
          No. 54 West 46th St. 
          N.Y.  Feb. 28th ’86 
My darling darling Harry, 
 Feb[ruary] 28th?  Why then this is Em’s wedding Anniversary.  She was married two 
years ago today.  I hadn’t tho’t of it till I wrote the date.  Darling your letter was on time this 
morning & I hurried home from the P.O. with it.  I am always so anxious to get at the inside, 
that I hardly know how to wait till I get home, but this morning I had something to live on 
during the walk home.  I found something on the outside of the envelope Ө, & that told me a 
lot of things.  I am so glad the new scheme works, for it gives me a better chance, even tho’ I 
haven’t time to write any more, for I can feel easy, and not have to watch the time every 
minute and it is more comfortable to write when I dont have to think of the time.  I am very 
sorry to hear of Miss Weed’s illness.  I hope it isn’t serious.  If it isn’t, it may do her good, for a 
the rest will do her good if she isn’t too sick but if it is anything serious, it would go hard with 
her, I should think, for she dont seem to be in any condition to stand a severe illness, but if it 
isn’t much, [ill.] just enough to keep her from teaching, [ill.] I believe the rest from that will do 
her good.  Ten Eyck is as lively as ever this A.M.  I dont know what ailed him last night.  He was 
hot, & restless, and didn’t seem well, but what ever was has left him.  He is too cunning for 
anything.  He always used to call Ada “Miss Ada.”  His mother told him, while Ada was gone, 
that when she came back he must call her Mrs. Underwood.   He said “No.  Mrs. Underwood 
aint a pitty name.”  His mother told him that he must say it.  You can imagine how we all 
laughed when he called her “Mrs. Underwood Ada.”  He never calls her anything else, and no 
one can persuade him to leave off the Ada.  It sounds very natural to us all now, and no one 
interferes with him any more.  I said “How would you like me to call you Mr. Reynolds, Ten Eyck 
Edwin?”  He said “Well it aint my name.  My name is Edwin Ten Eyck Reynos.”  I said “Well you 
twist Mrs. U’s name all up, & I am going to twist yours all up, & call you Reynolds Ten Eyck.  
How will you like that?”  He said “bang [underlined three times].”  It is too funny the way he 
always points his finger at us and says “bang” if we do any thing he dont like.  He tho’t because 
Ada’s name is Underwood, that Mrs. Hull’s ought to be, and one day he wanted to say 
something to her & called her “Mrs. Underwood Hull.”  I am with Ada so much, & sit next her at 
the table, and so he tho’t that I ought to belong to the family, and one morning when he came 
to breakfast I said “Good morning Ten Eyck.”  He said “Goodmorning Mrs. Underwood Effie.”  
They We explained to him that no one but Ada was Mrs. Underwood, & now he calls us all by 
our right names, but he will say “Mrs. Underwood Ada.”  He is constantly doing and saying the 
cutest things, and we cant help noticing him & laughing at him.  It is a wonder he isn’t spoiled, 
but it dont seem to hurt him a bit.  He is the best child I ever saw.  It is really wonderful how 
good he is.  It is killing to hear him try to work in the big words he hears.  He is constantly 
coming out with some new one.  The other day he saw a picture with lots of soldiers in it.  He 
[ill.] said “Oh mamma just look at all the literary.”  We would not have known what he meant if 
he had not been known if it had not been for his pointing to the soldiers.  He has heard 
someone say military, and he was trying to bring it in.  The other day I was telling some one 
about some thing that had happened, and when they laughed, Ten Eyck turned around & said 
“Effie you are vay (very) giddy.”  Ada is very sick again and is under the doctor’s care.  He says 
she’ll be much better tomorrow, and we hope she’ll be well by Wed[nesday].  It is lucky that the 
opera isn’t tomorrow night for she could not possibly go.  She has taken another frightful cold.  



Her throat is very badly ulcerated, & she had considerable fever, & feels very sick & cant eat a 
thing.  I never saw such a girl for taking cold, and she takes such awful ones.  

Now I must tell you how gay I have been lately.  You know about my going to hear Booth 
on Thurs[day]. night.  Well on Friday night it wa I went to the American Opera.  It was very 
unexpected.  Mr. Underwood didn’t know about Mame’s being here, (because she didn’t come 
till Friday A.M. about 10:30) and that night he brought home tickets for Ada and me.  You know 
we could not carry out our plan for the Friday before, and couldn’t get any seats for the 
following Monday, and so this was to take the place of that the German Opera.  They were all 
broken up about Mame’s coming, for they tho’t they’d get the tickets and then surprise me.   
They were $3.00 apiece, and it was pretty rough not to use them.  I tho’t I couldn’t go and leave 
Mame.  I had been with her all day, except while I finished your letter, & when I went down to 
give Louie Le Brun her lesson, but still I was afraid it would not do.  I was wild to go, but told 
them I tho’t I ought not to go and leave Mame, but as soon as she Mame heard it, she insisted 
on my going, said I would be very foolish to miss it, & she would not want me to stay home on 
her acc’t, so it finally ended in my going.  Ada and I had no trouble about getting there, and she 
felt awful smart to play chaperon.  Mr. Underwood had to go to drill, and it would have made 
him late if he had gone down with us.  We took the Madison Ave. cars, & had only a block to 
walk when we got out.  We enjoyed the opera immensely.  It was a comic opera, funny awfully 
funny, but not idiotic.  It was the “Merry Wives of Windsor” and was taken from Shakespeare’s 
play.  It was capital.  The contralto & baritone & bass voices were beautiful, the soprano very 
fair but not remarkable.  The tenor was a perfect fiend, and his singing and acting were the 
worst you could possibly imagine.  The music was very pretty, very light of course but yet some 
of it was very pretty, but it is very tame beside the German Opera.  This opera of course could 
not be compared with those we have been hearing at the Metropolitan, for it did not pretend 
to be a heavy opera, but we were both delighted.  It was awfully funny, & the acting was really 
wonderful.  Pauline L’Allemand and Miss Jessie Davis took the parts of Mistress Ford, & 
Mistress Page, and their acting was as perfect as any I ever saw.  It was just simply marvelous.  
Whitney & Stoddart were both very good, and both sang beautifully, tho’ Whitney didn’t have 
half a chance.  As far as the English opera is concerned I dont take much stock in it.  We would 
have understood as much if it had been in German or Italian or even Chinese.  We did catch a 
word now and then, but not often enough to give us any sense to the thing, but the acting was 
so perfect we could guess from that just what they were doing.  Mr. Underwood met us, and 
we had a great time getting home.  I wonder if you have heard of the frightful wind we have 
been having the last two days.  They say it is the worst wind there has ever been here.  It was 
terrible when I went out in the afternoon but it was worse when we came out of the Academy 
after the opera.  We were standing on the corner waiting for a car, and having hard work to 
keep on our feet, when there came a terrible gust, worse than any we had had.  It knocked me 
off the sidewalk, and slung Ada up against a lamp post, and even Mr. Underwood couldn’t 
steady himself, and was blown almost as far as I was.  Fortunately we all managed to keep on 
our feet.  Mr. U[nderwood]. got in the middle, and took a tight hold of on our arms, and even 
then we could hardly get along.  We took a cross town car & rode to 6th Ave. (the wind wasn’t 
so bad on the Aves.) then took the 6th Ave. car to Burn’s, (Mr. U[nderwood]. was bound to have 
some supper) and as it is so near here, he said we’d be all right, for the block on the Ave 
wouldn’t be bad, & the bad part from the car home we’d have anyhow.  We had a very nice 



supper and got home ___ well I dont know what time it was, but it is safe to say that it was 
either very late at night, or very early in the morning.   

Yesterday Mame left.  We invited her to say longer but she said Dele was expecting her 
& she must go, that she had sent her trunk right from the Grand Central to the N.J. Central 
depot and she would have to start that Sat[urday]. afternoon.  I told her she could have my 
opera ticket if she’d stay, but she said she could not do it.  I decided not to go to the opera 
yesterday for I tho’t it was kind of mean to go off the night before, and wouldn’t do to go again.  
And I did not say a word about it, but finally Mame asked me what time I’d have to start, and 
then I told her I was not going.  She said “Not going?  Why not?  You are not going to stay home 
on my acc’t for I wont let you do anything of the sort.  I’d only be here about an hour after you 
left.  I suppose it commences at two & I’d have to leave at three, & it would be absurd to stay 
and waste your ticket for that.”  And so I was finally persuaded to go.  I felt sort of cheap about 
it, but she insisted on it both times, and said she didn’t want me to miss it, and would feel very 
uncomfortable if I did so I tho’t as long as mamma and Jule were here I’d go.  I enjoyed Rienzi 
better than before, but my criticism is the same as before.  Parts of it are perfectly beautiful, 
but taken as whole, I must say I like it less than any of Wagner’s operas, that I have heard.  And 
now about Mame.  The story of her broken engagement is too long for a letter.  It is all the 
strangest mess I ever heard of.  She says she will never renew it again, but I have heard her say 
that before, and talk about him just as much or even worse than she did this time, and so I dont 
know why I have reason to believe that it will never be renewed again.  I hope not, and I had a 
talk with Mame, and gave her a pile of advice on the subject.  I didn’t know how she’d take it, 
but it seemed to strike her as very sound, and she said “Effie I believe you are right, and I will do 
what you suggest, for I believe it is the best way.”  I cant tell you about it now.  It is too long a 
story, but I’ll tell you next summer if you want to hear about it.  Mame seems a great deal more 
like herself, but all this affair has changed her, and I dont think that she will ever be quite the 
same again.  It has been going on now for just about eight years.  It w is eight years, (or will be 
within a month) since she first became engaged, (she didn’t tell me this but I remember that it 
was quite early in the spring of ’78[)] and ever since then she has been different.  She wasn’t 
quite 18 then, all her & her character wasn’t settled then (tho’ she really knew her own mind 
better than she does now).  If she could have gone on as she began, she would have made a 
very different woman, but Conkling turned her head, & she has always been changed since 
then.  This thing going on for eight years, and especially those years, when a girl usually gets 
over her being a school girl and settles into some thing.  I think it is a very important time, and a 
girl’s character is formed more by what happens during the 8 y[ea]rs (from 18 to 25 or 6) Mame 
has been wasting.  She had to act so much, that she isn’t natural, and her tastes are not at all 
what they would have been if her mind and heart had been at ease.  (She says it has kept her 
unsettled and worried and miserable about all the time,) and of course she has felt that she 
must have excitement to take her mind off of it and now she wants to be everlastingly going 
somewhere & doing something and having a “jolly time.”  She is always talking about a “jolly 
time” & it has grown to be one of her chief aims.  She dont seem to be grieving over Conkling 
the least bit, but her character has changed, & always will be very different from what it started 
to be, and she has gotten into that state where she feels that a “jolly time” is a necessity, and if 
she cant get up an excitement one way she will do it another.  When she cant have it at home 
she will go away from home.  She didn’t say anything like this to me but I can see it plain 



enough, for I knew her so thoroughly before.  Really she has a great deal more nonsense about 
her than Ada has, & cares more for style and show.  She has lots of good traits too and they 
showed out plainer this time than they have for a long time.  She didn’t say much about our 
engagement, hardly mentioned it.  Some how or other some thing came up about engagement 
rings, & I know how she is, & knew she’d  think it was funny I didn’t wear one, and would of 
course blame you for it, and never dream that I was the one who had dared to do anything that 
other people didn’t do.  She wanted a ring bad enough but Conkling was too mean & close to 
get one.  He talked about it, but never got it, & he was always telling her what he was going to 
do, but he never gave her a thing.  Even a Xmas present was an unheard of thing.  He took it out 
in talking about big things, but never has given her as much as a Christmas card.  Well I was 
afraid she might judge this case by her own, & I just let her understand that you were just the 
other way and that you were inclined to do too much, and that my trouble was to hold you 
back, and I told her how much you did, and told her why I didn’t have a ring, that you had 
spoken of it ever so many times, and would have gotten it if it hadn’t been for me, that I didn’t 
want you to, & had said so much against it that you didn’t get it, but that you had brought up 
the subject again last summer, and every time I said I’d rather not have it, & that this winter 
you had offered it again, but that I had said again that I didn’t want it.  She said “Ef Loag you are 
the funniest girl I ever saw.  I think you were a goose not to take it.  Why every one has them, & 
it is so nice to have one to keep.  Why what possessed you any way?”  I said “I dont think it was 
foolish at all, and what every body else does, has nothing to do with it.  They can do as they 
like.  I dont regret it at all.  Of course, as you say, it is a nice keepsake, and all that, and I agree 
with you about that, but I will have a wedding ring, and will always keep that, and that will be 
enough, & an engagement ring would not make me one bit happier.”  I know she tho’t  I was an 
awful goose but I didn’t care.  I am sure that she doesn’t care for an engagement ring on acc’t 
of the sentiment, but cares for it as an ornament.  She is very fond of jewelry, and I think she 
would wear a great deal if she only had it.  but I guess she understood that the reason I didn’t 
have an engagement ring, wasn’t the same as the reason she never had one.  I wanted her to 
know that.  If I am a goose about it, as she says, I dont want her to blame you for it, and I told 
her it was all my own fault, and that I didn’t want it.  Darling I am feeling so much better than I 
did awhile ago, ever so much better.  I am not contented or very happy, but I am not utterly 
miserable.  I have braced up as you told me to, but am looking forward to June just as anxiously 
as ever.  I am feeling perfectly well again, & haven’t an ache or a pain any where, not even a 
cold, or a fever sore, and I cant tell you how nice it seems to be perfectly well, for the truth is I 
haven’t been like myself for a number of weeks, and I felt so badly I really was afraid I was 
going to have a fit of sickness.  I took as much care of myself as I could, and I was better to keep 
going.  I really believe I would have been real sick if I had let myself, but I tried to fight it off & 
not give in, and you see I have succeeded wonderfully.   

Oh darling what a question you asked at the end of your letter.  It was so absurd when 
you know the answer perfectly well.  Darling I am sorry that you are feeling so blue over the 
folks at M[adison].  I agree with you about Mag’s letters.  They are bright, but not at all 
satisfactory, and so any thing that she gets off, that would be strike you as bright, if her letter 
was more satisfactory, is only an aggravation, and makes you mad.  I dont wonder at it at all, for 
we both know that she could do better, but darling I tho’t Carrie wrote a real nice letter.  Your 
father’s are always good & I do wish he would be was able to write often.  I think you ought to 



have one letter from home every week, & it would be a very easy matter for Carrie & Mag to 
write every other week, and I wish they would, and write good letters, but I really liked Carrie’s 
letter, tho’ it was rough to have every thing else done first, but I dont think she meant any 
thing, and when people dont write often they are very apt to do that way, but I have written 
before about this.  Now my darling I have got to stop. 

With deepest love and a boundless amount Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө 
        from your 
             Effie. 
       
 
 
 


