
                                                                                                    No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                              N.Y. Dec 1st 1884. 
My own dearest Harry, 
       Every time I date a letter, at the beginning of a new month it makes me feel very happy, 
for it shows that the time is slowly but surely slipping away, and it makes me seem so much 
nearer every time I change the month, as well as the day in my date.  It seems ages since the 8th 
of Sept. and when I think of you it seems at tho’ it must be more than three months instead of 
one week less, but when I look at what I have accomplished I can hardly realize where the time 
has gone to, for I have very little to show for it.  I have accomplished almost nothing.  My 
lessons cut up the time so, besides the time it takes to give them, I spend so much time in going 
from one house to another.  However the lessons are arranged the best way possible.  Miss 
Shaw takes Mondays, Wednesdays & Fridays in the morning before school, so I have to get 
around lively on those mornings.  Monday & Thursday afternoons I give to Miss Russell & the 
little Le Brun girl, and Tuesdays I go to Orange, leave here about ten A.M. and [ill.] get back to 
the city about 4:30 P.M., then give Jennie Gano her lesson from 5 till 6, but usually I stay later 
later.  After the holidays I am to have the three Miss Widmayers.  I had about given them up 
but had a note today saying they would be ready to begin after the holidays, and then my time 
will be pretty well filled.  I write all this part first so that you’ll know how my time is arranged.  I 
tho’t it would interest you, and I knew if I got started on the subject which is uppermost in my 
mind, I would not be able to change it.  I think I’ll begin where I left off yesterday.  Sue & I didn’t 
go to church in the evening on account of the storm & so my letter wasn’t mailed from 
Madison.  My visit was delightful in every way but one, and that one exception wasn’t slight & 
unimportant by any means.  I missed you more than I can tell you, but they were all so pleasant 
& kind, and in spite of my longing for you I was happy.  Every one of them acted as tho’ there 
had never been any ill feeling or fuss, and I am sure that every things are now just as we would 
have them, and I left there this morning feeling very comfortable and happy.  Your father took 
me to the train and after our lovely talk I must confess that I am completely gone on him.  I 
know I cant ever do the subject justice till I see you, but I must try and tell you a little about our 
conversation.  He told me all & more than he told you in that letter which made us both so 
happy, and seemed really delighted over our engagement, and as much as told me that he had 
hoped it would be so, & said this much, that tho’ there had been others he liked & would have 
been satisfied with, he had had a little preference, and was pleased to have things turn out as 
they have done, that it didn’t surprise him much for he had noticed signs for some time, & had 
suspected it would end as it has done, but he was surprised to have it come so soon.  He had 
imagined you would wait till you were out of debt & settled, but after all tho’t it was better that 
you had spoken, & better that we understood each other etc.  Harry he fairly worships you and 
you cant know how it touched me to have him talk to me as he did.  He could have paid me no 
greater compliment.  He said he wanted me to know just how he felt about it[,] that he was 
perfectly satisfied, and assured me that I could always count on him, that he had wanted to talk 
to me & had determined to do so before I left, but hadn’t had a chance to see me alone.  He is 
about as wild at the idea of your spending the holidays at Lafayette as we are and spoke of it so 
many times, and said, some times he felt like sending you the money to come, but Harry 
between us, I think he is a little afraid to do it on account of some dissatisfaction that might 
raise.  He quite opened his heart to me, and I think he feels blue & rather hurt at some things.  



He spoke of selling the place, and I know it nearly breaks his heart to think of it for he is 
attached to it, & says he has worked so hard to get things to suit him.  He said your mother and 
the girls were dissatisfied, but he tho’t they were all better off than if they had stayed in 
Newark.  They had a nice home, and they nearly always had company, and had a great many 
comforts, that it was a healthy place, and that was an important thing to consider, and he tho’t 
it would be a long time before they’d find as desirable a home.  He said “Eff I have worked hard 
and done all I could for them.  I would do any thing to make them comfortable & happy, but 
they dont appreciate it, and dont give me a bit of credit for it.  I dont want them to make a 
great fuss of over it, but when a man works hard & does his best, he does like to have a little 
credit for it, but they dont appreciate anything I do and seem so dissatisfied all the time.  
Mamma complains so much that I think it makes the girls worse.”  He seemed to feel it very 
very much, and to have come to a point where he could hold in no longer, and oh I felt so sorry 
for him, for I couldn’t blame him for being unhappy about it, for he does work very hard and 
does all he can, but of course I couldn’t say all that I felt, for I tho’t it wouldn’t do for me to say 
that I tho’t it wrong for your mother and the girls to make him feel so.  I think they could tell 
him how they feel without hurting his feelings as they seemed to be hurt when he talked to me 
this morning.  You can imagine how I felt.  I didn’t know what to say.  In the first place, I was so 
surprised by it all, & then I felt that I must not say anything against them, and I really dont know 
how I managed to change the subject to a favorite one with us both, without committing 
myself, but I did, and then he went on telling me about you, & — well I dont know whether it 
would be best to tell you any more for it would surely puff you up too much.  I told your father 
how happy it made me to know how he felt toward me, and that it was what I had longed for, 
that I would feel very badly to have them dissatisfied about our engagement, that I wanted 
everything to remain the same between you & them, and he seemed very much pleased to 
have me feel so.  As we drove up to the depot he said “Remember Eff you’ll always find a friend 
in me” and I told him I felt sure of that, and then after bidding me goodbye and asking me to “ 
come up as often as I could, the mutual admiration society adjourned, and I took the 9:18 train.  
On my way down I read your letter over again[,] the one I rec’d on Friday just before I left.  
When I reached home I found more happiness in store for me, two precious letters from you 
which I forth with devoured.  My dearest Harry how lovely it was of you to forgive and excuse 
my dreadful letters as you did.  I deserved a “good raking over the coals” instead of such letters, 
but tho’ I didn’t deserve them I was none the less glad to have them, and have been reading 
them over again tonight, and feasting on them, and they seemed dearer than ever.  I really 
think you ought to have told me I was worse than Sue, but you needn’t think I’m going to scold 
because you didn’t.  No indeed, they made me too happy.  It is very late and I must stop 
writing, and will try and answer those letters tomorrow night, tho’ you mustn’t count on my 
writing before Wed.  It was lovely of you to write to me at Madison and I’m so sorry your plan 
failed of having me get it while I was there failed, but I guess it came in this morning’s mail and 
they will forward it to me so that I’ll get it tomorrow.  It seemed as tho’ I’d never have a chance 
to tell you about hearing Tannhauser and how I liked it etc, but there have been so many other 
important things I have had to leave it, but I’ll tell you my ideas of it as soon as I can find a 
space to work it in.  I sent you two criticisms of it, the only ones I saw.  I have not been to the 
Metropolitan Museum yet, partly because I haven’t had time that I felt I could spare, & as they 
are to be there so long, I can see them later just as well, better probably.  That is another 



reason for my not making time to go.  When Jule went, there was such a crowd she couldn’t see 
anything satisfactorily and I tho’t it would be as well to wait till the first enthusiasm & 
excitement has worn off & then go & be able to see something.  By the way you didn’t tell me 
what Em wrote.  Wasn’t she cordial or what was the matter?  You seemed to be disappointed in 
her letter.  You didn’t say so, but your letter sounded so.  I have not heard anything from her 
and cant understand her at all.  I think she might find time to write something, and I cant help 
worrying about it.  I can see no reason for you barely alluding to it in the way you did unless she 
wrote a peculiar letter.  You didn’t tell me one thing she said, and from the way you write I 
imagine all sorts of things & yet I see no reason for anything unpleasant, and dont think it could 
have been so, & until I know something more about it I’m not going to write & thank her for it.  
Perhaps she told you that she tho’t you had made a poor choice & had shown no taste at all in 
your sele selection of a wife.  If so you oughtn’t to ask me to thank her for that.  Tell me why 
you didn’t like her letter, for I’m sure you didn’t like it.   

Remember, what I told you about your father is strictly confidential & you must never 
let it leak out in an unguarded moment, but let your father know how I appreciated his 
kindness to me in the warm cordial loving welcome he gave me.  Let him know that I wrote you 
about it, and how much I appreciated it, but dont ever let out the other part.  I must say good 
— what – good morning I guess. 
   With unspeakable love 
           your happy 
                Effie. 


