
                                                                                                  No. 54 West 46th Street 
                                                                                                  N.Y. March 26th 1885 
My own darling Harry, 

When I mailed my letter to you last Friday, I little thought so long a time would pass 
before I could write again.  Nearly a week has passed since then, a week of misery it has been 
to me, and I know you have suffered too.  Jule wrote you on Sunday.  I dont know what she told 
you, but am sure her news was anything but cheerful.  You probably received her letter on 
Tuesday afternoon or Wed. A.M. and ere this know of my latest caper.  It was decidedly the 
worst of the season, and, as far as suffering was concerned, far worse than the one of last 
Spring, tho’ not as alarming.  I am still suffering dreadfully, but am better than I have been.  Last 
Friday was the most trying day imaginable, the wind blowing so, that it was impossible to 
protect oneself from the intense cold.  I was warmly dressed, and had even my head done up in 
a thick veil, but in spite of this my walk up the track was too much for me, and I took a heavy 
cold which I felt at once.  I hadn’t felt well for days.  I was not sick, but all my strength seemed 
to desert me, and a dreadful melancholy hung over me & haunted me for days.  I dont think my 
longing for you was ever quite so desperate, and I dont believe I was ever so blue over our 
separation, and all the trials of this horrible winter, the separation, and all the other things I 
have had to bear, seemed to haunt me every minute and I began to be sort of morbid & 
superstitious, and felt sure some dreadful thing was in store for me.  I seemed fated, and 
thought ___ well I dont know what I tho’t.  One minute I tho’t some thing would happen to 
mamma and she would break down, & the next I tho’t something might happen to you, and 
then I tho’t it all came from being sick myself, and tho’t I was going to have another siege, & yet 
as I have said before I wasn’t really sick, and finally I decided that I had a most desperate fit of 
blues.  It made me down sick to bear such news of Cousin Gus, for to lose confidence in such a 
man was to me a terrible shock, worse than the news of his failure, and Harry I cannot believe 
it.  I think he was careless, very very careless, but I cant believe him dishonest.  I found out from 
Mame that she had told us all, and that her letters from home hadn’t breathed one word of 
suspicion, only one thing her father said might be taken in that way, but I think it was 
carelessness.  I cant bear to think anything else, and still hope that some word from there will 
prove that he was not dishonest.  I know if I find him to be a rascal I will always be suspicious of 
every one, except my husband and his father.  Those two I know would stand any test.  Well 
this news from Mr. Cohen had a horrible effect on me, and Annie said she had never seen me 
feel anything so keenly as this loss of confidence.  It was horrible for I knew it would change me 
all my life & take away my confidence and trust, and it will make me suspicious, if it turns out tr 
to be true.  To me the loss of the money was not half as much of a shock tho’ that was bad 
enough, but now I hope against hope for some better news.  I am more quiet now, & wonder 
why I should have more confidence in Mr. Cohen than in Cousin Gus, tho’ I cant imagine why he 
would tell me such a thing, unless he knew it to be true.  It would seem to be a thing he would 
want to cover up, as it concerned his own son to have his wife’s father dishonored, but I think 
Mr. C. took that view of it, and told me out of kindness, but I think his view may not be the true 
one.  But to go back to that day in Orange.  You see what a nervous state I was in.  I believe my 
attack was brought on by that as much as by the cold.  I came home sick, and during the 
evening quite a fever set in and my cold seemed to be in my head, & throat, & chest, and 
severe in all three places.  I felt bad enough without anything more, but all this was forgotten 



about 10:30 when my awful neuralgia began.  I am not subject to that, and I have never had it 
half a dozen times before this winter, and never had anything liker this.  I was awake every 
minute of the night, part of the time walking the floor.  It settled in the nerves of my teeth, and 
if you know how it feels when a dentist touches a nerve you know a little of my suffering until I 
was relieved by the morphine.  Every tooth on the left side felt that way, not by fits and starts 
but all the time I had that pain.  As hour after hour passed without relief, it seemed as tho’ I’d 
go raving mad.  They did everything that could be thought of, but without any good effect.  I 
kept hoping it would leave as suddenly as it came, and didn’t want the doctor, for I didn’t think 
he could do any more for than me that they were doing, but mamma finally sent a note over, 
telling him af about my symptoms, & what had been done, & he sent some pretty powerful 
stuff over which he thought would quiet me very soon, and relieve me altogether after the 
second dose.  We [ill.] tried this faithfully, and I got worse every minute, for the pain extended 
to my head and the back of my neck, and at last got unendurable, and mamma sent for the 
doctor and requested him to bring morphine with him, so that he could give it to me if he tho’t 
it would ease the pain without doing any serious damage.  It was the first time in my life that I 
ever had to do such a thing.  Dr. Seward once threatened to give it to me, but I fought against it, 
and tho’t I would bear the pain as long as possible, for I dont like to take such things.  I think 
they have a bad effect on one’s health, and I also think that if they give relief it is always a 
temptation to th dull pain, and one wants it on all occasions, but this was a desperate case, and 
I felt that I had stood all I could.  Jule says she told you about the way the doctor acted.  I was 
too sick to care, tho’ I couldn’t fail to notice it.  Mamma has always paid his bills, and has really 
given him number of patients, at least seven, & three of them had long sieges, & large bills, so I 
cant see what he meant by treating us so, except that it was just because he hated to get up.  It 
wasn’t so dreadfully late, and we couldn’t send for him sooner, for we had to give his medicines 
time to act, and really might have waited even longer had it not been for consideration for him.  
It was not yet twelve o’clock and we tho’t he might not have gone to bed and it would be better 
than to get him up at one, two, or three o’clock, and it seemed likely that we’d have to call him, 
for I couldn’t go on in such pain all night.  He acted a little more decent when he found what 
torture I was in, but he was about half asleep and I dont think he knew much.  He said if he gave 
me medicine it would take several hours for it to work, and even then it might fail in such a 
severe case, my only sure relief was to take enough whiskey to make me tipsy (his mild way of 
putting it) or to take morphine.  Doctors dont hanker after giving morphine, especially to one 
who has never taken it, for it often has a very bad effect without doing the slightest good, and 
they are forever ordering liquor.  They thing they must do something, so they order that.  I 
usually take it as a “dead give away” on them.  Well of course I chose the morphine for I dont 
believe I’d get drunk if my life depended on it.  He kind of hated to give me the morphine, but 
he finally stuck his little instrument into my arm and gave me a pretty big dose, for he said if I 
was going to have it at all, I must have enough, that a little dose wouldn’t do any good.  He said 
I was such a wakeful thing I would require a good deal to put me to sleep, and then he began to 
ask mamma if I was as bad as ever in that respect & she said “yes she is the worst night owl I 
ever knew, and gets along on the least sleep.”  They (Ada was here too) watched me, & 
expected to see me drop into a doze, but I didn’t, and tho’ the pain in my head and neck was 
relieved, my face was as bad as ever, and he had to stick me again.  This second dose made me 
deathly sick for a few minutes, but didn’t have any other effect for several minutes, but at last 



the pain grew less, and less, and till I was perfectly quiet, and then the doctor left, thinking I 
would soon be in a deep sleep, but it had a peculiar effect, for tho’ it deadened the pain, it 
didn’t put me asleep, or make me unconscious.  I was perfectly quiet and easy, and that was all, 
and it certainly took to me very well and treated me very kindly.  I didn’t sleep a wink till the 
next day and not very much then, but tho’ I was very sick, I wasn’t in much pain.  Monday the 
effects of the morphine had worn off, and I found to my dismay that the neuralgia hadn’t left 
me, and I suffered all day, tho’ I did get some sleep that night.  Tuesday was my best day, but 
that wasn’t anything to brag of, but even a little was enough to encourage me, and made me 
hope that on Wed I would [be] better still, & able to write to you, but Wednesday I was fairly 
crazy again, and suffered horribly.   Yesterday (this is Friday) I began this letter but wasn’t able 
to write but a little.  I felt sorry I had attempted a letter and wished I had only tried a short note 
but it was too late.  I had so much to say besides this part, and couldn’t bear to think of 
anything less than a letter.  I longed so to write but I had to give it up and cannot tell you how 
disappointed I was.  When theses horrible pains come I simply cant do a thing.  I was no better 
toward evening and toward the middle of the evening was worse, and passed another dreadful 
night without any sleep.  Finally I got up and wrapped something around me, lit the gas and lay 
down on the lounge and tried to read.  I cant read things I would like to, for I cant get my mind 
on my ordinary reading.  If I could I’d read Grove, but I cant take in anything of that sort.  Ada 
brought me an exciting detective story of a mysterious murder, and one gets excited following 
the different clues, and I read till day light, and then turned the gas out, & pulled the shades up, 
& read till nearly seven o’clock when I fell asleep, and slept till about eight.  I am a little easier 
but still in pain.  A whole week has passed and I am getting so worn out with it, and it worries 
me so to lie around and lose my lessons.  That is all extra.  Miss Lee is so awfully fond of lying in 
bed when there isn’t a thing the matter with her, and she makes no bones of owning it, says 
she “feels tired.”  She dont do anything so I guess she is only tired of doing nothing, and every 
one in the house is disgusted with her.  This winter has shown us many things to her 
disadvantage.  I dont wish her this awful pain, and yet I cant help wondering why one who is 
fond of lying around, and staying in bed, cant have a few things to give them an excuse, instead 
of their all coming to one who hates that sort of thing, and has so many things to do.  Dont you 
think I am wicked?  Well if I liked to lounge this way, or if I hadn’t any work to do, it wouldn’t be 
half as hard, and it does really seem as tho’ I had more than my share of sickness.  Just now I 
feel rather desperate, for I am all worn out with this last week, to say nothing of all the last 
three months have been.  But now let me get on a more pleasant subject, for I do have pleasant 
thoughts in spite of every thing.  I think of you and then I see things in a different light.  The 
longing for you is horrible, but then we have so much more than we had last year, and now we 
have something to look forward to, and it is a wonderful comfort, and my thoughts have been 
very happy ones.  When June comes we’ll both get well, and then we’ll have enough happiness 
to make up for all this.  Oh you blessed boy your letters have been my best medicine, & the 
pain never prevented me from reading them as soon as they came.  Before I say any more 
about them however I must thank you for the covers, and the paper, which I rec’d Saturday, 
and also the funny sheet which I will return when I send the catalogue I promised.  In moving, it 
was mislaid, then when I found it, I expected to go up with Mame, & kept it to mark more fully, 
but now I probably wont go, & will send the catalogue along.   The funny sheet did what I knew 
it would do.  It is wonderfully good I think.  Dont apologize for sending only two covers for that 



was the number I asked for, and I needed one for the present, but asked for two, so that I could 
have enough for the letters between now ang and June.  The paper is very nice and you see I 
am filling it up with my black scratches as fast as I can, but I hope it will be faster than it has 
been so far.  And now for the beautiful present that came yesterday[,] the mysterious Boston 
package.  Oh Harry I thank you for so very very much.  Those photos are perfectly lovely, and I 
have so often wished I could have them (are you always going to guess my wishes this way?  If 
so I’ll have to be careful or you will sometimes be extravagant) but never dreamed that when I 
owned them, it would be in partnership with you.  That makes the present so much better, in 
fact, the partnership part of it, I think more of than I do the pictures, tho’ I do appreciate them 
fully, & am so pleased & delighted to have them, and had you been on hand you might have 
been surprised by a kiss, & perhaps two.  I’ll send it tho’, but I cant let it surprise you because I 
am afraid if you were not told about it, you might not see it, and would let it get away, and then 
it might come home and tell me that you wouldn’t have it.  I guess I’ll send two so if one gets 
away you’ll have the other, and you can tell me if they re both reached you.  I know all but one 
of the photos.  That is a cabinet size, (the others are much larger).  It is marked on the back 11 
Portraits.  There is one other I wouldn’t swear to, but I imagine it is Haydn.  I dont remember 
having seen a picture of him, & yet feel about sure this is his.  It is marked 94.  Those of Bach, 
Mozart, Beethoven, & Liszt are my favorites.  I cant bear Mendelssohn’s face. It is to sickish for 
anything, but I am so glad to have them all.  And now let me go back to your soothing 
medicines, your precious letters.  They have been so much to me always, and you can imagine 
how doubly welcome they are now.  I listen very anxiously for the postman’s whistle, & every 
day he has brought me at least one letter, and on Monday he brought me two and today he 
brought me two.  O Harry you are so good to write so often and if I could only show my 
appreciation of it by doing likewise it would give me as much happiness as you would have in 
receiving them.  Your letters this A.M. were so very very lovely, tho’ the first one was very blue, 
but it was in such a different tone from the ones you used to write and it didn’t worry me at all 
except as far as your health is concerned.  I understood you and felt you understood me, so I 
felt very differently.  You poor boy I am afraid this week hasn’t made you feel any better.  I 
think it is all wrong for you to wake up at such unearthly hours in the morning.  We are both 
“pining” I guess, but if we dont brace up soon we will not be worth much next summer, and any 
how we cant both be sick.  It will never do.  Come let us make a bargain to turn over a new leaf 
and get in good condition to enjoy next summer.  I wont let you think of me if you are going to 
let to wake you so early in the morning.  It is far worse than sitting up late at night. for I know 
you are not noted as an early bird an at home, and it is not right for you to do this now.   Do you 
remember the story of a man who was talking to his son in rather strong terms  about his 
getting up so late, and he said in conclusion “My son you know ‘the early bird catches the 
worm’”.  The son replied “yes but if the worm had not been up so early he wouldn’t have been 
caught.”  Now it is all very well to be the early bird, but dont for gracious sake overdo the 
matter and run the risk of taking the other part, for too early is worse than your old trick of 
being late for breakfast.  Now my darling Harry a word about our misunderstanding and then I 
guess I’ll have to stop for I want you to get this without fail on Sunday.  You know I forgive you 
for anything that hurt me, tho’ I doubt if I had reason to be hurt, and think I am the one to ask 
for forgiveness.  I oughtn’t to have written, & worried you with that horrible letter last week.  If 
it had been a thing that I would be likely to lay up against you & brood over, it would have been 



better to have it out, but as it couldn’t work mischief, it was wrong to write as I did.  However it 
is over now, and perhaps it is as well to have had it out & over with, & I guess better.  All our 
storms haven’t weakened our love in the least, and, after all, tho’ we felt sure before, it is 
better to have had it so thoroughly tested, for now our love has shown its true strength.  It 
grows all the time, and we have proved, beyond even the shadow of a doubt that we both 
knew what we were doing on the 8th of Sept. & we need have no fear of the future.  We hadn’t 
any fear before, we felt sure, but we hadn’t proved it.  We couldn’t prove it till we knew the 
depth of our feelings, and we could now not sound them with certainty till after that mutual 
confession, without which we could not understand each other, or ourselves fully, because we 
would not give our feelings a chance to show themselves.  We tho’t we knew our hearts, and 
we did, but how much more we know now than we could know before, or even dream of.  If I 
had felt last summer all that I feel now, I am sure I couldn’t have concealed it.  It was then 
almost more than [ill.] I could hold, and keep hidden, and was as strong as it could possibly be 
as long as I was in doubt about you, for I was fighting against it with all my might and wouldn’t 
let it flourish as it does not now, for now I give up to it entirely & it has its own way and is so 
strong now I could not root it out if I would, or battle against it, but there is no danger of my 
regretting this, for I am satisfied to have it so, more than satisfied, inexpressibly happy that it is 
so, & that there is no need to fight it.  We could not learn ourselves thoroughly, and our hearts 
or the depths of our love, until we had learned to know each other in this new light, and now 
we have only just begun to learn ourselves, and what do we find?  We are absolutely 
dependent on each other.  One is as weak alone as the other, and the case of one is just as 
desperate as that of the other.  Each day shows me more & more, and I know it is the same 
with you.  In the end we will find that this separation has been good for us, tho’ we will never 
appreciate that till it is ended for good.  We will never be reconciled to it while it lasts.  Next 
year’s separation cannot do us any good & it is going to be a hard struggle.  This year has shown 
us enough, but next year we have got to go thro’ a worse one, if anything.  I must stop, will 
write again soon, and speak of the other things I wanted to speak of now.  This must go at once. 
    With more love than can be measured for my darling Harry  
                        from your devoted  
                                Effie. 


