
                                                                                                            No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                            N.Y. May 16th 1885 
My own darling Harry, 
         I meant to have sent your dear father’s letter back before, but waited for a chance to 
write a letter to send with it, and this is the first chance I have had.  When I came home from 
my lesson this morning I found Carrie here.  We had a long and lovely talk together, and I know 
you‘ll be delighted to hear about it, but I’m going to save it will tomorrow’s letter because this 
cant be a very long letter, but you can prepare for some pleasant things in tomorrow’s letter.  
Carrie stayed to lunch, and immediately after lunch she and Jule went to Astor Library, and 
Carrie went from there to the ferry.  I hope you have told her that how much I appreciated her 
help.  She did more good than she imagines.  She seems to think she didn’t do anything, 
because the worst was over and mamma has been up, but she did do a great deal, and to me 
she was a great comfort, and I know mamma enjoyed having her and tho’t she made a lovely 
nurse, and Jule said she helped her wonderfully, because while I was giving my lessons __ Jule 
was looking after the house.  Carrie stayed with mamma & it relieved Jule very much, & saved 
her from rushing up & down stairs, and she said it was a great relief. and Carrie was a blessing 
to us all, and we all appreciated her coming, and I am so thankful to you, you darling boy, for 
your thoughtfulness.  When I wrote as I did I was so afraid you’d think I didn’t want any of the 
girls and didn’t appreciate your sending for them.  I did appreciate it all the time, but mamma 
had been so peculiar, I was a little afraid she would worry of over it, but she seemed so pleased 
to see Carrie, and it was all so very nice.  Carrie is so bright she cheers one up, and I think in this 
case she cheered three up, and was certainly our good angel, and I have you to thank for every 
thing, for you sent her.  Your dear letter came this afternoon.  I am sorry I wrote anything about 
my blues, and I fear if the letter you received on Wednesday made you blue the one you rec’d 
yesterday made you still worse.  The one I wrote yesterday was not quite so bad.  You’ll get that 
tomorrow & it will show you that tho’ I haven’t been cured, of I am gradually recovering from 
my desperate attack of blues.  I dont wonder I had them.  I dont know how I could help it, but I 
did wrong to write about my feelings in that way.  It didn’t do me any good, and only made you 
feel worse, but I was so discouraged, and your letters did cast me down dreadfully.  You were 
so unhappy that I felt that I caused you a great deal more misery than happiness, and I was 
fairly wild, for I couldn’t see how it could be any different, and even now I know that we cant 
either of us be happy till you come home.  I am so discouraged over my letters, for you said 
they were just as bad when things were smooth, so I feel that there is no hope for happiness 
during this separation, but every day brings the end nearer, and we’ll drag along somehow for 
one more month, and with the end in view we will keep up, and this will be the last long 
separation, for we’ll do better after we have had the summer together.  Then next winter we 
will not try to do without each other for so long a time.  You will be home Xmas time.  If we 
decide to marry then it will end this misery forever, and we can be happy on anything if we can 
only have each other, but if we decide to wait till next summer, the week or ten days together 
during the holidays, will make us happy and will give us strength f to stand the next few months 
apart, and the tho’t that it will be our last separation will be a great help.  I am sure that next 
year cannot be anything like this one.  Even if we don’t marry next winter we can be happy.  I 
know we’ll be happy, and will never have to go thro’ such a struggle as we have had this year.  
And this can help us now, for the trial will soon be over, & we’ll never have another like it, and 



we just could not stand another year like this.  I am much stronger now than I have been for a 
week or two and wont get as blue as I have been again.  I may be light blue but not black blue.  I 
am very sorry I showed how very bad I was, but I could not write any other way.  I was too far 
down in the depths.  The blues got darker & darker till they finally turned to black, but I’m 
feeling very different now.  Mamma is a great deal better.  She took a long drive of 10 miles 
yesterday with Mrs. Ellis, & it did her good.  The day was perfect.  This morning she went to 
market.  She looks so much better than she did for a month or two before she was sick, & it is 
wonderful what a change there is in the last few days.  There is nothing now to worry about for 
I think she is all right again.  You haven’t said what you tho’t of the Assignees’ last move, viz. 
trying to m cheat mamma out of her little share, by pretending that her claim is outlawed.  She 
keeps asking what you tho’t about it, and you haven’t spoken of it at all, so I could not tell her 
what you said.  You asked if she would like to hear from you.  I know she would.  Tell her how 
glad you are that she gave up Miss B’s houses and that you think $400. was of getting out of it 
pretty cheap, that it was very little to lose and she ought to feel happy to be out of the clutches 
of that scheming woman, & write about her Cala business and dont spare Cousin Gus or the 
Assignees.  Tell her just what you think of them for then she’ll be helped because she’ll feel she 
has your sympathy.  Say it is very hard and cruel after all she has gone thro’ to save it, but tell 
her tho’ she hasn’t had the benefit of the money, she must have the satisfaction of feeling that 
she is not poor thro’ her own extravagance & foolishness, that she has done her best, and it is 
thro’ no fault of hers, & that she has won respect from every one, and has sympathy, & friends 
on all sides, that if she had spent the money, & had the good of it, she would regret her 
foolishness & people would blame her for extravagance, but that tho’ she hasn’t the money, 
she can have the satisfaction of feeling that she has done her best and that every one admires 
her the more for the way she has done and no one can say “I told you so.”  Forgive me for 
suggesting what to say but I know this sort of a letter would do her a world of good, and a little 
praise would please & encourage her.  She needs it now, and so I tell you what kind of a letter 
to write because you might think a little praise would sound like flattery, but I know you would 
be able to give it to her without feeling it was flattery.  You would mean it I know, for what I 
have suggested, is I am sure only what you think of her & you could say it truthfully, & just now 
it would do her good to hear any nice thing you think about her.  I must stop now, but will write 
a longer letter tomorrow about my talk with Carrie on the subject of our marriage.  She hopes it 
will be next Xmas time. 
      With deepest love 
        your own loving 
            Effie. 
     


