
                                                                                                  No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                            N.Y. Dec. 3rd 1884. 
My dearest Harry, 
         I have fared well today, have had three letters and a package from you.  The letter you 
wrote Saturday Evening came in the first mail this A.M. and this afternoon I had the other two, 
the one written on Thurs. (which you sent to Madison) and your Sunday’s letter.  Of course you 
know whether I enjoyed them or not, so what is the use of my trying to tell you how much I 
enjoyed them?  But I suppose you think that it wouldn’t be good taste for you to have conceit 
about your own letters, so perhaps I’d better come out and tell you the truth about them.  I was 
fairly beside myself with delight, and enjoyed them more than tongue can tell.  Now my dear 
you can think they were perfect, without being accused of conceit, because I have told you so, 
and when I tell you a thing you must believe me, for of course it wouldn’t do for you to doubt 
my word.  About dinner time your sketches came.  They are very good I think and I am glad to 
have a little peep at your room.  It looks very cozy and comfortable.  I am glad you told me that 
the table was in the center of the room, for if I am honest (which I always am) I must say that I 
would have tho’t it stood very near the wall.  The curtains look fine.  I didn’t know that you 
studied the styles enough to get the very latest.  What are they made of?  I imagine that the 
frame on the table is the one that [ill.] contains the rogues gallery.  Am I right?  I always 
suspected that I was a mass of freckles, but when I have said anything to that effect, people 
have tried to comfort me by telling me — well not that I lied exactly, but that it was no such 
thing, which amounts to almost the same thing, but is a the more polite way of saying it.  
However I knew that this was only because they were too kind hearted to say that they agreed 
with me, and I never could get over the idea that I was badly mottled, and now I’m convinced 
that “I am mostly all freckles.”  In the frame are four places with a mass of dots.  Of course it 
was all you could do.  The space was too small for any thing more than the freckles.  Miss Hull 
tho’t the sketch was very nice but wanted to know what that was on the table, “the frame with 
four places covered with little spots.”  I told her that you had had a frame made for the four 
pictures you have of me, and kept it on your table, that there could be only one reason for your 
disfiguring the table, to say nothing of the room, and that was that you might (if you kept those 
things constantly in sight) get used to the hideous original easier.  The four places inside the 
frame were supposed to be my face in different possitions, that the a picture of me would be 
more life like with the freckles than the features, if one or the other had to be left out, and 
knowing that you hadn’t much room you had begun with the freckles to make sure of them, 
and had to trust to luck about having a place left for the features, and luck was against you.  
The space was small and as you had to put the freckles close in order to get even half of them 
in, you couldn’t do any thing with the freckles features, but probably tho’t the freckles would 
give the thing away.  Of course Ada recognized the pictures at once, but in order to spare my 
feelings, she pretended not to know what you had in that frame.  Your other sketch brought 
back our Newburgh trip, and I remember how funny you looked when you suddenly discovered 
it was pouring, & grabbed about a dozen things you had in your charge, and tore for the house.  
Oh that day!  I dont know I’d care to live it over again under exact exactly the same 
circumstances.  No, I know I wouldn’t.  On the whole I didn’t enjoy that day, for I spent more 
uncomfortable, miserable moments than happy ones.  I think Sue began that day to get really 
mad and there were lots of things that made me fairly sick.  There were also many pleasant 



things but not enough to pay for all the rest, and I guess that next summer we’ll have to try it 
again and make a success of it and for a change stop at West Point.  I am going to hear 
Lohengrin on Saturday, and am sorry I haven’t your music for it.  But I didn’t get your letter till it 
was too late to send for it, and it never occurred to me to do it before your spoke of it.  I was 
crazy about it last winter but know I’ll enjoy it even more the second time, tho’ I heard Nilsson 
as Elsa the first time, and you know I like her better than any one I ever heard, but the cast on 
Saturday is to be very fine and I’m sure that I will be more delighted than ever.  Oh my dearest 
Harry if you could only go with me, wouldn’t it be perfect?  I think you would have been 
enthusiastic over the performance of Tannhauser.  It was magnificent.   
      Bother!  I’m fated.  I dont know that I’ll ever be able to tell you about that.  I’m 
interrupted and must close.  Will surely write tomorrow night.  With deepest love 
        Your own devoted     
              Effie. 


