
No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                             N.Y. Sat. Morning 

         [December 13, 1884] 
My dearest, dearest Harry, 
        I have just rec’d your letter and the Tannhäuser music.  I believe I am feeling better this 
morning, tho’ I dont suppose I can hope to be entirely happy till next Wednesday when I 
suppose I’ll have ans an answer to the letter I mailed yesterday afternoon.  Last evening every 
one was out and mamma & Jule & I were alone in the parlor.  I had my work, but I couldn’t sit 
still & work.  Finally I went to the piano and there I stayed for nearly three hours, playing 
Lohengrin.  It seemed to quiet me and I played on & on, repeating over & over again those sad 
parts.  How very very beautiful they are.  I couldn’t bear to leave the piano, but it was nearly 
eleven and I felt I must.  Mamma was carried away by some of the things, even when I played 
them, but of course having heard it so lately it was all brought back to her.  She probably 
couldn’t have felt so if she hadn’t heard the opera, but as she had, she understood the ideas, 
and was simply charmed.  She said “Effie could you have had that idea of it from the music 
alone, if you had never heard the opera? but If you had just taken the music could you have 
played it like that?”  I told her, no, that it made as much difference in my way of playing as it did 
in her understanding it to have heard the opera, & that was the reason I’d had been so anxious 
to hear it so many times.  To hear a thing like that was as much or more to me than a lesson 
would be, that each time I heard it I got more & more beauty out of it.  She has tho’t it was 
foolish to want to hear the same thing so many times, tho’t I might better take in something I 
hadn’t heard.  I feel every time I go that I am making a good investment, for I not only get an 
untold amount of pleasure, but am learing much at the same time.  The more I hear it the more 
I want to hear it, and I know that if they have another matinee performance of it I wont be able 
to stay away.  It grows on me more and more.  I am going this afternoon to hear Don Giovanni.  
I have always been crazy to hear that opera, but now I am sure it will not be to me what 
Tannhäuser & Lohengrin are, but yet want to hear it, tho’ I dont expect to long to hear it again 
& again, or to be so charmed with the music that it will take possession of me as these other 
operas have done.  Materna will be here next month and then they will give “Die Walküre” and 
I am bound to hear that.  I must also hear the other Wagner operas & Beethoven’s “Fidelio.” 
and I dont care particularly about hearing the others.  “Les Huguenots” is grand, but I’ve heard 
that twice, with magnificent casts, and I’d rather hear Lohengrin or Tannhäuser over again than 
that or any of the others.  You’ll think I’m wild over those two operas will you not?  Well I guess 
I wont be able to deny it for they seem to have made me wild.  I dont know whether I ought to 
go again for if they keep on growing on me as they have done I’ll be crazy on the subject.  Last 
night I dreamed about those airs in Lohengrin & seemed to be behind the scenes preparing to 
take[ill.] the part of Elsa.  I had rehearsed it all, and felt perfectly comfortable till the curtain 
rose, and then I was seized with stage fright, & couldn’t get my breath, & finally fell, and had to 
be dragged off, and the audience had to wait till they could run out and scare up a substitute.  
Lucky audience to have such an escape.  I guess they were sure to get some one for they 
couldn’t do any worse surely and were [ill.] sure to do better, tho’ I dont know how they 
managed it.  When I woke was dragged off the stage I woke up.  Fritz was at the window 
barking at a cat on the back fence.  I suppose the horrible noise was what made me dream of 
my own singing, and as Lohengrin was in my mind I settled on that opera for my debut.  



Nothing conceited about that was there?  I must have had an unbounded amount of confidence 
in myself, but I [am] glad I came to my senses before I woke up, & had stage fright before I had 
made a fool of myself.  I made a fool of myself of course in choosing it (or anything else for that 
matter) but suddenly I seemed to realize that it was way beyond me, and felt so ashamed of 
myself for getting in such a scrape.  I felt I could never get thro’ it, and then, when I was worked 
up to the highest point I lost my breath & fell, and thus I was saved.  I hope the rest of the 
company were better chosen and I think the others were all right.  Think of the cheek I must 
have had.  Mamma’s praise of the way I played certain things must have had a bad effect on 
me, & turned my heard, or I never could have had such cheek, even in a dream.  It all seemed as 
real to me as could be.  My suffering was terrible when I realized what a fool I was, & realized 
what I was attempting.  I felt that I must have been wandering in my mind to even think of such 
a thing, & wished the earth would open and swallow me, and it was such a relief when I fell, 
because then I knew I was saved.  This morning it seems perfectly absurd to think of my even 
dreaming such a thing.  When I came up stairs last night I read your last few letters over, and 
tho’t over them all very carefully, and I am sure that you couldn’t have meant all you said.  You 
didn’t realize how it would sound.  All thro’ the letters your love for me shows itself to be 
strong and above all else, but my darling tho’ I saw it all very differently I must say that my eyes 
have been opened in one direction, tho’ you didn’t mean it so, or didn’t mean me to take it as I 
did.  I think in your heart you will find that you would be unhappy in the future if you felt I had 
come between you and the success you would have won if you had been able to carry out your 
plans.  I see that I would do very wrong were I to interfere in any way with these plans.  I feel 
just the same about marrying you as I did before, that I would be willing to do it before you had 
made a mark in the world, and would be willing to do my part and get along on a little, and 
would be perfectly happy, but I see now that I can never show my love in that way.  I will wait 
till you have made your mark, not for what I may gain, for I feel that I’d lose more than I’d gain, 
and I’d rather not have it appear as tho’ I marry you for some thing besides yourself, that I 
wouldn’t marry you till you had won success, but you will know why I insisted on waiting, 
because I couldn’t risk doing you an injury, & didn’t want to feel that I had cost you so much.  
Think of losing the sympathy and love of your family, & of changing your plans & thereby losing 
so much (tho’ of course I wont admit that you could be a failure if you never did another thing 
toward fitting yourself for a high position) all for such a goose as I am.  I know your love is a 
thing you cant control & it might lead you to do yourself great wrong, but I can prevent this by 
refusing to marry you until you have carried out your plans without any modification, then, & 
then only, would I be right in marrying you.  I feel now that my letter may have been wrongly 
worded, for then I didn’t see it as I see it now.  My idea of my duty is the same as it was then, 
but now I feel that it was only an accident that showed it to me, you didn’t realize the full 
meaning of what you wrote, and I did you wrong to suppose that you felt as your letter seemed 
to indicate.  In that letter you say that you will never give me up, and I believe that you never 
will, and I am willing to wait an indefinite time, but dont you make any more plans of the kind 
you made when I put my foot in it by saying that I’d agree to your plan.  After a few more 
complications we’ll know how to manage, perhaps.  Since reading your letters over again last 
night (for I should think the tenth time) and the one you I rec’d this morning I feel 
comparatively happy.  When I wrote I felt that every body & every thing was against us, and 
that we could never be happy, that it would surely end in our being separated etc etc – but now 



I feel that nothing, that is no power on earth, can ever separate us; tho’ that tho’t, makes me 
thankful & happy, yet I must own that things do not look as bright as they did.  We seem fated 
to get into trouble and I cant help feeling blue & unhappy [ill. about our constant 
misunderstandings, and it makes this terrible trial of being so far away from you a hundred 
times harder to bear.  When I wo wrote I felt that your coming home during the holidays would 
be absolutely necessary to settle things, and I still think that things will never be straight & keep 
straight until you have been home.  But I am not able to judge.  My wish would probably have 
an unfair influence, and you understand all the things to be considered far better than I do.  You 
say that you’ll feel miserably out there, & you think as far as you are concerned it would be a 
good investment.  I know under the circumstances that I couldn’t urge you to stay away, tho’ I 
said I would help you to do it, but I didn’t then know how terribly things would work against us.  
I know your father is as homesick for you as he can be, & think perhaps he has been made to 
suffer more thro’ this engagement, because the others have been on the rampage, & have 
probably complained more than before this awful trial came to them.  I know he is very 
unhappy at the tho’t of not seeing you, for he spoke of it so many times and on the way to the 
train, he said some times he had a mind to send you the money to pay your expenses one way.  
I can remember his look now as he said this and almost think if I had encouraged him, he would 
have yielded to the temptation, but then, it seemed to me, it would only get the others down 
on you, & at that time everything seemed to look so hopeful, and they acted pleasant, & I didn’t 
think it as best to stir them up again, so I didn’t say anything to encourage it, and like a goose 
said something to rather discourage it.  I said of course the tho’t of your being West during the 
holidays was a terrible one & that it would be a trial to us both, & yet we both felt that it was 
for the best, that we know you ought not to come & had made up our minds to bear the 
separation will June.  I know he would be only too glad to have you come & would not say word 
against it, and the others are dissatisfied anyway.  We cant please them no matter what we do, 
so what is the use of letting them decide for us.  Besides, I do really think that your coming 
might do them good.  It is the only thing that can.  I believe that nothing but your having a long 
plain talk with them can have any effect, and even that may not do it, but if it don’t, nothing 
ever will.  I do not understand them at all.  Why do they say it is all right and then act as they 
do?  Why dont they do one thing or the other?  If they really think it is all right, and they have 
gotten over their first feelings, then why dont they act differently to you, and be decent?  If 
they are still cut up about it why cant they tell the truth about it instead of saying one thing & 
doing another? and It seems as tho’ they’ll never be settled until you have seen them.  I cant 
understand why they should ask me up there.  For the sake of appearances they would 
probably treat me decently, but it wouldn’t be necessary to invite me there again as I have 
already been there.  It is all decidedly mysterious and it is hard to know what to do.  Now my 
dearest Harry of course I dont want to influence you in this.  You must think it all out, for you 
know them better than I do, and you know I dont want to make trouble between you & them, 
no matter what they think or say against me.  I would stand a great deal from them for your 
sake, & hope that they will not worry you much longer, for then when they do you seem to be 
upset generally and misunderstand me, and in that way they make things hot for us.  So think 
over every side of it, and do as you think best, & I’ll promise to be satisfied.  I may be wrong in 
saying any thing about your coming, but it seems as tho’ nothing else could settle things, and 
keep us straight and these terrible weeks are not good for either of us.  We both have work to 



do, and it will seriously interfere with it, if things go on as they have done.  I know I couldn’t 
stand it to have these performances every two or three weeks till next June, but if you think 
you ought not to come I wont say any more about it, but then we must try and control 
ourselves better than we have done so far.  Sat. 5:30 P.M. was what I ought to have put some 
distance back, but I wanted to finish what I was writing about.  I was interrupted by the lunch 
bell, and there wasn’t time to finish before I went to the opera.  I am sorry, for I wanted you to 
get this Monday A.M. but I couldn’t let it go in its unfinished state.  I was awfully disappointed 
in the opera.  I did not like it at all.  The scenery was beautiful but I didn’t enjoy the thing at all.  
The music I was terribly disappointed in, and I never care to hear the thing again.  I believe I like 
it less than any opera I ever heard, & after Tannhäuser & Lohengrin it is nothing.  It seems to 
me to be as far removed from those, as Yankee Doodle is from it.  I never was so thoroughly 
disappointed in any thing.  The scenery was the only redeeming feature.  The dinner bell has 
rung and I must run out and mail this so it will go out at seven o’clock and catch the night mail 
& reach you Monday afternoon.  Wish I could write more.  Many thanks for Tannhäuser.  And 
with a heart overflowing with love, and a kiss for you if you’ll make up.  Believe me  

(if you want me) your own  
                                 Effie. 
 
P.S.  I found that it wouldn’t be worth while to go before dinner for your skedule says the 
letters marked 9 P.M. reach you at the same time as those marked 7 P.M.  Now I am going to 
get it in the 8 P.M. collection.  Please answer as soon as possible and relieve my mind & heart 
[ill. of a terrible load. 
          E. M. L. 
   
 


