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My dear dear Harry, 
      Four months ago tonight you were not angry with me.  I dont believe you are angry 
now, but you are blue, & you feel neglected, & think I do very little & could do more if I really 
wanted to.  I think you say to yourself “Where there is a will there is a way,” and you feel that I 
haven’t half tried.  In your letter you said you didn’t blame me, but I’m afraid you do, and cant 
help it.  You may not admit it ever to yourself, but I know that you feel it so so, and I guess you 
dont hesitate to own it to yourself.  I think you do blame me, and I’m almost sure that your 
thoughts of me have not all been pleasant ones.  I am afraid that yesterday, when you rec’d my 
Sunday’s letter you were unhappy again.  Oh dear!  Oh dear!  I wonder if June will ever come.  
And I wonder how we are ever going to get through all these months.  I suppose we’ll suffer 
along and live thro’ it some how.  Oh Harry!  What did you mean when you spoke of getting 
here the 19th of June?  I tho’t the term would end on June 11th.  What are you going to do in the 
mean time?  Are you going to stop any where on your way?  You must have planned some thing 
for it wouldn’t take from June 11th till June 19th to reach N.Y.  If you feel as I do you’ll be here by 
the 15th at the latest.  Well I wont say anything and I’ll try and not think of it, for it will only 
make the time seem longer.  I am glad tho’ that you let me know what to expect, for I should 
have counted on seeing you by the 14th or the 15th at the very latest.  Take your time.  There is 
no hurry.  You’ll see me all summer.  I am glad you told me that you were going to take your 
time, for I will need all these months to get used to it, and make up my mind to it.  But I’ll drop 
the sup subject now and go back to where I left off last time, and finish telling you about what 
people think of our engagement.  It broke Bessie all up when I told her I was engaged.  She 
didn’t seem at all pleased by the news, looked so sorry & so disappointed, tho’ she tried to hide 
it.  She congratulated me more as tho’ she felt that she must go thro’ the form, and not at all in 
a hearty way.  I hadn’t told her the name of the un unfortunate one, for I didn’t want to tell 
everything at once.  I knew she didn’t suspect you for I had always spoken of you as a cousin, 
and I wanted to see one person thoroughly surprised.  I had that satisfaction.  She said “Of 
course it isn’t necessary to ask who to.”  I said “No I should think not.  Only one man is possible.  
Every one has suspected him for years, & have been expected to hear this news.  No one is 
surprised.”  She said “Of course it is Mr. Zerfass.”  I said “Of course it is not Mr. Zerfass.”  (You 
see she had seen Mr. Z. here so much that she tho’t of him at once and I knew she would, & I 
knew she’d be surprised.)  She said, “Not Mr. Zerfass?  Oh Effie!  I’m so glad, but who it it?  I 
haven’t an idea.”  When I told her she was so astonished, she said “I’ve often heard you speak 
of him, but I tho’t he was your cousin & I never once tho’t of [ill.] anything like this, but I dont 
know him.  Oh dear!  I wish I did.”  She had evidently forgotten about meeting you at the 
Conservatory Concert, or else didn’t remember your name, tho’ she has often heard of it since, 
perhaps she didn’t catch it when she was introduced, for she didn’t connect the name with the 
gentleman she met that night and didn’t dream that the one she met that night was the man I 
was talking about.  I didn’t blame her for not getting it straight, for you know we were both very 
much excited, & she only saw you for a few moments.  I tho’t I wouldn’t explain just then, for 
she asked at once if I had your picture, and if I’d show it to her, & I tho’t I’d wait till she had 
seen it.  Well we came up here to my “little box” & the picture was in it’s place on the bureau.  
You’ll be surprised to hear that she recognized it at once.  She said “Why Effie!  I’ve seen him.  I 



cant seem to place him exactly, but I know I’ve met him, for I remember the face perfectly.  Tell 
me where I met him – was it here?  No I think it was a long long time ago, but I know I’ve seen 
him.”  I said “Do you remember the Conservatory Concert?”  She said “Is it the gentleman that 
was with you?  Oh yes it is.  I knew I’d seen him.  I re remember him very well, and he was so 
nice.  Oh I’m awfully glad.”  (This was in a very different voice and her congratulations were 
sincere & very hearty.)  I said “Bessie how do you know he is so nice.  You only saw him a 
minute & hadn’t time to tell.”  She said “I know I only saw him a minute, but I liked him right 
away, and John saw him all evening and said so much about him.  He was delighted with him[,] 
said he was awfully nice and very bright, so I do know what I’m talking about, and I [am] 
delighted.  Oh Effie!  I’m so glad it isn’t Mr. Zerfass.  I’ve worried so about him, for he always 
seemed to be here.  I didn’t like him.  He was nice enough but I couldn’t bear to think of your 
marrying him, and I always found him here when we came down evenings.  I knew you liked 
him and I tho’t he was devoted to you and that made me dislike him.  I could not reconcile 
myself to it, and yet I tho’t I probably would hear it sooner or later.  When you said you had 
something to tell me, & I guessed that you were engaged, and you owned it, I tho’t of course it 
was to Mr. Z. and I was just sick, oh!  I felt awfully but I tried to hide it, for I tho’t if you were 
engaged to him it would make you feel badly, so I tried to appear pleased or at least I managed 
to congratulate you.  I tho’t I must do that, and I couldn’t say anything against him, for you 
wouldn’t stand that.  If you were engaged to him I knew you loved him.  Oh Effie I cant tell you 
how dreadfully I felt, or how relieved I am.  If the gentleman I met that night is Mr. Osborn I’m 
satisfied, and more, I’m delighted.”  Then came a lot of taffy that you wouldn’t enjoy hearing, 
and you’d think it bad taste for me to tell it.  It was that Mr. Z. wasn’t half good enough for me.  
He was nice, & good hearted, but ___ and then came her criticism of me, and that I wont 
repeat.  If you care to hear it I’ll let you discuss it with her sometime, for next summer you must 
meet her.  Then she asked the usual question about when it would be, etc, etc.  She says she 
doesn’t approve of Indiana at all.  Still that dont make her feel as badly as to have Mr. Zerfass 
engaged to me.  I told her that she need not worry yet about my going West, that it wasn’t 
likely to be very soon.  Probably she’d be married long before that herself and might be 
separated from me before I left for Ind. for it wouldn’t be for a long, long time.  That made her 
still more happy.  Mrs. Stoddart of Brooklyn fell desperately in love with you the first time she 
ever saw you, and has always said lots of nice things about “my cousin Mr. Osborn.”  She and 
Mr. S. both tho’t you were bound to make you mark in the world, and they enthused before 
they heard of our engagement, and Mrs. S. is delighted over it.  She was here the other day, to 
lunch, and I told her that Bessie knew it now (she found it out sometime ago thro’ Mamma but 
didn’t even tell Mr. Stoddart).  She said “Effie you have no idea how Bessie was worried about 
Mr. Zerfass.  She was always going for me to tell her what I tho’t, for she tho’t we were in the 
same house so long and I’d know.  For a long time I couldn’t tell but lately I’ve told her I didn’t 
think you cared for him.  I couldn’t tell her any more, and she used to worry so.  I can imagine 
how delighted she was.”  Every one seems to feel the same, and I guess even your Aunt Mag 
was joking, or perhaps she didn’t like it because we didn’t tell her at once, but if she has any 
objection it is not that she is sorry on my account, but she thingh probably thinks you could 
have shown better taste, but she “always knew it would be so, wasn’t surprised a bit.”  Oh you 
want to know my age.  You said you didn’t ask for the date of my birthday so that you could 
give me a present, but you said “What did you want from Scribner’s?  I wish you’d tell me, for 



perhaps you have a birthday.  Do you have a birthday?”  And then you wanted to know the 
date.  You spoke of it twice in connection with a present.  Perhaps you didn’t think of it & you 
think that I suggested a present, but you needn’t think so, for I didn’t tell you at once because I 
was afraid from the way you spoke that you meant to give me one and I didn’t want you to do 
it, and so I waited till I could prevent that, and now my birthday has passed.  It isn’t in the 
summer and you guessed wrong.  But I’ll have another birthday some time and next summer I’ll 
tell you when it will be but I dont want you to give me a birthday present until ____ well I’ll let 
you know when I think it would be proper.  Your letter about your early life was very very funny 
but you got your dates decidedly mixed, but Harry my head aches too badly.  I cant write any 
more.  I feel very forlorn tonight and Mamma sent me off to bed & told me not to write.  She 
didn’t think I was able.  I dont know what has got into me the last week.  I have hardly been 
able to get around.  I have given my lessons but it has been tough work and I have come home 
sick every night.  I was bound that I’d write a long letter tonight no matter how I felt, but I cant, 
I really cant.  My head aches & my eyes pain me dreadfully, and I feel sick all over.  I think if the 
weather would only get settled and not change every day or so I’d be better, but it is enough to 
take the life out of any one and it has “knocked the spots out of me.”  Excuse the expression 
but you know I must use slang once in awhile.  There is a great deal of sickness all around, & 
hardly any one feels up to the mark, but we consider our self selves lucky to be up & around 
when we hear of so many confined to their beds, or to the house.  I guess every one blames the 
weather for a great deal.  And now I must not write any more tonight, tho’ I’d like to, and would 
if I could see, but my headache & the pain in my eyes makes me nearly blind.  I hope I’ll be able 
to go to Orange tomorrow but I have some doubts about it.  I have Mamie Shaw’s lesson before 
I go.          
      Goodnight my own darling darling boy.  Your picture looks as mad as fire at me, and I 
cant make you look at me as you did two weeks ago and as you did a week ago.  You look as 
cross as can be and make me feel awfully.  What did you do to that picture Harry to control its 
expressions & make them change, for they do change.  Sometimes you look so loving and 
happy and at other times so sad, and now you really look angry.  But I must stop, & hope when I 
get up in the morning (if I am able to) that your picture will have changed, to the expression it 
had at first.  I wont let any one see it till it changes, for I don’t what want them to see how cross 
you can look sometimes.  But I cant help loving you every minute just as much as ever.  I cant 
change even if you are angry & even if you do misunderstand your  

own devoted  
Effie who sends you more love than she can express, even tho’ 

you do think it must be weak stuff or she’d try and write better letters, & if you do think she 
treats you very very badly.  Well you dont know how deep it is, that is all, if you think she is 
careless about writing & neglects you from choice, and how can she expect you to think 
anything else when appearances and luck and everything is against her?  But you wait and I’ll 
prove to you that I am full of lov love am all love for you. 

  


