
                                                                                                    Monday Oct. 12th [1885] 
My darling darling Harry, 
        Only a few words to tell you that I am all well again, and wouldn’t know I had been sick 
yesterday.  You will probably think my two letters very peculiar.  I didn’t dream of writing what I 
did in my last, but I felt every word I said, and still feel as I did then, and dont take anything 
back, and you can settle it just as you think best.  Your letter came this A.M. and it makes me 
feel even more than I did last night.  Why do you feel so doubtful about Dr. Smart staying at 
Purdue?  You speak of it so frequently & yet never give any reason for it.  What under the sun is 
the matter?  My curiosity is up, and I am wild to have the mystery explained.  I dont believe 
you’ll accept my offer for Xmas, but if you do I wont go back on my word and will do all I said.  I 
am very busy with another old dress.  My last experience was rather better than this, for then I 
made one dress out of two, & made it look quite respectable, but it isn’t as funny to make 
something respected out of one old dress, but I hope I’ll succeed.  I have ripped it up & cleaned 
& sponged & pressed it, & now I’m going to begin to try my luck at putting it together.  Mamma 
is so awfully busy she cant help me a bit, and no one did a stitch on my other one but my self, 
and perhaps I’ll be as lucky with this as I was with that and make it look as well.  I dont think 
that I’d object to a little help however.      
       Lottie was at home friday night and full of complaints about her school.  She seems to 
have made up her mind not too like it, & she wont change.  She had set her heart on staying 
home, and I believe she is mad because she got the place.  We cant see why the school itself is 
any harder than the ones she has had, and dont believe it is as hard.  She has far more than she 
has had since she came East, a comfortable & pleasant boarding place, and her school room is 
far nicer in every way, & she doesn’t have to take care of it her self as she used to.  She had to 
clean it, and build fires etc, etc. at Stephensburg, but she is determined to be dissatisfied, and 
says she knows she cant stand it.  We all think she looks much better than she did in the 
summer.  I cant see why she acts so I’m sure, for she has every thing as nice as can be, but 
grunts & groans the whole time about the hard place.  I must stop.  I haven’t made any head 
way with my work.  Mamma has been out all morning hunting for a cook.  Jule went down town 
with Maggie to see about the screen and I have been called for every thing, & have had three or 
four visitors, all at different times.  It has taken up the entire morning and I haven’t been able 
to do anything.       
         With endless love       
               your own 
                   Effie. 
 

You called my last letter from the Metropolitan Hotel an “enormous thing.”  What will 
you name this book? 


