
                                                                                             No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                              N.Y. Sept. 8th 1885 
My own darling, 
     If I get this in the 8:45 mail I will have to make it very short.  I had a dreadful breakdown 
after the dreadful good bye, but as I had over half an hour to wait for a boat, I had time to 
recover myself before meeting any one I knew.  I went outside, and walked as hard as I could, in 
a dark, deserted, corner & finally got control of my feelings.  I dont mean that I was any 
happier, but that I managed to hide my misery.  Oh darling how horrible it all is, the hurried 
goodbye, and then we both had to rush in a different direction.  I didn’t reach home till ten 
minutes of eight and mamma was dreadfully frightened, but I am all safe, darling, tho’ so lonely 
and miserably unhappy.  There is a bright side, & I [ill.] do feel that we have much to be 
thankful for, & I do appreciate all that Sept 8th, means to us, but just now I am awfully down, in 
spite of it.  I cant be happy tonight, and when I think of the train taking you farther away from 
me each minute, it is too much for me, and I cant help breaking down.  Poor boy how are you?  
I know you are blue enough too.  Were you glad to have my little note.  I tho’t perhaps you’d be 
glad to have it, so I rushed from the table to write it.  I could not have you alone just then, so I 
left you for a few moments, and I hoped it might do you some good.  It was poor comfort I 
know, & I wrote so hurriedly that it was not a great success, but perhaps you were glad to have 
one more word from me.  Darling there isn’t time for more just now but you may expect 
something better on Friday, I hope in the A.M. but it may possibly be delayed till afternoon.  I 
hope this will reach you on Thurs. P.M.  Darling I will think of you constantly, and pray that you 
may have a safe & pleasant journey.  I love you with my whole soul, and cant be reconcele 
reconciled to our separation.  I must bear it, and will do so, as well as I can, but oh, it is so hard, 
for I cant be happy without you.  With love beyond measure from your own devoted 
               Effie. 
 
I long so for a letter from you & know you will write the first moment it is possible to do so. love 
love love E.M.L. 
 


