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My darling darling Harry, 
       This letter wont be quite what I had planned, because I couldn’t begin in time to write 
all I meant to, tho’ dont worry, for I guess it will be long enough, and at any rate it wont be a 
short letter, but you see I am disappointed because I meant to send an extra long one.  This 
A.M. Fritz & I went to the P.O. and got your precious letter.  A short time after we returned, I 
was taken sick very suddenly, had sort of a chill, & dreadful nausea.  I felt perfectly well when I 
got up, and all the time I was out, & hadn’t any warning at all.  It came so suddenly, that I tho’t 
it wouldn’t last long.  I put on my flannel wrapper, and lay down on the lounge, & soon felt 
better.  Mamma and Jule went to church, and I expected to be well enough to begin my letter 
while they were gone.  I was so much better that I picked up the paper & began reading about 
the death of the Cardinal, and read till I was almost thro’ with the part I wanted to read, and 
tho’t “Now I’ll finish this, and then I guess I will be able to sit up and write.”  I had hardly tho’t it 
before I was sick again, and worse than before.  I had quite a scene all by myself, and after 
hanging over the basin till I had disposed of what seemed to be in my way, I was pretty well 
exhausted, and crawled into bed.  The chill lasted some little time, and I tell you what I felt 
pretty slim.  I didn’t eat any dinner, and didn’t get up till after three o’clock.  I feel a little weak, 
but that is all.  The nausea has entirely gone and I’m all right.  I didn’t have any fever after the 
chill, so I guess the deathly sickness caused the chill.  Of course the moment I reached home I 
read your letter.  Before I had finished it, mamma came in, & said “You ought to go up & see 
Ada.”  I said “Why?”  Mamma was astonished at such a question, and said, “Why?  Haven’t you 
heard of the scare we had while you were gone?”  I told her I hadn’t, & she said “Ada fainted 
while we were at breakfast and we had a dreadful time.”  Ada was in her room, & Ellen 
happened to go there & found her.  Ellen shrieked, and then screamed, “Oh come, come quick.”  
They rushed up and found Ada like a dead person, perfectly white, white & unconscious.  They 
were awfully frightened, and poor Mrs. Hull tho’t she was dead, and was so weak by the time 
Ada came to, that she couldn’t control herself at all, & cried & had a dreadfully hard time.  I 
went up, and found Ada on the lounge, looking as white as a ghost, but she was all right, & Mrs. 
Hull had recovered.  I felt all right, and after a short call came down stairs.  I brought Ten Eyck 
down to give him some thing I got down town yesterday for him, & after a while I took him 
upstairs to his mother, and after a few minutes there came down again.  I didn’t intend to go to 
church, for my hay-fever still hangs on, and makes me so uncomfortable in church, and I wont 
go and suffer every minute.  If I must have the pesky old thing, I wont try to be good while it 
lasts.  I had only been down stairs about five minutes when I began to feel sort of seasick, and 
then the chills crawled up & down my back.  Before I got up I had a little nap and now feel as 
good as ever.  Wasn’t it a funny kink?  I am glad my little trick was successful.  I was afraid you’d 
recognize my writing.  At first I was going to send a mysterious thing inside, but I tho’t I 
wouldn’t after all, so I put my letter in.  You know I told you last Summer that I’d try & send you 
something different from my writing, since you admired that K. on one of Belle’s letters.  Mr. 
Tompson left some of the Metropolitan paper & envelopes here, and I tho’t I’d practice on 
those envelopes, and directed two or three.  I tho’t you’d like it, and I was going to send you 
another pretty soon, and now, after all my trouble, you are mean enough to say you dont like it.  
How could you be so cruel?  Well never mind.  I dont care, for the other is less trouble.  Besides 



I have the envelopes that will fit my writing, and if you liked the large hand best, I might have to 
get a lot of big envelopes, so you see it is lucky after all that you didn’t like that style.  My own 
darling Harry your letter this A.M. shows me that you feel very much as I do, desperately blue & 
filled with longing.  I am glad that this is to be the last year of this sort of misery, and think as 
you do, that if I cant go to Purdue with you, it will never do for you to go without me another 
year.  If we cant marry, we must at least be some where near each other.  Our experience 
shows us that we need each other more and more, and next year would be even worse than 
this, and we simply couldn’t stand it.  We must be able to see each other now and then.  If it 
cant be every night, it must be oftener than it is now.  But we wont worry about next year.  We 
have enough to bear just now with this year.  I am sure that ’86 will be good to us.  We will have 
a hard time the first part of it, but I believe we will have something definite to look forward to, 
something that will make us very happy in spite of the separation.  I haven’t a doubt of it, and 
believe that next year will put an end to these separations, and I am almost sure that a year 
from today we’ll be together at Purdue, and as happy as can be.   I dont worry at all about next 
year, but I do a terrible pile of it about this year.  I get so blue I am just miserable, and so 
restless I cant settle down to anything.  Now darling you are worrying about the future as well 
as the present, and you mustn’t do it.  The present is enough goodness knows, without crossing 
bridges that are not yet it in sight.  If we can get thro’ from now till the Xmas vacation, and then 
from Jan. till June we’ll be all right.  I am sure that we will.  You mustn’t get discouraged.  You 
are doing very well now, and have every reason to suppose that you can do as much next year, 
and if you can, there is nothing to stand in the way of our happiness, and I know you’ll be all 
right next year.  It is slow work to climb up this hl hill to fame, and you cant expect to reach the 
top so soon.  You are doing well enough now, and will do as well and perhaps better next year.  
Your age hasn’t anything to do with it.  You only finished your studies a little more than a year 
ago.  If your father had been wealthy you would have finished before, but my darling you had 
to go slow, and under the circumstances ought to feel that you have done remarkably well, & 
you haven’t any reason to feel dissatisfied with yourself.  You ought to feel that for a young 
man 28 yrs old, (you talk as if you were about 50) y situated as you have been, you have done a 
great deal, & deserve as great deal of credit for carrying out your plan.  You ought to feel 
satisfied, and I know you do when you are yourself, but when the blues get hold of you, they 
attack you on all sides, and make you imagine a lot that isn’t true, even about me, and if you 
will even go that far, you of course will imagine things about yourself too.  You cant help it.  I 
know that you dont try to amuse(?) yourself by doing so, but when you are blue you must try to 
fight the ghosts away, for there are enough real troubles to fight, & you need all your strength 
for those, and cant afford to waste any of it on these imaginary things.  Still I know how hard it 
is when the blues once get hold of you.  They dont give you a weak dose, and they put all sorts 
of dreadful thoughts in your head.  It is sometimes so with me, but I dont really worry about the 
future after the middle of next June.  There is enough in that however to give me the blues of 
the deepest dye.  Many thanks for sending Carrie’s letter.  It was very nice indeed, a very great 
improvement on the others, not that she is any more demonstrative, but it isn’t at all strained, 
as if she was merely doing it as a duty, and in this respect it was a very great improvement, 
besides being a very bright letter.  Sue’s was a nice letter, if it hadn’t impressed one all thro’ 
that she was making a martyr martyr of herself.  That took all the good out of her letter.  While 



Mag’s ______ well her’s was worse than none at all, & would have made me far more 
uncomfortable than none.   
     Darling this isn’t much for Sunday, but I must fix my hair & dress for supper.  I’ll mail 
what there is of this, and write tonight if I’m able.  I feel all right now, & I guess I wont have any 
return of this morning’s caper.  Goodbye for the present.  With love unbounded 
            your own devoted 
                   Effie. 


