
                                                                                                            54 West 46th St. 
                                                                               N.Y. Oct. 24th 1884 
My dearest Harry, 
        Every one has gone to bed, but tho’ it is late I think I will write a little while in case I 
haven’t time tomorrow.  I wonder if I didn’t date my letter wrong last night.  I came so near 
writing 25th just now, that that it made me think I must have put the date [ill.] last night the 24th 
instead or the 23rd.  Well you see nothing has happened to me, and I still live to tell the tale.  I 
have quite a tale to tell too, if mamma doesn’t wake & insist on my going to bed.  I found Mrs. 
Cary waiting for me & she was furious.  No we haven’t had a fuss.  We are as devoted to each 
other as ever, and it was her feeling for me that made her so angry.  She had just rec’d a note 
from Mrs. Morrill.  It wasn’t very clear, but we made enough out of it to understand that Mrs. 
M. wanted to get out of her arrangement with me, and accept another offer she had had.  The 
thing was so very unintelligible that Mrs. Cary said she tho’t I better go and see her and find out 
what she was driving at.  Mrs. Cary has always been friendly and pleasant with the Morrills 
because they were neighbors, but it seems she never liked them.  They have too many airs, and 
are too much given to flattery, and all this Mrs. C. detests. She never believed in all the sweet 
things they said, and tho’ she was neighborly she didn’t have any more to do with them than 
she could help.  They had another trait that often accompanies their other characteristics.  
They’ll make engagements & break them regardlessly, and then smooth it over by flattery, and 
give some wonderful excuse that some people are fools enough to believe.  Any body who is 
fool enough to believe in so much “taffy” and sweetness would of course be willing to accept 
her excuse for the sake of all the compliments that would be heaped on them at the time.  But 
Mrs. C. is not any such woman & she has always been disgusted with their performances.  
When she was trying to get pupils for me she never once tho’t of speaking to Mrs. M. but the 
latter had come to her to ask about me, and [ill.] she had said all she could, because she tho’t 
her dislike for them needn’t stand in the way of my having another pupil.  She was very glad 
about it, and it never entered her head that they would treat a business engagement in the 
same way they were in the habit of treating social ones, and she promised Mrs. M. she would 
take me to call on her when she I came out.  I have already told you of that call and the result of 
it.  The Carys didn’t know how Mrs. Morrill had heard of me, but the whole thing has leaked out 
gradually.  It seems she had heard so much about Annie’s playing, and was rather jealous about 
it.   She had always considered Gracie a wonder & it bothered her terribly to have more fuss 
made over Annie, especially as Gracie had taken a good deal longer and was older; and I 
suppose in one of her most desperate fits she decided to have the same teacher for Gracie.  Of 
course she never suspected that Annie might be brighter and more talented.  She pretended 
that she was satisfied with her old teacher, but the first time she saw me alone she gave herself 
dead away.  She asked right out about Annie’s playing and in such a way that I saw thro’ her at 
once, but I didn’t say any thing to the Carys, tho’ I was so amused and knew they’d enjoy it.  I 
didn’t give her any satisfaction.  It wouldn’t have been good taste for me to praise Annie & run 
Gracie down.  It would look as tho’ I was praising my own work & running down anothers and I 
didn’t want to do anything of the kind and wouldn’t do it.  Besides Mrs. M. would have been 
furious if I had told her what I tho’t.  Gracie plays terribly, gallops wildly thro’ every thing piece 
& stumbles or breaks down every other minute.  It is torture to hear her.  I dont blame her 
teacher; her parents want her to take things that are way beyond her, and even then wont give 



her time to learn them, always want some thing new, “get tired of hearing the same thing 
practiced over and over.”  They think if she takes a greater number of pieces, and harder ones, 
than Annie, she must be getting along much faster and be more advanced than Annie.  They 
want her to show off and wont give her time for the necessary part, & dont have sense enough 
to see that it cant be done.  She cant reach that point dishonestly, but they wonder that Annie 
plays better.  Mrs. M. nearly talked me to death & tho’t she was making a great impression.  
Every word she said made me surer than ever that she was a perfect fool & her husband was 
another.  She told me what a remarkable musician she was herself.  “She had given it up now 
but understands it thoroughly.”  All this time I kept quiet, but tho’t her idea of understanding 
music thoroughly, & mine, were entirely different.  According to mine she knew absolutely 
nothing.  She proved it by the way she was doing with Gracie.  You can imagine how I dreaded 
such a pupil.  I didn’t look forward to it I can assure you, for it must be awful to have to deal 
with such idiots (I couldn’t do anything with a child whose parents knew so little) and yet I 
couldn’t help myself.  When she told me that after the first half quarter she would only have 
Gracie take once a week, and in that case it would not pay me to go twice a week, and yet as 
long as I had her at all, I couldn’t refuse, because I was so afraid the Carys’ would feel that 
Annie ought to have two lesson (& I think so myself) and it would break my heart to give her up.  
I hope now to keep her till I am married.  Well, feeling as I did, you may imagine how delighted I 
was to find that the Morrills had changed their minds & the Carys’ offered to give up Annie’s 
second lesson. as  Mrs. C said I couldn’t come twice for two & so we would go on as we did last 
winter until she could get more pupils for me.  It made me kind of mad to be imposed upon and 
treated so outrageously by the Morrills’ but I wouldn’t insist on their going on till the end of the 
quarter.  The walk between the places used up a good deal of time, and I didn’t feel quite 
satisfied to waste so much time for the sake of the extra pupil as she would only take once a 
week after a little, & I didn’t like getting home so late.  If I had been making considerable, I 
would have been willing, & would have felt paid but as it was I didn’t.  I went to see Mrs. M. & 
she was so sweet and lovely to me and said so much to make me feel good that she made me 
sick.  It seemed that a friend of hers (who I know of, & who will be only too willing to give 
Gracie lessons in the way her parents want her to take them and not bother herself about the 
disagreeable part, but take it easy) was very anxious to have a place to give a few lessons as she 
lived out of town, & offered to give Gracie lessons for the use of the room & piano.  She said 
she didn’t know how long it would last, but as soon as they had to begin to pay out money 
again they would send for me.  It was such a good chance that they felt they ought to take it.  
Of course it didn’t make any difference to them how much it might inconvenience me, (they 
had insisted on having a certain hour & it didn’t make any difference whether I had lost any 
other pupil or not).  If they had consulted me before making this arrangement and told me the 
circumstances I would have made all allowance, but as it is I think they have acted very 
dishonorably in making any other arrangement before the end of the quarter, and it made me 
mad to be treated so, but I didn’t hold them to it or tell them what I tho’t of it because I didn’t 
want to have to deal with such people even for one quarter, and I was only too willing that to 
have things so, when Mrs. Cary offered to let Annie go on with one lesson a week.  Now I will go 
on Tuesdays and get home before dinner.  
        It is Saturday Oct. 25th.  Of course I was interrupted.  What else could I expect?  No letter 
from you yet.  I hardly know what to think and am beginning to worry again.  I am really half 



frantic for it seems impossible for me to write more than I do, and yet you are not satisfied & 
dont understand it, and get angry about it.  Yes I am sure now that you are angry and I am 
desperate for I dont know how to help it.  I was so glad & happy to get your letters Tuesday & 
Wednesday, and after the af awful load was lifted from me, (when I came home Tues. night) I 
felt like a different person.  Then your Wed. letter made me feel comfortable & happy, & Thurs. 
& Friday I felt happy, tho’ of course I missed your letters, but I tho’t you were only carrying out 
your plan of writing twice a week and I felt badly about it, and yet I knew how it was, and felt 
what you said was true, & that you were not angry, but only wanted to show that you meant 
what you said, so I didn’t worry at all, but when this morning’s mail failed to bring me a letter 
then I saw my mistake, & how I had fooled my self in thinking you were not angry.  I knew that 
the “fit” you had spoken of hadn’t gone away.  As I have had to be in the kitchen & had other 
things to do I haven’t had a chance to finish this before and the whole morning has passed & 
several mails have been distributed but not one word from you.  Oh Harry why will you 
misunderstand me so.  I have done my best this week, and you little know what it has cost me.  
I cannot tell you my chief reason, and how much reason I have, but I do think you might trust 
me.  I think I have given you proof of my love.  I am sure it is as strong as yours, & I’ll think it is 
stronger if you continue this doubting for I think my faith in you certainly must be stronger than 
your faith in me, for you seem to think I neglect you.  It isn’t neglect.  It is necessity.  Dont you 
suppose I feel badly when I’m prevented from writing?  Well I do whether you suppose it or 
not, and I think it is hardly fair for you to torture yourself with doubts and fears when my letters 
dont come as often as you want them.  You promised to write as often as I did, and said you’d 
answer my letters the same day you rec’d them.  Well I cant ask any more than that.  It would 
be unreasonable to expect more.  I am reasonable, and am not upset because you are unwilling 
to do more than your share, for it would be absurd to feel badly because you wouldn’t write 
every day as long as I haven’t, (tho’ of course I’d welcome one from you if one came in every 
mail).  I said I’d write as often as I possibly could and I have done it.  I never promised to write 
every day because I didn’t want to make it unless I could keep it.  I couldn’t have kept it, for I 
have written just as often as I possibly could, and as I am keeping my promise you ought not to 
doubt me.  That is what makes me unhappy and I know now that you have been doubting me, 
for you haven’t done what you said you would. for  I am sure you must have rec’d a letter from 
me on Monday or Tuesday.  Tuesday I guess for I couldn’t get it in in time for you to get it 
Monday, but, but I haven’t had any answer to that.  Then you must have rec’d another letter on 
Wed. night or Thurs. morning.  I know I didn’t send it on time, but I couldn‘t do it.  Perhaps 
you’ll I’ll get some thing Monday.  I wrote another Tuesday night, or rather tried to, but 
couldn’t finish till Wednesday afternoon.  Thurs. evening I commenced again another and 
counted on having the whole evening to spend on my letter to you and I was so happy to have 
such a chance.  You will know tomorrow how things turned out.  My letter had to be finished on 
Friday and I wrote as fast as I could so as to make the most of my time and write as much as 
possible.  I hope I didn’t get things so mixed that you wont be able to get at my meaning.  I had 
a ticket sent me for a concert this afternoon at Steinway Hall.  The greater part of it will be 
given by the Philharmonic Club.  Mrs. Tanner will sing three times.  She is a very good soprano, 
but the Club will do everything else.  Each member is a fine soloist.  Richard Arnold plays first 
violin.  I am usually wild to hear them, but today I am too restless & dont feel at all enthusiastic 
about going, but I’ll go.  I wont give in to such nonsense and weakness, for if you cant control 



these fits and you will probably keep on having them, and I must make the best of it, & begin to 
try and get used to them.  Some day when you know & understand all, I think you’ll feel sorry 
for making my position harder by doubting me.  I cant write all that I might say, & that I 
certainly would say if I could talk to you.  It isn’t my fault that I cant talk to you, and it isn’t 
yours, for I have never once tho’t of blaming you because we didn’t have time for a talk, but 
Harry there are so many things that cant be written, and I am sure that you will never 
understand me quite until next summer, but please dont make things worse than they already 
are.  Dont blame me for what I cant help.  I dont care how much you say on the subject. but  
You can complain & scold as much as you like, but do have faith enough in me to know that I 
am doing all I can, that any seeming neglect of you is not my choice and it worries me so to 
have you feel as I know you do.  This week I have done better about letters than you have, so at 
least I haven’t a guilty conscience this time as I had before, & so it isn’t quite so bad.  But I must 
go. 
  With all my love every your own 
                           Effie. 
 
Sunday 
    I determined not to send this thing, for I decided that feeling as you did you’d find the 
first part a bore, and the second part not just what you wanted, but the first part was in rather 
a happy state of mind & yesterday it was anything but happy.  I got your letter last evening & 
will answer in the it tommo today or tonight.  Perhaps in the mean time I’d better send this.  
I’m in such a state I dont know whether I ought to or not, as I dont know what I’m about hardly.  
When I write I’ll have a plain explanation.  I didn’t want to, but you have driven me to it.  I wont 
send the letter till I can finish it for I wont cut it short. 
                 Always yours 
                         E.M.L.                   
       
 


