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My own darling Harry, 
           Mamma is decidedly better.  She got some sleep last night and that has done her good.   
She felt so much better that she was determined to get up, but we raised objections.  She said 
“I am so weak & so tired and it wont do for me to stay here any longer.  I will be weak and good 
for nothing.  I am able to get up now and there is no sense of my staying in bed.  I’m tired and 
my back aches awfully, and I am not going to stay.  I cant stand it.  Why I’ve been here since 
Tuesday and I can tell you it is hard work.  You dont know how horrible it is to be in bed so 
long.”  I said “I tried it three months at one time & guess I can imagine what a few days would 
be like.”  She said “well you were too sick to want to get up.  It was different.  I did not care 
about it yesterday, but I dont think it would hurt me to get up today, and I’m going to do it any 
how.”  The doctor had warned me to expect this as soon as she improved a little, and said 
“watch her carefully, and dont give in to her.  Dont let her get out of bed, for she’ll surely go 
back.”  Well I had a tough time.  We wouldn’t either of us give in, and I finally said “well let the 
doctor settle it.”  She tho’t when he found her so much better he’d say “of course she can get 
up”, but he said what I knew he would, & mamma had to give in, and by that time she was very 
well contented to be quiet and didn’t make any fuss about it.  I told the doctor how she felt and 
what a good night she’d had and said “she didn’t cough much till toward morning.  The pain is 
working up, and she didn’t have any fever.  She breathes better and talks like another person 
and doesn’t catch her breath” (you know she has only been able to say a few words at at a time 
and then it was with the greatest effort).  “She is so much better she wants to get up, says she 
is tired of lying in bed, her back aches and she feels sore all over.”  This came too suddenly.  He 
expected it but not so soon.  I didn’t say what I tho’t, but said, “I made her wait till you had had 
your say.”  He wrinkled up his face in surprise, and said “why! it is out of the question, entirely 
out of the question.  She cant do it, but if she makes a fuss, you can make a bed on the lounge 
for her and roll her over in the sunlight, and let her stay as long as she likes, but she cant have 
her clothes on for several days.  Go on with this medicine today & tomorrow, and on Tuesday 
I’ll come in again and then I’ll make an examination like I made the first day, and will tell her 
then how soon she can get up & go around the house, but until then at least, she must stay 
where she is.”  He hears from her every day.  If she is the same, or better, I report to him at his 
office and he gives me more medicine.  If she is worse he comes here.  He says it isn’t necessary 
for him to come every day for I can tell him how she is, and he has examined her so thoroughly 
that he knows how she is, so he has only come every other day during the worst and I hope his 
visit on Tuesday will be his last, & that after that mamma will be well enough to go to his office I 
hope.  He has been just as lovely as could be, & has been very considerate about not running up 
a bill, and he has helped her wonderfully, for she has been much better today and we are 
encouraged very much.  I haven’t been in bed since last Wednesday ____ no it it was Tuesday 
night that mamma was taken so much worse and I haven’t been in bed since.  Of course I have 
not been entirely without sleep all that time, for I put on a loose wrapper and made up a bed 
on the lounge, and have had some sleep each night, tho’ it hasn’t been very good because I had 
mamma on my mind & was ready to jump at the least thing.  Tonight I am going to let Jule stay 
with her and I’ll sleep on the 3rd floor, but I dont believe I will be as comfortable as I am 
upstairs for I cant be easy, and dont expect it will rest me much.  It is far easier to take care of 



her than to keep away from her.  I am awfully nervous tonight anyhow, and cant do anything.  I 
think that mamma is better.  I know she is more comfortable, but the doctor, tho’ he was 
pleased at the improvement, didn’t say enough to brighten me.  He didn’t say “dont worry any 
more.  The danger is passed and she is all right” and he didn’t even hint it.  I know he would 
have done so if he could have said it truthfully, or if he ever hoped it, for he is very tho’tful that 
way and knows how worried we are, & I fear he thinks there is something back.  In all the 
sickness we have ever had and in all the times he has come to see others I have never seen him 
quite so serious over anything.  He was glad over the change this A.M. but not enough so to 
make me feel easy.  I watched him closely too, & his start, when I said mamma wanted to get 
up, told me a good deal.  I begin to wonder if it hasn’t been pneumonia all the time, and he 
hasn’t wanted to say it was & frighten us, & yet felt he must tell us she was very very sick and 
on the verge of pneumonia.  I really suspect it strongly.  I am of course very much encouraged 
over the change since last night & yet I cant feel quite as happy as I did this A.M.  If it is merely a 
cold I dont think the doctor would act as he does.  You have no idea how she seemed when he 
examined her lungs.  I was surprised to find how little strength she had and I knew her lungs 
were pretty badly off by the way the examination exhausted her for she could hardly speak, 
and the doctor has not tried it since, but it must be done on Tuesday and then he can judge 
better than he did last Tuesday.  Things at Harlem couldn’t be worse.  Rem has been here this 
aft. to see how mamma was, & tho’ he didn’t say much, we know from the nurse about things.  
Katie went up for some clean clothes for the baby & Miss Paul sent back word by her how 
things were going and we are all terribly excited.  It seems a heartless thing to say, but it isn’t 
heartless to wish the dear children could all go to their mother.  It is the best wish I could make 
for them and mamma wishes it too.  I fear their lives will be unhappy.  They are bound to be 
and poor little Reg with tears in his eyes said the other day to Katie “oh dear!  I dont know what 
I’m living for.”  But I’m going to try and forget all that and am not going to write about it.  When 
Rem left the house the other night he was in an awful way because I wouldn’t go up there & 
stay.  He walked out without saying goodbye and muttered “I am going to hell.”  I dont know 
what to make of him, and am out of all patience with him.  After all this time, last Tuesday night 
was the first time he has been left alone since Minnie died, and he seems to think all her friends 
must do for him all the time, no matter what it cost them, but oh the children.  I am fairly wild 
about them.  I wrote to Rem and told him he must come down here & have a talk with me but 
there was not chance for it today for that horrible Stuart was here with him & I had very little to 
say to either of them.  I know he brought her here on purpose to scare me into it, but I wont be 
scared into it.  He knows he has tried all that pleading can do, and he has worked on my 
sympathies and he did do that & I felt awfully to refuse, but this is a new way, to force me into 
it for the children.  It does worry me but it takes away all my sympathy for him, and I dont care 
what he does except as far as the children are concerned.  If they could only be taken to their 
mother I wouldn’t have any thing to do with him, but for their sakes I must do what I can and 
keep things pleasant tho’ I wont go up there to stay and he’ll find he has taken the wrong 
course, for I will never consider him after this.  Oh I must not go on about it & yet I am wild 
tonight over the news Katie brought back.  I treated that Stuart worse than any thing you can 
imagine & made her any thing but comfortable.  He wont try any such thing as that again I 
guess.  If he does I’ll refuse to see either of them.  He only sent his own name up and I wasn’t 
prepared this time. but  If he comes alone I’ll see him, but if he brings that thing, and I go down 



without knowing she is there, I’ll walk out of the room without speaking to either of them.  I 
wont have her here, and I dont think she’ll ever try to force herself in again.  When he left here 
that night he was so desperate he didn’t know what he was doing and mamma said “you must 
write him a letter.”  I did.  I wrote as kindly as I knew how and showed a great interest in him & 
in the children, and did all I could, and asked him to come down & let me talk to him quietly.  
Wait till he speaks to me about my treatment of that thing.  He’ll know what I think.  I wont 
spare him in any way, and I’ll tell him all I know about her.  The idea of his coming here with 
her.  It was to worry me I know, and it was awfully mean at such a time.  I didn’t mean to tell 
you of this.  I began by saying he came to see how mamma was.  That is what he said, and I 
meant to leave it so, but I am so worked up I could not keep the rest back.  The children haven’t 
any one but us to look out for them (Maggie is going to Chicago to live) and we have got to be 
careful, for they must not be kept from us as they would be if he got angry at anything.  Of 
course because I refused to go there to stay, but that isn’t anything that can make any 
difference in our seeing the children, & we have got to see to it that nothing happens that can 
separate us from them.  Poor little things I tremble for them.  Rem was all very well when he 
could have all he wanted, and every ones attentions, but he cant expect that sort of thing to go 
on always, but now because he isn’t considered first he begins to act up.  He isn’t gaining his 
point by it either.  He’ll find some day that he has lost by this maneuver and we will never be as 
ready to help him as we have been.  This has worried mamma so, for she had the awful 
interview with him the very day she was taken sick.  I cant get it out of my mind.  Out of my love 
for the children I wish they all might die.  I cant help it.  Mamma hopes we can have the care of 
this darling baby and I dont know how it will be.  Langdon is still very low, and the doctors dont 
give much hope.  Reg is up and around & went out a little while this morning.  I must go to bed 
and try and quiet down for I cant control my thoughts you see and they make me so unhappy.  I 
hope mamma will have a good night and I am so anxious for your letters tomorrow.  They’ll do 
me good & give me something pleasant to think about.  I am so tired and nervous & worried I 
cant write as I want to, but I hope to be better tomorrow, and hope to send you some real good 
news about mamma, & also about myself, that I have had a good rest.  I fear Jule will cave in 
next, for she looks worn out & used up.  She cant stand much, and looks ready to drop.  
Goodnight my darling darling Harry.  One hour with you would do me more good than any 
thing, but we must wait till next month.  I hope then that all will go well & these horrible 
nightmares will cease, and they will, for the joy of seeing you will drive every thing else out of 
my mind and I’ll be happy then if mamma is getting better, but if anything should happen to her 
I dont think I could bear it.  I dont think I could have the strength to stand that.  But I dont think 
I’ll have to have that trial, for she is better and will go on improving.  I know she will, and we’ll 
make her careful and on Tuesday the doctor will give us encouragement.  He hasn’t said we 
couldn’t hope at all and never once has he even hinted at it, but he said several times “it is very 
serious and I am very much alarmed” but I have told you all that before & must close now.  
With strongest deepest most devoted love, your own 
                          Effie                        
 
                                                                                                                      Monday A.M. 
Darling darling Harry, 



        Your precious letters just received and no words can tell how welcome they were.  Oh 
my own Harry you may be sure I would send to you at once if mamma was worse, or if I felt she 
was in real danger.  I think she is in danger, but I believe she will come thro’, if I hadn’t that 
hope, I should send at once to you.  You would be my first tho’t then, as you are now and 
always, but you wont get any such telegram I feel sure.  Mamma is about the same.  I cant see 
any change since yesterday, & cant say she is no better, but am thankful that she isn’t worse.  
She had a good night and would be as well except for some bad news she had which has 
excited her awfully.  We had handed her a letter from Cala thinking it contained her dif dividend 
of 5% from her money in Cala.  It proved to be a denial of her claim.  They published her name 
in the list of creditors, and treated her as one of them, and now they write and say her claims 
on Cousin Gus are outlawed.  I cant understand it at all & think the Assignees must be up to 
some bad game.  I am going to see Mr. C. & will take him mamma’s papers etc.  If we had 
suspected the contents of the letter she shouldn’t have had it but we supposed it contained a 
draft.  It has excited mamma awfully.  I think it will come out all right but she is wild over it, but 
I tell her she has proofs and papers enough to show & they cant cheat her out of it all, but I cant 
quiet her.  Oh Harry it was so good of you to send the Madison folks word and ask them to 
come and help us, but I dont know just what to do about it.  I haven’t sent word to any one 
because it seems to make her worse to have any one around.  Since she first began to get run 
down it seemed to worry her to have any one here, and yet I know it would be lovely to have 
some one, if she would only feel so, but she has seemed to dread to see any one. but I cant 
believe but that it would be a good thing, & yet I haven’t dared send for any one, but I am glad 
it has come about in this way.  Still if this room is taken it will worry mamma to have any one 
here & feel they are not comfortable.  Miss Smith is a little better, but it makes so much extra 
work to have her sick and have some of their friends here, and it takes the hall room, for some 
one stays with Miss Lee every night, but if I find it worries mamma I can fix it all right.  It is so 
hard to know just what to do.  She is so nervous and so easily excited.  It seems to make her 
worse to see people, and seems to worry her to see any one from outside around.  She has 
been like this for weeks and has made us miserable, and when Mag was here I feared she 
noticed it & felt uncomfortable tho’ she understood it, but still I couldn’t make it pleasant for 
her, and was as uncomfortable as could be my self.  But if we can make her feel that Sue, or 
Mag, didn’t come to visit, and she can feel that we  haven’t company, she’ll be all right, but if 
she thinks they must be entertained, or looked after as company, then it will do her harm.  It 
would be like her (as she has been lately) to feel so about it for she is just in that state, but if 
she will be sensible about it I would be so glad to have either one of them, & they could help in 
many ways, but if I find mamma is upset I’m sure I can explain it to them without their feeling 
hurt at all.  Mamma thinks she is all well now and scares us so by her actions.  She vows she’ll 
get up tomorrow and go out.  I dont know what we are going to do, for the doctor hasn’t 
encouraged us much if any about her being better, and says the real danger will come when she 
feels better, but we cant make her behave.  It is absurd for her to worry us so.  I think she will 
find herself too weak to do much, but I’m afraid to try her, & let her prove it. 

But my own darling I must stop this minute. 
With more love than I can measure.  Your own devoted 

                        Effie. 
 


