
                                                                                                No. 54 West 46th St 
                                                              N.Y. Dec. 20th 1884 
My own darling Harry,   
       I have been so very very busy all day today that it has been impossible for me to get a 
letter off in the evening mail.  I tried to rush things thro’ so that I could write my letter, but tho’ 
I rushed, I couldn’t get thro’ in time.  I wanted to get your Xmas box off today if possible.  I dont 
know that it was really necessary to send it so soon, but I did not like to risk leaving it till 
Monday, lest it should be delayed, and be late for Xmas.  I tho’t it was better to have it reach 
you too soon than too late, and they have such a rush of business the last few days that it 
doesn’t seem safe to allow only the usual time.  They are very apt to be delayed and I tho’t it 
was better to be on the safe side.  I finished making it a week or more ago, but something 
happened to it, and I had to do part of it over.  I was in a terrible state for I didn’t have any 
more stuff, (that is an convenient word it is so very indefinite) to do it with.  I went all over to 
match a certain color, and was perfectly discouraged because in every store it was so different 
from my sample, and at each place they said “No it doesn’t match, & I dont think you can find 
it.  We ordered that shade but this is what they sent, and they said the dye had been changed.  
We have tried to find it but couldn’t.”  At first I supposed that was all talk, but when I heard the 
same thing at half a dozen different places, I began to think there was some truth in it, & I can 
tell you I was pretty well frightened, for my present couldn’t go as it was, & if I couldn’t get 
some material to do the soiled part over, I couldn’t do anything with it, but  I saw there was one 
chance left, that was to try the small out of the way stores where they’d  be likely to have some 
of the old stock left, and after a big hunt I found it, and this morning finished your _____ and 
made it all right again.  After I finished “it” I wanted to write a note to send with it, and the note 
proved to be a letter several sheets long, and the lunch bell rang before it was finished.  I was 
interrupted by every one in the house except Mrs. Hull, & Miss Smith, and I got fairly crazy, and 
it seemed to me so unsatisfactory, and yet it took me so long to write it, and it was almost too 
disgraceful to send even more untidy than usual.  In my letter I apologized for sending such an 
ugly Xmas present, and you’ll understand it, and forgive me when you hear why I chose a 
present so devoid of any artistic beauty.  There was method in my madness, and in my letter I 
gave you my reasons.  Mamma wanted me to wait for a little remembrance she wanted to send 
you, but it hadn’t come and I tho’t we’d better make a separate package of that, for I would not 
risk having my box till Monday.  Your Christmas will be dreary enough any how, but I didn’t 
want you to feel that you were forgotten, and couldn’t risk a delay, and your getting the box 
the day after Xmas.  After lunch I came up and finished my note (?) and fixed my box, and came 
up to get ready to take it to the express office.  It will probably reach Lafayette on Tuesday.  I 
addressed it just as I do my letters, but they tho’t it would not be delivered to you at the 
University.  I wanted to make some arrangement to have it delivered to you, but they tho’t it 
doubtful about the wagons running across the river, & if they dont, they couldn’t make any 
arrangement here about having it sent over to Chauncey, so you had better call for it at the 
office of Adams’ Express Co. in Lafayette.  It is such a little tiny box that I guess you wont mind 
carrying it over home, but I am very sorry that you have got to go for it.  It would be so much 
nicer to have it come to you.  Now dont let your curiosity get the better of you, for I forbid your 
opening the box till Wednesday evening.  I was going to say Thurs. A.M. but I guess I’ll let you 
open it Christmas Eve.  I wont keep you in suspense any longer than necessary, but remember it 



dont belong to you until Wed. night, and dont you dare to open it before, not in the afternoon 
mind, but any time after tea.  “It” isn’t anything that will either melt, or get stale, and the letter 
is for Xmas any way, so that wont be any excuse for you to open it to get at the letter, & you 
couldn’t get that without finding out every thing for it is pinned on in the folds somewhere near 
the middle.  As you’ll use your ugly present more at night than in the daytime you might as well 
begin to use it at once, and have the good of it Wednesday night.  It may be of use then & you 
may as well christen it on the spot.  Just before I started out this afternoon I received your 
lovely letter, and I couldn’t go until I had read that precious document and also the one of your 
father’s.  I’ll be only too glad to do your errands and you may be sure of my getting the box off 
to Madison in time, and also a letter of warning to Sue.  Oh my dearest Harry what can I say to 
you and how am I to thak thank you for remembering us all?  It was so sweet & tho’tful & good 
of you.  Of course I knew you would send me something, & I imagined & hoped it would be your 
picture, framed.  You knew how much I wanted a good picture of you, and you as good as 
promised it to me.  I had counted on that as my Christmas present from you.  It was what I 
wanted most, and if it hadn’t come I should have been dreadfully disappointed.  But I didn’t 
expect you to send me two presents, and you are very extravagant to send something else 
besides.  I wont scold you tho,’ for I know you couldn’t help it.  I know how you feel.  You want 
to do it, and it is about all the pleasure you’ll have this Xmas except being remembered.  I am 
dying to know what the other thing is.  Then the idea of your sending something to all the 
others.  They’ll be as surprised as I was, and Lottie especially.  I wont say a word about 
extravagance, for I appreciate it too much for that.  It was so lovely of you to think of them all, 
and I know they’ll be very much touched and pleased at being remembered, and it will be such 
a surprise to them too, so tho’ it was not necessary and not called for, it pleases me very very 
much to have you think of them, and I know it pleased you to do it.  I didn’t think of such a 
thing but it has made me very happy & I know it will make them so too.  I’ll feel as tho’ I’d had 
five Xmas presents from you.  I particularly appreciate your thoughtfulness in remembering 
Lottie, for you hardly know her.  She will be wonderfully pleased over it, for any little attention 
makes her so happy.  You know that some how or other she is not a general favorite, and is 
often overlooked, or purposely left out.  She is very sensitive & I feel so sorry for her.  She 
doesn‘t care so much for the present except as for the tho’t of her that prompted it.  She 
doesn’t expect anything from some friends who always remember Jule & me, and yet she cant 
help feeling that she is left out in the cold, that she hasn’t many friends.  It isn’t the loss of the 
present she minds, but it is the feeling that people dont care for her.  If she is remembered by a 
card, no matter how cheap or how homely she is delighted.  We usually try to make a point of 
her present, and two or three years when we haven’t felt able to celebrate the day with making 
each other presents, we have always made an exception of Lottie, and so I want to thank you 
particularly for remembering her.  She will be made very happy.  Mamma and Jule will feel the 
same way I know about it, and will also be delighted with their presents.  I know they will say 
“Why what did he do that for?  I never tho’t of such a thing.”  But they’ll appreciate it just as 
much.  Oh I cant express my appreciation at all, and mamma will feel better about her present 
now.  She wanted to send you some thing and yet tho’t you might think she had expected you 
to send her some thing.  I didn’t think so at all, but she didn’t know just what to do.  We never 
dreamed of your sending anything, and she didn’t want to send you a little token and have you 
feel as tho’ she had done it because she expected something from you, but I was sure you 



wouldn’t look at it in that light, and so she decided that you would take it in the spirit in which 
you she gave it.  She said “Harry is part of my family now and I want to remember him as I 
would you, & Jule & Lottie.  I wouldn’t want him tho’ to misunderstand it,” so now when she 
receives her gift she’ll feel that you will understand her feeling & judge it by your own. & It will 
make her sure that [you] will understand her feeling in giving you a remembrance.  I felt 
something the same way about the Madison folks.  I tho’t I’d like to send some little things, & 
yet didn’t know how they’d take it, and was afraid they might think I expected some thing.  I 
would like to send each of them a nice present if I could, but you know I am not able to do what 
I’d like to.  It can only be some little thing & I had tho’t of some music in place of the useless 
Xmas card.  They are every nice and are lovely as remembrances, but I tho’t they could get 
some enjoyment out of the music, and I tho’t I’d send the 1st Vol. of Beethoven’s Symphonies to 
Sue & Mag, (and then as we both have the second Vol. they can have one of those some time,) 
and some other little things to the others, that cant make them feel that I had expected any 
thing from them, and since you have shamed me for having any such feeling by showing none 
of it for my mother & sisters I think I need have no further hesitation about sending a few little 
traps.  I enjoyed your letter so very much, and yet somehow it struck me as being rather sad.  
You did not hint at such a thing and yet I imagined you had the blues.  Was I right?  Were you 
feeling sad or blue?  I am afraid you will think it necessary to keep your feelings to yourself now 
for fear I’ll misunderstand you, but you mustn’t keep them from me.  I wont misunderstand you 
again.  I ought not to have been so excited.  I ought to have known that you couldn’t have 
meant what you said in the way it sounded, but Harry I couldn’t help it.  I really couldn’t.  I tried 
to see it in some other way & read the letter over & over again in the hope that some other 
meaning would show itself, but the more I read it the worse I felt.  Our love for each other is so 
intense that it makes us kind of morbid.  It seems all the time as if such happiness couldn’t be 
real, and so at every little thing we both get wild and make ourselves & each other miserable, 
and yet I dont know how we are going to help and change all this.  We surely cant love any less, 
and we cant seem to help this other feeling, that is all too good to be true, and so, when 
anything comes up, we make a mountain out of a mole hill.  Tho’ in this last trouble if you had 
meant, what you said, literally, it would have been a mountain, & a huge one, but I ought to 
have known that you didn’t mean it as you had written it.  I wont send the letter to you for it 
cant do me any harm now, since I have heard from you that it was possible to be mistaken, 
even when things were down in black and white, and the letter is as safe here as it could be 
with you, so I’ll keep it my dear as a warning to me next time I have such a fit.  I think after this 
I’ll have more sense.  I understand now just how you feel and if you get beyond yourself, I wont 
misunderstand you.  I tho’t you showed very little confidence in me when you wouldn’t believe 
what I told you about writing, but I wont blame you any more.  I can see now how it looks to 
you and I think, under the same circumstances, I might not behave as well as you do.  It must 
seem to you as you say it does, and it probably would look the same to me if we could change 
places, tho’ I still claim that I do all I can.  I think however, that now things will be easier.  I have 
changed my ideas entirely about secret engagements.  I dont see anything to be gained by 
keeping it among a select few.  There is a great deal to be gained by telling the world, tho’ it 
seems too sacred to publish, but it is better for one can then be more independent and can do 
things or refuse to do things without giving offence.  Every one in the house now knows about 
our engagement and I think they will not make any more fuss about my writing.  You know how 



the secret was let out, in the first place, and how we came to decide on letting it be known, and 
you said you didn’t care.  In fact at one time you rather urged my telling, thinking it might help 
us.  Well now it is out, and nobody is surprised.  None of our relatives I mean, but they have 
been so wise from the very beginning, long before we ever dreamed of such a thing.  Perhaps 
all their talk put it into our heads in the first place.  I am glad they know it, for they have talked 
so much about it, that they might as well get this case off of their minds, & turn their attention 
to another direction, get interested in another couple, and go for them as they have for us.  
They have spent enough time & tho’t & talk on us, and ought to go to work on two more.  I 
wonder if they wont miss the care they have had for so many years, but I guess they’ll let us 
alone now, and things I think have quieted down on every side, now and we will have a little 
peace.  I am so sorry I couldn’t get this off so you could have it Monday, but for my letters this 
week have been miserable, & I’m afraid you will get “off” again if I am not careful.  I couldn’t 
write after Sunday till I had rec’d your Wed. letters on Wed for there was nothing more to be 
said till then, & I haven’t written a decent answer to you precious letters on Wednesday, but I 
couldn’t help it.  On Wed. I was so awfully sick I couldn’t do anything, and Thurs. A.M. your 
mother was here, and in the afternoon I had my lessons and a few errands, and came home 
feeling badly again.  I went to bed but late in the evening I felt rather better and wrote, but not 
at all as I had hoped to, and then on Friday I was disappointed again.  Instead of adding a sheet 
or two to make everything all right, I had to send that poor letter with a snippy postscript, but it 
was all I could do, if you g were to get it tomorrow, so as I knew you’d expect it I sent it.  On 
glancing over it it struck me that it was not what I could wish, & I tho’t you might not 
understand it but I guess you will.  I had to trust Andrew with it again, but sent him soon after 
lunch, and watched him leave the house, so I know that this time there couldn’t be any 
mistake.  Dont worry about what I said about writing.  You can count on my rushing to you 
every time I get a chance.  I cant count on my time at all, but Wed. & Sunday of every week you 
can count on a letter, for those two letters I shall inst insist on having plenty of time for.  If it 
raises the roof I’ll write on Sundays and on Thurs. nights (and if I fail you can scold me all you 
like, & I’ll take it all as perfectly just,) and I’ll write as many more during the week as I possibly 
can.  You’ll have as many of as you would if I promised one every other day, or every day, for I’ll 
write whenever I can, and I couldn’t do more than that if I promised them at regular times.  But 
I cant risk letting you count on any particular day or any particular mail except on Sundays and 
Wednesdays because then you cant be disappointed, & yet you’ll get as many letters, but you’ll 
never know just when to expect them, & that will be better.  Tomorrow I’ll try and write you 
“steen” pages to make up for all my poor ones of this week, and then will tell you about 
everything that I have left unsaid and will try and answer all the things in your letter.  And now 
goodnight, my dearest boy.  I am sorry if I seem cold in any feelings, because I am more reticent 
than you.  I’m not cold at all & you mustn’t think so.  It is only that it isn’t natural for me to be 
very demonstrative about my feelings, tho’ I feel as deeply as you do or anyone can. 
           With deepest & truest love 
               Yours forever 
                        Effie 
 
 


