
                                                                                                      No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                      N.Y. May 10th 1885. 
My darling darling Harry, 
      I tho’t I could write a long letter in time to mail so that you could get it on Tuesday, but I 
cant.  I hope later in the evening to be able to quiet down.  This has been a very hard day and I 
am utterly worn out, & almost blind with a nervous head ache.  I wish I could have you with me 
tonight.  It would quiet me I know, & make me forget the horrors of this day.  I cannot write 
about it but will tell you some time.  Dear little Langdon was buried this afternoon.  I do not 
grieve for him.  I thank God that he is dead, but it is sad & it brought so much back to me.  Less 
than four months ago his mother died and it has been such a trial to me.  Now that Langdon is 
gone to her I am reconciled, and can feel almost glad to have it so.  Langdon’s funeral was the 
most heartless thing I ever heard of and the day has been a horrible strain on me.  I am so 
nervous, and still in such a rage, I cant st sit still.  I am so down on Rem I can hardly bear 
meeting him after this.  All sympathy for him is dead.  Dont think he can every worry me any 
more.  He wanted me to stay there tonight but I wouldn’t.  He said “dont you think it is rather a 
hard night to leave me alone?”  I said “I cant help it I must go.  Mamma needs me.  She is sick & 
I cant think of it.”  He said “oh of course you must do as you like about it.”  He thinks he is 
awfully abused, but I dont care what he thinks.  He has put everyone down on him, and let him 
look now to his own family.  Minnie’s family have borne enough from him, and I’ll never forgive 
him for his heartlessness.  It is too much to tell in a letter.  I haven’t time now and wont waste it 
on him in my next on him letter.  Ed Reynolds feels just as you do only he knows so much more 
than you do.  He is furious at him and gave him an awful talking to last night.  Rem will find 
things very different now that he has lost the sympathy of Minnie’s friends.  Never will I put 
myself out for him.  Ed says he never wants to see him again.  Oh I’m in a fearful state tonight.  
I’m so glad that mamma didn’t go, for what I have told her has made her disgusted enough.  
She wanted to go, but I ask went over & asked the doctor, & he said she mustn’t think of it.  He 
wouldn’t have her go for anything.  She is well enough to be around the house but hasn’t been 
out yet.  She dont seem to gain a bit of strength, & is so weak.  I am not over my worry about 
her yet, and still I think she will soon be all right, but I wish she could gain a little strength.  We 
are all of us so terribly excited tonight.  I’ll be better when I get rested a little, but as I am now I 
can hardly see to write.  I am well enough. but This headache comes entirely from nervousness 
& excitement, and I think I’ll have to stop now.  This letter really has good news for you, for it 
tell you that I am thoroughly disgusted with Rem and have done all I ever will do for him.  It 
tells you that I feel reconciled to Minnie’s death.  She her was so very dear to me, & her death 
was an awful loss to me, but I begin to be thankful that she was taken away, out of such a 
selfish heartless family, and Maggie feels the same.  Well I must stop but will write more quietly 
next time.  If you could imagine what this day has been you wouldn’t wonder at this letter.  I 
cant do any thing.  But my darling in the end it will best for me.  It has shown me things I had 
rather know, and if Rem and his family are so heartless I dont want much to do with them & 
dont want to worry myself over Rem, & now I certainly wont, and after this dreadful 
nervousness has passed off I’ll be happier than I have been since Minnie died, and I am so glad 
Langdon has gone too.  The other children would be better off if they could leave this hard life 
they have before them (if they live) and I could not weep for them if they should die. 



      This letter is almost too bad to send.  I wont talk about our plans in the same letter.  I wil 
will write about our affairs when I am more quiet.  I am well so dont worry.  This horrible 
excitement will soon wear off.  I must rest awhile.  Will try and write again if possible. 
      With more love than I can measure and with unutterable longing to see you 
             I am your own devoted 
                   Effie. 
 


