
                                                                                                        No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                            N.Y. October 18th 1884 
My own dear Harry, 
      I fully intended to write a letter every day this week, and I really had tried very hard to 
do it, but as usual my plans couldn’t be carried out.  Monday night I wrote you such a scrap it 
couldn’t be called a letter.  Tues. I wrote again, and I fear that that didn’t amount to much 
either.  It must have disgusted you, for I got on one tune and stayed there.  You seemed so 
annoyed when you wrote, about the folks at Madison, that it rather excited me, and in my 
effort to convince you that it would be better to let things work themselves out, I overdid the 
matter.  Perhaps the first letter wasn’t out of place, but the last was decidedly out of place.  My 
anxiety to have every thing pleasant, made me make a fool of myself.  It was absurd for me to 
go on so for of course you know your own family better than I do and are the best judge of 
what course you ought to take with them, and I’m sure my second letter made you a little, & 
perhaps very much provoked.  I wouldn’t have written either of them if I had dreamed that you 
were going to write at once, but I tho’t from the way you spoke that you were going to wait a 
week or so, & then if things hadn’t changed, you would “fire out.”  That expression was rather 
ferocious & prop probably made me fear that you were going to write a very desperate sort of 
letter, and I wanted to persuade you not to do any thing that would make trouble.  I know I said 
too much & am very sorry if my last letter annoyed you.  I hope, and believe that you 
understood my motive, & that you’ll forgive me.  I felt half sick that night.  In fact I have been 
sick all the week and my letters have been a failure.  Those I did write were hardly worth 
reading & I guess you tho’t if I couldn’t be more agreeable it was just as well I didn’t write every 
day.  On Wednesday mamma was so very sick that I couldn’t write, & on Thurs. I was away all 
day.  In the evening the Hulls were here in our room till late and by the time they left I felt too 
miserable to do anything.  I tried to write so that you wouldn’t be disappointed & such a letter.  
In your last Monday’s letter you spoke of my being “sweet” & “angelic” & “heavenly”.  I guess 
you will have changed your mind when that letter reaches you.  I sent it rec’d your Mondays & 
Tuesdays letters in the first mail on Friday, & the ideas of my being either one of those things, 
let alone all of them, amused me.  I hadn’t sent my letter and might have held it back, but I 
tho’t it would be as well to let you see that you were mistaken.  I dont want you to imagine all 
these things and expect to find them, & then be disappointed.  I dont mean that I am always 
hateful & disagreeable but I have attacks the same as any one else, and dont want you to think 
that I’m always “sweet” & “angelic” & “heavenly,” & then be disgusted sometime when you 
find  I’m not.  I dont imagine that we’ll ever have any very serious trouble for I believe that we 
understand each other too well for that, but dont you mustn’t imagine that I’m always good 
natured, for I’m not.  I dont think that I ever have any such desperate fits as Sallie is subject to, 
and dont want to scare you so that you’ll dread any such performance from me.  You needn’t 
fear anything of the sort for I know there isn’t any danger, but I believe you said once this 
summer that you tho’t I never had peculiar moods.  You spoke as tho’ you tho’t I was always 
the same.  I have as many moods as any one, tho’ I try as much as possible to hide them.  I cant 
always do it and you needn’t expect to find me always the same.  I went to Orange on Friday, 
and before I got to the ferry tho’t I’d have to give up going, but then I tho’t if I’d only make up 
my mind to it I could get thro’ the day.  I do hate so to be irregular with my lessons and wont 
lose them if I can possible crawl around.  So I went and you see I have lived thro’ it, and as long 



as I didn’t give out & drop down I’m glad I went.  I reached home later than usual.  The train 
was delayed at the Newark bridge for sometime.  Mamma had begun to be thoroughly 
frightened.  She had begged me not to go at all, & she was sure something awful had 
happened.  I dont know why she will worry so for you know what they say about “bad pennies.”  
They had saved dinner for me but I didn’t want even a smell of it, and came up stairs & got in 
bed as fast as I could.  I had quite a fever and a horrible time generally, & a sort of faintness 
which lasted an hour or more.  I didn’t faint but was just on the edge, the very worst part or 
rather the only part where one suffers at all.  Mamma was up with me till very late, but I finally 
got over it and went to sleep, & spep slept off the fever.  This morning I felt pretty slim but I had 
to get up, because Mabel was coming up to spend the day, but I didn’t get up till the last 
minute and Mabel came before I was quite ready, but I didn’t keep her waiting long enough to 
guess the real reason of the delay.  After talking a little while we practiced duets.  We played 
the first & fifth of Haydn’s Symphonies and then commenced the 2nd of Beethoven’s.  We got 
thro’ the first two moments before lunch.  After lunch Mabel told me all about Em’s house, 
described every room and everything about it, and we felt almost as tho’ we had been all thro’ 
it.  Then she talked us lots about other things we were deeply interested in.  After about an 
hour we came went back to Beethoven again, finished the second Symphony & commenced the 
5th but were interrupted  by callers, and we had a steady stream all afternoon, not so many, but 
those who came stayed, and two calls were from people who I am not fond of, and as I didn’t 
feel very well it was a decided bore to have to waste my time, for after  Mabel left I was dying 
to write to you & begrudged every moment those two calls took.  Mabel left when we were 
interrupted because she didn’t want to see them & didn’t know how long they’d stay.  After 
awhile a young lady from Staten Island[,] a school friend of Jules[,] came & as Jule was away I 
had to come in for that call too.  Then a Cala friend called while these three were still here and 
before any of them had even hinted at going Donald Cohen came to take Mabel & me for a 
drive in the Park.  Mabel understood that her mother was going to use the carriage all 
afternoon, but the plans were changed afterwards & Donald hoped to get up here before she 
left.  He stayed till the others left and then wanted me to go for a drive but I told him I had been 
quite sick & it was so cold I tho’t I had better not risk getting chilled again, but I’m afraid that 
was not strictly true.  I dont think I would have lost a drive if there had been no other reason.  I 
think I’d have put on my heavy cloak & gone, but for a letter which had been in my pocket for 
nearly two hours.  I might have hesitated about going, but I think the letter was the real reason 
for my refusing & sticking to it.  The postman had brought me a double stamped letter 
addressed in your hand writing.  I could not open it before Mabel because I tho’t it was long, & 
the length & handwriting and (which couldn’t be mistaken for a lady’s) together, would be a 
“give away” and to leave the room to read it would be worse yet.  When one wants to keep an 
engagement quiet it has to be done at a sacrifice.  I had had one letter already, but was 
delighted to see another, (supposed your Thurs. letter had come ahead of time) and was as 
eager to read it as tho’ I hadn’t had one for a week.  I hadn’t had even a chance to glance at it 
and was in such a state I could hardly be decent to my callers, and that really had every thing to 
do with my giving up the drive.  Ed happened to be in (by the way I haven’t told you that he got 
home Thurs. A.M.) & Donald took him.  As soon as I had cleared the company all upstairs out of 
the house I flew upstairs for my feast which I had been waiting for for two long hours.  Oh my 
dear you know what I found.  Well dont think I blamed you for I couldn’t.  You had done your 



share and if I was disappointed it was my own fault.  I dont know why, but I hadn’t once tho’t 
that it wasn’t a letter & a long letter from you.  I didn’t think of the letters I had sent you from 
Sue & Carrie, & so of course I couldn’t help feeling an af awful goneness when I found not a 
single line from you.  I know I have found lots of fault with your writing, & have gone for you 
unmercifully about it, but for all that it has an effect on me that no other writing has ever had 
or ever can have, and the sight of an envelope addressed to me in that writing upsets & excites 
me so that I haven’t sense enough to think.  I ought to have known what that envelope 
contained & that there wouldn’t be more than a few leaves from you at best.  I couldn’t think, 
& so was disappointed, but dont think I tell you this to find fault with you, for that would be 
awfully unreasonable & ungrateful.  It is so good of you to write every day, when I am so 
irregular, but I hope sometime that things will be evenly balanced.  It dont seem possible for 
me to write any oftener than I do, and yet as you cant realize just how things are.  It is so good 
of you to write just the same.  I dont blame you for scolding, & how could I write you anything 
but a wild letter about your writing as you had done when there seemed so much reason for all 
you said.  I only didn’t want you to think it was because I didn’t try to find time.  This week I feel 
that I have done so little, so much less than usual when I had intended to do so much more.  
But dearest you will understand wont you how it was was?  Mamma I meant to have told you 
how I felt about the ride.  I was disappointed about the feast, but was glad I hadn’t gone with 
Donald for I tho’t I’d have such a good chance for writing to you, & was just about to begin a 
letter, when mamma came in and said Miss Hull was very ill & had gone to bed, & I must go 
right up, that she wanted me, and there I stayed till dinner time.  Mamma felt badly too all day 
and had to leave the dinner table & she has been very sick all evening, is suffering very much 
still & has had a heavy chill.  What do you suppose has come over us?  This seems to be a 
regular hospital.  I am much better tonight & think I’ll be entirely well by tomorrow & I hope the 
others will soon get over their attacks.  If we had all been taken at once we would have 
suspected the new cook of having some designs on us & trying to poison us.  As it is we cant 
imagine what it can be that is causing so much trouble.  I must go to bed now.  I hope to write a 
long long letter tomorrow if the hospital doesn’t require all my attention.  With a heart flowing 
with love. 
        Believe me always your own 
                       Effie. 
 
P.S. 

Your letter this A.M. was perfect.  Will try to answer your last three or four letters 
tomorrow.  There is so much I want to say I get discouraged trying to write.  It seems to me I 
never wrote such unsatisfactory letters.  There is much I want to say that it kind of demoralizes 
me & I cant do anything.  Of course I couldn’t feel satisfied but I ought to be able to do better 
than I do.  But some th time we’ll be able to talk it out and after that I’ll feel better.  After next 
summer my letters wont be quite so unsatisfactory.  Does that encourage you any?  Its a long 
time to wait for a decent letter.  But I said goodnight and must go to bed for it is very very late. 
                                                                       E.M.L. 
 


