
                                                                                                            54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                      N.Y. Jan. 11th 1886. 
My own darling darling Harry  
     The letter that should have reached me yesterday A.M. didn’t arrive at Station G. till 2 
P.M., so of course I didn’t get it till this morning.  It came in the first mail, and I hurried thro’ 
breakfast and then went off alone to read it.  It was lovely, and I was so glad to get it, and so 
glad to hear that the mail on Thurs[day]. reached you all right, and that Mamma’s letter pleased 
you, for she certainly meant that is should.  The money order came all right, and it was very 
thoughtofful of you to have it sent to Station G. instead of the regular post office, for it is so 
much more convenient.  I haven’t been up there yet, for I have been so busy all day.  Anyway 
there was no reason to hor hurry for it.  I’ll go tomorrow on my way to 71st St. and can walk 
there, and then take the B’way car on the corner of 52nd St. & ride almost to Mrs. Drake’s door.  
When I came home this noon I found your letter, the regular letter.  I was mighty glad that it 
was not delayed a whole day.  Darling I am so sorry you had no letter on Friday.  I have written 
and mailed some kind of a letter to you every day since you left, and I suppose the storm was to 
blame for the delay on Friday.  I do hope you had two on Saturday, and two yesterday.  You 
blame yourself for not getting your letter on Wednesday, but didn’t say why or how you were 
to blame, so I dont know anything about it, and cant see how you were to blame, and certainly 
all my wrath wasn’t meant for you, and I didn’t mean you when I called all those hard names.  If 
it was you own fault, I can cool down about it, for you had to suffer for it, and in that case it 
dont make quite so much difference, but I was mad to have you suffer for some one’s else fault, 
and didn’t think it was at all fair, when you had so much suffering on your own account, but I 
dont see how it was your fault, and I still think whoever sent that letter back here was a stupid 
thing, for even if you hadn’t notified them of your return, they must have known that you were 
back at Purdue.  If you didn’t order your letters to be sent to Purdue, it was careless on your 
part, but it was very stupid for the one who sent it here, to do so, when he knew College had 
commenced, and he isn’t fit for a position in a P.O. or fit to handle mail, if he hasn’t any better 
judgment.  It would be different in a city like N.Y. but in a place like Lafayette it is inexcusable.  
My darling there are so many things in your letter that I would like to write about, but I wont 
have time now to answer those letters, but I will send answers to both, as soon as possible.  I 
haven’t had a chance till today to go to Vantine’s, and this afternoon I went down town, and 
stopped in there and paid the bill.  They evidently trusted us pretty thoroughly, for they have 
not been scared about it at all, or sent another bill, or done anything at all about it.  It was 
awfully funny, for they didn’t know us from the side of a barn, & if they had looked in the 
directory they would have found no such name as Osborn at that this address.  I think it was 
very funny indeed for them to do it.  I will enclose the receipt.  Darling I did miss your letter so 
dreadfully yesterday, and I do hope you have to spend your Sunday without a word from me.  I 
guess you were blue enough any how without having the agony piled on like that.  The 
disappointment is so much greater when you have to go so far for your mail. That is the way 
with me.  I am in more need, if possible, of a letter on Sunday, and then, when I have to go up 
to the P.O. for it, & it isn’t there it makes it very hard indeed, for I go on purpose for your letter, 
and if I dont get it, it just breaks me up completely, even worse than at other times.  But 
yesterday I was prepared for it, and didn’t count on it very strongly before hand.  Usually I feel 
so sure of it, & am thinking about it from the time I get awake, and can hardly get up there fast 



enough, and the Sunday before Election I was about sick over my disappointment.  I was so glad 
that I had tho’t beforehand that the storm might have delayed the mail, for it helped me get 
thro’ the disappointment, so much easier than I would have done if I hadn’t tho’t of that 
possibility, or I might better say probability.  I dont seem to get over my blues & longing for you 
one bit.  I dont believe that I am going to settle down to it, and get used to it.  I feel it all the 
time, and am terribly low spirited, that is inwardly, but I dont let the others see it, and dont 
think that they guess what is going on inside.  It is awfully hard, and darling I have a good deal 
more to bear than you have any idea of.  Ada says she should think it would be the greatest 
relief for me when I get settled with you in Lafayette, even tho’ I am so far away from my family 
and friends.  I have a good deal to say about your plans for mamma, but knew there wouldn’t 
be time to write satisfactorily about them tonight, so I have put it off for a more favorable time.  
I will only tell you that I approve of them, but there are a good many ifs & ands & buts to be 
considered, but of these more hereafter. 
     Now my darling I must go.  With boundless love of the deepest warmest truest kind and 
lots of kisses. 
     Ever your own 
                                    Effie. 


