
                                                                                              No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                              N.Y. Oct. 21st 1885. 
My own precious darling Boy, 
      Your letter this morning did me a world of good, and made me so happy; that is, of 
course, as happy as I can be, when I am not with you.  It was such a dear precious lovely letter, 
and I was almost starving for such a letter.  If I had only had some thing like it on Sat. in answer 
to mine of Sunday Oct. 11th, instead of the one I had, I never would have written as I did this last 
Sunday.  It needn’t have been so long, as the one this morning, if you were hurried, but if the 
tone of it had been the same, I would have been satisfied.  I tho’t you seemed to misunderstand 
me, & to be put out with me for writing as I did, and it made me feel dreadfully, for I had meant 
to please you.  It wasn’t the length of your letter (tho’ it was not very long) but the tone of it that 
troubled me.  I expected one, more like the one I got this A.M. tho’ perhaps not as long, and the 
one on Saturday was so different it just about broke me up completely.  I cant tell you any thing 
at all about it.  If you had said you hadn’t time then to write about it fully, but would do so 
another time, I wouldn’t have felt so, but you seemed to want to drop the whole subject, and said 
you would not say any more about it.  In another place you said you could write more about my 
letter, but wouldn’t.  I felt uncomfortable about saying another word about it, and tried to write a 
letter without alluding to it in any way, and I have already told you that that letter was a dismal 
failure, & I wouldn’t send it, but I wrote another & made a clean breast of my feelings.  There is 
no use for me to try to keep things back.  I simply cant feel one way and write another.  I hated to 
show my feelings, under the circumstances, but they refused to be hidden hidden in the 
background, and insisted on coming to the front, and I was forced to let them have their own 
way, for I found I couldn’t battle against them.  I am so very glad that you wrote as you did, 
before my letter of Sunday reached you, for now I know it wasn’t prompted by that at all, and it 
did me more good coming right from you without needing my letter to bring it out.  I have told 
you how I felt when I wrote that letter of Oct. 11th and that I was ready to do whatever you 
wished.  I wont go over it again, will only say again that I was in earnest, but I tho’t it only right 
that I should tell you how I felt, and that it wasn’t because I had changed my mind about a the 
wisdom of it, but I felt that you were suffering so terribly, and I was ready to do any thing I 
could to help you, even tho’ it was a thing that I felt to be, not exactly unwise, but a sp step that 
seemed to be rather impudent, & then I told you about the faith I had in you, and that I would 
feel safe enough with you, if you felt that it would be all right.  My feelings about the money you 
owed your father, were the only ones that I felt were hard to overcome, and these were pretty 
strong.  Still I wouldn’t let them stand in our way.  I felt that it was bad for you to be so unhappy 
all the time.  I am bad enough, but I tho’t you suffered even more than I, because you didn’t 
seem to feel sure that it was for the best.  I felt that it was, and that tho’t, & feeling, helped me 
some.  It was poor comfort to be sure, but it was some satisfaction to feel that we were doing 
what was for our good, and it made me more reconciled.  I tho’t if you hadn’t that, it was harder 
for you than for me to bear.  I tho’t  you felt that it was not necessary, and that the months of 
misery were between Xmas & June were molt months that might be happy as well as not if I 
would only be willing to make them so, & that there was no use in suffering as we should do.  Of 
course I tho’t this made it harder for you, and I tho’t there was no reason why you shouldn’t be 
right, as well as I, and I determined that I wouldn’t do a thing to make us miserable.  I tho’t that 
probably you were right, & I was wrong, so I wrote, and I felt awfully when your answer came.  
But my own darling the letter this morning was perfect, and you seemed to understand me, and 
talked it all out, and I feel so much better.  I always like to talk a thing out, if it is any thing of 



interest, and I felt that this was of interest fo to us both & I was very serious about it.  It made me 
wild to have you drop it so unceremoniously.  You said you would not say another a word about 
it, and it was put in such a way that I tho’t you were provoked about it.  But darling it is all right 
now, as far as I am concerned.  I dont know how it is with you, but I do hope my letter didn’t 
upset you.  Forgive me please if I misunderstood you, for your letter did seem very different 
from what I expected, and I couldn’t help feeling badly, tho’ now I begin to think that you were 
trying to be considerate of me, and kept back your feelings on purpose, but darling dont ever do 
it again, for it made me utterly wretched.  Write just as you feel always.  You say in your last 
letter “I know I oughtn’t to write about it, for I know it worries you, & didn’t mean to have 
written any more about it, but fell into it almost unawares.”  Now my own darling you know how 
unhappy I would still be if you hadn’t written about it.  I have felt awfully ever since Saturday 
till this A.M. simply because you didn’t write about this thing fully.  My own Harry I do 
appreciate so much all that you say about wanting to share every thing with me & consult me 
about every thing, and wanting my approval.  I know we both feel so, and always will, and I felt 
that it would be wrong to write as I did, and leave you to imagine that I had changed my mind 
about the wisdom of marrying at Xmas, when I knew that I felt the same.  I wasn’t afraid, & yet 
it didn’t, (& I could not make it,) seem wise, tho’ I wanted to think so, & tried to hard enough, 
but I simply couldn’t make myself see it in any other way, tho’ I was willing to own that I might 
be wrong, even tho’ I could not see it any other way, no matter how I tried, but I was willing to 
trust your judgment, and would have felt satisfied if you had decided in favor of Xmas.  But 
darling it is all right, and I am sure the day will come when we will be glad that we decided so.  I 
am glad that it has come up, in spite of all the trouble it has caused, for you imagined my reasons 
very weak ones, and this has put me in my true light, and has shown you that I wasn’t foolish 
enough to suffer for the sake of a big wedding, & I know that you understand me better for all 
this talk, about the wedding, & the time.  On Saturday and ever since until today I have been so 
enraged with myself for writing as I did on that 11th, but now that I know that you understood it 
I’m very very glad I wrote it, for I stood in a false light before.  
     It has been a dreadful day, and has just poured all the time.  I went to see Nellie this A.M.  
I only saw her alone for a few minutes, and I was so disappointed, for I had so many things I 
wanted to say, that could not be mentioned before the third party.  I was glad I went, for I 
enjoyed it, tho’ it wasn’t quite, no it was not near as satisfactory as I had hoped.  At the time I 
felt that it was only an aggravation, and almost wished I hadn’t gone, but that was because I was 
so annoyed at not having her alone.  Since I have cooled down, I find that it was very satisfactory 
after all, tho’ very much less than I wanted.  She is perfectly charming, very homely but makes 
one forget that.  She wears her hair straight back.  There!  I know you are prepared to like her.  I 
am still very much disappointed, but more reasonable than I was this A.M.  If the other caller had 
only been some one I knew, it would have been better, but I had never seen, or even heard of her, 
& we had nothing in common, & it made it rather trying for Nellie too.  The other one had more 
claim than I had, so I felt that I must go, if any one had to, tho’ I wasn’t made to feel at all as tho’ 
any one had to, but it wasn’t any fun for me after Mrs. ___ Bother came.  I’ll call her Mrs. 
Bother.  I dont even remember her name.  I hope Nellie will be in N.Y. again, & she hopes so 
herself, & will be if it is possible, so perhaps I’ll have another chance.  We have moved out of 
the Ellises rooms, and have been in the basement since Sat.  The Es haven’t come yet, but we 
expect them any minute, & have to be ready for them.  It is a miserable place down there, for it is 
so dark & gloomy.  The sun never strikes it in the winter, and the air down there isn’t pleasant.  
We cant air it as we can an upstairs room, but we get along pretty well.  What do you think?  



Mary is coming back to us.  We are almost desperate, & glad enough to get her back, & she is 
only too glad to come, as she has fared badly too since she left, & has been as unfortunate in 
getting suited as we have.  Charlie isn’t any thing like as good as he used to be in Orange, tho’ he 
is a very good man for us to have, & all the boarders like him very much.  Ellen is going to leave 
when her month is up.  She complains all the time of her hard work, and it will be considerably 
more when the Es come back, and she’ll never be able to get along.  She is a very very nice girl, 
and would be splendid in a private house, but isn’t fitted for this place.  We are to have a friend 
of Mary’s, a German girl Sophie by name.  I am so sorry Mrs. Stoc[k]ton has been treating you 
badly again.  I dont see why she cant be decent, and so that you can depend on her.  As it is, you 
never know when she is going back on you all.  I hope Prof. Craigs will turn out all right so that 
you can go there, and have things comfortable, even if they are not quite as convenient.  There 
are lots of other things I’d like to write about & I will do so tonight or tomorrow, but now there 
isn’t time for more.  My darling I long so for you all the time.  We both get blue and desperate, 
but it cant last forever.  We’ll make up for all this misery sometime. 
       With deepest warmest most devoted love from your own true & loving 
                         Effie _____ 
 
 


