
                                                                                                             54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                 N.Y. Jan. 4th 1886. 
My own darling Harry, 
        Oh Harry I am just too miserable and unhappy for any use.  It is all over, the time we 
have looked forward to and waited and longed for for so long has passed and it seems so short 
that it almost like a dream.  Nothing seems to do me the least bit of good just now, but I am 
thankful that no one here knows how desperate I am, for I couldn’t talk about it to any one, not 
even to Ada.   She made me sleep with her last night and was just lovely to me, and Mrs. Hull 
was as sweet and kind as they she could be.  They didn’t make me feel worse by talking about 
the parting.  If they had, I couldn’t have stood it.  I m sure I would have broken down.  They 
knew it was awful for me but saw that I was trying to keep up, and that I didn’t want to let any 
one see me break down, and they did all they could to help me.  They didn’t say you must try to 
look forward to the wedding and think of that, and not let your mind dwell on this parting.  If 
they had, they would not have had any power to help me, but without saying anything at all like 
that they began to plan about our wedding, and got me talking about that, and it did me good 
in one way.  It couldn’t make me forget my misery, but it gave me some thing to talk about, and 
in that way I managed to keep up, and I was as grateful to them for helping me to hide my 
feelings, for I do hate so to break down before people, and I felt that if I could keep up last 
night, I could keep up today, and it is just as I tho’t it would be.  I am sick at heart, but after my 
battle last night I am stronger, and have better better control over myself, and am no longer 
afraid of showing my feelings to others.  I will suffer alone, but have no dread now of breaking 
down.  I have been afraid of myself for several days.  Friday, Saturday, and Sunday I felt that 
there was no telling what minute I would make a scene, but now I am sure of myself.  We have 
got to bear this trial.  It is awful, nearly half a year’s separation.  It is a long long time, and it 
seems almost too hard, but my own precious darling, we have got to stand it, and I am sure we 
will have the strength.  It will help us to [ill.] remember that it is the last one, and tho’ we will 
go on suffering just the same, what and will long just as much, and at times be even more 
miserable than we are now we will be calmer after a few days, and will go on just as we have 
done before.  The two weeks, tho’ they have passed so quickly, have been so full of happiness 
and have been a help & blessing to us both, it has given us a fresh strength.  We dont seem very 
strong just now, but darling we will find that it has given us more strength and we will get more 
good from our letters than we did before you came, for we had drifted into a terrible place, and 
the letters had lost the power they had at first, and we could not get much good out of them.  I 
hope we wont have anything like that again this year, and I dont believe we will get in as bad a 
place, for if, towards Spring, we do have any thing at all like it we will be so comforted by the 
tho’t that it will soon be over, that we cant get as desperate as we have been.  Last night I 
dreamed about you, but it was more agony, and for I only dreamed of partings.  We had several 
of them, and you can imagine that I feel about used up for the dreams were as bad as the real 
thing, while they lasted, and I suffered terribly.  One parting was enough, but I had about a half 
a dozen during the night.  How very very sudden the real end was.  The first I knew I saw the 
train moving, and we gave one tremendous smack, and then you jumped away from me, and it 
was all over.  Darling did you notice what a noisy kiss that last one was.  We usually do it so 
quietly that the noise astonished me.  I dont know how it happened, but it did make a big noise. 
I stood still, to try and get another glimpse of you, but you didn’t stand on the platform. You 



rushed into the car, and so I could only see the car.  I waited till I could see nothing but the red 
light on the back platform, and then left the place where we had walked up and down for those 
last few minutes.  I went out at 42nd St. & sat in the New Haven waiting room a few minutes.  I 
read your dear note and it helped me to quiet myself.  It was only a few words, but those few 
words be gave me strength.  After a few minutes I started home.   I let my sl self in with your 
key, and went downstairs and got Fritz and went out to walk.  It helped me to be alone, and I 
walked till I felt that I had gained control of myself.  I had such a time with Fritz.  He seemed to 
think he was going to see you, & he was perfectly wild all the time.  He looked on both sides of 
the St[reet]. and you know how he pricks up his ears, and how hard he looks when he sees a 
dog.  Well, he acted just so every time we saw a man, and pulled me along the moment a man 
came in sight, & when he found it wasn’t Harry, he began looking again.  When I got home I 
went in down stairs and Jule brought me some supper.  Mamma and Jule were just as lovely 
and sympathetic as they could be.  They didn’t, however, do as I hoped they would, leave me 
alone, but they were thoughtful in every other way.  I was sorry that I didn’t have a chance to 
write, but perhaps it was a well that I didn’t, for I was really too miserable and my darling, I 
would have broken down I am sure for I would not have kept it back from you, and if I had 
written, it would have gotten me started again, and I’d have lost control.  If I had been alone, I 
am sure I would have begun a letter to you, but after all darling I guess it was better that as it 
was.  Now I must go to my lesson on 57th St.  Oh darling I hope & pray that you will reach 
Lafayette tonight in safety.  I hope that nothing has happened or will happen, and I am not 
worried, for I am sure you’ll be all right,  I know your journey cant be pleasant when each 
moment is taking you farther & farther away, and my poor boy I know how you dreaded it, and 
I know you will suffer all the way.  I hope your lunch will taste good.  There wasn’t any thing 
very fancy, but of course if you need more you’ll get it at some station.  It is about the same 
thing you had last summer fall, and I hope you will find it as good as then. 
        Now my own blessed boy goodbye. 
          With love unbounded and lots of kisses 
               from your own devoted 
                                                          Effie.   
 

I cant find your papers anywhere.  I have written to the Evening Post to send to order 
papers sent to Lafayette.  Dont forget to write to Will Q. for my paper.  Tell him to send it 
C.O.D. and as soon as possible.  
   With love love love for you my own 
              ever your Effie. 
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                              


