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My own Beloved_ 
       I haven’t yet had time to read your Sundays letter through quietly.  It came this 
morning[,] should have come last night but the snow blockade delayed it.  I suppose I have read 
enough of it tho to get so much comfort & happiness.  O Effie when two or three days go by & 
no letters come from you I begin to feel such a longing.  I always feel such a relief when the 
letter comes.  This week I have been happy all the time & the week has gone faster than any 
time before since Christmas.  Somehow the time this month has dragged dreadfully slow.  At 
first there was our trouble about letters[,] then when that had just gotten settled & I had had 
one real comforting letter[,] this dreadful trouble came & all last week tho I believed in you I 
felt worried & unhappy all the time.  I didn’t feel & couldn’t feel happy to feel that you were in 
such distress & I couldn’t do a thing for you & didn’t even know where you were.  If that trial 
should ever come to us again or I should say one like it I will endure it & be patient for I shall 
believe as I did this time that you are doing you whole duty but I do hope & pray that we shall 
never have it again_  Darling I was so glad to get your letter today.  I have not worried or felt 
badly but when I awoke this morning & last night too I began to feel the usual way after several 
days go by_  I can’t account for it[,] this domination of that feeling that I must hear from you.  
One or two days without any thing seem to be about all I can stand without beginning to feel 
that fretful longing when it seems to begin & grow on me.  I am in better control now than I 
have been before & should not have lost my balance if your had letter had failed to get here for 
I should have put it off on your fatigue & the snow blockade.  I shall not write you what I think 
of Maggie Reynolds or what I thought of her last week for of course I had sense enough to 
know that no man could require two women all the time & that she could have made it possible 
for you to write had she wished.  I did of course have thoughts at times that Rem was 
unreasonable for it would for the moment seem that he ought to realize my position and let 
you off if you spoke of it but that thought did not trouble me for I saw it at the same time that 
his condition did not admit of being judged by any ordinary standards & that if he found he 
could get any relief from his dreadful woe he was not to be expected at such a time to give it 
up.  And so I did not blame either him or you for I couldn’t be so unreasonable myself.  I put the 
blame on Maggie & hated her for it & more than that how[,] if She can say that she don’t feel 
like writing to her husband so that he can [ill.] all the comfort[,] small enough any how God 
knows.  I despise such a character as that & if I ever felt for an instant that you preferred other 
occupations to writing to me when letters have failed & I felt it was habitual at all I couldn’t 
love you nor could you love me.  We both realize that there are duties that can not be put aside 
for letter writing but if I felt that you ever wasted any time when you could write a letter & 
when you knew I sorely needed a letter[,] wasted it away in some folly simply because you 
didn’t feel like writing[,] I could not help thinking hard of it.  I will not tell you what I thought of 
her last week for it would do no good.  She does not deserve to have a husband if she can treat 
him so_ 
      I think that you didn’t quite fully understand me Darling in my Sundays letter where I 
said you might prefer to be alone.  I meant it for those first moments of your grief.  I knew that 
soon the time would come when your whole soul would turn to me & you would find our love 



sweeter & more precious than it has ever been before.  Then the fact of my presence would be 
helpful & so helpful & soothing.  And perhaps it would have been so even in your deepest grief.  
I did not know & you see how very hard[,] nay impossible[,] it was for me to tell.  I thought that 
possibly on that Sunday night[,] for of course I supposed you were alone in New York[,] I 
thought that possibly on that night you would rather be alone all alone.  I did not know but that 
then for the time even your love for me would be held in abeyance for a moment and you 
would feel it almost a sacrilege to get relief by turning to me.  But Darling I see now that I was 
wrong and that your view was the noble one & that it is but natural that I should be the very 
one to whom you should turn because you would know that I loved you so tenderly that I 
would bear any hurt with you_  And you Effie can know in turn that I should not turn from you 
when you were in sorrow for it would be the sweets sweetest feeling I could have to feel that 
you did find my sympathy at such a time a help.  But while I could have helped you perhaps had 
I been with you[,] you see the peculiar difficulty of writing a letter to you at such a time.  My 
heart was too full.  I couldn’t write.  There was nothing to say & so I had to just quiesce.  O 
Darling we shall have to go through joys & griefs together.  It is at such times & particularly in 
time of deepest trial that we shall most feel the bless of this wonderful love_  If it was a trial to 
be apart when all was smooth[,] how far more a trial now when such sorrow sweeps over you_  
Darling I pray for you[,] for peace of mind to come to you & for that quieting trust & hope for 
the future than alone can help us now.  We cannot[,] we dare not[,] question.  “God made us & 
not we ourselves.  We are his children & the work of his hands.”  We can only say as did Eli 
when the child Samuel revealed to him the destruction of his house.  “It is the Lord.  Let him do 
what seemeth Him good.”  O Darling I don’t know where I should be in such a trial.  It seems to 
me that if I even let myself ask the first question I should stop nowhere short of the declaration 
“There is no God__.”  We can not feel wholly reconciled at first to such loss.  We can not say 
“Blessed be the name of the Lord.”  The wound is too deep_  I do pray god for you Darling & for 
Rem & for those poor children “God who doeth all things well__” 
     Darling do you think I reproach you for not writing[?]  I did not when I did not know[,] 
how much less now I know all.  O Effie I am miserably weak at times & I have wounded you 
sorely.  I cannot blame you for feeling that I may have blamed but you will believe me when I 
say I did not once.  How gladly would I have written to you to help & sustain you in this trial.  
You are a true hearted & noble girl & I love you more & more as I see into you more & more__  
I have got to stop now for I am going to the city with Huston to supper & to call after that.  I 
don’t know at what time I shall get back but hope to be able to write tonight.  I send this ahead 
in hopes you may get it on Saturday tho if there are delays along the line you will not get it till 
Monday.  It will be in time for the mail under ordinary care. 
      Goodbye my love my own darling Effie.  Your love is so very precious to me now you 
have blessed me so with it.  Life would case to be joyful [ill.] I to lose it.  You do not think I was 
complaining last week do you? because I longed so for some news of you.  Goodbye  

with tenderest love 
       Ever your own 
           Harry_ 

 


