
         Madison Train. 
         Sat. A.M. 11:30__   
         [March 27, 1886] 
My own darling Boy 
 I can only send you a few lines today.  I didn’t have any chance at all last night.  I hoped I 
could write last evening, & mail a letter befo this morning on my way to the ferry, but alas! the 
fates were against me, and all morning I have been having a regular run of bad luck, & tho’t I’d 
surely lose my train, but here I am all right.  “All is well that ends well.”  I will mail this scrap 
from Madison, and tomorrow I will try to write a long letter, but darling I dont know how I am 
going to manage about mailing it.  I doubt very much whether I can mail it so that you’ll get it 
on Tues[day]. and you must not count on getting it before Wednesday A.M.  There are so many 
things I have to say to you and I felt so disappointed because I couldn’t write last night.  I hoped 
to have time for something this A.M. but I did not wake up, and mamma didn’t wake me, 
because she tho’t the sleep would do me good.  She forgot about my lesson at nine o’clock, and 
it made things all crooked from the word go.  I had to almost break my neck to get off, and was 
very late to my lesson.  Then Lottie came, and all sorts of things happened, and I just barely 
caught my train.  Darling your letter reached me before I left, and I have read it, and feel so 
dreadfully sorry to hear that you are feeling so miserably. and You must look out for yourself.  I 
wish you would see a doctor, and have him give you something, for I am sure that some thing 
could be done.  Please darling do it for my sake, for I shall worry about you, and want you to do 
something.  I feel a good deal better today, and so far haven’t felt any neuralgia and hope that I 
wont.  Now my own darling[,] I must stop.  It is so hard to write in the cars, & there are so many 
people all around me that I dont feel as tho’ I could do a thing.  Goodbye my own Harry[,] my 
darling darling boy.  With love love love beyond measure, and so many Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө.   
            from your  
  Effie. 
 
I guess mamma was right when she said that if we went thro’ another year of this there would 
be nothing of either of us.  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө   
 


