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Paris XVI, France

Mr. A.E. Kidd

1331 Washington St.

Evanston Illinois

March 26, 1927

Dear Eugene,

This is Saturday evening just before supper time, which in Paris takes place at 8 PM. Tomorrow, Helen and I are going to Versailles and I may not have time for the usual Sunday epistle. Hence, I am writing tonight. Helen is practicing (to make up for lost time this afternoon) and I am sitting “by the fire” – it is cold and rainy – in Miss Otté’s room. She is not French as her name implies but she says that generations ago a Frenchman sprouted on her family tree. She does not even speak French. She is the only other “boarder” – this apt. I cannot speak too highly of our French family. They are of the aristocracy (count and countess) but lost all in the war. The son-in-law is also a count. The old folks’ name is de Lassus. Monsieur et Madame de Lassus – and the young folks’ name is de Brabant – count de Brabant is a fine-looking Frenchman, from East of France, who therefore speaks more slowl;y than the Parisian French and I can understand him better. M. de Lassus us the most learned man I have ever met – can recite (by heart) Latin, Greek, anything else. He’s a musician and connoisseur of paintings. Helen and I get along famously together but are not very happy in our music work. She has not made much progress. She is in the wrong school – the whole Cortet outfit is, I think, a farce. I have been thinking seriously of making a complete change but hate to upset everything when I have just gotten started. Of course, Cortet-Levy arm technique is being much employed –in a lesser degree – nowadays and it may after all be wiser to stick it out rather than go to Phillippe and go along in the same beaten path. Levy’s ideas have their good points but I’d hate to dedicate my life to them!!!

Just received three letters from you! Haven’t had a word all week. Neither has Helen. Guess everything came on the first available boat. There was of course much excitement when we all received our mail. Your letters are dated March 10, march 13, march 16 and they all arrived together!!! Am so glad the children are well and you and “grandma” too. How is Kidd & Co. progressing? You didn’t say. Sent the children some postcards the other day. will send them a little gift soon. How on earth did Harlan get a hold of matches to set the grass on fire? Poor grandmother! Glad to hear about Geraldine’s music. Tell her “hurrah” from mother. How are the Fishers getting along – is Theresa practicing, I wonder? Glad you went to the Gages. Tell them – if you see them again – that I expect them to drive to New York for me when I return. 

Two weeks tomorrow I shall have been in Paris!! Paris – well, well. Who would have thunk it! Paris is twenty years behind the times – musically and in every way – no system in Europe anywhere I guess. It would drive you mad. Prices in Paris are very high – paid $2.50 today for some perfume and Paris is the home of perfume! Must get a spring coat soon, too.


Today Helen and I went to the famous Montmartre. We went in the immense church at the top of the hill (Sacre Coeur – Sacred  Heart) then we went around the  Montmatre – saw the artists’ quaint little studios – the tiny ancients apts and garden patches, the restaurants and wine shops. Montmartre is a world apart – all about it (the highest spot in Paris) is gay Paris but quiet, quaintness, narrow ancient streets, long-haired artists, wine shops, and night life (they say) are Montmartre. Bought some lovely etchings for only 26 cents apiece. There are all sorts of antiques – including the people.

The household at 15 rue Mesnil would appreciate a shipment of Kidd & Co. products, especially peanut butter. Breakfast (which consists of cocoa + bread) is served in our room. We should like something on our own bread.


Still have enough cash on hand. 

From the Sacré-Coeur church way up on the hill we looked out over Paris. Quite a downpour of rain took place + then the sun came out. A beautiful rainbow ensued.


You should plan to come over this summer. The trip on the water is in itself a wonderful rest especially if you take a slow boat like the New Amsterdam.


Spank the kids for me tonight. Perhaps it will do them good. Tell Grandmother to cheer up, the worst is yet to come.


Will see the Orcutts.


Have mailed all sorts of epistles, diaries, etc. from Plymouth, Holland, Belgium. You ought to be getting mail right along.

Goodnight, sleep tight, wake up bright, spend the day right, and come to Paris.
Lots of love,

Elizabeth
