
                                                                                                             54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                         N.Y. Jan. 14th 1886. 
My own darling darling, Harry, 
    Well the great event is over, and if anything, the house is in greater confusion than ever, 
but the excitement has died down.  I cannot realize that Ada is married.  I saw the whole thing 
done, and even signed my name to the Marriage Certificate as witness, but yet I do not realize 
that Ada is Mrs. Underwood.  You will have to begin to practice her new name in private or 
you’ll forget and call her Miss Hull.  I am so thankful that I call her by her first name, and dont 
have the bother of changing for I know that [ill.] nine times out of ten I’d forget to call her Mrs. 
Underwood.   My own darling boy[,] I felt so sorry that I couldn’t send you even a note 
yesterday.  I know that you cant quite understand how much there was to do, but I know you’ll 
believe me when I say that I couldn’t write, and that you wont blame me a bit.  I got your dear 
precious letter about 10:30 A.M. and had a hard time finding a quiet place to read it, but I did 
manage it, and without waiting very long after it came, for I couldn’t wait long.  I was so wild to 
read it.  In the same mail with it came your letter to mamma, and your note to Ada.  She did not 
seem to have any trouble in reading your writing, and didn’t come to me for help.  She didn’t 
show it to me, but I suppose it was because she didn’t have a chance, but she said “I had a very 
nice note from Harry.”  I cant take time now to tell you about the wedding, for I am dreadfully 
hurried.  I will only say that Ada was the prettiest bride I ever saw.  She looked perfectly 
beautiful, and if any thing could be lovelier than her looks, her actions may [ill.] have been so, 
but to me she was perfect in everything, and the whole affair passed off smoothly, not a hitch, 
not a thing was wrong, but the details I’ll have to leave for another time.  My Friday’s letter I 
must write tonight, and I dont know that I will have any sort of luck, for mamma is very tired, 
and half sick, and she will probably make a B line for the basement the moment dinner is over, 
and she is in such a state that I have got to go slow, & be careful, for she is so worn out, it 
wouldn’t take much to upset her completely, but  I hope I can send you something decent for 
Sunday.  If I cant my darling[,] wont you please take the will for the deed?  I am just wild to 
write you a long long letter and will be awfully disappointed if I cant.  I want to for my own sake 
as well as yours, but principally because I know you’ll need it, for I haven’t had a chance to 
write a decent letter for several days and I know you will be anxious for a long one on Sunday, 
and darling you shall have it if I can possibly manage it.  There hasn’t been one quiet spot in the 
house for the last three days, and even this miserable note has been written under difficulties.  
I commence it this A.M. hoping to send it by the early evening mail.  It is now nearly dinnertime, 
& I am just home from the Le Brun’s.  Oh darling, a weddings  to does stir up an entire house 
and upsets every thing & every body for several days before, and every thing is in a terrible 
state afterwards.  If we have any sort of a wedding, you’ll see how it is, all but the mess after 
wards.  We’ll be out of that, and that is the worst part, and the most trouble.  Oh darling how I 
did long & long & long for you.  I wanted so much to write and tell you so about it but I could do 
nothing but take it out in wishing.  Of course it all made me think of our wedding.  Darling of 
course it cant be any thing like as swell as Ada’s.  It will be very simple, even if we decide to 
have a good many people, but I do hope that every thing will go as nicely.  I know we’ll be as 
happy as they were, and are bound to be so.  I  dont worry over that, but I do hope that it will 
all be pleasant & the entertainment will be a pleasure to us and to our friends, so that it will be 
something we will all like to look back to, and think about.  Ada’s will always be lovely to 



remember.  Carrie enjoyed it so much & they were so lovely to [ill.] her & so thoughtful, and 
Carrie was just delighted.  Now my own darling boy[,] I must leave you.  I do hate to, but I must.  
Will write as soon as possible, answer your letters, and tell you all the news.  With love love 
love love, endless love 
         from your own 
                           Effie. 
 
P.S.   

I got the bill from Dennison & Brown.  It was $5.00.  Will pay at once.  Carrie bought a 
package of it.  She went back to Roseville this afternoon.  I tried to persuade her to stay till 
tomorrow, but she said she couldn’t.  She had promised Aunt Mag to go back.  Goodbye again 
my own Harry.  With more love, more than I cant can measure. 
        Ever your own loving, 
                         Effie. 
      (over) 
Enclosed you will find a letter from Reg to Ten Eyck.  Isn’t it killing?  I guess it was all his own 
doing.  He printed it, and I guess he composed it himself, without any suggestions from any 
one, tho’ he has probably overheard some conversation about us.  I send it because I suppose it 
will amuse you as it did me.  I hope you can make it out.  I am really going this time.  Good bye 
      E.M.L. 


