
          No. 54 West 46th St. 
          N.Y. Feb. 19th 1886. 
My own darling Harry,  Ө   Ө   Ө   Ө   Ө   Ө   Ө   Ө   Ө   Ө   Ө  I am very sorry to say that I am not 
feeling any better this morning.  My head aches and I feel if any thing more forlorn than I did 
[ill.] last night.  I am going to stay in, this A.M. and perhaps I’ll feel more like going out this 
afternoon.  I am afraid that I am going to have a hard time about writing this letter.  Everything 
seems against it.  Mamma has had such an awful time the last month, that she is about wild, 
and dont know what she is about.  She is completely worn out, and of course it makes her 
unreasonable, and I have had to suffer for it the last few days.  She feels worried about me, and 
as usual lays every thing to my writing so much.  It is of course absurd, but she cant be 
convinced of that, and I have had a hard time the last few days, and of course it makes me 
worse, and about a thousand times bluer than ever.  The cook that was engaged to come on 
Wed[nesday]. didn’t make her appearance, and of all the provoking things, that is about the 
worst, for mamma depended on her, and by the time she mamma found she wasn’t coming, it 
was too late to get any one else.  [Ill.] Of course she didn’t send us any word, just left us to find 
it out after waiting in vain for her.  Yesterday we got a new one, and so far, I dont think much of 
her.  If this sort of thing goes on, mamma will go perfectly crazy, (she is so frightfully nervous, 
and is upset all the time,) and will make the rest of us wild too.  I dont know whether Jule has 
any trouble with mamma or not.  She usually slides thro’ all right, but I am the prize girl for 
getting into scrapes.  But it is impossible to make mamma see, that writing every day is bad for I 
only me only because I have such a hard time about writing, not because the letters them 
selves are bad for me.  She has been very good for a long time.  I dont think she ever has let me 
alone about it for so long at a time, but her bad spell had come on this week in full force, and I 
must make the best of it I suppose till she comes to herself.  She has so much to worry her that I 
must say I dont blame her for anything, only I wish she’d harp on something else besides letters 
for a change, for it makes me uncomfortable to write, and I am very uncomfortable if I dont 
write, & there is no peace either way.  I began to feel sick before this thing came on but it has 
made me far worse than I would have been if mamma hadn’t worried me so.  When I am well it 
doesn’t upset me so, but when I am not, this sort of business makes me just miserable.  I dont 
blame mamma, for I should think she’d be about wild, for she has certainly been thro’ enough 
to make her so.  You cant have any idea of it.  I think servants are getting worse all the time, 
and I think if things keep on getting worse, they’ll have to resort to slavery again, or do some 
thing desperate.  These creatures are nothing but beasts, and would be better off as Slaves.  
The majority of people would be kind to them, and really they dont know enough to be free, 
and take care of them selves, and they just make themselves & every body else miserable.  If 
you hire as many servants as they think you ought to, you’d have to keep a servants boarding 
house, and then perhaps they’d stay, tho’ they would probably act like the old scratch even 
then.  Each one wants a place where she or he can have an assistant to boss, and who will do 
the work; and no one would want to be the assistant, and there would be a big fuss about that, 
and there wouldn’t be much fun for one who ran a servant’s boarding house.  Mrs. Ellis dreads 
it.  She isn’t a bit enthusiastic over her house, and would much rather keep out of such trouble, 
and board, but Mr. E[llis]. wants a house, and she has had her way a long time, and now he 
wants his.  He wants to entertain a great deal, and get into society, and really the only reason 
he wants a house is for this, & because he wants to make a show.  It isn’t because he wants a 



home, but because he thinks it will be the proper thing to have an elegant house, and entertain 
a great deal and all that.  I dont think either of them have the least sentiment about having a 
home of their own, and in fact I know they haven’t.  I think they are both ev very nice, and that 
they are wonderfully sensible & unaffected for people who have so much.  No one would ever 
accuse them of putting on airs, but I think Mr. E[llis]. would like to make a show, & that that is 
why he is so wild for a house.  Darling I cant understand what has got into your mails from the 
East.  I dont see why my letters are delayed so often, for every time I have been in doubt about 
their going on time I have told you of it (and this has happened very seldom) and every other 
time they have been mailed in plenty of time.  In fact you say that the delays have been after 
they leave here.  Your letters have been very regular, and if the mails can come East on time I 
should think they could go West, for if there was a strom storm the trains both ways would be 
delayed.  I hope you will find out what ails them and why my letters fail so often.  I write every 
day & mail my letters in plenty of time, and the fault dont seem to be at this end.  Perhaps it is 
your new post master (who was put in on acc’t of the civil service reform principles,) who is to 
blame.  Still that is hardly probable, for surely if letters arrived at the Lafayette P.O. they would 
be delivered all right, but I dont understand the delay on the road, for I dont see why the letters 
from the East cant go on time, if they can come East on time, but there is certainly some thing, 
or some one to blame, & I am not the some one.  I am so glad you always feel so sure of me, & 
that you dont ever blame me for the delays.  I wish darling that we didn’t have to depend on 
the mails so.  I agree with you in wishing that June was only five weeks off, or rather I wish that, 
and go still farther, and wish the middle of June was here.  But our wishing it dont seem to 
hurry time in the least, and it pokes along as slow as ever, but there is one consolation.  It cant 
stand still.  It has to keep moving some.  It wasn’t much of a consolation during your vact 
vacation to have it keep moving.  We wanted it to stand Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө still 
then.  Oh darling how awfully fast it did fly.  Those two weeks seem like a minute, a second, 
compared with two weeks now.  I wonder which of us is most anxious for the end of all this.  I 
guess “it is six of one, and half a dozen of the other.”  We are both as anxious as we can be, and 
both as miserable as can be with this state of things.  As can  Mrs. Hull Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  
Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө has been quite sick, but is able to be up, & around again.  Ada seems quite like 
herself again.  She was so miserable for two or three weeks, but at last her cold has left her.  
Many thanks for the clippings you sent.  I haven’t been to the Water Color Exhibition, but will 
go if I have time.  I am going down town this afternoon to see the Morgan Collection.  Now 
darling I must go.  I dont think this letter, or those that I have written the last few days have 
been worth sending, but really they have been the best I could do under the circumstances.  I 
think the lecture must have been very nice, & I should think you’d go to them all.  Even if the 
lectures are not particularly good, the pictures must be worth seeing.  Now my darling good bye 
Ө.  With love Ө beyond measure and unspeakable longing for you Ө 

     Ever your own 
  Effie 


