
         No. 54 West 46th St. 
         N.Y. March 6th 1886. 
My darling darling Harry, 
 I have a little time before dinner, and I’m going to commence my letter.  The one I 
mailed this afternoon was an “extra.”  This one is my regular letter.  I am still wondering about 
my birthday present, & have struck an idea, or rather an idea has struck me, that is, a sort of an 
indistinct idea, of course nothing at all settled.  You said something in one of your letters, about 
some photos you had, and were studying up.  I believe you have bought some photos, and you 
are fixing them up in some way.  I haven’t any idea what you are doing with them, whether you 
are mounting them in a book, or fixing a portfolio, but I believe you are doing some thing with 
them.  I cant guess what form they will come in, but I believe you are making something nice 
out of the photos.  That is the only thing that I can possibly think of.  I wonder if I have guessed 
right.  I may be “way off” but it is the only thing I can think of that you would be likely to make 
Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө .    

I had to stop and go to dinner.  I didn’t go to see the pictures this afternoon, for I 
couldn’t leave home till nearly four o’clock, and I tho’t it wouldn’t be worth while to go so late.  
A good many fine Artists are represented, and I guess it is a very good collection.  The Morgan 
pictures have sold splendidly.  They brought less that Mrs. M. paid for them, but I guess people 
knew her, & tucked on the price for her, for they knew if she liked a thing, and wanted it, she 
was bound to have it no matter what is cost, and the dealers probably worked her for all she 
was worth, and made a lot out of her.  Just think!  “The Communicants” by Breton sold for 
$45,000.  Only think of it.  If we had that amount of money wouldn’t we feel rich.  I will send 
you the acc’ts of the Sales, & thot they will give you the entire list of pictures, and the prices 
they brought, and the names of some of the buyers.  I will get today’s paper, which will give an 
acc’t of last night’s sale, and the other papers I have saved for you.  I’ll send a lot of stuff 
sometime next week, clippings, opera librettos etc.  Darling my sacque has just come, and they 
all think it is a beauty.  The alterations have made it perfect.  Of course I did not have it made 
tight fitting, for I want it to slip on and off easily, and I got it for comfort rather than looks, but it 
will look mighty nice all the same, and now it is fitted, and is a decent shape, but is large 
enough to be easy, and handy to get into.  I am delighted, and you mustn’t forget to 
congratulate me.  I do wish that you could see it on me, and see how you like the fit of it, & so 
on.  That is only an excuse.  I dont care half as much about your seeing the sacque as I do about 
having you here, & I dont suppose you’d look at the sacque for a day or two, even if you could 
come in tonight.   

Mamma dont feel very well tonight, and her nose seems to be swelling up again, but she 
is trying to nip it in the bud.  It was in full bloom when you got here.  Wasn’t she a sight tho’?  
Darling how happy we were that night, and really I believe that our terrible ghost let us alone 
that night, and let us enjoy the meeting without the horrible tho’t of the parting that would 
have to come so soon.  That tho’t haunted us so much during the short vacation.  Uncle Ten 
Eyck talked to mamma again last night about the wedding, and is so very anxious to have it 
from his house.  Mamma told him that she knew it couldn’t be done, but that we appreciated 
his offer fully.  He thinks mamma ought to rest, and he urged her not to look at any more 
houses, but to make up her mind to wait until fall, and says he’d like her to make him a good 
visit, and he knows that rest this summer would do her a world of good.  I forgot to tell you that 



Mr. Cohen is going to take Mabel & Edith to Europe next month.  They are awfully happy over 
it.  They have been before, but that only makes them the more anxious to go again.  Darling I 
dont know of any more news, and all the other things I want to say will be too lengthy to 
handle tonight, if I get this in before the box tonight.  I [ill.] was interrupted by the arrival of the 
sacque, and got sort of demoralized, and the letter was delayed some time.  Then I have been 
interrupted since I came back, and know I will be again before long, and I dont want to start 
one of my long stories when I’ll be sure to have it cut short in the middle.  So I’ll say goodnight 
& save the rest for tomorrow’s letter.  Darling I send you quantities of good wishes, and love 
beyond expression, the warmest deepest truest kind, 

from your own 
       Effie. 


