
                                                                                                        No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                           N.Y. Jan. 24th 1886. 
My darling darling Harry,  
       It is very very cold, and has been snowing steadily all morning, but Fritz and I had our 
walk just the same.  I dont suppose that Fritz cared whether there was a letter from you at the 
P.O. or not, as long as he had his walk he was satisfied, but I didn’t go for the sake of the walk.  
The weather wasn’t attractive enough to tempt me out for a walk, but there was an attraction 
so strong that even the storm couldn’t scare me into staying at home.  Fritz and I both bless you 
for these Sunday letters, and Fritz wishes that there was no such thing as letters being 
delivered, (he actually seems to have a spite against the postman) and he wishes I had to go for 
my letters every day in the week as well as Sundays.  I dont wish anything of the sort, but am so 
glad that I can get a letter on Sunday.  Last winter I would have been only too glad to go to the 
P.O. on Sundays, if I had only known that I could get my letter by doing so, and I am so glad that 
I dont have to wait for it them till Monday, as I did all last year.  Fortunately this storm didn’t 
begin in time to delay the mail from the West, and I got my letter all right, but I am a little 
afraid that the mail from the East may have been delayed, and you may have had no letter.  
Most of our storms seem to hail from the West, and this one may have begun there in time to 
make your mail, for today, late, tho’ your letter to me slid thro’ without being caught.  I hope 
mine did the same, but dont feel at all sure of it.  Darling I enjoyed your letter this A.M. so very 
much.  It was so much better than the one I had last Sunday, and I can see that tho’ you are not 
very happy, and not very contented, you are very much better than you were last week, and I 
am very glad of it.  I dont want you to stop longing for me, or to be able to feel that you are just 
as happy, and life is just as sweet as it is when we are together, because that would be a very 
suspicious symptom, and would frighten me, but I dont want you utterly miserable and 
unhappy over our separation.  I dont want you to go on suffering all the time, as you have been 
suffering, and I hope we will both be better than we have been.  I cant say that I think we are 
either of us as contented as we have been sometimes, and I almost fear that we are not going 
to make the best of our hard luck, this time, as we have done sometimes before, but I believe 
that tho’ we are going to be even more discontented than we were before, we are not going to 
have as much suffering, for I dont think we are going to have misunderstandings, and so we’ll 
never suffer during this separation as severely as we used to last wt winter, and sometimes last 
fall.  I dont think that I ever hated to part with you as much as I did this time, and I dont think I 
ever missed you as much as I have done the last three weeks, but as long as we keep straight 
and understand each other, our suffering cant be quite as dreadful as it has been before, and I 
do believe we wont have to stand anything more than the longing.  That is enough, goodness 
knows, and it seems almost more than we can stand now, without having anything more, and I 
hope that we will go thro’ this last trial without any trouble from misunderstandings.  I am so 
glad the supper bell was late Wednesday, and that you ate all your cake, for there was no 
danger of your being made sick from it if you ate it all alone.  I knew you’d want to treat the 
ladies, but am very glad that you tasted it, and that you couldn’t resist it.  If it had been like the 
one Sue made for you it I would have tho’t you had some reason for feeling a little mean about 
eating it all, but as it was, it was very foolish for you to have any such feeling about it.  It is too 
bad that Mrs. Stockton still persists in starving her boarders and I wish that about half of you, or 
all of you, would leave, and I guess she’d be glad enough to do better by you, if you’d only 



come back.  She cant afford a great variety at one time, but she could have a few things at a 
time, and have them good, and haf have plenty for every one, & she could have variety from 
day to day.  You have no idea how tired most people get of thinking what to have.  Mamma 
gets so sick of it some times, that she wishes she didn’t have a thing to do with meals, because 
it is so hard to have things nice, & not have the same things, but that is no reason why she 
shouldn’t try to have a variety.  Lots of people, who have boarders, hate catering so, that to 
save the bother, they make out a bill of fare for the week, and tho’ there is variety from day to 
day, there is none from week to week, because the meals for every Sunday are exactly alike, & 
every Monday are just alike, and so on thro’ the whole week, and people always know what 
they are going to have, and they dont like it, but that is enough sight better than Mrs. 
Stockton’s way, for she dont take even that much trouble, and dont even give you any change 
from Sunday to Monday or Tues[day]. or Wed[nesday]. or Thurs[day]. or Fri[day]. or Sat[urday]. 
but makes them all alike.  It is outrageous for her to take so little interest.  No one asks her to 
set an elegant table, or to do more than she can afford, but it is certainly her duty to do the 
very best she can, and she dont take the least trouble to do that.  Mamma hates even the bill of 
fare for the week, tho’ it does save lots of bother, but and she wont resort to that, tho’ she 
does hate so to plan the meals.  The only things we have set times for, are fishballs on Sunday 
A.M. (for they all like them then) and steak or chops with them.  This A.M. we had them with 
kidney stew, & chops.  We usually have ice cream for des[s]ert on Sundays, but once in a while 
have it on Sat[urday]. instead.  We always have des[s]ert from the bakers on Monday, on acc’t 
of its being wash day, and it is so much more convenient to buy it that than to have it made 
here when there is so much going on.  We nearly always have poultry on Sundays, and one day 
during the week, but those are the only set things for special days, and people like it a great 
deal better.  And I know enough about these things to know that there is no excuse for Mrs. 
Stockton.  She is simply too lazy to bother about it, and as long as she thinks she can keep her 
boarders, she will go on in the same way, with as little bother as possible, with out caring for 
their comfort.  She knows that she has the advantage, and that she isn’t likely to lose her 
boarders, and so she has no conscience about it at all, and she takes her money, and that is all 
she cares for.  I am glad that the music you had bound was so satisfactory.  We know that the 
price was very low, but I didn’t suppose the binding would be so well done, & I am delighted to 
hear that it is such a success.  You must make out my bill & send it to me.  You took the music 
that last day, and I haven’t any idea what my part of the thing is.  I know you took the Bach 
Fugues, & the Sunday Music, but I dont know whether you took anything else or not.  I think 
you have lots of courage to attempt that Fugue.  I have always been afraid of those Fugues, but 
I got them because I expected to take some of them with Mr. Steinhaus for when I commenced 
my lessons two years ago.  I hoped to go on regularly, but you know how I was stopped.  I am 
very sorry that I could not have continued at least until I had finished the Gradus ad Parnassum 
of Clementi’s, for then I would have felt so much better satisfied, tho’ of course I would have 
had the same desire to go on and do more, but I wouldn’t have felt that it was so necessary, 
for, when one has been thro’ those studies thoroughly, other things can be taken up without a 
teacher, & if it isn’t possible to take lessons, one can go on alone, and do a good deal, and I feel 
very very sorry that I didn’t  hold out long enough to get thro’ that work.  It was mean that I had 
to break down when I was beginning to do something with my music, but I had such a terrible 
time then, I was pretty thoroughly scared, and I made my mind that I could not possibly take 



lessons and practise much, & give them the same time.  My strength would not hold out.  I have 
been waiting for more strength, or different circumstances, and I really believe that after we 
are married I can take up my practise again, for even if I have a few pupils, my spare time will 
not be used as it is now, and I can be more independent than I am now, and if we board we’ll 
have our own piano in our own room, and I can get a good many chances that I cant get now.  
Bessie and I had a long talk about music, and I talked to her a good deal about letting her music 
go.  She has a magnificent piano, the same kind as Rem’s and it does seem a shame for her not 
to practice.  Before, when she had such a miserable piano, I tho’t it was too bad, but I could not 
blame her very much, for the piano was awful, but now I do blame her, and I told her she had 
no excuse, that I just wished I had her chance.  Why she doesn’t play like the same person, and 
has gone back, fully as much, if not more than I have.  I really believe more, for she used to play 
better than I, a great deal better, and now I dont think she plays a bit better, so you see she has 
lost more, for she plays as badly as I do, and so she has lost just as much, & all that extra 
besides.  The other day she played that last Polonaise of Chopin’s, and to be honest, (tho’ it 
isn’t a very nice thing for me to say), she played it worse that I do.  She said that tho’ she didn’t 
give lessons her time was taken up in so many ways.  Besides I think that she dont have any 
great amount of encouragement to go on and practise the best music.  I have always had a 
reason for keeping up to that, and couldn’t cater to every one else’s taste, tho’ I have had a 
hard fight to stick to it, but I said I was giving lessons, & it was necessary, that when I had a 
chance to play, I couldn’t waste it one light trashy music, and no matter how they grumbled, I 
stuck to this, but Bessie hasn’t had this excuse, and if she didn’t play dance music, and all sorts 
of stuff, people would call her disobliging, and she is so lovely, she likes to please every one, 
and so she gives in.  She talked the other day as tho’ she would like to teach, as tho she’d like to 
have her time taken up so her friends couldn’t claim quite so much of it, and as they are not 
well off, and her brother does so much, I really think she would like to do some thing for 
herself, tho’ I know John Stoddart would not want her to, and would do all he could to prevent 
it.  Bessie says she feels dreadfully about her music, but she says that it is hard for her to do 
much.  She says she misses me dreadfully, that I always rouse her enthusiasm. & I dont think 
her other friends appreciate her music, and they dont care for classical music.  I think where 
one has no one to appreciate it, and has any quantity of people to clamoring for trash, one in 
Bessie’s position is very apt to be dragged down, and she says when she plays duets with any 
one else but me, she hates it, for they wont work, and just bang thro’ it anyhow.  She said “Effie 
you have no idea how often I wish for you, or how I miss you,” and she just begged me to 
practise with her again.  She said she’d do anything if I only would.  We had such a nice time 
playing together that day, and it made us both wild for more, so I have promised to play with 
her once a week.  On Tuesdays I will be on 71st St. anyway, and will get thro’ there at 11:30 
A.M. and th now that Ethel has stopped I’ll have nothing more till 5 P.M. and I believe the 
practise with B[essie]. will be a splendid thing for me, for tho’ she has run down dreadfully she 
will work just as carefully as ever.  She did the other day, and it was a perfect delight to play 
with her.  She will come here sometimes but their piano is so lovely, and besides we’ll be free 
from interruption there, at least more so than here, and for those reasons I’d rather go there.  
Of course B[essie]. likes it better, but if we cant manage it, she’ll come here every time, if I say 
so.  Of course I dont know that I’ll be able to keep the thing up at either place, but B[essie]. said 
“Well just try it anyway.  I’ll always stay in for you, and if you cant come, never mind.  I’ll stay in 



every Tuesday & you must come every time it is possible.”  I never dreamed of such a thing 
when I went there the other day, but some how I could not resist.  I had such a good time that I 
could not leave in time to go and see Reg.  If I had been sure of seeing him alone, I think I would 
have gone, but I wasn’t sure of seeing him at all, and almost certain that I couldn’t see him 
alone, and so I gave it up, for I was having such a lovely visit with Bessie I couldn’t bear to leave.  
She asked about you, and when you would be home again, and said it must have been very 
hard to have such a very short vacation.  She admires you very much and said she was delighted 
with the match.  She tho’t we’d be very happy together, and besides all the rest, she is so 
delighted that you are musical. and  She said “Because you’ll always keep you music up, and he 
likes the best music, and you wont get demoralized and play trash, then you’ll have such lovely 
times playing duets together” etc.  Well darling I wont go on and tell you all she said, suffice it 
to say she spoke as tho’ she considered me a very lucky a girl, and as tho’ she tho’t you a very 
much better than most men, and as tho’ she tho’t  I was going to have a remarkably happy life 
with you, and as tho’ she tho’t very few girls had such a treasure.  She didn’t leave any doubts 
in my mind as to how she felt about it, and she approved of my choice very decidedly.  I am so 
anxious to have you two get better acquainted, but I dont know that it can ever be, but I would 
like to have you and B[essie]. know each other very well.  Ada lost no time in asking about you, 
and darling she is just a jewel, and Mr. Underwood and Alfred are the luckiest men I know.  
Both are luckier than you, tho’ I’m glad you dont think as I do.  I am glad you think just as you 
do, and I hope you always will think the same, and be thoroughly satisfied with me.  It is a 
mystery to me, how you can see Ada, and not see how much more lovable she is that than I, 
but I’m mighty glad you dont.  It would be pretty tough on both of us, for it wouldn’t do you 
and any good, and it would just break me all up.  How fortunate it is that every one dont think 
alike, for now you & Mr. U[nderwood]. are both suited, & dont both want the same girl, & you 
wouldn’t either of you change for any thing, [ill.] & you both think you’ve got the best.  Oh 
darling Ada & Mr. U[nderwood]. seem so very very happy.  It makes me all the more anxious for 
our marriage.  We wont have as much in the way of money, & luxuries, but darling I know we 
will be every bit as happy as they are.  There is one thing about Ada.  She thinks a great deal of 
money and luxuries, & handsome things, and so on, and why shouldn’t she?  She can afford 
them, and it is all right.  She has always had them, but let me tell you that if their circumstances 
change, Ada will be equal to the emergency and will be as brave as any one could possibly be.  
She would put her hand to the plough, and could get along splendidly, and wouldn’t whine 
around, but would make the best of it, and cheerful about it.  She isn’t one of the helpless kind 
by any means, and she would be a wonder I know if she was ever placed in a position like 
mamma’s.  I know she’d get along.  And I enjoy seeing her have all the good things, for I know it 
isn’t spoiling her one bit.  She is very attractive to every one and every one seems to love her, 
but there is so much more to her than appears on the surface, and I know her very very 
thoroughly, more thoroughly than most people do, & have not only very strong love for her, but 
the highest respects and admiration for her, and I know I’m not mistaken, and I believe Mr. 
Underwood is worthy of such a wife, and I am thoroughly satisfied to have things as they are, 
tho’ of course I am aware that my feelings have nothing whatever to do with the case, tho’ I 
know it pleases Ada to have her friends feel so about him, and tho I know this, not only from 
her, but from my own experience.  If Ada didn’t like you it wouldn’t make any difference in my 
love for you, but it pleases me wonderfully to have her speak of you as she always does, and it 



was so with Bessie the other day.  If she didn’t feel satisfied, it couldn’t change things at all, 
except perhaps to make me feel a little hurt, & hard towards B[essie]. but it wouldn’t make a bit 
of difference in my love for you, but dont you suppose it made me very happy to have her 
speak as she did?  Well I guess it did.  It just made me love her a little more than I ever did 
before.  Darling I have written all this, and yet I haven’t said half I  want to say, and I haven’t 
told you a word about the operas, and I dont believe there is time for it now, I’ll give it to you 
sometime.  Oh my darling, I am just wild to see you, and wish the next few months would hurry 
along.  Well Jan[uary]. is nearly gone, and thank fortune Feb[ruary]. is a short month.  I can 
hardly stand the trial patiently, but I think there is no doubt but what we’ll get through it.  Now 
my darling[,] I must go.  But I will go right on thinking of you, and wishing for you, and loving 
you more than tongue can tell, even tho’ I do send you so much now, for I send you more than I 
can measure, and have still a boundless & endless amount left for you. 
         Your own true & loving 
                Effie 


