
         No. 54 West 46th St. 
         N.Y. March 2nd 1886. 
My own darling Harry, 
 Your letter came while I was at the Shaws.  It didn’t arrive at Station G. till 4:30 P.M.  I 
was afraid it was going to be “a chilly day,” for me in more ways than one, but I was delighted 
to find the letter here when I returned home about 6:05, and glad it wasn’t “a chilly day” in 
every sense of the word.  No one from Madison has appeared upon the scene.  I hardly 
expected it before tomorrow, and yet I hoped for it today.  Darling I dont wonder you laughed 
at my stupid slips.  It was just like me tho’.  I am bad enough when I have plenty of time, but 
when I feel hurried, it just breaks me up completely, and when I expect an interruption any 
minute, then I am settled, and I always expect one when I write downstairs, (unless mamma & 
Jule are out) and it gets me perfectly wild.  It is idiotic not be able to write, no matter what is 
going on.  I know it as well as any one, & probably have had to suffer for [this] being such an 
idiot, more than I have made others suffer.  I have tried my best to get over it but I cant do it.  I 
have been obliged to keep trying it, (for I couldn’t always have the room to myself,) and I know 
that I am just as bad now as ever.  I think it shows a very poor, weak mind, and it makes me so 
mad.  Well I dont wonder I made mistakes last Thurs[day]. considering how much little it takes 
to upset me, and how much I had to contend with while I was writing the first part of the letter.  
I think I did quite well to make only three or four slips in one sentence, tho’ I should think it was 
enough to make you laugh.  So you are sorry I haven’t told you about Mrs. Morgan’s pictures.  I 
have meant to do it, but I really haven’t had a chance, and besides it seems so absurd for me to 
try at all.  I haven’t a catalogue because I didn’t feel like paying a dollar for one & I just cut the 
list out from the Art Amateur and I could find out the pictures from that.  I have the list up here 
and will try and tell you about some of the pictures.  There were two by Alma-Tadema which I 
suppose I ought to like, but I didn’t care for them.  One was “Spring” & the other was called 
“Roman Lady feeding Fish.”  “The Frugal Meal” by Artz I liked.  There were four by Bouguereau, 
two of which I liked exceedingly.  “Madonna, Infant Savior & St. John[”] the contrast between 
the two children was what struck me particularly.  It was a beautiful thing.  St. John was 
standing beside the Madonna, & she had the Saviour in her arms.  John’s face was full of life 
and spirit, and the Saviour’s was more quiet & sober.  The other picture of his that I liked so 
much was called the “Nut Gatherers.”  It represented two children under a tree.  One (with her 
hands full of nuts) was dark, and the other (who had stopped every thing to listen to something 
her companion was saying) was light, and her eyes, & expression ___ well I simply cant do the 
subject justice.  (They have a companion picture, by the same artist, at Gonpil’s, that is called 
“fishing” and I recognized the children at once, and stopped at Gonpil’s on my way home to 
find out if I was right in my surmise.  I was, for I found the very same children, only the dark one 
was made the most prominent in the picture at Gonpil’s.  There were two by Rosa Bonheur that 
I didn’t like as well as some of her’s I have seen before.  There was one by Breton called the 
“The Communicants” that was lovely.  It represented a country street, or rather lane, along 
which were a number of very plain houses, with thatched roofs.  At the end of the lane was a 
little church, and there was a procession of girls on their way to the church.  They wore their 
white confirmation dresses & white veils.  In the foreground, at the right, was a cottage, and 
one or two peasant women were outside near the door.  It was evidently the home of one of 
the girls, for she had left the procession to speak to her mother, who was evidently giving her a 



few last words as to her behavior.  The season was Spring, and every thing along the road was 
in bloom, & the whole scene was flooded with sunshine.  Breton had three others, “Returning 
from the Fields___”  “Going to the Fountain_” and “The Birds Nest.”  The former I liked very 
well, but the latter I didn’t like at all.  At the other one I cant seem to remember.  That speaks 
for itself, for if [it] had struck me particularly, I wouldn’t have forgotten it so soon, so I guess it 
is safe to say that I didn’t care much for it.  There were two by Beyle that I liked very much, 
“Gathering Mussels” and “Women fishing for Sole.”  I am sorry to say that I dont know any 
thing about Beyle, & dont know whether it is the proper thing to like his pictures or not, but I 
suppose you can tell me whether I showed good taste in admiring them.  If it was bad taste I am 
sorry, but I cant take it back for I liked them very much indeed.  There was another one that I 
admired very much, “Departure of the Fischer’s Boat” by Blommers, and also one of his called 
“Shoveling Snow.”  There wer were lots of others that I dont remember very well whose by 
artists whose names commence with B. but I cant describe all the pictures, only those that I 
liked best.  Now darling I have done all I can on the B’s, and next time we’ll go on with C & 
perhaps D.  I haven’t fairly commenced to tell you about the pictures but I must do it by 
degrees, because there are so many of them, & I think I have done enough on the sup subject.  I 
am very tired and must go to bed in a very few minutes.  I am too sleepy to think.  I think it is 
this wind.  I could hardly keep awake this aft[ernoon]. and I guess now I’ll have to give in to it.  
Oh darling I wish I could go on but I cant. 

Goodnight my own Harry with fondest deepest love and lots of kisses from your 
                   Effie 
 
         Wed. 5:30 P.M. 

My own darling, 
 I suppose you wonder what I am doing here at this time.  Well I’ll tell you.  I did not go 
to Orange.  I started, and went as far as the McDonalds’, gave my lesson there, and then came 
home.  Yesterday I felt a little neuralgia in my face and head, not very much, but every now and 
then I’d get a sharp twinge, but it wasn’t constant, and so I didn’t pap pay much attention to it, 
and didn’t remember it except just while the twinge lasted.  I suppose I have taken a little cold 
during this cold windy weather, and that is just what started it last year.  Well this morning I 
started, as I said before, and my face & head began to act a little suspicious.  The pain wasn’t 
severe, except once in awhile when it would give a momentary jerk, but tho’ it really wasn’t bad 
at all, I decided to come home.  If I had had lessons in the City, I shouldn’t have felt justified in 
staying home, but I was afraid to risk Orange, for it is still very windy & cold.  Last year that 
terrible attack was brought on in Orange on just such a day, tho’ I hadn’t a trace of it before 
hand, and I tho’t it would surely catch me if I was already touched by it.  I tho’t I could lose two 
today’s lessons, better than two week’s lessons as I did last year & so I decided to be careful.  I 
learned wisdom, last year, by experience, and I tell you the experience was the most awful 
agony, and I have not forgotten it.  I am all right in the house, and I’d be all right under ordinary 
exposure but I tho’t it would be too much to take the Orange trip, and be exposed as I have to 
be there.  I have been sittt sitting in the sun all aft[ernoon]. and have been in Maggie’s room.  I 
meant to write more, but it was so light I tho’t it was early and didn’t realize the length of the 
days now, so I sat there longer than I meant to, but the warm sun has been good for me.  Now I 
must stop. Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө 



 With love love love beyond expression 
  Ever your 
        Effie  

  
No one came from Madison today. 

 
  


