
                                                                                                            No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                      N.Y.  Dec. 22nd 1884. 
My own darling Harry, 
          How can you expect me to settle down and write when you keep looking at me so 
steadily?  Your box came tonight, and words fail me when I try to express my delight over your 
wonderful picture.  I dont think I ever saw a more speaking likeness.  In fact I can say more, for 
I’m sure I never saw any picture so lifelike.  We all think it is wonderful, and you cannot picture 
my delight.  I cant keep my eyes off of it and dont know how I am going to write, and yet I cant 
put it out of sight while I am writing.  It is next best thing to seeing you, and tho’ it cant take the 
place of your own dear self, it can do a great deal, and will comfort me as nothing else could, 
except yourself.  You let led me to think that it wasn’t a success.  Of course you did that on 
purpose to have be me surprised.  I think it is perfect, & the most satisfactory picture I ever 
saw.  It almost startles me if I turn around suddenly for it seems as tho’ you would speak.  I cant 
tell you anything about my feelings, for all the words I can think of are entirely too mild.  I am 
more than satisfied with it.  It was a great surprise for I didn’t think of its being so large, and I 
cant tell you how happy it makes me to have such a picture.  No matter what it is that comes on 
Wednesday, it cant be half as precious as what I got today.  You ask if I am happy.  Well no _ 
that word doesn’t do the subject justice.  I feel as tho’ I had had a little visit with you, two 
letters, & a note from you, and then the picture which is so like you I feel like talking to it.  It is 
better than all of mine put together.  Mamma is dead in love with it because it is such a perfect 
likeness.  You speak of a tired look around the eyes, and I believe you noticed it more because 
you knew it ought to be there. and Your letter showed evidence of a guilty conscience, and I 
fear you have been overworking in spite of your promise, to me.  I’ll have to see to you, but this 
letter will reach you Christmas morning and so I wont scold you now for I dont want you to feel 
badly on Christmas day over anything I say, so I’ll wait till next time and then, if you dont take 
more rest and better care of yourself, I’ll have a word or two to say.  Lottie’s book is very nice 
and I’m sure she’ll be delighted, and mamma will be the same when she sees her card, but I’ll 
tell you all about it when they receive them.  Your letter this A.M. mystified me more than ever.  
I wondered & wondered what you had ordered for me here.  I didn’t have an idea till tonight 
and then I guessed that it was to come from Scribner’s.  It hasn’t come, & I haven’t heard a 
thing about it except the little you said, and you didn’t give me any hint, or any clue to work on, 
but somehow or other I have a feeling that my Wed. package, will come from Scribner’s.  I 
wonder if I am right in my guess.  I got your music this morning, & now am only waiting for the 
package from Boston, but if it doesn’t come tomorrow I’ll send the box tomorrow night, and 
mail Mag’s present to her when it comes, and will also explain to Sue that Mag hadn’t been 
forgotten.  Mamma’s package went today and I hope you’ll receive it on Xmas morning.  I sent 
it by Adam’s Express.  Perhaps the American Express would have been more direct, but they 
told me they had an office in Lafayette so I guess it will be all right.  I asked particularly about it 
because I wanted it to go direct.  When I sent my package the other day I only asked if they sent 
packages to Lafayette and didn’t think of its being transferred, but understood that it would go 
all the way by Adam’s Express.  Afterwards I tho’t perhaps they’d only forward it, and you’d be 
puzzled to know where to go for your little box, so today I asked particularly.  They were awfully 
hurried and the place was jammed, and of course I struck the worst clerk.  He was a green hand 
I guess for he knew less than nothing.  I was somewhat dismayed when he answered my 



question, for he said “No we dont have an office there.”  Then I gave him another which was to 
find out what Express they would forward it by, and he gave this brilliant answer “No we 
haven’t an office in Lafayette.  We only forward the things.”  I said my question over again, and 
then he acted sort of dazed but finally I got an answer out of him.  What do you think it was?  
“Oh!! __ I dont know.”  I said “Will you please find out, for it probably wont be delivered at the 
University and I must know the Co. so that I can send word what office to call at.”  He said “We 
ol only forward it. I dont know by what express.”  I was getting pretty mad, for, as you know, 
time wasn’t hanging around loose today, but I was somewhat cheered and encouraged to find 
out, that he had gotten thro’ his head that I was talking about the express they’d forward by.  If 
it hadn’t been for my package on Saturday, I should have sailed out with my bundle, and let him 
wonder where, & who he was, but under the circumstances I had to stay awhile longer, & try 
him again, and it finally ended in my having to tell him about the situation of the University and 
explain to him that I had been told that the package would not be sent across the river to 
Chauncey, but would have to be called for and I must send word at what office it would be 
found, and that if he didn’t know he could find out, and at last all this soaked thro’ his thick 
head, and he asked at the desk and then came back and said that that Adam’s Express did have 
an office at Lafayette after all, and it would be sent right thro’ by that express.  Whether he got 
it right or not I dont know.  I actually had to show him how to make out the receipt, for when 
he gave it to me, I found he hadn’t signed it.  If I hadn’t had such a time with him I should have 
stuck it in my bag without looking at it, but I doubted if he knew even enough to fill out that 
paper.  I suppose he forgot what his own name was, and that was why he didn’t sign it.  I hope 
the package will reach you all right, but I dont feel very confident.  Perhaps he imagined that I 
gave it to him for his own Xmas present.  I’m glad I looked at the receipt, for now if he has 
made a mistake they’ll have to pay for it.  I am afraid I wont be able to go to Madison, for 
mamma had a letter from Uncle Ten Eyck that he and Aunt Jennie would be down on the 29th 
and would spend a few days with us.  Today has been the most disgusting day rainle raining, 
and thawing and you can imagine the condition of the streets.  Rubbers were no protection for 
the slush came up over the top of them and soaked down so that I carried two tanks of water 
around all day.  I was literally soaked, but I dont feel as tho’ I had taken cold.  What did Sue tell 
you about my running up & downstairs and rushing around generally?  And how did she come 
to tell you?  She was at me every little while, but goodness!  I haven’t time to go crawling 
around.  You need not worry tho’ for I am all right.  My attack was not serious.  I suffered 
terribly, but it was only neuralgia & sick headache combined, bad enough while it lasted, about 
not any thing to worry about, and I am sorry if you have been unhappy about it.  I knew you’d 
expect a letter, and I had to tell you why I couldn’t write a decent one.  I couldn’t let Jule write 
because I wanted you to know that I was happy once more, and I couldn’t get her to write it 
unless I let her guess that we had been having some trouble.  Besides I tho’t it would frighten 
you more to have her write.  It would make me seem worse than I really was, and so I did what 
it seemed to me was the only thing to do.  I was better Thurs. & gave my lessons but felt pretty 
slim that night but I’m entirely well now & you have nothing to worry about.  Cant you have 
your room heated in some way?  I hate to think of you having no fire or heat in your room 
during such intensely cold weather.  I tho’t you were to have steam heat.  You must have your 
room comfortable.  Perhaps my present will be more convenient and even more acceptable 
than I tho’t, & perhaps I made a lucky hit when I decided on that.  My darling Harry I have got to 



stop for it is after one o’clock.  I hate to send you this miserable thing for Xmas morning but I 
am very very tired & must go to bed.  Will write again tomorrow night.  With best wishes for a 
happy and merry Christmas (for perhaps it will not be so dreary as you think) and with more 
love than you will know what to do with and ten thousand thanks for your picture.  
Believe me forever 
               Your own 
                        Effie. 


