
                                                                                                 No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                     N.Y. Nov. 16th 1884. 
My dearest Harry, 
     I wrote to you last night, and mailed the letter on my way to church.  I was way behind 
with all the news and now I must go back to Wednesday and tell you what I have been about 
since I wrote on Tuesday night.  Bessie found they were going to have company on Thurs. so we 
arranged our practice for Wednesday.  She came down here and we worked for all we were 
worth on the 1st & 2nd Symphonies.  The 2nd goes pretty well now.  The 1st is very much easier 
than any of them and we haven’t had any very serious trouble with it.  She was here till quite 
late in the afternoon.  That evening we went with Mr. Steinbach to the theater.  I told you that 
that was the plan for Wednesday night.  And you know how anxious I was to see Irving & Terry 
in “Merchant of Venice,” but I didn’t want to suggest it, & when I found what going with him to 
the theater meant I was glad I hadn’t chosen the play.  I would have rather done away with the 
unnecessary things, but he doesn’t think them unnecessary and would probably have done 
things up in the same style if we had gone to see Irving.  Ed asked him at dinner what time he 
wanted to start, & Mr. S. said “about quarter of eight.”  I never tho’t of going down in any way 
but by the horse cars, but bless you, at the time appointed for starting a very swell carriage 
stopped in front of the house.  Well even then I didn’t suspect anything, until Jule came up and 
said the carriage was for Mr. Steinbach.  Did you ever know of such airs on a pleasant night?  It 
was late commencing or else the time is later than most theaters, and we had quite a good 
while to wait after we reached there before the curtain went up but I didn’t mind that because 
Mr. Steinbach entertained me delightfully with an account of his life in Germany, where he was 
born & brought up.  After his education was finished he went to London and lived there for 
three years.  He has crossed the Atlantic forty times, Mr. Zerfass told me.  When he goes over 
on a business trip (he is a silk buyer for one of the largest wholesale houses here) he always 
takes a pleasure trip too, and goes to a great many places out of the regular route.  He gets so 
disgusted at the majority of Americans.  He says, they only go, to say they have been, and 
nearly everyone sticks to the same old route and they haven’t any desire to take in places 
extremely beautiful and interesting, because they are not often visited & they are only doing 
what “every body does.”  When we went down the isle I was next to him and when we reached 
the seats & he stood aside, I was going right on, but he said “Let the others go first” so Jule and 
Ed sailed in & I sat next to Mr. S.  I was very glad as I got the benefit of all the interesting talk, 
and I just love to hear people tell about their travels, if they can do it interestingly, and it isn’t 
done in a boasting way.  I had very little to say because I was too interested to say anything, 
unless it was to ask questions & so keep him at it.  He told me about lots of old Castles and 
among others, of the one Wagner used in Lohengrin in the first scene I think.  Well the curtain 
finally went up and the play began.  It was very good for that kind of play & there was 
considerable point to it.  It was political piece, or that is the main point was an election.  It was 
very well acted, the company remarkable.  Every single one on the stage is good and the 
principal characters were capital.  It was beautifully set, about the handsomest setting for a 
drawing room I ever saw, such elegant hangings etc.  Miserable name.  There wasn’t anything in 
it about a “wooden spoon” except that one man tells his sister that another man had won a 
“wooden spoon” somewhere, and she afterwards speaks of it & thinks he ought to have won 
something better[,] that he deserved a silver one at least.  I couldn’t see the point of all & we 



couldn’t understand what the name had to do with the piece.  Mr. S. recognized the piece as 
being taken from one of the German Comedies, and changed to suit this country and it was of 
course not at all like the original.  We all enjoyed it immensely.  Some parts were very funny.  In 
fact it was all funny.  There was a terrible mess about some letters, and things got decidedly 
mixed and it made a very funny time, & they brought in “burn this letter,” & that came in so 
funny that it brought down the house.  After the play was over we got in the carriage — and 
drove home?  Oh no, we went the other way.  We knew what was up but didn’t know where 
we were going but might have guessed from the scale he seemed to be going on that it would 
be either Delmonico’s or the Brunswick.  It was the latter and we had a fine supper.  We 
reached home a little after twelve and retired to our rooms at once after thanking Mr. S. for his 
kindness.  Thurs. I was invited to the Zerfasses.  Ed couldn’t go & Jule did not feel like going so 
Mr. Z came down for me, but I’m getting ahead of my story.  As I knew I would not get home till 
late I planned to write my letter to you in the morning but it was impossible to do it.  After 
breakfast I came upstairs to clear up my room.  I caught my dress on something and made the 
most ugly awkward tear, and I had to attend to it at once.  It was a very particular piece of work 
to mend it neatly and it could not be left left, so I went right at it, but before I had finished it 
Cousin Mary Uebelacker came, and made a long call.  Before she left Miss Lee came & she 
stayed till about twelve and then I was so hurried I couldn’t wait for my lunch as I had some 
important business on hand that I had to see to at once.  I finished my dress in a few minutes[,] 
changed the one I had on, for it, put on my things, and went down to see about three pupils I 
have in prospect.  Mrs. Gano, the mother of one of my pupils[,] is so lovely to me, and never 
loses an opportunity to speak a good word for me.  It was thro’ her I got the little Le Brun girl.  
Mrs. Cary recommended me to the Ganos, and it is to her I owe their interest in me.  It seems 
as deep as Mrs. Cary’s.  [Ill.] Mrs. Gano is an invalid and has been very ill all fall and even now 
they have very little hope of her being cured, but she is better and on Wednesday Jennie came 
over to tell me that her mother wanted her to begin her lessons again as soon as possible, and 
she had sent me a letter of introduction to a Mrs. Widmayer.  Mrs. G. met her & her daughters 
this summer.  They said something about their music teacher and said she had met with a 
misfortune and was obliged to give up teaching and that they were going to have a new teacher 
this fall.  Mrs. Gano at once spoke of me, and recommended me very highly and said she would 
be delighted if they’d try me.  She knew they’d be pleased etc.  Mrs. W. told me what Mrs. 
Gano said.  The latter meant to have sent me the letter long ago, and to have gone down to see 
Mrs. Widmayer about it but she has been too ill to even write the letter.  She did it as soon as 
she was able and her writing showed that her hand was still unsteady, but she did not want to 
leave it any longer.  Wasn’t it lovely of her to think of me when she was still too miserable to do 
anything?  She wanted me to go at once, as three of the family intended to take lessons.  She 
tho’t it wouldn’t be safe to leave it and was afraid as it was, I‘d be too late.  Jennie said she had 
felt so badly because she hadn’t been able to see to it sooner, but that she hoped I’d be in time 
and that they’d engage me.  Of course I felt that I must see to it at once, and as the callers kept 
me till so late I hadn’t time to write your letter before going.  Mrs. W. was home and I may 
possibly be successful, but they have some one else in view who gives singing lesson too & as 
one of the daughters wanted to take singing lessons Mr. W. had tho’t perhaps it would be 
better to have one teacher for all.  He doesn’t know any thing about music and doesn’t realize 
as a teacher who does both is not apt to be good in either, especially one who asks can only 



command about the same price I do.  It is rare to find a teacher who is capable to instruct in 
both branches, and Mrs. W. seemed to feel this and tho’t so highly of Mrs. Gano’s opinion and 
advice that she was strongly in favor of deciding for me, but said she would have to speak to 
her husband about it.  If she has her way I’ll get them, but she may not be able to manage it.  As 
she gave me to understand she would like to engage me, because she knew just what to expect 
from all Mrs. Gano told her, that she had spoken so highly of me and she hoped to send me a 
favorable ans. soon.  When I left there I went to 57th St. to give Miss Russell her lesson & then 
to 23rd St. to the LeBruns, & then to 45th St. to give Jennie a lesson.  I reached home just at 
dinner time, heard of your mother’s & Carrie’s call, found a letter from you & rushed up to my 
room to read it.  I couldn’t wait till after dinner.  After dinner I got ready to go out.  Mrs. Z. 
came for me.  They had invited four gentlemen and four or five ladies, about all their little 
parlor can hold comfortably.  We had a very nice time, had music and considerable 
conversation between the pieces and then refreshments, & the latter part of the evening we 
played cards.  I got home about twelve and I couldn’t abide by the law you had laid down.  I had 
felt so badly at not being able to write in the morning that I simply couldn’t go to bed until I had 
written a little so I wrote what I supposed would be about a third of the letter and then went to 
bed and left the letter to be finished the next day.  Well you know what luck I had.  One thing 
after another kept me from writing and after keeping it all day with the hope of a chance to go 
on with it, I was obliged to end it very hurriedly at the last moment, & barely got it in the box in 
time.  If I hadn’t sat up on Thurs. night you would have been decidedly left and I would have 
been completely disgusted.  It was bad enough any way.  Carrie came late in the afternoon 
Friday.  In the evening Miss Hull, Ed, Carrie, Jule & I went up to the 7th Reg. Armory.  We saw 
the drill after which Mr. Underwood took us all thro’ the building.  You have probably heard me 
gush over it before so I wont give you another dose.  The building cost $500,000 and the 
company rooms were fitted up by the members at a cost of from eight to ten thousand dollars 
each.  The Veteran’s room is the most wonderful place and grows on me each time I see it.  It 
cost $38,000 to finish it up.  The ceiling was done entirely by one man, at a cost of $10,000.  
You would be wild over it I know and if you come home in time, before it is closed for the 
summer I’ll get you in thro’ Mr. Underwood.  Carrie was beside herself from the time we got in 
the building.  Mr. U. left the Veteran’s room for the very last, and was very wise to have done 
so.  Carrie was perfectly wild over that room.  I was so glad she could see it as she had never 
been there before.  Mr. U. had given Ed a card for any night and he had decided on that night.  
Miss Hull had offered to go up with him as it was Mr. Underwood’s drill night & she said they’d 
meet him after the drill, and he’d go around with them, and could get the janitor to open and 
light the rooms that were not being used, that the handsomest rooms would be closed that 
night and he couldn’t see them unless a member was with him.  I found Carrie had never been 
and I was so anxious to have her have the benefit of such a chance that I went to Ada and told 
her about it and asked if she would mind our going.  She said she’d be perfectly delighted & 
tho’t it would be a regular spree.  She would have proposed it herself only she tho’t we had all 
been and wouldn’t care to go.  Mr. U. didn’t know that she & Ed were going, and it would be 
fun for us all to go up & give him a surprise party, that he delighted in that sort of thing and was 
always asking her to do it.  So we all went, and had a delightful evening.  Oh how I wished you 
could have been with us.  Perhaps you have been thro’ but if so you’d enjoy the second visit 
even more than the first, and perhaps the company might have been an inducement if you 



hadn’t cared for the building.  We were down in the rifle gallery for a long time watching the 
shooting.  We left there the Armory about eleven and then Mr. Underwood insisted on our 
going to Burn’s for supper, and we ended our evening there and had a delicious supper & a jolly 
time.  We reached home about twelve and I guess it was after one when Carrie & I went to bed.  
It must have been about two o’clock I think for Ada stayed in our room a long while & we four 
girls had stayed in the hall downstairs talking till 12:30.  We didn’t know but we’d be sick before 
morning.  Ada & I ate a Welsh rare bit, much to Mr. Underwood’s horror.  He didn’t think we 
could stand it so late at night.  Ada said “Effie I’ll take a Welsh rare bit, & you take scallops & 
we’ll divide, for we are both so fond of those things & we wouldn’t want the whole portion of 
either one.[”]  Carrie had a deviled crab.  We three rather shocked the three more prudent 
ones.  They took oysters, but we were as well yesterday morning as the others.  Carrie & Jule 
were out yesterday morning.  They started for the Metropolitan but found when they reached 
the Cathedral that there was to be a man’s funeral, and they went in to see the ceremony, & 
didn’t go the Museum till after lunch.  In the afternoon there was such a crowd they couldn’t 
see the pictures decently.  Carrie went from there to your Aunt Maggie’s to spend Sunday.  I 
was awfully busy all day sewing, doing up all sorts of odd jobs – put a braid on a dress, satin 
facing on my winter cloak, fixed some sleeves in a dress, did some mending etc. etc.  I sewed till 
about twelve o’clock last night to finish up what I had planned.  I think I have put in a pretty full 
week take it all in all.  Mr. Z. couldn’t carry out his theater party plan for Friday night.  Why do 
you think it would worry me to have you write to Belle?  I think you did what is considered right 
under the circumstances, & I think she ought to see it in that light and I dont think I would have 
any feeling about it unless you neglected me in order to write her, but that I dont think would 
be done.  After all I said about it I cant see how you think it could worry me.  Then you said in 
that P.S. Monday noon that it surely would worry me if things ever combined against you.  
What your meaning was I cant guess for I dont see what things could combine against you.  Ed 
went to a Reception to Henry Irving last night at the Lotos Club, but he went to Ocean Grove 
this morning, had an early breakfast & left before we got up so I dont know what kind of a time 
he had.  He’ll come back tomorrow and leaves N.Y for good next Friday.  He was so excited over 
my engagement and wishes he could see you on his way home.  He passed thro’ Lafayette 
coming East but is going home a different way.  Maggie told him you were in Balt. & he was 
counting on seeing you there, & was quite disappointed to learn that you had left Balt.  He had 
heard your name often, but never tho’t of such a thing as our being engaged & didn’t pay much 
attention as to your where abouts.  I would like to write more but cant.  I haven’t had a letter 
from you since Thurs.  I cant get a letter out of the P.O. on Sunday & probably one for me has 
been there all day. 
       With deepest love ever your own 
                     Effie 
 


