
                                                                                                No. 54 West 46th Street 
                                                                                                   N.Y. March 28th 1885 
My own darling Harry, 
         I sent quite a long letter yesterday, (that is long for a sick girl) but it seemed to me that I 
didn’t say half I wanted to, but you’ll get it tomorrow and I know you’ll feel better as soon as 
you see the familiar writing on your letter from N.Y.  That alone would tell you that I was better.  
I was better, and this afternoon I am better than I was yesterday.  I didn’t think this morning 
that the day would end as it is doing, but my pain suddenly left me as unceremoniously as it 
came, and this afternoon I got up, & soon after, went down stairs to receive a call, and tonight I 
am going to dinner.  It will be my first appearance at the table in over a week, and I am in hopes 
my suffering is over and that I’ll never have any more performances like that I have just 
finished, for it was anything but funny.  Mamma goes for me all the time, but I dont see why 
she should, for I am as careful as I can be under the circumstances.  In fact I have been 
unusually careful, more so than I ever remember being before.  I have worn rubbers and have 
protected my self as well as I could, for I had promised to be careful.  Of course I cant lose my 
lessons on every stormy day, & every cold windy day, & every time I feel more like staying 
home.  I might as well stop at once, and you know as well as I do that I cant stop.  I think my 
work has been hard, but I dont think that has pulled me down as much as other things.  
Minnie’s death has been a dreadful blow to me.  I cant shake off my feelings about it, and there 
are so many things to worry about.  I try not to but I cant help it, and tho’ I dont talk about it as 
much now, I think of it just the same.  I cant get over it, and that is the main thing the matter 
with me.  It has had more to do with my nervousness than my work has.  Then the trip to New 
Orleans, coming so soon after, was an awful strain, but if I could have seen the effect it would 
have on me, I cant see how I could have refused.  It was a desperate case, but you cant imagine, 
and no one could, how dreadful it was.  Then on top of it all came this bad news from 
California, and that has made us all about sick, and upset mamma so, that she has worried me 
awfully.  When I can talk with you about it you will see just how hard a blow it has been to poor 
mamma.  My work has been nothing compared to these troubles, and I think mamma ought to 
see this.  She thinks I ought to do it, & yet it she is unreasonable about it, and calls me careless 
because I dont give up for every cold or stormy or windy day, and for every little thing I have 
the matter with me.  If I took her advice and stayed home as often as she urges me to, I’d soon 
be without pupils.  It is all nonsense for her to be so inconsistent, and it is all nonsense for hr to 
call me careless, for I’m not.  I dont get my lunch the days I go to Orange, but I dont miss it, & 
dont feel any bad effects, & I know it doesn’t hurt me at all.  I dont have no time to eat it there, 
for I have all I can do to get thro’ as it is.  She says “eat your lunch on the train.”  That is all very 
fine, but I start out soon after breakfast, and couldn’t eat on my way out there, and cant eat on 
my way home, because it is too near dinner time, & would spoil that, & my dinner does me 
more good, than an old dry lunch.  If I ate it there in Orange it would have to be in such a hurry 
that it would do me more harm than good.  I dont think it hurts me to go without a meal now 
and then.  I dont see any use in eating so much.  If it made me faint or gave me a headache, I 
would think it wasn’t right, but I dont miss it in the least.  Every one acts wild on this lunch 
question, and I am some what excited just now because Mrs. Dougan was going for me a little 
while ago when she called.  Mamma told her some time ago of my rush this winter, as an 
excuse for my not having called on her, and of course brought in this old worn out tune, and I 



met Mrs. D. a few weeks ago and she went for me terribly about it.  She said she meant to keep 
at me, and so today when she called she kept her word, and proposed all sorts of absurd things, 
and said I could eat it during one of my lessons, fine lesson it would be, and a nice way to give 
it.  I have told you what a fuss Mr. Cohen is over the least thing, and how he has always worried 
at me about my health.  He always says I look pale, & he ought to know by this time it isn’t 
natural for me to have much color.  I tell him so, but he cant get it thro’ him, and Mrs. C. told 
mamma the other day that her husband has been worrying about me, & then mamma sang her 
little song to her about “no lunch” to her, and I will get a fearful dose next time I do down 
there.  Mamma rec’d your letter on Tuesday and answered it last night, and if she told you 
anything about my being careless you mustn’t believe it.  Perhaps she didn’t mention it but I 
kind of suspected she’d say some thing, and I tested it by questioning her about what she said, 
and she said she apologized for not acknowledging your kind letter at once, and she thanked 
you for your sympathy etc etc.  I said “did you say anything about me?”  She said she told you I 
was getting better, and then she said “but I dont know why I must give an acc’t of my letters.  
You dont tell about yours.”  I told her “that was different,” and asked her to let me read her 
letter, but she wouldn’t, and I of course dont know what she said, but dont you get excited if 
she said any thing about carelessness, for it is all trash.  I am not careless.  Your letter to 
mamma was lovely, and she appreciated it very much, tho’ she said I must have been telling 
you dreadful things about her, and she tho’t she bore her loss very well.  I said she did keep up 
wonderfully. but She does worry about it dreadfully (tho’ she dont act like a baby), and she 
does not look at all well.  It has upset her terribly, tho’ she tries to hide it before every one but 
us, and she does realize how much her worries have told on her.  She thinks she hides them 
from us a good deal, but she dont.  She dont realize how she shows it, but it was only at first 
she minded about your knowing how she felt.  The letter reached her when she was in one of 
her bluest moods, and when she couldn’t see anything encouraging.  I never saw her in such a 
state before.  She seems a little, or rather a good deal better, the last few two days.  She has 
heard from Cala at last.  Cousin Gus wrote her a very nice letter & tho’ it doesn’t ca improve the 
outlook for us, it does make us feel that he has been to blame only for his carelessness, but in 
no other way.  As you do not know him the letter might not strike you as it did me, but I feel 
that if he had done a dishonest thing he could never write to mamma in this way.  I do think he 
has done wrong to let his affairs go along in such a way, but further than this I cant believe he 
has done wrong.  We had a letter from Mrs. Perine, (and she is right there) and she speaks in a 
lovely way about him, and evidently every one in the neighborhood feels the same, so I hope he 
has not proved false.   Sunday — I was interrupted last eve. on the first sheet, by the dinner bell 
and in the evening had several interruptions so you wont get my letter till Tuesday.  But you’ll 
have mamma’s on Monday so you’ll have some word of me.  Besides you say that letters which 
are mailed in the evening dont reach you any sooner than those mailed the same next day, so 
perhaps you’ll get this just as soon.  I dont understand about that tho’ for they told me at the 
P.O. that there were three mails a day, at one, & at three A.M. and 7:30 P.M. so I should think 
letters mailed in the evening would go out in one of those mails.  I’ll send you some postmarks 
of yours, so you can find out about your letters.  They are pretty regular at this end you will 
find.  My letter from you on Tues. didn’t reach me till afternoon, but you see the post mark is 
March 22nd 9 P.M. so tho’ you tho’t it was mailed at the regular time, it wasn’t marked till 
evening, but I’ll let you study all that out for yourself, and I’ll answer a few of your questions; 



first about the temperature map.  I haven’t spoken of it, because I rec’d it one day just as I was 
starting out and didn’t have the time to look at it, at least I think that was it, at any rate I 
remember being in a great hurry about something, and after looking at it, and finding it would 
take time to study it out I put it away till a better chance offered.  In the mean time mamma 
came across it and had no trouble in making it out, but somehow or other it disappeared 
mysteriously and no one knows anything about it.  I cant find it any place and am convinced 
that mamma left it on the table or some place like that, & Lena has made way with it, tho’ no 
one will admit having had anything to do with it.  I tho’t you’d blame me for carelessness and 
tho’t I would not say anything about it just yet.  I hoped to come across it some day, and then 
study it out, but if it didn’t turn up, I meant to own that it was lost.  I suppose you will think I 
was very careless but I dont think I was, for I tho’t I put it in a safe place, but I’m the most 
unfortunate thing about losing things.  We have to move around from one room to another so 
often, and usually on short notice, that it is almost impossible to keep track of things.  Well I 
have cleared up that mystery for you, and now will settle the next.  You asked how the song 
from Masaniello struck me.  I meant to have told you before, & tho’t I had done so.  I can 
imagine that Schott could make it as much to me as he did to you, but the music you sent me 
didn’t please me particularly.  If I had heard Schott sing it, it might sound differently, for it 
would p bring it back to me as he sang it, but as it is, I didn’t fancy it.  I have read the librettos of 
that opera and Beethovens, but one cant get much from a libretto without seeing & hearing the 
opera, tho’ I was very glad to see them and get an idea of the plots, and & am much obliged to 
you for sending them.  I wonder if you recognized you four cent stamp on the letter you rec’d 
this morning.  I meant to thank you for the soda water treat long ago, but hope you’ll forgive 
me for not doing so.  I haven’t been down yet because it was too cold for ice cream soda water, 
but I am looking forward to my treat.  I’m not going to ask Mr. Steinbach about that word.  I 
want you to tell me. If you dont I wont say it, tho’ I’ll give you some good wishes all the time I’m 
drinking it, but I wont say any words I don’t know the meaning of.  Mr. Steinbach’s sister is 
perfectly charming & every one in the house was fascinated.  She is irresistible.  I’m glad you 
cant see her, for you couldn’t help falling in love with her whether you fought against it or not.  
Mr. Artz seems very nice, but I have not seen any thing of him, to speak of, for I was taken sick 
the night he came.  He has quite an interesting face, and I was pleased with him at once.  They 
all say “oh yes, of course you like him.  You liked him before you saw him.  His conversation 
about a certain picture prejudiced you in his favor.”  That may have had some thing to do with 
it, but I think I would have been favorably impressed anyway.  He & Miss Lee seem to have 
struck up a mutual admiration society, much to the amusement of every one here, for they 
dont pretend to say much to the rest of us, & they sit at the table long after every one else is 
through, & it causes remark, and some fun, tho’ so far I am not guilty of this, for you know my 
disgust for such things talk.  I am so much better today, and if the walking was decent would go 
out for a little fresh air, but it snowed last night, and it is so warm this morning that the walking 
is dreadfully sloppy, so I think I wont try it today.  I hope to begin my lessons tomorrow, tho’ I 
wont do it unless I feel equal to it, so dont worry, and I’ll ride tomorrow.  I hate horse cares, and 
love to walk, and I usually do a great deal of it, (you know I stood it last summer or rather 
walked it better than you did when you spent all of three days here in N.Y.) but I wont indulge 
myself much this week.  I’ll be very careful, and wont run any risks, so dont you worry.  Mamma 
& Jule went up to Rem’s last night, and found more trouble.  Langdon is dangerously ill with a 



bad case of diphtheria.  But Miss Paul is there, and if good nursing will bring him thro’, he’ll 
have that.  I hoped he may be spared, for Rem’s sake, but it is very very serious, but if he should 
be taken, I could not doubt but that the poor little dear would be better off, & think how lovely 
it would be for Minnie to have him with her.  I pity the children as much or more than I do Rem, 
for tho’ they do not suffer as much now, think what a terrible loss theirs is to grow up without a 
mother.  There is no telling what that may mean.  All three are boys and a mother’s love & 
influence seem so very necessary.  They probably wont feel it as a girl witl would do all her life, 
but I think it really is even more important for a boy to have such influence, tho’ it is hard 
enough for either to be deprived of it, but a father is apt to be more tender and affectionate to 
a motherless daughter than to a son, not just now, for while they are little it dont make much 
difference, but when the boys grow older and arrive at an age when they need the very best 
influence they do not have as much attention as a daughter would be likely to have from a 
father.  I may be wrong, but that is the way it has always seemed to me, for tho’ a father may 
be just as devoted to a son, and perhaps more proud of him, he cant pet him as a mother can, 
and most boys need a certain amount of that.  Such treatment would have made Abe Hays a 
very different man.  Reg has just such a disposition and I know he would turn out wonderfully if 
he could be understood, but I fear he wont be, and I pity him especially.  I will tell you some [ill.] 
time why I worry so about these children, but now there isn’t time to tell it all, & I think I can 
talk about it better, so I’ll wait till next summer.  When I think of all we want to say I think there 
is no danger of our getting talked out.  Even when we are together all the time we will always 
have enough to say.  They say happiness never kills.  It is a lucky thing, for it would be a risky 
thing for us to be together if it was otherwise, but now we can be as happy as possible without 
any dread of its being too much for us.  I rec’d your letter yesterday afternoon and enjoyed it so 
very very much.  Will write more fully about it tonight.  The Purdue came on Friday or Thurs. (I 
cant see to be quite sure which) and I was very glad to have it.  The boarding hall did get rather 
a severe hit, & I dont wonder Mrs. S. was some what excited about it.  I’ll save the paper for 
you.  Miss Weed’s translation is very pretty.  Our plans are still in chaos.  Nothing has come up 
in the Country, tho’ mamma has tried her best.  She has been to agents, and has not let even an 
advertisement in the papers escape her, but can find nothing she thinks favorably of, and the 
prospects are that we will remain in the City.  There is one plan I might tell you if I had time but 
I guess I’ll wait till tonight.  No I guess I wont go into detail about it until mamma has been to 
talk it up, for it will probably be more definite tomorrow morning.  There isn’t time to get your 
advice about it for if it comes to any thing it will be settled tomorrow and if it dont it wont be 
worth while to spend so much time writing about it.  It was only suggested yesterday afternoon 
so there wasn’t time to ask your opinion, tho’ I know you’ll see it as we do, & if it comes to 
anything you’ll think it a fine chance I know.  I must stop now and go to dinner.  With love 
beyond expression all for you. 
       Ever your own loving  
Sunday afternoon.  Effie. 
     I will copy Cousin Gus’ letter.  It may not seem much to you, but I believe in his honesty, 
tho’ it does show his unpardonable carelessness, but if he was honest I can forgive him.  
Mamma sold an elegant diamond ring to Cousin Gus, which he bought for Cousin Julia.  There 
were seven diamonds in it.  They only gave her $200. for it, but when Cousin Julia lost a stone, 
she had to pay $50. to have it replaced (this gives you a little idea of the real value of the ring 



and the mean price they paid mamma for it).  She lost another stone and then had it set like 
this [here she drew two vertical rows of three small circles] instead of one in the center and six 
around.  She has that ring now.  It is hers, & mamma couldn’t claim it, and wouldn’t ask for it, 
but we all think she ought to give it up to mamma.  It seems a shame for her to keep it under 
the circumstances.  It was very dear to mamma because papa gave it to her, and it seemed was 
an awful trial for her to part with it, but she thinks it wrong to wear such ornaments unless one 
can afford them, and tho’ it was a terrible sacrifice she felt she ought to do it.  She was in actual 
need of the money and tho’t that it would do her more good than to have this ring lying away.  
She did wrong to let it go tho’ at such a price, but she had already been obliged to sell an 
elegant solitaire, and had kept this other as long as she could on account of the associations she 
had with it.  The other, too, was very dear to her for the same reasons, but not quite what this 
one was, and she hated to sell this to a stranger, & so let it go for less, in order to have it where 
she could keep track of it in case she could ever afford to buy it.  I dont blame her for that, but I 
think she should have sold it on those conditions.  I would have said, that I would let them have 
it at a low price (diamonds were higher then than when Cousin J. replaced the stone she lost) if 
they would promise to let me buy it back at the same price, if I was ever able to afford it, 
because the ring was dearer to me than it possibly could be to Cousin J. because no other ring 
could take the place of it for me, while her husband could give her another that would be from 
him & be worth as much to her, except that he might not get such a ring at such a price, but 
that I would not let it go as low unless I could make that arrangement, for it certainly wasn’t 
worth $150. to mamma (or perhaps more) to have it in the family, tho’ it was a satisfaction to 
be sure, but she tho’t probably she couldn’t afford to buy it back again, and so didn’t say 
anything, tho’ she tho’t she would rather know where it was, and had no doubt about their 
letting her have it if she could afford to buy it, because they knew the circumstances, but she 
made a mistake to merely think & not say what she thought.  When Cousin Julia was East 
mamma spoke to her about it, and asked her if she would sell it to her, and she said “oh no Em 
I’ll never part with that ring.”  It seemed heartless to us when she knew all, and when her 
husband could afford to buy her one far handsomer, or a dozen like it, any one of which would 
have been just as much to her, but because she knew he couldn’t get such another bargain, she 
held on to that.  Oh I think it was a contemptible thing to do, but it was what we might expect 
for she wouldn’t consider mamma’s feelings about it.  (In all this trouble Mrs. Cohen is the only 
one I have heard say one word of pity for Cousin Julia (but dont mention this please.)  I dont 
suppose she will consider them now, but I should think the ring would burn her.  I know I 
couldn’t keep it under the circumstances, & I know she wont sell it.  She will only wear it as an 
ornament, and so their bread & butter wont depend on it.  I know she wont do it of her own 
accord, but mamma feels awfully about it, to think of her ring sold for so little, & then this loss, 
& that she wont make up even that much of it when it is in her power to do it.  Oh that does 
make me mad, and I haven’t much sympathy for her if she can do such a thing.  Do you think 
mamma ought to write about it?  She cant bear to do it, and yet she ought to have it.  She has 
been advised to suggest it to her, & yet she hesitates about a doing it.  She hates to hurt them 
at such a time, & yet they haven’t made any fuss about hurting us.  In Cousin Gus’ letter the 
only thing we feel hard about is, that he didn’t seem to feel any special sympathy for mamma, 
not a bit more than for his wealthy creditors, who will not feel it their losses, & as he knows all 
mamma’s hard life, & what it has cost her to lay up that money, he might at least say he is sorry 



for her.  That seemed strange to us, and mamma says it is the only thing she complains of in his 
letter, that if he would show some sign of appreciation of the position his carelessness has 
brought her to, she would forgive him, but tho’ the letter has made us rejoice in the feeling that 
he was honest, yet it did seem rather, no decidedly strange for him to ignor mamma’s loss, 
which, tho’ small, is more to her, than Mr. Cohen’s $66,000. & more is to him or Mr. Knox’ 
$90000. to him or Mr. Sather’s $100000. to him.  But it is just what he might have written if she 
hadn’t been concerned personally.  He never mentions her loss, or poor Lottie’s either.  Still, it 
was a nice letter, & I do pity him, & all of them.  The poor boys had such brilliant prospects, & 
they were such lovely dear good fellows they didn’t need a blow like this to make men of them, 
and it cant improve them, tho’ I know they will be work[ing] their way up, yet I feel awfully for 
for them [as] it is so hard to have their bright prospects to be so changed.  Poor Jule[,] it is 
harder for her than any of them.  I feel worse for her, but Mrs. Perine writes she is bearing it 
bravely & nobly.  It is hard for Em, but will not be as hard for her as for Jule, & there will be no 
change in her life on account of it, tho’ it will sadden her terribly.  It has done so already, & the 
blow has been terrible to her, but I am so thankful that she hasn’t to grieve over her father’s 
dishonor.  That w’d be the worst part of it for them all, and I am glad if they have been spared 
that.  Please write me what you think about the ring, & whether you think mamma ought to 
write to them about it.  It would be a hard thing to do, & yet it does really seem as tho’ mamma 
ought to have it, tho’ of Course, as it belongs to Cousin J. she isn’t obliged to give it up to pay 
her husband’s debts.  We may look at this as we do because we feel that it is a wife’s duty, to 
do all in her power toward it.  Mamma did it, tho’ she could have saved out something which 
would have been all right according to law, and which she was entitled to by law, but she signed 
it all away, rather than to feel that papa had died without paying his debts.  It was in her power 
to make everything right and let no one lose a penny, and she insisted on doing it.  Tho’ poor 
papa’s affairs went down, not from carelessness or dishonesty on his part, but on account of his 
long sickness.  He was sick four years, and confined to the house, or the bed most of the time 
the last year, & not able to do anything, then everything went to rack and ruin.  He knew he 
was no longer wealthy on account of he R.R. Co. changing their plans, & running the road in a 
different direction from the one originally intended.  This left Shasta out in the cold, and the 
town went to pieces.  One building which cost papa $36000. sold for $600. only [ill.] thirty 
thousand loss, instead of a gain on the value, if that old R.R hadn’t played such a trick.  
Everything went in the same way, and was almost given away.  You know how much it costs to 
settle up an estate, but you have no idea of the way things went, or how poor mamma was 
cheated, for she felt so terribly over papa’s death, that she couldn’t think of money matters, 
except to be willing to do any thing if only every one was paid every cent papa owed them.  It 
was the only thing she was interested in as far as the money was concerned.  So much Court 
business was awful at such a time, and it had to go thro’ Court on account of some little thing 
that was wrong about the will, and of course it ate up what little there was, & mamma had only 
$50. left when everything was over.  More old nonsense was gone thro’ with, & the lawyers & 
the judge, who professed great friendship, gobbled up all they possibly could.  It was a 
disgraceful robbery, nothing else.  Papa never dreamed that his affairs were in such a state, & 
tho’ he knew he wasn’t wealthy, he supposed there was money left, (even tho’ the property 
had decreased so in value,) to take care of us comfortably.  If he had known what mamma 
would have to go thro’ I believe it would have driven him mad.  In some respects he was 



careless, for he was generous to a fault & was everlastingly helping people out of scrapes, & 
either giving or lending them money, giving usually, for [ill.] most [of] the loans amounted to 
that for he felt sorry for them and let them go on till they were out [ill.], and if we could get 
back the money he loaned to so called friends with interest, we would be pretty well fixed.  But 
tho’ some of them were able to pay it, & lived in elegant style afterwards, & knew how mamma 
was left they had not honor enough to pay her, and she had no way of making them pay her.  
When papa lent it, he was so well off it didn’t make any great difference if they didn’t pay it, 
but I think he did wrong to throw money around so carelessly & never have any security, but he 
would have given his last cent to help a friend, and many of his friends turned out to be 
anything but grateful.  I must stop.  With endless love 
               your own loving 
                      Effie  
 
Dont look for a long letter Wednesday for I have written me long letter ahead of time tho’ if I 
have a chance for a long letter you may be sure I’ll improve it for there is plenty more I could 
say to my own darling Harry.  love love love 
  from Effie  
 
[Effie’s copy of the letter from Cousin Gus follows:]      
                                                                                                  

“At Home March 18, ’85. 
Dear Emily, 
      As you have heard, my first trouble of any kind has come upon me rather late in life, as 
on my last birthday I y was 60 yrs old.  If I was say 40 yrs old I would not feel it so much.  During 
the past two years my old book keeper Mr. Taylor has been speculating in grain on his own 
account, sometimes making money, but at last came to grief, as most all speculators do.  In 
consequence of his own outside trading & business he let my books get way behind.  When I 
would urge him to get his books up he would say that everything was all right, and all he had to 
do was to get my books posted up to show me that they were all right.  About the 12th of 
February he took me in my back office and said to me that he was ruined or in other words 
broke.  I said to him “how do you stand with me.  You have let my books get so behind I really 
dont know how much you owe me.”  He said he would make over to me what property he had 
left, which he did at once, which he called worth $25000. but on careful examination, found not 
be worth half that amount.  I then had his a/c made out, and from that he owed me over 
$108,000. which was four times as much as I thought he owed.  He had been with me as my 
confidential clerk & bookkeeper for about 20 years.  All the money of mine that he had used in 
his speculation he had charged himself on the books from time to time, but had never posted 
into the ledger.  As soon as my creditors heard of his failure, & that he owed me so large an 
amount of money, they came upon me at once to give them security.  In looking over the 
situation, & taking into consideration the large amount that my farmers owed me, that they 
could not pay now pay on a/c of the very low price of grain.  This together with what Taylor 
owed me showed me I would not be able to go on, without securing my banker, and some 
other large creditors, which they were after me to do.  To do this I knew I would not be treating 
my other creditors right.  I could not nor would not secure some and not others, so the only 



thing I had to do was to make an assignment of every thing I owned for the benefit of all my 
creditors, share & share all alike.  I turned over to them every thing I had in the world, not even 
saving a homestead.  We have soon to leave our home here.  One of my old friends is going to 
buy us from the assignees what we have always called [“]the old school lot.”  [Effie’s note:] (I 
must explain that this was a small lot where he built a little school room for his own & the 
neighbors’ children, and this was where mamma had her private school for three years.  They 
all paid her well, and she never had to pay any rent for the building.  After mamma gave up 
they had different ones take the school, & finally Lottie had it for two years.  Then the thing was 
broken up, and the school house was moved back a little ways, and a cottage was built in front 
of it.  The school room (which has so many associations of the pleasantest kind) has since 
served as kitchen & dining room for the cottage (little did we think that old school room would 
be a part of the Bray’s home) and ever since then it has been rented.  The Perines took it a year 
ago, because it was the only thing they could get in the neighborhood & they thought they 
would rather take it than to go any place else away from Fruit Vale, tho’ it wasn’t just what they 
wanted.  Now I guess I had better go back to Cousin Gus’ letter.  I wanted to explain this little 
thing to you tho’, so I made a break in his letter and stuck in a little note of my own, and I guess 
you’ll forgive me tho’ it was rather a funny thing to do).  “It seems hard at our time of life to 
have to leave the house and home where all of our children (except Emma) were born, but we 
are all ready and willing to do it under the circumstances.  For myself I dont mind losing all my 
money half as much as I do not being able to pay dollar for dollar.  On account of times here 
being very dull and property of most all kinds being very low it is hard telling at this time what 
per cent the estate will pay.  The assignees now think, after looking over everything, that they 
will be able to get fifty per cent or more out of it but it will take time to do it.  At the last 
meeting it was decided that as fast as five percent was collected it should be paid out to the 
creditors.  My sons through the aid of some of my friends are going to try and carry on the grain 
and commission business in a small way to try and make something for to live on.  I cant help 
them to a dollar for I have not got it.  They today put up their first sign and began business in a 
little office 10 x 12 ft. under the firm name of Brays Sons & Co.  I am in such shape that I cant 
even be interested with them on account of my creditors. Little did I ever think the time would 
come when I would have to write you such a letter as this, but what I tell you is too true.  It 
seems like a dream to me.  I have your papers, your will, the Iowa stock & your Cala State 
Telegraph stock etc, etc.  Let me know what you want done with them.  Every thing in my old 
office has been in such confusion in my old office since the trouble that I was never able till 
yesterday to get your papers or I would have written you before.  Our neighbors are all pretty 
well but feel awfully about our troubles.  Mrs. Derby, Mrs. Templeton & Mrs. Cumming say that 
if we leave the neighborhood they will sell out & do the same.  Since our trouble we have found 
out who are friends are.  Give our love to the girls.  Hoping things wont always look as blue as 
they do now, I am yours affectionately 
                                W.A. Bray” 
 

Isn’t this a nice letter.  Dont you believe him to be honest?  The only regret is that he 
didn’t speak of mamma’s loss.  It would have made her feel differently —  Effie  
  
 


