
                                                                                                    No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                    N.Y. Dec. 1st 1885 
My own darling Harry, 
     Oh Harry I feel miserable enough still, but it does me good to write Dec[ember].  It is a 
comfort to feel that the end is nearly here.  I’m very sorry for this dreadful fit that has got us, 
for we were bad enough before, with out going to work to copy our troubles of last Spring.  
Perhaps we’ll straighten out before you come home tho’, and go along as usual, but I am not 
giving any signs of recovery yet, tho’ I guess I’m not quite so desperate as I have been.  Your 
letter came while I was out this afternoon, so I didn’t get it for some time after it arrived.  I took 
my letter out with me to mail, but as I was putting on my gloves I stuck the letter in the outside 
pocket of my bag, and didn’t discover that I hadn’t mailed it till just as I was going to the 
Shaw’s, and it was probably taken up at 5:45, but f it didn’t happen to make any difference, for I 
discovered it in time to prevent delay, tho’ if I hadn’t mailed it at all you wouldn’t have lost 
anything, for it really wasn’t worth sending, and I guess you would be as well off, & perhaps 
better off  without any.  I got thro’ my lessons and feel pretty forlorn tonight, think I’m making 
a desperate effort to have my vaccination as much like small pox as possible.  It looks and feels 
tonight very much like a storm.  I am dreading Orange, and I certainly wont go if it storms.  If I 
decide to go, I shall start early, and try to find out something about my scheme I told you about 
in Sunday’s letter.  I haven’t had a chance yet to work it out, and dont want to change the plan 
we have already made, if you can get the 5 P.M. train.  If you cant, we must think of some other 
plans for you must reach N.Y. some time on Saturday evening, & not delay till Sunday, and as it 
isn’t very certain that you can accomplish all you want to in less than 3 h[ou]rs. I want to have 
some other plan ready in case we cant work the first one.  You see even if your train gets into 
B[altimore]. on time, you’d have less than three hours.  You couldn’t have over 2½ hours, for 
you’d have to be at the depot a few minutes before time five and it would take some time to 
get from the depot, and back again, and you probably would not have even that much time for 
your business, and unless you think you can do it in two hours it will be pretty risky, so I’m 
going to work out this new plan, and spring it on you in a day or two.  Darling your letter this 
P.M. was lovely, and it has helped me some, dont you think so?  It hasn’t straightened me out 
yet, for I was too badly off, but I think it has braced me up quite a good deal.  You ask what I will 
do about Miss Birch.  I have already told them that I’d be delighted to accept the offer they 
made.  You know that was settled at the time, and I guess there will be no change in the 
programme, unless some new trouble comes up.  I feel as you do as you do about Sue, that it 
dont make any difference how she feels, that she dont own the house, and I dont intend to 
worry about her.  She was very nice to me last week, but I didn’t imagine that her feelings had 
changed any, but she didn’t make me feel uncomfortable at all, and was very pleasant, but not 
like the others.  I slept with her in her room, and she was very kind and pleasant.  Of course I’d 
rather have her so, but I wouldn’t worry if she wasn’t, and as long as the others act as they do I 
wont stay away on acc’t of Sue, tho’ I dont think I would care to go to M[adison]. on purpose to 
visit her.  I really go to see the others, but this time I cant find any fault with the way she 
treated me.  She welcomed me very cordially, and spoke a good many times about our visit at 
Xmas, and was not at all like she was last summer.  She had her good streaks last summer and 
was very nice while they lasted, but then she’d have the other kind of a streak last for days.  I 
am so sorry to hear about Miss Weed’s trouble.  It must be very serious, and very hard for her 



to have such trouble, for she must be obliged to use her eyes a good deal when she is teaching.  
I dont wonder she has seemed blue this year, and if she has had some other trouble on her 
mind besides, she must have suffered a good deal.  I do hope that her sight isn’t in danger, and 
that all the trouble will soon be cured.  You know I always feel a peculiar sympathy for any one 
who has troubles with their eyes.  Darling I think there will be no trouble about the vacation at 
Xmas, and I mean to take it if possible.  They may not approve of it but I wont mind a little thing 
like that, but of course if it would make a row, I couldn’t do it, but I have no idea that any one 
will have such serious objections as that, and dont anticipate a bit of trouble about it.  I am very 
glad to hear that Mrs. Stockton is doing better and hope she’ll continue to improve, and see the 
folly of her former course.  How fine your room must look with your new picture.  I should think 
it would add a great deal, & it must be a very nice picture.  I saw by Sundays paper that Haweis 
(the Author of “Musical Memories” you remember) will give two lectures at Chickering Hall, 
one on “Music & Morals” this week.  I’d like to hear it, but it is in the evening, and I cant do it, 
but next Monday afternoon he will give one on “Wagner & his school.”  I told Louie Le Brun 
about it, and asked her if she would mind changing her lesson hour, if I should decide to go, and 
she said she would [not] mind it at all, so I am thinking quite seriously of going, for I should 
think it would be not only very useful interesting but very very useful and quite like a lesson.  
The seats are $1.00 & I guess it will do me more good than the Symphony Concert, and I have 
about decided to choose it instead of the concert.  You will notice that this isn’t your paper.  I 
dont think I have used all that up.  It seems incredible to me, but it has disappeared 
mysteriously.  Whether I have used it or not is more than I dare to say, but I cant find any more 
of it, so you see I have gone back to the old paper.  I have some of that left from last year.  I 
never dreamed that yours was so nearly out, but I have a good deal of this, more than I tho’t 
for.  When you come home I guess we’ll have to go down and see Will Querney, and I’ll get a 
big supply & go shares with you.  I guess I’ll stop a minute at Jule’s if I go tomorrow, and see 
Mag, & take her my libretto of “Die Walküre” to read.  For even if she reads it before hand it 
will bewilder her enough.  For tho’ I have been so often to the opera, & had heard the music, or 
a good deal of it before at the Wagner festival and other Concerts, I found it almost impossible 
to keep track of it.  There is so much.  The music and acting and the magnificent scenery give 
one so much that the first time it is really too much but it will help her to read it beforehand. 
                                                                                      
Orange 1:30 P.M. 

My darling I have only a few minutes to finish this.  Mrs. Ellis came in our room and 
interrupted me, and when she left it was too late for me to go on with it my letter, so I brought 
it with me thinking I might have a few minutes here.  I have given Mabel’s lesson and am on my 
way to the Cary’s and have stopped in the East Orange depot.  I will mail it here at this P.O. so 
that you will get it in the morning mail on Friday.  It is a beautiful day, just cold enough to be 
pleasant.  I stopped at your Aunt Mag’s.  Jule has malaria & is miserable and looks real badly.  
Maggie isn’t there yet but they expect her this afternoon.  I bro’t my libretto on purpose for her 
and like an idiot didn’t leave it for her, but I hope she’ll come down in time to look it over 
before we go on Sat[urday].  It is a little uncertain about her going, for your Aunt M. has got to 
be at some fair she is working for, & Jule is afraid she wont be well enough, but I left word for 
Mag to come any way and said she must stay over Sunday at our house for the opera wont be 



over till about 6:30 and it will be too late for her to come out to R[oseville]. alone.  I have got to 
stop. 
      With love beyond expression and all the kisses you want from 
           your own loving Effie 
 
Your letter hadn’t arrived when I left this A.M. but I’ll get it tonight when I get home. 


