
                                                                                             No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                     N.Y. Feb. 10th 1885 
My dearest dearest Harry, 

I received your letter of Friday Evening yesterday morning.  You commenced by 
saying that I didn’t deserve it, for I hadn’t written.  You were right.  I didn’t deserve it, 
for I hadn’t done my part.  I didn’t write till Wed. & then the letter was delayed, and it 
didn’t amount to anything any how.  In fact my letters last week were all decide failures.  
I did what I could and it seemed to me, all I could, but I was very far from being satisfied, 
and cant expect you to be so.  I dont blame you for feeling that I didn’t deserve a letter, 
and in my Sunday’s letter I told you I would not blame you for anything you might say in 
your next few letters.  I dont deserve one tomorrow, and if I dont get it I will be 
disappointed of course & miss it terribly, but I wont blame you one bit for I cannot but 
feel that it is just.  If I get one filled with complaints, I I will feel the same.  I wont say a 
word, for I must feel that you were fully justified in writing it; whatever it is I will have 
no right to feel angry or hard in the least, tho’ it cannot fail to pain me.  It is useless to 
promise to feel happy in reading a letter written by you when you were feeling 
miserable.  It will (if such a letter comes) make me unhappy & discontented with my lot, 
but you will be the last one I would think of blaming.  You have been wonderfully 
patient and good through all these trying weeks, and your letters have helped me so.  
Tho’ you did heap coals of fire, I could not help being thankful for every coal; they were 
what I needed and tho’ they burned me some, you may be sure I couldn’t be sorry to 
have them.  It was so lovely to have that letter yesterday tho’ I knew I didn’t deserve it.  
It was awfully good of you to write, and I appreciate it I can tell you.  You said, “May be I 
have written something tonight that has wounded you & this letter were better 
unwritten.  Is it so[?]  Have I hurt you.”  No you didn’t hurt me except that it made me 
feel sorry that I was able to do so little, and it made me feel that I had a pretty hard lot, 
but I felt that before, and your letter really (tho ’it made me feel worse in that way) did 
me good in another way, for it showed in every line that you were not angry with me, 
and that you didn’t doubt me in the least, and that you did not blame me as you used 
to.  You didn’t think for a moment that I didn’t try to write and or that I didn’t want to.  I 
understood your feelings perfectly and you felt just as I would feel under similar 
circumstances, a terrible longing which kepp would would keep growing worse all the 
time.  I certainly will never find fault with you for wanting wanting me, or for loving me 
& longing for me.  As letters, my letters are poor trash, and dont compare with yours, 
and I cant of course understand how my letters can be as much to you as yours are to 
me, but I believe they are just as much to you, & just as necessary to your happiness.  
This isn’t conceit at all.  It isn’t because I think my letters as good as yours, but simply 
because you tell me they are everything to your now and I believe you, for of course I 
know you wouldn’t joke about them.  You were always very very solemn & serious when 
you have written about that subject.  I dont believe as letters they would bear 
comparison with yours, and believing what you say about them, doesn’t make me feel 
that my letters are anything wonderful, but I do believe that they are as much to you as 
yours are to me.  I must believe that tho’ I cant see how poor letters can do as much 
good as good ones, but you dont judge them as letters.  You see beyond them, and 



know that the feeling is fully as deep as yours, and that is what you judge by, and I can, 
(when I look at it in this way) see how my letters help you as yours do me, and so when 
you have had to get along on so few I cant expect you to be cheerful, for I know I could 
not be so without your letters, and it makes me so unhappy when I cant write for I know 
you will suffer.  I cant look upon writing to you as a duty.  It is a pleasure, my greatest 
pleasure, next to reading your letters to me, and if I followed my own inclinations I 
would spend several hours each day in writing to you, but I must always go in a cold 
room to be alone.  That I dont mind, and am willing to do it, not only willing but glad to 
do it if I can only be alone with you, but alas! even here I cant be left in peace.  I haven’t 
much time anyhow and every body says so much about my [ill.] sitting in a cold room, 
and if mamma, by any chance, forgets it, someone is always sure to remind her of it, 
tho’ I will say that she has been very good lately and hasn’t complained as she used to 
about my writing, tho’ I have seen as little of her as before and have had as little time 
for things she thinks I ought to do.  I really cannot tell why I do so little.  I seem to be 
always rushed, and yet I have nothing to show for it, not even my own music, for I 
scarcely touch the piano now-a-days.  I am disgusted with myself for I do believe anyone 
else could do better, and make more out of their time.  The truth is I’m not as smart as 
other people or I could find time for every thing, and it really worries me, for I know that 
my trouble lies here.  There was just one thing in your letter that I tho’t unfair.  That was 
what you said about my passing thro’ Cincinnati.  That, I must confess, cut me.  You 
began by saying “I cant help feeling what we both lost in not seeing each other in Cin.” 
etc.   That was all right and I can[,] I can[,] understand how you must feel toward Rem at 
times, and especially how you feel toward Maggie, for I know how hard I feel about it 
myself, and of course you cant have as much sympathy or make as many allowances as I 
can, for hearing about some dreadful thing, cant be the same as seeing it, and 
particularly as their loss is, to me also the greatest loss I have ever hr had to bear.  You 
feel for them and for me, but it isn’t quite the same sympathy you would feel if you 
could be with Rem awhile, tho’ your sympathy for me is just as deep as tho’ you were 
with me.  This is natural for you know me thoroughly, and can understand my feelings at 
such a time.  You can imagine something about his, but you cant make them seem quite 
what they would if you could see him.  If I, with my knowledge of him and my keen 
appreciation of his sorrow and his loss (loving Minnie as I did makes me see how terrible 
it is for him) can feel that he was selfish and thoughtless & unreasonable, your feeling 
must at times be very hard towards him, for you cant possibly make the same allowance 
for him.  So I cant blame you for feeling that he was cruel, and I certainly cant blame you 
for feeling hard towards Maggie, for hers was pure selfishness, but when you say that I 
didn’t care about it as you did, then I feel that you are not quite kind, for I’m sure I 
suffered as much, and it seems to me that your suffering cant be what mine was.  You 
cant imagine the torture it was to be so near you & not see you.  To know it afterwards 
is bad enough, and I have had all that besides.  Here are your own words, “I dont believe 
you can know how I longed for that meeting or I dont believe you could have passed by.  
I feel sure that it would have been an utter impossibility for me to have gone as near 
you and not see you.”  I can only say that if you suffered any more than I have, you have 
been tortured unmercifully, and you have my deepest pity. for I cant imagine what such 



torture would be, or how you ever endured it.  Then you say, “It was too much.  I cannot 
believe that the greatest good came of that sacrifice.  You couldn’t do him as much good  
in two hours as much good as that visit would have done me.  It could not possibly have 
been.”  Then you say, “O to be shut out is dreadful.”  Harry you know I couldn’t read 
these sentences without feeling that I was misunderstood.  The rest of the letter was 
altogether different, but can you not see in these three quotations what cut me?  
Perhaps it does seem to you that you would have done certain things if you had been in 
my place, but it is always easy to say what one would do, and it is easy to see after a 
thing is all over what would have been best, but I did what at the time seemed best.  I 
tho’t I couldn’t leave them and I hated to ask any favors of Rem.  You said in one letter 
in speaking of this same matter, that you didn’t feel think that I ought to feel under 
obligations to Rem for the trip.  I suppose this letter was in answer to the one in which I 
spoke of feeling that I couldn’t be independent, as I would have, if I’d been paying my 
own expenses.  That is so, but at the same time I didn’t feel under any obligations to him 
for paying them, for he didn’t take me for a pleasure trip.  It was entirely on his and 
Maggie’s account that I went & principally on his, and I was not blind enough to see it in 
any other light, and didn’t feel for a moment that he was doing me a favor nor did he 
feel so.  Neither do I think he is under lasting obligations to me, but tho’ I didn’t feel as 
you seemed to think, I didn’t feel at liberty to break away from the party.  Besides I 
didn’t know that you had made plans for me to go to Lafayette.  I knew that you would 
meet me in Chicago or Cin. but didn’t think of the other scheme.  If I could have had any 
idea of your whole scheme I might have spoken to Rem about it.  I tried to telegraph you 
as soon as Rem decided how we’d go, but you know all about that.  Even when he 
decided it we couldn’t feel very sure for even after we started he talked of changing our 
route and going as far as Chattanooga & there taking the Kennesaw Route.  We didn’t 
know anything.  Even buying the tickets couldn’t make us really certain.  It gave us 
something to rest our minds on for a little while, but he always was reckless about 
money, and now he dont care, & he wouldn’t have hesitated about changing our course 
because the tickets were bought.  He [could] lose them and never give them another 
thought.  Still I was willing to risk telegraphing you of our probable route, and if the 
office had been open we would have seen each other for at least two hours, but after all 
I doubt if it would have been best.  I knew you’d feel badly when you heard that we had 
passed thro’ Cincinnati, and I hesitated about telling you, and didn’t mention it in my 
first letter, but afterwards, I tho’t perhaps you’d rather know, and so I told you in my 
second letter.  It seems to us both as tho’ an hour, even one little hour, could help us & 
do us a world of good, but we are apt to think only of the meeting, and what that would 
have been without realizing the misery of parting.  I believe we would have been so 
filled with joy we would have been speechless.  I know we couldn’t have had any 
satisfactory talk, and the hour for parting would have come before we had had time to 
get over the meeting enough to talk, and if we had come out of this dazed state before 
it was time to separate, we would only have been unhappy at the tho’t of parting, and 
we couldn’t have said anything, and that parting would have been almost more than we 
could have borne, and the misery of it would still haunt us.  After leaving N.O. I was 
afraid to telegraph. [ill.] There was a strong probability of our train beying being behind 



time, & it looked as tho’ we’d miss connections at Cin. and would have to come home by 
the N.Y. Central and in that case we wouldn’t have any time at all, but at best it could 
only be two hours, & in an old railway station at that (always a car or railway depot, we 
have had bad luck).  A quiet room might have made the meeting of some help, but we 
have had enough of rushing things thro’ on trains, crowded streets, ferry boats and 
platforms.  Any more times, when our time is limited, must be spent in some quiet 
place.  We would have been too dazed tho to have fully realized our happiness.  We 
wouldn’t have had sense enough to have made the most of our time, and we couldn’t 
have been alone, and I fear the pain of parting would have been more real than the joy 
of meeting.  The latter would have been like a short sweet dream, & the other would 
have been fully realized by us both, and it would have interrupted our dream so very 
soon.  If we could have spent a day together in Cincinnati, or better still, if I could have 
gone to Lafayette, then it would have hep helped us both.  The parting in that case 
would have been hard, but we would have had enough happiness to make up for it, but 
an hour or two of dazed happiness would have hardly made up for the misery that 
would have had to follow it, and now we’d think more of the parting than of the 
meeting, because that would be to us a dream and the parting would be a reality, and 
less than a day’s happiness could not have really helped us unless we could have spent 
the time in some quiet room alone, or in some place alone.  You feel badly, but you 
really dont know any thing about it, or that is, the torture I felt in Cin. for then I tho’t 
only of the bliss of meeting, and you cant know without experiencing it what I went 
thro’.  You seemed to be so near, but just out of sight, & just out of hearing.  It was as 
tho’ a heavy iron door was between us, thro’ which no sound could go.  You didn’t know 
of my being on the other side of that door, but I knew where you were.  You could have 
opened it from your side, because you were on the inside where the spring was, but on 
the outside there was no way of opening it.  I called in vain.  You couldn’t hear me.  I 
knew you’d be as crazy as I was if you could only know I was there, and you’d be only 
too glad to open it but you didn’t know, and I couldn’t make you hear, & couldn’t send 
any one for you, because there was only that one way to reach you, and any one else 
would have been just as powerless as I was.  You did not dream of it, but I knew you 
were just beyond reach & I couldn’t do a thing  —  I was utterly helpless.  Oh horrible!   
It was like some dreadful nightmare, and yet my dearest Harry I doubt if even that was 
as hard as our parting would have been when we had just found each other.  I think it 
would have been awful to have been torn away from each other after only two hours.  It 
would have taken at least an uninterrupted day alone, to have made up for that, & to 
have made it bearable.  We think of the meeting and not the parting.  That is I do that 
usually, tho’ I do know that two hours would have made our separation harder, tho’ I 
must confess that I wouldn’t have kept away if I had seen my way clear, but all this will 
never be thoroughly satisfactory till I see you next summer and then we wont be limited 
to either a miserable letter, or to two little hours in a railway station, and in the 
meantime dont worry yourself with the idea that I didn’t mind it, and that I found it easy 
to give up this hope I had been living on all the week.  I almost wish I had never told you 
of the original scheme, or that we were in Cincinnati.  The former seemed probable, and 
I tho’t I ought to prepare you in time so that you could arrange to get off, for I didn’t 



want to send for you without any warning, because then it might be impossible for you 
to leave.  Oh dear!  The whole thing was horrible, from first to last.  You cant imagine it 
at all.  If you could you would only wonder that I still live to tell the tale, and that I’m in 
my right mind.  I think I must be pretty strong or I wouldn’t have come out of it all as 
well as I have done, for I am pretty well now except these headaches and that awfully 
tired feeling.  Of course my loss seems just as hard, but my health is much better than I 
had any idea it would be, and I think no one but a person with a good deal of strength 
could have stood it.  I haven’t had any more hard chills tho’ I had a slight touch on 
Monday & another little tiny shiver this A.M. (this is Wed.  I should have redated on the 
sheets) back)  but they weren’t followed by any fever, and only a slight nausea 
accompanied them and I guess the miserable things have taken the strong hints I have 
given them, and I have made it so uncomfortable for them that they’ll soon go South 
again.  They dont seem to enjoy the quinine diet.  They prefer fried chicken legs and 
poor coffee & “sich like,” and they are so homesick I wouldn’t be surprised to have them 
go back at anytime.  They are all packed and ready to start.  I have been spending the 
morning at Dr. Gano’s, and feel all mouth just at present.  Will have one more pleasant 
(?) visit there.  Everything so far has been work done over.  That is too mean to have to 
go thro’ it twice.  Once is bad enough, but to have one tooth break around the filling and 
have another cut up some other mean trick was a little too much to feel good natured 
over.  I rec’d your letter of Jan. 21st yesterday, and also one from mamma written about 
the same time.  No her’s was the 20th.  The N.O. postmark on the back shows that they 
were rec’d there on time, and they have come from there to N.Y. on time.  I dont see 
why they held them five days when I wrote them before I left N.O. that I expected 
letters & would like them forwarded to N.Y. but if they held them five days, as the 
envelopes directed them to do, what were they doing the rest of the time.  Even the 
P.O. department cant half attend to things.  Many thanks for the cuttings you sent in the 
letter I rec’d Saturday Eve. but the man who wrote that Horticultural Hall up must have 
been a Southerner and he lied.  The letter was written about the time we were there, 
and it wasn’t anything like that then, tho’ even if it had been, the fruit part wouldn’t 
have attracted me, but it didn’t have all those fruits, & as for orchids etc etc, well never 
mind ___ but I have my opinion of the man who wrote that letter, and the Newark Daily 
ought to be warned against him. Your letters this morning made me anything but angry 
tho’ of course I felt sorry to have caused you such suffering.  It makes it all the harder 
because I feel so powerless to keep off these attacks, for I cant write as I want to.  You 
may be sure of this for it is such a pleasure to me that when it is possible I cant help 
writing.  I never tried, but I know I couldn’t keep from it, if I could write, but I will write 
about what you said, in another letter.  There isn’t time now.  Your Sunday’s letter was a 
great success, and I was delighted with the plan of our house.  Dont call it cooped up.  
Why goodness!  I wont know my self with all those rooms at my disposal.  This house is 
pretty large, but remember that we dont have much of it to our selves.  I haven’t 
counted at all on having a house at first.  It seemed as tho’ it would cost less to board.  It 
wouldn’t be as nice of course as to have of our own, and tho’ we could manage to live 
for as little after we got started, I supposed it would take so much to furnish it, even tho’ 
we started with as little as possible, & furnished only a few rooms at first & added 



gradually.  Of course we’ll do that if we do go to housekeeping, but it would take 
considerable even with the greatest care to get started.  Besides you haven’t talked as 
tho’ you were likely to stay there a great while, & of course if we were going to be there 
for only a year or two, it would pay better to board.  You haven’t talked as tho’ you tho’t 
you’d stay, and I tho’t you felt rather uncertain.  Of course a house would be the most 
perfect scheme, but we could be happy boarding, and if you are not permanently fixed it 
wouldn’t pay to furnish a house, but it dont hurt anything to talk about it, & it seems to 
bring our happiness within sight so that we can look at it, and it is lovely to plan. but  
Tho’ as a rule I dont think it is safe or right to make such plans on account of the 
disappointment that may follow, but this doesn’t seem risky at all, for tho’ we’d like a 
home of our own, we’ll be willing to do what seems best, and if we cant have it our 
happiness cant be spoiled, or hardly marred, for we’ll have each other and that will be 
our chief happiness, and so it will really make very little difference whether we board or 
keep house.  If we know it is for our interest to board, we can be happier than to keep 
house & not have this feeling.  Besides we’ll comfort ourselves with the feeling that 
we’ll be perfectly free in the summer time to go where we please, or rather to go where 
we please if it dont break our bank, but we wont choose to go to any place we cant 
afford.  We’ll wait for a trip to Europe till we can afford it.  When we have a man in the 
family, perhaps he can push the old Bunker Hill Claim into doing something and then 
your wife may be an heiress.  The other owners of the claim might behave if they had a 
man to deal with.  All this is trash.  I never allow myself to hope for any thing from that 
claim.  I believe in it, but I dont believe we’ll ever get anything out of it, tho’ we own the 
largest share.  Papa owned half & the other half is owned by three others.  Mama has 
seen him come home night after night during the season with $1500.00 worth of gold 
that been taken out during the day.  This often happened several nights in succession 
and it always paid when papa was able to see to it, and he had the firmest beliefe belief 
in it when he died.  If the gold gave out all of a sudden it was very peculiar.  He was sick 
so long that he wasn’t able to see to anything & everything went to pieces.  I dont think 
mamma ever gives up hope in it, but I have given up long ago, tho’ I believe we would 
be rich if we could only get at it.  When you we go to the Gulf of Cala, we’ll take a trip to 
Shasta, and look into this thing.  Now I have talked too much about possibilities & must 
stop. 

With oceans of love 
                    and deepest devotion, ever your 
                                      Effie. 
 
P.S. 

By the way were you mad because I told Jule Bray to call you Harry.  Did you 
think I took a little too much on my self?  She is your cousin as much as mine and why 
should she always stick on the handle.  I tho’t that was settled when you met her here. 
and As you didn’t say in your letter that I did right I tho’t perhaps you considered it “a 
little too fresh.”  Did you?  What was it on that sheet that you liked?  And why did she 
think it necessary to apologize for calling you Harry, for Em does it and she didn’t see as 
much of you, and you are their cousins already.  By the way Em will be related to me l 



more closely when we are married.  She is my cousin now & will be my cousin-in-law.  
Good gracious!  That shows me some thing more.  It will make mamma my “1st cousin 
once removed” & Jule my second cousin.  Goodness!  The plot thickens.  I’ll be my own 
second cousin.  And our marriage will do the same funny thing for you.  We ought to 
have tho’t of that when your family were so upset to prove to them that you[’d] be 
more relation to them than you have been before. 
       But goodbye again.   

Another heartful of love is ready 
so take it.  There’ll be plenty  

more from your loving  
                             Effie. 
 
 
 


