
                                                                                               No. 54 West 46th Street 
                                                                     N.Y. Jan 27th 1885   
My own dearest Harry, 
         I fear that the letter that was mailed to you yesterday afternoon will not reach you in the 
morning’s mail tomorrow.  I commenced it on Sunday, but wasn’t well enough to go on with it, 
so most of it was written yesterday sitting up in bed.  I was in bed all day yesterday, and 
couldn’t sit up & write early enough to have time to finish it for the mail I wanted it to go in.  I 
didn’t change the date, & didn’t tell you that I was writing in bed, for I have worried you enough 
already & it wasn’t worth while to get you all worked up again.  As soon as I could sit up in bed I 
began to write.  I fear my letter will not be satisfactory tho’ it is so long, for I couldn’t get that 
one subject off my mind long enough to write about other things.  Today I’m going to try and 
tell you something about our trip but suppose you’ll want to hear a little something about 
myself first.  I am up and around today and considerably better, tho’ Ada says I look as tho’ I 
had been hit by a couple of planks and pressed.  I cant imagine where all my flesh has gone to 
all of a sudden.  I look strange to myself, and my face when I touch it doesn’t feel natural, & it 
surprises me whenever I happen to put my hands up.  Ada paid me another compliment last 
night when she came up in my room to sit with me.  She said “Good gracious Effie I never saw 
such a change.  You look as tho’ some one had taken a spoon and scooped out the flesh in your 
cheeks.  I know if you’d turn your head to one side you could hold water in that pl hollow.  You 
look thinner than Jule.  I noticed a difference in your arm the minute I touched it.  I know you’ve 
lost at least ten lbs.”  Jule said “Effie when you are able to go out I wish you’d have a tin type 
taken just for fun, and send it to Harry in some round about way, and see if he knows you.”  
Lena came up with my lunch and she said “Oh Mees Effie you luke so bad___.  I dont know the 
English ____ but you luke so dead.”  She meant pale, and didn’t know the word to express it.  
Nobody is very flattering.  Well I haven’t  been as thin since 1880 when I was so sick, and by the 
time time you saw me I had gained, and looked better than I do now, but now that I’m home 
again I’ll soon pick up. and I always gain very fast and will soon be as fat as ever.  It is well I 
didn’t take a vacation during the holidays for I’m obliged to take one now.  I wont try to 
commence my lessons before next week.  I suggested beginning the middle of this week, but 
mamma positively forbids it.  She says I must rest.  Oh Harry I never went through anything as 
dreadful.  I have suffered enough to break anyone down, but I’ll promise you to be very careful 
& try to do all I can to get straight again so you mustn’t worry for I’m better already.  I cant help 
feeling sad, & cant get over this terrible loss right away.  Such things always go very hard with 
me, for my love isn’t any mild feeling, and when I love a person, it isn’t easy for me to give them 
up, and I dont get over it & used to it soon.  I cant no matter how hard I try.  Minnie was like a 
sister to me & I loved her very deeply, and this blow is very hard for me.  It seems worse every 
day as I realize it more fully.  The first grief was more acute agony, but this feeling [ill.] I have 
now is almost as bad, tho’ I can control myself better.  It is terrible when I wake up in the 
morning and it all comes over me after being unconscious of it all night, tho’ when I sleep my 
dreams are dreadful and I am really not at rest even then.  But of course I must take up my life 
and go on as usual, exactly as I have done.  I cant forget but it will help me to bear it and will be 
better for me to have something to do.  It is well that I wont be able to sit down and brood over 
this sorrow.  I try to be cheerful and act as usual, but sometimes I hardly know what I am about.  
This morning your telegram came before I was up.  The boy said “for Mrs. Loag,” and mamma 



never looked at the address.  She could not open it at first, she as so frightened.  She tho’t of 
you but tho’t it couldn’t be from you for you had had my telegram & knew I was home & would 
send it to me if you sent one.  She was sure it was something dreadful about Rem, but at last 
she opened it and was so relieved to find that it was from you to me in answer to mine.  I am so 
glad mine relieved you, tho’ I suppose that on Sunday morning you rec’d my  letter written at 
New Orleans, and so you must have been feeling better than when you telegraphed mamma.  I 
am so sorry you were so worried, but my dearest Harry I couldn’t do any different for I never 
could tell where we would be from one hour to the next.  It was a terrible feeling and it worried 
me so not to be able to write as I wanted to, but I couldn’t get Maggie to help me at all, and at 
times I felt very hard toward her.  There is one more thing I felt sore about.  As long as we were 
traveling merely for the sake of going, I didn’t see why we couldn’t go one place as well as 
another, and hinted some such thing to Maggie.  I said it would be nice if I could see you.  The 
When it was decided that we would come home by way of Cincinnati (which by the way was my 
suggestion and a scheme I worked for all it was worth when I found it would be useless to try & 
manage to go by way of Chicago.  It would be so far out of the way & they were in a great hurry 
to get home.)  I told her right out how I felt, but she was in a hurry to get home and didn’t care 
for anything else, and as long as she worked for that, I felt that she wouldn’t try for any plan to 
suit me, so I had to give it up, for I felt that I could not ask Rem.  Perhaps he would have done it 
for me, but I couldn’t bear to ask him.  If I had been paying my own expenses it would have 
been different, but unless Maggie would say something I felt it couldn’t be done.  I simply told 
her how I felt, and only wanted her to suggest to Rem that it would be nice if I could see you, 
and say that perhaps it could be managed if he’d stay over in Cincinnati one day.  It would 
merely pl put it in his head and he would be left free to do exactly as he liked, and I think he 
might have seen how things were and have been very glad to do it.  I did not ask Maggie to 
arrange it but she could have suggested it to Rem & done that much for me if she had cared to.  
It needn’t ha have made more than a days difference in our getting home, but she wouldn’t 
make this sacrifice for me tho’ I have many many times made greater ones for her, and I cant 
help feeling that it was mean and selfish.  I tho’t I could telegraph you to meet us there and we 
could have the whole day together, and the time would have come just right.  We’d have 
arrived at Cincinnati early Saturday A.M.  It cant be more that than one night’s journey from 
Lafayette & you could take the train from there Friday night and return Saturday night, and 
wouldn’t lose any time at the University, but as she didn’t see fit to help me all this lovely 
scheme it had to be given up.  You can hardly imagine the torture I went thro’ on Sat. morning, 
for it was torture to be so near you and not see you.  I came near asking Rem to let me me 
leave them and go on to Lafayette to see you & my future home, and spend a day there and 
return home alone.  I couldn’t have the cheek to do it tho’ when it came to the point.  I hate to 
ask favors at any time and just now you know my cheek is all gone, scooped out as it were.  I 
cant feel even now that it would have been quite the thing but I cant  help wishing I had done 
it, and mamma says I was a big goose not to have done it, and feels quite badly about it.  She 
says I ought to have told him how I felt.  It is very easy to talk about it, but it isn’t so easy to do, 
especially to one of my disposition.  I’m too independent for my own good, but I cant get down 
off this high horse of mine.  As it was I came near telegraphing you, for it seemed to me that I 
must see you, and do you know I tried to telegraph you as soon as it was decided we would go 
that way.  As usual it wasn’t decided th till the ne almost the last moment.  I made some excuse 



to leave the room, & slid out to send you a telegram.  You have no idea how Rem shrinks from 
meeting people.  He dont want to see anyone who knows him or knows of him.  If we could 
have spent the day in Cincinnati he needn’t have seen you if he didn’t feel equal to it, but I was 
afraid if I told him that I was going to telegraph you to let you know we would be in Cinn. and 
that you might meet us there at the stationand that he would  he[’d] feel that he’d have to see 
you & he might make me feel uncomfortable, so I determined to do it without letting him 
know.  I tho’t I’d tell you what time we were due & what Station we’d come in “at,” and what 
time we’d leave and you could do just what you tho’t best about meeting us.  I wouldn’t ask 
you to come for such a short time, but would only give you the chance with the hope that you’d 
take it.  Then when the thing was done, they could make the best of it and I didn’t care whether 
they would like it or now.  Yes of course I’d rather have them like it, but wouldn’t worry if they 
didn’t.  Rem would have to meet people sooner or later and would have to be decent about it.  
On our way South we never felt settled, even after the route was decided on & the tickets 
bought, & drawing room engaged, for if Rem took a notion that he rather do something else, 
he’d never hesitate a moment on that account.  He would lose all that and never think of it 
again, but coming home I felt differently.  I knew that when our route home was decided on & 
we were once started that there wasn’t any danger of changing.  So I determined to risk a 
telegraph.  As luck would have it, I found the telegraph office closed and couldn’t send my 
message.  Oh! how disgusted I was, but every thing is just so in the South.  I cant tell you how I 
hate it.  It makes me so nervous to have everything so slow & easy going & upset.  I felt like 
shaking every body to wake them up.  Stupid! well no that is too mild a word.  I never imagined 
that people could be so idiotic & all be allowed to run loose.  They know less than nothing.  I 
had been down on their ways before but that night I was furious.  I went to another office, & 
failed again.  I didn’t feel willing to trust anyone, and didn’t even dare to leave it at the hotel 
even for the clerk to send the next morning.  Besides you prop probably wouldn’t get it in time 
to make your arrangements, unless it was sent that night.  If Rem had consented to spend one 
day in Cincinnati so that I could see you he could have found some way to send the telegram, 
but it was night and I couldn’t prowl around the streets of a strange City looking for a telegraph 
office, and I tried the only two places near.  I tho’t if Rem made no other objection he’d say it 
was nonsense, that we would not be in Cincinnati long enough for it to be worth while, and I 
guess that would have been so, for we only had between two and three hours there & it would 
have been only an aggravation, and harder than not to see each other at all, and I have since 
tho’t that perhaps it was just as well I couldn’t send word, but I cant feel reconciled to being so 
near you & not having seen you.  That was awful.  Oh if we could have only had one day 
together.  Dont you think it was cruel of Maggie to refuse us such happiness when it would cost 
her only the delay of one day__  Another time I tried to telegraph you and struck another 
closed office.  I tried three times in N.O. alone, & also made three or four attempts to telegraph 
home with just as brilliant success.  They seem to be open by fits and starts, just when the spirit 
moves them, & I always had the misfortune to strike them when the spirit didn’t move them.  I 
hope you’ll never be placed South.  If you are of course I’ll go, but Harry you will have to make 
up your mind to one thing.  I certainly will be arrested every now and then for assault & battery, 
for I’ll get so nervous & exasperated sometimes with such a way of doing things that I will get 
desperate & forget myself and shake some of those stupid idiots to try and wake them up, and 
then I’ll get “took up,” but perhaps the policemen are as bad as the other people & wouldn’t 



take the trouble to notice it.  If you could have known our danger during our trip from from 
N.O. to C. you would have had reason to worry, for we had at least a dozen very narrow 
escapes.  The floods had injured the road, & we passed miles and miles & miles of flooded 
places.  They had to go over these places very slowly & carefully and we stopped every little 
while.  Of course we lost time, and the last night we made up for everything.  It seemed as tho’ 
we must go off the track and we all three expected it.  We passed thro’ twenty seven long 
tunnels, & the rocks & earth were so loose that they had to run some kind of an engine thro’ 
ahead of us to se if it was safe.  They say they alwy always have to in those tunnels for the earth 
is constantly sliding & rocks falling, & there is no telling what condition the road ahead is in, but 
even if the road is cleared what is to prevent a slide when we are in.  Rem didn’t find this out till 
Saturday and he said if what he was told was true we ran a great risk and it was no wonder 
there were so few on the train.  But these tunnels were not all.  We were told by the train 
hands on Saturday morning that a dozen times during the night we barely escaped being 
ditched.  We believed it, because it had seemed to us that something was wrong.  I nex never 
felt such jerks & lurches, I except during storms or rough water at sea.  I never believed a train 
could rock so.  The car was the most comfortable & the handsomest I have ever been in, and 
went along as smoothly as could be over good portions of the road, so we know the car had 
nothing to do with the night of horror.  Maggie & Rem couldn’t sleep either night, tho’ they had 
been sleeping very well till then.  We were relieved to reach Cincinnati I can tell you, tho’ we 
were very loath to leave our beautiful rooms in the Mann Boudoir Car.  They were beautiful and 
so comfortable.  Have you ever traveled on a Mann Car?  Pullman is no where and I should 
think his nose would be out joint, but we heard that he is making Boudoir Cars as fast as ever 
he can.  He’d better or he’ll surely be “left,” and Mann will be the man.  We had two lovely little 
rooms with a door between so we could turn them into one whenever we liked.  Each one has 
gas, electric bells, and every comfort, and you can have meals served at anytime.  You can have 
hot & cold water at at any time in the wash room.  There is also a library of very good books, a 
hundred nicely bound, selected to suit all tastes.  Travels, histories, standard novels, poetry, 
and light reading, and a few Biographies, one book of Quotations, and any one could find 
something interesting.  This is free to passengers.  I never saw so many comforts on a car.  
Under pleasant circumstances it would be a perfect delight to travel in them, but our trip trip 
wasn’t made under pleasant circumstances.  Yet there are many things we enjoyed in spite of 
our sorrow, & I believe it was the best thing we could have done, for it gave us something to 
think of, & besides we can manage Rem so much better than if he had not been away   He 
appreciates the children more, and it has helped him in many ways.  I can trust him now better 
than I could before.  As long as he is in his right mind we have nothing to dread, and I didn’t feel 
so sure of this before.  Every one has had these fears, and even yet we cant feel quite easy.  I 
dont think it would surprise any one to hear of his going crazy.  He dont rave and make a great 
time.  If he did we’d feel he was safe, but this pent up grief frightens us.  He has peculiar 
symptoms, and a wild look in his eyes at times makes every one who sees him feel anxious, but 
I hope for the best now, & believe he will bear it, & I dont feel the same anxiety I did at first, but 
the least thing frightens us, and he is pretty closely watched all the time.  I think there are 
plenty of men who probably love their wives as much as he loved Minnie, but I have never seen 
quite the same devotion.  It has sometimes seemed to me that he carried his attentions to 
excess.  I never have seen or known of just such a case.  I love to see a man devoted & attentive 



to his wife, & would think he couldn’t be too much if I had never known Rem but I really think 
he did too much, and if Minnie hadn’t been wonderfully active & fond of having something to 
do, he would have spoiled her, & made her helpless & a perfect baby.  There are very few who 
could have escaped being spoiled, but she only grew sweeter & lovelier every year.  It would 
make me nervous to have anyone so careful of me, and yet it was really beautiful to see, but 
every one who visited there, and knew them intimately feared that Rem could never stand it.                                                                                                         
 
Wednesday night.   
Well I’m back again.  I had to stop and go to Harlem.  They sent for me on Monday & I couldn’t 
go but mamma went for me, and yesterday I had to go up as Maggie had to go to Paterson on 
Sunday, and couldn’t return before tomorrow.  Last night Rem would have had to be alone at 
dinner for Miss Stuart (a young lady who has been spending a number of weeks there.  She 
came before Xmas and I dont know how long she’ll stay.  We are all terribly down on her but I 
wont stop to tell you any thing about her now) was out to dinner.  I fairly hate her and wouldn’t 
stay up there and sleep with her so mamma promised to come up immediately after dinner and 
spend the evening and then I’d have an excuse to go home.  Rem felf felt badly about my not 
staying, but I was so glad I didn’t have to.  We stayed until nearly ten o’clock, and it was well 
that we were there for Rem had some very trying times during the evening.  It is terrible for one 
to go there and yesterday it was awful, even worse than when I went up the day after Minnie’s 
death.  Then to have to sit in her place at dinner and control myself and talk about everything, 
except what I was thinking of, was very hard, and it never before was such an effort for me to 
keep talking.  Rem was particularly blue and nervous last night and I saw that I must keep him 
talking.  He wasn’t in the mood where it would do him good to talk of her, and I racked my 
brains for something to say, and longed for some one to help me.  It is very hard when there is 
only one there with him.  I got so worked up that I was all used up again when I reached home, 
had a very bad night and had to spend most of today in bed again.  Of course going the first 
time was harder for me, and after this tho’ it will seem terrible yet it wont upset me as the first 
time did.  I did so hope for a letter from you this morning, but as I found five awaiting me on my 
return from N.O. I felt that as I had only written twice, I could hardly expect one from you 
written on Sunday.  But my own darling boy your letters came very late this afternoon.  I had 
given up hope, and when I got that big fat letter and another one besides I was too happy to 
have anyone near me and hurried off to be alone.  Mamma said it was absurd for me to go off 
to a cold room.  She couldn’t see why I couldn’t stay there where it was warm, but I could not 
have anyone near me.  I wanted to be alone with you and what did I care about a cold room.  
Oh Harry words fail me.  Those letters were too perfect for words.  They made me inexpressibly 
happy, so you can only guess at how happy I was, for I dont know how to measure it to tell you 
how happy they made me.  I cant attempt an answer to them.  Under the best of 
circumstances, if I had any amount of time, and was in a house all by myself, and felt well 
enough and was in exactly the most favorable mood, and it was during the day instead of late in 
the evening, even then I could not write any answer worthy of those letters, but tonight I am 
still too tired to do any thing decently, and if I’m too full for utterance if when if everything was 
favorable, I certainly am powerless now.  Oh Harry if we could have only gone to Chicago how 
perfect every plan could have been.  Your schemes were so perfect and I would have been so 
delighted to have carried them out.  To have seen you and to have gone with you to Lafayette 



would have seemed the best thing that could happen to me.  I longed for it just as much as you 
did, and it was so hard after building hopes on possibilities to have nothing come of it.  It was 
severe torture last Saturday to know that we were within a days journey of each other & not be 
able to se each other.  How perfectly lovely of Miss Weed to invite me to stay with her.  I never 
heard of such kindness.  Will you please tell her that I appreciate it very very much and thank 
her a thousand times for her kindness, for Harry it was a remarkably sweet thing for her to 
offer, and one that very few would dream of.  She has known you so short a time and I am a 
perfect stranger to her.  I never heard of any thing quite so sweet as this invitation to an utter 
stranger, for tho’ she does like you she couldn’t feel sure of liking me.  It was so good of her to 
want to help us, and I cant express my deep appreciation & gratitude.  Please give her my 
kindest regards and tell her that I would have been so happy to have accepted her invitation, 
but that I take the will for the deed, and thank her just as much as tho’ I’d been able to go, that 
I feel now that I have lost even more than I had supposed, for besides not seeing you & my 
future home, I feel that I have missed a great deal in not meeting her, but I hope to have that 
pleasure sometime in the future.  I wonder if you will remember to give her all these messages.  
I have always found men rather uncertain about delivering messages, but whatever you do 
dont forget to give her my regards and thanks, & do tell her of my appreciation for I want her to 
know that I didn’t take such kindness at all as a matter of course.  I think you can be trusted to 
tell her at least that much.  I dont think you’ll forget, for you didn’t forget to give me her 
message, about visiting her.  Perhaps you’ll say “Oh that was very different,” but you know I 
never accept such an excurse, and I’m sure you’ll not say any such thing.  You’ll not forget so 
important a message I am sure.  On Sunday I am going to try and write about some things in 
your letters but now I think I must stop and go to bed.  I have half a mind to go to Madison 
tomorrow and stay till Friday or Saturday but I am only thinking of it.  If I dont go before I begin 
my lessons I cant go at all, but I am almost afraid I’ll be needed at Harlem and hesitate about 
leaving home.  I want to go up there & see the folks and may possibly run up for a night.  I 
meant to write to Mag while she was in Phila. and had expected to write Sunday before last at 
the latest, but I hope she understands why I didn’t.  Did you write them the sad news?  I hope 
you did, for I hadn’t time to do it.  
       With inexpressible love  

always your own true 
                                  Effie 
 
I haven’t told you one about our trip as I promised but I’ll get to that pretty soon.  I’ll begin an 
account tomorrow if I dont go to Madison (& my going is very doubtful) and send it on Friday 
for your Sunday letter.  Goodnight my darling boy   your own 
                    Effie. 
 


