
                                                                                               No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                               N.Y. March 6th 1885. 
My darling Harry, 
      There is a certain question I always ask when I come home from my lessons, or in fact 
every time I come home from any place, and if the morning’s mail has brought me nothing, my 
question is fired off the moment I get in the house.  Do you know what the question is?  Well I 
wont stop to tell you if you have guessed already.  This evening was not an exception to a rule, 
and mamma’s answer was very satisfactory.  I grabbed my letter, and hurried to my room with 
it.  I found it even lovelier than usual.  I was rather tired, but it took away all the tired feeling 
and made me so very very happy.  I didn’t dream of my Saturday’s letter being enough to do so 
much, and I was so delighted to find that it had shown you my feelings and my thoughts, for I 
have felt that my letters were seldom satisfactory to you, because I can so seldom show them 
to you, and at times I know it has worried you a good deal, and yet I seemed powerless to make 
my letters what you wanted them to be.  I was writing about that very thing last night.  I 
haven’t worried lately as I used to, because I have felt that you understood me better, and felt 
sure you didn’t doubt me, yet I didn’t feel entirely comfortable.  How could I when I couldn’t 
make my letters satisfy you?  That you longed for them, and they did you good I knew, and yet 
to know they were not just what you wanted and needed, made me wish to be made over and 
given a different nature.  I know at times I am more as you want me, but I cant write in that 
strain unless the spirit moves me.  It isn’t that I feel any more at such times than I do all the 
time.  I dont think my love is any weaker at one time than it is another.  It is full strength all the 
time, but some times it is natural for me to write about it, and at other times it isn’t.  I wont 
force it for I dont think it would not  be fair or just to you.  When I do write about it, it comes 
right from the heart as naturally as can be.  I couldn’t hold it in.  It has got to come.  Even then it 
seems tame and miserable, yet it must be said.  I cant help myself.  I wish I could do this always, 
because it seems to help you so much, but tho’ my love is always the same, and there would 
never be a time when the most I could say would be too much (No one could say anything 
strong enough to do the subject justice, and I certainly cant do it.) yet I think it would be an 
insult to our love if I were to deliberately think out things to say about my love that would 
please you, even tho’ every thing I said would be true & not half as strong as my real feeling, 
but when all this comes out of itself it is very different, and I dont hesitate to tell you.  I dont 
think my friends ever doubted my love for them, and I dont think that any one ever criticized 
me as being cold or unfeeling.  On the contrary they think I am almost too full of feeling.  They 
My friends haven’t been told of my love for them, and yet they know how I feel toward them, 
but it isn’t natural for me to tell them how much I care for them.  When you were my friend you 
knew I cared a great deal for you, and yet I never told you so (how strange it seems now, and 
how very unnatural, to think that we were once only friends and only liked each other.)  This 
love is very different and we want to hear about it all the time.  It cant be told too many times.  
We like to hear the same thing over & over, & we never tire of it, tho’ we would think our 
friends must be a “little off” to keep telling us all the time now much they cared for us, tho’ it is 
very pleasant to be assured of it.  I have never been given to this sort of thing, tho’ my feelings 
have been as deep as possible, and I never tho’t I could do it at all, but it seems to me that my 
nature is changing, for I really think I say a great deal about my love, tho’ I have to put it all 
mildly, but I believe Jule would be terribly shocked if she could read my letters, for tho’ she 



believes that my feelings are very deep she doesn’t suspect me of telling so much about my 
love.  Mamma wouldn’t be shocked, but would be astonished I know.  She believes me to be 
capable of deepest love, and I believe she sometimes thinks I have too much feeling for my 
good, for it is so very very strong.  I show this, but I dont talk much about it, and I believe she 
would wonder at my writing as much about my love as I do.  I dont think I am making this very 
clear.  I cant do it in a letter, but I wish I could make you understand what I am trying to show 
you.  I hate to feel that it worries you when I dont wrt  write about my love.  Oh Harry if you 
could only know of my feelings for you, if I could only make you to see the depth & the strength 
of my love I would be so glad, but all I can tell you is to measure it by your own.  I feel as tho’ 
this letter was senseless, for I dont know how to put it clearly, but I am so glad that my 
Saturday’s letter was a success and that it really did show you my feelings & thoughts, and the 
awful longing to see you.  That gets worse all the time & doesn’t give me any rest now-a-days, 
and the last two or three nights I have dreamed about your being here, and have gone on 
dreaming unst unsatisfactory things for half the night or longer.  I know they say it takes only a 
short time for a dream, but I think these dreams must have taken a long time.  If they had been 
real pleasant dreams they would have been a real comfort, but they were all mixed up, & 
something was troubling us all thro’ and they were really dreadful.  I dream such an awful lot 
lately, and dont rest half as well.  I dream about dear Minnie, but only one dream about her 
was pleasant and that one really comforted me.  I promised you to w copy the part of your 
letter that got me started on Thurs night.  In one place you speak about wishing to hear more 
about my love & say “I believe you think I am a little bit foolish about this.  I wish you naturally 
tended to write more about this, but you dont and it is not a thing that can be forced unless 
naturally and spontaneously.  I am the other way.  It is so natural for me to tell you how 
examine my feelings & think about them that I sometimes think I write about them too much.”  
Then you say that I sometimes write things that show I can talk it if my tongue gets loosed, & 
then add, “More often tho’ when I think we are settled down to a good comfortable chat you 
switch off suddenly & run me off on a siding & sometimes it is a long while before we get on the 
main track again.  I used to think all sorts of things about this, but now I have settled upon a 
theory to account for this, which I will expound to you next summer.”  That was mean, to work 
me up so & then drop the subject, and I want to know what you mean, & what you used to 
think & what you think now.  It is like saying “Oh I want to tell you something, but you mustn’t 
tell, because it is a great secret,” and then, when you ask what it is, and get all worked up, to 
have me say “Well I guess I’d better not tell you after all.”  There were several things in your 
letters that made me feel like writing as I have done.  I cant tell you all of them now because 
mamma has come up and I’ve got to stop.  But I must ask you to explain one thing you wrote.  
This is all I can make out of it, “If you longed for me & for my letters not all were contented to 
have me away happy all the same without the letters darling I couldn’t stand it, but if that had 
been your character I should never have loved you at all.”  All this was in your Monday’s letter 
and I fear you were having some terrible thoughts.  What is the use of speculating about the ifs.  
You know that I love you with all my heart, and that I do long for you, and for your letters, and 
do suffer from this separation, and things are bad enough without your worrying about the ifs.  
How you would feel if I didn’t love you, & if I didn’t long for you, & for your letters as the next 
best thing, and a lot more ifs.  Harry you must not worry so because it is foolish.  You say you 
dont doubt my love.  I know you dont [ill.] now, tho’ you have done so sometimes, or rather 



you have felt that it wasn’t as deep as yours for me, but that is all over now.  Still I wish you 
would feel all the time that you have all the love you can possibly want.  I dont think it was fair 
for you to worry about my wanting money to make me happy, or about my being unhappy in a 
country place.  I knew you hadn’t money & told you that it could make no difference in my love, 
but in spite of that you owned that you had worried, and really I dont think it was at all 
complimentary to me.  I cant help feeling badly over it, for it shows that you didn’t think me 
above such things, & you have often said you hated such things.  I have never had such a mean 
tho’t about you and yet you have at times doubted my love being as strong as yours.  You 
believe in me now tho’ so I’ll forgive you, but oh wont I give you a dreadful scolding for this 
when I see you.  I cant do the subject justice now, but I’ll punish you severely next summer for 
having such wicked mean tho’ts about me.   
Mamma is so terribly blue and I feel as tho’ I should fly, and tomorrow I’ve got to go to Harlem.  
They sent for me today but I could not go when I got home from Orange.  I think we’ll all go 
crazy if mamma dont find something soon.  She worries night and day and she is half crazy now.   
But your letter tonight has made me put every thing else out of my mind, and I am so happy to 
have you understand me as you did when you wrote that precious letter. 
I must stop.  With love beyond measure, 
                   Your own devoted 
                          Effie 
 
[The following was written on a Western Union Telegram Company message form.] 
 
                                                                                                    Orange, Mar. 6th, 1885 
My own dearest Harry 
    I found at the last moment that I hadn’t an envelope, and Jule had gone out & locked up 
the room and I couldn’t get in there to get one.  (Mr. Steinbach’s sister is visiting him, and 
mamma gave up the room on the 3rd floor, & she and Jule went down in the basement, and we 
always have to keep that room locked when we are not in it, on account of the market men[,] 
washer women etc).  I was late & didn’t have time to stop & buy some on my way to the ferry, 
so you’ll have another letter from Orange, but it will reach you Sunday Morning.  Mamma has 
gone to Montclair today to look at a house.  I haven’t another moment. 
       With fondest love 
            In haste your 
                 Effie. 


