
                                                                                                                No. 54 West 46th St. 
N.Y. Jan. 21st 1886. 

My own darling Harry, 
     The postman has just been here with the second mail, but there was nothing from you.  
There was another lovely letter from Ada.  She sends you a message darling and I will give it 
now to make sure of it.  She says “I wish you would give my love to Harry, & tell him I hope he 
will have as happy a wedding trip as we have had.  Also thank him for his very kind letter which 
I rec’d on my wedding day.”  They will be home tomorrow about 4 P.M.  I will be so glad to have 
Ada home again.  I have missed her very very much.  Harry I mailed your letter last night in 
plenty of time I tho’t.  When I went to Orange yesterday I compared mamma’s watch with the 
clocks down town, and it was about two minutes ahead of them.  I went last night by her 
watch, and got back from the corner about at 8:44 exactly, but the clock at the corner was 6 
minutes of nine when I put my letter in the box, so I am a little afraid there may be some 
mistake about the letter, but I hope it was all right.  I think the corner time must be fast.  The 
same thing happened on Monday night, and then I tho’t the watch was all right, for I had given 
my lessons by it, and it agreed with the time all around, tho’ I had to not happened  to look at 
the clock on this corner.  I tell you all this in case the letters are not stamped fo 9 .M. so you’ll 
understand how it happened.  I hope however that you got your letter all right yesterday and 
that you’ll get the one I wrote last night tomorrow.  I was sure the watch was right last night for 
I took particular pains with it yesterday to be sure it was right, & if it wasn’t right, the corner 
clock was the only clock that I saw yesterday that was correct.  Harry I dont know what to say to 
help you out of your blues, and if I should tell you to brace up & make the best of it, you’d be 
apt to advise me to “practise what I preached,” for really I am not much, if any better than you 
are.  I want to write, and feel very badly if I cant, and feel badly if I haven’t time for a long 
letter, and yet it is all on your acc’t.  My letters are anything but satisfactory to me, and I know 
that they are not satisfactory to you, but I keep on writing because I know that you’d rather 
have them than none, and I think your letters seem that way to me.  I am wild to get them, but 
dont get as much help and satisfaction from them as usual.  We have never been in such a state 
before.  We have had misunderstandings that have made writing hard, and our letters 
unsatisfactory, but this time we have not had anything like that to upset us, and yet we seem so 
helpless about writing.  We are both so blue that we cant do a thing, and I do understand just 
how you feel and wish I could do something to help you, but I am a miserable good-for-nothing 
stick and cant do one thing.  I do hope when Ada comes home she’ll brace me up and get me 
out of this dreadful mood, & then maybe I’ll be of some you use.  I dont blame our vacation, for 
this dreadful state of things, for I believed believe it has helped us very much, for now if we are 
only blue, and haven’t any misunderstandings to worry us.  I believe if we hadn’t had that lovely 
vacation together, things would be worse than they are now.  We’d be just as lonely and blue 
as we are now, and besides we might have misunderstandings to torture us, so you see things 
might be much worse than they are now.  I can bear anything better than misunderstandings, 
and I hope we’ll never have any more of them.  I feel encouraged in one way this year, for in 
this dreadful attack of blues, neither of us have shown any signs of misunderstanding each 
other, and this is certainly an a decided improvement on other times, and tho’ I am suffering 
from blues, I am not tortured by misunderstandings, and so I am really nothing like as miserable 
as I have been sometimes.  Blues are bad enough b without anything else, but when they come 



only because we want to be together, it isn’t as bad as it might be, and we cant can bear it, if 
we both feel that there are no doubts or misunderstandings on either side.  Now darling I must 
go.  I have not been to Mrs. Drake’s this A.M. for she is sick and couldn’t take a lesson.  She sent 
me word that I need not come till I heard from her that she was better.  I have used her hour 
for writing your letter.  Tonight I’ll write your Sunday’s letter and I hope that I’ll be able to make 
a better success of it.  I forgot to tell you that I am going to spend the day with Bessie 
tomorrow.  She invited Jule and me to when she was here the other day, and Jule accepted for 
us both.  I hope to kill two two birds with one stone and will go to see Reg on my way home in 
the afternoon.  Now goodbye my darling boy with fondest deepest strongest love Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  
Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ 
          from your own Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ 
                   Effie.  Ɵ 
     Ɵ  Ɵ   
 
Rec’d the “Purdue,” liked your article very much.  There was a mistake.  I dont know whether it 
was your fault or the printer’s, tailleur was spelled with one l instead of two. 


