
                                                                                                          No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                             N.Y. Nov. 27th 1884 
My own dearest Harry, 
      Yesterday afternoon I took your letter to the P.O. instead of dropping it in the box at the 
corner, because I wanted to avoid any mistake.  I asked about the mails to Lafayette & learned 
that they closed at 9 A.M.[,] 6 P.M. & 9 P.M. and also that the mails are collected at this corner 
at on the even hours instead of at the time the postman said.  I suppose the one who deliversd 
mails here has nothing to do with collecting and didn’t know any thing about it.  This accounts 
for some of the mistakes.  I supposed that if I got a letter in the box at 5:30 or 5:40 it would be 
taken up in time for the mail that closes at 6 P.M., but you see they dont take it up till that hour 
& so of course it misses the 6 o’clock mail, unless I get it in before five.  That accounts for the 
late letters but it dont account for those that have been mailed at the corner after that hour, 
going in the mail that reaches you in the morning.  Neither does it account for the letters 
mailed in time for the other mails.  There was such a crowd in the post office that the little 
scrap of information I got was unsatisfactory, for I had to wait some time for a chance to get up 
to the window and was pushed aside before I could find out much, and even now I may have 
misunderstood something, but I think as far as it goes I have got it straight, but it will have to be 
continued at some future time when I’ll question the man again.  After relieving my mind to 
you I felt better, but yesterday had a misgiving as to whether it would be well to send the letter.  
I felt sorry I had been so fierce, and wished I had waited till I had calmed down, but perhaps I 
couldn’t have gotten over it until I had given vent to my feelings, for I was so terribly excited 
and so terribly hurt, and I really fear it was the only way to get relief, & get over it.  I suppose I 
took an exaggerated view of it, tho’ goodness knows it was bad enough without that.  I was 
feeling so badly any way, and had been almost beside myself, & when this letter of Sue’s came 
on top of it all it found me in no condition to bear it, and it made me simply wild.  Oh Harry our 
engagement has all seemed like a dream most of the time.  I couldn’t feel, except at times, that 
it was a reality and not a dream.  It seemed too good to be true.   The happiness seemed too 
great to last.  I had never known anything like it before.  The feeling that is must be a dream, 
that it was too good to be real, made me more sensitive I suppose than I would have been 
otherwise.  There had been a cloud over me for so long.  I had been miserable & desperate & 
unhappy, for so long, but until last Summer, I didn’t feel so desperate & helpless.  I had felt 
unhappy and miserable before, but felt that I might be able to crush it out, but last summer I 
realized the full strength of my love for you, and the hold it had taken, and that all my struggles 
could never free me[,] that it was a thing that would not & could not be crushed out and killed, 
& only grew stronger and made me more helpless every day.  Imagine how I felt when I realize 
all this & at the same time felt sure that you didn’t have any of this feeling toward me.  I of 
course often noticed little things in your actions, and I often caught you staring at me in a 
strange way, but I would not allow myself to think it meant anything and could always find 
some ordinary way to account for everything I noticed.  Oh that day we went to the 
Metropolitan Museum was a trying one, and I suffered tortures (yes tortures, I mean that, and 
it isn’t an exaggerated way of expressing it).  At times I was too full to speak, and when you had 
gone I was sure that you must have seen something peculiar, for I was nearly frantic.  First I’d 
feel that I couldn’t control myself another minute, & wished I could get away from you.  I was 
almost glad you were going but when it came to the point I felt that I couldn’t let you go for I 



didn’t feel sure of seeing you again before you left for Lafayette.  I couldn’t understand myself.  
I didn’t know what I wanted.  I knew that the more I saw of you the weaker I grew, and I felt 
that, for my peace of mind, it was better to have you go, & yet I could not help urging you to 
stay, for I was contrary enough to want what I knew was only going to make me worse, but you 
wouldn’t even stay to dinner, & that convinced me that you didn’t care for me or you wouldn’t 
be in such a hurry to go home.  That morning, you said when we were alone, something about 
hating to go, and it seemed to me that I saw something very like a tear in your eye, and there 
was a decided sign of some deep emotion, and you looked straight at me, as if to see what I 
would do.  I felt as tho’ I couldn’t look at you without giving myself dead away, & was in agony 
lest you should sh see my pain.  Then you said that my visit to Balt. had been a revelation to 
you, & in such a way that I tho’t that I had been mistaken in you and that you were about to 
make a confession.  I never dreamed that you would wait for position if you felt this feeling for 
me, because I had often told you when you told me it was all that kept you from speaking to 
Lillie Buttz, that I tho’t it was absurd to allow any thing like that stand between you.  I knew 
from the way you talked at Balt. & afterwards that your feelings toward her had changed, but 
you must have known my ideas on the subject on waiting.  Well to go back to that Thurs.  When 
you had spoken of my visit being a revelation to you, I felt that you meant what you really did 
mean, but after that sentence, you stopped, & seemed to be waiting for me to speak.  I felt I 
couldn’t trust my self to speak, lest you should see what I didn’t want you to even suspect 
unless you returned my love, but you waited & evidently expected me to ask how it was a 
revelation to you, & I finally did, I believe, tho’ I dont remember exactly what I did or said.  I 
only remember my feelings when you said that you guessed you had better not tell me after all, 
that it hadn’t anything to do with me at all, but my visit had in some way revealed something to 
you.  I couldn’t guess what you meant unless it was that you tho’t that it showed that I cared 
for you, but as you dropped the subject at once I was then sure that you hadn’t meant what I 
tho’t at first, & from that moment I felt that my love was hopeless.  When you began that day, 
the 8th of Sept. about that revelation, I never dreamed of what was coming, after what you had 
said before.  Well was it strange that after all that had happened, & all I had suffered, that the 
sudden joy seemed too great to be true?  Perhaps it is time for that feeling to wear off, but it 
hasn’t gone yet.  Remember I haven’t seen you and it seems all the more like some wonderful 
blissful dream for that reason, & I know that I can never wholly over come that feeling until you 
come home.  I felt terribly because my letters had to be so uncertain, and when you 
complained about it I was so unhappy.  Not because you wanted them.  Oh no that was that 
made me more than happy, to feel that they were so necessary to you and that my love was so 
much to you, but tho’ I was sure of your love, I somehow tho’t you didn’t thoroughly 
understand my position and that you felt I was not doing as much as I could do, and tho’t I 
didn’t care as much about it as I ought to, and that did make me unhappy, but I haven’t been in 
a very desperate state but a few times, and have never been as bad as last week & this.  I was 
simply wild.  Everything seemed against us.  I feared that you misunderstood me and that I 
couldn’t make you understand me.  I felt that the folks at Madison were all against us and it 
seemed to me that if things were so bad in less than three months that something would surely 
separate us before the nine months were up.  I didn’t want to stand between you and your 
family and felt that I wasn’t worth giving all of them up for my love.  At first I thought you 
would not have to sacrifice their love for mine, that their first feelings would wear off, after a 



little time had passed, but when I heard of Sue’s letter, written after she had been to see me, & 
heard how she felt, I felt sure that some thing would happen.  If she could come here and act so 
pleasantly to me and then afterwards write you that letter and still show so much hard feeling, 
such jealousy etc, I felt I couldn’t tell anything about her, and coming as it did after your little 
performance which I was still feeling, of course I saw every thing double as it were.  I was 
frantic, before, when you told me what she said, and I wrote you how I felt, but when Sue’s 
letter came it seemed to me that she would like to separate us.  She touched you on your great 
point; education, & then talked to me about money and position, and putting all these things 
together it seemed to me in my wild moments that she was bent on making mischief.  I had 
thought she wouldn’t be over pleased about it, but and you remember how delighted I was 
with her letter to me.  Well I am sorry for all my dreadful feelings.  I hardly know what I said, 
but I do know that I was so wrought up that I said more than I had any right to say to you about 
your sister, and I am thoroughly ashamed of myself, for having such feelings so.  There is no use 
in saying I exaggerated them in my excitement, for I didn’t.  I wont make myself out better than 
I am, and will confess that at the time I felt it all.  I didn’t put it any stronger than it really was.  I 
couldn’t, simply couldn’t keep from tell you every thing.  I didn’t mean to do it when I began as 
you’ll see from the beginning of my letter, but I was too full, to and was just powerless to keep 
my feelings from you.  My pen refused to write any thing else.  I know I must have written many 
things that cant help disgusting you, & yet I went on & on getting worse & worse, [ill.] until I 
had told you all of my wicked tho’ts and then I felt better.  When I had said them they seemed 
to leave me.  Now they can be forgotten.  If I had had more control over myself I wouldn’t have 
written as I did, but I might have gone on thinking them over and over, until they might have 
worked more serious mischief than they can do now.  I am sure the letter will disgust you & 
probably make you angry, but I am sure you’ll make allowance for me and see that taking the 
letter as I did, I couldn’t help being upset by it, & tho’ you’ll be disgusted at my weakness in 
giving way and making such an exhibition of myself, and you’ll be angry at first, I’m sure you’ll 
forgive me when I tell you that I’m very very sorry for being so hateful.  I dont like you to be 
angry with me even for a little while, but as long as it wont last long, it is better than for me to 
have risked keeping such dreadful feelings in, to work mischief.  I felt badly after reading your 
letter, that I had sent the letter, but this morning I think perhaps it was well that it had gone out 
of my hands, for I believe it has helped me to overcome these feelings and to cast them out 
entirely, and that it will be a lesson to me in the future, to keep close watch, and not allow 
myself to get worked up to a pitch, where it is necessary for me to give vent to my feelings or 
burst, or let them poison me.  As I had reached that pitch I think it is as well that you know 
everything and when I do get into that condition I cant get cured until I have boiled over.  That 
gives me relief & then I get over it, but it is the only remedy for me.  I’m sure you’ll understand 
& forgive me when you know I am penitent.  I am all over it now and am going to Madison 
tomorrow.  And, do you know that I have over come & conquered all those feelings so that I do 
not dread going and meeting with them all?  In fact I’m looking forward to it, tho’ it will give me 
the blues not to see you there.  I can say now with perfect truth that I will not be prejudiced 
against Sue for what she wrote.  I do not understand this wonderful change nor this feeling of 
forgiveness, for I feel very kindly toward them all today.  I prayed that it might be so and I know 
it must be an answer to my prayer for I dont think I could have overcome those feelings alone, 
& I can truly say they are entirely over come — Strange as it may seem to you.  It seems as 



inexplicable to me that such a change could take place in so short a time, but it has, and I am 
very thankful.  I must now go to my lesson.  I didn’t take a holiday on account of Thanksgiving, 
as I found it wasn’t desired, & I didn’t mind giving the lessons.  Will try and write again tonight 
but may not have a chance, if not, will not be sure of anytime, but hope to write from Madison 
an answer to your letter of yesterday afternoon.       

With more love than I can express 
            Believe devotedly 
Please forgive me  your own 
also for my last Sunday’s letter. Effie. 
 
 


