
                                                                                              No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                              N.Y. March 29th [1885] 
My darling Harry, 
    This will be rather a short letter for your Wednesday’s dose, but I guess the letter you’ll 
receive on Tuesday afternoon will make up for it, and you’ll count that part of Sunday’s letter.  I 
ought to have sent it early, and then spent the time on this, but I couldn’t seem to stop, & kept 
on & on till I used up most of the afternoon, but I guess it is as broad as it is long, and as long as 
you get it, you wont care which letter it comes in.  You wont get the long one till Tuesday 
afternoon, but you wouldn’t have time to read so much in the morning.  I have been getting on 
finely today, and am going to start out tomorrow, on my rounds.  My cold is so much better.  It 
was an awful cold, but it was snubbed unmercifully, and has decided to move on.  The 
neuralgia, or whatever it was, was so much worse that I couldn’t think about my cold, tho’ at 
any other time it would have seemed pretty bad.  You would have hardly recognized my voice I 
was so hoarse, and the cold was all over me, my head had it as badly as my throat and chest, 
but there wasn’t a chance for that to have attention, so it has gotten almost well of its own 
accord, and the other trouble has left me.  So you poor boy you needn’t worry any more for I’m 
going to behave better.  Wasn’t it a shame that I had to lose the good of Mame’s visit.  This 
horrible pain would have been bad enough at any time, but it was so tantalizing to be so sick all 
the time she was here.  I was glad to see her as it was, but could have gotten a hundred times 
more out of it than if I had been well.  I was in bed all the time she was here, except for a little 
while, and then I got on the lounge for a change.  Wasn’t it too mean to have this trouble at 
such a time?  You speak in the letter I rec’d yesterday of the good next summer will do me, and 
I guess I know it will set me right up.  I think it will do lots for us both.  You need it as much as I 
do I really believe.  Just after this you say, “I used to look at you & long for you, but looked at 
you as a sort of unattainable, an impossible hope.”  I cant imagine why you felt so, and you 
made yourself lots of unnecessary trouble.  My ready answer on the 8th of Sept didn’t look 
much that way, did it?  I wonder if such an important question matter was ever settled so 
quickly before.  I mean by thoughtful people who were in earnest.  So you think I have been 
very reserved and think you know nothing about me.  Then you say “perhaps I had better 
modify that a bit.  You did of course talk about yourself in one way, & yet I mean I have no idea 
what boys were the objects of your young maiden’s fancy.”  Young maiden?  (oh if I had you 
here, I might start the bald spot you are destined to have if you have a wife, tho’ I hope you 
dont believe such horrible stories about a wife’s mania for making her husband grow bald 
before his time).  Do you mean to insinuate anything about an old maid now?  Well you know 
that I’m twenty five, so I suppose I cant protect myself, and if you want to call me an old maid, I 
cant help it, but I guess I dont care very much.  So you dont know very much about my former 
love affairs.  Oh you are a sly one, you want to find out if you are my first love, or whether some 
one else has been ahead of you.  Do you remember the little trap you set for me not so very 
long ago?  Said something on purpose to get me excited, and deny it.  You owned up to it tho’, 
afterwards.  Poor unsuspecting I fell in the trap, & now I suspect you of setting another for me.  
If so I hate to disappoint you, so I guess I’ll tell you, but I want you to know that I saw the trap 
this time and wasn’t caught unconsciously.  I went in with my eyes open.  Now what do you 
think?  Do you believe that you are my first and only love, or do you believe that you are last 
but not least?  Tell me that, and then I’ll tell you if you are right.  How many do you suppose I 



was in love with, you think that you are number __ what?  Perhaps you wont believe it, but you 
are number one, the first, the last, the only one.  I wasn’t a susceptible girl, and didn’t suppose 
after getting safely thro’ my young & foolish days I would at last fall in love, when I became an 
old maid.  I’m very glad I did it, but I know I wouldn’t have done it if it hadn’t been for you, for I 
never met any one else that I felt this love for.  This is the honest truth, I was never in love 
before, and this attack was a bran[d] new experience to me.  You cant say as much, for tho’ you 
never had quite as desperate a case, you have had a little experience before, but you are the 
first & only one I have every ever loved, and now I seem to be making up for lost time, for you 
have all my love for you, and all the love that might have been wasted on others before your 
day.  All this was stored up, waiting for you, so you haven’t lost any of it.  Now you know all 
about that part of my experience, and you know that if you believe me, you must doubt what 
the novelists say, or else believe that I am a curiosity, a phenomenon, and if that should get out, 
Barnum would be after me, and I’d rather give music lessons than go in a museum.  But I dont 
believe I’m such a dreadful character, and dont think Barnum would want me for a “what-is-it.”  
I believe there are others who are the same way, and plenty of others too. tho’ I do believe The 
novelists dont know all they claim to know.  Dont think I misunderstood or resented anything 
you said for I didn’t, but I tho’t  I’d clear up that little matter for you, and let you know the 
truth, for I dont want you to count on hearing a lot of love stories next summer and then be 
disappointed.  Dont set your heart on hearing any thing startling about love affairs from me, for 
I have never been in love with any one but yourself, except that mild love for Frank Sanford, 
which you said at one time made you feel that your case was hopeless.  I forget what remark I 
made that could upset you.  Perhaps you remember it, not that you feared him as a rival, but 
something I said made you sure that I didn’t care anything for you, except as a friend.  I may 
have said it on purpose, for I have tried very hard to appear to think of you in the old friendly 
way, and was afraid you’d suspect me, if I didn’t do & say all I could to make you think I didn’t 
care for you at all, and I’m glad that I didn’t act weak enough to give myself away for I do hate 
anything like that.  But to change the subject from love to tobacco (rather a shock I suppose it 
will be, but I had to change it and tho’t I might as well talk about tobacco as it is a thing that has 
to come sooner or later) I am afraid that what I said rather hurt you, & perhaps you applied all 
that part about drink and so on (which was suggested by the other habit of chewing) to 
yourself.  But you ought to know that I did not mean it so at all.  I haven’t any fears for you, for I 
know there is as much in you to keep you away from it as even I could wish.  Tho’ you have 
always poked fun at me when I got warmed up on the subject, I have always believed you felt 
as much horror of it as I do.  It didn’t apply to you at all & I didn’t mean you to think so.  If I 
believed it could apply to you I wouldn’t marry you if my love was as strong as it is now.  If I 
thought anything like that could happen I wouldn’t ever think of going on with the relation, tho’ 
it would kill me or at least take away all my happiness to give you up.  But I have no fears.  I feel 
sure of you, and know that there is not the slightest danger.  But I meant what I said, about 
once thinking, or rather suspecting that, you chewed tobacco, tho’ I felt sure that if you ever 
had done so you had given it up long ago.  I never accused you of it, because I felt that I hadn’t 
reason enough to believe that you did it, and I wouldn’t accuse you of it without knowing, but I 
am sure I have expressed my ideas on the subject of chewing.  That subject brought the other 
up and I wrote more than I meant to, tho’ I didn’t think you would feel that you suggested it at 
all.  No indeed.  I didn’t really believe you ever chewed, and only that time suspected it, and 



even then I felt badly about it, so badly that it made an impression on me and I remember the 
very time.  It was during the first winter of our friendship, & at that time you remember you 
were a great smoker.  Well this was during the vacation when you came to our house for the 
first time, when you became noted for missing trains.  That was the first thing that called 
attention to us.  Uncle Ten Eyck happened there and you missed three trains that evening and I 
never heard the last of it, for mamma told him how the thing had been going on for two days, 
and some how the thing got out (for you know the Newark people were expecting to see you & 
when they found you had been at our house that was enough to start them off) and ever since 
then our names have been associated more or less, and we have been watched.  Oh it is a long 
long story and will give us an endless amount of talking to do next summer.  We cant attempt it 
in our letters tho’ I suppose we both go over it all in our minds from the day we met at 
Madison.  I think it would make quite an interesting story, and if we ever get in a tight place and 
need money you’ll have to write a book, tho’ you needn’t put your name as the author, & thus 
give us away, besides a book seems to be more popular now-a-days if the Author’s name is a 
mystery.  I have every letter you ever wrote me and that might help you out some in the 
development of the thing.  “Oh what stuff”, I hear you say.  Well all right I wont try to be funny 
again if you call it stuff & nonsense.  I’ll be sober as a judge & solemn as an owl.  Old maids 
mustn’t be kittenish, so I will try and get over my kittenish (?) ways.  But I’m so glad to be rid of 
that tormenting pain that it makes me sort of idiotic, tho’ all that about my love was in sober 
earnest, but this about the book was trash because we wouldn’t want to tell the world our 
story.  It is sacred to us, & we dont want to be criticized and pulled to pieces by the cold 
unfeeling world, so we’ll keep our story for ourselves & wont have to have it printed in order to 
remember it.  I must stop now and go to bed, for it is getting late.  Lottie is coming home 
tomorrow & Dele is coming with her.  I am not enthusiastic over it, but Lottie asked her to 
come, & I had nothing to do with it.  It is terrible to be so fickle, but I must say I have lost all 
affection for that family.  It is too bad, but it is true, and I may as well own it to you.  Dele is far 
better than Mame, & yet if what Mame says it true I would be disgusted to see a mother so 
indifferent to her children.  I haven’t seen any thing of Dele the last few years, but I dont think 
she will be my style, or that is the style I admire.  With love unbounded from your own Effie. 
 
                                                                                                                     Monday A.M. 
Dearest dearest Harry, 
      Your perfect letter just received, and it made me so very very happy, tho’ it does tell me 
I used to give myself away after all, that I did show my happiness in being with you.  Well as 
long as I did not disgrace myself by literally throwing myself at you I dont care.  I could not help 
showing my happiness, when I was so full of it, for we always had such good times together, 
even in our fights.  We didn’t have but one serious falling out. ( That was about Em, (tho’ I was 
rather disgusted over the “ten years” business at German Valley,) and that was a real genuine 
mad, no make believe about it.  I was downright mad, but that was the only time it was even so 
desperate, & you know how I have always hated Will Van Sant for that, (what a funny time we 
had over him last summer) but most of our fights were sham fights.  I often used to get you into 
some scrape just to have some fun, and I often understood you, & took the wrong meaning just 
to hear you say, you could never make me understand you, that if I could possibly get hold of a 
sentence that could have two meanings I always hit on the wrong one, & misunderstood you, & 



then would follow a long explanation.  Of course you often saw thro’ [ill.] it & knew I did it for 
fun, but I have seen you when you were really teased, and then how I did enjoy it, but we dont 
have any more of that sort of thing now.  But we have some thing better than the old 
friendship, tho’ I do love to think of that friendship.  I have given one lesson and feel all right 
and I guess I am all sound & well again.  I wish I could write more but haven’t time.  I have three 
lessons this afternoon, & this A.M. have got some little things to do.  Mamma has gone to talk 
up the new scheme.  With fondest, deepest love & all you want of it 
           Ever your own true attainable possible hope Effie 


