
                                                                                        No. 54 West 46th Street 
                                                                                        N.Y. March 18th 1885.  
My dearest Harry, 
         I came home from Orange yesterday, thoroughly tired out.  I did mean to write to you 
before going to bed however, and came up earlier than usual on purpose.  I was feeling blue 
and nervous, and in short good for nothing.  I longed so to be alone, and to write to you, but of 
course I had to stay down in the parlor.  It was so awfully hot, and I was fairly smothered.  
Annie has a dreadful cold, & cant get heat enough.  It uses me up to sit in a hot room, & what is 
still worse a close room.  Altogether it was a very uncomfortable evening for me, and between 
nine & ten I felt as tho’ I could not stand it another minute.  I proposed coming up to bed, and 
Annie was very willing for she felt so miserably, and we came up.  I went into her room for a 
few minutes, but soon excused myself and came to my room.  I tho’t  my horrible feeling would 
go as soon as I could be alone, and when I left Annie it was with a feeling of relief.  I did not 
intend to go to bed right away, and expected to write to you, but I found I wasn’t as happy as I 
expected to be, and the moment I got in my room, I did something I seldom do, and only when 
things are pretty desperate.  Can you imagine what?  I am ashamed to confess, for it seems so 
weak and babyish, and it always makes me disgusted with my self when I act so.  I dont often 
give way like that, & never dreamed of doing it.  I did not know just how worn out I felt and just 
how sad, till I got in my room alone, and then — well suffice it to say I broke down and made a 
baby of myself.  I dont know what ailed me last night.  In fact all day yesterday I was 
desperately blue, but thing things have gone wrong for so long, that I am getting kind of used 
up.  This constant effort to brace up and be cheerful, is a sort of strain all the time, and last 
night I reached a point where I couldn’t brace up any longer.  It was probably because I was too 
tired and nervous to fight it off.  My only help at such times has been your letters, and 
yesterday I felt a special need, and I hadn’t anything to help me fight off sad thoughts.  Of 
course I missed your letter terribly, and yet it wasn’t wholly that, & that didn’t really make me 
so terribly unhappy.  I was blue about other things, and I longed so for you.  If the letter had 
come it could probably have cheered me up, and kept this disgraceful scene off, but I dont think 
that it had anything to do with bringing it on.  I have learned to hope for a letter every day.  I 
realized that you are awfully good about writing so often, and I appreciate it, and I take those 
out of the usual time as extras, tho’ they really are regulars – but you are not bound to write 
every day, & as long as I cant do more, I have no right to expect, or rather count on a letter 
from you every day, but I always look for one, & hope for one, and you rarely miss a day, and I 
am always so happy to get them, & cant help being dreadfully disappointed if they fail, yet I 
dont blame you one bit, or find one word of fault, or think one mean thing if you dont write all 
those extra letters.  Last night I felt the same trust & love, and just as kindly, as tho’ you had 
written.  I knew it was for some good reason, and not because you were feeling hard toward 
me, and I felt that all was right between us, so, tho’ I was disappointed about the letter, I 
wasn’t really unhappy about it.  I couldn’t write.  I felt too miserably, but not hard in the least 
toward you.  Dont imagine that, for I didn’t feel so at all.  How could I think one hard thing 
when you do so much more than you share all the time?  No indeed, believe me I didn’t blame 
you in the least, and didn’t think even for an instant that you were misunderstanding or 
blaming me for any thing.  I would have been wild if I had tho’t it was because you were feeling 
in the old way, because I hadn’t done better last week, but I knew none of those feelings had 



kept you from writing.  I knew you had some good reason, and so the failure of the letter, did 
not make me thoroughly miserable, & you mustn’t blame yourself any more than I blame you, 
for then you wont blame your self at all.  I rec’d your letter of Sunday eve. and in it you didn’t 
mention you anything about not having written Saturday, and I wonder if the letter was written 
and lost in the mail.  I hope not lost.  If it was written I may get it yet.  You say you are not well, 
and I have suspected as much for some time, but I worry along, & worry alone, about your 
health, & over doing, etc.  There isn’t anything to be said.  It dont change matters, and only 
makes you angry.  You can go for me on the subject, but “that is different.”  I am awfully sorry 
about your feeling miserably, but I dont think I worry now, any more than I did before you told 
me, for I knew it anyhow, but I know better than to tell you how I feel about it.  Now that I 
know what dangerous ground it is I keep off, and keep such worries to myself.  I worry just as 
much, but never write on that subject.  I think I know what is the matter tho’, but I cant say any 
more.  I know your home sickness makes you worse.  I’ll talk about all this when I see you, but I 
wont have anything more to do with this subject in letters.  I am very very sorry you are not 
well and shall go on worrying about you.  If I dont write about it dont imagine that it is because 
I dont care, for that is absurd.  I do care very much, and worry too, but you dont like to hear it, 
and think I dont know what I’m talking about when I beg you to be careful, so I might as well 
keep still.  I have just gotten your other letter & must stop to read it. ___________ 
 
Wed. March 18th, 10 P.M.    I was interrupted in the midst of reading your letter, but I stopped 
to finish it.  I couldn’t take time to finish this, and as it isn’t, so far, just what it ought to be, I 
couldn’t send it in this unfinished state.  So I just sent a note which you’ll receive on Friday Aft. 
and this will reach you on Saturday A.M. and when it is finished, this first part wont seem quite 
so disagreeable as it does up to this point.  I cant quite understand about your letter, when it 
was written, or where it has been.  You wrote it Sunday but didn’t put on the time, but it was 
written after church, and before the one I rec’d this A.M. but it was mailed after the one I rec’d 
this A.M. and arrived in N.Y. five hours later than the one you wrote on Sunday night, & 
Monday A.M.  Since March 12th the Lafayette post mark has improved, and they have had the 
hour on as well as the date.  Perhaps so many more N.Y. letters, have caused this change, by 
suggesting the improvement.  The Lafayette post mark was three hours later on the last letter I 
rec’d, and the arrival in N.Y. was marked as I have already said.  You say you rec’d two letters on 
Sunday A.M. and I think that is funny for you ought to have had the one of Thurs. on Saturday 
afternoon.  It was only a note but I tho’t it might be better than nothing & would keep you 
going till Sunday.  It should have been post marked 8 P.M. Station G, and should have gone out 
in the 1 A.M. mail which should reach you on ought to reach you on the afternoon of the 
second day.  I put it in about 7:40, and it should have been taken up a few minutes after, but 
even if it was marked 9, or [ill.] 10, it ought to have reached you.   The mails are collected every 
hour up to 10, except Sundays, and I dont know the Sunday rules.  Now there is one thing more 
I must say before I go on with my letter.  It was strange your letter should come, just as I was 
writing on a subject you brought up in that letter, and asked me about.  I think I have said 
enough to answer the question, and we’ll leave the rest till next summer, and then I’ll answer it 
fully, but I must admit that it made me smile when I read what you said, for after the way you 
took my letter it seemed kind of funny for you to suddenly discover how I felt, and to want me 
to judge your feelings, & all you have said about my health, and over work and so on, by the 



way I felt when I wrote that letter, and not by the way you rec’d it.  I may as well own up after 
writing all this, that I have felt hurt and sore about this, and I am not over it yet.  You blamed 
me for feeling as I did & writing about it, but now because it is convenient to change, you want 
me to take all you say about my health etc, in the way I felt when I wrote you, and appreciate 
how you feel now about me.  I do appreciate how you feel, and I do take your advice as it is 
meant tho’ it isn’t always possible for me to follow it, but I did feel hard about the way you took 
my advice and about the way you spoke of my work.  I might as well wish that you’d lose your 
position so that you wouldn’t have so much to do, but I dont wish you any such bad luck for I 
know it is necessary for you to keep it.  My pupils however are just as important to me at 
present, for I have to depend on them for everything I have, and I dont over work because I like 
to.  I simply have to do it, and that is all there is to it.  I do get tired out, but that has nothing to 
do with it.  It has to be done, and I do it, and try to make the best of it, and tho’ it isn’t as 
pleasant a life as I might like, I dont make myself unhappy because it cant be different.  I would 
like (if that could decide the matter) to spend that time in practicing & taking lessons.  It would 
be far pleasanter, & more to my taste, than and less wearing, than giving lesson, but what I like 
has nothing to do with it, tho’ I really dont consider that it is a hardship to give lessons.  I feel 
worse about it keeping me from my own practice than anything else, but I’m only too glad to 
get the pupils and be able to take care a of my self, and I am not discontented with my lot, tho’ 
I dont think you quite appreciate the necessity of my work, and as for my life in N.Y. being hard 
I cant see how going to the country can change it, for it seems to me it will be, if anything, 
harder than it is here, and with fewer pleasures than I have now, for I shall have the same 
number of pupils & will come to N.Y. twice a week, but will probably lose one lesson that I now 
have on Wed. which I will feel very sorry to do, besides, the expense will be more and will take 
off the profits, and I am better here than I ever was in Orange.  The place hasn’t had anything to 
do with my breaking down lately, under the same circumstances it would have been the same 
any place or worse in a place that didn’t agree with me.  I believe N.Y. to be as healthy as any 
place, & more so than Orange, and I am not enthusiastic over leaving N.Y. except for mamma’s 
sake, and of course I am willing to do what seems for her good, and if we get the Montrose 
house I’ll be very glad, because I want mamma to feel settled.  She’ll be miserable till she is so, 
and this [ill.] worry is wearing her out, to say nothing of the way it make[s] Jule & me feel to see 
her in such a state.  When a woman like mamma says “Well after all, what is there in this wll 
world worth living for?” we have reason to be ready to move anywhere or do anything, and if 
we must leave N.Y. I would rather go out that way, and be near Madison.  It will be easier too 
on account of my pupils, than to go in any other direction, tho’ not as easy as it is now.  The 
probabilities are that Cousin Gus will pay only fifty cents on the dollar, and mamma is horribly 
blue about it and cant take a cheerful view of it, and she is out of all patience at now hearing 
one word from them, & while I think they are probably waiting till they can send some definite 
news, I must say I think they have shown very little consideration for mamma.  I think some one 
might write.  There are so many of them and they might know how anxious we are.  It is a 
month today since the assignment was made, and we haven’t heard one word from them since 
that letter of Em’s, and those clippigs clippings which were printed at the time, and I think it is 
very strange.  We heard this news of .50 an on the dollar, here in N.Y. but from some one who 
knows, and that brings me to my surprise on Monday, that I promised to tell you about.  
Mamma opened the front door thinking I had come home. & I was in the house & just coming 



down stairs.  She didn’t know I was in.  Well imagine our astonishment to see Mame Beans.  We 
were perfectly dazed for we supposed she was in Cala.  She was almost as surprised to find 
herself here as we were to see her, for it was very unexpected.  They had been to New Orleans 
and were on their way home by way of St. Louis (where they went to visit an Aunt,) and they 
suddenly took a notion to come to New York and spend a week.  Their family dont know a word 
about it, but as long as they could do it, they tho’t they might as well do the thing up brown so 
they came.  Oh! we were so glad to see Mame, and Will too for that matter, tho’ we haven’t 
seen him since we left Cala and he was then only a boy at school.  But Mame we are so very 
fond of, and it was so lovely to see her.  She is coming Friday to stay till she leaves for Cala 
which will probably be on Monday night.  I meant to write more about all this but it is late & I 
cant go on, will save it for tomorrow night.  Mr. Beans is one of the Creditors and Mame told us 
about the way the things in Cala would probably be settled.   Her father attended the creditors’ 
meetings and wrote Mame the news, so I guess our news is correct. and  Mame felt awfully to 
hear that we were concerned in it.  The loss will not hurt her father, for it is nothing to him, a 
mere drop in the bucket, but Mame said she wouldn’t encourage us to hope for more than 
that, and I imagine she tho’t it would probably be less, but did [not] want to make us feel any 
worse, tho’ she laid such stress on that more that I suspected that was the very best we could 
hope for.  I must stop.  With unmeasured love for my darling boy 

always your devoted 
                            Effie. 
 


