
                                                                                                      No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                      N.Y. Nov. 9th 1885. 
My darling darling Harry 
       I am about to start for Orange, but must write a little before I go, for if I dont, you may 
would not have much on Wed[nesday].  You know I dont get home till seven, & then I have to 
straighten things up a bit, for I look somewhat dilapidated after my long day.  Then comes 
dinner, and you see I haven’t much time left for writing before 8:45 when I must have my letter 
in at the corner.  Your letter was rec’d on time this morning.  It arrived at Station G at 7 A.M. 
and was delivered at breakfast time, about 8:20 I believe, tho’ I dont know the exact minute.  
Any way it was in the first delivery and came at the time they all ought to come.  There is no 
sense at all in the delays there have been lately.  Dont make your complaint just yet, for the 
postman may have seen to it as he promised.  If any more come late, I’ll save the marks for you, 
and write the hour they were delivered, but perhaps now the miserable election is over they’ll 
get thing straightened out.  I am getting down on the Republicans because they are such 
undecided changeable things, and so few of them take any interest, and so many of them dont 
even vote.  I dont see what [that] they want to do any thing at all, for it is done in such a half 
asleep way it isn’t good for much.  The Democrats stick to their party and work, & they of 
course won the election.  I dont see any use of stirring up the whole country for election.  Why 
not give it to the Democrats out and out.  They might as well have the credit of giving it, if they 
are going to act as they do, for it really amounts to giving it to them.  But I hope now that the 
pesky nuisance is over that the P.O. will have things a little more as they ought to be.  Now 
darling I must write a little about your letter.  Most of the time mamma has been very good 
about my letters, and I have usually had over an hour for my letters.  I have had more than an 
hour a great deal of time than I have had less.  In fact I dont think I have had less over half a 
dozen times.  You know I dont write as fast as you do, and my letters take about twice as much 
time as your’s.  And darling I guess you will find if you look over my letters, that they show that I 
have had a good deal of time to spend writing to you.  A good deal more on an average than an 
hour a day.  Mamma has now and then made a fuss, but has been pretty good most of the time, 
but an hour a day dont give me a chance to do much, & if I hadn’t had more than that, you 
would have had a good many short letters.  On Thurs[day] I was furious, but I told you that I 
couldn’t blame any one.  Jule went from place to place trying to give me a chance, but mamma 
said she had to work down here, and it was true her work wasn’t work that could be done in 
the parlor, and it was work that had to be done when she had time for it.  It was awfully 
provoking, & I was mad, but didn’t blame her.  I was more provoked with Mr. Artz, for I didn’t 
see any sense in his coming in the parlor when he saw me writing, and yet he had a right to the 
parlor if he wanted to come in.  And so it goes.  There is no place I can claim for my own, and 
every one else, has as good a right in any place I can go to write.  Mamma usually gives me 
more than an hour, and on Thurs. night she gave me the greater part of the evening, & 
yesterday she gave me the entire afternoon.  She came down stairs to read, and I asked her to 
read upstairs, & give me a chance to write, and she was as nice as could be about it, and didn’t 
make a bit of fuss.  And I am more impatient because we are so miserably situated than I am at 
mamma.  At times I think she is unreasonable, but most of the time she lets me alone, and I 
know my letters are as long and usually longer than yours.  You have written less than two 
sheets several times, and I guess if we’d take time to count things up, & compare our letters, 
we’d find that my letters showed as much and perhaps more in quantity than yours, and as I 



take about twice as long to write, you can see that I must have spent considerable time.  I dont 
speak of quality, only quantity.  I do feel now, that things are going to be harder than they have 
been, but it is owing to my unfortunate position, and mamma isn’t to blame for that.  Poor 
mamma has had enough to make her unreasonable, & we have got to make allowance for her 
when she is so.  If either of us had been thro’ her as many troubles I doubt if we’d be quarter as 
lovely.  When I think of her life it seems to me that she has had a great deal of trouble, and very 
little pleasure.  When I realize it all I wonder at her.  I think very few could have had such a life 
and been what mamma is today.  I often am impatient when she seems unreasonable, but 
darling when I come to my senses, she is a perfect wonder to me, and I know that tho’ she has 
far more reason to be fretful and irritable, she isn’t so as often as I am.  Unless one rooms alone 
it is impossible to do as one likes.  I do have to plan a good deal, but it cant be helped.  You say 
you dont want me to write and correct you about these matters if I see them differently for you 
know you will not be convinced.  Now darling that sounds a little as tho’ you were unreasonable 
too.  I do see them differently.  I think I see them more reasonably.  It is a great cross for me not 
to be able to write as I want to, but I cant do it while two others are in the same room with me.  
I could manage better if there was only one, because I might stand half a chance instead of only 
a third of a chance, but we are obliged to make one room do, and we all are uncomfortable 
enough, goodness knows, and we’d all be delighted to have things different, but we cant do it, 
& must make the best of it, and you must do the same tho’ it is hard.  I will do all I possibly can 
you may be sure, and you must not be too hard on mamma & Jule.  Now and then they are 
both very cranky.  I’ll admit that, and then I blame them as much as you do, but most of the 
time they are pretty good.  I dont think my darling that it is possible for you to appreciate the 
position fully, because you have never been situated just so.  I know how you feel about my 
letters when they are short and unsatisfactory but darling you must not go for mamma so, for 
she cant help things.  She does all she can usually, & if, now and then, she is cranky, it isn’t to be 
wondered at.  I some times wonder she isn’t so all the time.  She has more reason to be so than 
most people, yet I think she is not so as often as the majority of people.  I think I am so a great 
deal oftener than she, with not half as much reason.  Now darling I am not blaming you for I 
know you feel as I do sometimes.  The fates all seem to be against us, and we get desperate, 
and then we blame some one.  We cant help it, for it does seem as tho’ they might help us, but 
after all darling what can they do?  We are bound to be blue when we are separated.  We cant 
help it, and no matter what was done for us we would still worry & worry and long & long for 
the one thing necessary to our happiness.  We cant be happy apart, no matter what we have, 
and we cant be satisfied with anything while we are separated.  That is just all there is to it, and 
when we get perfectly desperate we take to blaming others for something, when really it is 
because we cant be happy apart, no matter what we have done for us.  I think we do have an 
awfully trying time, and I think we some times have a hard time about letters, but darling I am 
sure I have spent as much time, if not more, in writing to you, than you have spent on letters to 
me, and you know that I am situated very differently.  I’ll send a letter I rec’d from Lottie.  I 
haven’t written to her for an age, and she is feeling rather hard about it.  Her letter isn’t very 
cheerful, and it is a sample of all she writes.  She is bound she will give up.  I dont know what to 
make of her, and haven’t as much sympathy as I might have, for I think a good deal of this is so 
she can work on our feelings, & come home, & have Jule go in her place, & I think she is quite as 
able as Jule.  Perhaps I misjudge her but she has seemed to try all sorts of things, and has 
fussed, and kicked, ever since she took the place.  Oh darling I am so miserable & unhappy 



without you and would give so much to have a talk with you.  It gets harder all the time, but 
thank fortune the time is drawing nearer all the time, and in a few more weeks we’ll have a 
talk.  I think when we are married we will hate to write letters to any one.  It will remind us so 
of this dreary time, that it will be a sort of horror to us, and we will be dreadful about writing.  I 
have had a great time trying to write this.  I wrote the first part this A.M. before I went to 
Orange.  I wrote about two sheets or more on the train.  Now I am home, and am about to 
finish and mail it.  I think I am going to be able to change my Orange day to Wed[nesday].  Wont 
it be fine if I can have Friday free for the Concerts?  I guess it is about as good as settled.  You 
ask about my lessons.  I haven’t heard from Miss Russell yet, and dont know whether she is 
going to take or not, but my days and hours at present are, Mondays, Louie Le Brun from 3:45 
to 4:45 P.M.[;] Tuesdays, Lulu McD. from 10 to 11 A.M.[,] Ethel C. from 2:30 tl to 3:00 P.M.[,] 
Mamie Shaw from 5 to 6 P.M.[;] Thurs. L.L.B Ethel Cohen from 2:30 to 3:P.M.[,] L. L.B. from 3:45 
to 4:45[,] Mamie S. from 5 to 6[;] Fridays, L. McD. from 10 to 11, then to Orange, and you know 
my plan there.  Saturdays, Mamie Shaw, from 9 to 10 A.M.  If I go to Orange Wed. instead of 
Friday I’ll have the same hours, and only L. McD’s lesson on Friday.  My time isn’t arranged as 
well this year as it was last.  It strings along thro’ the whole week, and every day is broken into, 
but I couldn’t make different arrangements.  I tried to save Tues. and get my lessons in on 
Monday and Thurs. but couldn’t do it, and this was the only way I could arrange it.  I will give L. 
LB. a lesson tomorrow, to make up for today.  I stopped there on my way to Orange & they said 
it would be all right.  I had a lovely letter from Em this A.M.  She wished me to give you a 
message.  She said she wanted to be remembered, & wanted me to tell you that she could feel 
for you.  I would send the letter to you but she wrote something that concerns an old friend of 
mine.  It has nothing to do with us or with any of the Brays and wouldn’t interest you anyhow, 
and the part of her letter you would like best is on the sheet with this part I cant show you.  Em 
wants to write more regularly than we have been doing, & suggests that we both make it a rule 
to write on or about the 1st of each month.  I wish I could send you the letter, and I wish that 
one part had been left out, for I had heard of it thro’ some one else.  Now my own darling 
darling Harry[,] I must take this to the corner.  It is rather a lengthy affair after all, tho’ I fear it 
isn’t very interesting, but I had to stick up for mamma tho’ you asked me not to.  I couldn’t let 
you go on feeling so, without my saying a word for her.  Now goodbye my own blessed boy, 
with the strongest deepest love & longing.  Believe me yours forever 
                   Effie. 


