
                                                                                                  Hoboken Jan. 2nd 1885 
My dearest Harry 
       We didn’t get home from Brooklyn till about dinner time, and there wasn’t a moment 
last evening.  It was after midnight before I got to bed, and I was too tired to sit up later to 
write.  I am now on my way to Orange to give four lessons.  I am going out twice a week now on 
Tuesdays and Fridays.  I told you that I have two new pupils there.  Three of them want two 
lessons a week, & Mabel Adams has an extra lesson once or twice a month.  She cant take two 
lessons a week regularly, but her mother says as I am coming out anyway, she’d like Mabel to 
take an extra lesson now and then to review old pieces, and to take up things that have had to 
be neglected, for an hour once a week doesn’t give us time to go over every thing thoroughly, & 
sometimes we don have to leave things.  I am so cold I cant hold my hand steady.  There has 
been a great change in the weather and it is very cold again.  I wonder every one isn’t sick.  
Such sudden changes are so very trying.  I rec’d your letter yesterday A.M. just before starting 
for Brooklyn, & read it on the Elevated train, going on the way to the ferry, and you can imagine 
how I enjoyed it.  You ask how I am going to punish you for disobeying my orders.  Well I dont 
think in such a case you need any punishment.  I sent the telegram to warn you, and wholly on 
your account.  If you want to go to the P.O. for nothing, that was your own affair and not mine.  
You were prepared for the worst, and if the letter hadn’t been there, you couldn’t be surprised, 
but if you wanted to take the chance of its being there it was all right, and as it turned out, I’m 
glad you you took the chance, for I was in a hurry for that letter to reach you, because I wanted 
you to know about the books, & how delighted I was.  And now while I think of it I must ans. 
your question about the binding.  You said you ordered black.  Well what do you suppose they 
sent?  You’ll think it funny when I tell you they were bound in white.  White with black lettering.  
There! there!  Dont go crazy, for that was only the outside covering.  They were bound just as 
you ordered them — in black, and they are just perfect in every way, and I am delighted with 
them, more than delighted but I told you in Tuesday’s letter what I tho’t about Vol. 4.  And that 
brings up what you said in your Sundays letter about your getting off easily, and what you 
would do if you were here.  Well I guess you wouldn’t do any thing of the sort for I wouldn’t let 
you be extravagant even if you tried to be.  If I went out with you to any place of amusement, 
you could not force me to eat afterwards if I didn’t want to, and I would not let you feel that 
you must constantly be sending me candy as you suggest, or doing something for me all the 
time.  I am glad that you have always felt that I understood you.  If you had told me that you 
ever hesitated to come to our house because you couldn’t do what you might like to do, I 
would be disgusted enough, but now I am glad you understood me, & knew that I never 
expected or wanted you to do anything _  Of course, it never occurred to me to think you mean 
or close or stingy, and I cant see how anyone could think such a thing of you, & I dont believe 
any one ever did think so, for anyone with any sense at all, couldn’t fail to see that you were 
just the other way, and that if you had money you would be generous to a fault.  I dont think I 
ought to have any credit for thinking so, or for under standing you, and you make altogether 
too much of it.  Why shouldn’t I feel so?  If you had felt that you couldn’t come to our house 
without bringing me something now and then, I wouldn’t have tho’t as much of you, for of 
course I knew your circumstances, & it would have seemed to me very absurd and very wrong 
for you to do it.  Of course you’d like to do it, but that isn’t the point. 
 



Hoboken Waiting Room 5:30 P.M. 
Dearest Harry I had to stop this morning.  A woman came and sat in the seat with me, 

and what I was writing proved too interesting & I stopped at once.  Tonight I had to run for my 
train and would have lost it if it hadn’t been late a minute or two.  And I could not get a seat 
alone, & couldn’t go on & finish this.  I have stopped in the waiting room, or rather this old 
barn, to finish.  It is cold as Greenland and I’m in a perfect chill, and cant write or think.  I am 
simply frozen, and must mail this as soon as I reach N.Y. & finish it tonight at home, & send it so 
you’ll get the rest of this on Monday A.M. for I am nearly perished.  I have been very much 
delighted this afternoon by my new pupil, (the one I was engaged for last Tuesday).  She has 
never taken lessons, tho’ she is about six years old, and did not know one note from the other.  
I rather hesitated about taking so young a pupil, but her parents were crazy to have her begin.  
They are both musical, and I finally decided to risk it.  I had Josie Lord when she was only five, 
but she was right in the house & I gave her a lesson every day, & she was never allowed to 
practice alone, and as Mrs. Paul said, she would always look after Gertrude, & seemed to 
understand that she could not expect very marked progress I tho’t perhaps it would be safe to 
try it.  I’ll tell you about my first experience when I write tonight, but now I must go. 
      With deepest love and an unmeasured amount of it. 
          Believe me always your own 
                            Effie 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 


