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My own darling Harry, 
      Uncle Ten Eyck has been here all evening, but even if we had been alone I couldn’t have 
spent the evening away from mamma.  Poor mamma!  We felt we must be with her all the time 
and keep her spirits up.  My darling boy you will be terribly shocked and pained to hear of our 
latest misfortune.  I almost feel as tho’ I couldn’t write this letter.  I have told you nothing but 
bad news of late, and I hoped this letter would be different, but it is no use.  I do think there is 
no end to our troubles.  They have come so thick and fast lately, & I fear I’ll never have done 
with telling bad news.  It will soon get so that you’ll dread my letters.  No you dear fellow I dont 
believe that.  You know I dont, but I do wish that now & then I could have some bright & 
cheerful news to tell you & not always bad news.  I know you’ll feel terribly sorry to hear of this 
last dreadful trouble that has fallen on us, and yet, as it has come, and is so, you would rather 
have me tell you than to keep it from you.  There was never a truer saying than this, “It never 
rains but it pours.”  I should think it would frighten you to think of marrying into such an 
unlucky family, but perhaps you’ll bring us good luck.  But what is the use of my putting off 
telling you.  It must come in the end and I wont beat around the bush any longer.  Harry[,] 
mamma has probably lost every cent of money she has, and we have nothing left but this 
furniture and some stock.  All her money and all of Lottie’s, has probably gone.  Poor mamma!  
She has worked so hard, and by the greatest care from us all, she had managed to save a few 
thousand dollars.  She has had such a horror of being dependent on anyone, and has laid 
money up for her old age, and has felt so easy, for she knew it would be enough to make her 
independent, tho’ she of course hoped to add to it.  She began to lay it up for us, in case 
anything should happen to her before we were old enough to take care of ourselves, but since 
we have been grown, she tho’t we’d be all right, and she has felt so happy and comfortable to 
feel that she could have something to take care of herself with, when she got old.  Isn’t it 
dreadful f for her?  She cant help feeling badly, but she takes it as she has taken all her troubles, 
and is bearing it wonderfully, and we do all we can to encourage her, & keep cheerful.  We all 
feel that it wont do any good, to sit down and cry about it.  We’ve got to make the best of it, 
and mamma is awfully noble & brave, & no stranger would ever guess that anything had 
happened.  You’ll be shocked I know, and thoroughly astonished to hear how it happened.  It 
was thro’ cousin Gus Bray.  He has failed for half a million.  Oh it is awful.  It is so hard on poor 
Lottie too, for she is so miserable all the time, and it is terrible for her to be left without a thing 
to fall back on.  It wasn’t but a few hundred dollars she had, but it was something for her to 
depend on, & it will be a dreadful blow to her.  It wasn’t any thing dishonorable in Cousin Gus, 
and oh I’m so thankful for that.  It was partly due due to carelessness.  He put too much 
confidence in his cashier.  But he has always known him & has had him from the time he was 
almost a boy, and has always found him faithful until now, & after this test of years, he couldn’t 
help feeling perfect confidence in him, & would have as soon have tho’t of suspecting his own 
sons as Enos Taylor.  It is too hard to distrust every one, but it isn’t right to trust too far.  Oh 
Harry I would feel this thing very deeply even if it didn’t effect us so seriously, but now it is 
doubly hard.  Oh my heart just aches for them all.  It is dreadful for them, and they may have to 
give up every thing & it will be so hard.  That house has stood firm all thro’ the panics.  It hasn’t 
even tottered, and it wouldn’t have gone now, but for this cashier.  How such a smart business 



man, as Cousin Gus has always been, could have been so swindlledled, is more than I can 
understand.  For it must have been the most wholesale swindling.  He was the making of Enos 
Taylor, and how such a man as he has always been till now, could prove so ungrateful, & 
faithless, is another thing that astonishes & shocks me.  Every one had such faith in him, and we 
knew him well, and understand Cousin Gus’ feeling toward him   It shakes our faith in every 
one, for Enos has always been so highly tho’t of, and has been Cousin Gus’ right hand man, for 
years.  The accounts in the papers have not one single thing in agains against Cousin Gus, & the 
only thing he can be blamed for is that he could have been so fooled.  The failure only 
happened yesterday & we only saw a short notice which was telegraphed to the N.Y. Herald.  
We dont know the particulars, but only know that it is true.  We hoped it was a false report, but 
it was only a faint hope which was blown to pieces this afternoon.   We feared it might kill 
Cousin Gus.  The shock might bring on a stroke of paralysis, or something, and I knew that if 
there was anything more to be known than the papers told, Mr. Cohen would know, so after 
my lessons I went to him.  Alfred had telegraphed him, and as they use ciphers, had been able 
to tell him considerable that he couldn’t have telegraphed except for that, but as no one else 
could read it he could tell private matters.  Still, at the time, it was hard to say much, but we 
only know that the report was true, and that it was all thro’ Enos.  Oh it is bad enough at best, 
but I’m so thankful that Cousin Gus had nothing to do with it.  I am sure that if he knew it in 
time, he did all he could to save mamma’s money, and this he may have done, but I dont know 
that it was possible.  We haven’t any security, so if he didn’t get mamma’s money out, we will 
have nothing.  If he lives I know he’ll do all in his power to pay her, but one never knows how 
such a thing will affect a man.  It will really nearly kill him, for he has a good deal of pride, and if 
added to his own loss, he has to worry about other people’s money, it will be very hard on him.  
We hope for the best, but we count on nothing.  If he has lost every thing, he’ll be powerless to 
do anything for us, and that will worry him so.  He thinks everything of mamma, and has always 
admired her pluck and her management etc, and if he feels that he has lost her all, it will make 
him miserable, and if this is so, he is more to be pitied than we.  For he has not only lost all 
himself, but he has pulled others down with him.  It is bad enough to worry about yourself, but 
it would be a thousand times worse to feel that others have suffered thro’ you.  It is enough to 
craze anyone.  I fear Mrs. Templeton’s money was there too.  Oh it is horrible business.  I hope 
Enos didn’t escape, but we know nothing about that.  I feel so sorry for them all, and at the 
same time so worried about our loss.  Dont it seem as tho’ this trouble was too much, to come 
on top of every thing else.  Oh Harry what a letter to send you for Sunday, & yet how can I help 
it.  I cant keep a thing like this from you, and any way it wouldn’t be right not to tell.  Please 
dont say any thing tho,’ even in your letters home, until we know every thing.  Do you know 
that in talking to the Cohens, I didn’t tell them about our fears, & about our double interest, for 
I dont want to hurt the Brays’ feelings by telling it, and they would know it, if I had done so, & I 
know they’ll appreciate my going to inquire for them, & never telling that we had any loss thro’ 
them, for I firmly believe that Cousin Gus has done all in his power for us, & if he has saved 
mamma’s money it would seem ungrateful and distrustful for me to talk to the Cohens about it, 
and he has always been so kind to us, and all thro’ mamma’s trouble was like a brother to her.  
So as long as I can, I’ll believe the best of him and wont do anything that would look like 
distrust.  If he did make an effort, & if he saved mamma’s money, it would please him, and 
comfort him to feel that we trusted him, and tho’ he wouldn’t blame us, for feeling anxious, & 



going to Mr. Cohen, yet, if he has done his best, it would hurt him I think.  But Harry even this 
hasn’t been so hard a trial as Minnie’s death.  That really caused us more sorrow.  I told you I’d 
go to Harlem last night.  I did so & I had a hard night.  I had a long talk with Rem about what 
was best for him.  He is doing very well and acting with wonderful bravery.  One plan is for us to 
go there the first of May.  Maggie’s husband has got his leave of absence, and will be home by 
that time.  It was Minnie’s wish that we should bring up the children, and some arrangement 
may be made, and anyhow it is possible that we’ll go there the 1st of May for a time.  It will be 
as well or better than for mamma to take a house, but I dont know how it will end.  It is only a 
plan, and may never amount to anything.  I only tell you the possibility.  It is the most of more 
like a plan than any other we have just now, but dont mention it to a soul.  Everything has been 
uncertain.  Rem showed an interest in our plans (yours and mine) for the first time.  He has 
spoken of our engagement before, but has never said much, but last night he asked so many 
questions about you, & took such an interest in all I told him.  He wanted to know if we’d be 
married soon, and asked it in such a nice way that I told him of our prospect, for he wont speak 
of it I’m sure.  I said that nothing was certain, but we knew this much, that it wouldn’t be 
sooner than a year from next summer and might not be that soon.  You have no idea how he 
appreciated our trial.  He tho’t this separation was dreadful, and felt so sorry for us, and sorry 
that we would have to wait so long.  He seemed to take it all in, & felt quite upset by his 
sympathy for us.  He said such separations were dangerous, & he should think we’d be afraid to 
risk them, but when I explained our cousinship, our long friendship, and our thorough 
knowledge of each other, he felt more comfortable, & said he was so glad that it was so, for 
that made it very different, but he added, “Its so hard for you both, & too bad it has to be so.  I 
wish some thing could happen so that things could be easier for you.  Perhaps something will 
turn up, and you wont have to wait.”  I told him that I didn’t think any thing could turn up, but it 
did please me so to have him show this interest in us, & this feeling for us.  Uncle Ten Eyck 
inquired for you, and wanted to know if you were well etc.  It is late, & I must stop.  I had 
intended something very different from this, but I couldn’t know what news would reach us.  
Oh Harry I feel sometimes as tho’ every thing was against us, but & as if I were fated, but oh if 
you only keep all right, I’ll keep my spirits up, but I do hope nothing more will come.  I hope it is 
thro’ pouring and that the sun will soon begin to shine.  About Above all, I hope that death will 
not rob me again.  I feel tonight as tho’ there was no telling what would happen next, but while 
I have you & mamma, & Jule I can keep up and be cheerful, and as long as you live I cant feel 
that I must give up.  I may feel badly, & blue, but the tho’t of you will always help me, and will 
always keep me up.  I cant sink as long as I have you, and this last trouble makes me feel for 
others more than myself.  Poor mamma’s loss must affect me, but I am not entirely off the 
handle, as I might be, except for the tho’t of you.  If it hadn’t been for the 8th of Sept. I know I 
would be miserable tonight, but now there is always one tho’t to comfort me, & make me 
happy in spite of every thing.  When I think of Harry, as my own Harry, it braces me up at once.  
I wanted to write more than this, & to write to Em & Jule, but this is all I can do.  I will write 
them tomorrow night.  I want them to know that whatever happens in my feelings for them 
must be the same, that it cant make any difference in my love for them, and I feel that these 
letters ought to go as soon as possible.  My finger is out of all danger and wont prevent my 
writing any longer, tho’ I will write in the awkward way, but I’m quite getting used to it now, 
and think my writing looks natural.  I rec’d your two precious letters today, & you know how 



much good they did me.  I also rec’d the Purdue paper.  Many thanks.  That reminds me of the 
paper I meant to send you.  I haven’t been quite myself today, so please forgive me for 
forgetting.  I had one bad break down.  I couldn’t help it.  I had had a hard night, a long talk with 
Rem till after twelve, and I could not sleep after I went to bed.  I got thinking about Minnie, and 
I simply could not help it.  I little dreamed of the news in store for me.  I felt pretty slim this 
A.M. and when I reached home, the horrible news I heard was such a shock, and rather broke 
me up for a time, but mamma didn’t know it, and my little burst gave a necessary vent, and did 
me good, and I have been pretty good ever since and we have all been cheerful this eve.   
       But goodnight.  I really must stop at once.  With fondest love & more than tongue can tell,                  
ever your own 
                         Effie. 
 
Jule rec’d your letter this a.m. 


