
                                                                                                  No.54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                  N.Y. Nov.18th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
       I am going to write a little before I go to bed.  My head feels much better, and I guess 
that all it wanted was to have its own way & make me give in, for ever since I gave in, it has 
been better and it will [be] all right before morning.  I got so dreadfully tired yesterday, was on 
the rampage all day.  I had to go up to the Russells in the afternoon between Ethel’s & Mamie’s 
lessons.  Miss Russell must have her lessons in the morning, so I have arranged for Mondays & 
Thurs[days].  I was so in hopes I could have her time just before Ethel’s as they live only a few 
blocks apart, and it would be so much better for me, but I couldn’t do it, and was obliged to 
give up my scheme.  I hate to have my time broken into so, & be obliged to take four trips when 
I ought to do it in two.  I never had such bad arrangements before, & it wastes an awful lot of 
my time to get around.  I always try to have those who live in the same vicinity take their 
lessons the same days, and so that I can go right right from one place to the places nearest to it, 
but I cant fix it so this year.  Speaking of lessons reminds me, I had a whole batch of 
compliments from Mrs. Paine today, and they made me feel pretty good, for I could see that 
she was sincere, and not talking to hear herself.  So you feel as I do about Mr. Artz and Jule.  
Well darling I must tell you of the little thing that happened yesterday morning.  Mamma & 
Maggie & T.E. went to New Brunswick yesterday.  M. invited mamma to go.  They left on quite 
an early train, before breakfast was over.  I came right up stairs to see to some little things 
before going out, and Jule took mamma’s seat at the table.  When I was on my way downstairs 
at 9:30 I heard voices in the parlor.  I recognized their owners as Mr. A. & Jule, tho’ I have not 
the ghost of an idea what they were talking about.  History probably.  I smiled to myself, for it 
was past the time for Mr. Artz to go down town.  (He is still in “our” office” in the mornings, & 
takes the afternoon course on in the afternoon) at Columbia).  Well I suddenly discovered that I 
had left some thing upstairs, & had to go back for it.  I had quite a hunt to find it, and in the 
meantime Mr. Artz tore himself away & came up stairs to get his hat and coat.  Jule usually goes 
right down stairs when she finishes her breakfast, except sometimes when she goes up to Ada’s 
room.  Mr. A. always is very late to breakfast, & usually goes down town as soon as he is 
through, but I cant tell you how either of them happened to be in the parlor as late as that.  I 
suppose that every one was through when Mr. A. came down, and Jule tho’t she must sit there 
(of course she didn’t want to) and pour his coffee & see that he had every thing all right, & 
when he was thro’ they both happened to go into the parlor.  Of course it was purely 
accidental, & of course either one who would have done the same thing if the other hadn’t 
been there, and Mr. Artz would have been late to business just the same.  Mr. A. probably 
waited till after hours, so as to be on the safe side, & be sure to miss the .5 fare on the 
Elevated.  He probably tho’t such a long ride was worth .10 and tho’t if he went early they 
might possibly have forgotten to change the sign of “fare .5” to “fare .10” and tho’t the ticket 
agent, in a fit of absent mindedness, was selling tickets for .5.  He perhaps tho’t he’d give wait 
till the man had been brought to.  You know they do that sort of thing so often (?) and Mr. A. 
probably tho’t he’d wait long enough to be sure of escaping the .5 fare.  He didn’t want to run 
any risk.  That of course accounts for his being there, and Jule was only there to give the 
basement room a chance to air.  I know that because she told me so, but I had to guess Mr. A’s 
reason for staying so long.  Well when I went down stairs Jule was still in the parlor.  (Of course 



she was not waiting for him to come dont down.  How could you think of such a thing?)  She 
heard my step on the stairs, (you know my tread isn’t at all fairy like, when I put my foot down I 
mean business) and she came out of the parlor in the most unconscious way, and with sort of a 
yawn & stretch (as tho’ she had been reading, or sitting there all alone, and was awfully bored 
because she had been obliged to wait so long) and said, “Well I guess that old room is aired by 
this time.”  Of course she said this to herself, & didn’t realize that she said it aloud, or that I was 
there.  She saw me afterwar she had finished the conversation with herself & then explained to 
me that she had been airing the room.  It was the most perfect piece of acting.  Even Margaret 
Mather couldn’t have beaten it.  Jule was there alone, and if I had not happened to know about 
Mr. A. I would have been completely fooled, and never dreamed but what that was her sole 
reason, for of course I would have supposed Mr. A. had been in “our office” for at least quarter 
of an hour, as he should have been.  Though the fact is that Jule isn’t so particular about airing 
that room.  We are always fighting about it, and I get wild because she dont air it enough, but 
she is always so cold, & so afraid of the little air & it makes me feel sick to have bad air. and  It 
might have struck me as a sudden streak, but I think I wouldn’t have been smart enough to 
suspect a thing, & would have been delighted because she had come around to my way of 
thinking even tho’ it didn’t last, but as it was, it amused me wonderfully, for I knew the cause, 
but I didn’t “give it away,” and tho’t “Now Miss Jule[,] if you want to act, just go ahead, but two 
can play at that game.”  So I acted as innocent, and unconscious as she, and said “Well I guess it 
is aired for once.  Has it been airing all this time?  Why what have you been doing?  I supposed 
it was all cleaned up long ago.”  Jule said “I?  Oh I’ve just been sitting here.”  Well this was a 
dead give away for she never mentioned Mr. Artz.  If she had said she had been talking to Mr. 
A. I should have enjoyed an inward smile, but wouldn’t have tho’t much of it, but when Jule 
would not tell a thing about it, it showed me a good deal.  Well perhaps it was kind of mean for 
me to draw her out, but I felt justified, for I have been thro’ any amount of torment from her, 
and she talked me over pretty well before we were engaged, so I tho’t I would at least find out 
what I could, besides I enjoyed such marvelous acting and wanted to see some more of her 
talent in that direction.  So I said that I hoped she had waited long enough, & should think she 
would want to get the room cleared up, & not leave it in disorder so long, and said “Why what 
have you been doing anyway?”  She said in the same innocent way, “Oh I’ve just been sitting in 
the parlor.  Mrs. Ellis came in & talked awhile, & invited me to go to drive this afternoon, but I 
cant go because mamma is away & you’ll be giving your lessons.”  Still no mention of Mr. A. 
tho’ I know they had been together since he made his first appearance for the day, and I 
suppose Mrs. Ellis was there about five minutes.  I know she wasn’t there when I first heard 
them.  Jule thinks she is very deep, & very cute, & doesn’t dream that I know that Mr. Artz 
stayed up so late, or that I even suspect it.  Of course I dont intend to tell her either, and dont 
intend to publish this little scene, but I tho’t it was all right to tell Jule you, for you wont say 
anything about it.  I honestly am scared for Jule, for it tells me a good deal, & I believe she is 
getting involved.  Mr. Artz of course I cant tell about, tho’ I believe he admires her very much.  I 
think it would be a good thing, and would be very happy to have something come of it, but it 
will be pretty serious if he doesn’t get caught too.  If I knew that it was all on Jule’s side I think 
I’d interrupt their little tête à têtes, & try to keep Jule out of it, but for she will suffer if it is all 
on her side, but I have no reason to believe that it is.  It seems to me that it is mutual, and so I 
certainly wont say or do a thing.  Do you know darling that I believe mamma favors it too, and 



believe it would please her.  Of course she would have a feeling like the one she has about me, 
& it would be perhaps hard for her to take a second place with us both, but I believe that 
mamma worries a good deal about Jule, and worries because she feels that Jule has not much 
independence, or push, and mamma feels that if anything should happen to her she dont know 
what would become of Jule.  She felt more comfortable before I was engaged.  She is pleased 
with our engagement, & all that, & wouldn’t change anything if she could, & would, I believe, 
feel dreadfully if anything should happen to separate us, but I know she hasn’t been as 
comfortable about Jule, for she has always said since I was fifteen or sixteen that she had no 
fears for me, could trust me to get along, & knew if any thing happened to her I could manage 
all right, but some how or other she has never felt so about Jule, & I dont think that she has 
ever tried to develop independence in Jule.  Jule has always had a pretty easy time, and I dont 
see but what she has as little expected of her, now that she is nearly 24, as she had when she 
was 14.  I think mamma often worries because she isn’t more independent, & self reliant, but 
yet she never does anything to make her more so.  The ink gave out of my pen of course.   
         The Oratorio Rehearsals come on Wed. afternoons, the concerts on Thurs. evenings so 
my change of day has not helped me there, but as there are only 3 I dont care so much, and the 
others are more important &, and they come on Friday afternoons.  I am very anxious to hear 
the Berlioz Requiem, and you know how hard & unsatisf it is to drag mamma out, and often 
unsatisfactory if you succeed.  She isn’t wild enough over the performance to be oblivious to 
the heat, and all the little annoyances, and the stairs tire her, and tho’ she enjoys the music it 
dont seem to pay, so I decided she wouldn’t feel so in this case, when she fails to feel so in the 
opera, so I didn’t ask her.  I asked Mr. Artz if he would act as my escort, and he is nearly tickled 
to death.  He dont have a chance to go any place, and I know he is very glad to go with me.  I 
told him he’d have to go way up to the top of the house, but he dont mind a little thing like 
that.  So I got tickets today before going to Orange.  I got them in the Family Circle & paid .50 
each for them.  I didn’t intend to give anyone the benefit of your money, but I cant go to the 
Oratorio in the afternoon, and cant go alone in the evening so I must either take some one or 
stay at home.  Mr. Artz is very fond of gloomy music, funeral marches, dirges, & the like, and he 
is quite delighted because this is to be a Requiem.  I must go to bed darling.  Will try and write 
more in the morning, but if I dont have time, I’ll write you a very long one for Sunday. 
      Goodnight my own precious darling.  With love beyond measure, and Ө Ө in the same 
proportion. 
        Ever your own true & loving 
                    Effie. 
 
                                                                                                               Thurs. A.M. 
My own darling Harry, 
            I haven’t much time to write, but I will fill this sheet at least.  I am feeling all right this 
morning, had a good night’s rest, af slept splendidly & my headache has all gone.  Yesterday 
after I got the Oratorio tickets, I went to Stern’s & bought a Christmas present for mamma.  The 
other day I happened to see that they were having a special sale of laces.  A large firm failed, 
and an immense quantity of silks and laces etc etc were sold for a mere song.  The consequence 
is that the stores have bought quantities of these beautiful goods, and are running them at the 
most unheard of prices.  I rushed into Stern’s for something, the other afternoon.  I was in a 



desperate hurry & couldn’t stop to examine some beautiful things I saw.  Exquisite real Du 
Duchess lace handkerchiefs for $2.50.  I never heard of such a thing before, and dont know that 
I ever will again.  I was literally paralyzed, and they looked so beautiful, but I didn’t have time to 
examine them then, but determined to go down as soon as possible.  So the next day I went, 
and was more surprised than ever when I came to examine them.  I am simply cracked over real 
lace, & you know it is something like jewelry, a lasting investment, and I admire elegant lace far 
more than jewelry and it seemed to be me that it would be wicked to lose such a chance.  So I 
bought one.  Of course I never will use it as a handkerchief, but will use it for my neck.  It will go 
in with my “things” and form a part of my trousseau.  With a black silk, and a thing like that, I 
will be suitably dressed for any occasion, no matter how grand.  I am delighted with it, and 
haven’t regretted buying it, and on the contrary think I never got my money’s worth as well 
before.  I will always consider it the luckiest thing that I stumbled into Stern’s in tame.  Mamma 
was perfectly wild over it, & tho’t it was the smartest thing I had done for many a day to grab 
such a bargain.  She has a weakness for handsome laces and if she could indulge it she’d have a 
fine collection of laces.  She dont care for jewelry, but if she had money she her love for laces 
would become a sort of mania.  Well I a brilliant idea struck me.  I had intended to spend as 
much as that in a present for mamma, had tho’t of giving her a doz[en] very fine pretty 
handkerchiefs, but I th’ot “If I get those, she will probably lose some of them, & in time they’ll 
wear out anyhow, and there will be nothing to show for it, and as this is likely to be my last 
Xmas home, at least for some time, I’d like to give her something she could always keep, 
something handsome, that she would always keep would not feel that she could afford to get 
for herself, and yet something that would be nice to have, and mama was so wild over mine 
that I knew I couldn’t get anything that would suit her better.  So I asked her to lend me some 
money till I could get your order cashed, as I was dead broke, and I went down and bought one 
like mine.  Then I went down to the. P O. and had your money order cashed, & then rushed for 
my train to O.  I happened to strike an earlier one than usual, and got thro’ with Mabel A. a 
little ahead of time, & reached the Cary’s before Annie got home from school.  Mrs. Cary 
wanted me to come up stairs and visit till A[nnie] came home.  She was talking about Xmas 
work, and said she had so much to do.  Then she spoke of the wonderful bargains in N.Y.[,] said 
she never knew any thing like it.  It was such a temptation to spend money to see things so 
cheap.  You felt as if you must lay in a stock of every thing while it was so low, & said 
“Goodness! What a chance for those who happen to have plenty on hand just now.”  She is a 
great judge of la handsome goods, and appreciates fine laces etc, and as I had my treasure in 
my bag I tho’t I’d show it to her, & let her guess what is cost, & told her it was a remarkable 
bargain.  She was struck with its beauty the moment she saw it, & said it was an exquisite piece 
of lace.  She said she got one for Mrs. Raymond (Annie Louise Cary) last Xmas for $11.00.  She 
tho’t she was doing well, and didn’t go to one of the extravagant stores.  Daniels’s is considered 
one of the cheapest good stores in the City, & she would have had to pay more for it at any one 
of the high toned stores.  She examined it closely, all the lace stitches, and so on, and said “Well 
you say it was a bargain, & I should say $8.00 or $9.00 was a bargain for such a handkerchief as 
that.[”]  When I told her $2.50 she nearly had a fit & stepped in it, and asked me if I would get 
one for her if they were not all grabbed before I could get there.  Last night I showed it to Mr. 
Artz when no one was around.  I dont mean to tell every one the price but tho’t he might like to 
get one for his mother, & would like to know of such a chance.  He was very much pleased, and 



thanked me about a dozen times “for being so thoughtful and kind.”  He said “Miss Effie I am so 
very grateful to you.  How did you happen to think of me.  Why I have actually been worrying 
about Ma’s present.  If I should look the City over I could not find anything I’d like better, and 
the price is perfectly astonishing for a thing so handsome.  It suits me exactly.  I never would 
have tho’t of such a thing, and if I had, never would have struck such a bargain, and the ones I 
would have found would have cost too much, & I’m so much obliged to you.”  So I am to select 
two this afternoon, one for him, and one for Mrs. C. and will have lively work to manage it.  I 
hope they wont be all snapped up before I can get there.  They had quantities of them so I 
guess I’ll be in time.  I didn’t suppose I’d have so long a time to write, for I wanted to go to 
work, or rather felt that I must, but I found that mamma had gone out and forgotten to leave 
the keys, so I have had a long time to write.  There were other things I could do, but the chance 
for writing was too good to be lost, and I took advantage of it.  Your letter has just come, or 
rather it came a little while ago, in the 10:30 delivery.  I sp stopped to read it of course.  I should 
say that you were up to your ears in work.  I am glad if it is a good thing for you, but darling 
please dont try to do too much, & tire yourself out.  I thinkin your plan of striking for $1400. a 
good one.  It will be fine if you can get it, and any way they wont dare offer you less than 
$1200. if they want to keep you, and I guess you haven’t reason to doubt that, particularly if Dr. 
Smart remains.  I hope Huston will consent to read your paper, for one thing is certain, you cant 
do it yourself, for it isn’t important enough to make us lose that time together.  We simply 
couldn’t stand it.  If you couldn’t come East possibly, I’d have to go West and visit Miss Weed.  
Tell her I’d accept her last year’s invitation now.  You would have to get her to help us so, that it 
would be proper, for I simply couldn’t stand it to do as we did last year, & I dont believe you 
could, but I guess it wont be necessary to scheme for that.  I’ll get your time table as soon as I 
can, & will also inquire for the Catalogue you want. 
      So Mrs. Barnes knows how to sympathize with us does she.  I tho’t they would regret 
the arrangement they made.  They hadn’t tried a long separation before, & didn’t know what it 
was.  It is one long & continued strugged [struggle] with blues & loneliness, & I guess they’ll 
never want any more of it, & I’m very sure that we never will.  When this trial is over, & we are 
married, we will never be willing to be separated again.  It is too bad about Mr. Smith losing his 
place, & too bad your lovely arrangement lasted so short a time.  What had Mr. Smith been 
doing?  Of course they wouldn’t put him out if he was doing his duty, for that isn’t right you 
know.  Only Ref Republicans do such things, but the Democrats dont believe it is right.  They 
believe in Civil Service Reform, and yet you say he was put out to make room for a Democrat.  I 
have heard of such cases before, and fail to see that things are any fairer than they were 
before.  I am sorry for Mr. Smith and sorry for you.  You couldn’t vote, so I cant say much, but 
you know if you had been allowed a vote, you would have given it to Cleveland, and so if you 
had, I would not feel sorry for you, for you know that if Blaine had been elected, a Democrat 
wouldn’t have been put in Mr. Smith’s place.  Of course your vote would not have changed the 
thing any, but if you had been allowed to vote & had done all you could to help the 
Republicans, I wouldn’t have felt hard about it, but I was awfully cut up, & am still, because you 
would have been a mugwump if you could, but thank fortune circumstances saved your from 
that disgrace.  As it is I pity you on account of the letters, even tho’ you did want to have 
Cleveland in, and tho’ I suppose I ought to be glad that you got a little touch of the thing, to pay 
you for wanting him, even tho’ you didn’t help him, for you would have helped him if it had 



been in your power, but darling I am not so hard towards you as I should be with any one else 
who felt as you did, and I am very sorry that Mr. S. has been put out, but perhaps if you tell the 
Democrat that you wanted Cleveland in, you can get him to be good to you, and make some 
arrangement about your letters.  My own darling boy[,] I would feel badly to have you a 
mugwump, and yet I dont think it would make any difference in my love, but after we are 
married I wont let you vote for a Democrat.  If you cant vote for your own party, you needn’t 
vote at all.  I wouldn’t be so wild if you were an out & out Democrat, but I dont want you to be 
a mugwump.  If you are I’ll[,] well I shall probably be one too, & then we’ll both be disgraced 
and make ourselves & every one else ashamed of us.  My darling I must go now.  Miss R. was to 
send me word about the hour she could get out of school, but her letter didn’t come in time.  It 
has just arrived.  She couldn’t find out in time to take a lesson today, and so will not begin till 
Monday.  Her time will be from quarter of twelve. 
       Goodbye my own darling.  Oh how I long for you.  I can hardly be patient to wait for my 
happiness.  With fondest, warmest love, and kisses 
         Ever your own devoted 
                    Effie. 


