
         No. 54 West 46th St, 
         N.Y. March 17th [1886] 
          (St. Patrick’s day in the A.M.) 
My own darling darling Harry 

I have a few minutes to write, before starting for Orange, & will commence a letter now 
and finish it after I get home tonight.  I didn’t f eel able to write last night, and went to bed very 
early.  A little while after dinner I went out & mailed your letter, & about half an hour after that 
I went to bed.  I feel better this morning, but am not up to the mark yet, and suppose I’ll come 
home pretty well bunged up, but I really am not sick enough to stay home, and as it is a lovely 
day I guess I’d better go.  Mamma and Jule have both begged me not to, but I would have to go 
on Friday, if I dont go today, & I’d rather go and get it off my mind.  It worries me so to be 
irregular and miss lessons that it dont do me very much good to stay home.  Jule is going to 
Madison this afternoon to stay till Friday or Saturday, and I hope she can persuade one of the 
girls to return with her.  I rec’d your letter this A.M. on time darling, & enjoyed it very much.  I 
dont think that the Station here is to blame for the delayed letters, for I have watched the 
marks and they have all been delivered promptly according to the stamp of the Station, which 
gives the time they were rec’d there.  I think most of the delays have happened on the road, 
but the worst one happened at your end for it was stamped very plainly, but darling I have told 
you all about that letter before and wont go over it again.  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө    
         
         Wednesday Eve[ning]. 
My own darling Boy, 
 I am home from Orange, and I am mighty glad that I did not give in to my feelings this 
A.M. and that I didn’t listen to anybody’s advice.  It has been a glorious day, and in spite of my 
work, I feel much better than I did when I started _ better in fact that than I have felt for a 
week.  Jule has gone to Madison, and I will have to spend part of my evening with mamma and 
wont be able to write a very long letter.  I am so glad darling that you were not bored by the 
letter you rec’d on Sunday.  I got on two or three very long strings, & was afraid that I didn’t 
change the subject often enough to make my letter interesting.  I guess I was so fierce about 
the dude critics, that I gave you an idea that I was down on all critics, and that isn’t so.  I think 
art and music critics are very important, and think we need them, but I rave because we have 
so few who know what they are doing.  They are usually very much like those two dudes I told 
you about, and I think it is a shame for their articles to be published, for a great many people 
are influenced by them.  There are some times very nice notices in the Mail & Express.  I like 
them better than any I have a chance to see.  I think it is very nice to b read such articles when 
you feel that they can be relied on, but the reason I get so mad, is because most of the papers 
have men who know nothing at all about art or music.  Even the papers devoted to Art and 
Music have just as bad articles, &, if any thing, worse than the every day newspapers.  Surely 
nothing could have been much worse than the article in the Art Amateur which you told me 
about.  I believe in the articles, and think we ought to have them, but I think they ought to have 
critics who know enough to write them, not silly, soft, stupid, dudes.  Darling I have a long story 
to tell you about Fritz.  He has been lost, but was smart enough to find his way home.  Ethel has 
taken him out for the last time.  She was to blame.  I cant tell you the whole story now, for it is 
too long for this letter, but I will add the details to the facts in another letter.  I had a very 



disagreeable experience on Monday which I haven’t had time to tell you about.  It was like what 
I have told you about Fritz.  It was pretty bad, & might have been serious, but it happened to 
turn out all right.  I was walking thro’ one of the side streets, & was chassed by a crazy man, and 
nearly frightened to death.  He wasn’t drunk, but was a lunatic.  He looked perfectly terrible, 
that horrible wild look.  I heard some one behind me running & screaming but didn’t think 
anything of it.  I never supposed the man was after me.  When he caught up to me, he stopped, 
& began blowing at me f for making him run so.  He stuck his face down close to mine, and 
yelled “Why I’m all out of breath.  Do you hear me?  I tell you I [am] all out of breath[.]”  Such a 
wild look fairly paralyzed me.  I saw at once that he was raving crazy, and I tho’t of that horrible 
crazy man who ran thro’ 14th St. and stabbed so many people.  There was no one very near me, 
and I didn’t know what under the sun to do, but tho’t I’d try to act as tho’ I wasn’t frightened, 
but and as tho’ I didn’t notice him.  He walked by me for a minute, and kept blowing me up, all 
the time, because he was “all out of breath.”  Suddenly (just as I began to feel as tho’ I could 
not control myself any longer) he started, and tore down the street, & he stopped people 
ahead of me in just the same way.  Well it turned out all right, but I had a terrible fright. 

Now[,] my own darling[,] I have got to stop.  Mamma is coming up, and even if she 
wasn’t, I would not be able to write any more in this letter, for I promised to go down early.  
Goodbye my own Harry, my darling darling boy. 

With love beyond measure and so many Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө 
        from your 
  Effie. 


