
                                                                                           No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                            N.Y. March 19th 1885 
My own darling Harry, 
        The letter I mailed this afternoon, was any thing but what I would like to have it.  I was 
tempted to keep it back, and am almost sorry I didn’t, for it wasn’t at all the kind of letter I had 
meant to write, and you may misunderstand it.  It answered some questions you asked, but the 
answered answers were not put in a clever way, and you may not take them as you would if I 
could talk to you.  I had laid part of that up for next summer, and didn’t mean to do it by letter, 
but you asked and I told you.  I may have made a mistake but I hope you will see my meaning, 
for if you do you wont be hurt or angry.  Perhaps you wont be anyway, and yet you may take it 
all in a wrong light.  I hope you wont tho’, for then I shall blame my self for writing anything 
about it.  I ought to have saved it up for next summer, to talk out, but I didn’t, and I’m sorry for 
it.  It seems to me that you will find it an awfully disagreeable letter.  Oh Harry you must not get 
hurt at what I said, for you see that in spite of my feeling hard about a certain thing, it didn’t 
make my love grow less, but I could not help feeling hurt.  I dont wonder at that.  You would 
have felt so too, if I had gotten angry because you talked about my health, and you have done 
so talked about it far more than I ever did about yours.  I suppose that your health is quite as 
much to me as mine is to you, and why shouldn’t I worry, if you are not well, or if I feel sure you 
are overdoing (and you had told me things yourself about your work, and even said that Miss 
Weed had told you she was going to write me about it,) as you do about me if you have any 
such feelings.  As for forgiving you as you asked, you know I forgive you, & I do judge your 
feelings by my own, but I still think it a tr a trifle unreasonable for you to ask me to understand 
your feelings by my own, when you wont judge mine by yours.  Dont you think such a thing is 
rather one sided?  Or wouldn’t you think so if things were reversed?  You may think because I 
write all this, that I am feeling angry.  I am not.  I feel the same as before, and this feeling cant 
weaken my love.  And now enough has been said about this thing, and I really am through now, 
and as I have forgiven you, you must forgive me for telling you frankly about the way I felt 
about that thing, and about my over work, for I felt that I was only doing what was absolutely 
necessary while you told me of doing unnecessary things (for instant some of Troop’s work and 
so on,) things that seemed to me unnecessary, and I tho’t you had enough work of your own, 
but we’ll call the thing even now, and start all over again.  I dont consider this a row at all, but 
only a plain talk, and as you asked me to tell you how I felt, I suppose you wanted me to tell the 
truth, if I told any thing at all.  I think I ought not to have told you anything at all, by letter, but 
as long as I did do it, I had to talk it out.  I rec’d your letter this morning and was so glad to get 
it, for I feel so kind of forlorn all the time, and your letters always help me, for even in those 
where I felt you were angry, I could see your love, which never wavered, & I knew your love for 
me was what had made you angry, but you haven’t been angry lately, & everything has been so 
much better.  We must be careful to keep things as they have been, for the longing for each 
other has grown so much stronger, that it is all we can stand now.  We couldn’t bear it all if 
things were as they used to get at times.  But they wont ever get that way again, and it was well 
we got all over that before the longing grew so terrible.  Dont think because I had kept that 
thing in mind, I felt hard and bitter, and was laying it up against you, for that was not exactly it.  
It was a thing I meant to bring up next summer, for I wanted you to understand me, and I felt 
sure you would, when we could talk together.  I wasn’t really angry, but was rather hurt 



because you took it all as you did, but it didn’t set me against you at all.  I only tho’t __ well 
never mind.  I’ll tell you next summer when you tell me about of your theory about me.  There 
now you see we are all right for I wouldn’t say that if I was mad at all.  And now let me go on to 
other things.  Let me tell you what Mame & Will tho’t of the Exposition.  They spent ten days in 
New Orleans, and saw everything.  They think the City is a quaint sort of place, and so did I 
think that; it is different from any place I was ever in, & it was also dirtier than anyplace I was 
ever in, and they are of the same opinion.  So far we three agree.  They had a better time of 
course, because they were there under pleasant circumstances, and had pleasant weather.  I 
was there under sad and terrible circumstances, and the weather was dreadful.  But they are 
not a bit more enthusiastic over the Exposition than I am.  They were not prejudiced, and they 
are or ought to be pretty good judges, for they have been about a good deal, and all about the 
principal Cities of the United States; and spent two or three weeks in Phila in ’76 and went to 
the Exposition every day, so they ought to know something about it, whether this is a good 
show or not.  The Park they say is nothing.  The Horticultural Hall had been cleared of the 
apples (that were on exhibition when I was there) & had been filled with Oranges, but had a 
few more things than when I was there, but nothing extra.  The Art Gallery was opened for the 
first time at noon of the last day of their stay, and they only had a little time to spend there.  
Mame added “however we had more time than we needed, and saw every thing in the 
building.”  She is very fond of pictures, and has a great deal of taste, and I can take her word for 
it.  The Government building they liked best, and I guess every one does.  It was the only place 
we cared at all for, and we spent most of the time there, but even that didn’t strike us as being 
worth a trip there, and most people take that long trip with no other object in view than to visit 
the Exposition.  The Beans came all the way on from Cala for that.  Will says he’d rather go thro’ 
Tiffany’s that than all the buildings at the Exposition, put together.  So you see, when I said I 
could find more to interest me in a walk down B’way, than I saw in the Exposition, I was not so 
far out of the way after all, and it wasn’t because I judged unfairly on account of my feelings, 
and the circumstances of our visit, tho’ I knew that I was not in the state to enjoy any thing, but 
in telling you of my impressions I took all that into account.  The thing was not yet in order, but 
I said I didn’t believe it would be anything wonderful when they got it in order.  Now it is in 
order and they have seen every thing pretty thoroughly, but their ideas dont seem to very 
different from mine.  They were there during the Mardi Gras festivities and were delighted with 
that show.  I am writing on the train & it is Friday A.M.  I was too tired to finish.  I had an extra 
hard day yesterday, and in the evening had to move my things out of Mr. Art’s room as he will 
take possession today.  Annie goes home this afternoon, & Mame comes.  Will has to stay at 
the hotel because we haven’t room for him, but he is coming up to dinner today and also on 
Sunday.  I begin to tremble about the fate of my Sunday’s letter.  I’ll send some thing, but I 
know it cant be very long.  And now I may as well tell you the news that has made us all sick.  Of 
course it is about Cousin Gus.  The loss of money would be bad enough, but it wasn’t quite so 
hard as long as we tho’t he had been honorable, but alas! there you know it all now.  No 
wonder they didn’t write us.  No wonder they could not do it.  When Em wrote she and every 
one thought he was all right, but since things have been looked into, it shows him in a very bad 
light.  I haven’t been to see Mr. Cohen before yesterday because every day we expected to hear 
from one of them, for it did seem as tho’ Em or Jule or one of the boys might write. but I did 
want to appear to trust him & you remember I didn’t tell Mr. C. that it concerned our interests, 



and I have kept away on purpose, for I tho’t it was better, but the last few days mama has 
worried so, & each morning (the time we always get the Cala mail) she would be so horribly 
disappointed.  I have tried to cheer her up, and have tried to see things in a bright light & make 
her see them so, for I tho’t there was no good of worrying till she had to, but Mame’s news was 
discouraging, and I felt she had something back.  She saw how mamma felt, and hated to tell 
her all __ or so it seemed to me.  So yesterday when the morning’s mail came in with no word 
from Cala I determined to make a desperate effort to see Mr. C.  I couldn’t get there till after six 
o’clock, and couldn’t stay long, but the news I heard was awful.  Mr. C. didn’t know that 
Mamma had any money there, and they were horrified to see mamma’s and Lottie’s names 
down on the list of creditors.  The list is enormous and a perfect disgrace.  They haven’t sent 
one to us, tho’ they should have done so.  Mr. C. is down for nearly seventy thousand, & poor 
Capt Cumming will lose heavily, and I imagine about all the money he had from what Mr. C. 
says.  Even poor Pauline (the french girl they had for so many years who was such a faithful 
servant) has lost.  She was saving, & had saved quite a nice little sum, for she wanted Cousin 
Gus to take care of it for her, and now the poor thing will lose half of it.  The Cohens felt worse 
about our loss, than about their own it seemed to me.  Of course, tho’ five thousand is little 
compared to his large amount, he knows how serious it is for us.  I’m glad mamma moved to 
N.Y. & got three thousand of it in furniture etc, and I only wish we had been more extravagant 
so that we could have had the good of it.  I wish we’d bought a new piano etc etc etc, but there 
is no use wishing.  Mr. C. knows of mamma’s hard life and her misfortunes, & her struggles to 
get along, and he is furious to think Cousin Gus would let her lose one cent, for he could at least 
have had enough feeling when he knew how hard it would be, and how we had all worked and 
denied ourselves to save this, and it was a small enough amount, and he could have done it.  He 
was mixed up in the speculations and the last few years has been borrowing all the money he 
could lay his hands on, and it has been a most disgraceful business.  The books haven’t been 
balanced for four years.  Think of that.  Every thing has been about as bad as it could be Mr. C. 
says, and we will only get about half, at the very most, and maybe not that, and any way we 
wont get that for two or three years.  His poor family!  I feel more sorry for them now than I did 
before, for they will have to suffer as I supposed they would, & besides, they have this horrible 
disgrace which is worse.  I think we feel this last news more than we did the first.  It makes me 
sick to be so disappointed in any one I have had such confidence in, & such respect for.  Oh it 
makes me lose faith in every one.  Why Harry I would have as soon suspected your father or my 
mother of being frauds, and you can imagine what a blow it is to me to hear this.  Why I dont 
know what the world is coming to.  I dont know whether I can trust myself even.  It is horrible 
horrible to think that he would have turned out so.  Mr. C. says he dont see how he could have 
been so heartless as to let mamma suffer, for he knew it all the time, and must have been only 
staving it off for sometime, but he could at least have gotten mamma out of it Mr. Cohen says.  
He feels so terribly about us.  Of course I didn’t say much.  I was too shocked and pained to 
learn he was a rascal & I couldn’t say very much.  Mr. Cohen was so very kind and offered help.  
Of course I thanked him but refused, for I told him we would get along the best we could, but 
that mamma wouldn’t want to borrow, when she could see no way to pay it back.  He said that 
would have nothing to do with it and she needn’t think of that at all.  Wasn’t it awfully good of 
him?  We are nothing to him and such an offer was a very generous and noble thing of him to 
do.  Poor little Em.  It will break her heart for she has always idolized her father.  Oh I feel so 



sorry for them all, and poor Jule will suffer in one way more than Em, tho’ I hardly think it will 
be any harder for her, tho’ Em will of course live the same, while poor Jule will find everything 
so different.  Cousin Julia I feel sorry for too, but I’ll wait and see what she’ll do before I say too 
much about her.  She has it in her power to do some thing for mamma, & it is her duty to do it.  
If she does it all right, if she doesn’t, I’ll have my opinion of her.  I dont wonder nobody wrote.  
They couldn’t have the heart to tell mamma of her loss, or of their father’s disgrace.  I must 
stop.  Oh my darling I do trust you in spite of all that has made me lose confidence in most 
people.  I do not waver in my faith in you, and I still have enough confidence in there being 
trusty men to bl believe & trust implicitly in your dear father, our dear father, & I know that he 
could never be false.  There are two men I can trust so I wont give up and call them all bad. 
     I must stop.  With unbounded love & faith 
                 Ever your own loving  

& trusting 
                                       Effie. 


