
         No. 54 West 46th St. 
         N.Y. May 5th 1886. 
My own darling Harry, 

I am home from Orange and pretty well used up.  I was tired before I started, so you can 
imagine what a total wreck I am just now.  I wish I could have skipped my lessons this week, for 
I have hardly felt equal to them, but I am obliged to give them, for I must finish them week after 
next, and wont have a chance to make up any lessons I lose, for I will have a tight squeeze to 
finish week after next, as it is, and have had to arrange to give some extra lessons in order to 
get thro’ them.  I will have to go to Orange two days next week, for otherwise I could not finish 
my quarters there till May 26th, and that would interfere with my dress making, and so they 
have consented to take two lessons next week so that I can finish there on May 19th.   I feel 
wonderfully pleased by the feeling that has been shown about my leaving.  They all seem to 
feel terribly about losing me.  It is a very great surprise to me for I never dreamed that they 
were going to feel so dreadfully over it.  I knew they were satisfied, but I never for a moment 
realized that they would feel that it was an affliction to give me up.  I supposed they’d feel that 
there were plenty of teachers to take my place, and that they wouldn’t care a cent.  I knew that 
they were satisfied, and wouldn’t have made any change if I had gone on giving lessons, but I 
tho’t as long as a change was necessary, they would be perfectly reconciled, but it seems that 
they are dreadfully excited, and they not only come in and talk to me about it, but I find that 
they get together & mourn, and wonder what in the world they will do.  They know no one else 
will be as conscientious as I have been, & that no one will take such an interest, & take such 
pains with the children, and they know the children will never be as devoted to another 
teacher, and the other teacher wont be able to control them and get as much out of them.  
Well you never heard anything like the way they go on.  It makes me laugh for I know that after 
they all get started with a new teacher they’ll probably be glad they had to make a change, but 
now they act as tho’ there wasn’t another teacher to be had.  I am glad that I have given such 
thorough satisfaction, but I am so dumb founded over the fuss.  I know it isn’t all talk for the 
children cut up in the same way.  Mrs. Paine didn’t know that I was going to leave N.Y. and 
wanted to know if she couldn’t bribe me in some way and said she would do anything if I would 
only consent to keep on with Gertrude.  I told her that if I was going to be in N.Y. I wouldn’t 
need much coaxing, that I would be only too glad to go on with Gertrude & Annie Carey, that I 
felt that they were both remarkable, and I felt very sorry that I could not be where I could go on 
with them, that it was a great pleasure to me to give them lessons, and that I would be only too 
glad if I could go on with them, and that I would do it if I was going to be in N.Y. but that as I 
was going to live in Indiana I tho’t that there was nothing to be done except to get another and 
a better teacher.  I cant begin to tell you about it in a letter but I’ll tell you sometime.  It seems 
conceited in me to write this way but darling I know it will make you happy to hear about it, and 
know you’ll be very much pleased to hear how they feel.  The Knapps are not included in this, 



but the Adams & Carey’s & Paines are the ones that are excited.  Mrs. Carey came down today 
to have a talk about it, and wanted my advice.  I urged her to have Mr. Steinhaus if she could 
get him.  I told her I tho’t it was a very bad plan to change teachers often, and that I tho’t it 
would be better for Annie not to begin with a new teacher, who would be only a temporary 
teacher, and one who would not be capable of teaching her after a year or two, that I tho’t  it 
would be much better for her to have a fine teacher in the start, who could take her now and 
be able to go right along with her, and Mrs. Carey seemed to be very much struck by what I 
said, and I think she will try and make some arrangement with Mr. Steinhaus.  She seemed to 
feel that there was a great deal in what I said, and she told me that she tho’t my advice was 
very good, and she tho’t they would decide to do just what I proposed if they could make any 
arrangement with Mr. S[teinhaus].  Now darling I have written more than I meant to about 
these things, but I did want you to share my pleasure in the feeling and that has been shown.  It 
has been so here in N.Y. but not to such an extent except in Mrs. Drake’s case, & she goes on in 
very much the same way, tho’ I have only given her lessons since the holidays, & I dont see how 
she has had  time to become so attached.   

Darling your dear letter came this A.M. before I left home, and I was so glad that it 
wasn’t delayed.  Oh Harry I was so sorry that you did not get my letter on Sunday, for I made 
the greatest effort to write.  I was so tired I could hardly write, but I did want you to have your 
letter on Sunday, and so I wrote.  I felt that the letter wasn’t worth much for I was so tired & so 
awfully nervous that my head was in a dreadful muddle, but I am so glad you understood what I 
wanted to say.  I knew well enough what I meant, & what I wanted to say, but I could not seem 
to write it, but I hoped you’d be able to tell what I was driving at, & I am so glad you did.  Oh 
darling I think about you all the time, about our meeting next month, and our wedding the 
moth month after, and then of our whole lives together.  I never wonder wl whether we’ll be 
happy together, for I never have any doubt about it.  I know we will be happy, and that the only 
reason we haven’t been happy all the time since we became engaged, is because we have not 
been together much of the time.  When we were together we would have been perfectly happy 
if it hadn’t been for the tho’t of the separation, but thank Heaven that tho’t will not have a 
chance at us next time we are together, for we are coming together this time for the rest of our 
lives.  Now my own precious darling boy[,] I must stop.  I cant answer all your questions in this 
letter, & may not have a chance before Sunday, but I’ll answer them as soon as I can.  Now 
darling goodnight with deep & warm, & unchanging love[,] more than I can measure Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ 

    from your Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ 
Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Effie 
      
Mamma — Jule send much love. 


