
                                                                                                       No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                        N.Y. May 9th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
          I wanted to write this afternoon, but couldn’t use my eyes.  I seemed to be almost blind, 
and had a headache, and felt that I must rest.  I had a very hard night at Harlem.  Dear little 
Langdon died about 5 P.M. yesterday, and it was unexpected, for he had seemed so much 
better.  Miss Paul & the servants and poor Reg were with him and they could not get word to 
Rem.  Miss Paul sent for me and I hurried up so fast as possible.  It was a shock, tho’ he has 
been dangerously ill for so long.  You know one never seems prepared for such news, no matter 
how long a person has been ill.  You can imagine how I feel about his death, for I have already 
told you how I felt.  It excited me terribly and I feel very sad.  I cant help it for I loved the little 
darling so, but I dont wish him back.  If I had the power to bring him back I wouldn’t do it.  He is 
so much better off and I cannot grieve.  I have not shed a tear.  I feel that it is for the best.  I 
would rather have it as it is, and yet you know one cant help a sort of sadness.  It cant be called 
grief, for in my heart I am thankful, and dear Minnie will be so happy to have him.  I could 
imagine her welcoming him and I couldn’t wish him back here, and yet it is hard to give him up.  
No one was there, & I had to make all the arrangements, see the undertaker[,] write notices etc 
etc.  It was a terrible strain.  Rem didn’t get home till seven o’clock and we had some one meet 
him at the train.  I did pif pity him so, (how could I help it?) and yet I wasn’t all upset by his 
grief.  I did all I could for him, & he finally got quiet, and has behaved very well.  Maggie and her 
husband came a little after eleven o’clock.  I hadn’t more than two hours sleep and it was 
probably less.  I came down early this A.M. and gave my lesson, then came home and have tried 
to rest this afternoon.  I haven’t slept any, but my head ache has worn off.  My eyes still feel 
blind, but I tho’t I would try & send something to my darling boy.  Mamma is so much better, 
and doesn’t cough at all.  Her lung isn’t entirely easy, & she isn’t over strong, but she is around 
the house.  She wants to see dear little Langdon once more and said she must go to the funeral 
tomorrow, but I guess she wont do it.  We wont allow it if we can possibly hef help it, & I guess 
she wont be bad about it.  Carrie has been the greatest comfort to us all, & you must write and 
thank her for all she has done.  She will spend Sunday here instead of at Jule’s so that Jule and I 
can go to Harlem.  I promised to go up in the morning early.  I might have gone tonight, but 
tho’t I wasn’t really needed and tho’t I had better have a rest.  I tho’t of you & did not go back 
tonight.  Maggie is there and they could get along.   
       There isn’t any time now for more.  It must catch this mail so you can get it Monday 
night, and Tuesday I’ll have a longer letter for you. 
       Goodnight my own darling Harry, with fondest deepest love & devotion 
           your own 
              Effie 
The funeral is at 2:30 P.M. tomorrow. 


