
                                                                                                   No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                    N.Y. March 14 ’85. 
My own darling Harry, 
       I have so much to say that I hardly know where to begin.  I always have enough to say, 
but seldom have time to say it.  That is really my trouble now, but I’ll write what I can & finish in 
another letter tomorrow.  Finish did I say?  Well you know I didn’t mean that, for I’ll never finish 
in a letter.  I dont expect to be satisfied till we can talk face to face, and even then I dont 
believe we’ll get talked out.  In fact I dont expect we’ll ever reach that state, even when we are 
together all the time, but writing seems more and more unsatisfactory all the time, and the 
nearer we come to the end of our separation, the harder it is to wait for the end of it, and I 
dont know what it will be the last month.  The last week I dont expect to be good for any thing 
at all, for I’m bad enough now.  I rec’d your letter this evening & was so happy to get it.  It came 
in the same last mail, after I had given it up.  I supposed I’d have to wait till Monday.  I could not 
complain, for you are so good about writing, and do so much more than I deserve __ but oh! 
tho’ you heap coals of fire, I love these coals, and missed them awfully today, and when your 
dear letter came tonight it made me so very very happy.  I dont understand why you didn’t 
receive my Sunday‘s letter before Thurs.  I stopped at the P.O. on my way to the LeBrun’s and I 
was late, and in an awful hurry.  I just tore in with my box and had it weighed and put the 
stamps on, left it, and chased a car a whole block, because those 7th Ave. cars cant be depended 
on, and I hadn’t time to wait for the next one.  When I opened my bag to pay my fare, what do 
you suppose I found?  To my dismay a letter addressed to Dr. H.L. Osborn.  You can imagine the 
rest.  I was terribly late, fifteen or twenty minutes behind time, and as there wasn’t a box on 
that corner I couldn’t walk up to the next block with my letter.  I tho’t I’d get thro’ in time to 
mail it at the 33rd St. P.O. & have it go out in time to reach you on Wednesday morning.  The 
mails close at 33rd St. & 52nd St. post offices at 6 o’clock and are sent down to the main office, 
and they close there at 7:30 P.M. and these mails shou should reach you in the morning.  I just 
rushed for the 33rd St and mailed my letter a few minutes before six, and tho’t you’d get it at 
the usual time on Wednesday.  I gave it to the post man to make sure, as he was just going in 
with this collection, and I tho’t if they had taken the letters out of the P.O. drop box, it might 
miss, but if the post man took it in there could be no mistake, but it surely should have reached 
you by Wednesday afternoon at the latest.  When did you receive the box?  I think you liked the 
pipe better than the bag.  That breaks me all up because “s’mother girl” sent the pipe.  A young 
lady who has fallen in love with your picture came to me several weeks ago, & said, “Effie when 
you send that bag will you send this pipe with it _ but please dont mention any names.”  I 
meant to have told you this before and tho’t I did it, but you didn’t speak as tho’ you knew, and 
if I didn’t mention it, it is high time to do so now, for you mustn’t grow too fond of that pipe 
you know.  Please look over my letter again, and see if you haven’t skipped something, for it 
seems to me that I remember writing about this, and I know I meant to.  Now you needn’t get 
mad because I hint at such a thing, because that is putting it very mildly.  You actually accused 
me of skipping parts of your letters.  Of course I noticed that the writing looked different from 
the stylographic writing, & yet I knew it must be something of that kind or you could not be 
using ink.  I am sure you didn’t tell me about your pen.  You only said that you would send the 
stylographic pen if I’d like it, and declared you never used it, & I wouldn’t be taking it away from 
you.  You sent me a letter printed by some kind of a machine, but you haven’t caught me on 



this thing at all, but we’ll call it even now.  A rather funny thing happened yesterday.  A 
gentleman from Baltimore came to look for board, and mamma showed him my room, and he 
had a very peculiar expression when he came in here, and looked at a picture which stands on 
my bureau and such a funny way.  He apologized for this after a moment by saying he 
recognized it as a picture of a Mr. Osborn of Johns Hopkins Uni. & he told mamma some things 
we hadn’t heard from you.  Why didn’t you confess every thing to me, and not let it come to 
me in this way, and you never even hinted of it.  Oh Harry how could you keep it from me.  You 
might have known that it would have all been understood, and if you had only [ill.] told it 
yourself, instead of letting me hear it in this way.  Annie Wisner was here, and heard it all too.  
Seeing your picture in a young lady’s room (for this room could never me be taken for a 
gentleman’s) told him a story of course, tho’ when he told mamma what he knew about you, he 
didn’t suspect that he was talking to her about her son.  Well of course I dont know how much 
of this is true, and yet I cant help believing that he told the truth, for it was all told in such an 
honest way that he couldn’t have been making it up, but I must hear your side of the story, for 
really you once told me something exactly opposite.  Shall I tell you what it was that he said, or 
have you already surmised what it was?  I’m going to tell you, and then want you to tell me the 
truth about it, and you know that I trust you above every one else in the world, & will believe 
what you tell me, and Harry if your story agrees with his, you needn’t hesitate to tell me, for it 
cant make any difference in my love, tho’ it might make some girls love you all the more, to 
hear such things from one who knows you only by reputation, & not personally, but tho’ it 
makes me very happy, it cant make my love stronger than it has been before.  You feel better 
now dont you dear, than you did when I commenced this story?  Forgive me for getting you 
stirred up for a moment, if it did stir you up.  Of course you knew your conscience was clear and 
if I had heard anything bad about you I wouldn’t believe it, didn’t you feel this?  You knew I’d 
believe your side, and I dont believe I scared you at all, or even stirred you up in the least, and 
yet perhaps it took you so by surprise, that you were fooled for a moment, and tho’t somebody 
had been lying about you.  If he had told some horrible thing you know I wouldn’t have worried 
one bit, for my faith in you is such that it couldn’t be shaken in the least by anything an outsider 
could say, for I have known you too long & too well to be disturbed, even if anything could be 
made up about you.  I dont think you have any enemy and you certainly haven’t one who is 
bitter enough to try to make trouble between us, but if there were such a thing, they he could 
tell the worst things, and not stir me one bit, except to feel like choking such a one him for 
telling me any thing against you, but my confidence in you would be just the same, and he 
couldn’t do us any harm.  I doubt if I’d even speak to you about it. I’d know it wasn’t true, and 
wouldn’t insult you by asking you what it meant.  Perhaps you’d like to hear this young man’s 
name, and what he said.  His name is Mr. Arts I think, & he was sent here by a lady who used to 
board here.  He is studying law at Columbia Law School.  I dont know whether he attended 
Johns Hopkins or not, but he spoke of the picture and then said, (without knowing that you 
were anything to mamma) “He is a wonderfully bright fellow and tho’[t] very highly of in Balt.  
In fact he was one of the most popular fellows in Johns Hopkins.  I dont know him personally 
but have often seen him, and have heard a great deal about him.  He was a great favorite, and I 
know him well by reputation.”  There!  You dont object to my hearing that do you?  Mamma 
felt pretty proud of her son I can tell you, and Annie Wisner heard it too, and it couldn’t help 
having an effect on a stranger and probably all Warwick will hear of this little incident.  Harry 



you always told me Mr. Lee was very popular but led me to think (or rather your tried to but I 
didn’t believe you in this one thing) that you didn’t amount to much, and people didn’t take to 
you.  Oh you dear old fraud.  You couldn’t make me believe any thing like that even if you told 
it, for tho’ I might not think you were trying to deceive me, I would certainly think that your 
imagination had led you astray.  I would believe any thing good about you, from anyone, but 
nothing bad.  I dont think it would even worry me, except to stir my anger up to a dangerous 
pitch against the one who dared tell it.  I should imagine Mr. Lee would be popular, but you did 
not fool me when you made yourself out, as unpopular.  Even you needn’t tell me any bad 
stories, for I wont believe anything bad about you, and I knew you were not telling me the truth 
when you spoke of being unpopular.  The idea of your telling me such a li story.  If I scared you 
about this it served you right.  The idea of your expecting me to believe such a thing.  Perhaps it 
was a joke of yours, and I was too stupid to see that you meant it as such.  I think that Prof 
Warder must be as bad as the man who tried to tell the coat story, & spoiled it by saying “it will 
be a long time before I get another” instead of say[ing] “it will be long enough” etc.  Speaking of 
that picture, reminds me of a promise I made to send for it.  I want to show it to Mrs. Ellis.  She 
has never seen it and would appreciate it & I want to watch her, & hear her laugh.  It will really 
do me good to see it myself.  If you’ll send it I’ll return it again soon.  Harry Prof Warder didn’t 
really take that thing in earnest.  You were only joking I know.  There are people who dont see 
anything funny in such an extravagant thing, and dont crack a smile when they look at it, but 
you meant of course that he didn’t see anything to laugh at, and not that he took it as you said.  
Oh it makes me laugh to even think of it.  Oh you blessed boy I could go on all night, but I’m 
afraid of a scolding from you if I sit up longer, for it is after twelve.  I wont say how much after, 
but will own that it is more than a few minutes past.  I am so much better the[n] last week.  
Your mother declares I am dreadfully thin, but I dont think I am. I was going for Jule Stewart the 
other day, and said she must stop losing flesh.  It wasn’t becoming, and she must do something 
to fatten up, that she looked worse than I had ever seen her.  Your mother and Jule both said, 
“Well you better not talk. You cant say much.”  (They said it together and I think they had 
practiced it beforehand for it was done so well & in such a good time) and then your mother 
said “you are just as bad as Jule.  You look dreadfully,” and I was quite shocked for I tho’t I was 
getting fat & rosy, or in other words red, and I am besides what I was on my return from N.O.  I 
guess it is well for your peace of mind that you didn’t see me at Cincinnati for I would have 
scared you, but I have improved wonderfully, and I said so to your mother, and said, I didn’t 
think I was a bit thin.  She said she didn’t know what I had been but she tho’t I was thin enough, 
that my bones stuck out sharp as could be.  Did you ever hear such a doubtful compliment?  
She said she tho’t I was pining away, and that I wouldn’t be any better till you came home next 
summer.  Oh Harry she is so lovely to me, and do you know mamma actually worried when they 
are so sweet to me, and gets kind of jealous, not really jealous, but a little threatening of it, and 
it really makes me smile.  Of course she is glad they feel so kindly toward me, and yet wants 
everything pleasant and yet the idea of my having another mother and rather breaks her up.  I 
believe she is more inclined to be jealous of her, than of you, but she’ll get over even these 
little feelings which really dont amount to much now.  Dont worry about me for I really am very 
much better, and some people speak of my looking “so much better than usual.”  I do take as 
much care of myself as I can, but you know I cant lose my lessons when it rains, and I must be 
regular.  I cant give up, every time I feel like staying home.  I cant be as careful as I might be if it 



were not for these lessons, but I am as careful as I can be under the circumstances, and 
honestly I dont believe it hurts me a bit.  I get tired of course but I dont think it is doing me any 
harm.  Now I must go to bed.  With more love than tongue can tell, believe me always 
 Your own devoted 
                          Effie. 
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                          
Mr. Arts has taken my room and is coming next Friday. 
 
 
                                  


