
                                                                                                           No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                            N.Y. Sept. 10th 1885 
My own darling Harry, 

          I was surprised, and delighted beyond expression this morning when I received your 
note from Buffalo.  But I am furious at being cheated out of the one from Newburgh.  I dont 
understand why it hasn’t reached me.  Of course there is no hope of my getting it now.  I would 
make a row if it would do any good, and I knew who to fight.  Wont you please try and console 
me by telling me what you wrote?  I want to hear all that you did after you left me.  You didn’t 
mention my note, and I fear you never had the benefit of it.  I dont think you understood what I 
said when I put it into your hand.  I almost doubt if you knew I put it there.  It was so crumpled 
up you probably tho’t it an old worthless scrap of paper, and threw it away without dreaming 
what it was, or perhaps you dropped it unconsciously on your way to the train.  If you didn’t 
read it dont worry, for you didn’t lose much.  I wrote it in such a hurry, at a time when I was too 
miserable to get my thoughts together.  I was almost out of my mind and I suppose the thing 
was mixed up & unintelligible and at the time I felt that it was hardly worth giving you, but I 
knew you would understand how I felt and make allowance for me, and it might perhaps be 
some comfort to have one more word from me no matter how it was put, and if you didn’t get 
it I am very sorry, not only because you failed to have it but because I dont like the idea of its 
lying around loose.  Thank fortune I did not put any address or date at the top.  Our first names 
were on it but fortunately the last names were blank, tho’ if by any chance it fell into the hands 
of any one we knew it would be a dead give away.  But I wont worry about its fate.  I can assure 
you that you didn’t lose much.  My darling I am so glad that you made yourself comfortable and 
took a sleeper.  I hoped you’d do it but I tho’t of you all night as sitting up in an ordinary car as 
uncomfortable as possible, and it made me feel badly, for you know you didn’t get any sleep 
the night before, and only two or three hours at most in the early morning.  I think you were 
very wise to change your mind about it, for I know you got considerable good out of the money.   
Even if you did not sleep much it would pay, for the sake of being alone, for I know that was the 
only comfort you could get.  I felt that if I could not have you, I didn’t want any body, and it did 
me so much good to be alone with my tho’ts, & not have to talk or be talked to.  You of course 
couldn’t have any trouble of that sort, but I imagine it bored you to have to be in a crowd and 
see people, even if you were not obliged to have any conversation with them.  You were much 
better off to be entirely alone, tho’ it must have been late before you could be alone.  I dont 
see any sense of their being so behind time.  I hope they made up the time so that you made 
connections at Detroit.  Did you get any sort of a view of the falls?  I dont think you could get 
more than a faint idea from the bridge.  They seem wonderful from there, of course, and that 
view is better than none, but the place where you are impressed most, is just at the edge, 
where you can see the enormous body of water pouring over.  I suppose it is still more awful 
under the falls, but I didn’t try that view, so cant speak from experience.  My darling how 
aggravating it is to know that we might have had ten minutes more if they hadn’t enforced that 
insane rule.  We wont have any thing more to do with the horrid old West Shore.  To think that 
we were both in the same depot for ten minutes, and over, and yet couldn’t spend the time 
together.  If there was any sense at all in it, I wouldn’t complain, but why, if it is necessary, dont 
the other roads do it.  They are all quick enough to see their own interests. yet The West Shore 
takes this cranky rule for pure cussedness.  If they did it to prevent people from going across 



the ferry scot free, there would be some reason in it, but there is no way of getting from the 
depot to the boat without paying one’s fare, so it is just pure meanness.  I should say I did get 
caught in the rain that night, & I think I took a little extra cold, for I have coughed almost 
incessantly the last two nights, and last night kept Ada awake as well as myself.  I didn’t go up 
to see the girls yesterday because I expected Ada at any minute, after & wanted to finish 
writing my letter before she came.  I spent all the time on my letter that I could & Ada came 
before I had sealed it.  I could have excused myself I suppose, but I didn’t feel in condition to 
make a call, and tho’t if I went way up they would probably be out, and I didn’t get up enough 
spunk to go, tho’ I probable would have done so if Ada’s coming hadn’t furnished me with a 
good excuse.  I felt pretty miserable all day and didn’t care to see people.  Ada helped me more 
than any one else could, and was so sympathetic.  She tho’t I had wonderful control over my 
self & I confessed to her that I hadn’t been able to keep up, till I had given vent to my feelings & 
let off more or less steam, and then fought it out alone the night before.  The telegram that 
came for Ada before she reached here said that Mr. U. was in a very critical condition, and it 
was only a matter of a few hours.  His son couldn’t leave him to see Ada tho’ they had not seen 
each other for several days.  Ada, with her usual thoughtfulness, decided to come here so that 
she could be near to help Mr. Underwood if his father died.  Ada tho’t of it herself.  She couldn’t 
be with him for she didn’t know his father and mother very well, and felt that it would annoy 
them to have her there.  Besides, the house was packed with rell relatives, and there was no 
room for Ada, but she tho’t she would come down and be near, so that she would be able to do 
anything if she was needed, and telegraphed Mr. U. to that effect, and of course it pleased him 
very much to have her do it.  His father died at 5:30 P.M. yesterday.  He didn’t send word till 
about nine o’clock for he had every thing to do himself as there was no other man around.  Ada 
rec’d the telegram at 9:15 telling her the end had come, & that Mr. U. would be up that night to 
see her.  I hurried up to the 3rd floor room and straightened it up a little, and told Ada to take 
him right up there.  She was so grateful to me for there were several in the parlor & it would 
been have been hard for them to go there.  He came about ten o’clock, and Ada helped him 
make arrangements, & promised to go down to the house this A.M. and go with him to 
Greenwood.  Mr. U. is in a dreadful state.  He is an only child, and so devoted to his parents.  It 
is dreadful for Mrs. Underwood.  Ada says they were like lovers and fairly worshiped each 
other.  Poor A will have her hands full comforting people.  Last week Mrs. Hull rec’d a telegram 
from Warsaw N.Y. telling her to come at once.  Her sister wasn’t expected to live.  It was her 
only sister and they were devoted to each other.  Mrs. H. started at once.  Her sister died 
twenty four hours after she got there.  Mrs. H. is expected home today and Ada must go back 
this eve. to see her, but will return tomorrow and spend Sunday.  She said lots of very nice 
things about you, which I may repeat to you some time.  I nearly broke my neck awhile ago 
rushing after the post man to ask if I could get a letter out of the office on Sunday.  He said I 
could do so, but must have some one to identify me.  There are two men on this beat, or 
whatever they call it, & they take turns being there on Sunday.  This man had his turn last 
Sunday, and said I’d have to watch out for the other man, & speak to him about it, as it would 
be his turn next Sunday.  He tho’t if I did this I would have no trouble.  You may be sure I’ll go 
up between nine & ten o’clock, and I hope to be rewarded by a very long letter.  Oh!  I’m so 
mad about that Newburgh letter.  Mr. Zerfass wont leave till Sunday night.  He seems to have a 
hard time getting started.  The Olmsteads are more interesting (?) than ever.  Mr. E. is having a 



fine time, took them to Coney Island yesterday afternoon. They did not get home till midnight.  
Tonight they are all going to the “Comedy of Errors.”  I gave the old lady (with the nose) the slip 
again last night, and I had a few words from mamma on the subject.  She thinks I ought to be 
more decent.  I had a letter from Annie Wisner yesterday.  She is in Brooklyn, will be here on 
Saturday, & is bound and determined to take me home with her.  I dont intend to go, however, 
for I feel so much better at home, tho’ I know I’d enjoy going if my hay fever was over.  Oh 
darling it was so hard to come back without you, and I miss you so dreadfully.  I cant tell you 
how awful it is.  I haven’t time for more.  Uncle Theo has interrupted me. 

With my heart overflowing with love for my darling boy and with any quantity of kisses I 
am your own 
                   Effie. 
 


