
         No. 54 West 46th St. 
         N.Y. April 17th 1886. 
My own darling Harry, 
 Your dear letter was rec’d this aft[ernoon]. & I enjoyed it so very very much.  I wish I 
could answer it now, but I wont attempt a letter this time, and you will have to get along with a 
note until my Sunday’s letter can reach you.  I have been very hard at work since I sent my 
letter yesterday, and have been as busy as could be.  All yesterday aft[ernoon] I had hard time, 
and couldn’t accomplish what I expected to, because when I started, my first move was to clear 
out a closet, & look over some things (well I had more looking over to do that I bargained for) 
before packing them, and I found a terrible mess.  The moths had been having a big time, and I 
had to spend the entire afternoon tending to the things in that closet.  Fortunately they didn’t 
do any very serious damaged, for tho’ one dress was covered with them and completely riddled 
(I never saw such a total wreck) it happened to be an old dress, that I could not have done 
much with anyway, but it had some handsome trimming on and all that had to be ripped off.  I 
was afraid every thing would be more or less chewed but fortunately they had confined 
themselves to old clothes, but of course I didn’t know that until I had gone all over every thing.  
Then I found that I would have to rip up two more dresses to get the parts that would be good 
for some thing.  I threw the things out the bath room window on the roof, because I didn’t want 
to carry them thro’ the house & scatter the moths around, and I ripped the things up in the 
bathroom.  Rather I stood in the bathroom, and hung the things outside, & ripped them that 
way.  When I got what I wanted, I pushed the things off the roof into the yard.  It took the best 
part of the afternoon to look over every thing, and then rip up the moth eaten dresses.  Wasn’t 
it lucky that the moths happened to settled on these old duds? for I had several nice dresses in 
that closet, & not one of my good ones had been touched.  I have looked at these good dresses 
every now and then, to guard against moths, and as I never found a trace of any on the dresses 
I looked at I never dreamed of the danger they were in, and I haven’t looked at the old dresses 
for I tho’t it wasn’t unnecessary to go thro’ the whole closet.  As long as I couldn’t find any on 
these things I looked at I supposed the closet was free from them.  Well to put it mildly there 
were billions.  Last eve[ning] I sewed all eve[ning]. and I guess mamma would say all night, for I 
did not stop until after she had gone to bed, & so she’d probably say I sewed all night, but tho’ I 
will own that I sewed till very late, I will tell you for your comfort, that I stopped before I felt 
sleepy.  In fact, as I couldn’t go to sleep right away, I was sorry I hadn’t stayed up longer.  Today 
I have been at work ever since I came home from my lessons.  I have been sorting things, and 
getting them ready to pack.  We have been in this house long enough to collect a good deal of 
stuff, and of course a large part of the collection is trash, but it is so hard to know what to keep, 
& what to give away, or throw away, and I always hate this having to choose.  I dont want to lug 
things around unless they are going to be of some use, but one cant tell just what they will 
want, and will othe often keep something that they wont need at all, and give away or throw 



away some thing that will afterwards be wished for.  I am going to pack a box to send West as 
freight.  I think I may as well pack a few things once for all, some ornaments & some fancy 
things for our room, and some of my winter clothes.  Of course I wont put in anything that I will 
want to use this summer, only things that will be in the way, and might as well be packed.  
There is no use in having them knocking around, and there is would be no sense in packing 
them twice.  So I will pack them & have them ready for the West, and not open the po box at all 
after we move to 37th St[reet].  Dont you think that is a good plan?  I have got things so stirred 
up down stairs that I will have to go down and finish up the pile I have around before going to 
bed, and as it is a pretty big pile I will have to get at it pretty soon.  Just think!  Only two weeks 
more in this house.  I dread the move, and I will feel badly to leave dear old 54 W. 46th St. even 
if it is in very bad order, for I love the old house, and have had so many happy times here.  I 
have had some sad times too, but the associations with this house will always make me love the 
old place.  I think mamma will be much better off at 37th St[reet]. and I am very glad that she 
could get that house.  Darling I have a good deal to say in answer to the letter I rec’d today, but 
I knew I would be too hurried to do this subject justice, but tomorrow will be Sunday, and then I 
will have a long quiet time, and will be able to write a better letter.  I hope your letter will be on 
time tomorrow, for I’m bound I’ll go to the P[ost]. O[ffice]. tomorrow no matter how the 
weather is.  I guess I’ll take part of that back, for I think a wild thunder storm might prevent my 
going, but any other storm wont keep me, for I haven’t any cold, and wouldn’t be afraid to risk 
a soaking.  Now my darling darling Harry[,] my own blessed boy[,] I must say goodnight, and 
after mailing this I must go to work. 

With love beyond measure Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө   
Ever your own 

   Effie.  
 


