
Monday A.M. 
[December 15, 1884] 

Dearest Harry,        
      This letter is not very connected, and every thing is put so clumsily, but I guess you’ll 
know that my love for you remains unchanged.  Another thing I want to speak of is this.  In 
telling of the demands on my time I have put it in a wrong light, as tho’ I tho’t every body was 
fighting for me.  To say the least of it it sounds conceited, but I dont mean it so.  You speak too 
in your last letter of my being so popular.  It isn’t that I am popular at all, or because people are 
so devoted to me.  Dont imagine such a thing, or that I meant to imply any thing so absurd, but 
they make a fuss, because I am a noisy specimen and keep them awake, and they miss the 
noise.  They have become used to it and think while they are so they’d rather have it right along 
so they dont notice it, because other wise it disturbs them.  You know how it is with the noises 
in the street.  After you get used to them you dont mind them, and dont notice them, but after 
you have been away from them for a time they annoy you awfully when you first come back to 
the city.  You see you are not the only one who compares me to the noises of the street tho’ I 
didn’t think of that when I began this accounting for their wanting to have me around.  Then 
too there are people here who are like you in one other respect.  They have such bad taste that 
they like my playing & insist on having doses of it now & then, but these two reasons are the 
main ones.  I know it.  I dont think it is because I’m so popular.  Goodbye with love, E.M.L. 
 


