
                                                                                               No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                          N.Y. Sunday Night. 

[December 14, 1884] 
My dearest Harry, 
       Are you very much worked up over the letter I wrote you in answer to your last Sunday’s 
letter?  I suppose you received it this morning, and I hope it has not made your whole day 
miserable.  If you understood it there was no need of your being miserable at all, but if you 
didn’t understand it, I fear you have had a bad day again.  I hope I made you understand that 
thro’ every thing my love remained the same & never wavered once.  (That isn’t strictly true, 
for it didn’t remain the same.  It grew dearer & stronger.  The very idea of giving you up made 
me perfectly desperate, & it seemed to me it would take every bit of happiness out of my life, 
and yet I felt that if it was best for you I could do it.  I hope you understood all this tho’ of 
course I didn’t put it quite so strongly, for if I had told you just how I felt, it would have made 
you feel that you must not let me suffer so much, and my suggestion wouldn’t have given you 
any chance at all, so I had to withhold the real feelings from you, tho’ I tried to make you 
understand that I didn’t desire any change.  I was only prompted to say what I did, be and to 
send what I had written, because I felt that I couldn’t risk making your future miserable.  It 
wasn’t prompted by any change of feeling on my part, nor did I believe that you had any wish 
to change our relations.  I knew you loved me just the same, but your letter made me feel that 
you felt that you couldn’t ask me to wait for you, and yet knew it wouldn’t be best for you to 
marry for several years, and you felt you had done wrong to declare your love so soon and thus 
get into such a scrape, and have your plans spoiled.  It wasn’t that you loved me any less but 
that you felt that you had been rash in telling me of it.  But you didn’t do wrong.  I am far 
happier to know of it and you feel better to know of my love, so why should you think if a 
mistake?  It is far better to have this knowledge, better for us both, if we only use it in the right 
way.  I am willing to wait any number of years & you need have no uncomfortable feeling about 
it at all.  There is no reason why your plans should be changed, or why you shouldn’t carry them 
out as you intended.  I think if I tried to change them, or allowed  you to change them, I would 
prove my love to be very selfish, & unworthy of you, and I will say this much for myself that I 
make up in love what I lack in brains, & you couldn’t ask for one particle more than you already 
have, for [ill.] it is so strong that I could feel equal to any sacrifice even giving you up if I knew it 
was for your good, but I do not believe that sacrifice will be necessary if you will only 
understand that you are not to feel any hesitancy about carrying out your plans, for there is no 
reason why you should not go on the same as before.  It would be wrong for you to even think 
of doing otherwise.  You know that my heart was all yours before you spoke, on that never-to-
be-forgotten day.  (I am miserable about remembering dates but that date is as fixed in my 
mind as my own name) and that if you had controlled yourself, I would have gone on suffering, 
and would have waited, for feeling as I did, you were the only one, & if I couldn’t have you I 
wouldn’t take any one, so you see the waiting would have been just as long and only think how 
much harder to bear if there had been no hope, for you know I didn’t think that you loved me 
as I did you.  I tho’t it was only the old friendliness you had felt for so long, & I felt sure that in 
that j I held a high place, but that no longer satisfied me.  I wanted more, & to know that I had it 
was happiness enough.  With the knowledge of your love any amount of waiting would be easy, 
so you mustn’t feel that you did wrong.  It hurt me more than you can ever know to feel that 



you tho’t this.  If you think I cant wait any length of time, you do not know me.  You do not even 
guess what my love is.  There is only one thing tho’, I cannot stand, & that is these constant 
storms.  They are terrible.  You must know that I cant do any more than I do.  You must know 
that I feel it a terrible trial to be prevented from writing to you, & then when I feel that you 
misunderstand me, and think I neglect you, & push you aside for every one else, it makes me 
suffer ten times more.  You cant realize how I am fixed, but you must have trust in me & believe 
that when I do not write it is for some reason I cant help.  I know you think it isn’t necessary for 
me to spend so much time with those in the house, but is necessary.  As it is, they think I’m 
always refusing to do things.  They cant realize how much I have to do, how little time I get for 
sewing, & necessary things, & that I have no time at all for reading, & after refusing time after 
time to go out with them down town etc (for that I wont do), they think if I go off evenings & 
refuse to play for them etc that there is something wrong.  Remember that every one in the 
house except Mr. Steinbach has been here before and are old friends, and that makes it very 
different, but of course you cant see just how it is, and they cant understand why I cant give 
them more time than I do, and it seems to me that no one understands me.  Mamma often says 
she wants me to do some thing, or she’ll want to invite company for some day when I am going 
to be home.  She invariably hits on Monday, Tuesday, Wed. or Thurs. & all of those days are 
engaged, so that I cant possibly be home, except every other Wed., when Bessie comes here, & 
then I cant be any more free than I would be if I was to be away.  Mamma sometimes doesn’t 
realize why I am “never home” and says “It seems to me you are always out & I never see 
anything of you,” and so it goes on every side.  My friends dont see what I have to do, and think 
it very strange I dont go to see them.  “It must be that I dont want to.”  I dont know how others 
find so much time to do every thing.  I cant, and yet I’m always rushed.  Two days & often three 
days of the week I dont have time to eat my lunch, and I often hurry off, with only a cup of 
coffee for breakfast.  Of course all this makes you smile, & seems absurd, for you do far more 
than I do, and yet have more time to yourself, but I dont know how it is with me.  When I am 
down in the parlor evenings I have usually had some light work, but regular sewing I cant do 
there.  I know you think that other people get thro’ with more than I do, & yet have time for 
every thing, and I know this, and it makes me mad because I cant, but there is a terrible lack 
about me.  I dont seem to waste as much time as most people & yet I dont accomplish half that 
they do.  I am slow for I have so many interruptions and my letters for instance take forever, 
and then they say “always writing,” and I am pulled and hauled & dragged in every direction 
and fussed at by every one, for no two want me to do the same thing, and they all want their 
partic me to do each one’s particular thing at the same time.  All this sounds as tho’ I tho’t 
myself very much abused, but I really dont mean it so at all, & I dont think so but I often feel 
discouraged.  I cant blame people because they take it for granted that I am as smart as most 
the average, and ought to find time for every thing.  I cant tell why I am always so rushed & yet 
leave so much undone, but I know it is so, and it isn’t because I do unnecessary things either.  
Mamma hasn’t said a word lately against my writing, and yet there has been so much to 
interfere with it that I have been worse than usual.  When Sue was here I tried to be careful, 
but I wont try & spare her feelings next time, for we both are unhappy and we dont gain any 
thing by it, for they feel the same as before.  Mamma has never said a word against my writing 
often since I told her about Sue’s letter, but this last and worst trouble I haven’t mentioned to a 
soul.  I am so worn out by bed time trying to appear natural and light hearted, that I have been 



all the more miserable when I finally could feel sure of being alone.  Last night the Madison 
people haunted me in my dreams, after I finally got to sleep, & one dream was so dreadful it 
woke me up, and I was in a dripping perspiration and so excited I could not sleep again for a 
long time.  Now Harry dear you know that all this terrible suffering and worry cant go on, and 
we must, we really must not have so many misunderstandings.  I have gotten control about the 
Madison people, and they will not make me worry any more, but I cant help being miserable 
when you seem to doubt me, & think I care more for those around me than for absent ones.  
Take what you know about my feelings for Em.  Have I ever seemed to love her less when we 
have been separated?  Have I ever seemed to have forgotten her?  I dont think you can 
remember a time when it was “out of sight out of mind” with my love for her.  Unfortunately 
that is not my nature.  I say unfortunately, for I believe if I loved less deeply, I’d be happier.  I 
think Mrs. Ellis has the happiest & most fortunate disposition I ever knew.  She is very fond of 
her friends and enjoys being with them, but she can get along just as well without them.  She 
doesn’t seem cold hearted either, and is as kind & thoughtful and lovely as can be, is always the 
same.  Nothing ever worries her.  She seems to be devoted to Mr. Ellis, and yet seems every bit 
as happy when he is away, and I know it isn’t only that she seems so, & really feels differently, 
for often when he has been ab away several days & she knows when he’ll be home, she is often 
away when he comes.  He thinks every thing of her but seems to be used to it, and seems to 
think if she does it, it must be all right.  Sometimes he seems disappointed for a minute or two, 
but then brightens up and dont seem to feel hurt in the least.  I really think she is far happier 
than one of my disposition, and she is loved by every one, for with all this she never seems cold.  
She is enthusiastic over things & yet never feels a disappointment keenly _ whatever happens 
she is always happy, and she makes other people so too, and is always ready to do any thing for 
any one.  Of course I dont mean that she thinks the same of every one, for she of course is the 
same about that as any one, but I dont think she is capable of the deepest & strongest 
devotion.  Tho’ she cares so much for Mr. E. I dont think it would blight her life if he should be 
taken from her.  I know she cares more for him than for any one on earth & yet it isn’t her 
nature to go on mourning, & after a time she’d get over her grief and get along as well as 
before.  But I am the other extreme, and “absence makes the heart grow fonder” would apply 
to me, and when you know that I love you more than anything on earth, and you have seen 
how it has been in my separation from Em, how can you think that I feel our separation less 
keenly than you do?  It isn’t so.  I long for you all the time, and yet I can bear the separation & 
be happy when every thing between us goes smoothly.  The knowledge of your love makes me 
so in spite of the longing for you, but when these terrible storms break over us, everything 
looks black, and I feel that our hopes will never be carried out, that some thing will surely 
happen.  This feeling is wrong, but I cant help it any more than I could help loving you when I 
used to struggle so against it, and so you can imagine how I suffer while this dark cloud hovers 
over me.  It has lifted now, so that I am not completely smothered by it, but I still feel it and 
cant forget it for even a moment.  I dont know how I will stand it till Wednesday  but if it 
doesn’t lower a hairs breadth perhaps I’ll be able to keep up & act natural, but it wouldn’t take 
much to make me so wretched that I couldn’t be myself.  I feel that we both make ourselves 
more unhappy than necessary, but how are we going to help all this.  We cant till we have 
talked it out & that is the reason why I couldn’t help urging your coming home for the vacation, 
for it seemed as tho’ we couldn’t stand it to wait till June, (six months longer,) if things continue 



to go on so.  We’d be simply desperate long before that time, and it seemed the only safe thing 
to do, but you know best & must decide it, but if you decide to stay, we must control ourselves 
better, for we cant stand this sort of thing for six moth months.  You see I dont feel quite as bad 
as I did for I dont think you have written to me tonight saying that you think perhaps after all it 
would be best for us to end our relations.  I am sure you wont, but you may misunderstand my 
letter and then —well I dont know what I think, but I’ll be miserable till your letter comes, & 
perhaps after it comes, I’ll be worse, tho’ I believe it will not bring bad news.  If it does you’ll 
have to burn this & consider it unwritten, but the fact of my writing in this way shows you I feel 
every confidence in your love, & so I couldn’t risk leaving you so long without a letter, and 
especially a Sunday letter, & if all was well (as I know that it must be) I tho’t you’d need 
something to assure you of my never dying love, because I couldn’t put it quite so strong in that  
letter, without feeling that it had influenced your letter.  You see I am pretty sure of you or I 
would never write in this way.  I feel that I am not running any risk because if your answer 
should be anything dreadful I have not committed my self any deeper than I have done before, 
and my confidence in you is such that I couldn’t regret having written this letter, but I am 
positive I will have no cause for regret, for I feel that all will be well, and that this will relieve 
any very warm welcome from from you on Wednesday.  If I am wrong in this, the letter can do 
no harm anyway, so I’d rather risk sending it, than to feel that you were miserable because you 
had been disappointed again, and I couldn’t say I hadn’t had time, for I have had time tonight.  I 
will not say that I hope you’ll come home, for I know you will decide on what you know is for 
the best and I’ll promise to be satisfied with your decision, and I know I will think you have done 
what is best, whichever way you decide on.  I don’t like your old ___ but come to think of it you 
said it was new, but you know how I meant that word old ___ calligraph at all.  I like your own 
hand writing better, every time.  I know I often find fault with it, and yet a letter in that [ill.] 
hand writing is more warmly welcomed, than any other in the most beautiful style of writing 
could be. 
Goodnight, yours with deepest devotion 
                         Effie. 
 
  


