
                                                                                               No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                               N.Y. Feb. 12th 1885. 
My darling Boy, 
       Please excuse pencil.  My pen has run dry, & I have nearly blistered my hand 
trying to unscrew the thing to fill it, but it wont budge & I have given up in disgust.  It is 
very late and I must go to bed soon, but I want to write a few lines, so that you will be 
sure of something on Sunday, and I can write so much faster with this than with an 
ordinary pen.  I’m spoiled & just hate to use anything but a stylographic.  I hope to be 
able to write tomorrow on the train, but will send this in the morning to be sure of your 
getting it at the expected time.  I sent a long letter off last evening which you ought to 
get tomorrow afternoon.  I dont understand why you didn’t get the letter I mailed on 
Thurs at 7 P.M. on Saturday afternoon.  It would have saved you from trying to poison 
yourself with a tremendous dose of stuff.  You took too much I suspect.  An overdose 
you know would have the opposite effect.  Instead of putting you to sleep it keep you 
awake.  That you know would be the homeopathic theory.  If you believe in that 
treatment you have no right to take any powerful dose of anything.  Mild doses ought to 
be your rule always.  I hope you are not turning to the other side, for if so I’m very sorry, 
but we’ll never agree on that.  I wont have anything to do with any doctor unless he is a 
homeopath.  If I cant have one of that school I’ll go without.  I’m surprised at you, but 
you know I’m on forbidden ground.  I dont dare mention anything that even hints at 
your health for the last time I wrote on the subject I got into a world of trouble I un so 
ask think “I petter get away from here.”  I am so ashamed of myself for being so pokey 
about doing your errands.  I have had the sponges for a week, but waited to get the 
neckties.  The dry goods, & millinery stores have been thoroughly searched, that is those 
on 6th Ave between 23rd & 14th Sts, and 14th from 6th Ave to B’way, and B’way from 
14th to 23rd __ & 23rd from B’way to 6th Ave.  So you must not think I haven’t tried.  It 
would be such a terrible waste to piece them, for so much would be lost off of each 
strip.  Well the other day I found some wide silk cut on the bias, and was so delighted I 
took enough for two ties.  In the store it measured more than the tie you sent me and it 
was handsome looking silk, but the neckties are anything but handsome.  The silk would 
stretch and it was so soft I couldn’t keep it straight and make lay flat.  It will draw in 
spite of the most careful basting.  I have nearly worn the silk out making the ties over so 
many times.  I’ve had very bad luck, for they wont go right.  Besides they are shorter 
than the one you sent.  It seemed to take up in sewing, but it was the best I could do.  If 
they are not the right length will you please send them back, for I want some like them, 
and if they dont suit you I might as well have them as to make more.  Today I tho’t I 
wouldn’t send them at all, but I think perhaps it will be as well to send them.  If they are 
any good to you, keep them, if not, I have a use for them.  I really have, & you needn’t 
think I say it to make you feel easy, for I am not doing any such thing.  I really have a use 
for them if they are not right for you.  Today I tried again.  At one place I found it but 
they asked $3.25 a yd for it and I tho’t I wouldn’t experiment on that silk.  It was elegant 
and the girl said I had trouble with the others because I used the soft silk & that no one 
could make them out of that, but I tho’t I’d try farther, for even at that price the silk 
wasn’t quite wide enough.  Finally I found some at $2.00 a yd.  It isn’t any heavier than 



the one you sent.  It is just the same weight as that & the same quality.  I got enough for 
one tie and have made that this eve. and found it very much easier than the others, & 
tho’ it isn’t perfect, or near it, I have some hope of that one.  The others I haven‘t any 
hope of except for the use I mean to put them to.  As I spoiled the stuff I’ll be mad if you 
pay for them, for it didn’t amount to much any way, and I wont let you pay for the silk I 
ruined.  I hope the sponges will be right.  Sue picked them out.  I tho’t she’d know what 
kind you meant, but these were what I should have chosen as they were the only ones 
near the price you named.  I ought not to have waited for the ties but tho’t it would be 
nicer to send them altogether.  You’ll get the tobacco bag sometime.  It is underway but 
there is still considerable to be done to it, so I’ll send the other things without that.  I 
must stop.  This is a business letter.  I want it to go with the things & cant add more to 
this now but may write on the train tomorrow.  Oceans & oceans & oceans of love from 
your own 
              Effie 


