t guess it.  Some how I have 
never been able to talk about it, and I am not sure that I can now but I may be able to some 
time.  I know I have great faith in God’s love and mercy.  I dont believe in a person’s talking it 
for granted that He is going to do every unless they do all they can themselves & I have seen 
such people who have disgusted me, but it seems wrong not to trust Him if we do all we can 
ourselves.  I believe with you that there isn’t so much in what church we go to, and that going 
to church & prayer meetings are not the only things to to be tho’t of, and I became so disgusted 
with certain ministers & certain church people a few years ago that it didn’t do me any good to 
go to church, but I have felt very different the last two years.  It used to make me boil to see 
any one like mamma treated as she was, & when Jule joined the church it was simply disgusting 
the way the minister acted.  He took absolutely no more interest in it than he did to see her 
walk in or out of church.  In too many churches it is money money forever & it seems to be all 
they think about in some churches and I dont wonder I stayed at home so much in Orange, for I 
couldn’t stand it to see all this and then hear a sermon about Christian spirit etc.  I couldn’t go 
to Brick Church without feeling disgust and I couldn’t have any respect for the minister or the 
majority of the congregation, and I had to stay away.  I believe if we’d lived in Orange much 
longer I’d have been a heathen.  When we went to Milburn it was different and we went to the 
Episcopal Church.  Dr. Clover I will never forget.  I had a different feeling at once & he was an 
ideal minister, not a wonderful preacher, but one felt he meant every word & wouldn’t preach 
one thing & practice another and it did me good to go there.  He called on us at once, and 
several times afterwards and was such a dear old man.  I was convinced that all churches & all 
ministers shouldn’t be judged by those in Orange & from that time I began to change.  But 
more of that another time.  I cannot write more as the dinner bell has rung.  With more love 
than I can measure 

Believe your very own, true  
 Effie. 


