
                                                                                                 No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                 N.Y. Oct. 6th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
       I am afraid that I’m not going to have a letter today, as it is three P.M. and the post man 
passed sometime ago.  It may come, but the afternoon mail from you usually arrives at 2, and 
certainly by 2:30, and so I have just about given it up.  I cant write a very long letter for I have 
some work I must do.  I was out nearly all morning and & couldn’t get a chance to write before I 
left home.  I started about 9:10 to give my new pupil a lesson, and I had to get a book for her 
before I went there, as they hadn’t anything for her to start with.  It was pouring.  You know it 
does usually when I begin my lessons.  It is the funniest thing.  We’ll have lovely weather 
before, but just as soon as I begin, we always have stormy weather set in.  Well I wont say a 
word for the country needs it dreadfully, but I rather dreaded to start out in it.  Mamma has got 
to buy a folding bed for the 3rd Story back room and wanted me to go with her.  As soon as I 
finished my lesson I went with to Macy’s where she was doing some Shopping and met her.  
Then we traveled around in the rain, and saw all kinds of upright beds.  Mamma promised to 
get one that Mrs. Porter s said she’d rather have, but when we looked at them we didn’t like 
them as well as some others, so Mrs. Porter will have to look at these.  As mamma promised 
she will have to keep her word if Mrs. P. doesn’t like the ones we do.  Mamma was foolish to 
promise any thing more than a folding bed, because Mrs. Porter will only use it for the winter 
and we’ll have to keep it after she goes, & we dont like her kind at all, tho’ it is just the cheap 
same price as the one we like, and not near as nice, and mamma didn’t buy it.  She is going to 
take Mrs. Porter with her, and see if she wont agree with us.  It used up nearly all morning & we 
didn’t get home till one o’clock.  I dont know what possessed mamma to promise her any 
particular kind, for it was enough to promise the bed without tying herself down so, and she 
ought to have the bed she likes best, as she will have it always, & Mrs. P. will use it for such a 
short time.  My new pupil had to begin at the very beginning and learn her notes, but I dont 
mind that as much as teaching someone who has never been taught properly, and has falled in 
bad & careless habits.  The little girl seems quite bright, and very anxious & willing, and I hope 
she will always take as much interest as she did this A.M.  She really did remarkably well, and is 
quite promising, & is bright enough if she will only try.  You have heard me rave about the 
magnificent Knabe Concert Grand of the Shaw’s.  The McDonald’s is exactly like it, bought at 
the same time.  It is so nice to give lessons on a fine piano, and I am always delighted when I 
have one, for I have had some awful ones.  Mrs. McDonald is the most tiresome woman I have 
met for many a day.  I think she would give you seventeen cat fits.  She talks the most, and says 
the least, of any one I know, but she wont bother me much.  She says she wants Lulu to be a 
good player and dont care how many scales & exercises I put her thro’, and she has sense 
enough to know that she cant play pieces right away, and she wont interfere at all.  I am 
thankful that her foolishness wont run in that direction.  I had the most awfully time to get 
away from there yesterday and she bored me nearly to death, told me all she knew, and in 
doing so, let me find out an awful lot she didn’t know.  She told me about all the diseases she & 
the rest of the family had ever had, why they returned from Long Branch sooner than the 
Shaws, “tho’ the house was paid for up to the 15th of this month,” how old her children were, 
and what her plans were for them in regard to their education & so on.  All this before anything 
was settled about the lessons, so I had to take it all in much to my disgusted.  She seemed to 



act as tho’ I was an old friend who had come to visit her.  “Mrs. Shaw had told her so much 
about me, and liked me so much.”  Oh dear!  When I got home I was about used up.  I hope I 
wont have to see her very often.  She is real good hearted, and doesn’t put on airs, & hold 
herself above me, but she is altogether too friendly, and she isn’t interesting to me.  I’d rather 
give a music lesson to any pupil or I have than to talk with her for an hour.  Your letter, with 
Sue’s & Mag’s enclosed, was rec’d yesterday A.M. and it was such a lovely letter.  I am glad that 
you approved of my writing as I did about the girls.  I wrote as I felt, and yet I tho’t perhaps I 
had no right to talk about them as I did, and yet I could not help it, for I dont see any sense at all 
in their acting as they do.  Your being in love ought not to make any difference in your relations 
with them, & I know if there is any difference they are to blame for it.  And I know that if they 
will go on so, it will make a difference in your feelings toward them.  It cant help it, and already 
you are beginning to discover that they are not quite as lovely as you tho’t for you still love 
them as much as ever, but you haven’t quite the same admiration and respect you once had, 
and you know if this goes on you will not be able to go on loving them as much as you have 
done.  It isn’t your fault at all.  I doubt if they would ask your help or advice in selecting a 
husband.  Their love would settle the thing, and any thing you tho’t about it would make no 
difference, that is it wouldn’t persuade them to give up to your ideas, tho’ they’d probably be 
glad of your sympathy and approval, but I bet they would [not] let you select for them.  It is 
absurd the way some people act about such things.  I think Mag’s letter was only an 
aggravation.  She can write so well if she wants to, but this letter wasn’t much satisfaction to 
you I know.  I’d think more of her if she hadn’t written at all, for this letter was merely for show.  
She tho’t she ought to write, and this scrap eased her conscience, and she’ll take the credit of a 
letter.  Sue’s had more to it, and was a nice letter, to send to an ordinary friend, but I know how 
it affected you, but it was far better in every way than Mag’s.  Darling it is a shame, & I’m 
awfully sorry about it, but we cant help it, and will have to leave them to decide it for better or 
worse, and if it is for worse they’ll have no one but themselves to blame.  Write me all you want 
to about it, and I’ll try to do all I can to make up for what you lose from them.  I’d like to write 
more but guess I must stop.  My pen you see has run dry, and I couldn’t even finish this little 
bit.  I saw a little notice in last night’s paper about Columbia.  I dont know that it will be the 
least bit interesting to you, but it may possibly, so I’ll cut it out & send it, for you may want to 
see it.  I suppose you take some interest in all Colleges, and tho’ this isn’t of any interest to me, 
I tho’t you might like to see it.  I suppose you’d read it if you happened to see it in a paper so 
you may as well have the chance if you want it.  Goodness!  How lovely it would be if you could 
get a good berth there, but Purdue will be good enough if they’ll only make it possible for us to 
be there together.  I know I could be very happy there, and if they will only give you enough to 
provide for us both I’ll be satisfied at Mrs. Stockton’s and will be happy to live as you are doing 
now, and my clothes wouldn’t cost any thing for I’d have enough to carry me thro’ at least one 
year, and probably thro’ two with very few things the second, and it would cost us very little.  
Still they really ought to give you $1000.  I dont think we ought to use all that, but we ought to 
have that much, and saf save as much out of it as possible.  I could give some lessons, & they 
would buy any little extras I wanted, and we could get along very nicely.  I am not a bit blue 
about the future.  I know that we wont have things very fine, but we’ll have each other, and all 
the comforts we need, and I know we’ll have a way opened, and haven’t the least feeling of 
blues because we cant see ahead.  I know it will all come out right.  The only thing that makes 



me blue is because we must spend so much time apart, and it seems as tho’ we were losing so 
much out of our lives.  I know it has to be, & that it is best, & I am not feeling that it is a 
mistake.  It is some thing that cant be avoided, or helped, but the longing will come just the 
same, and tho’ we both know it is all right & for the best, yet we cant help being blue when we 
have these terrible separations.  We try to bear them as well as we can, and we dont bore other 
people about it, and I think we behave pretty well considering our feelings. 
      I meant to stop but couldn’t and when I got a fresh supply of ink it seemed to force me 
to go on.  But now I am really going this time.    
        With love & longing beyond expression 
           Always your own devoted 
                    Effie 
 

Your letter has arrived.  Fritz just brought it to me.  Jule & mamma send love. 
          


