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My own darling Harry, 
    This is to be a line to reach you for Christmas.  Tho’ you do say you will have a dreary 
time I am bound to wish you a Merry Xmas, whether you like it or not.  You must do something 
to brighten it, and if it will comfort you any to know that I am longing for you and thinking of 
you all the time, you can be sure of that comfort, for no matter what is going on here, you will 
never be out of my mind for a moment.  In fact you might be sure of that any day, for it seems 
to me that I never forget you if I’m awake.  It makes no difference what is going on or what I’m 
doing, you seem to be always in my mind, but on Xmas tho’ the tho’t of you cant be any more 
constant than on other days.  I will find the longing for you more intense, and will rebel against 
the hard fate that keeps us apart on that day.  Oh Harry dont think my Xmas will be wholly 
happy for it cant be, & yet I have more to make me so this Xmas than I had last, even tho’ we 
were together Xmas week.  I’ll try and think only of what I have in the knowledge of your love 
and then perhaps my thankfulness for that will make the separation less hard to bear.  Oh my 
dearest do you remember the holidays last year?  We saw considerable of each other then, and 
how happy we were to be together.  We spent New Years together and [ill.] watched the old 
year out and the New Year in, this dear year that has brought us both so much misery during 
the first part of it, and then the last part has made up for all the hard & unhappy part, & has by 
giving us to each other, & we both feel happier than ever before, in spite of all the miles that lie 
between us.  I feel almost guilty when I am so happy to wish to have it go out as soon as 
possible.  It has done so much for us and it yet seems ungrateful to for us to be glad to get rid of 
it, and begin the New Year.  But how can we help it?  It is selfish isn’t it after the old year has 
done so much for us, now that we know we cant get anything more out of it to wish to hurry it, 
and to welcome the New Year so warmly, but you see we are all selfish and you & I expect such 
great things of the New Year, that we must give it a warm welcome, for we love it already.  It 
has promised us so much, and is to bring us together, and end the separation that the old year 
was cruel enough to bring about.  But this blessed old year _ I wont say anything against it and 
it will never be forgotten.  It has done more for us than any other year has ever done, and the 
year of our marriage cannot do any more for us than ’84 has done, in the way of a gift.  It may 
do more for our happiness and yet I feel that ’84 really out ought to have the credit of this great 
and wonderful gift, for we really belong to each other now, and the year that unites us in 
marriage will only put on the finishing touch, and ’84 has done all the first and important part of 
making our happiness, & without this part the finishing touch couldn’t sho ever come.  So has 
this year not really done the best for us?  Hasn’t it been better to us than any year can ever be?  
For it commenced the work of our future happiness, and the beginning is the greatest and most 
particular part of all.  If ’84 hadn’t hadn’t started all the years to come in this great work, it 
might never have been begun at all, and so this year will be for all time as precious to me as the 
year that adds the last link in this long & wonderful, & valuable chain, a chain that all the money 
in the world couldn’t buy buy.  Think of our being called poor, or tho’t poor when we have such 
a treasure as that in our possession.  And even this separation is for our good, not our present 
good, but our future good, so we ought not to complain of the dear old year.  It is taking such 
an interest in us, that it risks our having a bad opinion of it, all for the sake of looking ahead for 
us.  It wasn’t satisfied to give us this greatest of all gifts, but got us started on a road which will 



surely help us to succeed in our plans.  Had it not been for this separation, you might not have 
had as good a chance to start in your life work as you have now, and we must not have the 
blues on Xmas, and we must try and not be too glad to have this dear old year leave us.  I fear 
however we will prove ourselves ungrateful, and wont be able to help ourselves, but I guess we 
cant be blamed for wanting the time to hurry along, and it is hurrying very fast, and the hardest 
part, I believe is over.  I will send this thing in the box with your Xmas present.  The present isn’t 
much, nor could it be accused of any beauty and to your artistic eye it will seem actually ugly, 
but my darling boy I didn’t aim at having it beautiful.  I made it for use.  I could have chosen 
more beautiful colors, but they would have been easily soiled, and I wanted colors that would 
stand constant use.  I tho’t it might do you more good, & give you more real comfort than 
anything else I could think of that would come within the bounds of my slim pocket book.  It will 
be handy to throw over you if you are ever guilty of taking naps, & perhaps you will indulge 
during the holidays in a few naps at odd times to make up for having to get up and walk some 
distance for a seven o’clock breakfast.  Then you must always keep it at across the foot of your 
bed, and some of these cold nights when you need extra covering, you may find it convenient.  
You must use it all the time.  I tho’t if I laid myself out on the beauty & chose the colors I liked 
best, you would be afraid to use it constantly for fear of soil it, or else if you were sensible 
about it, and took solid comfort with it, it would soon soil and look horrid, so I considered all 
these things rather that than the first impression you would have of it.  I had a hard time to 
resist the temptation to choose the pretty colors & have you pleased in the beginning, but I 
finally conquered this, and selected something more serviceable.  I put the pink in, to lighten it 
up a bit, and that will soil of course, but I can easily put in a new joining for you anytime.  When 
you see that one little line look dirty and faded you will be glad that you didn’t have several 
wide stripes to look badly.  The red and olive you cant soil & I’ll change the pink for you next 
summer (if you’ll bring it home) and put in any color you like, so you needn’t worry if that soils, 
& need not be afraid to use it on that account.  I have worked on it evenings, & other times 
when Miss Hull and ever so many others kept me from writing to you, so they didn’t prevent 
me from thinking of you you see.  I’ll give you an idea of how many tho’ts & how much loveit 
has been worked up into it.  Each stripe has forty five stitches across, and it takes two rows 
across to make one of those ridges, and that makes ninety (if I know how to count) & one at 
each of the ends to fasten it, makes ninety two & there are a hundred & twenty four ridges in 
each stripe.  Now go on & count that up, ninety two times one hundred & twenty four.  Have 
you go that?  Well multiply that amount by five.  This doesn’t count the stitches for joining, & 
they cout count up pretty high, or the border, or the fringe.  The other I had to have a rule for, 
& keep it, in order to have the stripes even, but I didn’t count the rest as it wasn’t necessary.  
With every stitch a tho’t, and any quantity of love was woven in, & not a soul but myself had 
anything to do with it.  Mamma wanted to work on it for she is fond of doing that kind of work 
but I wouldn’t let her touch it.  She said she tho’t she could do it quite as well as I could & 
seemed to think I doubted that, but you will understand that that wasn’t it at all.  You’ll know 
why I would not allow anyone else to work on it.  Now I didn’t tell you this to show you the 
amount of work, for I enjoy such work & was glad to have something like that to do evenings, 
something that wasn’t trying to my st eyes and could be done as well at night as in the day 
time, but I want you to know that I have been thinking of you even when I was prevented from 
writing, and all these evenings, you haven’t had a back seat at all, but have been nearer me 



than Miss Hull or Miss Lee or anyone else in spite of distance, and all appearances.  Perhaps this 
little estimate will comfort you some what, for when you find how much I have been thinking of 
you when others were around, you’ll think you were not pushed aside, and left out in the cold 
after all.  Oh my darling, my own darling boy I hate to have you think such things, and to feel 
that you are really “abused” as you said in one letter.  I know it must seem to you I dont try to 
make a time for you, but I really do, and you see now that after all nobody came between us, 
for if I could not write you, I was doing something else for you, making something that which 
which, when you used it, it would would be very close to you & all around you, so tho’ it is not 
beautiful at all, and looks very sensible, and matter of fact, etc etc, you see it is not entirely free 
from sentiment.  In fact I think nothing else could have been more full of it, and the best of it all 
is, that all that can be between ourselves, and no one will guess how much that ugly afghan 
means to us.  I will by means of this afghan have a care over you while you are sleeping, and 
some cold night it may prevent you taking cold by keeping you from getting chilled, if you 
needed extra covering.  Do you remember one night you spent at Orange years ago when you 
got so cold & had to spread your overcoat over you for extra covering when it turned very cold 
during the night?  My own dearest Harry I could go on & on, but I must do up my box, & take it 
to the Express Office.  I asked when I’d have to send it & was told “Monday would be plenty of 
time, & it would be delivered Wednesday night” but I think they have so much to do during 
these times that it might be delayed and I would rather have it reach you too soon than too 
late, so I’m going to get it off tonight.  I have lots of errands down town this afternoon & am 
anxious to write you a letter (a regular letter, this is an extra for Xmas) and send it out tonight.  I 
have had to refuse an invitation to a Concert for this afternoon, as I really haven’t time to go.  
Now surely when you remember all the year has brought us you can spend a happy Xmas, if not 
a very merry one, and you must remember that I will be with you in spirit, every minute of the 
day, and will be wishing & longing for you so, that it may make me dream of you all night, for 
you’ll be so constantly in my mind and tho’ts that I believe I’ll still go on thinking about you 
when I’m asleep, but I hope it wont be any horrible dream.  Usually when I dream of those I 
love I am always unhappy in my dream, for there always seems to be something the matter.  I 
am so happy at the idea of meeting some one I care very much for, and then find that there has 
come some change over the feelings of my dear one and she (for it always used to be Em) no 
longer cared for me, and showed very plainly how she felt, and then I’d be too unhappy for 
words.  It would seem to nearly kill me.  I dont dream very often about you & I’m glad of it.  
Lately I dream very little any way, & it is such a relief, for all my life I have been troubled with 
frightful dreams, & very seldom have a pleasant one, so I almost hope I will not dream of you 
on Xmas night, but perhaps it will be pleasant, if I have one. 
       And now goodbye.  Dont get too blue on Xmas.  Try and be as merry & happy as you 
can.  Perhaps Prof. Barnes or Dr. Smart will take pity on my forlorn boy.  I hope they will, or that 
something will turn up to make brighten the day for you, & that it will not be dreary & blue 
after all.  With more love & good wishes than tongue can or pen can express, 
       Believe me always 
             Your faithful devoted 
                        Effie . 
 



Let us try & make the best of things now, & hope for better luck next year & for all 
future Xmas times.  I intended to write only a note and you’ll be amused when you read the 
beginning of my letter.  “This is to be a line” etc. and at the same time see the length of it, but I 
wont ask you to forgive me for the infliction, for I know you will do so without being asked.  You 
have had a long experience with my notes & when I begin a letter with the idea of writing only 
a note, you know what to expect, so you wont be surprised this time & will forgive  

your Effie (who never knows when to go home, but this will hep help you to kill time on 
Xmas) & please excuse all the failings you will find in this.  I’ve been interrupted so many times 
that I have gotten mixed & had to scratch out, and the letter is untidy & horrid, but please 
overlook all short comings & take the will for the deed & know that I love you with all my heart. 
                                               E.M.L. 


