
       Washington  

       April 3rd 

 I am afraid my dear Miss Lane you will think I have forgotten my promise to send 

you my photograph. I went to Philadelphia a few days after you left and only returned on 

Saturday. I hope you will think it a good likeness although many of my friends abuse it, 

and have quite discouraged me about sending it to you.  

 I had a delightful visit home – and heard of you several times from Mr. Plitt, who 

told me you were coming on later. I wish we could have been there together, but it is a 

pleasure I hope in reserve for us. We miss you sadly and then we have consolation for 

your place can never be filled. I have been to one reception at the Presidents [sic], and 

felt lost without your kind welcome and bright smile.  

 Our friend Capt. Lee is disconsolate, and will not be consoled.  

It is pretty quiet here again for the Senate here adjourned, and Washington has 

assumed that quiet, deserted look, but still pleasant to me for the foliage is just coming to 

perfection and the squares look so green and pretty. Mr. Pyne surprised his congregation 

very much on Good Friday by announcing his resignation giving his health for a reason, 

but I hear they have since had a meeting of the Vestry, when Mr. Carlisle made a most 

touching address, and it is supposed now he will remain as he has on two other occasions 

resigned, and been persuaded to remain. I am going this evening to a reception at the 

Navy Yard, one of Com. Buchanan’s daughters is to be married to Mr. (Mrire?) of the 

Marine Corps. She is to have eight bridesmaids and groomsmen, all staying in the house, 

and they intend to make a regular frolic of it. Our friend Mrs. Harris is in mourning for 

the Col’s two Brothers, who died within a day of each other. 

 I am afraid dear Miss Lane I am tiring you with my long epistle, but I shall  

[section continued on left side of first page] hope soon to have one in return from you. 

Will you present my compliments to your Uncle and believe me affectionately yours 

Wm. Palmer 
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