
                                                                                                             54 West 46th  St. 
                                                                                   N.Y. Dec. 11th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
     This is an extra letter to make up for my carelessness, that is, as far as possible.  I dont 
consider that any thing can quite make up for it.  I am perfectly furious, and wish some one 
would kick me, tho’ really I have been punished pretty severely, for I have been worried and 
insensible all evening.  I would have spent the entire evening writing had it been possible, but 
much to my sorrow, it wasn’t possible, and now I fear my time is limited.  I expect an 
interruption any minute, but I’ll write as long as I can.  I do hope my own darling that all I have 
written will mystify you.  I do hope that you wont know what I am driving at until you read what 
I am about to write, but alas! I fear you will know too well what I mean without my telling you, 
for I fear you will not have any letter on Sunday.  I am entirely to blame if you dont have one, 
and cant blame mamma or Jule or the mails, and I can tell you I am just thoroughly disgusted 
with myself, and wont blame you a bit if you just give me fits.  I wont ask you to forgive me, for 
I really dont think I deserve to be forgiven, and so I have not the cheek to ask.  You will probably 
know by the time this reaches you, that my letter was mailed late, and I half believe that you 
will get this letter and Sunday’s, (or the one I meant for Sunday,) in the same mail on Monday 
morning, and now let me tell you the whole story.  This A.M. mamma and Jule were both out, 
and I was left alone and I improved my chance and wrote till they came home and my letter 
was quite long and every thing seemed in my favor for once, and I was feeling so happy over my 
good fortune.  I didn’t go out to mail it, for it was lunch time when I finished it and I tho’t I’d 
mail it when I went out this afternoon.  Mamma has been wanting me to go down town with 
her, for several weeks, but I have not had time, but today I promised to go.  I wanted to start 
right after lunch, but one thing after another delayed us.  Mamma had to see to some thing in 
the kitchen & it was after three before we got off, and I didn’t see how we could do what we 
wanted in such a short time, but I could not seem to get her started any sooner.  Well knowing 
that we had no time to lose, I of course ran, in order to get the first car, & saw the man would 
wait, so I said, “we can get it, hurry,” so we both rushed.  I had your letter but didn’t dare stop 
to mail it, and tho’t it would go almost as soon if I mailed it down town.  Oh dear! Oh dear!  I 
wish I hadn’t been so hurried, for I slipped the letter in the outside pocket of my bag to have it 
handy, and there it stayed.  I usually mail at this corner, & I suppose that as I had written the 
letter and had passed the 6th Ave. corner, I tho’t I had done everything there was to be done.  
The stores were jammed and it was enough to drive any one distracted to try to do any thing, 
and mamma cant go ahead, & do as she used to, & I got so nervous I tho’t I should fly.  Among 
other things, she had to get a wrap.  That was the principal reason she wanted me with her.  
Well under the best of circumstances it is the most exasperating thing to shop for if one hasn’t 
much money to spend, and today it was so hard for there were crowds  in every department, of 
every store, and one girl waiting on several persons at once, and it took forever to do any thing 
and if you we laid one thing down a moment, to look at some other style of garment, some one 
grabbed the first one, and when we wanted to compare the two, the first one could not be 
found, and so it went. Every thing was against us, and I had broken my glasses, and my ou old 
ones were almost useless, and I couldn’t half see with them, and altogether had a terrible time, 
and after all, we couldn’t find any thing to suit us, for the trouble is that mamma is just 
between the sizes, & it is almost impossible to get a good fit.  We’d see something we liked, and 



it was always the wrong size and the things they had in the right size were not pretty.  Well I got 
worn out and disgusted, and mamma was thoroughly so, but we wanted to finish the business 
while we were at it, and in the rush & anxiety to have the thing over with, I forgot your letter, 
and brought it home with me.  Mad! Well I should say I was mad, when I discovered what I had 
done.  I rushed wildly to the corner and got it in the box about twelve minutes to six, and hope 
it was in time, but think it very doubtful.  I have seen the postman there later than twelve 
minutes before the hour a great many times, but it isn’t likely that there was any such luck 
tonight, and I fear I lost the mail, and you will have no letter on Sunday.  It couldn’t have 
happened on such an unfortunate day as Friday.  If it had been any other day you it could go 
out in the night mail and you’d get it in the afternoon instead of the morning, but on Sunday 
you cant get any mail in the afternoon.  Do you wonder that I hate myself?  It would have been 
bad enough if I had been kept from writing, but when I had a good chance to write & had it 
finished in plenty of time to mail it for the early mail, and passed several boxes and then failed 
to mail it, (with when I had every thing it in my favor, as far as the letter was concerned) make 
me hate my self.  I cant excuse such stupidness or carelessness.  I have no patience with any 
thing of the sort, and I dont expect you to feel any different about it.  I dont think it would have 
happened if I had been alone, or our experience down town had been different.  I am sure it 
would not have been so, but darling I dont feel that that is any excuse.  I tho’t of you about all 
the time, and kept thinking how we would go about together, and I wondered what you would 
like for you Xmas present, in fact my tho’ts were not on wraps as much as they were about you, 
but that letter went entirely out of my mind, or that is, I felt as I do when I have mailed a letter.  
I may think of the letter, but in a different way after I send it from what I feel before, and tho’ I 
remember thinking of the letter, it was with the feeling that I had sent it.  If by any chance it 
reaches you on Sunday I will be very thankful and so delighted, by but I dont expect anof any 
such good luck, and feel almost sure that you will not get it before Monday, tho’ there is a slight 
chance that you’ll have it, for it was in at exactly 12 minutes to six.  If it had not been for this 
slight chance I would have telegraphed you.  I was about to do it, but concluded that I couldn’t 
explain it in ten words, and as I wasn’t sure that the letter was late, I’d better leave it and run 
the risk, but I feel about sick over it, and cant forgive myself.  My darling[,] your letter this 
afternoon was such a surprise, and was such a lovely surprise, and then to think that I should do 
such a thing.  Oh I have no words bad enough to apply to myself.  I am so glad my Sunday letter 
turned up, and that it helped you.  And my own Harry[,] I am so glad you wrote to Brooks.  It is 
so much better to make sure of seeing him, and this stop at Baltimore will cost us both good 
deal, and I wasn’t at all reconciled to your sp stopping there without any appointment with 
Brooks.  I didn’t want you to take your chance on it for I felt that it would be dreadful for you to 
stop on your way home, and be unsuccessful, & have to go again, and I am so delighted to have 
things settled so that you can be sure of seeing Brooks.  Now I am satisfied, and feel that it is 
right for you to stop, but I didn’t approve of your stopping on an uncertainly, but now I feel that 
it is all right.  My darling Harry[,] I wish I could write more but the interruption has come, 
besides it is late, and time for me to go to bed. 
 With love beyond measure the deepest truest love  
  from your own 
                          Effie. 
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