
                                                                                                         No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                              N.Y. Jan. 7th 1885 
My dearest Harry, 
      I sent off a miserable note to you today.  I’m very much better tonight, but am still 
rather under the weather, and have been all day, but my cold seems a little better and I haven’t 
that horrible ache in every bone that I had last night, and I guess by tomorrow I’ll be all well 
again.  I was so completely tired out that it made me ache all over, and my cold made me feel 
about sick, and bunged my eyes up so they pained me very much.  I dont feel very brilliant now 
but I guess I can write a few sheets.  A year ago today your vacation ended and you returned to 
Baltimore.  I tried to make you stay and take me to the park to see the skating, but you 
wouldn’t be moved, and I tho’t you were “real mean” not to be willing to give me that little 
pleasure, but you said that Mr. Lee expected you, and you could not stay.  I tho’t you’d have 
him all winter and that it wouldn’t hurt you to do this little thing for an old friend, but you 
wouldn’t give in.  But you came very near coming back when you tho’t you had left your pocket 
book.  Do you remember the night of Jan. 5th 1884?  “Young man its after hours,” and do you 
remember how we spent a year ago yesterday?  Tonight your picture doesn’t look at me in the 
most happy and or loving way.  It dont seem cross exactly, but evidently you are not in a good 
humor.  I believe that something has gone wrong & you are displeased, and I know I am the 
cause if of your displeasure, but what am I to do?  What can I say?  I am very sorry, but you 
know it without being told.  I counted on having a long long time to spend with you last night, 
but I was too miserable to write more than a scrap.  I sent the scrap today tho’ I must say that I 
was dreadfully ashamed of it.  I have had terrible luck with my letters lately, and have been 
dreading the consequences.  I expected to hear of your being “off” again, for your last few 
letters have shown decided symptoms, and your letter this A.M. proved that I hadn’t guessed 
wrong.  You have often told me not to wait till I had time for a long letter, but to write what I 
could, and send it at once, even if I didn’t feel satisfied with it, for you’d rather have a short 
letter than none, and it helped you so much if you could have something, even a little from me 
every day, so during the holidays I tried to write every day.  I hate to send a short & half 
finished letter, and felt dissatisfied with the letters I had to send to my own darling boy, but I 
did all I could, and sent something every day till Saturday.  But in spite of all you have said, I find 
that even if you have a letter every day, you are not satisfied with unfinished letters, and you’d 
have been happier if I had kept each letter till I could finish it satisfactorily.  When my letters 
are short they dont do you any good.  You are discontented & unhappy even if you do get them 
every day.  That is the way I feel, but you have said over & over again that frequent letters were 
better than long ones, & so I did what I supposed would please you most, tho’ I couldn’t bear to 
send them as they were.  I took your word for it, and didn’t judge you by myself. tho’  To me 
short letters are not satisfactory.  I’d rather have long ones less often, that than to have scrappy 
ones every day, but I supposed this was a thing we couldn’t agree on, and I did your way.  I dont 
blame you for feeling dissatisfied, for my letters did not amount to a row of pins.  They were 
not worth reading, but if you could have seen how I was rushed you would not think strange.  
Company and callers etc etc have kept me busy, and every body blames me for neglect.  Well 
we wont talk any more about it.  It is only wasting time. You ask me to tell you what people say 
about our engagement.  Uncle Ten Eyck didn’t say much, and tho’ he didn’t act as tho’ he was 
displeased or as tho’ he didn’t approve, he wasn’t at all enthusiastic, and I didn’t know how he 



felt about it, but Aunt Jennie has told me since that he was very well pleased and satisfied, and 
tho’ she has never seen you she seems to be very glad to hear of it, and shows more interest 
than Uncle Ten Eyck did, but I guess I only imagined that Uncle T.E. didn’t show any interest.  I 
want every body to be enthusiastic over you and I suppose I was somewhat hurt because he 
didn’t express any particular pleasure.  He congratulated me heartily enough, but as he had 
seen you several times I rather expected that he’d say some nice things about you, and I was 
disappointed because he didn’t enthuse.  Aunt Jennie said he used to think that we cared for 
each other, but the last year or two he hadn’t met you here, and never failed to meet Mr. Z. 
and he had suspected that something was up between Mr.  Z. and myself and had talked a good 
deal about it, always said when he went home “Zerfass was there as usual_”  He had gotten 
over his suspicions about you.  Remember he was at our house once or twice when you were 
missing trains and that was enough to set him off, but lately he hadn’t tho’t much about that, 
but Aunt Jennie says he is satisfied to have things as they are.  Ere this you have rec’d the letter 
I sent from Jule Bray, so you know how she feels.  You ask why she seemed to feel so sure 
about it.  Well I dont know, but when she was here she was always talking about it, and said she 
couldn’t be fooled.  Do you remember that night you stopped here on your way to 
Middletown?  Well that night when we came upstairs Jule said “Oh Effie any one could see with 
half an eye that he is wild about you.”  That was said after she had suggested something of the 
sort and I had laughed at her.  I told her again that it was perfect nonsense, but she said it 
wasn’t nonsense at all.  She said she didn’t think I cared for you, tho’t I liked you as a friend and 
all that, but she knew that you were desperately in love with me, and nothing I could say could 
make her change her opinion.  She said Em had suspected it but didn’t feel sure, but added “I 
know it.  I watched you both.  I didn’t see any signs from you, but he gave himself dead away. 
He watched you every time you moved, no matter what he was doing, or who he was talking to 
his eyes were always on you & followed you wherever you moved, and if they didn’t speak love 
then I will never be sure of anything again.  I should think you’d see it yourself.”  I said “Jule 
you’re a goose.  You think you know lots, but all this is absurd.”  She said “Effie you know you 
dont believe this at all.  You know as well as I do that it is not absurd, you know he is very fond 
of you.”  I said that we were old friends, and that we tho’t a great deal of each other, but not in 
the way she tho’t.  She said “Oh it is easy enough to see that you feel this way toward him, & it 
is perfectly plain that he cares for you in a different way.”  She was positive.  Finally I said “Well 
Jule to ease your mind I will tell you something that I hope you will never tell.”  She promised & 
I told her that I had every reason to believe that that you were desperately in love with another 
girl,” but she hooted at me & wouldn’t listen to any such stuff.  She said “Well if you are so 
blind now, you’ll find out some day that I knew what I was talking about.”  It rather stumped 
her because you didn’t stop on your way from Middletown, but she wouldn’t change her mind 
even then, tho’ I said “Ha! Ha! Smarty, what did I tell you?  He must be madly in love to be as 
near as the Grand Central Depot and pass thro’ the city without even calling on me.  Now what 
do you think?”  She said “Exactly what I tho’t before.  You dont act as tho’ you cared for him & I 
dont think you do, and he couldn’t stand it to come again.”  All the time she was East, she 
talked about it, and used to write our names on boxes and things of mine.  I’d go to a box for 
something & find written on it “Harry Osborn & Effie Loag”  She tho’t it teased me, and it did, 
for I was afraid some one else would get hold of it, and I never knew where I’d find those 
names next.  I have a box now that I kept letter paper in, and I had it at Washington.  She asked 



me one day if I had a sheet of paper I could lend her & I told her there was a lot in a white box 
in the trunk, and to use all she wanted.  The next time I saw the box I found our names on it.  I 
didn’t care a cent how much she said, but it used to annoy me terribly to have her write our 
names in ink, on things, and she knew it bothered me so she kept it up.  She took a tremendous 
fancy to you and hoped that it would end in our being married, and she used to get so mad at 
me because I seemed so calm calm & indifferent, but she said she knew I wouldn’t be able to 
help caring for you and she was sure it would all come out right.  So you see now why she didn’t 
guess Mr. Zerfass.  Her mind has been sen set on this ever since the fall of 1882, and I can 
imagine how happy she is over it.  Her letter would not say so much to you as it did to me.  You 
see she felt mean about discovering it in an unfair way, and as I hadn’t written her about it, she 
didn’t say as much as she would have done if every thing had been different, but it told me a 
great deal, and I sent it to you because I knew it would show you that she was pleased.  I sent 
you Em’s letters because you had seemed to think she wasn’t over pleased, and these letters 
showed you that she was.  I didn’t send you the letter in which she speaks of our going to Cala., 
because it had raised my hopes, or because I wanted to suggest such a [ill.] thing to you, but I 
tho’t it would please you to know how she felt, and to know how warmly she would welcome 
you, for it seemed to me to show the kindest & loveliest feeling toward you and I tho’t I’d like 
you to see it for yourself.  As for our going to visit her, you know I dont dream of such a thing, 
but it pleases me to have her always speaking of it, for I know she means every word she says, 
and I know nothing would give her greater pleasure than to have us visit her, and it makes me 
so happy to know how she feels toward you.  Now about the other opinions of other people.  I 
told you that your Aunt Mag called.  “She wasn’t surprised and known it for years” etc but she 
wasn’t particularly enthusiastic, and I wont tell you all she said for I think perhaps she was 
joking.  I’ll wait  till I know what she meant.  It seemed to me she tho’t you were foolish, & that I 
was the one to be congratulated, that she didn’t think you had anything to be congratulated 
about.  I may have imagined this, & you are not to say a word to anyone about it, but you know 
she didn’t call for over a month after she heard the news.  It certainly wasn’t because she 
hadn’t time, or because she wasn’t out any where, but mind now you are not to hint at my 
suspicions to anyone.  Cousin Hattie Langdon had heard of it before she left Baltimore, but 
wouldn’t tell who told her, but afterwards she spoke of Mr. Lees having been there and I 
imagined he had told them.  She said she was so delighted & so relieved, for she had always 
been afraid that she would hear that I was engaged to Mr. Z.  He might be a very nice man, and 
probably was, but she didn’t think he was good enough for me (& a lot more taffy) and that she 
and Col both tho’t a great deal of you, and she was very very enthusiastic, & seemed perfectly 
delighted.  Now I must leave the rest for tomorrow night, for I feel too forlorn to write any 
more, tho’ I have enough to say to fill a ream of paper. 
       Goodnight my own dearest Harry.  With boundless love and hoping that soon I’ll be able 
to write a respectable letter.  Believe me always 
           Your own faithful & devoted 
                            Effie. 


