
                                                                                                      No. 54 West 46th St, 
                                                                              N.Y. Jan.18th 1886. 
My darling darling Harry, 
    It is still early, only 8:50 P.M.  I have been to the corner and mailed your letter, and as I 
find the coast clear, I am going to make the most of my chance, and go at on writing while I 
have the room to myself.  Of course there is no telling how long it will last.  Mamma may come 
down any minute, and she may stay up in Mrs. Hull’s room for an hour or more, and anyway I 
may as well write while I can, and perhaps I’ll be able to get quite a start on my letter for 
tomorrow.  Anyone to look over your letters at and some future time, & see three letters from 
me dated Jan. 18th 1886, would think me pretty faithful about writing, for the two I’ve already 
sent were each two sheets long, and most people would consider two sheets full, a pretty long 
letter.  We call two sheets only a note, and I did hope I’d have time for more than that tonight.  
I hoped to write at least three sheets before mail time, but I couldn’t seem to manage it.  I have 
been thinking so often today of this time last year.  You know we started on that dreadful trip 
on Jan. 17th.  We reached Washington on the 18th very early in the morning.  I spent such a 
terrible day there.  I will never forget it.  I would have tho’t of it anyway, but I suppose Ada’s 
going there reminded me of it all this more forcibly forcibly.  Isn’t it strange that Ada happened 
to arrive there exactly one year from the time I did?  I was there under the most trying 
circumstances, and was suffering from the greatest sorrow I have ever known, and exactly one 
year from then, my most intimate friend goes there under the happiest and most delightful 
circumstances possible, and is happier than she has ever been before in her life.  I have been 
thinking too about Ada.  You will notice that I called her my most intimate friend, & I suppose 
you will wonder at that, and will wonder if I have gone back on Em, and if Ada has cut Em out.  
Not a bit of it.  No friend can ever be as dear to me as Em.  I have been devoted to her all my 
life, and I know that no other friend could ever be as dear to me as she is, and yet Ada and I are 
more intimate now than Em and I.  I love Ada very very very much, and tho’ Em comes first, I 
feel that Ada’s love and friendship has a peculiar sweetness.  Em is so far away, and there is so 
much I would say to her that I cant write, and in this way Ada has taken Em’s place.  She has 
been with me so much since our engagement, and almost constantly during our separations, 
and she has been so sympathetic, & so thoughtful, & so lovely that makes her very dear to me.  
Very few could help me as she has done, and she is the only one I can talk to freely.  I dont 
usually feel as tho’ it was a thing I could talk about, but with Ada it is different.  I know that she 
understands it, and that she sympathizes with me.  I dont tell her everything by any means.  In 
fact I dont begin to tell her half or quarter of all I could say, but I can go to her, & be sure of 
getting sympathy, and feel sure she doesn’t think me silly or soft, and never says, or seems to 
say “Well you’ve got it bad.”  I can feel perfectly free with her, and you know I have never been 
with Em at all since we were engaged.  Ada & I became engaged within a few months of each 
other, and we have spent nearly all the time of our engagements together, or at least the 
biggest half of the time, and we will not be far apart in the time of our marriage.  All this gives 
us so much in common, and makes a peculiar bond of sympathy between us, and darling tho’ 
Em is still my dearest friend, Ada is next to her, and is really my most intimate friend.  Em hasn’t 
seen me, & hasn’t known me in this, the most important, part of my life so far, and of course I 
couldn’t write her much about it.  If she had been here Ada and I never would have become so 
intimate, and I have grown so fond of Ada, that I begin to feel that tho’ I have lost, by Em’s 



absence, in one way, I have gained in another, and I believe I have as true a friend in Ada as I 
have in Em, and I believe our friendship will be a life long thing, even if we never live near each 
other.  I believe also that Ada’s marriage will change her less than Em’s has changed her.  I 
believe Ada is every bit as fond of her husband as Em is of Alfred, in fact I know she is, and I 
know that Ada is capable of loving just as deeply, but I believe she will be just the same to her 
friends as Ada Underwood, as she was when she was Ada Hull.  I am sure that Em loved her 
friends the same as ever but they dont get as much good of her.  I know how different her 
letters are.  They are very lovely, but not satisfactory, for they are hardly more than notes, and 
she can write such lovely letters, and make them almost like a talk.  They used to be really 
wonderful, the most characteristic of any letters I ever read.  They were so like her that they 
didn’t seem like letters.  Now darling I dont want you to feel that I doubt Em’s love, for I dont.  I 
dont believe that her feelings for me have changed one bit, but she doesn’t write as she used 
to, and I dont have as much good of her as I had before she was married, tho’ she seems to be 
just as fond of me, for when she writes, she is always lovely, but she dont write long enough 
letters, and dont settle down for a real good visit by letter, which, tho’ it is a poor way at best, 
is very much better than anything I get  from her now.  I dont feel that I have lost her, for I 
know we both feel the same, but I do feel as tho’ I’d have to get along on very little from her, 
and live principally on faith that is as far as Em is concerned.  I will tell you darling, that if it 
wasn’t for you, this outward change in Em would make me feel far worse than it does now, 
even tho’ I believed her heart was the same, but now I have you, my own Harry, and that is the 
most important thing to me.  Besides, my love for you makes me understand Em as I never 
couldn’t have done otherwise.  Darling I wonder if all this about Em & Ada has bored you.  I 
hope not, for I am so fond of them.  I like to talk to you about them, but I dont want to bore 
you, and you must tell me if it has done so.  I dont suppose the subject is as interesting to you 
as it is to me.  Now darling I must say goodnight, & finish this tomorrow.  I think mamma is 
coming.  I have got quite a start on my letter haven’t I?  I am glad I didn’t waste my chance, tho’ 
I didn‘t mean to write as I have done, but I have been thinking about these things, and when I 
once got started on the subject, I  couldn’t seem to find the end, and I’m afraid you’ll think that 
I’m as bad as Mr. Knowles.  Oh darling I have had other tho’ts besides these about Em & Ada.  I 
have had more that than all of Em’s and Ada’s put together about some one else.  Can you 
guess who?  It was about a man, think of it! and I am writing to him now, & calling him 
“names,” and wishing, oh so much that I could see him.  I am just miserable because I cant see 
him.  Now darling here comes mamma, and I must stop at once.  With lots of goodnight kisses, 

Your own 
                        Effie. 
                                                      

                                                     Tuesday A.M.  
My darling darling Boy,  
      I have a little time before I go out, & will finish my letter.  I am so glad I took advantage 
of my chance last night, for now you’ll have quite a long letter instead of another little note.  
Now before I forget it I must tell you about the compliment Carrie had the night of the 
wedding.  Mrs. Underwood said “Wont you please tell me who that young lady is.  I have 
noticed her all evening and have wondered who she was.  She is just as sweet as she can be, 
and I feel as tho’ I could eat her up.”  I told her, and then w went over for Carrie, and 



introduced her to Mrs. Underwood.  The admiration was mutual, for Carrie had been all broken 
up over Mrs. Underwood, ever since she first saw her, and had been saying all sorts of nice 
things about her, and seemed to feel a sort of fascination in watching her, and every little while 
would break out with “Effie isn’t she lovely,” or something of the sort, and I tho’t as they were 
both so struck, they’d better meet each other, and I knew Carrie would love to meet her.  To 
tell the truth I was just as wild over her as Carrie was, and I wanted Carrie to enjoy talking to 
her as much as I did, for I knew she would enjoy it.  A short time before this, when Mrs. 
Underwood got up from the table I saw her speak to Charles, and ask him something, and a 
little while after all this above performance had taken place I said, “Charles, I wish you’d get me 
some ice cream.  I haven’t had a chance to get much supper, and you’d better bring two plates.  
I’ll go, get Miss Osborn.  I guess she’d like some more cream.”  He said “Miss Effie is that Miss 
Osborn?  Why I didn’t know that.  Well now! Mrs. Underwood as asked me who she was, and 
do you know I could not tell her, and then she said to some one that she wished she knew who 
it was, cause she was the prettiest young lady here, and so sweet she wanted to know her.”  By 
this time about all the guests had gone, and those who were in the house still, were upstairs 
getting ready to go.  Well Harry dont you feel proud of you sister?  Now I must tell you what 
Ada did.  I think it was wonderfully sweet and thoughtful, and not one in a hundred would have 
tho’t of doing it at such a time, but it was like Ada for all the world.  Mr. White came over and 
asked me to go out to supper with him.  I refused because I was only taking my supper by piece 
meals.  I went out with Cousin Mary and Lottie, and had a little salad with them, but didn’t take 
anything else because I tho’t I’d go out with Carrie, & Miss Osborn & Mamie, because they 
would not want to go out alone.  I told Mr. White that I was very much obliged, but I had been 
out and had some salad with Mrs. Uebelacker, & that there were several strangers here that I 
must look after.  He understood it, and said that he had meant to ask take Miss Osborn too, 
that Ada had asked him to look out for the young lady with me, said she was a stranger, and she 
wanted him to take her out to supper and she see that she had everything.  He seemed only too 
happy to do it and seemed to find Ada’s request a very pleasant duty.  He took Carrie and Jule 
and was as nice and attentive as he could be.  Carrie tho’t that it was very lovely of Ada, and 
wondered how she could think of everything, and every body at such a time.  Your Aunt Electa 
felt a little strange, and I wanted to look out for her, and see that she & Mamie had some 
supper.  She wasn’t going out at all, but I told her she must, that Ada wouldn’t like it at all, that 
she must go, and I’d go with her.  When I said I’d go with her, she seemed delighted, and was 
very willing to go.  I got Mr. White to get some salad for her, and some oysters for Mamie, and 
Mr. Lozier got them some cream jelly[,] etc, and they seemed to enjoy it very much.  Mamie 
isn’t allowed to eat such things usually, but your Aunt said as it was Ada’s wedding, she 
supposed she [would] have to let her have a few sweet things, and I tell you Mamie enjoyed it.  
Ada said your Aunt Electa wanted  to come, and yet she dreaded it, because she never goes out 
anymore, & besides, every one would be strange, and she tho’t she’d feel like a cat in a strange 
garret, but Ada said she must come, and I think she was glad she came, for I tho’t she seemed 
to enjoy it very much, and either Carrie, or I, or both of us, stayed with her nearly all the time, 
and I introduced her to several, & she met people she used to know in Morristown, so she was 
all right.  Carrie seemed to enjoy herself very much, and said, before she left, that she had 
enjoyed every second.  I didn’t have any time at all, to slip off and write, till it was too late for 
the mail.  I am so very anxious to hear how the faculty meetings are coming on, and do hope 



our fate will be decided before long, for if you are not going to be at Purdue you want to get 
hold of some thing East.  Now my own darling[,] I must stop. 

With boundless love 
Ever you own 

                                    Effie 
Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  .                          
 
                         Lessons 
 
Monday                                      Tuesday 
L. Mc D.                                               Mrs. D. 
10:15—11:15 A.M.                              10:20—11:20 A.M. 
       Miss R.                                        E.C. 
11:45—12:45                                       2:40—3:15 P.M. 
    L. Le B                                             last lesson today 
3:45—4:45 P.M.                                  M.S. 
                                                             5—6 P.M. 
 
Wed[nesday]                                        Thurs[day]. 
L. Mc D.                                               Mrs. D 
10—11 A.M.                                        10:20—11:20 A.M. 
Orange                                                  Miss R. 
M. A.                                                    11:45—12:45  
12:20—1:20 P.M.   E.C. 
A. C.                                                     2:40—3:15 
1:45—2:45 P.M.                                L. Le B. 
N.R.                                                    3:45—4:45 P.M. 
2:55—3:55 P.M.                                  M.S. 
G.P.                                                 5—6 P.M. 
4:15——5:15 P.M. 
 
                                               Saturday 
                                                  M.S. 
                                              9—10 A.M. 
_________________________________________________________________________ 
Then you can count on the time it takes to go from place to place. 
 
Mrs. D  71st St. W. of 9th Ave. 
Miss R. 45 E. 57th St. 
L. Le B. 245 W. 23rd St. 
L. Mc D. 142 W.12th St. 


