
                                                                                                     No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                      N.Y. Feb. 28th 1885. 
My dearest Harry, 
    This cant be a very long letter, but will be something between Sunday & Wednesday, 
and your Sunday’s letter is so short that I cant let it go for letter, without sending another little 
scrap to help you between that, and your long one on Wednesday, & perhaps you’ll like that 
better.  Tomorrow I suppose you’ll have two letters, so the short one wont seem so bad, and if 
you get another on Tuesday, you’ll feel quite fine.  I wont attempt a long one now but 
tomorrow I’ll try to send you a four cent one, and in it will tell you all about the Cala news etc 
etc, but tonight we wont have anything disagreeable.  I went to Madison yesterday after I 
finished my work at Orange, and I returned this afternoon on the 3:24 train from M. reaching 
home about 5:30.  I had the most charming little visit and couldn’t bear to leave so soon.  They 
were all so lovely to me, and it was such a rest & such a pleasure to be there.  I actually longed 
to stay over Sunday, but didn’t yield to the temptation.  I knew I ought not to stay, and so I just 
tore myself away.  You haven’t any idea how much I wanted to stay.  After all I have suffered 
lately it & still suffer when I am home, it seemed so lovely there.  I seemed to get away from 
everything, and it did me a world of good.  I got your letter just before I left home and had to 
read it on the way to Orange, and I had to mail your letter at Orange, but you’ll get it as soon as 
tho’ I mailed it from here.  My poor boy you are getting blue again.  I wish I could do more, and 
then you might not feel so.  Still I dont know about it, for when I used to write oftener it didn’t 
keep them (the blues) off, and I guess we are both bound to have these spells as long as the 
horrible separation lasts, tho’ I know letters help us wonderfully, and I know I dont do my 
share, and I appreciate your goodness in writing me every day when I do so little, but you have 
learned to understand me better now, and never doubt me for a moment.  You believe what I 
tell you, that it makes me feel terribly because I cant do more. still  You have been doing 
splendidly, and have been so patient all the time, and that has made me feel better, for I could 
not do more than I have done, & tho’ it has made me feel badly and unhappy, yet it hasn’t 
worried me as it used to, for then I had the consequences to dread, and a misunderstanding etc 
etc, and now I dont feel so.  While I feel the same longing to write, and the same 
disappointment when I am kept from it, it doesn’t worry me so that I am half sick over it.  I cant 
help feeling badly, and sorry about it but that is very much better than to have that feeling & a 
misunderstanding besides.  No I dont think you ungrateful at all.  I think you are just right, and 
lately you have been so lovely & patient with me, and I want you to know that I thoroughly 
appreciate it, and I dont blame you at all for anything you have said lately, for you cant help 
feeling blue, but you have stood the test of the last six weeks splendidly.  I dont blame you for 
complaining a little, and as long as you believe in me you need not be afraid that I will be angry 
at what you say, for I understand your feelings and dont blame you for them one bit, and never 
dreamed of calling you ungrateful.  I keep hoping to do better but I do all I can.  I dont feel over 
well & cant write at night as I used to.  I am so thoroughly tired out when night comes, that I am 
not good for much, and yet there are many times when I might write, but for your warning, 
which was to look out for my health.  I know it would worry you far more to have me sick, than 
it does to get along on such a short allowance of letters.  Besides this it would be serious 
business for mamma, & for me too, for aside from suffering it might cost me my pupils, and 
tho’ I haven’t been really sick lately, I have felt sort of run down, and tired out, & I keep hoping 



this feeling will wear off, & I fight it down, but so many troubles coming so thick & fast have 
been a strain, but I am better now and I hope I’ll be entirely myself before long.  I have given up 
some nights, and gone to bed, when I could have sat up longer & written, but I knew if you 
could know how I felt you would tell me not to write, and I knew I ought not to.  It is so hard for 
me to get a chance to be alone, except at night, but I hope that I can soon do better.  Harry I 
dont know how to write you not to come if you have a week’s vacation, for I want you so much, 
& it would do us both so much good, but I really think we ought to try and stick it out if we 
possibly can, & stand it till June.  The worst is over, and we can stand if we make up our minds 
to it.  I wont say dont come.  I have no right to say that.  You must do what you think best.  
Besides, I cant say that.  It sounds as tho’ I didn’t want you, and I am just wild to see you, but I 
dont think it would be wise to come.  It would take at least three days to go and come, and it 
seems wrong for you to spend so much for so short a time as we could have together.  I think it 
would be worth that much money, if you only had it to spare, but I dont think you have, and 
you know it would cost nearly fifty dollars, and that counts up I can tell you.  Remember that 
we might have to pay dearly for it in the end, & the more we save now the sooner this 
separation will be ended for good, and $50.00 saved is so much earned.  (Only you’d better sew 
it up in a bag and tie it around your neck.  It seems to be the only safe way to take care of 
money now-a-days.)  I know you hate to look at the money in such a case, but my darling boy, 
we have got to do this, and that is what I mean when I say that money isn’t a bad thing to have.  
Luxuries are unnecessary, but and we are not going to be unhappy because we cant have them, 
and we’ll be as happy as can be if we can have enough, to live quietly & simply, and you know 
how I feel about it, so I wont go ve over it again, but it would be lovely, if you could come East 
for a few days & not feel the expense at all.  You hate to consider the money when we both 
long to see each other, but it has to be done.  You seem to hate the word so, that you ought to 
have plenty so you wouldn’t have to think of such things, and I know you hate all this even 
counting the cost.  It is harder for you than it is for me, and that is the reason I think you ought 
not to turn up your nose at it as you sometimes do.  I’m sure you know the value of it, & all 
that, and can make it go as far as anyone could (& you made it go farther during your three 
years at Balt. than most people could), but you hate to have to think of it, and you love the 
things that money will buy, but I dont believe I can make you understand just what I mean till I 
can talk about it.  I dont mean that your ideas are anything wrong or anything against you, but 
only people who have money ought to have such ideas, for poor people must think more of it 
than rich ones.  They must be always planning to come out even, & if possible a little ahead, & if 
they dont count the cost on all occasions (even on little nasty miserable things they feel close & 
mean to think of) they are pretty sure to come out behind, at the end of the year, and get into 
trouble.  You can do all this as well or better than I cant can, but I can see that it bores you 
more than it does me.  I dont object to nice things, and I dont turn up my nose at money, and 
yet I really believe it is not as necessary to me as it is to you.  I know we’ll both be happier on a 
little, than more than half the people are with a great deal, but you know you will always want 
books with handsome bindings, while I can enjoy reading those with common paper covers, 
and while I am reading it, if it is interesting the binding wont worry me a bit, and I wont think 
about it (tho’ mind I dont deny that I’d like to own books handsomely bound bound and would 
rather have them so than to have paper covers or cheap bindings.  I wouldn’t choose cheap 
ones if I could have plenty to spend on them, but I mean I would be just as happy to read a 



book with a poor binding and would enjoy that part it as much as tho’ it was elegantly bound.)  
Then you know you cant “sleep on a cot in the bathroom,” while I wouldn’t mind it in the least, 
& would not give it a second tho’t.  I wouldn’t mind having a stained floor with a rug, but you’d 
be wild because it would be imitation of black walnut.  Of course I’d rather have the hard wood 
floor than the stained wood, but it wouldn’t really affect my happiness.  There, there, dont get 
mad, for I’m only teasing you.  I suppose I’ll always tease you about your horror of the 
bathroom, & about your speech about books.  You said you couldn’t thoroughly enjoy reading a 
books with a cheap binding, and I have heard you rave against imitation of anything, so it 
makes me laugh when you show such a contempt for money, and I suppose you wouldn’t 
object to a few handsome paintings, and some bronzes, and a few pieces of Royal Worster, and 
a fine library, & a handsome piano, a Steinway grand you wouldn’t refuse I suppose, and if we 
had a house perhaps you would even be willing to give house room to a large organ if anyone 
should ask you to get it out of their way & use it for them, and there are a few other little things 
like the above that you wouldn’t mind owning.  They are not necessary but I imagine they 
would add to your happiness quite as much as they would to mine, and I know your taste would 
be gratified by all these things, and yet you think money dont amount to much, & it makes me 
smile because your taste runs to these things that cost lots, & you hate cheap trash even more 
than I do.  I am not finding fault with you for this[,] only I’m trying to show you that you care 
more for money that than you think for, tho’ Harry dear I know you said part of that to cheer 
me up, and make me feel that the lose of ours wouldn’t be so dreadful, and your offer to 
mamma was so lovely and so generous and we appreciate it so very very much, so much more 
than I can tell you, and you must not misunderstand what I have said, part of it wasn’t meant at 
all, and where I was in earnest I wasn’t finding fault at all.  If I say any more you’ll think I care 
too much for money.  I dont, but I only appreciate the value of it.  I think it is rather convenient 
sometimes, and I know you feel about it just as I do, but you get so disgusted with money 
worshipers, that it makes you hate the name of money at times, but you dont really hate it, and 
you appreciate the advantage of it as much as anyone, so dont get wild at what I have said for I 
dont misunderstand you at all.  No money could buy our love, & the richest man in the world 
couldn’t win me from you (tho’ there is no danger of his trying) for it is now and always will be 
for you & you alone.  I mean that kind of love, my deepest love, that I never used to know 
about, that cant change, and you know that.  I’d rather marry you without money, than to 
marry anyone else with unlimited wealth, and I will never change my mind about it or change 
my heart, but as we haven’t money we must count the cost, & we must deny ourselves things 
we’d have if we could afford them.  We must even deny ourselves the pleasure of being 
together, & I really think you cant afford to spend so much to come East for so short a time.  As 
the worst is over we can live along till June as we have done since last Sept.  We’ll We have 
borne this long separation pretty well, and I think we ought to have considerable credit for our 
strength, tho’ I suppose no one else will give it to us.  Never mind[,] we dont care.  We are 
independent.  We know what we think and if others dont appreciate our strength during this 
trial, we dont care.  We know what it has been, and it is too sacred to talk to them about, or to 
show them, but we can tell each other, and that is enough.  It isn’t necessary for all the world to 
know it.  If the time was only half over I would urge you to come if possible, but as we have past 
the worst I guess we ought to try and stick it out to the bitter end of the nine months, and then 
we’ll appreciate the beginning of the next part, all the more, & we’ll have all summer.  Harry I 



know we have had more strength this winter than we will have again.  Next Xmas you’ll think 
you must come, and I will lead you on, and urge you to come, and so I think it would be better 
to put this money away for that and then we will have something to look forward to.  If you 
think you had better come now, it is all right, and you’ll be sure of a warm welcome.  Dont let 
what I have said scare you out of it if you feel that it is best.  Dont imagine I’ll receive you coldly 
or scold you for coming, for I would probably thank you for not heeding my advice.  I’d receive 
you warmly enough to suit you & would bless you for coming.  Dont be wild enough to imagine 
that I dont want to see you.  I guess it would be hard to decide whose longing weighed the 
most if we could weigh them.  I only am trying to be strong and to say what it seems to me is 
right, tho’ I haven’t strength to say “dont come.”  I leave it entirely with you, and in this case am 
very glad to shift the responsibility off on you, and will promise to be satisfied with whatever 
plan you decide on.  Dont think I’m always so easy to get along with, for I mustn’t deceive you.  
I like a little say about things and wont always be so meek, and leave everything for you to 
decide, so you must take advantage of this time.  I must stop. 
With unbounded love 
                Your own  
                            Effie. 
 
This is Alfred’s & Em’s first anniversary.  They came near having one only once in four years.  At 
that rate they couldn’t have ever hoped for a golden wedding.  Now they have a chance, and I 
hope they may live to celebrate it.    

E.M.L. 
     
This is quite a long letter after all, and I cant bear to leave any paper unwritten on.  The letter 
isn’t very good tho’, & it is well I have made up in quantity what I lacked in quality.   

E.M.L. 
 


