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My darling my own Harry, 
 I have about an hour darling, and I am pretty sure of having things to myself, for I am in 
Maggie’s room.  She and Ed & Ten Eyck have gone to Peterson to spend Sunday, & Maggie told 
me I could could use their room.  I wont have time now to do very much, but wont it be fine for 
tomorrow?  I tell you what, I’ll enjoy it.  Darling I had two letters from you today.  The regular 
one came in the first mail, and I was very glad you were not quite so blue as you were when you 
wrote the one I rec’d yesterday, and am glad if my letter did you any good.  About noon I rec’d 
the one you sent to Madison, so darling you did write after all.  I didn’t feel sure that you hadn’t 
written, because you spoke in one letter about the note you had to cut short, but still, as I 
hadn’t had anything from Madison, I wasn’t certain that you meant that, and yet I tho’t you 
must have, but as I wrote you yesterday, I decided that if you did write, the letter was lost, but I 
find I was entirely wrong.  With the letter, came a postal from Carrie, explaining the delay.  
They didn’t go to the P.O. for two days, for it was so very cold and stormy and Wed[nesday]. & 
Thurs[day].  (I suppose Geo[rge]. was still sick and there was no one to drive) and finally some 
one brought the mail to them, and of course, your letter to me, was with the other mail, and as 
they didn’t go to the M[adison]. till they went to meet Sue last night, there was no way to send 
the letter till then.  Carrie said she was very sorry, but it couldn’t be helped, but she hoped it 
would be none the less welcome.  I was so glad that it turned up, for tho’ it was only a note I 
wanted it.  It was from my own darling boy, and you know I am not willing to have even one of 
your notes lost, and I should have been disgusted enough if it had been lost.  Darling I am so 
sorry you have been having another bad time.  I think you must have been on the verge of a 
dreadful attack of blues, and I suspect that you were really in the thing, and not merely on the 
verge.  I cant say brace up, for I dont brace up very much myself.  I have been pretty doleful 
most of the week myself and as I cant brace up very much myself, I dont dare preach to you 
what I know I cant practice, but I can say, try to brace up and be cheerful, for I certainly try hard 
enough, but you see darling the trouble is that trying to, & doing it, are two very different 
things, and I suppose that is just what is the matter with you.  You try as hard as I do, and you 
dont succeed much better.  I wonder if we ever will succeed.  We’ve been trying for some time, 
but I dont think we improve much, that is as far as our longing goes, and the blues over our 
hard fate, but we have improved very much in one way.  When we do get these desperate fits 
we dont go to work & make things ten thousand times worse by adding a misunderstanding to 
it, and darling I am so thankful that we are improving in that respect, for we suffer more from 
the misunderstandings than from the blues over the separation.  It makes the separation so 
much harder, and it is hard enough at best, without any thing more.  Darling dont you think we 
have improved wonderfully in understanding each other?  Why last year nearly every time we 
had a blue fit we used to have a misunderstanding, and then we’d both suffer tortures for 
about a week.  It was horrible.  We had a very bad one last term, and one or two little ones, but 
only one terrible one.  We have gone over a month now without any, and darling let us not 
make things any harder than they are now.  We must both be careful.  I haven’t very much 
hope of our being very happy or contented, & am afraid that things will not be much better till 
you come home, and we can be together, but I have strong hopes that we will keep out of any 
misunderstandings, & that will be a great thing.  I was just a little too soon darling with my 



question about your dog.  If I had only put off asking it till today I would not have asked it.  I 
wish you had a real nice dog, but dont see how you can stand a black and tan.  I am very fond of 
dogs, usual as a rule, but I draw the line at black and tan.  I know they are intelligent, but there 
are other dogs just as intelligent, or more so, that are far more desirable, but of course that it is 
only my way of thinking.  You may feel very different about it, but I will only say, when you get 
me a dog dont get a black and tan.  Sue came down yesterday, and we went to the Concert, and 
enjoyed it very very much.  The soloists were not anything like as fine as those I heard before, 
and some of the choruses didn’t go as well, it seemed to me.  The orchestra was the best of all.  
It was magnificent.  The whole of the first scene & the rondo and the Rondo March, and the 
Ride to Death, were all wonderful, even better than when I heard it before, and some parts 
between, were just abut the same as when I heard Dr. Damrosch give it, but the Dance of the 
Sylphs and the Will o’ the Wisps, didn’t compare with the first time I heard them.  They were 
beautiful but they didn’t come up to the standard I had in my mind, for I was perfectly wild over 
both before.  The slumber song was exquisite, and I think that was given just as well.   
     Darling I must go now and mail this so you’ll have it on Monday.  I wish I could write 
more, but if wishing was of any use, we would be together, & wouldn’t have to write.  Oh 
darling wont we be happy when we can have something better than letters, when we can be 
together always and have a two sided talk, and — well you know what, instead of a one sided 
talk or rather write, & only a little ring with a line drawn thro the middle of it Ɵ. 
      Now goodbye, my own Harry.  
          With undying love 
                Ever your own 
                  Effie 


