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My own darling Boy, 
      For days I have been threatening to fix up this pen, but have always forgotten it till I got 
ready to write, and then didn’t want to bother to hunt up the filler, so I have used your ink, and 
your holder, and your stub pen.  But it is so convenient to have the ink & pen all in one, & not 
have to be eternally dipping for a fresh supply of ink, & this morning when I got ready to write, I 
determined to take time to fix this up.  It only took a few minutes & here it is as nice as ever.  
Dont it start off well?  Usually a long rest makes it very cranky, but I think this rest seems to 
have done it good, for I believe it is better than ever before.  The ink runs exactly right, neither 
too fast, or too slow.  How different my writing looks, but you have seen it like this before, so I 
dont think you will have any trouble recognizing it.  I like this pen very much better than the 
one you have, and dont think you made a very good exchange, when you discarded this, & 
bought that.  Your darling letter came this morning.  I wasn’t ready to go down stairs and get it, 
so that I could have it before breakfast, and was so sorry the postman hadn’t come one minute 
later.  He was about fifteen minutes earlier than usual, but if it had been only one minute later, 
I could have gone down and got it from Ellen as she was on her way back to the dining room, 
but as it was, I couldn’t go down for it, but that girl knows a thing or two, and she is particularly 
nice to me.  Well I supposed I’d have to go to breakfast & eat it before I could have my letter, 
which I wanted more than I did my breakfast.  But do you know that the next minute I heard a 
knock (I was just going toward the door on my way down).  I said “come” and there stood Ellen, 
(bless her) with your letter.  She said “Here is a big fat letter for you Miss Effie.”  Well f perhaps 
you think it wasn’t pleasant a surprise, but I hope you dont think anything so absurd.  Wasn’t 
Ellen a jewel to bring it to me?  Well I was rather late to breakfast, for I stopped of course to 
read my letter, and the clipping you sent.  It makes me so happy to know that my letters help 
you, & you have no idea how much easier it is for me to write now than it used to be.  I think I 
loved you just as much but some how I could not talk about it, or rather write about it.  I knew 
you wanted me to do it, and I wanted to help you, but I simply couldn’t do it, but the summer 
has taken away all that feeling, & I feel so free now when I am writing to you, & cant keep 
things back any more if I wanted to.  I know my letters are different.  I dont think as letters they 
are improved any, but they certainly are more st satisfactory as love letters, and do us both 
more good.  I haven’t the least hesitation about telling you now of my feelings, or any thing at 
all that interests me.  It is very easy, for I write right along now without wasting any time in 
deciding what to say.  I think I usually tell the most important things first, for they naturally are 
uppermost, & have to come first.  I write all I have time for, and never feel ready to stop.  It 
takes so much time to write a letter, and one tells so little after all.  It could be told in a few 
minutes if we were together, and sometimes it is so awfully tantalizing to be so tied down, but I 
dont feel this half as much as I used to last year, and get a great deal more comfort out of it.  I 
do appreciate our letters, and am so thankful that we are situated as we are.  How horrible it 
would be if you were in the Navy.  Neither of us are constituted to stand anything like that.  It is 
so lucky that you didn’t choose to go to the Naval Academy.  Ed was away for sixteen months, & 
so much of the time it was impossible to have any word between them for so long.  They 
seemed to stand it wonderfully well, but we couldn’t do it I know.  They seem so devoted, & so 
very very happy together, but I think they can adapt themselves to circumstances better that 



we can.  We can both adapt ourselves to circumstances pretty well if we are together, but we 
cant get used to being apart so that we can be contented at all.  We can make the best of every 
thing else, & managed to be happy and contented with a little, but this one thing cant be 
overcome.  I know that Edwin & Maggie missed each other awfully & that it was very very hard 
for them, but it didn’t seems to break them all up as it does us.  Maggie was so dreadful about 
writing.  Her mother was the same way & never used to write to mamma when we lived in Cala.  
I dont know whether she wrote to her when mamma first went out there, but if so, she didn’t 
keep it up very long, & for years mamma never had a single word from her.  Aunt Fannie was 
very affectionate, and lovely as she could be, and so very very fond of mamma, it seemed very 
strange, but she never could bear to write, and Maggie is just like her, & no amount of scolding, 
coaxing or argument can make her do it.  She did write to Ed sometimes, but not as often as she 
could have done, & sometimes when he reached a port he wouldn’t get a single line, & that was 
awful I think.  If we were fixed like that, I’d keep a journal for you, and write something every 
day.  Then when the time came to send it to some port to wo be ready to welcome you, I’d sent 
it and begin a new one.  I think she ought to have done this, for she had almost nothing to do, 
but if she wouldn’t do it, she might at least have had a letter for him whenever it was possible, 
for that wouldn’t have been very often.  You just ought to hear me go for her about it.  I tell her 
just what I think.  Ed used to be so disappointed, but was always so patient, too patient I think, 
for there wasn’t any excuse for M. & there was no sense at all in her neglecting him as she did, 
simply because she “never did like to write letters, & couldn’t make up her mind to it.”  Of 
course every one finds it a very unsatisfactory way to talk but goodness!  When one has no 
other way it is very much better than nothing, & she was glad enough to have Edwin’s letters.  
He writes remarkably good letters.  She has read me some of them, and they are intensely 
interesting.  His style is so very good.  Perhaps she was ashamed of her own letters, but when 
one doesn’t get in the habit of writing their letters are bound to be stiff & strained, but there 
was no reason for her to be so.  She could write well if she would only get accustomed to 
putting her ideas on paper for she is very bright, and could soon write delightful letters if she 
would only make up her mind to try.  It would be hard at first, but she humors herself in this 
respect, & dont try to get over it, but she is awfully nice, & I know you will like her, in spite of 
your prejudice against her, on acc’t of her being so inconsiderate of her husband in this one 
respect.  I think that is the only thing she fails to do for him.  It is lovely to see them together, 
and her love shows so plainly that you’d never suspect her of such a thing as neglecting him 
when he is away, and she dont mean it for neglect either.  Ed seems to be faultless.  I suppose 
he has his faults but we cant find them.  I admire him exceedingly.  You’ll think I am in love with 
him, but dont forget please, that I cant fall in love again, because you have my heart and take 
care of it, and no one else has any power over it.  I have your heart, and of course that could 
not fall in love with a man tho’ there is no knowing when I’ll find myself in love with some girl.  I 
dont think you’ll have any trouble with my heart, for it was never given to falling in love till you 
began to work on it, and I dont think any one else could ever have any power over it, but your 
heart has been obstreperous for years, and there is no telling what moment I’ll find myself 
violently in love with some girl.  So far it hasn’t cut up any capers, but I know it is a difficult 
heart to manage.  Still I’m glad we changed, for it is safer for you to have my heart, than to keep 
your own, for now you wont be always in such desperate places as you used to be when you 
managed your own heart, and I dont seem to have any trouble with it.  It has always behaved 



very well since you gave it to me, & I like taking care of it, and think it is a great deal nicer than 
mine, but I’m glad you like mine best.  Goodness!  How shocked our sisters would be if they 
could see all the above.  Just imagine their disgust, but they wont ever have the chance, so 
never mind.  I guess you can stand it.  This morning Ten Eyck was so cunning.  When I came in 
the dining room every one was busy talking & no one noticed my coming.  Ten Eyck was terribly 
disgusted because I wasn’t noticed at once.  He isn’t allowed to carry on a conversation at the 
table, but he couldn’t stand it to have me neglected and seemed to feel that it would make me 
feel badly and he wanted to do all he could to make me feel all right.  One could see that all this 
was in his mind.  He waited an instant for some one to say good morning to me, & looked kind 
of mad, scowled at them a bit, & then looked at me with the sweetest smile, and said, “how de 
do Effie.”  It brought down the house of course for it was too sweet & cute for any use.  No one 
of course had neglected me intentionally but you know how often one fails to notice a person 
coming in if they are very much interested.  I didn’t think anything of it for I found every one 
talking and knew just how it was, but it worried T.E. and made him quite disgusted.  Wasn’t it 
awfully cunning?  Since he has been here he has worn colored dresses, pink & blue.  This A.M. 
he had on a white one & looked so sweet in it.  The others were pretty, but this was more 
becoming & I said after breakfast “Why how fine you look in you pretty white dress.”  He said 
“but it dot old in it.”  I couldn’t imagine what the child meant, so he pulled the skirt around and 
said “dare is one ittle hole & dare is anoder.”  They were little tiny ones that Maggie hadn’t 
noticed, but nothing escapes him.  He said “You see old in it?”  I will delight in having him here.  
A child that age just fascinates me, and Maggie has to go for me because I notice him so much, 
but I cant help it, and cant keep my face straight when he says funny things as he does 
constantly.  Mr. Truxton’s “heart is broke.”  He left Tuesday because he had found a room & 
had to go at once to secure it, but he still hopes to find a chum to come here with him & take 
the big room.  Mr. Lozier is very nice.  His hair is very grey, but he looks young, but you know I 
am no judge of a person’s age.  He sits at the head of the table.  Mr. Everit has been as cranky 
as could be ever since the Olmsteads left.  Whether he misses them so dreadfully, or whether 
he exhausted all his good humor during the ten days they were here & hasn’t any left, is more 
than we can tell, but he acts too horrid for anything, and dont speak a word at the table unless 
it is to answer, in the shortest possible way, a remark addressed to him.  He always says “good 
morning” or “good evening” pleasantly & the shuts himself up like a clam.  We tho’t at first that 
he was mad because he had to move up to the 4th floor, but he had no right to be for mamma 
let him have that large room on the 4th floor for $10.00 a week.  The winter price is $15.00.  
Then when it got hot she told him he might have the back room on the 3rd floor.  It was more 
comfortable & he might as well use it as long as it wasn’t rented, but of course if it was taken 
he’d have to go back to his own room.  Of course he was very much pleased, & had a pretty soft 
thing for $10.  Mamma even moved him down there, & then when the room was rented moved 
him back, so he had no trouble at all.  He was somewhat annoyed at first but it was absurd & he 
knew it.  He didn’t make any fuss to mamma, but spoke rather disagreeably to Jule about it.  
But as the weather is cool again his room is very comfortable, and he must be all over that, for 
he is lovely to mamma, and talks as usual when they are alone but the moment any one else 
appears upon the scene he shuts right up.  When he came home on Monday he brought 
mamma an immense bouquet of wild flowers which he gather for her himself.  It was beautiful.  
There was golden rod, clover, daisys, daisies, buttercups etc.  The butter cups seem rather 



unusual at this season.  The arrangement of the flowers was beautiful & showed great care & 
taste.  A day or two after he brought her some lovely cultivated flowers.  He leaves his paper for 
her as usual, so evidently he isn’t down on her, & he has deigned to smile on me once or twice, 
but he looks so cross, & isn’t decent to any one at else.  He is positively disagreeable to Mr. 
Lozier & Ed.  He sits between them, but wont say a thing to either of them.  He is usually very 
talkative & it seems so funny for him to act so cranky.  Ed says “Effie, what ails that man?  I get 
my courage up to say something, and the moment I look at him, my courage fails me & I cant 
say a thing, & he seems to put a damper on every one else as well.”  I told him how nice he had 
usually been & Ed thinks he’d like him very much if he’d give him a chance to get acquainted, 
but goodness!  No one dares to speak to him.  He & Miss Elder need shaking up.  Tho’ Miss 
Elder did come around enough to go out with you.  I dont think I’d put up with Mrs. Stockton if 
you can do better at the Troops, but dont blame you for wanting to know how the Troops live.  
You might jump from the frying pan into the fire, tho’ it does seem as tho’ you were are already 
in the fire and would stand a chance of getting into the frying pan, and possibly do better still 
than that.  I think you’d better try and find out about their table & if it is satisfactory I’d try to 
get them to take me.  I dont think I’d consider Miss Elder for one moment, and tho’ Miss Weed 
might feel sorry to have you go I’m sure she’d forgive you & wouldn’t blame you a bit, and I 
really wish you would go, if you can better yourself.  Wont you please try and find out about it 
& go if it is better?  I dont feel at all comfortable about having you fare so badly.  If I could be 
with you it wouldn’t make so much difference, for I could get up some tempting dishes on your 
gas stove, and we’d live well in spite of Mrs. S. & wouldn’t care if she didn’t feed [ill.] us on the 
fat of the land, but I’m not there, and I dont want you to be utterly dependent on her.  Miss 
Weed & Miss Elder are better off than you for they can get up little meals in their rooms if they 
want to, but it wouldn’t be any fun for you to do it just for yourself, but when I am with you it 
will be different, & we’ll have some mighty nice little parties all by ourselves, & sometimes 
invite some other poor starved victim of Mrs. S’s.  Now darling please do this thing I ask you to.  
Find out about it before you take any steps, but if it is impossible to find out anything, you 
might run the risk.  Nothing ventured nothing gained.  If you dont like it at the T’s, you can 
easily get out of it by saying that it isn’t as convenient in stormy weather or some such excuse 
which they cant refuse to accept.  I am very much in earnest about this Harry dear.  Now I must 
go to lunch and after lunch I must go at my sewing so I’ll close this now. 
        With the most immense quantity of love you can possibly imagine, and at all the Ө  Ө 
you want. 
           Believe me yours forever 
                        Effie. 
 

The piece from Mr. E. was very good, & there is a good deal of truth in it, but I didn’t 
offer myself to you.  You were as bad as that man, but you had to get over your idiotic (Dont be 
mad.  There is no other word that will answer my purpose that isn’t too strong, and it is the 
only one that is strong enough) ideas, tho’ the first four lines of the 3rd verse dont apply to me 
& you hadn’t as much excuse as he had, tho’ he was a goose too when he had such ideas, and 
you were mean enough to think of me the thing that the last four lines of the same verse 
speaks of.  I think Mr. E. did well to send you this, for you were pretty bad, & came near making 
me miserabl miserable all for your foolish ideas, for I never would have come to you first, but 



now that you have confessed first, I can say the last four lines of it too, tho’ I wouldn’t have 
done it before you spoke.  Now I am not ashamed to own that I love you above everything. 
           Your own Effie 
 
  . 


