
                                                                                                         54 West 46th St. 
                                                                    N.Y. Dec. 15th 1885. 
My own darling Harry,  

I wonder if I am going crazy, or if not, what does ail me.  I keep doing the stupidest 
things.  What on earth possessed me to think when I wrote this morning, that I was writing my 
last letter, for this year, to you.  You see I am so wild to see you I dont know how to wait and 
tried to start you a day ahead of time.  I got it into my head that you were going to leave 
Purdue on Thurs[day].  I suppose it happened this way.  Of course, I am looking forward to your 
arrival here.  I know that the time you leave Lafayette has every thing to do with the time of 
your arrival in N.Y. and yet, tho’ I know this, & think of it to a certain extent, my whole mind is 
so filled with the meeting on next Saturday night, that it cant seem to take in any thing else.  I 
dont remember reasoning the thing out, as I seem to have done it, but I suppose I did it 
unconsciously, and counted the time as I do for the letters.  A letter that reaches me on 
Saturday must be mailed on Thurs[day]. and so it would take you that long to come, and if you 
are to reach here on Sat[urday]. you must leave on Thurs[day].  Now of course it was too stupid 
for any thing, and I am sure if my mind hadn’t been so absorbed with the meeting I never would 
have made such a mistake.  Of course I know that the part that comes first is very important, 
because what we are looking forward to depends altogeher altogether on the time you leave, 
and so I dont consider that unimportant by any means, and dont forget that it[’s] some thing to 
look forward to, and yet it isn’t the time that you start for home that fills my whole mind, but 
the time you arrive here.  That is the glorious moment that I am thinking about most, and I 
seem to be getting so wild over it that I act perfectly daft.  I cant even talk straight let alone 
write.  I dont know what I’ll do before the week is out.  Last Friday I began to “get it bad” & 
distinguished myself by forgetting to mail your letter.  On Saturday I made a fool of myself 
every little while by talking crooked.  I’ll tell you of two of my speeches which will show you 
that I was decidedly absent minded.  When I got up from the table after breakfast or lunch (I 
dont know which.  You see I’m decidedly “off”) I looked on the piano for the key of our room.  It 
lay in plain sight but I didn’t see it, and so went to the dining room to ask Jule what she had 
done with it, and before the whole table full said, “Jule have you got the handkerchief?” Well 
you ch can perhaps imagine the effect of this brilliant (?) speech.  Every one looked amazed, for 
it sounded as we had a family handkerchief which we all used in common, and it was not the 
most appetizing speech in the world.  Of course they all knew we were not limited to one 
handkerchief for the family, but they could not imagine what I meant, & mamma & Jule looked 
as dazed as any one.  This brought me to, and I realized what I had said and corrected myself 
and said, “I mean key.”  Of course they all roared.  About an hour later I got off something even 
worse.  It was after we were in our seats at the Opera House.  I was wondering if Ada had 
decided to go, and looked downstairs to see if we could spot her, and I said “She didn’t get a 
ticket before hand, and there wasn’t anything left at the box office, and if she did decide to 
come, she had to buy her ticket of an undertaker.”  Now did you ever know of such a loon?  
Handkerchiefs and keys are so much alike (?) and Undertaker and Speculator are so very much 
alike (?).  And I keep doing and saying and even thinking the most mixed up things.  But to be so 
thoroughly mixed as I was this morning is about the worst yet.  
    Your dear letter was rec’d this afternoon at 2:30 but I was due at the Cohens at 2:40 so I 
could not read it till I came home from there.  I did enjoy it so very much darling.  It was such a 



sweet lovely letter and made me so happy.  Darling, what you said about not being able to 
shave, scared me, for really Harry I dont want my face all torn to pieces and it wouldn’t be 
passed over as it was last time, and would be a “dead give away.”  People can imagine as much 
as they like about the scenes that take place when we are alone, but I dont want them to do 
more than imagine them, and I dont want my face to look as it did last summer.  The train stops 
ten or fifteen minutes at some places.  You say you can shave in ten minutes, so at some 
station, or rather just before you get to it, just take possession of the wash room, and have 
every thing ready to begin operations the minute the train stops.  Of course if the train dont 
stop long enough you cant do it, for I dont want your face all slashed up, and I dont want you to 
take time after you reach N.Y.  If you cant to do it before you get to N.Y. you’ll have to let it go.  
I’d rather have my face all bunged up than to have you delayed, and I’d rather have my face all 
torn to pieces than to have you shave while the cars are in motion, for I dont want you all cut 
up.  Aside from your own discomfort, I have some pride about it, & want you to look your best, 
but if you can possibly get a shave before you reach N.Y. and can find out when there will be 
time for it while the train waits at a station, I wish you would do it, for really my face felt sore, 
and hurt me for two or three days, and you know it looked perfectly dreadful.  But Darling if 
you dont have a chance dont worry, for I’ll be so glad to see you I wont complain a bit if you 
scratch my face.  Only come as fast as you can.  Darling I suppose I could send a letter to Balto 
[Baltimore] for you but I dont think that it would be very nice.  If you have this on Friday I think 
you’ll get along without the one on Saturday as long as you are to see me Sat[urday]. night.  I 
would send a letter there if you were going to be there till Sunday or Monday, but, as it is, I 
would not quite like to do it.  I may change my mind, for I assure you I’ll feel like writing, but it 
would look too much like using the Brookses and I dont really think I had better do it, tho’ my 
desire to write may conquer this other feeling.  If I dont, you must believe that I wanted to, but 
tho’t I’d better not.  I am glad however that I have the address in case there is anything 
important to send you word about.  If you dont hear from me you’ll know that all is well and 
that I am waiting anxiously & impatiently for you & am just wild for the happy moment.  I 
expect the whole vacation will seem like a moment to us both.  How very hateful old Mrs. 
Barnes is to delay the meeting between the husband & wife for the sake of her stupid old 
paper.  I am glad we haven’t any one to keep us apart a whole week.  Now my darling[,] it is 
late, & I must go to bed at once.  With strongest deepest love, & lots of kisses, and with hopes 
& prayers for your safety during your journey, and at all times.  I am yours forever. 
Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ        Effie. 
 

Dont miss your train.  Be sure and allow plenty of time (joke).  With unbounded love. 
                    Your own 
                          Effie. 
 


