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My own darling darling Harry 
       Oh Harry I am so sorry so very sorry that this letter has been delayed and that is must be 
short, and you will feel awfully to learn the cause.  Mamma is very very sick, seriously so, and 
even dangerously.  The doctor says she is on the verge of pneumonia, & the slightest thing 
would throw her into it, and it would be a “sharp case of pneumonia.”  She seems so very weak 
and the examination about used her up.  The doctor is really very much alarmed for he made a 
very thorough examination and seemed to feel pretty serious over it.  Of course she is confined 
to her bed and will need the most careful nursing.  I went to see him and told him how long it 
had been going on and that mamma wouldn’t give up, and now that she had done so I knew 
that she must be very sick.  I said I was terribly alarmed and afraid of pneumonia, & told him 
some of her symptoms which seemed to me very serious, and had a long talk with him about 
her.  I went to Danforth after all, for we have confidence in him and hated to have a stranger.  
He has always been nice till that time, and it is the only thing we have against him and tho’ 
mamma was very angry about that night, she said she didn’t want any one else.  She wouldn’t 
let us have any one for so long, tho’ we have done all we could, and when she consented & said 
she wanted him I of course went to him.  He is ashamed and I guess he was in a bad humor, or 
in some trouble. but  He acted sheepish and never alluded to my sickness once & that isn’t like 
him.  I know from the way he acted that he felt & still feels thoroughly ashamed.  Well he was 
his old self again this A.M. and I forgave him.  I told him not to pay attention to what mamma 
said, for she’d tell him there was nothing the matter, and she only sent for him to please us etc.  
So he pinned her down and even then he had an awful time to get anything out of her.  He was 
here a long long time and I tho’t he didn’t like the looks of things.  He told mamma that she 
mustn’t attempt to get out of bed, & said “this is a very serious matter, and you cant be too 
careful.”  Mamma said “oh what a mercy it is that I haven’t got to move” (those horrible houses 
are on her mind all the time).  He said “Mercy?  Well I guess it is a mercy.  You couldn’t move 
tho’, but if you were obliged to get out of this house you’d have to be moved to some place.  
You couldn’t do anything yourself and they’d have to carry you there.”  I came down stairs with 
him and asked him if he really feared pneumonia.  He said “yes, if her fever increases the least 
bit, or if she gets chilled the least bit she will have a very sharp attack of pneumonia.  She is in a 
very serious state and will need very careful watching and will have to be extremely careful for 
a long time.  It has run on so long that her cough will linger for a long time, and that pain, and 
the symptoms you spoke of are very bad, and I am very sorry she has let it run so long, for it is a 
dangerous cold & you cant watch her too closely, for the least thing would turn her trouble in 
to something serious, pneumonia or some thing worse.”  Oh Harry what shall we do?  I am 
about wild.  It seems as tho’ things are going to brighten up a little and then something worse 
than ever happens.  Oh I do hope that she’ll not have anything worse than she already has, and 
perhaps it can be kept from going farther.  We talked it over & Jule & Ada & I tho’t it would be 
better to tell her the truth, for it would not make her any worse to know it, and could not make 
her nervous as it does some people. while  The chances are it will do her good, for she has such 
a horror of that disease that it will make her careful and we can manage her better.  So we told 
her and she is scared pretty well, so that she will do as we say & will stop her nonsense.  Oh 



Harry isn’t it awful to have this new worry.  If any thing would happen to her I think it would kill 
me, but I hope and pray that this horrible trial will be spared me, but I am very very very 
anxious.  We have now all the care of the house & have the baby here still & have to nurse 
mamma, one of us with her all the time, and then I have my lessons besides, but of course if 
mamma gets worse I’ll give them up, for I cant leave her then.  I hate to write and worry you 
with this new trouble, but I think you ought to know, and besides I cant help it, for it is on my 
mind all the time, and I cant keep it from you, and I know my darling that you dont want me to.  
You’d rather have me tell you of any trouble I have, but you would be hurt if I kept from you a 
thing that concerns you as this does, for she is your mother too, & you say you love her as such.  
Aside from you own feeling about her you would think it concerned me too deeply to be kept 
from you.  Dr. Danforth is apt to make light of things and always looks on the brightest side, and 
I know that what he said was a great deal to come from him, and I fear I have great reason to 
worry.  I have rec’d your letters and have just rec’d your Sunday’s letter.  Oh I do hope that 
things will turn out all right.  I imagine that what I told you of Mr. Cohen will make you feel 
hopeful, for I think it could be brought about if you are anxious to a have it.  It is, as I said, very 
possibley & not at all improbable.  I dont see why the folks at Madison must be forever harping 
on your not caring for them.  It is so absurd for you show an unusual am’t of love for them all.  I 
begin to think it must be a sort of mania they have, for you appear to be devoted to them. and  
I wish you wouldn’t worry over it tho’, for they dont really believe any such thing.  They cant 
possibly, & any way I think Sue needn’t write to Belle about it, and if she does, Belle needn’t go 
for you about if it.  If she must write about it let her write to Sue and answer her, but I think it is 
decidedly poor taste for her to write to you about it and if she must only add to your 
unhappiness dont write to her any more.  Let her manage her own affairs.  What have you done 
for gracious sake?  I always have tho’t your feeling for your family was something beautiful and 
unusual, and I dont know what this thing is all about.  What stirred them up again and what did 
they say?  I cant understand what they want.  Are you sure that I am not at the bottom of it all.  
I’d rather you’d tell me.   

So this winter has begun to make you grow old.  I got your grey hair and might have sent 
you a dozen, or more of mine, as white as sh snow.  I didn’t worry over mine, tho’ I wouldn’t be 
afraid to bet that I have more than you have, and I have tho’t lately that I would grow grey very 
early and it wouldn’t look well for you to have a wife who looked older that you.  I hope that 
your hard winter hasn’t turned made your grey hairs.  If that has caused them I’ll be sorry to 
see them, but if they just came of their own accord, I dont mind, for I’ll keep you company.   

I rec’d the two dollars and I dont intend to thank you for it for I tho’t I’d leave it till next 
summer, and then you’d forget, & I could get a big bill off on you, and that it is mean to come in 
& spoil my little game with that two dollar bill.  I must acknowledge it tho’ so you’ll know it 
reached me safely.  I dont know what you mean about the sweet perfume on the ties.  They 
were in my drawer for some time but I didn’t put any perfume on them.  I couldn’t imagine 
what you meant when you asked if they had been in my glove box.  I suppose you meant that 
they were perfumed, but I dont know how they could get so sweet.  I am glad if you think all my 
things have a sweet odor, but that “is all in your eye” (or should I say all in your nose?) for they 
are not all perfumed.  I use very little.  I know you didn’t like the perfume on them, for you tho’t 
you’d be taken for a dude.  You hate perfumery on a man.  Oh! I know now.  The mystery is 
solved.  I made some sachet bags for the girls and I had them in my drawer, and that acc[oun]ts 



for my things being so scented.  Now dearest I must stop.  Will write more tonight but this must 
go now, or you wont get it Friday, besides I must go on duty again. 
     With hopes that things will soon be brighter for us all, & that no trial is about to come to 
us, & with deepest truest & unbounded love always your fond & devoted Effie 
 


