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My own darling darling Harry 
        I wonder what luck I am to have today in telling you about the Concert Thurs. night.  I 
am afraid you’ll begin to think that I didn’t half enjoy it, for I have written two letters since, with 
not giving you any account of it, but now I am going to start with that to make sure of it.  My 
darling I did enjoy it very very much.  It is perfectly grand, and tho’ the first hearing was so very 
beautiful, I think that it would constantly grow on one, and become more &more beautiful at 
every hearing.  You understand darling that I dont mean by this that I felt that my enjoyment of 
the music wasn’t as great as I expected, for I was more pleased than I expected to be.  I 
supposed that the first hearing of it would not be as much to me as it was.  I supposed it would 
take at least two hearings to seem as beautiful as it did.  I knew it would be magnificent, but 
such a thing as that is apt to bewilder one at first, and tho’ even then it is very enjoyable, one 
cant settle down to it as they can afterwards.  But I had read a description of it which I suppose 
helped me a good deal, and prepared me for it, so that I understood and appreciated it better 
than I could have done without it.  You know that it was given under the direction of Dr. 
Damrosch at the Music Festival in 1881, and in the Festival book ten pages are devoted to a 
description of it.  I happened to remember that it was given then, & that there was some thing 
in that book about it.  I didn’t have it, but knew when it was given, so I unearthed unearthed 
that book and was very glad that I had tho’t of it.  The first number was beautiful, but the 2nd 
“Dies Irae” was perfectly magnificent, and was exquisitely rendered.  That, and the “Lacrymosa” 
seemed to me more beautiful than any of it, tho’ the Sanctus was very very beautiful, also the 
“Hostias,” (a quartette for male voices) and the “Agnus Die.”  In fact it was all beautiful but 
these 5 numbers were my favorites.  The Sextette I have no doubt would have been very 
beautiful if it had been given satisfactorily, but the soloists were disappointing, decidedly so.  
The tenor Herr Alvary (of the Metropolitan Opera Co.) has a sweet voice, but he doesn’t sing 
true.  He floats continually.  There are some lovely notes in his voice, but when he does do a 
thing well, & one is just beginning to think he has a nice voice after all, he spoils the whole thing 
the next second, and gives one such a terrible shock.  His voice may have gone back on him that 
night, but he certainly did not impress me at all favorably, and at best I am sure he isn’t at at all 
extraordinary, tho’ some tones were very sweet.  One thing I will say for him tho,’ is, that he 
pronounces his words with the utmost distinctness, & way up there in the family circle we could 
hear every word & every syllable, and in other numbers it was sometimes almost impossible to 
keep the place.  This same thing struck me at the opera last year.  One The soprano who sang in 
the sextette had a very powerful and cultivated voice, but it didn’t appear to me to have any 
sweetness, and it was utterly cold I tho’t, tho’ she sang very correctly & every note seemed 
true.  The other lady soloist was a perfect stick, so you see the performance was not a success 
so far as the soloists were concerned.  Tho’ in the Sanctus Alvary was better than in his first 
number, still he was disappointing, and one could not help wishing that it could be in more 
competent hands, or shall I say voice.  The female chorus in the Sanctus was heavenly.  The 
Hostias is an exquisite thing, and I think if the singers had been the same as the ones they had 
at the festival it would have been all that any one could wish for.  The Agnus Dei was very much 
like it.  Rex Tremendae was very fine.  I cared less for the Offertorium than anything else, tho’ 
you mustn’t imagine that that bore me, by any means.  But darling the Lacrymosa, was to me 



the most exquisite part, and the Dies Irae the grandest, and tho’ I enjoyed it from beginning to 
end, I believe I am decided as to the two I liked best, and I believe they would remain my 
favorites no matter how often I heard it.  The Chorus & Orchestra were grand, and it is 
wonderful to see them conducted by a mere boy like Walter Damrosch.  He seems to 
understand himself very thoroughly.  Tho’ the orchestra played as beautifully as ever, I missed 
Dr. Damrosch as I would miss an old friend.  I have been to his concerts oftener than to any 
others, and had the greatest admiration for him.  It really made me feel very sad not to see him.  
It was so hard that he had to die just as he was about to have the benefit & reward of all his 
work.  He had just a taste of the glory of being fully appreciated, and that was all.  He died 
before he could have much benefit of it.  Then too I suppose it struck me more forcibly because 
it was the first time I had every ever seen anyone in his place, and because he was in the midst 
of training them for this work when he was taken ill.  I think it was very appropriate for them to 
give this work at the first concert.  Mr. Artz was very much pleased, and very grateful to me for 
asking him to go.  He seemed to enjoy it very much.  I was a little afraid he’d be bored, but for I 
never tho’t he was very wild over music.  He talks as tho’ he was, and is ever lastingly asking for 
“a little music,” but it is only now and then that he listens.  He usually talks a blue streak.  Lately 
I have noticed that he doesn’t do it so much, and he seems to like it better than he used to, and 
he undoubtably enjoyed the Concert.  He has so little recreation, and really has no amusement, 
except a game of cards sometimes.  I guess the poor fellow has a close shave to struggle thro’, 
& he certainly dont waste one cent, (except when he pays ten cents for an elevated fare when 
he might just as well go for five.)  I am sure that it isn’t meanness or closeness, but simply 
because he cant afford amusements.  His course costs him a good deal, & I guess the books cost 
fully as much again as the course.  I wonder what you tho’t of the little affair that happened last 
Tuesday Morning.  You say in your letter this A.M. that you were interested to know about it.  
Well ere this you know all about it.  Do you think as I do?  I guess you do for your letter today 
shows that you suspected them before you heard about that little scene.  I think if he is in the 
same boat, he would feel just as you did about proposing, but I know he isn’t at all worldly, if 
my estimate of him is right, that is in the sense you mean.  I think he would scorn to do what 
Mr. Runk did.  If he loved a girl who had money or influence, he would not be foolish about it, & 
feel that he mustn’t have any thing to do with her.  I dont think he would make that a serious 
objection, but I think he feels that love is the important part, and I know that he will never 
marry without that unless he changes very much.  One thing is certain.  He has an idea of 
marrying if he is able to.  He had quite a long talk about it the other night.  I happened to go to 
in the parlor.  It was late and past time to put out the lights.  I had been in the basement all 
evening, busy with my work, and couldn’t make up my mind to put it down till I had 
accomplished a certain amount, tho’ mamma had been at me for some time to put it away.  
She was in bed, & Jule was about ready for bed.  Mr. Artz had been over at the College all 
evening, and I didn’t know he was home, but found him in the parlor writing.  I dont remember 
how the talk came about, but he began talking, and I could not get away.  I was standing up 
ready to go, but he began talking to me about his affairs, his work and so on.  Finally he said 
“Miss Effie I was so disappointed to think I couldn’t go in the Navy.  I was perfectly wild on the 
subject, & it made me sick to have things go so” (you know about it I think so I wont tell you the 
whole story, but will go on as he did, with the idea that you understand it.) “but I am beginning 
to realize now that it isn’t so lovely after all, and I believe I am glad that I didn’t get in.  Ma was 



terribly opposed to it, and felt dreadfully about it, but she wouldn’t do any thing to prevent it, 
& tho’t I must choose for myself, and I tho’t, and have felt all along, that it was what I wanted 
most, and it has been a terrible disappointment to me, but now I dont regret it.  It is all very 
well if a man never marries, but what does a boy think of that.  In those days I never tho’t I’d 
want to marry.  I entered Annapolis when I was only a boy of course, and didn’t take that into 
consideration, and never have till lately, but I think that it is a dreadful thing for a married man 
to be in the Navy.  Look at Mr. Reynolds.  If he decides to go back to the Navy, he will have to go 
next year Spring and be gone for three years.  What kind of a life is that?  I couldn’t do it.”  He 
spoke as tho’ he had never tho’t much about it before, but that he was thankful now, for what 
seemed to him at the time to be a hard trial, for he knew it would never suit him.  He then went 
on to tell me his ideas about marriage, and from the way he talked it, seemed as tho’ he must 
be thinking a good deal about it, & the funny part was, that he was so excited and earnest, and 
so full of it that he couldn’t hold it in, and after a long time he told me that “there is no use 
talking.  It is the highest happiness on earth, and I’d rather have it than the Navy, & if I was in 
the Navy I’d resign, for I couldn’t stand it to go off.  I simply couldn’t.  I used to think it was very 
fine, and think so now if a man never marries, but it isn’t my idea of happiness any more.”  He 
said a whole lot more, and showed that he had a good deal of feeling on the subject, and that 
he hadn’t felt so very long.  I suppose he felt sort of blue, and desperate, & couldn’t help letting 
off steam, and simply had to talk to some one, and when he once began, he said more than he 
realized, but he gave himself away, for no one would talk as he did unless they were pretty wild 
on the subject, or before unless they were in love, and he said so many times that he never 
used to feel that way, and it seems to be only a recent thing.  I am sure from the way he talked 
that he has some particular girl in mind, & that it is indefinite, and also that he never tho’t of it 
until that particular girl turned up.  Now of course I dont know whether Jule is that particular 
girl or not, but I am sure he had some one in mind while he was talking. 
        My darling I have been interrupted.  Charlie Uebelacker came, and is still here.  I dont 
know how long he will stay, but of course he will stay to tea, and if mamma asks him to stay all 
night, as she will undoubtedly, I dont know what I’ll do if he accepts.  For this letter is several 
sheets shorter than I mean to make it, and if I cant make it up in the letter tonight, I’ll be 
disgusted enough.  It has broken into this, and I dont want to have it keep me from writing 
tonight.  I think a great deal of Charlie, and like to have him come, but I always hate to be 
interrupted, no matter who for, when I am writing to you, but I guess he will not stay.  Probably 
he’ll go back to Princeton tonight, in order to be on hand tomorrow morning.  He went to New 
Haven yesterday to witness the great foot ball game.  Princeton won, and he is about wild.  It 
suddenly occurred to him that he was running on it too much, & he said, “Well I’ve talked foot 
ball all day yesterday, & all last evening, and dreamed about it all night, & have talked it all day 
today, and it strikes me that it is about time to change the subject.”  He likes College very much, 
but is looking forward with considerable impatience to Thanksgiving, when he is going home.  
He is looking very well, remarkably so, and I think he must be a number of pounds heavier than 
when I last saw him.   
         My darling I wonder what you think of Mr. A’s talk with me.  I suppose you’ll think that 
your suspicions are correct. tho’ Jule may not be the girl, but it does look rather like it.  Last 
night they wanted him to play cards.  He said he could only play till eight o’clock, then he must 
go over to the college.  I was busy sewing till midnight, went right at it as soon as I had written 



& mailed your letter.  Mr. Artz didn’t go out at all.  Maggie & Ed went to the Casino and I sat up 
in their room with Ten Eyck, & mamma stayed there while I mailed my letter, for he was awake 
then, and I had to go, and then mamma settled down in there.  I didn’t hear this little speech of 
Mr. A’s, for I was up here writing, but when the Reynolds left, Mr. Lozier did, for he tho’t then 
there was no chance for cards, & probably supposed Mr. A. would go right out, I guess but if 
you please, after every one was out of the way, Mr. A. settled down, & was there when I went 
out, & there when I came in, & still there, when I went down a little later to get some thing I 
had left in the basement.  He & Jule were there alone from eight o’clock till after eleven, and 
then mamma went down.  She supposed he had only come in a short time before, and said to 
me “Who played cards after Mr. Artz left?  He had to go at eight o’clock.”  I said “Why he didn’t 
go, and the rest all went out & no body played cards.”  When I came up she said “What is Jule 
doing?”  I said she was in the parlor talking.  She said “Why I tho’t they had all gone out.”  I said 
“I told you Mr. A. was there,” but she said “Why he cant be, for he said he must go over to the 
College, and could not play after eight.”  I told her he didn’t play after eight, but he didn’t go to 
the College, and mamma was very much surprised, but didn’t interrupt their little tête à tête till 
some time after.  It does look serious, and no mistake.  I dont believe I can write any more now, 
and guess I wont keep this to add more.  I know it wont seem entirely satisfactory for a Sunday 
letter, but darling I meant to save the best for the last, and tho’t I’d have time for all.  Who ever 
dreamed of seeing Charlie today of all times.  But I’ll write my Sunday letter tonight, and I guess 
that even if Charlie stays, I’ll be able to manage it   You can count this my Monday letter and the 
one I mail tomorrow my Sundays.  I have had lots of lovely tho’ts about you today, but didn’t 
have a chance to get to write them.  I was ashamed because I hadn’t written about the Concert 
before, and then, when I read your letter over, I struck the part about Mr. A and Jule, and got 
started on that, but I’ll write about the other things tonight.  I think I’ll go to Madison on 
Wed[nesday], am pretty sure I will, if I can get my lessons postponed till Friday. 
         Now darling goodbye, with my heart full of deepest tenderest love for you[.] 
              I am yours forever 
                        Effie. 


