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My own darling Harry, 
        I mailed a letter 7 pages to you today, so that you might have something on Tues.  I got 
it in in time for you to get it Tuesday Morning, but I dont know when they take up the Sunday 
mails.  I fear not till evening, and then it will go in the 3:00 A.M. mail and you wont get it till 
Tues. afternoon at the latest.  Well if I haven’t had a time trying to write this last week.  There 
hardly seemed a moment, for when I came home from my lessons there was always something 
on hand.  You see Aunt Jennie hasn’t visited us for nearly three years, and she feels that I am 
here with her, and go out with her very little.  She wants to go about the City and I haven’t been 
out with her once, except evenings, but until yesterday I have managed to send you a letter 
every day.  During the holidays I wanted you to have a letter every day, and I hoped they would 
be very long and more satisfactory than they have been.  To me they have seemed miserable, 
for I couldn’t to save me, find time for doing what I had planned.  Having company knocks letter 
writing in the head.  If I didn’t have to be away so much I could manage, but you see I am 
constantly excusing myself for my lessons, and it takes so much time to go about from place to 
place, and then give lessons, & when I get home it is hard work for me to find time for letters.  I 
wrote a letter of acknowledgement to Em the Sunday after Xmas, and I haven’t had time to 
write to Jule or Flo, or Mrs. Templeton or Mame or Mary – or to Mrs. Mackenzie who sent me a 
lovely card and such a sweet letter.  I felt, & still feel ashamed, but every minute I could take for 
writing I wanted to give to you, and I felt the others must wait.  I have done all I possibly could 
but have not felt at all satisfied with the letters I have had to send half finished, but I hope the 
frequency partly made up for other things.  Your letter of New Years Eve reached me yesterday 
morning, and perhaps that letter is partly to blame for my not getting time to write yesterday 
morning.  I spent so much time reading it it over & over, and thinking about it, and thinking of 
all the year had been to us and of every thing that happened last summer.  I couldn’t bear to 
leave it and I’m ashamed to tell you how long a time I spent in this way in this way.  I suppose it 
was awfully selfish but I couldn’t help it.  I know I ought to have been satisfied after reading it 
once, and ought to have put it aside and written to you then.  You probably think I could read it 
anytime & I ought not to have spent so much time that A.M. but Harry I tho’t I was going to 
have plenty of time for your letter.  Of course I had no reason to think so.  On general principals 
I ought to have known that I would not have plenty of time, but my way seemed clear and I was 
so happy to read over & think over, your precious letter and I couldn’t tear myself away.  It was 
mean & selfish I know, but I couldn’t help it.  It was your fault as much as mine, for you wrote 
this perfect letter, so you mustn’t blame me when you write such letters yourself, and yet I cant 
help saying “Do it some more.”  Now I must speak of this over work matter.  I know your letter 
where you allude to that matter was intended to quiet me, and make me feel easy, but it did 
not make me easy.  On the contrary it only made me worse, for it made me more sure than 
ever, tho’ I had reason enough before to know.  I told you I could not tell you who told me and I 
cant, but I have it very straight from some one who knows all about how you spend your time.  I 
happen to have a friend in Purdue, who wrote me about it, & there is no use in your trying to 
make me think differently.  I will tell you this much and no more, for it is only fair.  You are 
barking up the wrong tree.  It wasn’t either Miss Week or Miss Elder.  A friend I knew years ago 
I have lately learned is at Purdue, and this friend knows all about you and knows of our 



engagement, and was kind enough to write me about how hard you were working.  I promised 
not to mention any name and I am too grateful to break this promise until I have leave to do so.  
You cant find out who it is, for this friend will be prepared and wont let on that he or she (I 
wont tell you even that much) ever heard of me.  You say you are not over working and I think 
you believe it, but I dont, and you cant make me after all I know.  All that you say about your 
tell tale face is nonsense & I cant be fooled by any such stuff.  I know your face tolerably (?) 
well, as well as you know mine, and I dont think it shows every little thing at all.  It is too strong 
for that.  You surely ought not to expect me to believe that you look as tho’ you “should die the 
next minute” when there is nothing the matter with you.  Then you say “Now in the mornings 
we have breakfast at 7 o’clock and I get up at the last minute, always feel seedy in the morning 
anyhow, and when I go to the table they see my eyes all bunged up, for I am really not awake 
and they think I am working to death.”  A little further on you say “Now my darling will believe 
me when I tell her that I am not over working.”  Will she?  Not if I know her.  If she is the girl I 
think you mean I may as well get that idea out of your head at once for she dont believe it at all.  
You say still further on, “I do work hard, but always, or with but very few exceptions, am in bed 
by twelve o’clock, & awake at about seven and not much before.”  That my dear boy is too thin, 
for you have told me over & over & over about working up to five & six o’clock, and in several 
letters you have said “I awoke at daylight and as I lay there thinking” etc.  I dont need “old Bill 
Jones” to be alive to prove this.  He may rest in peace for I dont have to call on him.  I have it all 
in black & white in your own writing.  So my dear you see you are caught.  “Your stories dont 
hang together.”  Tell me how many hours you work out of every twenty four, & how many 
hours you rest, & how much time you spend in amusement etc.  You haven’t kept track of 
them?  Well make a fair & honest guess.  Now tell me about your guess.  Do you believe it will 
make me any easier to hear the estimate you have made?  I can say no more, about how I feel 
about it, than I have already said.  I think your reasons for not going to Chicago are all sound, 
and I haven’t a word to say against them, but you know that doesn’t make the other matter 
straight.  I have asked you to be careful but it dont seem to have any effect.  Dont expect me to 
become interested in your work.  I hate it, & not without reason either, and if this sort of thing 
continues I’ll have too strong a prejudice to ever be able to overcome it.  If you want me to like 
it you had better mend your ways.  And what you say about me is nonsense.  I dont do one 
unnecessary things.  I dont do other peoples work.  I only do what I have to do and not another 
thing, but you know you cant say this.  You dig & dig & grind & grind on your own account, and 
that old Troop or some other thing is everlastingly shoving work off on you, and you go ahead 
and do it, present papers at the Scientific Ass. out of your turn when they ought to do it, and 
worse than all you have done work that they get the credit of.   Well we’ll drop the subject for 
the present.  I am too excited to talk about it.  Of course you know ere this, that I beat you in 
saying “Happy New Year.”  You tho’t you’d have me sure, because you wrote it according to 
N.Y. time.  Perhaps your watch was wrong.  Probably it was a little slow.  Any way it wasn’t fair 
for you to say it according to N.Y. time when you are an hour behind N.Y., but I got ahead of 
you anyhow because I got in my say by 12. exactly & you were one minute past.   
         Aunt Jennie & Lottie & I are going to hear Tannhäuser tomorrow night, and I am of 
course impatient for the time to come.  Materna is to sing in place of Kraus.  The rest of the cast 
remains the same.  They are rehearsing “Die Walküre” & I’m bound to hear that.  They have 
had all the armor & costumes specially prepared in Berlin, & they are to be the exact 



cou[n]terpart of those used at the Bayreuth Festival.  I think they’ll give it next week or week 
after.  Mrs. Ellis has invited me to go with her on Saturday to hear the Huguenots.  Materna is 
to sing, takes the part of Valentine.  Bother!  Bother!  Another interruption. 
 
                                                                                                                 Monday — 

I have only a moment to wind this up.  Oh dear will the time never come when I can 
write you a long long letter and tell you part of all I am dying to say.  Your two letters rec’d this 
A.M.  I fear you have symptoms of another attack.  Be careful, and have patience and I’ll write 
you a tremendous letter soon.  I also had letters this A.M. from Em, Jule, Flo, & one from Mame 
Hiller.  The latter rather took my breath away.  It was a very nice letter, and I must send you 
Jule’s for you will be sure of how she feels about our engagement.  She thinks I’m an af awfully 
lucky girl but she dont say any thing about your being a lucky man. 
     With deepest love and any amount of it 
              Always your own 
                                   Effie. 


