
                                                                                         Madison Nov. 30th 1884 
My dearest Harry, 
       I am not going to church this morning.  Sue is going to stay home too, to study her S.S. 
lesson and I tho’t I’d make sure of my letter, for it is unusually important to have it go on time.  
Then tonight I’ll go to church with Sue.  I was so very anxious to write to you the very first night 
I reached here & yesterday tho’t of you all day and all evening but there seemed to be no 
chance and I tho’t perhaps it would be best to “go slow” and wait till today.  If it hadn’t been for 
that, I might possibly have made a chance.  Oh Harry I am too ashamed of myself for writing 
those dreadful letters but I wrote you on Thursday and told you how my feelings had changed, 
that I had entirely overcome them.  Of course I didn’t know how it would be when I saw Sue, 
but when I wrote I was as calm as could be and I was quite confident that my feelings were 
lasting, that is as far as feeling pleasant toward her.  I received a very warm welcome from all & 
they have been lovely.  The most exacting person could not have asked for more while I was 
made too happy by it all, for everything was so different from what I had expected.  I knew of 
course that they could never treat any guest unkindly or unpleasantly, but they could have 
been both kind & pleasant and yet have made me feel uncomfortable, but there has been none 
of this.  I believe they have entirely over come their first feelings, & that we may now be sure 
that everything is just as we had hoped to have it, & in spite of those two letters, you need have 
no fears about me, for I have overcome my the feelings which Sue’s letter caused, so 
thoroughly that I can count it as unwritten.  I find that I feel toward Sue as kindly (or more so if 
there is any difference) as I did before she wrote that letter, and I think that this last terrible 
storm can be forgotten almost, or at least will make no difference at all, except with you.  I fear 
it will not be so easy for you to forgive me for writing as I did.  I dont think I was ever in my life 
so wrought up, and I never was more thoroughly ashamed of myself, but if you can forgive me 
all will be well & things will run along smoothly.  They, I am sure[,] are sincere in their welcome 
to me.  I dont think it is forced or put on at all even if it was so at first, so Sue’s letter will, from 
this time on, have no effect on me, unless I find that I am very much mistaken, and I’m sure 
nothing will happen to give me reason to change.  I think if you can forgive me I can safely 
promise never to be so wicked again.  And now I’ll go back to Thurs.  I hoped to write again that 
evening but Lottie had come home for Thanksgiving & as I had spent some time away from her 
to write your letter, & to give my lessons I felt that it wouldn’t do to write again before leaving 
home especially as I have hardly been decent this fall about writing to her, & then was going 
away during her visit home.  You see when I arranged my lessons so I could come up here, and 
wrote Sue that I’d come on Friday, I forgot that it was Thanksgiving week and that Lottie would 
be home, and when some thing was said about Thanksgiving, I felt badly that I hadn’t made my 
plans to come here a week later, but they were made & I couldn’t very well change them. &  Of 
course taking so many things into consideration, I couldn’t spend Thurs. Eve. writing to you, 
tho’ it was really what I longed to do all evening.  I didn’t get to bed till about one o’clock for I 
had some sewing that I felt must be finished before I left home & I couldn’t commence it till 
late in the eve.  The next morning I had a lesson from 8:30 till 9:30, then went home and 
dressed & went to pack my bag. &  The bag wasn’t to be found & I suppose one of our kitchen 
beauties has made love to it.  Well I finally, after wasting more time looking for it than I could 
well spare, borrowed one from Mrs. Ellis.  Your letter was there & I couldn’t read it till I got on 
the ferry boat.  I left the house at 10:20 to get the 11:10 train to Orange & I had some errands 



at Macy’s (can you imagine me going on such a short allowance of time?) & when I got there 
found one extra article to get, a pair of rubbers for it had suddenly begun to pour and I have 
such a long walk in Orange.  The store was crowded and I had a hard time getting any one to 
wait on me but I got the things I wanted and made the train, just got the last boat.  I was in a 
perfect fit, perhaps you have already guessed as much, but you needn’t say “Now see there is 
no use starting for a train so long before the time,” but it would not have been possible for me 
to have caught the train if even the slightest delay had been caused before a blockade or a train 
of cars on West St or any thing that usually happens, & I consider it pure luck that I got there in 
time.  Besides I couldn’t stand it to go thro’ all that worry every week so I suppose I’ll keep right 
on in my old foolish ways whenever it is possible.  When I got on the ferry boat I read your 
letter, or part of it.  I couldn’t finish it till I got on the train, and then after I had finished it I 
began from the beginning and read it over again, for it was such a precious letter.  My own dear 
Harry if I have seemed cold it was not at all the way I felt.  I dont think tho that I have been 
quite as stiff & formal & cold as you imagine.  I dont believe that you could find among the 
letters, I have written since you leff left home one single one that was “purely friendly.”  If I had 
written any one of them before we became engaged wouldn’t it have been a complete give 
away?  In every letter I am sure there has been something & in most of them many things that 
would tell a tale to any stranger, if he or she happened to find & read even the coldest one.  
Now Harry dont you really think this is so?  Do you believe me that I could have sent any one of 
them to you before we were engaged without your seeing, not guessing at all, but seeing 
clearly & unmistakably that my feelings for you were not purely friendly?  I think that any one 
of them would have shocked you so that you would have tho’t less of me & might have gotten 
over your love for so bold a girl.  I know that in most of my letters I have been more contained 
than you have been but that was not because I love you less.  You know that nothing could be 
stronger than my love.  It has taken complete possession of me, and can never grow less.  The 
strength of it overpowers me almost, but I dont think I am naturally demonstrative.  At home 
they think I show my likes & dislikes too plainly perhaps, and those I love cant fail to know it, & 
yet I am not demonstrative in my actions towards them, and I know lots of my best friends 
would open their eyes with astonishment if they could see some of the letters I have written to 
you.  Those letters have not been forced at all.  They were written just as I felt, when I was too 
full of love for you to keep it in any longer, and could not help telling you every thing.  There are 
other times when I feel just as much & just as deeply and yet it dont seem natural for me to say 
so much.  In fact this latter is most natural to me, but since we have become engaged I have 
been different and haven’t been able to hold in as I have been wont to do.  It has taken such a 
hold it rushes out and shows constantly, and I have tho’t many times that if I kept on in this 
new way, I would shock people next summer by my show of affection, & would be considered 
“silly” & “soft.”  I long for you more and more all the tine, but haven’t dared to tell you how I 
felt lest I’d make it harder for you to stay away during the holidays.  You know I promised to try 
and help you, & I tho’t if I complained at our hard lot & told you of all my longings it would 
make you feel that you must come home.  Look at some of my letters written during the first 
part of this awful separation and you’ll find many complaints, & then I’d promise to be good & 
not let happen again but to control myself better.  At first I didn’t succeed at all.  My longings 
would show in spite of me.  Of late I have tho’t that I was gradually learning to do as I had 
promised but had no idea that I had succeeded so thoroughly in hiding from you my longing to 



have you with me.  If it has only made you more unhappy all my efforts have been worse than 
useless.  I knew you ought not to come & didn’t want to make it harder for you to stay by 
constant complaints, for I knew you wanted to come and tho’t if I kept at you & you added my 
feelings to your own you might find it impossible to stay away.  You might do, what was not 
best, for my sake when you wouldn’t do it for your own, but if it makes it any easier for you I 
can tell you of my longings, and know it will be a relief to me.  They think at home that my case 
is a desperate one.  I am so happy, and that will show in spite of all the horrors of this 
separation.  Annie Wisner said “Effie, any body would guess from the happy expression on your 
face that some thing had happened,” and I have felt so happy most of the time, the knowledge 
of your love made the separation seem almost easy, when I tho’t of what it would have been if I 
hadn’t known how you felt, and this state of things was so narrowly escaped, that my [ill.] 
thankfullyfulness for what I had compared to what I had expected, & came near having to do 
without, made the separation seem a very light  trial, but then these terrible complications 
came and I was miserable.  That week I heard of Sue’s feelings I felt badly enough for every 
thing had gone wrong & I was unhappy because you seemed to misunderstand me, and I was 
too miserable to see Sue’s letter in any but the worst possible light.  Then when the letter, she 
wrote you, came it seemed even worse than before.  I was as sure off my feelings for you as I 
had ever been but & felt that I couldn’t give you up.  I was sure of your love for me and yet I 
was desperate enough to wonder if it was for your best and greatest good to let it to go on, 
whether it would be worth while for you to lose the love of your family for my sake, for it 
seemed to me it would amount to that.  I believed in you all this time & knew that you felt that 
it was for your happiness & greatest good, but it made me fairly crazy to have your family look 
down on me so, and to treat you so, because of your love for me.  I took the worst possible 
view of it and even exaggerated that, and I felt that if they could, they’d separate us, & if they 
couldn’t they’d drop us.  The week or ten days was like one long & continued nightmare.  I 
suppose you think there was no excuse for me to feel so, but I couldn’t help it.  I think there 
was no excuse for me to write to you as I did, & yet I cant but feel that I had some reason for 
feeling hard & bitter toward Sue, but I thank God that that feeling is as entirely gone as tho’ it 
had never existed, and there isn’t a single spark of it left.  I feel as kindly toward Sue as tho’ the 
thing had never happened & I think we’ll begin to understand & love each other from this time 
on.  I want to assure you of this fully, for I want you to know that there is no longer one single 
seed of ill feeling.  It is rooted out and killed.  This isn’t said merely to make you comfortable 
but because it is true.  I know it will please you but if it wasn’t true, I wouldn’t try to deceive 
you.  After giving my lessons on Friday (I go out to Orange once a month on Friday to give them 
an extra lesson) I took the 3:12 train up here.  Mag met me at the depot, and was lovely.  Sue 
met us in the most cordial possible way at the dining room door, and then came the kindest 
greeting from your dear father.  Oh such a squeeze & shake as he gave my hand.  It spoke more 
than any words could have done, and his look was — well I give it up.  I cant describe it.  It was 
too lovely for any pen to struggle with, & spoil.  Your mother and Carrie were upstairs and they 
were lovely too, and made me comfortable and happy at once, but somehow your father’s 
greeting seemed more to me than any other.  Mr. Van Sant was here and spent the evening, 
and you’ll be surprised to hear that all the old prejudice left me.  I quite liked him.  It makes me 
nervous to hear him talk so slow, but he was very nice and I’ll take back all I said about him.  Of 
course, every thing reminded me of you, and I missed you terribly, and do all the time.  



Yesterday morning we drove to New Providence with Mr. Van Sant, and only returned a little 
before dinner time.  And now while I have room left, let me tell you that you needn’t worry af 
anymore about their feelings toward you.  They are all as devoted as ever, and have gotten 
over all their anger at you.  Last night Sue asked if you wrote blue letters to me, & I said you did.  
She said you wrote dreadfully blue letters home & said they had been filled up with your blues 
& complaints, and that she had finally written you a letter (she little knew that I had seen that 
letter & I did not think it worth while to tell her that I knew all about it) and told you about your 
dull letters etc.  She told me that she just went for you & told some of the things she said but 
she didn’t tell me how much of it concerned me.  She said since then your letters have been 
very different & very interesting, & that they have all written, and from the way she talked I 
know that every thing is now all right.  Will you forgive me for the last few letters I have 
written?  I expect to find a letter from you on my return home, and Wednesday I suppose you 
will receive a terribly sad letter from you, or perhaps Tuesday I may get that, & then if you got 
my Thurs. letter yesterday you’ll feel better today.  I do hope you got it for then you will not 
spend an unhappy Sunday.  I know it would make them all down on you again, if you came 
home Xmas, so dont yield to the temptation.  I dont suppose either of us will feel very happy on 
that day, for knowing that you are not compelled to stay, we’ll find it harder to reconcile 
ourselves to the separation.  I will answer the rest of your letter tomorrow night from 54 W. 
46th St.  This last part of my letter has been interrupted & I haven’t been alone.  Wish I could 
write more, but my paper has given out.  I packed in such a hurry, I didn’t have time to look 
how much I took & I tho’t I had more.  You will say I could borrow some.  I suppose I could but I 
guess I wont write any more now.  With unbounded love 
                 Effie 


