
         No. 54 West 46th St. 
         N.Y. April 7th 1886. 
My own darling Harry, 
 I wont be able to send more than a note tonight.  Your mother is here & she can only 
stay till tomorrow & must go down town early in the A.M.  I asked her to excuse me for a little 
while so that I could write my letter to you, and she said she would if I would only be gone a 
little while, & said “Tell Harry that I’m here, and that I want to visit with you tonight, and that I 
dont want you to go off and write a long letter.”  I have stacks & stacks to tell you but will have 
to put off most of the things till my Sunday letter.  Mag is spending the night at your Aunt 
Electa’s.  She didn’t want to go very much but said she tho’t she must do it.  Well now about the 
house.  Mamma’s references were all satisfactory and she can have the house.  The lease hasn’t 
been drawn up, but she is going to see the owner in the morning, and if the lease is satisfactory 
to her, she will sign it.  Of course we cant call this thing settled till the lease is signed, but I 
guess that everything will be all right.  Darling it is lovely of you to suggest sending for your 
father to help us move, but really I dont want you to do it.  I know he would be invaluable but 
darling I dont want you to suggest such a thing as his coming.  I wouldn’t have you do it for 
anything.  He has enough to do, without that, and if you spoke of it he would feel that he must 
come.  I know he would be willing to do anything in his power but, darling you must not suggest 
it, for I know we can get thro’ it as we have often done before, and I dont want your father to 
do any extra work.  He has as much, or more than he ought to do at home, and I will not be at 
all comfortable if you say a word about it.  Now darling please dont do it.   

I didn’t get your letter before I left home this A.M. but I enjoyed it very very much when 
I did get it.  You ask about my neuralgia.  I have not had any worth mentioning for some time, 
and the slight twinges, I have had now and then, have been in my head, & I have not had any 
trouble with my heart lately.  I dont think that your dyspepsia is caused by your blues, or your 
love sickness at all, and I do believe that something could be done.  Why dont you let Dr. 
V[inndege]. give you some thing.  I do wish you would.  Darling I guess that you misunderstood 
my me about the house, or rather about my taking Mrs. Stockton’s place.  I didn’t think of doing 
such a thing when we first go there.  I only said I might if things got too desperate to endure, 
and we could not stand it, & could complain & get Mrs. S[tockton]. put out.  I dont care about 
doing it unless things were are unbearable, but you seemed to understand that I wanted to run 
the house any way.  I dont, & certainly wouldn’t want to undertake it as soon as we go there, 
but I only spoke of it as one of the things that we might to [do] in case things were too bad to 
endure.  I am so sorry that she has gone back to her old tricks.  Cant you give her another dig & 
make her brace up?  Now darling I must stop.  I do wish I could tell you all the things I want to 
say, but I must go downstairs and see your mother now.  With love beyond measure and so 
many Ө  Ө  Ө, 

from your own 



Effie. 
Your mother sends a great deal of love, & so does mamma, and I know Jule would have 

said “me too” if she had been around.  With another big heart full from me, & so many Ө  Ө  Ө 
Ever your own 

E.M.L. 


