
                                                                        No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                            N.Y. October 21st 1884. 
 My own dearest Harry  
        I feel like a different person, for on my return from Orange tonight I found your letter.  
You will find an answer to the question with which you began it in the letter I mailed to you this 
A.M.  You asked if I was disappointed.  That letter will tell you perhaps.  Disappointed is too 
mild a word.  I was literally sick with the feeling.  I dont know any word that could describe it, & 
as you used that word I’ll take it, and we’ll put it under your most powerful magnifying glass.  
Now if you’ll look at it perhaps you can get a faint idea of how I felt.  I feared you were angry, 
and I guess you were if I can judge from your appearances.  I was so disgusted about that letter 
I mailed wrote on Tuesday night.  It wasn’t my fault that it wasn’t mailed and I was disgusted 
enough about it.  I did not say anything about it in the later letters because they were so full of 
complaints anyway.  The mails seem so funny.  I cant count on them at all, & as several strange 
things have happened I tho’t I’d let you blame the mails once more, and tho’t the postmark 
might be blurred (but I guess the New York postmark is never blurred.  I have never seen it so) 
and any way I wouldn’t say anything unless you did, but as you have, I must tell you the mails 
were not to blame this time.  My carrier was a fraud, and I found on Thurs. morning that my 
letter had never been mailed.  I’ll see to my own letters after this.  But we’ll drop the subject for 
it isn’t a soothing one.  If you suffered any more on Thurs. & Friday than I did yesterday and 
today I’m sorry for you.  You say you didn’t write, because you couldn’t write a pleasant letter, 
but I’d rather have a cross one from you than none at all.  For as I know how it is myself I can 
make allowance for you, & would rather have a scolding that to have to do without a word.  I 
think I only missed two days last week, but my letters were all horrible, not a decent, or even 
half way decent one among them.  We were all sick, and I couldn’t get time for anything at all 
satisfactory.  I know you must have been more comfortable last Thurs. & Friday then I have 
been the last two days.  You had the comfort of knowing that you had done your duty, & you 
knew there wasn’t any thing for me to be angry about, while I had these two things to torture 
me, besides having to go thro’ the same thing you suffered.  I hadn’t a single thing to comfort 
me.   I knew my letter had become delayed and that you had reason for feeling provoked, but I 
couldn’t even have the satisfaction of being provoked with you.  I had to be meek and there 
isn’t half as much comfort in that.  When I am meek I’m in a pretty bad condition.  I knew I 
hadn’t done my share, & tho’ I would  have been only too glad if I  had been able to do it, I 
couldn’t blame you.  I felt it was only fair, and had to be reasonable about it, and couldn’t be 
provoked at you because you wouldn’t do it all.  It isn’t comfortable to put all the blame on 
myself and yet I had to, for you certainly couldn’t didn’t deserve it, but you could with perfect 
justice shove all the blame on me, & thus had none of that awful exp extra load I had to carry.  
Imagine what that would be added to all you suffered and you’ll know a little of what I felt, but I 
told you enough in my last letter.  I was worried and this morning was utterly used up.  I didn’t 
want to show anyone how I felt and tried to eat my breakfast, but every mouthful choked me 
and I finally gave it up, and went off without my lunch.  I was really glad to be away from every 
one.  I was disgusted with myself for being so idiotic, (that is what I would have called it in any 
one else a year ago).  I walked to Christopher St. ferry.  I tried to read on my way to Orange but 
heard understood about as much as I did that Sunday on the hill when you questioned me 
about what you had been reading.  I found it a relief to give my lessons.  Well I’m now do you 



know whether I was disappointed?  Do you still think I am stronger than you about it?  Never 
mind I’m all right now & am very very happy.  You will understand by this time why my Wed. 
letter didn’t reach you on Friday or Saturday.  I didn’t write till Thursday night because mamma 
was so very sick I couldn’t a get a chance, & I suppose you know by this time why I didn’t write 
on Friday night.  I am sorry you think that writing every day makes it harder to bear & that you 
find you feel worse.  It is just the other way with me.  I think it makes it easier.  I always feel so 
much better when I have finished a letter to you.  It does me a world of good, & it makes me so 
cross when I am interfered with & cant do it, & it happens so often.  If this trouble keeps on, I’ll 
have lots of grudges against my friends.  If it makes me feel better to write imagine what your 
letters do.  I am never as happy as when I am sending them, even when you have scolded a 
little & almost seemed to doubt my trying hard to write (you  have no idea how hard I try to 
make time for it.), for even that is pleasant for it tells me that you are just as crazy for my 
letters as I am for yours, and shows that you are only out of sorts because of your love for me, 
& surely I cant get mad about that, so even those letters do me good, but now I’ve got to do 
without these letters every day letters (how that word in that place changed the sense[;] it 
made it something I didn’t mean) all because I didn’t do my share.  My friends will never know 
probably what they have made me lose.  I couldn’t tell them for they couldn’t understand, & 
would think me “silly.”  But I cant think anything of this.  I used to think so my self, and now 
instead of being disgusted with them, I feel sorry for them that because the[y] cant understand 
such happiness as ours.  Oh those days at Madison.  As I think of them I can hardly decide about 
them.  If the pain & joy could be weighted I hardly know which would weigh the most.  
Sometimes I think one and sometimes another.  I wonder if the folks at Madison will ever 
forgive & forget our performances.  It will be long before they can forget, even if they finally 
succeed in forgiving it.  I’m afraid they think it all disgraceful.  I hope they will take your letter 
all right.  I dont see why they shouldn’t as long as you wrote in the strain you did.  If you had 
“fired out” then they mightn’t have taken it pleasantly.  It is too bad if I must come between 
you and your family.  It makes me feel dreadfully.  There wasn’t anything at all in their letters to 
me that looked at all wrong, but I cannot imagine what all this neglect of you means.  It surely 
looks strange, for they cant be any more busy than they have ever been before.  There must 
have been other times when they have had just as much to do.  I begin to be afraid that your 
suspicions were not all due to imagination.  I feel very very badly about it and yet I’m afraid we 
brought it all on ourselves, & we perhaps are more to blame than they are.  What can I do?  I 
am so selfish I cant give you up for any such reason, & yet I hate to feel that I am causing all this 
trouble.  If they would only see that I dont want to take you from them, that you’ll be just the 
same to them.  I sp suppose tho’ this stepping down down from the first to the second place, or 
rather being put there without having a word to say in the matter, is the bitter pill they cant 
quite make up their mind to swallow.  I’m not taking their place at all, but an entirely different 
one that has nothing to do with it and it can make no difference in your love for them, but they 
no longer come first and they cant quite be satisfied with holding a second place.  Then of 
course they remember our actions this summer, & think if we were so dreadful before we were 
engaged it will be unbearable now, but I think we’ll both do better than we did then.  My 
dearest Harry dont you see that I cant go to Madison?  As long as there is any doubt about their 
feelings I cannot force myself on them.  I cannot go until they have been here.  Forcing myself 
on them before they are ready to see me, and before they have gotten over their first feelings 



enough to come here, would be decidedly cheeky and would be adding insult to injury.  It 
wouldn’t do at all.  I dont see how you could think for a moment that I would do such a thing.  I 
couldn’t do it.  My spending much time in M. next summer depends entirely on circumstances.  
I feel just as I did when I wrote last.  I want to have every thing pleasant, and so as long as you 
have doubts about their feelings (you can judge them better than I) I shall never force myself 
upon them, but I wont lay it up against them, and whenever they are willing to receive me it 
will be all right.  I’ll be ready at any time & only too happy when the time comes.    I will be 
ready even if I do have to wait a long time for it, tho’ I may not be able to feel as near to them if 
it takes them so long, but I will not get mad and be unpleasant when they do come, but I cant 
make the first move.  That is their place as much as it was for you to speak first, but when they 
make that move I’ll be ready to respond.  But it is a thing we cant hurry.  Now remember I only 
say this looking at it from your side.  As far as I am concerned I feel that they have done all that 
could be expected of them.  They haven’t been able to get away to come down & see me & of 
course it would be absurd for me to get worked up about that, as long as they wrote to me & 
Mag came.  I wouldn’t think anything was wrong if it hadn’t been for what you tell me, & I think 
you know them better than I, & hence I’m inclined to see it as you do, and yet I’m not 
convinced thoroughly that it is quite as bad as you think.  But no matter which view I take it 
would be a decidedly foolish or rather strange move for me to make if I should go to Madison.  I 
know it wouldn’t help things any just now.  Between your family and mamma’s fussing (she has 
a touch of jealousy I find) & my friends, & worst of all this separation we have a hard time.  Our 
own foolishness when letters dont come as often as we want them is another thing.  They say 
you know that the course of true love never did run smooth.  Well we seem to have a 
particularly rough time dont you think so?  If you were here your family & mamma & every 
body else would have to make up their minds to it.  Mamma is satisfied & is devoted to you, but 
when I try to write it is usually the same old tune.  I’m “always writing” etc.  It provokes me 
awfully.  I ought to have redated this some time ago.  I had to stop last night on account of 
mamma.  I had been away all day & she had the blues & I knew how it would be or rather I saw 
how the land lay so I stopped.  I hoped to finish early this morning but some one came before I 
had finished reading your dear letters, but I kept them waiting until I had finished.  Then I came 
up after they had gone but before I could do anything a friend came from Englewood to spend 
the day.  When she left Mrs. Stoddart came over from Brooklyn (the Mrs. S. you have seen here 
two or three times[;] they used to board here.) and she has only been gone a little while.  I have 
been writing every minute since.  It is dinner time.  I’m afraid I cant manage another letter 
tonight.  I will, if I can manage mamma, but it is doubtful.  If I attempt another before tomorrow 
she’ll have another fit, for she wont consider this yesterday’s letter.  Just wait till Jule comes 
home.  We have a friend in her.  Now goodbye my own true boy.  With the usual allowance of 
love for yesterday and also today’s portion, [ill.] for if I write again tonight I’ll have plenty more 
ready to send, to my own Harry.  I have it on hand by the wholesale.  There is no end to it, so 
you needn’t fear it will run short if you take an extra portion.  It cant possibly run short or give 
out.  There is a never failing supply.  Oh before I forget it, you want to hear Mr. Hyde’s 
compliment to me.  Why will you make me tell it?   But if you intend to keep it up & will never 
give it up, I may as well tell you and have it over with.  My music frightened him out of the 
house.  If you want any further information I’ll have to refer you to Annie Wisner.  She’ll tell you 
about it willingly.  You know her address.  Oh dear! I’ve run on and now I’ve got to make 



another ending and send another day’s portion of love, if it wont be too be too big a load for 
you to carry.  However I cant wait to hear your answer so I’ll risk it and send it along with more 
to match it.  Goodbye in earnest. 

Ever your devoted 
                            Effie. 


