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My darling darling Harry, 
      I couldn’t write last night as I expected to, but this will reach you just as soon as if it had 
been written last night.  I didn’t go to my lesson this morning, for the rain was pouring down in 
torrents, and I tho’t it was foolish to go.  Last Tuesday I took more cold, and had the asthma 
twice last week to pay for it, and I tho’t that I wouldn’t risk it again, so I began to read the 
paper, and then intended to write to you.  About 9:40 it stopped pouring, and was hardly 
raining at all, & not enough to hurt me, so I put on my things and started out, but it began to 
pour harder than ever, and before I got half way to the corner I was pretty wet.  You see after I 
had started I hated to turn back, but I found it would not do at all for me to go on.  I had 
rubbers on, but even in that short time my feet got very wet in spite of them, & I had to change 
my shoes.  Now my darling I expect you to be very much pleased with my prudence, and you 
cant call me careless after that.  Lulu McD. doesn’t go to school so I guess she’ll take her lesson 
tomorrow.  Any way I’ll go down and offer to make it up, and she can do as she likes.  I guess 
my letter, or rather my two letters, which you’ll receive tomorrow morning, in one big 
envelope, will surprise you, but I hope it wont scare you.  I know that the contents, of the one I 
wrote last, will be a surprise to you, but I meant what I said.  The P.S., which I added yesterday, 
belongs of course to the last letter, & not to the first.  Your letter hasn’t arrived yet.  I dont 
know whether you couldn’t write it at the usual time, or whether you wrote & sent the letter 
on time and the delay has been on the road.  This afternoon will probably settle that question.  
I know I’ll get something in the afternoon mail.  Harry I think the price for having music bound 
at that place is wonderful, and I want to ask you to wait it till after Xmas to have it done, and I’ll 
get some music and help you make out the doz. without any outside help.  I have that Sunday 
Music, you know, and Hummel’s Sonata’s, and will get some other music I want.  You can take 
these back at Xmas time and then keep them there for me till I go out too, unless you decide to 
take me back with you at Xmas.  If so I’ll help you carry them.  I dont imagine you will decide to 
take me then, but you can do it if you decide that way.  Darling if you’d rather have your music 
bound before Xmas, let me know, & I’ll send the 12th Mass at once, but if you’ll wait, I’ll have 
some bound after Xmas.  You must of course do as you please about that.  Mamma cut some 
thing out of this morning’s paper and told me to send it to you.  Please dont try to say the 
words aloud, for I dont want you to have the lockjaw, and would rather have you think them & 
not try to say them even in a whisper.  I know you are very good at long & complicated words, 
but I dont want you to risk these.  You know I told you that I tho’t I let Jennie Mead in on 
Saturday.  Well I was right, for it was she.  She asked Ada all about us and asked her when we 
were going to be married.  Ada told her she didn’t know anything at all about our plans.  She 
seemed to think Ada knew, but would not tell, but Ada wouldn’t say a thing.  She doesn’t know 
what we will do, for we dont know ourselves, but she does know that we hope it will be next 
summer some time.  Jennie said “Well when Aunt Sue was down I asked her, & she said she 
tho’t it would be in the Spring, and I bet you know all about it.”  Ada said “Well I dont know all 
about it, but I bet it wont be in the Spring, for Harry wont be East before the middle of June.”  
Ada says that Jennie is very miserable, & she doesn’t think she can live a great while.  She still 
has those terrible fainting spells every once in a while, and had one only six weeks ago.  She 
didn’t ask for me so I am not sorry that I refused to go with you to call on her.  I wouldn’t think 



anything of it if she didn’t come here often, for I wouldn’t expect anyone in her delicate health 
to come on purpose to call on one she had never met, and might have gone with you last 
summer if Ada hadn’t been here, but as she was, & Jennie came often to see her, I tho’t she 
could call on me at the same time if she cared to see me, & if she didn’t, I wasn’t willing to 
thrust myself upon her.  I dont care the least bit about it, and am not cut up a bit, but of course 
I want you to see just how it is so that you wont think me prim & disagreeable about it.  I know 
you didn’t feel so last summer, & didn’t blame me in the least, but I tho’t I’d tell you that it had 
happened again, so you’d see that I had still more reason for not running after her.  Now I must 
tell you about last Friday.  I left home at 9:30[,] gave my lesson on 12th St and then took the 
11:10 train and went to Roseville to call on Coz Mag & Jule.  I found them in a real nice cozy 
little house.  They were not quite settled, but enough so to be very comfortable.  They are 
perfectly delighted, and your Aunt Mag is as tickled as Jule & John.  She had a fearful cold, but 
even that couldn’t crush out her enthusiasm.  Jule said my talk that morning did her good for a 
time, but the week before they moved she got worse than ever, & Jule said, “Effie I tho‘t I 
should die or go crazy.  It was perfectly awful.  She made my life miserable, and if she had kept 
it up we couldn’t have stood it.  I think I would have been obliged to leave her.  You have no 
idea how awful she acted, but she is all right now, & likes it very much and is as happy as can 
be.”  They made me stay to lunch with them, and I had a very nice little visit.  I had to be rather 
beggarish, for lunch was late, & I hadn’t time to stay a minute after it, but had to “eat and run.”  
They forgave me however, for they knew I couldn’t help it.  I was going to sp stop a moment at 
Mrs. Adams to see about Mabel, but fortunately met Mrs. A. on the St, and didn’t have to go 
there.  If I had been a moment later I would have missed seeing her for she was just starting for 
Newark and was only waiting for the horse car.  She apologized for not having written, but said 
it was because she had intended to come & call on me, but when she was in the City it began to 
pour, and she had to give it up.  Then she meant to write but had left the house in such a hurry 
she forgot it.  Well she wants Mabel to begin on Friday, so I am sure of 3 in Orange.  Nellie 
Knopp hasn’t been heard from.  Annie told me that Nellie said her mother hadn’t tho’t anything 
about it yet & she might not take any lessons at all this winter.  Annie has kept her music up 
splendidly this summer, and has played a great deal.  Mrs. Raymond (Annie Louise Cary) was so 
delighted with her playing that she made a great fuss over it, and gave a swell musicale and was 
determined to have Annie play.  It wasn’t a children’s entertainment at all.  Mrs. Raymond and 
other fine musicians were to take part, and Annie didn’t want to play, but Mrs. R. urged it so 
that at last Annie consented.  Mrs. Cary said she was going to write me about it and tho’t I’d be 
very much pleased, but at the eleventh hour Annie backed out.  When she saw the crowd of 
people she was nearly frightened to pieces, and said she couldn’t do it, and begged to be let off.  
Mrs. C. said she actually suffered from her fright, and she didn’t think it best to make her do it.  
She is very obliging and good about playing for people usually, but her courage all forsook her 
when she found so many people there, so she didn’t make her appearance at all.  Mrs. R. was 
very much disappointed, but said she didn’t blame her.  Annie felt badly about backing out, and 
felt that it wasn’t very nice after she had promised, but Mrs. R. said “Never mind dear I wanted 
you to play, but it is all right.  I dont blame you for being scared, for I was scared myself about 
singing.”  It is very likely she was scared, but it made Annie feel all right.  I always loved her 
voice so just think of the Cary’s hearing it whenever they like.  Gertrude Paine was also praised 
very highly this summer.  Her grandfather is a very fine musician, a professional, and he was 



really surprised at her.  He said she had made wonderful progress, and had only one fault.  She 
held her hands well, but jerked her arms too much.  Mrs. Paine said “Well you mustn’t blame 
her teacher for that, because she was constantly talking to her about it, and it worried her as 
much as it does you, & she wanted me to watch out about it, and remind her of it when she 
practiced.”  Her grandfather said, “Well then she is all right.   Gertrude has made wonderful 
progress, & that is her only fault, and if her teacher has noticed it it is all right, & she’ll probably 
keep at it her till she breaks it up,” and he was very much pleased with the teacher Mrs. Paine 
said.  Of course that made me feel happy.  I was proud of Gertrude and I knew her parents were 
musical, & were thoroughly satisfied, but I was a little afraid of the grandfather, for I knew from 
what they said that he was pretty harsh in his criticisms, and that he wouldn’t be easy to please 
because it was Gertrude.  In fact his anxiety to have her do well would make him even harder to 
please.  So dont you think I ought to be congratulated for being so lucky as to please this 
formidable grandfather.  Mrs. Hall told me that the father was considered a g dreadfully hard 
judge, for he was really unmerciful, & wouldn’t make any allowance for anything, & told me 
that he was delighted with me, and that he had said a great deal on the subject, and that if I 
had ever known him, I’d know that it was a big feather in my cap, & one of the greatest 
compliments I had ever rec’d.  Well I cant say that I’m awfully set up, and conceited over it, but 
of course it pleases me very much, and is very satisfactory.  My darling it is hard to stop but I 
suppose I must.  It is time for lunch, and after lunch I must go to work.  Oh Harry I want you so 
all the time.  I dont forget you a single moment unless I’m asleep. 
      With deepest love 
            your own 
                   Effie. 
 

I meant to tell you that Mr. E. left yesterday.  He went to Buffalo on business, and said if 
the room wasn’t rented when he came back he’d like to have it for a week or two.  He was 
uncertain how long he’d be gone, and said of course mamma would rent it if she could, for he 
wouldn’t be able to stay in it long when he got back.  Well last night just before dinner who 
should turn up but Mr. Z. & he took the room for as long as he could get it, tho’ couldn’t engage 
it for the winter because he will have to take one or two or more long trips, but will keep it till 
some permanent boarder wants it.  His trip was a great success, & he is in high spirits, almost 
too high, for you know he makes a fool of himself when he feels so fine.  Or that is the way 
good luck has effected him lately.  It didn’t used to be so, but he is very much changed.  I think 
tho’ that he is more to be pitied than blamed, & I make a good deal of allowance for him, tho’ I 
must say I dont admire him as much as I once did, but I think if he had had proper care & 
training he would have made a splendid fellow, but now he isn’t what he ought to be. 
       Goodbye my own precious darling, with undying love 
             your own true 
                    Effie. 


