
                                                                                                           No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                            N.Y. Oct. 18th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
        I was so sorry that I couldn’t send you more than a note yesterday.  I tho’t I would get 
home by five o’clock, and would have an hour before dinner and an hour after dinner to write, 
but as things didn’t go according to my calculations, I hadn’t but about half an hour.  I suppose 
it would have been safe to have written fifteen minutes longer, but I didn’t want to run any 
risks.   It was the last mail, and if It I should missed it, you wouldn’t have a thing till Tuesday.  I 
haven’t missed a day yet, and I dont want to if I can possibly help it, and last night I wanted to 
be on the safe side, and was uneasy till I got the letter in.  I mailed it at 8:30, so I know there 
was no mistake.  Mr. Artz mailed a letter for me last Tues.  You know as a rule I dont like to 
trust a man with a letter, but it was just pouring, & as Mr. A. was going out I asked him to mail 
it.  Your letter this A.M. tells me it was all right, and you rec’d it, tho’ I dont know whether it 
reached you in the morning or afternoon.  I gave it to him about 2:30 P.M. in time for the 2:45 
or 3:00 collection.  I never can find out the exact time of the collections.  They say they get 
around to our box at 3, but I know they dont always come on the even hours, often get here 
earlier, & it is risky to mail letters after the quarter before the hour, but Mr. A. had it in time, if 
he remembered it.  I think it didn’t reach you till afternoon for you speak of reading it after 
supper.  I guess it is as well for me to mail mail letters in the evening, that will reach you in the 
afternoon, for if you dont have time to read them in the A M. I dont see what good it does you 
to have them before afternoon.  You seemed to want them in the A.M. so I have tried to mail 
them in the afternoon before 6 o’clock.  I haven’t always been able to do it, but have always 
tried to when I possibly could, but it is really often better for me to mail them later, and I find 
that it will do just as well.  I dont feel at all in the mood for writing today, for I made such a fool 
of myself last Sunday that it has made me afraid of myself.  I hope you’ll forgive me for being 
such an idiot.  I cant promise to do better in the future, for there is no telling when I’ll put my 
foot in something, and make a fool of myself.  It seems to be one of my characteristics.  It is 
born in me, and I cant help it.  Because I am such a goose I dont know when I do it.  I imagine I 
am doing something to please some one, and then find that I have done the worst possible 
thing.  Last Sunday night when I wrote that letter, do you know I was fool enough to think it 
was going to make you very happy?  You seemed to me to be feeling that it was all my fault that 
we couldn’t be happy after Xmas, and that it was all nonsense, and that we must suffer just 
because I wanted a big wedding, & wanted things better than we could have them if we 
married at Xmas.  I know you think I oughtn’t to feel so, but you certainly did accuse me of all 
this, and I felt that you wronged me, but wasn’t angry, because I didn’t know how you could 
help your tho’ts.  I was hurt because you tho’t so badly of me, but knew it was because you did 
not understand me, and I tho’t you’d be so much happier if you found it wasn’t true.  I tho’t it 
must make you very blue & unhappy if you believed what you seemed to, and I wanted to show 
you that you were mistaken.  I knew we had both made arrangements to wait, but you seemed 
so miserable, & had written a number of things that made me feel that you were still 
disappointed, that you wanted it to be Xmas & couldn’t feel satisfied to give it up, tho’ you’d do 
it because you tho’t you must, and in one letter you said you were sorry we had given up the 
plan of marrying at Xmas, & believed now that we could do it.  Of course I hit the wrong 
meaning, blundering thing that I am.  I never do hit anything right.  I tho’t you meant that you 



still wanted it, & that it wasn’t too late to change even now if I would only see it as you did.  I 
have never felt that it would be wise to marry then, but tho’t if you still felt anxious for it, & 
were going to be so miserable, I‘d give my ideas and follow your’s, for I hated to have you so 
miserable, and felt sure something would turn up for us next year, and didn’t feel that it would 
be wrong to marry so soon, tho’ it still seemed wiser to wait.  It cut me like every thing to feel 
that you tho’t I wouldn’t consent to it because I couldn’t have things very nice, because we’d 
have to have a quiet wedding & a very quiet life at Purdue.  As tho’ these things influenced me 
in the least.  I will tell you what influenced me as much as any thing, and had more to do with 
my decision than any thing else, that is as far as my own feelings were concerned.  I felt that 
your father must be paid before we married, for I didn’t feel that I could give the girls anything 
more to complain about, and to have that debt thrown up, would make me very 
uncomfortable, & would worry me; even tho’ it wasn’t contracted for my sake, I would stand in 
the way of its being paid.  In Sue’s letter every thing else had been touched upon, & I felt that I 
did not want to have this debt another thorn in the flesh, for we have enough already, and I 
think I said in one of my last year’s letters that I felt so, and said I wasn’t willing to marry till you 
had paid your father every cent you owed him, but I was willing to swallow my pride for your 
sake, for what Sue said or tho’t, was nothing compared to your happiness, but on acc’t of the 
girls I am truly thankful that you decide to stick to our decision, for it would have been very 
hard for me to have you talk the thing up to the folks, on acc’t of the girls.  They have enough 
against me now.  This was the only thing I would have worried over if you had decided to take 
me at my word.  It would have made me feel badly, but I would not let it stand in the way of my 
happiness when I tho’t you felt so strongly.  I tho’t if you still felt the same about Xmas, you’d 
feel very happy to have me give up my ideas, and offer of my own accord, to go back with you 
at Xmas after all.  I tho’t if you felt that it wasn’t best, & if you had made arrangements that 
would make it impossible, it would at any rate make you happier to know that I was willing to 
put aside my feelings, and do as you wished.  I didn’t feel that I was making a martyr of myself 
by any means, or that it would be any hardship, for I knew I’d be as happy as could be no 
matter if we didn’t have any luxuries, for luxuries had nothing to do with my feelings before, 
and I didn’t hesitate, because I felt I couldn’t be happy without them, for I knew my happiness 
didn’t depend on them.  I considered your feelings as much, every bit as much as my own, & 
felt that if we were unfortunate, & and things didn’t go right, and you still had a debt to worry 
you, you would be very blue, if you were reminded of it, and almost worried to death if we 
couldn’t get along as you had anticipated, and then, you might regret our hasty marriage, and I 
wanted to guard against any thing like that.  I hope that our marriage is something we’ll neither 
of us ever regret, even in the slightest degree, not even enough to feel that we were unwise 
and married too soon.  But I was willing to a risk all this if you wished it, for I didn’t think it was 
best for you to go on feeling as you seemed to.  You said it was telling on your health & 
disposition, and it really seemed to me that the risk wasn’t much after all, and that I couldn’t let 
you suffer so.  I tho’t even if you decided that it was best not to change our plans, that my letter 
would make you happy, for it would show my implicit confidence in you, & my love for you, and 
willingness to do anything for your happiness, even tho’t it was something that I couldn’t see 
the same as you did, and it would also show that I hadn’t any of the feelings that you 
suspected, or that you seemed to suspect.  I didn’t think it would be any sacrifice on my part, 
for I felt that to be with you would be happiness enough, & what I long for above every thing 



else, but I did feel that I would be going against what I felt to be wise, tho’ I made up my mind 
not to worry, because you’d know if it was safe, & I k could trust you and feel perfectly safe.  I 
tho’t  all this would comfort you whether you decided for or against a change of plans, but you 
didn’t feel as I tho’t you would, and it only gave you the blues and made things a great deal 
worse than ever, and of course made me miserable too.  I suppose, however, that I deserve to 
suffer, tho’ I assure you I meant it all right, & meant to do the nicest thing possible, and tho’t I’d 
make you happy, but some how I am always stumbling on the wrong thing, and suppose I 
always will.  I am so disgusted with myself that just now I almost feel as tho’ I never wanted to 
write another letter.  What is the use?  I always do some idiotic thing, and as I do it innocently I 
suppose it will never be any different.  The only way to guard against it is to not trust myself 
with pen & paper.  It isn’t satisfactory to you when I only write the news, and when I write any 
thing else I am on dangerous ground, and at least half the time some body gets hurt.  When you 
write as you did, & seem to think such unjust things about me, and misunderstand me, & worry 
over things in me that are not true, I want you to th know that they are not true, and then 
when I try to explain, it always makes every thing uncomfortable all around, for you seem to 
hate explanations above all things, and hereafter I guess I will have to let you go on thinking 
whatever you please, and not try to change your mind, but when one is misjudged, one is apt to 
defend oneself, and I cant seem to help it when I find you thinking things of me that are not 
true, and I know if I said such things to you you would be just as much hurt.  After all, these 
letters seem to give up us as much misery as they give happiness, and I feel today as hard 
towards them as I used to last year.  The only way we can write & get along at all comfortably, 
is to write about our every day lives, for our feelings always get us in trouble, and I am awfully 
discouraged.  Your letter this A.M. did me some good, but I could feel that you were 
uncomfortable when you wrote, and had not gotten over the effects of my Sunday’s letter.  I 
tho’t I was doing the best thing, but am afraid to trust myself, for I never know when I am going 
to put my big, clumsy, awkward, blundering foot into it, & make things uncomfortable all 
around.  We seem to be drifting into the same trouble we had last year, and I must say it scares 
me.  If we have any thing like that, I wont attempt to write often, but I hope this will be the first 
& last & only trouble we shall have this year, and I’ll be as careful as I possibly can, tho’ trying to 
be careful is a dangerous plan for me, & seems to make me just as much trouble, if not more, 
than anything else, & so there I stand, in very much the same predicament that I was in last 
year.  You say to go ahead & write just as I feel, but darling it dont seem to work.  The other 
thing dont seem to work either, and I cant help getting discouraged.  You know my love is just 
as strong all thro’, and it is this strong love that gets me into some of my worst scrapes, for I 
cant bear to have you misunderstand me, and so I go to work & explain, and then that makes 
things still worse.  I ought to learn by experience to keep my mouth shut, or rather to keep my 
pen quiet, but I cant & never will learn to do either.  I dont seem to have any more power over 
my pen than I have over my tongue, and they both have their own way too much.  My pen is so 
obstreperous that I cant manage it.  It will have its own way or else wont write at all.  Last night 
I was feeling worse than I do now, for I had just had your letter, & had not had time to get over 
the effects, & it was almost impossible for me to write and keep out my feelings, but I felt that I 
must and hoped I’d be able to do it today.  I was bound to sleep over it before saying anything, 
but I find that sleeping over it hasn’t cured me, and I feel very much the same, except that it 
isn’t quite so fresh as it was last night and I have had your Sunday’s letter to help me, but it 



hasn’t made me forget the other letter.  I hoped I wouldn’t have to write this way, but I cant 
help it if I write at all.  I commenced a letter this afternoon & tried to keep it out, but I couldn’t 
do a single thing, & had to write as I felt.  I like to have you write about all your tho’ts, and dont 
want you to keep them in, but I think if you do write about them I ought to be able to correct 
any false impression you have of me.  I want you to tell me about your feelings, for there is no 
use in keeping them bottled up, no matter what they are happy or blue, but when I write about 
the thoughts your letters have suggested to me, it makes me wild to have to feel as you seem 
to.  In the letter last night, there were a good many things that made me very very unhappy, 
and I cant get them out of my mind.  I was glad that I didn’t get the letter before night, for it 
made me feel so miserably blue, not because you felt that we must stand by our decision, but 
because the whole letter was not at all what I expected, and it made me feel some thing as you 
do, & I guess we’ll have to “let the future be hanged,” for talking about it, & thinking about it, & 
planning for it has made us both very miserable instead of doing us good & making us happier 
& giving us some thing to look forward to.  I’ll steer clear of the subject for the present at any 
rate, tho’ I cant promise what I’ll do in the future, but as we are to have nothing to do with that, 
& are to live only in the present, & “let the future be hanged,” of course I needn’t make any 
promises for the future but do as the spirit moves me when the time comes.  That is the safest 
way to do with my letters, but it will be very different with my own tho’ts.  The present doesn’t 
charm me so much, and I enjoy living in the future, & prefer to let the present “be hanged” if 
there is any hanging to do.  I can only say I am sorry I ever wrote a word about our wedding, or 
about anything that concerns our future, & above all I am sorry I wrote that letter last Sunday 
night, but the thing is done and cant be undone, but if I had dreamed of the result I never 
would have offered myself.  I didn’t feel hurt at your feeling that it could not be done.  That was 
all right, but you really seemed to feel out of sorts about it.  But the tea bell has rung and 
fortunately it will prevent my writing any more now, and when I write tonight, or tomorrow, I 
wont get started on the subject.  If my pen will run loose again I’ll wind the letter up, but I wont 
say any more about it.  Now I must go to supper.  I’m all upset, and blue & about sick, but send 
just as much warm true love as usual.  It is just exactly as much as I always send, which is more 
than can be measured, and just the same kind, tho’ you may think me different.  I do feel all 
broken up but believe me my love is the same & cannot change. 
        Yours forever 
                 Effie . 
                                                                                                                 Sunday Eve. 
My own precious Harry 
        I believe I feel a little better since writing a little about my feelings.  This isn’t the kind of 
a letter I like to send Sunday, but I cant possibly write without telling you how I feel.  The 
moment I try to throw off, & hide such feelings, my pen refuses to move, and I cant think of any 
thing.  I must have it all out before I can have any peace.  I am sorry it is so, but I made a 
desperate effort when I sat down to write to hide all these feelings.  The result was something 
far worse than this letter and I had to give it up.  I tore it up and began over again, and let my 
feelings have a chance.  Dont worry over any thing I have said.  I’ll be all right by the time this 
reaches you.  No matter how I feel about this thing remember I am not angry, and I love you 
just the same as ever.  It is horrible to be so far away from you at any time, but far more 
horrible when things go wrong, for they could be settled by a few words, and a little love scene 



if we were together, but now — heavens!  It is horrible.  We cant do a thing, & we continually 
fall into some dreadful place, and we cant seemed to get straight again.  Letters are 
treacherous things, and one never can tell how they are going to strike a person, and they are 
pretty risky, and just now I feel that they dont give enough satisfaction to pay for a the risk, but 
tomorrow morning when mail time comes I know I’ll think very differently, and grab your letter, 
& devour it, as greedily as ever, and if it were possible to get one tonight I’d made a very 
desperate effort to get it.  Darling I am inconsistent for tho’ I felt this A.M. just as I do now I 
went to the post office for your letter, & felt the same longing for it, but I feel sort of desperate, 
and just now think letters don’t al amount to much.  I dont really think it now.  I only imagine I 
do.  Dont call this Sunday’s letter.  I’ll send a better one for Wednesday, & you must [ill.] count 
that my Sunday’s letter, & this part of last night’s, & an extra with as unpleasant as extras 
usually are.  I told you I wasn’t in a good mood for writing.  I guess you dont need any more 
proof.  I wouldn’t be so horrid if you were here, for we’d settle this in two minutes, and then 
settle down & have a good time.  If we had been together new never would have had such a 
mess, tho’ you know we used to have little misunderstandings some times last summer 
particularly the first part of the summer, but we got over them very quickly, & then had such a 
lovely time making them up, but now we must imagine all that.  The bad and disagreeable part 
is always real, but we must always imagine all the nice parts, when we are separated.  Isn’t it 
shame things couldn’t be reversed?  But just imagine me in the place I always used to take after 
when we were alone any length of time, and the coast was clear, and you’ll know just what I 
long to do now, and try to imagine it done, or rather being done but not over.  You see I’m not 
very angry darling, or one chair wouldn’t do for us both, even in imagination.  We’d have to 
have two, but one will do now, unless you are mad, and put me off in a chair by myself, but I 
wont go till you send me. 
      With deepest fondest love & devotion 
             your own loving 
                     Effie. 


