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My Dearest Dearest Effie 
       I didn’t write again yesterday after the preprandial letter.  I had intended to write in the 
evening after I got home from church & then it was near ten oclock & I was tired for some 
reason or other.  I dont see why I should have been tired but I was so tired that I thought I 
would go to bed & get up & write before the mail is collected down at the box by Spauldings 
Drugstore.  I was sorry you had to be cut short so on Friday or prevented from writing on 
Thursday night but I suppose we have to expect that from time to time.  That letter was marked 
6:30 PM but I got it in the morning on Sunday all right. I sent back Ems letters yesterday 
morning because I thought I had better return them at once.  Probably you haven’t answered 
the last one yet.  I don’t feel so hopeful about our trip to California as she seems to for I can’t 
see that far into the darkness_   How should you like to live in Cal all the time[?]  A position out 
there might turn up & how should you like me to accept one away out there?   
       Mail in[,] no letter from you.  The new year starts off badly sure enough.  Dearest when 
you settle down to twice a week in earnest as I suppose you will now the holidays are past are 
you going to write me short letters at the tail end of the day.  I am glad you woite on the 
Orange train because I did want a letter on Sunday badly enough I can tell you but I felt certain 
that you would give me some time on Friday night since you hadn’t written a real good letter 
for several days.  O Darling I know you cant help it & yet it does seem so hard that you must be 
kept away from me by so many things.  I know that I am selfish about it.  Darling don’t think I 
am blaming you.  I dont feel that it is your fault.  I know darling now how much you love me but 
when the days drift by & there hasn’t been any time when I felt that you could go away by 
yourself to think about me & to write to me it seems very hard.  O Darling when it is our fortune 
to be together always I shall be so selfish of you that you shall not owe any thing to any body 
else.  Darling just think of it.  I haven’t had a real good letter from you this year & yet you have 
done all you could I know.  I did hope for a good long letter yesterday.  It was Sunday & I felt 
that I needed one to brace me up for I am not feeling exactly lively now.  Well we must suffer 
along till June.  That is all there is about it.  When I am over in my room I wrap up in my loves it 
& then the touch of a vanished hand seems to send magnetic current through me. 
       On Saturday night I went with Prof Huston[,] who is one of the boys[,] to call on two 
young ladies[,] sisters[,] the Misses Potter.  One is organist at one of the city churches here.  We 
had a very pleasant time.  They played & they made me play but their piano was cranky.  It was 
out of tune & was old too & was old too so that vespers tho it attracted them very much did not 
sound to me as well as it ought to.  They played a couple of movements from Beethoven 
Symphonies[,] [ill.] from 5th & la Butterfly dance from the 8th, & Huston who is one of the 
genuine funny men said he didn’t blame the butterfly for dancing___  If I had the time for it I 
could get acquainted here easily through Huston for he is known every where.  He is a jolly 
person & I like him very much & see a good deal of him.  He often comes to my room for a 
social pipe on Sundays & I am at his room quite a good deal for me, & go with him to dinner 
every now & then.  The organist Miss Potter has invited me to go with her to play upon the 
church organ.  She has keys & the thing blows by water power so we have the bother of the 
small bellows box ___  I don’t know that I shall ever get time to go but I hope to do so once in a 



while on Saturday afternoons perhaps _  I agreed to take a class for advance bible students in 
Sunday school.  I shall like it for I shall have to look up the lessons considerably & I shall like to 
do that as I have never made a thorough & exhaustive study of the life of St. Paul__   
        We are to have a new teacher[,] Miss Riggs[,] who will room with Miss Elder.  I suppose 
that I shall be cut off entirely from those folks now_  I left Mrs Smiths last Saturday night to 
return to Mrs Stocktons __  Miss Weed got back on Saturday afternoon and I was glad to return 
tho I didn’t find Mrs S’s so dreadful but it was bad enough I can tell you.  Poor Mrs Troop.  I say 
she will be blue enough in such a home if she ever had anything unless she is tremendously 
fond of Mr T. & I shouldn’t care to risk it even then _  School starts off tomorrow.  The boys are 
beginning to drift in slowly.  I have had new Yale locks put on all the dormitory rooms and it has 
caused me a lot of bother but now we hope that the boys will have that can’t be opened by a 
hair pin or shoe buttoner.  It is warm again for a change and I suppose that as soon as the 
thermometer gets a little way up down it will go to -30.  I have a cold & headache today (and 
heartache) but I suppose that these horrid warm days [ill.] in give a fellow all sorts of things.  It 
was so warn last night in church that I could hardly stand it.  That played me out so that after 
the walk home I didn’t feel as if I could do any thing.  —  I wrote to Belle last Sunday or so & had 
an answer on Sunday[,] a very long letter.  I dont dare tell you how long.  You would be jealous.  
She wrote about all the Baltimore folks & I was so glad to hear from them all.  She also wrote 
about the folks at home.  She said that the folks at M. had been mad as fury because they said 
that I had compared my sisters with you to their disadvantage.  It was not so of course[,] you 
know[,] but so they believed it and they had stirred themselves up dreadfully.  Belle was mad at 
me for stopping the correspondence but I mollified her in my Christmas letter & she weakened 
completely.  I shan’t dare write to her again for some time because she answers so terrible 
sudden that it takes my breath away.  She would be mad if I sent you her letter because she 
made me promise once that I would always destroy her letters.  She must have been terribly 
burnt sometime.  She makes such a fuss about it.  I haven’t a single one of her letters (except 
this last one) so I wont send you her letter.  I have given you the main points that have to do 
with us.  She said that none of the Madison fuss was about you personally but it was pure & 
simple jealousy & nothing else I am fully convinced.  I had three pages & a half from home last 
week from Mag.  Sue didn’t write.  They are getting loose again about their letters. I seem to be 
having a general dearth just now.  I didn’t tell you that I took tea at Barnes on Friday night.  
They were very kind & pleasant & after tea Mrs B. & I got about fifteen minutes for a duo on 
Kullaks Sonatina.  It was not stirring at all but was decently pretty.  The baby is so nice there & 
he is as fond of me as he can be.  He comes to me & goes through all my pockets & he wants to 
ride on my foot etc.  He is more interesting than a dog tho not as boisterous.  He talks tho only 
15 months old & he tried the other night on my name.  He has a hard time with the sibilant & 
pronounced it Onbern.  I must stop now & run to mail this.  It may not get collected as it is but I 
hope for it.  The man sometimes gets to that box ahead of time.  If he does that this time he will 
prevent your getting this till Thursday.  I shall try & not put it in if he has collected.  I will try to 
find out by inquiry if he has been around yet.  Goodbye my Effie my Darling Darling Effie.  How I 
long for you.  I hoped & hope still that people would come to better appreciate your position 
with an absent love & make more allowance for you.  Do you think I am worrying at you or dont 
believe you are doing all you can[?]  Darling you do know that I am not finding fault with you 
dont you.  I am going to try & be more contained.  I sometimes think you would prefer it.  You 



have never have said so but I thought from the way you referred to it in one letter when you 
thought I wanted you to break our engagement (O Effie!) that you suspected they didn’t mean 
very much.  Goodbye my Darling.  I can’t help calling you the names you take in my mind when I 
think about you with a sad heart today but with the fullest & deepest & tenderest love filling it 
full & all belonging to my beloved my Effie[,] her own 
          Harry. . 
 
  Darling, you do understand that I am not angry with you but cant help being 
disappointed when I did want & expect a letter so strongly. 


