
         No. 45 West 46th St. 
         N.Y. Feb. 16th 1886 
My own darling Harry, 
 I rec’d two letters from you this afternoon.  How strange about my Saturday’s letter 
failing, or rather my letter of Thurs[day]. failing on Sat[urday].  I dont understand it at all.  Even 
the postmark was later that it should have been.  Charles left here about 8:25, in time for the 
8:45 Collection, and the postmark should have been 9 instead of 10 P.M. if Charles mailed it at 
as soon as he went out, and before he did mamma’s errand.  He had special orders to do this.  I 
take it from what you say, that the eastern mail mail was late, and missed the connections with 
your afternoon mail to Purdue.  Or are there two mails from the East in the P.M.?  It seems very 
near together for mails from here, but they may by go by different R.R.  I want to know if the 
letter reached you as soon as tho’ it had been marked 9 P.M.  Mr. Porter says that they collect 
the mails at 10 & 11 P.M. now.  I have always tho’t I must get a letter in for the 9 o’clock 
collection, for that used to be the last one.  It is going to be very nice for me if I can mail letters 
later, and have them reach you on time, & that is the reason I am anxious to have you tell me 
about that letter.  Was the regular Eastern mail delayed until after the Purdue mail had gone, or 
was the letter in a later mail?  I think the regular mail must have been delayed, for surely if 
there were two mails from the East, so near together, there would be an arrangement for the 
Purdue mail to go over after the second mail had arrived at Lafayette, so as to be sure to get 
every thing.  Now if I can mail a letter for the 10 or 11 P.M. collections I will be delighted, for I 
could often write more if I didn’t have to mail my letter so early.  I couldn’t always do it, but I 
could very often.  When I cant commence a letter till after dinner it gives me such a little time, 
for I always feel that I must stop writing at 8:30, or at the very latest by 8:35, in order to make 
sure of the mail, and it keeps me in such a stew all the time, and makes me so uncomfortable to 
feel that I have to write on time.  When I asked about that night mail at the P.O. they said that it 
didn’t go till 1 A.M. and so a letter mailed at quarter of 10 or 11 ought to catch that mail.  It 
would be just fine on Wednesdays, for you know I have have such a scrap of time then.  I wish I 
knew, so that I could take advantage of it tonight, but I dont feel sure enough to risk it.  It was 
strange that my Friday’s letter did not reach you on Sunday.  I mailed it myself about 4:30 or a 
little before.  It was not later I know.  I am not sure about the time now.  I remember it was too 
late for the 4 o’clock collection, but was very early for the 5 o’clock.  I say about 4:30.  I dont 
remember now the exact time but know it wasn’t later than that, and I dont see any sense in its 
being delayed, for all your letters have been on time, so I know there hasn’t been any trouble 
along the road.    

Bessie has been here today.  She came to lunch, and stayed till after five, and hadn’t 
gone when I went out to my lesson at 5:05 which should have commenced at 5 sharp.  We had 
such bad luck with our practise.  We were interrupted so many times, and I almost think it 
would pay better for me to always go to Bessie’s, even tho’ it does take so much time to go and 
come.  This afternoon it really seemed as tho’ we were fated, but we did the whole of the 
Septett, which, you know if is quite a feat, for it is very long.  We played all the repeats, and a 
good many repeats that were not marked.  Whenever we struck a hard page we repeated it 
several times, so you see we spent a good deal of time on our practise after all, but 
interruptions are so annoying, and we w were kept stirred up, & upset all the time.  I f believe if 
we had every thing quiet, we could have finished learning the Septett, of course not in full time, 



but so that it would have gone very smoothly, and we were mad enough to have to stop so 
often. 

Darling you speak of Thurs[day]. as being rather an easy day.  At least you say it is not 
one of my busiest days. and  It is one of my busiest days.  It is the hardest day I have here in the 
City.  In fact it is next hardest to Orange, and it tires me almost as much, for the pupils are not 
at all bright.  I leave home at 9:30 A.M. and dont get back till 1, and often 1:15 P.M. and I have 
to eat my lunch, & start out by 3:15, & dont get home till after six, so you see that Orange is the 
only harder work I have have.  I really dont feel much worse, and some times not as tired after 
my day in Orange.  Mrs. Drake takes an hour & a half, and I often stay with her longer.  I think 
darling that you were on the verge of blues on Friday & Sat[urday]. & Sunday & that Saturday 
you really had them.  I am glad that the boys in the Dormitory are all well again, for I have been 
worried all the time.  I have not written about it for you say it you must be look after them if 
they are sick, no matter what ails them.  I feel about it exactly as I did when I wrote so much 
about it, & have been worried hafl half to death all the time, but felt that I had said enough, and 
if I you had to do it, there was no use writing any more on that subject, but I have worried just 
the same, & it has made me as blue as could be, and I’m mighty glad to hear that the last one is 
cured, and I hope to goodness there wont be any more.  Now darling you know what has 
worried me so, lately.  I would not say any more on the subject, but I felt just as much.  You 
tho’t the worry about your salary, & so on, was what made me feel so, but it really was this 
miserable hospital business more than anything else.  I always feel miserable enough over the 
separation, no matter how well things go, but all the extra so worry has been caused almost 
entirely by this sickness at Purdue.  Now darling I have got to stop at once.  I’m afraid I’m late as 
it it is.    

Goodbye Ө my own Ө darling Ө Harry Ө. 
With unbounded love 
        from your own 
            Effie. 


