
                                                                                                         No. 54 West 46th Street 
                                                                            N. Y. September 21st 1884. 
My dearest Harry, 
      I want if possible to mail this letter tonight, & not do as I did last week.  When I finished 
writing it was so late that I couldn’t go out and mail it, and I had to leave it till Monday Morning.  
I tried my best to finish it Sunday morning but couldn’t, for Ed came back before I had said half 
of all I wanted to, but as I can never write half I want to say anyway, I must try when I’m 
interrupted to end my letters on the spot, and mail them without waiting to say all I had 
intended and then finish in another letter any as soon as possible.  But that is one think thing to 
say & another to do.  I cant bear to send a letter half finished, and I know if I ever do, it will only 
be by main force.  It is such an unsatisfactory way to talk any how, but to break off in the 
middle is something maddening, and if I ever learn to do it, an interruption will make me very 
cross & disagreeable.  I feel so about an interruption now, tho’ I dont show it, but when I know 
that it will cut the whole thing short I wont take it with as good a grace & wont be able to hide 
my feelings as I do now.  I know you would have liked my last letter better if it had been divided 
up into three doses, but really I couldn’t make myself stop.  Each time I was interrupted I hoped 
to come right back to you in a few minutes.  I was interrupted more times than I could count 
unless I made a note of each one.  I only told you about two or three long ones.  If it had made 
my letter shorter I might not have said all I did say.  It was foolish to write all that about Mr. 
Zerfass & I suppose I might better have left that to talk over.  If mamma & Jule hadn’t said you 
had asked them some thing about him some time ago, I might not have said any thing, but so 
many have misunderstood the thing that I felt I must tell you something about it, in case you 
too had tho’t as other people had about it, for I wanted you to know that there wasn’t ever any 
thing between us. 
Almost the first question Annie asked after I told her of our engagement was “Does Mr. Zerfass 
know it, & how does he take it?”  She is among those I cant convince that Mr. Z. has never 
cared for me as they think, that it is absurd; but all this made me wonder if you had tho’t any 
thing of the kind, or if you would feel uncomfortable about his coming here as he had done, 
and I determined to write you on the subject, for I felt that it was only fair & right for you to 
understand the thing in it’s true light.  If I hadn’t written it then I might not have done it at all 
unless you had brought it up yourself, and now it seems rather foolish for me to have done it.  
Still I dont regret it, for I’m sure you’ll understand it as I meant it.  You know I said I didn’t 
believe you would be jealous, and yet I wanted to know, for one cant tell about such things.  I 
find very few men are entirely free from it where they love deeply, and have seen it suddenly 
come out in those I would never suspect of anything of the sort.  Fortunately I haven’t any of it.  
I cannot understand it at all, but I feel sorry for any one who is troubled if they try to control it 
(tho’ I must say I lose patience with those who let it run wild) for it must make one very 
wretched & unhappy at times.  Now if you have a trace of it (which I very much doubt, for I 
have faith in your confidence in me,) I know you would never let it run wild.  You would keep it 
down, & conquer it, & hide it, if you could, but I felt if it was there, even in this mild form, it 
would be better for me to know it, for you know I would never want to excite it, and wouldn’t 
want to do anything that could worry you.  I dont believe I’d do anything anyway that would 
upset you in the least, but still it would be as well to know how you felt I tho’t, and so I made a 
goose of myself I suppose.  I believe Mr. Z. always suspected there was something between us, 



and I have let him go on thinking so, not because I ever tho’t that we would become engaged 
for you know already how I felt about that, or not because I tho’t he cared for me, but as every 
one else did I tho’t it would be as well to let him think that we (you & I) understood each other.  
I knew you two would never be thrown together long enough, or even learn to know each other 
well enough, to bring up the subject, and as I knew I could never care for him except as a friend, 
I tho’t I would be on the safe side in case I was mistaken about his feelings for me.  I never 
would have tho’t of such a thing if it hadn’t been put in my head by others who for over two 
years have been constantly flinging it in my face.  If you only knew all I have suffered from it 
you wouldn’t blame me for writing as I did, & as I have done again today, but I think you’ll 
understand that my motive was a good one, even tho’ I have put it all so stupidly & clumsily.  I 
suppose you rec’d my letter last night and I’ll be anxious to hear if you were disgusted.  Your 
letter came yesterday morning & I found it, as usual, intensely interesting.  You have so much 
more to make your letters interesting than I have, for you have just gone to a new place, & 
there are so many things to tell about it.  After a time I will probably have more news, and more 
to tell you of my own doings, but just now every thing is very dull, but so far I haven’t found any 
difficulty about writing long letters.  There has been so much to talk about and explain that I 
dont think I would have had room for news, if there had been any to tell.  Since you left I have 
only been out of the house when it was absolutely necessary.  My hay fever has been dreadful, 
and the last week I have been a sorry looking specimen.  It is not a beautifying disease at best, 
but when one has fever with it right along for days, & fever blisters on the lips, and a sty on the 
eye (tho’ the latter wasn’t brought on by hay-fever) you can imagine the patient is not 
comfortable by any means.  It only aggravated it to go out, and so, as I had about as much of it 
as I could “grin and bear” I tho’t I’d better not get any more, for if I had I should have ceased to 
grin about it.  Yesterday Morning was spent (as Saturday mornings usually are) in the kitchen.  
When I finished I was too miserable to go into lunch.  In the afternoon I tried to brace up and 
practice, but tho’ I worked a long time on that Sonata of Hummel’s I fear I didn’t accomplish 
much.  In the evening I had an attack of asthma which was so severe, & exhausted me so, that it 
brought on a chill & that sent me to bed & amused (?) me for nearly two hours.  But today I am 
very much better than I have been for some time.  I think the asthma & chill must have done 
me good after all for I guess they blew & shook off the worst of any terrible enemy.  There was 
a very good description of hay-fever symptoms in the Tribune Times the other day.  I think the 
poor man who wrote it knows all about it, from personal experience, for no one could describe 
it so perfectly unless they had suffered themselves.  Oh I must not forget again, to tell you what 
you have asked about before.  In your letter yesterday you said “You haven’t told me yet what 
share Aunt Mag had in opening your eyes to the true facts.”  In your second letter (the 1st from 
Lafayette) you said in speaking of my letter, that which you hadn’t rec’d then, “You have never 
yet except” (& then follows a word I won’t quote because I cant make it out) — “told me that 
you loved me, or how or when you found it out, except that Aunt Mag in some way drove you 
to see it.”  Now Harry I cant see what I could have said to give you that idea.  I told you how 
unmercifully she teased me, & how hard it was to bear feeling as I did, etc, but I dont know how 
you got your idea about her driving me to see my true feelings.  I dont think she did, and think 
you just have misunderstood me, or else I was so excited I didn’t know what I said.  I cant be 
sure of any thing about that afternoon except that you made me so happy that for a moment I 
couldn’t speak, but as soon as I could recover myself enough I answered you, and all that I am 



sure about, but I dont know all that happened afterwards.  It seemed but a few moments 
before we said goodbye.  I remember saying that your Aunt Mag had teased me about you, but 
I did not mean to give you thet impression you got from what I said, & I think I must must have 
been very much mixed, and couldn’t have known what I was saying, or else you were so excited 
you couldn’t understand.  I guess it was a little of both.  Mamma has been in here & I would 
have been mixed again but now I’ll try and get straightened out.  No your Aunt Mag didn’t drive 
me to see it.  It has been so gradual that I cannot tell you when it began or when I discovered it.  
It has been a long long time.  I believe I have loved you more than I would love an ordinary 
friend all along, but I never dreamed of it myself, but about two years ago the feeling began to 
grow and I found I tho’t of you more & more, & cared more & more for your letters, but still I 
never dreamed that it was love.  I knew I liked & admired you, but never seemed to think it was 
any thing more.  I suppose I had taken a friendly feeling as a matter of course and it never 
occurred to me to think of any thing else.  That day in Baltimore was such a very very happy 
one.  Somehow I seemed to feel more so after you had told me of Lillie Bultz & Mr. Clark.  This 
isn’t nonsense at all for I really did seem to feel a sort of relief, why I didn’t know, but the 
feeling was there tho’ I only half realized it.  Even then I was such a goose I didn’t dream what it 
meant (& I’m very thankful I didn’t, for it would have made me suffer so much the longer).  I 
tho’t it was pure selfishness & told myself I had dreaded it (for that was the first I knew how I 
had felt, the relief showed me how much I had dreaded it) because it would end all our 
pleasant friendship & correspondence & your visits at our house etc.  I put all this down to 
meanness and selfishness on my part.  I think I began to feel how things were with me the 
following Spring, but I didn’t become desperate enough to admit it even to my self till last fall, 
& then I began to rather wonder what ailed me to think of you so much, & be so glad to receive 
your letters etc.  I tried to put it down to imagination & tried to shake it off but it was all of no 
use.  From that time it grew & grew, till it got complete possession of me, and I could deceive 
myself no longer.  I was miserable, for I never tho’t how that misery would end.  I couldn’t know 
that the very thing that made me hate myself & made me wretched, & restless & unhappy, was 
the best thing that ever happened to me, that it would make me happier than I had ever been 
before.  All the doubt & suffering has only made us the more sure of our feelings toward each 
other.  After all that we couldn’t be mistaken, so after all it was better that we had all that, for it 
was a sure test, & we are sure of each other now, & so much happier than we could have been 
if we hadn’t had all this trouble before.  Without it we couldn’t have known the depth of our 
feelings, could not have known how much or rather how entirely our happiness depended on 
each other.  We might have felt happy if you had confessed that day in Druid Hill Park (as you 
said in one of your letters you wanted to do) and I dont believe I would have refused you, but I 
know I couldn’t have answered you then, but after I had considered it, for you know your 
confession would have led me into discovering the love I had not realized before, but which I 
now think had gotten a pretty firm hold of me even then.  But you see I would then have felt 
sure of you, and I couldn’t have known how absolutely necessary you were to me, had it not 
been for all I have experienced during this last year.  I am glad, very glad that you had such 
foolish opinions about its not being honorable for a man to ask a girl to marry him until he had 
something certain to depend on.  I cant understand how you could cling to that idea, that 
stupid, foolish, idea so long, but I believe I can truly say that I am glad you did, for I believe I am 
all the happier now, for I can appreciate it as I couldn’t have done except by suffering as I have.  



So you needn’t allow yourself to worry because you didn’t speak before, for now I would not 
change if I could, even those days at Madison & the few days you spent here, which were 
hardest of all, I would not change if I could, for they all proved beyond a doubt how deep my 
love was & that it could never change, and surely it paid, for it has made my happiness greater 
& more complete, & I willingly forgive you for all I have suffered, tho’ you seemed to think I 
never would.  And as to my feeling badly or worrying because you spoke on the Elevated Road, 
you know that I dont care at all about that.  We found each other out and that is all I care 
about.  It matters not where, or how, or when.  It was your last chance for speaking and you 
said if you hadn’t you knew you wouldn’t have been able to stand it without writing, and how 
much easier & better it was to be able to settle it that way than to have had to do it by letter.  
We could not have understood each other half as well, and I know I could not have written as 
fully as I have done if we had not had that talk, brief as it was, before you left.  When you began 
I hadn’t any idea what was coming.  You said “Do you remember my telling you the other day 
that your visit in Baltimore was a revelation to me?”  Of course I remembered, and it had been 
a mystery to me ever since for you said it had nothing to do with me (do you remember saying 
that).  I couldn’t understand how my visit to Balt. could have been a revelation to you & yet had 
nothing to do with me, and asked you to explain.  You acted kind of funny I tho’t, but said you 
couldn’t, & then said perhaps I will sometime when we are older.  I didn’t say any more but 
tho’t about it many times & wondered what you meant, & why you had said any thing about it 
if you didn’t want me to know.  So when you began on that memorable Monday Sept. 8th about 
the revelation I had no idea what was coming, & supposed it had nothing to do with me as you 
had said, so I saw it was some thing that effected you deeply, but can you imagine my feelings 
when I found out what the revelation was?  Perhaps you can for you say you were surprised at 
my answer & so I suppose you can judge my feelings by your own.  I dont believe we will ever 
talk this thing out do you?  You are right.  I cant settle down.  It is absurd for me to say such a 
thing.  It is as you say, simply out of the question, tho’ I really meant to, when I wrote it.  I 
supposed after a week or so I could, but I cant, and as you dont seem to mind it, & rather 
encourage it, I guess I wont try.  I’d only fail if I did, so what is the use of trying.  So you often 
wonder when you are thinking of me if I am thinking of you.  Without any exaggeration I believe 
I can say that it would be impossible to find a time when I’m not thinking of you, for you seem 
to be constantly in my mind, no matter what I am doing or who I am with or what we are 
talking of.  I never seem to forget you for a moment, and I often wonder that I dont go on 
talking about you unconsciously, but I haven’t done anything dreadful.  Outwardly I am as calm 
as can be & those around me little dream of all that is in my mind.  Inwardly I am any thing but 
calm.  I’m so happy I cant feel calm & quiet.  I wonder if we will ever settle down and take it all 
as a matter of course as some people do.  It dont seem as tho’ we could but I suppose some 
time we will be able to take it quietly, and still be just as fond of each other as we are now.  It 
will if we can judge by present appearances, take us a good while to learn how tho’.  I dont 
think your Aunt Mag will be so astonished when she hears the news, for she seems to suspect 
already.  I fear she’ll know it before long, for she has made it her business to find out.  I dread 
to see her, for I know we will have a desperate struggle, & she’ll best me.  Last time I saw her 
was when she and Jule took lunch here while mamma was at Morristown.  She asked me such 
point blank questions, all of which I could answer and deny then, but now things have changed 
and if she cornered me like that again I cant get out of telling her unless I tell what is no longer 



true, and as I told you before, I’ll confess rather than do that.  Then that will settle it all.  
Mamma will consider it her duty, she says to tell Uncle Theo & Uncle Ten Eyck as soon as they 
she (Cousin M) finds out, and the former will tell his family & Uncle Ten Eyck will tell Aunt 
Jennie.  After that it will be an open secret.  That day is not far distant.  I feel it in my bones & 
I’ll have the worst of it.  You are too far away to have the benefit of all the talk & will only be 
amused by what we write you, without being in it, & by the time you get back it will have 
become an old story except among the members of the family.  If I want this to get in the box 
tonight I must stop tho’ there is more I want to have said.  I heard a beautiful sermon by Mr. 
Collyer this morning on Heroes & Heroism.  He began with the three men who were cast into 
the burning fiery furnace [In fact] because they refused to worship the golden image set up by 
the king.  In fact he took those three verses where they refuse, for his text.  He s only had a few 
notes and it seemed more like a talk than a sermon.  And now goodbye my dear Harry.  Dont 
use yourself up with hard work.  That dont pay. 
       With love unbounded 
                       Effie. 
I have just one stamp.  If this is extra postage please excuse it for I cant get a stamp tonight.  I 
ought perhaps to have cut my letter short. 
                              E.M.L. 
                               
 
 
 
           


