
                                                                                                    No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                  N.Y. Nov. 11th 1884. 
My dearest Harry, 
        I have had a pretty hard day today and am about worn out tonight.  I fear my letter 
wont be worth reading but I want to keep my promise so that you wont be unhappy again, but 
that isn’t my only reason.  The other is a more selfish one.  It is because I want to do it.  It gives 
me more pleasure than anything else except reading your letters.  I dont get half as much time 
as I want, and am never satisfied, but I do all I can, & manage in every way I can think of to 
write.  It would be oftener if I could write where the others are, but that I cant do.  I have never 
liked to write letters when there was any one around.  In the first place I cant put my mind on 
it, if there is a constant talking going on & I am interrupted every minute.  It makes me about 
wild, & I simply cant do it.  I can manage a note on some particular subject, but a letter I cant do 
anything with under such circumstances.  This is not all.  When I am writing to a dear friend I 
want to feel that I can be entirely alone.  It seems to make me feel nearer, and more as tho’ I 
was talking.  This is absurd I suppose, but I cant help it.  It is the way I feel.  The writing does me 
good, and I feel more as tho’ I had been with that friend.  If there is even one person with me I 
cant feel this way.  I never forget for a moment that I am writing a letter, but the other way I 
can forget everything but the one to whom my letter is addressed and am so near the friend in 
spirit that it does me a lot of good.  Of course I dont mean that there is as much satisfaction in a 
letter as in a visit, nor any where near as much, but I can getti get a wonderful amount of 
comfort out of letters if I can get off by myself to write them.  I have always had this desire to 
be alone, even tho’ every one around me kept quiet (I cant write with noise & talking going on).  
If there is anyone in the room who keeps perfectly quiet I can write of course, but I cant feel the 
same, and it doesn’t do me good or satisfy me.  It is almost worse than not writing at all, that is 
if my letter is to one who is very dear to me.  If my letter is to one I dont care much about I dont 
mind, for such a letter would be a letter, and nothing but a letter, if I was alone.  But let me tell 
you I waste very little time on such letters.  I seldom, I might almost say never, write to people I 
care nothing for.  Of course I have had to do it, but it could hardly be called a letter.  Mamma 
has often wanted me to write letters to people I didn’t and couldn‘t care for, but the last year 
or two I have refused to waste time, writing such letters.  If there was some message that had 
to be written I’d do it & get it over with as soon as possible, and I have only corresponded with 
those I loved or cared for very much, and then I have always wanted to be alone when I was 
writing.  If I felt so before, imagine how I have felt about your letters the last two months.  I just 
found myself unable to write at all with any one in the room.  It took all my pleasure away, and 
besides I couldn’t write.  I never was quite so bad before, but now this feeling is too strong for 
me to battle against.  I must be alone when I am writing to you, & that is one reason mamma 
gets so wild at times, because I go off by myself and write.  I believe if I was situated as Miss 
Hull is I’d be writing most of my time.  I couldn’t keep from [ill.] it, but I have so many things to 
do that must be done that I am prevented from doing what I would like to do.  Ada isn’t by any 
means a lazy girl.  She does lots & lots of things and doesn’t waste as much time as most girls 
would if under similar circumstances, but she isn’t forced to do certain things as I am.  I’ll be 
glad when we will not be dependent on letters.  If you were here things would be very different 
and a hundred little things that keep me from writing couldn’t keep us apart.  Letters some how 
or other always seem to have a bad effect on the ones who are not writing them.  They will 



never allow for the time they take, and if they are reminded that the letter takes less time than 
a visit with the friend would, they’ll see it all plainly & admit it, but the next time it is just the 
same, and they say “Well its different.”  They cant seem to allow for it.  Do you remember how 
you acted last summer at Madison.  I wrote very little and yet even that little, you have since 
said, didn’t please you.  Well it is always the way with every one.  They all act the same way.  At 
Warwick they get wild at me, and you can imagine from what I told you of the night Annie was 
here how hard it was to do anything there.  At home things are not much better, but the last 
week or two I have been very regular.  Dont you think so?  I have kept my promise faithfully 
haven’t I?  For several weeks I think I have managed splendidly, even the week you growled so 
furiously at me.  But now I guess I haven’t given you reason to complain of irregularity, and I 
know I wont hear any more complaints as long as I can keep it up.  Mamma has behaved 
beautifully the last week and I haven’t had as hard a time as I had before.  On my return from 
Orange tonight I found your letter   (note might be more a appropriate word) and two others 
awaiting me.  I get very few letters now except yours, for I neglect all my correspondents for 
you.  Even Em I fear is down on me, and I am getting quite unhappy about her.  You know I 
wrote her a long long letter about our engagement, ever so many sheets.  You know what the 
answer was.  It was very lovely, but was short.  She was busy at the time but [ill.] left everything 
for the sake of writing at once.  I understood it and appreciated it.  I tho’t however it was all she 
could do then but rather tho’t she would write at length in a few days.  I was a long time 
answering it I know, about three weeks I guess.  I forget just how long I waited.  It was partly 
because I waited for the letter which I imagined from her letter she meant to send when she 
would have time to give to me.  Still I wouldn’t have let that prevent my writing if I had had 
unlimited time at my disposal, but I hadn’t and so I waited.   I wrote finally and wrote another 
very long letter & told her more about ourself ourselves & our affairs, besides the best part of 
the news.  But I have never had a single line from her since that letter I sent you.  Then she said 
she was going to write you, and I know she hasn’t, for you have never mentioned it & I know 
you would have done so.  I am sure there is some good reason back of it all.  I have the most 
perfect trust in her love for me.  I know how her time is filled and how many friends constantly 
claim her time & attention.  I know how hard it is for her to write, especially since she has had 
the care of her house etc.  I make allowance for it all & yet I cant help feeling, if not hurt, at 
least unhappy over it.  I cant feel that it is neglect or forgetfulness.  I know her too well for that.  
I know she thinks of me just as often, oftener perhaps, because she is always wishing for a 
chance to write to me, but it is awfully hard to be obliged to go so long without even a note 
from her, but I suppose she dont want to write another note, and every day expects to have 
time for a letter and day after day passes without time for the kind of a letter she wants to 
write.  I know it isn’t because she dont want to write, but only because she cant be sure of a 
time when she’ll be free from interruptions.  Last night Bessie & Aleck Stoddart, Mr. Zerfass & 
his sister were here to spend the evening.  We had quite a jolly time.  Mr. Steinbach stayed in, 
and we made quite a party.  At the first part of the evening we talked, & then had some music, 
after which we played cards, had two tables, one Whist, at and at the other they played all 
kinds of things.  They stayed till it was well toward midnight.  Tomorrow night Mr. Steinbach 
has invited Ed & Jule & me to go to the theater.  He asked me where I wanted to go & what I’d 
rather see.  I am just wild to hear Irving & Ellen Terry in Merchant of Venice.  They say she is so 
lovely as Portia, and they are to play it tomorrow night, but I didn’t have the sufficient amount 



of cheek to choose that.  I said I’d leave it entirely to him.  He said “But you must have some 
choice.”  I told him I would be satisfied with anything & that it wasn’t worth while to choose 
settle it because he might not be able to get tickets for the things we might decide on, and that 
he could tell what was best when he could find what could be had.  I was in hopes he would 
choose it, because it is about the only thing here now that I care much about.  I wouldn’t have 
had any feeling about it if he had proposed it because I know he has plenty of money & could 
afford it, but I couldn’t be so cheeky as to propose it myself, as the seats in the orchestra are 
$3.00 each (& I know him well enough to know that he wouldn’t take any others) if they are 
bought at the box office, but the speculators would probably charge from $1.00 to $1.50 apiece 
extra for them, and he wouldn’t get off for less than $12.00 and it would prop probably cost 
him for four seats, such as he would get, from $12.00 to $16.00 and would be nearer $16.00 
than $12.00.  Isn’t it an outrageous price?  But that theater is the worst for speculators of any 
one in the City & last year I know they had control of all the good seats and asked $5.00 apiece 
for the orchestra chairs, so you see I coull counted it very mildly when I put it at $14. or $16.  I 
hope he wont say anything about a supper, but he is given to doing things up in high style.  That 
was another thing I tho’t of & added to the other amount, as a possible and not only possible 
but probable cost of the spree.  The way I had time to think of it was this.  He asked me last 
evening if I would go, & said if so, he’d speak to Ed & Jule, & then he asked me to look at the list 
of amusements and let him know in the morning what I’d rather see, but after finding the price 
of Irving to be so high (the same as last year & not lower as I had hoped) I wouldn’t make any 
choice, so he got tickets for the “Wooden Spoon” at Daly’s.  It is very popular & very funny, and 
the company is a fine one, and we’ll enjoy it I know.  On Thurs. night, we are all invited to the 
Z’s, and I haven’t heard yet about the theater party for Friday night.  I suppose I’ll know on 
Thurs. whether he has been able to get the thing up or not.  The seats at the Metropolitan are 
much lower this year than last and I mean to hear all the Wagner music, if it is given at the 
matinees.  You know it is the German Co. Damrosche has [ill.] formed this summer.  He is the 
manager, and I hope it will be good.  I dont imagine it will be as popular as the Italian Opera.  
Mapleson’s company is miserable this year.  He has Patti, & Nevada & [Ill.] Scalchi.  Those three 
are wonderful but they cant make an opera satisfactory without some good male voices.  He 
hasn’t a decent tenor and Galassi hasn’t come back with him this year and he has not any really 
fine singers among the men in the company.  Did I tell you about Nevada[?]  (You have read of 
her brilliant success in Paris & other places.)  She was a school mate of Em’s and graduated at 
the same time.  She was a Miss Emma Wixom and I think Nevada was her native state, and she 
took that name when she went on the stage on that account.  Her success has been wonderful, 
and you remember that she was considered quite a rival of Van Zants, so much so that Van Z. 
was afraid of her and made lots of trouble for her.  By the way I have tried ever so many times 
to get the “Nation”& read the article you told me about - the German & Italian Opera -  but I 
haven’t been able to find it at any of the new places, either the stores or stands.  The other one 
too I have not succeeded in finding yet, but I haven’t tried at many places for it.  By the way do 
you know any thing about a book on Beethoven’s Symphonies by Teetgen, or have you heard of 
it?  I saw it at Ditson’s the other night and came near buying it for it looked as tho’ it might be 
very good.  They said it was the best book on the Symphonies that they knew of.  It isn’t near as 
large as this page.  It is a little bit of a book and not thick by any means and I tho’t $1.50 was an 
awful price for it and tho’t I wouldn’t get it until I had found out some thing about it, & it was so 



late I hadn’t time to look it over carefully.  It was, I should think, about the size of a pocket 
dictionary, and at the most not over half as thick.  The binding was a cheap one, and it seemed 
a good deal for it, but I’ll get it if I find it is good for anything.  I dont think the Review you sent 
is full enough to help very much.  I dont like it as well as those I have of the 5th Symphony.  I am 
going to Astor Library some day & try to find out some thing about this book by Teetgen.  If 
they have it I can find out if it is worth buying.  I cant afford to get it if it is trash but if it is as 
good as I imagined it from glancing over it, I wouldn’t mind the price.  Oh we were talking, you 
remember, about how many vol. of Grove’s Dict. were out.  There are three as I tho’t, & 
another is expected about Jan.  I haven’t time for more now, except to say that I am sorry you 
have gone back on the Rep. & that you want Cleveland elected.  I am glad you had to lose your 
vote if that is the way you felt.  But goodbye, my dearest Harry.  With deepest love 
               Effie. 
 
I meant to have told you about Ed discovering the secret, but I’ll have to leave it till next time.  
It has really rested me to write. 
 
 


