
                                                                                                      No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                      N.Y. Sept. 26th 1885 
My darling darling Harry,     
             I mailed a very long letter yesterday quite early in the afternoon, which you will get 
tomorrow morning.  I didn’t run any risk about it this time, and of course no body came 
yesterday.  I was ready for company but you know people are not apt to call when it is most 
convenient.  I know if my letter hadn’t been finished early, some one would have come.  Isn’t it 
funny what ails the ink?  It is the same I put in yesterday, & is Stafford’s.  I dont see what makes 
it look so pale all of a sudden.  I cant accuse mamma of watering the ink, for she hasn’t been 
near it, and any way hasn’t had any chance to touch my pen.  It seems to be getting worse & I 
guess I’ll see if I cant do something with it.  Well I find that it isn’t because the ink is about out, 
& I dont know what ails it, and will have to go on with it as it is.  Your letter came on time this 
A.M. and I was glad enough to get it, and glad that your soaking didn’t give you any cold and 
that your pain has taken its departure.  I wish your poison had gone with it.  I expected that my 
last Sunday’s letter would me be a dreadful mess but am glad to know that it didn’t scare you.  
That word divident was a slip, and I dont see why I will do such things, for I do know how to 
spell it, and did when I wrote it, but I do such things constantly.  I guess I have spelled it with a d 
before, and yet there is no telling.  If I had been asked if it ended it in d or t, I should have said d 
without any hesitation, and very positively.  Already I have made two mistakes, put it for in & 
me for be.  I dont know how many more, but I never feel safe to send a letter without patching 
it up.  I think it is strange that I didn’t notice that word when I looked over my letter, but I 
looked thro’ it very hurriedly & that must have been the reason it escaped me.  But you needn’t 
beg my pardon for speaking of it.  I’d rather have you tell me of such things.  If it was a slip I’d 
like a chance to defend myself & let you know that I knew better.  If it came from ignorance I’d 
like to be told of it so that I wont do it again.  How very said it was about the death of the 
Clark’s baby.  It must be dreadful for them.  I wish it could have been dear Minnie’s baby 
instead.  I cant tell you how it worries and grieves me whenever I think of those children.  Rem 
would think me dreadfully cruel to wish such a thing when he has had so much trouble, but 
think of her serv Minnie’s children being trained by servants.  It seems too awful.  Of course 
Rem is devoted to them, and very lovely to them, but he wont bring them up properly, and if he 
should marry again I pity the children.  They’d be even worse off than now unless he happened 
to marry some one who would take a real interest in them & love them, but I haven’t any idea it 
would be so, for I believe if he does marry, it will be some girl who has an eye on his money.  I 
try not to think of it but I dont succeed in keeping it out of my mind.  I used to think a great deal 
about it last summer & couldn’t help worrying about it, but it seemed to worry you when I 
talked about it so much, & I tried not to talk about it & not to think about it, but I didn’t have 
any success with the tho’t, tho’ I did keep from talking about it more than half the time, tho’ 
sometimes I couldn’t help it.  Poor Maggie worries the same way.  She seems to take Minnie’s 
death harder all the time and last night broke down and cried, a thing she seldom does before 
any one for she said she feels that she has no right to cast a gloom on every one around her & 
she has wonderful control of herself, and often when she is very sad no one would guess that 
she had ever had a trouble in her life, but last night she could not hold in and when we were 
alone for a little while, (Ed had gone out for a few minutes) she began talking about Minnie and 
said her loss was harder all the time, that she knew she’d never get over it, she couldn’t look 



forward to her life without Minnie.  It seemed too dreadful.  This A.M. we were talking again 
and wondering if Rem had come back to the City.  He must be here even if the children are not, 
for his father died day before yesterday.  I think hearing of his death was what got us started so, 
for Rem will of course be immensely wealthy now, and we fear that this will make matters 
worse for the children instead of better.  When you told me about the death of Mrs. Clark’s 
baby I couldn’t help wishing it had been Minnie’s instead, for it would have been so much 
better off if it had gone to its mother.  We couldn’t have grieved, but [ill.] it seems so strange 
that this baby of the Clarks should be taken, and the poor little motherless one left.  Your 
mother hasn’t been here & I didn’t know of her being in the City.  I have meant to call at Jule’s 
but haven’t been out since Sunday, except as far as the corner twice.  It seems to make me so 
much worse to go out that I haven’t been able to screw up my courage, but I think perhaps I’ll 
go up this afternoon.  Mrs. Van V. will have to go elsewhere for board next week.  Our third 
story back room is rented from next Saturday for the winter, by the Porters who were with us 
three winters ago.  It will be very nice not to have strangers there.  The only strangers in the 
house will be Mr. Lozier & the people who take Mr. E’s room.  Mr. L. can hardly be called much 
of a stranger for he is very talkative and we already feel pretty well acquainted with him, for he 
knows a number of people we do.  Still he isn’t like an old boarder yet & so we’ll have to put 
him in the list with the strangers.  I suppose Mr. Artz will be back next week.  Mary is going to 
leave after all. You know these servants never can rest easy in a place very long, and when the 
spirit of unrest seizes them you may as well let them go, for they will never be satisfied after 
that.  Our new cook is coming today.   
         I am glad your side won the fight the other night.  Of course I dont know any thing about 
secret societies, but I wanted things to be as you wanted them, and tho’ I didn’t know beans 
about the thing I hoped for this result.  Oh darling I do hope they’ll do a good thing for you next 
year, for you like it at Purdue and we could be very happy there together, but if they wont do a 
good thing for you, I think, as you do, that you’ll have to get some position near home, for if we 
cant marry we must be somewhere near each other, for these horrible separations are too hard 
on us both.  We might stand them if you were doing well but where there is nothing to be 
gained it doesn’t give us a thing to help us.  We wouldn’t stand it then either if you were doing 
very well, for we would of course marry as soon as we could see our way clear.  We can get 
along all right splendidly if they will give you the same salary Barnes gets, & we could save 
considerable out of it, & we could be very comfortable on the salary you have this year if they 
will keep on with the same next year, and I think we could easily save up some money, but of 
course you may as well get as much as possible out of them & we wouldn’t object to $1600, 
$1400, or even $1200, but if they try to cut you down to anything like the sum you had last 
year, when Barnes comes back, of course you’ll say good bye to Purdue, but I have no fear of 
anything like that.  I dont believe you’ll have any trouble getting as much as you have now.  
They may make it more, & certainly wouldn’t have the cheek to offer you less than $1000, & 
that would keep us all right.  I would not be afraid to begin life with that if you had all your 
debts paid, as you will have by that time.  I am sure it will come out all right, and if they find 
that you are in earnest & wont stay for a mean salary they may get scared into doing well by 
you.  My! If they should offer you $1600, or $1400, wouldn’t we be happy.  Of course you will 
screw them up to it if you can.  We will talk it over at Xmas time and lay our plans then.  I wish 



you could have some idea before then what they will be likely to do for you.  Perhaps you’ll be 
able to find out some way about the prospect.  There is the lunch bell & I must say goodbye. 
        With deepest love & devotion, your own 
            Effie 

I have filled the pen with fresh ink and it is now all right.  The first part tho’ is better now 
that it is dry.  I hate to have a letter I want to keep, written in pale ink, for it fades so.  
Unbounded love & uncounted kisses, 
         E.M.L 
          
                                                                                                             Saturday Afternoon 
My own darling, 
      This letter didn’t go as I meant it should, in time for you to get it Monday A.M.  When I 
went down to lunch I found your mother there.  She had just come as they were going out to 
the dining room.  I have had a real nice visit with her & she has just gone.  We wanted her to 
stay over Sunday, but she couldn’t, because she had promised to go back to your Aunt Mag’s.  
Then we asked her to say to dinner, but she tho’t she had better go, because they expected her 
& might wait dinner for her.  She said she hadn’t made any arrangement to visit us, because she 
didn’t think she looked fit, and didn’t want to see so many people unless she was dressed up.  
She was ashamed of herself, but hadn’t felt like lugging a lot of things down.  We told her she 
looked well enough but couldn’t make her believe that her green dress & grey bonnet looked 
well enough to spend Sunday here, but I guess she will come & spend Monday night with us.  
We’ll have room & we urged her to come & I guess she will do it.  She told me about the baby’s 
death.  It was very very sudden, died before Mrs. B. could get there, was out in its carriage only 
the day before.  It was teething and the trouble came from that, caused some trouble with the 
brain, your mother didn’t know just what.  Perhaps you have heard ere this, but in case you 
haven’t I tho’t I’d better tell you as you’d want to know, and if the girls only write once a week 
you probably haven’t heard any thing more yet.  Your mother called on Mame.  She is at her 
father’s & will stay there this winter.  I guess he & Fannie found it wouldn’t be much fun to 
keep house without Mame.  I wonder Mr. Gregory was willing to stay, & your mother says she 
was surprised, and Mame told her that she had hardly expected he would be willing.  I should 
think he’d much rather be alone.  Your Aunt Mag is bluer than ever.  Your mother says she is in 
a dreadful state.  She never saw her so blue.  Poor Maggie Reynolds feels Minnie’s death more 
& more.  I never saw her break down as she has done today.  She has given way often, before 
me, but I have never seen her break down before people as she did today.  She had a headache 
brought on by nothing in the world but her feelings, & it made her worse, and she broke down 
at the lunch table in and had a violent fit of crying.  I had to go upstairs with her & it was a long 
time before I could leave her, & I was obliged to be away from your mother so long that I didn’t 
like to leave her, to look over & mail my letter, when I found she wasn’t going to stay.  But 
you’ll get it Monday afternoon so it will be all right, & you will get a sheeet sheet & a half more 
by waiting a few hours.  I think Maggie realizes Minnie’s death more than she did at first.  She 
seems to feel it far more and it is dreadful to see her when she feels as she did this noon.  You 
know how it is with a people who seldom cries cry.  When they do break down it goes very 
hard, for it lets out all the pent up grief which has been hidden before.  Poor girl it is awful for 
her.  If Ed goes back to the Navy, as he will in all probability, it will be even harder for her than it 



was before, for she hasn’t Minnie now and it will be terrible to be so utterly alone.  The 
Reynolds are all very fond of her, but it isn’t quite the same as being with her own sister.   

But I must stop.  This last part of my letter isn’t very cheerful I must say, but I wanted to 
tell you why your letter was delayed & then got started about Maggie & couldn’t break off. 
      With love beyond expression, 
             Ever your own faithful 
                  Effie 
 
     
 
  
 


