
                                                                                                         No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                         N.Y. Nov. 12th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
         I am dreadfully tired tonight and it is very late, so I wont have time for a real good 
Sunday letter.  Uncle Ten Eyck has just gone, and I haven’t had a minute during the evening.  I 
suppose you are writing my Sunday’s letter tonight.  Perhaps you are at it now.  I wonder if you 
feel very very blue.  I am having a terrible struggle lately with blues and dont feel fit for 
anything.  It is one long groan for the one thing that I cant have.  No matter how much else I 
have I cant be satisfied.  I really feel it more than last year, but I get along better because I feel 
that you understand things so much better than you used to.  I feel freer in writing to you, and 
in many ways it is easier than last year, but I miss you more & long for you more even than I did 
then.  We each knew ourselves but didn’t know each other till the last moment, and then it was 
too late for us to be together in our new relation.  We were no longer friends but lovers, but we 
hadn’t any time before you left, and all last year it made it hard for us both.  This year we have 
been together, and of course we know all that means, and dont imagine it as we had to last 
year, but tho’ our summer has made us realize, so much that we couldn’t before, and has made 
us more necessary to each other, and has made us feel our separation and loneliness more 
than before, it has made it easier in one way, and tho’ we get so blue, we get along more 
comfortably than last year.  Why we were forever in hot water, and one misunderstanding was 
hardly explained and made up before we had another, but this year we manage much better in 
that respect.  We know each other now, and it is very different from last year, in some ways 
much harder, but on the whole it is easier, for those misunderstandings made us such a lot of 
trouble, and kept us upset so much of the time, and so it seems so to me that we are really 
better off, but I do get so desperately blue, and want you so badly, it seems as tho’ I couldn’t 
stand it any longer.  This afternoon while I was out, Mrs. Pratt called, and she heard of our 
engagement for the first time.  She was so excited she nearly had a fit over it.  She wanted to 
know when it had happened, and tho’t it was very recent.  When mamma told her it was over a 
year ago, she whe went off the handle again, and was wild because I hadn’t told her, but then 
she realized that we had hardly seen each other during the year, and never alone and as a 
crowd isn’t very desirable for such announcements, she decided that she’d forgive me.  She 
asked all about it, and wanted to know if I had known you long etc, etc, and was just about 
crazy.  Of course mamma didn’t tell her anything that we’d mind, and she only asked questions 
that mamma could answer all right, & no impudent ones at all.  She is very fond of us all, and 
this worked her up wonderfully.  She is very excitable, and was so surprised, for she had not 
heard a hint of it before.  She was delighted and said “I want to see him, and Effie has got to 
bring him down right away, for we will want to get acquainted.  My!  Wont Harry be surprised.”  
(Harry is her husband, & when Jule told her your name was Harry, she had another surprise.)  I 
think I missed a good deal.  Jule said it was rich.  I guess it was almost as good as Jule’s “who 
to.”  I guess no one has been quite so wild as Mrs. Pratt.  You see she hasn’t heard any of the 
gossip that has been going on for years, for none of our mutual friends knew you, or any of the 
people who had their eyes on us, and of course it was a complete surprise to her.  When they 
told her that I couldn’t bring you to call, & why she tho’t it was awful for you to be so far away, 
& pretty hard on us.  We get enough sympathy from her, for she is one of the affectionate kind, 
& is just wrapped up in her husband, and loves her friends nearly to death, & it broke her all up 



to hear that you were so far away.  She’ll explode if she dont see me soon.  She said, “Give Effie 
my love, and tell her I am just wild to see her, and she must come down very soon.  I was 
anxious to see her before I heard this news, but now I am still more so, & dont know how to 
wait.”  There is enthusiasm for you, a perfect flood of it.  She is simply wild.  I would have liked 
to have heard her get it off to Mr. Pratt, for I know she was in a regular fever of excitement.  I 
never saw such a woman.  She gets so interested she flies all to pieces.  She had to see your 
picture, and that pleased her very much.  She liked it very much, and said she tho’t you had 
such an intellectual face.  I hope she wont find out about your coming home Xmas, for tho’ I’d 
be very glad to go down there if we were going to have time, I dont feel like using up any of the 
short time we’ll have, making calls, and dont mean to do it either.  She wont like it if I dont, and 
so I hope she wont find out about it.  Mr. Zerfass expects to go to Chicago in a few days.  I dont 
know how long he’ll be gone.  As he only has the room till it is rented permanently, he’ll 
probably give it up if he is going to be gone a week, and I’ll have no place to go and write.  He 
dont feel like paying $15.00 for board, so he is only in that room at $10.00 till mamma has a 
chance to do better.  If he could have his old room, he would probably take it for the winter, 
even tho’ he’ll be away a great deal, but I am not very sorry I must say.  Still, I would just as 
lieve have him in the house, for I am really more independent then, for he isn’t company, and I 
am not obliged to entertain him.  I used to do it because I tho’t the home influences were doing 
him good, but I found as soon as he left here that he was the same as before, and I have 
become utterly disgusted with him, & conclude that I wont put myself out for him any more, as 
it hasn’t any lasting effect, so I just dont bother with him any more.  But if he was living some 
where else, and came to call I would be obliged to treat him differently, and on the whole I 
believe I’d rather have him in the house than not, for you know he always appeared upon the 
scene at the wrong time.  Dont you remember how mad we used to get last summer.   He never 
by any hook or crook came when it was convenient.  If he had happened in, when it was 
impossible for us to be alone any way, we wouldn’t have been so furious, but he never did.  He 
always came when he wasn’t wanted.  At the worst possible time. 
      Oh I must tell you about Ada.  She will be married in January.  They talk quite seriously 
about going to house keeping in the Spring, and if they do, Ada says she wants me to feel 
perfectly at home there, that if mamma breaks up, and leaves the City in the Spring, she wants 
us to be married at her house, that it would be more convenient for our friends, if we have 
invite them, and if we will do it she would be delighted.  She says “I’ll help you with the 
refreshments, and you can do exactly as you would in your own house.  We’ll prepare them all 
our selves, & you wouldn’t need a caterer a bit more than if you were home.”  Darling wasn’t 
that lovely?  We will probably be married at home wherever home happens to be when we are 
ready, but it might be very nice for us to accept her kind offer, and anyway it was very lovely of 
her, & I know she meant it.  She is as lovely as she can be.  She always speaks of you in such a 
nice way, and tho’ she hasn’t seen much of you, she has a great admiration for you, and has a 
great deal of sympathy for us both.  You asked about Mr. Artz and Jule.  Things go about the 
same.  I think they like each other very very much.  I hope it wont be serious with one, & not 
the other, but if it should be serious with both, I’d be very much pleased.  This approval seems 
rather premature, but tho’ I dont anticipate any such result, I dont think it at all impossible.  I 
am like you, & haven’t as much faith in friendships as I once had.  Mr. A. is an exceptionally nice 
young man, has a great deal to him, & isn’t at all insipid, & he is very interesting, & a perfect 



gentleman, & Jule I know admires him exceedingly, & he certainly seems to feel the same 
towards her.  Our friendship turned out beautifully, but think what it would have been if one of 
us had remained only friendly.  It might have happened very easily.  I wonder it didn’t happen 
on your side, tho’ I dont wonder at my being helpless about loving you.  I simply couldn’t do a 
thing to help it, tho’ I tried so hard, & it dont seem at all strange to me that I didn’t succeed in 
merely liking you, but it does seem a wonder to me that you were just as helpless about your 
feelings for me.  I hope Jule & Mr. A. will both remain friends, or else both outgrow their 
friendship as we did.  I am not worried about them, but our experience has made me think of it 
as I never would have done without it.  Oh my darling[,] when we think of what might have 
been if either of us had remained [ill.] only a friend, it makes the separation, or any thing seem 
easy in comparison.  Darling I must stop.  With love[,] deep & true & unchanging 
      Ever your own devoted 
                       Effie. 


