
                                                                                                        Sunday Afternoon 
                                                                                                          Oct. 25th 1885. 
My darling darling Harry, 
      I wanted to add a long letter to the one I wrote last night, but fear I cant add much more 
than a note until tonight, and of course I dont want to hold the other letter, for the letter I am 
going to write, for then you’d have nothing on Tues. and that wont suit me at all.  This A.M. I 
determined to got to church for a change, as my hay fever is now almost gone, & I tho’t there 
was not enough of it left, to excuse my staying at home.  Besides, the day was perfectly 
glorious, and every thing seemed conducive to church.  Canon Farrar was to preach at Old 
Trinity, & to old Trinity I determined to go.  I ought to have made an early start.  I knew there 
would be a crowd, but could not make up my mind to go without your letter till tomorrow & 
couldn’t get it out of the P.O. till 9:45.  I got up early enough to be ready for my breakfast, as 
soon as it was possible to have it ready for me.  I swallowed it very hastily and went up to the 
P.O. on what might be called “a dead tare” by some.  I cant give you the exact definition of that 
expression, but I know it means very fast.  I guess you understand it.   However, if you dont, ask 
Huston.  He can tell you I’m sure.  I mailed a box of Oakley’s soap to you, and got your letter, & 
then rushed for the 50th St. Station.  I read your letter on the way down.  Was dreadfully sorry 
you were feeling badly again, and also to hear that the boys in the Dormitory were acting up.  I 
hope ere this the trouble is over.  I dont understand what pleasure they find in taking a wagon 
to pieces.  I can understand them wanting fun sometimes, & perhaps going too far, but dont 
see where the fun comes in taking a wagon to pieces.  It is about the stupidest kind of fun I can 
imagine.  In fact I dont think it is any fun at all.  Mrs. Hull got on the train at 42nd St.  She hadn’t 
tho’t of going till she found I was going & that got her interest roused.  We went together and 
struck a terrible crowd, and thereby hangs a tale, which I’ll tell you tonight.  For the present, 
suffice it to say we did not hear Canon Farrar.  Mrs. Hull has invited mamma to go on 
Wednesday Eve. to hear him lecture on Browning.  She got seats last week, and the best seats 
were all gone, & there was nothing to be had on the ground floor, but there isn’t a single bad 
seat in Chickering Hall.  Do you remember our going there together.  We did have such a lovely 
time and such a treat.  Of course you remember what the performance was.  Tell me in your 
next, and let me see what you remember.  I haven’t had a chance yet to tell you about 
Margaret Mather.  I’ll have to postpone that till later.  Oh my own darling Harry have your blues 
been very very bad today?  Did you really cry for me the other night?  Oh darling we both suffer 
alike I guess.  I often lie awake at night thinking about you, and often go thro’ some pretty 
desperate times, and I think things are very black, & I cant see any bright side to our lot, but my 
precious boy there is a bright side, and every day the black clouds are growing a little litt lighter, 
& in time the sun will come out in a perfect blaze of glory, and next year this time we will be 
husband & wife, and no matter how simply we live, we’ll be as happy as any couple in the 
world.  Oh darling I know it will be so.  We will be in Lafayette, or if not there we’ll be together 
some place just as good.  I believe all this firmly, but sometimes it seems so long to wait, and I 
get the blues of the deepest dye.  But the clouds have got to lift sometime, and I believe they 
will lift at Xmas for a little while, and then get very black before the final clear up, which I 
believe will be next June or thereabouts.  At any rate we’ll be together next June.  Now Harry I 
must leave you till tonight. 
     With boundless love and deepest devotion and ӨӨ without number. 



           Forever your own 
                Effie.                
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


