
                                                                                                           No. 54 West 47th St. 
N.Y. Feb. 4th 1886. 

My darling darling Harry, 
      I can see with half an eye that I am going to have bad luck with this letter.  We have had 
a terrible rumpus with servants, and have just got two new ones.  Mamma has had such a time 
she is about wild, and as nervous as a witch.  She has so much to do, and is on a regular 
rampage all the time, these last few days, & now she keeps tearing in & out & back and forth, 
and I cant have any kind of a chance.  My time is short enough any how, and this sort of thing 
doesn’t improve matters.  Every thing goes wrong, and I have had the most fiendish time all 
morning.  I am all used up, and thoroughly disgusted with every thing, and really not fit to write 
a letter.  All day yesterday it stormed (it didn’t begin till after I left home) and I had to wade 
around Orange thro’ the snow, and was almost frozen.  When I left home I had no idea that it 
was going to be like that.  It was cloudy __ but heavens! if a person stayed in for cloudy 
weather they would have spent most of last month at home.  It didn’t begin till I was on my 
way, and then it didn’t seem worth while to turn around and come home as long as I would 
have to go at least to Newark.  I tho’t as I was so far on my way I might as well go on.  Today is 
perfectly dreadfully __ intensely cold, & blowing like mad, and trying to snow too.  It is almost 
too cold for that, and really there is very little fresh snow falling, but the wind is blowing it 
about so, that it seems as bad as a driving snow storm.  I had to go to 71st St. and 9th Ave.  I had 
to wait an age for a car when I went up, & coming down I could not get one.  After waiting on 
the corner till I was nearly frozen to death, I started and walked, thinking a car would soon 
overtake me.  I could not stand still & wait.  I had to walk.  Well I walked all the way down, and 
there was no car came along.  You know it isn’t built up much in that part of the city, and I had a 
dreadful time getting thro’ the drifts.  They were very deep, and I never had quite such a hard 
time.  I lost one of my overshoes.  I did not miss it right away, and dont know how far I had 
gone without it before I discovered that it was gone.  Of course it was useless to go back and 
look for it, for it probably came off in one of the drifts.  My feet were so cold any how that the 
one without the overshoes didn’t ache any worse than the other.  I was perfectly stiff when I 
reached Miss Russell’s, & I felt as cross as a bear.  I get so sick and tired of going about in bad 
weather, and I seem fated to have bad weather.  I got too cold to hold my umbrella up, and 
wouldn’t bother with it.  There was only one thing to be thankful for, and that was, that the 
wind wasn’t in my face, and that was really quite an advantage, for it was so very sharp, and 
cutting, and besides it carried clouds of snow with it, and it seemed like knives every time I 
turned around, hoping to see the car coming, and I was mighty glad that I was walking down 
instead of up town.  I had to walk down from Miss Russell’s, because there was no car coming 
on the Mad[ison]. Ave. line.  I walked on to 5th Ave thinking I’d take the stage, but you didn’t 
catch me standing still to wait for one.  I walked on down, and the stage didn’t overtake me till I 
got to 47th St. and then of course I didn’t get in.  It was awfully late when I reached home, & 
lunch was about over.  I reached Miss R’s half an hour late, and it made a difference about my 
getting home.  I found when I came in that the men on the B’way and 6th & Madison Ave Lines, 
had made a strike and that was why I could not get a car.  If I had only known this sooner, it 
would have made quite a difference, for I could have gone on the elevated some of the time.  
But the 6th Ave line have had begun running again this afternoon, and I suppose the others will 
soon follow.  The men didn’t strike for more pay, but for shorter hours.  They were obliged to 



work 16 hours and they struck for twelve.  Poor things.  I should think they would strike, and 
the poor postmen too.  It is outrageous.  They have 16 hours every other day, and other times 
have 14, and I dont see how they live [in] such weather as this.  I am glad the 6th Ave men have 
won, for I suppose the other lines will have to give in too.  Darling I couldn’t write any more 
before going out, and now I can only add a little more to this letter.  I am going to go on writing 
after I send this, and then I hope to be able to write some thing more satisfactory.  I would have 
written last night, you know that was what I hoped to do, but mamma was so tired out she 
couldn’t sit upstairs, & so I had to give up writing, but tonight I will have a good chance for 
Maggie & Ed have gone to the theater, & I will go up there & write, and I guess every thing will 
be lovely.  Your dear letter was here when I got home this afternoon, and I was so glad to get it.  
Now darling good bye for a little while.  Oh Harry how I do love you and long for you my darling.  
I send you more love than I can possibly measure and lots of Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ. 
          Ever your own 
                Effie. 


