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My own darling Harry 
        Just four weeks from tonight, my darling, our happiness will commence, & these terrible 
longings will be satisfied.  The relief will not last long, and there will be one thing to mar our 
happiness, for we’ll think of the next long separation, & it will not be possible to keep out that 
ghost.  It will haunt us, and we cant be perfectly happy when it appears.  There will be times of 
course when we’ll be too happy to think of it, and yet from time to time the ghost will appear, 
and we cant fight it.  But we will be very happy while we are together, in spite of it.  It cant spoil 
our happiness then, tho’ at times it will mar it terribly.  But darling if we can decide during the 
holidays that we will be married in the Summer, we will have so much to brace us up, so much 
to look forward to, & so much help & relief in the tho’t that it is to be the last trial of that sort 
we will ever have, for after we are married nothing can induce us to go thro’ another 
separation, and we will only go where both [ill.] can go.  We’d never do what Barnes & his wife 
have done, but they didn’t know what it meant.  If they had I dont think that they would have 
done it, but we have had enough of that sort of thing to last all our lives.  It is necessary now, 
but it will never be after we are married, and I am sure we would never do it unless we were 
driven to it.  As long as we both live, we will be together, and nothing but death can separate us 
after we are married.  I hope that things will turn out as we want them to, and that we will be 
able to marry next year.  Darling I was so glad that you liked Uncle Ten Eyck’s scheme for us, in 
case we are married in the summer.  I tho’t it was just lovely, and was pretty sure you’d feel the 
same about it.  You are right about my feeling about camping out.  I have never camped out 
since I have been old enough to know about it, but I never imagined that I’d like it.  I was sure I 
wouldn’t like it.  If Uncle Ten Eyck had asked me to join his party, I would have been sure I 
wouldn’t like it, & tho’ it may be mere prejudice, I shouldn’t have cared to try it to find out, but 
under the circomcumstances he proposed, “it is different,” and I think it by far the loveliest 
scheme that has been proposed.  We would be off alone, and could be sure of being alone.  
What more could we want?  That is enough to recommend it, but besides this it is in a beautiful 
place, and every thing would be comfortable.  It is close to the lake, and we would simply be 
perfectly happy there.  Then I would not have those everlasting snuffles, sore eyes, and asthma.  
My hay fever makes me feel cross, & disagreeable.  It is so maddening, for there is no rest from 
it.  It is the most tantalizing thing in the world, & I have suffered now every summer for ten 
years, and if I could have one year off, or rather part of the attack taken off, it would be more 
relief than I can tell, or you can imagine.  No one but a hay-fever victim can imagine anything 
about it.  If we cant go I can stand it the same as I have dont done, and will not feel any worse 
than if this plan had never been thought of, but if it can be carried out it will make us both very 
happy, aside from the hay-fever consideration, and if I could have all that relief thrown in there 
would be nothing else left to wish for, & I would be in better condition to enjoy things, and I 
could turn all my attention to enjoyment of life, instead of wasting so much of it in soiling 
handkerchiefs by the dozen.  Of course if we go, we cant stay long enough for us to escape the 
thing entirely, but if we could be there during the last half of August I’d escaped the most trying 
part.  I tho’t it was a lovely tho’t of Uncle T.E’s, and as you say, we’ll always thank him for such a 
tho’t even if we cant accept his offer, and of course there is considerable doubt about our doing 
so, but it will be a lovely plan to keep in mind, and it may be possible to carry it out, if we dont 



carry out the others we have talked of.  I guess we’ll be happy enough in doing any of them, 
and we’ll be satisfied with any of them, and will choose the one that we think seems wisest & 
best.  Oh my darling[,] your letter yesterday afternoon was so lovely, and such a surprise.  It did 
me lots of good.  Now I must tell you about the Oratorio Concert.  No I wont be able after all.  
There wont be time for it, I find.  I have been so rushed all day.  I had to put off writing till late, 
and I guess I cant write about the concert, for I find it is too late, and I want more time for that.  
I think that there seems to be some fatality about it, but I will surely have plenty of time 
tomorrow.  I mean to write a very very long letter darling for there is no telling when I’ll have 
another good chance, for on Monday I must go back to the basement again.  This room is taken 
for eight weeks by a Mrs. Harrington (who has boarded here before) and this time she has a 
lady with her.  She lives some distance away.  I forget whether it is West, or where, but she 
comes to N.Y. now and then.  They will keep the room for 8 w[ee]ks unless mamma has the 
chance to get a permanent boarder and in that case, Mrs. H. & her friend are to leave.  I dont 
suppose I ought to feel sorry the room is rented, and I dont suppose I would wish it empty if I 
could, but darling I do feel sort of blue over it too, for I dont think the basement agrees with me 
any too well.  Then I cant hepl help wishing we could have this room while you are here.  It is of 
course important for mamma to have it rented, for $20. per week is more than she can afford 
to give up.  It dont cost a great deal to feed two extra people when we have so many, and we 
have the room any how, and ought to make something out of it, so of course it is all right, and I 
would not change it if I could, but oh darling I do long so for some place to be alone when I 
want to write, and I am just wild for a place when you come home.  But perhaps some thing will 
turn up, and anyway we’ll manage some way to be alone, but I’d like to have it without 
managing for it, but I guess it will be all right.  Oh my darling[,] how I want you.  I am just sick 
some times and feel as tho’ I couldn’t possibly stand it.  There is so much more I want to write 
about, but I must close, & run & mail this.  Your letter came this afternoon, and darling it was 
lovely, tho’ not long, but what there was, was just lovely, but you have done well, for I have had 
3 letters in two days. 
     Goodbye my own darling.  With deepest tenderest warmest love and lots of kisses (lots 
means all you want) 
            I am yours forever 
                   Effie. 


