
                                                                                                 No. 54 West  46th St. 
                                                                                  N.Y. Feb. 9th 1886 
My darling darling Harry, 
       I wasn’t very well satisfied with the letter I sent off tonight but I couldn’t do all I 
expected to do.  Will Quernea came tonight to ask me about the music Bessie has sent to be 
bound.  He didn’t quite understand something and stopped here this evening to find out about 
it, and it used up about quarter of an hour.  I was sorry he came at just that time, for if it had 
been a little later it would not have made any difference.  It is after eleven.  Since I mailed your 
letter I haven’t had a chance to be alone, and so I made up my mind that when every one went 
to bed I’d come up in the parlor and write awhile.  You know I told you about how I stayed 
down on Sunday night.  Well darling it was a lucky thing, for mamma did have one of her fits 
coming on, and it was scared off completely, and tonight when I said I was going to write, she 
said “Why child it is after eleven o’clock.”  I said “I know it mamma but I have not had a chance 
all evening.  To be sure I wrote, but I was interrupted & couldn’t write any kind of a letter, and 
tomorrow I wont have a chance till night, & then only such a little one, and as my letter tonight 
was so slim, I want to send more than I usually do on Wednesdays.  I want at least to start a 
letter.”  She didn’t object in the least.  All she said was “Well give Harry my love” and Jule sent 
the same message.  Now you know if mamma hadn’t been feeling all right she would have 
begun raising objections, and I must say I expected she would.  
        Darling I am so delighted because Mrs. Stockton made a complaint to Dr. Smart, for she 
just put her foot in it when she did it.  I am glad he looked into the matter & that he is going to 
tell her she must do better, & if she dont do better I hope she’ll lose every boarder she has got.  
I guess Miss Elder is thankful enough to think she will soon be out of it.   
      You ask about my lunch the day I go to Orange.  I cant get any.  I leave home about 9:30 
A,M.[,] give a lesson from ten to eleven, and take the 11:10 to Roseville, when I can get it.  
Sometimes I miss that and take the 11:20.  That is a Montclair train.  If I get the early train I 
usually stop on my way up to see your Aunt Mag, & Jule, but never have over five or ten 
minutes there.  Your aunt Mag is very nice, and always asks me to stay to lunch, and always 
wants to get me something.  (You know their lunch hour is later than the time I get there) but 
there isn’t time for it.  I think it does more harm to “bolt” a meal hurriedly, than it does to go 
without it.  Besides, I would not want to have them think I came to get something to eat, and it 
would certainly look so if I always went there, and always spent the ten minutes eating.  I dont 
suppose they’d feel so, for Cousin M. always seems anxious to have me do it, but I wouldn’t feel 
comfortable about it.  Last Wed[nesday]. Sue had been making some of those delicious hickory 
nut cakes, and Cousin M. brought a lot in.  I ate a couple, and what did she do but open open 
my bag & put all the rest in.  In spite of all I could say, she would do it, and said, “Now dont say 
another word.  Its all right.  I haven’t given you many at all.  What nonsense.  We’ve got plenty 
more, and you just take these and eat them on your way up.”  I tell you what I enjoyed them.  
They are just delicious, but Darling I dont suffer from going without my lunch.  I always have a 
big appetite when I get started, but I can go without lunch, and not miss it.  It might upset me if 
I did it often, but it is only once a week, and it dont hurt me a bit.  Darling I didn’t tell you what 
a narrow escape the letter I wrote a week ago Monday had.  Just as I was about to start off Mrs. 
Pratt called.  She came to tell us about Mrs. Cleveland’s death.  It was shocking, and so sudden, 
and of course I stayed to hear about it.  I wonder if you ever heard me speak of Mrs. C.  We 



haven’t seen much of her of late years, but we liked her very much when she boarded with us 
in Orange.  It was so horrible, and it sort of dazed me, and I did not realize how fast much time I 
had spent here, and found that it was pretty late, so I rushed downstairs, and first thing I did 
was to put your letter in plain sight so I’d be sure to take it, and then I put on my things and 
started.  I saw a car, and made for that, thinking I would have no time to lose.  I tho’t I’d mail 
your letter on the cor[ner]. of 7th Ave and 23rd St.  I finished putting my things on in the car, that 
is I put on my gloves when the car reached 42nd St.  I tho’t I’d take my letter out of the bag, & 
hold it in my hand, so that I’d be sure to mail it, & not do what I did one Friday last term.  I tho’t 
I had it with me, but to my utter horror found I hadn’t it.  So I stopped the car, for I tho’t  Jule 
would never see it, and the thing would not be mailed till I got home from Madison, so I ran 
nearly all the way here.  I was sure I hadn’t lost the letter, and I was right.  I found it here just 
where I had left it.  I hadn’t put it in my bag at all.  I was twenty minutes late to my lesson, but 
couldn’t give but ¾ of an hour, for I had to stop in time to go to M[adison]. but I made up the 
time yesterday, gave Louie Le Brun an hour and a quarter.  Of course, if I hadn’t tho’t of the 
letter till I got down town, I could not have come back for it, but as it was, there was no damage 
done.  I had to pay my fare twice, but was only too glad that I could get it to you after all. 
     Now darling I must say goodnight.  I am very tired, and it is 12:40 & I must get to bed. 
With fondest deepest love from your own  

true and loving 
              Effie. 
Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ 
                                                                                                        Wed[nesday]. 8 P.M. 
My darling darling Harry 
      I have just finished dinner, and now I’ll finish the letter I began began last night. I am 
mighty glad that I got such a good start last night.  If I hadn’t, you would fare very badly on 
Friday.  I got your letter tonight when I reached home.  Isn’t it strange that the Wednesday’s 
letter is always delayed till the 2nd delivery?  I often get the others before breakfast but it they 
is always late on Wednesdays.  It just happens so of course, but it is funny it should always be 
so on that particular day.  Tonight I had quite a scare.  I tho’t it hadn’t come at all.  I looked in 
the usual place for it, but as I didn’t find it on the mantel piece I looked on the bureau, then in 
my drawer, but couldn’t find it, but at last I found it on the bookcase.  My! didn’t I grab it, and I 
read it before I went to dinner, and it was such a lovely letter, & I was so glad that it had come 
after all. 
      Harry what do you suppose I have done now.  I have had three more people after me to 
give lessons.  They live in Orange and not very far from the other pupils.  They want two lessons 
a week, and that you see would be quite a nice thing, for Annie and Gertrude have wanted 2 
lessons, but I would not go another day for only two lessons, but six lessons would be a horse of 
another color.  Lulu Mc D. only takes Wed[nesday]. because I tho’t it was a fine scheme to get 
one of her lessons in on my way to Orange but she wouldn’t mind changing to some other day, 
for she does not go to school & one day is like another to her.  But darling I gave them up, and 
said I couldn’t take them.  Two of them were quite broken up about it, but I would not be 
persuaded.  One of them even said she would take a shorter lesson, & I could go out an hour 
earlier and come back on the same train I take now, & I wouldn’t have to leave home any 
earlier than I do now, but it would be twice a week instead of once.  I know you worry or feel 



uncomfortable about one day, and knew you’d be wild if I should arrange to go twice, so I gave 
it up on that acc’t, tho’ of course if it hadn’t been for you, I would have taken them, but I dont 
feel sorry at all, and I would not want to make you feel worse than you do now.  Darling my 
time is up.  I’ll write about this another time. 
        With boundless love, my darling, for you 
               from your own Ɵ  Ɵ 
                  Effie 
 


