
                                                                                                       No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                          N.Y. April 20th 1885 
My own dearest Harry, 
            I cannot tell you how much I missed your letter yesterday, or how I long for tomorrow 
morning.  I am unusually anxious for Monday for I haven’t had a letter since Friday A.M.  I 
wonder if you wrote one for Saturday.  I hope so for then I’ll have two letters, and if you went 
back to your old habit I’ll have three but I dont expect that, for the last few Mondays I have not 
had two letters (one for Sunday & one for Monday) and perhaps you think because I haven’t 
said anything, I haven’t noticed the difference, and am just so well pleased, but dont make such 
a guess as that.  The truth is, that tho’ I felt the difference very much, I was ashamed to say 
anything lest it would sound like a complaint, and you are so good about writing, and do so 
much more than your share, that I didn’t want to seem too greedy, so I tried to hide my 
disappointment, because I hadn’t any right to feel so, if as long as I had one letter, and dont 
think that I am complaining now, for I’m not doing anything of the sort, only I couldn’t help 
telling you how I felt.  On Tuesday you’ll receive an answer to your telegram.  I intended that 
letter to be an answer to Friday’s letter, but knew that you would worry about my going to 
Harlem and would be anxious to hear if your telegram reached me in time.  I hope you’ll 
understand my feelings about it, tho’ I dont expect you to fully appreciate them.  You cant 
know all the little ins and outs for they cant be told in a letter, and I dont know that they could 
be told anyway.  They must be seen to be fully understood.   It will, I know, be anything but 
pleasant, and yet I long to do all I can.  But I said enough of this in the other letter and dont 
intend to devote this to the same subject.  This is to be an answer to Friday’s letter and I am 
going to begin it at once, to make sure of it, for if I leave it till the last, I may be interrupted.   
The first part of your letter is about Mamma’s trouble principally, and as I’ve written so much 
about that, I’ll skip that part of the letter, and go on to the last part wit which you began by 
telling me of Prof. Barnes’ scheme.  I suppose it is necessary for him to have some thing to 
support his family, but it seems hardly fair for him to have $1200. for doing nothing, while you 
have two hundred for doing his work, or rather part of it, & I suspect the largest part, and 
probably after his years study he’ll want more money, and it may keep you down.  I should 
think he ought to be willing to pay $400. to some one (or divide it between two men) for doing 
all his work (for which he received $1600.) while he draws $1200. for himself without doing 
anything, & has all the extra money from another place, where he has a comparatively easy 
time & has all the benefit of study besides.  I dont wonder he wants to carry out such a scheme.  
I see how he feels about it, & also see that he has got to have enough to support his family, but 
think such an offer, is like asking other men to support them, by doing his work for nothing, or 
almost nothing.  I dont see how he had the cheek to make such an offer to one who probably 
knows more than he does, and certainly is his equal at least.  I can see how it would be very fine 
for him, and can understand his being anxious for it, but how he could muster up courage to 
propose such a thing, is what I cant understand, tho’ it proves that “cheek” & plenty of it, is the 
only thing that pays.  It really makes me mad, and I hope you wont take his nasty offer, for it 
wouldn’t pay at all, & you have too much already.  I dont think you ought to do any more than 
you are doing, and I must send you a message which will do from me to you, as y well as from 
you to me[,] “I cannot approve the plan.  Go slow.”  You work too hard now, and have had so 
little this year.  If you dont have $1200. next year I think it will be a shame & a disgrace to 



Purdue, & I would be inclined to leave such a mean crowd, but I dont believe you’ll have any 
trouble about this.  I guess they’ll give you $1200. and think we needn’t worry about that, but I 
do hope you wont undertake more work, particularly when you are offered so little for it.  It 
seems to me that your time this year has been pretty full, and as full as it ought to be.  If you 
over work it will break you down, and then in the end it will be worse for us.  You must go slow, 
yourself.  I‘m not going to let you kill yourself for me.  I believe you can do all you plan about 
reducing your debt to $400. and can easily do the rest of it next year, but I am not so sure about 
the rest of your plan, and the loveliest part of it.  Of course we both dread another year like 
this, and if we give way to our feelings we would both say set next Christmas for our wedding, 
but tho’ I cant say positively (and things may be very different in the summer when we can talk 
it over) I must say that it does not seem to me now as being wise.  It is what we would both like, 
but tho’ I haven’t any fear about it, I believe that it will be better for us to wait.  Our future may 
depend on it more than we dream of.  I know you can take care of us, and believe fully in your 
ability to do so.  I also believe we could get along very well on $20.00 per week.  Your figures 
are all right, and I wouldn’t be afraid to try it or hesitate a moment because I felt afraid, but I 
know it would in the end be for our good to stand this thing a little longer.  If all went well it 
would be safe enough but suppose you should break down, or suppose half a dozen things, that 
might easily happen.  It would be an awful load on you if things went wrong, & we had nothing 
to fall back on.  Besides it would keep you back very much.  You couldn’t afford to be 
independent.  You’d have to take what you could get, & they would have a hold on you they 
couldn’t have if you were single.  I dont know whether you realize the awful responsibility.  
You’d feel obliged to do something & would have to take the best you could get, and every one 
would know that, & take advantage of it, and any haste in this matter might keep you back for 
years, while if you have only yourself, you can be independent, and gain a hold on them, and 
then things will be easy or comparatively easy for you, but the other way you would be worried 
all the time, & might have years of extra work to pay for our haste.  I cant be willing to consent 
to being a load.  You dont feel so about it, but it would amount to my being a load just the 
same.  My dearest dearest Harry, I look forward to our union as anxiously as you do, and I know 
that we will never feel satisfied or contented until we are married.  Our engagement cannot be 
very happy, except in the knowledge of each others love.  It is an unusually hard case.  If we 
could be near each other we could stand a long engagement, and be perfectly happy it seems 
to me.  Perhaps it couldn’t be as perfect as our married life, but it seems to me we would be 
perfectly happy if we were situated as Em & Alfred were, or as Mr. Underwood & Ada are.  I 
know we could wait as long as necessary and still be happy, but our case is not so smooth and 
bright.  We have so much to suffer that we cant bear to think of another long separation.  It 
seems too horrible, and yet I believe we must get as much happiness as we can out of the 
knowledge of each others love, & be content to live on that till you can marry without killing 
yourself, or aging yourself.  I am not afraid, and am willing & ready to do my part, & I can do it 
too, but I realize I believe, more fully than you do what it all means, and I know that it would be 
awfully hard on you, and I am not willing to have you kill yourself for the sake of hurrying things 
up.  We have got to be patient.  We’ll get all the good we can out of next summer and that will 
help us, & perhaps it will all seem different when we can talk it over, & we may find that it is for 
our good to set the time for next Christmas.  Anyway we wont go thro’ another winter like this, 
for we will be together all thro’ the Christmas holidays, and that will help us wonderfully.  We 



could get along as you plan, but I do not believe it would be wise, or for our future good, tho’ I 
hesitate on your account more than on my own.  I dont know that I can make it clear to you in a 
letter, and I will have to leave it till next summer, when we can discuss all the ins and outs, & 
decide what is best.  One never knows what will happen, and it seems to me that you ought to 
have a little sum laid aside for sickness or trouble.  Otherwise you will be bound to worry.  I 
know it, for I have seen too many cases of that sort.  It all seems easy and bright now, and it 
would be if all went well, but remember, you poor unfortunate man, that I am not always in 
luck.  Things dont always go right for me & I may bring by [my] evil star with me.  If we wait 
longer, till you are a little more independent, so that I could not hinder you in pushing your way 
along, (for that is the most dangerous part of it all I think, they’d know you had to do some 
thing, and couldn’t afford to refuse a poor thing, unless you were absolutely sure of a good one, 
and it would give them a hold on you which they couldn’t have if you could afford to hold your 
own, & as long as you have only yourself to look out for, you can do this, and get the hold on 
them, & this once done we’ll be all right.)  We need not dread a little bad luck, for we must not 
expect that everything will go right, & if we have enough to meet the wrongs, you wont have to 
worry, as you will do if we have only enough to carry us thro’ in good luck.  I should expect to 
live just the same, and be as careful, as I would if we started out next winter, for it would be 
plenty for us, and we could be very happy and comfortable, & I’d be perfectly contented to live 
in a simple quiet way.  I dont care at all for style and would be even happier to live in the way 
you propose, & it isn’t that that makes me hesitate, for I mean to do that any way.  Do you 
understand me Harry, do you know that I am not afraid for myself, and that it is only the feeling 
that it will keep you back, and that the responsibility will wear you out.  There is no doubt about 
its keeping you back, and [ill.] the delay of our happiness for a few months might help you a 
great deal, while the haste might put you back for several years, and it will cost too dearly.  But 
all this writing on the subject, cant settle it, and I cant even make my meanings clear, but we 
will do better when we can talk about it, and so we may as well leave it, and if we can see our 
way clear (or partly so) we’ll hurry it up, but I am not going to have you work yourself to death, 
that is one thing certain, that much I am sure of, and no amount of talking from you can change 
that.  I am willing to live very simply, and can be happy on as little as anyone, & on less than 
many.  I am willing to save, & manage all kinds of ways, and do all I possibly can, but I am not 
willing to have you carry such a load till you can do it comfortably, for I wont have you worked 
to death.  So dont go and make any arrangement with Barnes until you have tho’t it all over 
carefully.  Go Slow.  I’m thankful that we are nearing the end of this separation.  Oh what a 
relief it will be to be able to talk, and not be tied down so.  Letters are great comforts, but oh! I 
feel so tied up & so helpless.  The more I have to say the worse I am.  I am going to tell you of a 
little dream I have had now and then, & if you think it is a happy one we’ll make it come true.  
You speak of coming home by the N.Y. Central R.R.  “Whats the matter of” my meeting you at 
Albany and coming down the Hudson by boat?  I am going to get a time table and study it out, 
& I think it would be a very fine scheme.  You could get your ticket to Albany, and we could 
meet there and come down together on the day or night boat, whichever happened to be most 
convenient.  We could be sure of a long time alone, and we certainly deserve that after all we 
have been thro’.  Here we couldn’t be so sure, tho’ of course we’d have some time, but it 
wouldn’t be as sure as that.  What do you think of this plan?  I have had it in mind several 
weeks.  Wouldn’t it be fine if I could meet you at Niagara?  But I must not talk nonsense.  That 



cant be tho’t of, but I dont see what is to prevent the other plan, (unless you object, and want 
to put off the meeting(?)) and it strikes me as being very sensible.  If you think the same, I guess 
we can put it thro’.  Poor Fritz will die of jealousy I’m afraid, for he nearly goes in a fit whenever 
I touch your picture.  Some times he dont get over it for a whole day, and goes under the bed, 
or in the closet, & sulks.  You ought to see him now.  He is all broken up on account of the baby.  
At first I was afraid to have him in the room.  He was ready to kill it he was so mad, and I was 
afraid he would jump at it.  He cried terribly, and howls over it now if we say “Fritz do you love 
the baby?”  He goes around with his tail down, and he looks so sad, and woe begone.  I can tell 
you, you had better look out for yourself when you come, for if he catches any show of 
affection he’ll go for you.  He caught Mrs. Ellis sitting on her husband’s lap one night, and there 
was an awful row.  You know he is devoted to Mr. Ellis, and he was wild.  He drove her off (as 
he tho’t, they let him alone to see what he would do) and then he climbed on the sofa with all 
fours and lay down as close to him as possible, and watched Mrs. E. closely, as much as to say 
“You keep away.  How dare you do such a thing?  You’d better not try it again.”  It tickled them 
wonderfully, for it was all done in such a funny way, and you may expect him to be wild at you, 
tho’ after he has two or three walks I guess he’ll forgive you.  Rem & Maggie have been here all 
afternoon.  The children are better, or that is Reg is doing splendidly.  Poor Langdon will if he 
lives be very delicate for a year or two or longer, & will need the greatest care and attention.  
The baby is so sweet, and so very good, and remarkably bright, and I fear we wont want to let 
him go home when his father wants him.  Mr. Zerfass came just after R. & M. left and stayed to 
tea, after which he went with me to do something for mamma, and we stopped at church on 
our way home.  They are going to break up housekeeping for the summer, & perhaps for good, 
& I guess he will come here to board for a few weeks till he can get away from business & go to 
the Country.  He may be here a couple of months.   They are the most uncertain & unsettled 
crowd.  As old Mrs. Fowler used to say “they are all very well where they where they ain’t.”  
Minnie Z said her brother had never been satisfied so long at at time as he was while he was 
here, and never had been really satisfied any other place, for any time.  They all seem the same 
way, & none of them understand each other.  Minnie is a lovely girl, but Mr. Z. dont understand 
her, tho’ he is very fond of her.  She feels the same towards him but dont understand him, and 
dont enter into things with him, and he dont tell her any thing.  Then they all pull at cross 
purposes and each one thinks the others are queer.  The truth is they are all queer, and Mr. Z. is 
probably the most peculiar.  Minnie is not so at all, but she dont know how to manage him, & 
dont understand him, but she is just as sweet & lovely as can be, & I am very fond of her, & 
sorry for them all.  Mr. Z. is very much like Rem in disposition, but hasn’t had Rem’s advantages.  
Well I guess this house will pay its way, and if Mr. Z. takes his old room, & Mr. A. stays till late in 
June & the Ellis’ till  July and Dr. Ledeux & Mr. Everit & Mr. Martin come for the summer, we’ll 
get thro’ very well.  I must stop now my dear dear Harry.  With fondest deepest love & more 
than I can express and everlasting and never failing 
            Believe me 
               Your own devoted 
                        Effie . 
 
Mamma told me to be sure and send her love, and Jule said “me too,” or words to that effect 
tho’ not the babie’s way of putting it.  She’d kill me if she I should let that go as her message, so 



I’ll correct it and tell you she sends her love.  Mamma told me two weeks ago, and has been at 
me ever since, but I had so much love of my own, there wasn’t room for any more, but I didn’t 
dare neglect mamma’s message again when I saw the space for it, and now I must put in some 
more of my own. 
    always your 
        Effie         


