
                                                                                                No. 54 West 46th Street 
                                                               Thurs. Evening September 25 ’84     
My dear dear Harry, 
      I was down stairs early enough this morning, but yet I was late to breakfast.  I never 
dreamed that I’d get another letter from you today, after having had one yesterday.  The 
postman came as I was going down stairs, and I was thinking with an inward groan that I 
wouldn’t have another letter from you before tomorrow or next day.  I had quite a mail, and 
perhaps you think I wasn’t delighted to find one from you, but you are wrong, for I couldn’t go 
to breakfast till I had finished it & the others you sent with it.  Its awfully mean of you tho’ to 
force me to make such embarrassing confessions.  You ask how I like your letters, and if you 
write too often.  Why do you ask such questions?  Of course you expect me to answer them and 
if I do so truthfully, what must I say?  Something that would make some of my friends open 
their eyes, and look me all over, to see if this could be the same girl they used to know who 
declared she would never fall in love.  They knew more than I tho’t they did, for they always 
said, “You just wait and see. When the right one turns up, you’ll not only do as many others 
have done, but you’ll have the worst & most violent kind of a fall.  When you do get it, you’ll 
have it bad___”  I believe they were right, & yet I think even these wise prophets would be 
surprised & perhaps shocked if they could see my letters, but fortunately they will never see 
them, and will never know just what a state I’m in.  You dont complain of them tho’, but you 
cant, for you really bring it on yourself.  I might be more moderate if you would not constantly 
encourage me to go on.  Now you have gotten me in bad habits, & I cant keep my feelings to 
myself as I once could.  I did not say I tho’t it was “soft & foolish” now, but a few years ago I 
would have tho’t the same thing in others was decidedly so, but as you say “It is different” now.  
I find I cant love half way, but do it with all my heart, & all my strength, & all my mind.  A month 
ago I tried not to, but the last two weeks I have lost control & have let it run wild, and I’m not 
going to worry because I have lost control, or because I’ve changed my mind about certain 
things.  Well your questions are still unanswered.  Do you really insist on my telling you frankly?  
It is too bad of you to make me say such dreadful things, but if I must, I must, & I may as well 
have them said & over with, tho’ I believe you know already without my telling you, that you 
cant write too often to suit me, & I like your letters just as they are.  There — you must never 
embarrass me like that again.  The idea of any confessing, & in writing too, that I like your 
letters as they are, & cant have too many of them.  I was so happy to get the Extra this A.M. and 
think perhaps I owe it to your father.  No wonder you wanted to send me his letter.  It would 
have been selfish to have kept it all to yourself.  I am very glad you shared it with me for it did 
me so much good.  Your mother’s is certainly very different, and yet I think I can understand 
how she feels just now, and I dont feel hurt at all, but I do hope in time she wont think us so 
very dreadful, and I hope she will become reconciled to it before long, and will forgive us both. 
and I really feel about her motive exactly as I told you before.  She couldn’t hep help feeling so, 
& as she did, it was her duty as your mother to write you just such a letter, even tho’ it was 
some what discouraging to us and disappointing too, to have it received in that way, but I wont 
worry for I am sure everything will come out right.  I often look on the dark side my self, about 
some things, but I dont see any dark side in this case, except the separation.  Of course it will be 
a long engagement.  We both knew that[,] that we would have to wait some time, and give you 
a chance to get a start, but there is no reason why we should worry.  It seems to me the 



prospects are very bright.  Mamma says very little while that she is glad every thing is just as it 
is, & says she couldn’t have consented to a short engagement.  She thinks we’ll be sensible & 
wont be married until you can afford it.  Then she thinks as your father does that if we are both 
willing to do our part, and be careful that there will not be the slightest trouble, and I know 
there wont be, for I am willing to do my part.  Ada laughed so the other yesterday morning 
when your letter came and I was so late to breakfast, when I came down.  She tho’t she’d be 
funny (for she knew about the letter, saw Jule hand it to me) and yet she could do it without 
any one at the table but ourselves seeing the joke.  She said “Oh! you have been having your 
fruit upstairs.  I understand now why you are so late.”  She forgot when she st said it that I 
hated fruit, but tho’t, the moment she had let it go, and it made us laugh so.  I told her I’d tell 
you of her insult to her your letters.  I said “Fruit, no I haven’t been having any fruit, the idea of 
comparing it with fruit.”  She is so lovely and this winter we’ll be better friends than ever for we 
understand each other so perfectly.  Some California friends, Mrs. Tracy & her daughter[,] are 
going to spend Sunday here, and I fear I’ll have trouble with your letter.  It cant be finished in 
time to mail on Sunday night and wont get started before Monday, so you needn’t expect a 
letter before Wednesday, tho’ of course if I can I’ll send it Sunday night, tho’ I haven’t any idea 
that I can manage it.  This will probably reach you on Monday so you’ll have something to break 
the time.  Mag is coming tomorrow afternoon.  She’ll room with me so the company cant 
interfere with our having a little visit together, for we can be alone in our rooms & I have taken 
care to have ours, the [ill.] room away from the other.  We’ll approve of retiring early and will 
manage to be together all we can.  Miss Hull is rooming or rather sleeping with me in my room 
now, but she’ll sleep in her own room & Mag & I will have the 3rd floor room, & Mamma & Jule 
& the Tracy’s can take the second floor.  I would write more every willingly but it is late and I 
must stop.  Oh I forget to mentiontion the music.  I am much obliged for the arrangement you 
made for me.  I cant have it done now but will send it there when I feel that I can spare the 
money.  I hope you were not trying to be funny when you said to ask him to call and promised 
not to be jealous.  It looked very much as tho’ you were making fun of me for even thinking that 
you might be jealous of others.  Never mind I can get even some day.  Oh by the way[,] you 
ended the last postscript of your letter like this “This time it is goodbye for good.”  Did you 
really mean it literally or it was it only meant to apply to that letter.  I hope you didn’t mean it 
literally for it would be rather an unceremonious way of dropping me.  If you meant it only for 
that letter I’ll say the same thing now about this.  I meant to leave this page white & nice but I 
couldn’t tear myself away.  “Goodbye for good.” 
           With all the love you want 
                       From your ____ Cousin 
                                                


