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My darling darling Harry, 
      Your letter rec’d this A.M. and I am almost sorry I told you about my trouble on 
Saturday, for it has all blown over again.  I blamed Jule far more than I did mamma, but I gave 
her a big blowing up.  Mamma hadn’t said a word on the subject for some time, and so I didn’t 
want to have any words with her about it, and really I dont think she could help it, but Jule 
could, and I still blame her, but think perhaps I was unjust to mamma, for really I dont think she 
could help it, and she didn’t mean to do anything, but I was so mad I went for every one, for it 
seemed to me that it was a shame that I couldn’t have any place at all.  Harry darling I am sorry 
that you feel hard towards mamma because she hasn’t written to thank you for your lovely 
milkweed pods.  She was delighted with them and very very grateful.  She wanted me to thank 
you at once, and said she’d write soon.  Her excuse, about not having time, isn’t all bosh.  She 
has had any quantity of things to do, and if you could st see the way she rushes around, you 
would not think “no time” a lame excuse by any means.  When the house was full, and Ellen 
had her own and Charlie’s work to do, things were not kept up as they usually are & it makes 
extra work & cleaning now.  I didn’t tell you all the bother & trouble we had, for I get sick of the 
servant question myself, and know it must be sit still more of a bore to you.  We have had a 
hard time tho’, but I tho’t I wouldn’t stick all that in.  Now however it will be necessary to 
explain.  We of course had to help with Ellen’s work.  She is very very slow, & mamma did the 
dining room work in the A.M. about half the time.  The Ralli crowd took any quantity of waiting 
on, and the door bell rang for them about every five minutes, and Ellen had to spend most of 
the time answering the bell, and taking some one up to Mrs. R’s room, and when she was not 
doing that, she had to take up things to them.  Mrs. R. had her breakfast in her room, and the 
nurse had most every meal sent up, because she had to stay with the baby, and Mrs. R. only 
kept it with her once in awhile.  The baby was only 3 mo[nth]s old, and the nurse couldn’t of 
course bring it down to the dining room with her, so there was nothing to do, but send her 
meals up.  The more Ellen had to wait on them the more behind her work got, and the more it 
gave others to do.  Mamma at the same time was preserving & pickling.  She made 500 
cucumber pickles while you were here and last week made 600 more, besides making chow 
chow and mangoes, and a lot of preserves of one sort & another.  It takes an awful quantity of 
such stuff to keep this place going, & mamma has spent several entire evenings working in the 
kitchen.  Then all the lace curtains had to be done up.  That is an operation you know nothing 
about, and cant possibly appreciate, because they are not washed & starched & ironed like any 
other thing.  They are not ironed at all, but while it is wet must be pinned on to a large frame 
very carefully, and each little scallop or point must be all pulled out, & pinned down & the thing 
stretched so that the pattern will all pull out as it is when the curtain is new.  Now there are 
only 36 curtains in this house and they cant do but 3 or 4 at a time, & mamma does them 
herself, for the girls wouldn’t do them properly.  I haven’t been able to do much of any thing, 
for my hay-fever has been awful, and the least thing seems to aggravate it.  These curtains had 
to be left till the last minute, so they’d be fresh when they were put up, and we never put them 
up before Oct. 1st on acc’t of the dust.  The windows are open during most of Sept. and they get 
perfectly horrid if they are up.  If they are washed before we want to use them, they get mussy, 
for they must be folded, and that ruins them, and they dont hang well.  Of course new ones are 



kept folded, but it is different after they are done up.  Well the next thing was to hang them, 
and mamma always does that, tho’ most people think they must have a man to do it.  Mary left 
a week ago Saturday, & that Annie Murray was a perfect torment.  I dont know how any one 
could ever put up with her.  Aunt Julia had her for 3½ yrs & tho’t her wonderful, and the Dykes 
have had her several years and dote on her.  She was too dirty for any thing, in the first place, & 
had to be watched very closely, & she didn’t cook decently.  On Sunday the fish balls were so 
heavy & soggy and horrid we couldn’t eat them.  She had put them in a cold pan, and there 
wasn’t any brown crust on them, and they looked a sort of dirty white, and as if they had 
malaria.  Every thing was about like her fish balls, her bread horrid, her meats & gravies were 
not browned at all, and were not tempting at all, in fact were not fit to eat.  She attempted two 
deserts during the week she was here, and we didn’t want her to try any more.  Mamma had to 
spend nearly all her time in the kitchen.  Now we have a green girl, as mamma has had 
experience we enough with “first class cooks” and she is kept very busy training the greeny.  
You know when the house is full, things have to be different from the way they are in summer, 
and lunch is quite a bother.  Charlie is not quite as good as he used to be.  He has lived so long 
in a private family where they kept a whole army of servants that it has rather demoralized him.  
Still he is the best waiter we have every ever had in this house, and is very willing, and obliging, 
& he does take a great deal of care off of mamma.  It always worries to her have the meals go 
“higeldy pigeldy” and there is now no confusion at all in the dining room.  Every one is helped, 
and dont have go wait for things, & he sees what is to be done, & dont have to be told every 
solitary thing, and this is a very great relief to mamma. tho’  So far she has done the carving, 
and she dont mind it as long as she hasn’t anything else to think of, & knows every thing is 
going smoothly.  There is no use in my trying to see to things.  I have tried it, & so has Jule but 
she mamma does it just the same, and the servants get confused, & there is an awful mess, for 
she always tells them to do some thing different, so I have just given up.  She will manage her 
own house and wont let any one help her.  If we try, she thinks we are finding fault, & 
interfering, & it makes her wild, but I tell you she has hard work & plenty of it.  I have often 
tried to take a certain thing for my part, and see to it, but it is no use.  She wont let any one do 
a thing, tho’ she some times blames us because she has every thing to see to, & thinks we 
might look out for things little.  Then then when we try, she always interferes, and the servants 
get mad, for they dont want every one to tell them some thing different.  Some times when 
mamma is going out, she’ll want me to see about lunch because she hasn’t time, and she’ll tell 
me what she wants.  When it is time, I’ll go down to tell the cook what to do, and nine times 
out of ten mamma has stopped on her way out and given entirely different orders, and the 
cook says “Oh Mrs. Loag told me what to do.  She wants so & so,” entirely different from what 
she told me.  People in the house some times think [it] strange because Jule & I do so little, & I 
know we’ve been criticized a good many times, but how can we do anything?  Mamma gets 
completely tired out, and we feel sorry, & hate to have her do so much, but we cant help it, and 
get no thanks for doing anything, for she cant be satisfied unless she does the whole thing her 
way, and we just let her alone.  The day your mother was here she couldn’t visit with her, for 
the curtains were wet, and had to be tended to at once.  It was Saturday and they couldn’t be 
left in the tubs over Sunday & she was obliged to do them that afternoon or have them ruined.  
She felt sorry, & has spoken about it several times, and hoped your mother understood it.  Now 
darling I haven’t told you all this before, because I didn’t suppose it would interest you, but now 



I think it will show you that mamma’s excuse of “no time” was true enough, and I’m sure she 
you wont blame her for not writing.  She has gone down town this A.M. with Mrs. Porter to get 
the folding bed.  Mrs. P. wont have the one we like, (the upright with a mirror.)  Ada offered to 
let her have her’s, and take the one mamma wants to get, but Mrs. Porter dont like Ada’s, says 
they had it before & the springs were not comfortable, so mamma has taken her with her this 
morning, and I hope the bed business will be settled for good and all.  Mrs. P. is very pleasant & 
very nice & we like her very much but she is a terrible crank on some subjects.  Now my darling 
boy you mustn’t think mamma ungrateful, for she wasn’t.  She was delighted with the pods, 
and has taken the greatest pains with them.  They were picked a little too late, & two of them 
dropped apart, & mamma was so afraid of losing the others in the same way, that she has 
sewed them all in carefully, so that the silky part will not drop from the pod.  She has put them 
in that china basket on the end of the parlor mantle, & takes the greatest pride in them, and 
would have written her own thanks if she hadn’t been so busy.  Now I’ll tell you a little story 
about an experience I had.  I never told you before, and tho’t I wouldn’t, but I guess I will after 
all.  Last winter, or the early part of last spring, I forget just when it was, I made some of those 
Japanese sachet bags.  I saw some, & tho’t they were very pretty, & tho’t I’d make some for the 
girls.  They had them for sale at Xmas time, & they asked $1.00 apiece, but of course they made 
a f big profit on them, for they dont cost very much, about .30 or.35 apiece.  Well I got the stuff 
and made one for each of the girls    Mag admired them so much that she immediately made 
one for Mame Hays.  I gave one to her, and asked her to give the other two to Sue and Carrie.  
Mag made quite a time about her’s & seemed very much pleased.  Sue came down a week or 
two later, and thanked me for her’s and seemed to like it very much, but Carrie never wrote to 
me about her’s, never sent thanks thro’ any one, & has never alluded to it in any way.  Of 
course it wasn’t much of a present, and I didn’t expect any gush about it, tho’ Mag & Sue said 
more than the things deserved, but Carrie simply ignored her’s.  Of course it didn’t cost much 
and there wasn’t so very much work on it, but I know people who tho’t them pretty enough to 
give away for Xmas presents.  Ada has a friend on Fifth Ave. who is very very high toned, and 
yet Ada tho’t it was nice enough to send to her for a Xmas present.  I didn’t care, but must say it 
struck me as a little peculiar.  It took me as much time to make it as it did you to fix the 
milkweeds, and she never even sent thanks, and never mentioned it in any way when she saw 
me, and I know mamma will do that much at least.  I wont prompt her tho’ for I know how you 
feel, and you want her to do it of her own accord, if she does it at all.  I always feel that way, 
and I wont say a word, & if she does write, you’ll know she has done it without a hint from me.  
Dont ever mention the Sachet bag.  I trust you for that.  I wasn’t going to tell you about it, and 
only did because you tho’t it so dreadful of mamma, and I tho’t I[’d] just tell you of an 
experience even “more so,” for mamma did send thanks thro’ me, & she hasn’t had about six 
mo[nth]s time yet.  When she has had, if she acts as Carrie has done, I’ll think her just as rude, 
for if she dont write, she can certainly speak of them when you come at Xmas, but I’ll promise 
that I wont prompt her, and we’ll just see what she’ll do.  This letter is very lengthy, but I cant 
say that it is very interesting, but I did want to defend mamma, for really I think you were a 
little hard on her af about her not writing to you.  Your mother sent thanks thro’ the girls for my 
present on Xmas, and I didn’t think anything of that, but with Carrie it was different, tho’ I cant 
say that I cared very much.  Darling I dont think you felt as hard about the milkweeds as you 
seemed to, but my letter rather upset you, and you tho’t as I did, that it was mighty mean for 



them to make me so uncomfortable, and so much trouble about writing & so you felt hard 
about everything.  I think the Swan’s house must be very cozy & nice, and it would be all the 
room we’d need, but you know that tho’ it is very cheap rent, it would cost something to 
furnish it and we wont have the money just at first, & I think we could get along very well with 
the room you have now, and be very happy in it too.  You need not worry about taking me 
there.  I’ll be satisfied, and we’ll get along as nice as can be.  I think it would be foolish to buy 
even enough furniture for those few rooms, unless we are sure of staying for several years at 
Purdue.  I think your picture a decidedly good investment, and think you did well to get it.  I 
wonder if it is from the painting I admired so much, the one at the Metropolitan in the loan 
collection last winter.  You haven’t described it yet, but yet I think some how that it is the same 
one.  You didn’t even tell the name, only the size.  I hope it is the same, for I took a very great 
fancy to it.  I am glad you got the book you wanted from MacMillan & Co. & hope you’ll be as 
fortunate about selling the rest of your botany books, as you were with the ones Dr. Boardman 
bought.  I rec’d the book you sent me yesterday afternoon.  I began it last night and think it 
starts well.  I didn’t read much for I didn’t have a chance to begin it till quite late.  I felt a little 
asthma, and sat up and read till it went over.  In yesterday’s letter you said “What did I say Effie 
that led you to infer that I dont like you to write about the Reynolds?  I was surprised when you 
spoke of it in the letter today.”  Well in your letter of Sept. 28th you said, “I enjoyed most of 
your letter very much.  Of course I cant say I enjoyed the part where to you tell me about the 
Reynolds.”  I was of course sorry that I bored you, & apologized for it.  In yesterday’s letter you 
say “I dont see what I could have said to lead you to feel as you do.”  In another place you say I 
mustn’t be so sensitive, and in another, “darling dont conjure up any more of these goblins.  
We have real goblins enough without inventing any.”  On the following page you say “I dont go 
hunting around, & if I am bored, I wont be slow in telling you so.  I promise that and until you 
hear from me in that line, you can go ahead & write just precisely what & as you please.”  Harry 
I dont think I conjured up any thing, or imagined any thing.  You said you didn’t enjoy the part 
of my letter where I told you about the Reynolds, and I said I was sorry, & would try and not do 
so any more.  I wasn’t hurt about it, but I tho’t it was kind of funny, for I never dreamed of its 
being a thin subject which wouldn’t interest you, and I wanted to tell you that I like you to write 
about such things, and would want you to do so even if I didn’t.  Darling I think I could go on all 
day but I must get to work. 

With my heart overflowing all the time with fondest tenderest love for Harry my own 
darling Harry 
         ever your own loving 
               Effie. 


