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My own darling Harry, 
        Now this letter will I hope be an improvement on the last two.  I hope the one I have 
just finished will not upset you, for I wasn’t feeling badly when I wrote it, but am afraid I didn’t 
make things any clearer than they were before, so that the letter will make you understand me 
any better, but if I said any thint thing out of the way, I didn’t mean to.  I only wanted to make 
you understand me, and didn’t mean to be disagreeable, for I didn’t feel any thing but strongest 
love when I wrote it.  Oh darling the truth is I am so blue and lonely that I oughtn’t to write 
about the things at all for I only make it worse, but I cant bear to feel that you misunderstand 
me, and cant help trying to make you see how I feel.  Now I dont think you believe that we ever 
lived very simply, and I am not going to write about it now, but really you dont know anything 
about our life in Cala.  Sometime I’ll tell you about it, and I know that when you hear about it 
you’ll change your mind, and you needn’t think that it was always better than you have now.  It 
was even less than they used to have at German Valley, and you know I was there for several 
months, and managed to be very happy.  In those days I was very fond of Mame and enjoyed 
being with her.  I guess Mrs. S. gives you as good a table as they had there, and I know I could 
stand it, but you seem to think I cant, and that I couldn’t be happy, that is very very happy, 
unless I could have things better than you have them now, but darling you are mistaken, that is 
all, & I’ll show you sometime, tho’ I cant make you believe it now.  I think your new picture 
must be a very great improvement to the looks of your room, and I know I’ll like it, tho’ it isn’t 
the one I tho’t.  
          My own precious Harry I want now to write about the letter I rec’d this A.M.  Darling I 
am so sorry to have you so blue and unhappy.  I feel very much the same, except that I am not 
worrying about the future, but am as blue as you are about the present.  But darling you know I 
want you to write me about your blues when you feel blue.  I want you to tell me about all your 
feelings, whether they are happy or sad, and I liked your letter very much because you told me 
all about yourself.  That is the very thing I want you to do always, and you needn’t hesitate to 
write about your blues.  I think your Freshmen tired you all out, and you felt lonely & blue and 
then you went to picking at yourself.  I didn’t like that, for I wont have any one pick at my Harry, 
and I wont even let you do it without a word from me, and you mustn’t talk against him any 
more, for he is all right, and at his age in spite of what you say he has done very well to work up 
to where he is at his age.  Now about the plan for the lectures.  I think if you had only what you 
expected at first, it might be very nice for you to be able to give lectures, but now that you have 
had all this extra work shoved on you I think you have enough to do already, and I would not 
feel comfortable about your having any thing more.  You are doing very well now, and must not 
worry about money matters.  You are doing your best, and are bound to succeed.  None of your 
friends doubt that, and I have the most perfect faith in you.  Even your mother, who says you 
are only “a third rate teacher,” believes in you.  She does say discouraging things, & when you 
are blue they worry you, but darling you know she doesn’t mean them, and would resent it if 
any one else said them, and she says things sometimes, & dont realize how they sound, or how 
they could be taken.  When she gets excited she says a great deal more than she means.  I 
know, that when you are blue, you think of some of the discouraging things she has said, and 
they worry you in spite of yourself, tho’ you know well enough that she dont mean them.  The 



whole trouble is you are so blue over this horrible separation that every thing looks black to 
you, and we both are inclined to look at the dark side of every thing when we get our most 
desperate attacks.  We cant be happy apart, that is a settled face, and that is really the only 
thing that ails us, but Harry tho’ we suffer so I know it is best for us to wait.  You are as 
necessary to my happiness as I am to yours, and yet I have never felt even in my wildest 
moments that it would be wise to marry at Xmas.  Since the thing has been talked over & 
settled, I feel exactly as I did before, that it would not be best, tho’ you surely dont doubt that I 
am as anxious as you are for our marriage.  I dont feel settled at all any more, and probably 
wont, till we are together all the time.  Sometimes this fall I have said to myself, when I have 
been feeling so dreadfully blue & lonely, “Did I do right to decide to wait?  Wasn’t it foolish and 
wrong for us both to be so miserable after Xmas when I might have settled it all so differently 
and we could have been together & so happy?”  But I always see it one way, and even when I 
have felt the worst, I have never doubted the wisdom of waiting, and feel that we were right to 
decide as we did, but darling I didn’t feel so & decided against it on acc’t of the happier 
ceremony we could have if we waited longer.  If you are going to be so utterly miserable, I 
suppose we can manage it yet.  I dont think it would be very wise, but I hate so to have you feel 
so dreadfully as you do now, that if you are very anxious & think it best I could hardly hold out 
against it, and tho’ I feel it is for our future good, and will be far better for us to wait, I dont 
think I would have the courage to refuse if you feel that you cant stand it.  It would not be quite 
fair to my pupils, but I guess they wouldn’t feel that they were bound to me for the winter if 
they wanted to go away for a trip to Europe or South for a few months, and wouldn’t consider 
me, so I dont think I’d let them interfere.  We both suffer when we are apart, but I think I can 
be more patient because I can see that it is for our good, tho’ I may be mistaken, but that is the 
way I see it.  You dont see it quite as I do, and so haven’t as much to help you, and if you feel 
that it will be too hard on you to go back alone after Xmas, I’ll do as you think best and believe 
that you know better about it than I.  I wouldn’t be afraid to do it, and I wasn’t afraid any of the 
time, but I have always tho’t it better to go slow, and not marry till one was pretty sure of some 
settled place.  I feel the same now, but if you want it Xmas I will give in.  I believe that it is bad 
for you to get so blue.  I am just as blue in one way.  I want you just as much as you do me, but 
this want dont make me worry about the future, and make me feel as you seem to, but I cant 
see how you would feel safe to marry when you feel so unsettled.  You seem to take a far 
gloomier f view of your prospects than I do, and worry for fear we cant marry next year, and yet 
feel that we could do it Xmas.  I think your blues over the separation make you feel gloomy 
about every thing, but darling really you must believe that the present year is our only serious 
trouble, the only thing we have reason to worry about, but I begin to feel that you are sadly in 
need of some one to stir you up & am conceited enough to believe that I am the only one who 
chance can help you.  You must think the thing out carefully, very carefully, & if you decide that 
it will be best for us to marry at Xmas, that you cant stand another separation, I will drop every 
thing and be married & go back with you.  I dont think it is the wisest thing to do, but if you feel 
that it is, I will do it & feel perfectly safe.  Think it over well, and then decide it.  If you are going 
to suffer so you need me, and that will settle it, if you want me, and feel that it is safe, and 
wont be a drag on you pr for you know it takes twice as much for two as for one, and would be 
a care which might worry you if you undertook it too soon.  I could give lessons and would as 
lieve do it as not, and you know what the prospect would be for getting pupils.  Well my own 



darling does this take your breath away?  Well I dont wonder much, but I hate to have you so 
miserable, and so far away, and will go back with you if you decide that it will be best.  I wanted 
to tell you about my day in Orange but it seems as if I’d never get to it.  Perhaps I’ll manage it 
next time.  I dont expect to have time to write tomorrow for there is a great deal I must do and 
I’ll have to write my letter in the evening. 
       I must say good night, for it is very late. 
        With more love for my darling than I can measure and any number of Ө Ө 
             Ever your own devoted 
                      Effie. 


