
                                                                                                             No. 54 West 46th St. 
N.Y. Jan. 21st 1886.  

My own darling darling Harry, 
     I rec’d your letter when I came home from my lessons tonight, and was so glad to you 
were feeling better.  You speak of your position at Purdue as tho’ you felt some times that you 
made a mistake when you accepted the position for this year.  I feel dreadfully about having 
you so far away, but I believe that it is for the best.  It was the best thing you could get, and you 
took it, and I never, even in my wildest moments, doubt the wisdom of it, and I wonder at your 
doing so, for I dont see how you can feel that you did wrong.  Of course we both have to suffer 
for it now, & have had to suffer for it, and we will have to go on suffering for several more 
months, and it is very very hard, but I feel all the time that it was best for you to keep the place 
at Purdue.  I also believe we did right not to marry at Xmas.  There is no doubt that we would 
be happier now if we had done so, but I did not feel that it was best, and hard as it is now for us 
I do not feel that we made a mistake.  Sometimes I am desperate enough to wish we hadn’t 
tried this last separation, and almost wish that we had married any how, but even at such times 
I always feel the same about it & think it was not the wisest course, but get desperate enough 
not to care whether it was the wisest course or not, but I dont feel so very often, and when I 
do, the moods never stay long, for I know we are doing right to wait, and I dont regret the 
decision, and if I had my part to do over again, I would decide the very same way.  Harry you 
call it weakness for me to go on mourning for Minnie.  Well perhaps it is.  If so, it must me be 
weakness to long for you, or to miss you; and indifference about whether you are with me or 
not would be strength.  In short it is weakness to love, for one who loves cannot be indifferent.  
They mourn, and long, for what they love, if it is taken from them.  You may call it what you 
choose.  If it is weakness, I am very weak.  If it is absurd & senseless then I am an idiot, but 
whatever it is, I have it, and always will, as long as there is a breath left in my body.  I suppose it 
is weakness to love in the way I do, for I cant help mourning for Minnie, and I cant help longing 
for you.  I have seen people who could take such things calmly, & philosophically, and they get 
along just as well as they ever did, and seem, and really are, just as happy.  This I know is the 
sensible way, but alas! I am not sensible, & never will be.  Unfortunately I love too deeply, and 
these sensible people who dont take such things to heart do not love in the same way that I do, 
for if they did they could not get over things as they do.  Perhaps Rem thinks it is weak to 
mourn for Minnie, or to be true to her, and so he is trying to overcome his weakness, and will 
perhaps be strong enough to marry again as soon as he can take the band off his hat, and if this 
is strength he ought to be admired for the way he he is doing now, for he is trying very hard to 
forget, and also to train Reg to be strong (?) in the same way, for he doesn’t even see his 
mother’s picture, and if he doesn’t forget her, it wont be because his father has not done all he 
could to help him to forget.  Probably that is the reason why most men marry again as soon as 
they possibly can.  They think it would be weak to go on loving the [ill.] wife first wife, or 
mourning for her, and very weak to remain true to her, and they dont want to be tho’t weak, 
and so they prove their strength by finding some one to take her place.  Well I must confess to 
being weak, the weakest of the weak, & I know I’ll always be the same, and will never outgrow 
it.  Well darling I’ll forgive you for calling me weak for you called yourself weak, and if I am any 
thing like you, I think I must be pretty nice, and first thing I know I’ll be falling in love with 
myself, for if I am like you, how can I hep help thinking that I am just about right, and as soon as 



I make up my mind to that, I’ll fall in love with myself.  That would be rather a comfortable sort 
of thing to do, for I’d be so satisfied with myself, and it would have one very great advantage 
about it.  I’d be sure that there would be no separation.  There could not be.  But alas! here 
comes the same old trouble again.  I cant take the comfortable and sensible way, and I cant fall 
in love with my self, not even enough to understand how you came to do such a thing, and that 
you do love me is still as great a mystery as ever, and I still wonder why you love me.  But I am 
so glad it is so, and so glad you are weak [ill.] enough to want me, and to long for me, and I 
hope you’ll never be strong enough to be as happy without me as you are with me, for if you 
should, I’d know that you were no longer in love. ___ _____  
        I had to stop writing awhile, and now I am back to at stay till the letter is finished I hope.  
I cant tell how it will be, but just now the prospect seems good.  Jule is in the parlor and 
mamma is in Mrs. Hull’s room.  They are reading German together, and if they dont get sleepy, I 
stand a pretty good chance.  Now I must tell you about mamma.  She doesn’t even know that 
she would care to take Miss Weed’s place, and is not at all certain that she would, even if Miss 
Weed gives up, and of course neither of us would have you make a single move till Miss Weed 
gives up the place, & then mamma would decide whether she cared to try for it or not.  I only 
tho’t that it would be a good idea to have your eye on it, but of course never tho’t of your 
making a move just yet.  Mamma of course would send you all necessary information about 
herself, where she had th taught etc, etc, if she applied for the place.  Taking all things in 
consideration, I doubt if she would be willing to take Mrs. S[tockton]’s place, even if Mrs. S. 
decided to give up, but she might have nothing better to do, and in that case would be only too 
glad to take what she could get, even if it wasn’t just what she wanted.  Bother! my chance, for 
tonight, is over, and I’ll have to stop and finish my letter in the morning, and then I’ll be rather 
hurried for there are several things I must do before I we go, and we must go rather early for I 
want some time for duets before lunch, and I must leave there early this afternoon if I go to see 
Reg, and get home in time to welcome Ada & Will. 
     Goodnight my darling. 
           With fondest love 
              Always your own 
                    Effie. 
 
                                                                                                          Friday A.M. 
Good morning Harry darling.  Your dear letter came in the first mail this A.M and I was very glad 
of it, for if it had been delayed, I couldn’t have had it till night late this afternoon.  I am glad you 
found Carrie’s love letter, and think you made very good use of it if you carried out your plan 
about sending it to her, with the message you told me about.  I think it would be rich to see 
Carrie when she gets that message.  I suppose she’ll get it this A.M.  I am glad your patient is on 
the mend, but will be still gladder when I know that you are out of danger, and I hope if there is 
anything more comes of it & it breaks out with others you will keep out of it.  If you dont care 
anything about yourself, you can do it for my sake, for I think it would be a very serious thing 
for you to get sick, and it would worry me half to death.  When I am there to nurse you, and 
take care of you, I woul wont get so wild, but under the present circumstances I am not willing 
to have you run any risks, especially the way you did this time, when he had a doctor to feel his 
pulse, and examine his rash, and do all that sort of thing.  It was all right for you to go to the 



door to inquire for him, but you didn’t have to stand right over him, and get near him.  Forgive 
me for going on about it again.  I cant help it, for I am worried, and it I keep thinking about it all 
the time.  It is foolish, and weak too, I suppose, but you need never expect me to be anything 
else.  It would I suppose be better for me if I could take things calmly, and not be upset at by 
the prospect of your being sick so far away from home, & even friends, to say nothing of me, 
but I am not one of the happy go lucky kind who can take things easy, and just now I take a 
decidedly gloomy view of things.  I dont know what ails me.  I get so enraged and disgusted 
with myself.  I wish I could brace up, and not feel so depressed, but I cant seem to do it.  I dont 
know whether others notice it.  I try not to show it, but I feel it so strongly all the time that I 
think I must show a little of it.  We are going to have another mess with servants.  Mary and 
Sophie are going to leave and I suppose we’ll have an awful time.  Mamma feels like letting 
Charles go too, but she is afraid she might do worse, and as every one in the house likes him, 
she thinks she’d better try to put up with him till the end of the season.  I expect mamma will 
be completely discouraged next week, for we always have such a circus.  It is so hard to get 
good servants to go into a boarding house, but they have more privileges here than they do in 
any private family I know.  They have altogether too many.  It is just what ails them, and if I was 
running this house I wouldn’t let them go out every night in the week, and every Sunday 
aft[ernoon]. & evening.  I’d let them have not more than two nights, and every other Sunday 
and then they’d appreciate it.  They go out so much nights that they cant get up in the 
mornings, & are so upset they cant do their work decently.  Their minds are on where they 
went last night & where they will go tonight, and they have to talk it all over and fix their 
dresses, & so on, & in the mean time let things in the oven burn up.  Mamma tells them to broil 
a thing.  If they can take time, they do it.  If not they fry it.  They suit their own convenience.  
Servants cant be treated decently for they never appreciate it, and always take advantage of 
you, if you try to be considerate of them and make things easy and pleasant for them.  Now 
darling I have got to stop.  I am sorry, but it is late. 
    With love beyond measure and lots of kisses 
         from your own  

true & loving 
                              Effie. 
 

Excuse the blots.  I dont know where they came from, or how on or when they got 
there. 
    love, love, love, love,  
          from your 
               Effie 
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