
                                                                                                       No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                       N.Y. Sept. 24th 1885. 
My own darling darling Harry, 
       I intended to write a long letter last night, but had a bad headache, and tho’t I’d better 
wait till today.  So here I am, and I mean to stay for some time if it is a possible thing.  I slept 
very little last night, and my head still aches, & I feel mean enough.  The headache isn’t all.  I 
dont mind that so much, but the heartache seems almost too much at times.  Oh darling your 
last two letters have been so lovely & it has really helped me to have you tell me of your blues.  
I am sorry to have you suffer so, & yet somehow it comforts me.  We cant help finding some 
comfort in the knowledge that we both feel alike.  We can understand each other all the better 
for it.  It seems very selfish for me to want you to suffer as I do, yet I must confess that I am 
almost happy to have it so.  I[t] sounds so cold blooded to say that I am happy to have you 
miserable.  I tried to put it mildly, but I’m afraid, that that almost hasnt has no right to be in 
that last sentence, for I know that it does make me feel happy to know that you feel as I do.  
Darling I would not want you to suffer from hay-fever because I must, or from any sickness 
because I had to.  That would be fiendish, but this suffering from longing for me, shows your 
love, and we both glory in every sign of love we find in each other.  It is strange that it should be 
so, when we know each other so well, & believe so fully & implich implicitly in one another, but 
so it is.  We couldn’t either of us be happy at all, if we felt that the other didn’t grieve over this 
separation, but felt as happy & contented as when we were together.  If you were so, I know I’d 
be apt to think that your love wasn’t as strong as mine, and that I was not necessary to you at 
all, that you were just as happy without me.  It would make me wild, for I couldn’t help feeling, 
that your love wasn’t like mine, and I’d doubt whether it was the real thing, and would feel, 
that your feeling wasn’t strong enough to last.  I know you’d feel exactly the same if I didn’t 
mind the separation.  We both look at marriage very seriously and we’d both be afraid to take 
such an important step, if we felt that we were, or could be, happy apart, if we felt that we 
were not necessary to each others happiness.  If I felt that you were as happy without me, I’d 
know that I wasn’t necessary to your happiness, & no matter how strong my love for you, I 
would be afraid to marry you, and I know you’d feel exactly the same, if you felt so about my 
feeling for you.  You’d be afraid to marry me because you couldn’t feel that my love was the 
real thing & that it was strong enough to last, but we know that there will be no such trouble.  
We have tested our love & know that it doesn’t lack strength.  If it could be weighed we’d find 
that the scales were evenly balanced.  I dont think there would be any difference.  We are both 
full of it.  We need each other more & more, and cant settle down & be satisfied when we are 
apart.  Is is selfish for us to feel that we want these signs of the strength of each others love?  It 
Is it selfish for me to find comfort & happiness in hearing that you are blue & unhappy and 
miserable as I am?  Well I feel so anyway, & cant help it, & I know you feel so too, and so if it is 
selfish to feel so, we are both selfish, and it would be hard to determine which is most so.  
Outside[r]s would probably be disgusted, but outsiders have nothing to do with it.  We do our 
whining to whining to each other and dont complain to outsiders, & we try to hide it before 
them, so they needn’t worry over us.  All we ask is to be let alone.  I do talk to Ada when she is 
here, more than I ever have to any one, but I dont begin to talk to her as I write to you.  She is 
sympathetic & understands me & is a very great comfort, but I dont tell her half that I feel, nor 
any thing like half, but when I do talk to her she is just lovely & always helps me.  Harry I have 



tho’t about Xmas, and how hard it is going to be for us to be alone.  It wont be anything like last 
summer.  We’ll never have any chance till after every one has gone to bed, and in the winter, 
they always hang around till ten o’clock, and usually later.  Then we have only that one room, 
and mamma will get wild if we sit up as late as we often did last summer.  Isn’t it provoking not 
to have a room of my own.  It will bother us all winter, for it will interfere with my letters, and 
even be a nuisance when we are together.  Still we’ll take considerable comfort I imagine, and 
that week will be very happy.  I guess mamma will be good to us.  She was this summer, and I 
guess as we can only have a week, she will not make any fuss about our sitting up till the “wee 
sma’ hours,” and if she does we’ll fight for our rights & get them, but I guess she wont make us 
fight for them.  She’ll let us have them and do all she can for us, tho’ no matter how good she is 
it wont be as comfortable of us, for we cant be as independent as if I had my own room.  At 
Madison it will be the same, for we cant sit in your den as we did in the summer and our only 
chance will be late at night, but we’ll manage some how and will have a mighty good time, but 
will have to do a powerful lot of scheming to be alone, but I think we will manage to get a good 
deal tho’, it wont be as easy as it was in the summer.  It is full moon now and last night was 
glorious, but I dont take as much interest in the moon now as I have done during the last few 
months.  Oh how we would have enjoyed a walk last night.  It will be full noon on Dec. 21st.  I 
hope the weather will be clear and not very cold, and that it will be just right for walking.  Wont 
we have some magnificent walks.  When we are at Madison we’ll walk over for the mail every 
night.  We’ll spend our days with the family but for as your time is so short they’ll want to see 
you as much as possible, but we must scheme for the nights.  I hope there will be something 
good going on at the theaters here in N.Y. so that I can treat you to a little feast.  I also hope 
that the opera season will be prolonged so that you can hear Lohengrin[,] Tannhäuser, Die 
Walküre, or some other fine performance.  I believe they plan to close the season the 19th of 
Dec. but I hope they’ll change their plan and give an extra week or two.  Any way we’ll go 
somewhere every night while the parlor is occupied, if it is only to walk, for we cant waste our 
time sitting around with the crowd, for they’d be likely to stay up as long as we did, so we’ll 
make ourselves scarce the first part of the evening, and will stay out till the parlor light is put 
out, & then we’ll take possession & be monarchs of all we survey.  Cousin May U[e]belacker 
came down yesterday & spent the night here.  She misses Charlie awfully & feels somewhat 
worried about him.  The paper yesterday gives quite an acc’t of the hazing at Princeton, and she 
fears Charlie has had to suffer.  There has been quite a time there.  Charlie hadn’t been 
bothered much when he wrote on Sunday but since then there have been worse times than 
before.  The faculty are trying to hush it up, because the boys who have done the worst things, 
are among the smartest students and belong to very wealthy & influential families, and they 
dont want to lose them.  Cousin M. is quite excited over the acc’t in yesterday’s paper.  The Dr. 
was in Elberon, and she hoped he’d see the acc’t and go to Princeton on his way home 
yesterday.  I think it is going to be lovely to have the Reynolds here.  Maggie seems so much 
more like herself and we all enjoy her so much.  They seem so happy to be here and like their 
room, and are as contented as can be.  Ten Eyck so far has been as good as gold, & no trouble 
whatever, and he is as cute as can be, and we all think that he will be a great addition rather 
than an objection.  We are all very fond of children but they are apt to be objectionable to 
other people in a house of this kind, but if Ten Eyck is like this all the time no one can find any 
fault.  Besides, thank fortune, we will not have a fault finding crowd.  Maggie says all she is 



afraid of, is his being spoiled, & I am afraid there is danger of that for he is so cute & cunning 
and people cant help making a fuss over him.  He and Fritz are pretty good friends.  He is 
devoted to Fritz & wants him all the time.  Fritz likes him & is always kissing him, but he is 
inclined to be jealous and once in awhile growls a bit.  You ought to see him watch me, & if I go 
near Ten Eyck he plants himself between us.  He nearly dies if I he finds me petting Ten Eyck, 
and if Ten Eyck attempts to make love to me there is war.  He dont seem a bit jealous of Jule’s 
attentions to T.E.  Isn’t it funny?  And isn’t it strange he was so fond of you that he didn’t make 
any fuss over our demonstrations?  For he certainly wasn’t jealous then except that over your 
attentions to me when he wanted you to notice him.  He didn’t seem to mind it at all usually.  
He isn’t going to stand any such nonsense from T.E. tho,’ & is going to stick up for his rights.  He 
likes him except for this jealousy. 
        The Hillers are in town visiting the Yetters.  They are coming here tomorrow, and may 
be here to lunch.  They “dont know exactly.”  They “talk some of doing a little shopping, and 
dont know just what will be their best plan, but may come to lunch.”  I wonder if they have 
spent all this time in wondering “what will be our best plan.”  They seem to be still wondering 
and I am afraid it is a chronic state.  We might have spent half our summer deciding what to do 
if we had been like them, but I think when we only had ourselves to consider we wasted very 
little time in making our decision, tho’ we had a hard time when I planned a little trip for 
mamma & Lottie, and always wasted time when ever we tried to plan something nice for some 
body else, but when we hadn’t any one else to consider we were usually all right & knew our 
own minds pretty well.  You haven’t said a word about your letters from home.  Have they been 
good about writing to you?  You must tell me the news, for I haven’t heard a word from any of 
them since you left.  Are the Adamsons there still?  I mean to run up to Madison as soon as my 
hay fever is better.  I feel miserable today and am getting so dreadfully tired of it, but it cant 
hang on much longer & I try to think of that.  My dress making isn’t progressing very fast for I 
cant sew very long at a time.  Poor Mrs. Barnes!  She must be feeling dreadfully.  I can 
sympathize with her, but she has plenty of sympathy I suppose.  It isn’t silly for married people 
to feel badly when they are separated or to write as much & as often as they like, but engaged 
couples have no right to have any feeling and they are very silly.  For my part I cant see why it 
isn’t just as hard for the lovers.  They love each other just as much.  If they haven’t any feeling 
before they are married, [ill.] I dont see how they get up such a tremendous amount 
afterwards, and I think if they dont mind a separation before they are married, they never will 
mind it.  Married people get sympathy from every one & have more to make their separation 
easier.  But Mr. & Mrs. Barnes have never been separated have they?  Well I guess a month 
from now they’ll be bluer than they are now.  Of course, if they have never tried it they cant 
realize anything about it.  I believe Mrs. B. was visiting in Toledo, was she not when you went 
out last fall?  She was if my memory isn’t playing me a trick.  Well that was only for a little visit, 
and that is very different, and they couldn’t judge by that, if they are like me.  They’d miss each 
other dreadfully of course, but in the first place the goodbye wouldn’t be so hard, & that isn’t 
all.  The want doesn’t die out after a week or so. it  I dont get used to having to do without you.  
The want grows stronger every day instead of dying out, and then as week after week drags by 
it seems almost unbearable.  That is the way we feel and I imagine, from all you have told me of 
them, that they will be the same, and it is mighty tough on any one who loves as we do.  Now 
my darling my own blessed boy I must say goodbye. 



With endless love 
                    from your devoted 
                         Effie. 
 

Am so glad that you liked Fritz’ picture.  Hope your feet are getting better.   
      Goodbye again with unbounded love. 
                   E.M.L. 


