
                                                                                                          No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                          N.Y. Nov. 18th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
          I have been fighting a bad headache for two days now, but it is no use.  It is too strong 
for my will to scare away, so I give in.  Last night I wrote to Carrie, and meant to write to you, 
but was so tired, I had to go to bed.  This A.M. I started off early, as I had several errands to do 
before going to Orange.  And I have just come home, was delayed, and reached here later than 
usual, so I’m writing this note before I have my dinner, so that you’ll get it on Friday, even tho’ 
it is such a scrap you’ll be glad of it.  I haven’t time for a letter, & if I had lots of it, I couldn’t 
write much.  I feel too bunged up.  Perhaps I’ll feel better after I’ve had some thing to eat.   
Darling I must send this miserable scrap at once.  Am sorry I cant do more, but they are calling 
me to come to dinner and when I am through it will be too late to write.  Your darling letter 
came after I left home this A.M. so I have just gotten it.  I read it before I took off my things; it 
was so lovely.  I am going to bed early tonight, and try to sleep off this headache, unless the 
thing is scared off by my dinner.  If it is I’ll write some before I go to bed.  Oh my darling[,] if you 
were only here, how happy I’d be, in spite of the pain, for I believe I couldn’t even remember 
that I had one if you were only here.  If I had had a lot of bad lessons today I would be about 
used up but fortunately they all did splendidly, so I am not nervous a bit.  It is terrible when I 
feel as tho’ I should fly all to pieces, and I would feel so if I had been worried all day with bad 
lessons, for I didn’t feel well enough to begin with to be able to bear my headache and al a lot 
of bad lessons.  The bad lessons usually come at the just such a time, but today it was a 
pleasure to give them, even tho’ my head did feel so badly, so you can imagine that they were 
very good.  I seldom have a day when they all do so well.  They made me feel proud of them, 
and I’m so glad I didn’t stay away on acc’t of my head, for I wouldn’t have missed such a lot of 
good lessons for a good deal. 
       Mamma says my dinner is stone cold.  I tell her I dont care if it is, but I really must go 
now. 
       With love unbounded and kisses, all you want of them. 
              Ever your devoted 
                     Effie. 


