
                                                                                                             No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                   N.Y. Jan. 23rd 1886. 
My own darling darling Harry, 
            Your letter this morning came on time, and it was just lovely.  I am glad the Express 
package reached you on Wednesday.  The letter in it was an extra, as you know by this time.  I 
am very sorry that you didn’t get your regular letter on Mon Wednesday, but you will know the 
cause of the delay before this letter can reach you, for I have already explained about it, but 
there is just one more thing to say about it, and that is that the watch was to blame.  I dont 
know whether the hands catch, or what ails the thing.  I only know it cuts up the worse capers.  
It seems to go all right for a time, and then suddenly loses a lot of time.  I didn’t know it when I 
wrote before, but I have found out since that there is no dependence to be placed on it.  I guess 
it will have to be sent back to Newark.  Mamma’s medicine seemed to be a very bad thing for it.  
It was more serious than the man tho’t at first & he says if it had been left a day, it would have 
been ruined, and she couldn’t have done anything with it, but he said we needn’t worry about 
it now, that he had to put in a new hair spring, and that it was a troublesome thing, because it 
had to be shortened gradually and he said that we might have to bring it out to him again, but 
that when the spring was once settled, the watch  would be all right.  We are glad of this, for it 
is a very fine watch and it would be terrible if it was ruined.  I suppose my letter reached you on 
Tuesday, and that you rec’d two letters in the same mail.  I suppose the cake was disposed of 
before you got the letter, and all my orders about it were altogether too late.  I supposed you’d 
get the letter I sent on Monday night, as soon, or possibly sooner than you did the package, for 
packages are not apt to be delivered promptly.  I am glad if you enjoyed that little taste of cake, 
and sorry you didn’t have more.  You didn’t wish you had more, any more than I wished I had 
more to send.  I wished I had a dozen boxes for you, but tho’t one box would be better than 
none, & I’d give you a taste any how.  I hope you didn’t give anyone else a taste, but [ill.] kept 
the little there was for yourself.  Harry aren’t you ashamed of yourself for sending those stamps 
to pay for the expressage, or for the slips either?  I think that was the worst I ever heard of, and 
you can just take your stamps.  I didn’t find .40 worth.  There were sixteen stamps.  The others 
may have dropped out, but I haven’t been able to find them, and think perhaps you didn’t send 
but sixteen.  Anyway I’ll send back what I found, & if the rest come to light I’ll send the others in 
another letter.  I’ll find them, for I opened the letter in our room, and so the missing stamps 
must be there, if you haven’t got them, or rather if you you sent them in the letter (if you didn’t 
send them, you have probably used those four stamps before this, and so you haven’t got them 
now anyway) for I opened and read the letter there, & there as no chance to lose the stamps 
any where else.  If you have lost 4 stamps by your foolish performance, I wont make them 
good, for you ought to be punished for sending them, and it would serve you right if I charged 
you for the expressage & slips both, but I’m not going to do it, for I know it would not be taken 
in the right spirit.  You would not take it as a punishment.  It would suit you too well, but I have 
another punishment for you that I guess you’ll take as it is meant.  I am not going to send the 
letter you left in the chair, back to you.  This isn’t to punish you for your carelessness about the 
letter, for I told you I’d forgiven that, but to punish you for daring to send those stamps.  You 
are a bad boy, and it shocks me to find out that you dont know that it wasn’t the proper thing 
to.  I will never tell any body about it for they’d think the West had demoralized you.  Why 
darling! didn’t you know better?  You surely wouldn’t have tho’t of paying Mrs. Hull for the 



cake, which cost her .32 a box.  Now dont you see that it was just as bad for you to send me the 
money for my part, as to sen pay her for the cake, but I am so glad you happened to hit me 
instead of her, for she’d think you were awfully green.  But darling joking aside, I understand 
that there was no danger of your doing anything so dreadful as to offer to pay for the cake, and 
you know that I understand that it wasn’t greenness that made you send me the money, or the 
stamps, but simply the same old tune that has troubled you before.  You think that I ought not 
to spend a cent for you, but you can go on & spend any amount on me.  You always act just so 
whenever I do spend any of my money on you, and I guess I have a right to spend my own 
money as I choose, but it seems to break you up if I do a thing for you, and you were not 
satisfied to let me give you those slips that were of no use to me.  Well you have got to brace 
up and make the best of it, and the next time I send you a package dont you dare to do 
anything so shocking as to send pay for the expressage.  Oh Harry! so you hadn’t missed that 
letter of mine, and didn’t know you had left it, till I told you about it, and now that I have told 
you, you dont even know which one it was.  Well well that is the “most unkindest cut” of all, 
and if it isn’t any more important to you I guess you’ll be as happy without it.  Darling I’ll take 
care of it for you, and wont destroy it, and when you come home I’ll show it to you, but I wont 
promise to give it to you, for I dont believe you care much for it, but if you do really care for it, 
and can remember which one it was, I may possibly consider the thing.  I dont think that I am 
punishing you very severely, and you may not think it a punishment at all, and then I’ll feel 
cheap.  Mr. and Mrs. Underwood returned yesterday afternoon.  We are all so glad to have Ada 
home again.  I realize her marriage less than ever now.  It dont seem possible that she is Mrs. 
Underwood, and when any one calls her so, it almost scares me.  She takes it as calmly as tho’ it 
had been her name always.  I haven’t had much chance to see her yet.  Of course I have seen 
her a good deal, but we haven’t had a good visit alone since she came back.  Mr. U. had to go 
out last night & so Mrs. Hull & Ada and I had a nice time together.  It was almost as good as 
having her alone, but not quite.  I would have left Ada & her mother alone, if I hadn’t had a u 
invitation to spend the evening with them, for I felt that they might want to be alone, but they 
made a special point of my being with them, and I knew they wanted me, for if they had not, 
they wouldn’t have asked me.  It isn’t their style to do anything of the sort, and I was very glad I 
could go.  Darling I had such a lovely day at the Stoddarts.  I always do have a good time there.  
Bessie and her mother are so thoroughly congenial, and the more I see them, the more I admire 
them.  They are both perfectly fascinating to me.  We had a lovely visit, all of us together, and 
then Bessie and I had about half an hour or more alone, and we did have such a nice talk.  She is 
very much pleased with you, and said some very nice things about you.  I have a lot to tell you 
about it in my letter tomorrow, but there wont be time for it now.  I commenced this letter 
when I came home from my lesson this A.M. be and hoped to finish it before lunch, and mail it 
on my way to the opera, but I had a dreadful pile of bad luck, and didn’t have [ill.] a chance to 
write much, and so here it is still instead of being one the way to you, and now you cant get it 
till Monday night.  I have been writing for some time now, and know that there isn’t much time 
left, so I must leave a great deal I would like to say now, for my letter tomorrow.  I have been 
wanting to tell you about the opera we heard last Saturday.  I enjoyed it very very much.  The 
opera today was “Le Prophete.”  I had never heard it before, and parts of it I enjoyed 
exceedingly.  Brandt has a fine chance in it and she was perfectly wonderful.  You know I have 
tho’t her a wonderful artiste.  I liked her singing, that is her way of singing, tho’ there were 



some notes in her voice that were anything but pleasing, and I was not perfectly carried away 
with her voice.  In fact some times it sort of jarred me, but yet I liked her method of singing, and 
always considered her a fine actress.  Well, her voice sounded beautiful when I heard her as 
Astaroth in the [ill.] “Queen of Sheba.”  I began to feel very much like raving over her, and last 
week as Magdalena in “Die Meistersinger” I was very delighted with her, but today I heard her 
when she really had a chance and she was superb.  Her voice was magnificent, and her acting 
wonderful.  Either I didn’t hear her to good advantage last year, & when she was in her best 
voice, or else I am getting educated enough to appreciate her.  At any rate I am as enthusiastic 
as any one now, but I’ll finish this opera business tomorrow.  There was a good deal in the 
opera that I didn’t like at all, but there was lots that I was just about wild over.  It always makes 
me feel so dreadfully because you cant hear them too.  You would enjoy them so much, & it 
would be so lovely if we could see them together, and we’d have such good times talking them 
over, and it would be next best thing to hearing them over again.  Oh darling there isn’t a time 
when I dont miss you.  I want you so awfully, and long for you all the time, but some time things 
will be very different and we’ll have each other all the time.  I wish we could skip the next few 
moths dont you?  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Oh darling I must go now.  I hate to go, but it is our fate 
just now to be forced to say goodbly goodbye, and even writing must be interrupted and sp 
stopped by that dreadful word. 
      With deepest love & devotion  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ 
                           Ever your own  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ 
                                       Effie.  Ɵ  Ɵ 
 


