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My darling darling darling Harry, 
      I’d write another one if I only had room on the line, but I didn’t want to leave Harry off, 
for I wanted to have it distinctly understood who all those darlings were meant for.  I might 
have added another, had it not been for that, but I wasn’t willing to have a fourth one, if it was 
going to crowd Harry out, for if this should fall in the hands of some one else, I wanted it 
understood that this was meant for a particular person.  To be sure, if it fell into the hands of 
any one else by that name, it would be pretty bad, but there are so many other names, and if a 
John or Geo[rge], or Charles, or James or Wm got hold of it, they’d know it wasn’t meant for 
them.  But I dont suppose any one but my own darling Harry will ever see it, so the precaution 
was unnecessary, and I’ll own up to the truth, and say that I did it because I like the name of 
Harry, and couldn’t give it up for any pet name, for I like Harry better than any other name I can 
call you.  I know that no one else will ever see it, and I didn’t do it because I tho’t you’d be 
careless about leaving it around.  Tho’ if by any chance it should be miscarried & sent to the 
Dead Letter Office & opened, I think the man who saw the three darlings would be horrified 
enough, without having the extra shock of the fourth, but it wont worry you I know, and I dont 
hesitate to send it lest it will hurt you.  I know you like to be “called names,” and the more I do 
it, the better you like it, so darling “take another.”  I have just been to the corner with my letter 
to you.  I’m afraid it wont be very satisfactory to you, for it was so hurried, and I cant do much 
when I feel all the time that I must hurry, that my time is limited.  I came home from the 
Cohens, in time to write, if I had only been able to go right at it, but found a caller in the parlor, 
and I was delayed there till a few minutes before dinner.    
       There is some thing in your Sunday’s letter that I cant quite understand, and I am going 
to quote it here, and let you straighten it out for me.  “Miss W. has panned out pretty well this 
term.  She has gone out with me a good deal & every time I have asked Miss W. she has refused 
& I have asked her to go to church & for calls etc at least a dozen times I should say.”  Now I 
confess I am somewhat mystified by this.  When I began  it, I tho’t you were going to say she 
was making it pleasant for you after all, for I have always heard “panned out well” used to 
mean that a thing turned out as one had wanted it, or in a way that suited.  We ask how some 
business transaction turned out, and I have heard the answer “oh it panned out pretty well,” 
meaning it was successful.  I have always heard it used in this way, whether it was proper or 
not.  We often hear someone say “Oh I guess it will pan out all right.”  Things seemed to be so 
different from last year, and you wrote about it, and in this letter of Sunday I tho’t you were 
going to tell me it was all right after all, & that Miss W. was the same as she used to be, and 
then you said, she had gone out with you a good deal, so far so good, but the next thing 
staggered me, & broke me all up, and it mixes all the first part too.  I didn’t go to Cousin Mag’s 
last Friday.  There wasn’t time to do so, and there wont be as much time tomorrow as there 
was last Fri.  I have not heard whether Sue is in Phila or not, but think she must be, for I am sure 
she expected to go the middle of this month, perhaps you have heard by this time.  It is strange 
how they write.  I dont see how they can manage to write at all, & give you so little news of 
themselves.  I should have tho’t Mag would have made some mention of Sue’s visit, & if she 
had gone, would have said so, or else would have said that she was going, but as you say the 
letter tells you almost nothing about themselves, and that is just what you care most to hear 



about.  There is some thing peculiar.  I cannot understand it at all, but it is easy enough to see 
that some thing is wrong, and I cant see how you are to blame.  I get awful mad some times, 
but I cool down again.  Do you write long letters home, or do you give them the same kind they 
send you?  I bet you do better by them.  You always do; and I know they’d be mad if you wrote 
as short, and as unsatisfactory letters as they do.  But I think you may as well do all you can with 
your letters home, for there is no use in getting them wild on that subject too, tho’ I guess you 
often feel like giving them what they deserve.  If they couldn’t write, it would be different, but 
they can and there is no excuse.  Mag can write wonderfully good letters if she wants to, and I 
suppose Sue can tho’ I dont pine for letters from Sue, for I had a dose once that I cant get over.   
Carrie’s letter was very very nice, and it was natural, and it didn’t have that strained, unnatural 
have-to-write-as-a-matter-of-duty style that the others had.  I have been intending to tell you 
some thing your Aunt Mag told me about Mame.  She said Mame would stay at her father’s.  
Now we all know that it would be very hard for Mr. Hays & Fannie to be alone without her, and 
any one who was half witted would know that Mr. H. & Fannie had begun to realize it more & 
more.  We know that Mr. H. had his only own comfort in mind, more than any thing else, and 
that it was more because he felt that they could not spare her, than because he wanted to help 
Mr. Gregory or Mame.  Cousin M. says that Mame keeps talking about it, and says so often 
“Isn’t it lovely of papa to ask us to stay,” and seems to think that he asked them their sakes.  I 
think that is about the worst I ever heard, and wonder that M. cant see thro’ him.  If she did, 
she certainly wouldn’t call attention to it in that way.  Cousin M. was feeling quite hurt because 
she hadn’t been up to see them.  Did I tell you about Ed’s sister?  She was to have been married 
on the 13th but was taken very very ill, and found that she wasn’t going to be well in time, and 
so the wedding had to be postponed.  She is a little better, but is still unable to sit up at all.  
Wasn’t it dreadful to have such a thing happen?   Their house was all ready for them, and they 
even had their servant, and now there is no telling when she’ll be well enough.  She is out of 
danger now they think but is still very ill.  She hated to postpone it, and was bound she 
wouldn’t, but had to give up all hope a few days before the time set for the wedding.   
       Did I write you about my losing another pupil?  Jennie Gano has gone to boarding 
school.  I had a very nice letter from her telling me where she was, & that it had been planned 
very suddenly.  I was very much disappointed, for she was one of my favorites, and was the 
most advanced pupil I had, and very interesting.  She would have taken of me this winter if it 
had not been for that.  I may have told you this before, but dont remember having done so.  Oh 
darling, Fritz sent his love to you yesterday, & I forgot to give it.  I was writing, & he began the 
claw to claw me, & I asked what he wanted, & he barked.  Finally I said “I dont know what you 
mean,” (he kept on with his performances). “Do you want to send your love to Harry?  Do you 
love Harry?”  With that he made a very long low ba bow & then went and crawled under the 
sofa, & without another bit of fuss he went to sleep.  Of course I dont know that he understood 
me but he certainly acted satisfied the moment I said that.  The moment he sees me fold up a 
letter, he knows I am through, and jumps all over me, begging to go and mail it.  I dont say a 
word to call his attention to it, & often forget he is there, and I am suddenly made aware of the 
fact by the wildest antics on Fritz’ part.  I expect he will almost eat Mr. Ellis up when he comes 
back, and you can count on his giving you a warm welcome, and you can count on a still warmer 
one from some body else.  Can you guess who?  Try and see if you can.  Oh my darling darling 
precious Harry I can hardly wait.  It makes me about wild to think of it, and it seems as tho’ I 



could not be patient so long.  I dont think we could stand it till June this year, & I believe that if 
we had determined to do as we did last year, our determination would have to go to the winds, 
for we’d never be able to stand by it & stick to it.  
       The Cohens inquired for you, and were very sorry we didn’t go to see them when we 
were in Long Branch.  I’ll have to take you up there this winter I suppose.  I dont propose to 
make many calls while you are here.  The winter will be altogether too short, and we cant 
afford to lose it, but I suppose we will have to call at the Cohens, or they’ll never forgive me.  
Ada was talking the other day about your being here, & said, “It is too bad you haven’t any 
place to go, and be by yourselves, but I guess you’ll be able to manage it some how, and you 
can have my room when ever I am out, & you must feel at liberty to go there & sit with Harry.  
We’ll be out a good deal during the day, and I’ll do all I can for you.”  Ada isn’t at all well & is 
under the doctor’s care.  He says she is awfully run down, and was quite worried over her 
fainting spell.  I know she will be lovely to us when you are here, and will help us lots.  Now my 
own Harry I must go to bed.  It is late & I have a hard day before me tomorrow, & must store up 
some extra strength for it.  It is a relief to go only once a week, and I dont find that too much.  
I’ll have to take a vacation when you come home, for I cant waste all that time away from you.  
I want every possible minute. 
       Good night my darling boy with undying love 
               Your own devoted 
                        Effie. 
 
My own darling Harry, 
         Just a word before I go.  I have a lovely day for Orange, and am feeling in the right mood 
for going, tho’ disappointed at not having a letter to start me off, but I guess I’ll find it on my 
bureau when I return. 
        With love unbounded for my own Harry 
            from his own loving 
                  Effie. 


