
        [February 16, 1885] 
 
[Written upside down at the top of the letter:] Enclosed scrafs scrap cut from the 
Tribune isn’t at all a show of cheek.  Doesn’t it prove what I said about the fizzle? 
 
Dearest Dearest Dearest Harry, 
        Mamma doesn’t want me to take my hand out of soak long enough to write.  
Isn’t it too bad I had to have this last misfortune?  If it could only be my left hand it 
would not be so bad, but to have my right hand bunged up makes me almost helpless, 
for I cant depend at all on my left hand.  It is so stupid and clumsy.  I’m writing this with 
my thumb & 3rd & 4th fingers.  It looks pretty [ill.] tough, but if you’ll try it you’ll find it 
isn’t an easy thing to do.  Mamma said I must not try to write, but tho’ it is wrong to 
disobey her I cant help it.  She is down stairs and I cant let such a good chance go.  She 
hasn’t sealed her letter and I can slip this in it, & wont have to give myself away by 
asking her to address it for me.  I must write this scrap & send you a whole heart full of 
love and all I have kept over for you for the last few days.  If I dont send it my heart will 
burst for it is overflowing now & there is more coming all the time, and I must send it to 
you.  I cant hold it, for I haven’t room for the supply of so many days.  Your letters were 
so lovely & did me a world of good.  They came at just the right time, and cheered me 
up lots.  I must own up and tell you I have had the blues.  Mamma has caught me, and 
oh if she isn’t mad.  Isn’t it awful about Dr. Damrosch?  Mamma has written you, and I 
will send a paper to you.  It is strange that the last work he did was to conduct a 
rehearsal for the Requiem of Verdi’s, that the Oratorio & Symphony Societies were to 
give this week.  I hope to be able to write soon.  My finger is not near as painful as it has 
been, but is very much inflamed and looks so angry, and is hot & kicks & throbs like 
sixty, but it is so much better that I think I’ll come out all right, and will escape having a 
felon.  I dont know when your bag will be finished, for it (my finger) wont be so I can 
sew for a week or two, so you see you’ll have to wait awhile.   
     Goodbye with fondest, deepest love and oceans of it 
                from your own devoted 
                          Effie. 
 
Many thanks for Valentine.  It was the nicest thing you could have sent.  Mamma is 
disgusted with me for not minding her, and told me to stop at once, and now she is 
getting pretty mad.  Hope to take my finger out of hot witch hazel tomorrow & give my 
lessons.  Hoped to do it today but had to give it up.   
 


