
         No. 54 West 46th St. 
         (Last letter from here) 
         N.Y. April 30th 1886. 
My darling darling Harry, 
 I hoped to write my letter for today last night, and my letter for tomorrow sometime 
today, or tonight, so that you’d have a letter every day.  I wrote last night, but not as much as I 
wanted to, and I felt very dissatisfied with what I wrote, for my head seemed to be so muddled 
up that I couldn’t say things as I wanted to, and I felt that I made a regular mess of every thing, 
but darling please try to make allowance, and excuse what was wrong.  I was so tired and 
sleepy that I couldn’t write a decent letter, and I felt so sorry to send such a miserable affair for 
Sunday. and I only wrote when I did because I knew I would not have any other chance to write, 
in time for you to get it on Sunday.  As I tho’t of the things to be done today, it seemed to me 
that I could not possibly write today, a letter for tomorrow, and I felt all along that I could not 
write on Sat[urday]. and knew if I wrote once sent a letter on Sat[urday]. it would have to be 
written some time Friday or friday night, and I didn’t think I could even do it then, so I told you 
not to expect any letter on Monday.  I guess you wont mind being surprised with it however.  
Even tho’ it wont be a very good letter, I know you’d rather have it than none.  I meant all the 
time to write another letter from here and if possible, but I was afraid I might not find it 
possible to write today, and I knew I couldn’t write Sat[urday]. so I said you must not expect 
anything on Monday.  Darling it has been a perfect day, and it bids fair to be another fine day 
tomorrow.  (I guess I ought to say today for it is already Sat[urday]. May 1st.  I didn’t begin this 
till 12:30 but didn’t realize till just now that April was finished half an hour before I began, & 
that I should have dated my letter May 1st 12:30 A.M. instead of April 30th.)  I looked out of the 
window just before I commenced writing and it is a beautiful night, clear as a bell.  The stars are 
all out & every thing looks very promising.  We have finished every thing that could be done 
before the last moment, & now have only to pack the dishes we must have for breakfast, & the 
silver, and the few cooking utensils we had to leave out for breakfast, and the bedding, for 
every room is occupied, and of course we had to have them the beds left as they were till 
tomorrow, so you see we have enough left to do, but we have done every thing that could be 
done, and if we had begun to pack three months ago we would be at the very same point we 
are tonight.  We could go so far, and then there were certain things that had to be left.  We are 
going to have an early breakfast, and the men are to be here at seven o’clock.  I have been 
packing crockery all evening, and if I have made as good a job of it as I did the last time we 
moved, not a dish will be broken.  Last time I packed every bit of china & glass & all the silver, 
but this time I have not done so much of it and today we have had much help.  Do you 
remember Lena? (the tall girl we used to have)  She left here very sick, & the Dr. said she had 
consumption.  She went to her home in Switzerland, and supposed she could not live a great 
while.  We felt dreadfully sorry about it for she was such a nice girl.  Well on Sunday you can 



imagine how astonished we were when she came here to see us.  She is all well, and did not 
have consumption at all, but she said she was afraid to stay in N.Y.  She tho’t the city didn’t 
agree with her before, and that she had taken a place in the country and would go next week.  
We were delighted to see here her, and so glad that she had recovered.  Well her coming has 
been the greatest blessing to us.  She has been here helping us for a couple of days, and she is 
at home here, & knew just how where to find things, and just how we wanted things done, and 
I cant tell you what a comfort she has been.  She didn’t want mamma to pay her a cent for it all, 
& said “I like to do it.  You no pay me Mrs. Loke[,]” but mamma made her take pay, and when 
she finally settled that, Lena said “Oh vell not so much, is too much.  You no pay me too much.”  
Mamma told her it wasn’t too much, and that she must take it, that she had been a great help 
and we were so glad to be able to have her.  Charles has been equal to any two men, and equal 
to most three.  He has been invaluable, & obliging, & good natured, and willing and every thing 
are no names for it.  He isn’t good for much when things are in the ordinary every day way, & 
he dont begin to be as good a man as he used to be when things are in running order, but get in 
a tight place and Charles is right there every time, & I tell you what, the last week he has been 
perfectly wonderful, and cant do enough.  He knows he is going to leave too, but if his life 
depended on it he couldn’t do more than he is doing, & he is going to stay till we get settled, & 
then he will go back to Orange.  Every one in the house except the Porters has been so 
considerate, but Mrs. Porter has been too horrid & mean and disagreeable for anything, and I 
am so down on her that I can hardly be decent.  Mrs. Hull never isn’t given to using strong 
expression, but she was so enraged at Mrs. Porter she said “Well she is a darned contemptible 
thing.”  I was surprised to hear Mrs. H[ull]. get off such a speech, and I knew that she must be 
stirred to the very depths, and she is such a friend of ours that it makes her wild if people dont 
treat us right, and Mrs. Porter is a darned contemptible thing, and if mamma had not been 
calm, and had worried as she has sometimes done, Mrs. Porter would have nearly worn her life 
out, but mamma dont worry over any thing now.  She is as quiet as can be.  A few weeks ago 
she was in a dreadful state, but she is more like herself now than she has been for years.  She 
dont seem one bit nervous, or excited, and it is wonderful how she can take every thing so 
coolly but you can imagine how happy we are.  We were afraid it would get mamma so worked 
up to move, that it would just use her up, but she seems to be — well I wont say enjoying it, but 
she certainly isn’t at all miserable, & it seems to agree with her health.  I have not seen her as 
she is now for several years, and I am delighted.  Darling I rec’d your dear precious letter late 
this afternoon.  Darling indeed you didn’t make another mistake.  Your letter was just lovely 
and I could almost see you all the time I was reading it.  It was so like you that it didn’t seem like 
a letter.  It seemed as if you must be very near.  Harry I know how much you love me for I judge 
you by myself.  It makes me just as miserable as it does you to have misunderstandings, but I 
never have any less love, and I always feel that it will be different when we are together.  Our 
misunderstandings dont ever make us doubt the strength of our love, for I cant doubt that.  It is 



always so strong that doubt of it is impossible.  I am never afraid that we will have the same 
trouble when we are together, for I know we wont have; but I can say a great many things I 
cant write, & I am afraid to trust much to a letter.  I dont want to keep my feelings from you, 
and know I cant do it when we are together, but darling I cant write and that is all there is 
about it.  I’d rather not send the letter I wrote on Sat[urday].  I’d rather wait till you come 
home.  We can be just as happy the next few weeks as we can be apart, and then when we can 
be together we’ll talk it all out.  Dont think I am going on in the misunderstanding for I’m not, 
and dont blame me for not writing as you want me to, for I know I cant do it.  I have tried to do 
my best, (and I know you believe this,) and I really think that we will be better off to drop all 
this trouble till we can talk about it.  It isn’t a serious trouble any way.  The separation makes us 
so miserable & unhappy that we get used to the dark, & worst side, and we get so wild we dont 
seem to have any reason in us, and then we go to work & make things worse by taking every 
thing in the wrong way, and our letters are misunderstood, & then we have an awful time.  The 
misunderstandings are not really serious troubles, tho’ they seem so.  The real trouble & the 
only trouble is the separation, & if we could only be together we’d be all right.  Now my 
precious darling Harry[,] I must go to bed.  I will try to ans[wer]. your letter more fully on 
Sunday, but I cant write any more now.  I hate to stop but I think I must go to bed.  I am sleepy 
and wont stay awake long after I get in bed. 

With inexpressible love from your Ө  Ө  Ө 
       Effie 
Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө   


