
Tuesday A.M. [October 20, 1884] 
         Still no letter from you.  I wish I kne knew the meaning.  If you are sick or angry, or if it is 
because you haven’t had time.  Mamma and I have had some words because I wrote so late last 
night, & they were not pleasant ones either.  It ended in my telling her that if she wanted & 
insisted on my being with the boarders and I had to take up the first part of the evening that 
way I had no other time left, & would have to do it then.  I put my foot down as you told me to 
and talked pretty plainly so there could be no misunderstanding.  I leave them in the parlor & 
first thing I know before I have even had a chance to collect my materials the whole crowd has 
come up & so it goes night after night.  If they cant be entertained in the parlor they’ll make 
themselves at home, & come up to my room.  Last night I was all upset anyhow, & kind of 
desperate.  I gave several strong hints, & then took to kicks, & that was the only way I managed 
at all.  Then when mamma went for me I was mad, but I guess it is all right now for a few days.  
She began again this A.M. but I still had the armour on & said all that was necessary, and every 
thing seems quiet now.  Oh dear! wont I be glad to have Jule home.  She came out strong and 
was fine.  I can promise a schneider every time when she is here.  Without her I’m almost afraid 
to risk even a turney (if that is the way to spell it.  I haven’t the faintest idea of how it ought to 
be spelled & dont suppose the Dic. would tell me) let alone a solo.  Every time I have risked it 
before last night I have been minus lots, for I always played “without” & was always sent way 
down below nothing, but when Jule comes home I’ll stand some chance to work my way up 
again, & with her help I may beat after all.  Oh! I meant to speak about your pen, & thank you 
for your offer.  Are you sure you dont use it or wont want to use it.  I dont know whether I 
could manage it, but of I’d like to try it.  If I can write with it, it would be a great convenience for 
me, for there are many times I might write if I had it when if I hadn’t I wouldn’t be able to get at 
pen & ink.  I could always carry that with me, for instance when I go to Minnie’s, & could then 
write in my room at night without any one knowing it and that would be the only way I could 
write from there without being interrupted.  I must go & get ready for Orange.  If I dont get a 
letter tomorrow I’ll think something serious is the matter & will do something desperate.  If 
there isn’t one before Friday I may be so beside my self that I wont be responsible for anything 
& may fall off the ferry boat on my way to Orange, or coming home when it is dark.  I would not 
do it if I was looking but I might be too miserable to look where I was going. 

Goodbye with worlds of love 
                     from your disconsolate 
                                  Effie. 
 
Many thanks for the Bach sheet you sent.  You have never told me how you liked the article I 
gave you. 
 
 
 
  


