
                                                                                                 No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                    N.Y. Dec. 9th 1884. 
My own dearest Harry, 
     I am completely tired out tonight.  That seems to have become chronic lately, & yet I 
dont do any more than I have to.  I dont see how I can possibly do less, but I see that I ought to 
do more, but I cant manage things my own way.  I didn’t feel any too brilliant when I started 
out this morning, and it has been hard work to worry thro’ my lessons.  It was a perfect 
morning and I never dreamed of rain, and didn’t go prepared, but I got caught in a dreadful 
squall of wind & snow & rain.  Mrs. Cary insisted on lending me an umbrella, tho’ I told her I 
was sure I couldn’t hold it up in such a wind, but she was determined, and wouldn’t let me go 
without it.  Before I had gone as far as the length of this house, the thing turned inside out, and 
split in every direction, and you never saw a more complete wreck.  I dont care to risk any more 
borrowed umbrellas in such a wind.  In fact I didn’t want to take this one, & wouldn’t till I was 
forced into it.  Of course I got soaked, and by the time I reached the depot the sun came out 
and the weather was lovely.  I had to go out in the very worst of it.  I hadn’t any more time than 
I needed to make my train and on account of the lesson in the city I couldn’t wait for the squall 
to pass over, for I couldn’t afford to lose my train & lesson.  Of course by the time I reached 
home, my clothes had dried on me.  I have been half sick with a cold for several days, & 
suppose this wont help cure me, and probably I’ll be worse by tomorrow than ever.  An 
accident happened to the car I was in, and I was delayed, reached the Gano’s half an hour late, 
and dinner was nearly over when I reached home.  My Misfortunes never come singly, and 
mine continued all thro’ the evening, and every thing went wrong.  I planned to come up 
directly after dinner, and write a long letter to you, and then go to bed (early for once) and get 
a long night’s rest, but of course my scheme failed, as my schemes are apt to do.  I had 
company to spend the evening, & here it is, well on toward midnight, and I am just 
commencing my letter.  The gentleman who has been to blame for this, isn’t a particular 
favorite of mine.  His calls are always rather stupid, & rather a bore, and tonight it seemed if 
possible even worse than usual.  There was no one but this poor unfortunate to see him.  Jule 
sits up most of the time, but isn’t well enough to leave her room yet.  He is Jule’s friend anyway, 
but I always have to do the honors when he comes.  He always hits an unfortunate time for his 
calls & seldom sees her.  I guess he has only seen her three on four times when he has called on 
her.  Every other time she has been sick and unable to see him, or else has been away from 
home.  I should think he’d begin to suspect some plot was at work against him.  He usually 
misses Jule, but I’m always here when he comes.  He dont come very often because it takes him 
some time to get over the disappointment and scare up courage to try again.  Poor fellow, it 
must be discouraging to always have the same result.  I know I bore him as much as he does 
me, and he probably considers himself a myr martyr. [ill.] I certainly think I am one.  Sue is 
spending the night at Julie’s, will come back here tomorrow morning, and will return to 
Madison in the afternoon.  She was the fairly beside herself over the opera last night.  It was 
the first one she had ever heard and it was put on the stage so magnificently _ beautiful 
scenery.  The Swan Scene was a picture that none of us can ever forget.  The costumes in that, 
and the procession to the Minster and the 1st scene of the last act were sep superb.  And Sue 
was at such a loss for words to express her delight, and could only say “Oh!”  Oh”! “Oh”! [Each 
successive “Oh” underlined an additional time.] “Oh”!  “Oh”!  “Oh![”] from time to time.  She 



would start, evidently intending to express a good deal, and then find herself powerless, but 
the “Oh” came out with greater emphasis really every time, and expressed her delight more 
than almost anything else could have done, but it was really funny and I couldn’t  help laughing.  
She was almost breathless during the acts, & all this came when the curtain had dropped 
between acts.  The opera in some respects was better last night than on Saturday.  Brandt as 
Gertrude was far better.  On Sat. I was some what disappointed in her.  She is said to rank with 
Materna, and so much has been said in her praise, but I didn’t like her as well as Fursch Madi, 
who took the part when I heard it last year; but last night Brandt was perfectly wonderful, & I 
was delighted to have seen & heard her again in the part.  Her acting is magnificent.  Herr Blum 
as Frederic, was also better if anything than on Saturday.  The King wasn’t in quite as good 
voice, but was not a failure by any means.  He has a beautiful voice.  The Herald’s voice I dont 
like at all.  It doesn’t seem clear, and is inclined to be throaty.  Kraus has a superb voice.  Those 
high notes are wonderfully strong and clear & yet so very very sweet.  She doesn’t seem to 
have one harsh note.  I should think the second act would tell on any one, but she doesn’t show 
the slightest sign of fatigue in her voice, and her acting is simply perfect.  She is very graceful, & 
so modest and unaffected.  When she is called before the curtain her manner is charming.  
There is none of the nonsense one usually sees.  She is easy & natural, dignified without 
seeming stiff, or cold and indifferent, no matter how many times she has to come out.  No 
matter what the enthusiasm she never makes a fool of herself by trying to ape Patti.  She 
doesn’t try to be kittenish & cunning and bewitching & dont kiss her hands to the audience, or 
prance around & make herself generally ridiculous.  Most of them bow till they remind one of 
the figures whose heads are set in motion by a touch, and they look like double jointed 
curiosities.  I know you’d be charmed with Kraus.  Schott is fine but I dont think his voice 
compares with what Campanini’s was when the latter was in his glory.  His acting is very fine 
but I dont see that in that he is any better than Campanini, but I like him better than any one 
else tenor except Companini, & he is probably far better now than C. for he was sadly changed 
last winter.  Robinson I guess is the best singer in the company, among the men I mean.  There 
was one thing that struck me particularly.  They all seem to pronounce so very distinctly.  Of 
course I know nothing about German, and yet I heard lots of words, that I understand, when I 
wasn’t watching for them or thinking of them, and every word seemed to be pronounced as 
distinctly as those I happened to be familiar with.  I should think it would be a good lesson in 
German. I dont think a person who understood German would need any libretto.  I should 
imagine that every word could be heard perfectly, and that would add so much to the 
enjoyment.  It struck me because I think it is very hard to understand the words as we usually 
hear them.  At concerts & at church I often cannot catch the words, & wouldn’t know they were 
singing in English if it wasn’t for hearing a word here & there once in a while.  Then another 
thing they do is so different, it makes it easy to keep track of the place, for they separate the 
sentences so nicely, something I have never heard before.  A person who hadn’t ever heard a 
German word couldn’t help keeping track of the place.  I spoke to Sue about it, and I believe she 
found that she could get along almost entirely without the English.  At least I understood from 
what she said that she only looked at the German.  I was very glad to have the music but 
couldn’t always follow it.  I couldn’t keep my eyes off the stage.  The scenes were too beautiful 
& besides there was so much fine acting I couldn’t watch the music closely, and then would lose 
the place and it would be almost impossible to find it again, on account of the different 



arrangement, but it will be lovely to try it over.  Mamma tho’t it the most beautiful opera she 
ever heard.   
       I cannot write more tonight, for I am too tired to sit up any longer.  Will try and finish 
tomorrow.  Good night my darling Harry.  I am so happy to have every thing so pleasant.  Sue 
seems to be entirely reconciled and talks about it quite a good deal & I think every thing must 
be all right.  
      Believe me ever devotedly Effie. 
                                                                                                      Wed. Afternoon 
My dearest Harry, 
      I haven’t had time to write more today, as I had hoped, but will send Andrew to the 
corner with what I have done and will try and write more later in the evening and send it 
tomorrow.  I haven’t had your letter today, but perhaps it will come tonight.  I seldom get your 
letters now-a-days in the morning, except on Mondays, & then they are letters that arrive on 
Sunday & are not delivered till Monday morning.  Have been down town with Sue, and went to 
the ferry with her to help her with her bundles.  She had a number, for besides the package of 
things she had to bring with her to use during her stay, she had her Christmas bundles, and a 
new bonnet.  I might have crossed the ferry with her but she tho’t she could manage all right.  
We stopped on our way down at the photographer’s to order her pictures.  The proof was 
excellent.  Every thing seems to be running along beautifully now.  She was quite sorry to miss 
writing her letter on Monday.  She seems to be entirely straight now & I hope there will be no 
further trouble. 
         Goodbye my dearest, 
               Effie 
 


