
                                                                                                     No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                      N.Y. Sept. 27th 1885. 
My own darling, 
         I was dreadfully sorry to break off this afternoon, but I couldn’t seem to help it.  I sent 
what I had written so that you could get it Tuesday afternoon.  I hated to send it before it was 
finished, but knew you’d like me to send it as it was, rather than to have nothing at all on 
Tuesday, and so I didn’t wait to finish it.  It was Communion at Mamma’s church, & they always 
have it in the afternoon, so mamma & Jule were away, and I had to go to the door as luck 
would have it.  Ellen was out, and so you see I was caught.  I made an excuse & ran up & 
finished, so that I could mail it directly after tea, but only had time to tell you why I had to close 
so abruptly, and didn’t have time to say near all that I meant to.  Maggie went up to Harlem this 
afternoon, and was very anxious to have me go with her, but I wouldn’t, tho’ mamma tho’t I 
ought to go.  We knew that Rem must be in the City, but didn’t know whether he had brought 
the children home.  Maggie wanted to see them if they were there, & tho’t perhaps they had 
returned yesterday.  Ed didn’t want to go.  You know he & Rem dont love each other to death, 
and he wouldn’t go, but I didn’t think I was obliged to do it, and I wasn’t going to do it.  Mag 
was very nice about it, and when she found that I really didn’t want to go she gave it up.  They 
all came home last week.  Of course Rem had to come, & tho’t he might as well bring the 
children.  He & Reg were out, but Maggie saw the baby.  It does not look at all well.  M. only 
stayed a few minutes.  Cousin Will & wife spent a good part of the evening with us.  We got to 
talking about the relations.  Maggie dont know much about the family, and is quite interested 
in hearing about her relations.  Some how or other they haven’t kept up with them as we have, 
and you can imagine her astonishment when she hears about the terrible complications in our 
family.  She cant seem to straighten things at all.  She thinks our house is a great place to meet 
relatives for she has been here less than a week and has met Cousin Mary, your mother, & 
Cousin Will.  She knew Cousin H before, but never has happened to meet Cousin Will before.  
She & Ed both got so interested, that they tho’t it would be a good thing to trace the family out, 
and I told them of our efforts last summer, & Ed couldn’t rest till he had commenced the same 
thing.  He got paper & pencil and went at it, and he thinks it is very interesting, and it is just 
funny to see him when a fresh complication comes up.  He thinks it the most remarkable family 
he ever heard of, & he has never been used to many relatives.  They have so few that our 
numbers stagger him, but he & Maggie have caught the fever now of tracing out elatives now, 
& have it as bad as we did last summer.  I told them what I could remember, & I found that I 
have got a pretty good idea, for we made quite a tree.  They think it is wonderful for me to be 
able to keep track of them without a list, & cant get over my having it at my tongue’s end.  Of 
course there is a lot that I could not remember, and we want you to bring your sheets home 
with you when you come, and I wish we could get the information from Mr. Bray in 
Morristown, for if we lose track of him we may be “left” on the Bray side, and I think we ought 
to get that information at once, while it is in our power, for if we put it off something may 
happen to prevent us from getting it at all, and I wish you’d write to him at once, to make sure 
of getting hold of all he knows.  Possibly he can tell you who Jacob Snyder’s father was.  That 
seems to to be a great mystery which no one can solve, & I dont suppose he can give us any 
information, tho’ it is barely possible, since he has made a point oaf tracing these things out, 
and may be able to give us a clue.  Isn’t it funny that no one seems to know who Jacob Snyder’s 



father was.  Cousin Will dont know.  We went for him, & I was in hopes he could help us, but he 
is as ignorant as the rest of us.  I begin to think that Jacob Snyder “come ashore” like Matt.  I’m 
going to get mamma to write to Cousin Julia Adelburg & see if she cant tell us some valuable 
things.  She has a wonderful memory & mamma seems to think she will be able to tell us more 
than any one else.   
      Cousin Hattie Langdon started south on Friday.  She will spend a week in Washington, 
and then go on and visit a friend who lives somewhere between there & Atlanta.  Then she’ll go 
to Atlanta & meet Col. there, go to the summer camp which is near there, and get board near 
the camp.  They will be there till the middle or last of November, & then will break up camp & 
go to their new quarters.  They asked about you very kindly.  Now I must go back and tell you 
what I meant to this afternoon.  This A.M. I saw by the paper that they would sell season tickets 
to the matinees at the Metropolitan Opera House.  They have never done that before & I used 
to wish it would be done for it was such a nuisance to get tickets.  The sale wasn’t opened till 
the week of the performance and it was such a waste of time to wait in a long line, and then 
half the time, after all the time & patience used up, the man at the office would say with a 
diabolical leer “not a seat left,” or offer you a worthless seat about fifteen rows back in the 
family circle.  The speculators would have control of about all the good seats, and haff half the 
time one would have to buy of them, & pay double, or else stay at home.  Today the managers 
announced, that owing to a large number of requests, they had decided to sell subscription 
seats for a few nights, any number one chose to take, and could sell subscription seats to the 
matinees for the entire season.  The price will be the same, but one can be sure of having a 
good seat, & the same one each time, at the regular box office price, and not have to run the 
risk of paying the Speculators double.  Besides it saves so much trouble.  One goes once, & 
settles the thing at once, & has no further trouble, and wont have to waste an unlimited 
amount of time each week.  I have decided to take a seat for all the matinees, for I’ll want to 
attend most of them anyway, & probably I’d have to buy of a speculator, usually for the operas 
I want most to see, are the ones there is such a demand for.  I think they let the speculators 
have the seats before they open the office to the public. Any way last winter the office opened 
at nine A.M. Monday, for the seats during the week, & Saturday Mat.  Well I didn’t get thro’ my 
lesson till 9:30, & by the time I got dont down there, I stood no chance at all & had to buy of 
speculators or else let the opera go.  Well it will only cost me $6.50 for the entire time.  There 
will be 13 matinees and I think I cant do better than to secure a seat at once, & I’ll see about it 
tomorrow A.M.  Wont I get a lot of pleasure & benefit out of $6.50?  It will be a thing I will 
always be glad of, & will be a pleasure to me always, for it is a pleasure to think of a fine 
performance long after it is over, and I think it will be a mighty good investment, and a cheap 
treat for any thing so fine.  Walter Damrosche will have his hands full with the Opera, & the 
Symphony & Oratorio Concerts.  Today’s Herald has a notice of the concerts, and you will be 
interested I know to hear that Damrosche has secured the score, & the right to perform 
Wagner’s “Parsifal” and will give the entire thing this winter.  Not in the opera with the scenery 
etc.  That of course would add wonderfully, but the Oratorio Society & several of the principal 
singers of the Metropolitan Opera Co. & the Symphony society orchestra, will give all the music.  
I mean to hear that too, & expect it will be magnificent, even without the scenery, acting, etc 
etc.  I think probably I’ll get a better idea of the music if I haven’t all these things to attract my 
attention.  The Society will also give Handel’s “Messiah”, and “Grande Messe des Morts” by 



Berlioz.  The Rehearsals will be on Nov. 18th[,] Dec. 18th & March 3rd.  Concerts on the following 
evening.  The Symphony Society will give the “Damnation of Faust” for one thing, & I hope to 
hear that again, for I couldn’t take it in with one hearing, tho’ I did go about wild over it then, 
but a work like that needs more than one hearing.  The programme for the first Rehearsal & 
Concert on Nov. 6th & 7th is already announced, and will be as follows, 1. Symphony No. 6th 
(Pastoral) Beethoven ___  2 “An den Wassern zu Babylon” Liszt. (harp & organ obligato) 
Fraulein Marianne Brandt.  3. Vorspiel, Parsifal, Wagner.  4. Walpurgisnacht, Op. 205 Raff.  5. 
Aria from Gluek’s Orpheus & Eurydice, Marianne Brandt.  6. Rhapsodie Hongroise No. 14, Liszt, 
(orchestration by Composer.)  The opera & concert season bid fair to be very brilliant.  I believe 
Patti is coming again after all, but I dont expect to hear her.  The Patti prices are too steep, and I 
wont feel that I can indulge myself in everything, & I have heard Patti several times.  I’d like to 
hear her again, but she doesn’t sing in the operas that I care most for, and so I prefer to take in 
the operas at the Metropolitan and I wont have money to do both, so I’ll have to let Patti go.  
Oh darling how I wish you could go with me.  It would be so lovely if we could enjoy these 
feasts together.  I will not enjoy them half as much alone, and I will always be longing for you.  
It was so last winter.  Whenever I heard any good performance, I would think, “oh if Harry could 
only be with me,” & so it will be this winter.  I wish the season would run thro’ the holidays, so 
that you could go too.  My darling I will never be satisfied without you, & will never enjoy any 
thing thoroughly unless you are with me.  Tho’ I know I’ll enjoy the operas very very much, the 
longing for you will always be with me, but as I cant have you, I think I may as well get all the 
good I can out of them alone.  It would be foolish to refuse to enjoy them because I cant go 
with you, and of course I wouldn’t lose the chance. 
      Now darling I must say goodnight.  It is nearly twelve o’clock.  With love love love 
unending love from your own devoted 
                        Effie. 
 
                                                                                                                      Monday A.M. 
My blessed darling, 
       I am back again you see, to go on writing, and add Monday’s letter to the last part of 
Sunday’s.  Your precious letter came this A.M.  I am glad to know that you will try the Rhus, and 
hope it will help you as it always has me.  Your mother wants you to try the gunpowder and 
milk, so if you dont find any relief from Rhus you had better take that.  What an old goose I am 
to be sure.  I cant say that preventative was a slip, for I didn’t know any better.  I may as well 
own up, & not try to crawl out.  I have heard it used any number of times by different people.  
In fact I have usually heard it that way, and never dreamed that it was wrong.  As I was looking 
over that letter the other day I found, it spelled preventative, & tho’t  that was right, but I didn’t 
remember writing the word before, & tho’t perhaps that a was wrong, & should be 
“preventitive.”  I tho’t a was right but to be sure looked in the dictionary, & there I found it 
“preventative that which prevents.”  I didn’t stop to look any further, but now I find that the 
next line says “incorrectly used instead of preventive.”  I think if it is in the dictionary at all, it 
isn’t as bad a mistake as the other, tho’ it is too bad that I didn’t follow out the definition while I 
looked up the thing, but as Ten Eyck says, “I’ll be dood (good), and wont do it aden (again.).”  
Now I must explain about l.g. (large majority).  It comes from the Florences’ play “The Mighty 
Dollar.”   This [“this” is circled] man in the play is always talking with initials, and thinks it is 



awfully smart.  He says the letters, and then explains what he means, for instance “not by an 
l.g.[”] (large majority).  He seldom gets anything right, and the play is awfully funny.  He is Hon. 
Somebody, and has plenty of money, and it is a splendid take off on some people who have 
money, & position on account of it. but They have nothing else, but think they are all right, & go 
ahead and do & say the most outlandish things.  Mrs. F. takes the part of a wealthy widow, and 
she is just as uneducated & illiterate as Mr. F.  She gets off french as he does initials, and makes 
as bad a mess, and then always apologizes by saying, “excuse my french.  I’ve lived so long in 
Paris.”  When they played it here so much a few years ago, some quotations from it were often 
heard, and l.g. became a well known thing.  Sometimes he got off different things, for a variety, 
& didn’t always have the l.g. so you may not have heard that if you heard the play.  It is awfully 
funny, and Mr. Z. of course used to get off all these things as soon as they came out.  I dont 
know where he got hold of Burgh.  I only know he says it.  Why did you tear up part of your 
Sunday’s letter?  I claim all that you write, and dont want to have you do any thing like that 
again.  It was real mean, even if it was blue.  What ails your eyes darling?  Has the poison got 
into them at all, or is it the same trouble you have complained of before?  I am sorry they 
bother you so, & hope the poison hasn’t got into them, for it is a very serious thing when it 
does.  If you dont get the Rhus there, let me know & I’ll send you some.  If you cant get it, use 
the other remedy, & then keep the Rhus I will send (if you will tell me if you dont get it) on 
hand, and take a dose every time before you go out collecting, because it is a very serious thing 
to poison so often.  It gets in the system, & it is almost impossible to kill it, and you must do 
something to prevent it, for I suppose it is necessary for you to collect, & you poison so very 
easily.  Are you careful, do you look out for it?  Your mother seems to think it is pure 
carelessness, and says “I dont see what he wants to go & get poisoned for.  He is always doing 
it, and I dont see why”.  She says you are reckless and she believes you like to get poisoned, and 
think the Carbolic will stop the itch, and just enjoy enjoy using it.  Of course I know that you 
dont do it on purpose, but I think perhaps you are not as careful as you ought to be.  It is no 
joke to get this thing in your system, and you must be careful & look out for it.  I am glad Mrs. 
Stockton is improving.  What struck her?  Darling I dont think there is a ghost of a chance for 
you to have Fritz.  Mamma & Jule refuse to let me have him when we are married.  He is my 
dog & I dont know what they have to say in the matter, or what right they have to infer that 
their consent is needed, but I do know that if I decide to take him, it will make hard feeling, and 
a real row if I let him go while I am here.  I dont think it is fair at all for them to act so, but they 
seem to think they own him, tho’ they know he is really my dog.  I got him, and fought to have 
him, & had an awful time to get mamma to allow me to bring him to the City, but now she is 
attached to him & wont listen to parting with him, and there is no use at all in talking about it.  
Jule is positively fierce about it, and mad that you should dare to even propose it.  I dont blame 
her for not being willing to let you take him, for I’d feel the same if I were in her place, but 
when it comes to her saying that I cant have him when I go, I do blame her, for the dog is mine 
and I have a perfect right to take him, as much right as I have to take my music or any other 
thing that belongs to me.  They would hate to lose him, but they dont say that.  They say they 
wont give him up, as tho’ they owned him.  It would be a trial for me to give him up this winter 
and I must own that I would not do it very willingly, for you cant be as much attached to the 
dog as I am, for you have never been with him much, & I have had him since he was a month 
old, and any other dog would be as much company for you if you could get an intelligent one.  



Of course Fritz would be more to you on acc’t of being my dog, but I dont believe even that 
could make as much difference to you, as his loss would to me, but if you could persuade me, 
you would have mamma & Jule down on you forever.  You wouldn’t have near as much time to 
spend on him as we give him, & the dog would get awfully lonely.  He is very fond of you, but I 
dont think he would be contented away from us.  To be sure he would often desert us last 
summer & go to you, but I am afraid that it was more because he loved you for what he could 
get out of you.  I think he loves you as he does Mr. Ellis, but when you come right to the point 
his real love is for us.  If there is any prospect of a walk, he’ll look out for it.  But I notice that 
when nobody is likely to do a thing for him he is always glad to come back to us, & has more 
real love for us.  If he didn’t have, he would be a very ungrateful beast, but I know he loves you 
very much, tho’ it is mixed with a selfish love, and I dont believe he would be happy out West 
away from us.  Besides how would you manage during the summer?  I wouldn’t consent to 
leaving him with strangers.  That is the thing I have tho’t of when mamma & Jule have claimed 
him.  We wouldn’t stay in Lafayette summers if we board, & then what would become of Fritz.  
We couldn’t be lugging him around the country & the poor thing would be utterly miserable 
with strangers, & that, more than anything else, has made me feel that I must give him up when 
we are married.  I’d rather give him up than to have him suffer as he would do.  I actually think 
that he would die with grief.  I dont think he would do that for you if you took him, for he would 
be happy with you, that is quite happy,  but I really have conceit enough to think that he is 
happier with us, and that if he was taken away he’d mourn for us and miss us dreadfully.   
        Your mother hasn’t come yet.  I went up; there this A.M. to call, & they were all out.  
The girl said your mother was going to stay there till tomorrow, so perhaps she wont be here at 
all.  I took Fritz & Ten Eyck, and we had a fine time.  (Maggie went to Mr. Schenck’s funeral this 
A.M. and I asked her to let me take T.E. with me.)  They both behaved beautifully & T.E. looked 
so cunning leading Fritz.  They get along wonderfully well together unless T.E. teases Fritz, or if 
he gets on my lap.  F. stands the former better than the latter.  He nearly goes in a fit T. E. is on 
my lap, & wont stand it.  I went to the Metropolitan Opera house this A.M. & got my ticket.  I 
have a splendid seat, the first row, on the end, in the center.  It couldn’t be better, and I am 
delighted.  I only wish I could have you in the next seat.  Then my happiness would be 
complete, but sometime I will have you, and I must think of that, & wait patiently for that 
happy time.  I think you are doubtful about its being next summer.  I wish you’d tell me all your 
fears as well as your hopes.  I think you might, for I ought to know.  I must stop. 
       With deepest fondest truest love from 
           your own faithful & devoted 
                         Effie.   
  


