
                                                                                                              No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                              N.Y. Oct. 27th 1885. 
My own darling darling Harry 
 It is a shame to be obliged to cut you off with a note, but the fates have been against me 
today and I cant help it.  When I came home from my lesson this morning, I came right right up 
here to Mrs. Ellis’ room to write, thinking to have a quiet time, for mamma was out, & Jule was 
painting, and I tho’t I could have the back room all to myself, but alas!  Ellen was sweeping and 
there was no place for me.  Before she had finished it was about lunch time and useless to 
begin.  I hurried thro’ lunch thinking I’d have an hour before my lesson, but company came, and 
used up the time, and I had to go to the Cohen’s, before I had had a chance for a word with 
you.  But I tho’t I’d have over an hour after Ethel’s lesson, if I hurried home, and could write 
before going to the Shaw’s, but Mr. Cohen came home, and said, when I got thro’, he wanted to 
see me in the library.  I knew mamma was very anxious to hear the latest news from Cala & I 
knew I could find out something from Mr. C.[,] besides I hadn’t seen him since last Spring & 
couldn’t very well refuse.  He kept me some little time so that I couldn’t write in time for the 
early mail.  I didn’t get home from the Shaw’s till dinner time.  I hurried the dinner & rushed up 
here to write, but of course I haven’t time for very much.  The Postman was late this afternoon, 
and came as I was just starting out.  I had hung around waiting for him and made myself late at 
the  C’s, and couldn’t stop to read it then, for I found I was behind time, so I hurried along.  
When I came home I had just time to read your darling letter, & the note (which came in the 
same mail) before going to the Shaws.  As I couldn’t write to you I spent the time I expected to 
spend on my letter, in working on the “It.”  My own precious boy if I could not do one thing for 
you I could do another, tho’ perhaps you’d rather have the letter than the work, but it was the 
next best thing.  Do you know I’m afraid that the “It” may cheat you out of a letter now & then, 
for I am actually afraid I haven’t allowed time enough.  It is more work than the afghan, tho’ 
you may not like it as well, but I couldn’t begin it any sooner on acc’t of my eyes.  I’ll have a 
close shave if I finish it on time.  Oh Harry your dear dear letter was lovely, and made me so 
happy.  Yes my own darling I think we are very much alike in our love for each other.  It would 
be hard to tell which one of us had the stronger love.  I guess there is no difference.  We both 
long & long for each other till we are about sick, and it is so strong, and overpowering that we 
cant forget it a moment, and cant shake off the longing.  What a shame my letter failed on Sat.  
I dont understand it at all.  My poor darling I know how you must have felt, for I felt the same, 
for a little while, last Friday night, when I couldn’t find your letter, & tho’t there was none.  But 
I’m glad that you didn’t blame me, for it was not my fault.  I have not missed one day since you 
left.  I usually get my letters in in time for the early mail, but some times they haven’t been in 
till Eve. but never later than 8:40, for I was bound to have them in in time, and I know that I 
have always done my part.  The fault lies with the P.O. department.  I am awfully sorry, for I 
hoped you wouldn’t be left a day without a letter, but I guess it is all right by this time, and on 
Sunday you had a double dose.  How did you like having two at once?  Yesterday your Aunt 
Electa & Mamie called on me.  Your Aunt said she knew I would not be apt to go down there to 
call after my lessons began, or after all my pupils got started, and she wanted me to come this 
week to make sure.  She pinned me down so and just made me set a time, and said I could 
come today this a.m. after my lesson, or else on Thurs. morning and so I finally consented.  I 
wanted to go, but felt as tho’ I didn’t really have time.  Well this A.M. I tho’t “Now I wont have 



time to write before I go to my lesson and prof probably cant be sure of a quiet place, so I guess 
I’ll start right after breakfast, and call on Miss Osborn before, instead of after my lesson, and 
then can come straight home from the McDonald’s & write till lunch time.”  Well you already 
know how my plan for writing failed, but Harry believe me I arranged it as I tho‘t for the best, 
but in this house one never knows what will happen.  Still it seemed to me that that would be 
my very best time.  I had a very nice call with your Aunt.  She said lots of nice things about you, 
and I’ll tell you about them when I have more time.  She began a letter to you last night, but 
found she was too tired to write so she gave it up, and said she’d write today; so you’ll probably 
get her letter on Thurs.  Goodness!  What a life to lead.  I do pity her so.  Ada says it does her a 
world of good to have anyone come it in, for she has to be with Mamie constantly, and really 
needs some company.  I’d go down often if I had time, but as it is I cant. 
         My own darling I have got to mail this at once.  It isn’t much, but it carries as much love 
as a long letter.  My heart full & over flowing with it, and a supply that will never fail.  I hope to 
do better tomorrow.  With deepest love & devotion your own true 
                        Effie. 
 
 
 


