
         No. 54 West 46th St. 
         N.Y. Mar. 23rd 1886. 
My own darling Harry, 
 I guess I’m going to have some use for my sealskin before the season closes after all.  It 
has turned very cold, and tonight the wind is blowing at the rate of ___ well I guess I wont say 
how many miles an hour.  I have been practising with Bessie all afternoon, and we had such a 
splendid practise.  I am going to spend the night with her a week from Thurs[day].  She belongs 
to a literary society and the next meeting is to be at her house, and she has invited me up to 
spend the night.  They always have some music to make a variety, and Bessie is going to have a 
sort of musicale in connection with it this time.  She says the readings and so on are always very 
good, but that the musical part of the program is a regular fizzle, and they dont seem to have 
any idea of having any thing decent in that line.  She dont feel like saying anything, but she and 
Alex Alex get perfectly wild over the music (?) & Bessie says that this time she will have a 
chance to have something better, & she is going to do it if she works herself to death, and says 
she hopes they’ll take the hint, and try to have some better music hereafter.  She wanted me to 
play a solo, which honor I declined with thanks.  If you please there are 50 members, and I 
would have a fit and step in it.  I would be afraid to do it even if I had been practising regularly, 
and I certainly wouldn’t attempt it as I am now.  I told her I didn’t want to be disobliging, but 
that I could not do it.  I’d be scared out of my senses, & break down, and make a regular mess 
of it.  She didn’t believe this, but finally let me off on condition that I’d play a duet with her.  
She says she dont feel like playing a solo either, and that it would be lovely for her if she could 
escape by playing a duet, so I agreed to that.  Her Cousin who is a very good player will do the 
solo part, and two of Bessie’s friends will sing.  One of them is a very fine singer, and B[essie]. 
thinks that the music will be rather more satisfactory than usual, tho’ she says they dont any of 
them seem to have much taste for music, & that we cant give them anything at all heavy, but 
that it will be enough sight better than the trash they usually have.  We have not decided which 
of our duets to play, but I guess we’ll play that Mendelssohn thing.  We may decide, however, 
on the Overture to Semiramide, but that will give me some pretty tough work, for it is so long 
since we have played it, that it will be like learning a new piece, and it is a pretty hard thing to 
play well.    
 Mamma hasn’t come home.  We are not worried, for she said she might go up to 
Montclair and spend the night at Uncle Theo’s.  We are of course very anxious to know what 
she has done about the house.  I rec’d your note this afternoon on time.  Now darling I must 
[ill.] stop.  Ө  Ө 
 With love unbounded 
              ever your 
                                 Effie 
 
I am going to Madison on Saturday if nothing happens to prevent, and I hope that nothing will 
happen.  I dont feel very well, but keep hoping each day that I’ll be better.  I am going to bed as 
soon as I mail this letter.  Hope I will feel better by Sat[urday].  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  E.M.L. 
 
 
 


