
                                                                                                                 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                       N.Y. Jan 8th 1886. 
My own darling darling Harry, 
     I am thoroughly enraged, and feel like choking some fool at Purdue or Lafayette.  I dont 
think I was ever in a worse rage.  I was wild enough because you couldn’t get anything from me 
till Wed[nesday]. A.M., because you’d get there on Monday night, and couldn’t have a word 
from me all day Tuesday.  I wrote on Monday morning and mailed the letter early in the 
afternoon, and you can imagine my feelings when that letter came back here today.  No I dont 
believe you can imagine them possibly.  I am in a regular fit about it.  The letter went all right, & 
reached Lafayette in time, and some miserable idiot sent it back here.  If it was Swan I wish 
you’d tell him he is a fool, and put it in plain enough language to impress it upon his mind, for 
he is such a fool he wouldn’t or couldn’t take a hint, and needs a good hard kick.  He must have 
known that you were back at Purdue.  You felt miserable enough on Tuesday, and then, you 
poor boy, you did not have any thing on Wednesday either.  It is too outrageous for any use.  If 
my Tuesday’s letter is sent back, I’ll feel like sending a box of dynamite that will go off and put 
an end to the one that keeps on sending your mail here.  They know that you must be back 
when the term begins, and the idea of sending back letters that reached Lafayette the day after 
school opened.  Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh! Oh!  I feel like killing some one.  I didn’t mind when other 
letters came, tho’ I tho’t then that it was idiotic to keep on sending them, but when a letter, 
that was written I wrote the day after you left N.Y. and which left New York about over twenty 
four hours after you did, is sent back it makes me perfectly frantic.  I tho’t I was going to be able 
to write a real comfortable letter today, but this thing completely upsets me, and gives me the 
horrors, for I dont know but what they have sent your yesterday’s letter back here, and you 
may have had no letter from me yet.  Darling dont fail to give some body fits.  I wonder if you 
blamed me for it.  Perhaps you tho’t I was awfully mean not to write, and if it has made you feel 
hard towards me I will never forgive Swan or whoever did it, never, never, never, and when I go 
to live in Lafayette if I ever have a chance to get even, I’ll make it pleasant (?) for the old fool.  
I’ll wrack my brains to do some thing horrid.  I opened the letter, and tho’t it wouldn’t be worth 
while to send it back , but I afterwards tho’t you’d want it any way, so I have put the whole 
thing (my letter, & the one I enclosed, and the envelope) into another envelope, and it will go 
out in the same mail with this, & reach you on Sunday morning.  I wonder if you have ordered 
my paper yet.  I reminded you of it in my first letter.  As you didn’t get that, it didn’t do any 
good.  I hope that that part of it hasn’t hurt anything.  I hope you remembered it, & wrote to 
Will Q. at once, for I am very anxious to have it.  My paper is about out.  I have only a few whole 
sheets of this kind and a few half sheets of yours, and if it dont come tomorrow, my Sunday’s 
letter will have to be written on some of mamma’s paper, and I am afraid it wont fit your 
covers.  My darling you haven’t said a single word about your cl cold.  I hope it is all over, but 
am afraid it still clings on, for sleeping cars are not noted for curing colds, tho’ according to the 
homeopathic doctrine that “like cures like” I ought to have faith about your case, for as sleeping 
cars will give one a cold they ought to have the power of curing them, but my faith in 
homeopathy doesn’t extend so far, and I doubt its do your being cured by spending a night on 
the cars, and I am awfully afraid, if it did anything at all, it made you worse.  Ed looks awfully.  
You wouldn’t believe anyone could change so in so short a time.  He is very much thinner, and 
so dreadfully pale.  We all begin to think that he has barely escaped having pneumonia.  He is 



so very weak, and an ordinary cold couldn’t break him up so thoroughly.  Now my darling I must 
begin the long promised acc’t of the conversation I had with mamma on Monday night.  I 
haven’t had time before to do the subject justice.  I am sorry to have left it so long, for one can 
always do so much better when the thing is all fresh, but I guess I haven’t forgotten much of it.  
It would take me several hours to report the whole conversation, and besides I dont believe I 
could tell you all if I tried, but I want to tell you enough, so that you can get the drift of it.  For 
the life of me I cant think how the thing began, for I was just beginning a letter to you when 
mamma came down, and I didn’t want to stop to talk just then, but some how or other it did 
begin, and it interrupted my letter, and we talked for an hour or more.  Mamma has 
misunderstood us both, and at last she began to realize that she was jealousy, and this jealousy 
has made no end of trouble for all three of us, and I dont know but what it has hurt Jule too.  
But Mamma & you and I have been the principal sufferers.  This jealousy made mamma very 
unreasonable, and made her imagine the most absurd things, and she made herself miserable 
about things that were not so.  Really, out of all the troubles she imagined worried about, there 
was only one that was real, that is that when we are married, I must go so far away from her.  It 
is very hard for her and really darling that is the only thing there was that was a real trouble.  
She got perfectly crazy, and imagined that I did not love her any more, that I didn’t care any 
thing at all about her, and of course it nearly broke her heart.  The next ghost was you. She said 
she tho’t every thing of you and wanted you to seem just like her own child.  She wanted to 
take you right in, and love you as tho’ you were her own son, and it “grieved her awfully 
because she couldn’t do it.”  She didn’t know what was the matter, but tho’t that you didn’t 
seemed to love her as she had hoped you would, and that broke her heart in another place, for 
she said she loved you so very much.  The third break in her heart was caused by you also, 
because she thought that you positively disliked Jule.  You not only did not love her, but you 
actually couldn’t bear her.  And all the time mamma was crying and feeling terribly.  I said 
“mamma all this is absurd, and I cant imagine what ails you to feel so.  You know that my love 
for Harry and my love for you are entirely different, and my love for him doesn’t interfere with 
my love for you in the least.  If there is any difference it makes me love you more instead of 
less, and it is very absurd for you to get such ideas in your heart, and I dont understand it at all, 
& as for the part about Harry, well ____ I have nothing to say about what I think about you it, 
for you have no earthly reason for thinking that he doesn’t care for you, for he has always acted 
as tho’ he was very fond of you, & of Jule too, but he has always shown a special admiration for 
you, and since we have been engaged has shown a strong love for you.  At first you showed a 
great deal of feeling for him, but after a while you began to act different.  You welcomed him at 
first in the loveliest way, but some how or other you do not seem the same now, and I know he 
notices it.  In fact New Years night he said something, and what do you so suppose it was?  He 
asked me what he should call you after we are married.  He asked if he hadn’t better go on 
calling you “Cousin Em” & I said “no indeed.”  He tho’t he wouldn’t dare to call you mother 
because he tho’t you wouldn’t [ill.] like it. I told him that I knew you would want him to call you 
mother.  Mamma said “of course I want him to call me mother.  It would hurt me dreadfully if 
he didn’t.”  I said “well now you see that you have not made him feel that you love him so 
much, but you think he doesn’t seem to care for you.  I am sure he has done all he possibly 
could.  When you lost your money he begged you not to worry, and said you could always have 
a home with us, and would never be a burden, that we would be only too happy if we could 



always have you with us, and tried to make you feel that it would be a pleasure to him if he 
could have a chance to take care of you, & spop spoke as tho’ he felt sorry for your loss on your 
acc’t, but as tho’ he was almost glad on his own, that he was sorry to feel that he must separate 
us, and that this would be a way out of it, & that looked upon you as a mother. He said every 
thing he could say.  You appreciated it, and yet you didn’t make him feel that you took the will 
for the deed. You only went on about not wanting to be dependent etc.  Then when you were 
so worried about the houses, he wrote you as your own son son, if you had one, would hov 
have done.  He wanted you to feel that he was your son, and he put himself in that place and 
wrote about your affairs as he had never done before & as he wouldn’t have done but for the 
feeling that he belonged to the family, & that you were his mother, and in the letter he called 
you mamma.  I think that was the beginning of the misunderstanding.  You made him feel sorry 
that he had written that letter.  He did it with the very best intentions.  He wanted to help you, 
and wanted you to feel that you had a son to depend on, but you acted in such a way that you 
made him feel very uncomfortable, and he felt that you tho’t he had been interfering, and that 
he was meddling with what didn’t concern him, & you hurt his feelings very much, and since 
then he has been afraid to act as tho’ he was your son, lest he’d make you mad, and he even 
tho’t you wouldn’t like him to call you mother, and then I told her that last year when she was 
so very sick you were as anxious as could be, and wanted me to let you know if she got any 
worse, and that if you had had word that she was worse, you would have come right on, and 
then went on and told her what you had said about Jule in case anything happened to mamma.  
She said “Well Effie I ought to be ashamed of myself, and I am.  Harry has been just lovely, and 
has shown his love for me, and it is absurd for me to feel so.  The truth of it is that I am jealous.  
I never was so before, and didn’t realize that jealousy was at the bottom of all the trouble.  You 
and Harry are devoted to each other and I am glad it is so, and I would not have it otherwise if I 
could.  I hope it will always be so.  I have been so wrapped up in you & Jule, and I have had 
nothing else to live for for so long, and when I get to thinking about your going so far away, I 
get desperate and dont know what I’m doing.  I have been unreasonable, but my darling forgive 
me.  I know, when I stop to think of it, that your love for me is just the same, and that your love 
for Harry does not make you care less for me, but while I was sick I got so awfully gloomy, and 
when I realized that this was to be your last Christmas home, it made me worse than ever, and 
made me unreasonable.  Of course I feel now that it was right for you to go to Madison, but I 
felt terribly at the time.  I hope I’ll never act so again.  I hope you’ll write and tell Harry all about 
how dreadful I have been, & how sorry I am for it, and tell him how much I love him.  I felt so 
sorry for you both last night.  I knew how you were both suffering, and my heart ached for you.  
When you came home I knew you were suffering terribly, and I did long so to have you come 
and tell me about is, and let me comfort you, but you didn’t say anything, & didn’t break down 
before me.  I hoped you would.  I tho’t it would do you good but I can see if was my fault.  I 
haven’t meant to have things so.  I haven’t meant to be so wrong, but I have done wrong, and 
darling I do hope that now we will have no more misunderstandings.”  Oh darling I forgot to tell 
you one or two things when I was telling her about you.  I told her how badly you felt about 
separating us, that you felt it would be so hard for her, & so hard for me too, & that it worried 
you quite a good deal, that you offered to give up your profession and go into business if I 
wanted you to, but that I had said I did not want you to.  I said I tho’t you would give up the 
place at Purdue if I urged it, but that I felt that I ought not to do it.  She agreed with me.  I told 



her that you would only stay there till you could do better, and that I knew you would jump at a 
good opening East.  She tho’t we looked at all that very sensibly, and she was just as sweet and 
lovely as she could be.  Then she said some thing else that seems kind of funny, but since I am 
telling you so much I will tell you that too.  I cant understand it, for it has never seemed to me.  
She said that she had always felt more p guilty because she took more pride in me than in Jule.  
I said I didn’t think she showed much of it, and she said she had felt it was wrong, and had 
always tried to hide it, but and in order to make up for it, and to hide it, she might have shown 
partiality to Jule, and then she spoke as tho’ it was harder for her to give me up than it would 
be to give Jule up, that she had always depended more on me. Of course I cant understand it, 
for things have always seem the other way to me, but she acc’ts for it in a strange way, and the 
thing surprised me very much.  She says she is at heart very happy over our engagement, and it 
is only when she gets thinking about my going so far away that she gets jealous and 
unreasonable, & she hopes she will never be so again.  There was about ten times as much as 
this said but I cant begin to write it all, but darling she does love you very deeply, and wouldn’t 
for the world do anything to make us unhappy, & she says she will try never to get in such a 
state again.  Now you will have a little idea of her feelings when she wrote to you, tho’ you cant 
fully understand from this or her letter but it will help you some.  Darling wont you please write 
her a lovely loving letter.  I know that is would make her very happy.  She wrote the letter on 
her own accord.  I didn’t know she was going to do it, & I didn’t suggest it or even think of it.  
She didn’t realize how some things she said, and did, seemed to us, and she says she couldn’t 
have done them if she had been in her right mind.  It seemed to please her when I told her of 
your sympathy for her, & of your having tho’t & spoken of how hard it would be for her to give 
me up.  The talk was so lovely & satisfactory and darling the only thing about it that I regret, is, 
that you couldn’t have been where you could have overheard it, for I [am] sure you would have 
been convinced of her love for you.  When she was in Rochester she was so wild to see you and 
talked so much about you, and wouldn’t be persuaded to stay longer because she wanted to be 
home when you got here, & they all teased her dreadfully about “her boy” and tho’t she acted 
silly about you.  Now darling I think I must leave this subject hoping you understand all I meant 
to have you.  It is so hard to write such things clearly.  Oh my darling we will all understand each 
other better now than we have done and I hope every thing will keep straight.  Oh my own 
precious boy[,] I want you so dreadfully, and long so for you all the time.  Darling there are 
other things I’d like to write about, but it is so fearfully cold down here that I think I’ll have to sp 
stop writing. 
     Goodbye my own darling darling Harry.  We will both be miserable enough on Sunday[,] 
if possible even worse than now, but we’ll be together in spirit anyway.  Nothing can prevent 
that. 
       With love, oh such a quantity of the deepest strongest love, and lots & lots of kisses 
from your own  

true & loving 
                        Effie. 
 


