
                                                                                                            No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                N.Y. Dec. 17th 1884. 
My darling Harry, 

I can only sit up long enough to write a few lines.  I rec’d your letters this morning, and 
they have done me a world of good, and I’m longing to write you a long long letter but I cant.  I 
have been feeling dreadfully for days, and yesterday came near giving up.  I was not only 
anxious & worried & impatient for today’s mail (since I had had nothing from you since 
Saturday and any way would have felt so because I expected an answer to any letter which you 
rec’d Sunday) but I was ill besides.  I just dragged thro’ the day some how, not dragged literally, 
for I rushed as usual, but I felt more like being in bed.  This morning I had such a blinding 
headache I at first determined to stay in bed, but changed my mind before five minutes had 
past.  I staggered around the room & in the course of time got dressed.  I suppose I was a goose 
to try to give my lesson, but it seemed foolish to give up & I tho’t I’d be better after a little 
while.  Your letters came in the morning mail about 8:35, but I got them when I reached home.  
I dont believe my lesson did any one any good for I was so sick & in such a dreadful state of 
mind.  Your Sat. letter came last night.  I got it just after dinner, but there was a mail detention 
mark on the letter.  Your letters relieved my mind and made me very happy, but they didn’t 
cure my terrible sick headache and I had to give up & go bed where I have been in torture ever 
since.  It hasn’t been as hard to bear as the torture of last week, & the first of this, & now that is 
all over, & this seems like nothing beside it.  Still it will keep me in bed, for I am deathly sick 
when I try to sit up, & the pain in my head & eyes makes me almost blind.  I cant write more 
now but hope to be better tomorrow.  I guess this illness is nothing serious so you needn’t 
worry about it, but I felt that I must write a few lines to tell you that your letters had been 
rec’d, for I know you will be anxious for an answer.  Besides if it should be delayed several days 
I want you to know the reason why it doesn’t come.  I hope however that I’ll be all right by 
tomorrow, or at least abbe able to write.  I tho’t of getting Jule to write for me, but couldn’t 
without making some explanation, or at least letting her see that there had been some trouble, 
so I have tried to do it myself while no body was in the room.  All I can say now is that every 
thing is all right.  This little scratch, or attempt at a letter, isn’t worth much, but I hope it will set 
your mind at rest, until I am able to answer your letters & do the subject justice.  Your letters 
came in just the right time for if I had had those terrible tho’ts to torture me, in addition to this 
pain in my head I’d be badly off, and I really believe it might cause a fit of sickness, but I think 
with my mind at ease, this [ill.] trouble will soon be overcome, tho’ just now the pain seems too 
severe to be conquered all in a minute.  But this is mild compared to the pain in my heart and 
mind which has lasted for a week & has only just been cured, but that has all gone now, & this 
isn’t half as serious & will soon be shaken off. 
      With more love than I can measure 
          Believe me with deepest devotion 
                                your own 
                                           Effie. 
 

I’ll never dare complain of your illegible writing after all this mess, but I go more by 
feeling than anything, for I am almost blind today so dont be disgusted if it is hard to read.  I 
hope you’ll be able to make out that I am happy, & also the reason I dont write more & why I 



write so badly, and if my illness  prevents my writing for several days that you’ll know why I 
dont write.  I dont think it is any thing more than an exaggerated sick headache but if it turns 
out any thing worse Jule will write you.  She has just come up & caught me & wants me to stop, 
and I’ll have to I guess or this wont reach you on time.  She’ll have to mail it at once.   
        Goodbye again. 
                E.M.L. 


