
                                                                                                         No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                         N.Y. Sept. 17th  1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
       I sent a letter off tonight, rather a stupid one I fear, for there wasn’t much to news, and 
if there had been any quantity of it, I wouldn’t have had sense enough to tell it, for I haven’t 
been fit for anything unless it was to go and hide myself.  This I did not do, tho’ I think perhaps 
it would have been better for all concerned.  At any rate no one would have lost anything by it, 
for I haven’t been worth half a [ill.] row of pins let alone a whole row.  I am afraid that my letter 
was as stupid as I have been.  Still I expect you’ll tell me that you enjoyed ___ no I wont say 
enjoyed that is putting it too strong, so I’ll take that back and say that you will perhaps be glad 
to get it.  In fact I know that even tho’ it isn’t very satisfactory you’ll feel that it is better than 
nothing and be glad to have it on acc’t of all the love it carried from me to my own Harry.  My 
darling I wish you could have some one as sympathetic as Ada is to talk to.  No one, but one you 
who is engaged, and deeply in love can understand it, but she is engaged and loves as deeply as 
we do and knows just how it is.  If this were not so she would probably think us silly as others 
do who dont know about it, and a person who thinks it silly cant help us or do us any good.  I 
think people who have been thro’ the same thing themselves & know what it is, ought to be 
able to feel for us, but they seem to forget all about it, or else as they spent all the time during 
their engagement where they could see each other every evening, and often for whole days 
besides, they cannot realize what it is to go thro’ this trial & be dependent entirely upon letters.  
I dont think we can ever forget.  All this will be forever impressed on our minds, and I think 
lovers will never find us critical.  They will think we are just perfect.  Do you remember how nice 
Will & Dele were that night.  In looking back over the summer it seems to me that they showed 
more appreciation for the situation than almost anyone.  The folks at Madison were awfully 
good to us and gave us lots of time to ourselves, but they tho’t we were silly, and were 
constantly poking fun at us, and those knowing smiles made us feel that they didn’t sympathize 
with us at all.  Mamma and Jule made more allowance for us and seemed to understand it 
better, and yet they didn’t give us the same feeling we had at German Valley.  I think we both 
felt there that Will & Dele knew just how it was, and as we only spent a night there, I 
appreciated their consideration all the more.  If we had been spending some time there it 
would have been different, but to give us such good chances when we were only going to be 
there such a little while, showed it seems to me a keener sense of our feelings than was shown 
by any one else, or rather more than would have been shown by the others under such 
circumstances.  You know we spoke of it before hand, and never dreamed of such a thing as 
having any time alone, for our visit was to be so short we didn’t suppose it would be possible.  
But darling weren’t they just as lovely & thoughtful and nice as they could be about it.  I never 
would have tho’t of staying down when they started up stairs, particularly as my room was only 
reached by going thro’ theirs, but they proposed it and said “You dont have to go up now unless 
you want to.  It is early yet but we have to get up very early and so have to go to bed early, but 
you dont have to get up till later & mustn’t feel obliged to go up now because we go, for you 
can stay down as long as you like.”  Dont you remember that?  It was rather different from the 
Morristown visit.  I didn’t feel easy there about staying down, tho’ I was longing so for an hour 
alone with you.  Oh Harry I cant get over your lovely news this afternoon.  I cant tell you how 
happy I am about your having a piano.  It will be the greatest comfort & blessing you could 



have.  You have almost no pleasure out there, and this will give you a great deal and help you 
thro’ many a lonely Sunday, and on stormy evenings when you dont feel like going out, you can 
have a lovely grate fire, and have a good time all by yourself.  It is so nice to have a piano in 
one’s room where it can be used any time, and it will help you thro’ many a fit of blues.  Harry 
dont feel that I want you to keep your gloomy feelings to yourself.  I dont want it.  I want you to 
write about them.  I wont feel as I did last year.  Then I felt that you had your worst fits when I 
didn’t write long letters as often as you wanted them and because I couldn’t tell you all about 
my feelings.  I felt that you blamed me, and yet I way trying to do all I could, but of course there 
can be no such trouble this year, and I will know that your blues are the same as mine and it will 
help me to know that you can sympathize with me.  I want you to be as cheerful & happy as 
possible but darling I know you cant be perfectly so any of the time, and some of the time you’ll 
be desperately blue and then you must write me how you feel.  It will help to you to let it out a 
little, and as long as I understand that you are not blaming me I’ll be all right and will be glad to 
have you write as you feel.  I’ll have my fits too & wont be able to keep them hidden from you.  
So the Potters think you are no good.  Well if they only knew what an absurd remark that was, 
they never would have made it, and when they find out what a terrible mistake they made they 
will feel flat enough.  They’ll find it out sooner or later.  They cant help it.  I hope you’ll accept 
all Huston’s invitations to meals, for you ought to have a good square meal whenever you can, 
and when we keep house, we’ll be good to him and make it up, tho’ you mustn’t take any of his 
beer, and stuff, because that we cant ever make up, for we wont have such stuff around, but I 
guess we can make up any thing else to him.  If the Troops have boarders perhaps you could get 
table board there.  I dont know how far it is from the University but if Mrs. Stockton’s table 
becomes too unbearable I’d advise to to try and make some arrangement with the Troops if it 
isn’t too awfully inconvenient.  Almost any thing would be better than Mrs. S’s but before you 
get caught in any thing find out what kind of board the Troops have.  Perhaps they wouldn’t 
take you, but if they have other boarders I dont see why they would make any objection.  If 
they were alone it would be asking too much, but as they are not I think it might be much 
better for you than where you are now and the T’s wouldn’t think it at all cheeky of you to 
propose it.  You wonder where to put your piano.  I guess you can tell about that better than I 
for you know the room & know where it will be most convenient.  I should think the place 
where the bureau now stands would be a good place if you can stand the light from the 
windows, but I fear that light in front of you [would] be bad for you.  You must not have the 
piano too near the heat for that is the worst thing in the world and ruins a piano quicker than 
anything else.  If you put it on the side where the bed it, I suppose you’d have to put the bed in 
the bay window again.  I dont know the size of the bay window, but it looks very large, and I 
think if there is room for the wardrobe in the place where your trunk stands it would be a good 
scheme to put it there, and find another place for the trunk.  If you had a dark red cover for it it 
wouldn’t look badly out in the room in the corner between the door and the window.  But let 
me see haven’t you a cover for it already?  It seems to me that you said that olive was what you 
used for it.  There is one other place I have thought of for the piano if there is room for it, but 
that would necessitate having your wash stand out in the room between the bed and 
wardrobe.  It wouldn’t be so very conspicuous the[re] and would[n’t] look so very badly.  Now if 
you have drawn your room & bay window so that they look too large you mustn’t blame me for 
my ideas of the size.  The windows looks enormous and I should think that there would be 



room for the piano where I will mark it on your plan.  If you had the keys toward the windows 
that would throw the light on the music and none of it in your eyes.  During dark rainy days it 
would be very nice to get such a good light as you’d have there, and in the evening you could 
have your student lamp.   This would be far enough away from the heat but in the winter might 
be too far away for your comfort, but of course you’ve got to judge of all that for yourself, and 
Harry Osborn if it is a small bay window and my suggestion seems absurd you needn’t try to 
tease me about it, for you have made the bay window look like a small sized room and so you 
are to blame if I make a fool of myself in my suggestion.  You see in the plan there is plenty of 
room, and a good deal left to allow for length.  What has got into your eyes?  You had so much 
trouble last year.  I am afraid your work is trying to them.  Those strong microscopes are 
probably the cause of it.  I dont see how you can stand them.  You must be careful.  I know that 
it is bad[,] for looking thro’ your’s even for a few moments nearly murdered me.  Mamma & 
Jule and I played Scat awhile tonight and I had a hand which rather surprised them and two 
such disgusted things you never saw.  They wouldn’t play another hand they were so broken 
up.  I had four Jacks and was dying to play a grande, but as I didn’t have a ten or ace in my hand 
I couldn’t think of such a thing.  Besides I had the seven & eight of spades, the queen of 
diamonds, the king of clubs & the nine & seven of clubs.  You see I hadn’t anything at all except 
my Jacks.  I didn’t dare offer a solo, but had the edge & offered a turney & expected some one 
would bid higher.  Mamma cant make anything so she gets reckless and dont care how much 
she loses.  She has such awful [ill.] hands, and her only fun is to take a thing she thinks we want 
away from us even if it sends her way down below nothing.  Jule gets so mad for she says it is 
pure cussedness, but mamma says if she cant beat going up she’ll have a lot of figures anyhow 
and beat the other way.  What possessed her to let me have the turney is more than I can see.  
They didn’t have any Jacks and aces & tens were divided up on such a way that they didn’t have 
enough to raise a solo, and mamma for once didn’t try anything so I had my turney.  Well as 
luck would have it I drew the queen of clubs, and the other card was the ten of that suit.  (Did 
you ever hear of such luck?)  Well of course I discarded my queen of ◊ & the 7 of spades.  This 
left me with a pretty soft thing[,] nine trumps & only one poor card.  Well you just better 
believe I promised a schneider.  This seemed to mamma & Jule a wild thing for they had such a 
lot of stuff in their hands and Jule said “You promise a schneider!  How much do you have to 
lose?  Goodness!  What a lot, you lose three times the amount?”  She never dreamed but what 
I’d lose it, and she and mamma tho’t I was crazy & expected to lay me out.  Well I did trumps.  
Jule supposed that mamma would be all right as she hadn’t any, and was some what faint when 
mamma played her ace, and said “Goodness mamma! Cant you play anything else[?]  Throw 
away a jack.  That would be better than to lose your ace.”  Mamma said “I cant help it.[”]  Jule 
began to be little alarmed but hoped they could make thirty out of their good cards.  I just fired 
one trump after another hoping they would throw away the wrong ace & ten.  They just 
happened to save the right ones and that kept me from getting the last trick.  It nearly broke 
their hearts to have to throw away such good cards, and they wouldn’t play any more. 
Friday P.M. 

My darling I had to stop writing last night and go to bed.  I tho’t I’d get my letter started 
so that I would be sure of sending it off this afternoon in time for you to get it on Sunday A.M.  I 
hope you have already started something off to me for if you haven’t I cant get it.  I guess 
Barnes did forget your letter because it wasn’t postmarked till the 11th 12 M instead of the 10th 



sometime in the afternoon.  I’ll send the postmarks of the letters I have rec’d from Lafayette.  
You said you wanted them.  I rec’d a letter this A.M.[,] the continuation of the one I had 
yesterday.  How very provoking it was about the meeting.  They dont seem to know their own 
minds very well, take your time for two evenings & then decide they’d rather manage it by 
themselves.  Why didn’t they decide that before.  I am glad Dr. Smart has cooled down about 
your late arrival.  I dont think it was late for you were on time.  Dr. S. must be a terrible old fuss, 
but I wont say a word against him as long as he thinks you are O.K.  I wonder if Miss Elder has 
come around all right.  I am glad Miss Weed is all right & isn’t cranky.  I had to laugh at your 
apology for cheating the government, because it happens you didn’t cheat them for they found 
you out.  It is pretty hard to get ahead of them.  Last year they opened those temperature 
charts or maps or “what you call ems,” and charged letter postage on acc’t of writing on it.  I 
didn’t have the benefit of a note so I wasn’t so happy over it.  This time I didn’t mind the 
postage for I had some good out of it, but they evidently think we are letter fiends, and cant 
help writing on all occasions so they keep their eyes on a package for Effie M. Loag.  Mr. Lozier 
seems very pleasant.  He is a great talker and very sociable.  I’m not wild over him by any means 
but guess he will be a very nice boarder.  Mr. Truxton dont want to go, and is all broken up 
about it.  He was trying to work a little game on mamma and tho’t he was wonderfully cute.  He 
said he couldn’t give more than $9.00 per week and mamma said she had always had $10.00 & 
tho’t she ought to have that and couldn’t promise to let him keep it at $9.00 but he could stay 
at that price until it was rented.  He wanted to know if mamma would give him a week’s notice 
so he’d have time to hunt for a place & she said yes, and it seems he intended to keep it right 
along.  He tho’t probably some one would look at it & then consider it for a day or two & then 
mamma would tell him that someone was thinking of it, and he could then keep his eyes open 
& if he found the man was likely to take it he would offer $10.00 & stay.  He tho’t if no one 
turned up to take it he would have it all winter for $9.00.  He tho’t he was just as smart & cute 
as he could be, and it serves him right to get left.  The thing was settled without any dilly 
dallying, and Mr. T. didn’t know it till the thing was done.  Mamma didn’t suspect his little game 
at all & didn’t suppose he cared about staying, & supposed from what he said that he wouldn’t 
pay $10.00 per week.  He is wild and says he never tho’t of going, & said “You promised to give 
me a week’s notice Mrs. Loag.  I think its real mean.”  Mamma said “Yes I know I promised you 
a week’s notice and I’m giving you two instead of one.”  He said he liked it here so much, and 
didn’t want to go a bit, & now that he found he couldn’t stay he liked it here better than ever.  
He wanted to know if it was rented positively[,] if there was no way to get out of it.  Mamma 
said [ill.] no[,] that the gentleman had already come & was in the 3rd floor hall room, and was 
only waiting till he left so he could have the 4th floor room.  Mr. T. is as blue as can be about it, 
and says he is going to try and get some one to come and take the big room with him, that he 
wont go if he can help himself.  You’d laugh if you could hear him go on.  I’m glad his game 
didn’t work, for Mr. L. is far better than Mr. Truxton, & now if he stays he will take another 
room off our hands and it will be less trouble to have two gentlemen in the room than a 
gentleman, and his wife, or two ladies.  They will be out of the way all day, and be better for us, 
so if he can get a friend mamma will let him have the room.  We dont like him but he dont 
make any trouble and isn’t home enough to annoy us much.  He’s an awful pill but we might do 
worse, and it will be better than Miss Smith anyhow, and Miss Lee has become just like her and 
they were a dreadful nuisance, and needed any quantity of waiting on.  I wish Mr. Steinbach 



would come and engage it again, before Mr. T. can find a chum, but I guess there is no such 
good luck.  Mr. S. was home so little I shouldn’t think that it would pay him to board.  I should 
think he’d take a room and get his meals out, for he has so few at his boarding place.  Dear dear 
I must stop.  I never know how to do it.  My darling Harry I send with this letter any quantity of 
love and kisses, and will send you a fresh supply tomorrow. 
       Goodbye my own 
          Always your loving & devoted 
                          Effie. 
 
 


