
                                                                                                          No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                          N.Y. June 1st 1885. 
My darling Harry, 
         I rec’d your letter of May 27th this A.M.  It was rather late, and I dont know where it has 
been.  Your note of May 29th was rec’d in the same mail, and it reached N.Y. 6 hours earlier 
than the one written on the 27th.  From your note, and the paper you enclosed, I imagine the 
dormitory troubles have begun, but I hope ere this that things have quieted down, and I hope 
you got hold of the guilty ones.  How did you stand the thing, are you tired out or did the 
excitement do you good?  It was too provoking about my letter yesterday.  I intended to write a 
four cent letter at least, and was pretty mad because I couldn’t.  The same old story.  You wont 
care to hear it again.  Interruptions, one after the other. but I tho’t  I’d be able to write all this 
morning, after I came home from my lesson, but Mrs. Mitchill came.  I haven’t seen her for 
nearly a year, and yet if I had been out of the way, I would have been tempted to hide and let 
them think I was out, for I couldn’t have been excused any other way, but as luck would have it, 
I met her just outside the door.  I had just rung the bell, & turned around, & there was Mrs. M. 
just behind me.  Thus I was caught.  She said she couldn’t stay but a few moments, but was so 
near she felt that she must run in and see us even if it would be for only a little while.  I tho’t 
from that, that she was in a hurry, and that my letter wouldn’t be interfered with after all.  She 
stayed till twelve o’clock, and then Jule went to market, and of course some one had to come 
on business while she was out, and I had to go down.  I had a lesson at one o’clock, and had 
barely time to read your letters, and a short one from Mamma, and then add a line or two to 
the letter I had only just begun.  I swallowed a little lunch & rushed off.  Mamma writes that her 
trip tired her terribly and says that she isn’t feeling as well, and she begins to realize that she 
isn’t as well & strong as she tho’t she was, and thinks that home is the best bla place for sick 
folks, and that she would rather put off visiting till she felt like herself.  She says she will come 
home by a day train, and stop over at Herkimer.  This will break the journey, and it will be such 
a good chance to see Cousin Emily Cox.  I dont believe that she can stand it to spend two weeks 
away from home, tho’ we hope she will.  I doubt very much if you can make any arrangement 
to meet her at Rochester for I believe she’ll be home by the time you start, so it wont be worth 
while to put yourself out at all for the sake of going thro’ Rochester.  She is a perfect baby 
about being away from home alone.  If she has one of us with her, she gets along well & has a 
good time, but if she is alone she is in a fidget, and cant be contented, and on Sunday she must 
have had a bad attack, but I hope that when she gets over the effect of the trip, that she’ll begin 
to improve, & gain every day, and that she’ll feel contented to be away, for if she isn’t, it cant 
do her much good.  We miss her awfully, but we can manage.  The Everits are back, and Jule 
and I felt rather lost with four gentlemen and no ladies.  Mrs. Van Valkenburg, (who has the 
Hulls’ room,) went away on Saturday to spend Sunday.  We expected her [ill.] home today but 
she failed to show herself.  I tried to find out about our time tables today but could learn 
nothing new.  The day boats leave haven’t begun to run, and I cant get a time table or find out 
anything except from the paper, which announced that the Day Line will commence to run this 
We on June 3rd & boat leaves at 9 A.M.  I asked what time it was due in Albany, and the man 
said about seven o’clock P.M. so you see that settles it at once, & I wont bother with it, for it 
arrives too late.  I cant seem to get any time tables that are decent, but will send what I have 
got from the offices, and tho’ they are only local time tables you can straighten out things from 



Buffalo.  The Wabash R.R. hasn’t changed, and the latest time table is dated April, and at the 
offices here, they say it isn’t likely to be changed just yet, that they haven’t had any 
announcement of it, and it will probably be the same next week, or they would have heard of it.  
I went to the ticket office at the Grand Central & also the Companies office on B’way and the 
office of the West Shore R.R.  They all told me the same thing, but you can probably find out 
more at your end.   
       I dont think I will write any more about the feeling at Madison.  We’ll talk about that, 
and also about Purdue.  I will only say that if the folks at Madison feel as you think, they must 
be awfully double faced, for they always treat me well.  Of course Sue’s letter makes me doubt 
her more than than the rest, tho’ she has treated me very kindly and I have nothing but that 
letter to judge by.  Of course you know them better than I do, any and must have reason for 
feeling as you do.  I am not displeased about you accepting the position at Purdue and never 
have been displeased with you for it.  I was provoked at the Purdue folks, because you seemed 
to be, and from your letters I supposed they were trying to impose on you.  Of course that 
made me mad, but I wasn’t provoked at you at all, & since I know that I misunderstood, what 
you said in your letters about them, I feel all right, & believe they acted fairly in everything.  I 
tho’t all the time that you were doing what you tho’t was for the best, and I believed it was for 
the best.  The salary is very good, and I only complained of it because I had an idea from what 
you wrote, that there was some underhand work.  You seemed angry yourself, and I of course 
was so if when I tho’t they were treating you unfairly.  Since I know that they were treating you 
well I am perfectly satisfied and pleased.  You wrote pretty strongly about it.  Probably you 
were worked up at the time, but of course I didn’t know anything about it except from your 
letters, and they gave me my ideas on the subject.  I didn’t intend to write about this again but 
there was something in your letter about it so I had to say something, tho’ I dont suppose it 
seems any different to you, after this explanation, than it did before, for I have explained it 
before without making you see it in its true light.  You cant seem to understand me and seem 
bound to believe that I am down on you for making the arrangement.  I’m not at all.  I think it 
was the best, & in fact the only thing to do.  But we will let the thing rest till we can talk.  There 
seems to be a misunderstanding on both sides.  In the first place I must have misunderstood 
you, and then you misunderstood me even worse.  I didn’t blame you any of the time, while 
you have no one else to blame for what I wrote, but it doesn’t trouble or worry me now, for I 
can explain it to you soon, and you will be satisfied.  I know that and as we will so soon be 
together I know that it will soon be all right.  I meant to let it rest till then, but I tho’t I’d made 
make one more attempt to make you easy about it.  I hope if it dont improve matters, that it 
wont make you feel any worse.  It mustn’t Harry.  If I have again been too stupid to explain 
matters satisfactorily, please dont let it make you more unhappy, but try and believe me when I 
say that when you understand all you will be satisfied.  Miss Le Brun gave me tickets to the 
Contest in Elocution (for the gold medal) at St. Francis Za Xavier College.  I couldn’t very well get 
out of going, and as she sent me the tickets and urged me to go I tho’t I’d better do it.  I invited 
Mr. Artz and he said he’d like very much to go.  We have been there this evening.  You know 
those things are always long drawn out.  This was pretty good, and we were not bored by any 
means, and parts of the programme we enjoyed very much.  It was late tho’ when we got 
home.  Every one had gone to bed & all the lights were out except one in the hall.  I ought to be 
in bed and asleep, and I dont believe I ought to write any more tonight, for tomorrow is a 



rather tiring day and I must gather strength for it.  Perhaps I’ll add some thing on my way home 
from Orange. 
        Goodnight my darling Harry with inexpressible love from your own 
                              Effie. 
Dearest Harry 
           I was so late I couldn’t write on my way home from Orange, and it was too late to mail 
this letter in time for the evening mail.  I lost my train, & couldn’t even add more to this.  I must 
send it now for the 9 P.M. [ill.] mail.  Rec’d your dear letter on my return.  Will write an answer 
tomorrow, but there isn’t time for more now.  With my heart overflowing with love, and 
longing to see you I am 
                   always your devoted 
                             Effie. 


