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My dearest Harry, 
        All day yesterday I hoped for a letter from you, & was constantly listening for the 
Postman’s whistle, but each time he came I was doomed to disappointment.  You rather chided 
me last week because my Sunday’s letter didn’t reach you till Wednesday morning instead of 
Tuesday, but your letter written the same day didn’t reach me till Wednesday afternoon.  As I 
had had two from you on Monday (the one of the 11th & one of the 12th) it didn’t seem so bad 
last week, but this week I found it very hard to wait till Wednesday.  On Monday when I went to 
breakfast, I found two letters at my place, and was so happy to see the address of one in your 
handwriting ___ that is I guessed that one had come from you.  I have seen so little of your 
writing, I couldn’t be sure, but ___ What! you dont believe it?  Well I suppose the time for 
fooling you has passed.  You know me too well for that now.  It was such fun to pretend to 
misunderstand you & then have you write and explain my mistake.  (Of course it was all in little 
things for as I didn’t know how you felt.  I couldn’t have teased you purposely about what 
affected your most.) but perhaps after all I didn’t fool you, but you acted teased because I could 
“never understand” you and used to say that if there were two meanings to be put on anything, 
you said, that I always took the wrong one, & never by any chance hit on the one you intended.  
But now I must give all that sort of thing up.  The time for that has passed, but I cant feel sorry 
that it has.  I am so much happier as I am, & haven’t the slightest desire to go back to the old 
friendship.  I wouldn’t have believed I could be so fickle.  I always tho’t I was true to my friends, 
and I never supposed that I would be guilty of going back on as old a friend as Harry Osborn, 
but you see I have.  I will confide to you that our friendship has been broken up, as he is no 
longer a friend of mine, and yet he is more to me than all my friends put together, & I am more 
than satisfied with the change.  He cant accuse me of being fickle because the he knows it is 
against the law for people into who live in glass houses to throw stones, and as long as he cant 
criticize me for being fickle I dont care what other people say, or how much they laugh at me 
for changing my mind, after all my boasts about friendship.  And now to go back to Monday 
morning when I found my two letters.  One from Ada I opened to read.  The other I put away 
for a time till I might be alone.  I hurried thro’ breakfast & didn’t give my appetite half a chance, 
because I was so anxious to read my letter.  I went to my room with it ____ please dont think 
me ungrateful ____ I was disappointed, and I couldn’t help it.  For a little while I hated Bach and 
didn’t want to read about him just then.  I was too much disappointed to have any thing to do 
with him until after an hour or two had passed.  I knew how long it must have taken to write all 
that, & I know how you hate copying, & I appreciated your doing it for me & yet I couldn’t help 
being disappointed, but later I enjoyed it very much, tho’ even now I cant honestly say that I 
was as interested in Bach (great and wonderful as he was) as I would have been in the one who 
was good enough to write all this out for me.  It was of course very interesting to me, and I will 
want to read the book by Spetia.  Just now my eyes are hardly in a condition for reading, but I 
hope this thing isn’t going to last much longer.  The hay-fever must run out now before long, & I 
surely cant keep up this sty business much lon forever.  I have been bothered with a second one 
but I think it wont be as bad as the first.  I had written Ada of our engagement.  You know I said 
I’d tell her, & I intended to wait till she got home, but I was writing to her & tho’t it would be 



better to tell her then.  Her letter was in answer to mine.  I wish you would see it for it contains 
so much for us both.  I’ll show it to you some time.  If good wishes can make us happy we surely 
ought to be so always.  She said she’d be with us that night about eleven.  Mrs. Hull would 
remain at Warsaw for another week, but Mr. Underwood would go up the road to Port Jervis & 
meet her and bring her up here.  Of course we were delighted at the prospect of seeing her so 
soon.  That morning I wrote quite a long letter to Sue, and practiced in the afternoon for some 
time.  I felt kind of miserably & had to stop & go & lie down on the lounge, but didn’t think it 
would amount to anything.  Shortly after I became so much worse that I had to go to bed.  Oh 
how deathly sick I was.  I couldn’t imagine what I had eaten that would cause this terrible 
nausea, but mamma finally conquered it after trying three different remedies.  During the 
evening, about nine o’clock I felt all right again, only a little weak after an attack as bad or 
worse than seasickness.  I tho’t if I could get a little nap I’d be as well as ever & be af able to get 
up & dress & go down & be on hand to meet Ada.  Mamma & Jule hooted at this, but I made 
them promise to wake me at 10:15.  I had a good nap and woke up feeling very much better, 
and about 10:30 I got up and was down stairs when the carriage stopped in front of the house.  
Mr. Underwood only came in a minute, and as soon as he left we came upstairs.  We talked in 
mamma’s room till midnight, and then Ada & I went to our room, and finished up the night in 
the same way, and the next day I had a compliment, was told I looked as tho’ I had been on a 
spree.  In the morning Mag & your Aunt Mag & Jule came down & stayed about an hour or two.   
I dreaded seeing Cousin Mag terribly for I suspected she’d have no mercy on me, but she didn’t 
say any thing.  I couldn’t see Maggie alone except for a moment, and it was rather trying all 
around, but Mag’s looks and her kiss said so much that I felt at ease at once.  Then we were 
alone for about two minutes before they left.  Mag said “Effie what shall I do with Aunt Mag?  I 
dont know why she should suspect any more now than she has done before.  She surely has no 
reason for it, but she does suspect and asks the most point-blank questions.  Why in Madison 
she came right out and asked if you were engaged & we had the most awful time with her, but 
we said that Harry hadn’t told us anything about it before they he went away.”  I told her if 
Cousin Mag was going to worry her life out, she’d better tell it, but if nothing more was said, 
not to tell her.  Before they left Capt Taylor and his two sons, from San Francisco called.  They 
only arrived the night before & were staying at the Windsor, & wanted to let us know at once 
so we could see as much of each other as possible for they will only be in N.Y. a short time.  
They came to put Edith, the only daughter, in Miss Porter’s school at Farmington, & decided the 
whole family might as well come and travel around till it was time for Edith’s school to begin.  
That will be some time next month.  Mamma went right over after lunch and when she came 
home Mrs. Taylor came with her.  She is the same lovely woman she used to be & it seems to 
me she looks exactly the same.  We always tho’t so much of her.  They are very wealthy but she 
is so sensible with it all.  The children have all changed wonderfully and I would never have 
known them.  Today Jule and I have been over there and have had such a delightful visit.  They 
know all our friends there so well, & we had so much to talk about that I tho’t we’d never get 
away.  Edith had grown up to be such a charming girl.  She isn’t a bit spoiled, and has no 
nonsense about her.  She is full of life & very interesting.  When we came home it was nearly 
four o’clock & I had to go down to the LeBrun’s, (I am to beginning my lessons there on 
Monday) & then I had two or three errands to do & reached home just in time for dinner.  This 
evening is my first chance for answering your letter (which came this morning), & I left the 



parlor before it was decent to do so to come up & write so that I can have a letter ready to mail 
in the morning.  Your letter came this morning just before breakfast & Jule brought it up to me, 
and I was very late to breakfast, but nobody minded that.  Oh how I enjoyed it all.  So you tho’t 
I didn’t seem to mind having more than one letter a week.  The first week you wrote four 
times[,] on the 9th[,] 10th[,] 11th & 12th and it really spoiled me.  I find I want letters all the time 
& I feel as you do that twice a week is really necessary, and that seemed very moderate.  If we 
dont write often, how are we ever going to stand it till next June?  Miss Hull says we wont ,and 
insists that you will come Christmas, but I know that cant be.  You must not ask me to tell you 
how I feel about this separation.  It is simply horrible, & if I should allow my self to give way & 
write as I feel it would make us both unhappy.  I was quite brave at first for it seemed nothing 
in comparison to what might have been, & I was too happy in finding you out and hearing your 
confession to realizing any thing else, and now that we knew each other it seemed so much 
easier than if you had gone as you intended without one word.  Even now that I realize how 
long it will be before we can see each other it seems so much better than what I had counted 
on, that I feel wicked to complain.  It isn’t that my happiness is any less, but as time goes on it 
seems harder & harder to have you so far away.  I try to fight it down and the only way I can do 
it is by remembering what might have been & feeling thankful for what we have got.  Its more 
than we have ever had before, and yet we cant feel perfectly satisfied.  I keep it under all I can, 
and if I write about it I lose just so much ground all the time & then have to fight harder than 
ever to get it under control again.  No, no, you mustn’t tempt me to write about it.  You know 
how I feel, & if I allow myself to always tell you how I feel & complain & groan over it, it wont 
do either of us any good.  We know you cant come East before June & we have got to stand it.  
If it makes you better to know that I feel as badly as you do about it, why you may feel it just as 
comfortable as you can for you may be sure that I feel just as keenly as you do.  I was so 
delighted with your letter.  The prospects are very bright I shol should think, from what you say.  
I only hope that all you wish for may be more than realized.  I was so interested in hearing 
about the people you told me about.  The two old maids are probably very nice.  I dont care 
how many letters of mine they see on the outside, or how much they know about how things 
stand; if you dont mind I’m sure I dont, for it cant affect me at all, but I do think they have 
plenty of curiosity.  We oughtn’t to blame your Aunt Mag who is related to us both when 
strangers are so curious, for we can surely put part of her’s down to an interest in us both, but I 
fear this other is pure curiosity.  They may be nice but you cant call their interest in your other 
mail any thing but curiosity.  On Tuesday evening Ed & Jule & I went to your Aunt Mag’s to call, 
and I suppose Ed stirred her all up again by something he said.  He of course dont know 
anything about our engagement.  He probably would have caught at your name, if it wasn’t that 
he considers you a cousin & it never seems to strike him to think of teasing me about you. But is 
constantly trying to get hold of something & begs Jule to tell him some thing or some one to 
tease me about.  He says “Well if you dont I’ll write to Em.  She’ll know, and then I can have 
some fun.”  He has talked about Mr. Zerfass & catches at every name he can hear, but I seem so 
calm that he feels he hasn’t much ground for teasing me about anyone that he can think of, but 
insists that there is some one.  He carried on so the other day, and said “Effie I bet you are 
engaged” and I tho’t I’d try a new plan, so I said “Engaged!  Why of course I am.  I dont deny it.  
Did you just find it out?”  When I spoke like that he tho’t I was joking and said “I bet you’re not, 
but you will be soon.  I wish I knew the man.”  This stopped the talk for a few days, but imagine 



his breaking out again while we were at Cousin Mag’s the other night.  He dont think any thing 
of my writing long letters because he has seen the length of my letters to Em, (he says “Em acts 
too silly when she has a letter from Effie.  She just grabs it & rushes to her room and locks the 
door, and wont have anyone near her when she reads it, but afterwards she beams all over, & 
often reads us part of them.”) but he tho’t he could make a good point about my writing so 
much, & he said to Cousin Mag, “Oh! by the way, have you heard the news?  Effie is engaged.”  
The dreadful boy.  He little knew how he was succeeding in teasing me, and was saying it to the 
last person I would want him to.  They tho’t it was a joke & yet they think he might mean it, and 
they hardly knew how to take it, & poor Mag looked at me in such a funny way, & then Ed went 
on to explain that he didn’t know anything about it but I was writing letters all the time etc, and 
that made things worse.  I couldn’t explain to Maggie, & she hardly knew how to take it, but I’ll 
tell her on Saturday.  She is coming down here then to stay a few days.  I am so anxious to see 
her alone, but we had to make our moves carefully.  I was so glad that you understood what I 
meant about Mr. Zerfass.  I think perhaps he ought to be told, but I cant imagine how I’m going 
to do it.  It looks as tho’ I meant to say “I know you are in love with me but it wont do any 
good,” or in other words was refusing him before he asked me, but I really must let it out, for it 
is only fair.  I dont think there is any cause to worry but I would not run the risk of having a 
scene for anything or of making him suffer again so I must tell him no matter how hard it is.  I 
feel so glad that you have such perfect confidence in me that you dont feel uncomfortable 
about anyone else, for jealousy always seems to me to come from a lack of confidence.  
Whether it is that or not, it looks so, & yet there are some people who cant help it.  I was pretty 
sure that your nature was not so small & narrow.  I knew you wouldn’t be really jealous but 
tho’t it might make you the least bit uncomfortable, & if it did, you’d be ashamed of it & 
wouldn’t say anything & so I asked you because I really wanted to know.  I am so glad [ill.] to 
find that you haven’t the slightest trace of it, for it shows more perfect trust & confidence than 
most men show, and you may be sure that I will never abuse the confidence you place in me.  I 
feel the same about you, & felt almost sorry when you said you had closed your 
correspondence with Belle.  I hated to think I had broken up of what must have been a 
delightful correspondence, & if you had spoken to me I shol shouldn’t have felt that it was 
necessary for you to give it up, if you found it pleasant & cared to continue.  I should think she 
would write very good letters & you must have enjoyed them.  I really must stop writing.  I feel 
as tho’ I could keep right on.  
      With more love than I can tell tell you of 
                             Ever your own 
                                             Effie. 


