
                                                                                                No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                  N.Y. Sept 30th 1884. 
My dearest Harry, 
       My Sunday’s letter seemed to me the most unsatisfactory thing, but it was the best I 
could do under the circumstances, & I sent it as it was so that you might get it on Wednesday.  I 
meant to have written a letter today, & sent it off by tonight’s mail, but I have had company all 
day.  Maggie left about ten o’clock, & a few minutes after some one came in & stayed all day, 
and I didn’t have any time to myself till a few minutes before dinner.  Then while I was dressing 
a gentleman called, & I just would not see him.  I was just about ready but I wouldn’t see him 
and mamma went down & I was excused.  After dinner the Taylor’s came over and spent the 
evening, & have just gone.  It is ten o’clock & now I guess I can have a few minutes without fear 
of interruption, but I dont hope to finish this tonight, for I am going to keep Ada company 
tonight, & she’ll be after me as soon as Mr. Underwood goes.  But while I am waiting I’ll get this 
thing under way, & finish it tomorrow.  I suppose you’ll receive my letter tomorrow, & will be 
surprised because I told you not to expect one then.  It’s a miserable apology for one, but I sent 
Em’s letter and that was the best part of it.  I tho’t you’d like to read it.  If good wishes will do 
us any good we ought to be a happy couple, & have everything lovely.  I suppose they include 
health[,] happiness and wealth.  I dont expect we’ll have all that these wishes call for, but if we 
can have the first two we’ll be satisfied.  The last isn’t necessary for our happiness is it?  
However if by any strange chance that wish could come true we wouldn’t refuse the wealth.  I 
guess we wont have the chance to either refuse or accept it, but we’ll have any amount of 
happiness and no one’s money could buy that, or tempt us to change places with them.  Mag 
jokes a good deal about the way we’ll live etc, but I tell her I dont want any one to change 
places with me.  She seemed to become quite used to this new order of things before she left, 
and I think she has gotten over her first feelings entirely.  I know she hadn’t when she first came 
and on Sunday I wrote you about it.  I am sorry now that I did so, for I felt perfectly satisfied 
before she left, but what I wrote wont make any difference for you would never mention it, & 
any feeling you may have had about it will be gone on Friday when you read this.  I left so much 
unfinished in my last letter.  There is so much I want to say that it bewilders me to try to write, 
& I get perfectly desperate to see you & talk to you, and am almost mean enough to envy Ada 
& Mr. Underwood.  Every Evening but Friday they spend together, but they fully appreciate 
their good fortune in being so near each other.  That is all that keeps me from being envious.  If 
they didn’t appreciate it I couldn’t help wishing that you & I might change places with them.  As 
it is I dont think I am quite mean enough or selfish enough to wish them anything so hard, tho’ I 
cant help wishing that we could be situated similarly.  Does it make it harder for you to have me 
complain so?  I know we have a great deal to be thankful for, but tho’ I appreciate all that we 
have, I cant help wishing for one thing more. They say people are never satisfied, but it seems 
to me that if you were where I could see you often I would be perfectly happy & satisfied.  I am 
sure I would be.  I dont think I’m ungrateful for what we already have.  I will never forget or 
cease to be thankful for it.  It came near being so much harder than it is, that I ought to be 
perfectly happy when I think of what it might have been if you had succeeded in keeping 
control of yourself, (as a rule I like to see people have perfect control of themselves but this 
case “is different”).  I try to think of all this and compare what I have now with what I expected 
to suffer, & yet I cant help feeling that one thing more is needed, before I can truly say my 



happiness is complete.  You said in one letter, “Tho’ I know you do long to see me, it makes it 
less hard to bear the separation to have you tell me that you are feeling the same pain I feel,” 
but in your last letter you said “Dont I pray suggest my coming on at Christmas as a possibility 
for I have tho’t & tho’t of it but feel sure it will be best not.”  Then you say you hope the 
temptation wont be too much for you, & that you will have courage to do what you had 
planned.  My dear boy I haven’t tho’t of such a thing as possible.  I have from the first counted 
on seeing you next June & not one minute before.  We have got to have the courage to stand it 
no matter how hard it seems, & I only said in that letter that Ada was sure you’d come & I was 
sure you’d have the strength to wait.  She of course doesn’t understand everything.  I am sorry 
you tho’t I meant to suggest your coming, & doing what you felt you ought not to do, & leaving 
undone all that you felt sure you ought to do.  If you did misunderstand me I must be careful to 
hide my feelings on the subject, for I know you are going to do what you know is for the best, 
and I dont want to make it harder for you.  I dont want to feel that I have a bad influence on 
you & make you neglect your duty.  I wrote you of that conversation to show you what 
confidence [I] had in your strength, not to make you weak, & unable to do your duty.  It will be 
a hard struggle for us both, but that cant make any difference.  We’ve got to win the battle and 
we will.  I wonder if you would care if I really teased you, or whether you would be firm and 
refuse to grant my wish.  It will be awful to bear during the vacation when I know it would be 
possible, and that there isn’t anything to really force you to stay, & it will be hard for me to 
think of your being constantly at work, instead of having the rest you really ought to have 
during vacation, but it must be as you have planned.  I hope sometime things will not be so 
hard for you, but I suppose just now it is really necessary and you feel you must.  I can 
appreciate it all & sympathize with you.  I am glad you are strong, but dont over tax your 
strength.  I wont complain as long as you dont overdo, but if by the time the vacation comes, 
you are tired out & need a rest, you’ve got to take it or there will be trouble.  If you’ll promise 
to do this & let me know if you feel this need, I’ll promise to believe you if you tell me that you 
are well & strong & not in need of rest, and if you assure me of this I will not say one word to 
prevent you from doing what you had planned, & I will do more.  I’ll use any influence I may 
possibly have to help you where you are and help you to have the strength & courage to 
withstand the temptation, but if you dont make this promise I will hardly know what my duty is, 
for it might be my duty to urge you to rest instead of helping you to carry out your plan.  I 
would have no way of knowing and probably my feelings would influence me, and make me 
feel that it was my duty to insist on your taking the rest.  You must make this promise, or I cant 
say what I’ll do, but I may make it hot for you if I dont know.  Of course I know we must 
consider the expense.  It would probably amount to between forty & fifty dollars, and we both 
know that so much saved is so much earned.  This is a mean way to look at it, but we must take 
take that view of it.  We’ll have to count the cost in the future, & we may as well begin now, 
and be sensible about the money matters.  We must be moderate in one thing & as we cant be 
moderate in our love & our letters etc, we’ll be moderate in another way.  If you need the 
change & rest and you feel & know it, you ought not to work during the vacation.  You might 
better spend $40.00 or $50.00 in coming home, than in doctor’s bills or than losing time & 
strength lost by sickness.  If you should stay and not work, but feel that the money had better 
go toward the debts, you know I wont say one word against it.  I will understand it, and will 
understand that it is as great a trial for you as for me, more probably, because as Em says, I 



have all my friends.  Now are you willing to make a bargain with me on these conditions I have 
named?  If so signify it by raising — no not by raising your hand, but by saying so in your next 
letter & making me a solemn promise.  My promise to you will depend entirely on that.  I know 
your mother would think it was a bad beginning if you should spend so much to come home, 
and we wouldn’t make her believe that we knew the value of money, & how to make the most 
of it, & that we could get along & be satisfied with a little.  We have got to prove this before she 
can feel comfortable, and we couldn’t convince her easily we if we began with such 
extravagance.  We cant afford to do any thing that will look foolish to our families.  We must 
show them that we have some strength of character, and in this way it seems to me we can 
convince them that we have considered everything & know our own minds.  I think we could 
give them no better proof at present.  They would think us very weak if we couldn’t wait, for 
people are apt to forget how they used to feel, & they might lose patience if we allowed our 
feelings to win the day.  You see we cant put it in any way to make your coming home during 
the holidays seem advisable, unless your health requires it.  Of course we wish it might be 
possible to be together but as the thing stands, we cant really wish it, for we dont want to do 
wrong, & we dont wish your health to require it in order to make it right.  And now I must say 
goodnight.  I’ll continue this tomorrow.  I long for morning & your letter.  I was so happy to 
receive one on Monday & delighted at the prospect of having one every day this week.        
  Wed. Oct. 1st   
Well I’m back again but dont feel sure that I can stay as long as I want to, but if I’m interupted 
I’ll end this on the spot & mail it, and write another letter tonight or tomorrow.  Mrs. Hull 
arrived this morning before breakfast, and a few minutes after I heard music on our block.  It 
wasn’t a hand organ or any horrible street singer.  You cant guess?  Well I did think you were 
very bright but if you are too stupid to know what the music was that delighted me so this 
morning I’ll have to take off the very off of that word bright and let it stand alone without 
anything to emphasize it.  I knew it was Wednesday Morning, and so the postman’s whistle was 
music to me.  I have about concluded that our Sunday letters cant be received before 
Wednesday A.M. for two of yours have been mailed Sunday Night and one of mine I took 
particular pains about, & yet they wont come on Tuesday.  I have had your letters in different 
mails, usually in the first mail, once in the second, once in the 3rd or 4th (the one just before 
lunch)[,] once the 1st P.M. mail[,] once in in 3rd P.M. mail, all the others have come in the lst 
morning’s mail.  So you want me to consider our separation as the best thing that could have 
happened to us.  Well I will if you will.  If it was the only thing that could have made you confess 
and we owe everything to it, then I suppose it would be very ungrateful to complain of it, but 
you told me to complain before.  Until then I didn’t make such a fuss but kept most of my 
feelings or the subject to myself, and perhaps it would be better to go back to that way.  You 
know it is much harder to bear without complaining & groaning, but I did pretty well till you 
encouraged that sort of thing, & then when I had some one to go to with it all, you didn’t 
suppose I’d keep it all in did you?  You will learn wisdom by experience, & I’ll warn you now (I 
may never do it again) that you never should encourage me to do such a thing for I’m a terrible 
grunt if there is anything the matter.  Dont you remember how dreadful I was at Madison about 
my hay fever?  Perhaps if I hadn’t had any sympathy from you I might not have been such an 
old grunt.  I’m going to send you an article af about hay-fever tho’ so you’ll try and excuse my 
constant complaints.  The poor man who wrote it knows by experience how it feels, and what 



he says will show you that all my complaints were not entirely without reason, but just 
remember that if anything is wrong, not to encourage me to talk about it, for if I have the least 
encouragement to go on I’ll go beyond all bounds as I did at Madison & as I have done since 
about this separation.  You speak of a letter from Mr. Lee, but didn’t tell me what he tho’t or 
how he felt about it.  I hope it hasn’t broken him all up.  I tho’t from the way you spoke of his 
letter that he wasn’t any too much pleased.  You said “Lee wrote me just yesterday” (I suppose 
you meant you had received a letter then) “about my boasted platonic friendship.”  I suppose 
he has a grudge against me because he had to go to Phila the other way & alone, instead of via 
N.Y. with you, thereby losing besides your company the exhibition of paintings at the 
Metropolitan.  I hope he’ll get over his grudge.  Do you remember telling me that I’d be called a 
fool?  I told you you would be the first to be honored.  I dont mean that Mr. Lee thinks so 
exactly, tho’ he no doubt wonders what you found in me to make you take back all you had said 
about friendship and change so completely in your ideas of such things, but perhaps he’ll get 
over twitting you, tho’ he may never forgive me for his lonely ride.  Perhaps he feels as I once 
did about Em (you said once that you and he were as bad as Em & I), but when I found it [ill.] 
didn’t make any change in her feelings toward me I got over feeling badly about it.  Of course it 
was natural & right that she should love Alfred more, and I didn’t feel jealous or badly about 
that but I feared that she would love me less than she had done & I might lose her.  It wasn’t 
because I couldn’t come first, but because I tho’t perhaps it would make her indifferent to me.  
Every one said it would change her, & tho’ I couldn’t believe it, it worried me to have it 
constantly flung at me from all sides, but I find her the same Em, and she will always find me 
the same Effie.  My love for her cant change.  It is entirely different & separate & distinct from 
what I feel for you.  It doesn’t make me love her any less because I love you more.  I know it 
makes a difference with some people, & I dont think much of such people’s love.  They cant be 
capable of very deep love it seems to me, and it makes me ashamed to think that I even for one 
moment tho’t Em’s heart so little.  Em’s love for Alfred & mine for you is something very 
different from any such weak second-handed trash.  It was something we hadn’t felt before & 
couldn’t take from anyone,  to give I think if a person can change their love around so, take it 
from one to give to another and the take up a collection from all one’s friends, till the necessary 
amount is obtained, it couldn’t have been worth very much to begin with, and after it has been 
flung around and changed around a few times, it is pretty poor trash, but I believe I gave you a 
benefit of all these ideas in my second or third letter.  Your Aunt Mag hasn’t said a word lately, 
tho’ poor Mag is in constant terror lest she’ll get stirred up again if she isn’t careful & constantly 
on guard, but I guess she is squelched for the present.  I do hate such curiosity and I cant 
understand it.  I think all your family feels as you do about it, that as she acted so mysteriously 
about Jule’s engagement, it is hardly fair for her to go on so now, but I really think the worst is 
over for a time at least. I enjoyed my walk around Chauncey & Lafayette very much.  You’ll 
make me so familiar with every thing that nothing will seem strange to me.  You’ll have nothing 
to show me that I haven’t seen before, and you wont have to show me my way around at all.  I 
dont like the picture of the bridge.  Then you say they allow the cows to run wild.  I will be in 
constant terror being chased, but I may get used to that sort of thing.  I think it would be 
possible for me to over come of my fear of a cow, but dont tell any snakes stories, for I will 
never be able to overcome my foolishness about snakes.  Every thing must be very pleasant 
about Chauncey and Lafayette both.  I think I know a good deal about both places & could find 



my way around with out getting lost, especially if one can now & then ask questions of the 
natives & get as much help and information as the natives of Brooklyn can give about that City.  
Under all those circumstances I could surely manage to get around.  You must never ask me if I 
am thirsty & then after I say yes, (for you w’d of course know that I wouldn’t say anything else 
to that question) take me to that horrible spring, & you must never ask me to taste the vile 
stuff.  I know only too well how horrible it is & never want to taste any more such water.  Col 
L.L. Langdon is the name for your address.  Loomis is his first name.  How could you forget the 
L.L.L. if you ever knew them?  I dont believe you ever heard what his initials were, for it would 
be as bad as the man who couldn’t remember the name of a man he met one day & he tho’t & 
got out of the scrape by a very cute little trick, which would have worked in many cases but he 
hit the wrong man when he said “Let’s see, how do you spell your name”? & the man answered 
“J-o-n-e-s.”  You couldn’t have forgotten if you had ever heard them & this absurd story doesn’t 
apply at all, but nevertheless it was brought to mind when I wrote those three  Ls because you 
said you couldn’t remember about them.  I have commenced some of my lessons.  Monday, 
Thurs. & Fridays are my days, the same as before.  I’ll go to the Library for you tomorrow.  You 
surely didn’t mean that that man Kingsley has made your work this summer useless, or that he 
has gotten ahead of you & written what you meant to write so that you wont go on with yours.  
I have got to stop.    With deepest love your own Effie. 
 

You never told me how much they tho’t of you at Johns Hopkins, but Dr. Brooks has 
given you away, Mag’s letter said.  I’ll take it to her & ask her to go to the Library with me.  I 
wanted her to stay here longer but she tho’t she could not & said your Aunt Mag would surely 
suspect if she did & I couldn’t keep her here.  She’ll be in the City till Saturday & perhaps longer.  
I’m sorry you have had such a cold but glad that it is better.   Hope you didn’t take it from me.  
E.M.L. 


