
 
New York Oct 10th 1884      

Friday Evening. 
My own dearest Harry,  
      I found another reproof awaiting me on my return from Orange tonight.  I’m afraid you 
think that I dont half try to write every day, but I really do write to you as often as I can, and 
haven’t had time lately for other letters.  Perhaps you’ll believe this if I tell you that Em’s letter 
still remains unanswered.  I fear she begins to think that being engaged has changed me.  I dont 
blame you for looking at it as you do, but I wont try to explain it again, for I think I said out on 
that subject before.  I cant be provoked with you because I understand how you feel, as it is all 
on account of your love for me, & your anxiety to hear from me.  I cant find fault, or get out of 
patience with you for that.  I know how I feel about your letters, and I know that you feel the 
same about mine, even tho’ there isn’t any comparison to be made between them.  Yours 
amount to so much, while mine are so very unsatisfactory, but you overlook all their faults & 
want them as much as I want yours, & you shall have them dear as often as it is possible for me 
to write.  I know you have more claim on me than others have, but unfortunately others dont 
realize it so fully, and I cant do just as I wish to.  Complain or scold as much as you like at others, 
and at me for allowing them to come in my room and interrupt me, & often to prevent me from 
writing at all, (tho’ how I’m going to help it is more than I know).  I dont mind your being cross 
about it, but please dont think that I dont want to write, and so let every little thing interfere as 
an excuse.  It isn’t so.  I want to write every day, and would if I could, but I fear you dont believe 
this.  Your letter sounds as tho’ you didn’t, but perhaps you didn’t mean it that way.  I am so 
happy to have your letters every day & appreciate your writing so often, and when they come 
late I’m as disappointed as I can be.  I felt terribly to have to go off this morning without your 
letter, and waited till the last moment hoping that it would come, but finally had to go.  I am 
sure you feel about my letters as I do about yours.  You speak of conceit on your part in thinking 
I care for your picture as much as you care for mine.  If you really think so you must think the 
same of me.  It may seem conceited to you, but I dont think it is conceit. but  We ought to feel 
this way about each other.  If we have the faith we ought to have in each other how can we 
help it?  Is it conceit for you to believe what I tell you or for me to believe what you tell me?  If 
we cant believe each other, and cant feel sure of each other, things are not as they should be.  I 
believe that I am dearer to you than any one, or all the world put together, and you ought to 
believe the same about me.  Good gracious!  If we are to be to each other what we expect to 
be, is this too much faith to have?  Do you suppose if I was uncertain about it, that things would 
stand as they do now?  If I couldn’t believe all you say about your love for me, do you think I 
could let this thing go on any further?  If it is conceit to believe in each other or you and your 
love for me  implicitly in your love for me then I have it in its worst form.  I believe that you feel 
toward me as I do toward you, & judge accordingly, and if this is conceit, it is the legitimate kind 
& we ought to have it.  I hope you are as conceited as I am.  But to change the subject, Mag left 
yesterday morning and didn’t expect to be down again, as she was to go to Newark this 
morning and home on Saturday, but last evening she & Cousin Mag and Jule came down and 
spent the evening. You have no idea how sweet & lovely Mag has been to me.  She has made 
me fell so comfortable & happy, and I believe she is perfectly willing to have things as they are.  
This morning I had to go to Orange in time to lunch with Mrs. Cary.  She has been trying to get 



some pupils for me, and wrote me that she was sure of one, and had a prospect of two or three 
besides.  She asked me to come out early & lunch with her and give Annie her lesson, and then 
said she would go with me & introduce me to her friends, as they wanted to see me.  She has 
been so kind and has taken such an interest, & had worked this thing for it was worth.  I had a 
lovely visit with her, and found Annie as sweet and interesting as ever.  You know how devoted 
I am to her.  She is my favorite & especial pride.  She is really a remarkable child, and 
particularly so, since she is an only child.  They fairly idolize her but have been too sensible to 
spoil her.  She is so sweet that I should think they could hardly help making her see it, but one 
of her chief charms is that she is perfectly unconscious of any difference between herself & 
most children.  She thinks she isn’t half as smart as others, and often wishes she wasn’t so slow.  
She comes home from school perfectly disgusted.  She is very very sensitive & her teacher 
doesn’t understand her, & frightens every idea out out of her head.  She says “Oh dear!  I know 
she thinks I’m a fool, and I suppose I am, but she talks so much I get all mixed up.”  She has a 
new teacher and is as unhappy as can be at school.  She is really unusually smart for her age 
and it is a shame that her teacher hasn’t sense enough to appreciate her.  Her mother is too 
sensible to tell Annie how she feels, but she talked to me about it yesterday & it made me fairly 
boil.  It seems that Annie has created quite a sensation this summer by her playing, & the 
people at the hotel where they spent the summer have said all sorts of flattering things about 
her teacher.  Mrs. Cary told me about it, for she tho’t it would please & encourage me to her 
about it.  From what she says I imagine that if all the people of the hotel lived near here I’d be 
overrun with pupils, but unfortunately they all live East, but I do hope that I can get all these 
Orange ones.  Perhaps this is conceited to tell you this.  It doesn’t seem very decent I must say 
to tell you such things about myself, but you see I tell you every thing almost unconsciously.  
Perhaps you are not interested in the Carys.  I dont suppose you are, but all this was written 
without realizing this that you didn’t know them & might be bored.  Well I’ll only go on & tell 
you about the prospect I have & then I’ll change the subject.  Mrs. Adams engaged me 
positively & I am to commence with her little girl on Tuesday.  I am going out twice a week for 
the present & if the other two begin I’ll go Tuesdays & Fridays all winter.  Mrs. Morrill couldn’t 
give a positive answer because she hadn’t heard from the teacher she employed before.  She 
was satisfied with her, except about her price.  Her little girl has taken three years, & every year 
the price has been raised.  She commenced at $10.00 a quarter, the next year raised to $15.00, 
then to $20.00 & now she wants $25.00 & that is one drop too much, for she only gives half 
hour lessons.  If she asks them that price they will change, for they wont ask her to take less, & 
Mrs. M. said there was very little doubt about our making an arrangement, but as they were 
satisfied with Miss Harrison it seemed hardly fair to change until they knew whether she 
intended to raise on them, but as she had done so with others she supposed they would be 
asked the same as every one else.  Mrs. Richards is going to make a change but it lies between 
me & a Miss Van Wagner.  I haven’t seen her but she has been to see Mrs. Cary about me & will 
let her know next week and Mrs. Cary says she has reason to think that it will be decided in my 
favor.  Then there is one more who may possibly make arrangements.  The former teacher has 
had so much to do that her health as been broken down completely & she has had to give up.  
If it is only to be for a month or two they will wait, but if they find it is going to be serious they 
will engage me.  They fear it is a very serious thing as she seems to have a sort of paralysis of 
her throat, & has lost her voice, hasn’t been able to speak for some time.  If they all take, I’ll get 



home later than I like to be out but it can be done because Christopher St ferry is so very nice.  I 
can ride it every bit of the way & will only have to walk from the corner, so I’ll be perfectly safe.  
You see I cant begin till two o’clock on account of school.  Fortunately they all live near each 
other so I wont have to waste much time between.  If I have three, I cant get home till seven 
P.M.  If I have four it will be eight or half past.  I cant take the 5th one unless she can take before 
two, for I cant get home later than 8:30 as much as I want pupils.  Well I promised to change 
the subject didn’t I?  I guess you have given up all hope of such a thing until I begin a new letter.  
Tomorrow I’m going up to the Museum to try my luck on German.  I hope they’ll have the 
article & that I can do enough to help you some.  It will be very pleasant for you to practice with 
Miss Elder.  I fear Bessie has gone back on our arrangement, but I hope she’ll come back next 
week & settle down.  If she dont I’ll try and arrange some such scheme with Mabel.  I have not 
seen her yet.  She was out when I called, & yesterday she came up to see me while I was out 
giving my lesson.  I am sorry you have had more trouble with your dormitory, but you haven’t 
had any very serious scrapes & I hope you wont have.  How provoking about your cold hanging 
on.  Mine too still clings to me, so I can sympathize with you.  I have had it so long that I am 
about worn out, but I cant do any thing for mine.  You probably could get rid of yours if you 
would be careful, but I know from your own stories that when you go off collecting you are 
careless.  You wait till you lecture me, & I’ll tell you to practice what you preach.  You’re far 
more careless than I am.  I must stop now, for it is late & I’m very tired & actually sleepy.  
Goodnight.  With all the love you’ll take 
                from your own 
                    Effie 
 
Mag’s pictures are very good I think.  She brought them down to me when she came last night, 
but you are so hard to suit about pictures you may not like them. 
       E.M.L. 


