
                                                                                                      No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                         N.Y. Dec. 18th 1884 
My own dearest Harry, 
      I am writing this sitting up in bed.  I’m about well now, and have been up all day, and 
this afternoon gave my lessons, tho’ I dont feel any too well. tho’  I think I would be all right 
now if I could have stayed in today.  Still I dont think it has really hurt me, tho’ I feel rather 
badly tonight.  It stormed all the afternoon and the cold was intense, and getting chilled & tired 
didn’t do me any particular good.  At least it hasn’t seemed to yet, but I may feel the good 
effects tomorrow & at least wont feel any bad ones.  After a good night’s rest (I didn’t get much 
sleep last night) I’ll be my self again.  I dont think I ever had a worse headache except the time 
when I was taken so sick in Orange with that dreadful fever.  I was really a little afraid some 
thing was up, for it wasn’t all sudden.  I haven’t been quite up to the mark for the last few 
weeks, and this seemed so much worse than an ordinary headache that I really tho’t that 
perhaps I was going to be sick, but you see neuralgia & sick head ache combined isn’t any joke 
while it lasts, and I didn’t know but what I was getting ready for some kind of a siege.  I made a 
desperate effort to write for I tho’t you’d be anxious to have some answer to your Sunday’s 
letter.  I tho’t it couldn’t really be any serious thing the matter with me, & yet I couldn’t feel 
sure, and tho’t if it lasted several days Jule would have to write for me, and of course I couldn’t 
say anything thro’ her of the recent troubles, so I felt that I must try and write some thing, just 
enough to tell you that your letters were rec’d and that every thing was all right.  Well you’ll 
know tomorrow what a fizzle that letter was, but I guess you’ll make allowance.  I wanted so 
much to write more, but I had to go back to bed.  Then this A.M. I intended to write you a long 
long letter but couldn’t because your mother & Jule Stewart came down, & they stayed till it 
was time for me to get ready for my lessons.  I had one on 59th St. at one o’clock and from there 
had to go & do a little shopping that should have been done yesterday.  My practicing with 
Bessie had to be given up.  I meant to leave there before lunch, come home & write to you two 
or three sheets and then go down town, and write you a long letter in the evening, but all my 
plans failed, and the consequence will be that I was delayed in getting my things off to Cala and 
they will arrive there one day late.  I couldn’t finish they two or three things till I had been down 
town, and so I was laid up at a very unfortunate time.  And now today has passed without my 
sending you anything, and tonight I am hardly equal to writing.  Tomorrow Mabel & Edith 
Cohen are to lunch with us, and I hope I’ll feel better and I’m sure I will.  Every thing has come 
in a heap lately.  And now I must tell you of your mother’s call.  Before she came I felt 
differently about her, for it seemed to me that her letter wasn’t half as bad as I supposed it was 
from what you said about it.  In fact I didn’t think it was bad at all.  It seemed to me to show a 
different feeling all thro’, as tho’ she had changed for the better.  She does look on the gloomy 
side too much but probably she cant help that.  As people grow older they are apt to look at 
things in that light, but Harry dear I don’t[,] I really don’t] think she said anything unkind, and I 
think now that you have quieted down you’ll find if you had read it over her letter that she gave 
you no reason for saying that you she hoped she wouldn’t write you any more letters.  You 
know that was putting it pretty strong, & I at once supposed that her letter must have been 
some thing dreadful to have made you say such a thing, and I tho’t that my visit there had only 
made them feel worse instead of better & made them more unreconciled than before.  But 
now you dreadful boy I find that you looked on the gloomy side worse than she did and you her 



letter excited you unnecessarily.  I cant help thinking so, for tho’ I was prejudiced, I must own 
that I couldn’t see one unkind thing in her letter.  Of course she went for you about wasting so 
much time on love letters, but goodness! I can easily forgive her for that.  She feels as mamma 
did, and really didn’t say half as much as mamma has to me.  She dont mind my writing often, 
but she says or rather said (she doesn’t make any more trouble, or any objections since I told 
her about Sue’s letter and how upset you were with all the performances) that she tho’t it was 
natural for us to write often, but she didn’t see any sense in spending so much time, if we’d 
write short letters, about four pages or so, she tho’t it would be all right but to write so many 
sheets was absurd, that I ought to be doing other things.  I read so little etc etc, and could be 
alone so little that I ought not to take all the spare time writing to you.  Besides I neglected to 
write to Lottie and others, and goodness only knows how much more.  Every day I heard the 
same tune and finally they wouldn’t give me half a chance and you have no idea how much 
trouble I had, but the last few weeks things have seemed all right.  Once in a great while I get a 
little dig, but it dont hurt me.  I dont answer & the thing dies out at once because mama sees 
how it is, really when she stops to think, and gets over it right away, and has really given me no 
trouble the last month.  But what your mother said on the suf subject of always writing was 
mild beside all I heard every day almost for about two months.  It wasn’t because mamma 
disliked you, but simply because she felt that it as foolish for us to do so much writing.  She said 
if I had nothing else to do it would be all right but under the circumstances she tho’t it was not 
right to spend so much time on my letters.  She didn’t realize how hard this separation must be, 
at best, and then there was a little sore feeling that she was no longer held the first place in my 
heart, tho’ this she wouldn’t own of course, & I doubt if she would ever own it to herself, but I 
could not help smiling when I read your mother’s letter, for I wondered what you’d think if 
she’d written half that I’ve had to take.  I feel that I would have no ground for feeling that your 
mother disliked me from any thing she said in that letter, and I think you looked on the darkest 
side and it seemed far worse than it really was.  I do really & truly think that mamma and Jule 
are better pleased, & more fond of you that your family are of me but Sue is the only one I have 
any ground against, and we both know we have a great deal of ground for calling her unkind, 
tho’ she has been pleasant enough to me, but she hasn’t acted as she felt, but perhaps we both 
take it too seriously tho’ I do feel that she ought not to profess, or act as tho’ she cared for me 
& felt satisfied, and treat me as she has done, & then go for me with out mercy behind my back.  
I dont like it.  It makes me uncomfortable, and I will feel that she is not sincere when she seems 
to feel kindly toward me.  Now for instance when I have been there before, I have usually 
roomed with either Mag or Carrie, only a very few times with Sue, but this time Sue seemed to 
make a point of rooming with me, & that surely was unnecessary, & there were a number of 
little things like that, that one is apt to judge by, and I of course tho’t she had changed & gave 
her credit for being sincere.  But now when she seems to be all right can I trust her?  I wont feel 
sure that she is sincere, & so I will feel uncomfortable and cannot act natural.  But the others 
have given me no reason to feel that they were double faced for if they felt hateful toward me 
they didn’t pretend to be pleased, & now if they seem so, I will feel like trusting them and 
believing in them, & so today when your mother was here and seemed so lovely and so kindly 
disposed I believed she meant it, and in spite of all I had said, when I wrote, before I had seen 
her letter, when I had imagined what it must be that could have made you so blue & miserable 
that you could say you tho’t you’d rather not have her write again, because after reading her 



letter I couldn’t see that it was unpleasant or unkind, and yesterday I felt that you had been 
rather hard on her, so today when she came I felt as loving toward her as ever, and as anxious 
to have her love me.  She was just as sweet as she could be and talked about you in the most 
loving way.  She said she was so sorry that you couldn’t come home for Christmas and said she 
couldn’t bear to think of you not being with us all, but it seemed an unnecessary expense, and 
she tho’t of it as I had done until I grew so perfectly desperate.  Her view of it is all right.  She 
thinks you ought to save all you can and so do I, tho’ when things seemed to be going entirely 
wrong I did think you’d have to come & straighten them out, for I tho’t something would 
happen if you didn’t, & under those circumstances I didn’t consider it a foolish or unnecessary 
expense, for our future happiness, it seemed to me, depended on it, but now that every thing is 
settled it really isn’t best for you to come, but before we were straightened out it seemed 
absolutely necessary, & if things had gone on so, it would have been necessary, but now 
everything is decidedly different.  Your mother said she felt very blue about it and wished she 
could sleep over Xmas, and she felt so sorry for us, particularly you but said she had written you 
that must bear it philosophically, and I know from the way she spoke of her letter to you that 
she had meant it it to be kind & loving.  She urged me to come up & visit them during the 
holidays, and I promised to do so if I could, but told her it was rather doubtful about my being 
able to get away as my pupils had said nothing about a vacation & I tho’t they would go on all 
thro’ the holidays as usual, for they always have done so.  You see I cant very well spend 
Sunday away from home on account of my lesson early Monday Morning & so it is not sure 
about my being able to manage it.  Besides, Lottie will be home & she will think strange of it & 
be hurt if I leave her again, but I will go if I possibly can.  And now my darling boy I must close.  
You know I forgive you for what you unconsciously did, and believe that you didn’t mean it 
quite as it all sounded, and as I took it.  I know now that you didn’t, and am as happy as possible 
again, as happy as I can be without you.  Of course I cant be wholly so until we can be together, 
but I can be very very very happy even in this trying time if you will only be good, and trust me 
as I do you, for if you dont how can I help thinking that your love isn’t as strong as mine.  You 
say I had poisoned tho’ts.  You were right, and how could it be other wise under the 
circumstances.  To pretend that you were wrong about my tho’ts would be absurd, for how 
could I help thinking that, tho’ you said so much & felt that I said so little. that  I was after all 
more devoted than you because I could trust you and you couldn’t trust me, and I dont know 
how much and what I did think _ but it was very serious & I really felt, that tho’ now you might 
think I was necessary to your happiness, that after a time you would feel that you had made a 
great mistake, & I really feared that it wouldn’t be right for me to let things go on.  I tho’t at 
times that your happiness depended on my breaking the engagement, and you can never guess 
what a state I was in while this feeling lasted.  I was miserable & desperate.  You say right when 
you say my mind was poisoned, and I believe now that I became as wild that I exaggerated 
things terribly, but how could I help it when I read your letter over & over again with a hope 
that I might find a different meaning, but there it all was in black and white, and tho’ in the 
beginning you seemed to be as devoted as ever & all thro’ you called me your darling etc, all 
this didn’t comfort me.  Those few pages remained to torture me night and day, and all the 
endearing names couldn’t keep those few terrible sentences out of my mind, and tho’ these 
troubled me most, there were several pages that made me miserable.  Thro’ it all I felt that you 
had done it unconsciously[,] that you had not meant me to take it so, & I also tho’t, & firmly 



believed that you didn’t realize that you felt as you seemed to, but that you loved me & felt 
that I was the one person in the world you wanted for your wife, but I felt that this other feeling 
was hidden from you, & had shown itself to me, without your even suspecting it.  I never tho’t 
once that your feelings had changed toward me, but your success, & probably your happiness, 
seemed to depend on my refusing to marry you, and I felt that it would kill me, (if you didn’t 
reach the success you aimed for and it made you miserable & unhappy) to feel that I had cost 
you all this, and also as I then tho’t the loss of your family.  Of course I knew it wouldn’t pay to 
risk that, and I knew that you could find my superior in almost any house, and that tho’ you felt 
now that I was the only one who could satisfy you, you’d find after you had gone on with all 
your plans that it had all been for the best.  Yet tho’ I was convinced at the time that it was for 
your good, I couldn’t break the engagement.  I had to tell you the truth, that it wasn’t because I 
had changed.  I couldn’t let you think that I no longer cared for you, and I had to tell you just 
how things were and I did it, and how glad I am that it is now all right, and that all my fears 
were only poisoned tho’ts.  It has taken a heavy heavy load from me and now I will not let them 
stay with me at all – will only see that I imagined everything, but oh Harry you must not give me 
reason to get in such a state again, for it is terrible.  You must not doubt me when my letters fail 
to come, and now I believe to make sure of having no misunderstandings, I’ll try a new plan.  
You can count on having a letter on every Wed. & on every Sunday if I am able to write.  If I’m 
sick & cant do it Jule will send you a line.  I’ll write just as often as I do now but those are the 
only days I am going to promise for, all the others will go any time, as often as I have a chance 
to send them.  I feel that some such plan must be fixed upon, for really I cant suffer as I did last 
week.  You say you cant couldn’t help it & I believe you couldn’t, but if it had been beyond 
control can we feel sure now that you will not have another attack?  Dont think I am angry or 
that I am still feeling badly, for I’m not.  I only want to guard against any more such times.  And 
now I must stop.  I haven’t said half or quarter of all I wanted but cant write more now. 
    Goodnight my own dearest Harry always your 
                           Effie 
 
Friday P.M. 
The girls came after I returned from my lesson this morning.  I only had time to finish reading 
your letter which came on time.  I enjoyed that & yours of yesterday exceedingly.  They both 
came on time by the first mail, & so did the Sunday’s letters.  I must go down.  The girls are 
down in the parlor.  I tho’t perhaps they’d go in time for me to add more but I dont dare to 
keep this any longer. 
   Am all well again __ 
       With oceans of  love 
                    Effie 
 


