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[A clipping is pasted at the top:]   
A game of progressive poker was interrupted a  
few evenings ago by the ruling prof.  The  
senior was getting all the chips and felt much put  
out at the untimely visit. 
 
My darling Effie 
       I received your Saturdays letter last night & have followed your suggestion & written to 
your mother.  I am not at all satisfied with my letter & feel more like tearing it up than sending 
it but it has taken the time of your letter and so I don’t feel like tearing it up.  It won’t help her I 
am afraid for I can’t help feeling that she must think anything in the nature of a compliment or 
praise frome me to be quite out of place_  She knows that I am not a business man & I think 
you both have a sort of contempt for my business capacity.  I gave my self away when I wrote 
about her loss at the first & tho I had to write just the same thing now for I felt just the same 
about it that I did when I wrote[,], I think that you both think that I am a sort of goose to feel as 
I do about it.  I can’t help it.  I feel that when we have done our best it is time to quit worrying & 
that now this money is gone that the time has come to stop thinking about it unless there is 
some way to get it back.  It would be very nice to have it back but if we can’t have it back we 
ought to be able to be happy without it.  I should like to have ten thousand dollars a year very 
well but I can be happy on one thousand dollars.  What I deserve or what others get has 
nothing to do with the matter.  It is what I can get.  All my folks except papa feel that I ought to 
be discontented & unhappy because I haven’t more.  They have spent their lives in discontent 
because they haven’t more while all the time they have had many resources of happiness & 
they forget these.  I am sorry that you side with them.  I sent you papas letter because I wanted 
you to see how grateful he is for the success I have.  You don’t say a word about his position & 
say you agree with Carrie & the rest & I feel pretty sure that you feel that I am not doing what is 
best tho I feel sure you must believe that I am doing what I believe to be the best.  I cannot tell 
why you should take the side of my women folks unless this is so & I think from the way you 
write that you must feel so_  Of course you must know that there isn’t anything here to attract 
me back except the notion that I can do a better thing here financially next year than I can 
anywhere else_  I feel sure that your own blues have made you take a gloomy view of the 
things & so I don’t blame you for it as I do the folks at home who have no reason to doubt me & 
every thing because they are involved in trouble.  I don’t suppose that you can understand 
things here & so you can’t sympathize with me & help me but to you they appear gloomy & 
unhopeful & you can’t see any brightness in them.   Of course if you can’t see hope in them you 
can’t be bright & cheerful about the matter & I must wait for the help I can get from you when 
you do understand[,] till I can make you understand.  This is a short letter but I had to spend my 
time on the one to you mother.  I have adopted a new plan of numbering the letters so that 
none can be lost without our knowing it.  I shall number every separate letter or postal _and 
you can thus tell whether you have gotten every thing I send.  I will write a long letter tonight    
I couldnt write on Monday Evening. 



        With deepest love 
          Your own Harry. 


