
                                                                                                Monday A.M. Jan. 12th [1885] 
Dearest Harry, 
       I didn’t have a very comfortable night, but am sitting up now.  I couldn’t go to my lesson 
this morning, but am going to try and brace up and go out and give my lessons this afternoon.  I 
sent word over this A.M. to Mamie Shaw that I had been sick & couldn’t come this A.M. but 
would try and give her a lesson at five o’clock if it would be convenient for her to take it then.  If 
not I’d have to give it to her early tomorrow morning or let it do till the regular day, & make this 
lesson up at the end of the quarter.  She sent word that she would take it at 5 P.M. if I was 
better, but that I mustn’t come then unless I felt able, but I guess I’ll be able to get around and 
give three lessons.  Your long letter of the 8th, & the one of Friday Eve. were rec’d this morning.  
It seems I was right then about the doubt.  It relieved me to know that you were yourself again, 
but I dont know what you were yesterday when my letter failed, and I dont feel at all sure that 
this week will be any better than last week was.  I feel better tho’ since your letter came but will 
not be comfortable before the last of this week, for I know that the doubt will go to work again 
or rather did go to work again yesterday when you had to get thro’ the day without a letter, 
and you wont get it till this afternoon.  I wasn’t able to mail it myself but told Lena to see that it 
got in right away, and I hope she got it in at once tho’ I dont know wet whether she got Andrew 
started with it at once.  I went to bed as soon as I finished it.  When you get it I dont know 
whether it will do you any good.  There is one thing I must say to you now, for if I leave it I may 
not have time.  It is nearly lunch time and directly after lunch I must go.  This must be mailed 
then and I’ll write again tonight unless my lessons use me up, for this wont pass for a Sunday’s 
letter.  I have some how or other a suspicion that mamma has written you on the sly.  I have 
tho’t so several times and before (after we have had these talks about letters for she has said 
“Well I’m going to write to Harry about this thing,”) but have always pumped around and found 
I was mistaken.  I may be wrong this time, but I cant help feeling that she has done it, as I 
caught a glimpse of a letter this morning & I tho’t it looked like your address on the envelope, 
tho’ I cant trust my eyes when they see things at a distance, and I may be mistaken, but I feel 
that she has done it.  She is quite worked up about my health and she feels that I dont have rest 
enough, & that I’ll not be able to stand this sort of thing long for my lessons do tire me very 
much and it is wearing to give lessons to a number of beginners & children who cant realize the 
importance of my study, and it nearly tries the life out of any one to have them neglect their 
practice, and then let their minds wander, and pay less attention than they would do if they had 
done the work properly when they ought to be more attentive if anything.  Well the holidays 
have completely upset every one of them[,] even Annie Cary. & First it was the anticipation, & 
then the realization, and they cant seem to get over the excitement and settle down, and they 
have nearly driven me frantic the last week for they have been worse instead of better.  Well 
Mamma is worried about me & I believe she has written you.  If she has she meant it all kindly I 
know and only did it because she tho’t was best for me not to write so much.  Dont write to her 
as you have to me about your feelings, or dont put it quite so strongly, for she wouldn’t 
understand it, and it wouldn’t be best.  I may only imagine that she has written but from 
something Jule said, & from this letter I tho’t I saw addressed to you, I think that perhaps she 
has written.  There is the bell and I must not write more.  I said something to Mamma and said I 
tho’t she had written but she turned the subject in a suspicious way, and I am pretty sure that I 
am right in my guess.  But goodbye.  With deepest love 



          Your own unhappy  
                  Effie. 
 


