
                                                                                                    No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                    N.Y. Oct. 13th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
      Your letter came this afternoon at 2:30.  It was postmarked Oct. 11th 9 P.M. so it came 
thro’ on time, but I understand about it now.  It was the letter you mailed on Sunday when you 
went after mine, and the mails dont go out as usual on Sundays.  I forgot all about that this 
A.M. but last Tuesday the same thing happened, and I guess it happens every Tuesday, for a 
number of letters have come late, & I guess they must have been Tuesday’s letters, but I 
haven’t kept track of that.  You explained what you tho’t was the reason, and it was that you 
tho’t the mails didn’t go out on Sunday as they do on weekdays, so of course that settles the 
question I wondered about this A.M.       
        Darling I am glad you feel better about mamma’s not writing.  It seems like neglect, but 
it isn’t really, and I didn’t want you to feel hard about it because I know she didn’t mean it for 
neglect, and is very very busy.  She is trying now to get a new cook.  This green girl is too stupid 
to teach.  You couldn’t drum anything into [her] head if you worked day & night for the next ten 
years.  She is the worst I ever saw, and isn’t good for anything but dish washing, & isn’t 
anything wonderful at that.  Mamma is about used up, and we’ll be glad to get rid of the idiot, 
& get a new girl.  Nothing could be worse, and it would be hard to find anyone as bad, or any 
where near it.  I know mamma didn’t mean to seem ungrateful, or rude, and she’d feel very 
badly if she dreamed that you were hurt about it, but darling I wont tell her, and am glad that 
you will see it all in the true light and will excuse mamma, for really she has had & still has her 
heart & hands full.    
        Dont worry over the affair of the sachet bag, for I dont lay it up against Carrie.  I think it 
was peculiar, or to be plain, I should say, rude, but I dont feel badly about it, and didn’t mean to 
tell you about it, & probably wouldn’t have done so if it hadn’t happened to be needed just 
there, but darling dont think of it again, and dont, no matter what happens, mention it, for I 
wouldn’t want Carrie to hear of it.  Perhaps she thinks that she thanked me, but she didn’t.  She 
may have sent thanks thro’ Sue, but Sue didn’t deliver them, and never mentioned Carrie’s bag, 
but any way it isn’t a killing matter at all, tho’ of course they’d criticize it in any one else.  What 
a bore Miss Stockton must be when she practises.  It is pretty hard work to get hardened to 
such playing, and I dont blame you for feeling annoyed.  So you are discouraged over the scales 
are you?  Well they are pretty tough to practise when one goes to work, really to work at them.  
I believe in giving the scales without the notes because it impressed them on the mind much 
better, and besides, one can give their whole attention to the fingers, and they need very close 
watching.  Besides, the minor scales are not published in the form I like, except in some 
instruction books, and most of the books have the same ones as Richardson gives.  Mason I 
believe gives them in his book as I like them.  I learned them first as they are in Richardson, but 
Mr. Steinhaus made me learn them all over again, and I believe that learning them by rule is a 
good thing.  Annie Cary found them, and picked them all out, by following the rule, & then I 
corrected the fingering she happened to get wrong, but this way makes it clearer, & fixes it on 
the mind very much better than when learned by note.  I think one should know not only the 
notes of a scale in order, & the fingering, but should know how it is formed, & why those notes 
come as they do, how & why the sharps & flats are introduced etc.  Perhaps that comes under 
the head of the study of Harmony, but I think the scale is so important thing that is should be 



thoroughly understood, and every one who plays them should know how to explain them.  I 
expect you find it them very stupid, but I guess you’ll get used to the practise.  I got really 
fascinated by it when I used to practise regularly.  It was hard at first tho’, and awfully 
discouraging, but it pays.  The only trouble is that is makes your piano more of a bore than a 
pleasure, & you got it for pleasure, & company, & perhaps it is wrong for you to work at this dry 
sort of practise.  It does not give you as much pleasure as to sit down and play things, & 
perhaps you need the pleasure now more than any thing else.  If you do, dont torture yourself 
while you are alone.  Wait till I am with you, & you dont need the piano for company, if you feel 
that it isn’t any comfort to you to work at the scales, but play things that interest & please you, 
but always carefully, and then you’ll have profit & pleasure both.  I only advised the scales 
because you asked what I tho’t, & asked me to help you, and this is of course very valuable 
practise, but I begin to doubt if it is best becau for you at present, for you need amusement 
rather than work, and tho’ this work is very useful, yet I dont know whether it is wise for you to 
do it now.  It is perhaps not good for you.  It is too stupid for one in your position, & doesn’t 
help or comfort you any, while perhaps some more interesting practise would do both to a 
certain extent, and you could be careful & get lots of good out of your pieces, and then, when I 
am with you, and you are in a happier frame of mind, & in better condition for that practise, 
you can take it up again.  I have become so hardened to scales & exercises that I didn’t realize 
all this before, but I see now that it may not be the best thing for you because you need 
amusement.  Darling you’ll know what I mean, and you’ll know what is best to do, and you 
must do that which makes you happiest, for it wont do to take away all the pleasure.  You got 
the piano as much for a luxury as anything, & tho’t it would be a great pleasure to you, & you 
have so few pleasures you oughtnot not lose all the fun, and make even that the piano playing a 
bore & hard work.  I ought to have considered all these things before, but I didn’t, but hasten to 
speak of them as soon as I think of them.  I dont think any differently from before about the 
scales, but I think that your practise is for an amusement as much as any thing, & perhaps you 
shouldn’t make it all work.  I think it is about time for me to go to bed.  I haven’t the time here, 
but it was after eleven when I began, and I know it must be pretty late now.  I dont often do 
this sort of thing, and have kept pretty early hours this fall, but tonight I got started on some 
work and didn’t realize that it was so late.  No one but myself is to blame for it, & it isn’t 
because I was interfered with at all.  Tomorrow I’ll have that lesson to give, and then have some 
important business to see to, & it will probably take me a good part of the morning, after my 
lesson is finished, which wont be till 11 o’clock, and I’ll be busy down town till one.  Now this 
important business is a great secret as it concerns your Xmas present, and you mustn’t ask any 
questions.  I tho’t I’d have to buy something this year, but you seem always to like something 
that is my work, so I have racked my brains to think of something, and at last have decided the 
great question.  You may think that I have allowed so much time, that it must be something 
pretty fine, but you needn’t get any high ideas in your head or you’ll be terribly disappointed.  I 
began your afghan before this time last year, & didn’t have any more time than I needed to do 
it comfortably, and this will take considerable time to make, tho’ it wont be any thing 
wonderful at all, and you know I’ll only work on it evenings, and when I have company & cant 
get off by myself to write.  So you see I’ll be doing something for you even if there are others 
around, and you can imagine me busy with the “it.”  I wont say that I’ll think of you while I’m 
working, for that would be nothing unusual, for I think of you all the time any way, & dont have 



to make something for you to remind me of you.  Tomorrow, some time, I want to go and see 
the Cardinal.  I wish I could go to the funeral on Thurs. for it is to be something very grand, and I 
suppose the music will be beautiful, but I dont suppose it will be possible to get tickets, and no 
one can go without them.  Now I must leave you my darling. 

With deepest, warmest, truest truest love & every moment the greatest longing for you 
            Ever your own 
                Effie. 


