
                                                                                                      No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                      N.Y. Nov. 22nd 1885 
My own darling Harry, 
         That 1885 isn’t very distinct, but I guess now you’ll know what I was trying to make.   
Charlie stayed to tea and spent the evening, or that is a good part of it.  He wont return to 
Princeton till tomorrow A.M.  He will spend the night with Jim, as he did last night, and I am 
very glad of it, for this is my last night alone for a long time.  Oh dear!  I hate to think of going 
down stairs again.  I never liked it very well, but didn’t mind it as much before, as I do now, 
and think it is only because I cant go off alone to write, as I can when I have a room alone, and 
before I never cared to write daily letters to any one, but I guess I’d better not borrow trouble 
about it, but just make the best of it, and take my chances & write as much as I can.  Luck will 
favor me sometimes if it dont do so always.  Darling I haven’t been worrying over the $10.00 bill 
at all, but I hoped that you hadn’t cramped yourself, because I did not want you to do that, but 
now I know that it didn’t inconvenience you I feel comfortable about it.  I wasn’t uncomfortable 
before, but certainly feel more comfortable now.  You know darling that there isn’t I haven’t 
any lack of confidence in you, neither is there any lack of love, but I could not ask you for 
money.  I suppose it will be different when we are married, but now I couldn’t do it, and 
certainly wouldn’t hint, for I’d rather come right out with the request than to hint, but while we 
are engaged I dont think it will be necessary to do either.  If I was in a tight place I would not 
hesitate to ask you to lend me money, but I couldn’t ask for it out & out, that is, ask you to give 
it to me.  I dont think it would be nice, and I couldn’t do it.  Of course I’ll have to get over this 
some time, but my theory is that it will be time enough to begin after we are married.  I dont 
think any girl ought to do it before, and this feeling doesn’t come from lack of love or lack of 
confidence, & you mustn’t think so either, for you’ll make a mistake if you do.  Darling our 
mothers were wrong, when they tho’t that our intimacy in the summer would make our winter 
harder, and I agree with you fully in believing that it produced the opposite effect.  Not to have 
had any such experience before we parted last year, made it far harder for us.  The loneliness 
now is even worse, but we have so much to help us now.  The memories of last summer help us 
wonderfully.  We can call them up at any time, but we dont even have to do that.  They are up 
all the time, and ever ready to cheer us & comfort us, and they make the separation oh so 
much easier than it was last year.  We have got some thing to live on, & we have learned to 
know each other as we couldn’t before.  We couldn’t stand it to have things as they were last 
year.  We didn’t realize fully last year how much we were missing, and tho’ we felt the need, it 
was not quite as strong as it is now, but with that realization comes help that enables us to 
stand it even better than we did before we realized it.  Now we have longings, but not 
misunderstandings.  Those were terribly wearing, and made us both perfectly miserable & 
unhappy.  Harry I am sure that in spite of the greater longings, we get along more comfortably.   
        How lucky you were about your book from Appleton.  It was quite a haul to have a four 
dollar book for nothing.  Am glad your work is coming on so nicely but dont use yourself up 
working on snails.  Darling it is very good of you to say you will not write to Belle because I feel 
so hard toward her.  If any body had written or spoken of you in such a way I would feel even 
harder than I do now.  If any of my friends had done what she did it would have settled them 
forever.  I wouldn’t stand it, and as for making any allowance for it, why Harry darling there 
isn’t any shadow of an excuse to be found.  As I said in my other letter, that people dont do 



such things unconsciously.  I wouldn’t make much excuse for her if she had said it, and yet it 
wouldn’t have seemed quite so bad, for people do sometimes say things without realizing how 
they may sound, & say them almost unconsciously, but I dont think any one would say such a 
thing unconsciously.  They are usually very careful about a how they speak of any girl to wh the 
man who is engaged to her, or to any girl about the man she is engaged to, unless they intend 
to make some mean speech.  If they didn’t do it intentionally they wouldn’t do it at all.  If they 
couldn’t say any thing good, they’d keep still, and certainly never would speak insultingly of 
them without realizing what they were doing.  It is all very well, and very different, before the 
engagement, to speak one’s mind to a very dear friend, but I never would make a fuss after the 
engagement.  And as for my intimacy with Mr. Zerfass, well, he never knew very much about 
my affairs.  He used to tell me all about his, but you can rest assured I never confided in him the 
same way.  I listened to all his troubles etc etc, & did all I could to help him, but I can tell you I 
told him precious little about my own affairs, and never mentioned a thing about my feelings 
toward you, or even hinted at them.  I never wrote him but two letters in my life, & both times 
there was a special reason for writing.  He at one time told me every thing, & usually consulted 
me about things; if he had come to me and told me that he was in love with a girl, and asked 
my opinion & advice, I might have spoken frankly about her, whether it was for or against her, if 
they were not engaged, but if he had told me they were engaged I would have said as little as 
possible unless it was in her favor, and wouldn’t have said one thing unless he had asked me.  
Now of course I am not speaking of extreme cases.  I am only speaking of a case like ours.  If any 
of my friends were engaged to a man who drank or was not what he ought to be I should 
certainly do all I could to make them give him up and to make them see what miserable lives 
they would have, but we are talking of such cases, and darling if I could make no excuse for one 
who spoke so of you, I certainly could make still less for one who wrote, for that is very 
different from speaking.  When one writes they know what they are saying, for they have to 
think, and by the time they spell out the words they know what they have written.  I know it is 
so.  They take as long to make one letter, as it would take to say a short word, and I dont care 
how easily any one writes.  They have got to know that whey are doing, and have to give their 
minds to it, else why dont they do two things at once.  Why cant they write, and have a book 
before them on the table & read at the same time?  I bet no one could do that, and if they did 
they wouldn’t be responsible for what they wrote, that is they might not know what they were 
writing, but they would be responsible for [ill.] trying to do two things at once, and so even 
then I wouldn’t excuse what they said in the letter, tho’ I might feel that they hadn’t meant it.  I 
believe, and probably always will believe, that Belle was in her right mind when she wrote that 
letter, and knew just what she was saying.  I dont see how you can think otherwise, but if you 
do, I dont want you to let my feeling keep you from writing if you want to write to her.  I dont 
feel that I am unjust toward her.  I liked her very much and wasn’t at all prejudiced against her 
before hand, and haven’t been influenced by any thing like that.  I admired her very much, tho’ 
her nice (?) kind (?) little speech in Newburgh made me mad as fire, but I got over it and would 
have forgiven it if that had been the only thing, tho’ I believed then, & always have believed, & 
always will believe, that she knew just what she was saying, and that it was all cut & dried 
before she gave it to me.  She was very nice to me last summer, and I always treated her well, 
because it was the only thing to do, and besides I wouldn’t give her the satisfaction of knowing 
that it cut.  I’d rather let her think that what she had said never came back to me, and let her 



think that you neglected her of your own accord on account of it.  I didn’t ask you not to write, 
but I did ask you not to call, even if you had extra time in Balt[imore].  Still I am glad you have 
decided not to write, but I will not be provoked if you write after all, but I only know it is some 
thing I’d never do under the same circumstances, but you must do just as you like about that.  
There darling I didn’t mean to waste so much time on her, but you wrote about it, and in 
reading over your letter to ans[wer]. it, I came to this, and got started, and have spent more 
time on her than I had intended. 
          How is your vaccination coming on? or haven’t you been vaccinated yet?  Mine hasn’t 
taken.  It usually gets a little red & itches like mad even if it dont take, but mine didn’t do either, 
and the little scab where I scraped is about ready to drop off.  The virus didn’t cause the 
slightest irritation, so I guess I am all right.  Goodness!  It took hard enough four years ago to 
last all my life, that is it ought to last.  The place is red yet & every once in awhile itches like the 
very mischief.   

Darling I wish I could write more, but such a drowsy fit has seized me that I know I  cant 
keep awake, and I must get to bed at once. 
       Goodnight my darling Harry, my own precious boy.  Ө Ө Ө Ө Ө Ө Ө Ө Ө Ө 
          With love beyond measure 
               from your own loving 
                       Effie. 
 
                                                                                        Monday Eve[ning]. 
My own darling Harry, 
       I have been dreadfully busy all day, and got in the midst of some work, and forgot about 
the time, and found I was going to be awfully late to my lesson.  I just dropped every thing and 
rushed, didn’t even take time to put on my gloves.  Well I was so mad, for I left your letter.  
There wasn’t time to go back, so the letter couldn’t go in the early mail, and you wont get it 
now till Wednesday afternoon.  It is too bad darling but I hope you’ll forgive me, for I was so 
scared when I saw the time.  This letter is not an unusually good one.  I was so terribly sleepy I 
couldn’t go on and write as I had hoped to.  I couldn’t keep awake any longer, and had to stop.  
Your dear letter came this A.M. about 10:30, and you better believe that I took time to read it 
at once.  It answered my question about the vaccination.  You said you tho’t it was going to 
take.  It seemed rather soon to tell, but I know that mine began to work at once when I had 
such a time four years ago, but this time it hasn’t taken or shown the least sign of any thing.  
Miss R. & Louie Le Brun will take their lessons on Friday instead of Thursday, tho’ they hadn’t 
tho’t of taking a holiday from their music, and now if Ethel & Mamie will do the same I’ll go to 
Madison on Wed[nesday]. night.  Address my letters the same as usual, for I’ll have them 
forward the letter that comes on Wednesday and I if it dont come before I leave home, & I’ll get 
it Wed[nesday] night when I reach Madison.  I will probably return Thurs[day]. night as my first 
lesson will be at 9:30 A.M. Friday, so you see there would not be time for me to receive one if 
you wrote it after you get this.  I wont be able to stay longer that than Friday A.M. & if I stay 
that long I’ll have to take an early train in order to reach 57th St. by 9:30.  Oh my darling[,] it will 
seem so lonely without you.  Oh dear if you were only going to be there too.  I’ll think of you all 
the time and most of my tho’ts will be of our happy times last summer, and it will be so hard 
not to have you.  It is hard all the time for that matter, but I have not been to Madison since we 



left Sept[ember]. 4th and it will be so very different there without you.  Oh darling it is hard 
enough all the time.  I dont think it can be much worse there than it is here.  I want you all the 
time, no matter where I am.  I hope darling that Huston or some one will take pity on you and 
invite you to dinner, or tea, or for some part of the day, and you mustn’t refuse if you are 
invited.  You must go for my sake, for I dont want you to devote that whole day to snails. 
         Now my own[,] I must mail this.  You got an extra letter by waiting a few hours[,] nearly 
two sheets more than you would have had if I had mailed it on time for the early mail. 
       Goodbye my own darling[,] with fondest deepest love and lots of kisses (you  know what 
I told you lots means) 
          Ever your own 
                Effie. 
 
 
 


