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My darling darling Harry, 
      What a dreadfully long month Sept has been.  That is since the first week.  That first 
week went entirely too fast, but the time since the 8th seems so long.  Sometimes I cant believe 
that so short a time has passed, till I convince myself by looking at the calendar.  Several times 
when I have dated my letters it seems as tho’ I must have made a mistake but I find that it is 
still Sept. but we have only 3 days more.  I will be glad to have Oct. begin for more reasons than 
one.  In the first place it will be nearer Xmas when we are to be together for a time.  In the next 
place I know that the hay-fever fiend will soon be frozen out, and I have suffered so terribly 
that I am more anxious than usual to have a rest from it, and will be so thankful when it decides 
to leave for parts unknown.  Fritz & I went to the P.O. this A.M. and I got a lovely letter from 
one who is very dear to me, so we were both happy, I over my letters & Fritz over his walk.  For 
some reason or other everything was late this A.M.  I got up when Ellen knocked, and I tho’t I 
took less time that than usual to dress.  My hair behaved beautifully, and didn’t act stubborn as 
it often does, & I tho’t I made very quick time, but I guess Ellen didn’t get around in time to give 
any time between the calls, for I didn’t hear the bell at all, & when I went down I found the bell 
had rung sometime before, tho’ considerably after nine & there hadn’t been much time 
between the knock and the bell.  I found to my dismay that it was quarter of ten, so I hurried off 
without any breakfast, got up there to the P.O. in less than ten minutes, got the precious letter 
& then came home to breakfast.  Of course I had to go right out to the dining room, and let my 
letter stay in my pocket for a few minutes. for It didn’t take more than a few minutes to satisfy 
my appetite.  Then I came up stairs and had a quite nice quiet time with you.  I think when we 
write & read our letters we are very near in spirit, and I think we can call these times little visits.  
They are not as satisfactory as tho’ we could be together but I think our letters do help us very 
much this year.  I am very glad you told me about Mrs. Morgan’s pictures.  I hadn’t seen any in 
the papers thing in the papers about them but will get the Art Amateur & look over the list, & 
will keep my eyes open for the date of the exhibition.  On the 30th, her collecting of orchids is to 
be sold.  It is said to be the largest & finest in the country, and Mr. E. says they will be well 
worth seeing.  They are to be at Horticultural Hall, and we are going down before the sale.  I 
haven’t heard about the pictures before.  I suppose if I see them you’ll want me to tell you all 
about them and I wont be able to do it, but I’ll try and do my best tho’ you needn’t expect to 
get any idea from my description.  Dont you remember what a botch I made when I told you 
about the collection at the Metropolitan last year?  Why you didn’t remember a thing I wrote 
about those pictures, & of course it was because I made such a perfect mess that you could not 
tell what I was driving at.  Dont you remember what scrapes you got in when I questioned you 
that day when we were out on the lawn.  I caught you ever so many times and you were so 
confused, and I laughed till I was nearly sick, for I had told you I couldn’t describe such things 
decently.  It wouldn’t do you any good, & it was time wasted, but you said I could, & said I did 
very well with my description in the spring, and then I tho’t I’d find out how much good it had 
done you, & found things even worse than I expected, for you didn’t remember a single thing 
about it, but I’ll try to screw up courage to make another attempt when I see Mrs. M’s pictures 
tho’ I dont promise to tell you about them.  I’ll try to but may not be able to get up enough 
cheek to write an Art Criticism, & if I do, it will be as bad, or worse than that galoot wrote on 



the “Comedy of Errors.”  Maggie & Ed went to see it last night.  I told her the other day that 
when she & Ed wanted to go out in the evening I’d stay with Ten Eyck.  She didn’t want to 
impose on me, & I told her she couldn’t do that, that I’d just as soon do it as not if I was going 
to be  home.  If I wasn’t going out I’d tell her so, & when I didn’t want to do it I’d say so, that 
there was no sense in her feeling that because she hadn’t a nurse she must give up going out in 
the evening.  She gives T.E. his supper at five o’clock & puts him to bed before she comes to 
dinner, & he sleeps right thro’ & never makes a bit of trouble, unless something unusual is the 
matter, but of course if he was sick she wouldn’t leave him any way.  She said that she had 
expected to give up going, except when she could take T.E. for she didn’t feel that it was right 
to trouble us, & she didn’t want us to feel that we must make such an offer.  I told her that I 
didn’t feel so at all, that I would be very glad to do it, and would be frank when I didn’t feel like 
it, & tell her so but when I was going to be at home I would like to do it, and didn’t want her to 
feel that she couldn’t go out.  When she found I was in earnest, she felt very much pleased.  I 
wont have to stay up there, but can be downstairs, and leave his door open so that I can hear 
him if he cries.  I told Maggie that she wouldn’t be the only one to gain by it, that often I’d be 
very glad to have a quiet place where I could go & write or read, & it would give me a good 
excuse to leave the parlor & I could go up there & be alone, that after a while we would have 
only the room in the basement and I’d be only too glad to sit there in her room and write 
letters, and I didn’t care how often she left me in charge.  I am really as glad as she is, for I have 
felt worried about a place to write, and now there is a place I can have some times.  They will 
probably be home usually, but perhaps they’ll go once a week, & sometimes oftener to 
amusements, for Ed is fond of going & he’s been starved for two winters, & I know he’ll be glad 
to make up for last time.  Maggie too is very fond of going & I know it will do her good, so we’ll 
be suited all around, & I wont be tied down at all, for it was understood that they were to let 
me know beforehand, so that it they would never interfere with my plans.  You know I go out 
very little in the evening.  Still things might sometimes clash if there wasn’t any notice given, 
and if I should go out unexpectedly mamma says she would take my place, and when I refuse 
they wont feel hurt.  In fact Maggie said that was the only condition on which she’d agree to it, 
that I’d always feel perfectly free to refuse at any time.  I think when they get started they’ll go 
a good deal.  Last night T.E. never made a sound, and I was down in the parlor all evening, went 
up when I locked up the house & found him just as his mother had left him.  I sat in my room 
with the door open a crack, & did a little mending and they came home before I was ready to 
go to bed.  I’m glad you liked my suggestions about your practice, and I really think it will pay 
you to do a little such work, tho’ you mustn’t let it bore you, & take away the pleasure of having 
the piano.  It is drudgery, & yet when I get into that sort of work, & get hardened to it, it has a 
fascination for me, & I dont mind it all, and only wish I could have a chance to do the same 
thing, but I guess I cant do that till we have our piano.  So you haven’t sent your mustache to 
look for my bangs.  Well I’m surprised, for you talked so much about shaving it off that I 
supposed you were dying to do it & were only waiting till you got back to the wilds of Indiana.  I 
tho’t you only kept it for my sake, because I liked it.  Well!  Well!  I am surprised.  My!  What a 
mistake I made when I imagined that you ol only kept it on, because I asked you to.  The 
consate of me!  I might have known that you weren’t as indifferent about it as you seemed, for 
who ever heard of a man who didn’t take pride in his mustache.  No one else could have fooled 
me about it, for such a thing is very unusual if not unheard of, but you are an extraordinary 



man, and so different from other men, that I actually believed that you didn’t take the same 
pride in your mustache, but I guess all men are alike about that.  But darling I like it too, so you 
needn’t feel obliged to cut if off on my account, or on acc’t of anything I have said, but please 
dont come home with a clipped mustache.  It looks better when you give it a chance, and I want 
you to stop clipping it long enough before Xmas to have it in its glory when you come at house 
home, for I think it looks horrid clipped, and I like none at all better than a lot of stiff spikes.  I 
wonder if you will bruise my cheek.  Well I dont care if you do, as long as no one guessed 
guesses the cause of my looking so bunged up, & as they didn’t guess before, I guess we’ll risk it 
again.  Perhaps my cheek wont will be in proper condition after all its hardening this summer, 
and wont need breaking in gradually.  Anyway you need not be afraid of it, for I’ll let you bung it 
up all you want to. 
       Bother!  I’ve got to go down stairs.  Cousin Will & Cousin Harriet are here.  They have 
come over to tea.  Mamma & Jule are at church so I must go down.  I meant to go on and [ill.] 
write lots more, was having such a good time, but will write more tonight & send with 
tomorrow’s letter.  Am awfully sorry not to write more now, but it cant be helped. 
      With love beyond measure from your own 
               true & loving 
                      Effie 
 


