
          No. 54 West 46th St. 
          N.Y. April 10th 1886. 
My own darling Harry, 

I dont know whether I can finish this letter in time for the early mail or not.  That was 
what I wanted to do, but I have had so many calls that I couldn’t have a chance to write till now, 
and I fear that I must send a short letter, or else miss the early mail.  I have had six calls today, 
four of them this aft[ernoon].  It was impossible to write this morning, but I tho’t of course I 
would have a good chance this afternoon.  Mamma has gone to your Uncle Watson’s funeral.  
She went out to Newark yesterday and spent the aft[ernoon]. with Cousin Mary & Minnie.  I 
dont suppose any one has written you the particulars, and so I will, for of course you’ll want to 
know about it.  He hasn’t been feeling real well for some time.  There was nothing serious the 
matter they tho’t, and he has been able to attend to business.  On Sunday night he had quite a 
bad attack on the st[reet]. and had a very severe pain in his heart.  He didn’t go to the store on 
Monday or Tuesday, but on Wed[nesday]. he felt so much better he tho’t he’d go. s He started 
out, but he found that he wasn’t able to go, so he gave it up, but before going home he went to 
the barber’s and got shaved, & from there went straight home.  He was in very good spirits, and 
was joking and carrying on all morning.  Cousin Mag & Jule were there a long time, and he was 
teasing Cousin M[ag]. about something, and joking about it, and then, he’d let her alone, and 
tease Minnie awhile.  He was much better after he were went back home, but tho’t that he 
might better stay home another day, for in the morning when he was out he had some bad 
symptoms & tho’t he might feel badly again, & that it would be better to stay home.  Cousin M. 
& J. left there about twelve, and at that time he seemed as well as usual, and soon after he ate 
a hearty dinner, after which he fussed around, and did little things wound the clock, and did 
some other little things.  Suddenly he was taken with another terrible pain, and Cousin M[ary?]. 
helped him to the lounge in the dining room, and he died there very soon afterwards.   Of 
course they sent for the Dr. immediately.  Cousin Watson said “Mary this is the end.  You’ve 
been a good wife.”  That was the last thing he said.  The doctor came at once, but he was 
powerless.  The doctor made Minnie leave the room, for he was afraid the last scene would be 
too horrible for her to witness, and might be too much for her.  Of course it would have been 
very bad for her, but I wonder that she could leave the room, but of course it was better if she 
could.  The end was horrible.  He suffered frightfully, and died in a spasm.  They dont seem to 
know just what was the matter.  They sent for John (who was at the store) but tho’ he came the 
moment the word reached him, his father was dead before he got home.  He seemed to feel 
the blow more keenly than any one, and was almost crazy.  Cousin Mary & Minnie have borne it 
wonderfully so far.  Uncle Theo just returned from the West this A.M.  He came right her from 
the Grand Central Station, and was so terribly shocked to hear the news, and said he’d go out 
to the funeral this afternoon, and in order to do it had to rush off to arrange things so he could 
leave.  He has been up to some thing the last few months, & says he has made a fortune, or 



that he will have an immense fortune very soon.  He says he has made so many mistakes, that 
this time he has gone slow, that he has been at this wonderful something for three months, and 
has not even told his wife or family a word about it.  He knew that they would think he was 
crazy, and he was bound this time to keep quiet, for he knew he wasn’t crazy, that he didn’t 
want to worry them, and he didn’t want them to get their hopes raised until he was sure, that 
he knew that if he told them it would do one of two things, worry them, or else raise their 
hopes, and so he tho’t he would wait awhile, tho’ he was about wild to tell.  Well now he says 
he has done everything, and every thing is sure, & he can prove all he says, that he has had the 
most wonderful luck, & that every thing has turned out exactly as he wanted it to.  He has the 
button, but says he has something else that is still more wonderful, & will make his fortune and 
ours.  (He told us this much before he went West, to keep mamma from taking a house, but he 
made us promise not to say a word about this big thing & so I couldn’t tell you).  The thing has 
been tested, and has turned out a grand success.  He said this A.M. after he told us that it had 
all be[en] tested etc. “Jay Gould, & Keen are no where.”  He said he could not tell us anymore 
about it now, that it would not be fair to tell us the whole thing before he told his own family, 
but that he had to tell us what he did, so as to keep mamma from taking a house, and now he is 
wild because she has taken one in spite of all he did to keep her from it.  He was so 
disappointed & hurt that for a moment he couldn’t keep back the tears, but he got over it in a 
few moments, and said, “Well never mind.  I’m awfully disappointed, and it hurts me dreadfully 
too, because I told you that I knew every thing would be all right, but never mind.  You have 
taken the house, & it cant be helped, but anyway you shant keep boarders.  You can live there if 
you want to, but you shant have a boarder.”  He said “Now come here and look at the telegram 
I have written out to send Julia.”  It began with a proverb, and then there was something very 
funny, (which I dont remember well enough to quote) and then be there was the part that has 
the most point[:] “Prepare dinner for five exf extra people tomorrow.  Grand family council at 3 
P.M. sharp.”  He then told us that the five extra people meant Ted & his wife, & Mamma & Jule, 
and me, that he was going to make a grant revelation tomorrow afternoon, and that he could 
prove all he said in black & white, that he wasn’t going to say a word about it till 3 P.M. 
tomorrow, and then he wanted us all together.  That he had arranged to have Ted & Addie 
spend Sunday there, and he wished mamma would go to Montclair this afternoon from 
Newark, but she said she couldn’t do it.  He tried his best to make her, but she tho’t she would 
come back here, and tomorrow we have got to go out there and spend the day.  Sunday is the 
only day he can get the whole family together, & so he has made his plans to tell his story then.  
Jule may not go for mamma said that some one would have to stay home.  Uncle Theo kicked a 
good deal at that, but finally said that I must go with mamma, that he hoped we could arrange 
things so we could all leave home, but that if one must stay, & couldn’t possibly manage to 
leave that he tho’t it ought to be Jule, not that he wanted me any more than he wanted Jule, 
but because he knew that I would be busy with my pupils and getting ready to be married, & 



that I wouldn’t have time to come any other time, that Jule would not have anything to prevent 
her coming another time, and that for that reason he felt that he must make sure of me for 
once, for he knew if I didn’t go tomorrow I wouldn’t be able to go at all, but that Jule could 
leave home anytime, but he said if she possibly could, she must go with us tomorrow, and I 
guess perhaps she’ll be able to.  I dont know what time the Sunday trains run, & Uncle Theo 
didn’t know, but I can find out at the corner when I mail this.  I hope it wont be too early for me 
to get your letter, for I dont want to go without it, and if I have to it will break me all up, for I 
have had to miss them two or three times lately, and I do hope that the train wont go very 
early, but if it does I have got to go.    

Now I must tell you that all this worries us a good deal.  What Uncle Theo thinks may all 
be true enough.  He dont act as he usually does when he thinks he has a big thing.  He dont act 
as tho’ he was crazy, and I have never seen him as he is now, and yet darling I cant believe it is 
true.  I believe he think it is, but I am afraid it will turn out as so many other things have turned 
out, and we have all been more or less worried about him for the last week or so.  I hope that 
he is right, and that we are wrong, but I cant believe it till I see the money.  But darling I wish 
you could hear his plans.  He is so very generous, and he seems to be thinking more about 
helping others than he does about his own comfort.  If things turn out against him, as we fear 
they will, we will take the will for the deed, for he is sincere & wants to do all he says, and I 
know he will do it all if he gets the money.  So if he dont, we’ll give him all the credit, & take the 
will for the deed, for it is lovely of him to think of us, almost before he thinks of himself.  He 
really seems more tickled over it because it will end mamma’s struggles than he does on his 
own account.  Now dont say a word about all this when you write home.  I told them about the 
button, but of course didn’t mention the other thing.  If it turns out all right they’ll know it very 
soon, & if it doesn’t it doesn’t seem quite the thing to tell.  I hope it isn’t the old trouble coming 
on him again.    

Darling I cant tell you how many times I have been interrupted.  I couldn’t possibly finish 
this in time to send early, & it is now nearly nine o’clock.  I rec’d your letter this morning.  I was 
so sorry that my Sunday letter was delayed.  When was it mailed?  I dont know whether it was 
mailed too late from here, or whether it was delayed on the road.  I didn’t mail the letter 
myself.  It was pouring “blue monkeys,” and as Ed [Reynolds] was going out I asked him to mail 
it, & he said he would.  I tho’t as long as he had to go out, & would go right past the place, he 
might as well do it, & it would save my going out in the storm.  I wonder if he mailed it at once, 
or if he played the male trick & carried it in his pocket till Monday.  I tho’t I could trust him, for 
as the box is so near he wouldn’t have a chance to forget it.  On Monday night I mailed my own 
letter, but on Tues[day]. night I had to send Cha[rle]s. with it.  I think darling that every thing is 
all right now, & that no explanations are necessary.  If they were, I agree with you that we 
would be worse off if we attempted it by letter, and so I am very thankful that I we can be all 
right without them.  I am much better than I have been and as happy as I ever expect to be 



under such circumstances.  I am not utterly miserable as I am sometimes, but I am not & cannot 
be perfectly happy, but I am moderately happy now.  Darling I hope you understood what I 
meant about having your father come to help us.  I appreciated the suggestion very much, but I 
felt that it would be too much.  I never feel like dragging any one else into such a mess, & I think 
your father has his hands full enough already.  We will begin to pack next week, that is sort 
things out.  The Ellises have gone, so we have the 2nd floor, and we will use the basement for a 
packing room, so we will not have as bad a time as we expected.  We all expect to have our 
hands full during the next month.  I dread it but am so glad that some thing is settled.  Darling I 
fully intended to send Dr. Lee’s letter yesterday & I hope you’ll forgive me for leaving it out.  
One thing is sure.  I wont forget it this time.  I enjoyed it so very very much, & thank you again 
for sending it to me.  I am with you in the wish that it will be possible for us to go to Europe 
sometime.  I know we’ll go if it is possible, and I haven’t any doubt about our enjoying it.  
Goodness!  Wouldn’t we enjoy it tho’.  Think of the chances they have had to hear music.  
Imagine hearing Rubinstein play that Beethoven program.  I tho’t you said that Mr. Lee wasn’t 
enthusiastic over music.  I may be mistaken but that is my impression.  He as certainly 
enthusiastic in this letter, & I wonder whether I had a wrong idea of him before, or whether he 
has been roused to enthusiasm since he went has been at Leipzic [Leipzig].  I should think that 
the musical atmosphere there would be enough to fire any one, but I believe that there are 
some customers so tough that they couldn’t be fired, but I never believed Mr. Lee was that 
kind, & so tho’ I was some what surprised by his enthusiasm it didn’t take my breath away at 
all. 

Now darling I must stop.  With deepest love & more than I can measure 
      from your 
             Effie. 
 

Mamma saw your mother at the funeral today.  Geo[rge]. Sternberg came on from Balt[imore]. 
to attend it. 


