
                                                                                                           No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                           N.Y. Dec. 7th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
      The first mail this morning brought me the paper you sent.  The second brought your 
dear letter, and this afternoon the package came, and you see darling I have already begun to 
use the new paper.  I am very much obliged for it.  I do like it ever so much better than the 
other, but tho’t the other would do for awhile, but I am ever so glad to have this.  I like it better 
than any paper I ever had.  I dont understand how mine has gone so soon, and I cant believe 
that I have used it all.  I think in moving about I have mislaid some of it and will come across it 
some day.  Of course I have used some besides what I have used for your letters, but not a 
great deal, not over a quire or a quire & a half at most I should think, tho’ I dont know positively 
of course, but I cant understand how it can be all gone, tho’ I  know I have written a good many 
sheets to you.  I want to lay in a big supply while you are home so that it won’t give out before 
next June.  I guess we can dispose of part of it if we want to, but really I doubt if it is worth 
while to try, for it will keep any length of time, and I guess it wont do any harm to have it on 
hand.  I dont care at all about not having the envelopes to match.  They The ones we have are 
plenty good enough, and a good deal cheaper than envelopes like this would be.  We dont keep 
the envelopes, and what difference does it make as long as they carry the letters all right.  Our 
envelopes suit me well enough, and darling “you must not care f so much for looks.”  I had such 
a dreadful time trying to write this morning.  It took me about all the time from breakfast till 
11:30, when I started for Miss Russells.  I cant tell you how many times I was interrupted.  It 
was simply awful, and I didn’t know whether I was on foot or horseback, hardly that, for that is 
some what exaggerated of course, but really Harry I could not half write, and could not tell half 
I was saying, and have no doubt the letter will be very much mixed to you, and you will have 
hard work to guess what I was driving at, (Now I am alone, but there is no telling how long it 
will last.) and then the provoking part is, that after all my trouble, and mamma insists that I 
spending all my time writing to you.  I get so mad I can hardly hold myself, and we had another 
war today.  It didn’t begin today, but it came to a grand climax, and the hottest battle was 
fought this afternoon.  Mamma finally had to step down and out, and gave it up, but I dont 
expect peace to last very long.  I fear war will break out again.  It may not do so before you 
come home.  I think this battle today will settle things for the present but I suppose we’ll have 
the same performance many times after Xmas.  It is perfectly ridiculous, and if it wasn’t so 
awfully provoking I’d have to laugh.  If I wasn’t concerned in it[,] it would be very funny, but as 
it is, it is a joke that I cant I cant enjoy.  I told mamma that the reason it takes me so long to 
write my letters is because I have to stop to fight, or else spend most of my time rushing about 
from place to place.  It is true that I spend a great deal of time writing on my letters, but 
unfortunately the time isn’t all spent writing and doesn’t show in my letters, and yet all that 
time is put down as given to you, but I suppose there is nothing that will make mamma 



reasonable about our letters, or reconcile her to them.  She always takes the greatest interest 
in you, and talks about you so affectionately, and she dont seem to realize that she interferes 
with us in the least.  She has an insane idea that you have more of my time than any one else 
gets, and actually feels that she has none, and I believe nothing could prove her mistake to her, 
or make her see it any differently, and she insists on thinking that she is the one who is to be 
pitied, because she has none of my time.  It is absurd, and yet it worries me so much that it isn’t 
at all funny to me, tho’ it would be if it didn’t strike me but was a thing I could watch from a 
distance & not be concerned in.  We do have a dreadful time darling.  It does seem as tho’ 
every thing was against us at times.  My! Wont we be happy when it is all ended, and wont we 
appreciate our happiness when we get it.  I think the truth of the matter is that tho’ mamma is 
so very fond of you, and better satisfied with you than she would have been with any one else, 
and really approves of the match and is really glad over it, yet she cant help feeling a sort of 
jealousy.  She wouldn’t be willing to admit any such thing as jealousy, but I must say that it is a 
form of jealousy whether she admits it or not.  She feels that this is probably my last year 
home, and she wants all my time, no not all, but more than she gets, (for she does not seem to 
consider the that most of my time is spent on my lessons, seems to lump every thing together 
& put it on your acc’t) and she cant seem to take a reasonable view of it.  I suppose we are 
helpless, and must make the best of it, tho’ it is too hard some times.  Dont imagine darling that 
I am getting down again, for as long as we are all right I cant get like I was last week.  It is only 
when we misunderstand each other that I get so awfully upset, but the other storms dont last 
long and only upset me for a little while.  I get awfully mad, and then mamma & I fight till we 
settle it, and then every thing is pleasant again.  Mamma said she would not make any more 
trouble about it, and would let me write in peace, but said she couldn’t give me the room, for 
she had no other place.  This is true enough, and the times I can write are the very times when 
her outside duties are over and she has her work here.  I went down town early this P.M. and 
tried again for the catalogue but couldn’t find it, but at Goupil’s they put me on the track of it, 
and one man said “If you’ll just wait a minute I’ll write Mr. Smilie’s address for you, and if you 
cant get it any other way you can find it there, but I think you can get it at the Academy of 
Design.”  So darling I’ll try again in a day or two.  They had some fine paintings on exhibition at 
Goupil’s.  The man asked me to go up and look at them, and I should say that there were some 
very fine pictures there, but I didn’t have time enough to judge, for I had to hurry to my lesson.   
     Do you know I made the stupidest blunder about the lecture.  It isn’t till next Monday.  I 
dont know how I got so mixed about it, so I went to the Le Brun’s after all.  I am awfully sorry 
about it for I hate to ask so many favors, but Louise said she would be willing to make the same 
arrangement next week.  Jule’s screen is finished and mounted, and is very handsome.  She is 
going to put it in the Woman’s Exchange and hopes to sell it.  Mamma & Lottie have rec’d 
another dividend from Cala and I guess that they will get it up to 50% after all.  They expect to 
have one more dividend which will bring it up to 50%. 



 
Tuesday P.M. 
   My own darling I could not write any more last night, and today I have been very busy 
and had company for some time, and now my time is limited.  I rec’d your lovely letter today 
darling just before I started out and could not read it till after I came home from the Cohen’s.  It 
is horrible for me to have to wait so long before I can read a letter from you, but I had to stand 
it, but came home as fast as I could, and oh darling your letter was so lovely, and I wish I had 
more time to answer it.  I am so glad that you will not stop at Balt[imore]. on an uncertainty.  
You know I am willing to have you stop if you can make any thing by it, or if you run a chance of 
making, but I dont want to run any more chances than that.  If you see Brooks, it may do you a 
great deal of good, & it may amount to nothing.  We both feel that the business is important 
enough to delly delay our meeting, and I am willing to take that much chance, but when it 
comes to taking the chance of seeing Brooks, I dont feel comfortable or satisfied about that for 
ten chances to one you wont see him, and then we’d be no better off than we are now, and 
you’d have to stop on your way home any how, and  if you are not sure of seeing Brooks I must 
urge you to take the Central & reach here early in the evening.  If you are sure of seeing Brooks 
I am willing to take the chances of the good it may do, for if it does any good we’ll be very glad.  
If it dont do any why the thing is settled, & we know what to expect, and can have the 
satisfaction of feeling that you did all you could, and even tho’ your visit wasn’t successful we’ll 
be more comfortable to know some thing definite, even if it isn’t good news, than to be 
uncertain, and if you dont see Brooks, there would not be a thing gained to pay for those extra 
hours we’ll lose, & if you go without making any appointment I think it will be risking too much.  
I’ll tell you what my plan was, tho’ I haven’t seen about it because I tho’t the 1st plan was 
settled.  It was for you to come home by the Central, and get here as soon as possible, and then 
for us to go to Balto [Baltimore] together, if I found the excursion ticket would come anywhere 
within my reach.  I tho’t you said the fare would be $17.50 (or something like that) from 
L[afayette]. to Balt[imore]. and that the fare from there would be $5.10[,] making the trip cost 
$22.60, but I tho’t afterwards that you could probably get a ticket right through to N.Y. and for 
less, and then stop over in Balto [Baltimore] on that ticket.  I tho’t we could take a night train 
and get into B[altimore]. early in the A.M. and you could leave me some where & do your 
errands in four or five hours at the most, and we could spend the rest of that time going about, 
and come home on a night train.  It does seem a sort of foolish plan, but darling I was so crazy 
to see you I tho’t I couldn’t wait till Sunday and would do almost anything rather than have you 
delayed till then, but when you said you could get the 5 P.M. train sure I tho’t it would be 
foolish to carry out my plan, tho’ as I first tho’t of it, I tho’t it would not cost you much more 
than what you were going to pay, but I dont believe that plan had better be tho’t of.  It was only 
that I tho’t I’d rather spend the money for the trip than to wait till Sunday.  I am just crazy to 
see you and dont know how to wait and yet darling I want you to do what is best, and I am sure 



you will do what seems best to you and I’ll be satisfied with it.  I hate to have you go to Balto  
[Baltimore] without making an appointment with Brooks, but of course if you should feel it was 
is best, I wont complain, if you only get here Saturday night.  I couldn’t finish this afternoon, & 
on the last sheet was interrupted by the discovery that it was time to go to my lesson at the 
Shaw’s.  The men are crying “Extras, read the Extra, full acc’t of the death of Wm H. Vanderbilt, 
great excitement, do terrible scenes down town, terrible scene.”  They seem to take perfect 
delight in any thing of that sort.  I suppose they are as thick up around the Vanderbilt house as 
they are around here, and I should think it would be terrible for the family if they have any 
feeling, and I suppose they have.  Of course you’ll know all about it before this letter reaches 
you.  I suppose it will make a panic on Wall Street.  It was so very sudden & unexpected.  I 
enjoyed the clipping you sent.  It is the best acc’t of that Opera I have seen.  I dont understand 
why you didn’t get my letter on Saturday.  I was real sick Thurs[day]. night, but I wrote a short 
note, so that you would have something from me on Sat[urday].  Even tho’ it wasn’t much it 
would be better than nothing.  I was too sick to write much, but I told you how I was, and why I 
couldn’t write more, and Jule mailed it at the corner about 8:30 P.M. on Thurs[day].[,] not later 
than 8:30 I know, & it may have been earlier.  I am sorry you didn’t get it, tho’ darling it was 
very short, and you really didn’t lose much, but I know you feel as I do.  If you write only one 
page I want it, and dont want it lost in the mail.  My letter was three pages I think, but I cant 
remember much about it except that it wasn’t worth much, but I knew you’d want some thing.  
By this time you know that your letter on Sunday didn’t hurt me a bit.  On the contrary it did me 
a world of good for it showed me all you wanted it to show me, and I could see that every word 
was prompted by deepest love, and darling it did me so much good.  You seemed to want me to 
tell you all about it, so as I was all other over the blues I told you the whole thing.  Darling I 
didn’t mean to make you appo apologize for using a pencil.  I understood why you used it, and 
didn’t object to it for the reason that most people do, but simply because I was afraid that I 
couldn’t keep that letter, and you know I want to keep them all.  If you can put something on to 
preserve the writing, it will be all right, and that is all I care about.  Darling I am awfully sorry, 
but I will be obliged to give up the “it” for your Xmas present.  I have worked on it day & night 
every minute I could get, and I find that I cant possibly get it done in time.  I am too 
disappointed to speak.  I am not sorry I began it, for I’ll finish it for your birthday, and give you 
something else for Xmas.  I cant tell you how I feel.  I am just sick with disappointment, but I can 
see now that I cant possibly get it done and there will be no use rushing so, for I may as well 
give it up first as last.  I have rushed all I could, and it isn’t half done yet, so you see if I went on I 
couldn’t finish it before Xmas.  I wont tell you now what it is, but perhaps I’ll show it to you, so 
you wont be kept on the rack about it till next July, but I guess it will be your birth day present, 
that is if you like it.  If you dont I suppose I might induce mamma to take it off my hands.  Now 
it is time to mail this.  I hope you wont be disappointed about the “it” not bring finished in time      
      With love beyond measure and kisses without any limit 



              Ever your own 
                  true & loving 

Effie. 
 

I have only just made up my mind about the “it.”  I worked hard all the A.M. on it, but 
find it cant be done. 
 

 


