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My darling Effie 
      What more than that can I say Effie[,] my Effie[,] for you know what I mean by darling.  
You can tell by looking into your own heart.  Oh my darling[,] how hard to part[,] how sweet[,] 
how blessed to be together.  My own Effie[,] I hardly know what to write you.  I have watched 
your agony & Darling it has been dreadful for me to see it.  I knew you loved me with an 
intensity that almost terrifies me at times but darling I never saw you as you were last night.  I 
never saw you so[,] almost numb as you were then[,] before.  Oh it was dreadful.  I say darling it 
almost terrifies me to see how you love me & how bound I am with your happiness.  I am not 
afraid [of] the Love & not sorry or anything like that.  I am glad & happy over it & O so very very 
willing to have you so fond of me.  It is an awful responsibility to have a life so bound with yours 
& yet I am so glad to take the responsibility & so glad to have it so.  You have such a big heart 
darling & love so intensely that anything but a like devotion would be too little.  I won’t tell you 
how I love you.  I cant & couldn’t any how. 
       Darling I have read your note.  I know you will be disappointed in mine but Effie darling 
it is the best I could do.  How could I write more[?]  You interrupted me yourself & I couldn’t be 
impatient with the interruption.  I didn’t finish & sign my name & it was written on a scrap of 
paper & with a pencil but it was my best.  I haven’t been alone any today & am glad I haven’t 
for almost all the time I have given to Effie. 
       Darling the train is tearing along & taking me farther and farther from you every 
moment.  I have a good seat alone & shall be very comfortable here & you must not worry over 
me but I cant be as comfortable as I was with you.  I will mail this at Poughkeepsie at 8:10.  It is 
the only stop till we get to Albany.  Due there at 10 P.M.  I shall go to bed theer at Po’keepsie & 
try to sleep but dont hope for much success at that. 
       Darling I don’t wish that there was any change in our love that would make us happier 
apart.  I cant wish that we enjoy together in greater proportion [ill.] because one suffers so 
when apart. (My pen shows sign of failing & I have put some water into it.  I hope I can keep it 
working.  I ought to have filled it in New York.  I won’t use it except for your letters.) 
     Wasn’t our parting at the depot so much more satisfactory than the one at Wiehawken.  
We did have up to the very last minute & second & no one tried to hinder us and I was so much 
obliged to the considerate fellow who told us we had a few moments longer.  He saw that we 
wanted all the time there was. 
      I have my seat alone & hope I shall not have any neighbor at all.  I hope I can have the 
whole section all night & shall not have the upper berth made up at all.  We are making 
splendid time & tho I hate to go I like to feel now I [ill.] that I am hurrying along toward my 
journeys end. 



      I want my darling[,] Oh how I do want you Effie[,] you dear dear precious girl.  I cant 
ever be happy or content again without my Effie.  Darling I am so thankful for the happiness of 
the last two weeks.  Oh how much better than last year[,] how far better.  The cost is nothing 
compared with the pleasure of those two weeks.  How we improved every minute of them 
almost & wasted none at all.  In spite of all our forebodings there was no hitch because the 
house was full and we spent so much time in each others company.  Darling with all our 
hardships we do have much that makes us very happy.  Very Very happy.  We don’t forget that 
part do we Effie?   
      I hoped Darling not to have broken down as I did when we were together today but it 
came over me with such awful force that I was completely broken.  I am wild yet & cant write or 
think or do anything but suffer.  The trial wont be quite so hard when I get at work.  My work 
does help me.  It dont make me forget at all but it occupies me enough so that the hardest part 
is less hard but the sweet parts are still as sweet. 
    Now Darling I will stop for the present & have this ready for the mail & write one to 
papa to mail at Po’keepsie.  I will save the pen up for your letter.  You dear dear girl[,] how I do 
love you and think of you[,] long for you & [ill.] love love all the time.  With fondest truest 
deepest love from your own loving boy 
               Harry. 


