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My own darling Harry, 
       Well my love here I am again, but I dont feel very much like writing.  I have been very 
very busy today and feel pretty tired.  I wouldn’t be too tired to talk to you, and would enjoy a 
talk so much.  It would rest me and make me so very very happy.  I am sure you feel the same 
some times, and know how it is.  You want to write, but feel very tired, and your longing is even 
greater than usual for something more that than a letter.  At best, a letter is such a one sided 
affair, and when one feels as I do tonight it is more unsatisfactory than usual.  I want so to hear 
you talk, and dont feel like doing it all myself.  A letter doesn’t satisfy me.  It doesn’t give me 
what I need.  A letter from you would do me more good, but [ill.] nothing short of your 
presence could satisfy me completely.  Oh darling it is awful to feel that the only thint thing that 
could do me any real good, is out of reach.  I’d like to be quiet and listen to your dear voice and 
have you pet me as you used to last summer, when I felt as I do tonight.  You used to make me 
so comfortable & happy, and tonight I long so for you it makes me feel kind of badly to write, 
and makes me feel my loneliness even more keenly than I do when I am feeling all right.  It 
makes me miss you more, if possible, than usual.  I feel so tired & blue & twitchy and so 
nervous it feel seems as tho’ I could hardly hold myself together, and I dont believe a letter will 
do either of us much good.  Mamma didn’t know I felt badly, but she said I didn’t look at all 
well, and she made me take some port wine.  It made me feel a sort of nausea, & I tho’t I’d 
have been better off without it, but perhaps it warmed me up & prevented a cold.  I was out in 
a terrible storm this afternoon.  It was hardly raining at all when I started off, but suddenly 
began to pour like mad.  It is a wild night, the rain pouring in torrents and the wind howling in 
the most dismal way.  I dont mind it usually but tonight it sort of gives me the horrors.  Besides 
every thing else I am about used up & suffocated with the heat.  The furnace fire went out 
fortunately as we supposed and it was so very warm, we were glad not to have any.  Mamma 
told Charles not to build it up again until there was a change in the weather.  She went down 
town, and after she left, it began to rain hard, and it was plain that we were to have a pretty big 
storm.  C[harles] took it for granted that she’d want a fire if it was going to be damp, & like an 
old goose, built one up.  It is raging furiously.  You know a fresh fire in a furnace cant be 
managed at all, & the house is almost unbearable and the heat, I think, is to blame, more than 
the rain, for all my bad feelings, except the blues and loneliness.  I feel too thoroughly used up 
to move, and thoroughly roasted, tho’ I was rather chilled when I first came home.  If it storms 
like this tomorrow I will not go to Orange.  Darling this letter is dreadful for a Sunday letter.  It is 
one long groan all the way through.  I hope it wont give you the blues too, but by the time you 
receive it I’ll be better.  Mabel had quite a long talk alone with me this afternoon.  She asked 
me to come to her room after the lesson.  She began talking about the Brays.  She says things 
get black all the time, and that her father says he never wants to go back there, never wants to 
see the place again.  He may decide to go back but just now he says he dont want to ever.  
Every one (except his Cousin G’s own family, [ill.] who of course dont know the worst, for they 
dont hear what people say, and believe him to be the soul of honor) believes that he must have 
a good big pile put way some where, for he doesn’t do any thing, and yet lives as well as ever.  
They have a little house and it dont take quite as much to run it but their table etc is the same 
as ever.  They kept their fine Chinese Cook, & pay him $30.00 per month, and kept their 



upstairs girl whom they pay $25.00.  If they were ever so well off they wouldn’t need over one 
servant in that little house, & it would be perfect nonsense to keep two, but it is simply 
outrageous for them to keep two.  Then in other ways they are just as extravagant.  It makes 
people furious.  Those who have lost their all have to scratch along any way while he live as well 
as ever except not as comfortably in his small house of course, but in other ways seems to live 
as well as ever & doesn’t do a thing.  Now of course he isn’t trusted by any one he deals with & 
must pay cash for every thing.  The question every one asks is, “Where does he get his cash?”  
Jule, instead of having to do housework, and perhaps do some thing to help herself, as we all 
supposed she’d have to, goes here and there on little trips, a great many more than I have, or 
your sisters have, and doesn’t do a thing.  She dont seem to realize that she has no right to do 
it, and Mabel says that Nell Bacon told her that she had acted abominably all thro’, and had left 
every thing for poor Em to do, that Em was almost heart broken and yet the whole family 
depended on her.  She took care of her own house, and did every thing for them, braced them 
all up, and Jule wouldn’t do a thing.  This came very straight you see and must be so.  I cant 
understand it but you know Nellie has been right there and knows all about it.  Capt Cumming is 
ruined, and he is an old man, and it just breaks him all up, after his hard life to have every thing 
gone, and he says the worst part of all is to feel that one whom he believed to be his best friend 
has gone back on him, & ruined him.  He says that is almost harder to bear than the loss of his 
money, for he tho’t so much of Cousin Gus.  Now he wont speak to him.  Mabel says it has 
broken the poor old Capt down, but cousin Gus seemed to think he was the abused one.  We 
have heard that since the last developments, the latter looks old & troubled, but before the 
whole extent of his guilt was found out he even joked about it.  He went to Commencement at 
Mills Sem. last June.  In the first place it was bad taste for him to go, but he went nevertheless, 
& when some one spoke of some thing that had occurred in Jan[uary] or there abouts, the said 
in a light joking way, “Yes that happened before my funeral.”  Every one was thoroughly 
disgusted.  I think the family are to blame for living as they do, and I dont see how they can 
have the cheek to do so.  The Cohens have very little sympathy for any of them except Em & Ed.  
They feel awful sorry for them.  It is dreadfully hard on Em & Alfred, and Mabel says they cant 
do any thing about it.  She thinks Jule has acted horridly, and that it will be a good thing for Gus.  
She says he was too important for any thing and it will probably be the making of him to be 
taken down a bit.  Ed didn’t need it.  He was all right & she feels that it is very hard for him.  
Even if Coz Julia & Jule dont know the worst, even if they still believe what we all believed at 
first, I dont see how they are willing to live as they do.  They know that no matter how he failed, 
he failed, & thro’ him quantities of people have lost money, & set several have been ruined, & 
they ought to want to do every thing in their power to make the per cent as high as possible, 
and have no right to live as they do, even if they believe Coz Gus to have failed thro’ no fault of 
his own.  It is a disgrace to them to do it.  Nellie says it is dreadful the way poor Em suffers, but 
she dont say a word against her father.  She sticks to him and is lovely to them all.  She dont say 
a word to any one about her feelings but any one can see she is almost heart broken tho’ she 
goes on with every thing as usual.  Isn’t it dreadful for her.  I have more sympathy for her than I 
have for Jule. 
        Oh darling I wish I could write a better letter tonight but I find my mind will run on 
gloomy tho’ts, and I must stop and go to bed for I am really too tired to do anything else.  My 



own darling darling Harry I send you love beyond measure, the deepest warmest fondest love 
and kisses too. 
        Forever your own 
            Effie. 


