
                                                                                                 No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                 N.Y. Sunday Aft. [April 13, 1885] 
My own darling Harry, 
                  This is only a scrap to reach you on Tuesday and I have only a little time now but hope 
to write a long letter tonight.  When I reached home yesterday I found things all upset.  You 
know I was to take Mag to see the Watt’s collection.  We went, and had a hard time to tear 
ourselves away, for those pictures fascinate one.  I liked them the first time, but they grow on 
one, and yesterday I was more delighted than before and Mag was delighted too.  Some of 
them we couldn’t understand or appreciate at all, Chaos, Creation of Eve, Cain, and one or two 
others, but most of them charmed us.  The portrait of Ellen Terry we didn’t see unless it was 
under some other name, but you know from the catalogue what we saw.  You will see them for 
yourself next summer, & in the mean time I may tell you a little about them when things settle 
down (if they ever do) and I have time.  I had promised to go back to Jule’s with Mag, & take 
lunch & then go spend part of the aft. & then go down to see Mr. Cohen, who has been awfully 
kind to mamma, & sent for her the other day, and made her the loveliest offers.  Mamma 
wanted me to go down & thank him as she knew how it all came about (I have told you of his 
kindness to me and the interests he took in me etc etc) and she tho’t I ought to go.  I stayed at 
Jule’s some time longer than I intended on account of the storm.  I tho’t it was a squall & would 
soon be over, but finally had to borrow an umbrella & start out.  I stopped here on my way 
home down for somethings, for my morning up at the Museum had rather mussed me up, and I 
tho’t a clean collar, & better pair of gloves, would be rather in my favor, so I  decided to come 
home.  Well every thing was in an awful mess and I had to give up going.  Mamma had been 
wild because I was not home.  Some thing important had come to light, and she tho’t it best to 
break the lease, even if it cost her some thing to do it, for the thing looked pretty risky & she 
has lost all courage, but without waiting for me to come back she got worked up to an awful 
pitch and rushed over to Miss B’s & the fun (?) began.  I dont know how the thing is going to 
end.  They’ll let her off for the amount she has paid down, and if they succeed in renting the 
houses will return that money to mamma. If they dont she will be out $400.  I discouraged her 
about this thing at first, but when I found her determined to do it I saw I couldn’t influence her, 
and so then when the thing was settled and the lease signed I did all I could to encourage her 
and keep her cheerful.  Miss B. seemed to charm her as a snake does a bird, & I was never 
allowed to be in the room during those interviews, so I only heard mamma’s ideas & couldn’t 
form any of my own, and tho’ she wanted me to talk it over with her and figure etc etc etc, & 
used up no end of time, in fact all my spare time, yet she would not listen to any suggestions or 
any warnings, and I didn’t even go inside the houses.  Well the thing was settled, & I had to look 
on the bright side as Mamma saw it, & make the best of it.  Now mamma sees many things as I 
saw them first, and she has lost all her courage to go ahead.  I believe still, in spite of 
everything, that she could make it go, but she hasn’t strength, or courage to go on with it, & 
says she believes it will kill her if she undertakes it.  Oh it is all horrible.  I stayed with her last 
night till midnight and did all I could to brighten her up, & left her quiet and hopeful, & tho’t 
she’d have a good night.  I was worn out and half crazy, & I couldn’t write.  Today has been 
awful.  I went to church with Mag & your Aunt Mag, and mamma went to her own church with 
Jule.  I didn’t bring the subject up this a.m. (for I think she has made herself crazy talking about 
it,) & I did not want to bring it up or remind her of it, but I supposed she was better as she 



didn’t talk about it, but I made a wrong guess.  This afternoon she looks wild, & talks so too.  I 
don’t know what to make of her, and I am going to now take the thing in my own hands, & go 
to Miss B. as soon as I finish this letter, & I’ll see if I can settle this thing.  It is Sunday but it is my 
only chance, as mamma would be sure to find me out if I left it till morning.  There isn’t any 
doubt in my mind about mamma.  So much worry coming at once has been too much for her, 
and she hasn’t been herself.  Miss B. could work on her because mamma was so desperate & 
ready to do anything, and I finally believe that mamma has been literally out of her mind at 
times.  We are terribly worried about her, and I believe she had better sacrifice the $400, unless 
some thing is settled positively, for she’ll either die or lose her mind if this thing goes on.  The 
Hulls told me a number of strange things, & they tho’t they’d call my attention to the danger in 
case I hadn’t noticed it, but alas it is too plain to pass unnoticed, and I am thoroughly scared.  
She has done things she didn’t tell me about at the time I know she wouldn’t have done if she 
had been her self, and I believe she has had moments when she was not in her right mind.  And 
the worst part of it is she believes so herself and thinks she must, have been crazy.  She is as 
afraid of Miss B. as can be, & then the moment she sees her she seems to charm her.  All this 
frightens mamma and she says “I am losing my mind and I know it.”  I dont know what to make 
of her at all.  She changes from one thing to another & we cant do any thing with her.  I was so 
worried I advised her to give it all up, but then she said “oh I dont want to give it up.  It seems 
like such a good thing” & then we talk it all over and she wont feel like giving it up & wont listen 
to anything against it.  Then I say “well if you are determined to keep it why will you worry so.  
If you know it is a good thing what do you go on so about?”  Then I try to cheer her & 
encourage her and tell her it will all come out right, and then she turns right around and says 
she is afraid to do it, and dont want to risk it.  What ever side any one takes she takes the 
opposite & we cant manage her.  It isn’t like her & I feel just sick & blue & discouraged & half 
crazy myself.  Oh I’d give any thing to have you here but you mustn’t think of coming.  You cant 
come & it couldn’t do any good exf  in the settling of this, for it must all be done tomorrow, but 
oh my own darling what a comfort & help you would be to me.  Dont let this make you 
desperate enough to come.  You mustn’t come, but I only cant help thinking of you & longing & 
wishing for you.  Oh it seems as if every thing was against us.  And if I believed just as you do 
about God, I should say every thing in Heaven & on Earth was against us, but I’m thankful that I 
am not anything like a Presbyterian, & your belief as I understand it from your letter, is 
somewhat like the Presbyterians.  Now I believe help must come from God, and dont think we 
have to battle against Heaven as well as Earth.  If I had the slightest bit of Presbyterianism 
about me, I’d give up all hope & all courage, & break down utterly, but I am not a Presbyterian 
& never will be, or ever be inclined toward it.  Well I’ve got to stop.  Will write more fully 
tonight if possible.  Oh this separation gets worse all the time.  Dont blame me for any thing for 
I’m helpless with my letters, and hardly quiet enough to write.  I am in such a strain with 
mamma that when I get away from her I am used up, and almost crazy myself, but I believe it 
will come out right, (and I still hope & trust).  I dont know how, & sometimes I almost give up 
but most of the time I keep cheerful, at least before every one.  I did give way to Mag a little, & 
she was so lovely & so sympathetic.  With endless love from your own Effie.          
 
What ever happens I have you my dearest. 


