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My dearest dearest Harry, 
      Maggie went to Paterson yesterday, so she sent for me to come up here and take her 
place.  Rem is having one of his worst times, and I am about worn out with him.  But now he 
has gone out, and I’m going to quiet myself by writing to you.  He said he’d go down & take 
lunch with his cousin, & I could go home & spend the day, & he’d stop for me this afternoon, 
but I said I’d rather stay.  I tho’t it would be a good chance for writing, & I didn’t want to waste 
time on the train.  Then to my dismay he seemed inclined to give up going.  I found that he tho’t 
it would be lonely for me, but I quieted his fears on that point, and told him I would not mind it 
at all, and urged his going.  He thinks it was all unselfishness, & has gone off with the idea that I 
am self sacrificing, and that it was not quite right for him to go.  If he only knew what a relief it 
is to me to be left alone, he’d think he was the unselfish one, to leave home, and go off, and 
give me a chance to rest.  Poor fellow!  I feel awfully for him, but it is very wearing on one who 
has to stay with him, & I am so glad to have a little rest.  I’m afraid I wont have much chance for 
writing after all.  Reg has gone with his father, but Langdon is here, and he wont be satisfied 
upstairs.  The children are both very devoted to me, and never let me alone a minute.  Langdon 
never wants me to go home, and when he finds I must go he says “Pease tate me home wif ou,”  
(Please take me home with you) and now he is here, talking every minute, and is into 
everything.  He was sitting on my lap awhile ago, and said “Ehie my mamma done up to 
hebben.” (Effie my mamma gone up to heaven).  He cries so for her sometimes.  He is so very 
affectionate, and such a sweet child.  And comforts his father so, he says, “Langdon you are too 
sweet to be a boy.  You are sweet enough for a girl.”  I am sorry they are all boys.  If the baby 
was a girl I am sure Rem would act differently, & it would be such a comfort to him after awhile.  
As it is, he wont see it at all, poor little thing.   It is so sweet.  It is too bad for Rem to act so 
toward it.  He wants it to have the best of care, and has everything done for it, but they have to 
keep it on the top floor, where he wont see it or hear it.  It is very wrong, but we cant do any 
thing with Rem, and at times I lose all patience, & feel very hard toward him.  That is my feeling 
now, and I am glad to have him away for a time.  Harry you spoke of Minnie’s knowing of what I 
do for them, of her having the same interest etc.  I fe believe people must go on loving their 
family & friends after death, but it is to me a terrible mystery.  If her love for them remains the 
same, how can she be thoroughly happy away from them, and never be able to see them or 
know anything about them?  Even tho’ she is in heaven, how can she be completely happy?  
Dont you look at it that way?  Well I know it seems to me it must be so.  I hate to think that 
death will make me lose all love & interest for my friends.  If I felt that it would forever separate 
me from them, and I’d never have any further interest in them it would be a horrible tho’t.  I 
like to feel that it will only be a temporary separation, and that after a time, one by one will join 
me, until finally all my dear ones will be with me, and we can go right on, only there will never 
be any separation.  I hate to feel that in heaven every one will be the same to me, and I wont 
have my family & friends as I have here.  [Ill.] Harry isn’t that a terrible tho’t to you?  But take 
Minnie’s case now.  If her love remains the same she must long for her family, her dear little 
children, and how can she be really happy without them?  On the other hand, if she is 
permitted to see us all and to know what we do, & about Rem, & the children, she must see so 
much to make her thoroughly miserable, & unhappy, unless she is now heartless & unfeeling.  I 



have tho’t so many times of this, for I know she couldn’t she see everything and be happy.  Your 
idea of it was comforting as far I am concerned, but oh Harry! if she does see all I pity her.  Both 
ways seem terrible.  I wouldn’t want to think of her, as forgetting us.  It would seem terrible to 
feel that she no longer cares for any of us.  I cant believe this, but the other two tho’ts are not 
comforting, for if either of them are right, she cannot be happy, but of the two, I think to be 
permitted to look down, and know all, would be worse.  To see how she is needed, to see things 
going wrong, and to be utterly helpless, without power to change them, to see Rem neglect her 
poor darling helpless baby, (oh Harry could there be worse torture?) to see that horrible 
Stewart scheming; to he see her children growing up without a mother’s care, & perhaps going 
wrong, and turning out badly for want of it, for remember they are all boys, & boys are pretty 
risky, and so often, with the very best training, turn out badly and without a mother, their own 
mother to care for them[,] the chances are against them.  Oh Harry think of it.  Oh you haven’t 
any idea of the things she’d see to make her miserable.  She’d be spared one thing tho’ that her 
poor mother had to suffer if she could look down.  Rem doesn’t do any thing really wicked, 
hasn’t taken to drink as many man think they have reason to do, and that I am so thankful for.  
You have heard about Uncle Wilson; & Maggie’s terrible life with him as long as he lived, but 
you dont begin to even dream how horrible it was.  You couldn’t imagine it.  No story has ever 
pictured anything like it.  If poor Aunt Fannie had to know all that and see it — oh horrible!  It 
cant be that she was tortured so.  Someone, I think it was Grandma Moses, (Aunt Nancy) but I 
cant be sure, believed that after death we’d remain unconscious, & sleep until the 
Resurrection.  I begin to think that a happy believe belief.  If there is everlasting punishment, 
and our love for our family & friends continues the same, how can we be happy to think of 
some of our dear friends in torment?  There are a good many such thoughts, and no way to 
settle them.  I am in a very very unhappy state today.  There is so much here to worry me.  I am 
so worried about the children.  There is really no one that will feel toward them as we do.  
Maggie has her own baby and cant help favoring him, & things are not as they should be.  Reg 
needs petting, and he is always put off for Langdon, and with Maggie they are both put off for 
Ten Eyck.  Reg has some wonderfully good qualities, but I am worried, terribly worried about 
him.  With the greatest care and petting, and an show of interest in him that he will see & feel, 
he will make the man his father would have made if he had had proper training.  Reg can be 
ruled by love, and he is as good as can be with me, and he clings so to me.  Every time I move 
he is bound to follow, and the moment I sit down he is on the arm of my chair or on my lap, and 
I can see that the poor little fellow feels badly very often, & to hide his feeling, (for he is very 
proud & very manly) he acts as tho’ he hadn’t any love for them, & cuts up terribly.  They have 
dreadful times when his father is down town.  He wont mind he says any one of them when he 
gets these fits.  I can see what ails him, for he will do anything for me, & I know he wants 
petting.  He feels his mother’s death and doesn’t get the sympathy he ought to get, and I feel 
awfully about it.  It would be a trial for us to go come up there here to stay, but I dont know 
how things will end I’m sure.  It is doubtful about our coming, but yet I know it would be best 
for the children.  I wonder if poor Minnie foresaw how it would be, when she talked to me.  If 
so I dont wonder she said she “must talk.”  I dont wonder she wanted me to make her a 
promise.  My darling Harry I didn’t mean to write all this to you, but I am so worried and so sad, 
and it is such a relief to come to you with everything that I have been led away.  It is hard to 
keep such feelings out of my letters, but I meant to do it. bu  You see I simply couldn’t, tho’ I 



knew you’d rather hear about other things, but you’ll forgive me I know when I tell you that it 
has been a relief, and has done me good.  This is a selfish way for me to look at it, but it only 
proves what I have told you before.  I am selfish _ and just now I feel too worn out, and weak, 
and sad to fight it, or anything else.  If I tried, it would be the stronger & would conquer me so I 
might as well save my self the struggle, and yield in the beginning, and not wear myself out 
when I know the fight will not avail me.  One thing more about our troubles.  I know you’ll be 
anxious to hear if there has been any more news from Cala.  I had some concert tickets given 
me for a concert to be given on Friday aft[ernoon] at Delmonico’s, in the ball room.  They were 
two dollars apiece and I had a number of them.  It was a benefit for someone, and Rem was 
interested, and bought a whole stack of them, and after giving them around to every one he 
came across, he had some left that were not used.  I gave one of mine to Mrs. Cohen, and after 
giving others around, I had one left, and sent Jule down to Mrs. Cohen’s with it Friday A.M.  I 
tho’t she’d enjoy it more if she had some one with her, and besides Jule could hear the latest 
news from Cala if there was anything more to hear.  There wasn’t much but that little was 
discouraging.  Mrs. C. thinks that every thing will go, and fears they will have to give up dear old 
“Oak Tree Farm.”  Oh it makes me sick to think of any one else having it.  Think of the many 
years they have been there.  They love every inch of it, and it will nearly kill them to leave it, but 
this is not all.  Mrs. Cohen said “And this is not all.  So many have had their money in Mr. Bray’s 
hands, thinking it would be so safe, and they will probably lose heavily.”  I know she was 
thinking of Mrs. Templeton & Mrs. Requa.  She little tho’t how it would touch us.  They both 
have their homes, and perhaps something besides.  We have nothing but half worn furniture.  
Oh! I am hoping still for the best, but I am afraid that it may be found that things were worse, 
and not better than they at first supposed.  But we must wait.  The suspense is dreadful, but 
our news may be even worse, for that may take away even the hope.  Oh if I could only see you 
during these awful times it would be such a comfort.  It seems as tho’ the separation was  
almost unbearable anyhow, even when every thing else is right, but when every thing else is 
wrong, it is terrible and I feel simply desperate, as tho’ I couldn’t hold myself, as tho’ I must 
leave everything, & fly to you for comfort, but I cant do it, and half the time cant even have the 
consolation of writing (and when I do write what kind of letter do I send, always bad news,  
always complaints) but one thing cant be taken from me, your love, & the knowledge of it, and 
your letters I have had too, and you can imagine what they are to me.  When they come you 
may be sure that I stop everything, and rush off to read them alone.  I dont want any one near 
me.  I cant always be alone, but usually I am, but I always grab them, and drop everything, & 
devour them at once, and very seldom read them with anyone near, for they do me more good 
alone, but when I cant manage it, I cant wait __  I have to read them at once, and then take my 
first chance to get away from every one and be alone, and read them over again.  I am so happy 
to hear to Dr. Smart’s success.  I hope every bill will pass, and that he’ll give you the salary you 
deserve.  I hope your strike will be lucky, and that your bill will pass, but $1200. wont be bad, 
and if you get that we wont complain, but $1500. would make us still happier, and we’d feel 
wonderfully set up.  Harry do you suppose I will ever get up even, and have time to make my 
letters half way satisfactory[?]  I hope every time I write, that my next letter will be more like 
what I want it to be, but there is always something in the way.  It is impossible to do anything 
here.  I have written under difficulties, and Langdon insists on sitting on my lap.  He is tired and 
sleepy but dont want to leave me & go up to the nursery for a nap, so I’ll try and pet him to 



sleep.  I haven’t the heart to send him away when he w ants to stay & cries “to go to Ehie.”  
Poor baby he has had so much petting, but he isn’t spoiled a bit.  This cry was only a longing, 
ang and not to for the sake of having his own way.  He doesn’t always take a nap.  There isn’t 
any rule about it, for when he feels sleepy & needs it he usually gets it, but now he wants his 
mamma, and I cant send him off to the nursery for his nap, tho’ he needs it, and he’ll get it in 
my arms, and that will comfort him. 
      Goodbye my dearest. 
      With unbounded love  

from your 
                     Effie . 
 
I hope my wishes for success wont bring you bad luck, for I dont want my bad luck to extend to 
you. 
     E.M.L. 
    
  


