
                                                                                                       54 West 46th St. 
                                                                           N.Y. Dec. 10th, 1885 
My own darling Harry, 
      I was sorry not to send a better letter [ill.] last night, but I could not write before I went 
to Orange, and I got home so late that I didn’t have time to do much.  It was a terrible day, and I 
suppose if I had known before hand how dreadful it would be I wouldn’t have started.  It wasn’t 
raining when I left home, but was a damp foggy horrid morning, but looked as tho’ it might 
clear, so I started, but fortunately my faith in clear weather was not strong enough to make me 
go unprepared for rain, and I tho’t it would be as well to have my rubbers[,] waterproof & 
umbrella, and I was mighty thankful for them.  When I reached Roseville it was so foggy I 
couldn’t see half a block ahead of me, could barely see across the street, but when I left your 
Aunt Mag’s fifteen minutes later it was clearing away, and we all tho’t it was going to be 
pleasant, but it was soon settled definitely and didn’t leave us in doubt very long for it soon 
began to pour in torrents.  I have never been free from the cold I had before Thanksgiving, and 
tho’ it was nearly well my throat has been quite raw all the time, & this week I have added to it 
and last night my throat was dreadfully sore, and had spots all over it.  I didn’t sleep well last 
night, but I dont think it is any worse than it was yesterday, so I dont believe I am any worse for 
my wetting.  It poured so that the rain came through my umbrella and I almost doubted 
whether it was any protection, fo but decided that I didn’t get quite as much as I would without 
it so I kept it up.  Mrs. Paine was terribly worked up, and wanted me to change my clothes, said 
she would lend me some things of her’s, & she was determined I should stay there all night.  It 
was very sweet and thoughtful and I can tell you I appreciated it very much, but I wanted to 
come home, and so I declined.  I stopped at your Aunt Mag’s on my way up.  Julie is still in bed 
and has been very sick.  Mag is there and will come down to the matinee on Saturday and 
Cousin Mag will come with her if Jule is better—but she is afraid she will not be well enough to 
be left alone, and it is very doubtful about Cousin M. coming.  They dont know where she got 
the malaria, whether Roseville is to blame or not.  They think it must have been in her system 
before they moved there, as she was not feeling well when they left New York.  I was only there 
about fifteen minutes, and didn’t see Jule.  So you had a cold time too.  On Monday it was 
awfully cold here, and when I came in my face was so cold I could hardly speak, for it seemed so 
stiff I couldn’t work my mouth very well, but I was delighted to have any thing in place of the 
warm disagreeable weather, but and glad to have the cold weather set in, tho’ the change was 
almost too sudden.  On Tuesday A.M. it was very cold but in the afternoon it began to 
moderate, and yesterday it was actually hot.  I dont wonder I cant get over my cold.  My only 
wonder is that every one isn’t down sick.  Today is too nasty for words to describe.  Close & 
muggy, & very damp, and the whole air actually smells.  It is simply sickening.  I have both 
windows open, & no heat on, & am nearly melted, and haven’t any starch left in me.  My head 
feels dull and achey.  I know the weather is to blame.  If it could only have been decent & 
stayed cold, instead of jumping around from one extreme to the other I know I would have felt 
splendidly.  I am so surprised about what you told me about Haweis.  I wont tell you yet about 
my suspicions, until I have heard Haweis, but there was nothing like what you quoted, in the 
“Musical Memories.”  He is a minister you know, and such as speech doesn’t seem at all 
becoming, or in keeping with his profession, but I will tell you what I think when I have heard 
him, until then I dont want to judge, but I am inclined to think that Barnes lost the connection, 



and his tho’ts might have wandered off to his wife, and their meeting, for I know if he is like us 
at all, his mind is apt to wander on all occasions, even if he is interested.  Haweis may have 
been quoting some one else, and B[arnes]. hadn’t been following [ill.] him, and then came to 
just in time to hear that part.  There are very few sermons that would bear having such a thing 
done, and I often hear sermons, that I could quote from, and shock almost any one if I told just 
one part without the connection.  Only last night Jule was reading aloud to us, and some ideas 
did not agree with mamma’s and she went on at a great rate about such nonsense, and that 
gave her away.  She had been thinking of some thing else for a moment or two, and when she 
began to pay attention it was too late for her to get the connection, and she didn’t understand 
that the author was quoting some other writer’s views preparatory to “going for them.”  He 
tho’t they were all wrong too, but mamma lost the connection and tho’t the author (whose 
views were not at all like the man he was quoting) was giving his own ideas and she was 
dreadfully disgusted and we both “went for her.”  Jule said “Now mamma dont go on like that.  
You dont know what you are talking about. I’ll begin this part again, and hope you’ll let me 
finish it before you go to discussing it.”  When Jule got thro’ mamma found out that the author 
wasn’t so dreadful after all, and it may have been the same way with Barnes, tho’ he may have 
been all right, and Haweis may have been as bad as he thinks.  Oh what a loon I am.  I said I 
wasn’t going to tell you my suspicions, and I immediately went to work and did it.  I suppose 
you’ll smile as you read it, for it was so absurd for me to do the very thing I said I would not do.  
Now mind I am not misjudging either Barnes or Haweis yet, but I half suspect.  Darling I have 
written about how I feel about Madison.  They understand that we are to come up there on 
Xmas in time for dinner.  I told you that Harry in one of my letters, I think in the one I wrote the 
day I returned from Madison dated Nov[ember]. 27th , tho’ I am not positive about that, but I’m 
sure that I told you.  So any suspicions were correct about Sue, and she does feel as hard as 
ever.  I think it was strange that she never mentioned my visit, for she must have known that it 
would be interesting to you & you’d be anxious to hear about it.  I was almost sure from the 
way you wrote, that you have heard from at least one of the girls and sure that any visit had 
either been mentioned very indirectly, or else not at all.  Well darling[,] it is hard but I dont 
know what we are going to do about it.  I haven’t been worrying lately as I used to.  I begin to 
take it more philosophically than I did, and gotten so now that I dont care what Sue thinks.  I 
dont care whether she ever likes me or not, that is as far as I am concerned.  I feel very sorry on 
your account, for I know it is very hard for you and cant help worrying you but darling dont 
worry any one on my account, for they cant make me miserable, and if they want to give you 
up to me, and give me all their share of you, besides my own, why I wont be miserable over 
that, except for your sake, and darling if Sue wants to be mean let her.  I think she shows that 
she isn’t worthy of your love, and you mustn’t let it worry you any more than you can help, for 
she isn’t worth minding.  She thinks she is so good, and such a christian, but she dont inspire 
me with such admiration for her goodness, and I know some people, who are what she might, 
& probably would consider heathens that I have more respect for, and whom I would rather 
take as an example.  I think she has shown all thro’ what I would call a heathenish spirit, but if I 
am wrong, and it is a Christian spirit, I want the opposite[,] whatever that is.  I dont feel so 
toward the others, but I know that I can never forget Sue’s actions as long as I live, and will 
never be able to feel any very great amount of love for her.  I am fond of Mag, and yet feel that 
we cant count on her, for you know she used to change so last summer.  Carrie has by far the 



best disposition, and I believe is really the truest of the three.  I think they have treated you 
shamefully[,] that is Sue & Mag, for tho’ Mag has been very nice to me, and has never spoken 
of me to you as Sue did, yet her letters have not been at all a help to you, and I think she has 
treated you badly, and that of course makes me feel hard toward her. 
____________________  Your letter just rec’d.  My darling I am so sorry you were feeling so 
blue, and am so disgusted about my letter.  I mailed it myself at the corner on Sunday evening 
before going to church.  I went dont down to the 6th Ave[nue] cor[ner]. on purpose, because I 
know the time of the collections there, and am not sure about the 5th Ave[nue]. corner, and 
didn’t want to risk it till Church time.  I dont understand about the letter I wrote last Thurs[day].  
I am sure Jule mailed it in time for the 9 P.M. collection, and I tho’t it was only about 8:30 when 
she mailed it, tho’ our time may have been wrong, but I never dreamed that it would be late, 
and any way the letter should have reached you on Sunday Morning, even if it wasn’t mailed in 
time for Saturday, tho’ I still insli believe that it was mailed in plenty of time, unless the time of 
collection is earlier than it used to be.  Mamma’s watch is usually about five minutes fast, and I 
am sure it wasn’t behind time that night, and now to have my Sunday’s letter fail is too much, 
and I dont see any sense in it.  It is very strange and I dont understand it.  Mrs. Hull, Maggie, 
Jule and I were going to church together, and I rushed out, before they were ready, to mail my 
letter.  We were at church at least five minutes before it commenced, so you see my letter was 
mailed early enough.  
      I think the Trustees & Faculty of Purdue University have more meetings where nothing is 
done than any place I ever heard of.  Talk about a woman’s organization always having 
meetings and doing nothing but talk and gossip and using up the time & postponing business 
for the next meeting.  Well if they cant beat any thing of the sort at Purdue, then I’ll give up.  I 
know you get disgusted and furious at the Faculty meetings, and I dont blame you.  I hope Dr. 
Smart isn’t trying any of his shrewdness on you, for I know I have always felt that he was too 
shrewd and smart altogether.  He has always been very lovely to you, but from all I know of 
him, I cant help feeling that he is inclined to be tricky, and this thing looks to me a little as tho’ 
he was trying to lead you to believe that you would have a full professor’s pay but without 
giving you any promise or any thing to take hold of & nothing that would bind them at all, & 
then if you wait till they can make up their minds about it, & settle down to business, they will 
think it is too late for you to get anything else to do, and will be less likely to offer you $1600. 
than they would now and I believe for that very reason they would like to put you off as long as 
possible.  Dr. Smart likes you I am sure, & wants to keep you, but they would like to get out of 
paying you what they know you are worth.  I may misjudge Dr. Smart but I think he is a very 
deep and very scheming sort of man, and his treatment of Miss Weed has made me rather 
distrustful, and will remember that before that happened I didn’t have such a wonderful 
amount of confidence in him and dont you remember, you were quite provoked at me for 
saying hard things about him.  I may be all wrong but I have that feeling.  I dont think that he 
says all those nice things to you without meaning them.  I believe he does mean them, but still I 
believe he would managed, if he could, to get you for as low a salary as possible, but if he will 
give you a decided answer before you leave, & promise you a salary that you are satisfied with, 
and think will be enough for us both, I believe that we would be very well off at Purdue, but if 
he dont promise and bind himself, then I certainly should “make a desperate move for 
something East,” for you cant go out there alone after this year, and I would not wait for their 



answer till it is too late to secure another place.  I think and believe however that they will want 
to keep you at Purdue bad enough to pay you a good salary, & I believe, if  you act determined 
about it, they’ll be scared into it.  If they see you mean business and wont be fooled with, I 
believe they’ll want to make sure of you, & will make you a decent offer, and you’ll feel that it is 
best of for you to accept.  I feel very hopeful about it, but believe that they would come some 
“funny business” if they could. 
 
 Now my own darling[,] I must go.  Please remember me to Miss Weed  tell her I am so 
sorry to hear of her trouble with her eyes, that I know by experience how dreadful it is.  I am 
sorry she seems so cross with you, but I dont believe she means it darling.  I think that any one 
in such a state is hardly responsible for being cross & irritable.  Dont you remember how 
irritable my hay-fever made me & I was so nervous I couldn’t be decent and even to you I was 
sometimes very cross.  I didn’t mean to be, but I know I was, & can remember times when I was 
just horrid to you, tho’ you know I loved you with all my heart all the time, and I guess Miss 
Weed likes you still.  I dont believe she is down on you, but she is so nervous, she cant help 
being cross.  Now, my own precious boy, good bye.  With fondest tenderest deepest love & 
more than tongue can tell  

from you own Effie. 
 


