
                                                                                                          No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                 N.Y. Feb 8th 1885. 
My own dearest Harry, 
      My letters the last week have been almost as bad as none at all, and I’m sure you 
couldn’t help feeling about them as I did.  They have seemed so very unsatisfactory to me.  My 
longing for you has been terrible, and writing seemed poor comfort at best, for there were so 
many things I wanted to talk to you about, and couldn’t begin to do justice to if I had unlimited 
time to spend in writing to you.  I needed to talk and nothing else could satisfy me, but with so 
many difficulties to battle against you can imagine how I felt.  I struggled with them, but you 
already know how unsuccessful I was.  Such letters seemed almost worse that than none, and I 
couldn’t bear to send them.  I dont ask you to make allowance for them for you must be 
thoroughly sick of making allowances.  You have made allowance, and have been so patient and 
so good all the way through, and my own darling Harry I give you credit for it, & appreciate it 
more than I can tell you, & I realize that there are not many men, [ill.] I dont know of any, but 
perhaps there are a few other men who would have stood this thing as you have done.  I dont 
think there are, but of course I have no right to say there are none, but I doubt if any other man 
feeling such love as you do, and the need of letters, would have given up as you have done.  I 
dont blame you one bit for feeling hard because your unselfishness & your sacrifice has not 
seemed to be appreciated, especially as it was all for two people whom you had never seen.  
You dont blame Rem so much because you realize that he is not responsible for anything, and 
you are right.  He isn’t responsible.  He is in a most pitiable condition, & all his efforts cannot 
make him think of anything but his loss.  His children help him, but he is hardly in his right mind 
and I cant blame him for not thinking of you as he ought to, and yet I have a little feeling about 
it, and I suppose it is something like the feeling you have.  It isn’t blame, and yet blame 
expresses it better than any other word.  Naturally your feeling is rather stronger than mine, for 
you have never known him or Minnie, and only know what I have told you.  You cant imagine 
him now.  What I have told you has been nothing.  He is simply in torture.  You pity him, but 
cant pity him as you would if you could see him, especially when he struggles so to keep up.  
You imagine what it would be to you to lose me, but tho’ it seems to you a greater trial than 
you could bear, and a horrible tho’t, yet Harry it is something you really cant imagine.  He has 
been with her constantly for so many years, every single thing reminds him of her.  Everything 
in the house was bought for her, and he used to spend hours hunting for the best & prettiest 
things for Minnie.  It seemed to be his one tho’t to make her happy.  Then in every room there 
are things she made, for she was always busy, and the house is filled with beautiful embroidery, 
and her beautiful things she has made.  Oh even we who have known them both, and have 
seen him since, cannot realize anything about his feelings, and yet I feel that he ought to 
appreciate your position, and sometimes feel very hard about it, & if I can feel so, of course I 
know your feelings must be stronger, and I only wonder that you have been so good about it.  I 
cant ask you make any more allowances, and I cant blame you if you are feeling somewhat 
bitter today toward all of us, and if you should happen to write in that way, you needn’t worry 
about it.  I will understand it, and will not blame you in the least.  I cant say that I deserve it, for 
I really cant think that I have done one unnecessary thing, but many times I would have felt 
very hard, had it not been for my love for Minnie.  When I remember what he has lost I cant 
blame him for anything.  I have nothing left but deepest pity, but you cant feel about it just as I 



do, and if I can feel hard toward him for only a few moments even, after seeing his condition & 
knowing all I do, I am sure you cant help hard tho’ts making you unhappy at times, tho’ you 
have done remarkably well.  I dont say & I dont think that I ought to have done any differently, 
and not only my pity for him but my love for Minnie forces me to do all I can.  It is all that is left 
for me to do for her now, and I do feel that whatever I do for poor Rem and those dear children 
is something done for her, & feeling this way about it makes it impossible for me to do less.  I 
can almost imagine her begging me to do everything, as long as it seems to be in my power to 
help them, and to be patient and bear with Rem even when he tries me.  I cant explain the 
feeling I have, but it seems to me a duty as sacred as tho’ I had promised her to do it.  About 
three years ago she talked to me about dying and from what she said then I know what her 
wishes would be now, and I hardly know how to tell Rem of this talk & yet I think I ought to as 
soon as I think he can stand it.  I know she felt that I could do more at such a time than any one 
and I did make her a promise then that I cant neglect now, tho’ she has never spoken of it since, 
but I think if I could have been with her more this winter she would have done so, but as she 
didn’t I remember what she said before, and Harry that has had more to do with my having the 
feeling I have had all thro’ than anything else, tho’ if I had never had this talk, I dont think I 
could not have been heartless enough to refuse to help Rem; still I dont know how I could have 
kept up and gone thro’ all I have done except for that talk which is ever in my mind.  So tho’ I 
have only done what seemed to me a sacred duty, I do feel that you cannot be expected to take 
the same view of it, and I realize what a trial it was for you, and just how good you have been 
thro’ it all.  Harry I dont think Rem blames me for writing you now, tho’ he did seem to exact so 
much during the trip.  I dont think he wants to take away this little comfort we have in our 
separation.  During the trip he did act so, but since he has never said one word or even hinted 
that we could get along with less of letter writing, and if he does, you may be very sure that I’ll 
talk very plainly to him, and would not hesitate to refuse to give up my letters except under 
circumstances which were most urgent, and absolutely required it, but not as a regular thing or 
a frequent thing thing.  It has been partly thoughtfulness I am sure, and because he cant see 
things as usual.  He was selfish during the trip but he could not help himself and I know you 
dont blame him, but I’m sure you needn’t fear that he would ever wish now to stand between 
us, and certainly I wont justify myself to Rem or any one for writing to you, or apologize for 
loving you.  Well I guess not  _ and when Mag & I had that talk in N.O. of which I told you, I 
talked pretty plainly.  Dont think that I’d ever allow any such interference, tho’ I did give up 
writing during the trip, (tho’ I did write you twice during the week, the letters didn’t amount to 
much and you couldn’t be satisfied with them, but you didn’t complain, and I understand that 
you are not really complaining now) but the circumstances were desperate, and cant be quite 
the same again.  Indeed there would be a row if any one teased me to give up our one comfort, 
and you would not be the only one to make it, for I’d be as hot as you.  I wont stand it except in 
the most desperate case.  My dear Harry I dont think you quite understood my letter, and I cant 
blame you, for I wrote it while I hardly knew what I was about.  I couldn’t help talking to you 
about this new worry and about the things that were troubling me so.  It did seem to me and it 
still seem seems to me that our sacrifice had been looked upon too lightly. while They 
appreciated my going, and my help, but they seemed to think most of that part, when to do 
that for them gave me pleasure.  My sacrifice was in giving you up for so long, and that they 
didn’t fully realize.  I think they ought to, and I was hurt because they didn’t.  I think on Rem’s 



part it was thoughtlessness, and I do think he might have tho’t.  But I think when he comes to, 
he will appreciate that, and also the way you have acted, & he surely cant help seeing and 
realizing your position & your goodness in doing for him what he wouldn’t have done for you.  
But I cant be as charitable in my feelings toward Maggie, tho’ I’m sure she didn’t mean any 
thing by acting so.  It is her way of looking at things, & she only judges us by ourselves herself.  
Of course we dont care to be judged, or rather have our feelings judged in that way, but if it is 
the only way she knows she is to be pitied rather than blamed, tho’ I cant help blaming her.  I 
dont think that it is possible for you to fully understand the case and for that reason I 
appreciate your unselfishness even more.  It is a very desperate case and you do understand a 
great deal about it, but it isn’t possible for you to see it quite as I do.  Harry I dont think you 
were finding fault at all.  I understood your letters perfectly and you did right to send them, and 
I knew just how you meant them.  How could I be hurt, or misunderstand what you put so 
carefully & well.  Your letters have come so often and they have been my only comfort.  They 
have done me worlds of good, but at the same time made me feel guilty, and I hate to think of 
my letters last week and particularly of the scrappy note you rec’d this A.M.  Oh it was too 
mean and I am still terribly worked up, but Rem wasn’t to blame for the delay in getting home.  
I really didn’t feel like going, and was inclined to put it off, but mamma said we must go.  I tho’t 
it couldn’t interfere with my letter because we’d be home in time for me to write two hours or 
more.  Besides I hadn’t  been up on Wed. as they expected, and Friday I’d be in Madison & 
Saturday I’d get home late & wouldn’t feel like it, and it really seemed as tho’ I must go.  Now if 
Jule could only take my place there it would be such a help, but no one seems to be able to do 
that for me.  We found Rem worse than usual and it was lucky that I went up with his medicine, 
for he needed it.  I mixed him a dose at once and it seemed to quiet him, and our little visit 
seemed to brighten him up and he was quite cheerful (for him) when we left.  He was so glad to 
see us.  Maggie is there now so we are more comfortable.  That Stewart thing hasn’t gone, but 
she cant go on as she has been doing.  Even Maggie cant seem to manage Rem as I do and he 
says himself that no one can help him as I have.  I dont know why it is but I do know that when I 
go in and find him in one of those desperate times, when it seems as tho’ he could not be 
helped and when the others have failed to help him, I can quiet him nearly always, and it makes 
him want me, but Harry I know he will be more reasonable than he has been, & will never try to 
keep me from you when he is in his right mind.  You say besides everything else it worries you 
on account of my health.  I cant be angry with you now for feeling anxious, for now there is 
reason.  I know it is a strain on me, a terrible strain and when I come home from Harlem, I am 
so nervous and sad and tired I feel good for nothing.  I feel as tho’ I should go all to pieces.  The 
other night I felt so, but think the delay worried me, for I felt so anxious to get at your letter so 
you could have a long one on Sunday.  I know it has caused and [ill.] is still causing me as much 
misery as it does you, and today I feel as blue and perhaps more so than you deo  do.  I did not 
dare sit up to write.  I was on the point of doing it, and certainly wl would have done it but for 
all that was before me.  My early lesson, my trip to Orange & my visit to Madison were on the 
programme for Friday, and as it was about one o’clock I was feeling so in need of rest (for I had 
had a very busy day) I tho’t it wouldn’t be right to risk sitting up.  We left Rem’s early enough.  If 
that miserable train had only come in on time my letter would have been sent.  I’ll never take 
that train again.  It is fated.  We had very much the same thing once before, and I guess too 
many trains are going thro’ at the time, and we cant count on what time we’ll get [ill.] in.  I 



mailed such a miserable nipped-in-the-bud letter on my way up there.  On Friday A.M. I wrote 
that horrible scrap you got today, and then on the way to Orange commenced another letter to 
tell you all about the piano.  I continued that letter on my way to Madison, and finished it at 
Madison yesterday morning.  There was no way to send it to the office and so it wont have a 
Madison postmark.  I took the 3:24 P.M. train, (you know the mail goes down on that train) and 
Mag said we couldn’t get it in the P.O. in time for it to go in that mail, but she said to hand it to 
the conductor and he’d get it in the mail bag for me and it would go just as soon.  I hate to trust 
a man with a letter, but I knew it would be late to mail it from N.Y.  It would have been all right 
if I could have crossed Barclay St. ferry & mailed it at the P.O. but I couldn’t do that.  I had to 
cross the Uptown ferry and hurry to Hazelton’s so as to get there before they closed, so I had to 
risk giving it to the conductor as it seemed the only thing to do, and I so hope that he didn’t 
forget it and that you’ll receive it tomorrow morning.  It was not just such a letter as you 
needed but I told you all about the piano, and then wrote about the folks at Madison and their 
kindness to me, tho’ I assure you I couldn’t do the subject justice, but you must try and imagine 
the greatest possible kindness, and the heartiest welcome from all and you can I’m sure have a 
better idea than I could give you.  They talked about our relations & often called me their sister 
and you couldn’t possibly imagine too much.  Sue was all we could wish for, and I can feel 
toward her as near as tho’ she had never written that letter.  She was just simply perfect.  In 
fact they all were.  I told you of the lovely present Sue made for me & brought me when she 
came here Wed.  She also brought me her picture.  It is very like her I think, and I believe they 
are satisfied with it.  I am dying to know what you think about the piano.  I stopped at 
Hazelton’s & ordered it.  I found the same number and told them to keep it.  They will see 
about it next week.  Your mother had put the money in the bank and it wont [be] convenient to 
get it before then, but the piano is bought, and he said he’d send it at once if they wanted it, 
and they could pay for it any time this month when it was most convenient.  They warrant it for 
as long as you have it, not for five years only, but he says if the sounding board cracks in ten 
years they’ll make it right with you, because it has no business to crack.  Of course they cant be 
responsible for the natural wear and tear of the piano but they will be responsible for anything 
wrong about it, that is their fault & they are willing to make it right, and anxious to make it 
right.  They take the utmost care, and there ought not to be anything wrong.  If there is they 
would rather know about it & make it right.  I cant see any risk about taking a piano on those 
terms.  For $310. he sells the piano & boxes it, & delivers it at the depot in Madison.  It is 
customary to keep a piano in tune for a year if it is in the City but they dont do that when it is 
out of town, but he will give them two tunings free of charge and after that if they want it 
tuned during the year he will give the man’s time if they’ll pay his fare.  I asked him about a 
rubber cover (they are very nice to have tho’ they wont use it all the time[,] only in very damp 
weather).  He said that was extra, but he’d throw it in.  Sue & I think the piano is perfect.  If you 
dont like it, we’ll be all broken up, completely squelched, and now I believe I have told you all 
about the piano, and you can expect to hear of it from home.  Do you know it seems like one of 
my homes now?  They were so lovely, & took me in so, it really seems as tho’ I sort of belong 
there.  They talk about next summer and seem to expect that I’ll be there most of the time.  I 
told your dear father that I had seen his lovely letter, that is had made you so happy that you 
felt you  must share it with me, and that it and had done me as much good as it did you and I 
told him how we both appreciated it, & then said “It isn’t the only letter I saw either, for Harry 



sent me the first one you wrote on the subject, for he felt that it was too good to keep to 
himself, & he wanted to share it with me.”  Well Harry if you could have seen how this touched 
& pleased him you would have been p delighted.  His expression was something too lovely for 
me to describe.  He said “Well Ef  youI didn’t say one word more than I mean meant, you can 
depend upon it.  I meant every word of it.”  I thanked him and said that we knew that, and that 
was why it made us so happy, that he had only written it to you, but it had made two people 
very happy instead of one.  I’m awfully glad I told him for I know he was pleased at our 
appreciation of it, & pleased that you tho’t enough of it to send it to me.  My visit did me a 
wonderful amount of good and they made me feel like one of the family.  Your present to 
Carrie was beautiful and she is tickled to pieces over it.  She amused me so about one thing.  
She did not want Lillie Clark to think you had chosen me from pique and as she took the 
greatest delight in telling her of our engagement.  She said Lillie was a girl who counted & her 
offers, and those she could have had, and Carrie said “I just gave her to understand that she 
needn’t count Harry.  I knew she had, and I just let her know that she needn’t make that 
mistake, & oh didn’t I tell her lots.  I said Harry had been devoted you for years so it was almost 
the same as an engagement, but said that it had only been announced a short time, but that 
the thing had really been going on for a good many years etc etc.”  Oh Harry you would have 
roared if you could have seen & heard Carrie tell how she had “opened Lil’s eyes so that she 
guessed she’d think you hadn’t been so sure after all, & she could just take you off her list of 
those she could have had.”  When I reached home I found your two precious letters waiting to 
welcome me and also a package containing the cases for my letters.  I am ever so much obliged 
for them and think they are fine.  Your letters tho’ were best as usual.  I know you dear boy that 
you are blue, and I dont blame you one bit, and wont if you get entirely off, for you really have 
reason.  I cant do differently and that makes it very hard for me, but I cant expect you to be 
always so patient and I hope that I can soon settle down and not ask so many sacrifices of you.  
I dont blame you for dreading the strain on me, for I cant deny that it has told on me, but yet I 
cant see how I can make it less.  I realize the duty I owe you, and yet my conscience compels me 
to do all I can for Rem and the children.  I feel sometimes that I need some one to comfort me, 
for my own loss is a very great one, but then again it seems to me that it made my own sorrow 
less to put it aside and help them.  It certainly does help me to feel that there is still some thing 
I can do for Minnie, that there is still a way left for me to prove my gratitude & appreciation for 
her unnumbered kindnesses to me.  Oh Harry she has gone, and it nearly breaks my heart to go 
in that house and not find her.  She was always there and the house was so beautiful and bright 
& she always made it a home to me.  I know I could have claimed a home there at any time.  
You cant imagine how different that house looks.  It isn’t like the same place.  The shades are 
up[,] the wood fires blazing she and everything arranged in the old way, but it all looks so 
cheerless & dreary and gloomy, and I always have a struggle before I can ring the bell and go in.  
My only comfort is to feel that tho’ she has gone and I cant see her or feel her, and that she 
may not know, probably does not know what I do, yet I am doing for her, that this still remains, 
and that tho’t brings her nearer and seems to help me tho’ at times I feel nervous & tired and 
tried, but Rem cant help wanting comfort, and he couldn’t help doing all he could to get it, but 
Harry he will be more reasonable of his own accord, & if he isn’t I’ll make him see how we feel, 
but believe me, you are never shut out of my thoughts for one moment even tho’ he has kept 
me from writing.  I tho’t of you all the time and longed for you, and was true to you always.  I 



know you believe this fully and yet you may like to have me tell you so.  You said you believed 
this and I know you did and do still, and I know your letter wasn’t meant to seem fault finding & 
it didn’t seem so at all, and you only told of your longings and I understood and appreciated 
your meaning, as fully as you did yourself.  I have felt very much the same myself.  In fact, I have 
been tortured with all kinds of feelings.  Duty pulled me in all directions and I have been fairly 
wild at times.  You know my happiest hours are spent in reading your letters & writing to you, 
and it has been so hard not to be able to write as I wanted to.  I realize how far behind I am and 
wonder if things will ever go right so that I can catch up and get even, or whether I’ll have to 
wait for that till next summer.  Oh, it seems to me that we are sorely tried.  I really dont think 
that many engaged couples have to suffer as we do.  Oh Harry you can never know what your 
letters have been to me thro’ this awful sorrow and thro’ all the trouble since.  When I have felt 
blue and discouraged and sick and nervous and almost desperate and felt as tho’ I needed you 
so very very much, then there has always been a precious letter to cheer and help me.  When I 
have written, my letters were filled with sadness or complaints and I have felt so many times 
that my next letter must be different, and that I ought not to worry you with it all.  I had so little 
time to write and ought to write about other things, but about things in your letters, but tho’ 
there is so much that I want to talk about I cant seem to get this terrible thing off my mind, and 
to save me I cant help going to you with it to get comfort from you.  How can I help doing it 
when you write such letters which are so filled with comfort, and sooth[e] & help me so.  I hope 
to feel better soon but I cant shake off such a grief, and I long so for you and I cant help writing 
as I feel.  Oh Harry you must get sick of hearing the same thing over so many times, and I will 
try and not worry you so.  I know you dont feel this way & I know it makes you happy to help 
me, but tho’ you are always so ready, and seem so glad to have me come to you for comfort 
which no one else can give, I know I must not go on as I have been doing.  I must not impose on 
your good nature and I wont.  I try to be natural and keep up, and I dont think a stranger would 
guess what I am feeling for I dont go around with a long gloomy face, and without a smile but 
my letters must give you that idea, but some how when I begin to write to you I cant keep that 
sort of thing up.  I must show my real feelings & pour out all to you.  It is selfish and I know it, 
and have felt it before and determined to do better, but always indulged myself, but Harry it 
isn’t right to keep this up and I’m not going to make you blue again, unless some new calamity 
comes.  I feel just now as tho’ I could not stand one more thing, but I am going to force my self 
out of this.  I cant force my feelings, but I have no right to keep you stirred up & I wont do it.  I 
dont think the folks at Madison found me gloomy and I tried not to be.  I have had a lesson in 
controlling my feelings, but I have let them run wild in my letters to you, and I must now try and 
do differently.  Oh I just happened to think about the pen.  The reason it looked different was 
because I used Jule’s.  Lottie gave her one for Xmas, & when yours gets op obstreperous I use 
hers until yours is willing to behave.  I always use the A.T. Cross Stylographic ink in ours, & Jule 
uses the ordinary Stylographic ink.  Her pen is the new one made by the A.T. Cross.  It is still 
stiff, and the writing looks differently.  It works well tho’ and never takes kinks, but I think this 
behaves better than it used to when I first got it.  The ink doesn’t last long and I have to fill it 
nearly every time I use it, or it wont run.  Isn’t it strange I haven’t rec’d your letter from New 
Orleans yet?  Mamma also sent one there.  I wrote a postal the night we left, to the post master 
telling him to forward any mail and address it to Miss E.M. Loag, to 54 West 46th St., N.Y. City, 
and mama wrote “If not delivered within five days” etc, & you probably did the same, and you 



said you’d write a postal besides.  I suppose they’ll get it thro their stupid heads sometime, 
what all this means, but of course we must give them time.  Oh! I’m thankful I dont live there.  
It is beastly and I hate it.  I was so glad that Jule Bray wrote you and was so anxious to see her 
letter for I knew she could write such a letter very well and that she wouldn’t act as you 
seemed to think my friends would act when they knew of our engagement, for I knew she was 
pleased.  I didn’t know what I could have written to her that she considered worth sending to 
you.  I wondered what it could have been that struck her so forcibly & couldn’t imagine what I 
could write to strike any one particularly.  I half suspected she sent that scrap so that she could 
get one of your wonderful letters, and as of course you’d have to send back what she lent you.  
I used to read her parts of them and she quite raved over them, and finally made so much fuss 
over them that I got so that I used to read her part, sometimes all of every one, for in those 
days there was not anything in them that could shock any outsider, and any one might have 
heard them.  Of course I never read anything about your own affairs to her or Em, but the rest 
they used to enjoy and Jule used to be about cracked over them.  I said I tho’t she sent a scrap 
of my letter so that you write to her when you returned it, but of course I was only joking.  I 
dont believe anything of the sort of Jule, but I said it without realizing that you dont know her 
very well & might not understand it, & now I dont want it to give you a wrong impression of 
her.  There was nothing funny in the joke any how and it is decidedly flat now it is explained as 
a joke.  Well just try and imagine that it is too deep for you to see the point, for you mustn’t 
think my jokes are flat & senseless.  You They are that but you must be blind you know as your 
are blind to my selfishness etc, etc, etc, etc, etc, etc, etc.  The truth is that I have more bad 
points than good ones, but I hope you’ll never find this out.  The idea of your asking permission 
to answer her letter.  You know I’d be delighted to have you write her quite a long and one of 
your nicest friendly letters.  You needn’t call her your darling or any thing of that sort, for I wont 
give up that title to anyone else, but write her just such letters a letter as those you used to 
write to me in the old days.  Dont send a little note, but write her a nice letter[,] a sheet or two.  
I know it would please her wonderfully, and in it please send some message to dear Em, for 
Harry if her letter didn’t strike you as being particularly warm, I know she meant it so, and I 
want her to think that you took it so.  Her letter didn’t call for an answer, but a message in 
Jule’s would please her I know, for I’m sure that Em feels very very kindly toward you & is 
delighted over our engagement.  I’ll talk on this subject more fully when I see you.  Jule’s 
address is Brooklyn Station, Alameda Co. Cala.  I was so glad that you liked my sending a 
message to Miss Weed.  I felt her kindness so deeply, so very deeply and wanted her to know it 
but felt that I couldn’t do the subject justice.  I didn’t do it justice either, tho’ you seem to think 
so & tried to make me feel good about it.  You ought to have told her instead of reading my 
clumsy message.  You could have told it so much better because you know me so well.  You 
understand my feelings from what I wrote, but she would have tho’t more of it if you had told 
her.  I haven’t any feeling about your reading what I said in my letter to her, but am sure your 
way of telling it would have struck her more favorably, for I didn’t put it “sweetly” at all.  I 
haven’t that happy faculty, and I know it, so you cant make me believe it.  I have got to stop 
tho’ I would like to go on all night, but I have had a bad headache all day and think I’d better get 
to bed.  It is a touch of malaria.  That miserable feeling cant be mistaken, but the chills have 
been scared off, so I guess this part will soon go too.  With fondest[,] deepest[,] truest love 

Always your own devoted 



Effie. 
                                  


