
         No. 54 West 46th St. 
         N.Y. Apr. 4th 1886. 
My own darling Harry 
 We had such a storm this morning that I had to give up going to the P.O.  I wouldn’t 
have minded it if it had not been for my cold, but as it was, I tho’t I’d better stay in, for I knew 
that I couldn’t go without getting soaked.  It was such a miserable kind of a storm, nasty wet 
snow, which one cant protect oneself against, for it blows in under an umbrella & gets all over 
everything, & melts as soon as it settles, & wets one worse than rain does.  The air too was 
horrible this A.M.[,] such a damp piercing cold, & I knew it would be the worst thing in the 
world for my throat, which is already raw enough.  I felt awfully disappointed to have to give up 
going, for I dont like to do without my letter, but I tho’t that I couldn’t afford to take any more 
cold.  None of the family went to church.  No one cared to venture out in the storm.  Mag has 
been looking at my Xmas presents, (you know she hasn’t been down before, since Xmas, and 
she wanted to see all my things) and then I showed her the lovely Venetian Note Book.  I find 
that I am becoming very familiar with the pictures, and of course the more familiar they get the 
more I enjoy them.  It seems to me that I enjoyed them this A.M. even more than ever before.  
Mag was delighted with them & tho’t they were lovely.  Mag & Jule & Mamma are down in the 
2nd story back room, and I tho’t I’d come up and begin my letter.  The weather has improved 
somewhat, that is it isn’t doing anything now.  It isn’t snowing or raining, and I dont know but 
what it will clear before long.  It is cloudy & dismal but it may brighten up later on, & if it does, I 
guess that Mag would like to go out this afternoon, & we may go the church somewhere, if the 
afternoon is pleasant.  It is now only about 1:30 so there is time for a change.  I expect to be 
interrupted before long by the dinner bell.  Harry I have not thanked you yet for the clippings 
you sent.  I have meant to do it in every letter, & to send back the one you asked me to return.  
That one is awfully funny, and I laughed over it, tho’ it wasn’t the first time I have had seen it.  I 
saw it in a paper a year or more ago, and it struck me then as rich, and worth saving, but I didn’t 
cut it out at the time, & forgot all about it till I read the clipping you sent.  I didn’t discover why 
you sent the paper.  Was there any special reason for sending it?  I looked all thro’ it, & didn’t 
see any thing special, and so I supposed you sent it as a specimen of the Lafayette paper.  There 
goes the dinner bell.  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө 
3:30 P.M.  Ө  Ө  Well I haven’t been at dinner all this time, but I have only just come upstairs.  
After dinner I sat in the 2nd story back room with mamma, & Mag, & T[en]. E[yck]. has been 
entertaining us.  I have left them down there, & hope I can finish my letter.  It commenced 
storming again while we were at dinner, and has been dreadful all afternoon and seems to be 
trying to make up for the time hour it rested, for it is just dreadful now, and all hopes of 
pleasant weather for today are at an end, so of course Mag & I have given up all hope of going 
out.  I am very sorry it is such a miserable day, first because it kept me from going for my letter, 
and now, on Mag’s acc’t. besides.  I must tell you how I happen to be on the 4th floor again.  The 



Porters were called away very suddenly.  Mr. Porter’s mother was taken very sick and they 
were telegraphed for.  Mrs. P[orter]. didn’t know how long they’d be away so she said that they 
would give up this room for the present, and her son could use their room while they were 
gone.  So Effie lost no time in coming up here.  I didn’t move my things up tho’, but I tho’t I 
might as well have the good of the room while I could.  The old lady is dead, and now the son 
has gone to Auburn too.  I suppose they’ll all come back sometime next week.  And now I 
suppose you want to know what we are doing on the 2nd floor.  Mr. Ellis said he tho’t they 
would want to stay till about May 1st, and that they would move every thing in the house about 
April 1st, and then take their time about getting settled, & stay here in the meantime, & not 
have the bother of housekeeping ut until they got things in order, but Mrs. Ellis found that she 
would have to be up at the other house so much, that she would rather begin living there at 
once, instead of living in two places.  They moved all their things on Friday, & yesterday they 
left us, and began life in the new home.  It makes it very nice for us, for they pay for their rooms 
here till May 1st and we will have the use of them.  You cant imagine how bare the rooms look 
without the bed, safe, piano, writing desk, two or three chairs, and all their pictures, & 
ornaments.  It looks terrible down there now, & the ugly walls are ten times uglier than ever.  
Ten Eyck has just come in, and says he has come to visit me.  I told him I couldn’t entertain him, 
because I was writing a letter, and I asked him if he didn’t want to send some love, and he says 
“es I send 40 pounds of love.”  Maggie has just come in for T[en]. E[yck].  She knew I was writing 
and that he would disturb me.  I hated to send the little fellow out, but am very glad his mother 
has helped me out of the scrape.  I think she was very nice to be so thoughtful.  I love to have 
him around, but of course it is almost impossible to write when he is here, and I would rather 
not have him here when I want to write, but when he comes after me, and is so sweet, I hate to 
make him feel badly by telling him to go out, & I never can make up my mind to do it.  He is so 
affectionate, and has such a tender heart, that it is broken very easily.  I use all sorts of devises 
to get him to leave of his own accord, but he has a good deal of decision about him, and if he 
makes up his mind to come in here & see me, he wants to do it very much, and isn’t apt to 
change his mind about it, and dont usually nothing else attracts him till he has had his visit out.  
But Sometimes if I am writing, I can manage to keep him quiet for a little while at a time but at 
other times I cant write at all.  I often make some excuse, and tell him that “now I am going 
downstairs and must say goodbye to him.”  So then he goes with me as far as his room, & I go 
on down, and then after he has gone in & shut the door I come up softly and go on writing my 
letter.  I have done that a good many times, & I’d rather go down as far as the basement 
any[ill.] anytime than to hurt the little fellows feelings, I suppose by sending him out.  It really 
amounts to that when I go down stairs, but I can get rid of him that way without hurting his 
feelings, and I dont want the little fellow to stop coming in here, for when I am not writing I 
love to have him.  I suppose I’m a fool, but I cant help it.  I suppose I ought to tell him to go 
when I dont want him, but I never can make up my mind to do it, & if all my plans for making 



him think he wants to play in the other room fail, and I find I cant keep him quiet a minute at a 
time, then I go downstairs.  Yesterday after Mag came he walked in to make us a visit.  He 
looked at Mag for some time and then walked up to her and said “Are you lated to mamma”?  
We could not imagine what he meant, so he said it again, and then it struck us what he meant.  
He wanted to know whether she was any relation.  Lu Snyder had just been here, & we told him 
that she was his Cousin Lu & I suppose he wanted to know whether to call Mag Miss Maggie or 
Cousin Maggie.  Wasn’t that cunning?  After this speech he went on looking at her and finally he 
said “Why ou’ve been here again.” (After looking at her he discove[r]ed[ill.] that it was some 
one he had seen here before.  He had evidently recognized her at first, and had been trying to 
place her, and as soon as he succeeded in puzzling it out, he wanted to let her know that he 
remembered her.) and What he meant was, “Why you’ve been here before.”  We had to laugh 
so at his way of putting it.  Mag is about wild over him, & thinks he is the cutest brightest 
youngster she ever saw. 

Now darling I guess I will have to stop writing and go downstairs.  If I can I’ll write more 
tonight.  This isn’t much of a Sunday letter but I cant seem to write today. 

With more love than I can possibly measure for my own darling boy and lots of Ө  Ө  Ө   
Ө   Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө    

Ever your own 
      Effie. 
Ө   Ө   Ө   Ө   Ө   Ө   Ө   Ө   Ө   Ө   Ө 
 
My own darling boy, 

Only a word or two more to tell you that I love you so much that I cant be happy 
without you, but that I get a good deal of comfort in the tho’t that that is the last separation, & 
that there isn’t a very large part of this year left.  I will be so happy when it is over.  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө. 
 With unspeakable love 
       from your 
              Effie. 
 
 

           
 


