
                                                                                                       Friday May 8th [1885] 
Darling Harry, 
       It is a dreadful day, just pouring, and the rain comes from every direction.  I gave my 
lesson an at the Shaws, and found it impossible to keep dry even in going that short distance.  
An umbrella isn’t much good, and when I finished that lesson I determined to give up going to 
Orange, and came home again.  It is even worse than last Friday, and then it was bad enough, 
and they hardly expected me, so I just a tho’t I’d give them the slip to today.  I think I could take 
cold very easily now and it would not pay for me to get sick.  Mamma is flourishing; she came 
downstairs to breakfast this morning and seems to feel very fine.  I am glad it is raining, for now 
she is satisfied to stay in the house, and I believe she will be all well in a few days, and wont 
have any set backs if she will stay in, and of course even she wouldn’t be reckless enough to go 
out while the weather is so bad.  I am so glad that it is so bad for I dont think we could keep her 
in if it was pleasant.  She slept splendidly all night and thinks she is as well as any one now.  
Miss Smith is out of danger today, the doctor says, so our hospital [h]as been pretty successful.   
Carrie and Jule and I tried a game of Scat last night.  I think we have the points all right, and we 
have remembered it pretty well, but our plays are wild, & we dont know the best way to play 
cards, & have to go it blind, but we got along better last night than we did the night before.  We 
played it for a little while on Wednesday night, but didn’t seem to have the hang of it then.  Last 
night we had an idea of what we were driving at.  I have got one thing do about it down very 
fine,  that is the number of Jacks I do or do not hold, and I dont think I’ll ever forget that “with 
or without” and you wont have to hammer that into me.  Tho’ I have enough left to learn still, I 
beat last night, so I feel pretty smart.  Carrie wasn’t far behind, but poor Jule was always minus 
from beginning to end, never got higher than -6.  Carrie played a grand, and made the highest 
number, and then her luck went back on her, and I sailed in and beat the game by a few points, 
twenty I think or somewhere below.  I slept with the baby last night.  He was very good tho’ he 
was awake every two hours for his milk.  He is like as regular as a clock and about waking up for 
it, but he didn’t cut up at all.  He is so sweet, and he has improved wonderfully since he came.  I 
suppose Rem will take him home before long.  We hate to part with him.  We haven’t heard a 
word from Harlem since Sunday, but Rem has made me so disgusted that I dont worry over him 
at all, tho’ I do pity the children, and worry about them, but I am so down on him that I will 
never sacrifice myself for him again.  He cant work on my feelings as he has done.  If he tries it, 
he will get a piece of my mind.  He didn’t feel any too comfortable on Sunday, for I showed my 
feelings pretty plainly, and Stuart will never have the cheek to come here again.  It may have 
been shocking to be so rude in my own house but I dont care.  I’d be still worse if she came 
again.  Jule too was awful & mamma says we did right to treat her so, and she says if Rem 
mentions it, to be sure and give him a terrible talking to, and I will.  He’ll get a fearful dose if he 
dares to mention her name to me, and I guess he knows it.  He cant worry me as he has done 
because he has lost all power over me, and cant work on my feelings.  It is lunch time and I have 
got to stop.  Oh Harry I wish I could tell you how dearly I love you, but I cant express it.  You 
must judge me by yourself & believe that you have my whole heart.  I know you do believe this, 
and so, tho’ I cant measure my love, you can imagine the depth & strength of it, and it will last 
forever. 
     
 



Goodbye my own true boy with heart full of love and hope 
            ever your own 
                 Effie. 


