
         No. 54 West 46th St. 
         N.Y. March 22nd 1886 
My darling darling Harry, 
 I rec’d both your letters this A.M. and also a very nice one form Em, and you can 
imagine what a good time I had for a little while.  I am glad that I did not go out yesterday, (tho’ 
it was very hard to go without my letter from you) for even as it is, I have been troubled 
considerably with neuralgia, & have had some pretty sharp pains today, and if I had gone out 
and gotten wet, I probably would have been a good deal worse, and might have been laid up.  I 
dont see why the pesky thing hangs around so long.  Darling it was a good joke on me about the 
arrows.  I dont wonder that you were “a bit amused,” but I dont believe you were surprised, for 
it was just about what might be expected of me.  But now I have a good one on you.  “Diagram” 
is very good.  If you had only had time to look for that [sketch of an arrow with tips pointing 
both ways] when you wrote, you would have had a good one on me, without giving yourself 
away.  I guess you dont remember what those arrows showed.  Please look the thing up, and 
send me a copy of the “diagram” I drew.  I should hardly call that a diagram.  I showed you 
where I have put my Ө  Ө on the envelope lately, and in showing you I worked in two extra 
ones, and meant them for real ones.  I tho’t I could show you with real ones as well as sham 
ones and I supposed of course you’d “take,” but it seems that the arrows amused you so that 
you didn’t see any thing else, and now you imagine that I drew a diagram.   

Mamma went to Morristown early this A.M. and I suppose she is at Madison tonight so 
if anything has been settled the folks at Madison will get the news before Jule and I do.  I do 
wish that that plan could amount to some thing, for it seems like a good one.  Jule had such a 
sad letters from Mame today.  They are all about heart broken and poor Dele is almost frantic.  
It was so very sudden.  The child was only taken sick on Thurs[day]. and died on Sat[urday]. 
about noon, and then little Artie was so low, they had no hope of his recovery, and hung over 
him expecting every moment would be his last, but at last a change came, and he is getting 
better very rapidly, and if it does not leave him with some other disease, and if he doesn’t have 
a relapse, he will be all right.  Of course they feel very thankful that his life was spared, but that 
doesn’t make the loss of the other one any easier.  I only wrote to Dele last night.  I meant to do 
it before but I felt so helpless for I knew that there wasn’t a thing I could say or do to help her, 
and tho’t that perhaps it would not only not do her any good, but then might make her feel 
worse, but then I knew that it couldn’t possibly make her feel any worse, and so last night after 
I had sent Charles out with your letter, I wrote a short letter to Dele, and I guess tho’ it was a 
poor letter, & I couldn’t say anything to comfort her, that is was better to write, and show my 
feeling for her, than to act as tho’ I didn’t care, and I feel pretty sure that she will be glad to 
have the letter, and to know that I think of her &  sympathized with her.  I heard today of 
another very sad death, and it has made me feel very badly, and brought up dear Minnie’s 
death so very vividly.  I knew Mrs. Bigelow very well, and Maggie was very intimate with her, & 
she feels terribly about it.  But let us leave this gloomy subject, & write about something more 
cheerful.  Darling I am so anxious to hear about the result of the trustees meeting, and I feel 
confident that it will be good news.  If all goes well we will be married in a little over three 
months, and in less time than that we will be together.  How does that strike you for a cheerful 
subject?  I dont think there is anything very gloomy about that, and I think about it a great deal.  



Darling I haven’t time for any more tonight.  With lost & lots of “diagrams” (Ө  Ө ) and more 
love than I can measure 

Believe yours forever, 
 Effie. 


