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                                                                                                             N.Y. Sept. 19th 1885. 
My darling darling Harry, 
         Does it seem possible that only eleven days, less than two weeks, have passed since you 
left?  It seems like an age, and I can hardly believe it,  tho’ I suppose it must be true, for the 
Calendar dont lie, but it does seem so long ago when we parted at the gates on the West Shore 
R.R.  Nasty things, they deprived us of ten minutes or more, & I begin to long so for even ten 
minutes, that I cant ever forgive the Co[mpany] for making such rules, but never mind we had 
twenty four extra hours and my! what a satisfaction to think of them.  What a good time we 
had!  We made the most of the time, and how we enjoyed it!  If we could have those ten 
minutes now, that we were cheated out of, I wonder if you would be absorbed in Victor Hugo.  I 
know you wouldn’t, for I’d take care to have it out of the way.  The next time I go to meet you, 
I’ll throw my book away, when I see your train coming, if I cant get rid of it any other way, for I 
wont let you get a glimppe glimpse of it.  You’ll probably find quite a heavy mail from me 
tomorrow.  I sent a long letter, a note and Fritz’ photo.  I am sorry I was in such a hurry to mail 
your letter, for after all I had time enough to glance through it, and could have made it more 
intelligible by a few marks here and there, but it was better to send it & make sure of your 
having something (even if it was crazy) on Sunday.  After I sent the note explaining about that 
letter, I wondered which was the craziest, the letter or the note.  I fear if you think me a “little 
off” when you read the letter, you’ll think me stark mad when you read the note.  It was written 
so hurriedly I dont believe there was any sense in it, but you got another big measure of love in 
it, so I guess you wont complain.  It was funny to have such a time, when I wrote so much 
Thurs. night to make sure of having it done in time.  I am rather better today, had a more 
comfortable night & went down to breakfast this morning.  Your letter came while the meal 
was being disposed of.  It was so lovely and there was so much to interest me.  I’m glad Dr. S. is 
all right, also that you are to have your piano so soon.  Wont it be lovely? & wont you feel fine?  
I am awfully sorry that your assistant is such a stick.  I should think at any rate she could come 
on to her class on time.  I hope she’ll improve, but the start wasn’t at all encouraging and I fear 
she wont be such a wonderful help to you.  Harry you mustn’t try to do her work too, for you 
didn’t agree to do it.  I am so very sorry about your feeling so miserably.  It is queer for you to 
have that pain so much, and I dont like the chill, tho’ one is very apt to have one with a severe 
pain, and it shows that the pain was worse than usual to cause the chill.  Now you dont believe 
in doctoring yourself, so you must get a doctor to do it if you have any more of it.  You must nip 
it in the bud, before it gets serious, & not let it go on any longer.  So my letter didn’t require an 
extra stamp.  I’m glad of it for if I can send ten sheets for .2 I’ll get off easy on postage this 
winter.  I will tell you how much I paid on the package, but will be mad if you send the money, 
for I had the good of the things and ought to pay the whole thing.  I only spoke of it to warn you 
against sending any writing in a package by mail, for it isn’t worth while to pay .30 for a note 
that could be sent for .2.  Now I wont like it a bit if you send the amount and will be mad to 
think I told you.  Last winter when you sent the Librettos of the two operas, you wrote all over 
them, and it is a wonder you weren’t caught.  I know now that this note was a mistake, and that 
you didn’t mean to do it, so the warning was unnecessary, and I am sorry I said a word.  The 
Stoddarts are sick of a flat and have taken a house in Harlem.  They used to say they wouldn’t 
live in Harlem if some one gave them a house, but now they are so sick of a flat, they have 



concluded that a house in Harlem is more desirable than a flat in N.Y.  I think Harlem is very 
nice, & it has improved wonderfully the last few years.   I am sorry tho’ that they are going to 
move, for it wont be near as convenient, & I fear I wont see much of Bessie.  I dont think we’ll 
arrange to practice, for I cant take so much time.  It will use up over an hour to come & go, & 
leave very little time for playing.  Besides Bessie cant be very regular about it.  She is away so 
much, and last year we were always missing our days.  Perhaps I’ll play now & then with her, 
and have a day with Mabel about once a fortnight.  She will be faithful, and there wont be any 
trouble like last year, for they’ll have a house when they get settled in the City again.  I wont set 
a day every week, but once in two weeks.  If I want any more I can get it with Mrs. Ellis, but she 
is more careless than either Bessie or Mabel.  Bessie is my favorite, but I dont believe I can 
manage to practice with her except when she happens to come down here to spend a day or I 
go there for some thing more than a call.  Mr. Truxton talked to mamma about an hour and a 
half again last night.  He is about sick, because he tried to be so smart.  Oh I’m so glad it 
happened and I almost hope he cant get a chum, for he is so awfully uninteresting.  Do you 
know I begin to think he isn’t more than half witted at best, and I think he comes mighty near 
being an idiot.  He has just barely escaped beg being one, and is so near it, even now, there is 
no fun in it.  He is very gloomy the last few days, and thinks he is going to die.  He dreamed that 
he was dead, and ever since has seemed very blue as if he hadn’t a friend in the world.  He dont 
eat, and acts too funny for anything.  He told us a long string about himself last night, but there 
is no telling how much was true, for he lies like the very mischief.  He said his father was 
Commodore in the Navy, (that is true we know) that his mother died when he was seven yrs 
old, that he has never had a home since then.  His father married again.  Mamma asked him if 
he hadn’t any brothers or sisters.  He said “Yes a lot of step brothers & sisters, or whatever you 
call them.”  He said he was in hard luck, short of money, and alone by himself.  That he wanted 
to marry, but couldn’t take care of himself very comfortably, let alone a wife.  He would have 
married long ago if he had had money enough, but said his girl was poor too, so there was no 
chance at all.  I dont know what to make of him.  He says one thing one minute & contradicts it 
the next.  You asked if Maggie wouldn’t have a nurse.  She let her nurse go last spring, & has 
taken care of Ten Eyck all summer herself, and thinks she wont need any help this winter.  He is 
nearly three yrs old.  I guess he is three, and she can take care of him easy enough, for he is old 
enough to come to the table, and a nurse would be more bother than she’d be worth.  They are 
coming on Monday so I have got to move.  I guess I’ll go in Mr. Artz’ room till he comes back, 
for I want a room as long as I can have one.  I think I told you that Mrs. Van V. wouldn’t take her 
room for the winter, but will stay till January if the room isn’t rented, but will give it up any time 
it is taken permanently.  This makes it very nice for us for we are sure of something for the 
present.  My darling you’ll probably have a chance to sleep in the bathroom when you come 
home.  It will probably be the only room we can give you.  You said you didn’t care where you 
slept.  Now we’ll see whether it was all talk or not.  I must say I’m not very much alarmed about 
you’re going back on it.  I dont think you are quite as indifferent as you said, but I guess you’ll 
be willing to sleep in the bathroom if necessary.  Oh dear if eleven days seem so long what will 
it be to have to wait till Xmas.  I’m not over my blues yet, and I fear I wont get over them.  I 
have just finished a letter to Em in ans[wer] to the one I rec’d the day you left.  I had a note 
from Ada yesterday afternoon.  She was awfully worried about her mother when she left here 
for she was expected that A.M. & Mr. U. went to meet her.  Some way he missed her and Ada 



was awfully worried, tho’t her mother was sick, or that something was wrong.  I’ll send you her 
note.  It isn’t very newsy but I think you will like the feeling she shows.  I have watched the 
papers every day to see if the Lee’s arrived safely.  Of course they are there by this time if all 
went well, but I haven’t seen any notice.  The Herald is the only paper that has full acc’ts of the 
Marine News, & probably her arrival was telegra cabled to the Herald, but I haven’t seen that 
paper since last Tuesday, so I cant tell you anything.  I hoped to let you know, for I tho’t you’d 
be glad to hear the news as soon as possible, but darling I haven’t been able to do it after all, 
for I haven’t been ape able to go out at all.  I am going out tomorrow morning however, no 
matter how bad my old hay-fever is.  Fritz & I are going to Station G for your letter.  This letter 
isn’t good for much but I guess I must stop, for I have got to move this afternoon, and must go 
down now.  The lunch bell rang some time ago.  I didn’t have time to get the postmarks 
yesterday but will send them today.  Lottie went back last Sat. & hasn’t written a word since 
she has been in Hackensack and she needn’t expect any thing from us, for I certainly wont write 
I, & I know mamma wont.  I dont feel so sure about Jule for she cant hold out against Lottie 
very long, and always feels such a tremendous am’t of sympathy for her, no matter what she 
does, and then gives in to her.  Effie dont get over a thing so easy & isn’t as charitable.  Mr. E’s 
friends have gone, & he is at the White Mts for a few days.  Miss O. is going to draw a plan of 
their house in Saratoga & send it to mamma, & if she likes it she’ll go up next month and look at 
the house.  She seems quite in earnest about it, & every one seems to think that it would be a 
good thing & there would be no doubt about filling the house at good prices.  What do you 
think of the plan?  I mean if the house turns out to be well adapted to keeping boarders.  I 
really must stop.  I always hate to say goodbye, but I must.  My darling I send you love beyond 
expression, & kisses without number. 

Your own true & loving 
                             Effie. 
 
Am glad you like Charlotte Corday now, for if I give you any thing I dont want it to give you the 
blues.  I tho’t you [would] get over the feeling you had about the picture. 
             E.M.L. 


