
                                                                                                                      No. 54 West 4th St. 
                                                                                                                       N.Y. Oct. 3rd1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
      Your letter was rec’d this morning, and I can sympathize with you.  I have the blues too, 
the worst kind of blues.  The last two days I have been way way down in the very depths.  I 
think it would do me good if I could to be off alone & write a long letter, but darling it seem as 
tho’ every one was possessed.  I have been very busy all day and am tired & a half sick.  I would 
have stopped my work and written if there had been any place to write, but I haven’t been able 
to get a place alone.  The fates have all been against me and of course the family wouldn’t help 
me any to battle against bad luck.  Jule has been painting in the front room, and some one has 
been tearing in & out of the back room.  Then I tried to see how it would be in the basement 
but they were fixing the curtains there, and I haven’t had a place.  Ed’s sister is to be married on 
the 13th.  They were going to give her a tête a tête set of china, but like Jule’s panel so much, 
they decided to let her do one, with that design, for a fire screen, & they will have it mounted in 
Mahogany.  They will pay Jule $7.00 for her work.  Jule is very glad to get the order, & of course 
she has to work steadily in order to finish it, for they must have it mounted, & ready to send 
away by the 10th.  Of course I dont expect Jule to stop her work, for she cant, but the back room 
has been good enough for her all along, and I dont see why she cant work there now, for she 
dont mind any one’s coming in, & talking, and the going in and out.  It dont interfere in the least 
with her painting, while it just puts a complete stop to my writing, but she has taken this crank, 
and suddenly decides that the light is poor in the back room, and she cant possibly paint there, 
tho’ she has done all the particular part of her first panel there, & has designed, drawn on the 
canvas, & painted her second panel, but now that she has commenced a third, she cant paint in 
the back room.  The consequence is I cant get along get along the best way I can.  It makes me 
mad as fire, for it is just pure _____.  What shall I say?  The word I was about to write was 
cussedness.  I cant go in Mr. A’s room for we expect him any minute.  Yesterday I had the worst 
time.  I went at your letter right after breakfast, went in the front room, and shut the doors.  
Before I had written five minutes Jule walked in, and I said “Shut the door Jule, so no one will 
come in.  I’m writing, and if any one sees us here they will come in, & I must write, & there isn’t 
any other place to go.”  She said “Well I cant help it if you are writing.”  She didn’t shut it, & 
before I could get to the door, she heard Maggie, & called her in to see what she had done.  I 
was slightly ruffed, but took my things & went in the back room, but one might as well try to 
write at the dinner table as to write in the back room and I was perfectly disgusted.  I went 
down in the parlor, & in about two minutes some one came in there, so I got out and went in 
the 3rd floor back room.  I had several interruptions, but had a comparatively good time for a 
little while, but finally Ellen came in, & said she had to clean the room, so I went to Mr. A’s 
room, & was there for awhile when mamma came to get that ready for Mr. A., so I had to spit 
skip.  Today there hasn’t been a ghost of a chance, and now I’m writing under difficulties, & can 
only send a very short letter, but I sent so much yesterday that it will have to make up for this 
one.  Tomorrow I’ll write a long one if I have to go on the roof to write.  I know the bother has 
commenced for the winter, & I must say I have lost all patience.  No one will make the least 
allowance, or will show the least consideration for us, or the slightest appreciation for our 
trying position, but we must always consider their feelings, and be cheerful during this dreadful 
trial, and in fact do every thing as they would have it.  Oh it is too mean for anything and I’m in 



anything but a pleasant frame of mind.  I have tried kicking, but it dont do any good.  We have 
just got to submit I suppose to our cruel luck, & make the best of it.  The separation is hard 
enough when all goes well, but the last two days have brought it back the horrors of last winter, 
& I am blue, blue, blue, for I know I am going to have the same old circus with the folks.  Harry I 
know you’ll think it outrageous, & will be a furious as I am, but dont for anything write to 
mamma about it.  It only makes her mad, & makes her worse, and if we keep quiet, we’ll have 
her on our side part of the time any way.  I know by experience how she is, & can manage her 
better by keeping quiet, & going ahead, & she gets over it.  She has not said any thing, but they 
haven’t given me any chance at all to write, & if I say the least thing there is a grand row, & I 
have double the trouble about writing, so I’ll keep quiet today & by tomorrow she & Jule will 
probably be all right, and I’ll have the front room anyway, if I have to lock them out.  If fighting 
is necessary tomorrow I’ll fight, but I want to manage without it if possible.  Now darling this is 
a miserable thing to send but I had to explain about it so you’d understand matters here.  
Tomorrow I’ll write a long letter & tell you any thing there is in the news line, and will answer 
your last letters, but now I haven’t time for more. 
         Goodnight dearest dearest Harry, my own darling.  I love you with all my heart & long so 
for you all the time. 
        With ӨӨӨ all you want of them, and love unbounded from your own 
                 Effie 


