
                                                                                                    No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                    N.Y. Nov. 24th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
       I haven’t a very long time to write but I do want you to get something Thanksgiving 
morning.  I will write all I can, and hope things will work out better than I expect.  You know 
darling that we are all down in the basement again, and it is hard to manage my letters.  I am 
very very busy too trying to finish a dress to wear tomorrow, and really it is going to be very 
close work if I manage to do it.  I have so much to do before Xmas that I am getting scared for 
fear I’m not going to manage it, but I want the time to go as fast as possible even if I have to 
leave some things undone.  Darling I am ashamed because I have been so long about sending 
the time table you asked for.  There seemed to be no great hurry for it, and every time I have 
been st down town I have been so rushed, but I will get it this week sure, and also the book.  I 
could have done it yesterday but it was such a terrible day I didn’t want to stay out any longer 
than I had to.  The wind was blowing at a terrible rate so that it was all one could do to hold an 
umbrella up, and any quantity of them were turned inside out and many ruined, and I had to 
put mine down finally because I simply couldn’t hold it up any longer.  I have had a cold for 
several days and yesterday added to it and have been barking around today, and feel pretty 
miserable tho’ not really sick.  You know how a cl cold makes one feel.  Today is another terrible 
one.  It has been pouring all day, and is even worse than yesterday, but I haven’t much walking 
to do.  I hope it will be decent tomorrow.  I guess Ethel & Mamie will be willing to take their 
lessons on Friday, but I cant tell yet because I haven’t seen them.  I’ll write to Carrie as soon [as] 
I find out this afternoon, & she’ll get the note in the morning if they go over there.  If they dont 
they’ll go over for the Stewarts and she’ll get it then.  I’ll tell her that I’ll ride over in the hack if 
it isn’t convenient to meet me.  But you know she said in her letter that they would meet me if 
I’d come, so I guess it will be all right.  I hate to send word so lot late but couldn’t find out about 
it any sooner.   
       Oh darling I hate to think of Thanksgiving without you.  I want you so dreadfully, and I 
suppose you’ll be in the same fix darling & will be just as lonely or even more so.  You wont long 
for me any more than I will for you, but I will not be off among strangers.  Dont worry about my 
being at Madison for I know I’ll have a nice visit.  They are always very nice to me, and I feel all 
right with all except Sue, and I have made up my mind not to worry about her, and I will have a 
very nice visit I know and I’m going to have a long talk with your father, not about them, but 
over our plans etc, and try and make him feel how much we both think of him, and tell him that 
we both count on his coming West to visit us when we get settled there, that I want to give him 
warning a long time ahead so that he’ll have plenty of time to make his plans and cant  
have any excuse, that we have talked about it already and have set our hearts on it, and that he 
is to hunt every day if he wants to.  It will please him to know how we feel even if he wont feel 
that he can come and I hope I’ll have a chance for a real nice talk with him.  
          Poor Ada has had so much trouble this fall, and I never saw her quite so blue.  One thing 
after another has happened and now she is feeling dreadfully about the death of a very dear 
friend.  Mrs. Kelly & she have been very intimate almost like sisters, since before Mrs. K. was 
married.  She has been married at least five years if not more, and Ada was perfectly devoted to 
her.  She died on Friday, just as dear Minnie did.   It is terrible and such a shock to every one, 
and of course Ada feels it very much.   It has made me terribly blue, for it brought Minnie’s 



death back to me so vividly, and the news seemed to use me up as much as it did Ada, and I 
have lived over those dreadful days so many times.  Ada is up at the house now.  She has been 
there most of the time since.  Mr. Kelly sent for her at once & she went right up.  Mrs. Kelly’s 
sister is staying there, and Ada is such a comfort to them both.  There is one child[,] a little boy 
about 3 years old.  Just a week before she died the baby was buried at Woodlawn.  On Friday 
morning Ada went up.  Mrs. Kelly had had a very good night, the best she had had at all, and 
was so much better the doctor was sure she would live.  The end was very unexpected.  She 
had been very very low but they tho’t she was so much better that she would recover, & Mr. K. 
went down town but tho’ they telegraphed him the moment the change came he didn’t reach 
home till it was too late for her to recognize or speak to him.  She breathed a few times and 
then all was over.  It has reminded me so of Minnie’s case.  It was so similar in many ways and 
really any one would think I had lost a friend too as well as Ada.  I cant seem to get it out of my 
mind.  It seems as tho’ I never would get over Minnie’s death.  It dont get one bit easier as time 
goes on.  I think I miss her even more that than I did at first tho’ I can keep my grief hidden 
better than I could then.  Oh darling I have got to stop.  This isn’t a cheerful letter, and I meant 
to write a better one but I am too blue to write cheerfully.  When I feel as I do, I simply cant, & 
you know you always tell me not to try.  I do hope you will go some where on Thanksgiving, & 
hope you will have as pleasant a time as you possibly can under the circumstances.  Now 
darling goodbye.  I send you my whole heart full of love and lots of kisses. 
           Ever your own devoted 
                   Effie. 


