
                                                                                                 Monday evening 
[September 22, 1884] 

 
My own dear Effie 
      It is just two weeks since that Monday.  It scarcely seems possible that two whole weeks 
have gotten away for it seems as though I had been away from you for at least a year.  Not that 
the last day has faded from my memory.  O no not at all but it seems long long since I looked 
into your own eyes & saw there that wonderful look which I never saw there before to 
understand.  O my darling the separation is hardest but then it is nothing to the despair of 
uncertainty.  What a cloud it used to be.  Sometimes at B. I used to be in tortures for do what I 
could I could not dull my love for you & at the same time it seemed perfectly hopeless.   
     I received such a cheering letter from papa today that I was going to share it with you 
my love.  I shall send mamma’s with it too so that you may know just what she said.  I think that 
you take the right view of it & that she is quite right in taking a strictly bread & butter view of 
the matter.  Her disposition is never sanguine any how.  Papa is much more encouraging.  I 
think that it rather stunned them at first for the thing was[,] it seems[,] more completely 
unsuspected than I had supposed.  I don’t wonder now that I can look at it from a distance that 
they thought it was outrageous for us to be together so much but I can’t help it.  I couldn’t help 
it then.  Do you remember the day you ironed your handkerchiefs[?]  You were alone in the 
shed working over them.  That was after Carrie had given me her famous broadside & I just 
kept my self out of that shed.  I was crazy to be out there with you tho I don’t suppose that you 
noticed it and was very sorry that you refused to go to Green Village after all my scheming, & 
when there was an empty seat all the time.  I should have sent John with the horse but for the 
almost certainty that you would go.  But never mind all that now.  Wait till next Summer.  I 
want dreadfully to spend the evening with you but I have a lecture that must be prepared.  How 
fortunate for me that I am thus driven otherwise I might neglect some of my present duties 
indulging this passion for your company.  Do you think I write too often[?]  You never tell me 
how you like my letters.  Unless you tell me at once I shall begin to write letters as brief of 
sentiment as a billiard ball.  How shall you like that?  No I wont either because I can’t.  I must 
write you about my feelings for I can’t keep them all the time inside & there is no one else to 
tell.  Please send me back the letters & write a special extra note with them.  And now goodbye 
with fondest love your Harry — 
 

My darling I forgot one thing.  Cant you make me a pen wiper[,] one of the kind to hang 
upon the leg ([ill.]) of my table.  You know the one you made for me once[,] something of that 
general sort.  I need that one that I left [in] Beaufort this Summer & it was so full of ink that I 
did not bring it away.  Don’t bother to construct any thing elaborate.  You know put a pansy or 
some thing pretty on it & send it along with a special letter[,] not one of the regulars you know.  
[ill.] 

I forgot to tell you when I was home two weeks ago Monday & saw you that I had made 
an arrangement for you by which you might have your music bound at the lowest possible rate.  
Willie Quernea was one of my fathers farm boys & has now been for some time in the firm 
whose card I enclose.  He is a very nice boy & very grateful to me for I don’t know what & has 
binding etc done for me at an astonishingly low price.  I told him that you wanted some binding 



done or rather might want some done & he told me that if you could send or take the books to 
59 Madison[,] have wrapped & addressed to him personally with a note inside telling how you 
wanted the binding done[,] what lettering you wanted[,] etc he would get it done at a 
reasonable rate by a friend of his and send or bring the books to you when they were finished.  
I don’t know but this is a little round about but I know that they would be well & cheaply done 
as he would cut off his head to oblige me & it would further be a good  thing for him to be 
around to come to see you for the boy[,] while the son of a raw & illiterate Irishman[,] is himself 
a finer natured fellow & striving to be a gentle man & I feel sure that is would be a sort of 
liberal education to walk up your front step & enter your parlor, and I don’t think that he would 
shame you in the least.  I ought to have told you about all this when I was in New York but some 
how I didn’t think of it tho’ I had the card in my pocket.  I feel pretty sure in recommending you 
to send him your music.  Be sure & put his name upon the wrapper & enclose a little note 
telling him that you would like him to call with the books if he finds it convenient or desirable or 
some such thing.  Of course about his calling do as you please.  I shall not feel jealous of him.  
You will not find him interesting I am afraid but he is the sort of boy who will be benefited very 
much by a [ill.].  He is poor & ignorant but he aspires to be something & that is a commendable 
spirit.  Now goodbye in real earnest my dear love ever your Harry 

I must say that what I forgot[,] that I was shocked as much as amused at some of Papas 
misspells.  He is surely going over to the phonetists.  He used to spell strictly according to 
Websters & I don’t know what has gotten into him in this letter.  I guess that his unusual 
condition of suspense & astonishment have contributed to render him temporarily lawless in 
the matter of spelling.  However I trust you wont be too critical when you see that the spirit of 
the letter is all straight.  This time it is goodbye for good.  I fear that my lecture will suffer for 
this you naughty charming girl you.  Goodbye  Harry 
 

Give my love to your mamma & Jule.  There is a lot of it.  I am full of it thirteen trumps.  
Promise a Schneider.  That word Snyder is a pun. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


