
                                                                                                                  No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                                  N.Y. April 22nd [1885] 
My own dearest Harry, 
       The heat, & my day in Orange made me feel utterly useless last night.  I was thoroughly 
tired out, and so nervous I tho’t I should fly.  I tried to write but couldn’t, & gave it up in 
despair, and went down and took a bath and then went straight to bed.  I didn’t sleep 
remarkably well and woke up early this A.M. but didn’t get up till the proper time, because it 
would only get me in bad habits.  I tried it last Spring and it didn’t pay, besides it always makes 
me feel so faint to prowl around an hour or two before breakfast.  Your letter was rec’d on my 
return from Orange.  It did not tend to cheer me up but we wont talk about its effect on me.  I 
hope my letter today which you probably rec’d yesterday afternoon, has made you feel easier 
& better.  I dont suppose it will entirely satisfy you but I cant help it.  All I can do is to give up, 
but I cant help worrying over the thing.  I feel it is wrong to refuse to help Minnie’s dear ones, 
but of course if it is going to make you so miserable I will give it up.  You do not understand how 
I could be under so many obligations to Minnie.  I was under obligations, but they would have 
nothing to do with my going.  I am not obliged to go, & dont feel so.  Minnie was very very kind 
to me, but it wouldn’t be to repay her for what she has done for me.  We loved each other like 
sisters, and what I would want to do for my own sister is what I want to do for her.  It is my love 
that makes me feel about it as I do.  She needs me now more than she ever did when she was 
living.  To be sure it could only be for a short time, but I could get them started so that they 
could be left, or perhaps during the time something else might turn up.  At the time Minnie 
talked to me I wasn’t engaged & didn’t expect to be.  Minnie didn’t force a promise from me at 
all.  She only told me what she wish would be if any thing happened to her.  That was enough, 
to know that she would wish it makes me feel as I do and the promise I made then I made of my 
own free will.  Minnie would even now release me from it if she could speak, for much as she 
would long for this arrangement, she would be too unselfish to make any trouble for me.  She 
would have done any thing for me.  If any trouble had come to me no one in the world would 
have done as much for me as Minnie, (of course you understand that I am speaking of the time 
before our engagement)[.]  I think no one would have had the same feeling and consideration 
for me, and not even Em would have done for me what I know dear Minnie would have done.  
She didn’t need my help when she was living but she does need it now.  There is no use talking 
about it tho’.  I cant explain it, and you cant understand it.  I only know that I love her more & 
more all the time and her death seems harder and more cruel all the time.  I am not a saint by 
any means.  Dont imagine I am unselfish enough to undertake this simply for Rem’s sake, for I 
wouldn’t do it.  I think more of the children, but I love them more because she was their 
mother than for any other reason.  My love for her is the only thing that has influenced me to 
decide as I did.  My pity for Rem & those darling children is very great, but even that isn’t as 
strong as my love for Minnie.  That would make me look at the task [as] a pleasant one.  I cant 
explain my feelings.  I knew it would be hard & trying to be there, but every thing is in such a 
dreadful state I felt that I could straighten them out a little.  You say Rem has been extravagant 
and lavish, well it is true, but he could afford it, and had you been fixed as he was you would 
have done so too.  I know all about his affairs now, and tho’ he told me confidentially I will tell 
you a little of it.  He had, outside his business, an income of several thousand a year which he 
had every reason to believe would continue at least as much.  What he had, & made in his 



business, was entirely separate, and his losses didn’t hurt them any, tho’ he was always very 
fortunate and seldom lost until lately, when every thing has gone against him.  The money he 
has in his business, it all tied up & he cant get at it without enormous loss.  The other money is 
in his father’s hands, and he has suddenly become more cranky.  He is enormously wealthy, but 
a terrible crank, and lately he has been failing in health and it has made him worse, and he has 
taken Rem’s income away.  As he holds all the securities, and Rem has nothing to show, he is 
helpless & of course he wouldn’t make it public for anything.  He knows it is only a freak, and it 
will be all right in the end, and if he shows he can get along without it his father will soon come 
around.  He gets a funny kink every little while, or rather has them all the time but now and 
then they get unusually funny(?).  Rem wont speak a word to him on the subject, it would only 
make him mad.  When he gets ready, he’ll make it all right but Rem is in a terrible plight now.  
He wants to be careful, and would be willing to give up style, but he has always had plenty and 
dont know how to manage.  His father was devoted to Minnie.  I believe he cared more for her 
than for any one on earth, and her death has made him spiteful and he vents it on every one.  I 
can account for his actions in no other way, for he has been so ever since.  If I could help Rem 
for a few weeks and things could be straightened out, his father would soon come around, and 
then he could get along.  There are so many reasons that I cant tell you of in a letter, or couldn’t 
make you see any way I fear, but never mind them.  You will have your way about it spite of my 
conscience.  But I am bound to do wrong either way, for I have no right to make you suffer so.  
You didn’t know Minnie and I cant blame you for feeling as you do.  My greatest pleasure is to 
please you, but I wasn’t consulting my own pleasure, and it cost a struggle to give up the 
pleasant and easy side.  If I was a Presbyterian or believed in election and so on, I should 
believe that I was elected to do wrong and that I could not help myself, for whatever I do is 
wrong from some one’s standpoint.  I dont believe however that God had anything to do with 
it, but I begin to believe there is some horrible fate over me, for I am pulled in every direction, 
and can only go in one.  I cant stand still.  I must go, and then it is bound to be wrong for 
someone.  I begin to think there is no use trying.  I’ll just look at all the ways and choose the 
easiest.  You are not the only sufferer, for I can tell you that my lot is just as hard if not harder 
than yours.  If you have suffered any more than I have this winter I am sorry.  I know that you 
think you have had the worst of it, but I doubt it.  My love and my faith in you has always held 
me up.  Without it I would have given up.  If your faith in me had been as firm as mine for you, 
you could not have been any worse than I have been.  You say you have implicit faith & I know 
you have the deepest love.  If you had this faith, then you have not had as much to suffer as I 
have had, for all I have been thro’ has only made you feel sorry for me, but hasn’t affected you 
in any other way.  I have had many more troubles to bear than you have had, but my love for 
you & faith in your love for me has kept me from breaking down.  Now nothing could make me 
feel as badly as to lose my faith in you, and if you have at times lost faith in me, then I will admit 
that you have suffered more than I have, that I have had nothing as hard as that to bear, but if 
your faith in me has been unwavering then I think my winter has been far worse than yours.  
There have been many days & nights too when it seemed as tho’ I couldn’t do any thing.  You 
haven’t any idea of all I have suffered.  You dont know half, you dont know quarter.  I know you 
have had a hard time too, but dont believe it has been any harder for you than for me.  You 
have been off alone, away from all your friends, and that was hard, but it made you 
independent, and when your work was done your time was your own, your room was your 



own.  There was no one to interfere with you.  You could write as often as you wished & there 
was some advantage in having things all your own way.  You couldn’t make allowance for my 
position, and tho’ you have not been so much so for a long time, you haven’t gotten over it and 
you dont understand things yet, tho’ you cant help it and you have done your best to conquer 
it.  You have no idea of mamma.  You dont understand her disposition, or her condition the last 
few months.  You say she has made it hard from the first, and tho’ she welcomed you so 
warmly at first, she has made more trouble than your family.  I agree with you & will go farther 
and will own that she has made us more real trouble than all your family put together.  Your 
father is the only one who has been perfect.  Mamma hasn’t meant to be so hard, & wouldn’t 
own that she had made any trouble.  She dont think she has.  She loves you very very much.  
You dont realize how much or how proud she is of her boy as she calls you.  She is not opposed 
to the match except in one way[,] that she knows it must take me from her and she cant rejoice 
over our marriage for that reason, (tho’ she would not say a word against it).  She approves of 
you.  She loves you & believes in you, and if she must give me up is better satisfied to trust you 
than any one else.  In fact she says she couldn’t be reconciled to it at all if it had been any one 
else, but the giving up is just as hard, and that breaks her all up.  If we expected to be near her I 
dont think she would care.  I think she would rejoice over her son and would feel that she was 
gaining and not losing, but she feels that we are going away, and the gain of a son will be all 
imagination, for he’ll be so far away from her that it will only be the tho’t, and all in her mind’s 
eye, while the loss of her daughter will be very real, and she feels that she must have all she can 
before I go.  That is why she begrudges the time I spend on the letters.  She thinks I have so 
little time to be with her, and thinks you’ll have me always, and that you ought to be satisfied to 
let her have me now.  Besides this she has always gone for me about writing such long letters, 
& thinks it is all foolishness, except when I am away from her.  Then she always changes her 
mind and says she will never blame me again.  I think I have a letter from her in which she 
speaks of this thing.  It was written to me while I was in Rochester the last time, and she had 
been raising Cain about my long letters to Em.  She was awfully jealous & annoyed over those 
letters, tho’ she was always glad to hear Em’s letters read, and didn’t object to the length of 
hers.  The longer they were the better she liked them, but when I was answering them “it was 
different.”  She tho’t such long letters were “absurd,” “a waste of time” and she tho’t it was 
very selfish for me to spend so much time writing.  There was the same thing to go thro’, but 
now I can excuse her better than I could then, for I didn’t write but once a week and then 
seldom wrote such long letters as I do to you, and besides she now feels an extra reason for 
wanting me with her all the time.  It isn’t right of course but when I really quiet down & think it 
over I dont blame her, for tho’ I dont know why she should love me so much & want me around 
always, I know that she does love me devotedly and her love is endless and cant be measured.  
If she loves, she does it thoroughly, and her love for her children has always been — well I dont 
know what to say.  It is indescribable.  I can excuse it all tho’ she does make it so very hard for 
us some times, but I dont really blame her when I quiet down & think of it, tho’ at the time I 
dont feel very good natured, but I know that she doesn’t wish to have things different, tho’ it is 
hard for her, but when we remember what her life has been we must make every allowance, & 
we cant lay it up against her.  You may be very sure my dearest Harry that she would never 
listen to my going to Rem’s unless she saw a real need.  Even now she is beginning to weaken, 
and says she dont see how I can do it, but then the reason comes again, and her love for 



Minnie, and she dont see what is to become of them, but dont worry any more for I am going 
to do nothing you oppose so strongly.  It wasn’t decided at all that Sunday.  Rem proposed it 
and I refused.  I said I couldn’t do it, and said you were coming in June and that as we were 
obliged to be separated so much of the time that we must have all the vacation together, and 
that I didn’t want to attempt anything, & wouldn’t under any consideration, that would 
interfere with our being together.  He said “Effie I wouldn’t ask that, and you would have no 
right to do it.  It is your duty to be with him, not only your pleasure but your duty, but if you 
could only come for a little when Margie goes.”  Well we wont talk any more about it except to 
say that nothing was settled except that I didn’t think I could go, but as I tho’t of it afterwards 
and talked it over with mamma it seemed as tho’ I must.  Well it is settled now, but tho’ I 
promise to give up this plan if you wish it I cant promise to neglect them, and must go up as 
often as I can, but it wont hurt my health or interfere with your happiness in any way.  I can 
give up for I feel that you come first & my duty to you is first & always will be, & if this other 
duty conflicts with that the other duty will have to be left undone, and of course I am happier in 
pleasing you than in any other way.  I expect Sue here tomorrow today.  Jule called at Jule’s 
yesterday on Monday & she was there then, and said she would be down here on Tuesday or 
Wednesday.  I haven’t had a chance to go up & see her, but if she dont come some time today 
I’ll go & look her up.  I’d love to write more but must stop.  I rec’d three letters on Monday after 
all.  Am glad you liked the ties.  It is very strange about the postmarks.  I sent a lot of them in a 
letter.  I remember it distinctly for after sealing the letter, I saw them thro’ the envelope & they 
looked so funny.  I marked them all as you told me and I know I sent them.  Either that letter 
was lost, or else you lost them when you opened the letter.  Excuse me for neglecting to send 
the address you wanted.  I got it some time ago but always forgot to enclose the slip when I 
sent the letter, for I was always on a rush, & wrote till the last minute, but it shall go this time 
sure.    
With deepest love beyond expression, 
               Ever your own loving  

faithful & devoted 
                              Effie. 
 
I have found that letter of Mamma’s.  It was written in 1882, & will show you that she has 
always found fault about my letters except went [when] I wrote long ones to her.  The pain she 
alludes to, was the first time I had that trouble [ill.] like paralysis, and that time it was in my 
throat, and it was some time before I could speak at all, & I suffered terribly.  It seemed as tho’ 
some one was choking me.  I remember it well.  It was brought on by nervousness then.  I was 
all run down, in fact hadn’t recovered from my fearful sickness in Orange. 
         With more love from your 
                            Effie. 


