
                                                                                                  No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                  N.Y. Sept. 9th 1885 
My own darling Harry, 

It gave me the horrors to address the envelope on my letter last night.  It brought back 
last winter so vividly.  I know that we cant have as much trouble as we had then, but for we 
understand each other so much better, but the separation is going to be harder to bear.  I 
wrote a note last night.  It was short but all that I had time for.  I wanted you to get it Thurs. 
P.M. & to make sure of that had to get it in at 8:45.  Sometimes the mail isn’t collected till nine 
o’clock but they often take it before & I didn’t want to run any risk.  I told you how late it was 
when I reached home.  I wanted to come right up to my room, but mamma would not rest till I 
had eaten something.  Dear mamma knew how it was.  She didn’t say any thing but she showed 
by her actions that she knew how dreadful it was for me, for she did several thoughtful little 
things.  She tho’t I would need bracing up & she had made some beef tea for me.  I didn’t want 
it but had to take it.  I was really glad to the long delay for it gave me time to get control of 
myself.  Oh darling I hated so to say goodbye in that hasty cold blooded way, but I am so 
thankful that I went, for it gave us one extra hour.  We might have had a few minutes more but 
for their absurd rules.  There is no sense at all in such rules, and they dont have such stupid 
ones on the other roads.  What is the use of such nonsense?  What possible harm could it do 
for me to go to the train to see you off?  I know we could have had at least five minutes more.  
It was heartless for them to spring a good bye on us like that.  I wonder I remembered to give 
you my note, but I kept my hand on it all the time so that I wouldn’t forget it.  I have wondered 
if you ever read it.  I jammed jammed it into your hand, and I dont know whether you 
understood what I said.  Perhaps you didn’t even know where it came from, & supposed it was 
only a piece of paper which you didn’t want, & lost it on your way to the cars.  You must tell me 
the fate of the poor thing.  I couldn’t watch you as you rushed away from me, so I turned, & 
rushed in the opposite direction.  The place was pretty well deserted, & it was the best place in 
the world for me to fight myself & gain control.  When I reached home I was calm to all 
outward appearance, and I was very glad, for I didn’t want any one to see how I felt.  That 
horrid old woman rushed for me, and nabbed me the moment I got in the house to make sure 
of me for the evening, and said “I hope you’ll give us some music this evening.”  I said not 
much, or words to that effect.  Old idiot!  I wonder if she thinks I am going to hang around and 
make myself useful.  Mr. Everit and Dr. _____ took the charmers (?) to the Casino last night, but 
left the old lady home & she seemed to think we ought to do all in our power to make it 
pleasant for her & she waited in vain for a few moments, and then had the cheek to go up to 
mamma’s room and ask her to come downstairs & play cards.  You see on Monday night 
mamma & Jule stayed in the parlor and played cards, and now they seem to expect it, but they 
needn’t try to come it over me for I wont be dragged into any such torture.  They bore me 
terribly, and my hay fever is all the torture I can stand just now.  In fact it is almost more than I 
can stand, and I will not make myself agreeable to them except at table & when I am obliged to 
be with them.  Jule said she heard Mr. E. tell them that I was a fine player, & they are evidently 
trying to get their money’s worth by having us devote our evenings to entertaining them.  I had 
my evening alone and was very well satisfied to be left to myself.  Fritz would not leave me a 
minute, and was so sympathetic, and tried so hard to comfort me.  He was a comfort too for he 
missed you too, & looked all over for you, and seemed so sad, and seemed to know that we 



were [ill.] both sad for the same reason.  He seems thoroughly broken up.  I never saw him miss 
any one so much.  He looked all over for you again this morning and after going to up to your 
room on the 4th floor he came back so disappointed.  He stays close to me all the time, and dont 
even move when the door bell rings.  He knows as well as any of us that you wont come back in 
a few days.  I tried to brace him up a little while ago by telling him I’d take him for a walk, but 
even that failed to rouse him.  He looked at me, & I had my hat on, but he didn’t move.  I had a 
dreadful night & didn’t get up to breakfast.  Fritz slept in my room close by the side of my bed.  I 
got up about eleven o’clock and my sleep this A.M. did me good.  At twelve I went down to Mr. 
Z’s store with Jule.  He offered to give her some leather to decorate if she would come to the 
store this noon & select what she wanted, & she didn’t want to go alone, so I had to go too.  He 
has given her two hunting scenes.  I came home in time for lunch, but Jule stayed down to do 
some errands.  I rec’d a telegram from Ada this A.M. while I was dressing.  Mr. Underwood’s 
father is very low & she wanted to know if it would be convenient for her to spend tonight 
here.  I telegraphed her at once to come by all means.  Just now a telegram came for her, and I 
fear that Mr. U’s father is dead.  I expect her any minute.  If I dont call on the girls today, I’ll go 
tomorrow morning.  You must be between Detroit & Lafayette by this time.  It is about three 
o’clock.  Darling I miss you so terribly.  Every room I go in reminds me of you, for I have so many 
associations with them all, but darling I dont have to wander around from room to room to be 
reminded.  I think of you all the time, if I stay in one place as much as I do where I see things 
that are connected w with your visit here.  I have cried my self out and can now appear as 
usual, but there is just as much going on inside.  I cant tell you how strange it seems not to have 
you with me, and to think that this sort of things must go one for more than 3 mos. is hard[,] 
awfully hard.  Perhaps I’ll be better when I can have a letter every day.  I cant help being happy 
when I have a letter.  I hope for something on Saturday tho’ you wont have time to write much, 
and I dont suppose I can hear all about you before Monday.  I’m going to see if I can get any 
thing out of the P.O. on Sunday & if so, you had better believe I’ll get it.  Now darling, my own 
darling, good bye for today.  With fondest deepest truest love believe me 
       yours forever 
              Effie 


