
                                                                                                     No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                          N.Y. Feb 6th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
         I am in the most desperate hurry and the most horrible humor this A.M.  Have given my 
8:30 lesson and just came home to write a line to you, before going to Orange.  I must start in 
quarter of an hour.  From there I go to Madison to stay till tomorrow afternoon.  Cant spend 
Sunday on account of my early lesson Monday Morning.  I’m so mad about my letter I dont 
know what to do.  We went to Harlem last evening and left there at 9:40, & should have been 
home at ten o’clock, or at the latest 10:05, and I tho’t I could have two whole hours to write.  
Something happened to some train ahead of us (we couldn’t learn just what) and our train was 
blocked and we didn’t get home till midnight.  We always come down by a N.Y. Central train or 
else N.Y & Harlem RR train & it takes only twelve minutes to run from there to 42nd St.  Oh I just 
boiled with rage, and am still so disgusted I dont know what to do, for it was too late to write 
when I got home. for As it was I didn’t get to bed till one o’clock.  I didn’t dare sit up longer to 
write on account to today.  If it hadn’t been an Orange day it would have been different, but I 
need all my strength for that.  I send this to explain matters & will mail some thing at Madison.  
This is all I can do now, and you cant be more disappointed than I am.  It was too mean for any 
thing.  Goodbye my darling darling Harry.  With deepest love & an unbounded amount of it 
from your unfortunate and disappointed 
                           Effie. 
 


