
                                                                                             No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                             N.Y. Nov. 5th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
       I guess you’ll think that I was in a pretty bad humour when I wrote today.  Well I 
was.  Do you wonder at it my darling?  How could I help it when every thing kept me 
from you?  I could not write in the morning, and then when I hoped to have a chance in 
the afternoon, only a little one at best, for I had to go to my lessons at 2:20, it made me 
perfectly frantic when one thing after another happened.  It was too much.  My time 
was short.  I felt that I hadn’t half as much as I wanted, and I certainly hadn’t any to 
spare for interruptions, and I got perfectly desperate to have so much time used up 
trying to find a gu quiet place.  Mr. Underwood isn’t here tonight, and mamma is in the 
Hull’s room.  Jule is in the parlor playing whist with Ed, Mr. Artz, & Mr. Lozier.  I kept out 
of cards tonight for I was bound I would write.  I didn’t come right down after dinner, for 
when I do it seems to suggest it to the others, so I settled myself in the parlor, and 
afterwards went up to Ada’s room for awhile, until I could be sure of having the coast 
clear.  I had only been there a few minutes when mamma came up with her work, and 
that was the very thing I wanted.  I did not lose much time in excusing myself, and said I 
had had such bad luck with my letter today, I wanted a chance to write a long one 
tonight, and mamma said she’d leave me in possession of the basement till she wanted 
to go to bed, and if I wasn’t thro’ then she would not bother me at all.  She’d go right to 
bed and wouldn’t talk to me or disturb me in the least.  So I guess I am not going to have 
such a hard time as I had this afternoon.  I am awfully tired tonight for some reason or 
other.  I had three dreadful lessons this afternoon.  Poor Ethel couldn’t help it.  She 
couldn’t practice because her father was suffering terribly with neuralgia, and didn’t 
appreciate her music (?) and made her stop practising, so it wasn’t her fault, & when I 
saw him I didn’t blame him either, for it isn’t pleasant to hear a beginner struggling with 
exercises, and missing notes & striking two instead of one, & then, when they try to 
correct that, strike the wrong one of those two notes, and then, in utter despair, begin 
at the very beginning and wrestle with it again.  This isn’t easy for a nervous person or in 
fact for anyone to bear if one feels well, but it is very very trying when one is feeling 
badly and I dont blame any one who has neuralgia for losing patience.  Poor Mr. C. 
looked dreadfully and must have been suffering tortures.  I could make allowance for a 
bad lesson, and it didn’t upset me at all, for there was some sense in it, but it was 
different with the other two, and I cant say that I could reconcile myself to their 
dreadful lessons, for there was no excuse whatever.  I started out in a bad humour, and 
wasn’t in the condition to listen to any thing quite so dreadful, and feel all right when it 
was over, and it has tired me dreadfully.  I must tell you one pleasant thing that 
happened.  At the Cohens, I found a chair drawn up to the piano for me, and on it some 
flowers, and a very fancy package, done up in white tissue paper and tied with red satin 
ribbon in a very pretty bow, and Ethel informed me that all this was for me.  She had 
been in there and arranged that chair with the greatest care.  The flowers I put on, and 
what do you think was in the wonderful package which was so gorgeously done up.  I 
couldn’t imagine, but you can imagine my feelings when I found an apple.  A big joke I 
suppose you think, and it is rather funny, tho’ I didn’t see it so at all.  I tho’t it was 



decidedly serious.  I was in a dilemma.  The dear little girl had taken so much pains, and 
it was so very sweet of her, & I tell you it pleased me to see it, for it showed her feeling 
for me, & it was done in such a sweet way that it touched me very deeply, and I didn’t 
see anything funny at all, tho’ I wondered what I’d better do about the apple.  At first I 
tho’t I’d better talke take it, and not tell her of my dislike for fruit, but I commenced the 
lesson after thanking her, and tho’t I [would] think it over before I said anything.  I tho’t 
it would disappoint her dreadfully if I said a thing about my true feelings, and she had 
evidently laid herself out to do some thing very nice, & I felt that it would be too bad to 
confess my peculiarity, but dont you see what a position it would place me in.  If I let her 
think I liked it, she would perhaps treat me to fruit very often, and some time might 
expect me to eat it, if I happened to be there for any length of time, and I felt that 
sooner or later it would come out, and I might as well make a clean breast of it at once.  
I guess I’m not a very good deceiver for I cant seem to make up my mind to do it, & so 
after the lesson was over I told the truth, but I broke it to her very gently, and in such a 
way that it didn’t hurt her feelings in the least, and I showed my appreciation, and that 
was really what she wanted, and she felt all right to see me pleased, and her face didn’t 
lengthen out a bit.  She said “Why I never knew that.  Isn’t it funny that you never eat 
fruit.  But Miss Julie does[,] doesn’t she?” & I said yes, and then she asked me if I 
wouldn’t please take it home and give it to Jule, and I consented, & off she flew to her 
room.  She did it up in some brown paper, & wrote Jule’s name on it, and then brought a 
rose & some maidens hair fern, and asked me to give that to her too.  She did the whole 
thing herself.  I doubt if any one knew a word about it.  I tho’t it was very very sweet.  Of 
course they laughed at me when I got home for actually carrying an apple home, but I 
was willing to do it rather than disappoint the child.  Jule said it was a delicious apple, 
unusually so, & she had evidently picked out the very best she could find.  Some how 
when a child does such a thing for me it touches a very soft spot, and it pleased me 
wonderfully.  She has been here several times since her lessons began, & as her school is 
only a block away from here she would come oftener if her mother would let her, and 
she and Fritz have formed a mutual admiration society.  She comes & takes him for a 
walk, and has a big romp with him, and a good time, and they have hard work to keep 
her away after school.  She is very sweet and very bright, and I think she is going to do 
very well with her music. 
         My darling boy[,] what a dreadful night you had Saturday.  It is a wonder you 
didn’t take cold, but I am so glad that you didn’t.  I hope that you wont have any more 
such experiences, but if you should be so unfortunate, I hope you’ll have a little supper 
in your room.  Of course you needed something to eat.  I dont wonder you got faint & 
felt sick, for it isn’t as tho’ you’d had a dinner.  Even then you’d want some refreshment 
in the night, but with only a supper, and probably a very light supper at that, you must 
have suffered.  What was done about the knives & forks?  Has Mrs. Stockton got them 
back, and did she find out who took them?  I am so glad my darling that my letter did 
you good.  I tho’t it might make you bluer even than usual.  I wouldn’t have hesitated 
about it on a week day but it seemed too blue for Sunday, and I tho’t perhaps I ought to 
send some thing more cheerful for Sunday, but I couldn’t do it.  I couldn’t write a 
cheerful letter.  I was too blue and tired & full of longing for you to write in a cheerful 



happy strain.  I am glad that the letter helped you.  I feel tonight very much the same, 
but I am not so tired, and have a little better control of myself, tho’ my own Harry[,] I 
am just sick for you, and that is all there is about it.  But I can write some thing besides a 
groan.  But darling I’d take some thing more satisfactory than this one sided talk if I 
could get it, and would take the petting just as willingly if I only could.  I am just as 
anxious for it tonight as I was last Thursday night, but I am not quite so helpless about 
writing.  I can manage my pen a little better.  I’m not so tired out.  I went to Orange last 
Friday after all.  It did not storm after all, so I went.  I mailed your letter from there.  I 
guess you didn’t notice the postmark, and didn’t understand about it, for you said you 
were glad I gave up going.  I said I’d give it up if it stormed, & I tho’t then that it was 
going to, but it cleared off in time for me to go.  It was very warm when I started, and 
was too warm for a coat, but turned very cold during the day.  Mrs. Paine said she had 
been worrying about me, & said she was afraid I hadn’t come prepared for the sudden 
change.  She said offered me a shawl and insisted on my talking taking it.  I was mighty 
thankful for it I can tell you, for it was very cold coming home that night.  It was very 
thoughtful of her.   
       They think I have had possession long enough, and for the last sheet or more 
mamma & Jule have been here.  They talk to each other of course & some how it kind of 
breaks me up and I guess I’ll l have to stop.  Oh my Harry[,] I want you so.  It seems as 
tho’ there was so much trouble to bear before we can be together for good and all.  Oh 
Darling I send you love beyond expression, and if I have a minute in the morning I’ll add 
a line then.  But now I must say good night and pleasant dreams. 
        Your own devoted 
              Effie. 
 
My own precious Boy[,] my darling darling Harry. 
       It is Friday, the time12:30.  The day is charming, but I am in N.Y. and not in 
Orange.  Jule was taken very much worse last night than she had been at all.  She ought 
not to have stayed in the parlor last night.  She got very tired playing cards, and all her 
frightful pain, came back with interest and she has suffered untold tortures all night.  
This pain hasn’t been caused from the vaccination after all.  We have heard of the 
terrible way some people suffer.  Sometimes they feel almost as bad as if they had the 
small pox, for a day or two, & we all tho’t that was the trouble with Jule, but it has been 
getting worse, and last night we were up all night with her, and I tell you things seemed 
very serious to me for a little time.  Mamma seemed to lose her head.  It was terrible to 
see Jule’s suffering, and hear her cries.  We rubbed her and bathed her with alcohol all 
night.  She was cold to the touch, and the pain was in the entire trunk of her body.  Her 
limbs were not affected, but her body was a mass of pain all over.  [ill.] I suggested 
wrapping her in cotton batting to warm her, & that is still on.  The doctor says to keep it 
wet with alcohol.  I told mamma that it seemed to me that nothing but neuralgia could 
cause such agony, and I believed that she had neuralgia.  This seemed to strike mamma 
too, and the doctor says that that is what ails her, that it is a very bad attack, and is all 
over her.  I never suffered in my life as I did last year when it was in my head, and just 
think of Jule.  It isn’t confined to one place.  It is all over her.  She is a little better now, 



but still suffering very much.  It is awful to see her.  She looks dreadfully, and last night 
she looked like death.  Her face is so long & pinched, and deep black rings around her 
eyes, and looks as if she’d been sick a month.  It made me feel awfully to see her suffer, 
and it just upset mamma completely.  I feel all used up this morning, and half sick 
myself.  I started out after breakfast.  Went to the McD’s, gave my lesson there, but 
found I didn’t have strength enough to go to Orange.  I tho’t I’d be sick if I tried, so I 
came right back home after my lesson at the McDonalds.  I got your precious letter 
when I came in, and it was so nice & made me feel better at once.  I am glad I didn’t go 
to Orange, for I wasn’t equal to such a trip, and I am not going out there when I feel 
miserable.  If I started tired, I would be in a pretty condition when I got home.  I have 
written to say I’ll go out on Monday.  I don’t like to leave them to run themselves for 
two weeks.  I’ll have to miss Louie Le Brun, if she cant take on Tuesday, but she has two 
lessons a week, and so it wont make so much difference if she loses that lesson.  Oh my 
own darling[,] your letter this A.M. was so lovely.  I think Mag’s letter was about the 
worst you have had yet, for it not only lacks what the others have lacked, but it isn’t as 
fr bright and well written as usual.  I dont wonder that you say it isn’t worth answering.   
Such a letter, from one you care for, is enough to give you the blues.  I dont blame you 
for feeling as you do.  Never mind darling[,] if they make you feel that you haven’t a 
home among them any more.  We’ll plan a home of our own, and we’ll have it too, 
before we are much older, & it will be the dearest home in all the world.   

Now my blessed boy[,] I must close.  I guess I’ll lie down for a little while.  It is 
now about 3 P.M. & this letter has been written in sections.  With unbounded love & 
many Ө Ө from your own loving 
            Effie 
 
 


