
                                                                                                     No. 54 West 46th Street 
                                                                                                     N.Y. March 8th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
     Your letter was rec’d yesterday morning.  I knew you’d be disappointed about my 
Sunday’s letter, and I felt so sorry about it that I fear it seemed to you that I wasn’t glad to see 
your mother.  I was very glad, but yet I was so sorry to disappoint you on Wednesday morning.  
If I could have written on Monday morning it would have been all right.  You know now how it 
was, but I’m afraid you felt badly before my letter reached you, for my note wasn’t much, and 
you did not receive that [ill.] till Thurs.  I have have felt so thankful that I had a chance to write 
that Saturday’s letter.  It seemed to make you so happy, and do you so much good.  I love to 
think of it.  I wish all my letters could have that effect.  I am sure your happy feeling didn’t all go 
suddenly when my Sunday’s letter failed for if the happiness was so short lived, it didn’t 
amount to much after all, but I dont believe it deserted you in time of trouble.  If it was only a 
fair weather friend I would not give much for it, and I feel sure it wasn’t that.  I am sure it was a 
true friend, a friend indeed, and that it stayed with you and helped you to bear the separation 
disappointment on Wednesday.  (Do you see that word I crossed out?  I have that on the brain I 
think.  It haunts & tortures me all the time.  Oh I’ll be so happy when it ceases to torment us.)  I 
wonder if my note on Friday Thurs helped you any.  I guess it did a little.  My letter on Friday 
made you twice glad for it was a double letter, and my letter pot post marked East Orange 
reached you this morning, & tomorrow afternoon you’ll receive another.  The last two I hope 
you’ll understand.  Dont think I am still feeling as I used to.  I’m not worrying now, for I feel sure 
that you have learned to understand me better.  There is so much that we want to talk about, 
that cant be written, and oh! if this horrible separation ever ends, it will take three months to 
talk all these things out.  But we can now be pretty sure of having no further trouble, in the way 
of misunderstandings and storms.  We wont have any more.  Tho’ this is the month for the 
equinoctial storm it cant hurt us, for we’ve had all our storms.  They have all passed and spring 
has come and we have nothing more to dread except the time between this and the middle of 
June.  That is enough __ and seems too much, but if we have no misunderstandings, we can live 
thro’ it, but I think one more big storm like some of those we have had this winter would tear 
me all to pieces, and the dread of it would keep me miserable all the time, but I have no fear of 
it.  I know we will not have any more dreadful times, and if we can have fair weather, we’ll be 
strong enough to bear the separation to the end, but we need all our strength to pull thro’, and 
cant afford to waste it, or even a portion of it.  If we have storms to struggle with, we’ll use up 
too much strength, but I know we needn’t fear anything of this sort, so we’ll brace up and live 
along some how till June.  I finished your bag yesterday, and will send it tomorrow.  It was too 
small to put a shir in without spoiling the effect, and so I wouldn’t do it.  I made it to hang up, 
and tho’t you could set the bag the tobacco comes in inside of this, and then it wont be 
necessary to draw this up.  Perhaps you’ll think it isn’t a bag unless it draws up, and if you dont 
like it that way for a tobacco bag, hang it on your bed, and use it for your watch, (tho’ it isn’t 
quite the shape of a watch pocket, but if you call it a watch bag it will be all right) or if it isn’t 
good for that, just call it a “dirty bag,” and hang it up as my work, a good for nothing ornament, 
(?) and if is a doubtful ornament, send it to your mother, for she is quite in love with it.  She 
admired it so much that she was quite broken hearted at the idea of its being used for tobacco, 
and made me promise to give you a message to this effect.  She doesn’t want you to use it for a 



tobacco bag.  She rather reproached me for putting so much work on a tobacco bag.  She [ill.] 
thought any old thing was good enough to keep tobacco in.  There are an endless number of 
stitches on the main part of the bag, that work in yellow silk, but you wont see just how many, 
till the lining wears out, and you can examine the wrong side.  The stitches are so small that 
when I worked on it at night I had to do it standing up.  What had that to do with it?  Why I got 
under one of the low gas lights and could then hold my work near enough to the light to see 
what I was doing.  I wouldn’t make a tobacco bag of that kind for anyone else.  I’d make it of 
plain stuff, and sew it up, and have it done in no time.  Perhaps it would be just as pretty, but as 
this was for the best man in the world, I thought he ought to have extra work put on it, and not 
have it just like any ordinary man’s tobacco bag.  I dont feel as your mother does at all.  I dont 
think it too beautiful to be used.  It isn’t so beautiful, but it probably is the work that struck her, 
and you probably wont think it anything wonderful & it isn’t.  The little stitches made it seem 
pretty to her, or rather made it seem too good for a tobacco bag, but I dont think it would be 
convenient for a watch and those two [ill.] things are all you could use it for, and it will last as 
long for a tobacco bag as it would for a watch pocket, and I made it for tobacco, and want you 
to use it for that, unless you’d rather take it for some thing else.  It was my own idea (perhaps 
you’ll think it wasn’t a brilliant one) and they all made fun of me at first, and tho’t it was 
nonsense, to put so much work on, that would never show or look pretty, but I went on just the 
same as I intended, and now they are all quite wild over it, and feel as tho’ it was too good for 
the “filthy weed” and think I ought to make another for that.  But I am not so frantic on the 
subject of the “filthy weed,” if it is smoked, and not done to excess.  But when it comes to 
chewing it, I’m the wildest of the wild, and haven’t words bad enough for that.  It is too 
disgusting to talk about.  As long as you smoke in moderation, so that it does hurt you I’ll let 
you alone, but if you take to chewing, I’ll give you no rest on the subject, and if you persist “I’ll 
go right avay out und hangs mineself.”  But I know you wont do such a horrible thing.  Do you 
know, when I first knew you, I once tho’t I saw you chewing & suspected you of chewing 
tobacco, and oh wasn’t I disgusted.  I watched you after that, and once or twice I imagined I 
caught you, but I never saw anything after that time, so I decided I would not drop you, and 
never own you as a friend, as I would have been inclined to do if it had been proved.  But I only 
imagined it, and didn’t feel sure, and wouldn’t allow my imagination to run away with me & 
make a fool of me, and after that visit, I didn’t notice any more symptoms, so I didn’t say any 
thing, but if I had found it so, we’d never be to each other what we are now, for I’d have been 
so disgusted I’d never known known you well enough to fall in love with you, and then I should 
have kept my vow and died an old maid, for I know that no one else would have turned up to 
satisfy me.  I liked you at that time so much that it really worried me and pained me to think of 
it, and I was glad it wasn’t proved.  Tell me if I wronged you.  I think I did, and have tho’t so ever 
since, but tell me if it was so, or only my horror of such a thing that made me imagine it.  If you 
ever did do anything so nasty, I’m glad I didn’t find it out so that I was certain of it, and as long 
as you have given it up now, it wont make me think less of you.  It will make me happy to think 
you would break up such a habit.  Why I’m almost as wild on this subject as I am about drink, 
for it always seems to me that a man who would chew wouldn’t hesitate to drink, and you 
know what I think think of a man who drinks.  I think he’d do anything and wouldn’t trust any 
man who drinks.  He may not know what he is about when he is drunk, but he is responsible for 
getting in that condition, and I consider him responsible for [ill.] everything he does while he is 



in that state, even tho’ he dont know at the time what he does, but he got himself into that 
beastly condition, and so he has to be blamed for what he does while in it.  A drunken man has 
no right to be drunk.  He runs the risk of doing some dreadful thing, and I think if he commits 
murder, he ought to be punished, just as much as tho’ he was sober.  If he runs the risk of 
getting drunk he ought to take the consequences, and if there is any difference, he ought to be 
punished, first for being drunk, and then for his crime.  As I look at it, he is even worse than the 
man who is sober, for he commits two crimes instead of one, & probably commits more than 
that, for worrying his family and killing his wife or mother by inches.  Oh I may be hard but I 
cant help it.  I have seen so much misery caused by it that I haven’t any mercy.  I believe many a 
poor woman has been worried to death, and has been as truly murdered as tho’ she had been 
stabbed or shot, and murdered in a more cruel way, slowly tortured, instead of being put ot out 
of her misery at once, and I think a man who kills a woman in that way, is far worse that if he 
had murdered her in the usual way by cutting her throat, shooting her or stabbing her.  Any of 
these would be more merciful than to torture her for years, and kill her by inches.  No I cant 
make any allowance for a man who would do this.  It is a disease, and an incurable one, but it 
could have been prevented, and I haven’t any mercy at all for those men I have seen and know 
all about.  I think it is a shame to call them beasts, and insult the animals by comparing such a 
man to them.  I wouldn’t mind calling them snakes (for I haven’t any love for snakes, and I 
believe the [ill.] snakes are always on hand when they have what is known as “jim jams.”) but 
imagine comparing them with a dog, or a horse, or even a pig.  Of course I’m not quite so 
desperate about chewing, & yet I really believe it would lead to drink, and I’m awfully wild on 
the subject.  But all this doesn’t apply to you, and you needn’t make such a fuss and pretend 
you think so.  You did that the day we missed the Morristown train, and tho’t it was awfully 
funny, and I tho’t it wasn’t a matter to joke about.  You always make fun of me when I get 
worked up, but I have reason to be crazy on the subject.  We have just heard of some more of 
Andrew’s capers, and mamma cant help feeling awfully, tho’ she is out of patience, she is just 
sick over that, besides all the rest, & I can tell you it is really pitiful to see her, and yesterday she 
came up to my room and threw herself on the bed and just broke down completely.  I am so 
sorry for her, for she has had the spirit taken out of her, and I am really worried.  I hated to go 
to Harlem, but she wanted me to go.  There was some business Rem had offered to attend to, 
and she wanted me to talk to him about it.  Besides, Maggie had come down on Friday, and 
begged to have me come up, and mamma tho’t I ought to go, and her business was only a 
second consideration, and she didn’t know whether I could do anything about it or not.  Rem 
was very kind and made the most generous offer about helping mamma, and said he wished 
she wouldn’t worry because she could always come to him for help, and he’d be only too glad 
to do any thing in his power for her, and always willing to lend her money, and he said he 
meant to be a help to her always, that he loves and admires her so much, and his respect for 
her is unbounded and he would consider it a pleasure to help her in any way.  Of course 
mamma is too independent to call on him, but it does comfort her to hear what he says, and to 
know how he feels, & I know he meant all he said.  I dont know what is going to become of 
Rem. tho’  He suffers so all the time, & he gets worse & worse.  I think the first grief was 
nothing compared to this, or rather he was easier to get along with.  He has at last consented to 
see the baby and has seen it several times, but only for a minute or two, and he dont want it 
near him, and I cant keep the tears back when I look at the poor little thing.  To me it seems 



horrible, and I feel as tho’ it would have been well for the little darling to have gone with its 
mother, and so lovely for Minnie to have it.  Oh I always come home feeling dreadfully, & today 
I seem to feel worse than usual, for everything has been so hard.  While Rem was talking over 
certain plans this A.M. and about mamma’s affairs, he was very manly, and so nice, but oh it is 
horrible most of the time.  He cant settle down to anything, and you have no idea how dreadful 
it is to be there.  He wears him self all out down town, and at home, & he hasn’t any appetite, 
(less than at first) and he is so run down and has grown so irritable, that he is making us all 
uncomfortable.  I haven’t been up before for two weeks, because I have not felt equal to the 
strain, & wouldn’t have gone yesterday if I could have gotten out of it with an easy conscience, 
but I could not.  My troublesome conscience had been pricking me for several days, and I knew 
that after I was sent for, it would give me no rest.  When I came home I found your mother and 
Cousin Mag had just left.  They came here after church & stayed to dinner.  I felt so sorry I was 
away, but your mother is going to come down on Wednesday to see me.  I haven’t had a 
chance to get up to see her, but she understands it.  Rem wanted me to stay till tomorrow, and 
was awfully disappointed, but I disappointed you last Sunday, and didn’t want to do it again.  I 
had a hard time to get away, but I was bound to come, and just wouldn’t give in.  Rem wants to 
talk over some of his affairs with me, thint things that must be attended to, that he has put off 
as long as possible, but that must be talked over now & he says he wants to talk to me rather 
than any one else so I have got to go up and help him as soon as possible, tho’ I hardly know 
when it will be, for Annie Wisner comes tomorrow for a little visit, and I must be away from her 
so much, that I cant go up there for a night, and I dont know how long she will stay. and I fear 
I’ll have a hard time with my letters, but I’ll fight for them and do all I possibly can.  We haven’t 
heard one word from Cala yet, and I think some one ought to write.  They might realize 
mamma’s anxiety, and relieve her suspense one way or the other, or at least tell her what is 
being done, especially as we have tried to be considerate.  I begin to feel hurt about it, for 
mamma will be down sick if this sort of thing goes on, for she cant tell what move to make, till 
she knows what she can count on.  This suspense is worse than to hear something definite.  
Even if that news was bad, it wouldn’t be as trying as this.  Em wrote at once, and then the 
papers were sent, but all this was just after it happened when nothing was really known and all 
this happened the 17th or 18th of Feb. and we have been in suspense ever since.  It seems as 
tho’ every thint thing was bound to go wrong, and tonight I haven’t much hope left, and began 
to feel discouraged myself.  Ever since Minnie died I have been on a constant strain, & there 
seems to be no end, & I do nothing but try and brace people up, and I’ll be as bad as they are 
pretty soon.  I am awfully blue tonight.  I can only look forward to June as a turning point, but it 
seems so far away, that my courage dont seem equal to the emergency.  I never saw mamma in 
such a state, and there is no rest here now, but I have a little hope left, that will kindle into a 
flame on the slightest provocation.  You are my only comfort, and I  know I would never have 
had strength, to go thro’ all that I have done, if you had gone away the 8th of Sept without 
speaking, but the tho’t of your love, and our relations to one another, has kept me up thro’ 
every thing, and your letters have helped me so, and I cant get entirely down while I have your 
love & your letters, constantly cheering me up, and giving me pleasant things think about, that 
at times make me forget every thing else, and help me all the time, for I never forget you for 
anything else, tho’ I often forget everything else for you.  If it hadn’t have been for my shoes, I 
suppose I wouldn’t have this comfort now, for if I hadn’t have had some real excuse for going, I 



dont think I would have gone down town with you, and you wouldn’t have said one word.  You 
would have made me miserable all the year, all because you tho’t I wouldn’t care for you 
without money.  Oh Harry you must own that you have had very bad tho’ts about me, and if 
you had such a horrible opinion of me why did you love me at all?  I still feel rather hurt 
because you tho’t so badly of me, & dont know what I ever did to make you think as you did.  I 
dont think it was fair for you to judge me so.  Tell me if I did something that gave you reason for 
it.  I dont believe anybody ever felt such things less than I do, and I love you with or without, 
and would take you “for richer for poorer” and if you would think I would love you according to 
your wealth, then you have done me a great wrong.  Will you promise never to speak about this 
again, unless you are spoke to?  By the way I must tell you that I haven’t broken my vow about 
being an old maid.  I dont think I said I would die an old maid (for I might have died before I 
reached that state).  I think I said I was going to be an old maid (& of course that meant if I 
lived) and I am going to be one for a time even in spite of you.  When you receive this letter I 
will be an old maid.  At last the time has come for me to reveal the secret.  I as born March 10th 
1860, and when this reaches you it will be March 10th 1885, making me just twenty five years 
old, an old maid.  Does not that make you wince.  Think of marrying an old maid.  I wonder if I’ll 
be crosser and more disagreeable than ever, and fussy after Tuesday.  I wonder if I’ll wake up 
very much changed on Tuesday.  Oh dear I made a mistake. You wont get this letter till the day 
after the fair.  I was thinking the 10th fell on Wed. but the evil day which turns me into an old 
maid is nearer than I tho’t.  Goodbye my darling boy.  I must stop.  With my heart overflowing 
with love for you, always your own loving 
                               Effie. 


