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My own darling Harry, 
           Think of it my dearest, May 1st.  It seems to mean so much, so very much.  It brings June 
so much nearer.  Next month we shall be together.  Even one day makes such a difference.  
April 30th is really almost as near June as May 1st, and yet it dont seem so, for April means 
month after next; and it will be so much easier for me to bear now that I can say “next month 
will end our separation.”  I seem so much nearer June than I did before.  I dont suppose you are 
so foolish about this.  You have realized that the last of April was about as near to June as the 
first of May, but somehow I haven’t been able to feel so.  All last month we seemed as badly off 
as ever, and it didn’t seem as tho’ we were nearing the end of this trial.  The end seemed as far 
away as ever.  There seemed to be no end, and everything almost, has been so black, we 
seemed to be getting farther away all the time instead of nearer.  Of course I knew better.  I 
knew we were gradually nearing the end, yet I couldn’t make it seem real.  It has been so very 
trying, I dont wonder we have both been blue.  Nine months, then eight, then seven, were 
horrible numbers and so was six, for that meant a whole half year.  When we could say five, it 
made things seem a little better, but four, three, two, were such dark months that the numbers 
looked twice or three times their real size.  I have hoped when May 1st came that it would put 
fresh hope & courage into me, and it has.  I love to think of the date for it makes June seem 
almost here, & I feel so much better.  Of course the time will drag, but the tho’t of next month 
will always brace me up.  Thirty days after today I’ll be able to say this month, and 15 days after 
(at the latest) I will be with you.  You must tear yourself away the first possible moment.  Let 
Barnes finish up a little of your work for you.  He has things all his own way.  Make him have 
them your way for once.  You have done his work for him, and will have it all to do next year, 
probably, while he draws the pay.  Now just make him come to the front and help you to get 
away early.  If they are going to be so contemptibly mean to you, dont worry so over their 
work.  They mustn’t expect you to do everything for them while they are so stingy to you.  Dont 
stay and make me miserable, leave something undone, & hurry home, & let Barnes finish it.  He 
has enough cheek to kill almost any man, but I dont believe he can be mean enough to refuse 
to do a favor for you, when he asks so much of you.  He ought to do your work for the last 
month, without one cent of pay, & consider it was an easy thing, & he must do it for a few days, 
for I cant wait till Monday or even Sunday.  I must see you on Saturday.  They have no right to 
keep you aff after the 11th and I cant meet you at Albany unless you co get there on Saturday, 
and Barnes has got to help you to do it.  There is no sense in having things so one sided.  They 
are bound to be pretty bad, for he wont do the fair thing, but he has got to do this thing, and if 
you haven’t finished everything by the 11th, just make him see to it.  Nothing but cheek can 
affect him, so give him a big dose of that, tho’ really that would not be cheek.  It would be very 
little to ask, and I wouldn’t ask him as a favor at all.  Just say you must leave and say “there are 
a few things I cant finish, but I knew you’d be only to[o] glad to see to them, so I’ve left them 
for you” or something like that.  Dont give him time to crawl out of it as he will surely do if you 
give him time.  Just throw the load on him and run—he’ll be scared into it & will have to do it.  I 
am writing this in an awful hurry for it is almost time for me to start.  It is a horrible day but I 
think I must go, for they will all take their lessons today.  I couldn’t write last night.  Mamma 
was worse, and I tho’t we’d have to have the doctor about nine o’clock, but then she got a little 



easier and we tho’t she would be all right, but she couldn’t get any sleep all night and I spent 
my night the same as on Wednesday night.  She is much better this morning tho’, and we all 
feel more easy.  She was worried herself, and even told me things to do if she should die.  I 
soon stopped such conversation.  I couldn’t make plans as she wanted me to.  She said “well 
just tell me if you would stay in this house till next May.”  I said “I wont talk about it.  I dont 
know what I’d do, and you must not talk so.  You’ll get well if you’ll only be careful, and we will 
not have you talking about dying.”  But Harry my darling the worst is over I believe tho’ she isn’t 
out of danger, but I believe she will get well, and will escape having pneumonia, tho’ I didn’t 
feel sure by any means until this A.M., but now I do believe she will soon be better, & well 
before very long for we will make her take care, & that is all she needs.  I was so sorry not to 
write last night but it was impossible.  Dont worry any more about mamma, for I think she is 
safe.  Will write something every day tho’ cant write much.  Jule has so much to see to during 
the day.  She has mamma, & the baby to nurse, & the house to run, and when I am home I must 
relieve her, & haven’t time to write.  Now my own blessed boy goodbye.  This scrap dont 
amount to much, but it carries with it an untold amount of love for you from 
           Your own devoted 
                   Effie 
 
Hoped to write more on the train but it joggles so I cant.  It is worse than usual. 
        Love beyond measure for  

     my dearest boy. 
                         Effie. 


