
                                                                                                            No. 54 West 46th St. 
N.Y. Dec. 12th 1885.                                                                                          

My own darling Harry, 
You know that my letters on Saturday are bound to be short, for I am out all the A.M. 

and at the Opera all afternoon, and it only gives me a little while after dinner.  I sent you a 
letter today, an extra one, to confess a thing I felt dreadfully about.  It was all I could do toward 
making up, but I dont feel that it did make up for my stupidness, but it was the only think thing 
that I could do to make it a little better.  I still feel as bad as ever, and just as guilty, and 
tomorrow I’ll feel even worse.  I wont ever forgive myself, and it is really uncomfortable to hate 
myself as I do.  I am comforted darling by knowing that you will understand how it happened, 
and that you will not be so hard on me as I am on myself.  You’ll make a good deal more 
allowance for me than I do, but I expect you will be pretty well disgusted.  Darling it wasn’t 
because I forgot you, for I was thinking of you all the time.  How I could forget the letter is more 
than I can understand, but I guess I had better drop the subject for the thing is done & cant be 
undone, and there is no use in talking about it till I make you sick, but I cant get it out of my 
mind at all, but if you suffer tomorrow, there is no use in giving you another punishment by 
writing any more about is, for I’m sure my darling you will know how I feel, & how sorry I am 
without any more words.  When I got home this noon I found Maggie here.  Your Aunt Mag 
couldn’t leave Julie (tho’ she is better and able to sit up,) so Mag came alone.  It was Maggie 
Reynold’s turn to go this week, but she has been real sick all day, so mamma went instead, and 
next week Maggie will use my ticket, the one mamma was to have (there are so many Maggies 
in this letter that I dont know whether I have made it clear enough for you to place them or 
not).  Maggie O[sborn]. tho’t she’d do as she did last week, & get her ticket of a speculator but 
they asked $1.00 for seats in the family circle, way over at the side where one cant see at all, so 
I told Mag to get an admission ticket and that we’d manage some how.  They say they dont 
allow people to sit in the aisles, but after the performance gets well under way, and the ushers 
quiet down, it can be worked very well, and as our seats are on the center end of the first row, 
the step would be on a level with our seats, and would be just fine, and I could change with her 
some of the time.  Well while the usher was on the rampage and clearing every one out of the 
aisles we “lay lo” aisles, we “lay lo” and we three sat on our two seats, but by the middle of the 
first act, Maggie got on the step, and we had that all the rest of the time.  Maggie had it thro’ 
two acts[,] then I gave her my seat, and had [ill.] hers thro’ two acts and we were splendidly 
fixed.  We were all delighted with the opera.  Some of the music is exquisite, & all of it we 
enjoyed.  Lehmann as Sulamith was lovely, but more of this here after.  Suffice it, for the 
present, to say that it was the most gorgeous thing I ever saw, and we were all carried away.  
My darling[,] your dear letter came this A.M. and it was so very lovely, but I cant answer it till 
tomorrow, for my time is nearly up.  Oh darling[,] a week from now you will be very near home, 
on the cars between Baltimore and New York, and a about two hours & a half or 3 hours later 
we will be together.  oh oh oh oh oh oh.  You know what all those ohs mean.  It makes me so 
that I cant express myself.  I can only say oh darling, oh & darling over & over and I dont believe 
I’ll be able to say much more than that when we first meet, but never mind, you will not worry 
over that for I can do things that will show you how glad I am, and I guess you’ll have no reason 
to complain of a cold reception.  It will be warm enough I guess to show you that I am happy, 
perfectly happy, & it wont need any words to prove it. 



      Now I must go darling.  It is about time to mail this and you better believe I dont 
propose to miss any more mal mails when they are the last ones at night, or the early ones on 
Fridays, and so to make sure of it I’ll stop & rush to the corner with this at once.  Good night my 
own darling boy, my darling Harry. 
    With unbounded love from your own loving 
                                        Effie. 
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