
                                                                                                        No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                         N.Y. Sept. 21st 1885. 
My darling darling Harry, 
         Your letter came this morning as I was on my way down to breakfast.  Ellen handed it to 
me as I was on the stairs, so I just meandered back to the 2nd floor, and went in mamma’s room 
and read the dear letter before going to breakfast.  Oh Harry what could we do without letters.   
How could we ever stand it?  They seem pretty poor, compared to being together, but they do 
help us lots, and we never could stand it if it were not for letters.  They are going to be real 
helps this year, and wont make us as much trouble as they used to.  It is so much easier to 
write, now that we understand & know each other so much better.  I am so happy to know that 
my letters help you this year, & that I can write as you want me to.  I hope my darling that 
things go as smoothly all the year as they have done thus far, and I believe they will.  I am glad 
to hear that your piano has arrived.  I cant tell you how happy it makes me to think of it.  I get 
the greatest amount of satisfaction from it, and feel quite comfortable about you now, for it 
will be a sort of companion for you, and will be able to do you do much good.  I dont believe I 
can do much in the way of teaching you.  You are so far away and I cant see your needs.  One 
thing I would advise, and that is to practise slowly, and not play at a whole lot of things but 
learn study a few carefully.  Of course you’ll want to read a lot of music, and I haven’t a word to 
say against that, only do try to do that carefully too.  Of course when you are reading, you cant 
put all the expression and nice shading in, but you dont have to tear thro’ the thing, as you did 
that Andante from Beethoven’s 5th Symphony, one morning when I was in the back room 
dressing.  You played presto, and the way you went at it was dreadful, and would soon lead you 
into the worst kind of habits.  Remember that if you read a thing wrong & play it so a few times 
you will probably play it that way always.  Be as careful as possible when reading to mind the 
slurs, for that is the time to get your accents, and if you dont get the phrasing right at first, you 
probably wont get it at all, for that has to be practiced very slowly & can be done when you are 
reading the piece.  Now I’m not trying to pick at you, for I really think you do wonderfully well, 
but as long as you ask for help I must tell you about your worst fault.  Another thing is, you 
want to watch the position of your hands, for if they are not in position you cant get as good a 
tone out of the piano, and when the position is changed back and forth , it makes the touch 
uneven, and a steady position is one thing that Mr. Steinhous insists on.  I’d advise, what I know 
he would have you do, that is to practice the scales very very slowly, about as fast as your 
watch ticks, a note to each tick.  Practice more with your left hand than with the right.  Be 
careful to keep your hand perfectly steady, & strike on the end of your fingers.  Dont let your 
wrist drop as you often do, & keep all your fingers over the keyboard in the position to strike.  
You often let all, but the one [her train of thought seems interrupted here] in your own room, 
but if you dont feel like taking my advice I wont be mad.  If you’d rather not work on exercises, 
& want the studies, I’ll send them to you.  There! You see how easy I am.  I dont usually let 
anyone off like that.  I make them do both, whether they like it or not.  Now I wont give you any 
more music today.  I guess you already regret asking advice of me, but I took you at your word.  
I hope you didn’t take cold the other day when you went out to collect.  Remember how you 
suffered last year, and do be careful about getting wet.  How is that pain now-a-days?  Have 
you had any more of it, or any thing like a chill?  You must be sure to always tell me all about 
yourself.  On Saturday, a short time after I sent my letter, the postman came and brought 



mamma a letter from Lottie.  She hasn’t felt very well, had a sl another chill the other day.  She 
says she is very busy, and she dont seem to have much time to herself.  I dont think she 
manages right, & she makes herself more work than necessary, but there is no use in talking to 
her, for she would not change in the slightest.  The people are very nice, & inclined to be social, 
& she has had a number of calls already, a very nice one from the Presbyterian minister, and 
some of the ladies about there, so she will be very happy I think.  I couldn’t help smiling when 
you spoke of your struggle with the word valise.  You had used the word several times, and 
each time spelled it a different way, & never got it right.  You had it villise and vall vallise, & 
velise.  I know I have been even worse so I cant say a word.  I didn’t have a dictionary in my 
room, and was too lazy to go downstairs and ge hunt one up, to bring in my room, & always 
meant to look in the one of Mrs. Hull’s, but every time forgot it and sealed the letter up before I 
went down, but if a Ph.D. and a professor in a University, can make misspells, what can be 
expected of a poor old goose like E.M.L.?  Half the time my mistakes are pure carelessness, and 
I often remember when a letter has gone that I did something outrageous.  I am not reminded 
by a dictionary either, but it seems to come back to me.  I think I spelt discover with a u the 
other day, and I am always doing such idiotic things.  Not long a ago in speaking of a certain 
principle, I put principal.  It was in a letter to Ed J Bray & I was so mad, for it was so stupid, & he 
& Jule always notice such things.  I got used to writing principal last Spring, and didn’t know 
enough to be careful, tho’ I did know that principal was wrong in the sense I used it in Ed’s 
letter.  I’m waiting anxiously to see Mr. Dotterer’s letter and hope to see some worse mistakes 
than mine.  I wonder how many thousand you found in the letter you had yesterday.  It must 
have made your hair stand on end.  Speaking of hair reminds me, have you shaved off your 
mustache yet?  You know you threatened to do it as soon as you got back to Purdue, but you 
haven’t said anything about it in your letters.  Maggie & Ten Eyck came this morning & 
interrupted this letter.  Poor Maggie seems quite blue.  I think it brings back Minnie’s death so 
vividly, & the terrible mos there afterward, to come to N.Y.  Last fall she came to N.Y. & went 
straight to Minnie’s and she has always gone there when she had come to N.Y. to stay.  Of 
course she has tho’t of it all the time, but coming to live in N.Y. brings her face to face with it all, 
and it seems so dreadful to feel that she no longer has Minnie.  Her loss seems more real when 
she is in N.Y. and it must be dreadful to feel that she is the only one left out of that family.  I feel 
so sorry for her for I can see that she feels terribly tho’ she doesn’t say she is blue, but we of 
course got talking about Minnie, and I know from the way she acted that she misses her even 
more than she did at first, and she feels so dreadfully about the way things have gone since 
dear Minnie’s death.  Of course she will feel at home here, but just now she every thing is 
strange.  Ten Eyck made her feel badly.  Poor little thing[,] he has been taken around from one 
place to another, & dont know where he belongs.  He said “mamma is we dowing to tay here 
now?” and she said “yes”.  He said “well where is us home anyway mamma.”  It was so cute, 
but was in such a pitiful little [ill.] voice that it made M. kind of sad.  She says she is so glad to 
be with us, & I know she means it, for it was what she hoped to do, but it makes anyone feel 
badly to have every thing so very uncertain.  She dont know whether Ed will go back to the 
Navy or not, & it is rather forlorn to feel that you dont know where you belong.  It will be pretty 
hard for them to get along with one room.  They have always had plenty of room before, but 
Maggie will make the best of it & be happy, & wont complain.  That isn’t her style.  No matter 
what happens she never was known to complain about things.  She seems perfectly satisfied & 



pleased with her room, & her blues, if she is really blue, isn’t anything to make us 
uncomfortable.  They haven’t anything to do with us at all, but everything reminds her so of 
Minnie, and her visit there last fall.  She went there about this time or a little later.  I think it will 
be very nice to have them here, and perhaps it will patch up the break I told you about.  I hope 
so, for we were so fond of each other before she was married.  She has felt it as much as I, and 
is still very fond of me.  Annie Wisner told me some things, the other day, about it, so I know it 
is so.  Maggie had talked to her about it, & as Annie knew how I have felt, she determined to 
tell me what M. said, and let me know that she tho’t everything of me.  I was very glad she did 
for it will be a help if I to know just how Maggie feels toward me.  Ten Eyck is very cunning, full 
of life, & will probably be very obstreperous at times, but I guess there will be no very great 
trouble.  You already know how we regard Ed, & I’m sure we’ll have no reason to change our 
minds.  The Warwick people think he is simply perfect.   
        I had a very nice letter from Mrs. LeBrun this A.M.  I wrote her a short note the other 
day.  She asked me to let her know as soon as I was settled in the City so that they could let 
Louie commence his lessons.  She said she would be very happy to have me call on her during 
the summer if I could, & she was so very lovely to me.  I told her I was in the City and would be 
ready to begin my lessons at any time.  Said that I had intended to call, instead of sending a 
note, but my hay-fever had kept me from doing so.  I hoped they were all well & that her health 
had improved, & then closed my note, which was very short (really it was) & her ans[wer] this 
morning was very nice.  I think I’ll send it to you.  She is French, you know.  Tell me if she 
doesn’t write nice English.  She doesn’t mention going to Europe so I guess she has given it up.  
Mamma rec’d another letter from Mrs. Perine.  She informed her of another divident.  We have 
heard nothing of it.  Dear Mrs. Perine[,] we would never know about anything but for her.  She 
is such a dear true friend.  What do you think is the latest news of the failure?  Things get worse 
all the time.  They have at last worked the whole thing out, & find, that Cousin Gus has been 
insolvent since the winter of ’77 and ’78.  Did you ever hear of anything like it?  Isn’t it 
dreadful?  Why think of it!  They have been living on other people’s money since before Em, 
and her mother, and Ed, were here, and not a soul suspected him, and such sympathy & 
respect was felt for him at first, but Mrs. Perine says they are bearing down on him now from 
all sides, and old friends refuse to recognize him (that is confidential for I dont want that to go 
from me at all, tho’ the rest you can speak about if you like) and that he hasn’t seen the end of 
his troubles yet.  He begins to look very old & worn & troubled.  I should think he would.  They 
have commenced suit for Em’s house, also the ranch.  Of course they’ll get them, for as long as 
they have found proof that he was insolvent so long ago, & when he made over the Ranche to 
Cousin Julia, and gave Em her house, they must win the suit.  The last divident was 10%.  
Mamma hasn’t heard a word of it except thro’ Mrs. Perine.  It is lucky she keeps her posted.  
Poor Em[,] I do feel so dreadfully sorry for her, & for Jule it is even worse, and the disgrace must 
be such a dreadful trial for them all.  I’d rather live, as we have had to, than to have to bear 
such a thing.  Mrs. Perine speaks so highly of Em.  She cant say enough in her praise, says she 
has acted so nobly and been so lovely thro’ it all.  Poor Em!  In one way it is harder for her than 
for Jule.  She idolized her father.  I dont think Jule ever felt as Em did.  She loved him very very 
much, but Em just idolized him.  I never saw a girl so wrapped up in her father, and it must be 
such a terrible blow to have this thing happen, to find him such a fraud & hypocrite, for he 
always pretended to be so wonderfully fair & square.  It is bad enough for any of them, but it is, 



I believe, a worse blow to Em because she almost worshiped him.  I think he isn’t to be envied.  
My! Think how he must suffer, not only to make every so many lose by him, but to bring such 
disgrace and misery on his own family.  Of course it makes more of a change in the lives of the 
others, but I believe Em feels the disgrace more keenly than any of them, tho’ she will not 
forsake her father.  She isn’t that kind of a girl.  She’ll never own that he has done wrong, & no 
one would ever dare say one word against her father to her.  She’ll feel it all, but she’ll never 
say one word.  Oh it is awful.  I have always tho’t her life so wonderfully bright and free from 
sorrow or care of any kind, but the poor girl!  She is making up for it now.  Oh it seems so hard 
that she must suffer so.  How could her father do it when he must have known that it would be 
found out some time.  He couldn’t go on forever.  I am glad I wrote to Em before this last news 
came, for it would have been so hard to write and not be able to tell her one word of all I feel 
for her in this dreadful trouble, and you know I couldn’t write about it.  I know I could talk 
about it, and it might help her, but it wouldn’t do any good to write.  I said enough in my last 
letter to show her that my love as just as warm as ever, but I must always be on my guard 
about what I say concerning their trouble.  I wish I could see her awhile.  I know she would talk 
to me and say things she cannot write.  She wouldn’t of course say anything against her father’s 
honor, but she would say to me what she wouldn’t say to everyone, & I think I could help her 
too, but now I am so utterly helpless.  I think our loss is bad enough, but our position is nothing 
compared to theirs.  The loss of money is nothing compared to disgrace, and his creditors have 
to bear only the loss of money which is bad enough, but after all he has hurt his own family and 
caused them greater suffering than he has brought upon his creditors.  Cousin Julia dont seem 
to realize it at all.  I should think it would kill her.  I know it would about kill me if I were in her 
place.  It is better to be always poor than to get such a craze for money that it is impossible to 
stop & make it honestly.  I’d rather do anything than to have such a trial.  I’d rather have 
nothing than to get so wild to make money that I wouldn’t stop any at any thing.  Now my 
darling darling boy I must stop.  We wont worry if we are poor.  We are lots better off than 
some other people.  I meant to tell you that it is very quiet & nice at the P.O. on Sundays, & 
there is no objection whatever to my going up for the mail.  I was rather afraid that there would 
be a crowd of men and it would be somewhat disagreeable, but yesterday there was only one 
gentleman there and the other time only one.   
       Now I must say good bye.  My darling I send you love of the very warmest & deepest 
kind, and oh so much of it, more than I can possibly measure. 
         Ever your own loving 
               Effie. 


