
                                                                                                    No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                    Tuesday A.M. [April 7, 1885] 
My own darling Harry, 
       I cant write very much before I go to Orange, but I want to send you some little word by 
tonight’s mail.  I fear the letter I mailed to you yesterday will not tend to cheer you up & make 
you happy for I was in a pretty bad way when I wrote it.  I was thoroughly mad and out of 
patience, and I fear the letter will make you so.  But please dont blame mamma or lay it up 
against her, for she cant realize our position, or that she is unreasonable.  Poor mamma is 
worried to death and isn’t responsible, and she is so discouraged and blue that she cant bear to 
be alone.  There is no use trying to explain it, for her state of mind cant be described.  One must 
see her and be with her to appreciate it at all.  Of course she has been thro’ far worse trouble, 
and so much sorrow, but she was younger then, and stronger, and now she is getting old, and 
no longer looks on the bright side of things.  You know age makes a great difference, not that 
mamma is so awfully old, but she isn’t as young as she once was, & this seems to have had an 
awful effect on her, & has upset, & worried her so.  I hoped that when she had settled her plans 
she’d brace up, but tho’ she gets off something every little [ill.] while about trusting in 
Providence, and says the Lord will take care of her, she seems to worry just the same as tho’ 
she didn’t believe it, and since she has signed the lease, she seems just as nervous & unhappy, 
or more so than before, and plans & plans all the time, and we have to plan & figure with her, 
or listen to it all, again & again.  It is just wearing her out, but she cant help it, and so I hope you 
will be patient and not blame her.  I wish you’d write to her and enthuse over this new scheme 
a bit to encourage her a bit.  Dont let her know I have told you of her worrying, (for that seems 
to stir her up, for he says she thinks she does very well, & thinks it is strange I should write you 
so much to the contrary) but only say “didn’t I told you so” — or in other words say you told her 
something would turn up, & she’d come out all right, & so on, & then approve of her move.  
That is if you can do so without lying.  Of course I dont ask you to tell her one thing if you 
believe the opposite, & I know you wouldn’t do it if I did ask you.  But if you do favor it at all, 
draw it pretty strong and that will encourage her, and will do us (you & me) more good than 
any attempt to argue about her ideas about our letters.  Never mind that letter.  Dont try to 
answer that, & we wont let her know that I you have written you me about her letter, or yours 
to her.  If you have time to do this, I believe it would do more good than anything for she really 
is devoted to “her boy” and she didn’t mean to be cruel at all, and if you over look what she 
said for the present (we will talk it over with her next summer) and write only about her plans 
& tell her it looks to you like a good move (that is if you do think so, & I hope you do) and so on, 
I believe it will help her, for she will want her son to approve, and it will make her happy, & will 
do more for us than anything else can.  The less said about letters the better, so just shy off 
when you see that suf subject coming to the front.  It upset me completely to be kept from you 
as I was last week, & I know that you cant understand or realize just how things are, tho’ it 
doesn’t  worry me as it used to, for now I know that you dont distrust me, or doubt my love for 
you, as you used to do.  I dont think you have ever believed for a moment since Sept 8th that I 
didn’t love you, but at times you felt sure that my love wasn’t as strong as yours, but you didn’t 
know me then.  You know me better now, but still I dont believe you realize the full strength of 
it, tho’ you know enough to keep you from getting into those dreadful fits you had at first.  You 
haven’t any doubts, and have a better understanding of my feelings, but I dont think you know 



quite all, as you will in the future.  I know more about you because you can tell more about it, 
but I cant write as you do and you cant know much until we can be together.  Then I believe 
you will see it and realize it all, for I wont try to hide it, and couldn’t hide it if I wanted to.  But 
you know enough now to keep you from getting unhappy on that point.  You know that you 
needn’t worry about my not loving you, and as long as you dont doubt me, I cant hear all you 
say about my poor letters without being hurt, for your feelings now, are natural, & tho’ I feel 
sorry things are so, yet it dont worry me as it used to when I knew you misunderstood me.  Tell 
me my dear dear Harry have I learned to understand you better or was I right in believing that 
you felt my love for you was not as strong as yours for me.  That was what cut me so, and now I 
no longer have any such feeling.  There is so much I want to say but I haven’t time for more 
now. 
      With fondest deepest love my own blessed boy[,] all for you & you alone[.]  Believe me 
yours’ forever 
             Effie   
 
                                                                                                     Hoboken Ferry House 
My dearest, 
     I must add a little line to my note, & will mail it on my way home.  Have stood my 
Orange trip wonderfully.  I am so much better, tho’ my face, and ear, ache every now and then, 
and have ever since I was taken sick.  My cold is about well & all there is lf left of it is in my 
head.  The soreness in my face is wearing off gradually, and you needn’t worry at all.  I have 
deserted poor Rem in this last trouble.  There wasn’t really any necessity of my going up there.  
Of course I could have done some good, but not very much, and they didn’t really need me, and 
I realized that I had to be careful, and so haven’t been there.  They telegraphed for me, but as 
Langdon was better I knew that it was not absolutely necessary.  I wasn’t afraid to go, & 
wouldn’t have hesitated a moment about nursing him if it hadn’t been for you, but I felt that 
you’d worry terribly, and I have worried you so much, that as long as this could be avoided I felt 
I ought not to torture you, tho’ you know that I have no fear about such things, and nursed 
Mame Beans when she had it, stood over her and stayed with her all the time.  I know it is a 
dangerous thing to have such diseases, & I worry when any one has them, but I dont have any 
fear about taking them, or that is, I wouldn’t hesitate to nurse any one, and if I am exposed to 
any such thing I dont worry about it, tho’ I never would be rash about it and do it except when 
it was necessary.  But this time it seemed to me that it wasn’t necessary & wouldn’t be right, 
and so I have kept away.  I will probably go up this week, or next, for then there will be no 
danger.  I expect to find Maggie at our house on my return home.  Oh I wish I could go home 
with her.  I would so love to spend a few days at Madison, but that isn’t to be tho’t of.  It is 
entirely out of the question.  I cant write any more for it is chilly here and there are so many 
drafts, and I dont dare to sit here any longer.  With unbounded love 
        from your own Effie, who worries you all the time. 
 
P.S.   

In looking this over I find that it sounds as tho’ they had wanted me to nurse or help 
nurse Landgon, & that isn’t so.  They wanted me to be there, but Miss Paul takes care of 



Langdon, and I knew that they only telegraphed because they wanted me to be with Rem, and 
so I didn’t go. 
     Goodbye again my own Harry, love love love from your own       

E.M.L. 
 
 


