
                                                              No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                          N.Y. Thurs. Eve. [Oct. 16, 1884] 
My dearest Harry 
      When I wrote you Tuesday Evening I wasn’t feeling well & tonight am so much worse 
I’m going to bed early.  I took a most horrible cold Tuesday Evening and this evening feel any 
thing but brilliant.  Why didn’t I write yesterday or last night?  Well I had my hands full.  I wasn’t 
at Minnie’s as I expected to be for mamma was taken very sick and I could not leave.  It came 
on very suddenly just as I as about getting ready to go.  She looked dreadfully and I was very 
much frightened.  It is so very unusual for mamma to have any thing the matter.  At first she 
tho’t it would soon pass over & wanted me to go, but I said no.  She insisted & I told her 
perhaps I would later but I’d wait a little while.  I went out [ill.] and of her room & scribbled off 
a note to Min & sent Andrew with it.  Mamma kept getting worse by the minute & finally she 
said “Well I’m afraid you cant go after all.”  I told her I had not tho’t of it, and had sent a note to 
Minnie.  I hadn’t tho’t it worth while to argue with her for we’d only waste time over it & I 
wanted to get word to M. as soon as possible.  I had a pretty lively busy time all afternoon.  
About all mamma could say was “Give me the basin” & then after a most horrible time she’d 
fall back on her pl pillow & sort of gasp out “Oh I’m so glad you didn’t go.”  I wont bore you with 
an account of the many repetitions of this performance, but it was continued for some time & 
kept me on the steady trot.  In the evening she felt better.  Was still in bed but wanted to talk 
and so of course writing wasn’t to be tho’t of, no not literally that, for I tho’t of it often enough, 
but could not do it, and I suppose under the circumstances you’ll forgive me.  This morning 
mamma was able to be up and around, & insisted on my going to Minnie’s to stay till it was 
time for for my lesson.  I had to leave there a few minutes after lunch.  I came home hoping to 
find your letter but was doomed to disappointment.  After my lesson I had some errands to do 
for mamma & didn’t get home till dinner time.  This evening I felt too mean to do a thing.  The 
Hulls came in our room right after dinner, and have just gone.  Every night after dinner I try and 
come up & write, but every single night I have the same trouble.  Miss Hull follows me up & 
stays till Mr. Underwood comes.  Lately he has had lots of extra work and hasn’t been able to 
come every night & those nights she stays in our room.  Then when Mr. U. comes Mrs Hull 
comes in our room.  I cant ask them to go out.  If I was only boarding here I could manage in 
lots of ways, but as it is our house I cant afford to do as I often want to.  Mamma is too apt to 
treat the boarders as guests, and begins by entertaining them, and then they expect it.  It really 
makes the house much pleasanter but it takes an awful pile of time that I often want to give to 
something else.  As we have started so we cant change now.  I suppose it has come partly from 
having so many old friends boarding with us, and the others have seemed to look for the same 
thing.  I like the Hulls exceedingly and am really very fond of Miss Hull, but I feel badly to have 
no time to myself for reading.  It seems dreadful but I cant help it.  When we move if we 
commence with the house full of strangers I’m going to try to change things.  I’ll tell mamma I 
will not give up all my time.  If she wants to make company of them she can but I wont help, for 
it really is all nonsense.  It isn’t that I dislike it, but when it comes to such a fuss that one cant be 
sure of a single hour alone then I think it is carrying matters too far.  I dont know that things can 
ever be changed as long as I am at home, for even now mamma is telling me how I must act 
toward Mr. Steinbach when he comes.  I haven’t time to tell you about it now, but mamma will 
always begin with every one the same way.  She wants this to seem like home to them, and it 



usually ends in one giving up all the time we might otherwise have for reading, and as long as 
I’m at home I’ll probably have to give in to her ideas.  You wanted me to discuss your two 
lectures but I’m really not fit for it tonight, tho’ I did hope to make this a long letter I am afraid 
I’ll have to give it up.  Would you rather have me give up & go to bed, or sit up and write?  I’ll 
have sense enough tomorrow to take a wrap, but the weather has been so fickle, one day hot & 
the next cold, the morning hot & the afternoon cold or vice versa.  This morning it seemed 
almost like snow & this afternoon I felt uncomfortably warm with my sacque.  I hate such 
weather.  Your letters didn’t bore me at all.  I was interested but at the same time frightened, 
for you are expecting too much & I’ll never come up to your expectations.  You give me credit 
for too much and it frightens me for some day I’m afraid you’ll be disappointed & then what 
will happen?  I am interested in your work and always will be but can I be sure that it is really 
your work I am interested in?  I dont feel sure.  I believe it is yourself.  I care so much for you 
that it is impossible not to be interested in what you are doing, & I take an interest in every 
thing that concerns you in any way.  I wont dare ask you what it is the use of it all for you said if 
I did you’d give me up. but I’ll continue the subject another night but just now I cant.  I hope I’ll 
be [ill.] able to go to Orange tomorrow, & that I wont take more cold, for I’m nearly coughing 
myself to pieces tonight, & am really sick with it.  Could anything be more disagreeable than 
this letter?  Forgive me, this has been one of my off days.  Things have gone at sixes & sevens. 
but  You can put me down as cross, but not with you.  I love you just the same.  I’d say more, 
but I believe I have reached the limit there.  I love you with all my heart & what more can I do.  
It couldn’t be more or I’d burst, and it can never be less.   
      Goodnight.  I guess you’ll be glad to have me stop. 
                           Your forlorn, cross patch. 
 
Friday A.M. 
Your Monday & Tues. letters just rec’d. I guess you’ll change your mind about my being sweet & 
angelic when you have read this.  Minnie well again and has gone out.  I am no better but am 
going to try and go. 
             Effie 
         


