
                                                                                               No. 54 West 46th Street 
                                                                                               N.Y. Wed. March 4th [1885] 
My own darling Harry, 
            I got up yesterday morning feeling pretty much under the weather, and went back to 
bed, and gave up the idea of going to Orange, but I couldn’t stand it to give up so, and I 
determined to make an effort, and go down to breakfast anyhow, and if I could stand that, I 
could probably go to Orange.  Well I braced up and did go to Orange, & I got thro’ the day 
pretty well.  I came home a little the worse for wear, and after dinner I came up to my room to 
write to you, and tho’t I’d go to bed early.  I tried to write and failed and had to go to bed.  I 
didn’t sleep such an awful lot, but I feel much better this morning.  I am having hard luck with 
my letters this week, and I am afraid you’ll be upset again.  I hope a streak of good luck will 
begin soon, for I declare I am getting rather worn out, but I dont hope for any change 
immediately.  When mamma settles her plans, I think we’ll all be better.  Mamma worries so all 
the time.  She cant seem to get her mind on anything else, and I fear she’ll make herself sick.  I 
think it is right to be constantly on the look out of for openings, but there is plenty of time to 
decide, & it is too early to begin to worry.  It is over a month since we gave up the house, and 
not one single person has been here to look at it yet, and I doubt it very much if they‘ll be able 
to rent it at any such price as we have paid for over three years.  The prospect of cholera, (to 
say nothing of hard times) is going to make a difference, and Mrs. Clements will not find it so 
easy to get a tenant.  She wont get her price, & I doubt if she can get anything near it, & she 
certainly cant unless she fixes it up considerably, & she may be very glad to let us stay, after the 
first of May, by the month, at a reduced rate, rather than have the house vacant.  Besides, the 
furniture adds so much to the house.  When that is taken out it will look dreadfully.  All the bad 
places will show & anyone looking at it, would require a good deal more of her than they would 
if they saw it with the furniture in.  If mamma could feel sure of her not renting the house she 
would not feel in so much of a hurry, for the Ellis’ would keep their rooms till late, and mamma 
could then take a furnished house at the seashore, during the height of the season, & store her 
furniture for a few months (two or three) and then come back to N.Y. & take a house in the fall.  
I always dread a change so, for mamma always worries mot months before hand, and now that 
she feels she has nothing to fall back on she is worse than usual.  She dont try to put it out of 
her mind.  She thinks she must plan every minute, and I think she makes herself miserable 
without doing any good, and I hope something will be settled soon for this uncertainty is 
dreadful.  I dont mind it on my own account for I know that there will be something to do & 
dont see the necessity of deciding or worrying so long before hand.  Something always has 
turned up and it is bound to do so now, and I think it will all come right, but I dread the effect 
on mamma, and tho’ I dont worry about our plans I get sick of the whole thing, for mamma 
worries all the time, and for that reason I am anxious to have something settled.  This bad news 
from Cala has upset her terribly.  I dont suppose she can help it, but it makes things 
uncomfortable, & they will be so, till some thing is settled.  I dont believe we will go to Harlem, 
so you need not worry about that.  I rec’d your dear letter last night on my return from Orange 
and it was so full of interest.  I haven’t rec’d one today, so I suppose you couldn’t get a chance 
on Sunday, and you may be sure I can appreciate the circumstances, and dont blame you.  I 
know how it is myself.  In fact I have that kind of a time with most of my letters, and if I dont 
write at night I can never be free from interruptions.  This has had several several already.  Oh 



I’m so glad you could have a few days of rest from work, a little pleasure is necessary, & it was 
high time for you to have a little.  The opera on Friday night, I know, must have been a 
disappointment, but I am crazy to hear you account of Tannhäuser.  The cast I think was the 
same as here, and I hope the piece was set the same, for it was really beautifully set here.  You 
heard Schott on Friday night and liked him.  Materna you had heard before in concert, but isn’t 
she grand in opera?  Don’t you Were you not surprised at the improvement in her looks.  I think 
she is a very homely, in ordinary dress, and when I saw her as Elizabeth, with the light wig etc, I 
could hardly believe it was Materna.  In the Huguenot’s she is homely enough, but as 
Brünnhilde she is fine looking.  You know I am wild over her, and yet I like Kraus as Elizabeth 
better.  I dont think she sings it better, but she acts it better, or rather I liked her idea of the 
part better than Materna’s, in little things.  The principal parts were about the same, but oh! I 
know you’d be simply fascinated by Kraus, tho’ Materna is good enough, and I’m sure you were 
charmed.  Didn’t you like Robinson as Wolfram?  I was simply wild over him.  I haven’t heard 
Fidelio.  I wanted to, but they only gave it in the evening once or twice, & the only time they 
gave it at a matinee they gate it was once when I was at Madison.  Something else was 
advertised but they changed the opera to Fidelio, so I missed the only afternoon performance 
of it.  You must tell me about that, and how you liked Brandt’s voice.  She is undoubtedly a 
great artiste, but I do not really like her voice.  There is something unpleasant, to me unnatural, 
& it didn’t have one sweet note.  I haven’t heard her tho’ in a part where sweetness was 
required, but tho’ I admired some things, but her voice, on the whole, was not a pleasant one 
to me.  I cant explain what I mean, for I hardly know what fault to find.  It wasn’t shrill, and yet 
there was some thing about it that grated on me.  Probably you had taste enough to appreciate 
her thoroughly, but tho’ I appreciate her to a certain extent, I dont rave about her at all.  The 
papers cant say enough in her praise, and I suppose I am all off, as I was last summer, over a 
picture at the Metropolitan where the stable looked peculiar.  Do you remember it?  You & Jule 
were disgusted with me, & I think Jule was positively ashamed of her sister, but it looked so to 
me, & no am’t of explanation could make it look any different.  I tried to see it as you did but I 
couldn’t.  I hope to get up to the Metropolitan next week.  I am ashamed to tell you that I 
haven’t yet seen the Watts’ Collection.  They have rehung the pictures & so I’ll gain by waiting, 
for they say that they can be seen to better advantage now.  I saw something in the paper 
about a plan to keep them all summer if Mr. Watts would consent, so perhaps “you’ll get to go” 
after all.  I hope so, for I know you are sorry to miss them.  You may have heard about this 
before.  I saw this several weeks ago.  Perhaps you have seen some thing since, and know all 
about it. but I haven’t heard anything more about it, but I guess it must be settled ere this, and 
probably they would not have gone to the trouble of rehanging them if they were going to be 
sent back soon.  Your wonderful “Nation” has probably told you all about that.  I’ve tried a 
number of times to get it when you have told me of something special to be found, but I’ve 
never been able to get it at your news stand.  I have struck.  To go back where I belong, dont 
you think Walter Damrosch is wonderful for so young a man?  Wasn’t the Orchestral part of 
Tannhäuser magnificent?  The Pilgrim’s Chorus where it wo is worked up to the grand climax 
was grand   And in fact it was all more than that, and I can imagine your delight.  That opera 
seems to inspire even those who are not great music lovers, no one can help liking it.  The 
Pilgrim’s chorus, the March, Elizabeth’s Prayer, Wolfram’s song “The Evening Star,” and several 
other things please every one, and music lover are just beside themselves.  The more they hear 



it the more they want to, and Lohengrin is another opera I could never tire of.  And the cast in 
both, & the setting etc, were magnificent.  You have not told me how you managed to get away 
for a few days.  Another thing I want explained is about your letter or the part of it which you 
wrote on the train.  It was written in ink, & I can only account for it in one way.  You said you 
didn’t use your stylographic pen.  Now I think you must have had to buy another, for how else 
could you write with ink.  Well I’m not going to scold you.  I dont blame you for wanting one, 
but why did you give yours up when you needed it?  I am mighty glad to have it tho’ and cant 
bear to use anything else.  In fact I cant write with an ordinary pen any more.  I never was noted 
for writing a beautiful hand, but such as it was, it is ruined.  I feel perfectly helpless with an 
ordinary pen, and if you had sent for your pen I should have bought another for myself, for I 
cant get along without one now, but if you needed it, you ought to have sent for it.  I dont see 
what possessed you to give up using this pen.  I cant understand at all how any one who has 
used it long enough to get used to it, can give it up.  So the Evanston scheme has exploded.  It 
must be a lovely place, but I guess unless you could get a much higher salary, Purdue would be 
better for us, for certainly there is no place where we could live as cheaply, and I guess we 
couldn’t start in a better place, for our expenses will be lighter than in any other place I know 
of, and if it ever gets in a flourishing condition, and you get to be one of their big men (I dont 
mean tall, you know) and get a good salary, the am’t you deserve, why we will live well, and be 
able to save a nice little sum every year, and may be quite wealthy when we get old.  I dont 
believe it is such a bad place as you sometimes think.  Just wait till I get out there to stir you up 
and you haven’t my miserable letters to worry about.  Perhaps you’ll like it better then.  If there 
was only something mamma could do there, I would be perfectly satisfied with the place, for I 
really believe we’d get along better there than here.  If there is a boom (as you say) there, you’ll 
be in the midst of it, and be set up, and might get so noted the Eastern Colleges would be 
jealous, and you’d be in great demand.  Of course I dont know anything about it except for your 
letters, but I imagine Purdue is a good place for us.  I dont feel specially disappointed about the 
N.W. University, except that if there was a prospect of your getting a place there, it would give 
you a better hold on the Purdue crowd, and you’d stand a better chance for $1500.  For if they 
tho’t others wanted you, they’d appreciate you more.  You know it is always the way.  If you 
could get two ore or three places fighting for you, you’d be made and wouldn’t have any 
further trouble about salaries.  Evanston, I suppose is pleasanter than Chauncey, and it is so 
convenient to Chicago, but we can be very happy in Chauncey, or Lafayette.  I dont think I’d 
care to visit the Stock Yards in Chicago, if I ever go to that City.  But you dont seem half as 
enthusiastic over Chicago as most people are.  I have always imagined from the acc’ts I have 
heard before, that it was a beautiful City and that the residences were very fine.  How did you 
like your friend’s wife?  You haven’t said much about her.  It must be kind of fun to live as they 
do, and I should think it was quite a good scheme.  You must have had a good time talking over 
college days with Mr. H[itchcock]. but when you wo wrote, you hadn’t really settled down for a 
regular visit.  Perhaps you did that on Sunday.  You didn’t seem quite happy some how or other.  
I dont know why I think so, but all three letters struck me that way.  Were you disappointed in 
his wife, or did you think he had a better one that you were are going to have, or were you blue 
over my miserable letters, or did a glimppe glimpse of their happiness make you blue, in 
reminding you of the long wait we must have for our’s, or what was the matter?  I couldn’t tell 
what it was, but it seemed to me that there was something, and that you were unhappy in spite 



of the change, and the music etc.  We do have an awful time, but dont get discouraged and 
blue.  We have had a hard winter, but wait till June and the good things will begin to pour on 
upon us, for these dreadful times cant last forever.  Harry I have never written about what you 
said in answer to my letter, about whether Minnie can look down and see us, and I dont think I 
will attempt to write about it, for I cant make my ideas plain, and we’ll leave that till next 
summer.  And now I’ll close this letter and finish what I was in the midst of last Sunday.  And I 
hope nothing will interfere with my letter tomorrow night.  With fondest deepest truest love & 
more than this letter can carry 
                 Believe your own forever, 
                           Effie. 
 
I do appreciate the feeling you had when you wrote me about mamma’s loss, and it was so 
good of you, and you mak may be sure that we appreciate your lovely feeling toward mamma & 
believe it was sincere.  I knew she’d never want for a home, but no words can thank you 
enough for your assurance of it, and the lovely way in which you put it.  It was put so delicately 
that it touched us all very deeply, and mamma sends so many thanks to you for it. 
Goodbye again you blessed boy, with unbounded love. 
                                    Effie. 


