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My dearest dearest Harry, 
      I begin to think that you dont exactly approve of my Albany scheme, and that you think 
it will not be just the thing for us to come down the river together.  Do I only imagine it or am I 
right?  Were you a little shocked at my proposing such a thing?  It really seems to me that you 
have misgivings which keep you from being comfortable.  You think we’ll enjoy it and you are 
anxious to carry out the plan, and yet your conscience isn’t quite easy about it, and you wonder 
that mamma can consent to it.  I proposed it, because I felt that we must have a long time 
alone at first, (& more that two would be a decided crowd just then) and this seemed the only 
way to manage it.  I tho’t that perhaps it might not be considered the proper thing, and no 
doubt the proper thing would be to wait calmly & quietly at home, but I dont see any harm in 
my plan.  Perhaps it isn’t what people usually do, but our case has been an unusual one all the 
way thro’.  As a rule people dont become engaged on the Elevated R.R. and very few have as 
hard a time as we have had this year.  People who can see each other often during their 
engagement and can have everything comparatively easy cant judge for us, and if this is a little 
unusual, we deserve that much.  We have had enough unusual things on the wrong side.  Now 
let us have something unusual that is a pleasant thing.  Of course this thing would shock many 
people, but we will spare them the shock.  We needn’t tell them, for there dont is no reason 
why our happiness should make them miserable, and we wont worry them with our affairs.  I 
tho’t you would feel that it was all right, because you proposed my going to Hampton with you, 
and that would be far worse, and without as much excuse.  I dont think it worried you at first, 
but now you seem a little bit uneasy. but  It may be that you feel as I do about it but fear others 
wont look at it in the same light.  But I think if I could visit you at Baltimore before we were 
engaged, I can meet you at Albany and come down the river with you now, but I didn’t feel 
quite right to have any underhand work about it.  I hate anything of the sort, and wasn’t 
comfortable till I had told mamma.  If she is satisfied I guess it wont be so very dreadful.  She is 
not like Mrs. Follansbee and isn’t afraid to trust me, but of course it is different.  Mrs. F’s 
daughters are so charming that she has to be careful & keep off their numerous admirers.  
What is safe for me wouldn’t be safe for them, & they couldn’t have gone even to Newburgh, 
with a party of four girls & one gentleman, without a chaperon, so of course Mrs. F. would have 
a fit over this.  We’ll try to guard against such a terrible consequence, and wont publish this 
thing at all, but if any one happens to find out about it and they want to have a fit, why they’ll 
have to have their own way about that, as the Indiana man did about the gas.  He say saw a 
notice up, in the hotel where he happened to go, & he read “Dont blow the gas out,” and he 
was heard to say “I pay my money, and I’ll blow the gas out if I want to,” and so I suppose it will 
be with those who want to have fits.  We cant help it, and wont worry about it.  I was a little 
afraid that mamma might object.  I didn’t think she’d really feel that there was any harm in it, 
and yet I was afraid she might get one of her funny (?) moods on, and then be unreasonable 
and inst insist on looking at it wrong.  I couldn’t see any sense in her making a fuss, and yet I 
wanted to be on the safe side, and tho’t I wouldn’t tell her till it was too late for her to prevent 
it, and yet is worried me, more than I can tell you, to scheme so, and be so sneaky, and I felt it 
was wrong to treat her so, but I didn’t know how to risk telling her.  If she was herself I knew it 
would be all right, but if she had one of her turns she would be sure to oppose it, but I could 



not keep it from her any longer, besides she is in a very different frame of mind lately, and is 
just like her own dear self once more.  She says that she began to realize that she was getting 
just like Uncle Theo, and had regular Snyder blues, & was making herself and every one else 
miserable, & when she realized it she determined to shake them off, for she knew how dreadful 
Uncle Theo is to have around when he get[s] one of his fits, and she made up her mind that it 
wasn’t going to do any good to make herself disagreeable & thus make our lives miserable, and 
she went to work and fought till she conquered, and she is more like herself than she has been 
for months, and we know what to count on.  She look[s] at things in the way she always has 
done, & we’ll know what to expect.  And now I’ll tell you what she is going to do.  She has 
decided to meet you herself.  She cant stand it to wait quietly at home, and she isn’t satisfied to 
meet you at Albany & have me poking around, and so has decided to meet you at Rochester.  
Well what do you think of that?  I am not joking at all.  She probably will meet you at Rochester 
if you come that way.  Well it seems incredible does it not and you want me to explain.  Well 
my own dear boy I’ll not keep you in suspense any longer, and will tell you all about it.  Uncle 
Ten Eyck is here, and he feels rather worried about mamma.  She hasn’t been quite as well this 
week as she was last, and he saw her at her worst time, for when night comes she is played out.  
In the morning, & during the day she wont admit that anything is the matter, but her strength 
gives out before night comes.  She ought to be gaining every day now, but she isn’t doing her 
duty in that direction.  Uncle Ten Eyck says she must leave home, for as long as she is there 
here, she will do things, & wear herself out, and no one can manage her.  I dont think her lungs 
are diseased, and I think that she will be all right if she will only do as she ought to, & uncle T. E. 
thinks so too, and he says she has got to go home with him.  We have wanted her to go away, & 
have urged her going, but she didn’t want to be away from us, & we couldn’t make her go.  She 
has tried her best to get out of going, but he just went for her hot & heavy and she cant get out 
of it.  He said “now Em you have just got to go.  You needn’t object for it wont do any good.  
There are no two ways about it and I say you must.”  Mamma said “but I’m all right.  There is 
nothing the matter with me.”  He said “never mind that.  You are going whether there is 
anything the matter or not.”  There was a good deal more said, but Uncle T.E. finally won the 
battle, and she is going tomorrow night with him.  We will miss her dreadfully, but we are so 
glad that she is going & I feel sure that it is just what she needs, & that it will do her a world of 
good.  She says she will probably stay a week, & wont stay over ten days, anyhow, but she will 
stay at least two weeks.  She has got to.  Then she can come home with you.  Here is my plan.  
I’ll let her know what train you leave on, & what time it is due at R.  She can take that train, and 
you can come as far as Albany together, and then you can leave the mother, and take charge of 
the daughter.  That is, mamma will stay on the train, & come right home, and I’ll meet you at 
Albany and carry out our plan.  Unl If you think we had better have a chaperon, you can 
persuade mamma to get off at Albany and go down on the boat with us.  She’ll do it, if you ask 
her, and be ready to help us in any way.  I’ll write more fully about this another time, and will 
answer your letters at the same time.  Now I must stop.  I have taken a little cold in my eyes 
and they are begging for a rest, & I have got to let them have it.  Am awfully sorry not to write 
more but I’ll send you the rest of this for Monday.  With more love than I can measure[,] I am 
ever with deepest  
  
 



love & devotion  
              Your own 
                Effie. 


