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[December 10, 1884] 

My dearest Harry, 
      Your letter was rec’d tonight.  I am too miserable to risk answering it.  It will not do to 
write as I feel this time.  I cant read and have been going on with my work, and tried to fight off 
the horrors, & control my feelings sufficiently to write, but I cant, and I have now given the 
struggle up.  I’ll wait till tomorrow night till I’ve had a chance to recover from the shock.  It will 
not be safe for me to undertake an answer tonight, or tomorrow night either unless I’m better 
than I am now.  I was so very very happy to think we could have no more misunderstandings, & 
to feel that at last every thing was straight at Madison.  I think it is all so very strange, for Sue 
seemed to be perfectly reconciled, & was very pleasant, except once, when she spoke unkindly 
of you, and then it didn’t seem so serious as it does now, but every other time she spoke of you 
as kindly as could be & I didn’t take the one mean thing in earnest & supposed every thing was 
all right.  What have they said in their letters lately?  What did your mother say?  I know from 
the way you write that it must have been something dreadful for this makes the second or third 
time that you have mentioned it.  Why do they act to me as tho’ it was all right?  I suppose they 
dont want to have the disgrace of a fuss.  Sue gave me a very pressing invitation to visit them 
soon again.  I dont intend to go unless I decide to on account of a talk with your father.  It will 
be purely for the sake of seeing him if I go, and as to next summer, they needn’t give 
themselves any anxiety about being bored with me then for I dont think I’ll trouble them in that 
way.  This attack I will not get over as I did the last one, nor do I mean to try.  If they want to 
keep up a continual fuss they can do it.  I’d like to tell them that I understand their feelings, & 
they needn’t make any further efforts to keep up appearances, but I wont have any words with 
them.  If they come here I’ll act as usual and will not show any feeling, but I dont think they’ll 
see much of me unless they come here.  As for your writing to me, I can see no reason why you 
shouldn’t do so.   In the first place there is no reason why you shouldn’t write longer & more 
frequent letters to me than to them if every thing was pleasant, but under the present 
circumstances they ought not to think strange of it if you dont write at all when they act as they 
have done.  The idea of Sue writing as she did about the letter you sent to Madison for me.  I 
write long letters to you & they write short ones, yet they think you should write them just the 
same or longer letters to them.  Oh I never heard of any thing so inconsistent and unreasonable 
as they are in their ideas.  You speak as tho’ you were under obligations to them.  I fail to see it.  
I dont know why you hadn’t as good a right to your father’s money, or your mother’s either, as 
they had.  Your father talked to me about a great many things that morning and he feels that 
you went thro’ college on very little, as little as possible, & that you didn’t spend a cent more 
than was absolutely necessary.  He told me about his will and said you were to have $1000. less 
than the girls on account of your education.  You would have to make your own way in the 
world and it was his place to start you.  I think the girls have their shares.  As long as they have 
things as nice as they do, and are taken care of so comfortably, it is contemptible of them to go 
on so about the money that has been spent on you, and about the money you have borrowed.  
Was it theirs any more than your’s?  And any way have you had more than your share?  I know 
from the way you write that things are going from bad to worse, and yet they appear to smile 
on me.  I once urged you to be quiet and patient but I never dreamed of the true state of things 
and I wish I’d let you alone.  Well we tried to be pleasant & they wouldn’t be.  Now they have 



had a long trial.  They dont get along on kind treatment and it is high time for you to “fire out” 
and give them as good as they send.  Why do they pretend to be pleasant to me if they are still 
going on as badly as ever?  I am desperate enough tonight to do any thing and think any thing.  
My greatest regret is that I was ever born.  You needn’t tell me that is wicked or that wont do 
any good.  Perhaps it is wicked, but it is the truth never the less, and I’m not alone in the 
feeling.  I can imagine the folks at Madison (all but your dear father) joining in on my side in 
that _ so at least we have one thing in common.  If things can come to this in three months, I 
dont know where we will be at the end of the nine months, if they are three times worse than 
they are now.  I no longer take a cheerful view of any thing.  My feeling, that my happiness was 
too good to be true & lasting, was not an entirely morbid [ill.] one. for I felt it, and I feel it now.  
How happy they will be if they succeed in separating us.  The thing Sue said was after all not 
said in jest.  She spoke as tho’ I was running a great risk, and advised me to start right with you.  
She said you’d be all right now but you wouldn’t give in so easily after we were married, and 
that I’d better be careful, then spoke as tho’ she didn’t envy me.  That is the second thing she 
has tried.  First she tried to frighten me by by talking of poverty and since that failed she tries a 
new scheme.  I didn’t suspect it at the time, in spite of all that had passed before.  Your letter 
made me suspect all this but I cant understand what you mean about them.  I cant understand 
what ails them, or why they pretend so much toward me when they hate me so.  What to do I 
dont know.  I am trying to put my own feelings aside, no matter what it cost me.  I haven’t 
changed in the least in my feelings for you, & never can, and can never feel the same toward 
any one else, & yet I cannot but feel that perhaps I did wrong to accept you.  You say yourself 
that it is going to interfere with, & change your plans, and if you cant do what you had planned, 
you can never hope for a fine position.  Imagine how happy and comfortable this makes me, to 
feel that you must sacrifice so much if our engagement is fulfilled.  I know I am not worth all 
that it will cost you, for it evidently means a sacrifice of your own family to say nothing of all 
your other plans, & it surely wouldn’t pay, & isn’t best for you, and I have no right to let you do 
this, & certainly if I am going to stand in your way of success I will not be so selfish.  I didn’t 
mention suggest such a thing as our being married a year from next June.  It was your own own 
scheme, and one you proposed two or three times before I said a word one way or the other, 
and then I told you what I tho’t of it all.  I had tho’t of our marriage as something very 
indefinite, but was so happy in having so much, that I didn’t worry about the other.  I hadn’t 
tho’t of its being as soon, but since you wished it I hadn’t anything to say against it, & was 
willing to do as you tho’t best, willing to wait as many years as it was necessary, or willing to 
marry you before you had gotten a start ahead & have something; for if you were out of debt I 
felt we could manage some how.  I had perfect confidence in you, and felt willing to trust 
myself to you at any time.  It was only to answer you that I wrote about it, not to hurry matters 
at all.  I only wanted you to know how I felt, since I tho’t you’d look for something in answer to 
what you said.  I will never consent to your marrying me, as long as it prevents you from doing 
what you want to do.  I can wait and am willing to wait any length of time, but cant & wont ever 
give you cause to say again that I have spoiled your plans.  After saying considerable about this, 
your plan of going to Europe etc, you say “One reason I have always believed that one should 
not become engaged so soon is because it thus curtails his plans.”  This, you may not have 
meant just this way, but it certainly sounds as tho’ you felt you had become engaged too soon, 
and it looks as tho’ you had already begun to regret it.  If you do you know you have only to say 



so, & confess your mistake.  Then in another place you said “Of course my plans will have to be 
modified more or less.” (have to be you say as tho’ it would be forced upon you, & was already 
beginning to worry you.)  “I cant do all I used to purpose, and at the same time ask you to wait 
an indefinite time for me.”  Surely you do not think I would ever ask, or even want you to marry 
me, before you were ready to do it.  You surely dont imagine I could marry any one else.  You 
know better than that, for love with me is no light joke.  It is a serious thing with me, a thing 
that can never die.  Why do you think you cant ask me to wait, or that I’d be unwilling to wait?  I 
feel that you do not understand me or you could never show so little faith in me.  You cant 
understand my love for you or you would never say what you have done.  I can wait, or I can 
give you up if it is for your good, for that is more to me than anything else, and I wouldn’t for 
anything let this state of things continue if it could ever do you harm.  I could have proved my 
love for you better, if I had refused you, for I might have known that this engagement or 
fulfillment of it could not be for your good, but I was selfish enough to think only of myself, & 
then when I wrote you, you wouldn’t admit that anything could be better for you.  Other 
people have gone thro’ the world with heart aches &, I suppose I can live thro’ it too.  Any thing 
would be better than to have you say that I had “curtailed your plans” and had kept you from 
winning success, even if you never said it, f but felt it.  I dont want you to feel so.  If you should 
fall short of the mark you have set, and should be unhappy about that, and your family were 
estranged from you, or perhaps cast you off entirely, and I should feel it was all my doing I 
could never bear it __  It would be far more of a trial than to give you up now.  My love for you 
is the same and always will be the same.  I can wait any number of years, but can never feel 
willing to bring us both to to such a state of misery as we would be in if you lost all chance of 
success on my account.  You can go on & follow out all your old plans, without any fear of my 
objecting, for I want you to go on, and shall insist on your going on, and will never consent to 
marry you until you are sure you have carried out every plan, and until you I am sure, 
absolutely certain that I can not stand in the way of your success, I will not consent to any 
modification of your plans on my account.  I cannot, and at the same time, feel that I am going 
right.  For my own sake I do not care for position, & would be very willing to marry you without 
it, but now I know it wouldn’t do.  We must wait till you have reached the height of your 
ambitions, so that I cant interfere with your plans, and I am willing to wait, & am anxious to 
wait now that I understand that our happiness depends on it.  If I felt after we were married 
that I had dragged you down & kept you down, & spoiled your plans, I couldn’t live.  I know I’d 
do some thing desperate, for I couldn’t bear any thing so dreadful, and things have come to 
such a pass that we have only one of two things to choose from.  We must either give this thing 
up altogether or we must decide to wait an indefinite time, and must think of our marriage as 
some thing to take place in the distant future after every other plan has been carried out.  Now 
I do not say this in a spiteful way at all.  I can do any thing and bear any thing for your sake, and 
am willing to do it, but will not consent to anything that might in the end do you untold injury 
and harm.  Your letter made me see things differently.  I had tho’t the strongest proof of love I 
could give you was to show you that I cared nothing for what you had or were likely to have, 
but for yourself alone, and that I was willing to trust you so implicitly that I would marry you at 
any time after your debts were paid, but I see that was not the strongest proof, so I will now 
give you the strongest possible proof, & that is, that if I knew it would killed me I would give 
you up, if I felt it was for your greatest good.  So if you decide that it is for your happiness & 



greatest good to continue our present relations I shall be more than happy, but if not I’d rather 
have the engagement broken.  But if it is to go on, and I refuse to marry you before your plans 
have been carried out, you must not think it is because I do it for my own sake.  You must know 
it is entirely for yours.  I do not doubt your love but am only thinking of your future good.  I 
know that your love for me is all that you say it is, but at the same time I know how you love 
your science, and think you would sacrifice your own feelings for it every time.  I feel that if I 
interfere with it I would run a great risk.  Your own words have given me this feeling.  You speak 
of your having to take a back seat, but it looks to me as tho’ I really [ill.] am the one who have 
the back seat if there is such a thing.  Tho’ I do believe every thing you tell me of your love, I 
doubt very much if you would give up your science if I wanted you to.  I haven’t conceit enough 
to make me believe that you would consent to give it up for me and now that you have told me 
as much, how could I think otherwise.  I wouldn’t ask such a thing, & you know I wouldn’t, but if 
I did ask it, or if I interfered with it would you still love me just the same?  I feel that I would 
give up any thing & every thing for you, even give you up if you asked me, or if I tho’t it was 
best for you, but I’ll prove to you that a woman’s love is equal to anything.  I may be placed so 
now that I seem to neglect you, but I am not one of those fortunate individuals who always 
have things their own way.  I never have been situated so that I could do just what I wanted to, 
and I never expect to be fixed so, but there is no use explaining my position again for I cant 
make you understand it, and I sp suppose you will go on misunderstanding things and me, & 
will go on thinking I neglect you unnecessarily.  If you do I cant help it.  Perhaps when I see you I 
can make you see things in their true light, can make you understand how I feel when anything 
comes up & prevents my writing, but until then I give up trying.  I have done every thing I could.  
If you cant believe it, if you cant believe that I love you better than all else put together, and 
that if I had any power over things you would always be tho’t of first.  You are that now but for 
whatever happens you are constantly in my mind.  It seems to me I am always thinking of you, 
but if I had the power, you should always be attended to first and my letters would never fail, 
but if you cant believe all this, if I haven’t proved it all this before, I cant succeed now, & will not 
try till I can talk to you.  Some thing tells me that you will never give me up, but you must know 
all the tho’ts your letter has thrust upon me.  If it had not been for our friendship & intimacy for 
years, I believe this would have been a terrible thing, but our f long friendship will help us out 
once more.  No wonder they say it is dangerous for engaged couples to be separated and 
correspond.  If we hadn’t the old friendship to help us thro’ these terrible, black, desperate 
days what would become of us?  I am not out in the day light yet, am very very miserable & 
unhappy still, but I hope for the best.  I no longer advise you to stay West during the holidays 
for some times it seems to me that it is almost necessary for you to come.  I fear that if the 
chance slips by, & then things continue as they have done, we will both regret it, but I’ll leave 
you to do as you think best.  I know your father would be so glad to see you.  He wouldn’t take 
you to task about it, or feel that you had done wrong, for I believe he is just longing to see you.  
I also believe that the others will never behave till you do come, but since your last letter I care 
very little about what they think.  Your father’s opinion is the only one I care for now.  I cant 
help feeling indifferent about what the others think tho’ I hope I’ll never make trouble between 
you and them.  I thank God I’ll never have to live with them if they feel so toward me as they do 
when they tell me the truth, not as they seem to.  I had hoped for some thing very different 
from your mother and sisters, and the state of affairs has worried me more than you or any 



human being guesses, but now I have reached my limit.  I cant worry any more.  If they dont 
accept me pleasantly they needn’t do it at all, and it no longer worries me on my own account, 
tho’ I am very very sorry on yours, tho’ I must say I feel that their love for you it so selfish that it 
hardly deserves the name of love when they refuse you what you tell them is necessary to your 
happiness, especially since it needn’t cost them anything.  It may cost them some thing if they 
persist in going on so.  If they are still obstinate after receiving your last letter, you had better 
try another plan.  Write just such letters home as they send to you (but write an extra one to 
your father) and tell them that you have tried every thing and have now decided to follow the 
example set by the perfect & infallible members of the family, and wonder you didn’t think of 
that scheme before, as of course you couldn’t do wrong in following them, and in writing just 
such letters as theirs.  Tell them your only excuse for not writing such letters before is that you 
made the mistake of judging others by yourself, and doing as you would be done by, but now 
that you had discovered the difference between your taste & theirs, you could probably suit 
them, now that you knew the style of letters they liked; or else ignore their nonsense 
altogether and dont mention the subject again.  Write only the news, & dont mention my name 
or say one word about our engagement.  Avoid that subject entirely, and give them the news 
with as little “effusion” as possible.  Either drop the subject, or give them the same sweet 
letters they send to you.  Dont tell them I know any thing about it.  I dont really care a cent 
whether they know that I know all about their letters & the sweet kind things they have said of 
me, or not, but for your sake they had better not know.  I hope you’ll understand this letter and 
will know it wasn’t written to hurt you & pay you back for Sue your’s, for it isn’t so at all, but I 
have done what I hadn’t intended to do because you must know how your letter affected me.  
You must know that my love for you is stronger than anything else, is so strong that it can make 
me unselfish, can make me give up every thing (for you are every thing, to me) rather than do 
anything that will harm you & keep you from happiness & success.  Just now you think your 
happiness depends on me.  Perhaps it does but in a different way from what you supposed.  
Think over it long & carefully.  Be sure of what you are about before you answer this letter, and 
know that I am willing to do anything for your sake, even to sacrifice my own happiness and 
know that I am willing to do any thing for your sake, even to sacrifice my own happiness, but I 
positively refuse to do any thing that might in the future be against you.  I’d rather wait any 
number of years than to spoil your plans and thus mar your happiness.  With deepest devotion 

Your unhappy, good for nothing 
                               Effie 
 
I wish you’d send your mother’s letter so I can understand things thoroughly & will know just 
what to do. 
          E.M.L. 
   
  


