
         No. 54 West 46th St. 
         N.Y. Mar. 14th 1886. 
My darling darling Harry, 
 I went to the P.O. this morning but didn’t get my letter, and of course was dreadfully 
disappointed.  I woke up with another dreadful headache, and hardly felt able to go, and at one 
time made up my mind to wait for my letter till tomorrow, but I couldn’t keep my mind made 
up to any such thing, and in less than five minutes after I had decided not to go, I changed my 
mind and determined to go anyhow, for I could not feel satisfied to leave my letter in the P.O. 
till tomorrow.  I tho’t I couldn’t stand that, so I braced up and went, and now after all I have got 
to wait for it.  It is about 4:30 P.M.  I have been so anxious to get at this letter, but could not, 
because I had to be decent and stay down and entertain Miss Underhill while Jule was at 
Sunday School, and I am just off duty.  I haven’t been bored at all however, for Miss U[nderhill]. 
is a very lovely and interesting girl, and we have all enjoyed having her here, but you know how 
I feel about writing on Sunday, and of course I kept thinking of my letter, and wishing that I 
could get at it.  I cant tell you how I miss your letter today.  It is worse to have it fail on Sunday 
than any other time, and just breaks me all up.  If the fault is with the mails I will have to be 
reconciled, but if it is anything like the trouble with the letter you wrote last Monday, and 
which was Postmarked Lafayette Mar[ch]. 10th 4 P.M. I shall be pretty mad.  Of course I dont 
think that it was your fault, but I wish you would trace the thing up, and not trust that person 
with any more of my letters, for I believe you gave it to some one to mail for you, and that that 
some one forgot to mail it, & so I got the letter of March 9th about 6 hours earlier than the one 
of March 8th.  I think very likely the same thing has happened with the letter that I should have 
had this A.M.  I wonder if you got my double letter this A.M. and if it bored you terribly.    

I wonder if, after all I said about the articles about pictures, I dare write anything more 
about the Morgan pictures.  I promised to take them up again, and tell you more about them, 
and I suppose I ought to keep my promise.  Of course as I dont set myself up as an art critic, and 
dont pretend to know anything about art, I wont lay myself open to criticism.  I am not 
attempting to influence the public, or to show off.  In fact I feel that I am making a goose of 
myself when I write about pictures, but I am going to do it because you asked me to, and said 
you enjoyed what I wrote about them before, so if you are bored, you mustn’t blame me, for I 
would not have attempted such a thing on my own hook, and it is only because you have asked 
me so many times to write about a such things.  I only told you of a few of the pictures, in that 
other letter.  I took the list, and took them in order, and I think I only got thro’ those whose 
artist’s names began with B. and I only told you of a few that pleased me particularly, or else of 
those I was disappointed in.  I must tell you a joke one me.  You remember that I have never 
cared for Corot’s pictures.  Of course I knew it was very bad taste, and I felt sorry that my taste 
was so depraved, but I didn’t like them, and I did not know what to do about it, or how to help 
it, and I supposed I’d always be just such a barbarian.  Well do you know I actually liked all of 
the Corots in the Morgan Collection, and went wild over some of them, especially “Lake Nemi,” 
and “Wood Gatherers,” and one other that hadn’t a name.  It was called “A Landscape” as tho’ 
any body wouldn’t know it was a landscape without being told.  (Tho’ perhaps it was done for 
the benefit of the critics, in case they might take it for some thing else.)  I was at last ready to 
be enthusiastic over Corot, and I felt quite set up over my appreciation of the proper thing, and 
I was actually so conceited about it that I said to myself “Well I suppose I haven’t liked Corot’s 



pictures before, because the ones I have seen were not fine examples, but no one could help 
liking these.”  I was considerably taken down when I heard that the Corots were considered 
rather poor examples.  It was pretty hard on me, but I liked them, & couldn’t go back on them.  
It has been bad taste before not to admire Corot, and this time it was bad taste to admire him.  
Darling you see I am bound to be outlandish, and you must always count on my doing the 
wrong thing.  In “Lake Nemi,” not only the scene was lovely, but the light was so beautiful.  The 
Lake seemed more like a river, and the view was just at a bend.  The water was in the middle of 
the picture, and then curved around the bend out of sight.  On the right every thing was wild, 
trees, rocks, etc. and all that was in the shadow.  On the left bank everything was lighted up by 
the last rays of the sun, and I tho’t the effect was beautiful.  The left bank was cultivated some 
what, and right at the bend was a little village.  I tho’t I’d draw a little diagram, but I dont 
believe I could give you any idea of it, so I’ll save the my strength, for I have none to waste.   
The “Wood Gatherers” has gone to the Corcoran Gallery, so you may have a chance to see it 
sometime.  I didn’t like it as well as “Lake Nemi,” but tho’t it was beautiful.  There was one by 
Couture that I liked very much, called “A French Republican.”  It was a small picture, and only 
showed the head and shoulders, but I tho’t the face as very fine.  There was so much character 
in it, and I was very much struck with it.  There were ever so many by Diaz.  Some I liked 
exceedingly, and others I did not care for.  I was just wild over one, “Sunset after a Storm.”  It 
was just magnificent.  The landscape was very pretty, and the sky was wonderful, black storm 
clouds rolling away, and showing the sunset thro’ a break.  There were two others by Diaz that I 
liked especially, “Lane near Fontainbleau” & “Edge of a Wood.”  The others I didn’t rave over.  
“A Cloudy Day” by Dupré I liked, but the large one that was considered very fine, “A 
Symphony[,]” I didn’t care for at all.  Of Daubigny’s I liked the “Cooper’s Shop,” pretty well, but 
the two smaller ones “On the Seine” & “On the Marne” pleased me better.  I was perfectly 
delighted with those by Fromentin.  “Arab Horseman” I like best.  There were two little ones 
that I was taken with.   One was the original of the Etching you got last Summer.  The other was 
a companion picture, and both are full of life.  One was called “In Pursuit,” & the other was 
“Hawking.”  The scene on the Nile was lovely, but entirely different.  Everything was so very 
quiet and still.  The coloring was beautiful.  I didn’t like any of Fortuny, and I didn’t care for any 
of the Gérôme pictures.  “Tulip Folly” I didn’t like at all.  There were several by Knaus.  One of 
them I just raved over, & will never forget.  It was called “The Hunter’s Repast.”  The landscape 
was very pretty.  It was the side of a hill, and in the foreground the Hunter was seated, and was 
eating his lunch.  His two dogs were with him, and watching every mouthful, and begging so 
hard for part of it.  There was a lovely moonlight scene by Lyman, called “Waiting for the Tide.”  
I tho’t “Sappho” by Lefebvre was a very beautiful thing.  And now I come to the M’s __ Millet is 
the first one on the list.  There were twelve of his pictures, and I must confess that I most of 
them I didn’t like at all, for instance the “Wood Choppers.”  The position may be very fine, & I 
tho’t it was, but the faces were horrible.  Wood Choppers may not have beautiful faces, but I 
always supposed that they had features of some kind, and these faces looked like wooden ones 
that had had the noses broken off and had the faces all banged up so that there were no 
features left.  I tho’t the figures & position were good but, I dont see why a Wood Chopper cant 
have some features, even if they are not particularly refined & beautiful.  “The Spinner” was 
perfectly beautiful, and I couldn’t bear to leave it.  I liked the picture of his mother, and 
“Gathering Apples,” & “Dressing Flax” I liked very much, but the others I failed to appreciate.  



Of Meissonier I liked the “Standard Bearer[”] best.  There was one by Meyer von Bremen that I 
liked so very much.  It was called “Wild Flowers.”  A child with a basket of wild flowers, was 
crawling under a fence after a flower she wanted very much, and it was just on the edge of a 
ravine, and in a pretty dangerous place, but she was bound to have it anyhow, and the whole 
thing was lovely.  There were eight of his, but that was the only one I was enthusiastic over.  Do 
you know any thing about Monticelli?  There was a picture by him called “Adoration of the 
Magi.”  It is so much like “Chaos” by Watts, the same colors, and the same style as that picture.  
Of course I didn’t care for the picture any more than I did for Watts’ “Chaos.”  “Adoration” by 
Piot was a very pretty picture of a young girl.  Her face was very sweet, and lovely, but hadn’t 
much character.  One by Pelez “Without a Home,” was very well done, and I tho’t it was a very 
good picture for a gallery, tho’ I should not like it in any other place.  It was a dirty little street 
boy trying to smoke.  It was wonderfully life like, but not a pleasing subject.  There were several 
of Rousseau’s pictures, and two of them I liked so very much, tho’ not as well as some of his 
that I have seen before.  All of Schreyer’s I was crazy over as usual.  I always like his pictures, 
and these were beauties.  There was one of Troyon that I’d love to own.  I know I’d never tire of 
looking at it.  It was “Coast near Villiers,” and one seemed to be looking at a real scene instead 
of a picture.  I couldn’t get enough of it.  There were seven by Van Marcke.  I like “The Mill 
Farm” and “Cattle in Springtimes” best of these.  In the latter the apple blossoms were all out, 
and every thing looked so spring like, and lovely.  In the foreground were three or four cows, & 
a lovely dog.  There were three very fine pictures by Vibert.  One “The Missionary’s Story” was 
an immense picture (52 x 39).  There were are a good many figures in it, Cardinals[,] priests etc. 
listening to an exciting & interesting story the missionary is telling.  “Eyes and Ears” another of 
Vibert’s is very good.  Two cardinals are standing by a door trying to find out about some thing 
that is going on in the next room.  One has his eye at the y keyhole, & the other has his ear 
against the crack of the door, and the expression is very good.  “The Cardinal’s Menu” too is 
splendid.  The Cardinal is interviewing the cook, & looking out for a good dinner.  It has to be a 
fish dinner, but he is going to have a good variety.  The Cardinal is sitting on a chair beside the 
kitchen table, & has been looking at the fish, (which have just been brought in and laid there,) 
with an immense amount of satisfaction.  The cook stands near waiting for the rest of the 
orders.  Of course Harry there are crowds of pictures I haven’t mentioned, and there are lots 
more that I liked, but I have told you of those that struck me especially, and I guess I wont 
attempt to tell you about the rest.  There were some very nice pictures in that other collection I 
went to see, but I have said enough about pictures for this time.  Darling I am sure you’ll never 
be rash enough to ask me again to write about pictures.  Dont you think they sold splendidly?  
Walters of Balto [Baltimore] was on hand, and bought Fromentin’s “On the Nile” and “Gossip” 
by Jiminez.  He also bought the celebrated peach blow vase which Mrs. M[organ]. paid $15000. 
for, for $18000.  Just think of it.  It is 8 inches high [ill.] & 3 inches in diameter.  That is worse 
that the little thing you tho’t would be nice for the cabinet, and I must say I’d rather have the 
little Satsuma, unless I wanted to sell, and then I’d be delighted to have the peach blow vase.  
My! wouldn’t I like to own that so I could sell it.  It is the only thi reason I’d care to own it.  I bet 
that if you should see it at Vantines with a lot of ordinary vases you would never pick it out as 
any thing beautiful.  The color is an ugly shade of chrus crushed strawberry, and it is solid color, 
without a thing on it.  For beauty I prefer the little Shippo vase Sue gave you, and should 
consider it a greater ornament.  Darling I suppose you think I’m a hopeless case to have such 



bad taste, and I guess I am.  I have not written much about our affairs in this letter, but I tho’t 
I’d get the rest of those pictures off my mind.    

All mamma’s plans are as uncertain as ever, and we are all kind of upset.  I wouldn’t will 
not be surprised if we will have to be married from the Underwood’s after all.  Mamma keeps 
looking, but she dont seem to find any thing.  Darling I wish so much that I could have a good 
visit with you.  I know my letters haven’t been even as good as usual the last week, but I dont 
seem to feel equal to writing, and cant write a decent letter.  Isn’t it horrible to get so full of 
longing to see you that I cant even write and get the full benefit of that.  I hope I’ll be better 
before long, or I’m afraid I’ll have you down with the blues too.  Darling I have got to stop now.  
“Yours in hopes of better things in store.”  Do you remember that?  Who ever dreamed, when 
that letter was written how much would come of it.  I suppose we can count back to that as the 
thing that started all this.  We didn’t fall in love right away, but that letter was the very first 
thing that there was between us.  And I have it yet, and suppose I always will hang on to it.  
Now good night my own Harry.    

With fondest deepest truest love 
         Ever your 
             Effie. 
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