
         No. 51 West 37th St. 
         N.Y. May 18th 1886. 
My darling darling Harry 
 I am very tired again tonight.  I left home this A.M. about 9:30, and went to Mrs. 
Drake’s, & after I left there went to Mrs. Ellis’ on an errand, and from there to try and find Mr. 
Steinhaus.  I didn’t know whether he was still in the same place or not, and didn’t know 
whether it was worth while to go, but I felt that a letter wouldn’t be satisfactory, and I wouldn’t 
be sure whether it would reach him, and I’d better find out if he was still in the same place, and 
if possible have a talk with him about Sue, and also about my Orange pupils.  I tho’t if he had 
moved, I might be able to get his address of the janitor of the flat, & then, if there was time, go 
to his house.  I would not send for him to come here, for he has enough to do, and I wouldn’t 
want him to come down on an uncertainty, and as Sue and the Orange pupils are uncertain I 
tho’t I wouldn’t trouble him to come here.  Well it was in an out of the way place, but I was 
delighted to find that he could be got at.  He wasn’t at the No. he gave me, but I was told that 
they lived two doors from there.  I tho’t how like Mr. Steinhaus.  He always is so full of his 
music, & so absent minded about every thing else, and he actually forget the No. of his house, 
but I was mighty glad the man I asked knew about him.  Well I went up to the Steinhaus’ flat, 
and Mrs. Steinhaus came to the door.  I didn’t know at first that it was Mrs. S[teinhaus]. but 
supposed it was.  I asked if Mr. S[teinhaus]. was in, and she said “No he isn’t, and I dont believe 
he will be in till tonight.  Is there anything I can do for you?”  I asked if she was Mrs. Steinhaus & 
she said “Yes.”  I told her I was an old pupil of her husband’s, & then told her that I wanted very 
much to have a talk with him about some pupils of mine that I wanted to turn over to him, she 
& I explained a little more fully, and then said “Mrs. Steinhaus I never have met you, but 
perhaps you’ll remember writing to me a good many times when your husband was unable to 
give his lessons.  I told her my name and she said “Miss Loag?  Are you Miss Loag?  Oh I have 
heard all about you Miss Loag, but you didn’t take lessons from my husband.  You took of my 
brother-in-law, Mr. Carl Steinhaus.  My husband is August Steinhaus, but we have heard about 
you from my brother-in-law.”  She seemed real glad to see me, and I was so surprised and at 
her knowing about me, for she seemed to know more than I has had supposed Mrs. Carl 
Steinhaus would, for I didn’t suppose Mr. Steinhaus tho’t enough of me to talk at home about 
me, & to find his brother’s wife so very familiar with my name was as great a surprise as finding 
that I was talking with Mrs. August Steinhaus, instead of Mrs. Carl. S[teinhaus].  His brother is 
also a teacher, and I believe a very fine teacher, and I knew his name, & all about him, or rather 
a good deal about him.  Mrs. S[teinhaus]. began telling me about her brother-in-law, and said 
that he was in great trouble, that his wife had just died, and was buried Sunday, that they were 
all feeling very very sad, that she was so lovely, and it was such a terrible blow to her husband.  
She said that “They moved away from N.Y. about a year so on acc’t of her health, and went to a 
country place near Buffalo, and have been boarding with my parents.  Mr. Steinhaus got quite a 



large class, and they have both been in better health than they were in, here.  He didn’t like it 
there, but would do anything for her, and as she was so much better, and so happy there, he 
tho’t they would settle there.  It was too bad that this had to happen.  Poor man he has been 
thro’ so much trouble.  Perhaps you know about the death of their little boy.”  I said I did, & she 
said “Well he never got over that.  It nearly killed him.  Then his health is so miserable.  He is 
frightfully nervous, and teaching is so very bad for him.  He works so hard over his pupils, & is 
so conscientious, and worries so if they dont do well, & he has broken down his health, and is 
wearing himself out, and this terrible trouble will be very hard on him.  He will undoubtedly 
come back to N.Y for he couldn’t stand it to stay there without her, and if he could get these 
pupils you speak of, it would be very nice, and I am sure he would be very glad, for of course he 
gave up his class here last year.”  I told her how dreadfully sorry I felt to hear of his loss, and 
was just getting up to go, when her husband came in, and he made quite a fuss over me, and 
when he heard of my errand, he thanked me so much for coming, and seemed so pleased by 
what I said about his brother, and about how I felt toward him.  I had quite a time to get away.  
Isn’t it too bad about a poor Mr. S[teinhaus]?  I feel awfully for him for I know he was very very 
fond of his wife.  Mr. A[ugust]. Steinhaus promised to let me know about his brother’s plans, so 
I will know if he comes back to N.Y.  I left my card & address.  The call seemed to please Mr. & 
Mrs. S[teinhaus]. wonderfully.  Now darling I didn’t intend to write all this, but it has been in my 
mind all afternoon, and I know you are interested in my old teacher, for he did so much for me, 
& always took so much interest in me, & was so kind, that you will surely not wonder at my 
thinking a good deal about this news of him, and will not be bored by all I have written.  My call 
there reminded me of the accounts we read of poor musicians, who struggled so to get along, 
and were not appreciated.  It reminded me so strongly of these accounts, that it almost seemed 
to bring the real thing to me.  They must be pretty badly off for they live in a miserable place, 
and it seems such a shame, for they are fine musicians, and both seem well educated, and 
gentlemanly.  Mrs. S[teinhaus]. too was so very nice, and it does seem too bad that they cant 
have an easier time.  They haven’t had the luck to stumble among wealthy people, and they 
cant get very big prices, & tho’ they work from morning till night, they have hard work to get 
along.    

Well darling when I left there, I came home & got a bit of lunch, & then went to Miss 
Russell’s.  I gave her a very long lesson.  1 hour and ½ was the time, but as there wasn’t time to 
come home between her lesson & Mamie S[haw]’s, I tho’t I might as well give Miss R[ussell]. 
two hours, so I was there from 2:15 till 4:15, and then on my way to y the Shaws, went to 
Station G, & wrote your postal, & then went to the Shaws on 53rd St[reet]. (they have moved to 
19 W 53rd) & gave Mamie an hour & a half, and I can tell you I came home pretty tired.  I was 
late for dinner, but I found your letter waiting for me, and you better believe I didn’t let it wait 
till after dinner, and I sat down & enjoyed it before I went down.  Darling if it isn’t too late when 
this reaches you I think you’d better address my letter for Sunday to Madison, for if the mail 



should be delayed it might not reach me before I leave home, & it would be safer to send it to 
M[adison].  I am sorry I did not tell you this last night, but I had to leave out so much I wanted 
to say & I feel so sorry that I forgot to tell you this last  night.  Darling I have only three more 
days to give lessons, just think of that.  Dont it seem as tho’ every thing was getting ready for 
the great event?  Oh how happy we will be, tho’ I am so glad that our happiness isn’t to be 
delayed till July 7th.  It will commence June 12th.   I know darling that we wont have to wait any 
longer that the evening of June 12th.  Now my own precious darling boy[,] I must go any and 
mail this, for it is getting late. 
 With love love love beyond expression 
                from your own 
Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ   Effie. 
Darling I did appreciate so fully all you wrote in the letter I rec’d tonight, will try and ans[wer]. it 
all in my next.  How did you like the way I signed the postal?  Ɵ 
 
[The following was written upside down on the last page.] 
 
No. 54 West 4 
(This No. & the 4. is a give away.  I cant seem to get this new address, and keep writing the 
wrong old one continually.[)] 
 
 
 
 


