
                                                                                                             No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                N.Y. Jan. 18th 1886 
My own darling darling Harry,   
          I sent a package to you this afternoon by the American Express.  There isn’t much in it, 
only the box of wedding cake, and three packages of paper slips, your gloves, and your black 
velvet ornaments (?), and a note from me.  Even the note dont amount to much, for I had so 
little time I couldn’t do much, but I tho’t  you would be glad of even a short note, and would be 
glad to find one in the package.  I wish I had had another box of cake to send you, but as there 
was so little, I want you to keep it all yourself, and not treat anyone, for if you try to divide it 
with any one, it wont do you, or the other one, any good for you wouldn’t either one of you get 
enough to taste.  Now I know you, & know if I dont say a word you’ll go and give most of it 
away, and not keep even a mouthful for yourself, and so I am going to give you my orders about 
it.  It was my box of cake, (but you needn’t feel bad about taking it, for you know well enough 
that I never eat fruit and wouldn’t touch the cake) and I didn’t send it by express for any one’s 
benefit but yours.  It is my treat and I suppose I have a right to treat who ever I like, and I dont 
want you to give any of it away.  Now you needn’t feel that is selfish to keep it all yourself, for 
you can put the blame on me.  It is my cake and you are eating it for me, & you haven’t 
anything to say about it.  If I could send you a lot of it, I wouldn’t think you of giving you any 
orders about what you should do with it, but should let you do whatever you pleased with it, 
but as there is only such a little bit I want you to have it all.  I know if I didn’t go for you like this, 
you’d treat with it as far as it would go, and I suppose you’ll be miserable because you cant give 
Miss Whipple part of it, but I wont allow it.  I am so glad Miss Weed is more like herself this 
term, for it was rather uncomfortable to have her like she was last term, and I do hope she 
wont get like that again.  I dont wonder at it much tho’ for I suppose she was very much 
worried.  I do hope her eyes will not trouble her any more and I hope she wont have such a 
hard time again.  I wish she’d help you as she did last year, and ask you up to her room often, 
for it would brighten you up, to go up there and play cards, and talk, & it would be nice to have 
a night for that as well as a night for reading. 

Bessie Stoddart was here this afternoon while I was out.  I felt so sorry to miss her.  I 
haven’t seen her for a perfect age, and last night after mailing your letter I wrote her a note, 
but didn’t mail it till this afternoon.  It was funny we both happened to be struck about the 
same time.  I am sorry to see so little of her for I am very fond of her, but it takes so long to go 
way up to 131st St.  What do you think?  I have had another letter from Ada, a real nice long 
one.  I wrote her on Friday night just before I went to bed.  I spent a good part of the evening 
one mamma’s bed, but before I went up to bed (I told you about my rooming with Mrs. Hull) I 
sat down and scratched off a letter to Ada.  I hardly felt equal to it but wanted her to get it 
before they left Phila [Philadelphia].  She got it either Sat[urday]. night or yesterday A.M. and 
she answered it yesterday, and I got it this morning in the first mail.  Isn’t she lovely to think of 
me, or rather isn’t she lovely to take time to write to me during her wedding trip?  This makes 
the second letter in less than a week.  Oh darling Harry[,] I cant settle down to write a decent 
letter for my time is so short and I have to keep track of it all the time, so I wont miss the mail, 
and it just breaks me all up to write  on time.  The mails always go before I am near ready to 
have them go.  Oh Harry I long so for you that it is hard to write any way.  I know I am worse 
than usual this term, and I cant seem to settle down and make the best of things, and it seems 



as tho’ I have so little time for writing.  It would not be so hard if I could have time to write 
satisfactory letters, but I always have to write in more or less of a hurry, and that makes me all 
the more dissatisfied with my letters, but I do all I possibly can.  Darling this isn’t a much, but it 
is about time for me to mail it.  Dont it seem idiotic for me to take a whole hour to write such a 
miserable thing?  And yet that is just the time it has taken, and now I must go.  I hoped I could 
do more in an hour, but I’m such a poke.   
    Oh darling I send you so much love, and such lots of kisses, all you want of both. 
           Ever your own 
                 true & loving  
                                Effie. 
 
Mamma sends much love.  She has been feeling very sad all day.  It is just 20 y[ea]rs since papa 
died.  


