
                                                                                                        No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                           N.Y. Oct. 19th 1884. 
My own dearest Harry, 
      Here it is late in the evening, & this is the first chance I’ve had for writing to you, the 
same old tune again, but you cant be any more sick of it than I am.  Now Ed is home I have to 
entertain him, or rather be with him a great deal of the time.  Jule isn’t here to help, and things 
are even worse than ever.  He wants me to play for him and everything keeps me from you.  I 
begin to understand why an engagement seems to change people.  My friends all expect the 
same of me, & I dont have time for every thing.  Probably this thing will last till the secret is out, 
& then when I can insist on having a certain time each day in spite of any body or anything.  
They’ll think I’ve changed and dont care for them, but they’ll have to think what they please.  
You have the most claim now, and after it is known you must come first, but until then I 
suppose there will always be this fuss.  I dont suppose we can hope to keep it after you come 
home, but I really would like to kept quiet until then, tho’ we both have to suffer for it and 
sometimes I am tempted to tell it.  I just long for a place where I can be alone, & in this house 
there isn‘t a place.  Now that Jule is away mamma wont leave me alone & I cant write when she 
is talking to me.  If you could only know how many letters I have commenced & have never 
been able to finish you’d have some idea of the trouble I have.  I seize what I think is going to 
be a good chance & after writing about half a page I’m interrupted and the letter is ended then 
and there.  I get so exasperated, and worried, for I know you have no idea of the way things go 
here & cant understand why I cant find time.  I never realized before how many friends I had or 
how much they expected of me, but now I notice it and it seems almost impossible for me to do 
anything.  You asked in one letter this question “Do you not find your friendships too pleasant 
to give up & still that they take up too much of your time?”  That is it exactly.  But after they all 
know of our engagement, no one shall keep me from you.  I’ll make up for all this, and 
sometimes I feel so desperate because I cant spend more time with you I feel like telling every 
thing.  After they know it I’ll make no bones of saying that your letter must be written first.  I 
am devoted to my friends but it makes me provoked when I am obliged to neglect you.  It 
wouldn’t be so bad if I tho’t you understood it.  I dont want to neglect you and if I could have 
my way you would always come first, but my own darling Harry I find I cant have my own way.  
And now before I go any further let me tell you about th how I feel about our letters.  I feel 
awfully to have things so one sided, and yet I do all I possibly can.  I cant promise to write every 
day, tho’ I will always do it when I can.  You suggest that it would be better to have a regular 
time, but I can never be sure of a regular time.  You seem to think twice a week would be better 
than this irregularity.  I cant tell you not to write so often for it makes me sick to think of having 
to do without your every day letters.  You have spoiled me already and it seems as tho’ I 
couldn’t do without them, & yet I am constantly fearing that you’ll refuse to write so often 
unless I do the same for you, and tho’ it would be a trial I couldn’t complain, for it isn’t fair to 
expect, or ever ask you to write every day when I fall so far behind the mark.  You said that 
you’d [ill.] rather have me write short letters and have them often than to have me wait to 
write a long one, but it seems to me they are, if possible even more unsatisfactory that way 
than if I keep them until I have had a long time to write.  I’m going to keep this tell tomorrow 
night for mamma says it is nearly twelve o’clock & I must go to bed; and I wont have time 
during the day so I’ll finish tomorrow evening, for I wouldn’t send this thing for a Sunday’s 



letter.  Tell me if you still feel the same about the short letters.  I am so disappointed, for I had 
counted on writing you a long long letter today.  I heard a fine sermon from Dr. Collyer today.  
It wasn’t the finest I’ve from him, but it is one I’ll never forget, and it will always help me, I 
think.  I wish you could have heard it too.  It would help you keep off the blues.  His text was 
“He stayeth the rough wind in the day of the east wind.”  He began by describing the figure, 
and told of the terrible East winds they have in the Holy Land.  They dried up every thing and 
were so very trying to every one, but that they were not accompanied by hurricanes, & that 
before [ill.] things were ruined it all changed and the rain came and brought relief & made 
things beautiful once more, that He stayed the rough wind in the day of the east wind.  After 
this he went on and applied it to our lives.  I know you would have been delighted with what he 
said.  But I really must stop.  You will probably have parts of that sermon recooked some times 
when you feel blue and discouraged, for I know I’ll always remember it and it will be a help to 
me when I feel blue about things.  I wish Mag could have heard this sermon, so that she 
wouldn’t have such a dreadful opinion of him, tho’ I have heard him preach others that would 
have made even a better impression on her.  Well you see I cant tear myself away.  I’d write on 
all night I guess if mamma would only let me alone.  If Jule was here she would sleep with 
mamma & I might manage it.  Goodnight my dearest dearest Harry. 
 
Monday Night 
    Today has been a fizzle from beginning to end.  In the first place no letter from you, & 
thus the day was begun badly.  After breakfast I had a number of things to do, and then went to 
spend the day with Mabel to practice, and then came the next fizzle.  Mr. Cohen had had a lot 
of business, and for the last two or three weeks has employed two short hand reporters, one 
for the morning and another for the afternoon.  Well today came the worst part of their work 
and after Mabel & I had played one page he came in and informed us that the music upset 
them & put them all out & we’d have to stop.  I had gone down solely to practice, but after 
finding this out I couldn’t leave, for it had been arranged that I must stay there to lunch and go 
from there to my lesson.  I was just wild.  I supposed when I made the engagement that your 
letter would be finished on Sunday.  I couldn’t bear to go down there and leave it unfinished 
but had made the engagement & had to go.  Can you imagine my feelings when we couldn’t 
play?  I dont know that I ought to say that my time was wasted and yet that is really the way I 
felt about it.  I was sure there was a letter here from you, and I kept thinking if I could only 
come up and read it and finish this letter to you & mail it in time to go out tonight how 
delighted I’d be, but of course leaving was out of the question.  The little Le Brun girl used up all 
the patience I had left, but Mr. C. used up most of it before I left there.  I didn’t blame him so 
much for not wanting the practicing (tho’ he was in another room) but as long as he knew our 
plan before hand he might have told us about his old reporter, but he disgusted me so, and 
made me so nervous I tho’t I should fly.  If he has such turns often his family much must have 
pleasant times.  He was cross & found fault with every thing & every body.  The only excuse I 
could find for him was that his illness must have weakened his mind.  He seems well enough, 
but so irritable he was almost unbearable.  If he isn’t responsible I haven’t a word to say, but if 
his mind is all right there is no excuse for him.  I wont get myself in any more all day 
arrangements again in a hurry.  Well when I came was on my way home from my lesson I tho’t 
“Well now I’ll have something, for I’ll have at least one letter, & perhaps two from my own dear 



boy,” and I brightened up at the very tho’t of it.  The car couldn’t bring me up fast enough & 
when Andrew (the new waiter) let me in I fail fairly flew up the stairs, but when I found there 
was no letter that seemed about the last straw to make my day a failure, and for a little while I 
tho’t the rough wind wasn’t stayed in the day of the east wind.  I felt that it served me right.  I 
didn’t blame you one but blamed all the people & the fates that had kept me from writing last 
week.  I know almost that you felt provoked at me and it is what I have been fearing & 
dreading.  Of course you are not going to have things so one sided and I dont blame you a bit, 
but it makes me feel badly just the same.  Will you please tell me honestly what you think or 
rather tho’t about it, if you were angry with me.  I am afraid you were so in the first place 
because I didn’t write more on Monday & then because I had so much to say about what was 
entirely your affair.  I wish I hadn’t said a word, but that wont do any good now.  If I could only 
see you for an hour & talk you into a good humor again.  If I could only feel sure that it was for 
any reason except the one I fear I wouldn’t be so blue about it.  But I almost know that you 
didn’t write Thurs. or Fri. (& perhaps not on Saturday) because you were disgusted and 
provoked with me.  I feel that you have reason to be so; tho’ I am not to blame about my 
irregularity.  I might have minded my own affairs & written something different.  I think you 
may have been out of patience but we cant call this a first fight because I wont fight.  You 
haven’t been unreasonable and so I’m too meek to say anything.  If you have misunderstood 
me it isn’t your fault, for you seem to have reason.  Well I wont go on making things worse.  
Perhaps I imagine all sorts of dreadful things because I have felt so badly about my letters and 
have been afraid you might misunderstand something, but perhaps I’m only borrowing trouble.  
Oh your Saturday’s letter did me much good.  You were right in what you guessed about my 
feelings about your letters.  I feel exactly as you tho’t so you can imagine what that letter was 
to me.  I dont think we will make the separation harder to bear by writing often.  On the 
contrary it seems to me that it is the only thing that can make us bear it at all.  I dont think we 
can write too often or say too much, but the time for it is all that bothers me. You speak of 
planning for next summer.  I think we must manage to see a great deal of each other, but I dont 
suppose we can make many plans for some time yet.  We are so uncertain about where we will 
be.  I hope we’ll be in the City but I think it is doubtful and (we probably wont be in this house 
so you’ll never have a chance to sleep in the bathroom, think of that).  Mamma worries 
constantly about it.  It is one reason she cant be left alone too long for she is bound to think & 
plan & worry till she brings on the blues.  It is too soon to worry about it.  Some thing has 
always turned up and usually at almost the last minute, & I’m sure there will be some way 
opened this time.  Oh there are so many things to say I feel confused and cant say half or 
quarter I want to.  I tho’t what you told me about piano duos & happy marriages was a very 
pretty idea.  It was an entirely new one to me.  In the same letter you wondered if I had waded 
thro’ your paper in the pamphlet you sent.  Waded thro’ was good.  I did just that. I read it but 
you can imagine how much of it I understood.  I understood just about as much as you 
supposed I would.  I handed it to Miss H. the other day and said you had sent me something 
light & trashy to read when I had a headache & wasn’t equal to anything deep.  I wish you had 
seen her when she saw it.  She said to tell you she was surprised to think you’d encourage me in 
such reading, that she couldn’t waste her time reading such foolish stories.  But I was really 
interested in your letters for in them you put every thing so clearly I couldn’t help 
understanding what you meant.  As I said before I wouldn’t dare ask you the use of it after what 



you said for I dont like the idea of being given up & dropped.  I can understand the fascination 
the study would have but & can see that all that might be extremely interesting and believe 
that with you for my teacher I’d be as interested as possible & not bored at all, but I cant see 
what particular use all this fuss about the gill is.  I dont know enough about it to understand it.  
You said to tell you what I tho’t and yet you said if I asked the use of it you’d give me up.  That 
frightens me for I am afraid to ask questions & will have to wait till next summer before I can 
get my courage up, for some other questions might disgust you and then what?  I might [ill.] 
given up, all for the snail’s gill, & then I’d know too much about the use of it.  As you have made 
it a study & know what you are talking about I’ll take your word for it all until you drum enough 
into my head about it to see for my self.  I am willing to hear all you want to say on the subject 
and hope I’ll be smart enough to repay you for the trouble, but I haven’t so much faith in my 
mind as you seem to have.  It really isn’t any deeper than Ada’s.  You dont appreciate her 
enough & you img imagine too much about me.  If you’d do the fair thing & split the difference 
you’d find your mistake easy enough.  As you say, my mind has been neglected shamefully, but 
it isn’t from choice.  I cant help it.  I dont get time to read & I cant seem to make time.  Between 
lessons, sewing etc. & boarders & friends I am rushed almost to death.  I cant seem to help it.  
Perhaps I dont go to work properly, but I cant do half I plan for each day, & yet I seem to be 
always busy.  I guess I belong to the rushed to death set who never accomplish any thing worth 
mentioning.  We had a letter from Jule today.  She expects to be home the last of the week.  
You remember that I’d given up all hope of getting hold of Bessie, so when Mabel proposed 
duet practice I at once consented.  I find she does very well, & reads far better than I do, but 
wants to play a thing over once & go right on to the next, & doesn’t even want to repeat.  It is 
not waste of time to practice with her for she is very quick, keeps goodtime & does well as far 
as she goes, but it isn’t the kind of practice I want.  I had hoped to make it a regular practice & 
wanted to do really solid work on these Symphonies, not play at them, but it seemed better 
than nothing, and would do me considerable good.  The other day however Bessie appeared 
upon the scene & wanted to set a day & promised she would be very regular.  So we have 
arranged for Thursday mornings because then it wont use up a whole extra day as it might if we 
had set a day free from any lessons.  Bessie is in for the real work, & was quite taken with the 
idea you suggested about reading together.  I dont know how I’m going to manage them both, 
but think I’ll try both for the present.  Of course if it is too much I’ll give up Mabel, for I can tell 
her I made arrangements first with Bessie.  And now I must stop tho’ I dont want to, for you 
know tomorrow is my Orange day.  I guess that it needn’t worry you to have me out late.  My 
glasses will give me an old & dignified look and will protect me.  I dont like it a bit and tho’ I 
think it is safe & am not afraid, I dont feel perfectly comfortable, but my choice hasn’t any thing 
to do with the matter.  If I can get pupils, I’ve got to take them, tho’ I must admit I‘d rather have 
them earlier in the day.  My lessons are an hour long and that is little enough to do the subject 
justice.  Even when I’m tired and bored & out of all patience with a stupid pupil the hour is over 
before I know it, and when I give Nannie Cary her lesson I can hardly tear myself away.  The 
hour seems like fifteenth minutes.  I cant give shorter lessons. 
  But good night 
      ever your own loving, 
                       Effie. 
 



Am anxious to hear your answer from Madison and also that if you were angry with me you will 
forgive me.  If you were angry or if you still are come out with it all.  It’s the only way to do.  If 
we’ll only always be frank we wont get into trouble.  It is better to have things thoroughly 
understood, for any of our misunderstandings can I am sure always be easily explained if we 
will always give each other the chance to explain.  I cant think you were ill for you didn’t 
complain at all in your last letter. 
           With oceans of love     

E.M.L. 


