
                                                                                             Hotel Royal 
                                                                         New Orleans, La. Jan 21st 1885 
My own darling Harry, 
            Today probably you rec’d letters from Mamma & Jule telling you of my sudden 
departure, and also one from me from Washington.  How strange it seems for me to be here, & 
how little I tho’t last Wed. night that in one week so much would happen.  Oh Harry under most 
circumstances this trip would make me wild with delight, but now it is so sad.  We all try to 
keep up but no matter where we are or what we do we cant forget why we have taken this trip 
and at times it is terrible.  Poor Rem!  My heart aches for him.  It is dreadful to see him suffer 
so.  He tries so hard to keep up, but it is such a struggle and at times he is crazy, and it seems as 
tho’ we were perfectly helpless to do anything or say anything, but we two (who know his utter 
devotion to Minnie, and how his every thought for years, has been for her) wonder sometimes 
that he can do so well.  We try not to let him have a chance to think.  We do something all the 
time.  Of course it cant make him forget, and yet it helps him to keep up, and keeps his mind 
from dwelling on his trouble & nothing else.  He wants to keep up and says he must.  He cant 
forget but he has got to bear it.  He is patient, wonderfully so.  He says all he wanted in this 
world was Minnie, and now he cares for nothing, & has nothing, but in his wildest moments I 
have never heard one complaint, or one murmur against God for taking her.  He only prays for 
strength to bear it and for strength to say “Thy will be done” and for the strong faith Minnie 
had.  He says he would have said his faith was strong before this trial came, if anyone had asked 
him, but that he knows now that it is not what Minnie’s was.  He prays for faith as strong as 
hers, & says if he can only have that it will help him.  It makes us feel more patient with him, 
and more willing to do anything & everything in our power for him, and he says no two human 
beings could do as much.  The poor fellow appreciates it so.  Now Harry I must before I go any 
further beg you to be patient about my letters.  On the train there isn’t any way to be alone and 
at the hotel it is nearly as bad.  It may seem to you that Rem is a trifle unreasonable to want us 
both every minute but he cant bear to have either one of us out of his sight for even a few 
moments, and you would understand if you could see him that he doesn’t mean to be 
unreasonable at all.  It is a necessity for us both to be with him.  It takes two to manage him.  
We feel so badly ourselves that we are not worth much if we are left alone with him, and it 
makes us all suffer for it if we attempt it.  I fear you cant quite appreciate this matter.  I know 
you cant, no one could without knowing Rem, but he is different from anyone I ever saw & has 
a most peculiar disposition.  I can tell you so much when I see you but now I haven’t time for 
more.  I am very tired and cant write very much.  We didn’t reach here till near after ten 
o’clock.  We came here first as Rem heard it was a new hotel and a much nicer than the “St. 
Charles,” and we telegraphed for rooms here.  Rem was so disappointed because he could only 
get two bedrooms and a bathroom.  He wanted a parlor, but this was the best they could do for 
us, so we got back in the carriage and drove to the St. Charles Hotel.  They had two suites of 
rooms there, & they were very handsome but not cheerful, so we decided to come here.  It is a 
magnificent hotel inside and is far ahead of any in Washington, and equal to any in New York 
(unless it is the Hoffman House) I think but outside it is the worst looking place, and no one 
would dream of the elegance inside.  Our rooms are large, and beautifully furnished.  The 
parlors, halls, & dining room are simply magnificent.  We had a delicious supper about 11:30.  I 
can understand your horror horror of the South.  You’d have a worse horror if you had every 



been as far south as this.  We were to have a buffet car all the way from Washington, but after 
we started from there when the porter came to make out berths, he said we’d have to get out 
at Danville the next morning early, about seven o’clock[,] for breakfast, that we would not have 
a buffet car till we reached Atlanta.  Well the breakfast was not so very bad but it wasn’t good 
by any means – bah!  Such stuff as they give for coffee, but if we had fared as well the rest of 
the way we would not have cared.  We didn’t eat much, but ate the little we took in such haste, 
that it didn’t do us much good.  We reached Charlotte for dinner about 12:40 P.M. and we took 
the 20 minutes for a good brisk walk up the principal street, and Rem told the porter to get 
some thing for us.  He brought something of everything they had in the whole place. There 
wasn’t one thing we could eat.  It even made us sick to look at the things.  We had supper at 
Toccoa and quite a swell supper, or so it seemed to us, for we felt half starved.  At midnight we 
reached Atlanta, but no buffet car came.  We were to have it this A.M. at Montgomery without 
fail, and so when the train stopped there in morning we took a walk instead of getting 
breakfast, and came back at the very last minute to find that there was no buffet car, and we 
had to go until after twelve without a mouthful, and finally at Pensacola Junction, we had about 
ten minutes.  We got some beastly coffee & beastier sandwiches & hard boiled eggs.  The eggs 
were the only things worth eating.  At Mobile we got some more trash and tonight at 11:30 we 
had our first decent meal since we left Washington.  I dont imagine we’ll stay longer than 
tomorrow night and I dont think I’ll have another chance to write till I reach home.  The 
weather surprises me.  It is just freezing.  I am so cold now I can hardly write.  I’ll tell you all 
about my trip when I reach home.  We may possibly go home via Cincinnati but will not go to 
Chicago.  It is a great disappointment to me.  I dont know anything, & Rem probably wont know 
what he wants to do till the very last minute.  I am just miserable without your letters.  This trip 
has been very trying and we are all forlorn, but I dont think Rem is going to be able to stand it 
at home, & I cant leave again with him even if Margie does.  Oh you cant imagine what we have 
all suffered.  We have to keep up for Rem, & it is all forced and a terrible strain on us all.  Still I 
guess the trip has really helped us all.  I feel so cold and tired & sick that I must go to bed.  
Besides the light is keeping Maggie awake.  Goodbye my own darling.  How glad I will be to get 
y home & get your letters.  With more love than tongue can tell 
      ever & always your own 
                    Effie. 
 
Just wait till I get home and I’ll send you a regular book. 
 
I’ll enclose the scraps I tried to write on the train. 
 
Thurs. 5 P.M.  I think we’ll leave tonight but dont know yet, or even by what road.  We all have 
the blues.  The weather is terrible, pouring rain, cold, oh awfully cold.  We cant keep warm.  I 
have worn my cloak & a heavy ulster all day and have to been nearly frozen.  It is dreadful.  The 
Exposition so disappointing, a fizzle we might call it __ but I haven’t time for more.  With love 
beyond expression    
           Your devoted 
                    E.M.L. 
 



Think we’ll reach home on Sunday or Monday at the latest.  It seems like a year or two since 
last Thursday. 
 
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                    


