
                                                                                                          No. 54 West 46th Street 
                                                                          N.Y. Sept 28 1884 
My own dear Harry 
      I cant promise to write you a very long letter this time, but as you seem to count on 
having a letter every Wednesday, I tho’t perhaps a short one would be better than none, so I 
have slipped away, and will write as much as I have time for & mail what there is of it tomorrow 
so that you wont be entirely left on Wednesday, and perhaps I’ll succeed in writing a long letter 
after all.  I have enough to say if I’m not interrupted.  Yesterday morning I felt almost certain of 
two letters, one from you & one from Em.  Your’s I felt sure about, but hers couldn’t reach me 
then unless she had written at once after receiving my letter with the news, the best news I 
ever had to tell.  Well I went down to breakfast prepared for a double feast & perhaps you can 
imagine my disappointment at not receiving a single thing.  We have never had but one mail a 
day from Cala & as Ed had a letter from there I tho’t the Cala mail was in & at once gave up all 
hope of Em’s letter before this week, but your letter I felt sure would come later in the day.  
About the middle of the morning the postman came & brought me your letter and also one 
from Em, and you can imagine my happiness better than I can describe it.  Your letters, just let 
me assure you, are as necessary to me as mine can possibly be to you.  They are anxiously 
watched for, and eagerly read and reread.  I am so interested in every word.  You know 
perfectly well that you do not bore me when you tell about your work.  I am interested in 
everything that concerns you, so you needn’t be afraid of boring me, for you cant do it.  Yes 
indeed you did make every thing plain in your last Sunday’s letter.  I understood you perfectly, 
and now I think we fully discussed the subject of Mr. Zerfass, & I feel better to have know that 
you understand about every thing, and am glad I wrote as I did.  I dont know that it made you 
feel any better but it has made me more comfortable to have it out, and to know your feelings 
on the subject.  I cannot but feel that it is only right to tell Mr. Z. as soon as I have a chance, and 
I only dread it because it will be an embarrassing position, but not because I think it will hurt 
him in the least.  I cant think as you do that his feelings are more than friendly ones.  You say 
you may be prejudiced, indeed you are.  You must remember that others do not see me as you 
do.  If they did it would be an uncomfortable state of affairs.  Em’s letter was lovely.  It wasn’t 
long, because she didn’t have much time, & felt she must get something off at once.  In my 
letter I said I felt sure she’d approve of my choice, because I knew how much she admired you 
in spite of the terrible letter, & she said — well I guess I wont tell you.  I’ll send her letter.  You’ll 
laugh at her advice about taking care of myself.  She is always lecturing me on that subject.  She 
cannot realize that I am well, because I wasnt when she saw me.  She is constantly imagining 
me in miserable health, and thinks I dont write her about it.  It is too absurd the way she 
lectures me in nearly every letter, when there is no reason in the world for it.  She is always 
saying “Please do take care of yourself.  Go to bed early etc for my sake” and you’ll be amused 
at the way she puts it now.  Mr. Cohen was always fussing about me & I think he put a lot of 
nonsense in Em’s head telling her I looked very badly.  He seemed to think because I hadn’t red 
cheeks I must be ill and I suppose he gave Em some such idea & has put it in such a way that 
she hasn’t realized that I looked as usual.  It isn’t natural for me to have such color, but he cant 
seem to understand that & always says “Why child how pale you are.  What is the matter?  You 
dont look as well as when I was East before.”  He forgets how I looked & that he says the same 
thing always.  I get so sick of it, & then he goes home and gives Em the wrong impression.  Ada 



wanted me to go with her to a matinee yesterday, & as Mag had said she couldn’t come down 
till late in the afternoon, I accepted the invitation.  We heard Lotta.  The play was of course very 
unnatural & improbable, but parts of it were very funny.  We got home just as the Tracys 
arrived (they are the people from Cala I told you about).  Maggie didn’t come for some time 
after.  We have talked it all over.  I guess your letter made a pretty big stir.  Mag says it was 
something they had all tho’t of & spoken of as possible, but they hadn’t looked at it as at all 
probable.  Your mother suspected something when Mr. Lee went to Phila another way (tho’ she 
didn’t mention her suspicions to any one) for she was sure he wanted to come to N.Y. & would 
have if you had seemed to want him, but yet in spite of all this, she was surprised.  I guess they 
are all rec[ill.]onciled to it now.  Mag seems to be satisfied as far as I can see, & dont seem 
unhappy about it by any means.  I think your father feels better about it than anyone, & with 
the others I think it is that they feel badly about your being engaged at all.  I understand the 
feeling & dont think I’d have any right to feel hurt about it, for I dont think they have any thing 
against me.  In fact Mag said that they were delighted as far as your choice was concerned.  She 
didn’t say just that either for she didn’t say they felt badly about any thing, but I know they do 
feel badly, and fear they rather look at it as giving you up.  Mag hasn’t said anything like that, 
on the contrary has been as sweet and cordial as possible and expressed herself as well pleased 
with your choice, & has tried to make me as comfortable as possible, but have noticed  that she 
hasn’t expressed any pleasure about your being engaged.  I can see that they cant help feeling 
badly about that tho’ if it must be they are satisfied to have me the one.  I think they wonder 
that mamma and Jule should feel so brave about it, & wonder that they dont feel the same 
about me.  But in time this feeling will all wear off, and I know we’ll all get along perfectly, and 
we will understand & love each other.  As long as they dont object to me I wont worry, for this 
other feeling is only a temporary thing & has nothing to do with me personally, that I am sure 
of from the way Maggie acts towards me.  I could not ask for any more than she gives me, & it 
is only my own feeling about it and not anything she has said or done.  Now dont say anything 
of this in your home letters, for I dont want them to think I feel so & have written you.  Now 
dont say I must think you are a goose, for I dont think so, but in your anxiety to have me feel 
perfectly comfortable you might say some thing without thinking, & I only want to warn you not 
to mention it.  It will all come right in the end & the less said the better.  This morning we all 
went to church, Mamma & Jule & the Tracys to Dr. Hall’s & Mag said she she’d like to go to Mr. 
Collyer’s, so we went there & wished we hadn’t.  I never heard him preach such a sermon.  He 
had been to the Convention at Saratoga & I guess it demoralized him.  We could hardly tell 
what he was driving at, or what he believed, but we both came home disgusted.  Every one in 
the house tho’t I couldn’t mean it, for I was so wild over him that I couldn’t see any thing in him 
that wasn’t perfect.  But I didn’t know what to make of him.  I was awfully upset to have my 
faith in him shaken.  Mag, while she was disgusted, rather gloated over it, and plainly showed 
that she tho’t “I told you so.”  I haven’t time to tell you about it now, but I fear he thinks as 
other Unitarians do, or else at least he isn’t quite as I always tho’t him.  In the afternoon we 
were going to Anthon Memorial church to hear Newton, but found it closed so we went to Dr. 
Hall’s.  It has been terribly hot and uncomfortable all day.  Mag & Jule & I stayed home this 
evening.  Mamma & the Tracys went to Dr. Taylor’s.  There is so much I want to say but I’ve got 
to stop as they have come upstairs.  I’ll finish some other time & send this letter without 
waiting to add more.  Then you’ll get it on Wednesday.  I took particular pains to mail my last 



Sunday’s letter on Sunday night instead of Monday but it seems you didn’t get it any sooner 
than before, so I guess it dont matter if I leave a letter till Monday.  
      Goodbye, with more love than I can measure. 
           Believe me your devoted 
                               Effie. 

Please return Em’s letter.  I didn’t tell her when or where the confession was made, only 
that is was just half an hour before we had to part.  At the last minute you couldn’t go away in 
doubt. 


