
No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                           N.Y. Oct 30th 1884. 
My dearest Harry 
       I wrote the promised extra last night, & mailed it today.  No I didn’t mail it.  I couldn’t go 
out, and had to trust it to some one else.  I hope this time there will be no mistake.  I hate to 
trust a man to mail a letter.  I have another bad cold and it poured so all day that I had to give 
up my lesson this afternoon.  It didn’t pay to go out, and probably add a lot more cold to the 
one I have, for only one lesson.  If I’d had enough to make it an object I’d have risked it, but as it 
was I tho’t it wouldn’t pay.  Besides she wont mind taking it tomorrow.  You see I’m trying to 
keep my promise about the regular letters, every two days I said, didn’t I?  Well there was 
Sunday’s letter, then Tuesday’s, and last night’s was counted as part of Tuesday’s.  Here is 
Thursday’s (if I have a chance to finish it) and then comes Saturday’s.  What are we to do about 
Sunday, skip it and stick to every two days?  You said we must have a regular time, & stick to it 
thro’ thick and thin, or words to that effect.  So I suppose I ought to skip Sunday and wait till 
Monday.  I dont imagine I will tho’, for you have made such a point of writing on Sunday I think 
you’ll probably expect it.  You may have Saturday’s & Sunday’s combined, but if so you must 
not go for me.  I’ll try and write the regular one on Saturday but if I dont will write on Sunday 
instead.  If I can I’ll write on both days.  I have heard today from Miss Russell.  She wants to 
begin her lessons next week.  Then I will probably have another in Orange and if she’ll take 
twice a week I’ll have to go.  If she wont, I think I’ll have to arrange for an occasional extra 
lesson for the others (meant for two) but cant go out twice every week unless she takes two 
lessons.  We have had such a time the last few evenings in the parlor.  Ed has been home and 
has suddenly taken an idea in his head that he’d like to learn to play cards.  The first night he 
wanted me to teach him cribbage, but he didn’t take to that, and then wanted to play casino 
(which he knew), & I beat him so it made him wild, & it was all I could do to get him to give it 
up.  The next night he asked me to show him how to play whist, and I couldn’t refuse.  I couldn’t 
help thinking of the night you tried to teach Will Van Sant.  Do you remember it?  Well it was 
the same kind of work to teach Ed, for he didn’t know a thing about it.  Mamma & Jule played & 
played against us.  Well we played & played and Ed didn’t seem to improve, and the game was 
changed again.  Last night he wanted to try Whist again.  I tried to get out of it but couldn’t.  
Mr. Steinbach said he’d teach him, & he took him for a partner.  My! how patient he was.  We 
played all evening.  I made several desperate attempts to get out, but every time I found myself 
beaten, & I had to stay.  Tonight Ed must try it again and again.  I couldn’t squirm out, & had to 
do it, but he did better tonight.  It was ten o’clock when I managed to escape, and now I can 
only write a little while for I’m terribly sleepy, and must give up pretty soon.  Of course you 
read about the procession here yesterday.  The mamoth torchlight parade comes off tomorrow 
night, and I believe the Democrats have theirs on Saturday night.  Oh! did I tell you that I heard 
a report that Mame Hiller was to be married this fall?  It may have been true at the time but if 
so it has been changed again.  Lottie saw Dele in Hackettstown & she said Mame was going to 
Wisconsin to spend the winter at Cousin Julia’s.  She said Ben was in German Valley.  It has 
always been a mystery to us how they could travel around so much.  They are always going 
back and forth.  I dont wonder they get very hard up some times.  I wonder what she’ll say 
when she hears about us.  “I told you so” perhaps.  By the way, I wonder if she wont take some 
of the credit of this match to herself.  She introduced us, & she was the first one to rouse your 



curiosity about me, for I believe that was what prompted that letter you wrote be fore you ever 
saw me.  Well how things have changed since then.  I used to think so much of her in those 
days.  We had heard so much of each other from her that we had a sort of curiosity about each 
other.  I wonder what Arthur Bray will think.  You remember how he talked to me about you 
before I ever say you.  He didn’t love you & wasn’t any too complimentary.  If he remembers it 
he’ll be astonished to learn how little effect his criticism of you had.  Well I dont care what he 
thinks, or Mame thinks, but Mame wouldn’t show her surprise for the world.  Now I understand 
her performances less than ever.  It seems to me even worse now than it did then.  After all 
Dele was the best of the two, tho’ I confess she puzzles me too, if she is anything like Mame 
says she is.  Well “it takes all kinds to make a world.”  Bessie didn’t come down today.  I guess 
the rain was too much for her, but I’ve had all I could do.  Tomorrow I’ve got to pack away a lot 
of traps I dont want & take my winter things etc down stairs.  We expect the Ellises on Saturday 
or else some time next week & we are getting ready for them.  I’ll have a harder time than ever 
to write when we all get down in the basement.  I have another thing on hand for tomorrow.  
Annie Wisner has sent to me to do some more shopping for her, & it is rather a shaky piece of 
work.  She wants me to buy a black velvet dress.  Of course it will be a very expensive dress and 
I have the responsibility of picking it out, tho’ I usually have to go with her, if she is here herself, 
& she depends a good deal on me and usually leaves the selection to me, though I dont feel the 
same about it when she is along, but I hate most awfully to spend so much money for any one 
& have it left entirely to me.  I am so afraid something will be wrong, but I’ll do the best I can & 
if it dont wear & isn’t satisfactory I cant help it.  The worst part of it is that she must have 
something to go with a velvet cloak she has, the material of which cost $20.00 a yard, and I’ve 
got to find some thing at less than quarter the price of that.  What I get will be compared with 
that, and of course beside that magnificent Lyons velvet whatever I get will look cheap and 
poor, tho’ alone it would look very well.  Do you wonder I dread this errand?  Jule had such a 
lovely visit at Warwick and you never saw such a marked change in any one.  She came home 
looking better than I ever remember seeing her, and mamma declared, that if there was any 
difference, her face was fuller than mine.  Think of that.  The idea of Jule being compared to the 
fat member of the family.  Cousin Richard sent mamma a large barel of apples, pears, & 
quinces, and everyone here is enjoying them.  I appreciate the will & the deed tho’ I cant 
appreciate the fruit.  I guess I’ll have to go, or mamma will be after me.  She found me out last 
time.  This isn’t my only reason however. I am so sleepy I’m afraid I’ll fall asleep.  I dont 
understand what has come over me to be so sleepy every night.  I have stopped several times 
lately for the same reason, & pretty soon you’ll begin to think its a lame excuse.  I wonder if I’ll 
get a letter from you tomorrow.  I hope so. 
 With deepest love  
  ever faithfully  
   Effie. 
 
I find so many wells, I expect you’ll ask next time how many wells make a river but please 
excuse all short comings. 
 E.M.L. 


