
                                                                                                   No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                   N.Y. Oct. 25th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
      Now I’m going to tell you about my experience this A.M.  Mrs. Hull didn’t make any 
arrangement to meet me, but it took her about the same time to finish her breakfast, and get 
on her things, & walk to 42nd St. that it did me to got to the P.O. and get back to 59th St. Station, 
and it was pure luck that we met, & mighty good luck for me as it turned out.  The crowd was 
something dreadful.  The man at the door said that there were a good many there by eight 
o’clock this A.M.  We had luck enough to get inside, which was almost more than we hoped for 
when we saw the crowd.  We didn’t dream of having a seat when we saw the crowd, but tho’t 
when those in the isles were seated it would make more room, and we would have comfortable 
standing room, for men stood at the doors to prevent any more getting in.  But some how or 
other, when one got discouraged & went out, about a dozen would push their way in while the 
door was open, and the consequence was that we could hardly move.  We were simply packed 
in there as close as we could be, and couldn’t move hand or foot, except with greatest 
difficulty.  In fact it was at one time at an utter impossibility for me to change my position.  I 
was pushed on all sides, and was so close to the woman in front of me, that her back hair kept 
tickling my face, & I was decidedly ticklish on my face, particularly around the nose.  She had 
the worst hair.  It seemed to be all lengths, so that she couldn’t help those hairs sticking out all 
over.  It was dreadful, and I couldn’t get back from it, or even to the right or left, & it would 
have made you laugh if you could have seen me trying to get rid of those dreadful hairs.  I had 
on my blue velvet dress, the worst thing in the world to wear in a crowd, but I had not counted 
on that part of it.  My idea in wearing it was, that I didn’t want a wrap of any sort.  It was too 
warm for me to wear one, & I didn’t want to bother with it when I got there.  Still it was kind of 
chilly, & I tho’t my velvet would be the most comfortable thing I could wear.  It would be plenty 
warm enough without a wrap.  You know velvet sticks & clings so to anything it touches, and 
doesn’t slide past at all.  You can imagine what a disadvantage that was, for of course I was sort 
of dragged with the crowd, and when I was standing still the skirts clung on to some other dress 
of wool, or velvet, & seemed to drag me back, and pulled me into a dreadfully uncomfortable 
position, and I’d be held there, because I could not get forward enough to stand up straight 
again.  I actually leaned backwards.  Well this was awfully uncomfortable, and tired me very 
much.  Well for some one unknown reason they began to close up the windows.  It was beastly 
hot there already, and what on earth possessed them is more than any one knows.  I heard 
some one near me say, “I cant imagine why they are shutting out the air, (for it is frightful here 
now) unless they want to drive us all out.”  Well this was the last straw that broke the camels 
back.  I cant live without air, & it breaks me all up to have to stay in a place where the air is bad.  
We could hear the service very well, and the music was lovely.  We felt sure that if Canon Farrar 
had any voice at all we’d be  able to hear him, & then, just as we had been through nearly all 
the service, and had only a few minutes to wait before the service sermon, I had to be stupid 
enough to get very faint.  I was determined that I wouldn’t do it, & wouldn’t give in to the 
feeling.  I think the will often staves off a real faint, and I was bound I wouldn’t do anything so 
absurd.  It is bad enough, & makes commotion enough when one is at home, but in a crowd it is 
dreadful.  I always feel ashamed and disgraced when I faint, and it has not happened to me 
many times, and never in a crowd, and I hoped it would pass off, & tried to forget it, but on & 



on it came.  Oh I got so deathly sick, and from feeling hot, changed suddenly, & broke out in 
one of those dreadful cold perspirations, and felt a sort of swaying motion.  I knew then that I 
couldn’t stave it off with any quantity of will.  It was on me, and I was afraid I’d go before I 
could get out.  I didn’t know how we’d ever get out, for the people seemed to be packed into a 
perfect mass.  I told Mrs. Hull that I guessed I’d go out.  It was so very warm, but she needn’t 
go.  I didn’t want her to lose it & so didn’t tell her I was faint, but she was scared when I turned 
so that she could see my face, & she tho’t I’d go before we’d get out.  There was no place to fall 
if I had fainted, and I dont know what they could have done.  Mrs. Hull insisted on going, said it 
wasn’t worth while to stay.  She said, besides you are faint.  She didn’t see me at first, but when 
she did, she was quick enough to see what ailed me, & said, “Do you think you’ll be able to get 
out?”  I said “Yes I do, if I can get out but I dont know whether we can get thru’ this crowd.”  At 
first no one seemed inclined to move, lest they should lose their place.  Then as several caught 
sight of my face they began to make a place for us, and made others do the same thing.  They 
said “Quick.”  The fresh air revived me, & I got over it after a few moments, and then we took 
the car & came home.  I am sure it wouldn’t have happened if I had had another dress on, or 
even with this dress I would have been all right if they hadn’t shut the windows.  That broke me 
all up.  Then I think the perfumery all around sickened me.  So many people had so much of it 
on them, and they all had different kinds, & when the place was all closed up, it was 
overpowering.  Well I did not hear Canon Farrar.  I hated to take Mrs. Hull out, but I dont think 
she minded it a bit, for she was so uncomfortable, and her crape veil was almost as bad for her 
as my dress was for me, & she will hear him on Wednesday night anyway.  I was thankful to 
have her, for I dont believe I had strength enough left to get out alone.  She went ahead, and all 
I had to do was to follow her.  I think five minutes at the most would have done for me, and 
probably less.  I am glad that I made the effort however for I feel that I did all I could.  I wanted 
to hear him, and if one doesn’t make an effort they certainly wont hear anything.  Sometimes 
they dont gain any thing by making an effort, but they do very often, and I do nearly always, 
and tho’ mamma & Jule wouldn’t think of doing it, and tried to discourage me, I was bound to 
try any way.  I said, “Well what is the good of living in N.Y. if one isn’t going to ha take 
advantage of such chances.  I may get in a crowd, & may not hear him, but I can make the 
effort.  I certainly wont hear him if I stay at home, and so I cant lose anything by going, and I’m 
going to risk it anyhow, & I may have luck.[”]  I haven’t any patience with people who never 
make an effort to hear anything fine because they think there is no use, and they’ll get a crowd 
etc etc.  I can remember a few instances where I lost a treat by being influenced by what others 
tho’t.  I have usually been pretty fortunate, and would do the same thing again, tho’ I’ll never 
wear a velvet dress in a crowd again.  We heard some beautiful music, for we stayed thro’ 
nearly all the service.  Yesterday I enjoyed Margaret Mather in Romeo & Juliet very much.  In 
the ball room scene and in the balcony scene I was awfully disappointed in her, and didn’t like 
her at all.  The scenes were beautiful, but somehow Margaret Mather didn’t please me.  In the 
balcony scene she drawled so dreadfully, and it seemed to me that her constant sighing & 
groaning were rather uncalled for & out of place, and I didn’t see what it meant, or why she 
should sigh or groan at all in that scene, & I didn’t like her at all.  She was better in the garden 
scene with the nurse, but didn’t please me particularly even then, but in the scene where she 
says “Blistered be thy tongue for such a wish,” she begins to act, and from that time on she is 
superb.  The farewell scene with Romeo, the terrible scene with her father, the scene in Friar 



Laurence’s cell, and the scene where she take the contents of the vial, were all perfectly 
wonderful.  One forgave her for the disappointment at first, & didn’t blame her for saving her 
strength.  I dont see how she can stand it to act as she does in those scenes.  I should think it 
would wear her life out.  She is also good in the last scene, and her death is something 
wonderful.  As she dies her eyes roll back, and show the whites and she is a most ghastly sight.  
She lies that way until the curtain falls, without any perceptible movement of her eyes, or her 
lids, or even the quiver of an eyelash.  It is perfectly marvelous how she can do it.  Romeo was 
only pretty good, except in two or three scenes.  He was very fine in the fight with Tybalt, & in 
the scene afterwards with Friar Laurence.  In the latter he was wonderful, and was very good in 
the scene in the tomb, but I didn’t care much for him in the other places.  Mercutio was very 
good.  Capulet was also very good, and the nurse was pretty good.  Paris was terrible, also Lady 
Capulet.  The thing was put on very handsomely.  The balroom, and balcony scenes, and Juliet’s 
room, were really magnificent.  Oh darling one cant appreciate that play till after they have 
been in love.  Then it all seems very real, & one can appreciate the terrible agony of those 
unfortunate lovers, and I couldn’t keep the tears back for a time.  Juliet’s sce parting with R. just 
before he goes to Mantua, and the scene with her father, just broke me all up.  I should think 
she’d break all her bones when she crawls up to the window after taking the potion, and falls 
the whole length of the steps.  It might do for now & then, but to be obliged to take that 
tumble every night, and twice on Saturdays, is something I should think she’d dread.  Just 
imagine how bruised she must have been all the time she was learning how to do it, for she 
tumbles, for all the world, like one who hadn’t expected to do it, and without seeming to think 
of looking out for herself.  Most of them fall rather stiffly, as tho’ they were looking out for their 
safety, but she isn’t a bit like that.  My darling I do wish you could have been there.  You would 
have enjoyed it I know, tho’ it is so very very harrowing.  Darling I wish I could write more, but I 
guess I will have to stop.  I dont think this letter is a brilliant success, but my darling I cant write 
more just now.  I wanted to tell you about these two things but didn’t think it would take so 
long.  Earle is very very nice, I am sure of it from his letters.  The one you sent me was lovely.  
Carrie certainly writes very much more satisfactory letters than Sue or Mag.  She is pretty rough 
on Jule tho’.  I think Jule is rather cranky myself but I dont think she is as much so as I some 
other girls I know, tho’ I dont see what makes her act so queer about Carrie.  She talks as tho’ 
she tho’t every thing of her but yet she dont write.  Perhaps it is because she dislikes to write 
letters, & wont do it unless she has to.  I’m afraid she is something like Maggie Reynolds in that 
respect.  I dont believe she has any hard feeling toward Carrie now, tho’ things have never been 
the same since they first had their little falling out last spring fall.  I wrote you about it then and 
wont go over it again.  If you forget it, and want to know the history of it I’ll refer you to some 
of last fall’s letters __ Sept. or Oct.  They have never seemed to be on the same ground since, 
tho’ they both declare that they feel all right.  I dont know what the trouble is.  I did run in after 
all to see Coz Mag & Jule for about five minutes the other day.  Jule had been in the house for a 
week with a sprained ankle.  It isn’t a bad sprain for she is not laid up like I was.  It has to be 
bandaged, and is swollen, & very much bruised, and she wears one of John’s slippers, but she 
has been able to go about the house all the time.  I was laid up for three weeks, and confined to 
the house for nearly six weeks, at & it was at least four weeks, & I think more, before I could 
step on that foot, but that was something unusual, worse than a break the doctor said.  You 
know he could not even touch it to bandage it for three days.  It just had to lay in poultices of 



hot wormwood & vinegar and then electricity applied.  It nearly made me faint to move, for the 
sprain was so bad, & my knee was strained.  But Jule has come off pretty luckily, for she goes up 
& down stairs & all over the house.  I think it is a very bad strain and not as a regular sprain, but 
even that is very painful.  She told me Sue had gone to Phila & that your father had driven 
down, but Carrie had a bad cold or something of the sort, and couldn’t go with him after all.  I 
was there only a very few minutes, not over five, and am not very clear about things they said.  
Carrie wasn’t well enough to go with your father but was not seriously ill.  I think they said it 
was only a cold.  It was funny about Sue’s letter, but I should acc’t for it this way.  Carrie said 
she left the day before and I think she probably wrote before she left, & dated the letter wrong 
by mistake.  Cousin M. said she left on Sat.  Goodness! I tho’t I was going to stop.  Well I did 
mean to, but I didn’t do it.  It is very late and I expect mamma will go for me. 
         Goodnight my darling po precious boy. 
          With love beyond expression from your own 
                   Effie. 
 
                                                                                                                    Monday A.M. 
My precious Boy 
        I have only time for a few words.  Your dear letter was rec’d this A.M. and I enjoyed it so  
much.  I haven’t time to answer it now but will next time I write.  Goodness! What a time you 
had with the boys.  I hope they wont carry you off on the 3lst.  Lets see it comes on Sunday 
doesn’t it?  Wont that make some difference or will they celebrate on Sat[turday]?  Oh what a 
booby I am.  It comes on Sat. & not on Sunday.  I didn’t date this over, that is the day of the 
month, & so I forgot & counted this the 25th but it is the 26th.  That makes it all right.  I am glad 
of it for if it came on Sunday it might keep you busy for three nights.  Now if they do anything it 
will be on Sat. & you’ll be ready for them.  We have had a little robbery here.  Last week 
Mamma had $5.00 taken out of her purse, and the cook had the same amount taken from hers.  
On Sat. night Mr. A. handed mamma $8.00, a $5.00[,] a $2.00 & $1.00 bill.  Mamma has had no 
chance to spend anything since till this morning.  When she went for her purse (which by the 
way was put out of sight & not lying around) she found only the $5.00 & the $2.00 bills, the 
$1.00 was missing.  Maggie couldn’t acc’t for some money the other day, but said she guessed 
she had spent it in some way, but these three cases were sure.  I missed something one day but 
couldn’t be sure how much was taken, for I had a lot of change.  Since then I have kept my 
purse hidden.  We cant tell who the thief is.  The cook accuses Charlie of stealing her’s, but as 
long as he lived with us we never missed a thing.  This makes me suspect Ellen, for she is the 
only one that comes in our room, and she was washing windows there the day mamma lost the 
$5.00.  Charlie never comes in our room, has no occasion to, and it looks to my very suspicious 
for Ellen.  Any way there is no doubt about the money’s being gone taken and of course it 
didn’t walk off, and some body has taken it but we cant tell who has done it.  My own darling 
darling boy I do love you so very much and am just about crazy to see you, but the time is 
coming a little nearer every day.  I dont know where I will meet you.  I have been trying to think 
it out, but haven’t any very good plan yet, but I hope some good one will occur to me before 
long, so that we can arrange it.  I hate to have you stop at Balt. but I suppose you really ought 
to do so, and I wont urge you not to.  I know you dont do so from choice, but feel that it is 
necessary for you to do so, and I feel the same, and will understand you if you decide to do so, 



tho’ I hate to lose so much time, but so do you, & I know you’ll hurry thro’ with the business 
with Brooks as fast as possible, and I wont complain.  I wish I could meet you at Balt.  Perhaps I 
can do it, tho’ you must not count on that, and I doubt if it would be very satisfactory.  I guess it 
will be better to meet right here, & we’ll be all right if you arrive late at night.  Now I really must 
stop. 
          With undying love 
               your own loving 
                       Effie. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


