
                                                                                                   No. 54 West 46th Street 
                                                                                                   N.Y.  April 16th 1885. 
My dearest dearest Harry, 
      Well I’m all right again.  I knew I would be as soon as I could rest, and get over the 
effects of the worry.  My sick headache was brought on entirely by worry, but now things have 
settled down I believe we’ll all be better.  We have got this house for another year at $2400. so 
we are two hundred dollars better off on this house than we were last year, in spite of the 
$400. waste.  As it brought Mrs. Clements to terms perhaps it wasn’t so bad after all.  She 
refused $2500. before, and now she is so glad to get $2400. that she telegraphed her 
acceptance.  But if mamma had lost that money without making it up another way, I would still 
be thankful to have her out of it, for even if the move had been successful financially it would 
have been a bad move for us all, because, for the next five or six months things would have 
been discouraging, and the worry would have killed mamma.  She has lost several lbs of flesh in 
one week, and her face is all lined, and she really looks years older, but now she feels pretty 
easy, and I hope it will last, and that she will soon pick up, but she looks old and careworn.  I 
hope the horrible careworn expression will soon disappear, but I know that the lines and 
wrinkles, made the last six or eight weeks, will always be there.  I never saw anyone age as she 
has done, tho’ she wont look as badly after she gets over the effect of this.  She is so mad at 
herself, and yet she dont worry over the loss of $400. because she is thankful to get out of the 
scrape so easily.  Miss B. deceived her shamefully, and we find that nearly every boarder in No. 
10 expects to leave about May 1st.  The people on the second floor who pay $80. according to 
her story, only pay $50. & everything is about as peculiar, or more so.  No wonder she wouldn’t 
let mamma talk to the boarders.  Of course as she misrepresented things & mamma took the 
house under believing what she said to be true, she has no right to keep that money, but she 
dont mind a little thing like that.  Now that mamma has been singed she hears the most 
dreadful stories about her, and every one says, “Oh she is a dangerous woman.  She has the 
name of being smart, & shrewd, & tricky, and you are lucky to be out of her clutches.”  I dont 
think it surprises me, for after Cousin Gus’ failure I am ready to doubt almost every one.  At first 
I tried to persuade mamma to let it alone, but she wouldn’t, and then I tried to keep her 
cheerful, when I found she was determined to do it, & really it didn’t seem as tho’ she could 
fail, because it was far more desirable & attractive than this house, and yet mamma figured 
with prices she had had here and didn’t any of the time figure on the prices Miss B. said she 
could get.  Then she allowed for its being a bad year perhaps, & put the prices lower than here, 
(in case she’d be obliged to come down,) and even then she came out ahead.  But she counted 
on being sure of something till July 1st & never would have tho’t of it but for that.  Well we’ll 
drop that thing now, and be thankful we escaped with a whole dollar, to say nothing of our 
lives.  Perhaps the experiment wouldn’t have cost us our lives, but I am sure it would have cost 
us our health or our minds, & made our lives miserable, & good for nothing.  I would have stood 
it better than the others, because my doctor would have kept me up, but his patient would 
have been very low if anything had happened to mamma.  Now we feel pretty safe, for Mr. & 
Mrs. Underwood will be here next winter and will have the same rooms Miss Hull & her mother 
have now, and Mrs. Hull may decide to take a room here on the 4th floor.  She has always 
vowed she would never live with her children after they married, but as Ada is the only one left, 
she may change her mind, & Ada is trying to make her.  She is pretty set in her ideas, but I guess 



when it comes to the pinch she will do it.  Mr. Ellis & wife will be with us if they board at all.  
They talk some of going to housekeeping & Mr. E. may buy a house, but I rather think they’ll be 
with us one more year.  Mrs. E. says she wont board anywhere else, and she thinks they will be 
here, tho’ it will not be decided till Mr. Ellis comes home from the West, but she will probably 
have her way about it, for she always does have her way.  He will do anything for her.  They are 
so fond of taking trips, and if they have a house, they’ll be tied down more, and she rather 
wants one more free year.  So we can feel tolerably sure of their being here.  Mr. Steinbach said 
he tho’t he’d be with us next fall, so I guess we’ll be all right.  And now let me tell you of Mr. 
Cohen’s great kindness.  I have been wanting to do it, but mamma’s plans have kept every thing 
else out of my letters.  Mr. Cohen I guess was right about Cousin G.  I am sorry to be obliged to 
believe it, but things look that way.  Mrs. C. is terribly bitter, & they feel it so, that they will not 
go back to Cala. this spring as they intended, for  Mrs. C. says she cannot meet him just yet.  She 
says “Effie I never want to see him again.  I wish I never would have to do it.  I feel as if I could 
not take him by the hand, and greet him, as I must, for Em’s sake, and now I know I cant.  I 
would be sure to tell him all I tho’t of him.”  Their love for Em is so sweet, & they feel so deeply 
for her and would do anything for her.  Mr. C. feels far worse about mamma’s loss than his 
own, and he fairly raves about it, for he says there was no sense in it.  It was shameful, 
disgraceful, etc, etc.   He is a smart man, & a lawyer, and a celebrated lawyer too, [ill.] is not a 
young man who would be easily carried away, but a man with years & years of experience, a 
man who knows what he is talking about, and I guess we can depend that he knows what he 
tells us to be true.  He says ours was a peculiar case, and it was heartless of Cousin Gus to have 
let us suffer, that he knew about it long enough before hand to have saved us.  Last week Mr. 
Cohen sent for mamma, & when she went down he told her that it was an outrage (he realized 
as few with his wealth could do that tho’ it was a comparatively small amount, it was her all, 
and there fore worse than his loss, or worse than the $100000. of Mr. Sather’s, or the $90000. 
of Mr. Knox’,) which he was not going to allow.  He is terribly worked up over it, and assured 
mamma that she will get every dollar of it, & if she dont, he’ll know the reason why.  He wasn’t 
half as bitter before he saw mamma’s name among the creditors, and I think he was touched by 
my keeping quiet, tho’ a little hurt (after all his kind offers to me) that I didn’t tell him.  Still I 
believe he understood my feelings, and motives for keeping quiet, and it made him all the more 
full of sympathy.  He showed mamma a copy of a very severe letter he had sent  to Cousin Gus 
on the subject of mamma’s loss, and in it he took the whole responsibility of writing, as tho’ he 
knew of mamma’s loss only from the list of creditors, which was true, for he didn’t suspect it till 
he saw that list, but he didn’t drag mamma in the thing at all, but only told him that he would 
be a coward, & a rascal to let her lose, that she would come in with the creditors for half, & the 
other half he must make up to her by mortgaging the ranch (Mr. C. says is it s a very valuable 
ranch, and he has that it in his wife’s name).  He says he has got to do it, (and he means 
business).  He says it is a shame, after the way mamma has toiled and struggled, to have her 
dragged into this.  I guess he has some hold on Cousin Gus or he wouldn’t write as he did, & he 
wouldn’t be so sure of getting it.  He is willing to come in with the creditors for half, but he says 
mamma shall not be paid half.  She shall have the whole, dollar for dollar & she needn’t think it 
is idle talk.  She can depend on it, & she needn’t worry.  No one told him one word about her 
condition, but Mrs. C. I guess saw it written on her face, when she saw her one day, and Mr. 
Cohen tho’t I looked badly, & he guessed that mamma was terribly worried.  But that wasn’t all 



he did.  He offered mamma any help in his power.  He said if she needed money or advice to 
come to him.  I dont think he fully approved of mamma’s plans, but he didn’t say a word against 
them, & encouraged her all he could.  He said, “Well Mrs. Loag, you can count on me, if you 
have to buy more furniture, or if you get in any trouble, you can call on me for money and I’ll 
see you thro’.  If you’ll only let me know when you need it I’ll see that you get it.”  Just think of 
his doing all this.  No wonder mamma came home and said “Mr. Cohen is an angel.”  It rather 
startled us, for we didn’t know whether she was a little off, or what ailed her, but when she told 
her little story, we didn’t wonder any more.  She felt that it came entirely thro’ me, for you 
know, (I have told you) of the wonderful interest he took in me, and the offer he made two 
years ago, and the promise he made me make, that if I was ever in trouble and needed help, 
that I would come to him as I would go to my own farther if he were living.  He didn’t say this 
once only.  He has spoken of it since.  It was the most remarkable thing I ever knew of, for he 
was really a stranger to me, & I have never been able to understand it or account for it.  Mrs. 
Cohen too seems so wonderfully fond of me, and she is considered by nearly every one, stiff 
and dignified and unapproachable.  She is greatly admired and very highly respected for her 
intelligence, character, etc etc., but is usually stood in awe of.  Why, I could never understand, 
for I find nothing in her to make one feel so, tho’ Jule says, when she has been there alone, she 
feels it, tho’ she sees how different she is with me, and the girls are just lovely to me.  But only 
think of Mr. Cohens taking such a stand for us.  Mamma wanted me to go right down there and 
thank him, but Maggie was here and I put it off till the next day, and then some thing 
prevented.  I intended to go down on Saturday but you already know why I didn’t go.  Then I 
tho’t I’d go on Sunday, so as to be sure of seeing Mr. Cohen, but I couldn’t leave.  Finally I went 
on Monday after my lessons.  Mrs. C. has asked me to stay to dinner, a number of times, and 
the last time she said, “Effie I told you to be sure and leave word that they mustn’t expect you 
home to dinner, when you come here.  You must have it understood that you are to stay to 
dinner, and we’ll see that you get back all safe.  Now dont let this thing happen again, for next 
time you must stay.”   Of course I told mamma when I left the house on Monday, that she 
needn’t expect me home to dinner.  I got there a few minutes past five, and they sent for me to 
come right upstairs, and I found Mrs. C. sick in bed.  She said “Mabel wanted to go downstairs 
and have you to herself, but I told her I was going to see you too, besides, you know what I told 
you.  Just take your things right off.”  (That wasn’t very stiff & formal was it?)  I laughed, & told 
her I had come with the intention of staying if I was invited.  The girls excused them selves after 
about twenty minutes and went to dress for dinner and then Mrs. C. and I were alone.  I read 
her a letter I had rec’d from dear Em that A.M.  It was so very very sad, and Mrs. Cohen has 
such sympathy for her.  She loved the old home so, has always loved it.  I never saw anyone 
love & appreciate a home as she has always done.  I will send one sheet of her letter.  Dear little 
Em[,] it is her first real trouble.  Her life has always been so bright & happy.  It wasn’t to be 
expected, that it would always be so, but oh my heart just aches for her, for I know what a trial 
this is.  She speaks very affectionately of her father, and doesn’t hint at anything wrong.  Mrs. C. 
thinks she doesn’t know it.  No one would tell the family, and Alfred would not tell Em for 
anything.  In the last part of her letter she speaks of the great comfort her dear Alfred has been 
to them all.  If Em does know of her anything wrong, it will about kill her, for she fairly 
worshiped her father.  She chose that site for her house so that she could be near her old 
home.  It isn’t the very choicest location, as it is on the side of the old home, and she has too 



much barn view, but she chose it because it was so near home, & where she could see it always 
from her front windows.  Now it will of course be very hard for her to be there, tho’ I dont know 
how it will end.  The Cohens think it is Em’s & Alfred’s duty to give up to their home to the 
creditors.  They think it the only honorable thing for them to do, and have written them 
begging them to do so.  The furniture was Mr. & Mrs. Cohen’s present, so they have a right to 
every piece of that.  Mr. Cohen said if they want that house, & would rather have it, he will buy 
it for them from the assignees, but Mrs. C. says she’d rather have him build for them in another 
location.  She thinks it will be hard for Em to see strangers in her old home, but I suppose she & 
Alfred will decide that matter.  Dont mention this please for she told me in confidence.  She 
said to tell mamma, but not to tell the relatives & friends, but it is all right to tell you.  Mrs. C. is 
just lovely, and the most sensible woman about everything.  Mr. C. came home, but wouldn’t 
listen to any thanks.  He insisted on bringing me home, instead of sending his son Donald, and 
said “Effie tell your mother not to give herself one moments uneasiness.  She’ll get every dollar 
of her money.  I can get it, and she wont lose any of it.  I can give Mr. Bray a severe blow, the 
worst he ever had, and I’ll do it, if he doesn’t send that money.  He’ll send it, dont you be 
alarmed.  He can do it and he will.  If he dont send an answer to my letter very promptly, I’ll 
send another.  Your mother knows what this was.  I think I said enough, but it will be a mere 
dose of rose water compared to the one he’ll get if he dont pay attention to this.”  He says he 
can stand it all better than this, but that there is no manliness in him to let mamma suffer.  
They evidently know some pretty bad things, or he would not take such a stand, and Mrs. C. 
wouldn’t approve of it.  They are so devoted to Em that they wouldn’t feel as they do, or [ill.] 
take such a stand against Em’s father unless they had proof but she Mrs. C. is even more bitter 
than her husband, and says it is disgraceful.  It has cut her up terribly, for it comes pretty near 
home, tho’ of course they will always be as devoted to Em as before.  Mrs. Cohen acts as tho’ 
Eme Em were her own daughter.  Of course I feel badly to have any trouble, but if he has the 
money, I think it will do mamma as much good as it will him, and we know thro’ Mame Beans 
that he kept the Ranche.  Mamma didn’t write about the ring.  You misunderstood me about 
that I think.  She didn’t mean to pay anything for it except to count it as $200. toward making 
up her loss, which at the time she didn’t hope to have made right.  She tho’t the ring would be 
very precious to her, & that it would be make her just that much better off.  You said to offer to 
pay her $200. for it, but I cant see why she should be paid for it when they owe us so much.  
But mamma couldn’t makeup her mind to write for it.  Mamma had another letter from Coz 
Gus in which he goes for Enos, but the figures show, that tho’ Enos was bad enough, he wasn’t 
wholly to blame, for Cousin Gus failed for $500000. and Enos owes $108000.  I guess Mr. C. 
must know something positively.  The whole affair is terrible, and makes me very unhappy, and 
my feelings about it make me feel upset, for there is such a complication, our interest in it, and 
our love for the family, and sympathy for them, and disappointment in Cousin Gus, for we had 
such implicit faith in him.  If we were not concerned in it I would still feel dreadfully.  I hope that 
it will not cause any trouble between Em & myself.  That would be the last straw, and would be 
awful.  I dont see how it can, for it will all be settled as quietly as possible, and probably Em 
wont know a word about it, but I cant help it.  The thing was done without me, but still I 
approve of it, for mamma ought not to suffer unless it is necessary, and I must say that they 
dont consider our feelings.  In Cousin G’s last letter he never said a word about mamma’s loss.  I 
have had letters from Em & Ed and neither of them say a word, not even to say they are sorry; 



not the slightest sympathy has been shown for mamma, & that makes her feel very sore, and I 
think myself that they might show some little feeling for mamma, for they are better off now 
than she is, but they ignore her loss as completely as tho’ she had never had a cent there.  
Perhaps it was not intentional, but it did seem kind of strange and heartless, for tho’ we have 
lost by them, we have had all thro’ the greatest sympathy and feeling for them all. tho’ I dont 
believe Em meant so, but she simply couldn’t speak of it.  It would put her father in a bad light, 
& she could not be the one to do that.  I dont blame her, tho’ I do think Cousin Gus might speak 
of it.  But we’ve had enough of business.  I didn’t mean to spend so much time on it but I 
couldn’t seem to get thro,’ and now I haven’t told you half, but I’m going to change the subject 
in a minute.  Dont you think tho’ that this letter has had pretty good news?  Dont you think it 
good news that Mr. C. takes such an interest, & dont you think it good news that mamma is 
free from Miss B’s clutches & dont you think it is good news that we have this house at a low 
enough rent to [ill.] make up for her loss with Miss B., & isn’t it good news that we are all more 
cheerful, in short hasn’t this letter been almost full of good news?  Besides all these things I 
have been made happy by your dear letters.  They have done me so much good, and the one I 
got this morning shows me how happy you’ll be, or rather you were on Wed. to hear that 
mamma had given up the two houses.  I was sure you would be pleased, for more reasons than 
one.  I hope that you will succeed in getting the salary you ask for, and then we’ll all be fixed.  I 
was so glad to hear that your ride was so pleasant.  I think Miss Weed’s friend, did you more 
good even than the ride, and am very grateful to them both for brightening the you up, and am 
glad you took them to drive.  I am very glad that the letter you found on your return did not 
upset you.  I was awfully desperate and unhappy, but I never doubted you for even a moment.  
I didn’t think that your love would change, for I believe it is like mine, and to love is a serious 
matter with you, as it is with me, & I am sure that neither of us can change.  It isn’t possible, but 
I only wondered if this love was a happy thing for you.  You seemed so miserable, that it made 
me wonder if it was really for your good.  You believe it is, and your blues come from your love 
& longing, but without the love I tho’t you wouldn’t have the longings which tortured you so, 
and tho’ I am glad, inexpressibly happy to have you love me so, I felt that it really made your life 
more unhappy than happy, tho’ I didn’t believe that you tho’t so.  Sometime it will be different, 
but now it does seem as tho’ it was often a torture to you instead of a blessing.  With me it 
seems so different, for tho’ my longing makes me miserable yet it cant affect me as it 
sometimes affects you, for nothing has the power to crush out the tho’t of your love & our 
relations to each other.  That tho’t is always with me, and always uppermost in my mind, & so 
even my longings dont torture me as yours do you.  At times your longings seem to crush out 
every other tho’t, and you are fairly wild.  It is all because of your love (so how can I be angry?)  
I dont deserve any credit for not getting angry about it for your love cant be too strong to suit 
me, but what I do feel badly about is this, that you can let your longings get such a hold of you 
that they crush out, for a time, the happiness in our love & relations toward each other, and it 
seems to me that they do this with you whenever you have such desperate blues.  Still I dont 
blame you for I believe you cant help it, and tho’ I hate to have you get so unhappy, it cant 
make me doubt your love for me.  It only shows me how necessary I am to you, so it cant make 
me really unhappy, tho’ it worries me to have you get into such a state, because you suffer so, 
but I know that it can never change our love.  We are both decided and we are both in dead 
earnest & nothing can separate us.  We belong to each other, and will forever.  Oh my own 



Harry I wish I could go on.  I’m not sleepy but it is late and I must stop.  With unspeakable love 
always for you 
         Believe me yours forever 
                         Effie. 
 
Friday P.M. 
      Your precious letter rec’d this A.M. and did me a world of good & made me so very 
happy.  Also Wagner’s photo, for which many many thanks.  Wont you please tell me about 
that.  I hope you didn’t send for it on purpose, for you know I didn’t want you to, & didn’t mean 
that as a hint.  Goodbye my own darling Harry.  I will answer your dear letter tomorrow.  I am 
going to a party tonight and wont be home till late.  The Shaws are going to have a little party & 
were disappointed about getting a man to play for them, and were so upset about it that I 
offered to help them out, tho’ I told them I was a poor stick for dance music, but they wont 
have much dancing, and they were so pleased and so relieved, for they were in an awful mess, 
& I tho’t it wouldn’t hurt me any to help them out.  Now my own Harry goodbye again.  With 
unbounded love from 
             your own devoted 
                        Effie. 


