
                                                                                                        No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                        N.Y. Sept. 16th 1885 
My own darling Harry, 
        This morning when Jule brought my breakfast up, I saw something on the tray, that I 
cared far more for, than I did for the bacon & liver, muffin, or the cup of coffee.  What do you 
suppose this something was?  A big fat letter from Lafayette.  I didn’t have to wonder who had 
written from there to me.  I let it lay on the tray, while I ate my breakfast, & fed half of it to 
Fritz.  Why was I so cool and calm over the letter?  Jule seemed interested in seeing me eat my 
breakfast, and I tho’t I’d rather lave the letter, to read when I was alone.  After I had finished 
the meal Jule took the try and went downstairs, and I then had a feast which I didn’t divide with 
Fritz.  Oh darling it was such a lovely letter and did me so much good.  Dont you remember that 
you read me the letter from Miss Pease when you were here?  You read one from Miss Elder at 
the same time.  We were downstairs in the parlor standing by the piano, and I looked over your 
shoulder while you read them to me, and I suppose I must confess, that looking over your 
shoulder wasn’t the ol only thing I did.  I remember that my hand rested there and your 
shoulder supported a good deal of my weight.  And so all that didn’t make any impression on 
you, and you have forgotten it entirely.  Oh Harry.  We talked about the letter, and you told me 
a lot about Middletown, and the people she mentions, and the good times you had there.  
Well! Well!  So you have forgotten that evening.  You hadn’t been here long.  It was soon after 
you came, I think the week after you came back from Madison.  You also told me a lot about 
Miss Weed and Miss Elder.  You had just rec’d letters from the both.  Miss Weed’s was to tell 
you that she would be in [ill.] New York & would like to see us at the Windsor on Wednesday 
afternoon.  Oh you’re a bad boy, to forget the lovely time we had that evening.  When we had 
finished reading the letters and no longer needed a light, we went out on the back piazza, and 
you told me about how nice it used to be at the Rices’, and about how you used to practice on 
the church organ, & how some people happened to visit it the church while you were playing, 
and then at the table remarked about the organist, without knowing who it was, and how they 
were making you blush, (or didn’t you ever do such a thing until that day on the car when I 
surprised you by a slight movement of my lips?)  I wonder how many other things you have 
forgotten.  O my Harry your sending Miss Pease’s letter was a dead give away.  Never mind 
darling.  I’ll forgive you, and thank you for sending it just as much as tho’ it was bran[d] new to 
me.  It was a lovely letter, and would bear reading a second time, and I appreciate your feeling 
that you didn’t want me to lose it.  I didn’t know the people, but she writes so well that one 
couldn’t help being interested in them, and I enjoyed it ever so much, and am glad you sent it, 
for it not only was lovely on acc’t of the letter, but because it [ill.] brought back that night so 
vividly, and I enjoyed living that over again in my own mind.  Evidently I enjoyed that evening 
more than you did.  There! there! darling I wont tease you any more about it.  Perhaps you can 
catch me the same way about some particular evening, but I dont believe you can, for they all 
seem to be deeply impressed on my mind, and I guess most of them are on yours.  Perhaps now 
that I have refreshed your memory a bit you will find that that evening wasn’t forgotten after 
all, but that so many things had been piled on top of it, that you couldn’t get at it, and so forgot 
it for the time.  Tell me if this is so, and if you do remember it after all.  You did have a time on 
Saturday night.  I hope the corrosive [ill.] subl[imate] didn’t ruin the valise or the carpet.  It was 
lucky that you woke up before it had had time to do much damage.  I wish you could get out of 



teaching the bible class.  You could study without teaching, and have your Sunday Aft. to 
yourself.  I shouldn’t think you’d have to do it unless you want to, and I shouldn’t think it would 
make you uncomfortable to refuse.  You are constantly putting yourself out for people & doing 
things you would rather not, and yet you are always going for me when I happen to be a little 
wee bit unselfish.  Goodness knows that I am not often unselfish, and when I am so, I should 
think you’d rejoice to see that there is something besides selfishness in me.  Harry did I do 
wrong to write as I did about Lottie?  It seems so natural to tell you about every thing, and I 
cant seem to help it, but I didn’t want to make you dislike her.  I think she means well enough, 
but she is queer “as queer as Dick’s hat band.”  She exasperates me so at times, and I get so 
disgusted I can hardly keep quiet, and then she’ll be so nice that I’ll feel thoroughly ashamed of 
myself.  She is a strange character and I dont know what to make of her.  At times she seems so 
full of gratitude to mamma, and at others seems to forget every thing that has been done for 
her, and seems to take every thing, not as a special kindness, but as her right, and then, besides 
thinks she hasn’t been fairly dealt with, and hasn’t had as much as she ought to have, but I 
believe her poor health makes her peculiar.  When one is sick and miserable all the time they 
are not responsible for all the disagreeable things they say and do, or for what they leave 
unsaid and undone, and so I make more allowance for her than I would do otherwise, and 
probably more than you can make.  You know how dreadfully cross I am while I suffer so with 
hay-fever.  I’ll tell you for your comfort that nothing else makes me so outrageously cross.  No 
sickness irritates me as this does.  It makes me too disagreeable to live.  I am ashamed of my 
self, but I do the same thing right over again.  It is so horribly tantalizing & aggravating.  I lose all 
control.  But tho’ I sympathize with Lottie and make a good deal of allowance, I sometimes lose 
all patience with her.  I looked in yesterday’s Herald to see if the Lee’s steamer had arrived, but 
it wasn’t on the list, and I tho’t perhaps it would be in today, but I haven’t seen the papers.  I 
dont suppose they could have arrived before Monday, for he said it was a slow steamer.  My! 
She didn’t start off very slow.  I never saw a steamer push out and get underway in any thing 
like as quick time.  So the Troops are very happy are they.  Strange isn’t it?  Dont you wish we 
could follow their advice & try housekeeping together.  We will do it in the course of time, but I 
mean it would be nice if we could do it now.  I have had two letters since the one in which you 
sent Miss Weed’s photo, and it seems so strange that you have never once mentioned it.  
Mamma admires her face very much, thinks she looks so very nice, and as tho’ she had so much 
character.  I wrote to Sue on Monday to explain why I didn’t call on her & Miss Adamson, & also 
to thank her for sending my collar and collar button.  I felt lost without the button, for all my 
collars have the button hole in them.  All my old ones, that had the button hole out of sight, are 
worn out, and have disappeared.  Mamma and Jule and I played Scat the other night, and it was 
about as much fun for poor mamma as it was for me at first.  Last night we played again.  I sat 
up in bed.  Mamma began to get the hang of it a little better, but had the most fiendish luck.  
She could not do any thing at all.  I had a wonderful run of luck, and made some thing every 
time I offered.  I played two grandes, and every [ill.] thing worked wonderfully.  I always got the 
right card in the turney, and if I played a solo always found the two cards pretty good.  Once I 
found the ace & ten of spades, and another time the ace of hearts.  I never had such a run of 
luck in my life.  I had another bad night, tho’ not such a circus as I had Monday night.  I couldn’t 
breathe lying down, and couldn’t sleep sitting up, so I was in a bad fix, and finally got so 
desperate I got on the lounge and bolstered myself up with pillows, and read “Matt” thro’.  The 



print is coarse, and it was not so very hard on my eyes, tho’ I had to pay for it pretty well, and 
had the pleasure(?) of some blisters afterwards, but I couldn’t help it.  I was so nervous I had to 
do some thing, & I found the story quite interesting.  I had a good sleep this A.M.[,] didn’t get 
up till the middle of the morning.  I am worn out coughing.  These last few days of warm 
weather have proved pretty rough on me.  I haven’t felt as well since I went to Brooklyn, and 
am mighty thankful that I didn’t go home with Annie, for if Brooklyn could have such a bad 
effect I think Warwick would have been death to my comfort, if it didn’t kill me outright.  I 
haven’t been out of the house since Friday, except when I went for the mail on Sunday, and 
twice to the 6th Ave corner to mail letters.  I think I am better off in the house when I get in 
such a state as I’m in now.  I meant to sent Fritz’ picture before, but I keep forgetting it.  Every 
time I go down stairs I mean to get a piece of card board, to keep it from getting ruined in the 
mail, and I cant seem to remember about it to save me.  Mrs. Olmstead has gone.  She left 
yesterday aft. but the young ladies couldn’t tear themselves away so soon.  They will make an 
effort to do so tomorrow, but I dont know whether they can do it.  Their cousin (a young 
gentleman) is here too, & has Mr. Artz’ room.  Mr. Everit sees thro’ them, and has begun to get 
heartily sick of them, and says he will be so relieved when they go.  He was telling mamma 
some little things this A.M. when they were alone at the table.  He has had enough, and says he 
will not accept their pressing invitations to visit them at Saratoga.  What do you think is the 
latest?  Mamma found that the O’s rented their house furnished for the season, and she 
pricked up her ears as usual.  The word house seems to set her off every times she hears it.  She 
found that this one of the O’s is very nice, (of course they say so) has 14 bedrooms, besides 
every thing else, and they would like to rent it to her for the season next summer, and I actually 
think that mamma is quite worked up on the subject, tho’ she dont say much to me, for I sit on 
most of her plans now-a-days, tho’ I dont know whether this would be as bad as some of her 
plans.  Saratoga is a good place for summer boarders, but I dont know enough about the house.  
It may not be at all adapted for boarders, but Mrs. O. wants mamma to come up some time this 
winter and look at it.  She asks asks $1200. for the season.   Every thing, even to the crockery, 
will be furnished.  It seems like a good deal to pay for three months, or four, whichever is 
considered the “season,” but of course I dont know what they ask for houses there, & they 
people who keep boarders are supposed to be able to get enormous prices for board.  I dont 
suppose it will ever come to any thing, for there are so many things coming up all the time, and 
before spring comes there will be a dozen other plans.  Harry darling I hope you didn’t think me 
cross yesterday.  I did not mean to be so, and didn’t feel so, tho’ I did feel as I told you, rather 
annoyed by what you said.  It brought back a little of the feeling I had last year, that I didn’t 
know what to write, and what to leave out.  Your letter this A.M. was postmarked Sept. 14th 8 
A.M. or 9 A.M.  I couldn’t make out which.  It evidently takes longer for letters to come from 
Lafayette to N.Y. than from N.Y to L. for your letters dont come in the morning unless they are 
mailed in the morning.  I have the best of you there, for I can mail at 6 P.M. from Station G, and 
the mail doesn’t close at the main post office till 7:30.  I cant promise any but Sunday’s letter in 
the morning, but you can count on that, when all is well, for if you dont get it Sunday A.M. you 
cant get it till Monday, and I shall always feel that I must get that letter off in time for the 
Sunday morning’s mail.  Other days I am not so particular about, for if you have something 
every day, you wont mind when I fail to write in time for the early mail, tho’ I’ll do it when I can, 
and I’ll feel the same about your letters, only if they are ready for the early mail I’d like them to 



go in it, and not lay over when there is no use in it, & nothing to be gained thereby.  Mamma is 
having such a run of luck the last few days.  I’m afraid it will turn her head and make her crazy 
to take another house.  The third floor is rented to some very nice people for the rest of this 
month, and then the Hull’s will come back, and if the back room isn’t rented permanently, Mrs. 
Van V. will keep it till Jan. and if she comes this week she will take any room she can get.  Mr. 
Truxton’s room is rented to a young lawyer by the name of Lozier.  He has taken it for the 
winter at $10.00 per week.  Mr. T wanted to keep it for $9.00 but mamma said he could only 
have it till she had a chance to do better, and if she rented it she’d give him a few weeks day’s 
notice.  Mr. Lozier wanted to come today, but mamma told him of her promise to Mr. T. so he 
said he’d go in any other room.  So he will take the hall room on the 3rd floor till the lst of Oct. 
and mamma will then have the benefit of renting both rooms.  This Mr. L. is a friend of the our 
friends the Brinkerhoffs of Englewood.  He comes from there, and is a member of the same 
church, so mamma, and all of us feel that she is making a good exchange, not only on acc’t of 
the money, but on acc’t of the man.  She says Mr. L. seems very nice.  I cant endure Mr. 
Truxton.  He dont make any trouble, but I thoroughly detest him.  He is a worse pill than Tom 
Godey.  I didn’t suppose any one could be more insipid but compared to this pill, Tom Godey is 
a brilliant fellow, tho’ I hate him too, and think as little of him as I did before, for I dont judge 
men from his standard or Mr. Truxton’s either, so tho’ Mr. G is better than the other, it isn’t 
saying much, but without exception Truxton is the very worst I ever came across.  He has come 
in the parlor several times since you left, and tried so hard to show off before Ada, and I 
wouldn’t wonder if he was partly to blame for her sickness.  He made us both feel faint. 
My darling I must stop now.  You will get this letter on Friday A.M. if it is mailed now.  With 
fondest tenderest truest love now and forever from 
        your own devoted 
                 Effie. 
                                 alias wheezer 
 
Fritz was lovely to me yesterday.  Stayed with me all the time & took such care of me. 
 


