
                                                                                                             No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                       N.Y. Jan. 18th 1886 
My own darling Harry, 
    I am going to write a little note to send with the express package, and tonight I hope to 
write my regular letter.  I haven’t had time to do it today, tho’ I hope to write in time for the 
early mail.  Darling your letter came this morning on time.  You poor boy.  The mails you were 
not to blame on Friday.  They may have been delayed, but there was no letter from me on 
Wed[nesday].  I felt so sorry not to send anything on Wed[nesday] but things were in such 
confusion I could not write.  I wanted to bad enough, and hoped that I’d get a chance to send 
something, but I couldn’t, but darling I can tell you one thing.  I tho’t of you all the time, and 
you needn’t think that you were forgotten, because I couldn’t write for that wasn’t so at all, and 
you, I am sure, wouldn’t make such a mistake.  You poor boy[,] it was a shame, but I could not 
help it.  You were awfully blue on Friday night, and it was very hard for you to write.  I dont 
know what ails us.  We dont either of us seem to brace up, & this separation seems to be 
terrible, if any thing, more so than any we have had.  We are usually pretty good at first, but we 
both are completely broken up this time.  I tho’t that it would be easier this time because we 
would be comforted by the tho’t that there would never be another after this.  That tho’t is 
very comforting in one way.  It is a comfort to know this is the last one, but it is a comfort for 
the future and it dont seem to make much difference in our position for the present.  We suffer 
from the separation, and six months is a long time to wait.  In the mean time we cant be 
contented by merely thinking of our future happiness.  We want it now, and we are bound to 
suffer because we haven’t got it, and because we must wait for it.  Perhaps it is wrong, but I am 
sure we try our best to be cheerful, and brave, and if we dont succeed always we cant be 
blamed.  From all I can find out we are both pretty miserable, and I guess it wont be hard to tell 
which of us suffers most.  It is so hard, that some times it almost seems as tho’ it was 
unfortunate to be so madly in love but it isn’t, and I would not give up a bit of it for anything.  It 
makes us suffer more when we are separated, but we’ll have so much more happiness when 
the separations are over.  We have been together enough to find that out, and we would rather 
suffer more, if necessary, than we do now, than to give up even a small part of the love we 
have for each other.   
    Darling I think that Miss Whipple must be a contemtp contemptible character, and I 
should not think it would do for a teacher to go on as she does.  I think it will make it very hard 
to control the girls, and I should think Miss Weed would be disgusted.  It is all very well for a 
teacher to be friendly and pleasant with her pupils, but there is such a thing as going too far, 
and I should say she must be a fool not to see it.  Now my own darling darling Harry[,] I must do 
up your package, and then take it to the Express office and then go to the Le Brun’s.  I have no 
more time than I’ll need to do this so I must stop at once. 
     With deepest warmest truest love, and more than I can measure. 
           from your own loving  

faithful & devoted 
                                  Effie. 
 



They all say the wedding cake is fine, the best they ever tasted.  I hope you’ll like it, & 
only wish I could send you more, but if I hadn’t gotten this before any one came, I wouldn’t 
have been able to send you any, for there wasn’t a box left afterwards.  I hope it wont be dry. 


