
                                                                                              No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                  N.Y. Nov. 3rd 1884. 
My dear dear Harry 
       I dont believe I can write a very long letter tonight, but I want to until at least a sheet or 
two.  I mailed a long letter to you today, most of it written yesterday or that is last evening.  I 
didn’t have much of a chance to write in the afternoon.  I wonder if you’ll think me very fierce 
when you read it.  Well I cant help what you think.  I was, & still am provoked with you for 
overworking.  You surely remember the promise you made me, but in case you didn’t consider 
it worth remembering, I tho’t I’d remind you of it, not gently, for I find I’ve got to take more 
desperate measures.  Gentle reminders dont have any effect in this case.  I had two letters from 
you today, and it is needless to say I was made happy by them.  I am so glad you understood my 
letter in answer to yours of Oct. 23rd.  After it had gone I feared that perhaps in my excitement I 
had not made things very clear.  But I’m so glad you could appreciate mamma’s feelings, or 
partly appreciate them.  She thinks I ought to do the same as ever with the people in the house, 
and dont like it when I go off to write.  I think before long I will be all right if I keep cool.  I think 
I’ll gradually over come the trouble I have about writing.  What a time you had Friday night, & 
yet, from what you say, I imagine it wasn’t as bad as it has often been before.  Still you had a 
hard night.  How fortunate that it came on Friday night.  Sat. would have been the only other 
good night out of the whole week that would have been as easy.  I suppose if it had happened 
any other night you would have tho’t it was not worth while to go to bed at all, but it was very 
nice to have it come so that you could sleep late the next morning.  You didn’t say what answer 
you gave to Keyes when he came to you for an excuse & I concluded from what you said that 
you had let him think he had fooled you.  I am not going to Orange tomorrow.  I’ve got to go 
Friday instead.   Last Tuesday I saw a lady in Orange who said “I hear Mr. Steinbach is at your 
house.”  I said “Yes, he is,” & then she asked to be remembered to him.  The next morning at 
breakfast I told him I had met a lady who had heard he was here and wanted to be 
remembered.   Finally, after I let him guess awhile I told him who it was.  He asked where I had 
seen her, and I said in Orange.  He said “Why were you in Orange yesterday?  I wish I had 
known you were going.  I would have gone too.  I want to go out and would have like to have 
gone with you if I had only known about it.”  Ed teases me about Mr. S. unmercifully and I get 
furious at him.  In fact, they have a good many jokes about him at my expense, & this pleased 
them wonderfully.  Ed began chuckling & Mrs. Hull said “Oh you’ll have plenty of chances, for 
she goes every week _ every Tuesday I believe.”  They are just terrible & tho’t they had a fine 
joke.  This was the way he knew about my going, and this morning he took advantage of it.  He 
was down to breakfast very early and asked mamma if I expected to go to Orange tomorrow, 
and she said “Yes.”  He urged her not to let me go, said it would not be right, and it would be 
dreadful down by the ferries.  The excitement was going to be something terrible and he tho’t it 
wouldn’t do at all for me to come home.  It might be all right going & after I got there but 
coming back it would be different.  He got mamma so worked up she made me write to them 
and put off my lessons.  She positively & decidedly forbade my going.  I didn’t know anything 
about it till after he had gone.  He was going away to be gone till tomorrow or next day, and 
then they tho’t they had another joke on me, and said “You cant go because he doesn’t 
approve of it, and he took pains to settle it before he left.”  I felt a little provoked at his 
meddling, at first, partly I suppose because they had one more thing to joke about and fire at 



me, and I get so sick of such nonsense, but now I am glad and take it as a real kindness, for it 
gave me a change [chance] to send word.  Tonight the streets are full of drunken men and by 
tomorrow I dont know what it will be.  He of course knew all about it, and knowing that we had 
never lived there until three years ago, & that we hadn’t been here during a Presidential 
Election, he tho’t we wouldn’t think of the difference between that and the usual city elections.  
This year they anticipate more excitement & worse trouble than usual, and coming home from 
my lesson tonight I could understand and appreciate his kindness.  I cant tell you how many 
drunken men I saw, and four times I had to dodge around to keep from being knocked down.  
They staggered so one could hardly calculate on which way they would go next.  I was so sick at 
the sight of so many, and felt as tho’ I was drunk & staggering myself.  It made me dizzy to see 
them.  Still I think I would have gone today if it hadn’t been for Mr. Steinbach.  He is very nice & 
very gentlemanly but has the abrupt German way, and is a little peculiar.  He is a little diffident I 
think and feels ashamed of it, and tries to hide it by putting on a sort of “smarty” air, as if he 
didn’t care a cent for any body & tho’t he was just about right, but I know this isn’t natural.  It 
all seems so forced that I am sure he puts it on thinking it will hide his real feelings.  He isn’t 
easy at all in his manners and it amuses me to watch him.  Ada cant bear the sight of him.  She 
cant see one good point about him.  This manner seems to fool her entirely.  She gets furious at 
me for having anything at all to do with him, and we almost had a quarrel on two or three 
occasions.  She wont sit in the parlor when he is there and does all she can to keep me out, and 
tries her best to put me down on him, but I rather like the Germans & perhaps it is because I 
have seen something of them, and their peculiarities are not so noticeable to me, and dont 
strike me as they would one who had never been thrown with them at all.  I wont give in to Ada 
tho’, for she acts childish and silly about it, and she gets so mad because I wont let her 
prejudice me.  He was educated in Germany & has lived some time in London and has travelled 
quite extensively, & is really quite interesting.  I know all about him, for I have known of him for 
years, and met him several years ago.  We had such a funny time about his coming here, but 
there isn’t time to tell you about it now, for there are other things I want to say.  For one thing I 
want to ask you what you mean about the hand organ.  You spoke once before of having done 
so before called me one, & spoke of it again today or rather called me so this time.  You said in 
a recent letter that you were like a hand organ, but didn’t compare me to one, but I begin to 
think that it was a slip of the pen, and you meant me.  Now I must really draw the line there.  It 
isn’t very complimentary I must say for there is only one meaning that I can put [ill.] on it, and 
there can be but one meaning.  I know how you dislike hand organs, so if you compare me to 
one what must I think.  Why simply this, you must think I am like one because I have about six 
ideas in my head & these are only put there by some one else (the ideas stand in place of the 
tunes in the hand organ).  They are all the poorest & most trashy that could be imagined.  Not 
one of them is is of true worth & not one has a single thing to recommend it.  Every one is of 
the lightest trash, and not even in tune.  These ideas are wound up and are gone through with 
over and over again, in the same order, and will always be the same unless they are worse.  
They can never be better.  You get tired of them, the same old things ground out forever, or 
rather as long as this machine lasts, in other words as long as I live.  When you called yourself a 
hand organ it was when you were writing about my letters.  I tho’t you did it because you knew 
how I detested the machines & called yourself one to tease me, and to have me say you were 
not, and then tell you what I really tho’t.  I decided to ignore the hand organ entirely, and now I 



find that you didn’t mean it to apply to you at all, but meant it for me all this time, and never 
knew that you had made the slip.  Oh how I must have bored you when you tho’t of that 
comparison.  I dont mind the other machine, (but please notice it is always a machine you 
compare me to) and the f boiled frog you applied to yourself as much as to me.  If it had been 
meant for me it would have been another machine.  That electric machine isn’t as bad tho’ as a 
dead frog, but the hand organ — well! “that was the most unkindest cut of all.”  It tells me that 
I have only a few ideas, & these are so poor & shallow that they are worse than none at all, and 
all this when we have been engaged less than two months.  What will it be when we have been 
married [ill.] a year or two.  Well if you keep on at the rate you have done so far, you will have 
exhausted all the bad things and will have to begin on the good, or at least stop the bad 
comparisons.  If you cant find any good things to compare me to you will have used up every 
bad one.  That is some little encouragement.  So I will think of the good time coming, when the 
machines and dead animals, etc etc will have all been named.  By the way I am to have that 
other pupil in Orange.  She has had trouble with her eyes, and hasn’t been able to go on with 
her music for a long time, but she is better now and they think they’ll let her try it for one 
quarter, and then if they are no worse she will continue.  I had a letter from Mrs. Cary tonight.  
Miss Russell begins on Thursday and that morning I play with Bessie at the house.  I liked the 
Beethoven article exceedingly, even better than the Bach.  I like the one of the latter in the 
Galaxy much better than yours.  I dont want the one I lent you unless it is too much trouble for 
you to take care of it.  If it is, send it right along. You know I dont want it lost, and if the 
responsibility is too heavy you needn’t keep it.  Instead of my hinting for you to send it, I think 
you are hinting for me to send for it, & get it out of your way.  I have read that book of Eber’s 
and liked it immensely, but it was a long time ago and I had almost forgotten it.  What you told 
me brought it all back to me again.  I must close for my time is up.  Mamma wants me down 
stairs.  With deepest love from the dead frog. 


