
                                                                                            No. 54 West 46th Street 
                                                                                            N.Y. March 5th 1885. 
My own dearest Harry, 
       I mailed a very long letter to you ye last evening, which you’ll probably receive 
tomorrow afternoon or evening.  Perhaps you wont need another so soon again, but this is 
Thursday night, and if I dont get something ready to send tomorrow, you will have nothing on 
Sunday, so I guess I’ll risk this, and to be honest will own that I dont consider this a risk, for I 
know you would be glad, of it if you could have one on Saturday too.  I happen to know that 
you can stand all and as many as I can write, and the cry is always “more,” and I dont hesitate 
about sending one as often as I can find time to write, and I dont worry about the welcome it 
receives, tho’ I always feel that you are not satisfied, that the majority of my letters seem to 
you cold and unfeeling, & matter of fact, but you dont understand me if you think that these 
letters prove a lack of feeling.  I know as well as you do that I am not a success as a love letter 
writer, but I haven’t the art of writing my deepest feelings, or of measuring my love on paper, 
and so you have some times felt badly about that; instead of feeling or rather knowing that my 
love was is too deep to be expressed, you saw all this in another way, and tho’t that it came 
from lack of feeling.  I know this from your own letters, and know that you dont feel satisfied 
with the letters I do write.  Now and then my feelings show & then you feel so much better and 
act so happy that it “gives you away,” & shows how you had been feeling, and I am afraid that 
at times you doubt my love because I dont say more about it than I do, and that has something 
to do with your blues.  I think you are learning to understand me more and more, and that that 
is why you have have not worried lately as you used to.  I felt all the time that this was at the 
bottom of everything, and was what made you desperately blue.  I dont think you say too much 
about your love, and you must know that, but I cant write as you do, tho’ I know my feelings are 
just as deep.  I dont say all this because I think that you doubt me now, but I have felt, and feel 
still that when we have had these dreadful times, that doubts have made you blue, but now I 
am happy because I believe that you really understand me, and you know me well enought 
enough to know that without the deepest love for you, I could never have promised to marry 
you.  Every one who knows me well at all, knows that my feelings are very decided one way or 
the other.  My love is not a weak feeling at all, but is so strong that I cant find words to do the 
subject justice.  There are some people who have the faculty of expressing themselves, and it is 
their nature to tell their feelings.  They may not be able to tell all, but they cant help expressing 
as much as they can find language for, and this is your nature, but I am not so.  I have plenty of 
sentiment as you will find about sometime, and my love is as deep as yours, and is all that you 
can possibly crave, but I cant sit down and write about it.  It is not my nature, and even if I had 
the power to express myself I probably wouldn’t write as you do, tho’ I always like your letters, 
and like to hear about your feelings, and I understand that you feel the same about mine, but 
yet I cant put mine on paper, but you mustn’t judge my love by my letters.  You must make 
allowance for the difference in our natures.  I do not think you will ever find me cold or 
indifferent, and yet my letters have sometimes made you think that I didn’t have so much 
feeling as you would like.  Sometimes I do show my feelings in my letters, but I dont always do 
it, and I think that you have ceased to worry about it now.  As far as my love for you is 
concerned you will never have cause to complain, for you couldn’t possibly measure it.  There is 
no end to it.  There are other thind things, that may not be just what you would like, for there 



are plenty of faults but the love is perfect and you cant find the ghost of a flaw in it, and I know 
you will never go thro’ the unhappy times again that you had the first of the winter.  You say in 
your letter of Monday that you wish I naturally tended to write more about my love but I can 
see that you dont feel about this as you used to, for you have learned to know that tho’ I love 
deeply, it is not my nature to write it all out, but I think after next summer you’ll be still better, 
for then I wont need words to tell you of my love.  You’ll see it and feel it without being told, 
and I guess you’ll see and feel enough to satisfy you, & will new never have reason to be blue 
again about what you have been blue over this winter.  I know we will do better after next 
summer.  We couldn’t understand each other perfectly before we became engaged, no matter 
how intimate we had been, and we have never been together since, and it is necessary for us to 
be together in this new relation before we can thoroughly understand each other, and be 
perfectly comfortable.  There were several things in your letters to call out all this & I’ll tell you 
more about them in my next letter, and quote your own words, which show me how you have 
felt, & still feel now and then.  But now I haven’t time for more because I had to go out with 
mamma this eve. and didn’t get back in time to write much, and I am very very tired, & must go 
to bed but I’ll send what I have written, and finish tomorrow night. 
With love for you as deep as yours for me 
                 Always your devoted 
                            Effie. 
 
 
[Effie copied the following letter, which was written by Emma Bray Cohen to Effie’s mother, and 
sent it to Harry with the above letter.] 
 
                                                                                                   Fruit Vale, Feb. 18th 1885 
My dear Cousin Emily, 
         You will be surprised and shocked by what I am going to tell you, yet let me say right 
here that it might be worse.  For ten days we have noticed that papa was suffering from a cold, 
but besides that there seemed to be something agitating his mind to an alarming extent.  Three 
days ago he told us that a financial crisis was upon him for the first time in his life, and last 
evening before he left the office he made an assignment for the benefit of his creditors.  Even 
in this darkest day of our lives we can all rejoice in Papa’s unsullied honor and be proud to 
know that this trouble was not brought about by his dishonesty.  It came as much like a thunder 
bolt to poor Papa as to every one who hears it.  In a few words the immediate causes were 
these, too much confidence in Enos Taylor, who for the past few years has been doing an 
exciting stock business with grain – you understand – apart entirely from his business with 
Papa.  At first he made a great deal of money, and like every one who gets infatuated tried too 
long, and then he used Papa’s money to such an extent that he cannot make it good.  Altho’ his 
acc’ts are all square –  no false entries, etc. but this – together with a decline in the Commission 
business – the depreciation of property, and the enormous interest which Papa’s unlimited 
credit compels, all this makes him feel that it was better to make an assignment for the benefit 
of his creditors, instead of wearing his life out with the terrible nervous strain he would 
otherwise be under.  Papa could not have stood it much longer to have been under the 
excitement of the last ten days.  It has been dreadful – but we hope the dark days will not last 



much longer.  Since last night he has looked a little brighter, and we hope for the best.  Papa 
wanted me to write you at once, for he couldn’t do it.  A man cannot do more than give up 
every thing he has, & we hope the assets may almost meet the liabilities.  One comfort to Papa 
is to feel no one will be much hurt but himsef himself & our comfort is that he is as noble today 
as he ever was.  Thirty days ago Enos took Papa into the inner office and told him all, at the 
same time making over to Papa all the security he had, which did not amount to much.  Of 
course his failure (Enos having been Papa’s confidential head man for so long) hurt Papa’s 
credit – altho’ understand that Papa had been in no way mixed up with in Enos’ speculations, 
but his credit was injured by it all the same.  All we can do now is to make the best of it, and 
cheer Papa, and show what we are made of. 
       I cannot write any more today.  Only know that we all send much love. 
                      Affectionately 
                              Emma 
 
Dearest Harry 
      I have copied Em’s letter for you, because mamma wants to send her letter to Lottie, 
but I have copied word for word so it will be just as well as to send the letter.  It shows what 
dear Em is.  This is her first real sorrow.  Grandma’s death was hard but they expected that, for 
they knew she was old and might die soon, and it wasn’t as bad as tho ’she had been younger. 
              Goodbye my dearest Harry 
                          Effie. 


