
                                                                                                        No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                             N.Y. Dec. 4th 1884. 
My darling Harry, 
           I wont take time now to tell you about my bad luck with last night’s letter, but will only 
say I was disgusted because I couldn’t send something better, & I hated to send that unfinished 
& unsatisfactory scrap, but remembering your admonition, I was ruled by that and not by my 
feelings.  I expected to write such a long letter and was so disappointed to be cheated out of it, 
but I couldn’t have my room, or any other place to myself, and after about sixteen interruptions 
I gave up in despair but I wont waste any more time telling what they were.  It is now 11:45 
P.M. and my first chance for writing, but you know I promised surely in the letter I mailed to 
you today that I’d write tonight, & I mean to keep it if possible.  Every one has gone to bed so 
there is no one to interrupt me unless it is the “sand man” we used to hear about when we 
were children, and I’m a little afraid that he will make himself troublesome.  In fact “I feel his 
presence near” already.  I have had so many things on hand today that I feel rather played out 
tonight, and fear I’m too tired to make this a success of this letter.  It required considerable 
maneuvering on my part to manage to get a room by myself.  I have had the 3rd story back 
room lately but Jule is there tonight.  She has been quite sick all day, and hasn’t sat up at all, 
tho’ she came to my room this morning because it was brighter, and she has been lying on the 
lounge all day and mamma tho’t she had better stay in my room as long as she is laid up, & not 
move back and forth, and she was determined that we should all sleep there, said she wouldn’t 
mind sleeping on the lounge.  I didn’t mind sleeping on the lounge, and usually do that when 
we only have one room, for I can sleep as well there as in a bed, & can even be perfectly 
comfortable on a cot in the bathroom.  I didn’t object on account of the lounge, but because I 
knew that three-in-a-room scheme, would prevent my writing, but when mamma gets set on 
anything it takes a great deal to move her, but I worked it for all I was worth.  I had been 
longing all evening for a chance to write, and was constantly thinking of you, and just as I had 
about given up all hope of a chance, things suddenly changed, and here I am alone in my glory 
after all.  Jule has been miserable for days, but has kept around.  Last night tho,’ she suffered so 
she couldn’t sleep, & today is has been worse if anything, and before I went to dinner tonight I 
had quite a time with her.  Mamma had gone down and I tho’t I wouldn’t call her any and worry 
her for she gets so excited & frightened.  Jule has been very very nervous all day and toward 
the end of the afternoon couldn’t seem to control herself.  It was the strangest thing the way 
she acted, just lay there and cried every little while, and didn’t want anyone except mamma or 
me in the room or any where near her.  Finally after mamma had gone down she began again, 
and before I knew it she was in a bad attack of hysterics, and as I knew what to do for her then I 
didn’t call mamma.  After she calmed down, I left her and went to dinner.  Mamma wanted to 
stay with her during the evening (as she couldn’t of course be left alone) and told me I must 
stay down in the parlor.  Miss Smith and Miss Lee came this afternoon, and took their old room 
(the 4th floor front) for the winter, and as they stayed in the parlor they would have tho’t 
strange of our all going off and leaving them, and the Ellis’ had company & couldn’t stay down 
so it fell on me.  Not a very terrible thing under ordinary circumstances, for [I have] a very great 
admiration and fondness for Miss Lee, but tonight I couldn’t feel happy away from you and was 
simply miserable because I couldn’t get alone and write to you.  I was in hopes they’d go up 
early but they didn’t go till nearly ten o’clock and then Mrs. Ellis was determined I should go in 



their room and meet their friend, and have a little music and I simply couldn’t get out of it, no 
matter how I twisted, and so the evening has passed.  [The following was inserted between lines 
of the above sentence] Of course Mrs. Ellis’ friend & Mrs. Lee & everyone else must be 
entertained.  This is a first duty you must catch up where & when you can get in. [End of 
insertion.]  I said I could never change in my love for my friends.  I can’t see that my very violent 
change has come yet but I find I am changing.  Not really in my love for them.  I dont think I love 
them any less.  I know I dont and yet my love for you is so far beyond anything else that I find 
they are not as necessary to me as they were.  You seem to be a [ill.] to them, for all I can see, 
and I really dont enjoy them when I feel they are keeping me from you, and I can think of 
nothing else as long as my letter is unwritten or commenced & unfinished, but when that is 
done I can be as delighted and happy in their society as of old, and I fear if I had only to follow 
my own inclinations [Another insertion:] Yes apparently you would. [End insertion.] and wasn’t 
ruled by circumstances I would be apt to neglect my friends for the sake of more frequent and 
longer letters to you, and would be considered just as guilty of disloyalty to my friends as any 
engaged girl ever was.  I understand now how it is that girls cannot seem just the same after 
they become engaged, for if they love deeply it cannot be otherwise.  They feel the same 
toward their friends and dont love them any less, but they didn’t know before what love meant, 
this love that is so different, so all absorbing that it throws every other feeling in the shade, and 
makes them seem different simply because there is one who comes first in their hearts, & 
minds.  I find it so in my case.  I feel the same love for my friends and yet my love for you makes 
me long constantly for you, or since that we must be separated, I must have the next best 
thing.  To receive and write letters is our only comfort and I dont care who the friend is who 
keeps me from writing.  It makes no difference how much I care for them.  I cant enjoy being 
with them until after I have written to you, and I am just miserable when I cant write regularly.  
Probably for that very reason I was more unhappy when I imagined that you misunderstood me 
and tho’t that I failed to write because I was indifferent about it, when all the time I had been 
unhappy when I could not do it.  Of course I now understand things thoroughly and see that I 
misunderstood you, and imagined things that were absurd, still, that is the way things looked, 
and I couldn’t seem to help it.  You were disappointed, and besides so worried about with the 
performances of the Madison people that you couldn’t be happy, and I misunderstood every 
thing as being caused because I didn’t write.  But I am thankful that all this trouble has passed 
and so glad to have things thoroughly understood, and now I think there can be nothing more 
to upset us.  It is so much better to have every thing explained.  It has straightened things out 
for us every time.  No matter how it seems to us at the time we must tell our true feelings what 
ever they are.  Our judgment about keeping them back sometimes is not to be trusted, and our 
only way is to be perfectly frank always, make that our inviolable rule, and then there can be no 
misunderstandings.  Of course it was right for you to send me Sue’s letter.  It did make me 
unhappy & miserable & desperate, and it made me feel very hateful & bitter towards her.  At 
the time it seemed to come on top of so much, and at an inopportune time, but now that I have 
become reasonable I doubt if you could have struck a better time.  Could you have chosen any 
time to send such a letter when I would have read it calmly.  I doubt if I could have ever seen it 
without being upset, and tho’ I was probably harder on her than I might have been if I had been 
in a better condition to receive it, I believe I was so beside myself when I wrote, that I used up 
all my wrath, for when I had said every thing that came into my head, almost without knowing 



how much I was saying, I seemed to be as calm about it as possible, & now that letter can have 
no effect on me, & cannot prejudice me against Sue for when I was there, I found that my 
confidence about it when I wrote you last Thurs. was not imagined and that the letter hadn’t 
prejudiced me one bit.  Now if it had struck me at a time when I was perfectly happy and every 
thing was going straight, I wouldn’t have lost complete control of myself in any letter to you, 
and wouldn’t have said anything & everything regardlessly.  I would have behaved better at 
almost any other time, tho’ I believe I would have felt just as angry, but if I had kept it all in, I or 
even part in, I couldn’t feel toward her as I do now, for some of it would still be there to 
prejudice me in everything concerning her, & to work mischief between us two, who, for your 
sake ought to feel pleasantly, if nothing more, toward each other.  I know if I had kept one 
single seed of that, it would have grown like a weed.  As it was I was so excited I didn’t know 
really all I was doing, & was so extravagant that there wasn’t one seed of this mischievous weed 
left.  I discovered that I had sent every one to you, and as lool long as you did not get mad 
about it I am glad I wrote as I did, for it cleared all my hard feeling out.  Bel Besides all this 
comes another and more important reason, in fact the most important reason why it came in 
the nick of time.  It made me appreciate your position as I could not have done had you 
withheld the letter from me.  It showed me as nothing else could have done, all that had been 
troubling you, and made what had seemed unreasonable in you before seem altogether 
different.  When you were having such letters from home it was natural for you to long 
particularly for my letters, and when I understood all this it made everything look entirely 
different, and now that everything is so cleared up, I know we’ll have no more trouble.  Do you 
know I finally told mamma about all this trouble (but didn’t say anything to Jule), & it has made 
her feel better about my writing often to you, and I believe that I will have no more trouble 
from her, tho’ she would object decidedly to my writing at this late hour, but tho’ I must have 
some trouble always about being alone, I believe mamma will not act hurt or anything like that, 
and so that is a great thing gained, for those performances of hers “broke me all up”.  Of course 
she was terribly down on Sue, but I have cooled her down and she is no longer desperate about 
it.  In many ways you see how much better it was for you to have sent it.  I have gained so much 
by it that I can easily forgive it, & mamma wouldn’t for the world tell any one, I’m sure of that , 
so I’m glad I told her.  I would not tell you of it till I was sure mamma had recovered from her 
first feelings.  I didn’t intend to tell her, but I saw that it would perhaps help us, and in the end 
would do more good than any thing else.  I received your letter this evening on my return from 
my lessons.  It came late this afternoon.  They come in that mail so often now-a-days.  You 
asked if it snowed in Madison.  It did a little, enough to make everything look white & beautiful, 
but not enough to call a real storm.  I began to rave about Tannhauser to you in my last letter, 
(that seems to be a dangerous subject for me to get on).  To begin with the Overture alone was 
enough to make any one rave.  It was magnificently played by the Symphony Society Orchestra.  
How wonderfully that Pilgrims’ Chorus is worked up, and woven in all thro’, and then the march 
was beyond my power of description.  Do you remember the day we heard it at the Cathedral 
and you said you were going to have it played at your wedding?  Well if we have a church 
wedding I wont raise any objections for I like it far better than the Bridal Chorus from 
Lohengrin, or Mendelsohn’s Wedding March, but I dont imagine we’ll have and a very swell 
wedding, and that would sound too tame on a piano at home, but that can be discussed in the 
dim distant future, & now I’ll get back to my subject again, and hope you’ll forgive me for the 



digression.  I was expecting wonders from the opera, & yet I couldn’t bear to have the overture 
ended, and wished so much that Wagner had made a sign of repeat, not that I mean to offer 
any suggestions of improvement, so dont take me up on that speech, but I wish it so that I 
might hear it over again.  The curtain rose on a wonderful scene, the interior of a mountain.  
Beautiful is a mild word, and all my effusion couldn’t do the subject justice, and you’ll have to 
look up a description written by a more gifted pen than mine.  At the end of this scene there 
comes a clap of thunder, and the scene is changed without the curtain falling.  Venus 
disappears thro’ the floor & it the shifting of scenes was wonderfully managed, so that before 
you we had time to get over our astonishment, the scenery was all in place, & Tannhauser, 
instead of standing in the Mountain finds himself in the most beautiful valley, (this scene was 
also a lovely one) in the back ground a mountain[,] the Wartburg, and to the left, in the 
distance[,] the Hösselberg — To the right a mountain path leads to the foreground, and then 
turns and goes around back of a large pile of rocks, or some sort of elevation, (it is along this 
path the Pilgrims march.)  On the rock a herdsman is sitting, singing as the curtain rises, and 
cowbells are heard tinkling.  Suddenly the song of the old pilgrims is heard in the distance, so 
low and so far away it can only barely be distinguished but it comes gradually nearer and 
nearer, [ill.] and this is done with wonderful effect, and is so gradual, and so much like what it 
would be in reality, that one forgets they are not in the open air, (tho’ in that hot gallery it takes 
a good deal to make one forget where one is).  Finally they come in sight, from the direction of 
the Wartburg.  They follow the path, and disappear behind the elevation where the herdsman 
sits, and the song is heard, to get fainter & fainter till it finally dies away.  How they manage 
this, & how they can do it so well is a mystery to me.  After this, bugles sounds are heard 
approaching from the left, and the Landgrave & the Minstrels enter in hunters’ costume, 
coming down a forest path from the height on the left, until the entire hunting company of the 
Landgrave are on the stage.  Tannhauser is still kneeling before the image of the Holy Virgin 
(which is in the foreground on the right,) where he knelt and prayed after the pilgrims had 
passed.  He is finally recognized and welcomed back among the minstrels.  At first he doesn’t 
seem inclined to stay, but finally Wolfram (Robinson took this part and has a most beautiful 
voice) persuades him by saying “Stay with Elizabeth,” and that name works wonders, and he 
stays.  The next scene is the Minstrels’ Hall in the Wartburg (the scene is the same one used in 
the Huguenots that I have told you about before, only of course it is changed somewhat.  You 
perhaps remember my telling you of the beautiful room where the massacre of St. Barthol. was 
plotted.  The most wonderful act in the whole opera, & most beautiful, it requires a fine actor & 
actress in that scene & Nilsson & Campanini proved themselves equal to the occasion).  In the 
rear of the room is an archway through which can be seen a view of the courtyard of the castle, 
and the valley.  It is magnificent.  Elizabeth enters, and Kraus in this part was perfectly grand.  
She has the 1st scene in the 2nd Act, and the 2nd scene she has the most of, tho’ Tannhäusser is 
with her and has considerable.  Scene 3rd is with Elizabeth & the Landgrave, and scene fourth is 
very long, and one of the most beautiful parts of the opera.  I say one of the most beautiful but 
it was I think by far the best part of the whole thing, and it was in this scene that Jule lost 
consciousness of everything around her, and cried.  She couldn’t hold the tears back tho’ it 
wasn’t noticeable because every one was so absorbed in the opera, and I was oblivious of every 
thing else, and didn’t know of Jule’s performance till she told me afterwards.  The scene opens 
with trumpets sounding from outside.  The Landgrave & Elizabeth receive the Counts, knights & 



noble ladies who were introduced by pages.  The costumes in this scene were gorgeous in color 
and of richest material, and the groups of these ladies was most artistic in the arrangement of 
color.  There were so many pouring in, it seemed as tho’ they would never stop coming, but 
finally they are all in, and seated by the pages in a semi circle on the dais.  The Landgrave & E. 
are in the seats of honor in the fore ground beneath a canopy.  Then the minstrels enter.  And if 
I was wild over the march before, you can imagine my condition when I heard it with the 
orchestra and this large fine chorus.  Again words fail completely to describe this part.  In fact 
the whole scene is too far beyond my feeble powers.  It is very long & to crown the whole thing 
that beautiful pilgrims Chorus is again heard in the distance, but getting louder as it comes 
nearer.  A younger band on their way to Rome & Tannhauser joins these pilgrims & starts on his 
pilgrimage, and the curtain falls.  The 1st Scene of Act 3rd is the same as the 3rd scene of act first.  
When Tannhäuser finds himself in the Valley outside of the mountain, and in that last act 
comes the pilgrim’s chorus again, and the beautiful prayer of Elizabeth’s (the most exquisite 
thing) and that is followed by the well known baritone solo “The evening star,” which you 
remember as one of the most charming melodies in the whole piece, and Robinson was 
magnificent.  This was followed by Tannhäuser’s return, & then comes the great scene of 
Tannhäuser’s.  In the libretto there are sixty four lines in one solo, and a most trying one I 
should imagine.  This scene is with Wolfram.  All of a sudden through the mist, or cloud (excuse 
the blot) of perfume that envelopes the scene, (& which has come very gradually) a rosy 
twilight begins to gleam, and in a mysterious light Venus appears, and calls Tannhäuser, and as 
he is about to go, he is saved by Wolfram’s pronouncing the name of Elizabeth.  The mists grow 
gradually darker, and a light is seen through them from the height of the Wartburg.  Then the 
sounds of a funeral bell are heard from the same direction announcing Elizabeth’s death.  
Venus vanishes & with her the entire magic vision, and the chant from the Wartburg is heard 
more distinctly.  Elizabeth is borne in on a bier, and Tannhäuser dies by her side.  I wish I could 
give you some idea of it but I cant.  Kraus and Robinson I liked best as singers.  The tenor was 
also very good, but had not quite so fine voice, tho’ it is a very very good one, and his acting is 
perfect.  In fact they all acted well, and it was beautifully set on the stage, and the best ever 
heard in opera, not only the overture, but the entirely orchestral part delighted me, and the 
accompaniments were so wonderfully treated, and in the last act (where the pilgrims return 
from Rome, & kneel on the stage in thankfulness) the chorus then reaches the grand climax, 
and the peculiar accompaniment has a fine effect.   And now let me ask you why you have such 
a poor opinion of New Yorkers’.  You are always giving them little digs that seem to me to be 
hardly fair.  Of course there are a great many society people (the style you have in mind) who 
will go and be bored, actually bored, because they think it is the proper thing to have a box & 
go.  What place is there where such people cant be found?  Of course there are lots of such 
people here, but there are crowds of people who go for the same reason that you or I would 
go, and here in N.Y. people appreciate fine music as well as they do in any other place, and 
know too what good music is.  I was surprised to find how very familiar I was with the opera, (I 
never have heard an opera for the first time before, that I have been so familiar with) and every 
one around me seemed to be just as familiar with it all as they could be, & I never saw a more 
appreciative audience.  There wasn’t a sound in the house, and the deepest interest and 
enjoyment was shown.  If any one dared to speak even one sentence, they were hissed at and 
made to stop.  The same thing was done before when the applause came before the singer had 



finished.  A thing is often spoiled by applause in the wrong place, and it was stopped the other 
day by different ones in the audience who wouldn’t stand it.  The same thing was done down 
stairs, when the people in the boxes commenced their usual operations, but even the people in 
the boxes were less inclined to talk [ill.] than usual, and thro’ the 2nd Act every one seemed to 
be scarcely breathing, so intense was the interest.  So you mustn’t be too hard on the good 
New Yorkers because there are so many bad ones.  This hasn’t all been written on Dec. 4th I am 
very sorry to say.  I was interrupted by the “sand man.”  I knew it was a dangerous subject for 
me to start on, and was afraid he’d go for me.  Before I was half thro’ Tannhäuser he conquered 
me and I had to stop.  I was bound I would finish up what I had started before sending the letter 
and I haven’t had a chance till tonight.  I gave my lesson early then Maggie Reynolds came 
down to stay to lunch and dinner with us, and I didn’t have a minute.  The Zerfasses spent the 
evening here, but didn’t come till M. had gone & then it was too late for my letter.  I am awfully 
sorry but hope you’ll stand by your rule of not going to the P.O. on Sunday A.M. and then you’ll 
be all right.  With fondest deepest love always your own loving  

           Effie  __ 
Friday Eve. Dec. 5th 
 


