
                                                                                                      No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                       N.Y. Nov. 11th 1885. 
My darling darling Harry 
         I wanted to write a long letter in time to mail before six o’clock, but it has been 
impossible, but I guess it is not too late for a long letter now, but it will not go till the late mail.  
Your letter to the Postmaster has made considerable stir, and I have spent quite a good deal of 
time today with postmen.  It has really been quite funny.  On Monday my letter came on time, 
and yesterday I got my letter in the P.M. (as I always do on Tuesdays, as there is only one mail 
from Lafayette on Sundays).  This A.M. your letter came in the first delivery.  I wrote you on 
Monday, that the mails letter came in the early mail, and advised you not to write to the 
postmaster just yet, and said I’d save the marks, and if any more came late I’d let you know.  I 
tho’t you hadn’t written because you spoke about wanting them if you complained, and as I 
hadn’t sent them I tho‘t you hadn’t written the complaint yet, but I found last night that you 
had.  It was all right, and I am glad you did it, for I think they will be more careful.  The 
postmaster sent your letter to the Supt. at Station G. & told him to investigate it & then report.  
He sent the letter down by the postman, and I wasn’t here.  It was while I was out giving my 
lessons, and mamma saw him.  The postman was quite worked up over it, mamma said.  He 
asked her to tell me to have some of the envelopes ready for him in the morning, but I couldn’t 
find them, because I haven’t been careful about keeping them.  I put the letters in the cover, & 
the envelopes were lost.  I found a few, three I think.  This morning mamma gave them to him, 
& he looked at them, and then left [ill.] them.  About noon the other postman came and asked 
for me.  It seems there was a regular time over it.  I got the envelopes for him and he said he 
tho’t that now they’d be able to account for it.  The letters were late in arriving at Station G.  
They were marked 7-A.  The dash means half past, and I supposed that was 7 o’clock, but it 
means 7:30.  A letter arriving at 7 is stamped without the dash.  Now the men used to start out 
on the first delivery at 7:30 and if the letters arrived at Station G. little late they were in time for 
the first delivery, but about 3 wks ago a new rule went [ill.] into effect, and the first delivery 
starts out ½ hour le earlier.  About 2:30 P.M. the other postman br asked for me, & we had a 
long talk.  Both men were very nice, & very polite, & seemed to feel very badly.  He said he 
tho’t it would be satisfactorily explained, for they were working it out, and he tho’t he wouldn’t 
lose his place, because he knew he wasn’t to blame.  I told him I hoped he wouldn’t get into any 
such trouble, and said that his “partner” had told me something that explained part of the 
trouble, and we could account for their coming in the first delivery, but that it didn’t account 
for their not coming in the second, and one letter had reached me at twelve or a little later, and 
that they hadn’t always come in the second delivery, tho’ usually they had done so.  He could 
not understand that.  I told him that we had had a new man on for a little while, and perhaps he 
had been to blame.  He said, “Yes there was a new man on for a month.  I had a vacation for 
two weeks, and then he took my place.  Then my partner had a vacation & the new man took 
his place.[”]  I told him that I tho’t the worse time was during that time, and said the man was 
very disagreeable & had been very careless about other things, and told him of some of the 
things he had done, and the man said it was outrageous, & he should have been reported.  I 
came down here, and in about an hour Charles came down and said “Miss Effie a gentleman 
wants to see you.”  I asked who it was & he said “He didn’t give no name, said he was 
Sup[erintenden]t of the Station.”  I wondered what was coming next.  I went up, & we had a 



long talk on the subject.  He said he was very sorry he could not have more of the envelopes, 
for those might show some 7 marks and these had only 7-.  He said that the majority of the 
people complained because the mail wasn’t delivered earlier in the A.M. so they tho’t they’d 
start the men out at 7 A.M. instead of 7:30 as before, and that this trouble has begun since 
then, and that letters arriving between 6:30 & & 7 were stamped 7A but those arriving after 7, 
were too late for that delivery, & were stamped 7-A, and formerly those letters were in time for 
the first delivery.  He asked me to mark the envelopes, and they were letters I had last week, 
and they came at 10:30, and so those were all right, but it didn’t account for some of the ones 
before that, but I hadn’t the envelopes for those.  He said it accounted for part of the trouble, 
but not all.  I then told him that I tho’t the new man was on at the time of the letters being 
delayed so long, and said that if so he was probably to blame, that the regular men we had had 
for a long time, and liked them very much, but that the new man had been anything but 
satisfactory.  I said we never liked to have the letters left at the gate because the girls were not 
as careful about sending them up as they should be, that we dined on the parlor floor, and that 
if they were brought to the front door the waiter was always on that floor & there wasn’t any 
trouble, that the new man had been told repeatedly to go to the front door, & not to the gate, 
but he wouldn’t do it.  He was furious & said “What!  After this was explained to him, & he was 
told do it”? & I said “Yes, he was told over & over.  He did not refuse, & never said a word, but 
always kept right on going to the basement.  He not only did that, but he threw the letters in 
thro’ the gate without waiting to have the girl take them, & we frequently found papers out 
there which he had evidently thrown in without even ringing the bell, and once he threw a 
postal in that way, which was found afterward by accident.  We knew he did it, for the other 
men never come to the gate.  They have been told to go to the front door, & they have always 
done it.”  He said he wished we would always complain when things were not satisfactory, for it 
was their best way of judging.  If they examined a man, & he seemed all right they’d put him on, 
but they could not tell whether he was really qualified for the place or not.  They did all they 
could, and then if there were any complaints, they investigated the matter, and if the man was 
to blame, they discharged him, but if they didn’t have any complaints they naturally supposed 
he was all right.  That he was very sorry we hadn’t complained of the new man, and he wishes 
we’d always let him know when things were are not satisfactory.  He was as nice and 
gentlemanly as he could be.  He says that these envelopes dont show anything wrong.  The 
others might, but he thinks that it is due to the early delivery, & the late arrival of the letters.  
The letters delayed after the first second delivery, were not to be accounted for, unless I could 
find the envelopes, and as I know the thing happened while the new man was on, he was prof 
probably to blame.  He wanted me to write you all about it.  I am glad that these postmen will 
not be discharged, for we like them better than any we have had before.  If the other envelopes 
were here I’m sure they‘d be bad for them, but I am glad I didn’t have them.  If they are to 
blame it will be a lesson to them, & make them careful and I guess that they will not have things 
wrong any more.  If they are, I will save & mark the envelopes.  The Sup[erintenden]t was so 
extremely polite that he really made a sort of apology for changing the hours.  It was very 
funny.  He said “I’m very sorry about it, but we had to change it to suit the majority of people, 
who complained because they couldn’t have the mail earlier, and it is better for most people, 
but I am afraid it will make a difference with the regularity of your letters.  I am sorry but dont 
see how it can be avoided, but wish if anything goes wrong you’d always report.”  Well I’m glad 



you wrote, for it will make the postmen more careful. and I think they might be blamed a little 
for some of the times, but I wouldn’t say so to the Supt. for on the whole the men are very nice, 
& I suppose they cant always do exactly right, but this has given them a gib big scare and will be 
all the lesson they will need.  One thing it shows, that they notice complaints, & do all they 
possibly can to have things right, and they have made a big fuss about this, and were awfully 
annoyed about having things go so.  I think the Supt. was here about an hour.  While he was 
here the postman came, & left three letters, which Charles brought to me.  I said “This is for 
Mrs. Porter & this for Mr. Artz, & this for ___ why this dont belong here.  It is for Dr. Paxton.  He 
lives across the street.”  The Sup[erintenden]t heard me, & said, “What’s that?  Please let me 
see the letter.”  He took it, and was furious.  He said “Well this this is pure carelessness, and 
he’ll get a blowing up for this.  I’ll take the letter & show it to him.”  The poor man will think he 
is fated I guess.  I promised to make something for Cousin Mary for the fair, and I have been 
busy all day.  The fair comes off next week, so I haven’t much time.  I am about thro’ now 
however evry and can send the things by Saturday.  Many thanks for the clippings.  I haven’t 
had a chance yet to read them, but they all look very attractive and I know I’ll [ill.] like them.  
This is Salvini’s last week, so your advice came in time.  It was lovely advice, & I wish I could 
follow it, but I guess I wont be able to.  You know I cant take advantage of the cheap seats at a 
theater as I can at the opera.  It isn’t as respectable at the theater and one doesn’t meet the 
same class of people.  Perhaps I might in this, for I dont think the roughs care for Shakespeare, 
but I dont think I could hear from that high place, for it is way way way up, you  know, and I 
know it wouldn’t be satisfactory; with music it is very different, and one can hear much better 
up there.  I cant afford a seat downstairs, for just now I am in a tight place, and haven’t a cent 
to spare till my quarter’s money comes in, and I guess I’ll live, if I dont hear Salvini.  I would like 
so much to hear him, & would if I could, & I’d go now if it was a matter of life & death, but as I 
said before, I think I can live without it, and am going to get along without this pleasure.  We 
have had lots of Shakespeare this fall.  First “Comedy of Errors”, and now three companies all at 
the same time, Salvini, Mary Anderson, & Margaret Mather.  I will tell you a conversation I 
heard between the acts at Ma Margaret Mather’s matinee, a criticism of Shakespeare’s plays.  
It will sound funnier if I tell it, so I’ll save it up, and tell it when I see you if you’ll remind me of it.  
I dont know how we can ever manage to get every thing in during the short vacation, even if we 
sit up nights.  It might be a good scheme for us to take our sleep the first part of the evening, 
and then get up when the others go to bed, and thus be sure of having things our own way, but 
my own darling darling boy, we’ll be together, and alone too, in spite of every thing.  We will 
manage some how I know, for no matter how we are interfered with when we are apart, we 
always have our own way then when we are together, and people leave us alone then.  We are 
mighty helpless apart, but I tell you we were so strong together last summer that no one 
attempted to say a word, and we just ran things to suit ourself ourselves most of the time, and 
when we have only such a little time together, we’ll be stronger yet, and we’ll manage all right.  
I am not alarmed at all.  It wont be quite so pleasant for us, for we wont have so many rooms, 
and cant have things quite so convenient, but we are going to have a lovely happy time.  Oh 
darling I wish it wouldn’t be so long coming, and when you are here I’ll groan because it flies so 
fast.  Oh dear oh dear!  Why will time be so contrary, and always drag when you want it to go 
fast, and fly faster than any Limited Express when you want it slower than any freight train.  Oh 
I wish it would be more accommodating.  Darling you didn’t tell me before that you were going 



to spend Thanksgiving in Chicago.  I am awfully glad, for I think you ought to have a little 
change.  Darling I hoped you would find out about the board at Craig’s & I hoped it would be 
better than you have at Mrs. Stockton’s.  Cant you find out about it?  Or have you found out all 
you care to know about it?  Of course if it isn’t better than Mrs. Stockton’s it wouldn’t pay to 
go, for it wouldn’t be at all convenient, but darling if it is better, I wish you’d try it.  I should 
think it would be a good scheme to try it before you come home Xmas.  At least it would be 
more quiet & homelike than Mrs. S’s. and you might like it much better.  If not, it would be only 
for a short time, and you needn’t go back after Xmas, and could give as a good excuse, that it 
wasn’t as convenient & you couldn’t do it.  I think perhaps it would do Mrs. S. good, & might stir 
her up a bit.  You say eight boarders have l left.  Now if you leave too she make may wake up, 
and do better, and then if you like, you can go back after Xmas.  Why dont you try Craig’s or 
some other place from Thanksgiving till you come East.  You couldn’t get any thing worse than 
you have now, and if you dont like it as well you’ll have a good excuse to go back to Mrs. S’s.  
You might like it much better, and it seems to be me there is no harm in trying.  Mrs. S. ought to 
be shown that she is standing in her own light, & I think there is only one way to show her her 
mistake.  If her boarders leave she’ll brace up, but it they merely kick, but stay, she gets 
hardened to kicks, & dont mind them as long as she gets her money, but if they begin to desert 
her it will be a very different thing, and she will sing another tune, the song from the “Mikado” 
which goes, “Oh here’s a how de do,” and “here’s a pretty mess,” etc.  You may not want to go 
back to her, but if you do I’m sure you[’d] find her a little more anxious to please.  Its time she 
had a lesson.  Of course you dont pay enough to have things elegant, but there is no reason 
why you cant have things palatable.  You needn’t have the same things cooked the same way, & 
a poor way at that, day in & day out, week in & week out, month in & month out.  It isn’t 
necessary to have a great variety at one time, but it is necessary to vary the bill of fare from day 
to day, and she could have what she has good, and if she would do that I dont think any one 
would complain, for you all know that you cant expect Delmonico fare for the price you pay, 
but you can, & do expect, and ought to get better meals than you do.  Darling I hate to think of 
you faring so badly, & do wish you would try another place.  You know you cant gain anything 
unless you try.  If you dont like it, you can go back to where you are now.  I often think of you at 
meal time, and wish we could divide things up evenly, for I’d share my good ones with you and 
take my share of your bad ones.  I’d be so glad to if I only could.  My darling darling darling boy I 
wish for both of our sakes that things were different, but we must bear them as they are awhile 
longer.  It seems like a long time, but it isn’t really, tho’ it seems so to us.  I must say goodbye, & 
mail this.  I wrote half of this before dinner & the other half since, and now it is time to send it. 
        With love beyond measure and Ө Ө without number and the strongest longing to see 
you my own Harry. 
        Ever your own devoted 
                    Effie. 


