
 
                                                                                                           No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                           N.Y. Jan 27th 1886. 
My own darling Harry, 
      Wednesday is a hard day for us both isn’t it?  I always get home so late that I haven’t 
time for a decent letter, and can only manage to write a hasty note.  It is ten minutes of eight, & 
I have only just finished my dinner, and didn’t spend much time eating, not over 15 minutes at 
the most.  I am on the rampage from 9:30 A.M. till after 7 at night.  The time I get home 
depends on whether my train arrives at Hoboken in time for the boat.  Some times we make 
connections and sometimes we dont, and tonight was one of the times when the connections 
was missed, and I had to wait quite a long time, for a Christopher St. boat, and did not leave 
Hoboken for some time after that train was in, and of course it made me late getting home.  It 
happened last week too, and I hope it wont continue to happen.  Usually I am pretty lucky.  I 
got your letter when I reached home.  Isn’t it funny why Wed[nesday’s]. letter, always, or nearly 
always, happens to be late?  It dont make so much difference other days if the letter doesn’t 
come till the 2nd delivery, and yet other days they often come early, but Wed[nesday]. seems 
fated.  Oh darling I felt guilty to take the time to read your letter, until I had written & mailed 
this, for of course it cheats you out of some extra time that I ought to have put on this letter, 
but really I couldn’t wait for it another minute, and I had to read it before I went to dinner.  It 
was mean and selfish, for it would have kept, and I ought to have put that time on this letter, 
and read yours later, but I saw it the minute I came in, and I simply could not let it alone till 
quarter of nine, and so I read it before I took my things off.  Oh darling it was such a lovely 
letter, and has done me so much good, and I feel better, oh ever so much better since I have 
had it.  I want to read it over, and I want to read your father’s letter too.  I have not read that 
yet, and I know I’ll enjoy it, for I always enjoy his letters so much, and am always glad when you 
send them to me.  I tho’t some of going to Madison tomorrow on the 5:20 P.M. train to stay till 
Friday aft[ernoon]. but Mamie Shaw cant take her lesson tomorrow, & I tho’t I could go right 
from the Le Brun’s, and just make that train.  I could have that night, and all day Friday, & you 
know what your father said to me about coming up.  But I gave up this plan because it would 
interfere with my letter on Friday, and I think you want some thing decent on Sunday especially 
if you walk way to Lafayette for it, and so I wasn’t willing to let you get thro’ Sunday on such a 
scrap as I would have to send if I went to Madison, and so I have decided to postpone my visit 
till next week, and go Monday.  I can go from the Le Brun’s and get the 5:20 train.  Mrs. Drake is 
going to have company, and cant take a lesson on Tuesday, so I wont have to come home till 
afternoon in time for Mamie Shaw’s lesson at 5 P.M. and it will give me about as much time at 
Madison.  I’ll have to break my engagement with Bessie, but that, you know, I made with the 
understanding that it wasn’t binding, and I can make up the time on Friday, because that is her 
day home & it will be all right, and whether it is or not I would rather manage it that way that to 
send you a note for Sunday.  I’ll write to Carrie tonight and tell her about my visit.  Oh darling 
your letter has done me so much good.  You have no idea how it has helped me.  I feel better 
than usual at in spite of my long hard day, and it has been stormy, and dreaf dreadful too, 
pouring rain, & slushy, & slippery — Well dont mention it.  I should say so, but I am a good deal 
better tonight in spite of the dismal weather.  I didn’t know that I was feeling anything extra 



when I came in, so I guess your letter has done all this.  Now I have got to stop.  I wish I had 
more time, but I dont dare write any longer. 
      With deepest warmest truest love 
            Ever your own 
                    Effie 
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