
                                                                                                          No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                          N.Y. Nov. 24th 1885. 
My own darling darling Harry, 
       I know[,] my own Harry[,] that the letter I wrote today was a miserable affair.  I felt so at 
the time, but wrote under difficulties, and felt so blue I could not half write, and when I know 
my time is limited it always breaks me all up.  I was blue any how, but I believe if I could have 
had more time I could have done a little better. Your dear letter braced me up wonderfully, and 
I have felt so much better since it came.  I was sorry I hadn’t time to add more to my letter to 
tell you how much good it did me.  I didn’t mean to tell you of this fresh opening of the wound 
Minnie’s death made, for I dont want to be always groaning to you about that trouble.  It is 
there, and I simply cant get over it.  It is just as hard all the time.  I try to keep it out of sight, 
and not make others uncomfortable, and I succeed most of the time, but I got to a pitch today 
where I could not keep it in.  I have felt low spirited for days, and couldn’t seem to throw it off.  
Mrs. K. died on Friday, and tho’ I didn’t know her, it brought every thing back so vividly, but I 
didn’t tell you about it then.  I was trying to smother it without any help, for it must seem to 
you that I do wrong to go on grieving so.  It may be wrong, & I do try my best to throw it off, but 
no one knows how many times a day I think of it, tho’ I dont speak of it every day.  I try to think 
it is better all for the best and try to keep my mind from dwelling on it, but darling when I love 
any one it is no mild form of love.  I cannot settle down & get used to it when any dear friend is 
taken away, and Minnie’s loss is the hardest that I have ever had to bear.  Darling you must be 
patient when I go on moaning over it, for I cant shake it off.  I do all I can, but every thing seems 
to remind me of her.  It must seem to you that I ought to get over it to a certain extent, and it 
seems to me that it ought to grow easier, that the sharp edge ought to wear off, but it doesn’t.  
It just cuts and cuts all the time.  I dont know what would become of me if you should be taken 
away.  I believe I’d either die or lose my mind.  I am very sure I’d want to die.  But I mustn’t go 
on writing about such gloomy tho’ts, or I’ll soon be down in the depths as far as I was before 
your letter came.  My darling I must tell you what I have already done about the handkerchief 
you want me to get.  You dont suppose I’d think of Mr. A. and not think of my own Harry, and 
that he might like to have the chance to get such a Xmas present for his mother.  Not much.  I 
bought one for you last week.  I tho’t I wouldn’t say a word about it, but would just keep quiet 
& say “nothin to nobody,” and even mamma & Jule dont know about it.  I tho’t if you wanted 
the handkerchief it would be too late by the time you could get word back to me & so I didn’t 
wait, and I will quote a few of my tho’ts on the subject.  “I almost know Harry would like one for 
his mother, and I have a great mind to risk it and get one, because if he would like it, it would 
be too bad to lose the chance, for they’d all be gone by the time he could send for one.  I 
believe I’ll get one and not tell a soul a word about it, and will wait and see what he says about 
it.  If he wishes I could get one for him, I’ll tell him; if he doesn’t say a word about it, I wont give 
it away.  When he comes home I’ll show him mine, and if he enthuses, and expresses a wish for 
one for Coz Sue’s Xmas present, I will let him mourn a few minutes, and then trot it out and 
make him think I’m a fairy that has given him his wish.  He’ll be so astonished that he wont 
know whether he is awake or not, if I can produce a real lace handkerchiefs when he wishes for 
it.  If he dont seem to want it I’ll keep it and give it as a wedding present to the first sister that 
marries, for I suppose out of four sisters we can count on at least one of them following the 
example we will set them,” and I tho’t it would be very acceptable to any one of them.  They 



would consider that a very nice present, and then you could spend what you could afford to, 
and we’d make quite a nice little show if we each gave something. “Any how” I tho’t “it cant 
come amiss, and it will be very handy to have if Harry dont want it.  I get it with the idea that it 
is for him, but wont tell him, because then he may think he ought to take it, whether he wants 
it or not, and I dont want him to do that, but I do want him to have one if he wants it.  I’ll get it, 
and if it is left on my hands I wont regret it, for I can use it to advantage some day.”  So my 
darling[,] you see that it is yours, and it isn’t going to take any of my time to get it either.  You 
know you said “I think your performances in the line of laces is wonderful.  I should like one of 
the handkerchiefs for Mamma[.]  See if you can get me one if you have the time wont you.”   
     They are having a candy spree, & I slipped off to write this to you, for I wont have time 

to write tomorrow, and you must have a letter on Friday.  That poor thing I wrote today wont be 
enough to keep you two days.  It is hardly enough for one day let alone two, especially as Thurs. 
will be Thanksgiving.  I doubt if it will be enough to last thro’ that one day.  I hoped I could send 
something more, for you to get in the afternoon, but it wasn’t possible, so I am doing the next 
best thing, making sure of something for Friday.  I dont know what I can do for Saturday, but I 
will try and write from Madison on Thurs. tho’ I am not sure that I can get it to the P.O. and am 
very far from being sure that there is a mail from there in the afternoon, but my darling Harry[,] 
you may just rest assured that I’ll do my best and if you dont have a letter on Saturday it wont be 
my fault.  It will be kind of rough for Sunday too, for if I dont come home till Friday, I will have all 
my lessons to make up, and will be awfully busy.  If I come home Thurs. night I dont know what 
sort of a chance I’d have, for Lottie is coming home, and four in a room wont improve my 
chances for writing, & if they are any worse than now, they’ll be pretty slim.  But I think I can 
arrange it at Madison.  I’ll hide myself in your den, and keep a sort of journal and write whenever 
I have a chance. 
Wed. A.M. Orange train 

My darling I couldn’t finish last night.  A dreadful faintness came over me and I had to lie 
down. Mamma was awfully scared & gave me brandy.  It seemed to revive me but as soon as I 
was able to get up I had to get ready for bed.  I had a dreadful chill.  Mamma tho’t the whole 
thing came from my cold and was afraid I was going to have pneumonia, or something like it, 
for I had so much trob trouble about breathing but she doctored me till nearly morning, & this 
A.M. I am very much better.  My cough is loose, and I feel much better now that that terrible 
tightness has been relieved, and now my cold is loosened it will wear off, so you needn’t worry 
at all.  I suppose it was the [ill.] difficulty of breathing & the weight on my chest that caused the 
trouble, faintness etc last night.  I wanted to write so much about your letter, b and was so 
disappointed that I couldn’t do it, and now I cant do much for there isn’t time.  I’ll go to 
Madison from Orange, take the 5:17 train to Chatham and wait there 30 minutes for a train.  
This will get me to M[adison]. at 6:39.  It will be better than to get there at 7:20 as I supposed 
I’d do, but I tho’t perhaps I could make a change somewhere and thus get an express train that 
wouldn’t stop at Orange.  I dont believe I can write about the things I want to say now, but will 
try to write from Madison.  
  Darling I send you love beyond expression and lots & lots & lots of kisses.  With awful 
longing 
        Ever your own devoted 
                   Effie. 



                                                                                                              East Orange 1:30 
My own precious Harry, 
        I have only a minute but I want to send another heart full of love, and tell you that I am 
feeling much better even than than I did when I left home, and feel quite like myself, in spite of 
my bad night, & this miserable letter weather.  Now I must go.  Oh darling how I wish you were 
going to be at Madison. 
       With love unbounded 
            your own loving 
                  Effie. 
   
 


