
                                                                                                         No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                                          N.Y. April 26th 1885. 
My own darling Harry, 
         I hoped to write this morning, but didn’t have a moment, and this afternoon I went to 
the Opera with Mrs. Cohen.  I came home with a frightful headache which I think was brought 
on by the heat.  At the Academy of Music it was really dreadful.  Early in the evening I was 
almost wild, but after a couple of hours it left me as suddenly as it came.  I haven’t a trace of it 
left now, and am going to write a little while before I go to bed.  We take turns keeping the 
baby at night.  I had him last night and will keep him tonight.  Mamma’s cold is terrible & it isn’t 
safe for her to be up & down, and Jule has had her turn and it just about used her up.  He was 
good, but she said it made her so nervous that she couldn’t sleep, and if she doesn’t sleep it 
breaks her all up.  I seem to be able to stand it, and feel just as well, I dont see any difference.  
Last night the baby wasn’t on his very best behavior and I was up and down all night.  We’ll get 
him in bad habits here, for we cant let him keep the people in the house awake.  If he crys we 
have to do anything & everything to quiet him.  It is not right to get him used to having his own 
way, but we have to consider those in the house who haven’t any interest in him.  So we walk 
with him, & rock him, and it makes things lively for the one who has the care of him, if he 
happens to be wakeful.  He is fed every two hours if he is awake, so you can imagine how poor 
Jule felt (for she had it on her mind) tho’ he only woke up twice that night, but made things 
lively about 5 A.M.  Last night he never missed a meal, was on hand every two hours and awake 
even oftener and gave the morning call at 5 o’clock.  He is usually remarkably good, but had an 
“off day” yesterday and kept it up all night.  Today he has been perfect, so I guess I’ll have a 
good night.  But I must not give you too much about the baby, for it cant be especially 
interesting to you.  I want to write about your last letters.  I rec’d your long one on Friday 
afternoon shortly before dinner.  Your mother & Cousin Mag were here, but I managed to get 
away and read it.  It did me so much good for you seemed to feel so much better & so much 
happier, and that of course relieved me very much.  I am so glad you liked my plan.  I have had 
that in mind for a long time, and tho’t it would be the surest way for a long talk.  Besides I cant 
wait any longer than I have to.  You have not favored my plans of late, and think I have a nack 
for making bad ones, but I didn’t think you’d object to this one.  I haven’t spoken of it to 
mamma or Jule.  There is no hurry about it, and I’m going to wait till I can find out all about the 
time tables and we cant do that [ill.] till the summer time is arranged.  Mamma sees everything 
in the wrong light now and would be sure to discourage it, and I dont mean to be interfered 
with in this.  I will take her by storm when it is all settled.  She might not object, but she’d be 
sure in her present mood to raise some objection.  It is to be hoped that this strange freak will 
soon pass, and leave her her old self.  She is better than she was while she had 10 &12, but she 
isn’t herself by any means, and I am really worried about her cough, for it is dreadful and she 
dont get over it at all.  This morning she rec’d a letter from Mr. Beans.  He said he would attend 
to her business for her, collect her dividends etc.  A dividend of 5% had been declared and she’ll 
receive that in a few days.  On the books she is down for $100. less than she really had there.  
Part pay is bad enough without making the am’t less than it is.  Mr. Beans says things are worse 
all the time, and that now there isn’t hope of more than 40%, and it will be as likely to be only 
30.  Worse & more of it, isn’t it?  Of course it is discouraging & in spite of Mr. C’s offer mamma 
worries.  She cant help it & I dont wonder at it, but there is no use telling her any thing about 



our plans just now.  I haven’t spoken to her of the possibility of our being married next Xmas.  It 
isn’t so very probable, and we wont talk it up to her till after you come home.  It will break her 
all up, and there is no use to have her worry over the possibility, for it may come to naught.  But 
I told Jule that she could expect it if we couldn’t have easier times, for if we had to be 
separated, we must have less trouble about our letters, and said if we dont we’ll have to hurry 
up our marriage. [“]Harry is getting out of patience, and is already talking about that and I have 
such a time about my letters I’m getting thoroughly out of patience too.  There is no sense in 
having such a time, and if we cant have things easier during these separations, then we will 
have to do away with the separations.  They are bad enough anyhow, but we are not going to 
stand it long to have things as they have been.”  I talked very plainly & she saw I was in dead 
earnest, and since then she has done all she could for us.  I said “you have got to help us, and 
not humor mamma in all her whims.  You’ve got to get on our side, and when mamma finds she 
is alone, she will soon come over.  You can tell her what the consequences will be, if you like.”  I 
was awfully mad that night, and I believe it did Jule good, for she has helped me ever since.  
Mamma imagines that I am always writing and tho’ we both know that is absurd, it is 
impossible to make her see it so.  I dont see how she can think so, but she does, and she’ll tell 
you so next summer.  Just see if she dont.  She believes it firmly that I spend all the time 
writing.  Today when I came home I found your dear letter awaiting me, & it was so lovely to 
feel that you were happy again.  If Barnes scheme is really going to benefit you, I am greatly 
obliged to him for doing so much for your sake.  Now Harry how can you feel indebted to him?  
You say he worked hard to get you this place, but I dont imagine he did it for your sake.  He had 
never seen you and certainly didn’t give up $100. of his own salary last year for the sake of 
helping you.  If that was his sole object will you please explain how he came to take such an 
interest in one he had never met.  I want to know, because if he is such a remarkable man, and 
if he has done so much, & made a sacrifice all for your sake, I dont want to think any more hard 
things.  I ought to feel very grateful to him   He must be a wonderfully unselfish man, and I must 
take back all I said against him and own that I was wrong, (as I did last summer about your 
friend).  I am so sorry that I wrote about him as I did on Friday, for I see I wronged him, but at 
the time I didn’t dream of his having done so much for you.  I haven’t told you a word about the 
Opera yet and you’ll think I didn’t enjoy it, but dont you make such a mistake for I was 
delighted, tho’ “Lucia” is not quite as thrilling as “Tannhaüser” or “Lohengrin”.  Nevertheless I 
can still enjoy Italian Opera and Nevada’s voice is beautiful, not grand or powerful, but very 
sweet and clear and flexible, and tho’ it hasn’t immense volume it has a wonderful carrying 
power and can be heard in all parts of the house.  The “mad scene” was beautifully sung and of 
course the execution was wonderful, and that part, where she imitates the flute, had to be 
repeated.  After that she had an ovation, and they would not let her go till she had sung “Home 
Sweet Home,” and she sang it beautifully.  Giannini as Egardo was a success as far as the singing 
was concerted cerned, but his acting ___ well we wont waste words about that.  His voice tho’ 
is beautiful.  Signor De Anna as Ashton was a decided success.  I must own however that it was 
not as satisfying as one of Wagner’s tho’ it was well given, and I liked Nevada even better than I 
expected to.  She certainly has a wonderful voice.  Jule says she would rather hear her than 
Patti, but I will take Patti for mine, and wont fight to make Jule give up Nevada.  But only think 
how young Nevada is to have done so much.  She is remarkable, and I tho’t yesterday of when 
she used to go to Mills Seminary.  I guess she never dreamed of such success.  I dont wonder 



she feels some what set up over it.  By the way I didn’t tell you how Jule “got to go” yesterday.  
Just as I was going down to lunch a messenger boy brought me a note with an invitation for the 
opera.  I sent word that I had already made an engagement to go with Mrs. C. but the boy 
didn’t get back there with my message in time, so she didn’t get it, and called here for me.  
When she found I had gone, she asked Jule if she would go.  I had suspected that it would be so, 
and warned Jule.  She is awfully funny about such things, and I told her she needn’t be silly 
about being second fiddle.  If she had the chance she must go, for that it the invitation came to 
me because I am specially interested in music, but that her company will be just as desirable, or 
more so than mine.  This may seem to you like a funny thing for me to say, but you have no 
idea how cranky and foolish Jule sometimes is about such think things, and I warned her 
because I tho’t it would be absurd for her to lose it if she got one of her attacks, & she was in 
the mood for it.  I dont see any sense in feeling that way but you know how many people feel 
so.  Jule doesn’t always do it, but now and then she gets on her high horse.  She showed signs 
of it, and so I spoke, and at first she said she would not go.  I told her I wouldn’t be such a 
goose, and finally she decided that t it would be decidedly silly, and mamma went for her too so 
between us we managed to show her how foolish it would be.  I dont think she feels that she 
has been slighted if in such a case, and it is only now & then that she gets such a peculiar kink.  
But she gave in today and went, and she was carried away with Nevada’s voice.  They sat way 
upstairs and heard perfectly.  Mrs. Cohen’s seats were in the orchestra or parquet, but they 
were perfect for this Opera, tho’ they would have been too near of for the German Company.  I 
have not seen anything in the papers about the Spring Season at the Metropolitan Opera House 
& begin to fear that it has been given up.  I didn’t mean to write so much about the opera for 
there are so many other things I want to talk about.  I must tell you of something that 
happened today.  I had a proposal, & it was so sudden and unexpected that it took my breath 
away, and it may have had some thing to do with my headache, for I was perfectly dazed & 
dumbfounded.  I will set your mind at rest at once, and tell you that I refused, and confessed 
my engagement, which caused surprise on the other side.  He said “then there is no chance?”  I 
said “none at all.”  You cant guess who it was, so I must tell you and will tell you the whole 
story, but before I say any more I will tell you that it came from a man about between 55 & 60 
yrs old, and it wasn’t a proposal of marriage.  It came from Mr. Cohen.  I dont know what those 
people will do next.  This plan was concocted between Mr. & Mrs. C. and I never knew anything 
like them.  Mrs. C. had set the hour for me to meet her at their home.  I was on time of course.  
It seems it was a put up job to have it set early, and when I got there Mrs. Cohen was upstairs 
and didn’t appear for some little time, but Mr. Cohen did, and he said, “I want to have a talk 
with you,” and he led me over to the sofa.  He seems as much inclined to worry about my 
health as you are.  I dont know what ails him but he has got it into his head that I’m not well, 
and that I do too much, and I cant to save me make him believe that I am all right.  Yesterday he 
said “how do you feel today?” just as tho’ he was my doctor & I had come to consult him.  I said 
“I feel all right.”  He said “do you really feel perfectly well?”  I said “why yes of course I do.”  He 
pulled out his glasses and looked at me while and then said “Effie Mrs. Cohen & I have been 
talking about you a good deal, and we are both anxious to have you consent to a plan we have 
made.  We have decided to spend the summer at Long Branch, and we want you to go with us 
and spend the entire summer, or make your home there, and of course come & go as you 
please.”  Well this fairly staggered me.  They have been awfully kind, but this was so very kind & 



so very unexpected.  I tried to thank him and to tell him that I could not do it. [ill.] I had never 
told them of my engagement because, since I have been at liberty to do it, or rather since we 
have decided to let it be known, I haven’t had any good chance.  One cant fly at a person & say, 
“I’m engaged!”  I meant to tell them, & wanted them to know, but when I have seen them 
lately, or rather since Thanksgiving, there hasn’t been any time when I could bring it about for I 
would always want to choose a time for giving such news about myself, and not fire it at a 
person on any occasion.  I wasn’t there once from early in Nov. till after Cousin Gus’ failure and 
since then they have been so full of that, and I would not announce my engagement at such a 
time.  To me it is too sacred to be talked of and told of, at any time (it must be at a particular 
time). and  In the midst of so dreadful a thing, I could not tell my good news.  I knew they’d be 
interested, but they always talked of that one thing or of mamma’s plans and there wasn’t a 
time, so they knew nothing of it.  Mabel did, for she came to my room one day and saw your 
picture in a conspicuouluous place, and so I of course told her.  She was so surprised, for she 
hadn’t suspected it at all, hadn’t heard anything to make her suspect it.  It sort of dazed her & 
she tho’t it was a dead secret, and I find she hasn’t mentioned it even at home.  It proves that 
she is safe to trust with a secret.  Well of course Mr. C. didn’t dream of what I was going to say, 
and he tho’t I was going to refuse, for the same reason I refused to accept his generous offer 
about going to Cala, because I didn’t want to have him do so much for me.  He tho’t that my 
independence was coming to the front again, but I would have consented this time had I been 
situated in the same way, for I would know how they had meant it, and would have accepted, 
for I know they would have felt hurt if I had not had such a good reason for refusing.  I was 
going to say why I couldn’t accept, but he said “dont say a word till I have finished, & dont 
thank me,” (I had expressed my appreciation and then said “but” __ and he tho’t the but meant 
something serious, and he wouldn’t let me go on) “there is nothing to thank me for and you’ll 
see it if you’ll only let me finish.”  I tried to tell him, but he said “wait till you have heard what I 
have to say.  We want you with us, and you can be there like one of the family, and can be a 
great help to us. We dont want to board.  We want to take a cottage, and you can help us.  Mrs. 
Cohen isn’t well enough to have so much care, and I want her to take things easy, but if we 
keep house she cant,” (they keep three or four servants so that is all bosh, for they have very 
good & reliable servants, but he wanted to put it to me in this way) “now you could do a good 
deal.  We dont want to board, but she must not have so much care, & I have decided to run the 
house myself if I can get you to help me do it, for I cant do it alone, but we can run it together 
beautifully, and Mrs. Cohen can come and spend the summer with us.  You wouldn’t have much 
to do of course, but you could look after things a little, & you wouldn’t be tied down at all, for I 
would expect you to to be perfectly free to go away any time, and come when you pleased.  
You would not have the whole care of the house of course, but dont you see that it would 
relieve Mrs. Cohen a great deal, and I dont want her to have so much care, & I’d be so glad to 
have you there, and so would Mrs. C. for to tell the truth, she proposed your coming to say with 
us, tho’ I want to make some such arrangement as this.  I’d pay you well for it, & you cold feel 
perfectly independent, because we must do this, and if you wont do it, we must get some one 
to come.”  Now this was all an excuse to help me.  He knows that I am too independent to go 
down there and stay all summer, and accept a lot of money besides, and so he makes this 
proposal to blind me, and make me comfortable, and (he worries about my lessons, and the 
small pay and so on,) and he is bound to help me.  The arrangement would be very charming 



for me if I belonged to my self.  Think what an offer for a poor girl, and think what a chance, and 
think what an easy way to make money, to spend the summer at Long Branch, having a good 
time, and the best of every thing.  How I would have jumped at such a thing last year, for I know 
they really mean it, and really want it, and they cant even yet give up hope.  I told you there 
would come a turn & we’d have a pour of good things, but I didn’t expect it so soon, & didn’t 
expect anything of this sort.  But as I cant take all the good things I’ll keep the best that I have, 
& have had all winter, and take as much more as I can, as long as it dont interfere with the best, 
but I shall never drop my own Harry, nothing else compares with him, and nothing could tempt 
me away from him, and this wonderful offer dont tempt me, and this isn’t a duty, & I dont feel 
that I must. and so I explained to Mr. Cohen that I couldn’t, & why I couldn’t, but I thanked him 
for his kindness, and told him I appreciated it as much as tho’ I could accept it.  I told him I 
couldn’t tell him how deeply I felt it all.  Well you should have seen him when he heard the 
news.  He asked any quantity of questions about you and I told him all he asked to  know, tho’ 
all this happened in a few minutes, and he didn’t have very much time, and now as I think of it I 
cant understand how we ever got thro’ so much.  You may be sure that I made him approve of 
my hero, and what I told him pleased him wonderfully.  He is enthusiastic over the news, as 
much or more so than any one I’ve told, but he feels awfully hurt because I didn’t tell him 
before.  Still I think I explained it all satisfactorily.  Any way he was delighted, and said so over 
and over again, but he said “but dont you have any long engagement.  If you love each other 
the sooner you are married the  [ill.] better.  You’ll both be happier.  Oh Effie I wish you all the 
happiness possible, and I know from all you tell me that you will be happy, & I know you will 
make him happy.  You’ll do everything to make him happy, and I know he’ll be very happy, but 
dont put it off, because you cant either of you be happy under the circumstances.  Never mind 
about the money.  It wont take much more for two than for one, if you are careful.  Just as soon 
as it can be done it ought to be done, and he’ll get along I know.  Of course I dont know how he 
is fixed as to salary but I know from what you say that the marriage will only be postponed for 
want of money, but I only want to advise that you two begin life together as soon as it is 
possible.  Dont feel that you must wait for a good deal, but marry as soon as he can make 
enough to get along on.  I dont believe in engagements being any longer than necessary, but 
people have an idea that it takes a good deal to marry on, and it dont if they will only manage 
right, tho’ of course you dont need this advice because you dont either of you want to go on in 
this way.  Still I want to encourage you to be willing to marry as soon as he thinks he can, and 
dont let the money worry you.”  I said the money didn’t worry me, that we would be willing to 
be careful and get along on very little, but we couldn’t marry until we saw our way clear and 
you were certain of something and could know if you had enough to make it safe.  He tho’t that 
was all right, but said people were as rule inclined to go slow and that it wasn’t necessary to 
wait as long as they seemed to think.  All this I must say surprised me, for usually men with 
money would talk the other way, but he seemed more pleased with what I told him about you 
than if I had said you were a millionaire.  There is more, that I want to tell you about all this, but 
I must leave it for my next letter and I guess you’ll feel a little hopeful over it too, for mamma 
suggested that it might be brought about and that Mr. C.’s approval may some time be of great 
service to you, but more of this in my next.  This must be mailed at once for if it isn’t you wont 
get it on Tues.  It is Sunday aft.  I couldn’t finish last night and when I began I forgot to redate it.  



That is a little trick I have, & I must get over it.  Oh dear!  I wish I could write more but guess it 
wont do to delay mailing this.  There is so much more to say.  I hate to stop but I must. 
With love beyond measure and everlasting 
              Ever your own devoted 
                        Effie. 
 


