
                                                                                                   No. 54 West 46th Street 
                                                                                                   N.Y. March 2nd 1885. 
My dearest Harry, 
      I am too disgusted for words.  Such luck as I have had with my Sunday’s letter.  Every 
time I promise to write an extra letter or a specially long one something always interferes, and I 
couldn’t write but a little on Sunday.  This A.M. I hurried home from my lesson to write, 
thinking I could add a sheet or two before your mother came, but she was here when I reached 
home, and of course, I didn’t want to leave her and go off and write.  Mamma was at market, 
and Jule was obliged to get her french lesson, and as soon as she could hurry thro’ it, I had to go 
down town to pay the bill for the piano.  There was all that commission business to go thro’, 
and they did not want your mother to know I got it for $310.00 and they suppose they she dont 
know it, but I say as long as they are paid for the piano, it is none of their business what I do 
with my commission, but of course it wouldn’t do to let them know this.  So we decided that I 
had better pay the bill because otherwise they your mother would have to pay more, and I’d 
have to go down and collect the am’t over $310.00, as my commission, and then hand it over to 
your mother afterwards.  So you see it was better for me to go & pay it, and give them just the 
$310, & let them suppose I had taken the commission out for myself.  Well I didn’t get home till 
noon & after lunch I had my lessons, and didn’t get home till dinner time, and now I cant write 
much for I haven’t been with your mother, any to speak of, since she came, and it will look very 
strange for me to spend the evening up here, for you know I invited her to come.  I am awfully 
glad to have her, and every thing is so pleasant now that it makes me very happy, but I feel 
sorry about my letter.  I was in the midst of something in my Sunday’s letter, and dont want to 
send what I have written till I can make it a little more satisfactory, but I’ll send that as soon as I 
possibly can.  I wont ask you have patience, for you must feel that your patience has been 
nearly exhausted, and I dont wonder.  Oh how I long for the time when we wont have to write, 
and when we needn’t have all these troubles.  No one can interfere then with our being 
together.  I rec’d your letters from Chicago this A.M. and enjoyed them very very much.  I dont 
wonder you were disappointed on Friday night.  The cast was miserable, all except Schott, but I 
imagine that you had a great treat on Saturday, for I think the cast was the same as it was here 
for Tannhäuser, and I hope the scenery was the same.  Tho’ in that opera, if it wasn’t, there 
would still be enough left to make you enjoy it.  The orchestral part alone would be a treat, but 
with Materna, Schott, & Robinson as the principal singers, you couldn’t help enjoying it, and Sch 
Slach and some of the others were very good.  Slach is very good I think.  Of course the scenery 
added very much to it, but if the other part was the same, I know you enjoyed it.  I am so glad 
that you could have this little change for I’m sure you needed it, and I was sure of it long ago, 
tho’ you wouldn’t worry me, as I do you, by saying it.  Oh my darling darling boy I would like to 
spend several hours with you tonight, but you just wait.  I must have a run of luck soon, & then 
I’ll make you twice glad.   Mamma has the blues, but it seems to me that things are a little 
brighter but all our plans are as indefinite as ever.  I think when we can feel settled about our 
movements after May 1st, mamma will be better.  When she gets these turns it makes us all 
pretty miserable.  Oh how every thing will brighten up when you come home, & how I am 
longing for the time to come.  I wonder where we will be then.  I hope something will be settled 
soon.  I only worry on mamma’s account, for it makes her miserable to be in such suspense.  Oh 
I must go down, but tho’ my letter is short it carries just as much love as I can possibly send 



thro’ the mail.  I am so glad you dont judge my love by my letters, for then you’d never guess 
my feelings for you.  They are too deep to express them, and  in ten sheets I couldn’t tell you 
any more about them than you know already, tho’ I would like to send you twenty sheets to 
make up for all my shortcomings. 
Goodbye my dearest dearest dearest Harry.  With more love than can be measured, 
         Always your own loving 
                      Effie. 


