
                                                                                                             No, 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                             N.Y. Sept. 17th 1885. 
My darling darling Harry, 

I think that my hay-fever and asthma are trying to make the most of their time, as it is 
now growing short, and they cant torture me much longer.  Any how they are both doing their 
utmost at present to make my life miserable.  I had another horrible night, and no sleep at all 
till toward morning, and now I feel pretty well used up.  Yesterday A.M. I got up late.  I went to 
the table for lunch, my first appearance in the dining room since Monday night.  Last night I 
wasn’t fit to go to dinner, and had to have it in my room again.  This sort of thing is getting 
decidedly monotonous.  I never had such an attack before.  I hope we’ll have frost before long, 
but the prospect just now is any thing but encouraging, as it has been very warm the last few 
days, but this thing cant go on much longer, for it is the middle of Sept.  I haven’t had your 
letter yet, but expect it this afternoon, and have something pleasant to look forward to, and 
can be happy in spite of hay-fever.  I slept alone last night very much against mamma’s wish.  
She hates to have me alone when I suffer so, but she cant do much for me, and there is no use 
of her losing her sleep under the circumstances.  If she could help me, or if I was in any danger, 
I’d want her here, but as she cant save me from these attacks, & as they are not dangerous, 
there is no use in having the whole family suffer.  I must suffer, and it worries me more than it 
helps me to have any one here, and feel that I am keeping her awake.  It worried me dreadfully 
the night when Ada was sick.  If I am alone, I suffer, but dont have to worry about any one else.  
I took Fritz with me, & promised to send him down for mamma if I got very bad.  I started him 
in the night, but he didn’t want to leave me alone, and came back before he was half way 
down.  I could have made him do it, but I said to myself “What’s the use,” and stuck it out alone 
after all, and slept late to make up for my loss of sleep last night.  I might as well do that, for I 
cant do any thing else, and this room hasn’t got to be [ill.] shown.  My darling Harry I dont know 
how I am going to manage when Maggie comes, and I have to give up this room.  There will be 
no place to go off and write.  The Ellises will be back soon, and the house will be full, and we 
will have to go down in the basement, and I will not have a place to call my own.  I expect to go 
on writing every day, but wont be able to send such long letters.  I want to warn you 
beforehand so that you can make up your mind to it.  I’ll do the best I can, (you know that dont 
you?) but I fear I will have a hard time.  There has been no trouble so far, and I dont think 
mamma will fuss as she did last year.  She and Jule & Ada had quite a conversation on the 
subject which Ada was good enough to repeat to me.  I was upstairs writing, and mamma 
remarked, that the thing had begun again, and was as bad, or worse than it was last year, and 
she supposed I’d spend all my time writing, and she’d never see any thing of me, but had made 
up her mind not to say a word.  Ada tho’t that was a very good plan, & said that she ought to 
feel satisfied to have me write often, that we must have some comfort, and she tho’t we could 
not stand it if we didn’t write every day.  Mamma said she wanted us to write every day, and 
didn’t think it was strange at all for us to do it, but couldn’t see any sense of our spending so 
much time, and writing such long letters, that when I began my lessons she’d never see me, for 
when I was home I’d be writing all the time.  Then Jule put in her say, and what do you think?  It 
was against mamma, and for our side.  I must say I was surprised when Ada told me.  She said 
“mamma that is all nonsense.  She isn’t writing all the time at all.” And Ada said, mamma got 
quite excited, and said that I spend the most of my time writing.  Jule said I didn’t, & Ada said I 



didn’t spend any more time than I ought to.  Two against one didn’t scare mamma, & she said it 
again, and said she knew how it would be when I began my lessons.  She wouldn’t have any 
more good of me than if I was married, and so far as seeing me was concerned, she’d be as well 
of[f] if we married Xmas.  This got Jule wild, & they had a regular time.  Jule told her that she 
hoped hoped she wouldn’t be silly be enough to say such a thing to me, (you know she is scared 
to death, for fear we’ll get desperate & marry at Xmas, and is ready to do any thing to keep us 
contented), that was absurd, and she guessed if we did marry at Xmas, she’d find out whether 
she had as much good of me or not.  Besides she added “you had better not say much, for you 
like long letters well enough yourself, and you’d better not say too much against them or Effie 
may take you at your word when she goes out West and write short ones to you; when she is 
away from home, I notice you dont object to her long letters.  You think they are very nice, and 
go for me because I dont do as she does.”  Then mamma lost herself entirely.  Jule’s was a 
telling speech, and she “had” mamma where she couldn’t say a word more on the subject, so 
she turned around and owned that I was always good about writing to her, and then gave Jule 
an awful dose because she wouldn’t do it too.  She said to Ada that it was shameful & 
outrageous the way Jule did about writing, and just sailed in and blew [ill.] Jule up for it.  Ada 
had to laugh, and said “Mrs. Loag you have a hard time dont you?  You have to blow Effie up for 
writing, and then go for Jule because she dont write.  Now if Jule is ever engaged, & situated as 
Effie is, you wont have any trouble with her.  It will be real nice & you’d better not talk her out 
of this habit.”  Mamma said it wouldn’t be nice at all.  Jule would not be decent about it, and 
she’d want her to be decent & do what was right, & she supposed that she would have to worry 
her life out to make Jule write at all.  They had a regular time down there, and mamma came to 
the conclusion that after all she’d want long letters from me, and it wouldn’t do to kick against 
them now, because they were to someone else, because if she did, we might act on the 
principle when she didn’t want us to.  She decided, Ada said, that “Effie is pretty good after all, 
for she writes such good long letters to me when she is away, or if I’m away from home, and I 
oughtn’t to say a word & I wont either.”  But you know we cant be too sure of that.  There is no 
telling when she will break out again.  In fact she had a few words with me yesterday.  I tho’t 
Miss Pease’s letter was so remarkably good, not so very long, & yet so much in it, and she 
writes in such a nice easy way, and mamma came up soon after I had read it and I told her 
about it, and what an unusually good letter it was, and told her to read it, that tho’ she didn’t 
know her, or the people she wrote about, she couldn’t help enjoying the letter.  She read it and 
was as pleased as I was, and said she had told so much in so few words, and then said that she 
didn’t see why I couldn’t do the same & not write so much.  I said I’d be delighted if I could but I 
didn’t know how, that I would be only too glad if I could write such a letter.  She of course is 
prejudiced, and said she my letters were just as good, but she tho’t there was no use writing 
such long ones.  We had a few words, nothing very hot, but we didn’t see the thing quite alike, 
and of course she was objecting to my spending so much time on your letters.  I told her f that I 
didn’t spend any thing like as much time on you now as when you were here.  She had to agree 
with me there, but to carry her point said, “Well I shol should hope not.  You spent all your time 
this summer, and he ought not to expect you to do that this winter.”  I said you didn’t expect it, 
and what was more I didn’t give you any thing like all my time.  She said as usual “well most of 
it.”  All this was said pleasantly, and not at all with the force she used last winter, & she said it 
was all right to write letters every day, and she tho’t we ought to it, and hadn’t a word to say 



against that, but she thought there wasn’t any use in writing so much.  I said “well mamma that 
is your idea, and when I am writing to you I will try to write short letters to please you, but now 
I am writing to Harry, and he likes long letters, and so do I, but when I go West, and write home 
I will try and do it as you like to have me do it, and I’ll work hard to say as much as possible in 
very little space.  I’ll give you facts without details, and try my best to make my letters to suit 
you.”  I said this very soberly as if I was in dead earnest, and she took it that way, and said, she 
liked long letters, and didn’t want me to write short ones to her, and hoped I wouldn’t write 
short letters when I left her.  I said “why I tho’t that was what you liked, that you didn’t see any 
sense in long letters.”  Well darling she came around just as I hoped she would, and there was 
no fuss at all.  I know now how she feels, and I guess I have a good weapon to use when she 
attacks me.  I tho’t of writing this before, but it seemed like such a long story to write that I 
tho’t I’d say save it to tell, but you see Harry I cant save any thing.  Ada helped me lots by telling 
me of that talk, and that was why she repeated it.  She said she knew what times I used to have 
and how mamma used to worry, and she tho’t if I knew what was said, I could lay it up for 
future use.  She tho’t also that I’d be glad to hear that Jule was on our side, & ready to stick up 
for us.  This will be a great help, for if mamma has no one to side with her she’ll have to give it 
up, while if Jule took sides with her as she usually does, it would only encourage her, and make 
her worse.  Jule was mighty good, and on acc’t of her word for us, had to have another scolding 
about not writing this summer while she was away.  I dont dare say a word to Jule, for Ada 
didn’t want me to tell her that she had repeated what she heard.  She dont usually do such 
things, but thinks we have an unusually hard time, and is ready to help us all she can.  Besides I 
think Jule will do better for us if left to herself.  She does it now of her own accord, and you 
know she likes that better than to act on another’s suggestion.  I’ll manage to pay her back in 
some way but wont say a word about this little affair.  I am glad to know that she is inclined to 
work for us, and guess her scare about our marriage at Xmas will prove a blessing to us this 
winter.     
Thurs. Aft. 
       My darling I had to stop.  I had a terrible coughing fit and couldn’t go on.  Your two 
letters (one dated Sept. 14th 10 P.M. and finished Sept. 15th 6:40 A.M. & the other, dated Sept. 
15th 4:30 P.M.) reached me this afternoon in the same mail, and left Lafayette in the same mail.  
I was surprised to receive two and overjoyed I can tell you.  I haven’t time to answer then now, 
for it is dinner time.  I’m a little better & am going downstairs.  Am delighted about your having 
the Barnes’ piano.  I dont think you could have used the money better.  It would have been very 
foolish not to take it when you had a chance.  I am very very glad over it, for it will be so much 
company for you, and give you so much pleasure.  I dont know how the Madison folks will feel, 
but I should think they’d consider it good news.  Mamma things thinks it is a fine scheme.  How 
soon are you to have it?  My darling I am so sorry that Mrs. Stockton treats you so badly.  I dont 
see why people cant have a little sense about their table.  One dont care so much for a lot of 
things at one time, if what they have is good, & properly cooked, and the bill of fare changed 
often.  It would not cost her a bit more to satisfy people.  Of course no one expects all the 
delicacies of the season for $3.00 a week and wouldn’t dream of growling because they 
couldn’t have them.  They pay for plain board and expect things plain, but a plain table can be 
made very nice, and if she would take any interest, and knew enough, she could have things 
more satisfactory, without its costing any more.  Darling I cant write more now tho’ I’d like to 



go on and answer your letters, but that will have to be done in my letter tomorrow.  Oh my 
Harry if I could only see you.  I cannot tell you how I miss you & long for you, but I guess you 
know how I feel.  Goodbye my own, my darling Harry.  With endless love from your own 
          Effie. 
 
I hope your side won the fight at the faculty meeting the other night.  


