
                                                                                                    No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                     N.Y. Feb. 17th 1885. 
My own dearest Harry, 
        It isn’t worth while to enter into every detail about my finger.  Suffice it to say 
that it has caused me a great deal of pain so that my whole hand burned & throbbed.  
They could see the throbbing way up close to my wrist, & the felon was down at the end 
of my finger.  By following the directions carefully I have conquered the thing & feel 
pretty safe now, tho’ my finger is still very sore, & I cant stand the slightest pressure on 
it.  Couldn’t wear a glove today, but had the finger done up in several thicknesses of 
linen, & my whole hand tied up in a big handkerchief, and over that a large silk 
handkerchief & the whole in a muff.  Mamma tho’t I oughtn’t to go out at all, for the 
cold was intense, and she tho’t as I had had it in almost boiling heat for days, that it was 
risky to go out in the cold, for if I take cold in it I may have a bad time, but I felt I must 
go, (I have lost so many lessons lately,) and I dont think it has hurt it any, for it was 
impossible for the cold air to strike it.  I had quite a time keeping that hand in my muff 
and managing with my left hand. You would have laughed at my clumsiness.  I found it 
as much as my life was worth to walk, for every thing was a glare of ice and I got one 
fall, but fortunately was not hurt, tho’ it was about as complete & flat a fall as I care to 
have, and I had kind of a funny time getting on my feet again.  It happened when I was 
going up a slight hill, and before I could get on my feet, I had slipped down again. but 
Finally I got up on my feet, but it was a work of time to get up that hill.  I seemed to go 
three steps and slip back two.  But I got thro’ all my lessons and reached home with a 
whole skin.  Dont judge the improvement in my finger by the improvement in my 
writing, for the latter hasn’t improved.  I have to hold my pen in the same awkward way, 
for tho’ my finger is better it cant hold the pen, or stand the pressure of it.  Besides it is 
all tied up.  I felt so sorry not to write to you yesterday but it was impossible to write 
more than that little scrap and even that was more than mamma wanted me to write, 
and this cant be very much of a letter I fear, but by Thursday, I hope to be able to send 
some thing a little more decent.  Doesn’t it seem as tho’ the fates had some spite 
against our letters?  I was so happy when I read what you told me of your Chicago plan 
and so delighted too think you would hear the German Opera Co under Damrosch, for I 
knew what a treat it would be under any circumstances, but particularly after being 
starved for music etc all winter, and the music was wouldn’t be the only thing to enjoy.  
I have wished so that you might hear this Company and it has really marred my perfect 
enjoyment because you couldn’t be with me.  Even that wasn’t all, for it wouldn’t have 
been so bad if I had tho’t you’d you’d hear them, but I supposed you wouldn’t hear 
them at all, for if they so should go to Chicago it would probably be during the term and 
you wouldn’t be able to leave.  You dont know how glad I was to read about that 
scheme of yours.  Why I was almost tickled to pieces over it and I hoped that nothing 
would happen to prevent your going and hearing Tannhäuser, Lohengrin & Die Walkure 
Walküre just as I heard them.  I little tho’t of what would happen.  I only tho’t of some 
thing that might happen at your end to interfere with your going, some little 
unexpected thing that you might have to stay for.  Even when I heard that Damrosch 
was ill I never heard that it was serious at all and never dreamed of this terrible 



calamity.  For it is a terrible calamity & a dreadful loss to N.Y.  Every one feels it very 
deeply.  The poor man gave N.Y. German Opera at the cost of his life.  There is no doubt 
in anyone’s mind about the cause of his death.  Pneumonia was the disease he had, but 
he really died of overwork.  It is so sad to think of his being taken in the midst of his 
triumphs.  If he could only have lived long enough to have reaped the benefit.  He has 
been working so many long years, & has not had any more than he absolutely needed, I 
hear, and now, just as he might have his reward he must die.  It must be terrible for his 
family.  They say they were all so devoted & such a happy & congenial family, & they are 
completely prostrated.  I suppose the right way to look at it is to be thankful that he 
lived long enough to win the high place he held when he died, for of course his great 
success had made him happy, and he felt his reward had come.  He might have died 
before, and never have known any of this happiness.  Of course it will be a satisfaction 
to his family & friends to feel that he came in the end to be fully appreciated, and that 
he lived long enough to feel this.  It must have been a wonderful satisfaction to him 
after all this hard life, but it cant make up for their loss, and they must wish that German 
Opera had never been tho’t of, for his glory was so short lived, & it was really the cause 
of his death.  I think N.Y. realizes its great loss.  Every one who speaks of it seems to feel 
that he or she has lost a friend, even if they didn’t know him personally.  It is very very 
sad & his place will be hard and almost impossible to fill, for he was a very wonderful & 
remarkable man.  I dont suppose he can have left much money, for from what I hear, he 
hadn’t ever been as well off as one would think he ought to be, or as he deserved to be, 
and his family I fear, will not have enough to take care of the mother & daughters.  The 
sons I guess are in positions to take care of them selves, but hardly more than that.  I do 
hope N.Y. will do a great deal of for them & [ill.] make up a good sum for them, so that 
they can have enough to live very comfortably.  Some thing ought to be done, for it will 
be no more than their duty in return for what he has done for N.Y.    There are plenty of 
wealthy music lovers, and doubtless this thing will soon be suggested.  The funeral 
services are to be in the Metropolitan Opera House, and are to be very impressive.  The 
family objected to so much show & pomp, but were finally persuaded to let his devoted 
friends & admirers have their own way, on condition that only those could go who had a 
right to be there, the Societies he was connected with etc etc.  So tickets were issued 
and only those with a ticket will be admitted.  If you had been here I think you could 
have gotten one in some way, for they have been given to those who didn’t know him, 
but I didn’t know how to get one.  I wish so much that I could go, for the music is to be 
very fine, and the address will probably be very beautiful.  Walter Damrosch has taken 
his father’s place three or four times and has done wonderfully well, and the operas 
went off as successfully as tho’ his father had been there, and the papers & every one 
spoke of him in the highest terms.  His father had of course trained them, & had gone 
over the scores at home with his son, and he expressed a wish that the plans should be 
carried out & that Walter Damrosch should go one the trip in his place.  So you will hear 
the Company after all, tho’ under sad circumstances, for his son has decided to carry out 
his father’s wish.  It will be awfully hard for him & I should think it would nearly kill him 
to do it.  You must hear Tannhäuser, & if possible Lohengrin & Die Walküre.  I suppose 
Materna will take the part of Elizabeth in Tannhäuser.  I like Kraus much better, tho’ 



when you see & hear Materna you will think no one could be better but I like Kraus’ 
interpretation so much better.  Brünhilde is Materna’s part & no one could equal her in 
that part.  You must hear Kraus tho’, for she will charm you I know.  I am simply wild 
over her.  But if you hear Lohengrin you’ll hear her as Elsa & will then understand why I 
go wild over her.  I dont think I told you about hearing Die Walküre.  I haven’t told you 
anything much lately.  I felt that it wasn’t simply a pleasure for me to hear these Wagner 
Operas, and this one I have counted on particularly, but they didn’t give it at all until 
after our return from N.O. and I hadn’t any heart for such things.  Then I tho’t it might 
be better of me to go, for aside from the good it would do me as a musical work, it 
might do me good other wise.  I had to go about as usual and this wouldn’t be really as 
hard as many things I had to do, & it might do me a great deal of good.  I might not be 
able to hear it again under the same circumstances (I only tho’t of the fine company & 
Materna particularly.  I didn’t know she would be here next year, and as it is one of her 
greatest parts I wanted to hear her in it) and it seemed wrong to let the chance pass 
when I could go as well as not, but when it came time for the sale of seats to open I 
couldn’t make up my mind to go.  I just didn’t have heart enough to do anything except 
just what absolutely necessary, & my chance went by.  Afterwards I got my courage up, 
but felt sick and miserable and so I sent Jule for the tickets & told her if she’d go for 
them I’d pay for one for her.  She couldn’t get them, even for a matinee nearly two 
weeks ahead, and I gave up, for mamma said she wouldn’t go with me in the evening.  
She doesn’t believe in giving way to her grief, but she does believe in brooding over it, & 
was horrified because I would go to any entertainment, and I said this was very different 
from a party party or anything of that sort, & that I couldn’t go to such things & that I 
didn’t feel really in the mood to go to this, but tho’t if I could possibly make up my mind 
to it it would be better for me, but she wouldn’t go, & said anyway she wouldn’t care for 
it.  It would be too long.  To tell the truth I didn’t care very much, for I didn’t feel in the 
mood for it, but then I felt all the time that it was really wrong for me not to hear it 
when I had the chance, for refusing to hear such music is like refusing to learn, for it is 
better than a lesson to go to these operas.  So I decided to ask your Aunt Mag.  So I 
went up there & told her how I felt about it, and asked her if she’d spend a night here to 
go with me.  They were to give it three times during the week, and I’d buy the tickets for 
any night I could get the best seats.  She said she’d be very glad to go, but I couldn’t get 
a decent seat for any night.  So I gave up the idea again for the 3rd time, but one 
Saturday when I was feeling restless, and nervous, and tired, & almost desperate, I felt 
that I must do something, and so I went and bought an admission ticket.  After a little 
while I got a magnificent seat in the orchestra, (probably a seat some speculator had 
had left on his hands,) and I heard Die Walküre.  It did help to take me away from 
myself, and yet I wasn’t in the right state to enjoy if it as I would have done if I could 
have heard it earlier in the season.  I enjoyed it very very much and yet I could not 
forget myself, and all that I had been thro’, and tho’ I heard it & appreciated it yet I do 
not feel that it is as much to me as Tannhäuser or Lohengrin.  It was entirely due to my 
own state of mind I think, tho’ I believe one would have to hear it more than once to be 
able to take it in.  There is so much to it that it requires a number of hearings to make 
one appreciate it fully.  To watch the stage, follow the libretto, & listen to the music is 



more than one can do thoroughly the first time, and I couldn’t put my whole mine to 
these things.  Yet I have an idea of the piece and liked it very very much and think I 
would rave over it if I could hear it again.  The love motive in the orchestra is beautiful, 
even more so than the swan motive in Lohengrin.  You’ll hear Materna, Kraus, and Mlle 
Brandt, in that, also Schott & Standigl.  The latter I wasn’t particularly struck with as 
Wotan, but in Lohengrin as the King he is very fine.  If you hear that, you’ll like the cast.  
It is superb, tho’ I’ll make an exception of the Herald.  He is simply vile.  Miller takes that 
part and he’ll make you sick, but Kraus as Elsa, Schott as Lohengrin, Standigl as the King, 
Brandt as Ortrude, Blum as Fred’k will all delight you.  It may show bad taste but I must 
confess to you that while I consider Brandt a fine artiste I cannot rave over her as the 
papers do.  They place her on a level with Materna, and cant say enough in her praise, 
but to me her voice hasn’t one particle of sweetness, or feeling, and I dont really enjoy it 
tho’ I do admit she is very fine in some things, but there are some things about her voice 
that to me are really disagreeable.  I must say that I like Fursch-Madi’s Ortrud better.  It 
may be a damaging confession, but it is the truth, and I cant help my feelings.  I do hope 
that you’ll have a chance to hear them all, and even tho’ poor Dr. Damrosch cant 
conduct them, you’ll hear the company he trained, and will hear the operas as he would 
have given them.  His son is very young, & you’ll be surprised at his ability I am sure.  It 
was no small test, or no easy position for him to conduct the operas last week at the 
Metropolitan in this his father’s place, before the people who had been accustomed to 
his father, but every one was surprised and delighted.  In fact so much was said that I 
made a remark to this effect.  I wondered if Dr. Damrosch didn’t know of his son’s ability 
and if it was partly to push him forward, not that I doubted his illness, but I wondered if 
he hadn’t been willing to give up on that account.  He tho’t every thing would go as well, 
and it would be a great help to his son, and tho’ he needed rest, and felt badly, I tho’t 
perhaps he wouldn’t have been willing to give up, except for these reasons.  It wasn’t 
given out that there was anything serious the matter, and no one was prepared for this 
sad news.  It was strange how it has effected me, but I have always had such an 
admiration for this wonderful man and I have seen him lead, so many many times, I 
became attached to him altho’ I never knew him, and I feel almost as tho’ I have lost a 
friend, and we all seem to feel so; every one in the house, and in fact every where one 
goes it seems to be felt the same, & every one is talking of it all the time.  I sent you a 
paper with particulars of the death, and on Thursday I will send you one with an account 
of the services at the opera house.  I wish so much that I could go.   
                                                                                                     Wednesday Aft. 
My dearest dearest Harry, 
        I found I was disobeying your wishes & when I found out the time I imagined you 
saying, “Young woman its after hours.”  This writing does not look as tho’ I was taking 
pains with it, but really I am, and it took me an awful long time to write these 4½ sheets 
last night.  This way of holding my pen isn’t the most convenient, tho’ I’m getting quite 
used to it.  I’m not going to tell you how late I sat up, last night, for you’d give me a 
lecture.  I’ll simply say I tho’t I better get to bed at once.  I wasn’t very sleepy, & so I 
didn’t dare write good night, lest I’d be tempted to go on & say more.  It was safer not 
to touch my pen again.  This morning I had to give my lesson & then went to see what I 



could do about getting a ticket for this afternoon, for I heard that there had been some 
left, and they were giving them to those who came for them.  I wasted an awful pile of 
time finding where to go, but finally found out where I’d have to go.  On reaching there I 
found the place full & a line, & as they seemed to be giving some thing, I decided to get 
on the line & wait my turn.  I waited in vain, for before my turn came there was nothing 
left.  I was very much disappointed, but came home and found your two letters.  They 
always come at the right time, and I was so glad to get them.  There is so much that I am 
anxious to write about, but I suppose I wont have time, for you always say to send what 
I have written, and not keep it over till I can write more, so I must not write very much 
longer.  Harry you know I forgive you, for saying what you did about my passing thro’ 
Cinn.  I couldn’t believe you would feel so if you could understand it, and since you do 
understand it, and believe me that when I say that it was a terrible trial for me, and that 
I didn‘t feel it any less than you have, I am satisfied, and I not only say, but feel that I 
forgive you, and I dont feel that I am doing any thing wonderful either, so dont go and 
give me credit for doing some wonderful thing, for I dont deserve it, and I’ll send the 
credit back if you do give it.  There is really nothing to forgive.  You didn’t understand 
things, and I only explained them, and as soon as I explained, you took an entirely 
different view.  If I had been in your place I probably would have seen things in the same 
way that you saw them, and you need not blame yourself at all.  I dont think you need 
make any more fuss, for really no excuse is necessary.  You say you have no excuse to 
offer unless it is you own littleness, and that I wont listen to from you or any one else.  
You haven’t any excuse, simply because no excuse is necessary.  I was hurt, but I had no 
business to be, for I might have known that you didn’t understand how things really 
were, and that it was the most natural thing for you to think.  I did wrong to go & make 
a fuss about it, but I did want you to know that I longed to see you, and that it was as 
much, if any thing more of a trial for me to be there without seeing you than for you to 
hear of it afterwards.  I didn’t want you to feel that I didn’t care.  I guess you feel better 
to understand it, and to know my feelings.  I am sorry you didn’t have any letter on 
Sunday.  It was mailed Friday A.M. so the delay must have been at your end, but by this 
time, you know that you didn’t miss much.  I was in such pain when I wrote it that I 
hardly knew how to write at all, & my old letter wasn’t worth a row of pins.  I didn’t tell 
you about my finger, for I tho’t the thing wouldn’t amount to much, & it wasn’t worth 
while to worry you with any fresh complaint, but I was forced to do it after all, & the 
next day had to ask Jule to write you about it.  Your letters haven’t been delayed very 
much, tho’ a few have failed to come on time, but oh! they have been so good.  You 
sent mamma’s & Jule’s letters.  I am much obliged but had to laugh, for I saw them 
before you did.  I think it was kind of sick business, but I knew mamma would go and 
write a lot of stuff or rather “taffy” about me.  I saw from the way she acted that she 
would, so I begged her to let me see what she had written.  The consequence was that 
she had to write it over, for I wouldn’t let her send all the stuff about me.  I didn’t think 
it was good taste at all, and I told her I tho’t it was perfect all but that, & that “sensitive 
nature” part I also cut out but somehow she managed to get that in.  I didn’t know that 
mamma had quite as high opinion of me before I read that, tho’ I was very sure of her 
love & had reason to be, but I was not willing to have her send that & so spared you a 



lot of foolish reading I tho’t you wouldn’t care for specially.  The letter was exactly as 
she first wrote it with the exception of the cut.  Her welcome to you, and every thing in 
the letter just as she wrote it first, but down by the “sensitive” part she took out a lot, 
and I wanted her to take that too but she wouldn’t.  Jule’s was just as she wrote it, and I 
didn’t make any suggestions, because she only called me the best girl in the Universe, 
and tho’ I knew that was a mistake I tho’t perhaps you would agree with her, and so you 
wouldn’t think anything of that part, so I didn’t make a fuss, and I tho’t it was an awfully 
nice letter, and that you’d be pleased with it.  I had nothing to do with putting them up 
to it.  Jule proposed writing without any suggestion or hint from any one, and the letters 
are their own words, & not put to please me.  They are just as they wrote them with 
that one little exception, & just as they felt.  I never told you this before, and didn’t 
mean to write it but since you sent the letters I feel that it would not be fair to let you 
think I hadn’t seen them before, so I have been frank about it.  Oh dear!  I do hate to 
stop but I must.  I am going to Harlem tonight.  I have not been able to go up for two 
weeks nearly.  You remember when the train was delayed.  Mamma has been up, but 
this is the first time since then that I’ve been able to go.  My darling boy goodbye.  I only 
wish I could write tonight but fear you’ll have to wait till Sunday Morning, and I hope 
that letter will be on time.  I must stop.  With fondest[,] deepest[,] truest love 

Your own lame 
                        Effie 
 
Finger about the same as yesterday.  Hope for better things soon soon. 


