
                                                                                               No. 54 West 46th St. 
N.Y. Feb 4th 1885. 

My own darling Harry, 
       I intended to write you last night but something unexpected happened to prevent.  I 
didn’t feel well yesterday, and my lessons tired me terribly and I hardly knew how to get thro’ 
them.  I didn’t seem to have any vim at all.  I didn’t feel sick, but seemed good for nothing and 
so very very sad.  The first time one goes back to work, after such a sorrow, is always so hard, 
for one thinks of the last time, and how different it was then, and I had this feeling, and to have 
to explain something at each place was another hard thing.  I supposed that was really all that 
ailed me, but tho’ it was enough, yet it wasn’t all.  I stopped on 14th St on my way home to try 
and find your silk, but my experience was very much the same as mamma’s.  The wide & 
handsome silks were not cut on the bias.  At one place I asked how it was, & said I had never 
had any trouble before.  The clerk was very polite about it and said that they always used to 
keep a piece cut that way to be used for trimming, but that it wasn’t used now in that way and 
they so seldom had a call for it that they fouh found it didn’t pay to keep a piece that way.  I 
found a piece at a milliners which was almost as wide, and would make the tie only about an 
inch shorter, & perhaps not quite that much, but it was $2.70 per yd and so very heavy that I 
tho’t it might not suit you, for the cord was very thick & heavy.  I decided to wait till I had an 
answer to last Friday’s letter because I think I can manage to get it about the right quality if you 
dont mind the piecing & can then make it exactly the right length.  I tried until it was time for 
closing the stores, and then took the car and came home.  While at the dinner table, I found 
what had made me feel as if all the starch had been taken out of me, for I was taken with a 
severe chill.  It lasted an hour or more, and was followed by a fever, and I had rather a 
miserable time of it.  All thro’ I had the yawning & nausea, & mamma said there was no 
mistaking it.  It was a genuine malarial chill & she sent at once for quinine.  We have reason to 
know a malarial chill, and mamma was thoroughly excited and worried, and oh so disgusted.  Of 
course I have the South to blame for this, and it dont increase my love for it.  It may seem to 
you that I wasn’t there long enough to contract malaria but mamma says I was miserable when 
I left and in a state to take anything (she was so worried about me at the time that she hated to 
have me go and only consented to it because the case was so urgent that she felt she must, 
that it would be heartless to refuse.  It would seem almost like refusing to do something for 
Minnie to refuse to help Rem, for I know if she could have spoken, she would have begged us to 
do all we could for him _ so how could we refuse this help.  It would be heartless to do so & 
mamma couldn’t say no, but she worried about me all the time).  This parenthesis is so long I’ll 
have to begin over again to say what I commenced, viz that I was in a state to take anything.  
Then I had this constant strain on me all the time and miserable, & irregular meals, and 
dreadful water, (tho’ I was careful about drinking the water and drank as little as possible, and 
only when I felt nearly choked, but of course I couldn’t refrain from it altogether, and took 
considerable) & besides every thing else, the weather was damp and miserable, and everything 
helped to bring it on.  I remember saying several times, “I dont see how people can live here.  I 
should think even a few hours would be anth be enough to bring on malaria.”  The streets were 
so filthy, & the water in the gutters was stagnant in many places.  The air even seemed dirty, for 
there was a sort of mist that almost seemed to come from all this filth, and the odors were 
anything but agreeable, and I was in a condition to be susceptible to all this.  In fact I had one 



chill while I was in N.O. and it interrupted my letter to you.  I Didn’t I tell you I had to stop 
writing that night because I didn’t feel able to go on or something of that sort?  Maggie had 
been at me before this saying I ought to get to bed and get a little rest, but if had not been for 
my chill I would probably have stuck it out and written a long letter.  I was cold all the time, but 
that chill was different from ordinary cold.  I was sick all the way home and had to lie down a 
great deal of the time on our way from N.O. to Cincinnati.  I was so dizzy & faint I couldn’t sit up 
very long at a time.  I only pretended to be lounging and those lovely sofas in the Mann Boudoir 
car helped me to make it seem so, tho’ Maggie said I looked sick.  I told you how the cars rolled 
& tossed, almost as tho’ we were at sea, on account of the road being so poor & so washed by 
the floods.  It was really unsteady & unsafe, & Maggie and Rem felt a sort of seasickness from 
the motion and tho’t that that and being tired & lazy perhaps was all that ailed me.  I tho’t so 
myself for I had supposed the chill came from fatigue and was a nervous chill, for it wasn’t 
followed by a fever, but I believe now that all those things were the first symptoms of malaria.  
But I’ll try to nip it in the bud, and I guess quinine taken in the start will scare the thing off.  I felt 
somewhat slim this morning as you may imagine, but went out and gave my lesson at 8:30, and 
when I came back had another little shake, but it didn’t last long, and I am all over it now, but 
oh my head!  It feels as big as two or three.  It isn’t the quinine for we never use large enough 
doses to cause any disagreeable feeling in the head.  We take it in mild homeopathic doses as 
Dr. Seward used to give it to me.  I am awfully sorry to have anything like malaria but I hope we 
can break it right up, & I think we can & you may rest assured that nothing will be left undone & 
that I’ll be as careful as possible and faithful about taking any quinine.  I hoped I was getting 
well, for tho’ I felt w weak and rather limp (as tho’ the starch had been taken out of me) I 
seemed to  have a good appetite and had picked up wonderfully, and only day before yesterday 
they were talking about how I had gained and improved, and that I really looked more like 
myself than I had the night I left home.  They tho’t it was strange that one week could make 
such a change, for my cheeks have filled out, and I cant see but what I look as well as I did 
before, but mamma said it came so suddenly she tho’t my face was swollen and that it couldn’t 
be flesh.  I said it was flesh, that I didn’t see why I couldn’t gain in a week what I lost in a week.  
She said it hadn’t been a week since I began to gain or near that, and besides I was feeling too 
badly to gain so rapidly and now, since the malaria has shown itself, she thinks that accounts 
for it, for it often has that effect, and puffs one up (I dont mean that it makes one proud), but I 
insist that it is all real flesh, because I eat enough to make it.  I was half starved when I reached 
home, and couldn’t seem to get enough to satisfy me and the quinine will make me more 
hungry than ever.  Jule took Fritz out yesterday to give him some exercise, & tho’t she’d kill two 
birds with one stone, that she might as well have two objects as one.  So she walked up to call 
on Julie and your Aunt Mag.  She was surprised on reaching there to find Sue, and I was 
surprised too when she came home and told me for I was there last week and they didn’t speak 
of it.  I went up to the P.O. to mail your letter as it was late to risk putting it in the box.  (It is 
safe to put it in late if I take it to the office instead of mailing it at the corner, for the letters I 
have mailed there, before or at 6 P.M. have never failed to reach you on time.)  As it was only 
about five, I tho’t I’d go to Jule’s for a few minutes.  Sue knew about my trip thro’ you & they 
understood why I hadn’t written, and didn’t think strange of it.  She is coming here this 
afternoon to stay till tomorrow, an awfully short visit but she has to get home to her pupils, & I 
know how that is myself.  I may go to Madison on Friday and stay till Sat afternoon.  If I escape 



a chill tomorrow I’ll feel safe for Sat. and will go if there is nothing urgent at Harlem.  I never 
know what minute I’ll be sent for.  They expect me tonight, but I wont go and miss Sue’s visit.  I 
doubt if I go anyhow for I must guard against another chill tomorrow & to go up there would 
upset me too much and be very apt to bring one on.  I dont think it would be right to risk it 
unless I was specially needed, tho’ mamma thinks I ought to go up as soon as possible and see 
what that girl is doing, and if possible have a talk with Rem.  Maggie ought to have done it 
before she left, but she wouldn’t; mamma would be willing to do it but thinks he wouldn’t take 
it so well from her.  I know it lays between Mag & myself.  I think it was her duty to do it, & she 
had a good chance, which she ought to have taken, but she left it, & I suppose I’ll have to do it 
as soon as I see half as good a chance as she let slide.  I rec’d your letter of Saturday Eve. while I 
was still shaking so that I could hardly hold it steady enough to read but I made it out and 
enjoyed it beyond measure.  Good gracious!  I just tho’t of an appointment with the dentist.  I’ll 
[be] late now, ought to be there this minute.  Goodbye for the present.  Will finish tonight or 
tomorrow. 
 
Thurs. 6 P.M. 
    I came home yesterday & by the time I got my things off Sue came & I couldn’t very well 
leave her to write.  This A.M. we started on a piano rampage (will write you about it tonight) 
and didn’t start up town till it was time for my lessons.  Just came home, & will mail this 
without keeping it, for all I wanted & meant to say, for it must go tonight.  Quinine has 
“knocked the spots out of the chills,” and I escaped today, and felt pretty well.  Have got to go 
to Harlem after dinner.  Mamma says we must go, but I’ll write you when we come home.  Am 
going to Madison tomorrow.   
Yours with deepest love 
                   Effie. 


