
         No. 54 West 46th St. 
         N.Y. Feb. 21st 1886 
My own precious darling Harry, 
 I couldn’t write as much yesterday as I expected to, for I was cut short by lunch, which 
was ready before I expected it.  I supposed I’d have time for at least three sheets, but I had to 
stop just where I was and go to lunch.  I always have to be prompt on Saturdays, on acc’t of the 
matinee, but am sorry to say that I wont have to keep it up much longer.  Next Sat[urday]. will 
be my last matinee, tho’ it isn’t the last of the season, but you know I have promised Ada my 
ticket for the last one.  I didn’t hear Lohengrin on Friday night, after all, and I am not going to 
hear Die Meistersinger tomorrow night.  We are all disappointed, but there were not decent 
seats to be had.  We are sure of hearing Tannhauser on Mar[ch]. 3rd for Mr. Underwood has the 
tickets for that.  They were bought last Thursday A.M. over nearly two weeks in advance, and 
the best seats then were on the 6th row in the balcony.  You cant imagine what a terrible rush 
there is for them.  I have been so glad to escape it all by having a season ticket.  I have always 
been sure of a good seat, and haven’t had any of this worry & fuss.  I tho’t I’d like to hear Die 
Walküre once more, and would like mamma to hear it.  They are going to give it the last night, 
Mar[ch]. 5th, and I went last Thursday A.M. to see about tickets, and after waiting on a line for 
half an hour, I found that the best I could do, was to take seats on the 12th row, and of course I 
would not take them, for the 12th row in the family circle is miserable.  I went early 
Wed[nesday]. A.M. and there was such a jam I could not do a thing & left in disgust.  The lobby, 
or corridor, or whatever they call it, was packed.  There must have been two or three hundred 
people in there, [here she drew a circle labeled “box office” and several lines to illustrate] 
standing in lines.  The lines ran the full length of the place, and there were about six or seven 
rows packed in there.  Then the line extended outside, up as far as 40th St.  The entrance you 
know is half way between 39th & 40th.  It was bad enough on Thurs[day]. and I tho’t my turn 
would never come.  We heard Rienzi yesterday, and I enjoyed it exceedingly, but I must confess 
that I was somewhat disappointed in it, not enough so to spoil my enjoyment, for it didn’t do 
that.  I liked it all and some parts very very much, but on the whole it didn’t compare with the 
other Wagner operas, and it seemed to entirely different that it hardly seemed possible that it 
was one of Wagner’s, and tho’ it was put on so well, and was sung so well, and all that, I was 
disappointed in it, and as far as the melodies were concerned, I was awfully disappointed, for I 
must say I expected them to be very beautiful, for when Wagner wrote melodies, it always 
seemed to me that they were exquisite, but and I supposed that  Rienzi was full of them, but 
none of them struck me as his melodies have always done before.  Those in Lohengrin, & 
Tannhauser, & Meistersinger, & Die Walküre are far more beautiful I think.  Rienzi’s prayer was 
lovely, but I dont think it compared with Elizabeth’s prayer in Tannhauser.  Perhaps I’ll be more 
enthusiastic after I have seen heard it next Sat[urday].  I am not perfectly wild over Sylva.  He 
acted very well yesterday, and he sung well too, but his voice isn’t at all sweet.  It is powerful, 
but I like Stritt very much better.  They have not a single tenor this year to equal the one they 
had last year, and I have missed Schott all the time, but when Damrosch died he acted 
shamefully, I dont wonder they didn’t feel like taking him again, but it didn’t make any 
difference with his singing or acting.  He is a far better artist that than any tenor they have now, 
and I have regretted his absence very much.  Lehmann I like far better than Materna, and 
yesterday she was superb, tho’ the part of Irene doesn’t give her very much chance, but she 



makes everything count.  Brandt, as Adriano, was splendid.  It is one of her best parts.  Some 
people call it her best part, but I still think that her best part is in the Prophet as Fides.  Her 
voice sounds best in that.  The music seems just suited for it, and it is just beautiful in that 
opera, and certainly she has a magnificent chance for acting, and she is grand in the Coronation 
Scene, where her son denies her.  I have always liked her acting, and I am far from feeling as I 
did last year about her voice, tho’ in some parts it does sound shrill, but as Fides, Adriano, 
Magdalena, & Astaroth she is heard to the best advantage, for in these parts the music is suited 
to her voice, and one doesn’t get those shrill tones which annoyed me last year.  After I have 
heard Rienzi next Sat[urday]. I’ll send you the libretto, and also the Meistersinger.  I think the 
Rienzi libretto is fine, and you’ll see for yourself that it requires good acting.  When I got home 
last night I found the paper you sent.  Is the picture of Dr. Smart a good one?  I dont know that I 
ever had formed any idea of his looks, and certainly if you had asked me how I had imagined 
him, I would not have been able to tell you, and yet this picture was a great surprise to me, for 
it is so very different from what I should expect.  This sounds kind of funny, for if I had not any 
settled idea about it, how could I be surprised?  Well I dont know how it could be, but I was 
surprised and so was mamma.  I shouldn’t take him for a very brilliant man, from his picture.  Of 
course I know one must make allowance for such a picture, but I keep wondering if it is 
anything like him, but I suppose it must be or you wouldn’t have sent it.  You haven’t had a 
chance to hear Booth this winter have you?  This was an old paper, but the picture of Booth 
made me notice the little paragraph in which was held out a hope of Booth’s visiting to 
Lafayette.  You haven’t said anything about it, and I am sure you wouldn’t have missed hearing 
him.  Darling I suppose you know that the Metropolitan Company is going West as soon as the 
season closes here.  I believe they will go first to Chicago.  Nevada tho’t it was worth while to go 
to Lafayette, and I do wish this Company would try it.  I dont suppose it would be possible for 
you to go to Chicago this year for I dont suppose there is any one who would or could take your 
classes for a few days, but I tho’t I’d tell you in case you could manage it, for perhaps you 
haven’t heard of it, and might be able to arrange to go, tho’ I’m afraid it is very doubtful.  
Darling I rec’d your dear letter this morning and enjoyed it so very very much.  Harry your are 
fishing again when you ask if I like your letters, and if you write too much about your feelings, 
and I’d like you to write less about your love, or rather our love.  I have told you very often, and 
you know very well that I think your letters are lovely, and yet you keep asking me if I dont 
want them different.  Perhaps it is not so much to make me tell you over again how very 
precious they are to me, as it is to make me think of asking you the same question about mine, 
that is, the first part of the question, whether my letters are right, but darling I am not going to 
ask the question for I know already without asking, that my letters are not all right.  They are 
not satisfactory to me, and I know they cant be to you, but I do know that poor as they are, you 
are glad to get them, and want them every day, and always give them a warm welcome, and 
usually it helps me to write, tho’ sometimes I feel too miserable to take pleasure in writing, but 
I dont often get as desperate as that.  I do often get desperate because I cant write as much as I 
want to, for instance last night, when I felt just like writing, and there was no one in our room, 
and I slipped off and tho’t I’d write you an extra letter.  I had written about two sheets, when 
four people suddenly swooped down on me and just upset every thing.  Mad!  Well I was just 
simply furious, boiling, raving, ripping mad, but couldn’t do a thing but give up writing.  I am 
glad Lottie isn’t home all the time, for she seems determined to hang around, and today I have 



had another dreadful time, and have finally locked myself in the bath room, but the Ellises keep 
up a lovely conversation, and this isn’t the best place in the word, tho’ I can stand it better than 
having any one fussing around, and talking in the same room with me.  Jule has been awfully 
nice, and has tried her best to fix things for me, and to get Lottie upstairs, but she sticks just as 
she did one morning last summer when you were going off, and we wanted to be alone, and 
she followed us from one room to another, and then came to the door with us to see you off.  
Well today she wont take a [ill.] hint, and as she is here for so short a time I hate to give her a 
kick, tho’ I dont know but what I have given her strong enough hints to pass for kicks, but she 
hasn’t noticed them at all. 

Darling I made inquiries at the P.O. this A.M. about the late collections, and find that I 
can mail a letter late in the evening, and it will reach you just as soon as tho’ it was mail[ed] at 
8:45.  There is a collection every night at 11 P.M.[,] that is it 10:45 from this corner, and I can 
mail a letter at 10:30, or 10:40 even would be safe, and it will go out in the 1 A.M. or 1:30 A.M. 
(I forget which) mail, & that is the very same mail my evening letters have always gone in, and I 
have always tho’t they must be mailed in time for the nine o’clock collection.  I am delighted, 
for I could often write so much better if I didn’t have to hurry so, and time myself.  I never 
dared to write after 8:35.  I had to keep watching the time, and it made me as wild as going for 
a train, (& you know how I am about that) and kept me on the rack for the last 15 or 20 minutes 
for fear I’d miss the mail, but now I can take things easy, and write much better than I do when 
I feel so rushed.  I dont understand why my letters were stamped so late, for I haven’t had put 
them in the box later than 8:45, over two or three times, and yet you say most of them are 
stamped 10 P.M. but I dont care as long as they go as soon, & now I’ll never have to get so wild.  
I can feel easy about my letters, and mail them as late as 10:30 P.M.  I dont believe I’ll ever risk 
mailing them later than that for I think that some letters I have mailed at 8:40 & 8:45 must have 
been too late for the postman, and haven’t been taken up till the 10 o’clock collection, or what 
they call the 10 o’clock collection.  I’ll probably get mine in way ahead of time, for I wont want 
to go out as a rule after ten o’clock to mail them, tho’ sometimes I may want to go on writing 
till later.  I have often wished for just such an arrangement, but they only started it sometime in 
the fall, and not until after I had made inquiries about the mails, and so I have been going on all 
this time, on the information I got then, and have been losing the benefit of the new 
arrangement.  It is rough on the poor postmen, & I feel mighty sorry for them, but it is going to 
be mighty convenient for me, & I am going to begin to take advantage of it. 

Now darling for the letter I wanted to answer yesterday.  I want to talk a little more 
about the ushers.  I am glad you tho’t as I did about Charlie.  I didn’t know what you’d think 
about it, and was very glad that you tho’t my suggestion a good one.  Of course I shouldn’t have 
made it if your friends had been handy, but I tho’t Charlie would be more suitable than Mr. 
A[rtz]. and I felt that it would look as tho’ we were both pretty hard up for friends to ask Mr. 
A[rtz].  He is very nice but it hardly seemed right to have such a stranger, for you dont know 
him very well, and I dont see very much of him tho’ we have lived in the same house for almost 
a year.  If anything had come of the little affair we were watching, it would have been very 
different, but that thing seems to have died out completely.  Wasn’t it funny that I hadn’t tho’t 
of Huston?  I had of course tho’t Dr. [Dr. is circled] Lee would be the proper one for one of 
them, but supposed that you couldn’t possibly get him, but some how or other I never once 
tho’t of Huston.  I think he and Mr. Lee would be more suitable than any others, and I do wish 



so much that Mr. Lee was going to be here.  Have you any idea when he expects to return?  Is 
there the slightest chance of his being here in time.  Of course he is the one above all others for 
your usher, and we would both want him if possible.  I think that as soon as we have made 
some definite plans you had better ask Huston, for I think he would be a very valuable & 
suitable man to have, and you two have been such good friends.  It wouldn’t do any harm to 
ask him and find out whether he can be here.  I had never dreamed of Will Van Sant.  You were 
right in your guess about how I should feel about him, for it gives me the jim jams to have any 
the Van Sant tribe around, and Will just simply breaks me all up.  There is certainly something 
antagonistic about my feeling for the Van Sants, and the Hedenbergs, or rather those I know by 
the name of Hedenbergs.  Your Uncle Watson and all his family have roused my evil spirit 
always, just the sight of them is enough, but darling I haven’t any right to choose the ushers, 
and if you want Will I’ll try to be reconciled, and wont make a time about it, but I do hope that 
if he is an usher he wont hawl an orange out of his pocket & begin to eat it during the 
ceremony, for besides that disagreeable part of it he would do something even worse, if he 
began at all.  He’d throw all the leavings right down on the floor, and they might land on my 
train, (if I have one, & I certainly will, if I wear a white dress) and then every one around would 
think of the Mikado & begin to sing “here’s a how de do,” and “here’s a pretty mess” etc.  If we 
have music, I want good music, and do not want any comic opera stuff, and you see how much 
damage Will would do, if he should do what he usually does.  I have no reason to believe that 
he would not to do it, for I only judge by what I have seen, and I have usually seen th him 
eating.  I hardly know how he looks when he isn’t eating.  Then it would be in his power to 
cause another dreadful thing calamity.  You know of course that every one is privileged to kiss 
the bride.  Well if he attempts it I’ll have to let him do it, & then I know that I shall either faint 
dead away, or else begin to gag, & perhaps do some thing even worse & then you’d have to 
rush out & get a wash bowl to receive my breakfast.  This is liable to happen whether he is 
usher or not.  Darling forgive me.  I didn’t mean to write this, never dreamed of it when I began 
writing about the ushers.  I know he has been a good friend to you but ___ well I cant endure 
him and that is all there is about him it.  I am sorry it is so.  “I wish I knew that I loved him.  It 
must be so nice to know you care for a person” but I am not even undecided about my feelings 
towards him.  I know, well enough, how I feel, and have no doubt whatever about it.  I know I 
dont like him & never will, but darling I beg your pardon for feeling so toward one of your 
friends, and you will know I mean it, for to prove that I dont want to be horrid about it I will say 
that I want you to do as you think best about asking him, and if you really want him I would will 
wont make any more fuss about it.  Now I will say what I have been wanting to get at, & what I 
meant to way when I began about the ushers.  I think that even if we have a house wedding we 
couldn’t very well dispense with ushers, that is if we have as many here as we talked of, for 
there are so many things they can do to make the affair a success.   It is bound to be a success 
as far as we are concerned, but darling the entertainment will not be given as much for our 
sakes as it is for our friends.  I am almost sure that we would both rather be married in church 
without any big fuss, but we owe something to our friends, and if we can have them all here we 
ought to do it, for a marriage is always a thing that one’s friends are interested in.  I know I feel 
so af about my friends who marry, and if we are situated so that we can have our friends I want 
to have them, but it will be more on their acc’t, than on yours’ and mine, for I dont think that 
we will care.  That day we will not have much tho’t for outsiders.  We will want our own 



immediate families, but I dont think we would be one bit less happy if we had a very quiet 
wedding, and so I feel that the entertainment will be more for our friends’ sake than for our’s.  
Now darling there are lots of things to be done at the time.  We will do all we can before hand, 
but at the time we will be helpless, and ch cant rush around doing things for our guests, and 
seeing to little things that we might want to have done, and which we’d like to have done do if 
we could, and the Ushers would be help us out, and we could tell them if there was anything 
we wanted done, and they could either see to it, or tell mamma or Jule or your mother or the 
girls.  I think ushers are indispensable at a wedding unless it is a very quiet affair.  On any other 
occasion we could do things ourselves, but I think at a reception a guest stands a poor show 
unless well acquainted, but in this case every one is bound to know a good many.  Still I believe 
we need ushers, and one reason I tho’t Charlie would be so good, was because I know him so 
well.  I would not hesitate to ask him to do any thing, and I tho’t that the others would be 
strangers to me.  It dont make so much difference about their knowing the guests and that 
needn’t interfere with Huston at all, but it would be mighty convenient to have one of them 
pretty well acquainted with the guests.  Is Huston tall or short?  We dont want anything lop 
sided.  Charlie is pretty tall, and if Huston is very short it would look sick to see them together.   
Now dont go for me about looks, for I do care for looks for my own satisfaction.  I dont care so 
much about what people would say as for what I’d say myself, and I would not want a very tall 
and a very short usher together, tho’ I dont think it makes any difference about their being the 
same height, but I must say I’d want them some where near each other, and I dont want 
anything ridiculous about our wedding.  I’d like to have Carrie & Jule for bridesmaids, if it were 
not for one thing.  I think mamma will want Jule with her, and they & Lottie will of course stand 
right by my side, and your family will be nearest you.  I think it would be lovely to have our 
sisters for bridesmaids, but I dont believe we’d better do it.  I would love to have them, and if 
every one concerned feels the same perhaps we’ll do it, but the ushers we must have.  They’ll 
see to the doors just before we come in, and do all the necessary things that we cant do for 
ourselves, and they can do a great deal to help make things pass off smoothly, and you know 
we want, if we have a big wedding, to have things go all right, and not have any hitches.  Of all 
times, it is the most important at a wedding that things should go smoothly, and without any 
confusion.  You haven’t been in the midst of things at a wedding, and have only been one of the 
guests.  I have been in the house during the preparation for two or three weddings, and have 
learned the little ins and outs.  I want every thing to go off nicely, and do hope that nothing will 
go wrong.  I know that all this bores you dreadfully, but if we cant talk it out we have got to 
write, and I will be more fussy about this than almost any occasion, for I think confusion, and 
fizzles, & hitches at a wedding would be simply horrible, and I want a to guard against anything 
of the sort by planning and attending to every thing before hand.  As far as I am concerned, I 
wouldn’t feel at all sorry if we were obliged to have it at church, for then we would avoid all this 
fuss, but I dont want to have any feeling like there was at Mame’s wedding, and so we’ll have it 
at home if it is possible.  If it isn’t possible no one can be hurt or angry.  Darling dont you wish 
the whole thing was over?  I do.  I dont wish that it was winter and we were in Indiana, but I 
wish it was summer, and that we were married, and together among our friends here.  I wish 
that the confusion & excitement of the wedding was over, and that we were together, and 
could settle down quietly and have a good time.  We would not have last summer’s ghost to 
haunt us.  We wouldn’t have to worry over another separation, but could just enjoy every 



minute.  It is enough to make us happy even to think of it, but the trouble is the contrast 
between that, and our present lot, is so great that it makes us even more impatient for the 
good time to come, and we feel as tho’ we couldn’t stand it to wait so long for it.  I’m afraid 
we’ll give ourselves away when we are on our wedding trip.  We’ll be so happy every one will 
guess.  Darling speaking of weddings reminds me of a piece of news, which was a great surprise 
to us.  On Friday we rec’d announcement cards form Mr. Everit.  I guess his marriage must have 
been a very sudden thing for I am sure he wasn’t engaged when he was here.  He married a 
Miss Francis, & the Saratoga girl was left.  We were all very glad over the news for the poor 
man hasn’t had a very happy life so far, and we hope that now he can have things a little more 
to his taste.  I am glad he has at last consulted his own wishes.  I think it is a man’s duty to 
consider his mother, but when the mother acts as disagreeable as his does I think he ought not 
to humor every whim.  Now darling I have got to stop.  I dont want to.  I could write twice as 
much if there was only time for it but there isn’t.  Goodbye Ө my Ө own Ө darling Ө.  

With love beyond expression & lots of kisses. 
       Ever your own loving 
              Effie. 


