
                                                                                                           No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                               N.Y. Jan 26th 1886. 
My own darling Harry,   
     I hope that nothing will interfere with my letter this afternoon, and that I wont feel as 
hurried as I did when I wrote last night.  Your letter for today has not come yet, but you know 
Tuesday’s letter never comes till afternoon, and it is not quite time for it yet.  We have just 
finished lunch, and it is only about 2 P.M.  Last night, after I mailed your letter, Ada & I had such 
a lovely visit together, the first time we have had a chance to be alone, and we had over an 
hour.  Mr. Underwood had orders to go to the Armory to pass an examination.  He had to go 
right after dinner, and didn’t get home till after ten o’clock.  Ada came down and told me about 
it, and said she’d be alone, and she wished I’d come up as soon as I finished & mailed my letter 
to you.  I was writing when she came down, and so she only said this at the door, and didn’t 
come in, and didn’t keep me from writing more than a minute.  I wrote till the last minute, & 
then rushed out and mailed my letter, and it was just quarter of nine when I came in.  Ada & I 
were alone till ten o’clock.  After that Mamma and Mrs. Hull & Ada & I had a little visit 
altogether till Mr. U[nderwood]. came home.  He was feeling very good for he was very 
successful in passing his examination, and said he happened to get the easiest lot of questions, 
and managed to get every thing right, and stood 100%.  I enjoyed my evening with Ada very 
much, and had been longing for it ever since she came home.  Darling I was writing last night a 
little about our plans, when I suddenly discovered that I must stop or lose the mail, and of 
course I tho’t it was better to stop, and mail your letter in time, and finish what I was saying in 
another letter.  I know you feel exactly as I do about mamma’s plans, for you have spoken & 
written about it, and I know that you want her to make her plans as tho’ we were not going to 
be married, that is, to go ahead and do what she thinks will be best for herself without taking 
our plans into consideration, or without letting them influence her decision in the least.  She 
hates the idea of breaking up just at such a time, and I do too, for I would rather be married at 
home, tho’ Ada is very kind, and is not only willing to have the wedding at their house, but she 
is really anxious to have it there, and so is Mrs. Hull, and Mr. U[nderwood]. is just as interested 
in it as he can be, and his mother is too, so you see there is nothing at all to prevent our 
accepting their kind offer, and so I tell mamma that there is no use in her thinking of us at all 
when she makes her plans, for even if Ada should happen to change her plans about house 
keeping, we could be married in a church, and then we could invite all our friends.  There 
wouldn’t be any feeling as there was at Mamie’s wedding, because every one would 
understand that if we hadn’t a house, we couldn’t have any reception, & I dont think it would 
be a bad scheme at all.  What do you think of that plan in case the other two plans fail?  I would 
of course, as far as I my own feelings are concerned, rather have mamma have some place next 
summer, not only on acc’t of the wedding, but because we could have so much time together 
during the summer.  If she breaks up in May, our separation (I mean my separation from 
mamma & Jule) will begin when we are married, and if she keeps this house, or takes another, 
we would be able to be together a great deal during the summer, unless you should happen to 
get some work to do at some sea shore place, but that is so very doubtful, that I am not taking 
it into account at all.  I hate to feel that we cant be with mamma, & all have the good of the two 
months after we are married before we go West, for really if we dont break up housekeeping, 
we would be here a good deal before Sept[ember]. 1st, and the separation from mamma 



wouldn’t have to begin till then, but she will have to do as she thinks best and she will of course 
take this last thing into her considerations and will know that she will really begin the 
separation sooner if she isn’t keeping house.  Harry there is another thing I want to speak 
about, and that is about the Dormitory.  It really seems like a good thing for you to have that 
place, and we could live so very cheaply if we could have that room, and it does seem as tho’ it 
would be a good chance for us to begin to save a little, and it seems as tho’ we ought to take 
advantage of it, but I think if you can leave that undecided, it would be a good thing.  Probably 
no one else would be anxious for it.  It isn’t a position that has a whole gang waiting to snap at 
it the first chance they get, and I really think that if you left it unsettled, you could get it again, if 
you wanted it.  While it might be an advantage in some ways, it might be a better plan to leave 
it open and not bind yoursf yourself to take it.  Of course you’d run the risk of losing it, but I 
think the risk would be slight, for Dr. S. knows you have managed it very well, and he’d 
probably rather have you take it again if you will, and any how I believe you’d better leave the 
thing open and not agree to take it.  Tell them that you will not give them a positive answer till 
August, but you will let them know in time to find some one else if you decide not to take it.  I 
wish you would make that arrangement.  I believe they’d keep the thing open for you till 
Aug[ust]. but if they wont, I think it would be better to run the risk, for if you should bind 
yourself so long before hand we might regret it.  We might possibly have a chance to get in 
some very nice place, or we might have a chance to get rent a small furnished house.  
Sometimes such chances come very unexpectedly, and we might be very sorry we were not 
free.  I dont think you have seemed wildly enthusiastic about having the Dormitory next year 
any how and I think you have hesitated a good deal about taking it again, but I think if you can 
get them to leave it open until Aug[ust]. it will be a good scheme and then you could look 
around before you come home, and find out what else we could do, what kind of a boarding 
place we could get in Lafayette, & all the little things we’d want to know about, & then during 
the summer we could talk it all over, and decide one way or the other in August.  Since I began 
this, the post man has been here and brought a long letter from you.  I tho’t I’d finish what I 
was saying before I spoke about it, for I knew if I spoke of it[,] it would get me started on 
another track, and I tho’t I’d better get thro’ with the other matter before I began to answer 
the letter that just came.  Darling I dont know how to answer your letters.  I dont know what to 
say.  You say my letters are not as good as usual, but I dont know what you mean.  I know they 
are never anything wonderful, but I dont see but what they are the same as they ever were.  
For a week or two I had an unusually hard time trying to write, but and my letters were short, 
and very unsatisfactory, but the last week they have been the same as they always usually are, 
it seems to me.  I dont write long letters every time, but I have written some very long ones, 
and I have done all I could.  I told you all the details about Ada’s wedding.  You asked me so 
many times to write you all about it, and I even sent the list of presents on a s separate sheet, 
so I didn’t spin it out with that list, but I tho’t you were not very interested in that letter, and 
then when I wrote about Ada, & Em, you said in your answer to that letter “I didn’t mind your 
writing about them [ill.] but it [ill.] because I could see that I relieved you to do it” or some such 
thing.  I dont remember the exact words, (I am in the bath room writing, and the letter is down 
in the basement but that is about what you said, I know) but it sounded very much as tho’ it 
wasn’t of any interest to you, but you didn’t mind it if I wanted to write it.  I have written about 
a good many things that interested me very much, and I suppose they haven’t proved at all 



interesting to you, and that you have “minded” at having so much that you couldn’t be 
interested in, but you always say to write about everything that I am interested in, but you see I 
never can tell any thing about how it will strike you.  Sometimes I write about things that I think 
you will want to know all about, & I find you dont care a snap of your finger for them.  Other 
times you will, and I really never know just how a letter is going to strike you, & I know that I 
am very apt to hit on the worst things.  There isn’t any thing the matter darling, and you 
haven’t done a thing to hurt me, or make me feel bad.  I haven’t misunderstood your blues, or 
felt that you were blaming me.  Every thing has been comfortable enough in that way.  We have 
not had any misunderstandings, or any thing like that, and I dont know why my letters dont 
seem the same to you.  I know that I dont always have time to make them satisfactory, but 
when I have had time I think my letters have been as good as usual, tho’ I know that isn’t saying 
very much.  I know that I am not perfectly happy, and I know that letters are not as satisfactory 
to me as they used to be.  They seem very tame, and I often would miss writing if it wasn’t for 
you.  I think you may be right about the change in my letters, for tho’ I dont know how they are 
changed, or why they dont seem the same to you, for I spend as much time on them, but they 
may have changed.  I dont think I enjoy writing as I used to.  I got in this way last term and I 
dont seem to be able to feel as I used to about it.  Of course I want to write, and feel badly if 
any thing keeps me from it, but sometimes it is all on you acc’t.  I am not always in the mood 
for writing & at such times I write entirely for your sake.  At other times I feel differently, and 
really like writing & feel as tho’ I could go on [&] write sheet after sheet.  I try not to let my 
mood influence me a bit, and I write every day whether I feel like it or not, but I suppose my 
mood shows itself.  But darling tho’ I sometimes am not in the mood for it, it never bores me to 
write, & I dont feel that it is ever a disagreeable duty that must be done.  I never feel at all like a 
martyr when I’m writing to you, but I guess you know how I feel at times, for you, I know feel 
the same at times, and perhaps you would not at such times, if you were thinking only of 
yourself, if you’re writing to me was simply to give you some help, but you do it as much or 
more for my sake than for your own, and you know I’ll be disappointed if I dont have a letter, 
and you write whether you feel just like it or not, tho’ even when you write under such 
circumstances, you dont feel bored, or dont have any wish to sneak out of it.  I am sure you 
often have those feelings, and can understand just what I mean.  Some how or other these 
contrary moods moods have struck me oftener than usual, lately, and I suppose it has showed 
in my letters, tho’ I didn’t know it. You have spoken of it before too, but I tho’t it was after 
receiving a short letter that I didn’t have much time for.  Darling it isn’t because my feelings 
have changed, and it isn’t because you have done anything to upset me since you went back to 
Indiana.  I dont know what it is.  I miss you more than ever and dont seem to be able to feel at 
all contented, and I think that is why letters seem so poor, and tame, and why I can write 
better.  I know that nothing has gone wrong, you haven’t done a thing to make me this way.  It 
isn’t your fault, and I dont think it is mine, for I do try my very best.  I fight down my blues all I 
can.  I dont know what ails me not to be able to brace up, & make the best of things.  I try my 
very best, and I try to keep it out of my letters as much as I can.  No one around me knows 
about it, or at least they haven’t seemed to notice it, and I haven’t even talked to Ada about it.  
I was so before you left, & the dread of the separation made me so miserable that I could not 
enjoy the last two or three days as much as I ought to have done.  I keep thinking that I’ll get 
better, and I believe I will get out of this horrible state before long, and I am certainly fighting 



all the time to overcome it.  Darling dont worry about it, and just let me alone and I’ll I surely 
will improve.  Every thing has reminded me so of last year, and I have been very low spirited 
over that too.  You ask me to talk to you about it, but I dont think it is worth while to, for I think 
I have said to[o] much about it already.  I dont think I would feel so terribly if things at Harlem 
could go as they ought to go.  I would feel the same grief for over Minnie’s death, and my loss, 
but I wouldn’t keep so stirred up all the time.  I could be more quiet, & more reconciled, too, if 
it wasn’t for some terrible things about it.  You have no idea how full of horror the thing has 
been, and I know it must seem strange to you for me to keep on feeling it all so keenly.  You 
dont know half the dreadful things about it, and yet you know enough to make you hate to 
think of it, but if you could know all, you would not wonder at its being such a terrible shock to 
me.  I try to think of other things, but _____ well you know I haven’t any success.  I know that 
just at this season it all comes back to me so very vididly vividly.  I dont want to tell you now any 
more than you already know, and if I can ever succeed in keeping it out of my mind for a single 
day, I will not want to talk of it, but I may sometime tell you why it has worried me more than 
you think it should, more than seems natural.  Even if I do, I expect you’ll think it foolish, but I 
cant help it.  I know it is useless to feel so, but I feel so for all that.  It is useless to want you, for 
it only makes me miserable, and it does not do any good, but that dont stop the longing at all, 
and so it is really with every trouble any one ever has.  It is useless to feel bad over it for it 
doesn’t change things, and it only makes one miserable, but who can control their feelings.  
They may control them to a certain extent, and not wear their hearts on their sleeves, but it is 
another thing to control the feeling, or keep from having it even tho’ it doesn’t show itself to 
others.  I cant hide my feelings as well as I ought to, tho’ I am hoping to improve, and do better 
before long.  I think I do pretty well before every one but you, that is I do usually, but some 
how, I cant seem to keep it back from you.  But Harry you will not worry over me, for it really 
would not be worth while — just try not to notice the change in my letters, if there is really a 
change, for I am sure I will be all right soon.  There is nothing to be done except for me to fight 
off the blues, and I really am better than I have been.  You may always be sure that my 
miserable letters are not on acc’t of any changes in my feelings, for I love you with all my heart, 
& my love is really too strong for my own good just now while the separation lasts, but I am not 
willing to give up a bit of it, even if I could, for it will be all right when we can be together.  Dont 
think that anything has gone wrong, or that you have said or done anything to make me feel 
this way, for you have been very good all the time, and tho’ you’ve been blue you haven’t 
seemed to blame me for it, & I could understand it for I was blue my self, and you mustn’t 
worry over my blues, for I’ll soon be all right.  Now I must go.  I meant to write very differently, 
but your letter changed my plans, for you asked me to write about this thing.  I dont think that 
writing about it will do much good, but I have done as you wished.  I cant give you much 
satisfaction however, for it is something I cant explain even to myself.  I dont see any sense in 
feeling so blue, and dont see why I shouldn’t stand this separation as I have done the others.  
There is no reason in it.  In fact I ought to feel braced up by this tho’t that it is the last one.  I 
supposed it would be easier than any other, because we could look forward to the end, & there 
is so much to hope for in the future, and I think I ought to be able to think more about that, and 
I know that I will before long, and that will help me to be stronger during the few months of 
separation that are left.  I try very very hard to vo overcome my blues, and I surely must 
succeed.  I think I am a perfect fool to keep this thing up, but perhaps I’ll get a little more 



decent, so try not to be disgusted with me.  Now darling I must go.  I didn’t have time for to 
finish this this aft[ernoon]. so I have had to write this evening, and now it is about mail time.   
     With unchanging, and endless love   Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ 
          Ever your own    Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ 
                Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ    Effie.  Ɵ 


