
                                                                                           No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                           N.Y. Nov. 2nd 1885. 
My own darling darling Harry 
      Isn’t it lovely to think that next month you’ll come East and we will be together once 
more?  Dont it seem nearer to you since November came in?  It does to me, seem ever so much 
nearer, & not so awfully indefinite as it seemed before.  December seemed so far away before.  
Oh darling how did we have the courage to stand nine long months apart, last year?  I suppose 
it was because we tho’t we had to, and I suppose if we tho’t so this year, we’d man[a]ge to 
worry thro’ it again.  I think we are doing ever so much better this year, tho’ we have the blues 
very badly, we understand each other, and dont have as much trouble as we used to.  Darling it 
has helped us so much to know that you’d come home for the holidays.  I am so thankful that it 
isn’t necessary for us to stand the horrible trial we had last year, for tho’ the vacation will seem 
like a very short time, it will be a very great comfort to spend it together.   
        I got your letter this morning.  It arrived at Station G. yesterday A.M.  Wasn’t it 
provoking not to be able to get it?  My own precious boy, your letter tells me that on 
Thurs[day] night we were both in the same unhappy miserable state, & I suppose my letter 
yesterday showed you the same thing your letter showed me today.  You know what they say 
about “great minds.”  I wonder if this proves that we have great minds, for certainly on 
Thurs[day] night they ran in the same channel.  We both felt, and tho’t alike, and our letters are 
in very much the same strain.  My darling I felt sorry to send you such a miserable gloomy letter 
for Sunday, because your Sundays are so hard for you, under the best circumstances, and on 
that day I want above all others, I want you to have a cheerful letter from me, but this time I 
could not write a cheerful letter.  I was so awfully blue & wretched that I simply couldn’t write a 
happy letter, but darling I guess when my letter reached you, you could understand my mood 
while writing, & were probably struck with the similarity of the two letters, or that is the 
similarity of our feelings on Thurs[day] night.  Of course the letters were different, but I think 
they both showed that we were pretty miserable, & that be we both felt pretty much the same 
way when we wrote.  In the beginning of your’s you said “On Sunday morning this letter will be 
in your hands,” but alas! it wasn’t in my hands till 23 hours later than pou I should have had it.  
Next Sunday I’ll get it my letter at the usual time.  The Election Stuff was to blame.  They 
supposed they’d be able to have the mail sorted by two P.M. and knew that it would be 
impossible to handle it in the morning.  But the Election will be over before next Sunday, and I 
hope that things will work as usual then.  I should have had two letters this A.M. in the first 
delivery, but tho’ the letter arrived at Station G. at 7 A.M. it was not delivered until about 
eleven o’clock.  There might be some excuse this morning, but it has happened often lately 
when there wasn’t any excuse.  If it continues I’m going to make a complaint, the idea of its 
taking so long to deliver a letter.  The old Democrats dont know how to manage.  The 
Republicans never had such performances last year.  Sometimes the letters were detained on 
the road, but they never were delivered 3, 4, & 5 hours after their arrival at Station G G, and 
there is no excuse for it.  Talk about Civil Service reform.  Bosh!  Show me some of it.  I guess 
you felt pretty well used up after Friday Night.  I wonder if you had another bad time on 
Saturday night.  I am afraid you had, for Saturday Night was Hallow Een.  Well I hope the bad 
fellows will be turned out, and if you can get rid of the troublesome ones, I guess you will feel 
that it paid to lose some sleep, for the sake of getting them out.  I should think you’d be furious 



at Miss Shoemaker, and I hope you went for her on account of it.  I think Barnes was awfully 
cheeky to do as he has done, and if you have to do all his work, you ought, at least, to have the 
privilege of arranging the course to suit yourself, and I shouldn’t hesitate to take it to pieces, 
and fix it to suit myself.  It is absurd.  He wants to draw the pay, and let you do the work, & then 
boss the thing himself, and I just wouldn’t do things his way, unless it suited me.  Now darling 
you know well well enough, that if the students dont do well, you will be blamed for it, and no 
one will think of putting the blame where it belongs.  Now if I were you, I would have a talk 
with Dr. S. & tell him just how I felt, and if he is willing to have the course taken to pieces & 
arranged as you think it ought to be, I’d advise you to do it.  I think Barnes expects too much, 
and now that you find how he has imposed on you, I dont see why you need feel called upon to 
consider him.  I dont think I’d feel called upon, either, to consider the “admirers” who wrote 
the note, and if any thing was is said I’d say that I tho’t a note that was written and common 
brown paper, was not worth noticing.  Of course you wont worry over whether they like it or 
not.  If you dont practise but one hour a day, I guess the poor things can stand it.  It is better 
than Miss Stockton’s playing at any rate, and probably dont bore them as much as her playing 
bores you.  Any way it dont make any difference whether it does or not.  If they dont like it they 
can spend the hour of your practise in some place where they cant hear it.  But I know you 
would not be foolish enough to notice the old note.  They had a good deal of cheek to send 
write it, for your room is your own, and certainly if you dont play the but an hour, no one has a 
right to complain.  They wouldn’t have, if you played more, and I’d give them a little extra dose 
in answer to their note.  I never heard of such impudence, but I hope you wont let it make you 
uncomfortable when you practice, and I dont think you will.  Oh about the scales.  I always have 
played them up & back the same way, and if you find it so hard to do, it will do you good, I 
should think, to practice them so, and get used to it.  That never troubled me, but playing 
contrary no motion beginning on different notes, the way I have already told you, nearly made 
me crazy.  It is perfectly dreadful I think, and I used to have terrible times struggling with them.  
I’ll let you take Cramer’s Studies back with you after Xmas.  They are not beautiful by any 
means, and not easy by any means, but they wont be quite as monotonous as the scales.  I have 
a book of Schmitts Studies.  They are very useful, and quite pretty. You can take that book also 
if you wish.  I couldn’t write during the day.  I cant do parts of the “it” at night, and have to get 
it ready during the day, and get it fixed so that I can work at night, and I have spent the almost 
entire day on it, from breakfast till lunch and from lunch till 3 P.M. when I had to get ready to 
go to my lesson.  Louie Le Brun commenced today.  My darling you dont really want me to tell 
you about the “it.”  You speak about it, and say you want me to set your curiosity at rest.  I have 
always been told that men haven’t any curiosity, so of course that is no reason why I should tell 
you.  Of course darling I cant tell you, and you will not know till Xmas, unless you happen to 
guess, & then you wont be sure whether you have guessed right, so you wont really know till 
Xmas.  It isn’t very elegant, tho’ I hope you’ll like it, and I think it will look well enough to pay for 
the trouble work on it.  I had a lovely present the other day from Nannie Cary.  A beautiful 
sachet bag.  It is for the bureau, and I am going to put it away for our room.  We’ll have a lovely 
room when we get it fixed, and wont we have good times there.  You will notice that I crossed 
out a word at the top of this page.  The word trouble wasn’t what I meant at all.  For it isn’t a 
trouble at all.  It is the greatest pleasure, and I think I enjoy working on it as much, or more, 
than you’ll enjoy using it, but I want to have you understand that, tho’ there is a good deal of 



work on it, & it takes a long time because it is slow work that cant be done with rapidity, it is 
not very elaborate looking, and I dont want you to get your ideas way up, and be disappointed, 
and disappointed you will surely be if you get your ideas up at all high, but I want to have you 
know where some of my time goes.  Now I must stop, & mail this, or it will be too late, and I 
never like to risk anything when I have to send by the late mail.  Goodbye my love.  With 
fondest kisses & deepest love, & longing for you.  Your own lonely 

Effie 
 

I am so afraid that word looks like lovely, and want to explain that it is meant for 
lonely[,] spell it with an n. & not with a “ve.” 
       Goodbye again my darling.  Your own 
                  Effie. 


