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My darling Effie 
       The family I spoke of are getting ready to depart & have unearthed a dog I forgot to 
mention before he has been so quiet all the time.  I mailed a letter of eight pages at Chatham or 
rather trusted it to an honest looking individual to mail for there was no box at the depot.  I 
dont know when you will get it but I hope on Friday.  I don’t know whether you can read these 
letters but I am getting now quite trained down & can get along better than at first.  Mamma 
has had a long nap resting her head on papas shoulder and supported by his arm and as he is a 
solid looking man with iron grey hair & a gruff voice voice it didn’t look a bit soft or foolish but 
kind & thoughtful.  Uncle Zephe hasn’t played on the accordion for a long time & life has 
become worth living.  Lake St. Claire looks about like the rest of the lakes.  It is too wide to see 
across & you wouldn’t suspect it of being so insignificant as it looks upon the map.  We are now 
passing through a rain storm but I believe I don’t have to leave this car till I got to Lafayette.  If 
so I dont care much what it does.  I think we must be getting near Detroit.  I see some church 
spires & other indications of a city.  We are due here at 1:05 & it is now 3 P.M. & 4 oclock in 
New York.  Detroit is a large place I should imagine but four rows of box cars rather obstruct the 
view.  The water of the Straight of Belle Isle is of a beautiful green.  I guess it is the name.  
Anyhow it is a clear beautiful river of pure water so unlike the mud color of the Hudson or the 
Connecticut.  It is the same color as the St. Lawrence & the Niagara & much the color of the 
Lehigh as we saw it on the trip we took to Mauch chunk.  We were carried over the river and 
are again in the united states & I am now in the car I shall travel in till I reach Lafayette.  On 
entering this car I found an elderly lady[,] one of those females who furnish pictures derogatory 
of the sex.  She had a vileise & one of three paper parcels and had two whole seats at her 
disposal.  As soon as I got in she hailed me & wanted me to push down the window so I tried it 
but it was tight so I gave it up & advised her to hunt up a seat where the window was all right 
but for there were lots of seats but she wouldn’t do that because she wouldn’t get too seats.  I 
dropped her then.  Detroit is lighted by electric lamps.  There are about fifteen tall open frame 
towers as high as the pole in Union Square with four lamps in each one that I should expect to 
be a beautiful way to light the place.  We are in the state of Mich. & thus far the road has run 
through beautiful forest country.  The ground beneath clear of under-brush and the trees tall & 
straight & lots of [ill.] all around one.  There are no hills & houses seem to be few & far 
between.  We did not go into Detroit enough [to] see any thing from.  With such a waterfront it 
ought to be a lovely place and I suspect it is & there were lots of trees.  We are two hours late & 
I shall not reach Lafayette until 12 oclock.  I will go on over to Purdue however.  Then I am there 
on hand first thing in the morning & ready for business. I was glad I waited until today for now I 
have 24 hours of grace to remember & we should have been far unhappier [ill.] on Monday if I 
had left Monday night we were yesterday.  I wish it was xmas time now & I was leaving 
Lafayette fast behind, only it would not be by this route.  I dont anticipate my arrival at 
Lafayette with pleasure.  (This jolting beats any thing yet & I give it up for the present but will 
try to finish this at the stops_).  We are now in Auburn Junction and have made a fine run from 
Detroit[,] 130 miles in three hours with only two stops except for R.R. crossings.  I have been 
thinking about you & reading my novel at intervals, and I believe that I like the former 



occupation better.  We have just had a little collision which has put out all but one light and 
now we are in motion again.  I wont complain at their getting me any nearer the end of my 
journey.  I am afraid that we wont have a dazzling light here.  When they coupled the cars they 
hit hard enough to put out all the lights but one & I am in the middle of the car and they seem 
to be having some trouble with the one nearest me.  I suppose that there is no use in being 
homesick but we cant do as we like always with our feelings.  If we could but only by removing 
the cause I shouldn’t want to.  How can I help being homesick when I love you so My Effie.  You 
too are homesick & home to us two now & always must be the place where the mate is.  I am 
not the sort to make a hermit out of & I can never again feel any thing like content until I can be 
with you.   

I must stop now Darling  Things are too bad against me.  With deepest fondest undying 
love ever for you, my own Effie ever your own loving 
                Harry. 


