
                                                                                                              No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                              N.Y. Oct. 19th 1885. 
My darling darling Harry, 
        I want to send this letter off in time for it to reach you on Wed. A.M. for I want it to 
follow the other as soon as possible.  I feel kind of guilty about my letter yesterday, and yet I 
couldn’t keep my feelings back.  I tried to, but my letter seemed so strained & unnatural that I 
was disgusted with it, and tore it up, & wrote another, for I tho’t it would make you feel worse 
to have such a letter than to have one that was frank and told written just as I felt.  There is no 
use trying to keep my feelings from you.  I simply cannot do it.  If I write at all I must write as I 
feel.  My pen positively refuses to be decent, and I cant manage it at all, unless I guide it by my 
feelings.  I wonder if you bewitched it before you sent it to me.  It certainly seems determined 
to tell you every thing, and wont let me keep any thing back.  You know I told you last evening 
that in spite of my hard feelings toward letters, I’d be as wild as ever for a letter this A.M.  Well 
I was, but the letter didn’t come.  I am as disappointed as I always am when it does not come, 
and just as anxious to hear the postman’s whistle for I know it will come some time today.  
Letters are unsatisfactory of course, and when I am just about crazy to see you, and things go 
wrong, I think letters are horrible, but I never feel so, very long at a time, and am always 
delighted whenever I get one, and if one reached me when I was feeling my worst, I’d change 
my mind at once, and welcome the letter as the next best thing to seeing you.  It [ill.] isn’t much 
compared to talking and being together, but it is all we can have now, & half a loaf is very much 
better than nothing, and we are glad enough to get even that scrap of comfort, tho’ at times we 
get so down hearted it seems as tho’ it was not much good after all.  The trouble is we will 
never be satisfied with less than the whole loaf, and some times we feel about starved when 
we go so long with only half a loaf.  Then we begin to growl & complain and get in trouble.  We 
must try & be patient.  I think we do try all we can, but sometimes our trial is more than we can 
bear.  Dont be angry with me darling, tho’ you can go for me if you want to.  I wasn’t angry with 
you yesterday, tho’ I may have seemed so, but I loved you all the time as much as ever.  I am 
afraid we are both cranks, and cant be happy unless we can just what we want.  We dont want 
any thing except each other & just enough to get along comfortably on.  We dont long and pine 
after luxuries, or any thing that seems out of our reach.  It seems as tho’ we’d both be easily 
suited, & as tho’ we were not unreasonable in our wants, and yet only one thing will satisfy us, 
nothing else & no one else can do instead, and no luxury, however great, could take our minds 
off of the one thing we long for, and I suppose we are what some people would call cranks.  Ada 
is pretty cute, and has picked up rather a smart trick.  It is one I think I’ll have to copy if I am 
interfered with.  I had a little scene last night with mamma, but I didn’t say any thing, & it soon 
blew over, because mamma couldn’t carry the thing on unless I helped her, & as I didn’t say a 
word she soon got talked out.  Mrs. Hull thinks Ada is “too silly for anything” and reminds her of 
it very frequently.  On Saturday afternoon, Ada says, Jule was in her room and they were 
wondering why I hadn’t come home, and Ada said “Poor Harry!  What is he going to do?  He 
wont have any letter.”  She was quite worried about you, but Jule said “Goodness!  I should 
think he could stand it one day.  I dont pity him if he cant.  It is too silly for any thing the way 
those two act about letters.”  Mrs. Hull said, it was “just like Ada & Will.”  She tho’t it was 
perfectly absurd and too silly for any thing etc etc.  Ada was getting pretty mad, but let her 
mother say all she wanted to, and then sailed in and had her say, and just went for them both.  



Perhaps it wasn’t very respectful or kind, but her mother brought it on herself, and didn’t 
consider Ada’s feelings, and her deepest strongest feelings at that, and Ada just happened to 
hit on a fine scheme to stop any such stuff.  She said “We know you think it us silly, but people 
who haven’t been in love dont have any sympathy with lovers.  They cant, for they dont know 
anything about it, and we dont expect them to to sympathize with us.  They cant help thinking 
it silly.  I dont blame either of you, for you dont either of you know what you are talking about.  
Jule, you haven’t had any experience.  When you do have it, you’ll be enough sight worse than 
Effie is.  You wont love any more than she does, but you wont be as considerate of other 
people’s feelings as she is.  I think she is very considerate, but you would make every body sick.  
You wait and see.  Mamma, I know was never in love, because if she had been, she would 
understand more about it & have more feeling for me and as she thinks every thing silly and 
absurd, there is only one way to acc’t for it, & that is that she was never in love.”  Of course 
Mrs. Hull couldn’t leave such an assertion undenied, & she declared she was in love, but Ada 
pretended it couldn’t be, or she would not consider either of us silly.  This idea had the desired 
effect & quieted Mrs. Hull, and Ada says she guesses that is a pretty good weapon, for her 
mother was in love and it makes her wild to have Ada say she wasn’t, and I guess A has found a 
good way to manage her.  She is jealous, and gets on the rampage every once in a while, & Ada 
has so have very much the same times with her that I have with mamma.  They wont own that 
they feel any jealousy, but we cant make out what else should cause these outbreaks.  I know 
that if it is silly to feel as I do, that mamma was just as silly, & I bet Mrs. H. was the same way, 
but that of course “was different.”  I meant to tell you more about Prospect Park in my letter 
yesterday, but somehow or other I couldn’t get off on any other subject than the one I wrote 
on.  I wish you could have been there.  It was perfectly beautiful, and the leaves were turned 
just enough to be perfect.  I guess there is more green than there is with you, and the leaves 
are not turned as much.  In one place we got the most lovely view.  We were on quite a hill, & 
the trees were cleared away on acc’t of the view.  Just below us was the lake, which is much 
prettier than the one at Central Park, the woods, in the loveliest colors, all around it.  Right in 
front of us, it looked just beyond the lake a very short distance, was the village of Jamaica, and 
it looked very very pretty from there.  To the left there were other villages, and to the right, 
Rockaway, & Coney Island, and beyond, the ocean.  It was really charming, for there was such a 
variety of scenery.  It wasn’t perfectly clear, for you know there was the Indian Summer mist, 
and of course we couldn’t see as much as on a clear day.  Perhaps this mist added something, 
and made the scene even prettier, for there was just enough to be beautiful.  We have been 
having the most charming weather since the rain on Tuesday.  Wed. was perfect, and ever since 
it has been just as I like it.  My nose still troubles me, but it does not make me utterly miserable 
now, and at times I seem almost free from the hay-fever, but I never know when I’m going to 
sneeze and get started again, but I begin to feel that the end of it is very near.  I never had so 
hard & trying a siege before, unless it was the first year it caught me.  It gave me a fearful dose 
then, but it seemed worse before I became hardened, and probably it wasn’t worse than usual, 
and wasn’t as bad as this year, tho’ I look back on it with horror, & always will.  I still have 
enough left to make me feel uncomfortable, & disagreeable, and think it isn’t much wonder I 
am so cranky.  Between the trial of the separation (which tells on us both) and the long siege of 
hay fever, my disposition is being tried by fire, and it dont come out of it unharmed.  Take a 
poor disposition at best, & give it hay-fever, & our trouble, and it is pretty rough on the 



disposition.  The Stoddarts have another new picture by Crifelt or whatever the man’s name is.  
I like it better than any of the others.  It is a head.  It is called “The Prior.”  I think Mr. S. intends 
in time to have quite a collection.  He hasn’t said any thing, but I think it is his ambition.  I 
wonder at his wanting so many of this Artist, tho’ I dont wonder at his wanting this new picture, 
for it is a beauty.  He does it partly to help this artist, for he takes an interest in him, and does 
all he can for him.  I bought the Art Amateur on my way to Orange that day, & showed it to Mr. 
S. on acc’t of the list of the Morgan Collection.  He was quite wild on the subject, and is going to 
attend the sale when it comes off.  He has just bought a magnificent Cabinet of mahogany, 
inlaid with brass.  It is very beautiful.  Then he has bought a beautiful piece of Japanese bronze 
that you’d go wild over.  It is very handsome.  I had a very nice visit there and Mr. S. was as nice 
as could be & didn’t try to be funny (?).  I know you would have been more favorably 
impressed.  I had a funny experience in Orange the other day.  You know I told you about the 
Knapps.  I tho’t it was doubtful about Nellies taking lessons of me this winter.  I didn’t think they 
were satisfied and Mrs. K. didn’t speak  to me about the fall as the others did, and I tho’t I 
wouldn’t write to her when I did to the others because if she wanted me, she knew my address, 
& could send for me, or leave word at the Cary’s.  I didn’t hesitate about writing to the others 
because I knew they were all satisfied, for they had told me they’d begin in the fall, but I did not 
feel like writing to the Knapps.  Well it seems the trouble is they are jealous of Annie, because 
she plays better than Nellie, and take more pieces & makes more show.  They dont seem to 
realize that the whole thing comes from the difference in the children, & that if Annie works 
hard, and faithfully, & Nellie dont work at all, she cant expect to get along as fast.  They want 
her to do without work, what Annie does with solid practise, and because she cant, they think 
that I take more pains with A. & make it easier for her.  I dont think Mr. K. does, but Mrs. K. is a 
very silly woman, and she is the one who feels all this.  She wouldn’t own it, but cant hide it to 
save her.  Well it seems they were terribly cut up (that is Nellie & her mother) because I wrote 
to the others & didn’t write to Mrs. K. & when I got to the Carys the other day, I was quite 
surprised to hear about the excitement over it.  Mrs. C. was out, but her sister, Miss Lanning, 
and Annie told me about it.  They said the Knapps were perfectly wild, & felt so insulted, and 
cut up, because I hadn’t sent them word; the Carys told them why I hadn’t sent them a note, 
and said the others had asked me to let them know when I was ready to begin, and Mrs. Paine 
had written besides, and that after that I had to find out when the others wanted to take, but I 
didn’t think Nellie would begin again because I didn’t think that they seemed satisfied, as Mrs. 
K. hadn’t said a word about wanting me in the fall, & that I wasn’t the kind to thrust myself on 
any one, and I tho’t as they had my address they could send for me if they wanted me, or else 
leave word with Annie, for me to call, but they were wild, and tho’t I didn’t want to take Nellie, 
& it got them all worked up, and made quite a lion of me, & they were bound to have me any 
way, and left a message at the Carys for me asking me to wait there after my lesson, & she 
would call & see me.  She was as pleasant as could be to me, & of course didn’t say that she felt 
insulted, & didn’t know that I knew anything about it, and of course wouldn’t have wanted to 
own it to me, tho’ they were so wild they couldn’t keep quiet at first, and let it all out to the 
Carys.  They fiddled around last fall for weeks, and I know, if I had written them, they would 
have done the same this year, and perhaps, I think probably, they wouldn’t have engaged me at 
all, but I was so provokingly indifferent it got their spunk up, & they were bound to have me any 
way.  The Carys think about it exactly as I do.  They are not apt to gossip, but this was too good 



a thing to keep from me so they told me about it.  You know they are old friends of ours, and 
feel different toward me on that acc’t, and tell me things that they wouldn’t tell to a stranger.  
If I wasn’t a friend as well as a teacher of course they wouldn’t have repeated it, but it was so 
funny, and they knew it would amuse me immensely.  They dont think Mrs. K was thoroughly 
satisfied, for she said that she tho’t I was too fussy, and as Nellie would never have to give 
lessons or do any thing to support herself (I wonder how they found out so much about Nellie’s 
future) it was all nonsense to bother with scales & exercises, that I gave Annie pieces, and a 
great deal prettier ones than I gave to Nellie.  Mrs. C. didn’t think she’d engage me again, and 
said so to me.  She said Mrs. K. was very silly and didn’t know enough to appreciate a 
conscientious teacher, and seemed to think I made Nellie take disagreeable things so she 
couldn’t get ahead of Annie.  Unconsciously I stumbled on the very thing by not writing, and will 
have another pupil by it.  As long as Edith isn’t going to take this winter I am only too glad to 
have Nellie, for it makes my Orange trip pay better, but she cant take early, as she did last 
winter, & that makes it more inconvenient, for I cant come home till late.  I wont be af able to 
leave Orange till nearly six o’clock.  It will be unpleasant when the days are short, and 
particularly when it storms, but it will only be once a week so it wont hurt, & you know I can 
ride all the way from Christopher St. so it will be safe enough.  Wasn’t it funny about the fracas?  
The lunch bell has rung darling so I must leave you. 
           With love love love beyond measure 
               your own devoted 
                       Effie. 
 
Darling I enclose a few clippings which I tho’t might please you.  I dont know whether the 
Middletown Notes are of any interest to you, but I tho’t perhaps you knew these people & 
might be interested.  I cut it out of yesterday’s paper.  The two funny ones about Johnny’s 
piety, & Genius & his grandchild I tho’t were pretty good, especially the latter & I tho’t you’d 
enjoy them both.  The other one is rich, tho’ not intended to be funny at all.  It was in the 
column where questions are asked about the proper thing to do.  I just happened to see this 
one, & it was about as mixed up as the thing that made you laugh so at Dele’s.  Besides, I want 
you to know that it is very improper to say folks.  It belongs only to the backwoods & is tabooed 
in refined society, and I am surprise that you would do any thing so shocking.  But isn’t the first 
part of Hay Seed the worst mixed up of any thing you ever saw? 
        Good bye again, and another load of deepest love, 
                  E.M.L.   


