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Florence Dec 28/62 

My dear Molly 

 Christmas is over and I will give you an idea of the manner in which I spent it. On Christmas Eve 

the Doctors gamily had a Christmas Tree filled with the usual amount of fancy cakes, fruit, nuts, 

candles to I helped light it up just before supper, and it looked very well, but what was wanting 

was children to enjoy it. We always associate one with the other. To be sure, the Doctor has a 

daughter about 13 or 14 years old & she had two young friends, but little children are 

necessary. The family presents & those for the servants were spread out in the dining room for 

inspection, and there was a considerable number, many 
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of home manufacture. What looked singular to me, were enormous cakes for each of the 

servants, besides their other things. The patients each had a little something in the way of a 

joke, and each of the gents, including myself a napkin ring, which will prove quite useful. I also 

received a little basket containing a delicate china lady, being particularly appropriate I 

suppose, on account of my being in a state of single [blessedness]. After every thing had been 

examined, supper was announced, and was a little extra for the occasion. It had been intended 

to have a dance in the evening, but there was a general feeling of fatigue and disinclination, so 

it was postponed until some other time. Christmas morning I took a long walk & after dinner 

skated for a couple of hours in spite of the water  
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which the thaw had caused on the ice. On the whole the day was rather stupid to me, and I 

often wished that I was at home with you all enjoying yourselves. The Germans are very 

particular in their observance of Christmas and I was glad to see that the Doctors family was so, 

especially as the people about here, and in New England, I believe generally, pay little respect 

to the day, on account of their old Puritan notions I suppose. You no doubt passed a pleasant 

day, and were rewarded for your labor on the Church Christmas Tree by the enjoyment of the 

children & all concerned. Lib wrote me about Aunt Maria’s invitation to you to spend some 

time in Milwaukee. I should think it would be a good opportunity for you to see a little of the 

world and perhaps reap advantages in the may of education, which  

[Page 4] 

you could not secure at Irvington. And then, Aunt Maria is such a kind and delightful person, 

that you could not but feel almost at home with her. I don’t know what kind of weather you are 

having at Irvington, but if similar to that here I can but pity you. Every variety the last week. 

Cold, warm, cloudy, raining, foggy & enough to make one sick, if not already so. I did expect 



that in this part of the country, with more of snow and sunshine. The former I do not so much 

desire, but the latter I pray for. Water cure is slow and I am almost satisfied that I shave have a 

[surge] of it. However, I am contented as I can be under the circumstances. You intend to 

receive calls New Years at [Bronxville], you say. I wish you & all a Happy New Year. With much 

love to all, I sign myself 

Your brother 

Charley 

 

[Newspaper clippings (2) included with the letter. They are from the same article. Find 

Transcript below.] 

Rev Stephen Tyng, Jr. a son of Dr Tyng, is drawing large houses every Sunday, and promises to 

do much credit to the goodly stock form which he springs. He says we are upon the outer edge 

of the millennial wave; that all the signs prove it. He is no Millerite, nor Second-Advent man, as 

the terms go, but the conviction seems to posses him, and the way he impressed it upon the 

staid, substantial congregation, which crowded the church of Mediator two Sundays ago, was a 

surprise to me. The attention was tense, almost painful, and when the preacher leaned over 

the desk, and in conclusion, solemnly besought all present to keep watch for the “Lord who is 

close at hand,” a visible thrill ran through the house. If this only were the solution—if all the 

blackness and darkness will only usher in the millennium—let the republic die! 

 


