
                                                                                                          Brick Church Station 
  Dec. 31th 1884. 

My dearest Harry, 
      While I am waiting for my train I’ll commence a note to you.  I hoped to write last night, 
but was doomed to interruptions.  I commenced a letter but had such a hard time I gave up in 
disgust, for I could not do a thing, & what I wrote was so mixed up it wasn’t worth sending, so 
I’ll commence a fresh one but will send all the love that was in the other, for perhaps you’d op 
object to having that all put in the fire with the letter.  That was all there was in it that you’d 
care about, and if it goes in this letter it wont be wasted _ and make you may consider yourself 
lucky that you have escaped having that mixed up thing to wade thro’, for it really wouldn’t pay 
for the wear & tear on your eyes.  It was not worth reading, & if you get all the love that was in 
it, and escape all the rest you’ll get off very luckily.  I was really too tired to write anyway, & no 
wonder the letter I did write was a failure.  Aunt Jennie & Uncle Ten Eyck are visiting us and as I 
am away so much during the day I cant stay away much evenings, but last night I made a 
desperate attempt, & made a complete failure of my letter.  Between interruptions and being 
tired etc, etc, I managed to make things “as clear as mud,” but I dont want New Years day to 
pass without a word from me to wish you Happy New Year, and also that you may have even 
more than is necessary for your happiness.  I hope all your plans, and better things than you 
have planned, may come to pass, and that the year will bring you nothing but good things, & 
plenty of those.  Oh! I cant half write.  A talking machine sits near me, and she is wound up and 
is going it for all she is worth, & I cant get beyond the reach, or sound of her voice and she is 
enough to upset anyone’s tho’ts _ she can beat me all to pieces, for in my wildest moments I 
have to stop to take breath, but she dont stop for anything.  I cant do much for I must mail this 
the moment I reach N.Y.  If I put it in at the general P.O. I guess it will go out in time _ I told you 
I was to have a new pupil here in Orange.  Well I gave her her first lesson today, and when I got 
to Mrs. Cary’s I heard of another one & have just been engaged to teach her, & this makes five 
in Orange.  Three will take twice a week, must take twice a week, so I’ll go out on Tuesdays and 
Fridays.  But more of this in my next.  Uncle T.E. is going to take us to the theater tonight.  I 
dont know what he’ll get tickets for.  Oh Harry dear only think how happy I was yesterday with 
three letters from you.  Both your Xmas letters reached me in the first mail.  You dont know 
how I enjoyed them.  Lovely is no name for them.  They were so much more than that.  (We are 
just coming into Newark.  I forgot to tell you when I got on the train.)  Your letters deserve a 
more worthy answer than I can give them now, tho’ I was anxious for you to have that answer 
New Years A.M., but this is no place.  Besides there wont be time, but I must say they did me a 
world of good, also that I’m glad Dr Smart invited you there for Xmas dinner.  I appreciate it, 
and yet I dont think it was altogether an unsef unselfish motive that make him invite you.  I 
guess he tho’t it wouldn’t be a bore by any means, and tho’t he’d get as much pleasure of it as 
you would.  I dont blame him for wanting you, & only wish I had a chance to invite you to New 
Years dinner with us.  But I dont believe there would be much dinner about it, for we could not 
waste time that way — but no, I cant be so sure about that either, for they say a man must 
always have his dinner, and cant neglect it for anything else, without being cross.  I dont know 
much about men, for we haven’t any in our immediate family, so I only take other peoples word 
for it.  I will sometime know whether they were right, but still I dont know how I am to find out 
either, for of course I cant judge other men, or any other man but you, for you know you are an 



exception, and I think you’re the only man in all the world and never expect to find your equal.  
It is getting so dark I can hardly see and I cant write much more.  While there is enough light to 
see I must thank you for the 4th Vol. of Groves _ Dictionary _ but, my own generous Harry dont 
you think that will keep till next Xmas?  It is too much, but let me thank you for the will now, 
and I take the deed for next Xmas.  Oh you need not say I’m displeased because you have given 
me so much.  I am not.  I cant be, but you are so anxious to make me happy that you cant do 
enough to satisfy yourself, but & forget how much you have done, but I’m not so hard to 
satisfy, and I must check you when I find you trying to do too much for me.  Dont you see I have 
enough now, and this last Vol. will keep, and will be just as nice a year from now.  As for my 
birthday – oh you have come to the wrong person for that date.  If you will do so much Xmas 
you have got to let that do for the whole year.  Besides I haven’t been used to birthday 
presents, except from Em & last year from Capt. C. & Annie Wisner, & you mustn’t get me in 
bad habits.  I’ll tell you my age tho’.  You have guessed right about it.  I will have turned the 
corner on my next birthday.  You can make a bargain with me tho’.  If you’ll tell me the date of 
yours first, I’ll tell you mine.  I have got to stop.  I’m awfully sorry to have to send such a scrap.  
Am glad you got the telegram all right.  I got your Saturday’s letter yesterday P.M. 
       Goodbye with more love than & good wishes than I can express. 
                   Believe me devotedly 
                               Effie. 
 


