
                                                                                                     No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                     N.Y. May 24th 1885. 
My own dearest Harry, 
      I commenced a letter to you after I came home from Orange but couldn’t finish it.  I felt 
too sick to write, and after writing nearly three sheets I had to give it up.  I meant to finish and 
mail it yesterday, but found it wasn’t worth sending.  Your letter on Friday was the first word I 
had had from you since Tuesday, and the letter broke me all up and made me dreadfully 
unhappy, and of course I wasn’t in the right mood for writing, and it was well that I had to stop 
before I could finish and mail my my letter, for it would not have been any comfort to you.  All 
day yesterday I was way down, and I knew I couldn’t write a decent letter so I just let it alone.  I 
tho’t it would not worry you as much to do without a letter on Tuesday, as it would to get 
anythin have me write as I felt.  I was hurt, & sick, and nervous, & after commencing two or 
three times I just gave it up.  I couldn’t send any thing but an unhappy letter and so you will 
have nothing between Sunday and Wednesday.  I sewed nearly all day, and tho’t I’d feel better 
at night, but tho’ your letter in the afternoon made me feel better, it still showed that you were 
not all straight yet, and that you were still angry or rather misunderstanding me, and feeling 
sore about what I have written about Purdue.  I have explained why I wrote so, and wont 
attempt to say anything more.  You are bound to think that I am misunderstanding you, and 
displeased and dissatisfied, and there is no use writing about it.  When we talk it over perhaps 
you will find that I haven’t been the only one to misunderstand things.  You’ll find that you have 
misjudged and misunderstood me quite as often if not oftener than I have you, but we’ll let the 
thing rest now, & wait till we can talk it out.  I have a fearful headache and wont risk any thing 
like an explanation, besides I dont mean to have any more by letter.  I am getting more 
dissatisfied with letters every day and find less comfort in writing, for to save me I cant write 
any thing to help you, and the feeling that my letters are not what you want makes me ten 
times worse.  I never could boast of writing a good letter at best, and now I cant write any thing 
that is worth reading.  Thank Heaven it wont be necessary to write much longer.  It is all well 
enough for a little while, when things are smooth, but it seems only an aggravation when the 
fates are all against us, & everything goes wrong, and the letters are misunderstood and the 
longing to see you & talk and explain everything makes me feel that I am perfectly helpless 
when I try to write.  I never could stand this thing again.  I know that things cant ever be as bad 
after our summer together, and now I hardly know how to drag along till the end.  It is coming 
nearer every day tho’ we cant see it, and it dont seem so, but we know it is to last less than 
three weeks, and then we will be happy.  Every misunderstanding and every cloud will be 
cleared away.  It is well that this horror was for nine months instead of twelve.  I think three 
months more like the last three, would be unbearable.  We simply could not stand it.  I meant 
to spend all this afternoon writing but your mother and Cousin Mag came to dinner and stayed 
all afternoon.  We had a very nice visit and your mother was lovely.  Yet some how you seem to 
think that there is a screw loose somewhere.  They dont show anything but the loveliest side to 
me, but I know you must have reason for thinking that “things are not what they seem,” but 
tho’ this makes me suspicious and on the lookout for some little thing and even to ready to 
exaggerate a thing they might do or say unintentionally, yet I [ill.] cant find one thing since the 
first to take any exception to.  They are just as lovely to me as can be and you couldn’t ask any 
more of them, and yet Sue’s letter worries me now and then, and I suppose I cant forget it, and 



you seem to be still uncomfortable about it.  Sometimes I wonder if you have had any more like 
it or whether the memory of that haunts you now and then and makes you feel as you seem to.  
Of course Sue doesn’t dream that I know about it, and would be surprised to find that I not only 
have heard of it, but have seen it.  It seemed best to bury the hatchet, and forget it if possible, 
& at least not rake it all up and make the feeling worse.  It isn’t worth while to have a row about 
it, and will be much better to smooth things over, tho’ there may come a time when it will be 
better to have it out and it will be as well to keep the letter, tho’ I hope it will not be necessary 
to ever mention it to Sue, and even if the letter is saved it wont make us any more miserable.  It 
has done all it can do, and even if we keep it we needn’t read it over, unless it should be 
needed, and we should find it better for us all to have it out, and I dont think that it will be so.  
Yet if you still have the letter, you had better save it.  I think the hard feeling must be over, for if 
it wasn’t I should think they’d show some trace of it.  Sue’s last visit in N.Y. seemed a little 
peculiar, and yet she was very lovely that night she came to dinner.  I hope everything will go 
straight this summer and that we will all get along pleasantly, and that all this uncertain feeling 
will pass away, and we’ll feel sure that all is well.  We wont talk just yet about what you shall 
give me for a wedding present.  There is time enough to settle that.  I wonder what we will 
decide to do.  There are many things in favor of both plans, and time will tell which plan is best 
to follow.  And now I am going to astonish you.  Mamma knows all, and as you may imagine is 
somewhat excited, but has acted very well.  She said yesterday, while we were together sewing, 
“Effie have you planned anything about the time for your wedding?  From something Carrie 
said I imagine there is some plan, & Jule and I both think that there is going to be a move to 
hurry it up, and that it will be sooner than we dreamed of.  Have you talked of any time, or tho’t 
of any time?”  There was nothing left to do but to tell her.  Of course it breaks her up, and she 
would rather have us wait but she didn’t set her foot down against the plan for next Xmas.  She 
doesn’t want it then, and doesn’t approve approve.  Aside from her own feeling about it she 
feels that it would be better for us to wait, but she doesn’t say she wont give her consent, and I 
dont think she will take a decided stand against it and make a big fuss, tho’ I do believe, and 
know she will try to persuade us to give it up.  She dont carry on as I was afraid she would, & 
say it cant be, and so on, but she is awfully blue about it.  I couldn’t keep it from her when she 
asked me right out, and said she had been suspecting some scheme.  I tell her not to worry, for 
we cant tell any thing about it just now, and may find it isn’t best.  She looked at me very 
reproachfully and sighed, and said “Do you wat want it as soon as that?”  I said “Yes for many 
reasons I do, and yet I dont know whether it will be best.”  I told her it was partly her fault that 
if we had had things easier and hadn’t had so much trouble about our letters you would have 
felt better.  As it was you were unhappy most of the time and I was in hot water all the time, & 
had been during the entire winter, that if I wrote enough to keep you happy and contented (& I 
explained how hard it was for you to be away from every thing & every body you care for) she 
always got wild, and made a fuss, and if I tried to please her & keep her quiet then you would 
be desperate, and I told her I could not stand the constant strain of pleasing two people who 
both wanted different things, and both wanted their way all the time.  I said if you were here I’d 
see you every evening and you couldn’t see why I could not spend the time writing but that she 
was not satisfied to let us have this little comfort.  If I went off alone to write, they didn’t like it, 
and would follow me and come in & interrupt me, and if I wasn’t perfectly pleasant about it 
they didn’t like it.  Then when I got desperate and locked the door that made them furious, and 



that I couldn’t suit every one, and what pleased one displeased the other every time.  I had 
tried to manage you both, and keep both of you satisfied, but was about worn out, and could 
not possibly stand the thing another year.  She tried to put it off on account of my health, and I 
said “Well this worry has been far harder for me than writing, and it does me more harm to 
have my letters interfered with as they have been, and it is all bosh to say that it is bad for my 
health.  I have had to manage and plan and often had to write late at night when it wouldn’t 
worry you and you you wouldn’t know about it, and I guess the strain on me has been worse, 
than it would have been if I had been left alone.”  She said “You are nervous & miserable and it 
is wrong for you to write as much as you do.”  I told her it wasn’t the writing that had made me 
nervous, but the constant trouble about it.  I told her it had been very hard on me, and I have 
had a terrible winter, and that we felt we could not stand another like it, that I didn’t think you 
would have been so miserable if we could have had things easier, and wouldn’t have tho’t of 
such a thing as being married before next summer if you hadn’t been driven in to it, but that 
now you were desperate, and we both felt that at best the sp separation was hard enough, but 
with so much trouble we felt we could not stand it.  I told her that I hadn’t consented to the 
plan yet, and that for many reasons it would be easier to wait, but that I couldn’t tell what we’d 
decide on, that now you had got it in your head, it wouldn’t be easy to give it up, but she could 
blame herself for forcing you to plan some way out of our trouble.  I put it so she couldn’t fail to 
see it in its true light, and she said very meekly “well I haven’t interfered with you lately.”  I said 
“no you haven’t because you have had no reason to do it.  I haven’t written enough to keep 
Harry happy, and have done so little that you hardly knew when it was done, so of course you 
have been very quiet, and haven’t interfered, but I guess if I had written long letters regularly 
we would have had the same old trouble.  You have been sick, and I didn’t want to worry you 
and the consequence is that Harry and I have both been desperately unhappy.”  Oh there was a 
great deal more said on both sides, but she saw that she had been to blame, and realized our 
position as she never did before.  I cant write it all but will tell you the whole thing.  She will do 
better after this I think.  She was so happy and pleased over your letter to her, and it did her a 
world of good.   She told me to give you her love & tell you she would answer it soon.  She isn’t 
feeling very well today.  She hasn’t gotten her strength back yet, and the last few days has 
begun to realize how very sick she must have been.  She seems to be ashamed of it and hates to 
own it, but a day or two ago she said “well I guess I was very sick after all.  I didn’t understand 
why you should all be so excited and insist on my being careful, but I begin to realize that I was 
in a pretty bad state, and barely escaped pneumonia.  I dont feel right yet, and I believe I was as 
sick as Miss Smith, or worse, & I would be in my grave now if I had gone on with those houses.”  
She tho’t we were all alarmed unnecessarily, but now she thinks we were right, and feels that 
she has got to be very careful.  You have no idea how pleased she was at your thoughtfulness in 
sending us help.  It tickled her to pieces to have you so interested in her, and the letter on 
Friday just capped the climax & she thinks you are just [ill.] perfect, & even if you take me away 
from her she cant be angry about it, and we are on firmer ground than we have stood on for a 
long time, as far as mamma is concerned, and our own troubles wont amount to a row of pins 
when we can talk them over.  They make us unhappy now, but the less we write about them 
the better.  I am sorry I didn’t come to that conclusion sooner, but perhaps if I live long enough 
I’ll have a little bit of sense.  I’m sorry I wrote any thing about the Purdue matter for it has made 
an awful lot of trouble.  Of course I dont blame you or feel dissatisfied with you for making the 



arrangement.  I know you did what you tho’t was for the best, & I believe it is for the best, but 
you haven’t understood me, and I wont say any more about it till I can talk.  I dont know 
enough about letter writing to attempt anything so complicated, and have less faith in my 
letters than ever.  They are decidedly “N.G.” [No Good], & they have made me no end of 
trouble, and so terribly unhappy.  I will never want to write letters, and fear I’ll be as bad about 
it as Maggie Reynolds, but perhaps after we have had our summer together I’ll get over this 
feeling tho’ I will always feel more disgusted than ever with my letters, & less satisfaction in 
writing.  I must stop, for my head aches so badly I must go to bed.  It wont be necessary to see 
Dr. Uebelacker about my eyes, and ere this you have heard what ails them, and wont worry.  
(Mr. Artz & Mr. Z think they are getting it now.)  I am getting better, and it isn’t any thing 
serious.  They feel badly now, but that comes from my head ache.  I am a chronic grunter I 
guess, & perhaps I imagine a good deal, but I’ll be all right after June 12th and will come up very 
fast, & every one will want you for their doctor, but I wont let them have you.  With fondest 
love always, from your own 
                  Effie 


