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                                                                           N.Y. Dec. 26th 1884 
Oh Harry, my dearest Harry, 
    I am just sick tonight, and so unhappy about my letter, for I feel almost certain that my 
letter wont reach you on time.  I started up to the P.O. with it, so that I could get it in there 
before 5 o’clock, so it would reach you on Sunday.  Every thing went against me.  It should have 
been mailed early.  I know that as well as you do, but some how the thing got mislaid, and I had 
the most terrible hunt for it.  I admit that no one but myself was to blame, & I cant console 
myself for even a little by thinking some one else was to blame.  I was careless, and I alone am 
to blame.  You need not hesitate to reprove me.  When I found it, it was after four o’clock, and I 
knew I couldn’t mail it at the corner, and have it taken up before five, but I was sure I could 
make it, if I took it up to the P.O. at once, & Fritz and I started up, and if things had gone right 
the letter would have gone on time, but thint things didn’t go right.  We were chased by a huge 
dog.  He & Fritz were both bent on fighting, and I knew Fritz would be killed, or nearly so if they 
began, but he (Fritz) didn’t think so, & I had an awfully hard time trying to drag him along.  It 
was right along that horrid part of B’way between here and the 52nd St. P.O. and there seemed 
to be no decent place to run in.  We finally reached a little tailor shop which was about the size 
of a small hall bed room, and we reached it none too soon, for the dog was right at my heels.  
The fright, and the run together just about used me up, and it seemed as tho’ I’d never get my 
breath, and it was some time before I could go on, and so I missed the mail, and now I am 
perfectly miserable over it.  Oh Harry what will you think?  How can you help thinking all sorts 
of bad tho’ts about me when you know of my carelessness, for that was the cause of it all.  
You’ll be justified this time in going for me.  I haven’t the cheek to ask you to forgive me, 
because I cant forgive my self.  Think of its being Monday before you received an 
acknowledgement of your presents to me, to say nothing of my broken promise about sending 
a letter for Sunday.  Oh!  Oh!  Oh!  I feel terribly about it.  The letter may get there, but I didn’t 
dare risk letting you count on it.  I tho’t you would think I was sick again, for I promised so 
faithfully to write, but as things happened so, there was only one thing to do, & that thing I did, 
for I would not have you go to the office on Sunday and find nothing there, and then worry all 
day, so I sent you a telegram, so that you wouldn’t expect it before Monday, and so that you’d 
know I was well.  I wrote, “Am well.  Accident detained letter.  Dont go to office on Sunday,” 
and I do hope that you’ll receive it all right and that it will help you to bear the disappointment.  
I put on the same address as usual.  They said there was no office in Chauncey, but it would be 
delivered to you at the University.  If there is any extra charge for delivery be sure and let me 
know.  I paid for the telegram, but they may charge extra for taking it over to Chauncey, and if 
so you must tell me truly.  Then you know I can tell how we stand, and I wont send your 
accounts, till I have an answer from you about this.  If you should pay for the delivery, that 
would make me feel worse than I do now, because it wouldn’t be fair for you to pay for my 
carelessness, and I wont have it.  You cant imagine how I feel about your having to spend 
another Sunday without a letter, and I believe I suffer tonight as much, or more, than you will 
when you receive my telegram, for I know I’ll seem negligent, ungrateful, unfeeling etc etc, but 
it isn’t so.  I hope by some lucky accident that you will get it.  It wasn’t absolutely impossible for 
you to get it, but I didn’t dare risk letting you count on it.  It makes me all the more unhappy 
because I am to blame for my carelessness, and I cant ease my own conscience by blaming any 



one else for this provoking, and unfortunate accident.  I dont think it will ever happen again.  
And I will promise to write at least three letters a week, and perhaps sometimes I’ll do more.  
You’ll always after this receive a letter every Sunday and every Wednesday.  I wont promise any 
particular time for that other letter.  I’ll try and write it on Tuesday night, and probably will 
usually manage to do that, but you can count on my writing three a week, and often more, but 
my promises for a particular time seem so very uncertain and I am so often obliged to be 
irregular.  But such a performance as today’s will never happen again.  I said I wouldn’t ask you 
to forgive me, but my dear I cant help craving your forgiveness.  Wont you say, & feel that you 
forgive me for my carelessness which was the cause of the letter not getting in on time.  Of 
course I could not help the delay on the way, and yet I as to blame for that too, for if I had not 
been so stupid & careless I would have escaped all that.  I am all over the effects of my fright, 
but I cant get over missing the mail.  There is a possibility of it reaching Lafayette Sunday A.M. 
but as I had promised to write so that you’d have a letter Sunday, and I knew you would count 
on it, and be wild if it didn’t come, because I said only sickness would keep me from it, and you 
would imagine me sick, & the worry & disappointment together would upset you completely, 
so I sent the telegram to warn you.  Oh my darling I know the telegram wont make it right, but 
it will at least make your mind easy about my health.  Of course if you tho’t me ill you couldn’t 
have any hard feelings, but it isn’t fair to let you worry about my health, when my health is all 
right, and only my carelessness is to blame.  I’m always losing things and waste more time 
hunting for things than in any other way, and it makes me so mad.  But I wont write any more 
about it, for I have no excuse to make.  I hope the telegram I sent will reach you tomorrow.  I 
didn’t want it to frighten you in the night, and they said a night message wouldn’t be delivered 
till the following morning, so I suppose you’ll get it tomorrow A.M. and dont you forget to tell 
me the charge for delivery, for I wont let you pay a cent for tit.  It was all my work that caused it 
to be sent, and I insist on knowing if there is any thing to pay on it, and will be angry if you dont 
tell me.  And now I may as well drop the subject.  I am sorry — more than you can know.  In fact 
sorry is too weak a word to express it.  It is all I can say.  Now I’ll try and tell you something 
about our Xmas if I can get my mind off my disappointment.  I never fared so well on any Xmas 
in my life.  I was completely overwhelmed.  Of course your picture is more to me than all the 
rest.  Then the books come next.  Oh! Harry I cant get over your generous presents.  They are 
both the best things you could have tho’t of and I cant begin to express my thanks.  Mamma’s 
present to me is a beautiful silk quilt.  The pieces in it are all brand new, & the most exquisite 
colors, & finest quality.  Mr. Steinbach gave them to Jule.  He heard Miss Hull talking to Jule 
about her quilt, and he asked her if she was making a silk quilt, & if she wouldn’t like some 
pieces for it, said that if she would, he’d bring her some; he brought two big bundles of the 
loveliest silks & velvets & plushes, most of them brocaded & the very thing for a quilt, & there 
were enough to make two quilts, and so mamma at once decided to make a crazy quilt for my 
Xmas present, & got Jule to divide with her.  It is all made on one piece, which makes it so much 
prettier than to have it all blocked off in squares.  It has a border of dark red plush, a very rich 
color, and it makes a frame of 6 inches wide around the whole, and brings it out beautifully.  
Then it is lined with satin the exact color of the plush.  Oh it is elegant.  Mamma says I mustn’t 
use it now, but must put it away till I am married, so you see you’ll have an interest in it some 
time, so I have entered into detail, tho’t you’d like to know about it, since it is to be something 
for our home.  I’ll have that in mind all the time now, and will be putting things aside for that.  



I’ll have quite a collection to start with, by the time we are ready for them, but I must go on 
about my lovely presents.  Jule painted a thermometer with dog wood, and gave to me.  It is a 
perfect beauty, the panel nearly as large as this sheet, and the thermometer on one side.  She 
has done it beautifully.  Lottie gave me a blue toilet set, and Ada gave me a l very handsome 
alligator skin bag.  Mrs. Ellis gave me a box of handkerchiefs, ½ doz, three fancy hemstitched 
and three with plain hemstitched border, all very fine ones.  Mr. Steinbach spent Xmas in 
Boston with his sister, but the day before Xmas, before he started for Boston, he sent a 
messenger boy up with two packages, one for Jule and one for me, and we found in each 
package a beautiful red plush glove box lined with satin, & a glove stretcher fastened inside the 
cover and the boxes each filled with ½ doz pairs of the most beautiful gloves I ever owned.  My 
shortest pair was five button length and the longest pair was for evening wear, ten or twelve 
button length, (I think that probably I’ll keep those for the all important occasion for they are so 
elegant).  The others were six & 8 buttons, all the most perfect quality and prettiest colors.  I 
was simply dumb founded when I saw them.  Minnie Zerfass said last night when I told her 
about them, “Well you needn’t have been surprised, for he is always doing just such things.”  
Tonight when he came home I thanked him, and he said “Well I’m very glad if you liked them, 
but please dont mention a little thing like that.  It was nothing.”  He is as airy as you are with 
your present.  He asked if they fit me, said if they were not the right size, or if I’d like any other 
colors better, to give them back to him and he’d change them.  They are 5 ¾ & I usually wear 6 
but they are so elastic that they will be all right.  I tried two pairs on and they are a pretty snug 
fit, but they all think they are none too small, so I didn’t trouble him to change the other four 
pairs.  Jule’s are lovely but I like mine rather better.  I had just bought two new pairs of gloves a 
few days before, so I guess I wont have to suffer for gloves for a good while, or for 
handkerchiefs either, for besides the box from Mrs. Ellis, I had a very fine lovely one from Flo, 
and a perfectly exquisite, hand embroidered one from Mrs. Templeton, in a lovely scented 
plush case.  Em sent me a beautiful “ditty bag,” that knocks yours in shade, and Jule Bray made 
me a very pretty pair of worsted bedroom slippers.  Minnie sent me an exquisthe exquisite 
fischu, embroidered and hemstitched, the handsomest thing of the kind I ever saw.  Jennie 
Maggie Reynolds made me a beautiful “ditty bag” of red silk and lace.  Jennie Gano gave me a 
little lace thing for my neck.  It is very pretty.  Then I had cards from a number – Nannie Cary, 
Louie Le Brun, Mrs. Stoddart (of Brooklyn,) Bessie, Mary Coleman, & from Mame Beans the 
most beautiful one I ever saw.  When we go to housekeeping we’ll have six lovely photos to 
frame.  The card has eight leaves of quite heavy cardboard.  The outside leaves are like the 
ordinary cards _ on one, a design of asters & goldenrod _ on the other a landscape _ a sunset 
scene.  The other cards inside this cover are all separate cards fastened together with or tied 
together, with old gold satin ribbon; on the cards are mounted cabinet sized photos of the 
following paintings, 1. The Magdalen, of Murillo, 2. Mater Dolorosa, of Guido Reni, 3. The Holy 
Night, of Correggio, 4. Quem Genuit Ac Adoravit, [ditto sign for Correggio] 5. Angels Heads, Sir 
Joshua Reynolds, 6. Madonna[,] Raphael.  I have never seen anything like it here, and have 
never liked any Xmas card so well.  All of these will be lovely framed, but I’ll keep them as they 
are now, for the present, but some day I’ll show you six of the most exquisite little pictures in 
pretty frames, and Mame’s cards will make quite a show.  Her taste is perfect.  Well my darling 
what do you think of my presents.  Dont you think I fared wonderfully?  I never had such a 
Christmas.  Oh! I forgot to mention a scent bag from Mabel Cohen.  Jule also has quite a big 



show, but I cant tell you of her’s.  She’ll have to do that herself when she writes, as she 
probably will do on Sunday.  She was delighted with your present, but hasn’t had a chance to 
write you yet.  We had a big spree in the evening, but I couldn’t enjoy it.  I told you why.  
Mamma found Minnie a little better today, but we are terribly worried still.  I have a new pupil 
in Orange, and will have to take the 10:10 AM. train on Tuesdays, instead of the 11:10.  The 
three Widmayers begin right after the holidays, so I’ll be busier than ever.  My clothes all need 
fixing.  I have had to let them go for Xmas work, but I’ll be even more busy than before Xmas.  I 
dont get time to practice, but I hope before long to go at it in earnest.  I hope your cold is better 
by this time.  Do take better care of yourself, and dont work all thro’ vacation.  You need rest.  I 
know you do, and you must take it.  Oh Harry I was so provoked, at what you told me of the talk 
about you and Miss Weed.  How absurd people are.  They seem to delight in being as big fools 
as possible.  I do hope it wont break up your pleasant times together, for it will take away the 
only pleasure you have.  I dont see why she need care.  If I were in her place I wouldn’t give 
them the satisfaction of seeing that their idiotic talk had any effect on me.  As long as you two 
understand each other & she knows you are engaged, I dont see why it need embarrass or 
annoy her in the least, as long as you both know, and feel that everything is all right, and 
understand each other.  I dont see how their talk can affect either of you.  If you were older, or 
Miss Weed younger, and if she didn’t know of your engagement, etc, etc, it would be very 
different, and I can understand how it might embarrass her, but under the circumstances I 
should think she’d enjoy it, & you both might find out just what fools these smarties could be, 
and I should think you’d have real fun over it.  Keep right on as you have been doing and let 
them talk.  I‘d enjoy it, and it would be fun to hear what they’d say when they discovered 
themselves in the light of fools.  I wouldn’t care a cent, and if I did, I wouldn’t let them have the 
satisfaction of seeing that I cared, and I do hope she’ll thi feel this way about it, for it will be a 
shame to let such nonsense break up your pleasant times together.  Oh by the way Harry there 
is one more thing I must speak of while I think of it.  You didn’t seem to like the idea of making 
friends for your own sake, but tho’t you ought to do it for mine.  I want to tell you honestly how 
I feel about it.  I want you to go out and have a good time and make friends, if it will be pleasant 
for you, if it will make you feel less lonely, and perhaps you would not feel quite so lonely if you 
had some pleasant friends.  I want you tho’ to act in this matter exactly as you would do if you 
didn’t know me, and you must do just what you would rather do, and now I’ll tell you how I feel 
about it.  I would just as soon go to a place where neither of us knew a soul, for after all our 
separation I will not care to see many people.  You’ll be enough, and we can have such happy 
happy times together, and be entirely independent of every one, and as far as I’m concerned I’d 
rather have it so, and then make a few friends gradually.  I think it would be very trying and 
embarrassing for me to go out there a perfect stranger, among a lot of your friends, and have 
them imagine the kind of wife you ought to have, and then criticize me, and pull me all to 
pieces, when they see me, and it will be dreadful.  I’d rather go there as a stranger and make 
acquaintances afterward.  At first I will not feel the need of friends, and will enjoy having you all 
to myself, and I think we’ll have such happy times that we wont care to have outsiders interfere 
with us, but and we may enjoy this independent life so much that we would will be inclined to 
go on in that way, but of course we wont indulge ourselves that way very long and we can 
make friends & acquaintances together, by degrees.  You know I dont care for society and I’ll 
get along very well, and very happily, so dont go out and make friends on my account for I 



really, as far as I’m concerned, would rather not have them right away; this is only a whim of 
mine.  I never spoke of it before tho’ I have tho’t of it, for I didn’t want to say any thing to 
influence you one way or the other.  I tho’t if I kept quiet you would do exactly what you 
wished, and that was what I wanted, for I didn’t want to keep you from making friends, but 
when you spoke of doing it for my sake, I tho’t it was time to speak and tell you my feelings 
about it.  Now I want you to act in this matter as you see fit, and if it will make you any happier 
to have friends and go out among them, you know I’d rather have you do it, and wont let the 
ordeal I’ll have to go through worry me, because you know I am too independent to care what 
they think or say, so the feeling I spoke of needn’t worry you.  I have only told you frankly how I 
feel because you said you must make some friends for my sake, and I wanted to tell you that 
you must do no such thing, that I dont care a cent about it.  Go ahead and make all the friends 
you want, for you own sake, for I want you to make your life there as pleasant as you can, but 
dont make a myr martyr of yourself for my sake, for you see I wont appreciate the sacrifice. Do 
just as you would do if you had only your self to think of, and then I’ll be suited whichever way 
to you decide on.  Oh my dearest Harry your Christmas letter was read Christmas morning very 
very early.  Earlier than you imagined it would be.  I had hard work to keep it all day & all 
evening, but I didn’t open it till Christmas morning, so I was pretty good.  I wonder if you 
minded me as well.  Did you keep your box till Wednesday night?  Or did your curiosity get the 
better of you?  I told you that you mustn’t dare to open it till Wed. night, and I hope that I 
frightened you into minding me.  If you disobeyed me, I’ll pay you back by refusing to dispense 
with a bang.  Why Harry you know I always used to wear it my hair combed back, & you never 
fell in love with me till after I had a bang.  Who knows how much that bang had to do with the 
change in your opinion of me, & your feelings toward me.  Only think how much fun you have 
poked at that picture I had taken in Rochester.  It was all because there was no bang.  It 
changes the whole expression of my face from a happy one, to an old, doleful, woebegone 
thing.  One night last winter I combed it back just for fun and no body would have me in the 
room.  Mamma who used to be awfully set against bangs and who waged war against them for 
years, and said that she wouldn’t own us if we banged our hair, etc & would never tolerate one 
till my hair was cut short; and then I couldn’t help myself.  I have kept it so in front ever since, & 
mamma became quite devoted to it, and stood by & watched me cut Jules.  Mamma actually 
made more fuss than any one, said I was a fright and told me to go upstairs and “pull down my 
bang[“] ___ or words to that effect.  I believe the reason you imagined I looked well with short 
hair, was because I had always looked so badly with my hair straight back.  It was the bang you 
liked, but you imagined it was the short hair that was becoming.  I believe the bang won you 
over, & now I’m going to keep it because you know you never cared a straw for me till I had it.  
If you minded me about the box, perhaps I’ll give in to you about the shoes, but please dont ask 
me to show a foot of forehead, crowned by a hideous cowlick, but I wontt worry about that for 
when you try the experiment next summer, as you say you are going to, you will do just what 
mamma did.  You’ll say “Oh! you look like a fright.  Pull your bang down, quick, and dont let me 
even see you like that again.  I’ve seen your fore head once.  Dont ever let me see it again, and 
the cowlick.  Oh horrible!  And it shows more freckles too.  Oh hurry up, & get it covered up.  
You look worseeve  even than you do with it down.”  Now I must tell you I am opposed to bangs 
if a person has a pretty forehead.  Minnie & Maggie both have low foreheads, & can wear their 
hair straight back.  It looks lovely & a bang would be dreadful, but homely freckled foreheads 



had better be covered, and I have good sense enough to cover up part of my homely freckled 
face as much as possible, just as a man would hide a homely mouth with a beard or mustache.  
Come now!  What is the difference whether I have my forehead bare or [ill.] you have your lip 
bare.  I am not saying one word about against your mustache, for I like it, & hope you’ll let it 
alone, but it isn’t necessary for you to cover up your lip, & besides your mustache isn’t big 
enough to do that, so that isn’t the reason you have it.  But it is necessary for me to cover my 
forehead partly (& my bang is heavy enough to do it) & hide my freckles & cowlick.  I have 
enough freckles without adding those on my fore head to the exhibition.  But we’ll talk all this 
over some other time.  If you have minded me, I may possibly give up to you about the shoes, 
tho’ I wont promise positively, for I’m sure you were a good boy & did not open the box till 
Christmas Eve.  And if I promised you’d hold me to it.  I must stop.  With deepest devotion ever 
your own Effie. 
 


