
                                                                                                 No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                     N.Y. Nov. 9th 1884. 
My dearest Harry, 
       Your letter was rec’d yesterday afternoon.  You wanted me to keep track of your letters, 
but I cant.  The Lafayette postmark hasn’t the hour on it, and I cant tell whether your letters are 
mailed in the morning, afternoon or evening, but they usually reach me in the first morning 
mail.  I looked for a letter yesterday morning.  Of course I was disappointed.  But I did not give it 
up.  I looked for it in every mail during the morning, but when it didn’t come, I felt sure that the 
day wouldn’t pass without it & that one of the afternoon mails would bring it and sure enough, 
it did  come a little before four o’clock.  I guess you can imagine whether I was glad or sorry to 
get it.  Did I really make so many apologies for writing about my feelings?  I dont remember 
making as much fuss as your letter seems to say.  I have ceased to hesitate about telling you 
plainly & frankly how I feel.  Perhaps I said that I had written more on the subject than I had 
intended when I began, or something like that, but I dont remember saying so much on the 
subject.  I dont believe I said enough to justify you in thinking that I meant it as a hint to you.  
You know I didn’t mean it so.  I have told you over & over again what I think of your letters.  I 
remember making an apology for the soiled paper, and now while I’m speaking of an apology 
I’ll make one for a word in my last letter or the one before.  You probably noticed a stupid 
mistake.  It was a slip of the pen.  I was writing rapidly & wrote clew for clue.  I dont know how  
I happened to remember about it, but I often think of a word when the letter has gone, and 
seem to feel that  I had used the some word and misspelled it and of course there are lots of 
others I never remember.  I guess you will laugh at my enthusiasm & excitement over the 
Election.  I never got so wild over politics before, but I cant see how any one who lives here in 
N.Y. can help being enthusiastic & excited this time.  Things are a great deal more quiet here 
than they were a day or two ago, tho’ it wouldn’t take much to stir every one up again.  We had 
lost all hope yesterday but the evening paper braced us up again and this mornings Tribune is 
very encouraging.  They claim that they have proofs of fraud on the other side and hold out 
strong hopes that all will yet be well.  I am glad the people felt it was settled, for it was time for 
something to be settled, for people were getting desperate over the uncertainty.  The 
Democrats seem to dread the official count.  I dont understand why they should.  If they are as 
sure as they pretend I should think they would rather have it than not, and thus convince the 
Rep. that they have a right to all they claim, but they seem afraid to have a close investigation.  
They act as tho’ they tho’t things would bear being looked into.  Their own papers show that 
they dont want it at all.  They accuse the Rep. of trying to 
 


