
                                                                                                          No. 54 West 46th Street 
                                                                                                           N.Y.  April 13th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
         I am afraid that I’m hardly equal to the letter I promised to write tonight for I find that I 
am pretty well used up.  I know I wont be able to write long, but I must write something before 
I go to bed, & perhaps I can finish it on my way home from Orange.  It seems so long since my 
last real letter to you was written, and there is so much I want to write about, and so many 
things in your last few letters I want to answer, but every thing has been so upset lately that I 
haven’t been able to quiet down enough to write decently in the little time I could snatch, and 
now that I have a chance I am utterly worn out and hardly know how to sit up so I wont 
attempt to do all I had planned.  These last two or three weeks have been awful.  It was enough 
before, but nothing compared to the strain lately, and we couldn’t have stood it much longer, 
and even now I feel the effects of it.  In my last two letters I have written of very little else.  I 
wanted you to know it all and yet I couldn’t give you even a faint idea in a letter of the real 
state of things.  I rec’d a letter from you this A.M. and another this evening.  Oh my own Harry if 
you could only know what your letters have been to me thro’ all this horrible time.  If I hadn’t 
had them I dont know where I would be now.  I was kept from writing, and that made me sick, 
for myself & you too, and your letters were my only help.  The knowledge of your love, and 
your letters have been all that kept me up.  With your letters as constant helps I have been 
strong enough to go through all these trying times without breaking down.  If I hadn’t had the 
knowledge of your love thro’ all, I would have broken down.  I dont care where you made your 
confession.  You made it & that is enough.  Even tho’ it came at the last moment, it made every 
thing different, and made me so very happy, so that in spite of all I have been thro’ since, there 
was always a wonderful medicine that helped me in the darkest hours, this medicine was called 
the tho’ts of you and our relations to each other, a sure cure for the blues.  It brought instant 
reliefve and tho’ sometimes during the most desperate attacks, it took longer to cure me, it 
never failed to help me.  Sometimes I came very near losing courage, but this wonderful 
remedy kept me from falling, and it usually kept me strong and steady.  Tho’ it didn’t always 
have power to make me forget everything, it always made things easier, and made me happy in 
spite of everything, for it was always a happy tho’t to know that I could always depend on that 
remedy, and that some time I’d have something far better than the medicine.  The wonderful 
doctor that makes it, he can do more, so much more when he can be with me, and give it to me 
himself, instead of sending it.  It is very strong and powerful when he sends it, but it must lose 
some of its sweetness coming so far.  It cant be quite the same as tho’ he could administer it, 
but soon he will come and be nurse as well as doctor, and then I’ll have strength & courage & 
happiness enough to keep me up at all times.  He is the best doctor I know of.  But my dearest 
Harry I believe that the worst is over, and that things are going to brighten up now.  Mamma 
seems like a different woman today, & more like herself than she has for a long time.  After all, 
perhaps the $400. has been a good investment for her, for she has learned when she is well off.  
It is quite a loss at this time, but it dont seem to worry her as I supposed it would & today she is 
so relieved and so light hearted, it shows now what her condition was before, even more 
plainly than it showed it at the time. Of course I dont expect this wonderful happiness to last, as 
it is just now, but she feels as tho’ a load and been taken from her and she feels so relieved.  Of 
course she’ll be blue at times, and discouraged, but I believe that things will not be as black as 



they have been lately.  I am sure that the worst is over.  Our plans are uncertain, but the 
probabilities are that we will remain here, but I am thankful the other thing has been given up, 
for I am sure mamma could never have stood it.  Oh! what a day yesterday was.  You dont know 
half, and I dont think I’ll tell you anything more about it just now for I really cant hold my head 
up any longer.  I am tired __ oh so awfully tired & I know you wont blame me for going to bed. 
         Goodnight my own darling Harry.  I hope you’ll have a decent sleep and not be awake all 
night.  With fondest deepest love always your  

own devoted 
             Effie. 
 
Tues. Night 
      Only a word my dearest.  I meant to add more to this on my way from Orange, t and 
took this, & some more paper with me, but I was taken with a sick headache and could hardly 
get thro’ the day, and came near having to leave my work in Orange unfinished.  I tho’t at one 
time I couldn’t go on but I managed to stick it out.  If it had come on in full force before I left 
home I wouldn’t have started, but I had no idea that the little ache would amount to anything.  
I was too sick and dizzy on the train, to write, & when I reached Hoboken I felt that I must get 
home as fast as possible, so I didn’t stop to write any.  I dont believe I could have done it any 
way.  I am better now, & a good night’s rest will cure me, and as mamma is so much better I 
wont have any more set backs.  I am so glad of your good news of Purdue, and so glad of your 
ride you were about to take.  I know you had a good time.  I must stop so that this will go by 
nine o’clock & reach you Thurs aft.  Now dont worry about me for this isn’t anything to worry 
about.  It is the result of the last week’s strain.  I expected to have something to pay for it, but 
congratulate myself on getting off so easily.  I’ll be all right tomorrow and will go to bed very 
soon so that I can get a good rest.  That is all I need. 
       With so much more love than you can measure & so many thanks for your precious 
letter which I received tonight, (it made me better at once). 
        Believe me always 
                your own loving 
                                Effie. 
   


