
                                                                                                  No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                  N.Y. May 14th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
      I am pretty tired tonight but not as cross as I was yesterday.  I was all out of sorts for 
everything seems against my writing to you, and it makes me wild to be kept from you, and still 
worse when you get so terribly blue about it.  You said you were not angry, and that you didn’t 
blame me, and f yet I think you felt that I could write if I only managed right, and I did think you 
seemed a trifle angry because I allowed anything or any body to interfere, and you seemed to 
think that when I am not busy with my lessons that I haven’t anything else to do.  I cant begin 
to do what I ought to do, because I haven’t time, and it makes me sick to think of the work 
waiting for me, and I have so many interruptions it seems impossible to do a thing when I am 
home.  Then you seemed to be angry because I said I didn’t love the Purdue folks, and how 
could I when they seemed to be imposing on you.  I got that idea from your letters and Carrie 
seemed to have it too.  I didn’t see why Barnes should have more pay for doing nothing, than 
you were to offered for doing the work of two men.  Of course it was all very fine for him to 
have the study, and the money too, but it didn’t seem quite fair, but if I have misunderstood it 
then I’ll take everything back and if they are all angels, I’ll call them angels, instead of hard 
names.  I suppose I dont understand things at Purdue any better than you understand things 
here. and yet You blamed me for “losing my head” and seemed angry because I was displeased 
with them when I supposed they were not treating you as you deserved, tho’ I’m very sure you 
lose your head just as much when things here dont go to suit you.  The trouble is that we are 
both bound to misunderstand things and it gets us into trouble.  I was in no mood to write 
yesterday, and the longing to see you is getting too strong for me, and it seems so 
unsatisfactory to write when there is so much to say and so little time in which to say it, and I 
feel as tho’ I’d write the things that you care least about.  I am getting desperate that even 
writing doesn’t seem to help me, and when I think you are dissatisfied with my letters it makes 
me worse still.  I dont know how we could stand this horrible separation much longer.  I know I 
couldn’t.  Your letters are so much to me but my letters __ oh they are not worthy sending & 
lately I always feel that they might better be lost, for they get worse and more unsatisfactory all 
the time. and  The letters I have written lately are worse than none, and I want to see you so 
much that the letters I write seem more of an aggravation than anything else.  If I could only be 
free to write as long as I pleased it might be different, but I have to hurry them so that they 
dont do either of us much good, but when you seem to feel that I dont half try then I am wild.  
Tonight I am better & yet I dont feel that I can write any sort of a letter.  It only makes me long 
the more [ill.] to see you, and it seems so horribly unsatisfactory to have to be tied down to pen 
and paper, & I feel perfectly helpless, & I believe it will do me more harm than good.  If I only 
had some nice thing to tell you I might brace up, but I get so discouraged, for I have nothing 
pleasant to tell you about.  Mamma is up and around & has been out twice, but she doesn’t 
gain strength as she ought to and dont seem much better than she did a week ago.  Then I 
haven’t recovered from Friday’s night strain, or from Sundays horror, and I really didn’t feel 
well enough to see so many people on Wednesday.  I am surprised to find how it tired me, tho’ 
I suppose the excitement was enough to tire almost any one with any feeling, for Miss Paul 
came to tell me the plans Rem had made, & I had heard before she came from Susie Welch & 
Maggie, and I was all worked up before Miss Paul came, and I cant quiet down.  But I wont tell 



you about it for it will only stir me up again and make me worse, & I must try and keep it all out 
of my mind.  Will only tell you that Carrie Stewart is going there to stay, and the baby is to go 
home on Saturday.  I cant go near the children for I wont go in the house while she is there, & 
mamma wouldn’t let me go even if I wanted to.  I hope to see the children outside, and if I can 
go there, and not see her, I will.  Reg is furious, tho’ no one has put him up to it.  He said “Effie 
papa told me that Carrie Stuart is coming to our house & I just hate her oh I hate her.”  We tried 
to quiet him, because he felt so awfully about it, but he would not quiet down and said he 
wished he didn’t have to go home, he wished he could stay with me, & then said “I do hate her.  
She is a horrible thing.  Oh I wish she wouldn’t come.  I cant bear her.  I hate her.  I hate her.  
Why does she have to come.  I wish she’d go to the mischief.”  Oh he is about crazy.  I said “Reg 
does your father know that you feel so?”  He said “no I didn’t tell him, but I hate her.”  Poor 
little fellow.  He said “I dont know what I’m living for.  I dont even like to hear her name, and I 
dont want to go home.”  We didn’t say one word against her before him, and didn’t encourage 
him in this feeling.  Miss Paul will leave as soon as she comes, for she wont stay in the house 
with her.  The servants all vowed they would leave but Maggie went up and begged them to 
stay for the sake of the children, and they promised to try, and to stay if they could possibly 
stand it.  Rem is so desperate he is bound to have some one, but he’ll regret this [ill.] move, for 
no body will go near him while she stays, and it will cost him all his friends.  I dont care a cent 
what he suffers, but it makes my blood run cold to think of the children.  I wish, oh how 
strongly I wish they could be taken.  He dont deserve to have such children.  But I am going to 
drop this subject and not tell you all for if I should tell you all the ins and outs I would be as 
badly off as ever, and I must try and forget as much as I can, but it worries me all the time.  I am 
so nervous and restless and cant get it out of my mind.  I begin to wonder if Minnie’s life was as 
happy as it seemed.  I begin to think perhaps it wasn’t, and that her life must have been a hard 
one, for he must have been more than peculiar, and she must have had a great deal to make 
her unhappy.  I am getting more reconciled to her death since I have found Rem out, for I think 
she must have suffered a good deal, and he must have tried her terribly.  It seemed to make an 
angel of her tho’, for she certainly grew sweeter & lovelier all the time.  Langdon’s death has 
made me feel more reconciled to hers, and I love to think of her happiness last Friday when 
Langdon went to her.  Poor little fellow I guess he felt his mother’s death terribly for he said “I 
dont want to get well.  I want to go to my mamma,” and I guess they are both happy now.  I 
must go to bed, but will write more tomorrow.  Good night my darling.  With fondest love your 
own devoted  
              Effie. 
 
                                                                                                        Hoboken ________ 
My darling darling Harry, 
     Your letters from Indianapolis rather took me by surprise, and they have done me so 
much good.  I feel better than I have for a long time.  I believe the trip will do you good, and so 
that makes me feel better at b at once.  Then your letters were so very nice, and your father 
____ well he is just perfect.  We can can count on him every time.  He feel about our marriage 
as I do.  I think it would be too much care for you next year.  I am not afraid of living simply, you 
know that, but I do believe it would be hard on you to have a wife and debts too, for no matter 
how carefully we live it will be an extra expense and I believe it would worry you at times, tho’ I 



dont say I wont think of it.  I do think of it.  I cant help it, and lately it seems as tho’ we couldn’t 
stand another long separation like this, but tho’ I am an anxious to be with you as you are to 
have me, I know we have got to be separated again if it is for the best, and we’ll have to stand 
it.  But we can tell, when we can talk and plan together.  I am anxious to hear what all this 
means, your sudden call to make a speech at Indianapolis.  I guess Dr. Smart is all right after all, 
if he is trying to work up a good thing for you then I’ll surely take back all I said.  I am glad you 
had such a charming ride.  I think Miss Elder’s friends must have done you good, tho’ I am 
rather disgusted with Miss Elder’s niece.  I think it was decidedly bad taste for her to mention to 
your love affair, and I think it rather reflects on her Aunt, but never mind that.  You had a good 
time and I suppose a little teasing didn’t hurt you, tho’ under the circumstances it must have 
disgusted you. 
      I’d like to write more but haven’t time.  If I get this off in time for Sunday I must close at 
once. 
         With unspeakable love your own devoted 
                  Effie 
 
     I haven’t been able to find that “Red headed family” anywhere.  Have looked at every 
news stand & bookstore I can find. 
      Another heart full of love I will send in place of the “Red Headed Family” & that wont 
cost you two cents.  I give it to you and you are welcome, so dont say thanks. 


