
                                                                                                             No. 54 West 46th St. 
N.Y. Dec 14th 1885. 

My own darling Harry, 
     This will have to be a short letter as I couldn’t get a chance to write during the day, & 
you know there is very little time after dinner.  I meant to write this A.M. before I went out.  
Mamma and Jule were going down town, and I was going to have a nice chance I tho’t.  Well 
before I had a chance to begin Maggie was taken very sick and Ten Eyck came down and said 
“mamma sick.”  He was scared, and half crying.  Maggie is such a terrible girl to faint, and I 
supposed of course that she had fainted.  I nearly broke my neck to get upstairs.  She had not 
fainted but was very sick, and the worst ghostly looking thing.  She nearly scared me out of my 
wits.  She looked as tho’ she might be dying.  You know, I told you she was too ill to go to the 
opera on Saturday.  She was terribly sick all day & all night, but yesterday was better, tho’ very 
weak, but she has the family trait of disliking to give up, and (if she is so sick she is obliged to 
give up,) of getting up from a sickness before she ought to, and doing too much.  No one could 
do anything with her, and she would come down last night, and again this A.M. to breakfast, 
and after breakfast she went to sewing on some Xmas things, & I suppose it was too much for 
her and this morning she was so dreadfully sick, I could not leave her alone.  Poor Ten Eyck 
paddled up stairs by himself as fast as he could.  I couldn’t wait for him.  He just howled when 
he saw his mother & hung on to her so I could hardly do a thing.  When it was time for me to go 
to my lesson, she was better, but not fit to be alone, & mamma & Jule had not come home, so 
Ada took her work up there and stayed till lunch time.  So you see my darling it was impossible 
for me to write.  Maggie was very much better by lunch time and is all right now, tho’ not quite 
equal to coming down stairs.  The time for Miss R’s lesson is 11:45.  I got home just at lunch 
time, and after lunch went down town to do one or two errands before the lecture.  The lecture 
was very good.  The only thing that made me feel bad was that it was too short.  Every one 
seemed to feel the same & were loath to leave.  I’ll tell you something about it when I see you.  
Oh darling it is so lovely to have the time so near, and to be able to count the days instead of 
the months and weeks is just a comfort in itself, but only because it makes you seem so much 
nearer.  Oh darling as you say, the meeting will be very different from the one last June.  And it 
makes me just perfectly wild to with delight to imagine it even.  What will the realization do to 
me?  Now darling I haven’t time for more tonight.  I’ll write a letter tomorrow, and make it as 
long as I can, & mail it for the early mail, so you’ll have it before you leave on Thurs[day].  Your 
dear letter rec’d this A.M.  Try to tie Dr. S[mart]. down.  Now good bye my own precious darling 
with love beyond measure,  

from your own  
loving and devoted  

                          Effie. 


