
                                                                                             No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                             N.Y. April 2nd [1885] 
My dearest Harry, 
     Easter Sunday will give you a big mail from me, for I’m going to get that letter tomorrow 
if I have to break the lock.  Not that the letter is worth much, but poor as it is I am bound you 
shall have it, and am disgusted enough because you cant get it on Sat.  I dont blame you if you 
think I’m careless.  It isn’t to be wondered at.  It is awfully provoking to be always losing things 
and today I was wild.  I had to scribble off a postal to explain things, and I mailed that at about 
one o’clock this afternoon so of course you will get that on Sat. and on Easter you’ll have a 
double dose.  Oh! oh! I wish you could be here on Easter and I wish you could have been with 
us tonight.  The music at St Francis’ was magnificent.  The church was crowded.  Allegri’s 
Miserere is the most heavenly music, very different from the way we heard it at the Cathedral, 
and we all enjoyed the service so very much.  I felt sorry when it was over.  Your letter was 
rec’d this A.M. and your account of your Native was rich.  Why didn’t you scare the old fellow 
by telling him that you always were paid for that sort of work?  They must be a hard crowd.  I 
dont think it hurt you in the least, but I do think he had considerable cheek   I guess Miss Weed 
& you had some fun out of it.  As the trunk was light I suppose it didn’t make any difference, 
but I hope you wont be obliging enough to play porter often, for since your good nature isn’t 
appreciated you may as well teach them a lesson by refusing.  For if they had a hard time 
finding some one to help them, they might appreciate it enough to say “thank you.”  I dont 
imagine tho’ that you’ll have a chance to refuse, for I dont imagine there are many with just this 
old man’s peculiarity.  I am awfully glad you refused Dr. Smart for you have enough to do 
already.  My dearest Harry there are so many things I’d like to write about but it is so late I 
wont have time for much, so I suppose you’d rather hear some thing more about the house.  
Nothing else has been talked of for so long, & the figuring & planning the last few days has 
been something which you may be thankful to have escaped.  I have had to be with mamma so 
much that my time has been awfully taken up.  You see with two houses you can gain so much 
extra room.  The entire parlor floor of one house can be rented, and some times a doctor will 
take the basement.  The houses are to be connected, and one parlor will be enough for two 
houses, and the basement dining room is very nice.  It has a bay window and we will use that as 
a dining room & it is large enough for both houses.  The houses are arranged very differently 
from this one, and the back and front parlors are not connected.  It will be very nice for us 
because we can then have a good room to rent on the first floor.  The houses are in good 
condition, and tho’ we cant help trembling when we think of the enormous rent, yet figure how 
we will we cant make anything but a good thing on paper.  Mamma rather trembled tonight 
when the thing was all done, and she had signed the lease, but she has done her best, and this 
was the only thing she could do.  It came to her, without her seeking it, and she has been, (or 
seemed to be) led into it really against her will.  She said “well there are just two things now 
that are left to decide between.  I think as it is late Mrs. Clements will accept my offer and if she 
does I’ll stay here, if she dont Miss [Eva] Brumfield’s houses are all I have left.”  She has looked 
high and low, North & South & East and West in the country, but hasn’t been able to find any 
thing place where she could go and feel sure of coming out even at the end of the year, & 
certainly wouldn’t come out over.  The Montrose house was the only one she felt safe or 
comparatively save about, and that she couldn’t get.  But even that seemed less likely to 



succeed than this plan we have now.  Miss B. is the only one who would take mamma on faith, 
and make such liberal arrangements about seeing her thro’ the summer, and in ever so many 
little things.  Most any one else would have wanted a lot extra, for “the good will of the house,” 
and if we had moved any place else from here, we would have been asked for security, but Miss 
B. dont even ask for the furniture as security.  I think she is the one who risks, and of course 
she’ll do all in her power to fill our houses, so that mamma will be able to make a success, & 
will keep the houses thro’ the whole term of the lease.  She has taken it for one year with the 
privilege of four more if she wants them.  It is at mamma’s option entirely.  Mamma has 
wanted two houses together, & has often wished either of the ones next door would be for 
rent, but now, when she has a chance for the two houses, she is in such a fix that she is afraid 
to risk even one.  I haven’t encouraged this scheme.  I mean I didn’t influence her one way or 
the other.  At first I discouraged it very strongly, but Miss B’s offers were so very liberal, and so 
very unusual, that I could not help looking at it more favorably, and then our calculations made 
it look still better, for we left such absurd margins, & then came out ahead.  So I no longer 
discouraged her, tho’ I didn’t urge or influence her to take it.  I said, that at any other time I 
would say it was a fine chance, but that taking her loss and a possible cholera season etc, etc, 
into consideration it did seem kind of a tremendous & shaky undertaking.  But we are in for it 
now, & if you could have been here the last few days you would feel as mamma does, for it 
certainly does seem like the hand of Providence.  Every thing pointed to this move, and when 
mamma tried to turn from it she was led, almost against her will.  She has prayed over it, and I 
believe she has even plr prayed against it, but the thing has been settled in spite of her, & if it is 
not a success she will not be to blame, for she has done her best.  I hope it may be a success.  
Oh how I dread the moving.  My dear boy you must be prepared for the inevitable.  Your letters 
from me will not be very frequent, or satisfactory as to quantity or quality for the last week of 
this month and the first & second of next month.  You have no idea of the tremendous 
undertaking it is to move, and you cannot imagine how we all dread it.  It is awful and about 
uses us up.  Moving reminds me of what you said.  I dont wonder that you can’t keep track of 
my room.  Mr. Artz turned me out, and I took the 4th floor front hall room, but when Mrs. 
Steinbach left we had the 3rd floor back room, and when Mame came she & I were to have that 
room, tho’ I didn’t move my things, but I was in that room while I was sick.  I have come back to 
my own room, again but am going to be put out again, and will have to move tomorrow 
morning before breakfast, as I have Mamie Shaw’s lesson early, & then go to Orange.  A friend 
of the Fitches’ has taken the room for a week or two, & I must “go.”  I hope when we move 
we’ll have some place we can call our own, for this everlasting moving isn’t the most fun I ever 
had, & I dont enjoy it particularly, to feel uncertain what minute I’ll have to tare every thing up 
in a hurry.  No wonder I cant keep track of my things.  By the way I have found the temperature 
map & will look it out when I have time.  Maggie is in Newark but she is going to spend Easter at 
Julie’s.  I dont know where we’ll go to church for I haven’t seen the different programmes yet.  
At St Francis’ they will give a Mass by Klein and I dont think I’ll go there.  Do you remember the 
man who was accompanist at Joseffy’s concert that day you took me?  He put on so many airs 
that we were both disgusted with him.  He is organist at St Francis Xavier’s.  I believe he stands 
pretty high as a musician, but yet I dont imagine I care to hear a Mass of his when there will 
probably be finer ones given some other place, tho’ the choir is so thoroughly trained and 
render every thing so beautifully.  There are so many more things to say but I am too tired and 



sleepy to go on, and make this a four center as I’ve intended.  With love beyond expression 
always your own loving & devoted Effie. 


