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My own darling Harry, 
       I arrived home this morning all safe but not very sound.  I am completely worn out after 
this terrible strain.  The last ten days are the worst I ever passed through, and it seemed fully a 
year since the 15th.  Oh Harry no words can tell you anything about it.  Until I see you I cant 
give you any idea of my misery, and even then I doubt if I can tell you any thing.  It has been too 
much for me almost and this A.M. when I reached home I broke down completely.  It was 
impossible to keep up another minute.  I never dreamed of breaking down for I have had such 
good control of myself since I left home, and have been able to do all that was required of me 
without showing my own grief.  Every day it has grown worse & worse and harder & harder but 
it seemed necessary for me to keep up and I somehow managed to do it.  I didn’t [ill.] fully 
realize how great the strain was this till I reached home.  I knew it was telling on me, but was 
surprised to find my strength allgone.  Since I left Rem and Maggie & I have no one depending 
on me I find myself weak and good for nothing, and broke down completely the moment I got 
in the house.  They were all shocked at my looks, for I look as tho’ I’d had a fit of sickness, but I 
think a good rest will bring me out all right.  I cant commence my lessons till next week.  Harry 
dearest you must not be too hard on me for not writing, or telegraphing.  We never knew what 
we were going to do.  Rem wouldn’t make up his mind till the very last moment and even then 
it was uncertain.  Tho’ he’d buy the tickets to a place and pay for a drawing room we had no 
reason to believe that he’d go.  He doesn’t care for money & it is really reckless the way he 
spends it, and so he would just have these things in case he wanted to go.  He wouldn’t have 
anything but a drawing room because he wanted to be alone by ourselves.  All the way to 
Montgomery we expected to be dragged off at any station if it was any kind of a place, but tho’ 
we didn’t really expect it we went as far as New Orleans.  We arrived there last Wed. night 
about eleven o’clock or there abouts, and left there on Thursday night at ten.  The miserable 
scrap I wrote from there was written under very trying circumstances.  I said I’d enclose what I 
had tried to write on the train but I couldn’t find it when I was ready to seal the letter, but after 
I had mailed it I found my scraps and was about to send them but on reading them over I tho’t 
I’d better not.  I was afraid they would frighten you too much and so I didn’t send them.   I 
made several attempts to write you and to write home, but it was impossible to do anything.  
Maggie could have helped me and made it possible if she had tried, but if you’ll wait till cant tell 
till I see you I can tell you a thing or two about selfishness.  She did not try to make it possible 
and without her help I couldn’t do nothing.  I told her how you needed my letters, and how 
mamma would worry.  She said that she guessed you & mamma could worry thro’ some how, 
that you both ought to know & appreciate my position and not expect it etc. but I told her that 
you’d both make allowance but that you’d worry if you didn’t hear and that I must have time 
for writing.  She tho’t it was all nonsense & said “Well then they’ll have to worry.  If they cant 
be reasonable let them worry.  I dont write to Ed half the time.  He often gets to some port, 
expectsd a letter & has to leave without a word from me.  Of course he dont like it, and he 
storms and scolds, and pleads & does every thing but I go right on in the same way.  If I dont 
feel like writing I dont write.  You are beginning all wrong.  There is no sense in writing so 
much[”] etc etc etc.  I told her that might be her way of looking at it but it wasn’t mine and I 
never could look at it in that light.  And when she spoke as tho’ you were unreasonable, I said 



“Well then I’m unreasonable too, for I feel the same way about letters, & I think it is shameful 
for you to treat Ed as you do,”  but she wouldn’t do one thing to help me, and it was impossible 
for me to do anything.  Mamma & Jule felt very hard about it, but since they have heard all I 
have had to say, they pity me more than they blame me.  Rem was unreasonable, I cant deny 
that, but he was hardly accountable for that or for any thing, he suffered so all the time, but if 
we left him alone for even a few moments he felt so much worse that it was no wonder he 
couldn’t bear to have either of us away.  Rem realized that I was making a sacrifice, but Maggie 
always takes every thing as a matter of course.  I have been with her thro’ all her troubles and 
she always wants me, and says I am such a comfort, and she doesn’t see how she could have 
ever gone thro’ it without me.  I know she is sincere in all that & I am always glad that I have the 
power to help her.  She appreciates all I do and yet takes everything as a matter of course.  I 
have really suffered actual torture for that girl, and tho’ she feels that I have helped her, she 
feels that it is all right and no more than I ought to do, but for all that I doubt very much if she 
would feel it her duty to make the slightest sacrifice for me.  The matter of course business 
would look very differently to her.  She is so different from what she used to be and I cant 
understand her at all, and yet I have in spite of every thing a wonderful amount of sympathy.  
Very few have been called upon to go thro’ so much trouble, and all within nine years[,] the 
worst of it within less than six years.  I know I could never live thro’ the troubles she has had.  
She used to be the most unselfish and lovely character and a wonder to every one.  In ’76 her 
brother who died.  It was a dreadful blow to them all.  He was the only boy and they were all 
devoted to him.  Aunt Fannie never recovered from this and after a long and terrible illness she 
died.  This was in August ’79.  Maggie’s devotion all thro’ this painful illness was beautiful, and 
she took care of her mother thro’ it all until the last two or three weeks when they were 
obliged to get a nurse, tho’ it was against Aunt Fannie’s wishes.  Mag had always been so 
careless & light hearted that her thoughtfulness & care of her mother & the house seemed all 
the more wonderful.  Tho’ st such character would be wondered at and admired by any one, 
her control of herself was perfect.  No matter how she felt she was seemed always seemed to 
be cheerful.  Then at night she’d give way and I’ve seen her pace the floor in agony night after 
night.  After her mother’s death she had to keep up for her father.  You know how little this was 
appreciated, and you know a little of what she went thro’ for the next 2½ years.  No words 
could tell you all but & you cant img imagine half of all she endured.  If I could tell half that I 
know you would think I exaggerated, (since seeing all this I never call any book unnatural.)  If 
you could have spent even one week in that house you would understand my horror of drink, 
and my excitement every time the subject is discussed.  All thro’ these 2½ years (no not quite 
2½ it was only 3 mos over two years but it seemed like ten years) she was self sacrificing and 
the most noble character, for one of her age, I ever knew for she was only eighteen when her 
mother died, but this constant strain and the constant effort to keep up, and the frightful 
experiences she went thro’, seemed to change her.  They hardened her.  She used to be so 
affectionate, so full of feeling, & so unselfish, but she had too much to endure, and since her 
father’s death in Nov. ’81 she has never seemed the same.  She controlled herself and put this 
awful strain on herself for so long, that she finally grew to be what she had so long been trying 
to seem.  And for a time it seemed to me that she had no feeling left in her, but as time went on 
I hoped she’d be her old self and I think if things could have gone pleasantly for & her life free 
from care for the next few years she would have been, but troubles have been heaped upon 



her unceasingly.  A few weeks after her father’s death she was married, and the first few 
months she was happier than she had been for years, yet she couldn’t forget, and the strain 
had been so great that her health was seriously impaired and they feared she’d have brain 
fever, but her wonderful will fought this off, then but only kept her up for a time.  In the early 
part of Sept. ’82 she became dangerously ill and one disease followed another and for months 
she was almost at the point of death.  The following Jan. she began to improve and as soon as 
possible they brought her to Minnie’s.  I never would have recognized her if I had gone in a 
room without knowing who was there.  I was laid up with my sprained ankle and Minnie 
brought her down in a carriage to see me.  I was terribly shocked at the change in her.  She was 
a mere skeleton & it was painful to look at her.  Well of course she was miserable for months 
but she gradually improved.  When she was well and every thing had been going smoothly her 
baby (who was born in Oct. during her dreadful attack of malarial fever,) became very sick and 
for months hung between life and death.  She is devoted to the baby and was almost wild at 
the idea of losing it.  It finally recovered and then when everything seemed bright & she was 
happy once more, her husband was ordered to sea for three years.  She felt this was almost too 
much.  If he had been ordered to go anyplace else she would have followed him, & seen settled 
where she could have seen him every two or three months, but unfortunately he was ordered 
to the Pacific Coast Survey and he has been over this same route twice before, and besides 
making it impossible for them to see each other now & then, it compels them to be separated 
and has not even the charm of novelty for him.  He never dreamed of such thing as being sent 
there again, tho’t it would be to Japan, or else to the Mediterranean and Maggie could have 
followed him to either place, but he was the man for this survey & the only available one, so he 
was sent before his three years of shore duty had expired.  In twelve hours their home was 
broken up.  Every thing was hurried so that he might go to Paterson & spend the last few days 
while he was awaiting orders with his family in Paterson.  Twelve hours from the time Maggie 
was told the horrible news, they had packed furniture trunks & every thing ready to be sent on 
to P. and they were on the train bound for N.Y.  A few days later Ed rec’d his final orders to sail 
and that is now over a year ago.  In the meantime there have been many things to keep them 
disturbed, aside from the misery of being separated, and now comes Minnie’s death and 
Maggie is the only one left of the family.  Do you wonder that I have sympathy for her?  Do you 
wonder that I am ready to do anything & everything I can for her, even tho’ she is not as 
reasonable & considerate as she ought to be?  She is cool & calm, and responsible for things 
she has done during our trip, but I cant feel unforgiving tho’ I have at times felt hard.  But it all 
goes as soon as I remember her life for the last eight or nine years.  I know I wouldn’t have 
stood it as well.  In fact I almost know I couldn’t have lived thro’ so much.  She had a 
remarkable constitution or she never could have stood it.  It must have killed her.  Can I have 
too much patience under the circumstances?  Mamma and Jule were really angry when I told 
them, (as I had to to explain my not writing) about some things which were selfish to say the 
least, and I might not have ever told them but for their hard & bitter feeling toward me.  Jule 
went for me the moment I go in the house, and I have been thro’ so much already that I 
couldn’t stand anymore.  I might have controlled myself had it not been for Jule.  I knew they 
would feel hurt but I tho’t they’d understand as soon as I explained what I tho’t necessary, but I 
didn’t expect to be greeted in such a way.  They didn’t expect me.  Mamma was at church.  Jule 
was home on account of a terrible cold, and to have these reproaches hurled at me almost 



before I got fairly in the house was too much, the very last straw, which I hadn’t strength left to 
stand & I broke down completely.  Jule was awfully sorry and frightened too at what she had 
done.  Ada saw me & came rushing down to meet me, and words fail me when I try to tell you 
of her kindness.  I can think of no one lovelier in time of trouble.  She always says and does the 
right thing, & all thro’ she has done more to comfort me than anyone else.  She and her mother 
or she & Jule, I dont know which, fairly carried me upstairs and got off my clothes and put on a 
wrapper & laid me on the lounge.  Poor Jule felt awfully, and worse still when she heard all.  
They were all shocked at my the change in my looks and I must confess I am a sorry looking 
object.  My own grief, the worst I ever had, tho’ it is not by any means the first, for death has 
robbed me of many dear friends, the agony of seeing Rem’s broken heart, and being the one to 
be wh with him thro’ the most trying scenes, scenes that I feel I will never forget, or get out of 
my mind, the horrible strain to keep up, and then this trip which has been enough to wear 
anyone out without all that came before it, all these things couldn’t be gone thro’ without 
leaving a trace, and they were all shocked.  Rem wanted me to go home with them and I had 
hard work to get away and his pleading look nearly conquered, for it would be awful for him to 
go in the house I knew, and it seemed my duty to go, and yet I couldn’t.  Maggie has stood this 
better than I have, and has had the easiest part of the trip and I felt that it must fall on her.  I 
hadn’t the strength to go thro’ that scene.  I didn’t dare to trust myself, and then I must confess 
that this was not all.  I fear that selfishness had more to do with it than anything.  My own 
darling Harry I had heard nothing from you for over a week & not one word from home, and I 
simply couldn’t stand it to wait any longer after I reached N.Y.  I knew how it would be if I went 
up there.  I wouldn’t be able to get away before [ill.] tomorrow, so I left them.  I dont feel that I 
did wrong for I believe I could not have stood that fearful scene without breaking down myself, 
for I had used up all my strength & the time had come where I could control myself no longer & 
I knew that it was well I didn’t go.  It was some little time before I could read your letters, but I 
held them in my hand and opened them and read a little at a time, and since I have felt better 
have read them all over again, right straight thro’ one after the other.  Oh Harry I hadn’t had a 
letter from you since you had heard of our darling Minnie’s death and I longed so for it.  I knew 
it would comfort me, and it did.  I was sorely in need of comfort today and I cant tell you what a 
comfort & blessing your letters were.  You say that you feel helpless at such a time & cant say 
anything to lift this load and make it easier.  No you cant say anything, no one can, to make this 
dreadful loss less or to make me feel the blow less keenly.  Nothing can change it.  She has gone 
and no one can make it easy to give her up.  We have lost her and no one can bring her back, 
and words seem powerless to help us.  Yet they are not so.  They cant make our grief less but 
the sympathy helps us to bear and to feel how much is still left.  You say “I felt almost as tho’ I 
were in the way & you would rather be left alone in this grief.”  You say in another place after 
telling me of going to see Mrs. Collins “There was nothing I could do at such a time.  I was 
helpless.  I feel so now.  If we were together we should not talk this evening & I guess you 
would feel even better to have me away & be alone.”  Then in another place you say “Perhaps if 
I were with you I could sooth & quiet you but I guess not.  In such a time as this we want to be 
alone with out thoughts.”  Harry you must not feel so.  I need your letters now more than ever.  
They do comfort me.  They help me more than you can know, and I felt better when I had read 
them.  I understand your feelings perfectly for one always feels helpless at such a time and if 
you have never been thro’ it and have never been with a person at such a time you must feel it 



ten times more.  I have that same feeling tho’ I have been with so many during such trials.  I 
was with Annie Wisner for a week after she lost her mother.  I have been with Maggie three 
times now, (in spite of her father’s dreadful ways she loved him and felt awfully when he died) 
and with others.  I always feel that way & hate to go, but when I am with them I lose that 
feeling.  I find that people are not better to be left alone, & they dread seeing people because 
they usually try to talk and say something.  They feel they must.  It doesn’t do any good to tell 
any one when they are in the midst of deepest grief, that it is all right, and all for the best, and 
that they must try and bear up etc, etc.  All this does more harm than good and only excites 
them and hurts them.  I think the greatest kindness is to keep still and not try to say anything.  
Silent sympathy, and thoughtfulness in doing little things, does more than any words.  I have 
often heard people say it was torture to have people come and talk to them.  It was easy 
enough for them to say “It is all right, and all for the best” but how could it make their loss any 
less. I remember a gentleman who lost his wife speaking of this thing and how dreadful it was 
for him to go out afterwards and meet people and have to listen to them talk about it.  He said 
he would control himself and try to interest himself in something and not brood over his loss, & 
every time he’d meet someone, who would always have to say something, he appreciated it & 
knew it was meant kindly but said it was mistaken kindness.  He spoke of one lady friend who 
had done more for him than anyone because she had simply taken his hand t in both of her’s in 
such a way that it showed her sympathy, but she never said one word.  I would feel the same 
way and have always done with those I have been with as I feel I would like to have them do if I 
were in the same trouble.  Annie Wisner has told me since, that out of all the people who came 
to her room only two helped her, an Aunt from Brooklyn & myself, & that no one helped her as 
I did.  If she broke down I simply held her and let her cry and that quieted her.  The others told 
her it was wrong & she mustn’t give way.  She must bear up & not cry & a whole lot more stuff.  
I was so angry with them for it was heartless, when she was trying so hard to bear it and only 
broke down when she simply couldn’t help it.  Then if she felt inclined to talk I always let her.  
She couldn’t bear to have me leave her and made me go with her to see her mother, & 
wouldn’t have any one else near her.  I stayed with her a week and a little over.  I really thing 
Rem’s horror of seeing people was that he knew he could not stand the talk, and I believe the 
secret of my power over him lay in my being quiet.  No words could help him and when I went 
in I only went up to him and took his hand without saying one word, & then sat down beside 
him.  After a quarter of an hour he said, “Effie I know you’d do anything to help me, and I want 
you to do something.  Will you do it?”  I said “Yes Rem anything. You know I’d do anything for 
you.”  He said “Tell me what there is in life worth living.”  Imagine having him say such a thing.  I 
knew that no matter what I said it would hurt him, & I said nothing, but after this he began 
talking to me as he had not been able to talk to anyone before, and then I talked to him and it 
did him good.  He said he felt better than he had ever hoped to feel again, & better than he had 
felt for nearly a month.  I didn’t say one word to him except when he spoke first & thus I made 
sure of never speaking at the wrong time, and if he had anything to say he always said it to me.  
He had expressed a wish to have her wedding ring & engagement ring and a handsome 
diamond ring of her mothers left on her fingers as she had worn them.  When mamma told me 
of this it seemed to me all wrong and worried me terribly, and I determined to tell Maggie how 
I felt, and beg her to speak to Rem, & tell her that I felt it wouldn’t be safe, that it might get out 
in some way & it would not be safe to have it known.  The servants are so faithful & good but 



they might happen to mention it among their friends, and I felt it would be a great risk.  Maggie 
hadn’t tho’t of it but I fould Miss Paul (the nurse they had) terribly excited about it.  She hadn’t 
said anything, but came to me to say that she tho’t it unsafe & that one of us must speak to 
Mrs. Reynolds, & have her talk to Mr. Schenck.  I spoke to Maggie & then she saw it just as I did 
but she said she didn’t know how to speak to Rem.  Maggie had everything of her mothers 
except this ring, and as that was all Minnie had of her’s Rem tho’t it was sacred and ought to be 
buried with her.  I never supposed I could say anything to Rem, but Maggie dreaded it, and 
when I found how I had helped him, & how he could talk to me, it seemed better for me to tell 
him.  I said that there was something I hated to speak about, for I didn’t want to interfere, & 
didn’t want to hurt him, but felt it was my duty, & couldn’t feel easy till it was done, and made 
him promise not to be angry with me for speaking, for I felt it was something that he ought to 
know, & felt sure he hadn’t thought of.  He promised to take anything I said, kindly, in the same 
spirit in which I told him, and then I told him what I tho’t about Aunt Fannie’s ring, (her 
engagement ring wasn’t very handsome & I wasn’t afraid of that).  He said “It would have been 
safer if you hadn’t told me.”  I said I was very sorry, but feeling as I did it seemed to me I would 
be to blame if anything happened if I had tho’t of it and never said a word to warn him of the 
risk in case it became known as it undoubtedly would.  He said “No Effie I dont want you to feel 
sorry for you have done right and I thank you for telling me.  I hadn’t tho’t of that.  It would be 
terrible to have her disturbed, but it was a hard thing to do, and I know it took a great deal of 
courage to force yourself to speak to me on so painful a subject, and Effie it was very kind, and 
I’m very glad you did it.  I know the others wouldn’t have risked doing it.”  I said that I had 
hated to speak of such a thing and felt that he might misunderstand me, but that he must do as 
he tho’t best and I’d be satisfied, and would have nothing to blame myself for.  I had felt it was 
wrong to let him have this thing done without one word of warning, that I tho’t his idea a 
beautiful one, and it wasn’t the idea of the ring being buried.  It was only the feeling that she 
might be disturbed if it was known.  He saw it as I did and the ring was left off, and he was very 
glad I hadn’t run the risk that he felt sure the others would have.  The next day Miss Paul came 
to me and said the undertaker had said it was wrong to leave her engagement ring on, and said 
it was running a terrible risk, and he would feel better to have the wedding ring taken off too, 
so I went to Maggie and told her about it and said we must take this responsibility upon 
ourselves, and I feel after what Rem said about your mother’s ring, that he’d rather leave them 
taken off if there is any risk, but he mustn’t be spoken to again and we mustn’t tell him for a 
long time.”  She agreed with me, and I had them taken off.  I hated to do it but didn’t hesitate 
when the undertaker came to me himself, not knowing that Miss Paul had told me.  He said it 
worried him and he didn’t want to do it and begged to me let him taken them off, & told me of 
a horrible case that he knew of that had happened to someone he had buried and he said he 
couldn’t bear to risk any thing even a wedding ring, so that decided  me.  Well Harry I started to 
tell you and show you that words were not necessary for comfort, that they’d come in time, & 
showed you how it worked in every case I knew about to keep quiet first, & in telling how it 
worked with rem I got off my subject. but You did what helps me most.  You said there was 
nothing to be said to comfort me at such a time and you didn’t try to say a lot.  You simply 
showed me your sympathy and that helped me.  I know I have your sympathy and that you 
would do anything to help me.  Dont you suppose this knowledge helps me?  Indeed it does 
comfort me to think of you and of all we are to each other.  It has been a comfort all thro’ and 



yet your letter did me good.  I needed it and it helped me oh so much.  Dont ever feel that you 
are in the way & that I d’ rather be alone when I am feeling sorrowful.  Are we not to share 
each other’s sorrows as well as the joys.  Oh it would make me unhappy to feel that we were 
only to share the joys.  It seems to me we are more necessary to each other during the sorrows.  
It ought to make us more necessary & nearer to each other.  That is the effect it has on me, and 
dont ever feel that you are in the way.  Oh Harry I need you more not less at such a time.  Thro’ 
it all it has helped me to think of you, & it has been such a trial to do without your letters and 
not to be able to write to you.  Dont please dont blame me or feel hard about it, but believe me 
when I tell you it was as much or more of a trial to me than it could have been to you.  I was 
sorely in need of your letters more than ever before.  It would have been a comfort to write you 
but I couldn’t even do that.  Now my own Harry I hope we will not have another break but will 
be able to write & receive letters regularly.  Dont think that I misunderstood anything in any of 
those precious letters I found to welcome me.  I understood them perfectly, and appreciated 
every word in them.  Your sympathy was shown in such a wonderfully helpful way, and tho’ I 
was sorry you felt that I would not care to have your near me, or to write me, yet I couldn’t help 
being touched by the delicacy of feeling you showed.  Believe me Harry in spite of my grief you 
have never been forgotten.  I have longed for you more than ever, and kept thinking, and 
saying to myself “Oh dear if Harry could only be here.”  It was so all thro’ our trip.  I felt it would 
help me so to just see you.  Dont think that you will ever be cast off during any trouble that 
could befall me, for then I’d depend on you & need you more than at any other time.  Think of 
your self if you were feeling badly.  Would you rather be left alone? & would I make you worse?  
Dont you think it would be terrible for me to feel that I was all right in joy, but no good at all if 
you were in sorrow and that you couldn’t think of me or want me at such a time.  Tell me do 
you feel this way?  I hope you didn’t feel so about me, and I dont believe you did feel so.  You 
must have known that it would have helped me if I could have had you with me, or you 
wouldn’t have had such a desire to be here.  I dont feel hurt at what you said.  On the contrary 
it showed an appreciation of my grief and a feeling that I am glad to find in you.  Only you must 
never let this keep you from me at such a time.  You must always be sure that you will be the 
first I’ll turn to, and I’ll depend on you & need you even more than during joys.  No one can go 
thro’ life without these trials & who knows what may come to us.  We may have to meet many 
a one together and we must help each other, and not cling together only in happy days.  If we 
can only have each other to cling to we can get thro’ I think.  Oh it makes me shudder to think 
of ever losing you.  It seems to me when I think of that that Rem does better than I could do.  
Such tho’ts will come to torture me at times.  How can it be otherwise after all that has passed, 
but I wont think about it when I can help myself.  I can make all allowance for Rem if he seemed 
to be unreasonable at times about wanting us both to give all our time to him.  I can excuse 
almost anything except his taking to drink or gambling or anything like that.  I know there is no 
danger of his taking to drink or of his gambling in the way we mean by gambling, tho’ his 
business is a form of gambling of course, but you understand what I mean. I feel more 
comfortable about him now and I dont think he’ll do anything desperate.  Nearly every one was 
afraid his mind would go, or that he might be desre desperate enough to kill himself, but there 
is more to Rem than people think.  I have been afraid he at times that he’d lose his mind and 
we have had to be with him and watch him constantly.  If we left him for even a few minutes 
we always had to pay dearly for it, for the moment either one of us were out of his sight he was 



worse.  We couldn’t always quiet him when we were with him, but by giving up every minute to 
him, reading to him and doing some thing all the time and constantly changing from one thing 
to another we kept him from brooding over it.  Of course it didn’t make him forget, and there 
would be no good of that, for he must get used to the tho’t, but it kept him from dwelling on 
that too much.  It was all we could do, & we racked our brains for things to do to keep his tho’ts 
busy.  We didn’t dare to let him brood over it as he would have been sure to do if we had have 
let him alone.  He appreciated all this and felt that he must make an effort, and he did better 
for it.  He said “No matter what you girls say or do, I know what you are thinking of, but it helps 
me to see you try to keep up.  I want to keep up.  I know I have got to bear this trial, & I want to 
keep up.  I cant see anything to live for.  The children are some comfort.  I dont know how I 
could live if it wasn’t for them, but they cant make up for what I have lost, & they cant console 
me much just now.  I hope after a little that they’ll make me feel that I have something left to 
live for & I pray that the time may come when I can be happy again in doing for them.  Why I 
am am called upon to go thro’ this I dont know.  I could have borne anything else better that 
this.  I cant see how it is for the best.  I wont complain against God or rebel against him.  It has 
always seemed terrible to for any one to do that.  When my sister died and Charlie Ely (his 
brother-in-law) talked as he did it shocked me dreadfully & I couldn’t see how he dared to say 
such things against God.  It is hard.  I can’t understand it, but I do try so hard to say ‘Thy will be 
done.’  I have faith but it isn’t as strong as Minnie’s was.  I always tho’t my faith as strong & firm 
as her’s, but it isn’t.  A blow like this shakes it, but I pray for it.  If I have it I can live in the hope 
of meeting her.  That is all that can help me.  If I have that faith, I can bear it, and be patient and 
wait.  I have it to a certain extent & it helps me, but it isn’t as strong as I want it, but I pray for it 
constantly.[”]  It was the most touching thing to hear him pray & plead for it over Minnie’s 
body, and I feel sure that such a prayer as that must be answered.  Dear Rem, so few 
understand him or appreciate him.  It is his own fault, for he always is so indifferent toward 
strangers, & they think him rude or stuck up, & they dont see him enough to overcome this first 
impression, and I cant blame people for feeling so.  I used to detest him, but after I saw more of 
him I found such wonderful traits in him, tho’ he doesn’t show outsiders his true worth.  He had 
no mother to bring him up for she died when he was very young.  They were great society 
people, heartless and frivolous and the more I see of his family the more I wonder at Rem.  He 
had no kind of bringing up, and he shows signs of it.  He isn’t the man he might have been if 
he’d been brought up as you were.  He has enough in him to have made a wonderful man but it 
wasn’t brought out.  I think a great deal of him tho’ and understand him & see all his good 
points & make allowance for his faults.  There is so much more I want to say but I must stop and 
add the rest in my next letter.  I am so happy to have you place such trust in me & glad you are 
willing to have me do all I can for Rem.  You’ll never have cause to regret it.  I’ll never abuse the 
trust.  How can I when my heart is all yours as it is & always will be, but for all that I am glad 
that you feel so. 
      With deepest love and an unmeasured amount 
         Believe me devotedly your own 
                    Effie. 
 


