
                                                                                                        No. 54 West 46th St 
                                                                            N.Y. Jan 11th 1884  
My dearest Harry,                
        I am disobeying orders but I want to write a letter any how and if I cant write but a 
sheet or two I’ll save it till tomorrow & finish then.  Mamma didn’t think I ought to write and 
positively forbade my doing so.  I was very sick all night, and have been in bed all day and not 
even able to read.  I couldn’t even talk much for I seemed to be in a sort of ____ I dont know 
what to call it.  It was like being asleep & yet I was conscious all the time, and suffering.  I’d 
rouse myself now & then, but most of the time I couldn’t seem to talk, even if I wanted to.  
Then if I tried to take any thing I most always dropped it.  There didn’t seem to be any feeling at 
all in my hands or rather my fingers.  While this lasted mamma knew I couldn’t write, but 
tonight I am better, and she suspected how it would be, so she said I must not try.  She didn’t 
think I was able & said “I forbid you doing it.  If you want me to I’ll write instead for you.”  I said 
that if she had time she might write, but that I’d write tomorrow & it would go out just as soon.  
She hasn’t been up since so I guess she tho‘t she’d let me do it tomorrow for myself.  Some one 
wanted her and she hasn’t been back since, but I suppose she’ll come in & say goodnight.   It is 
too late now for her to write.  She wanted me to go down stairs & sleep with her & let Jule 
come up here but I did not want to move.  Besides she cant stand much night air, and I have got 
to have it, or my head would be still worse.  I was so awfully sick all night & was alone.  I was 
too sick to go down & call any one, so I had nothing to do but to suffer alone, but I guess it was 
as well not to keep mamma up, for she needs her sleep and I guess I am as well off as tho’ she 
had been with me, but she hates to have me alone when I’m sick.  I tried to have a talk with her 
about my letters to you and told her how you felt, and that I must have time for my letters & 
not be interrupted.  I could never be sure of any time except at night.  If I tried to write other 
times I was sure to be interrupted & that you felt dissatisfied and missed the letters & needed 
them etc.  She said she didn’t see how I could be sure of my time, but she tho’t the trouble was 
that I wasn’t satisfied with time for short letters, but wanted to write such awfully long ones.  
She said “Tell me just how often you write and what length of your shortest letter is.”  She tho’t 
a sheet written as close as I write was a letter pretty good letter and that two or three sheets 
was a long letter.   She tho’t it ought to be enough for anytime.  She says I get twice as much on 
a page as you do for I write closer than you.  She couldn’t see it at all in the light we do.  She 
said if I hadn’t my lessons to give & hadn’t my time so filled, it would be different, but that 
under the circumstances you oughtn’t to expect me to write any more than I do.  She 
understood your feeling about liking to get long letters, and didn’t blame you for that, but she 
said she considered three sheets a long letter when it was written as close as I write.  She tho’t 
it was natural for us to want frequent and long letters, & she tho’t it would be nice to write one 
sheet full every day, but she tho’t it was wrong for us to spend so much time and she didn’t 
think I was able to write so much.  I told her that you tho’t I did very little, and she said she 
tho’t we had begun wrong, & she knew if you could thoroughly understand things you would 
not feel so, and you wouldn’t want me to write if it was hurting me, that she knew you well 
enough to know this.  She said if you had known for instance how miserable I had been all week 
you’d rather have had me rest than to write.  She understands how hard it is for us to be 
separated but and she understands that letters are our only comfort.  She sympathizes with us 
& yet she cant see it in the same way that we do, and cant see why we find short letters 



unsatisfactory, thinks we ought to be satisfied with one or two sheets for regular letters, & 
three sheets she considers a very long letter, & thinks it absurd for us to call that a short letter.  
There is no use talking about it, for I cant make her see it in any other way, & I suppose things 
will run along in the same horrible way.  I hardly know what I wrote last night.  I was too 
miserable to really know what I was about, & so unhappy and desperate that I felt I had done 
wrong perhaps to answer you as frankly as I had done.  If we had simply had an understanding, 
perhaps it would have been better for us both.  I didn’t regret my answer but I felt that I 
wouldn’t have dared to risk a positive engagement if I could have known how much we would 
have to go thro’.  An understanding would have seemed safer.  Engagements & separations are 
very hard, but tho’ I knew we would find the separation hard to bear I never tho’t of all the 
complications that would come up to torture us.  Our case seemed as different from ordinary 
cases.  We had been intimate friends for so many years that it didn’t seem possible for us to 
have any misunderstandings during the separation.  I knew it would be very hard to bear and 
that we’d both wish that we could have had had a little time together afterwards, & we 
couldn’t help feeling terribly because the parting had to come so soon, but it couldn’t be.  I 
knew it would be harder on that account, but I never dreamed of all that it would make us 
suffer, and I didn’t hesitate as I might have done if I could have seen all this, but I never tho’t of 
all we would have to go thro’ if we were engaged, but one never knows any thing till they have 
learned by experience.  But if I had seen all this part, then I couldn’t have known the full 
happiness of being engaged to the one who is more to me than all the world besides.  (I could 
only know this by experiencing it.  In spite of my love I couldn’t imagine it.)  But now that I do 
know it I cant regret the answer I gave on Sept. 8th.  I cant wish that I had done otherwise.  It is 
too precious a thing to me, to feel that we belong wholly to each other, and I dont wish it was 
different.  No, no, no, no, I cant do that, but, in spite of my love before that day, I couldn’t 
know.  I couldn’t fully realize just how much it would be to me, and so, if I had tho’t there could 
have been be misunderstandings, I probably wouldn’t have settled it all at once.  I do think that 
it is very risky to be separated during an engagement & have to depend for months wholly on 
letters.  I do not wonder that so many engagements are broken when the parties are 
comparative strangers, for we tho’t we understood each other perfectly.  We had been friends 
for years, & yet look at the horrible times we have been thro’ in less than half the time.  Just 
imagine what it would be if we had only known each other for a short time.  I fear we would 
have had these performances oftener, & wouldn’t have made any allowance for each other, & 
by this time might have said “There is many a slip” etc but I hope it will never come to this, but 
these performances frighten me sometimes.  We can go thro’ any thing with each other, and 
can bear the separation as long as everything runs smoothly, but the least thing upsets us.  It is 
all wrong and we ought not to go on so.  You tho’t I had poisoned tho’ts, but Harry I fear yours 
are far more poisoned than mine, and last night after I received your note in which you 
enclosed the one I sent from Jule Brays, I tho’t you were — well, never mind.  I felt that I might 
as well prepare for anything, for I believe you were worse than you have ever been before, tho’ 
you did promise that you would never go on so again, and this time there seemed less cause for 
it too.  You had said that you didn’t think it would be possible for me to do much during the 
holidays and you wouldn’t expect anything, & wouldn’t complain.  I wrote every day not less 
than one sheet and usually more, and I was entirely unprepared for this last attack, for I tho’t 
you’d be more pleased with the frequent letters than to have longer ones only two or three 



times a week.  I noticed you were blue & I tried to write, but all the fates interfered and I was 
powerless.  I see that you think I didn’t try, and didn’t care to write, that I had a better time in 
other ways and with other people.  There is no use in telling you that you are unfair & unjust in 
your opinion of me.  If you think so it is no use for me to try to change your opinion by what I 
say for I had already told you how badly I feel when I am kept away from you, & how I am 
uneasy & unhappy, and unable to enjoy myself till my letter is finished.  It adds much more to it 
to know that you are going to doubt me if my letters fail, but I dont suppose I’ll ever be able to 
prove this to you, and yet I begin to believe firmly that my love is deeper than yours, for I surely 
have more faith in you, and trust you more than you do me.  I think any way a man’s love is 
very different from a woman’s, for he wont trust her unless every thing goes exactly to suit him.  
He wont make allowances.  Now if I couldn’t trust you I couldn’t love you as I do.  I might love 
you very very much, but if I hadn’t the most perfect faith in you I couldn’t ever consent to 
marry you.  Love is a great deal and I think it absolutely necessary, but it isn’t enough.  I know 
that people often love very desperately but they dont have the trust that I feel the is necessary, 
and I begin to fear you lack this trust in me, & without it your love cannot be as strong.  Now I 
think it would be all right if we were together, and so I wouldn’t be afraid to marry you, f but if I 
felt this doubt you seem to feel I would be afraid.  Now I am sure of your love and know that 
when we are together you can no longer doubt me, but I wish you could feel the same 
confidence in me during the separation that I have in you.  A doubt will work any amount of 
mischief & will make mountains out of molehills, and so your doubts worry me terribly, and 
when these storms come I cant feel safe.  I know at such times that the doubt is there or you 
couldn’t feel so.  You would feel disappointed and blue over the delay or shortness of the 
letters and wish things might be different, but you could never have written that letter if your 
faith had been unshaken.  I know the doubt was at work, and had made you desperate enough 
to make you do anything and think anything, & it [ill.] made you care nothing for the effect that 
letter would have on me.  I got the letter before I finished my letter the last night, but I 
wouldn’t write about it then.  It wouldn’t do any good and I meant to pretend I had never 
received it.  I wasn’t going to allude to it at all in any of my letters, for I felt that the sooner it 
was forgotten the better.  I dont know what you have done today but I couldn’t send any more 
notes after your letter Friday morning & I couldn’t add a sheet or two more in time to send it 
Friday night.  I mailed last Friday’s letter at the general P.O. down town & the mail dont close 
there till 7:30.  You told me the postmark as tho’ you tho’t I had been careless to mail it at 6:30.  
I mailed it a little after six & I suppose it was marked at 6:30, but I knew you’d get it.  I think I’ll 
do that with all my Friday’s letters after this.  I’ll mail them on my way from Orange & then 
there can be no mistake.  Mamma came in some time ago & I shoved my book under the pillow.  
I suppose I’ve done wrong to write, but I couldn’t help it.  I dont suppose it will hurt me any 
more than to have gone on thinking of it, but I feel too badly to go on.  All my pain has come 
back and I cant sit up any longer.  I dont know what has got into me to have this frightful 
headache & this horrible weak gone feeling.  Goodnight my doubting Harry with undying love 
from your misjudged 
               Effie 
 


