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                                                                             N.Y. Jan. 12th 1886 
My own darling darling Harry 
    I am very sorry but this cant we be more than a short note, written in a great hurry.  This 
house is in a perfect uproar, and the excitement is up almost to the highest pitch, and 
tomorrow I suppose it will be at the very highest possible pitch, and I am afraid any chances for 
writing will be even slimmer than they have been today, for there are about ten thousand 
things to do.  The presents have been pouring in by the wholesale.  I never saw any thing like it, 
and they are all so elegant, some of them magnificent, not a common thing in the whole lot.  
Ada is wild with excitement, and has a fearful headache tonight.  Oh darling I have wished at 
least a thousand times that you could be here with us, and dear Ada in the midst of her 
excitement, and flurry, has tho’t & spoken of you so many times & said “Oh Effie if Harry could 
only be here, I do wish it had been possible.  I feel awfully about it.”  Mrs. Hull too has spoken 
of it at least half a dozen times, and darling it has pleased me so.  You cant appreciate it quite as 
I can, for you have no idea of the excitement, and I tell you they cant [ill.] think of anything that 
is of no importance and a good many important things are forgotten, but you, my darling, 
haven’t been forgotten by any means and they have proved how much they care for you, for 
they have spoken of you over and over again, and without my forcing it or saying a thing to 
suggest it.  They have really talked about you more than I, but I guess I got ahead on the 
thinking.  I have been thinking about you all the time, and longing so for you.  Oh my own 
darling[,] I have had no letter today.  This storm has played the very mischief with our letters.  I 
suppose it has just as bad at your end.  I have been so disappointed.  The excitement couldn’t 
take my mind off of it & I have kept hoping it would come in a later mail, but have given up 
now.  I wish I had time to tell you all I am longing to tell.  If I had time I could write about 
“steen” sheets, but as it is I cant write more than this sheet full.  Darling if it is a possible thing 
to write tomorrow, I will do it, you may be sure, but I cant send more than a note I fear, and 
Thurs[day]. is such a busy day.  I have so many lessons so I cant promise you a good letter 
before  Sunday but darling dont imagine that you are forgotten, for I’ll think of you all the time, 
and will want to write bad enough, and will feel dreadfully if I cant.  So you mustn’t blame me if 
things dont go just right, for I promise to do all I possibly can, and you must take the will for the 
deed.  Darling you see the paper has come.  It came tonight and I am so glad to get it.  And now 
I must tell you something funny.  No bill came with it.  I looked for one, but there wasn’t any.  I 
dont know what to do about it.  Will you please ask Will Q. to have the bill sent to me, so that I 
can settle it.  I dont know whether the package came by express, or anything about it, and no 
one else knows.  They thought it was another present for Ada, and didn’t discover it was for me 
till after the man was gone.  The slips for you are all right.  I may send them to you the last of 
the week, or some time next week with a box of Ada’s wedding cake.  My darling boy[,] I hate 
to say good [ill.] bye, but I suppose I must.  I’ll write you all about the wedding presents etc. as 
soon as I have time to do the subject justice.  I am not sure that chance will come before 
Sunday but I hope it will.  You know I go to Orange on Friday. 
    With love beyond expression & Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ      

Ever your own Effie. 


