
                                                                                                No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                         N.Y. Nov. 1st 1884. 
My own dearest Harry, 
         Every hour of the day has been filled.  Cousin Mag & Jule were here part of the 
afternoon & after they left Minnie & Maggie & Reg came down and stayed till dark.  By the time 
I was ready for dinner there was so little time left it was hardly be worth while to commence.  I 
hoped to write tonight for an hour or two, but Ed stayed in.  He asked Mr. Steinbach to play 
whist, and I was pulled into it in spite of myself.  Ed expects to be entertained when he is home, 
and you cant put him off.  You say the excuse of having a letter to write is always accepted as 
valid, but I dont find it so.  People seem to have an idea that I am an inveterate letter writer, 
and if I say I want to write a letter I hit on the very worst thing I could say.  Between mamma & 
my friends I have the most desperate time managing this letter business.  It is now midnight 
and I cant write much, but I must keep my promise & write some thing, and then tomorrow will 
write at length.  Mamma has decided to sleep with me tonight as she is sick again.  She is sound 
asleep now but I expect to have her wake up any minute & go for me when she finds I am not in 
bed.  I tried to write in a different room but it didn’t work so here I am trusting to luck & hoping 
she will not wake up.  I was crazy to write you yesterday in answer to your letter of the 28th & 
29th but you know I had so many things that had to be done and in the evening I went to see 
the wonderful procession.  My time goes, & it seems to me I accomplish so little of all I plan to 
do.  I am always busy, always rushed, but what I do doesn’t show for anything.  It dont seem to 
me that I am to blame.  I have almost no time to myself, and all the things I do, are things that 
have to be done, and yet dont show, and at the end of the month I cant see the result of all my 
rush.  I’m a chronic grunter am I not?  Well really I was kind of annoyed because I had to stay 
down all evening but I couldn’t get out of it.  We saw the most wonderful parade last night.  The 
Republicans came out strong, over 63,000 men in line.  It would have been larger if the weather 
had been decent, but it has rained every day this week except Monday & today, and Thursday 
Thursday and yesterday were dreadful.  Toward evening it looked a little like clearing, but soon 
began raining again, and they say there would have been 75,000 in line, if it hadn’t been for 
that.  It seemed to us that there were as many as that, but I suppose we are not practiced in 
estimating crowds.  It was really wonderful, and such a beautiful procession.  I never saw 
anything that could compare with it, and would have felt badly if I had missed it.  They were to 
start “promptly” at eight.  Of course they didn’t start quite on time, but they did very well to get 
started as early as they did.  We only went to the corner. old horse  We stood on the stoop of 
the corner house and had a fine view.  Mrs. Hull was with us.  We were there from eight till 
twelve and then left.  It had been passing for fully three hours and as it seemed never ending 
we decided to leave.  We hated to but tho’t we’d better.  It was one o’clock when the last band 
passed, (we could hear the music & the shouts distinctly from here,) so it was as well to have 
left when we did.  It was a glorious sight[,] the most beautiful thing of the kind I ever saw, and 
the enthusiasm was wonderful.  I never got in such an orderly & respectable crowd before.  
There was a tremendous amount of clapping & cheering, but the people were all nice and I 
didn’t see a single drunken man or one who did any thing out of the way.  It was really a 
remarkable crowd.  I never saw so many people at once in my life.  Every place was densely 
packed and there was perfect order.  People didn’t even push.  The houses were illuminated, & 
there were fire works and colored lights along the route.  It was a brilliant & beautiful scene and 



one I’ll never forget.  The rain stopped, or nearly stopped abut eight or a few minutes after, and 
had entirely ceased when the procession started, & the moon tried to struggle thro’ the clouds.  
She managed to show herself, but with such a veil over her she looked very faint & pale.  
However even this small favor was thankfully rec’d and the multitude seemed to take it as a 
good omen.  The dark cloudy sky probably made the effect all the more beautiful.  Wouldn’t it 
have been a shame to have had the rain spoil it all after such extensive preparations.  The 
uniforms were very elaborate and beautiful & very effective & the marching very good & some 
of it perfect.  When we left over fifty bands had passed and between the bands scores upon 
scores of men came.  They were not arranged in small groups few & far between, to string the 
thing out as long as possible, but were massed, in some lines over twenty men.  I wish you 
could have been with us.  Oh how I wish it could have been so. 
Sunday Nov. 2nd 
      Well my dear dear Harry you see how my plans turn out.  This letter couldn’t be 
finished, but I’ll send even this little scrap to show you that at least my intentions were good.  
Mamma woke up and made me go to bed, and now I am back again.  I hope I’ll be left in place 
to write this part of my letter.  I’m sorry that P.S. worked you up so much, but I felt so badly, I 
suppose things seemed almost worse than they really were.  I dreaded to tell you about 
mamma because I knew it would make you feel badly, and it had seemed best to me to keep it 
to myself and bear it alone, but when your letter came I saw I must tell; that until you knew 
what my position was you would never understand things in their true light.  I ought not to 
have kept it to myself so long.  If I had only told it when I first discovered signs of it I might have 
saved us both a good deal of trouble, but then I couldn’t see how it could do any good.  
Mamma does feel that she is gaining a son, and yet she cant help feeling as she does.  It isn’t as 
if we expected to live near her, but she knows how many many miles will separate us.  It isn’t 
either as if we were either or both of us well off.  In that case we could visit back and forth now 
and then, but both sides will be fixed probably so that we cant afford these trips; and what will 
be the consequence?  Mamma realizes all this as she didn’t at the very first.  She looks at all 
these things now, and tho’ it is a long way ahead she seems to be dreading it already.  Oh Harry 
it must be a terrible trial for a mother, especially such a mother as mine, who has lived only for 
us, for so many years, who has always been so self sacrificing and has loved us better than any 
thing else in the world, has worked and struggled for us, and tho’t only for us of our happiness.  
She has always held first place in our hearts and now it is hard to feel that one of her children 
has put some one else in first and will some time leave her for this other one.  She would not 
feel this so strongly if it wouldn’t separate us, but to know that I will leave her from you, and go 
so many hundred miles away is a tho’t that makes it very hard.  Doesn’t it seem strange, this 
love that will induce me to leave mamma for you?  Think of it!  I have always been with her & 
she has done everything for me and yet I am doing what I know is for my greatest happiness.  
How can she help feeling as she does[?]  It isn’t selfishness.  I know she wouldn’t change things 
if she could, but this feeling is only natural, & tho’ I take as much of a stand as I can about 
writing, I have to be as careful as I can & even then there is often trouble but after all mamma 
controls herself pretty well considering the circumstances.  I know she wouldn’t have any of this 
feeling if we were going to be settled near her.  Isn’t it strange that I always have some terrible 
separation to bear?  It seems my fate to have something of the sort always.  First it was Em; 
being separated from her has always been a dreadful trial.  Now I am separated from you & the 



first trial was nothing compared to this p separation except in one way.  In the first, we had no 
meeting to look forward to.  It was all indefinite.  It might last years, and it might last forever.  
That was the worst of it all, but in this case we have something to look forward to, so in one 
way it is easier, but the separation itself is far harder to bear and if I hadn’t anything to look 
forward to I dont think I could ever endure it.  Then when the time comes when we can always 
be together, it means a separation from mamma and Jule, tho’ it will be worse to be away from 
mamma.  I know it will make me wild to think of it, but I can bear that better than to give you 
up.  Anything would be easy compared to that.  It seems to me I couldn’t give you up.  I am 
willing to go.  I feel that sometime we will all be together again, that perhaps this separation 
will only be for a year or so.  I think something will turn up to bring us together or some where 
near each other and I’m going to look at it that way.  I am very very glad I told you not to let a 
soul know of what I wrote you.  It wouldn’t do at all for you to let mamma know I had told you.  
Let it all work itself out.  Say as little as possible.  I try to keep perfectly still when mamma 
begins, & dont say one word if I can possibly can keep quiet.  The less said the better I think, but 
I dont want you to think that because mamma feels badly that she cares any less for you.  It 
isn’t that at all. but I think tho’ you look at it in the right light.  You couldn’t possible realize just 
how she feels.  The relation between mother and daughter seems different from any other and 
of course you can only imagine it, but cant really understand it thoroughly, though I know you 
cand can imagine a good deal about how it will be in this case.  But I am sure some way will 
open, before many years have passed, for us to be placed some where near each other.  I never 
felt surer of any thing that I couldn’t actually see, and I’m not going to borrow trouble about it 
anyway.  Mamma was so devoted to papa that she can fully understand my feeling & she knows 
that you come first, that it must be so, even couldn’t be happy otherwise & this she wouldn’t 
expect or wish to change if she could for she knows we couldn’t either of us be satisfied or 
happy with anything less than first place.  She knows that nothing could induce me to give you 
up as long as we both feel as we do now & she knows me so well she knows that my love will 
grow stronger & deeper all the time[,] not weaken.  It isn’t simply because you have first place, 
but because I am willing if necessary to separate myself from her & go with you wherever you 
go.  I will always love her just the same.  She knows that, but things cant be the same, & if she 
cant be near me, it will in one way seem as if she had really lost me.  Now she doesn’t say so 
much.  She gets off now and then, quite often sometimes, but it is more that I can see it, or 
rather feel it.  I know just what she feels.  I can imagine how I would feel if some one could win 
her love away from me so that she would be willing to separate herself from me.  I tho’t I 
looked at these things seriously before.  I have never looked upon them lightly, but I knew 
absolutely nothing until these last two months.  It is all so wonderful.  It wouldn’t be possible 
for any one to understand or imagine it until they had actually experienced it.  Even after I was 
sure of my love for you I couldn’t understand at all until I knew your feelings toward me.  Even 
when I felt so unhappy and hopeless I couldn’t realize the depth of my love until I knew of yours 
for me.  Then when I could let it go free & didn’t feel obliged to chain it down, I realized fully for 
the first time what a hold it had taken.  Well it is about time for me to chain down my feelings.  
I had come to the boiling point& had to boil over, & now I must try & end this letter differently, 
and tell you about other things or you’ll think I’m losing my mind.  No you wont either.  I know 
you dont mind my writing my feelings, on the contrary have often told me to do it, and not only 
this, but you seem to like it, so no apology is necessary.  I know you feel about it exactly as I do 



about your writing to me of your feelings, so I dont imagine it will bore you.  But I do think an 
apology is necessary for this paper.  I find every sheet is spotted, and the entire package seems 
to be so, more or less.  It looks awfully untidy but I cant throw away a quarter ream package, 
and so you’ll have to excuse the looks.  I just tore off one half sheet awhile ago because it was 
really too bad to send.  My hands are clean.  Please dont think they are covered with grease for 
they are not.  At first I tho’t my hands were to blame & washed them but it was just the same.  
Then I put a piece of paper under my hand so it would not rest on the sheet I am writing on.  
These sheets have only been touched when I have turned the pages over so all these spots, I 
want you to know, are not finger marks.  Is my apology accepted, or do you think because the 
bag I sent you was a “dirty bag” that I am to blame for these dirty sheets of paper?  I’ll own that 
my letters never look very neat, but crossed out words are bound to be in every letter I have 
anything to do with.  There isn’t much excuse for blots and yet they usually manage to poke 
themselves in where they are not wanted, but ink blots are clean and dont worry me half as 
much as soiled paper, but as long as you understand that I did not soil it I dont feel so mortified 
about sending it.  Harry do you know I am very angry with you.  No you needn’t think I’m joking.  
I really mean it literally, and I am really determined to be revengeful, & will make it my business 
to pay you back in your own coin.  I’ll sit up late nights and do every imprudent think I can think 
of, and see how you’ll feel.  It then wouldn’t make things even, for it would not be half so bad 
for me to be sick here at home as for you to be sick so far away from all your friends.  Your duty 
is to take care of yourself.  I think you owe it to me, but if you dont think so, then you surely 
ought to know that if so much depends on this year’s work, you ought not to work yourself out 
of the very start.  I suppose when you had all of Prof. Barnes work you did as much or more 
than he does when he is there and would not let even one little thing go, & your own 
department is as much as you ought to have.  Talk about my giving up my time to my friends __  
I dont think you had better ever mention such a thing to me again when you are ready to go on 
& nearly kill yourself [ill] for perfect strangers, and then the idea of doing besides the work of 
two men a lot of extra work you would never have any credit for ___  Oh you make me lose 
every scrap of patience.  I know you could have gotten out of all that work if you had half tried, 
but for the sake of being obliging to that old Troop[,] a perfect stranger, you break your 
promise to me.  Well never mind.  I can pay you back and I am vindictive enough to do it too.  If 
I cant do it any other way I can go to Orange twice a week, and will sit up late every time I 
possibly can.  I can if I lay myself out make you worry about me in the same way, and then 
some day when you have a letter from Jule saying I’ve had another fit like the one last Spring 
you can have the pleasure of knowing that you can take part of the blame for it, or I may pay 
you up in other ways.  I tho’t if you made me a promise I could trust you and now in less than 
two months I find that I cant trust you to keep the promise you made me about overwork.  I’ll 
have to watch you closely, I find.  But when I get in full swing with my music scholars and 
practicing & sewing & my letters to you you’ll find that I too can run things into the ground, and 
overdo.  I always have done so but I had fully determined to take Em’s advice and be careful, as 
even Em would advise, for your sake but now I’ll take it all back.  I wont spare myself anymore 
than I did before.  I wont actually try to get sick.  That would not pay, but I wont be any more 
careful than I used to be and will trust to luck about its agreeing with me.  Perhaps all this dont 
frighten you.  I mean it, but perhaps you wouldn’t worry, but I judge your feelings by my own, 
and wont be considerate for your sake when you are so very very careless & worry me so.  Poor 



mamma has been real sick again so she had to give up and go to bed.  I cant understand what 
has come over her for it isn’t natural for her to be sick.  She seems all right again now I am 
happy to say.  Minnie Zerfass wanted to see me this afternoon and Mr. Zerfass came down for 
me.  She is trying to do something for herself much against his wishes.  She knows he is willing 
to do every thing for her and he considers it a pleasure, but she hates to be dependent.  He has 
so much on his hands[,] she is very anxious to do some thing if it is only a little.  She has talked 
over her plans with me as there seemed no one else.  The family couldn’t see it as she does and 
she has come to me with every thing.  I admire her spirit.  Her father hasn’t a thing left and 
many of her old friends (?) have cut her.  She knows such friends are worthless and doesn’t 
want their friendship now that she knows what trash it was, but it cant help hurting her to be 
snubbed and to find that friends she had been fond of, & who seemed true friends were not 
what they had seemed.  You know it cannot help being a disappointment to be fond of some 
one & then find you had been mistaken in them.  Minnie is awfully proud and it cant help 
cutting her deeply to be snubbed and neglected, but she looks at it very sensibly and bears it so 
very well, and can be as distant and dignified as these people.  She can look down on them and 
feel that she is well rid of them.  Now she hasn’t any day but Sunday.  She came down here last 
Sunday and she wanted me to come up and spend an evening there last week but I couldn’t get 
hold of Ed, & the week was so stormy, so yesterday she counted on having me.  Mr. Zerfass 
came was I after I commenced writing.  At first when he told me his errand, I hesitated about 
going because I felt that I want all my time for you so I didn’t give any answer till I had had time 
[ill.] to think about it, and in the meantime changed the subject.  Well I tho’t I ought to go if I 
could do Minnie any good, for just now she feels the need of friends and I may be able to help 
her some in her plan, & I would like to be particularly friendly just now while she is placed in 
this position, and if my friendship & sympathy can do her any good I want her to know she has 
it.  She is apt to keep every thing in and bear everything cheerfully without one single word to 
any one.  I know only the most absolute need of a friend would have led her to talk to me as 
she did, and her confidence in me touched me very deeply.  I hated to refuse to go and yet I 
couldn’t bear to give up my visit with you, & dont know how it would have ended (I fear 
selfishly) had it not been for the thing that settled it.  I found I wasn’t going to have my time to 
myself any way, that if I refused, it would not do me any good or you either, so I consented.  I 
knew I’d have a room to myself tonight and could write after I came home.  The only time I can 
be sure of being free from interruption is when I have a room alone or on another floor, and 
after they have all gone to bed for my room isn’t my own at any other time.  Well I felt paid for 
going.  Minnie appreciated it and seemed so pleased.  Mr. Zerfass also confided a good many 
things to me & said “I seem to have no one else to go to with these things, for mother worries, 
and Minnie feels badly enough any way and I believe at times when I have kept it all in for a 
long time I should burst if I couldn’t talk to somebody, and I cant help coming to you.”  They all 
made so much of me & were so lovely to me and said so many times they wanted me to come 
often etc, and every minute I felt more & more the necessity of revealing my position.  Mr. Z. 
hasn’t been here as much as usual of late & I concluded for that very reason it might be the 
best time for the announcement to come.  It would look less as tho’ I had a reason for it.  I was 
playing for them, (as Mr. Z. had asked me if he couldn’t take up some of my music,) and all the 
time I was thinking of you and the letter I was so anxious to write, and finally by the time I 
played the second time I was trying to think what I ought to do and how I ought to do it, for I 



really felt sure of what I ought to do.  I could not come right out with it but determined that the 
first chance I had to get it in naturally I would tell it to Minnie or Mr. Z. which ever one offered 
the chance first.  After supper Minnie and I stopped to wash our hands.  Her room is very small 
and she said “It must look like a little play house to you.  Doesn’t it seem funny here after your 
large rooms?”  Then she went on “Well perhaps some time you’ll be married, and if you live in 
N.Y. will have a flat to commence in.”  Then I could bring it out without its seeming forced, or as 
tho’ I had any reason or telling it, further than because I was fond of her and wanted her to 
know it.  I said I did not expect to live in N.Y. tho’ I did expect to be married sometime & then I 
said that I was engaged but it hadn’t been announced but I tho’t she’d be interested etc and so 
I’d tell her.  I didn’t ask her not to tell and I know she wont go around talking about it but will of 
course tell her own family.  I feel better & feel that I did a good thing when I consented to go.  It 
has all been done in the easiest way, and if there is any deeper feeling than friendship it will be 
better for him to hear every thing thro’ Minnie & not think that anything is suspected.  Besides 
as things have been as they have been all fall, & I haven’t seen much of him since June, it will be 
much better than to leave it till I see reason for telling him.  Now mind I dont think it will break 
him up in the least, for I think he feels toward me exactly as I do toward him, but they seem to 
say so much about my being there often and under the circumstances I feel that I cannot do it 
unless they understand at once all about every thing.  Then I will feel comfortable about going.  
Mr. Z spoke of taking me to the theater & I wouldn’t want to accept any thing from him unless 
he knew just how things stood.  I must go to bed.  It is two o’clock.  
      With deepest love ever you own   
                        Effie. 


