
                                                                                               No. 54 West 46th St. 
N.Y. Jan. 6th 1885 

My darling Harry, 
        I meant to write a long letter to you tonight, but have come home from Orange too sick 
to do anything, and I have got to go to bed.  It isn’t much.  I’m only tired I guess.  It has been 
pouring rain all day and has been so hot, that it has completely used me up.  Then I had to rush 
harder than ever today, because we were delayed on account of the terrible fog, & my train 
was nearly half an hour late.  I leave home at 9:30 A.M. & take the 10:10 train.  It is due at 
Grove St Station at 10:55.  I give a lesson on Maple Ave (as soon as I can walk there) to Mable 
Powles Edith Powles.  From there I go to Main St. & give Mable [Ill.] from 12:15 to 1:15, then 
walk up to East Orange & out Arlington Ave. & give Nellie Knap from 1:25 to 2:25, & then to 
Wm. St. & give Annie Cary from 2:30 to 3:30, then up to Brick Church Station and give Gertrude 
Paine from 3:40 to 4:45, then I have to take my train & run for it too, for I have only one 
minute.  After a while I’ll be as bad as you, for I rush for trains at the last minute, all the time 
lately, for I haven’t much time to sit around a depot depot.  You can see how I was bothered 
today by having my train half an hour late.  Between the rain after I got there, (it rained before I 
left home but it poured out there) and all the rest, it has just about used me up and I’m not 
good for a cent, & you’ll have to excuse me again.  I found your letter and Em’s on my return.  
Your’s worries me, for I know you have the blues again because I haven’t done more, but I 
simply couldn’t write a page more than I have done, and it makes me feel awfully because I 
cant write tonight, but I cant do any more for I can hardly sit up.  This weather with the sudden 
jumps from intense cold to intense heat & rain and slush etc are enough to make every body 
disgusted with life while such fiendish weather lasts.  I hope nothing will keep me from writing 
tomorrow night.  I hope to be well in the morning.  I am blue & tired and nervous and sick _  No 
I dont believe I am really sick, tho’ I ache all over.  I think it is only a bad cold and I’m more tired 
& nervous than sick.  
      My own dearest Harry good night.  I know you have been getting disgusted about my 
letters again, but pleased dont blame me, for I’ve done all I could.  And I’m as blue over it, & 
worried as you can possible be, & I know you’ll be disappointed to get such a scrap.  With 
fondest love 
           Always your devoted 
                       Effie. 
 
 


