
         Madison N.J. 
         June 3rd 1886. 
My darling darling Harry, 

Last night I was very, very tired, but fully intended to write.  After tea Laura [Burch] & I 
came up to sweep & clean this room, so that it would be all nice for the white dress.  One has to 
be so very particular with such work, and the room was in such a mess from our three days 
sewing.  Just after we finished, I was coming out of the room on my way downstairs, (I expected 
to stay down about half an hour & then come up and write) but I met Carrie, and she asked me 
to go in her room & have a talk, and of course I went.  Our talk lasted a good deal longer than I 
expected it would, and after it was over I was not equal to writing.  My eyes get awfully used up 
during the day, and for two or three nights have been positively painful, and after staying so long 
in the dark, the light was too much for them, and I decided that I had better not try to use them.  
Perhaps my feeling so very tired helped to make me prudent, but darling I certainly didn’t 
neglect you from choice.  I tho’t I’d write a little this A.M. but they said that no one would go to 
Madison, and I tho’t as I couldn’t get my letter mailed, I might as well write a double letter 
tonight.  I can only have Laura two days more and I feel that I must put in every minute.  Laura 
has been working on the white satin today and I have been working on the black silk.  I felt that I 
must get thro’ a certain amount, so that it would be ready for Laura to put the finishing touches 
on it, while I am doing my share on the white dress tomorrow.  As there seemed no chance to 
send a letter to the P[ost]. O[ffice]. and as I had so much to do, I tho’t I wouldn’t write this A.M. 
and this aft[ernoon]. it was simply impossible to drop my work right in the middle of it.  Well I 
felt badly enough, when I heard them talk of going to M[adison]. this afternoon, because I 
hadn’t written last night or this A.M. and because I couldn’t drop my work and write a letter to 
send by them, but after all it didn’t make any difference, for you would not have had it any 
sooner than you’ll get this, for they couldn’t go this afternoon.  After tea Miss A[damson].[,] 
Laura, your mother & I went for a little drive.  I drove and it is the first time I have been out since 
I drove over for Laura on Monday A.M.  It was a beautiful evening and the sunset was very fine.  
We went to the P[ost]. O[ffice]. but of course the mail had gone down, so Carrie’s letter will not 
reach you till this does.  I was awfully disappointed not to receive a letter from you, but I cant 
blame you, for it was all fair, for you did not receive a letter on Tues[day].  Darling I have done all 
I possibly could, but my letters haven’t done you much good.  I cant seem to get in the mood for 
writing.  I want more than letters can give me, and I am getting so restless I cant write.  I will 
only have to write a few more letters, and I am so glad.  Letters have been a wonderful comfort 
to us both, but they dont satisfy me, and just lately I have been so impatient for our meeting, 
that it has seemed to make me powerless and I couldn’t write as I wanted to.   
 Carrie was so delighted over your letters.  You said just the right thing.  I dont know 
what you said in your letter to her, but I know it was just right for it pleased Carrie so much.  
She handed me the letter you wrote to your mother, & asked if I wouldn’t like to read it.  That 



letter was very nice, and Carrie was delighted with the way you wrote about it to your mother.  
I read her the part of my letter which related to her & Mr. U[pham].  She was very much 
pleased, and deeply touched by your feeling for her, and you may rest assured that you wrote 
precisely the right thing.  I know when I tell you about our talk you will be delighted with parts 
of it.  I feel that I cant do the subject justice by letter.  I might attempt to handle if we were not 
to see each other soon, but as I know I can tell you so soon, I think I’d so much rather wait and 
talk about it.  Oh darling we have not much longer to wait.  Next week, think of it, we will be 
together.  That is we will probably be together then, tho’ we may be obliged to wait longer.  
Darling I’ve had a great time trying to write.  In the first place I am awfully tired and so sleepy I 
dont know what to do, and am hardly fit to write.  I wrote nearly one sheet, & then found it was 
all mixed up, and I knew you’d never be able to guess what I was driving at, so I gave that up, 
and began again.  Then when I got about two pages written my lamp went out.  Carrie said she 
tho’t there was oiled oil enough there to last as long as I’d want it.  She tipped the lamp & the 
oil showed itself at once.  It got on the machine and all overy my letter and of course I had to 
begin again (3rd attempt).  I got all settled down but after a few minutes the lamp began some 
more capers, and I didn’t know what the old thing proposed to do, and as I was a little afraid of 
such actions I went downstairs for another one.  So you see what a time I have had.   

The girls will go to N.Y. early in the A.M. and I can send this letter over when they go, 
and can get it to you for Sunday.  Darling there is so much more I’d like to say, but I cant keep 
awake long enough to write another sheet.  I dont know what makes me so awfully sleepy 
every night.  Madison air always makes me sleepy.  Dont you remember how disgusted we used 
to get last summer because I got sleepy so early.  After I have been here awhile I get over this 
sleepy feeling, but at first it takes full possession of me, and I am powerless.  Now my own 
darling goodnight, with unspeakable love, ever your [two Ɵ  Ɵ above “your”] Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  
Ɵ  Ɵ      Effie. 

 
       Friday A.M. 

My own darling Harry. 
 I have time for just a little more before I the girls start.  I am so sorry my Sunday’s letter 
has to be so miserable, but I was so tired & sleepy I could hardly write & I know my letter is not 
worth sending.  Besides being so stupid, I have a trick of fizzling out when our meetings are 
near at hand, for I keep looking forward to the meeting and get all worked up over that, and a 
letter seems so tame and unsatisfactory, that I cant make it even as good as usual, & cant get as 
much satisfaction out of it as I ought to.  I get awfully disgusted to have such fits get hold of me, 
but I cant seem to do anything with them, and cant seem to write decently.  I hope you will 
make lots of allowance however, & that you’ll look beyond the letter, and see [ill.] my heart.  If 
you can do this it will be all right.  The girls have such a beautiful day for their spree.  We have 
had very nice weather for sewing.  I am so thankful that it hasn’t been hot.  Some days last 



week we actually suffered with the cold but that was better than suffering with the heat & tho.  
So tho’ it was colder that [sic] we wanted it, I was so glad if the weather had to go to some 
extreme that it went to cold instead of hot.  Darling Carrie talked to me about affairs here, 
among other things and said that there had not been such harmony among them for years, that 
every thing was so smooth & pleasant, & that not a single disagreeable thing had happened for 
several months, & she said that you & I had done a great deal to bring such happiness about, & 
that she tho’t our engagement had done wonders for them, and had some how or other been a 
blessing to them all.  She said that I couldn’t know anything about it for I had never seen the 
worst side of things, but the change was really wonderful. 

Darling goodbye.  They are going. 
With deepest love 

your own 
      Effie. 
 
 


