
                                                                                                  No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                  N.Y. Sept. 13th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
       I hurried thro’ breakfast this morning and Fritz & I went to the P.O.  We got the mail for 
No. 54 West 46th St, and it proved to be quite heavy, eight letters.  One addressed to me, in 
your dear handwriting, was there, and that was what I went for, and as I got it, I was happy, 
tho’ rather disappointed at seeing such a thin one, but I understood that you were rushed, for 
of course you were just as anxious to write, as I was to have you and so it I didn’t blame you for 
the short letter.  But darling there must be a screw loose somewhere for it takes the letters 
longer to come that it used to.  Your letter from the Lahr House should have reached me 
yesterday A.M. but I didn’t get it till after five P.M.  The one you wrote from Purdue reached me 
this A.M. but I imagine you forgot to mail it, for it is postmarked Sept.11th 12 M. so you see, 
according to the mark, it came on time tho’ according to the date of the letter it should have 
been here yesterday, so you must have forgotten to mail it or else some one else did, but this is 
not all.  If you wrote a long letter on Thurs night, I should have rec’d it this A.M. and that is the 
letter I feel disappointed about.  If you felt too tired to write, I’ll forgive you and think you did 
right, but if it was written & delayed, then I will feel badly, because I did want a long letter 
awfully.  I hope the mails from here haven’t cut up any capers, for I wrote every day and mailed 
them on time.  Tuesday I mailed a note about 8:40 P.M. so that you would have some thing on 
Thurs afternoon.  Every day since, till yesterday, I have mailed letters so that you could [ill.] 
have one every morning.  Yesterday I could not do this but put it in the box about 8:30 P.M. so 
you will get it tomorrow afternoon, unless there is some delay.  I hope there wont be I’m sure.  
I guess the Democratic postmen are not as prompt and efficient as the Republicans, but of 
course you wont admit that.  The idea of its taking that letter from Newburgh from Tuesday 
night till Friday A.M. to rech reach me.  Mr. U. mailed a letter on Friday afternoon, and 
addressed it to Ada here, & it hasn’t come yet.  I dont know whether the new postmasters are 
to blame.  I dont know whether we have new ones but suppose we have but something is 
wrong, and I blame the Democrats. “Just like a woman” perhaps you’ll say, but I cant help it.  
Here are three peculiar delays, at this one house, within a few days, & if you wor wrote Thurs 
night, and mailed on time it makes four instead of three.  What a jewel Pat was to fix up your 
room for you.  It was very thoughtful, and made it so nice for you.  I dreaded your going into the 
room, for I tho’t it would be damp & dusty, and dreary, and altogether horrible, and would surly 
give you the blues, for a room that has been closed so long is always disagreeable, and I am so 
glad to you didn’t have to go into such a forlorn place.  Pat is just a Daisy.  I suppose you found 
Miss Weed and Miss Elder there when you arrived.  I am so glad that they are to be there.  Be 
sure & remember me to Miss Weed, and please let her know how I misunderstood her, when 
she said her home was eighty miles away, and tho’t she said eight miles.  I tho’t she could come 
in town any time, and said something to that effect, and hoped she’d come in to spend the a 
day with us, or something about as outlandish at that.  She must have tho’t me an idiot, and I 
would like her to hear how I happened to make such a fool of my self.  When I saw her so 
anxious for a seat in the parlor car, I at first tho’t it was funny to want one when she was going 
such a short distance, but it soon began to dawn on me that I had make an idiot of my self, and 
I soon found out from you that this was the case, for when I asked you how far from N.Y. it was 
you said, “eighty miles,” and then I felt rather cheap.  I’m glad that the extra day, which gave us 



so much happiness, didn’t cost you dearly.  I didn’t see how it would make any difference as 
long as you had arranged so much last spring, and I couldn’t help wanting you to stay, & urging 
it.  On Tues. when I felt that it was absolutely necessary for you to go, I didn’t try to keep you, 
but I couldn’t give you up till I knew I had to.  I tried not to make it harder for you on Tuesday 
and I was not so very bad was I?  I couldn’t help feeling awfully, but I didn’t say one word to 
keep you, for I knew that you had stayed till the very last minute.  Oh darling how I did hate to 
give you up.  It seemed to me I couldn’t do it, but I think we kept up pretty well.  I dont think 
you had a very delightful trip West, tho’ it was fortunate that heat and dust were not added to 
your other trials.  I think the man with the accordion must have been a perfect nuisance, and 
must have reminded you of me, the night I had the asthma so dreadfully.  An accordion gives 
me the horrors, and if you feel about it as I do, it must have given you the blues, and then to 
add insult to injury the thing wheezed out “sweet bye & bye.”  That was “the most unkindest 
cut of all,” but excuse me.  I forgot you like that thing, so probably it didn’t bore you as it would 
have done me.  I wish I was fond of it, for I am obliged to hear it so often, and I thought I should 
give up when I heard you play it one night.  I promised to tell you a lot of things today and I 
must get at them if I expect to get thro’ today.  I must go back to the Brooklyn expedition.  It 
seems like going on a long journey to go over there, and I had rather an unfortunate afternoon.  
I went down town on the Mad. Ave. cars and crossed the bridge (that bridge is big enough to 
deserve a capital b).  Then after considerable delay, I found out from a policeman (who by the 
way had to look in some kind of a directory or guide book) that the Green & Gates Ave car 
would take me to Washington Ave. where Annie’s uncle lives.  Of course I took the car on 
Fulton St. and of course I had to wait an age.  Any quantity of Court St. cars[,] Fulton Ave. cars, 
Prospect Park cars, and every other place cars, passed to me before the right one came along, 
but in the course of time the one I wanted came, and I got in, little guessing what was before 
me.  I naturally supposed I had a long ride to take, for that is the fate of every one who goes to 
Brooklyn.  No one ever heard of people in B. living in a convenient place.  Talk about N.Y. being 
a city of magnificent distances.  Why it is not to be compared to B. in that respect.  Another 
thing one always has to contend with, is, that none of their friends live near each other, and 
most of the time is spent riding in the cars.  Well I hailed a car and got on expecting quite a long 
ride, as I said before, but hardly as long a one as I had to take.  I rode & rode & rode till it 
seemed to me I must be nearly to Quogue.  I began to think that there was no such street this 
side of Sag Harbor or some other place at the end of the Island, but I finally came to it, and 
found it a very pretty street.  I walked to No. 452 and learned that Miss Wisner was out.  Wasn’t 
it provoking?  But that is another lovely thing about going to B. after this [“this” is circled] long 
& tiresome journey, ones friends will be out, nine times out of ten.  The girl said she expected 
them in any minute, and I was foolish enough to wait, but was finally obliged to go, so I left a 
note, and then they got home five minutes after I left.  From there I went to Mrs. Lord’s, & 
found she had moved to Willow St.  As it wasn’t far I went there, and found she had been 
home, but only for a few days, and had gone out of town again.  Then I went to Mrs. Stoddart’s, 
and she was out.  I hesitated about going to the Creamers, but finally decided that I might I as 
well make a day of it, & if no body was home I could leave my card, as I did at the other places, 
and have the credit of a call.  Well at last I had a change of luck.  The girl said Mrs. Creamer was 
in.  I had become so used to hearing the other thing, that it fairly took my breath away when I 
found some one at home.  I was still more surprised to hear Cousin Hattie’s voice the moment I 



stopped thr into the house.  She said “Effie come right upstairs.”  She was sitting by the window 
& had seen me coming.  I had a very nice call.  They wanted me to take my things off and spend 
the night there, but I refused, for I am a sorry customer to have around at night, and I prefer to 
spend my nights at home just now.  Julie C. was away, went to visit her family near Boston, took 
Harry with her and he has been taken sick with typhoid fever, tho’ it is not a very severe case, 
and he is not dangerously ill, tho’ if he has a relapse it may run into something serious, but he’ll 
probably be all right if he hasn’t any set backs.  Cousin H. has been home for about two weeks.  
The weather in the mountains was pretty cold, and the air became too strong for her, so she 
didn’t dare to stay longer.  She will join Col Langdon about the last of this month.  She hasn’t 
seen him all summer as he was unable to get away as he expected.  She wished to be 
remembered to you.  I reached home about seven o’clock, and took my things off in the parlor, 
and went right into dinner, and who should I find sitting there, as large as life and twice as 
natural, but Lottie.  She hadn’t had time to write.  Of course she gave very dismal acc’ts of every 
thing and many of her statements we knew were far fetched.  Jule & I have been to public 
schools enough to know a little something about them, and I took her up on several things she 
said, and she had to change her tune somewhat.  She tried to give us a wrong impression of 
things, and made them out worse by far than they really are, and I got pretty mad, and finally 
took her down a little.  You never heard such trash, and mamma was so annoyed to me she said 
to me she hoped Lottie wouldn’t come home every week, if she was going to make so many 
complaints, for to tell the truth, we believe it is the easiest place she ever had in her life, 
pleasanter school room etc. etc. and there is no sense in her making such a fuss.  I think she 
ought to feel very well satisfied, more not only satisfied, but she ought to consider herself very 
fortunate in securing such a good place, especially after such places as she has had in German 
Valley, Middle Valley, & Stephensburg.  It is a nice place, and she is among nice people, & near 
N.Y. and has all sorts of advantages she has never had before, and a higher salary besides.  Just 
think it is only a hundred dollars less than you got last year, and it is more than she has ever had 
before but some people are never satisfied, and never the know when they are well off.  I have 
always felt sorry for Lottie, but such actions disgust one.  She hasn’t many friends, but I think it 
is her own fault. but She always sets people against her somehow or other.  There is no use 
talking.  Any one can have friends if they will make themselves agreeable, but people hate to 
hear everlasting complaints about one thing and another.  They’ll feel far more sympathy for a 
person who isn’t always unhappy, or I mean for one who tries to make the best of what they 
have, and who tries to be cheerful.  One’s best friend gets tired of constant discontent, and it is 
bound to set people against one who acts as Lottie does.  Your Aunt Mag is another one and I 
just went for her yesterday A.M. when she was here and began her everlasting howl.  I haven’t 
one bit of patience with her for there is no sense in such nonsense.  Lottie has far more reason 
in her case.  The first thing Cousin Mag did, was to speak of your going.  She wanted to know 
what we did when we had to say goodbye, asked if I went to the depot to see you off, asked if I 
cried, and if you kept up, and supposed your face was about a mile long, and several more 
brilliant things.  Of course I didn’t tell her how long your face was, or whether I cried, and she 
only found out that I went to see you off.  I wonder if she tho’t I was going to describe the 
whole goodbye scene to her & Jule.  If so she missed it.  I consider my feelings in regard to you 
too sacred to confide to her, and if I had not gained control I would have excused myself, and 
not seen her, for she is the last one I’d talk to about it, or the last one I would let see me if I was 



unnerved.  Any way it was an idiotic thing for any one to do, and even my own mother would 
never think of such a thing as asking me any such question, let alone a whole batch of them.  
You can imagine just how she went on, and just how disgusted it made me.  Then she began to 
worry about Roseville and moaned and groaned over her hard lot.  A flat was uncomfortable 
and they were too poor to have a house in the city.  Oh dear if they only were rich etc etc. She 
is “so blue.”  I listened for some time and then I just went for her.  I told her she ought to be 
ashamed of herself to be always complaining, and told her that any one that had as much as 
she has, and as easy a life, needn’t to come to me for sympathy, but she kept up her tune as 
hard as ever.  I then asked her what the trouble was, & said, “you have a good home haven’t 
you?  It isn’t as elegant as some others have, but it is comfortable.”  She said “yes, but” ___ I 
interrupted her and said “and I suppose you have enough to eat.”  “Yes of course but ___”  I 
said “but what?  You certainly have enough clothes.”  Well she didn’t have many, not as many 
as she wanted.  I said “that is absurd.  You have dresses for any occasion you will be likely to 
need them for, and no worry about buyin the money to buy them with, & you dont even have 
to make them.  You can have a dressmaker and you have plenty of things to make yourself look 
nice.”  She said “yes ___ but I had so much more when I was a girl, and things were so 
different.”  I told her that she had things pretty nice now too, that a good many girls had had as 
much or even more than she had, but that now they not only had things harder, but had to sp 
scrape around an[d] earn the few comforts they did have.  She knew it, it but seemed to think 
her case was even worse, & finally, as a strong and weighty argument as an excuse for her 
being blue, she said, “well you needn’t talk.  Your mother some times has the blues.”  I said “if 
you had ever had one quarter as much trouble as mamma has had you would have some 
excuse, but you haven’t, and yet you complain ten times as much as mamma does.  She is 
usually very cheerful.  Perhaps if you had worked as she has, and then had every thing taken 
from you as she supposed it was, perhaps you might be blue too.”  She said she knew she 
would be, and I told her if she had to scratch around and earn her living for a little while, she 
might appreciate what she had, instead of fretting about what she couldn’t have, that if I 
should sit down & worry because I couldn’t have things the way some of my friends do, I might 
be miserable half the time, that if she would make up her mind to enjoy what she had, & get all 
the good out of it, she’d find that she had a good deal, but the trouble was, she didn’t give 
herself a chance to do that, because she spent all [ill.] her time worrying, and trying to find out 
what she didn’t have, that almost any one could find people better off than they were, and 
never be happy on acc’t of it, that the trouble was, she had too easy a life.  If she had some 
thing to do, and made an effort to fill up her time she’d be better off, & I said “if your life is so 
hard you’d better go to keeping boarders for awhile, or do something to keep you busy.”  She 
said she wished she wasn’t so, but she couldn’t help it, that she used to have a lovely 
disposition.  I didn’t think she deserved much credit for being happy when she had every thing 
to make her so.  She said there were so many things she wanted to do, and she couldn’t be 
happy because she couldn’t do them, for instance she’d like to give presents.  I said “good 
gracious!  Dont you suppose I’d enjoy giving?  But I cant, and there is no use in making myself, 
& every one else miserable because I cant afford it.”  After she had brought up every thing else, 
she spoke about losing her husband, and I told her that I knew that was very hard, & that I felt 
sorry for her for that, but her other “troubles” I didn’t consider troubles.  (I didn’t feel as sorry 
for her as I would have done if she hadn’t spoken of every other thing she could think first, and 



then brought up the loss of her husband as a last resort.)  I told her that I tho’t that was a real 
trouble, but didn’t remind her that it seemed to occur to her last, and as a minor trouble.  The 
talk seemed to do her good, I tho’t, and Jule, when she said anything, agreed with me, and it 
seemed to me that she felt glad to have me do it.  I imagine she has been making Jule’s life a 
burden the last week since they took the house at Roseville.  I went for Cousin M. one once 
before when she began to go on about Jule’s marriage and her blues about losing her, and so 
on.  I gave her a good dose then, and said she talked like a goose, that she wasn’t losing her at 
all, that Jule cared as much for her as ever, that if she was going to be separated it would be 
hard, but when she was going to live with her, it was all nonsense for her to [ill.] be so jealous, 
and make such a fuss, and said, “if no one cared enough for Jule to marry her you wouldn’t like 
that, and you wouldn’t want her to be an old maid.  You are always talking about girls being 
married, and get your eyes on every one you know, and you would have been very unhappy if 
Jule had stayed been an old maid.”  Jule wasn’t with us, but she heard of it, and afterwards the 
next time she saw me afterwards, she thanked me, and said she tho’t it had done her Aunt 
Maggie good, and I think she felt the same yesterday for she seemed to be glad of it.  I wasn’t in 
a mood to listen to her foolish complaints patiently.  She wasn’t angry at all, and at last agreed 
with me that she had a good deal.  It was all pleasant between us, tho’ I talked pretty plain.  Tell 
me what you think if it.  Did I do wrong to talk so to one so much older than myself?  Or was it 
my duty to listen, to her endless complaints without a word, except of sympathy.  It seemed to 
me that that would only encourage her to go on in the same way, and that I ought to make her 
believe that she was all wrong in acting so.  Ada has gone to the funeral.  She feels very badly, 
of course not on her own acc’t for she didn’t know Mr. U’s father very well, but Mr. U. feels it 
so deeply that it affects her because of her love for him.  She is as true as steel and Mr. 
Underwood will have a lovely wife, & I think he is worthy of her too.  They love each other just 
as we do, and it is so lovely for me to have Ada here.  I can see that mamma is going to be more 
reasonable this year, but she couldn’t see any use of my going to the P.O. this morning.  She 
said if I didn’t have letters so often it would be different, but as I had at least one a day, and 
two a day for the last three days, she should think I could wait till Monday for the one I 
expected this A.M., that she tho’t I was very silly.  I told her that I didn’t see anything silly about 
it.  She tho’t it was very silly.  I told her she was welcome to think so, but that I supposed if I 
cared to take the walk I could do so.  She said “Oh of course you can go if you want to.  I dont 
care but I think it is very silly.” The third time I heard those words, it had exactly as much weight 
as it had the first time.  I was telling Ada about it, & she said “Silly!  Well you’d be silly if you’d 
wait till Monday,[”] but that is just like mamma.  Every thing is silly, but I guess they were as 
bad once upon a time, and like as not didn’t behave decent before people.  Any way I dont care 
what they did or didn’t do, or whether it is silly or not.  If that letter was down at the Battery & 
you had to walk down there for it, I wouldn’t call you silly, and in every thing she is the same 
way, and this I told only as an example.  She is going to be such a comfort to me this winter, 
even more so than she was last.  She says mamma was ta[l]king to her yesterday about us, and 
told her that we were perfectly devoted to each other, that we both were in very deep & Ada 
said “well if they are in at all, they cant be too fond of each other, and you ought to be glad to 
have it so.”  Mamma said “Ada I am glad, and I pray that it may always last, and never grow 
weaker.  I am glad to have them feel as they do.”  Harry, she then began, Ada says, to speak in 
the loveliest way of you, and your devotion to me, and how happy it made her to see you so, 



that you were so full of love you couldn’t hide it, and she was so happy to see your devotion.  
She said “and Effie is just as bad, but she dont show it before people as he does.”  Ada says she 
feel very happy that it is so, and now that she understands it & has seen it she will not worry as 
she did last winter.  Now darling aren’t you glad Ada told me this?  I am sure that you are glad 
to know it.  There is plenty more to write about but I guess I have given you reports enough of 
the sayings & doings of the last two or three days.  My hay-fever fiend has been rough on me 
the last two days, and every night I have a time.  Today I am in a deplorable state.  Oh darling 
last Sunday we were together, and the only thing to mar our happiness was the tho’t of parting, 
and the tho’t that it must be the following day, but in the evening we took a walk and oh what a 
lovely walk it was, and how long before we’ll have another like it.  Before we had gone many 
blocks my darling boy made me so happy be consenting to put off the evil day, & from that 
moment we were so happy we almost forgot the trial for a time.  Oh my Harry how we did 
appreciate and enjoy that one extra day, and how it will comfort us both thro’ this winter.  Oh I 
am glad you decided to go on Monday because the feeling would have been just as bad if you 
had set Tuesday in the beginning, but the feeling that we had an extra day was such a 
satisfaction to us both.  Fritz seems to be recovering from his blues.  The d night you left and 
the next day he seemed heart broken, but he found that I was trying to make the best I could of 
the inevitable and he decided to do likewise, and I think that he has succeeded better than I.  I 
miss you all the time and just now it is harder for me than it is for you, for you are in another 
place with an entire change of scene, and with lots to keep your mind employed.  I am just in 
the same place without the one I love most.  My eyes are still too weak to use, and I hardly use 
them at all except for these letters.  Now and then I try to read or sew but after a few minutes I 
have to give up.  I find my letters are about all I can stand, but darling I am doing pretty well, & 
whatever I suffer from the separation I do not make the others miserable.  I can act as usual 
and I do it, and no one guesses how I long for you, for it is something I cant talk much about.  I 
have talked some to Ada, more than I can to anyone else, but even to her I cant tell all, or even 
half, and even she doesn’t know how lonely I am.  But we can bear it, and with the knowledge 
of each others love we can be be happy even now, not perfectly so, or even very very happy, 
but we have enough to keep our courage up, and to keep from being miserable.  We will be 
quite happy with our letters, and the prospect of seeing each other at Xmas.  Now my darling I 
must stop.  My heart is all yours & full of love of you, and can never change.  What more can I 
say?     
         Your own devoted Effie. 
 
Imagine yourself kissed over & over again.  You know the way we did it.  We never used to 
count so I cant tell how many kisses to send, and so you’ll have to take what you want.  I wont 
limit you.  Effie 
 


