
 
                                                                                                            No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                  N.Y. Oct. 14th 1884. 
My dearest Harry, 
      I am awfully tired tonight and fear I wont be able to do as much as I had hoped.  I have 
had rather a busy day.  I went to practice duets this A.M. with Mabel, & they urged me to stay 
there to lunch, but I couldn’t on account of going to Orange.  They didn’t know about my having 
to take a train and Mrs. C. was quite disgusted about not knowing it in time to change the lunch 
hour, and I as glad she didn’t, for I hate to upset people   I had just enough time to get my train, 
and I didn’t get away from Orange till after dark, and dinner was all over when I reached home.  
I’m afraid I’ve taken a heavy cold (for I didn’t take a wrap and it turned so very cold before 
night) for I feel pretty well “bunged up” tonight.  Perhaps I am only tired tho,’ & will be all right 
in the morning.  I am going to Minnie’s tomorrow to spend the day & night.  They are so forlorn 
up there and begged me to come up and stir them up a little.  Minnie and both the children 
have the whooping cough & I wish I could be there more.  I have just finished a letter to Jule 
Bray.  She sent me such a lovely present by Edith Cohen, & Edith brought it up this morning 
when she came up for me, and of course I wanted to acknowledge it at once.  I mailed a letter 
to you this morning.  It was very unsatisfactory and wasn’t worth the time it will take you to 
read it, but I hadn’t time for anything better.  You begged me to send you some thing every day 
if it was only four pages, so you have yourself to thank for the miserable thing.  I was ashamed 
of it and wouldn’t have sent it had it not been for all you have said on the subject of every day 
letters, but that thing wasn’t worth a row of pins it was written so hurriedly.  I also sent Sue’s 
first letters & one sheet of her last one, & the one I had from Carrie.  I think they will show you 
what they have shown me.  They felt badly but are trying to overcome it.  In fact Sue confessed 
this, but it was done in such a way that I understood perfectly, and would have had no right to 
feel hurt about it.  I think all the more of her for being so frank.  They have always loved you so 
devotedly, that it was only natural that for them to feel badly, or jealous as you call it, when 
they found that some one else had the first place in your heart, but this feeling will wear off in 
time, & as long as they act as they have done it would be very foolish to say anything, for they 
really haven’t given you enough reason, and I know it would hurt them.  I can put myself in the 
same position, and can imagine how uncomfortable they are.  If I was your sister and had this 
feeling of jealousy, it would mortify me, for I’d feel that it was weak & selfish, but the feeling 
would be there just the same for I couldn’t get rid of it all in a minute.  If I was striving to 
overcome it, and was determined to conquer it, it would make me feel ten times worse to have 
you accuse me of this weakness & go for me about it.  Dont you think the feeling itself, & the 
contempt I’d have for myself for feeling being so weak & foolish to say nothing of the 
selfishness would make me suffer enough without a word from any one.  I know if I was trying 
my best to fight it off, & do what was right & fair, it would make me feel terribly to have you 
discover the mean part and go for me about it, without realizing my struggles to kill it out.  The 
sort of jealousy they feel, I can find great excuse for.  If they acted disagreeably & you found 
after months had passed that they were cherishing it, & nursing it, you would be justified  in 
giving them a piece of your mind.  You must remember that it is still a new thing[,] only a little 
over a month old, & they haven’t had time to conquer their first feelings yet.  From several 
things that I felt during my Madison visit, I hadn’t any idea that they would take it as well as 



they have done.  Perhaps you think I hadn’t a special reason for going to Madison that night, 
when you asked me to stay at home, & perhaps you have the same idea about my refusing to 
go to Green Village one morning, and for one or two other things I did.  I am ashamed that I 
hadn’t more strength.  I can cont count the times when I had strength to do anything of the 
kind, but the times I indulged myself & gave way to my feelings are in spite of knowing that I 
was doing wrong, are more than I can number.  They didn’t say any thing or do anything, & 
were as lovely to me as could be & yet I felt that something was wrong.  If ever there was an 
unhappy girl it was Effie Loag on that day she stayed so long in the shed.  I poked over those old 
handkerchiefs as long as possible & wished all sorts of desperate things about myself.   My hay-
fever was dreadful & I tho’t seriously of making that an excuse to come home the next day, but 
rather than let any one suspect my feelings or guess that I had noticed anything, I determined 
to stick it out and stay as long as I had planned.  Oh how I wished I had gone at the time I had 
first set, instead of consenting to stay another week.  I wonder if you noticed my restlessness 
that afternoon.  Perhaps you remember out trying the 4th Symphony, how I said I hated it.  I 
hated everything & myself most of all, but I spent an hour or more in my room & a great deal of 
that time I was alone & in that time I got control.  And then one night I was out on the lawn 
watching the lightning.  I was there a long time before any one missed me but finally you & 
Carrie found me out.  Well well I didn’t mean to drift into all this again, but have some how or 
other done it unconsciously.  I started to show you that I had felt that all was not right.  I feared 
that they tho’t there was something between us & were displeased.  Then when you did speak, 
and I found that you loved me I feared it wouldn’t be at all pleasing to them.  I didn’t think 
they’d carry on about it or do any thing dreadful, but I didn’t dare hope that the girls would be 
as good about it as they have been.  To discover that an only son & only brother cares more for 
someone else than for his own family is not such an easy thing to bear.  A man is so different 
from a woman.  A woman usually remains the same in her feeling for her own family, but a man 
when he is married is apt to grow away from his own family.  I think some times the wife is to 
blame for this, but I think it is all wrong for a man or a woman to snub their own families after 
they are married.  I have heard people say “I’m marrying you, not your et entire family.”  they 
So many have a perfect horror of relations-in-law, but it isn’t right to expect either a husband or 
a wife to give up their families.  Of course it often happens that neither the husband or wife are 
to blame, but that either one or both of the families bring it on themselves.  But I shall aim to 
have none of this unhappiness in our case.  My feelings for my family will always be the same & 
they know that I wont love them any less, so they dont feel that they have lost me but that they 
have gained a son & brother.  I know you’ll remain the same, but just now they cant realize it 
(for so many men do change) and we cant expect them to be enthusiastic, and overjoyed 
because someone else has stepped in & put them out.  Some time they’ll all see it isn’t so, & I 
hope & pray that they will feel as my family do about it.  Then I’ll be satisfied.  If they were 
inclined to pick at me, I think it would be your duty to tell them what you said you would, but 
I’m sure they’ll never do anything of the kind.  As long as they try to over come this feeling and 
it is only their love for you that causes it, we cant blame them.  You may say it is a selfish love 
but they dont mean to be selfish.  It is hard to find themselves second, where they have always 
been first.  I certainly cant, & wont find fault with them for they are doing all they can to 
conquer it, & I dont believe as you do that they have talked themselves angry.  Of course you 
know them better than I do, but I cant believe they encourage any mean feelings & so I beg you 



you not to write, until you have more reason than you have now for “firing out,” for I’m sure 
you are mistaken.  If you do, your father & Mag may go back on us, and the others who are 
trying to be satisfied with the second place, and are trying to conquer their feelings, may stop 
trying.  Any way we dont want to begin the fight.  If there has got to be trouble dont you be the 
one to start it.  Just now while they are so sensitive about it we cant be too careful.  If we have 
a home of our own, we cant expect to gad about much, & they cant even look forward to 
seeing you during your vacations.  That alone would make them feel blue about it.  We are so 
happy that we don’t realize see all these things in the same light they do, and we mustn’t be 
too hard on them.  As I told you before Mag was as sweet and lovely to me as possible, no one 
would have been more so.  I’m sure Sue & Carrie will be the same when they see me, & after 
we have all met the worst will be over & we’ll all feel more comfortable.  Now I believe I’ve had 
my say out.  Perhaps I’ve said too much, but I was anxious to have you know my feelings about 
it, and as you spoke as tho’ you wouldn’t say anything for a week or two, & I tho’t I’d better get 
my say in at once, & I might persuade you to give it up altogether.  I think it is miserable to have 
marriages break up families as they often do.  If we will only be patient & quiet we may be able 
to prevent it in our case.  I do so hope that we may all be united.  I hope you’ll forgive me for 
interfering in this.  I didn’t intend to say so much, but I really couldn’t help it.  You have no idea 
how very anxious I am to have every thing pleasant.  I really have got to stop.  I meant this 
letter to be very different, but my pen has run away with me.  You see what you said rather 
worried me.  Will write tomorrow if I can.  I have missed your letter so today, but suppose it will 
come tomorrow.  Three letters yesterday spoiled me.  I wonder if you’ll be disgusted or 
provoked about all I have said.  If I could only talk it out with you I could make you see it as I do. 
   With deepest love, 
             Effie. 
 
                  
 
 
 


