
                                                                            54 West 46th St 
                                                                                                             N.Y. Dec 9th 1885 
My own darling Harry, 
    It has been dreadful day, very foggy, and part of the time pouring.  My train was later 
getting in tonight and I reached home later than usual.  It is 8:15 P.M. and I have just finished 
dinner.  You see I have only a few minutes in which to write.  I found your dear letter on my 
return, and read it before dinner.  I am afraid that my darling was a little to blue when he 
wrote.  I hope you were not worrying over the letter I rec’d that day, for how could such a 
lovely letter hurt me.  It could not help doing me good.  Just one week from tomorrow darling 
you will start for home.  Oh it makes me so happy to think of it even, & each day goes by 
without a regret that it has gone.  I cant get the time to go fast enough.  Darling I cant be 
reconciled to not finishing the “it” but I didn’t give it up till yesterday noon, and then I saw that 
I would never be able to get it done by Xmas.  I am as disappointed as I can be about it.  I should 
say you did misunderstand me about it when you tho’t it was about finished for it isn’t half 
done yet.  Oh darling darling how I wish the mail didn’t go so early, and how I wish we didn’t 
have to think so much about mails.  If we could only sit down and talk how lovely it would be, 
but we’ll do that a week from next Saturday night.  My precious darling Harry I must stop.  
Goodnight, & pleasant dreams.  With love beyond measure 

Your own devoted,  
Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Effie 


