
                                                                                              No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                  N.Y. Jan. 14th 1885   
My darling Harry, 
          I wrote you on Monday night as I expected but I couldn’t make up my mind to send it.  
Last night tho’ I had so much to comfort me I knew I had better not try to write.  My letter of 
Monday night was so unsatisfactory.  I knew it would be so when I began.  I was sure I couldn’t 
put things as I wanted to, and I found myself more helpless even than I had thought.  In the 
morning when I looked the thing over I determined not to send it.  I hoped to be in better 
condition last night, but tho’ I was better I found that I was not equal to writing.  I felt that it 
wouldn’t be best to try.  I knew that it was useless to do any more until your Sundays letter 
came, or did not come.  I expected something dreadful or none at all, for as my Sundays letter 
failed on Sunday, I didn’t know what you’d do about it.  I was unprepared for what I did get, 
and now I feel that I can write again.  I send my letter of Monday night with this and then you 
can see just how I looked at things; tho’ I have put every thing so stupidly, and have failed to 
make it clear, I feel that you can guess something of my feelings when I wrote it.  And now I 
wont dwell on this painful subject.  I only want to say one thing, that is, that the next time we 
have a fuss I am going to pay no attention to it.  I’m going to try & write as if nothing had 
happened.  If I cant do that, if I cant write without speaking of it, I’m not going to write at all.  It 
is always the same way.  By the time my answer reaches you you are all right, and it only keeps 
the thing stirred up, and I am determined to have nothing more to do with these rows.  I am 
not going to answer any more of those letters that make me feel so terribly.  If I feel so badly 
that I cant write as usual then I wont write at all.  I am so glad that you didn’t get upset on 
Sunday, for your Sunday’s letter was so lovely.  I would hate to have missed it, but I know you 
didn’t get my letter on Monday Morning.  It didn’t reach you till afternoon, and I’m afraid it 
didn’t have a good effect on you, for the last part of it was written when I was fairly beside 
myself.  The letter you rec’d today wasn’t any better I fear, for I wasn’t feeling happy when I 
wrote it.  But I guess that it is hardly necessary for me to tell you this so.  You probably 
discovered that for your self.  I guess it is well I didn’t send my letter of Monday night, for those 
two letters were enough of that kind for a little while, and you’ll be better off without any 
tomorrow than to have that.  But we must get on pleasanter subjects.  I want first of all to tell 
you that I am delighted to hear of your good prospects, and hope that you’ll do even better 
than you expect, and I hope your schemes with the Legislature will all prosper.  Harry you say 
you think I put Jule Bray’s guess about us too strong, but I didn’t.  It couldn’t be put too strong.  
You haven’t any idea how sure she was or how much she used to talk about it.  I told you that 
she didn’t guess much about me, and she some times used to misunderstand my friendship 
with Mr. Zerfass, but she said (this seems funny for me to tell but she really said it) that you 
didn’t look at any one else in the same way you looked at me, that [ill.] there was always a 
different expression when you looked at me, which she insisted you did most of the time.  Even 
when you were talking to the rest of them she could see you watching me, or if I was out of the 
room, watching the door.  I always told her that it was nonsense, but she couldn’t think so.  She 
didn’t know that you were not attentive to other girls.  She knew nothing at all about you.  In 
another letter you said “I want to say something about Jule Bray’s wonderful foresight, tho’ I 
suppose she really put the case stronger than it really was.  She no doubt saw that we liked 
each other & thought it would be nice to have a little romance to watch.  I dont think she could 



have seen as much as your letter says she saw.”  I dont wonder that it seems so to you, but I 
haven’t begun to tell you all.  Why I cant understand it myself, but it didn’t seem to be a mere 
suspicion.  I [ill.] never thought we ever gave people ground for talk, but I fear as every body 
has seen it and known it for so long that we must have carried on disgracefully, tho’ I cant think 
in what way, but with most people I think it was one of those foolish suspicions that they will 
have over every friendship, but this feeling of Jule’s seemed to be different, and I could never 
understand it.  You ask what I think of the Cala scheme. Of course my dearest Harry I think that 
you must consider what will be for your greatest good, and I’ll be satisfied to go where you feel 
it is best for you to go, but as to my choice, you know my love for Cala, and I would like very 
much to go there, would like it far better than Indiana, but it would be farther from home and 
the trip is so very expensive that we could not afford to come East.  I would hate to feel that I 
was so far away from mamma that I couldn’t get to her, and under these circumstances I’d 
rather have you stay where you are unless you found you could do better there.  If we were 
permanently settled there I think mamma might follow us, but she wouldn’t feel at tho’ she 
could be moving around from East to West, & West to East again.  You see she couldn’t do this.  
It pleased her very much & touched her very deeply to have you express the wish to have her 
with us but you can st see that she’d only move to a place with us if we were likely to be there 
for a number of years.  Then too she’d have to go to a place where there was some chance for 
her to make a living.  In Cala I think she could do it, and if you had a good position there and 
were likely to stay I feel almost sure that she might be induced to go back there.  But you must 
do as you feel will be the best for you, for these things must be considered of course.   
Indeed you needn’t worry about my feeling it a trial to go to the sea shore.  No matter how 
lonely it is I would be happy if I could be by the sea, and not have anyone around but you.  I am 
fortunately not given to being lonely.  I miss my friends, and to be separated from them you 
know is a trail, but for you you know I can stand it, and it wont make me discontented or 
unhappy.  What I meant was that I’d enjoy an out of the way, & quiet place as much as a more 
lively place by the sea.  I’d enjoy it far more than a fashionable sea shore resort, so you can 
always count on me to go on these trips.  In fact I may be a nuisance.  There may be times when 
you’d rather go alone, and will wish I didn’t care so much for the sea.  You’ll perhaps wish I’d 
stay at home and not be always so ready to go.  Oh about your tobacco bag.  I never made one, 
but I’ll make one for you if you tell me what to line it with.  Isn’t it lined with some particular 
thing?  I dont know but I imagine it must have a special material for it, chamois skin or 
something like that, but I haven’t any idea about it, & dont know what makes me think so.  I 
dont know beans about a man’s things anyhow, as we have no man in our immediate fa family.  
You’ll wish some day I guess that I had had brothers to experiment on.  I know this much about 
men, tho’ from observation.  They are all cranky and must have every thing just so or they wont 
have it at all.  They’ll throw it aside & have nothing to do with it, tho’ they’ll make things lively 
talking about it.  A woman will get along somehow if a thing isn’t just right.  She’ll make it do, 
but I never saw a man yet who would put up with things that were not to suit him.  I dont know 
how you are, but I expect you are as particular as the majority, and when I send your neckties, 
they will have something wrong about them.  Do you know that I once vowed I’d never make a 
man’s necktie?  I’ll tell you how it was.  Mr. Z. brought up a lot of elegant necktie silks for us to 
use for family work, or quilts, or portiers or whatever we liked, & we each tho’t we’d make him 
a necktie, (it was the winter Em and Mame were here).  Well we got one of his soiled ones (that 



is one that he considered soiled & wouldn’t wear any more) the shape he always wore and we 
chose the prettiest silks and covered the board, and did it all very neatly.  They were an awful 
bother but we fussed & fussed till we got them right.  We made them very nicely and when 
they were on no one would have guessed they were home made.  We felt quite proud of our 
success & tho’t he’d be delighted, but what do you think he did _ he made all manner of fun of 
them.  Not one was right.  He wore each one once and then only when he was around the 
house for he was ashamed to be seen with it outside I suppose.  We all then made a vow never 
to make anything for a man to wear.  It seems so funny that you should happen to hit on a 
necktie of all things.  I am willing to try and I dont imagine you will be so hard to suit.  I hope I’ll 
succeed this time, better than I did before, but want you to tell me your honest opinion.  I 
haven’t rec’d the necktie you said you would send.  I haven’t been down town yet, will go 
tomorrow, or Friday on my way to Orange & get your sponges.  I suppose you are not in any 
great hurry for them.  Your plans for next summer are very fine and I dont doubt our having a 
good time to if we could follow them, but it cant be done.  If you have got to go to Hampton 
next summer you’ll have to go, but you know I couldn’t go with you.  It wouldn’t do at all and I 
wouldn’t think of it for a moment.  And even if I were ever so willing I wouldn’t be allowed to 
do it.  Why Harry you are making wild schemes about next summer, tho’ it would be charming 
to carry them out.  But really did you think for a moment that we could do it?  We’d have a 
lovely time I know, but I wouldn’t do it for anything, nor do I believe you would let me.  I think 
you were only trying me.  You were rather surprised at my Baltimore visit, tho’ I could never see 
anything wrong about it, and mamma didn’t.  She was the one who proposed my trying to 
make arrangements to stay at Mrs. Collins so that I could see the City without rushing so, 
because you know my ankle was still paining & troubling me and she tho’t it would be bad for 
me to rush around as I’d have to if I tried to do it in one day, & she wanted me to see the City 
while I had a chance & was so near.  Neither of us tho’t of your yo being so extravagant as you 
were, & I felt mighty cheap about your doing it.  Of course it was a comfortable and quick way 
of doing things and I couldn’t have had any nicer way, but I tho’t I had invited myself and it was 
too much to ask you to give up your whole day from your work etc etc, and then to have you 
hire that horse & “buggy” — well I felt cheap enough I can tell you, and wanted than I to make 
you see it, and you wouldn’t, & acted a little put out because I wanted to pay for it or at least 
share the expense, and I had to drop the sup subject.  I was afraid it was a bore to you anyhow, 
without any expense, and I remember when you said in a tone of regret that you’d lost two 
drawing lessons, one the day you saw me at the train & another that day, and that I needn’t 
mention your coming to the train to see me on my way home, for you couldn’t waste any more 
drawing lessons on me.  You put it rather better than that, but that was your meaning.  Oh that 
day was lovely & I enjoyed it so much.  I cant say thoroughly because the horse & buggy 
worried me and I would rather have done at least part.  If you had asked me it would have been 
different, but you see you didn’t.  I asked myself and you paid the bills and that kept me from 
enjoying thoroughly, tho’ it didn’t spoil my day by any means.  So you want to stop at Baltimore 
on your way home and dont dare come by the Penn. RR. lest you’ll be tempted.  I guess that 
was what you meant when you said you’d be here the 19th of June.  Harry if you want to stop so 
badly, that you have got to take the N.Y. Central, for fear the temptation to stop at Balt. would 
be too strong if you came home by the other road, why I dont want to see you before the 19th.  
Go to Baltimore by all means if you feel that way about it.  If you dont do it now, I wont feel 



comfortable if you come right thro’.  I’ll know you didn’t want to do it and that it was a trial for 
you to not visit Balt.  And I surely will be miserable and wont care about seeing you if you come 
by the N.Y. Central, for I’ll know why you chose that road, that you didn’t dare take the other 
one.  I tho’t that was a fine scheme when you first spoke of it for you’d be so much nearer us (in 
case we are here) than if you came the other way, but when I found that your reason had 
nothing to do with this, then I was cut up, and now if you dont come by the Penn. R.R. I will be 
unhappy.  I’d rather have you stay over at Balt. than to come on the N.Y. Cent. & I’d rather have 
you do it any way now that I know how you feel.  I had a letter from Mag this morning.  I am 
going to write to her while she is in Phila.  Your letter of the 10th postmarked the 11th reached 
me last evening.  I have been awfully glad to have those last few letters for they are so different 
from the ones I’ve had lately.  Mr. Zerfass came in this evening and wanted me to put on my 
things and go to the Casino with him.  I only had about ten minutes to change my dress & get 
my things on, & all the time he stood in the hall calling, “Hurry up.”  We heard the new comic 
opera “Apajune.”  It is very very funny, and I really enjoyed it, tho’ you know I am not very fond 
of comic opera, but they give things so well there, that one cant fail to enjoy going.  And now I 
must close for this isn’t my long letter night, and I hope to write for Sunday tomorrow night 
unless something happens, but unless it is some thing important or serious I’ll write, and wont 
let every little thing call me away.  I sent your change in postage stamps.  You know I had that 
amount left from the $2.00, Music $1.50 & Expressage .35.  I must stop now.  With fondest love 

Believe me you own (a good deal happier) 
                                 Effie. 


