
                                                                                               No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                            N.Y. Jan. 15th 1885. 
My own darling, 

I wonder if I can ever forget this date.  It has been one of the most terrible days of my 
life.  I cannot write you a letter tonight.  Oh Harry, Minnie our dear lovely Minnie died this 
morning.  We tho’t she was better and the shock has been terrible.  Jule was up there yesterday 
afternoon and tho’ she still seemed very sick we all felt that she was better, but this morning I 
kept thinking of her and wanted to go up, but tho’t perhaps it would be better for mamma to 
go and she went.  Only a few minutes after she left the telegram came saying Minnie was dead.  
I cant feel reconciled and this day has been awful.  The news nearly killed me.  I felt more as 
tho’ Minnie was a sister than a cousin, and oh it is so hard on us all.  I feel it specially for I have 
been with her so much more than the others have.  The news was so unexpected, for tho’ she 
has been sick so long[,] for a month or more[,] I didn’t feel that she wouldn’t get well, tho’ at 
one time I was very much worried, but I got over this for she seemed so much better.  When I 
heard the dreadful news I seemed dazed at first & then I was taken with one of those awful 
turns I have had two or three times before, and all feeling seemed to go out of me.  I felt as tho’ 
I were turning to stone, and as tho’ I were being suffocated.  I couldn’t get my breath & it 
seemed as tho’ someone had me by the throat and as tho’ my chest was being crushed in.  
Then came this numb stony feeling and I was perfectly still all over.  I was walking up & down, 
for I couldn’t sit still.  Suddenly I felt myself swaying and tried to steady myself but fell with a 
thud.  Jule was awfully frightened but got a pillow under me.  By this time Mr. & Mrs. Ellis came 
rushing up to know what had happened & who had fallen, for I was in the room directly over 
them & they knew some one had fallen.  Mrs. E. was lovely as could be and stayed till they 
could get me on the bed and I was better.  I haven’t been fit for anything all day.  If I had dared 
trust mysef myself in the St. I would have gone up there.  Mamma expected me all day and they 
tho’t I could do something with Rem perhaps.  He is like a statue[,] wont speak a word to any 
one, & shut himself up in the nursery with the children and refused to see even his own sisters, 
but he saw mamma.  He let her in but took hold of her hand and stood there like a piece of 
marble.  He held her hand about five minutes but couldn’t utter a sound.  Only thing think 
mamma got there before the undertaker, and there wasn’t crepe on the door, tho’ if she had 
seen it would have been almost as bad, for she never dreamed of such a thing.  The cook 
opened the door, and as mamma had never seen her, the cook didn’t know who she was.  
Mamma said “How is Mrs. Schenck this morning”? and can you imagine her feelings when the 
girl said “She died this morning.”  The same thing happened to poor Maggie.  She knew nothing 
about it, tho’t she was getting along all right, & this morning as Minnie seemed worse Rem 
telegraphed, “Minnie is worse.  Can you come and help nurse her?”  She was so much better 
last night that Rem went in the next room and had a good night’s rest, for the doctors (they 
have had three or four) seemed to feel perfectly easy, and did feel that there was a decided 
change for the better, and that she was out of danger, but this morning at seven o’clock they 
noticed a change for the worse, and she lost consciousness and never regained it.  Rem has lost 
so much sleep and he felt so happy at what the doctors said, that right there he thanked God 
that she was spared, and then he was so relieved that he fell asleep as soon as he lay down.  As 
soon as they noticed the change they telegraphed for Maggie but she didn’t get there till late 
this A.M. [ill.] no it was past noon.  She was at first perfectly crushed but afterward she bore up 



wonderfully, tho’ she blamed them for not sending for her sooner.  Rem wouldn’t let anyone in, 
and after Maggie had been there two hours or more mamma told her she must go to him and 
must see him.  She tho’t she could do him more good than anyone else.  They had wished so for 
me for they knew he’d see me, for he always seemed to care more for me than for his own 
sisters.  Maggie didn’t want to go, but mamma said she must[,] that she might be able to do 
something.  Well she did it, and he was better when mamma left, and had at last been able to 
talk, and looked a little more natural.  Mamma said it was awful to see him as he was before 
and she was so relieved when she left.  Tomorrow morning I’ll go up and stay as long as I’m 
needed.  Mamma didn’t come home till dark & she was awfully frightened about me, but I am 
better now.  She was afraid to have me sleep alone but I wanted to write to you and I insisted 
that there was no more danger of another attack, tho’ I have had symptoms every now & then, 
and only walked by hanging onto things.  I feel weak & my head aches but I guess I wont have 
anything more serious than this.  I hope to be able to go up tomorrow for I know they’ll expect 
me.  They couldn’t understand why I didn’t go up today, & tomorrow I must surely go.  Oh Oh it 
is too dreadful.  It seems too much to bear.  I will realize it all more fully tomorrow even than I 
do now.  The funeral will be on Saturday morning at 11 o’clock.  She had every thing to live for 
and she was needed so.  Oh it is terrible to give her up.  I cannot write more.  Oh Harry your 
letters today, one this after morning & the other this afternoon would have made me so happy 
if it had been possible for me to be happy, for they did comfort me.  I am so glad that our 
trouble didn’t come just as this time[,] am so thankful that it is all over.  If I had had Sunday’s 
misery to live thro’ now besides this awful affliction I dont know how I could bear it, but you 
had rec’d my letter when you wrote and things are just now straight between us.  I am so 
thankful that it is over & that it didn’t come just at this time, for your letters have done me 
much good.  Jule bears it so much better than I do, but it isn’t quite so hard on her because she 
wasn’t as intimate with Minnie as I was.  They hadn’t been together as much & tho’ they were 
very fond of each other it wasn’t the same quite, but it is hard enough for us all.  Poor mamma 
came home feeling all used up and so so sad.  I must not try to write any more.  Goodnight my 
own darling boy.  With unbounded love from your own devoted 
                             Effie 
 
Friday morning.            I am better this morning but oh so sad so very very sad.  I am about 
starting for Harlem.  With deepest love E.M.L 


