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My own darling Harry, 
          Oh!  I have had such a scare, but fortunately everything has turned out all right.  After 
dinner I came up stairs and scribbled off a few lines to you, in the greatest hurry, and mailed 
the thing on my way to the lecture.  It was just a word to tell you that you could hope for 
something on Sunday, and also to send you enough love to keep you happy till then.  I tho’t 
that after the lecture I’d have a chance to write a letter, and not another note, for Annie was 
going to have the other hall room.  Mrs. Hall (the Ellis’ friend from Phila) is still here visiting 
them and has their front room, but her son has gone, and we tho’t Annie could go back to her 
room, and I could sit up as late as I liked to write.  I tho’t you wouldn’t scold, as it would be my 
only chance for writing, & I meant to make the most of my chance, and tho’t I’d send a 
respectable letter, but things made even a note seem doubtful.   Just as we were about to start 
out, Mrs. Ellis came to say that her cousin had come to spend the night, and she’d like the hall 
room.  Of course that would end my writing, for Annie would have to come in here and I’d have 
no chance to write.  To put it mildly, I was kind of mad, and I made no bones about saying so.  I 
told mamma I tho’t it was mean for Mrs. Ellis to have so much company just now, for we have 
company, and only that one room, and I tho’t Mrs. Hall and Mrs. (I dont remember her name so 
we will call her nuisance,) could room together, and as they had that big room they could get 
along well enough, and there was no sense of making Annie uncomfortable, and me too, for we 
would have only this little hall room with a single bed, and we have had all we want of such 
close quarters.  If it had been necessary, I would not have said a word, but I didn’t think it was, 
and I said a good many words.  Mrs. E. knew how we had to manage before, and I tho’t it was 
mean to ask us to keep it up, especially as they had that big room.  I tho‘t her company wasn’t 
any better than ours, and I felt doubly mad on acc’t of my letter.  Her cousin seemed to think 
she ought to have a room alone, but mamma tho’t it wouldn’t hurt her to share the room with 
Mrs. Hall, and she probably would be more comfortable than Annie and I have been in this little 
room, and mamma told her so, and wouldn’t turn Annie out of her room again, for it wasn’t 
necessary at all, and they ought not to have asked such a thing.  But it was a narrow escape for 
us, and I was afraid mamma would humor them, but I finally convinced her that there was no 
sense in our having to go on so uncomfortably, while her company spread themselves out & 
around.  So it was finally settled, and Annie has her room, and I have mine.  But in spite of this, 
my letter cant be very long for we got home from the lecture so very late, and it is already after 
twelve.  We didn’t get home till a few minutes before eleven, and then mamma wanted to tell 
me what she had done, and to think the thing out with her, for she had had no chance to tell 
me about it before, as except that she had seen one house that pleased her very much.  She 
said her taking it, depended on a few things, and one was what I tho’t of it.  It was the only time 
for talking it over, for I leave early in the morning, and only come home about 9:40 for a few 
minutes & there wouldn’t be time then, and then I go to Orange for the day.  Mamma tho’t she 
ought to write at once about it, and didn’t want to wait till I got home, so we had to talk the 
thing out before I came home upstairs.  I cant give you my ideas of the Beethoven notes yet, for 
I haven’t had a chance to even glance them over, but I’m very very much obliged.  I can imagine 
how your hand felt after writing so long, and yet I dont know how you could copy so much in so 
short a time as five hours.  Your account of it is rather discouraging for me, for it you cant find 



the meaning of parts, I probably wont find any meaning at all.  If it is too deep for you, I might 
as well give it up at once, but tho’ it may be foolish to attempt it, I am going to read it the very 
first time I get a chance, and then if I do understand it, or even a little of it, after what you have 
said, I will feel too set up for any use.  Annie thinks I am very deeply in love, and she guessed it 
before she was told.  I asked her how she felt about her cousin’s engagement, because it 
seemed to me altogether too short an acquaintance, particularly under the circumstances, and I 
think it was pretty risky, and tho’t perhaps Annie felt so.  This gentleman (he has a pretty name, 
Tommy Jones) knew Louise years ago, but never cared enough for her, even as a friend, to call 
on her, and it was so long since she had seen him, that when he came up to speak to her one 
day when she & Annie were waiting for a train, Louise actually didn’t know him from a hole in 
the ground, and he had to introduce himself, as it were, and then she remember him.  Without 
any more meetings, he suddenly tho’t he’d lie to call on her, and commenced at once the most 
marked attentions.  That day at the depot was [ill.] the first time he ever showed the slightest 
desire for even her friendship, and since this meeting too plat took place, soon after her fathers 
death, & it was then an open secret that she was heiress to an income of $20000.00 a year, I 
think it looks a trifle suspicious.  This sudden fancy, I would have been inclined to doubt; it 
looked a little too thin.  If it had been an utter stranger it wouldn’t have seemed so doubtful to 
me as it does now, but this sudden change without any meetings between to give him reason 
for it, coming at such a time, makes me wonder if Louise will be happy.  That she loves him is 
very evident, but I think she ought to have been very careful, and gone very slow.  This only 
happened a year ago, and it hasn’t been long enough to test him.  He hasn’t given her a chance 
to think of it quietly, for he has chased her constantly, and this fall they became engaged.  I 
dont say that he is after her money without caring anything for her, but it certainly looks that 
way to me, and I think she ought to have been careful.  If he had ever shown the slightest it 
interest in her before I wouldn’t think of it, as it is I dont see how she can be sure of his love for 
her.  When I asked Annie what she tho’t about the engagement, you can see all that was in my 
mind, and you can imagine my astonishment when she said, instead of what I almost expected, 
“I feel just as I do about yours.  I feel that I have lost you both, and while I am glad of your 
happiness, I cant help feeling sad over my loss.”  This was rather unexpected as you may 
imagine.  She thinks because I dont write as often as used to that I no longer care for her.  I 
used to do more than my share, and now I haven’t time to keep on in the old way.  She hasn’t 
said anything, but I have to be very careful.  You know I have to be away from her most of the 
time, and she knows I must give my lessons, but if I should spend my evenings writing to you it 
would not leave me much time with her, and as she is my guest it wouldn’t do at all.  She would 
consider it rude, and would be dreadfully hurt, besides mamma wouldn’t like it.  They have 
always been so very kind to us that we feel under obligations to them, so this along would 
would [sic] interfere with my writing as I’d like to, but when I have love besides all this, I cant 
offend her.  Poor Annie.  She is over sensitive and it is a great misfortune.  I know you’ll forgive 
me if I am not up to the mark with you.  It would be easy enough to excuse myself if I had all my 
time, but when I spend so much time away it isn’t easy to get away and write.  She is bound to 
be in my room when I am there and you see, I am sure, just how things are, and if you will sop 
and think of it, and will put yourself in her place, you’ll see how she would feel.  She’d never get 
over it.  She thinks my engagement and marriage will make a difference.  It will in some ways, 
and we will not see as much of each other, & she has begun to moan about next summer for I 



wont make any promises to visit any place but Madison, but her chief fear is absurd, for I will 
always care for her just the same, and will take as much interest in her as tho’ I lived an old 
maid all my life.  Dear Annie I wish such happiness as mine could come to her.  She isn’t any too 
happy at home.  Her stepmother is very nice and she and Annie get along together beautifully, 
and Annie hasn’t a word of fault to find with her, and is as lovely to her as can be, and if she 
only stood in any other position, A. would love her, but her love for her own mother was such 
that it nearly kills her to see anyone else, even if it could be an angel, in her mother’s place.  
She feels that it is wrong, and very wicked, but she cant get over it.  It is as bad now as it was at 
first, time dont make it easier, & she cant get used to it, and never will.  If her father had waited 
longer it wouldn’t seem quite so hard, after being married for over twenty five years, it did 
seem hard & unfeeling for him to forget such a wife as she was so soon, or perhaps not forget 
her, but to be willing and anxious to put some one in her place.  It was awful for Annie, not only 
on account of her own feelings, but I know it seemed to her almost disloyal to her mother, and 
that nearly broke her heart, & was the hardest part.  I dont see why he had to be in such a 
hurry.  Annie hadn’t taken off her mourning, and he might at least have waited for that.  The 
tho’t of his being married again, before the daughters had taken off their mourning for their 
mother, was dreadful and I dont wonder that Annie feels as she does.  I’d feel the same I know.  
I dont think she’ll ever be happy unless she learns to love as I do.  I know there isn’t a man in 
the whole world to compare with my Harry, and she wont find another like you, but then she 
might imagine it and that would do as well, if she never found out the truth, “where ignorance 
is bliss ’tis folly to be wise,” you know, and probably if she falls in love, she’ll imagine she has a 
greater treasure than mine, and I’d let her think so, for I wouldn’t want her to find out the 
truth, and be unhappy because she couldn’t have you, for I wouldn’t give you up to anyone 
else, even my best friend, and so it is better that they others should think they have a more 
valuable treasure than I have, & be happy, & then they wont wish for what they cant have.  I 
had a long talk with Annie last night, and told her a good deal about our story, and told her I’d 
be so glad to hear that she had followed my example, & that I hoped such happiness would 
come to her, for I knew she’d never be happy or comfortable at home, and besides there was 
no happiness like this love.  (Now all this is strictly confidential, mind, and if you ever see her 
you needn’t get me in any scrape like the one when you were at German Valley.)  We talked 
late into the night, or rather into the morning.  There was method in my madness, and every 
thing seemed conducive to this talk.  I felt that it was too good a chance to lose.  I cant usually 
talk about my love to others.  It seems to belong only to us two, & seems too sacred to talk 
about, as some people do, but last night I felt that I must.  I know a gentleman who is madly in 
love with Annie, but she has never given him the least encouragement, and at times is hardly 
civil to him, because she dreads a scene, and she worries a great deal about it.  He has such a 
desperate case, that he cant hide his feelings at all, and she cant help knowing how he feels.  I 
know all this without any thing from her.  This gentleman is very worthy, & I consider him a 
splendid fellow, far ahead of the majority.  He hasn’t much money, but I guess he could get 
along very comfortably, & I think he’ll have more than we expect, but wouldn’t have many 
luxuries.  I dont know whether Annie would feel this an obstacle or not, but I believe she does 
love him.  But the Wisners & Wellings feel themselves above most people, tho’ I dont think they 
need feel so.  They are very old families to be sure, but this gentleman is as far ahead of Annie’s 
brother as can be imagined.  He is well educated and intelligent and refined and a perfect 



gentleman, and there isn’t one thing against him, except that the family has never been 
considered equal to the Wisner and Welling families, and tho’ I dont think it would make any 
difference with Annie if she hadn’t so many to make a fuss.  She is too gentle, (& it makes me 
provoked at her very often) & so sensitive, more so than anyone I ever knew, and I believe she 
lacks courage to face the music.  She dreads her father’s displeasure or disappointment, and 
the talk it would cor cause on both sides of her family, and it was about this that I went for her.  
I said “I dont ask you to tell me whether you love him or not, it wouldn’t be fair, and I dont 
want you to think I’m trying to get it out of you.  I simply want to beg you not to let any of these 
things influence you,” (the things I have spoken of above) “if you love him, for goodness sake, 
don’t throw throw your happiness away, and make him miserable besides.  Your father didn’t 
let his any consideration for your feelings stand in his way.  If he could find any fault with 
George, it would be different, but he cant.  He can only say family & money, but these are not 
against him.  He is a noble fellow and we know him to be such such and you might get some 
one of fine family, with plenty of money, that who wouldn’t compare with him in character, and 
if you love him you ought not to spoil his happiness and yours for fear of the talk.  If you dont 
love him, & only admire his character, of course you must act toward him as you have done, but 
if you do love him, (please think it over very carefully) do give him a little encouragement, for 
you know how he feels.  I dont know that you do love him, & dont ask you to confide in me.  I 
only beg you to be careful not to sacrifice your happiness for life for want of courage.”  There is 
a lot more to tell you, but I must stop at once.  Please dont scold because this letter is filled up 
with this, for I am so interested I want to talk to you about it, and my relations to you are so 
happy that I want some such happiness to come to A. for other wise her life will never be 
happy, even in the mild way it might be if things were different at home, and of all my friends, I 
wish this happiness most for her, for she has such need of it.  I meant to write about other 
things, but hope you wont be bored but I feel comparatively safe because all this shows you a 
good deal of my own feelings, & my happiness. 
With love beyond measure 
 Always your own devoted 
    Effie. 
 
 


