
                                                                                                            No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                            N.Y. Oct. 17th 1885. 
My darling darling Harry, 
      It is nearly 8 P.M. & I have only time for a note.  I am very sorry but I didn’t get home 
from Brooklyn till dinner time, and I  tho’t I’d never get helped.  I had a lovely visit with Mrs. 
Stoddart.  I expected to come home this A.M. but she had planned for a drive this afternoon, 
thro’ Prospect Park.  I had never been there, & have always wanted to go, so I stayed.  Well you 
know by experience how long it takes to go any where in Brooklyn, & Prospect Park seems to 
me to be nearer Jama[i]ca than Brooklyn, and it was nearly 5:30 when I reached South Ferry on 
the Brooklyn side.  Of course it was just my luck to miss a boat, and I had to wait a long time for 
one.  Then there was another delay of about ten minutes at the Elevated Station.  I never had 
to wait so long.  If dinner had been on time I would have been pretty late, but it happened to be 
considerably behind tonight (the new cook has not got straightened out & settled yet) so I had 
time to take off my things & read your letter.  It came this A.M.  I have been thinking of it all day 
and longing so for it, for I didn’t have any thing yesterday.  I like a letter every day better than 
two one day & none the next, tho’ as long as you had written it was better to mail the letter at 
once instead of keeping it, and I did enjoy it very very much, as much as tho’ it had come 
yesterday A.M.  At the time, I enjoyed it even more, because it was such a pleasant surprise, 
but when yesterday came I felt all broken up without a letter, and so I was all the more anxious 
for today’s letter.  Still I knew it would keep, and I tho’t it was such a good chance to visit the 
Park that I decided to go.  I didn’t know that I’d have another chance, & I have wanted to go so 
much.  The Park is beautiful, and in many respects I like it much better than Central Park.  The 
day was perfect, and every thing was in its glory.  The leaves have turned just enough to be 
lovely, and we did have such a nice time.  If I could only have had your letter I would have felt 
better, and if I could have had you, I’d have been perfectly happy.  We must go there together 
sometime.  The Stoddarts asked particularly for you, & they both wanted to be remembered.  
Mrs. S. spoke so nicely about you.  They are both delighted with you, and said lots of lovely 
things.  They were talking seriously too, & not joking or giving me taffy.   

I wish my time wasn’t limited, but it is, and if you are to get this letter on Monday, it 
must go at once.  The only thing that consoles me for it is this, that I couldn’t have written any 
more if I had been home all day.  From what I can find out, I wouldn’t have had a moment for 
writing, for there has been lots going on here all day, and I couldn’t have had any chance for 
writing. 
      Now darling goodnight. 
        With deepest love 
            Ever your own 
                Effie. 


