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My own darling darling Harry, 
      What I fear has come true.  The storm has delayed the mails.  Fritz and I went to the 
P.O. this morning but I didn’t get a word from you.  Of course I knew you wrote, and sent the 
letter on time.  I was prepared for the delay, for that is usually the effect of a storm.  If I could 
not account for the delay, & it had been unexpected, I would have been even more 
disappointed than I am now, tho’ goodness knows it is hard enough now, & I feel awfully to 
have to do without my letter.  I do hope darling that the same thing hasn’t happened at your 
end.  I do hope your mail was on time and all right for you will be lonely enough, and blue 
enough, today under the best circumstances, and I do hope you wont have to have the day 
made harder, by having no letter.  I hope you got both my letters, tho’ one was rather stale, I 
supposed you’d welcome it.  I wonder if mamma’s letter surprised & mystified you.  It must 
have surprised you I think, and I could not explain about it till Friday.  Darling I do hope you 
understood it as she meant it, and I hope I explained everything in my letter Friday so that you 
could have some idea of our talk, tho’ I could not begin to tell you all of it.  Mamma is very low 
spirited, and I think the excitement attending Ada’s wedding makes her worse, for it reminds 
her of ours.  She was in Mrs. Ellis’ room yesterday, and talked to her about it, and Mrs. Ellis told 
me about the conversation last night.  Mrs. E. thinks it makes it so hard for us, and she feels 
sorry for us, “but” she said “Effie you cant blame her.  She feels dreadfully because you are 
going so far away.  That is what she is worried about.  She is very fond of Mr. Osborn and 
perfected delighted with your choice, and if you were going to be near her I think she’d feel 
very happy over it.  I did all I could to brace her up and didn’t encourage her in her blues a bit.  I 
told her she ought to be very happy about it, and that you probably wouldn’t stay out there all 
your life, and that she ought to feel glad that you were going to marry some one she liked, that 
she had always said she was pleased with your choice, and that that was a great deal, for you 
might have chosen some one she could never like, and then I said, besides, Mrs. Loag, you must 
remember that you did the very same thing yourself and you cant blame her.”  Mamma said 
“Oh I dont blame her.  I dont blame either of them.  I know it is all right, but it nearly kills me to 
think of her going so far way.  I dont feel badly about anything else.  If she was going to be 
some where near, where I could see her often, I would not feel so, but as it is, I feel as tho’ I 
was going to lose her, and I am going to lose her if she goes way out there.”  Poor mamma[,] it 
is awfully hard for her, and it makes me feel dreadfully to have her so blue about it.  We must 
be very patient with her when she seems inconsistent and unreasonable.  I know she dont 
mean to be.  She wants to be as lovely as she can, but she is so unhappy at the tho’t of the 
separation, that she hardly knows what she is about, and she makes the anticipation of it 
almost as bad as the realization, and cant be happy with the time she has left.  She is like I was 
the last few days you were here.  I couldn’t enjoy the time we had left and forget the parting & 
separation.  I enjoyed having you and was thankful for that, but I couldn’t not forget what we 
must suffer, & that ghost haunted me all the time, and made me miserable even while I had 
you.  Oh darling it was so dreadful to know that our time was growing shorter & shorter every 
minute, and to know that we would have to say goodbye for so long as time, nearly half a year.  
It did take away from my happiness a great deal those last few days, and I was terribly blue 
about it.  Oh Harry it was so hard to let you go, and it is so hard to do without you. I am so very 



lonely, and miss you so terribly.  A week ago today we went to church together.  It seems so 
long ago that it is almost like a dream.  I suffered untold tortures all through the service, and 
was in terror lest I should break down completely.  I wished a thousand times that we hadn’t 
gone.  If my life depended on it I couldn’t tell anything about the sermon.  I remember that they 
had communion, and I suppose the sermon had something to do with that, but honestly I dont 
know one thing that Dr. Tiffany said.  I didn’t know but what I’d choke to death.  It was so hard 
to control myself, my throat just ached, and the pain alone was almost enough to bring tears. I 
was a little bit frightened about it, to tell the truth, for I tho’t I might have one of those terrible 
attacks.  I felt very much like it, & wouldn’t have been a bit surprised to have had my throat 
contract and stiffen.  In fact I was surprised that it didn’t.  I didn’t tell you about it because I 
knew you’d worry, and I was afraid you wouldn’t let me go to the depot, and I knew it would be 
the same if I told mamma, so I kept still about it.  I didn’t think it was quite wise to go to the 
depot, but determined to risk it.  I felt choked all day, & that night I felt awfully, but it has all 
gone now, so you needn’t worry at all.  I suppose it all came from trying so hard to control 
myself, and yet it was worse than the ordinary lump in the throat, and more like that dreadful 
contraction & stiffening of the muscles.  I have gotten in my old tracks now, and am doing what 
I did before you came, except that I am better for having had those two weeks.  They have done 
us both good, and I am so glad we didn’t try to do as we did last year.  I had a lovely letter from 
Em yesterday.  It was short, only one sheet, but it was very sweet.  I haven’t had a chance yet to 
write and acknowledge my lovely presents, and I feel so ashamed, but I know it will be all right, 
and they’ll understand it, for they know just how I am situated, & will make allowance for me, 
and not think me ungrateful, but I am going to write to them all today, or tonight.  I am bound 
those letters shall go today tomorrow if I have to sit up all tonight to write them.  Darling I am 
so glad that you make it a rule to accept invitations to dinner.  I think it a good rule to make, 
and a good one to stick to.  I didn’t know before that Dr. Smart was boarding.  I supposed they 
kept house, and was quite surprised when you wrote that the Stahls boarded in the same house 
with Dr. Smart & family.  Oh! you spoke of the Lindeman pianos, and asked if I had ever heard 
of them.  I have, and I like those I know about very much.  I think I like them better than the 
Hazelton Squares, but I dont think I like them as well as the Hazelton Uprights.  I dont know 
whether Lindeman makes and an upright piano.  I have never heard of them.  All I know about 
have been what they call the cycloid piano.  It is this shape keyboard [she drew an oval 
flattened on the bottom around the word “keyboard”], & stands on three legs.  I know of three 
very good ones, and have used them quite often.  Mr. Lord had one, & his sister Mrs Riley had 
one.  They were both lovely instruments.  The Wellings in Warwick have one that I like very 
much, but Mrs. Durkee got one that I hear has proved any thing but satisfactory.  The others 
wore splendidly, but I have heard that hers didn’t do well at all, petered right out in no time.  
She used it very carefully.  I suppose it has been more carefully used than any of them, for the 
others have been banged and hammered on by children, and Libbie’s has never had any such 
wear on her’s.  Oh yes I know of one other.  Mr. Z’s Company room at the 22nd Reg[iment]. 
Armory has one, that isn’t any thing remarkable, but it is hardly fair judge by that for those 
fellows give it pretty rough use I guess.  I am surprised that it only costs $12.00 to move a piano 
out there.  I supposed it would cost a good deal more.  Your mother was so glad to hear that 
you used your Xmas money for a sealskin cap.  She says that was what she wanted to get you, 
but those she looked at were more expensive, $13.00 & $15.00, and she didn’t suppose a nice 



one would be had for $10.00.  She tho’t you really needed it, and seemed very much pleased to 
hear you had one, and that the $10.00 was enough for such a nice one.  She tho’t we struck 
quite a bargain.  I guess you have begun to use it.  It is very cold here, and you are probably 
catching it too.  You must be careful about changing, and must wear you cap all the time, 
except on very warm days.  Wear it to church, and every where, for it isn’t safe to change back 
and forth from a seal skin cap to a hat.  I know you did it when you had only your old cap, but 
now you have this nice one, you needn’t be ashamed to wear it any where and you must not 
risk making the change.  It is wonderful to see Ada.  She is as quiet and calm as can be.  No one 
would imagine, to see her, that her wedding day was so near.  She is as quiet over it as tho’ she 
had been thro’ it a dozen times.  I believe every one in the house is more excited than she.  She 
is just too lovely for anything.  I dont know what I’d do without her.  She helps me so much.  
Last night after Mr. U[nderwood]. left, she came down stairs and said “Effie I came downstairs 
to ask you to do something for me.  Will you come up & sleep with me tonight?”  Well of course 
I didn’t need any great amount of coaxing, and we had an awfully nice time together.  She told 
me where they are going for their trip.  I dont suppose it would make any difference if I told 
you, but I promised not to tell a soul, so of course I’ll keep my promise & not ever tell you.  I 
feel quite highly honored, for she hasn’t told any one else, even her mother, and Mrs. 
Underwood dont know.  She says she will tell her mother just before they leave, and they’ll 
telegraph Mrs. U. the next morning, but so far, I am the only one who has been let into the 
secret.  Ada wants me to watch her, and as soon as she leaves the parlor on Wed[nesday]. she 
wants me to follow her, and go up stairs with her, & wants me to stay with her till she is ready 
to go.  I am very glad she wants me, and you may be sure I shall be only too glad to be with her 
till the last moment, & have her a few minutes all alone.  Oh my darling I do wish you were 
going to be here on Wednesday, for that matter I wish you were here now, and were going to 
be here all the time.   I hope you wont forget to write to Ada today.  You know you said you’d 
write so she’d get your note on her wedding day.  Oh I meant to tell you last night about 
Carrie’s watch, but I had so little time for writing that I actually forgot about the watch.  She got 
it in Newark on Friday, and it is the most exquisite thing, in that line, that I have seen for many a 
day.  It is about the size of mamma’s, & the work on the case is very much like her’s, but the 
design is smaller.  The watch is thicker than mamma’s but effect is very much like hers, and I 
always liked mamma’s watch as well as any I ever saw.  Carrie paid $43.00 for the watch, and 
got a lovely little chain for $6.00.  I think the style of chain they whe wear now, is the prettiest 
they have ever have had had.  Carrie is tickled to pieces over it, and I dont wonder for it is a 
perfect beauty.  Speaking of beauty reminds me.  I have a beautiful(?) cheek, and I am very 
much afraid I am going to have a boil, and that it will develope just in time for the wedding.  
Ada says she believes it is going to be a boil, but says I’ve got to be on hand at the wedding no 
matter how dreadful it is.  I hope it wont amount to much, but it has been feeling around for 
several days for a spot to settle on, and today it is pretty firmly settled.  The thing is about the 
size of “a nickel,” and red and sore_____  My!  Well I should say so.  A nice time to have such a 
thing.  Isn’t it horrid?  I do hope the thing will quiet down by Wed[nesday]. & not be so 
conspicuous as it is today. 
        I haven’t told you about the latest presents Ada has rec’d.  She has a beautiful pair of 
sugar tongs, its with claws instead of shells.  I like the claws so much better.  The handle is oxyd 
oxidized and the design is exactly the design on the silver her mother gave her.  Wasn’t it funny 



it happened so?  She has another Japanese jar, but it isn’t as handsome as ours, if I do say it 
myself.  It is the bronze basket work with a spray of flowers in gilt on it, and little things (lower 
animals) crawling, or rather supposed to be crawling around on it.  She has another set of after 
dinner coffee cups and saucers.  A beautiful case containing 1 doz[en] of each, all handsomely 
decorated, but they are not as elegant as those she had from Mr. & Mrs. Ellis.  Last night she 
got a beautiful case with 1 doz[en] coffee spoons.  They are lovely, and the same style she came 
near getting when she chose her silver, from her mother.  She has a magnificent jewel case, of 
oxidized silver, with the most exquisite repouse work.  It is one of the handsomest presents she 
has had, with the exception of those from Mrs. Hull, & Mr. U[nderwood]. & his mother.  She 
has a very pretty fan from Mrs. Harrington & Mrs. Cilly.  All her presents so far have been from 
those she never dreamed of receiving anything from, excepting those from Mrs. H[ull]., Mr. 
U[nderwood]. & Mrs. U[nderwood].  And I suppose a great many will come tomorrow and next 
day from old friends.  None of those she had tho’t of have sent anything yet, and I expect there 
will be a big show by Wednesday.  She didn’t expect to “exhibit” the presents, but finds that 
those who have sent them would be terribly hurt if she didn’t, and so she has decided that she 
will have to show them, with the cards that came with them.  She dont like the idea & thinks it 
bad taste, but she has had so many hints, from those who have sent them, that she thinks she 
must give up her own ideas, and suit the ones who sent them.  Isn’t it funny for people to feel 
so, & want every one to know what they gave?  Ada says if it has to be done, I have got to put 
our names on our present.  I tell her it is all nonsense, that we gave it to her and dont care 
whether any one else knows about it or not, but she says our names have got to be on, and if I 
dont put them on, she’ll do it herself, so I suppose I must.  I’ll write your name on my card, or 
else write it by itself on a plain card.  Ed is no better, and Ten Eyck is miserable too, and didn’t 
come down to dinner this noon.  I wrote part of this before dinner and got a start on it.  Now 
darling I must leave you.  I must write those Cala [California] letters.  
       Oh Harry I want you so.  It is terrible this separation. 
           With deepest love & devotion 
              Ever your own 
                                             Effie 
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