
                                                                                                     No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                     N.Y. Sept. 23rd 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
        I meant to write quite a short letter yesterday, and commenced by telling you so, but 
somehow or other it seemed to be quite long this morning.  I dont think I’d better say anything 
about the length.  We’ll see about that when I have finished, tho’ I will say that my plan is to 
write less than usual this morning, and give you a larger dose tonight, but whether I can carry 
out my plan or not remains to be seen.  It is so very hard to break off when I am writing to you.  
Your dear letter, with Mr. D’s enclosed, and the pressed cardinal flower were rec’d yesterday 
afternoon.  I am so dreadfully sorry to hear that you are poisoned again, and in such an 
inconvenient place.  Why it seems to me that it couldn’t be in a worse place, & you must have 
been suffering terribly the last few days when you have been obliged to wear your boots shoes.  
My poor boy it is too bad.  I know how uncomfortable it is, for I’ve been there many times 
myself.  It is more that than uncomfortable, and cant be called painful either, for an itch is more 
unbearable than a pain.  Then the burning is horrible.  I suppose it will take you longer to 
recover than [ill.] usual, for you will be obliged to wear your shoes, and they’ll heat your feet, 
and aggravate the poison.  I am not near as susceptible to poison ivy as I used to be, and I wish 
you’d try our remedy.  I have no idea that you will, for you haven’t a particle of faith in 
mamma’s doctoring & think it is all wrong for us to fool with medicine, but I know lots of people 
who have been helped by it.  Cousin Fannie Bray was so very susceptible to it that she used to 
poison if she drove past it, when the wind was blowing in the right direction, and she used to 
[ill.] take no comfort in driving because she was always afraid of getting poisoned.  Finally she 
heard of Rhus Tox.  I think mamma told her of it, and she used to take a dose as a preventative 
before going on a long drive, and she didn’t have any trouble unless she happened to be out of 
it, or neglected to take “the oz of prevention”, which consisted of 6 pellets.  After you are 
poisoned you have to take about four doses a day.  I know you wont do it, and it is useless for 
me to write all this about it, but I cant help it, for it has done me so much good that I want you 
to  know of it any way, and then I’ll feel that I have done all I could.  Why I used to be almost as 
bad as Cousin Fannie, and was everlastingly having a time, and often poisoned without 
touching the nasty stuff at all.  If I was warm and the wind blew in the direction from the plant 
towards me, I was about sure to be broken out the next day, and I have been completely 
covered with it, so that I’d be laid up in the house for a week.  I had the awfulest dread of it & 
was always on the lookout for it (as I look out now for a snake) so I could get as far out of the 
way as possible, but I never have to take it medicine as a preventative any more, and haven’t 
been poisoned for years, tho’ it broke out the winter I went to Washington.  That is the last 
time I have had any thing like it, and that I cured with Rhus.  Well I’ve told you now, and you 
must do as you like about it, but I have done what I could.  It needn’t interfere with the carbolic 
at all and you could go on using that to relieve the itching.  Did the Cardinal flower remind me 
of anything?  Well I guess it did.  Why that was [the] day we invented the kiss, to use when we 
were with others, and you tho’t it was a very fine invention.  Oh! didn’t we have a lovely drive 
home.  How beautiful those flowers were.  I dont think that I ever saw any as full & handsome 
as they were.  What a shame poor mamma couldn’t have had the good of them.  The scene the 
night before, we left M, & our feelings the next morning made us forget what we were about.  
Mamma of course doesn’t dream of the reason we forgot them, but I dont wonder that we did.  



You were decidedly befuddled.  I am so glad darling that the new suit is a success.  I wish I could 
see you in it, tho’ not so much for the sake of the suit.  I am glad that you have it, for I think it 
will be very becoming, and I do like to have you look nice, and this suit will be nice for almost 
any occasion.  Harry isn’t that letter of Mr. D’s dreadful? & especially for anyone that pretends 
to know anything, and I suppose he thinks that he knows something.  Some of the mistakes 
were so senseless, there wasn’t the slightest excuse for many of them.  My darling you feel 
pretty blue & homesick dont you?  It is dreadful to think of having to wait so long before we can 
be together.  If to two weeks seem so long, it scares me to think of all the weeks that must pass 
before Xmas, but darling you need not worry about the letters, for you shall have something 
every day.  Mamma wont make any trouble about out daily letters.  She only kicks at the length, 
& she hasn’t made much fuss so far.  After I begin my lessons I suppose I will have to make my 
letters shorter.  I’ll write something however every day, and long letters at least twice a week, 
and oftener when it is possible, but you will not be left any day without a letter of some sort 
short when I am well enough to write.  You’ll understand my position, when we are all three 
obliged to be in one room.  You’ll be sure that I will do all I can, and be satisfied when I am 
obliged to make my letters short.  You like long ones better, but if I send you something every 
day, even [if] it is some times only one sheet, you’ll know that just as much love goes with it as I 
send with a very long letter, and then you’ll always get two long letters a week, and usually 
more than two oftener, but.  I’ll do all I can, and mamma wont object to daily letters if I dont 
write long ones every day.  I hope to get in a long one, every other day, but you can count on 
two always, and I think things will go all right.  Letters are horrible anyway even at best, but 
they are all we can have now, and half a loaf is better than nothing, and we grab at our half 
loaf, since it is the best we can get & the only comfort we can have.  Harry I think I often feel as 
you do, and wonder if it pays to live, for we do have more trouble than anything else, & often 
our greatest happiness costs us the greatest pain.  Yet when it comes to the point, we all decide 
that life is worth living after all, & most of us are loath to give it up, while many, who seem to 
have nothing to live for, have a dreadful dread of death.  And I have noticed that this dread is 
found as often (if not oftener) among christians than it is among those who dont profess to be 
Christians.  I have often heard these very good people talk very fine, and talk how willing they 
were to die, but my experience has been that when they are brought face to face with death 
they show more terror than people who have never pretended to be anything.  I have seen it 
over and over again.  When I lay at death’s door almost, and supposed I couldn’t live, I didn’t 
have the slightest fear or terror or dread of death, and I think I know my real feelings from 
experience.  I would be in terror if I was brought face to face with it in some dreadful accident, 
but the idea of dying dying in the usual way didn’t seem to frighten me in the least, but yet I 
cling to life, and I suppose I will always do so unless, I am suffering dreadfully & know that 
deaths was is my only relief.  I think you would be the same.  When you are blue you sometimes 
wonder what life amounts to, but if you had to choose you’d choose life rather than death, and 
I know that you dont ever believe, really believe that it is not worth anything, and you dont 
really wish to die.  I know you dont, but sometimes you imagine you do, when everything looks 
dark.  I do too, and I guess every one feels so at times.  And darling I too have almost wished 
that we had decided to marry at Xmas, for the separation does seem so very very hard, but I 
think we have decided for the best, and I think the time will come when we’ll be glad we 
decided so.  This year there will be times when we’ll regret it, & cant help it, but we will never 



regret it after this year, if we are both spared, and our chances are as good as anybodies’ tho’ 
of course we cant tell anything about it, but I dont think we’ll have cause to regret it.  I hope 
this year will be the end of these terrible separations, and I guess that next year we will be thro’ 
with this trial, tho’ if we find it is for the best to wait, I suppose we can both gather the 
necessary strength.  Now darling this is all I can do today.  Your Sunday’s letter reached me this 
A.M. & did me a world of good, and really gave me a great deal of comfort.  Dont be afraid to 
tell me about your blues, for it does us both good to be able to talk to each other about them, 
and I like you to come to me for comfort, & to feel that you want tell me every thing.  I’ll ans. 
your Sunday’s letter tonight, or tomorrow A.M. and you will get it on Saturday.  I am sorry you 
did not get Fritz’ picture on Sunday.  I tho’t you’d get it then. 
       Now my own darling boy goodbye with deepest love and devotion, and wildest longing 
for you        

Ever your own loving 
                 Effie. 
P.S. Darling I hope that word “paralize” in my yesterday’s letter didn’t paralyze you.  I noticed it 
when I read it over & meant to change it, but the bell rang & I had to go to the door as Ellen 
was busy and after the letter had gone I remembered that I hadn’t changed it.  I dont know 
what ailed me to write it that way in the first place, for I know that it dont belong in it and dont 
think I am in the habit of putting it there. 
      With more love from you own 
                     Effie. 


