
         No. 54 West 46th St. 
         N.Y. March 16th 1886. 
My own darling Harry, 
 I cant write much now, and will warn you in the beginning that this cant be more than a 
note, but I’ll write what I can, and mail it, and this evening I’ll write my letter for tomorrow, if I 
feel equal to it.  I dont feel very well, and may be obliged to put off writing till tomorrow.  I have 
been decidedly “off my base” for about a week, and cant seem to get straightened out.  I dont 
know what under the sun ails me, but I feel miserable and tonight feel even worse than I have 
done.  If I dont feel better tomorrow I wont go to Orange, so dont let that worry you.  I rec’d 
your dear letter when I came from the Shaw’s, and I tho’t I’d get a start on my letter before 
dinner.  I dont want any dinner and wouldn’t go down if it wasn’t for mamma.  She worries so, 
and would send some thing up to me, and I’d rather go down than to get up any excitement.  I 
am not really sick, but feel forlorn all over, but I think it will not amount to anything.  Bessie and 
I had our practice today.  I went up there this time.  We are still digging at Hummel, and I doubt 
if we’ll ever know that thing well enough, to drop it, and take up some thing else.  It all goes 
pretty respectably except that last movement, and that just about kills us.  Darling I am so glad 
that my letter last Thurs[day]. night did you good, and made you happy.  I wish my letters could 
always be good, but I know as well as you do that they are not, and some times it is impossible 
for me to write a decent letter.  Darling I am afraid that Mrs. S[tockton]. is going back to her old 
tricks.  She seems to be making herself very disagreeable.  Next time she says any thing about 
your eating I wish you’d say that you wonder at yourself, and dont know who you manage to 
eat such poor fare, but that as you had to take that or none you tried to make the best of it.  
You might say “The board is pretty bad, but I supposed we could have as much as we wanted 
wanted of it.  I didn’t know that you objected to our eating what there was if we could stand it.  
I tho’t that such as it was we could have it, and could eat as much as we wanted.”   If she wants 
to give you a dig you will be justified in returning the compliment.  You seem to be under the 
weather too Harry and speak of not feeling well.  I hope you are all right by this time, and that I 
will be too before this letter reaches you.  It is strange what has upset us both.    

Now my darling goodbye. 
With boundless love, and such lots of kisses 

      from your own 
            Effie. 


