
                                                                                                          No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                        N.Y. Sunday Eve.  

[February 1, 1885] 
My darling Harry, 
             I have come upstairs early, and hope to spend the entire evening with you.  I dont 
expect this letter to be a success for fear I’m not in very good condition tonight.  I have been in 
Harlem nearly all day & have passed the most miserable & unhappy Sunday.  It wasn’t easy to 
break away, but I knew it would be impossible to write if I stayed, and as it wasn’t a case of 
absolute necessity I wasn’t willing to put this letter off.  We have had about all we can stand of 
that sort of work.  It has seemed my duty lately to give up writing, yet I doubt if that part of it 
was appreciated it, tho’ that was really where the sacrifice came in.  It was a sacrifice to give up 
writing to you, & to give up hearing from you.  I had to live thro’ the deepest sorrow of I have 
ever known, & keep up thro’ it all, without one word of help from any one, for I couldn’t even 
hear from home.  It would be a trial to do without your letters under the best of circumstances 
and would cost a fierce struggle, but to give them up at such a time, when I needed them more 
than ever, cost me actual suffering, which at times amounted to torture.  They dont seem to 
think of that at all.  They appreciate my going & doing what I did for them, & Maggie says she 
couldn’t have lived thro’ it if it hadn’t been for me.  What I did for them wasn’t any sacrifice.  It 
gave me pleasure to find it in my power to comfort & help them, but the part they seem to 
think least of is what cost me most and that is the part they ought to consider.  They ought to 
know that that was a trial, & that the rest was nothing.  I’m willing and glad to do all I can, but 
I’m not willing to put your letters off unless there is real need of me there.  In such a case I 
would feel it my duty & know that you wouldn’t complain, but tonight I didn’t see any real 
necessity and didn’t feel it my duty.  Wanting me, & needing me are two different things, & I 
wont give your time away for anything less than a real need.  Your claim & your want I feel are 
stronger than theirs or anyones, and no ordinary thing can stand in the way of my writing.  
There are many times when things compel me to put if off    I want to write.  Next to receiving 
your letters it is my greatest pleasure, and no ordinary thing can keep me from it.  Rem ought 
to realize your position and our relations.  At times I have felt a little hard toward him, but this 
feeling doesn’t last long, because I dont think he is responsible for anything.  He is not in any 
condition to be reasonable or to realize anything but his own misery, but at times there will 
come to me a feeling that he ought to realize our feelings and be more thoughtful, that he 
ought to remember think how he would have felt if he had been in your place & Minnie in 
mine, & you in his place.  Harry I know he wouldn’t have acted as you have done, and I dont 
think for a moment that he would have allowed her to do what I have done, but he isn’t the 
man you are and never will be, and I must not judge him from such a high standpoint.  He never 
had the same bringing up.  His mother died before he was eight years old & I only wonder that 
there is as much to him as there is.  He would have been a remarkable man if he had had the 
right kind of training, but he has good traits and I understand him, and he is in the deepest 
possible trouble, and his own family cant do anything to help him. He turns from them instead 
of to them.  There are very few to help him, for he hasn’t made many friends and very few 
understand or like him.  I can help him, and I mean to do it, and to make allowance for him, and 
will not refuse to do for him all that I can, & I know that you wont refuse to be satisfied because 
I tell you that he wouldn’t have done as much for you had you been in his place, & he in yours.  



That is neither here nor there.  He is in trouble & we must help him, and I would do it for 
Minnie’s & those dear children’s sakes if not for his, tho’ I would be willing to do it for his, and 
wont think of what he would have done, & I know you wont.  You wont blame him for being 
less of a man than you for it really isn’t his fault, & he is wonderful when his training is taken 
into consideration, & no one would believe him to belong to the same family as the others.  If 
you could see them you’d admire him in spite of all his little peculiarities & would think he 
deserved a great deal of credit for being what he is, for he has some noble qualities, and his 
devotion to Minnie was beautiful, & she loved him with her whole heart, and it is all there is left 
for me to do for her to do what I can for Rem and the children.  He is doing so well & is acting 
bravely and nobly, & I admire him for it, but he is very trying at times, and there are so few for 
him to depend on, & so few he can go to for help, that he cant realize all that he ought to.  The 
children help him so much and he clings to them so closely & appreciates them as I hoped he 
would.  He has taken up his life and is facing this awful trouble in a way I wouldn’t have 
believed possible for him.  He has shown more strength than I ever gave him credit for, and his 
devotion to the children will help him to bear this.  The children are so good and so considerate 
and he notices this & it touches him deeply.  I am worried about Miss Stuart being there, and 
she makes me boil with rage.  I don’t want to speak to Rem about her yet.  I want him to see for 
himself what a snake in the grass she is.  Every one else sees it and I hope he’ll soon come to his 
senses enough to see thro’ her, and I’ll help him to see it, & if he cant get his eyes open, I’ll 
force them open.  I know she is making money & having a good time, and I know that she has 
lied unmercifully.  Dont mention this to any one for I dont want it to get out all over tho’ I guess 
every one sees thro’ her and did even the day of the funeral.  She knows Rem wont find fault 
with any bills, and she took the lead, & of course he put the money in her hands.  She even 
made on the dress dear Minnie was buried in, for she felt safe there.  She knew that Rem would 
never know, & tho’t no one would tell him.  I dont suppose we would have tho’t of it if I hadn’t 
heard her telling about it in the most disgusting & shocking way.  Mamma said, when I told her 
about the lace for which she said she had paid $8.00 a yd for yard that she had heard her 
talking about what she was going to buy down town, that she w Rem had told her to get 
everything of the very best and that he’d leave it with her.  She said she was going to get real 
lace & made so much talk about it that it grated on us all and when mamma saw it, she tho’t 
she must have changed her mind, and mamma tho’t it was a shame to have put on such cheap 
horrid lace.  I dont know what it was, but mamma is quite a judge of lace and when I told her 
that Carrie said she paid $8.00 a yd for it, she was dumb founded and couldn’t believe it, but I 
told her that I hadn’t made any mistake.  Mamma said she hadn’t paid more than a dollar and 
she didn’t think it cost over .50 and doubted if it cost that much.  It is horrible to talk of such 
things. but You can imagine how it grates on us, and can imagine if she would do such a thing, 
that she would do anything.  Then she makes Rem think she has done so much, and done it as 
no one else could have done, and makes Rem feel that he can never repay her.  She spends his 
money in the most reckless way & he dont think of anything.  She accounts for it, & he dont 
look into it at all.  I could tell you things to make your hair stand on end, & yet Rem believes her 
to be an angel, and believes that everything was done to perfection, whereas she only did what 
would make the most show, & did nothing as well as Miss Paul would have done.  While we 
were gone she turned the house into a house of feasting, and gave lunches etc, then tho’t to 
fool us all by telling of the company she had come, “for the sake of the children to brighten 



them up you know.”  The children, Mrs. Paul tells me, were either up in the nursery or out in 
the Park.  She tells every one, and particularly Rem, how much she did, that she kept house etc 
etc.  She did nothing.  The servants are all faithful, & are well trained & know just how to go 
ahead, and Agnes did all the catering, & all the marketing, and she did nothing but have a good 
time.  When she didn’t have company invited for lunch, or dinner, she was off down town all 
day, but she’d order every one around.  Agnes knows about getting up a very swell course lunch 
or dinner, and she’d order her to get up these big lunches and then let people give her the 
credit to everything.  The way she used wine was disgusting, & yet do you know she has such 
power over Rem that she has influenced him against Maggie.  We would think she was a witch 
if we believed in such things.  We are afraid to tell Rem all these things for fear he’d think that 
we were down on her and only told him to prejudice him.  We want him to see for himself & 
then when his eyes begin to watch he open we’ll tell him.  Just now it might not do any good.  
She is beginning to be almost too bold and I thought today that he was beginning to show signs 
of getting his eyes open, and she’ll be caught before long I’m sure.  But you cant imagine how I 
hate to go near her.  I didn’t speak to her a dozen times during the day, & I should have tho’t 
Rem would have noticed the way I acted, & think he did.  I feel as tho’ I couldn’t go near the 
house while she is there but I suppose I must, and suppose she oughtn’t to be left to run things 
her own way.  I think I would have had to say something to Rem today if I could have seen him 
alone, but she begins to suspect me and she took care that I didn’t see him alone.  I have got to 
go up again on Wednesday, & then I’m hoping I’ll have a chance to bring [ill.] matters to a crisis.  
If he doesn’t see anything before then, I’ll try and plant a little seed that will be sure to grow.  
Maggie stayed over Sunday, tho’ Carrie tried to get rid of her, and came down and told me that 
she was going on Saturday.  Well I took pains to say to Maggie before Rem & Carrie, “Why how 
did you happen to stay.  Carrie said you were going home yesterday afternoon.”  Mag 
understood, for she we’d found Carrie out on Sat. aft. but C. wasn’t supposed to know about it.  
Rem looked astounded and Carrie was wonderfully interested in her book and of course didn’t 
hear anything, and I took pains to explain that Carrie had called on me the day before and 
invited me to come up & spend Sunday (Rem looked as tho’ he tho’t she had taken a good deal 
on herself to act as tho’ I needed an invitation from her) and said she’d like so much to have me 
because Maggie was going back to Paterson to her boy.  This little speech I think struck in, and 
I’ll keep on dropping them till they take effect.  If you should read in a book of the things that 
girl has done, you’d say “How unnatural,” but I haven’t begun to tell you anything.  Do you 
wonder that I’m excited and enraged.  She has taken Minnie’s pictures & one by one gotten 
them out of sight[,] first changed the position and then after a day or two gotten them out of 
sight.  There is just one more left out, & when that disappears I’ll call Rem’s attention to it.  He 
doesn’t notice things and has not seemed to notice this change.  Did you ever hear of such 
boldness in your life?  She is trying to make a cat’s paw of me, but I guess she begins to see her 
mistake.  She invited me in the sweetest way to visit her next summer.  Rem was there & of 
course it was partly for his benefit.  I thanked her for her kindness but said it was doubtful 
about my going.  I never even asked her to call on me, & it was so marked that I dont see how it 
could fail to strike Rem.  Maggie said to Langdon when he was particularly loving to us all 
except Carrie, “Now go tell Carrie that you love her.”  He said “I wont.  I dont love Tarrie Yuart.  
I dont ove her a tall”.  Children & fools you know.  Well I’ll leave this subject & go [ill.] on to 
something pleasant your letters.  Oh Harry I cant tell you how I have appreciated them.  They 



have helped me so and it was so good of you to write so often, and I dont see now how I could 
have done without them, & dont see how I ever got thro’ that dreadful week without a word 
from you.  I am so much better now than I was when I came home, and I know that your letters 
have helped me more than anything else.  I am upset tonight.  Today has kept me stirred up so 
that I’m nervous & excited, and cant quiet down, and cant seem to think.  My head is in a 
perfect muddle and I know I cant write as I wanted to.  You ask if I misunderstood you when 
you said you felt that in such grief that you were in the way & that I’d rather be alone.  I think 
you misunderstood me.  I meant you to see that you were necessary to me under all 
circumstances, and that even in grief and sorrow I couldn’t forget you.  I tho’t of you & longed 
for you even more, for it seemed to me it would be a comfort to have you to lean on.  I felt 
besides the longing I have all the time, a special need for you, that I couldn’t have if every thing 
was right and I was happy.  I turned to you, and longed for you, and for the comforting letters I 
knew you would write.  I wanted you to know this.  I appreciated your delicacy of feeling in not 
wishing to force yourself in, but I wanted you to feel that you had a right to be with me, & that 
it wouldn’t be forcing your self in & that I wouldn’t ever turn from you, no matter what sorrow 
came to me.  The deeper the grief, the greater my need for you.  You might be unable to take 
the load from me, but I’d want you near, & wouldn’t shut you out.  On the contrary you’d find 
yourself a prisoner for I wouldn’t want you to leave me for a moment and might be 
troublesome about it.  But my own dearest Harry I must have been very clumsy in the way I put 
it to you, if I made you think that I felt you were trying to sneak off, and shirk something.  No 
Harry I didn’t feel so.  Your letters showed the deepest feeling and sympathy, and showed me 
that you were aching to help me, and would do anything & give anything if you only could do 
something for me.  But at the same time, if you seemed to feel that I would rather be left alone, 
and that you couldn’t do anything for me. and  I tho’t you seemed to feel badly because you 
were powerless, & I wanted you to know that you were needed more than ever, & that I didn’t 
want you to leave me alone.  I didn’t think you wanted to leave me in time of trouble, but tho’t 
you didn’t want to thrust yourself in upon me, tho’ you were aching to do something for me.  
Dont I know you too well to believe that you would desert me at such a time?  There are people 
who would rather be alone at such a time, and as you have never seen me in sorrow you 
couldn’t know how I’d feel, & you were very lovely not to show a desire to force yourself in no 
matter how I felt, and your letter touched me very deeply.  You seemed so sad & full of deepest 
pity for us all, and showed such a longing to help us.  I would under such circumstances feel 
that I’d rather not see people, but you, oh Harry I’d want you with me every minute.  I’m so 
sorry I didn’t make my meaning clear, & so sorry that you tho’t I misunderstood you.  My 
darling boy it showed me so much; & I was glad you showed this wonderful amount of 
consideration & thoughtfulness.  It touched me more than anything you could have said, for 
tho’ I hadn’t any such feeling, I liked you to see you so thoughtful and considerate, but as usual 
I was too stupid and clumsy to make my meaning clear, & tho’ I dont think you really believed 
that I tho’t you wanted to sneak out and desert me.  I know you couldn’t have have felt that I 
tho’t so, but you know now I hope that I did not misunderstand you, that I appreciated your sp 
feeling thoroughly.  I rec’d your note & Col. Langdon’s letter and enjoyed both.  I think it was 
strange that he didn’t mention our engagement, but I dont believe he approves.  I think he feels 
that you are throwing yourself away, and he couldn’t congratulate you, but I venture to say 
he’d congratulate me if he happened to see me.  Now dont tell me this is nonsense, for it isn’t 



anything of the sort.  He seems to be most favorably impressed with you tho’.  I had a note of 
congratulations from Flo Perine the other day, but tho’ it was very kind and she was much 
pleased I dont think it is worth [ill.] while to send it.  I am so full of longing for you tonight that 
writing seems more of an aggravation than a comfort.  I think of a thousand things I want to 
say, & get so bewildered I dont know what to say first.  I think if you could see my nervous state 
you’d advise me to go to bed and try and quiet down, so I’ll just imagine you have said it, and 
take the advice, but if you were here you couldn’t make me go & mamma would tell me that I 
ought not to be keeping Harry up.  Wasn’t she considerate of you tho’?  Goodnight.  I’ll go right 
to bed and try and get strength for my lessons tomorrow.  With inexpressible love your own 
devoted 
                                     Effie.    
           


