
More love than                                                                         No. 54 West 46th St. 
I can measure                                                                           N.Y. May 31st 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
      The last day of May.  Oh how happy that makes me.  June 12th will soon be here, and if 
we dont meet till the morning of the 13th we wont have much longer to wait.  Surely we cant 
have any more blues now.  Next week will end this dreary separation, and already it has lost its 
terrible power over me.  Now that I can see the end so near I will be always looking forward to 
our meeting, and the feeling that we have such a short time to wait, braces me up.  How can I 
get blue now?  I am looking forward to next week, and our great happiness, and I must be 
happy with such thoughts.  Of course I am not patient & quiet quiet.  I cant be, and the time is 
too far off still, but it isn’t possible to be blue & unhappy when I know that next week we will be 
together.  I will surely be able to get the new time tables this week, and we must settle on some 
definite plan this week.  I dont know that you will care for the time tables, for of course you’ll 
find out your time at Lafayette, and I have told you what you wanted most to know.  We know 
the boat leaves Albany at 8 P.M. and it runs down on Saturday the same as other nights.  The 
day boats will begin to run this week.  They leave N.Y. at 9 A.M.  I dont know yet what time they 
leave Albany.  I dont believe I can take that day boat from here for it wont reach Albany in time 
for your train, but I will find out all that tomorrow, if possible, and let you know.  I have tried to 
find out but have waited for new time tables.  Then there is one thing you mustn’t forget, that 
is about my telegraphing you if anything happens to prevent my meeting you.  If your time is 
changed, & your train reaches Albany later than 4:40, I may be able to take the day boat, and 
you can met me on the boat.  If you come on the train which arrives in Albany early in the 
morning you I’ll take the night boat and will wait on board till you come for me, and you could 
telegraph me at the office of People’s Line if you were delayed.  But I hope no telegrams will be 
necessary.  I hope for once things will go straight.  I cant get my mind on any thing but your 
coming, and the nearer the times comes then more unsatisfactory it is to write.  Only one more 
Sunday before to spend apart.  I rec’d the little guides books you sent, and think that that 
would be such a charming way to come home, but am glad you dont think of it for this trip.  I 
had no idea that it was so beautiful about Hampton.  It must be lovely, tho’ when we go down 
that way I dont think we will stay at any of those fine hotels.  I suppose you dread 
Commencement Week.  I should think it would be an awful bore to have to stay through that 
week.  I wish tho’ that I could accept the invitation you sent, tho’ I must confess I dont wish it 
on acc’t of the Commencement Exercises.  I dont think I’d take the trip on purpose for 
Commencement, and yet I’d be so glad to go.  Strange isn’t it, why I would like to go so far, if I 
dont care for Commencement?  Well I dont see anything so very strange or funny about it, and 
you ought to be able to guess the reason.  I should think you could do it, but if you cant, I’m not 
going to tell you.  Perhaps you dont know why I am wild to go to Albany next week.  The same 
reason would makes me wish I could go to Purdue, but if you dont know what that reason is 
you wont get me to tell you.  I hope you wont have any trouble with the Dormitory these last 
days.  You seemed to have gotten along beautifully so far, & I hope there wont be any troubled 
now.  You have seemed a trifle suspicious tho’, and a I tho’t felt a little dread of the last week or 
two.  By the way, how are your grey hairs getting along?  I pulled out a few of mine the other 
night, and I am going to send them to you to show you that you need not think you have got 
ahead of me there.  I hadn’t tho’t of saving them tho’ I have pulled them out before, but these I 



pulled out the other night on purpose to send to you.  We are getting old.  There isn’t a doubt 
of that, but I dont mind if the age only shows itself in our hairs.  I think grey hair is pretty, and 
wouldn’t worry a particle if my hair got like Mrs. Ellis’. 
                                                                                                                           Monday Noon 
My darling Boy, 
    This was to have been a very long letter if it hadn’t been nipped in the bud.  I am 
disgusted enough.  Will send what there is of it and try and write tonight.  I have not a moment 
now. 
       With deepest love always, 
             Your own loving Effie. 
 
 
 


