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My own darling Harry, 
      I had better luck this morning than I had last Sunday, & got your letter all right.  It was 
raining quite hard, but you know if I have set my mind on going out, I dont stay in for rain, and 
this morning was one of the times when my mind was sot.  Poor Fritz got left tho’.  He had set 
his mind on it too, but it didn’t do him any good, for I had enough to do without taking care of 
him.  I had to keep my dress out of the mud, and hold my umbrella up, and couldn’t bother with 
him.  He was terribly disappointed, and I felt sorry, for I dont have much time to take him out 
now-a-days, and we both count on going to the P.O. on Sundays.  But my disappointment 
wasn’t serious, nothing like last Sunday.  I got your letter and was very happy.  My darling it was 
lovely, all but the vaccination place part.  I tho’t a vaccination was good for seven years.  I 
shouldn’t think it would be necessary to have it done again, for it is less than four years since I 
was vaccinated.  It wont be four years till the last of Jan[uary].  Goodness!  If I go on at this rate 
I’ll look as tho’ I’d had the small pox.  I have six vaccinations marks now.  Just think of it.  The 
pesky thing always takes with such a vengeance.  It would be cheap enough, I know, for I’d do it 
myself.  Jule did hers.  Mamma had to go to the doctor, and she told him that several in the 
house wanted to be vaccinated, and tho’t they could do it themselves.  He said “Why certainly 
they can, but they must be careful about the virus.  I get all mine at Coswell & Hazard’s and if it 
comes from there it will be all right.”  It was very nice of him to tell her wasn’t it?  Because if 
mamma had not been sure of a reliable place she wouldn’t have dared let Jule do it, & would 
have sent her to the doctor.  Ada and Jule got a quill and did it themselves.  Ada has tried three 
times, but none of them have taken.  A quill only costs .20 so I think it would be cheap enough, 
but I hate to do it, for I always have such an awful time.  Last time it was done in Jan. & the first 
of April it was still very sore, and soiled my sleeves.  I tho’t it would never heal.  I believe it 
would take any time, every week, if I would have it done as often as that.  Of course you’ll say 
that is all the more reason for having it done.  I have been exposed to small pox twice, and 
neither time had been vaccinated any where near the time.  But you dreadful boy, you 
reasoned so well that you dont leave me a thing to say against it.  You say it will do no harm to 
try it, for if I dont need it, it wont take, and if it takes, I’ll know that I needed it, and will be glad 
that I tried it.  I believe that there is nothing to say after such reasoning as that, and I believe 
you are right.  I ought not to dread it, for if it isn’t necessary, it wont take, and if there will be no 
harm done, and if it is necessary, if my old one has run out, I would not want to run any risk.  I 
dont think I would run much risk, but I suppose you are right, and if you will feel easier about 
me, I’ll try it.  I know I’ll have a horrible time tho’, but of course that has nothing to do with it.  
Oh Harry you have given yourself away pretty badly.  You read my letter very hurriedly & 
carelessly.  If you hadn’t you would never have got the notion in your head that the talking 
Machine gave me the present, for I remember telling you all about it, and if you had read it with 
any care at all, you would have known that it came from Mrs. Cohen.  I supposed that my good 
luck would interest you, and you’d like to know how it happened.  If I hadn’t told you, & you’d 
heard of it afterwards you’d tho’t it was strange for me not to tell you.  If I had simply said that 
I’d had a present, & had told nothing about it, you’d have thought it very strange.  If I had said it 
was a Christmas present you would have been rather mystified, so I tho’t I’d tell you the whole 
thing.  As usual I judged your feelings by my own, and told you all about it.  I wish now that I 



had roused your interest by telling you only a part of it.  I know if I had done that you would 
have had your curiosity up, and would have asked questions about it, & probably gone for me, 
in a mild way, for not telling you more than the bare fact, but I see you dont care for such 
things, unless your curiosity is roused.  You didn’t take any interest, and were so bored you 
didn’t read it enough to find out who it was from.  Even when you read it over you were not 
quite sure on that point, for you said “What a lovely present you received from Mrs. McDonal.  
Oh I see now on reading over that I made a mistake.  I got the notion in my head that it was 
that awful talking machine, but you must mean Mrs. Cohen.”  You see you were not quite 
certain about it even then, and spoke as tho’ I hadn’t made it clear, but unfortunately for you, I 
remember telling you all about it, so that if you had read it, you couldn’t have any doubt about 
it, and that guess, “but it must have been Mrs. Cohen” gives you away, & proves that you were 
so bored that you couldn’t read it.  You’d rather glance at it, and risk a guess, than to read 
enough of it to make sure.  Now Harry dont say I imagine all this, for I think the proof is pretty 
strong, and dont need any imagination, and you’d better own up.  I tho’t a present of a new silk 
dress, was worth writing about, but next time I’ll rouse your interest, by rousing your curiosity.  
You said enough about it, and I never would have suspected you, if it hadn’t been for that 
unfortunate speech, for you said on the next page that you tho’t the dress was a lovely present, 
but you see you had already spoiled the effect of that speech.  Well I dont care.  I’ve got the 
dress anyhow, and if I ever have another streak of luck like that, I wont bore you with the 
details.  Dont imagine I am feeling hurt about it at all.  I’m not.  I am not a bit provoked, only 
wish I hadn’t wasted my time writing you the details.  I wonder if I will ever learn to leave the 
details alone, and be satisfied to write only the facts.  It bores me like the mischief to hear the 
facts without the details, but I wish I could get it hammered into me that every one dont feel 
so.  Now I dont write this to make you feel bad, but I want you to know that “I can see thro’ a 
hole with a mill-stone in it” as you once wrote about something I told you.  I am not in the least 
disturbed over it.  It is too bad about Miss Weed.  I feel awfully sorry for her too.  You 
remember she wrote as tho’ her summer had not been a rest or a pleasure, and I tho’t the 
letter was rather sad, tho’ she didn’t mean it to be so.  And now to have trouble with her eyes is 
a dreadful affliction, for if she is in trouble mentally, this trouble with her eyes leaves her 
almost helpless, and she cant get away from herself at all.  You know I have the greatest 
sympathy for any one who is deprived of the full use of their eyes, for I know how dreadful it is.  
I know by bitter experience.  Dont you think it would help her to have things as they were last 
year?  I think it would.  She must be very lonely, & you might be able to help her some even if 
she dont confide her trouble to you.  I think she is right to keep quiet about it, for you know you 
are really a stranger to her.  I will confess that I tho’t you were imprudent to tell her as much as 
you did last year.  I dont know that you were wrong, but I think it was some what imprudent, 
but I dont blame you, or feel in the least annoyed about it, tho’ I was a little disturbed when 
you first told me.  But I liked what I saw of Miss Weed very much, & can understand your 
talking to her about yourself and me.  She isn’t one of the pumping kind.  She attends to her 
own affairs, and I think she is one of the kind one would feel like talking to, & confiding in more 
or less.  I didn’t see it at the time quite as I see it now.  She seemed like a stranger, and it 
seemed a little peculiar to me.  For instance imagine me talking to Mr. Artz, or any gentleman 
about our affairs, especially one I had known so short a time.  I have known Mr. Artz as long as 
you knew her at that time, longer I guess, and yet it would never occur to me to talk to him 



about our love, and at first I tho’t of your talks with Miss Weed as I would my talking to a 
strange gentleman, tho’ I think Mr. Artz could be trusted just as far, but you must judge by your 
own feelings.  If you feel like talking to her about it I dont know that there is any harm in it.  But 
my darling[,] I cant see any use in your keeping away from her as you do.  I think the society 
would do you good, and you always liked her very much.  It seems to me that it would be a 
good thing for you both, and I am sure you could help her even if her trouble was never 
mentioned.  You might cheer her up in many ways.  If it is a serious trouble, it would be hard to 
drive it out, and get away from it, but she has no chance to fight it.  If she cant use her eyes it 
must give her too much time to think, and you know she cant kill her tho’ts when she hasn’t a 
single weapon.  You might not be able to make her forget, but darling her thoughts would be 
disturbed.  She couldn’t brood over her trouble while you were there.  At least she would have 
other tho’ts, and her gloomy ones could not have the whole of her attention.  Tho’ she might 
not forget them for a moment, they couldn’t have full sway.  It would help her to get away from 
herself, I believe, if you would go up there often, and I’m sure it would so you good too.  It 
might interfere with your work some, but darling I dont want you to be forever grinding.  All 
work and no play has a bad effect you you know.  I dont want it to get chronic with you, so that 
when I am with you[,] you will be eternally at work.  I didn’t see anything last summer to make 
me dread this, but darling you have been at it so hard lately that I want to warn you not to let it 
get chronic.  I believe in work, but I shall insist on having considerable time when we are 
married, & wont let you dig all the time, and I hope you wont allow yourself to become so 
infatuated with it that you cant help grinding, and I think that it will be a good think thing for all 
concerned if you go up to Miss Weed’s room a little oftener.  Why darling you must see that it 
casts a sort of reflection on me.  Miss Weed may think that I am to blame for your rare visits.  
She may think that I was foolish enough to be worried by the absurd talk last year, and was 
jealous.  I dont know but what it looks that way to her, and I wish you’d get any such notion out 
of her head at once, if she has any such notion.   
         I can sympathize with you about the weather.  It is terrible here too, so gloomy and 
depressing, and so beastly hot and close.  It is really dreadful, & we’ll all be sick if it lasts much 
longer.  Jule is sitting up today.  Mamma tho’t she must get out of this gloomy room, and she 
was well enough to go up & sit in the steamer chair.  The doctor was much pleased and 
encouraged last night to find her so much better.  The morphine did wonders for her, & didn’t 
have any bad effect.  It relieved the pain, & gave her the rest she so sorely needed, while the 
medicine was doing its work.  I am feeling better today, had a good rest last night, but I dont 
think I’ll feel quite straight till the cold weather begins.  My hay-fever is saying its farewell, is 
saying “I must go,” but it hasn’t gone yet, tho’ it is getting ready to move to its winter home, 
wherever that may be.  I dont know where it is and dont want to know.  I only wish [ill.] it 
would find its winter abode so pleasant that it would decide to remain there all summer.  I still 
use a good many handkerchiefs, at least four a day, so you see I am still reminded that I have a 
nose.  My eyes tho’ are all over their part of it, and I can use them all I want to.  You know they 
kept me back terribly, but now they are all right, that is, as right as such miserable eyes can be.  
They are certainly not the best quality of eyes, but I manage very well with them when I haven’t 
hay fever.  I really think darling that you ought to stop at Balt. to see Dr B. & Dr. M. for even if 
you dont find out anything, it may be a good thing at some future time, and anyhow it will 
make them keep you in mind better.  But don’t sp stop to make calls.  I know you wont wait any 



longer than you have to, but I’ll own up that I’d rather you wouldn’t call on Belle even if you 
have time.  She’d like it I know, but I cant forget her letter about me, and dont think she 
deserves the pleasure.  I of course want you to be nice to her when she is at Madison, and you 
are with her, but I think after such a letter, she ought not to be run after, and I am mean 
enough to feel quite strongly on the subject.  It isn’t jealousy at all, for I dont fear her in the 
least, but I simply want her to pay for her letter by losing the pleasure she would get from your 
visit.  I dont think she ought to expect the least attention from you after writing about me as 
she did, and I know if any of my best friends should speak of you in as cutting and mean a way, I 
should never forgive them.  I would be inclined to cut them dead, and if I didn’t do quite that, 
they’d find me might cool and hardly decent.  I suppose I ought to forgive and forget, but I am 
not that kind.  If I forgive, I dont forget, and can never feel the same.  Tho’ I dont feel hard, it 
must have some effect.  In Belle’s case I dont do either.  There are many things in her that I 
admire extremely, and I like her, but I do not forgive or forget.  It was entirely uncalled for & 
there is no excuse to be made for her letter, and I dont make the slightest allowance for her.  I 
could be pleasant to her last summer, & she didn’t make me uncomfortable as I supposed she 
would, but I couldn’t ever forget about it, and I dont think I ever will.  I dont mean that you 
must keep away if you want to go.  I didn’t mean to lay down the law at all, & of course you 
must do as you choose, but you know how I feel about it.  I may be very mean to feel as I do 
towards her, but I feel so nevertheless, and am so depraved that I dont feel sorry for my hard 
feeling toward her and haven’t made any special effort to forgive her.  Tho’ I dont worry over 
her one way or the other.   If you can forgive her & want to see her of course you must do as 
you like.  I know she is wholly to blame for my feeling, for you know I didn’t object to the 
correspondence at all, till I found she was trying to make you sick of me, and dissatisfied.  I 
wasn’t afraid of her doing it, because I knew she hadn’t enough influl influence over you to 
change your feelings for me, but I didn’t like the principle of it, and tho’t it a contemptible thing 
to do, and it made me furious. 
     But let her go.  I didn’t mean to waste so much time on her.  Darling do you think I am 
terribly vindictive?  Oh Harry I am blue, and I guess it is having a bad influence on my 
disposition, which was never too sweet.  When we are together, & our trial ended forever, it 
seems to me I’ll be too happy to bear any ill will to any body.  It is lucky we remained friends so 
long.  What would have become of us if we had become lovers long ago?  If it had been a case 
of love at first sight, how could we have lived thro’ all these years?  We would have done some 
thing desperate I know.  My own darling[,] I am not near ready to stop.  I dont want to leave 
you but I must.  I will go to Orange tomorrow, & wont get back till late, so you wont have much 
more than a sheet from me on Wednesday, but you will have then what you have now & what 
is yours forever, my heart, which is all your’s, and full of longing for you, and deepest fondest 
warmest truest love. 

Your devoted    
Effie. 

 
    


