
         No. 51 West 37th St. 
         N.Y. May 21st 1886. 
My darling darling Harry, 
 This has been an unlucky day for me, and I am all used up, have a horrible sick 
headache, and am all tired out.  My pocket book has been stolen & I have been on the rampage 
to try and get it, but have failed utterly.  There was $31.00 in money, & a check for $15.00.  
Thank fortune I hadn’t had the check cashed, or that much more would have been gone, but I 
have stopped the payment at the bank, and so I will probably not lose the $15.00, but the other 
thing makes me mad, and sick, & every thing else.  Just when I needed every cent, & after all 
my hard work it is too much to be calm over.  When I got up this morning I felt wretchedly, and 
not able to go down town, but I tho’t I must go, for I had left every thing till today, so that I 
could have the whole day, & take my time, & not have to rush my self to death.  There were all 
the linings, & thread, & silk, & buttons, & a whole lot of other things, & I simply had to go and 
get them.  I to took the money down.  I didn’t need it all, but as I never had an accident before 
with my money, I never tho’t of such a thing.  Well in one store, where I bought my linings, 
there was a terrible crowd, and I suppose that that was where the thing was taken, for I missed 
it in that store, & I know I had it when I went in there.  It is not only a great loss to me, but it is a 
dreadful mortification, and I am all broken up.  It is tough luck.  I went there because it is a 
place where they sell linings and so on very cheap, but I wish now that I had gone to a swell 
store and I bet it wouldn’t have been so jammed & the thing would not have happened, but 
there is no use crying over spilt milk.  I went there, and it wont do any good to wish that I 
hadn’t.  I am disgusted, and about sick, but there is nothing to do now but to make the best of 
it.  I had bought a very nice new pocket book a short time ago, and that of course is gone too.  I 
had a great time, but will tell you about it in another letter, but wont have time now.  Darling 
your dear letter came this A.M. and was so very very welcome and I enjoyed it so much.  It has 
been the only good thing the whole day.  Mamma was just lovely when I came home & told her.  
The most natural thing for most people would have been to go to work & reproach me, but she 
didn’t seem to blame me at all, & said it was too bad after all my hard work to earn it, but said I 
mustn’t worry about it.  She didn’t think I could help it.  I dont think so myself, but I do think 
that if I hadn’t felt so sick and miserable, & had not felt as tho’ I hardly knew how to crawl 
along, that I might have caught the miserable thief.  I know that I wasn’t keeping as good a 
watch on my bag as usual, for I really felt sort of weak & faint, and didn’t know whether I was 
going to be able to carry out my plans or not, and I believe if I hadn’t been so utterly used up 
the thing couldn’t have been done.  It was an awful shock when I found that the pocket book 
had been taken out of my bag.  Darling the plan of the room gave me a very good idea of it, and 
I think it is even better than I had supposed.  I dont want to make any suggestions now, for I 
think it will be so much nicer to wait & talk it all over, & make our plans together, even if we will 
have to pay for it, by not having f things done this summer without our having the muss & 



bother.  I’d rather wait and talk it over, even if it will delay its being done till after we get out 
there next fall.  I wont mind it.  I am getting hardened to that sort of thing.  We have had too 
much of it going on here ever since we came, and any how it wont be half as much bother and 
worry as havin I have had today, and I wont mind if it has to be done after we get there.  I hope 
if we cant have the other room, we can have the closet, for and I think your room with a closet 
will do very well, & be mighty comfortable.  Darling I know the carpet will do.  I dont mind its 
being faded, and if the colors are in pretty, I will be perfectly satisfied.   The only thing that I 
tho’t of was that if the colors & pattern were regular eye sores it would be nicer to get rid of it 
& rig up some kind of a thing to take its place, but if it is only faded it wont make a bit of 
difference.  I have made so many plans for making the room pretty,   & I tho’t if the carpet was 
one of those hideous dutch things (which one often sees, & which would be about what you 
have led me to expect of Indiana savages) that I couldn’t possibly make a the room look pretty, 
no matter what I did, but as it is not such a carpet as I tho’t it might be, I am satisfied, perfectly 
so, & if the carpet is faded I dont care a cent.  Now my own precious darling boy[,] I must stop, 
& rush out with this, or it wont reach you on Sunday.  I would have been home earlier if it 
hadn’t been for my misfortune, but I had to go to the McD[onald]’s to see about the check, & 
then way down to Pine St[reet]. and did not get home till four o’clock.   Darling this isn’t decent 
letter for Sunday or any other day for that matter, but under the circumstances it is the best I 
can do, & I hope you’ll make lots of allowances for me.  Oh darling I send you just as much love 
with it as tho’ it was the best kind of a letter, and you know[,] my own Harry[,] how much that 
is.  I cant tell you, for I cant measure it, but you will know all about it if you will only look at your 
own heart, and I feel the same love for you that you do for me.  Now darling goodbye  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  
Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  yours forever 

    Effie. 
   
 


