
                                                                                                             No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                             N.Y. May 30th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
      Two weeks from today we’ll be together.  Week after next think of it.  That tho’t braces 
me up and keeps the blues away.  Mamma got away last night and I suppose reached Rochester 
about ten o’clock this A.M.  They were due at Syracuse at seven and would stop there for 
breakfast.  I guess you will be surprised to hear of her leaving home.  It seems forlorn enough 
without her, but I am so glad she has gone, for I’m sure that it will do her good.  I hope she’ll 
stay two weeks, but I am a little afraid she wont.  I think it would be real nice for you to come 
down together.  She wont want to stop at Albany I suppose, but if you think it would be better 
for her to do so, I am sure she will.  You can just settle that to suit yourself, and if you like the 
idea of meeting her at Rochester, just send a line to her c/o T.D. Snyder, 28 South Clinton St., 
Rochester.  You can settle this as you please, & if you dont want to do it, never mind, but I tho’t 
it would be very nice for both of you.  Of course it would not make much difference if you come 
thro’ at night, but if you take the 4 o’clock train Thursday, you’ll reach Rochester some time the 
next morning, & can spend the day together on the train, & it strikes me as being a nice plan for 
you both, if you happen to feel as I do, and if mamma can be contented to stay away two 
weeks.  Mr. Zerfass took me to see the parade this morning.  He got a window on the corner of 
5th Ave. & 29th St. and we couldn’t have had a better place.  It was a very fine procession, and 
there was some comfort watching it from a comfortable seat in a window.  Two years ago you 
were here, and oh what a row there was because you stayed.  Do you remember how we 
walked up and down 5th Ave. for the best place we could find, & finally hung on the stoop of No 
___ and got used up, and could not half see.  That wasn’t any fun at all & I didn’t treat you very 
well to take you, & then make you stand up all the time, but we had a nice time in the Park that 
afternoon, and in the evening we went to see the Siege of Paris, by Electric Light, & it was 
miserable at night.  Then we chased a man several blocks to get an “extra”, that was out about 
the accident on the bridge.  I wouldn’t let you get it when you wanted it, because I tho’t it was 
only a trick they sometimes try when they want to get rid of their papers.  I mailed a letter to 
you on my way from Orange yesterday.  I wanted to write more, but couldn’t, and so sent what 
there was, thinking it would reach you on Sunday and be better than nothing.  Many thanks for 
the clippings you sent me.  How the article on Grove’s Dictionary does go for the last volume.  It 
is a shame if Dr. Grove has been as careless about this vol. as the article says he has.  I rec’d 
your letter on my return from Orange and it was so lovely.  The Cons you mention are not so 
very dreadful, and they would have nothing at all to do with deciding the question.  The idea of 
my objecting on account of not having a private bathroom.  I hope that will be the worst if in 
our way, for that couldn’t stand for a moment.  We hadn’t a bathroom at Short Hills [New 
Jersey], & we hadn’t one in our house in Cala.  We managed to live without it however.  In 
Orange we always had the bathroom and the tub, but it wasn’t any good without plenty of 
water, & this necessary thing we lacked.  If we did use the tub it was only an aggravation for we 
could have only just so many drops of water, or that is, so little that it was worse than none, for 
if one has a bathroom one likes to use it, and it is awfully annoying not to be able to, but if 
there isn’t any bathroom one can live without it and be happy.  Why the folks at Madison 
haven’t this luxury but they manage to live and I guess dont have any trouble about keeping 
clean.  That objectiong is absurd, and I wouldn’t consider it for a moment.  The room dont 



worry me at all, and I’d feel perfectly satisfied with it, and as for board at Mrs. Stocktons.  Well 
that dont worry me either.  I guess if it is good enough for you it will be for me.  Anyhow I’m 
quite certain that I wont starve to death, for when we feel as tho’ we needed more than she 
gives us, we can have a little spread in our room, and that will be lots of fun.  Well your cons 
dont amount to a hill of pins, but I am afraid there are more serious things to consider.  If these 
were the only cons I should not hesitate one moment, but they are not cons at all, and I 
shouldn’t consider them so.  Why dont you suppose we could make that room look lovely?  
Well I do.  I know we could make it pretty, and homelike, and it is so large we can pretend we 
have a flat.  The bay window can be the parlor, and this we will use in the daytime & wont use 
much at night.  We’ll use the middle of the room, & call that ou the library, and that will run 
from the center to the side where the mantle piece is.  We’ll use this to sit in at night, especha 
especially when the thermometer is down below zerow, for we’ll want a grate fire then & will 
find our parlor too cold.  That will leave us the entire side of the room for a bed room, and if 
this isn’t good enough for you we’ll perhaps take the room back of it, tho’ I wont promise to 
allow you to be so extravagant.  But I guess we wont plan any more, for if we do, we’ll get 
carried away & wont be able to look at it at all sensibly.  But it is a comfort to have something 
pleasant to think about, and we have both been so miserable lately we cant let this charming 
plan alone, but if you & mamma come down from R. together I dont want you to discuss these 
things, for you and I want to have first chance at them, & want to make our own plans without 
any hep help from any one else, tho’ we may afterwards consider any thing they have to say.  
Now I cant go on with this as there are things I must do.  This is only a continuation of 
yesterday’s letter, and it makes that quite long.  You can [ill.] call it one long letter, or count it 
as two, just as you like, for I dont care how you number my letters.  Perhaps you’d better count 
two letters instead of one long one.  One thing I must say.  You must make some arrangement 
so I can send a telegram to you after you start if it is necessary.  I dont expect anything to 
happen to prevent my meeting you, but if any thing should happen, and I should be sick, (I 
haven’t any idea of such a thing but we must arrange for all the possibilities, and there is no 
telling what may happen, tho’ let me assure you that only something serious could keep me 
home) I would want to telegraph you so that you would know what to expect, and could come 
right thro’.  It isn’t at all likely that there will be any trouble, but we must be ready in case it 
comes.  If you found no telegram at Rochester, Syracuse, or Utica, you might be sure of meeting 
me as we plan, but in case there should be any li hitch, I ought to be able to get word to you, 
and I guess you might as well be on the look out at all three of those places.  Probably you wont 
get anything, for I will only telegraph in case of trouble.  No news will be good news, so you 
must hope that you wont get a word from me, after you start until you see me, and then you’ll 
have so many words from me that you [will] be begging for a rest.  I must stop.  How I wish I 
could go on. 
      With deepest devotion and fondest love from your own 
                     Effie. 

I saw Cleveland today.  He is very coarse looking and a great deal worse looking than his 
picture.  I will write tomorrow, and tell you some things I hoped to write about today.  Mamma 
rec’d your letter and tho’t it would have been lovely if it had been in your own hand writing,  
 



but she dont like the type writing at all, tho’ she was pleased to get anything in the way of a 
letter from you, and she will probably write from Rochester.  Goodbye my own darling boy. 
     With more love than I can measure your true & loving 
                        Effie. 
    


