
         No. 54 West 46th St.   
                 N.Y. Mar. 19th 1886. 
My own darling Harry, 
              Do you remember what I said about this pen?  I have not touched it since last night, or 
done a single thing to it, & now it acts beautifully.  What do you suppose ails it to act so 
contrary at times?  There was plenty of ink in it, and yet it all of a sudden refused to run.  I have 
learned one thing, that is when a stylographic pen refuses to work, you may just as well let it 
alone, for it is as stubborn as a mule and wont budge till it gets ready.  It is a waste of time to 
fool with it, and now-a-days when it cuts up, I just shut it up, & put it down, and use an ordinary 
pen, and the next day if it still acts hateful I give it another rest, but usually it dont need a 
second rest to bring it out all right.  I always let it alone till it decides to run, and when it does, I 
go on using it.  I think they are awfully convenient things, when they are in a good humor, but 
they are so awfully cranky, & one never knows when they are going to “get mad” & “not play.”  
Darling my letter last night had a very narrow escape.  I had just finished, and signed my name, 
when Charles came up, and knocked at my door, and said, “Miss Effie[,] Mr. Cox is downstairs.”  
Well I can tell you I was very thankful to “Mr. Cox” for coming so late in the evening.  I told 
Charles to wait a moment, and then I folded and sealed my letter, and told him to take it to the 
corner at once.  I went down, & saw Charles start with it, before I went in the parlor.  I was so 
surprised to see Harry Cox.  He has changed so since I saw him a few years ago that I never 
would have recognized him.  Really if we had been in the same seat in a train I never would 
have tho’t of speaking to him, tho’ he would probably have spoken to me, or else acted as tho’ 
he knew me and so we might have had a little visit after all.  He tho’t that I hadn’t changed a 
bit.  He is more complimentary than my Harry, for you say that I look a good deal older than I 
did when we became engaged.  Well darling I know you are right.  I know I look older.  It seems 
to me that I look at least five years older.  I have had a pretty hard time for two winters and last 
year I went through enough to make me look old.  This year hasn’t been as hard, and yet it 
hasn’t been easy by any means.  I feel sorry that my last year at home has had to have so much 
that was unpleasant in it.  I cant tell you how horribly blue I was last week, but mamma cant 
seem to help these fits now and then, and we both y get over them very soon.  This week 
mamma has been like her self and I really have been happy, that is happy as I can be while you 
are so far away.  I am afraid that you tho’t that you were to blame for my blues, and I told you 
about last week’s circus here, so that you’d understand that I was used up over troubles at 
home.  It wasn’t just only the things I told you about, but one thing after another had happened 
all thro’ the week, and finally I was all broken up with the performance and misunderstanding 
last Friday.  I was blue before that, over mamma, and her worries about a house, and blue over 
my lessons, (for I get awfully discouraged sometimes) and all this added to the trial I have all 
the time, was too much for me, and just knocked me off my feet.  But darling I think I have 
gotten about ten miles of[f] the track and if I dont get back pretty soon I’ll never be able to find 
my way back.  I dont know how I happened to lose myself, and wander off so far, but I guess I’ll 
be able to find my place again.  I was going to tell you of the accident that save my letter form 
an interruption.  Harry Cox, is staying at the Continental Hotel, (which of course you 
remember).  He started up here early, intending to spend the evening, & tho’t it would be a 
very pleasant walk.  He has never had occasion to come uptown much, & didn’t remember that 
B’way [Broadway] crossed 5th  Ave. at 23rd St. & 6th Ave. at 33rd St. and somehow or other he 



got lost, & then got so mixed up that he had a hard time to get straightened out, and find the 
place.  He was down by 10th Ave. and goodness only knows how far up.  He is such an absent 
minded thing I suppose he got thinking about something, and never noticed where he was, till 
he came to, and found himself a long distance from here.  Well I didn’t feel sorry.  f I tho’t it was 
a fortunate accident for me, for if he had come straight here from the hotel he would have 
interrupted my letter, and made a note of it.  I guess he is quite a smart fellow in some 
respects, and I know that he is very good, thoroughly unselfish, and very noble, and I admire 
him very much, but he dont interest me one bit.  He reminds me of Mr. Van Sant, and makes 
me so nervous I feel [ill.] as if I couldn’t stand it to wait for him to go and hunt up his words, and 
then decided which ones he wants to use, and then get the ones he dont want, out of the way, 
and then drag out those he wants, and put them together, and then find he has made a mistake 
and taken a word that he didn’t want, and left one behind that he must have, and travel back 
with the wrong one, and hunt around for the right one, and finally get out something that 
hasn’t the least bit of interest in it.  I should think a person like that ought never to attempt any 
common place remark, for they ought to know that after a person has been kept on the rack an 
hour and a half (more or less) they are terribly bored unless they hear something pretty good.  
He really told things some things that I believe would have been quite interesting if any one 
else had told them, in the time almost any one would take, but we were all so worn out with 
suspense that the point had lost all interest, and seemed to too tame for the agony it had cost 
us.  But in spite of all this I like Harry, & admire him exceedingly, and I would always be very 
cordial, and just lay myself out to treat him well.  The poor fellow has made him self old before 
his time, with the care he has taken on himself.  He really seems like an old man, and we think 
he has had too much care.  He is very anxious to meet you, and gave us a very pressing 
invitation to visit them next Summer.  He wants us to take Herkimer in sure, and suggests that 
we take a wedding trip up in that direction.  He urged it very strongly, and seemed perfectly 
cracked on the subject.  How he knew that we expect to be married next summer is more than I 
can understand, but I suppose that he tho’t that as most engagements were about that long, 
that it would be about the proper time for us to spet “step off.”  I know that there has been no 
way for him to hear it, and it must have been guess work.  What College friend of yours lives at 
Glens Falls?  He met a man from there about two y[ea]rs ago, who told him a good deal about 
you, but (as usual) he “couldn’t recollect his name.”  He told us something about a little Armin’s 
death.  We didn’t know anything except the fact that he was dead, didn’t know what was the 
matter, or anything at all about it.  He had had a note from Cousin Alfred (who was just about 
to start for German Valley,) and this made things still worse, for Oh it said that Arvin was dead 
and Arthur was not expected to live, or at least his recovery was very doubtful.  The disease was 
diphtheria.  Armin died about a week ago, so Harry says, & Arthur may have died too.  I do hope 
not.  It will be terrible for them if they have to lose them both.  I suppose they’ll feel almost 
frantic to lose one, even if the other is left, but if they are both taken I should think it would 
almost kill Dele, and it would be terrible for Will, but not as hard as for Dele.  I feel dreadfully 
for them.  I would have written to Dele last night if Harry had not come, but he didn’t leave till 
eleven o’clock, and I was so tired I knew I couldn’t write.  I dont feel that I can do Dele any good 
by writing and yet I feel that I must write and tell her how sorry I feel for her.  I know it is hard 
to receive such letters, and yet people do find some satisfaction in them after all, for they find 
some comfort in sympathy from their friends.  It dont help their trouble any, but they like to 



know that their friends think of them, and feel for them, and it seem sort of heartless not to 
notice such trouble.  I had a postal from Jule this morning.  It is strange that she didn’t say a 
word about Dele’s children, for she and Carrie has been spending the day at Cousin Mary’s, & 
she must have known all about it, and must have told them.  I told Jule to be sure and bring one 
of the girls back with her, that Sue would probably come home the last of this week and so I 
knew it would be possible for one of them to leave.  Jule writes that Sue has decided to stay 
another week, & so neither of the girls can leave home.  Darling I dont quite understand what 
Carrie meant about the piano.  It was in connection with the sealskin, & I tho’t perhaps they felt 
that I had done wrong to get the sealskin, but when I talked about it they seemed to favor it, 
and I tho’t it was all right to do it.  I dont believe that I quite understood what Carrie meant, for 
I am almost sure that they dont think that I have ought to have put that money in a piano.  You 
know that that was what I intended to do, and tho’t that mamma’s present of $150. and my 
money would buy a piano like the one the girls have, but you didn’t seem to favor this plan, and 
after your mother told you of their plan, you told me that I need not think anymore about the 
piano, and so that settled it.  If it hadn’t been for that I should never have tho’t of the sealskin, 
but would have used that money and mamma’s for the piano.  Your mother didn’t seem to be 
enthusiastic over the sealskin, and she didn’t advise me not to get it, but said she tho’t a seal 
plush would look about as handsome, and she said I could get an elegant one for about $60.  
Well darling it would be far more extravagant to put $60. into a plush sacque than to pay $115. 
for a $200. sealskin, for I am sure it will pay better in the end.  Besides I wouldn’t feel justified 
to in spending so much for a sacque simply because it looked handsome.  Your mother seemed 
to think it would be better to get the plush coat, tho’ she didn’t advise me not to get the 
sealskin.  Her advice was to look at both before I decided, and I took this advice and looked at 
both, and felt sure that the sealskin was a better investment, but darling the girls advised the 
sealskin very strongly, and were really enthusiastic, so I feel sure that Carrie didn’t mean that 
they blamed me, & tho’t I ought to have done what I had proposed doing with the money in the 
first place, and yet I tho’t the letter sounded so, and at first I felt a little uncomfortable, but I 
guess that she didn’t mean that after all, and I dont believe it struck you so.  But now I am not 
worried, for I dont feel about it as I did at first, and think that my first impression was not 
correct.   

I went with mamma yesterday to look at a house on 55th St.  She tho’t it was going to be 
the very thing she wanted, but tho’ it was probably very nice at one time, it isn’t nice now, and 
is in a dreadful condition inside.  The landlord is very wealthy and owns the entire row of 
houses, but he is a miser, one of the kind you read about.  He is the worst looking old tramp 
you ever saw.  This isn’t an exaggeration, for the majority of tramps look more respectable, and 
he was like the very lowest of them.  His houses are all running down because he wont spend 
any money on them.  If he is trying to save money he is standing in his own light, for his houses 
will be ruined.  They are handsome houses, and if they were in decent order mamma wouldn’t 
hesitate a moment about taking one of them this spring, & in the fall taking another one 
besides, the one next to it.  The man says he’ll put the houses in perfect order, but his idea of 
perfect order would be very different from ours, and we hear that he is a terrible “beat” and 
wouldn’t do what he agreed to, and we had enough of dealing with “beats” last year, and if I 
have one bit of influence mamma will not have a thing to do with the man.  I wish to goodness 
she would stop worrying about a house, but there is no use in saying a word.  It only makes her 



provoked to be told not to worry.  She says “Oh it is all very fine to talk, but you dont any of you 
know all any thing at all about it.  I guess if you had as much to worry & trouble you as I have 
you’d have a little more feeling for me” and I have tried to hold my tongue lately, and things 
have gone better.  She is always asking what I think best, & if I do this or that or the other thing.  
If I talk house with her by the hour she is delighted, even if I run down a thing she liked, but if I 
advise her not to take any thing till Fall, and to stop worrying, and give up house hunting there 
is bound to be a time.  Now darling I have got to stop.  I dont feel as tho’ I had said half as much 
as I wanted to but I have used up all my time and now must go to work. 

With deepest warmest love more than tongue can tell 
       from your 
          Effie 
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