
                                                                                      No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                      N.Y. Nov. 1st 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
      I have just been to the P.O. and am perfectly disgusted, for I couldn’t get my mail.  Of 
course I couldn’t tell from the postman’s message whether I must be there exactly at two, or 
whether he meant the office would open then.  I was disgusted with Jule in the first place, for 
she never takes interest enough in any thing outside her own affairs to help a person.  She 
might have been thoughtful enough to have asked the post man how long the office would be 
open, for she knew that we’d be at dinner at that time.  I know I’d have asked him if he’d sent 
that message to her, but she always does things in that way.  Sophie said he told her that the 
office would be open till two, so of course I didn’t have time for dessert.  I hurried thro’ my 
dinner and went without my ice cream & coffee so that I could get there on time.  I was willing 
to do without them for the sake of getting my letter, but it makes me furious to have the hurry 
with my dinner, and the trip for nothing.  Jule might have asked him some thing about it, but do 
you know she never even asked why the time was to be changed.  She makes me so provoked 
sometimes.  I think she is about the most thoughtless girl I know of, and tho’ I think she dont 
intend to be mean, the result is the same, and I dont care much whether it comes from 
thoughtlesssness or from meanness for the result of one is as annoying as that of the other.  I 
hadn’t much time to spare if I was to get there by two, for I never have any such good luck at 
dinner as being waited on till first, and of course I had to rush for all I was worth.  On my way 
up, I slipped in some wax and fell flat.  It jarred me so that I am still dizzy.  Well I got up there 
and was told that I’d have to wait till 3 o’clock, that the place was so loaded down with mail, 
and the election stuff just mixed up every thing.  I tho’t I’d take a walk, and go back at 3 o’clock, 
but found I was too dizzy to walk, so I waited in the office.  After all it was impossible to get my 
mail, & I had to come away with out it, and I felt pretty mad because I had gone.  If Jule had 
only asked how long the office would be opened it wouldn’t have been as bad, for I could have 
taken my time then, and wouldn’t have had to wait up there so long.  It made it far more 
disappointing after such a rush and scurry and then such a long wait after all to get nothing at 
all.  It would have been bad enough not to have any letter, but it was so aggravating, after all 
my frantic efforts, to have my trip for nothing.  I know the letter was there all the time I was 
waiting, and I hardly knew how to stand the delay in getting it, when I knew that the dear thing 
lay only a few steps from me, & then not to be able to get it at all after waiting so long, was just 
maddening.  You canimg imagine how it would be.  Do you know I will have to stop writing for 
awhile.  I am so dizzy and sick.  I got such a fearful jar, and came down on the stone walk so 
with such force, that I haven’t felt straight since.  I wasn’t hurt, but it made my head spin, and I 
cant seem to get over the sensation.  I’ll lie down awhile & perhaps I’ll get over it.   
        Well I guess I’m all right, and that I can go on with my letter.  My darling I intended to 
speak long ago of that book you sent me, Child of Nature.  I read it and enjoyed it very much.  I 
tho’t it was a very interesting story.  Usually a heroine who is brought up, & introduced, in the 
wilds, is lugged off to some large City and becomes a Society Belle, and this heroine doesn’t do 
any such thing.  I liked the whole story very much.  Maggie asked me to lend it to her, and when 
I finished it I handed it over to her.  She was delighted with it, and now mamma has it, and is 
very much interested in it.  So you see your book has been thoroughly appreciated, and I thank 
you very much for sending it.  I rec’d The Johns Hopkins Paper the other day, and was glad to 



see my (?) article in print.  I dont think that I understand any more about Limulus than I did 
before, but I’ll confess that I haven’t had a chance yet to read it.  Perhaps I’ll know it all when I 
have read it.  There!  I knew you’d smile, for of course you know I wont understand it when I 
have read it, but I hope you know I was only joking.  Now I must tell you about the rest of the 
things I remember about the day you took me to the Joseffy Concert.  We didn’t go to the 
Concert right away after we met at 5 E. 14 St.  You got the tickets at once I think, and then we 
went to Gonpils’ and looked at pictures.  I dont remember the pictures very well, but I do 
remember what a nice time we had, and remember the lovely music.  I remember what fun we 
made of Klein[,] the accompanist who is now the organist at St. Francis Xavier’s.  He was too 
affected for any use that day, & acted as tho’ he tho’t he was the principal attraction, and 
Joseffy was only a poor stick who was helping him.  I remember this amused us immensely.  You 
told me about your trip to Newfoundland during the waits.  Then we had to make a terrible 
rush for Christopher St. Ferry as soon as the Concert was over.  Your train left ten minutes 
before mine, and you were in terror lest you’d miss it and have a longer time with me.  I wanted 
you to go home with me, & promised to drive you up to Madison the next day if you’d only go 
with me, but you wouldn’t do it.  You finally acted as tho’ you were going to yield and said, “If I 
promise to spend a night at your house will you promise to drive me to Madison?”  I said “yes” 
without noticing that you said a night and you said “Well I’ll take you up on that, on my way 
home from Washington.”  It wasn’t exactly fair, but as it happened I was very willing to have it 
so, & didn’t consider that my rash promise had got me in any scrape at all.  Darling this 
happened just before we said Goodbye.  Perhaps you think I have forgotten the scene at the 
Christopher St. baggage room, where you almost tore your clothes to pieces looking for a 
baggage check.  I can see you now, in my mind’s eye.  You were in a terrible state, but I was 
enjoying the scene immensely, and of course was convulsed with laughter.  I think you would 
have been too if you had seen some one else going thro’ such antics.  As it was, you couldn’t 
see the funny side, and I suppose you cant even yet now, yet you might if you would only 
imagine it was some one else, and then you might laugh over it too.  The expression on your 
face, as it suddenly dawned on you, that you had given the check up hours before, to the 
expressman, was the last straw, and came near killing me outright.  It was the richest 
performance, with one exception, that I remember just at present.  I always will feel that 
mamma’s matches will take the lead of anything, and perhaps her experience with the mirror 
will go ahead of your’s with the check, but darling that check scene was awfully funny.  You 
know I didn’t see mamma jump around in front of the mirror, and so it isn’t quite as real to me, 
and I dont think I enjoyed it as much.  You ask if I think about last summer.  What a question.  
Why darling I just live on last Summer, and I take such comfort in living it all over again.  We are 
both thankful that we made the most of our time, and didn’t lose any more than was absolutely 
necessary.  Didn’t we have a lovely drive to Feltville in spite of my horrible hay fever.  Wasn’t it 
a good joke on us when we got caught by those two ladies?  I wonder if they were shocked at 
the little love scene.  Oh my darling[,] I enjoy being alone, and going all over it again & again, 
and even when others are around.  I often think, they must decide that I am a stupid goose, for 
my thoughts about you, are so much more interesting than the conversation, that I get lost in 
the former, & forget the latter.  Suddenly some one will ask me a question, and bring me to, 
and I am perfectly dazed for I cant tell for the life of me what has been said, and dont know 
how to answer, and I either cover it up by saying, “Well I dont know” because I am afraid to say 



either yes or no, and other times I have to say “I didn’t quite understand you.”  I cant own that I 
wasn’t listening.  It would seem too dreadful, but I fear they often suspect me.  Oh my own 
Harry[,] indeed we will have a good time next summer.  We will enjoy going to Beaufort if we 
can do so, but I can be happy any place if we are together, tho’ I know we’ll be more 
independent if we can go off by ourselves for a little while and we’ll enjoy it better than staying 
at home, tho’ we can be happy enough if we spend our summer at home, but I hope if we 
decide to marry that you can get some thing to do in the summer.  I think it would be fine if you 
could get an order to collect for the University and be able to pay for our trip that way.  You 
remember we had a talk about that before, and we dont agree with Sue.  We would both be 
more comfortable, and enjoy the trip all the better, if you were making money enough to pay 
for it, or at least part of it, and I dont see any thing at all shocking in your doing it, no matter if it 
is our wedding trip.  If other people dont like business and pleasure combined they can plan 
their wedding trips to suit themselves, but we’ll plan to suit ourselves, and as we are the only 
ones going we are not obliged to consult any one but ourselves.  A wedding trip is a very 
different thing from a wedding, for in a wedding at least two families must be considered, but 
we’ll do just exactly as we please about the trip, and arrange it to suit ourselves, as it concerns 
no one else.   

Now my darling[,] I must stop and go to supper.  My dizziness has entirely gone, and 
since I came back, the second time, to write, I haven’t felt a sig sign of it.  That was the only bad 
effect from the fall, and I am all over it now.  But cant forget that dear letter wasting its 
sweetness in that dirty old P.O. but I guess it wont really waste, or lose its sweetness, and will 
be as sweet as ever tomorrow, tho’ it seems like an awful waste to lose all this time, 24 hours[,] 
all on acc’t  of the miserable election. 
           Goodbye darling Harry with deepest love 
                from your own Effie. 
      
 
 
 


