
                                                                                                                Orange May 22nd [1885] 
My own darling Harry, 
        My eyes were too sore last night for me to use them, and I found it wouldn’t do.  I am so 
glad to know that it isn’t any serious trouble, only a temporary inconvenience, otherwise I’d be 
rather worried about them.  They are rather better this A.M. tho’ bad enough still, but I hope 
this will soon wear off.  It is about time for it to have run its course.  Mamma has had more 
hopeful letters from Cala.  She & Lottie will get their proportion, and it is now tho’t that they 
can pay 50%, and mamma feels a little better.  Cousin Gus wrote her and said he hoped to go in 
business again, and hoped to make up Mamma’s & Lottie’s loss so that they would be paid 
dollar for dollar, but tho’ she was glad to hear it, she dont expect to see any more than that half 
of the amount she had there.  I mailed a letter to you yesterday, and also one the day before, 
so tho’ you’ll have only this scrap on Sunday I guess you’ll get along for you will have a letter 
today, and one tomorrow, and Sunday’s mail will not be entirely empty, tho’ I fear this cant do 
you much good, but it carries oceans of love.  I hope to find something from you when I reach 
home tonight, have had nothing since Tuesday and if I dont get something on my return I will 
be awfully worried and troubled.  I hope you are not sick.  You said you were going to send that 
sketch but I haven’t received that either and so I am really frightened lest something is the 
matter.  Miss Smith & Miss Lee have gone, after a grand row, and mamma has been terribly 
upset by it and couldn’t sleep, but she’s more quiet today and I guess she wont worry any 
more.   
I haven’t time for more. 
With deepest love and more of it than I can measure, ever your own loving 
                Effie. 
This pen is cutting up again you see.  Oh I do hope I find a letter tonight. 
                       E.M.L. 
 
 


