
                                                                                                    No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                      N.Y. Feb. 3rd 1886.   
My darling darling Harry, 
       I haven’t been to dinner yet, and have only a few minutes in which to write.  My train 
was late again tonight, and the horse car was delayed besides.  I dont know exactly what was 
the matter, but there was a team on the track, and the horse either would not or could not 
move.  I dont know that the poor beast was to blame, and I imagine he didn’t balk.  I think the 
load was too heavy.  I was mad on my own acc’t and also on yours, for I know it would interfere 
with my letter, and I was mad too on account of the horsefor horse, for there was such a 
tremendous load.   

Darling your letter was waiting for me when I reached home, and I have not yet had 
time to really read it yet.  I glanced over it and got all the love and kisses you sent me, but will 
read it carefully as soon as this letter is done, & I have had my dinner.  I tho’t  I’d write first to 
make sure of getting my letter note mailed in time, for if  you didn’t get any word from me on 
Friday you’d be apt to worry, for you know that Wed[nesday] is my Orange day, and you would 
think I was came home sick, and too used up to write, and this would be so far from the truth 
that I dont want you to think any thing of the sort, for I have come home all right, and would be 
well enough to write a long letter if I only had time.  I hope that later in the evening I’ll have a 
chance to commence my letter for tomorrow.  I have piles & piles & piles of things to say, and 
am just wild to say them, if I ever can get a chance.  I didn’t think it was best to go off & write 
yesterday morning, for my visit was so short, and I wasn’t alone at all.  If I had had a chance, I 
would have improved it, but I had none, and the only way I could have written, was to go off 
upstairs, and I didn’t think it was best.  I saw Sue for a few minutes this A.M.  She knew what 
train I’d be on, and came over to the depot thro’ all the storm to meet me.  They tho’t I’d stop 
at Jule’s.  In fact they knew I would, for Mag wrote to Sue that I would, & she got the letter this 
A.M. and she tho’t she’d meet me at the depot & as that would give us a little longer time 
together.  Wasn’t it lovely of her?  I stayed at Jule’s as long as I could, & then Sue walked quite a 
way up Main St. with me.  She is coming down on Friday to go with me to the Symphony 
Concert.  I told you I was going to get tickets, and ask Sue to go with me.  I am so glad she can 
do it.  She was to go home tomorrow, but is going to stay over an extra day on acc’t of the 
Concert. 
       Now darling I must stop.  With love, love, love, more than I can measure, & lots & lots of 
kisses 
        from your own true & loving 
                          Effie. 


