
 
                                                                                                                  No. 54 West 46th St. 
          N.Y. Jan. 30th 1886. 
My own darling Harry 
      The opera this afternoon was very long, and we didn’t get home till after dinnertime.  I 
hurried thro’ my dinner as fast as I could, but it was one of those times when I had a hard time 
to get waited on.  Every one came in at all kinds of times and some were eating soup, when the 
others had dessert and it made so much confusion, for mamma sent things down to keep hot 
for the late ones, and every thing went at sixes & sevens.  I tho’t I’d never get through, and 
unfortunately I was very hungry, (for I didn’t have time to eat a decent lunch,) and so you see 
that made it still worse for me, for if my appetite had been poor I could have taken the little I 
could get, and then left the table, but as it was, I was just about starved, and could not be 
satisfied with so little, so here it is nearly eight o’clock, and I will have only about ¾ of an hour 
be before I have to stop & take this to the corner.   
     The weather is simply horrible today, and we didn’t enjoy our walk to the opera house, 
and tho’ I enjoyed the opera, I was quite disappointed.  It wasn’t given as well as I have heard it 
before.  The opera was Faust, and I didn’t like it as well as when I heard it at the Academy.  It is 
supposed to be very fine.  They give the Walpurgis Night, & that, to me, was very disappointing, 
and not at all as I supposed it would be.  I hadn’t any very definite idea about it but I certainly 
didn’t expect to see a scene, that was used as a room, in Solomon’s Palace, in the “Queen of 
Sheba.”  I should have said, if I had really tho’t much about it, that they would have something 
very different, a scene out of doors, or else one something like the 1st scene in Tannhauser.  It 
seems as tho’ that would a have been far better than this the one they used.  The whole thing 
was given for no other reason [ill.] than to drag in a ballet, and if I had known the opera was 
Faust, and that they were going to give the Walpurgis Night, and I had come gone in while they 
were giving that scene, I never would have dreamed, for a moment, that it was Walpurgis 
Night.  That scene would have broken me all up, and mixed me up completely, and I should 
have supposed that they had been obliged to change the opera at the last moment, and that 
they were not giving Faust at all.  It was nothing but a ballet, only about ten times as long as 
usual and Maggie and I were both disappointed, and disgusted.  Stanton, the new director, is 
not what Damrosche was.  He puts things on well, and the Wagner operas are given 
magnificently, but he has some very funny things in the other operas, that dont strike me as 
any improvement over the Italian Opera, & he is catering to every one, and not working for Art 
as Damrosch did.  In some respects the opera is better this year than last, but I get so disgusted 
with such performances as they had this aft[ernoon].  That old ballet made the think thing far 
less effective, and after Valentin’s death, and the church scene, & between those scenes, and 
the one in the prison, it seemed out of place to me, for there wasn’t anything devilish about it, 
& was just an ordinary ballet as they gave in the Queen of Sheba and in other operas, and it was 
no place to introduce such a thing.  If it had been a wild weird scene, it wouldn’t have seemed 
so idiotic, but the papers rave over it, and nearly every one that has seen it speaks of that part 
as tho’ it was the most wonderful thing, and I dont see any thing at all wonderful about it.  The 
last tableau was beautiful, and was far ahead of those I have seen before.  Now darling I hope 
you’ll forgive me for writing so much about this when my time is so short.  I did not mean to do 
it, but some how I drifted into it, and wrote more than I meant to.  Darling your letter came this 



morning in the first mail, and I read it before breakfast.  I was sorry to hear about the Scarlet 
Fever, but do hope it wont break out in the school.  If it does, I hope you wont go into it.  If you 
do, you ought not to teach, for you’ll spread it, and this is enough excuse for you to keep out of 
the sick room.  Now darling you must avoid exposure to it if possible, for you might take it 
again, and I am so far away from you, & it would worry me dreadfully, so be very careful for my 
sake.  Darling I am doing just what you are, about counting on our marriage next summer.  I 
dont tell every one, but tho’ I dont ever speak of it as a sure thing for next summer, I really feel 
that it will be then.  I had a note from Carrie tonight and she says they have engaged the 
dressmaker for me and have succeeded in making a very satisfactory arrangement with her.  I 
am glad to have that thing settled.  Now my own precious boy[,] I must stop.  Harry you know 
how much I love you, tho’ I cant tell you anything at all about it, but you can measure it by 
your’s for me, and then you’ll know about it.  That is the only way it can be measured, and you 
may be sure that it is just as deep & strong & warm, & lasting as yours. 
    Now goodnight my darling 
   Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ 
           Ever your own devoted 
                Effie. 
  


