
  No. 54 West 46th St, 
        N.Y. March 11th 1886. 
My own darling Harry, 
 I was so sorry to send such a miserable letter last night, but I wasn’t equal to anything 
better.  I was so tired that I hardly knew how to write, & I dont imagine that the letter will do 
you much good.  All I remember about the letter is that I told you about my miserable attempt 
on Tues[day]. night.  Oh! now it begins to dawn on me.  I do remember more after all.  I 
remember that I told you about my call at your Aunt Mag’s, and about your mother’s visit 
there.  I suppose if I had kept that letter till today & read it over, that I wouldn’t have sent that 
either.  I was so tired I was only about half conscious, and was not responsible if I spelled your 
name, or mine, or both wrong, and I think if I spelled anything right, or told anything so you 
could understand me, that it was a wonder.  I’ll send you the 1st sheet of the letter I wrote 
Tues[day]. night ___ no I wont either, for second tho’t shows me, that even that is too dreadful 
to send, tho’ it is so much better than the others that it seems like a work of art compared to 
them, but it is always best to think twice, for my first tho’t told me to send part of that letter, 
but my second, tells me to burn up every sheet of it, and I know that in this case that second 
tho’ts are best.  I dont remember whether I told you anything about the notices of the Morgan 
Collection, which I sent you on Tuesday] evening.  You asked me to look out for anything in the 
papers about the collection, but tho’ I tried to find something I didn’t happen to stumble on any 
thing during the exhibition, but the other day I got hold of a big batch of old papers, & on 
Monday night I looked thro’ them to see if I couldn’t find some notice of the collection, for I 
knew that there must have been some thing about it in the papers.  Finally I struck two, and 
tho’ I dont think they are anything wonderful, I cut them out and sent them.  These critics make 
me so furious.  I dont believe they know half as much about art as Mrs. Morgan did, for she 
certainly showed that she knew more than the idiots who criticize her, and that isn’t any very 
great compliment to her, for she could have known more that than these critics, and still have 
known very little, but I didn’t mean any such doub doubtful compliment to her, for I think she 
showed exquisite taste.  It may not have been perfect, but these critics make idiots of 
themselves.  They think that it shows a wonderful knowledge, to tear every thing to pieces, and 
they get hold of a few set phrases that they think sound well, & then fire them off on all 
occasions.  It is awfully tiresome to read their notices, for they are all so much alike, and they 
seldom have any decent description of the pictures.  In fact they dont give one any sort of idea 
of the pictures.  First they run every thing down, and then they begin to take back what they 
have said, and it always seems to me that they are trying to get off a lot of phrases, that they 
think will be effective, and will impress everyone with their knowledge of art, & then they are 
afraid that they haven’t said the proper thing after all, and that there will be some one who 
knows better and cant be deceived by their airs, and so they begin to tone the thing down, and 
usually wind up by saying “but on the whole it was a very creditable” or some such thing as 
that, thinking that that will make the article all right for everyone, no matter how they feel on 
the subject.  How can anyone write such miserable stuff, when they make it their business to 
write art notices[?]  I should think they’d learn how to write decent articles after awhile, when 
they make that a business, and certainly there is no excuse for a paper devoted exclusively to 
Art and to have such an idiotic mess as you saw in the Art Amateur.  I suppose one reason that I 
feel so unusually fierce toward the critics is on account of the way they went for Parsifal.  I dont 



pretend to know anything about Art, but if I didn’t know more about music, than the musical 
critics, I’d never have been able to keep my pupils as long as I have.  I’d have been stuck long 
ago.  I dont pretend to know very much about music, but I know enough about it to know that 
the musical critics are regular frauds, and I suppose the Art critics are not a bit better   If they 
are, they cant write any better articles than the musical critics do.  The Oratorio Concert was 
magnificent.  The orchestra and the chorus were very very fine.  The soloists were not all that 
could have been wished for, but Brandt and Fischer were all right, (the latter was not in as good 
voice as usual, he was just a little hoarse now and then, but it wasn’t at all serious, and most of 
the time his voice was beautiful) and the performance was really superb, especially the 
orchestral part.  The first act seem[ed] to me the most exquisite music I ever heard, and when it 
was over I was sort of dazed, and could understand Haweis feeling after the first act of the 
opera.  We cant have the opera of Parsifal given here as an opera, but why should we give up 
hearing the lovely music at a concert, simply because we cant have the scenery & acting too?  
Even if we could have the opera here, I think it would be well to hear the music as we heard it 
the other night, without the scenery and acting, for one is bewildered by so many beautiful 
things, and cant help losing many of the beauties of the music, and it is a good thing to hear the 
music without anything else, even if we could hear the opera afterwards, but the idea of losing 
the music entirely, because we cant have the whole thing, seems too idiotic for any thing, and 
yet that is what the critics recommend.  The audience the other night seemed very cultivated 
and intelligent, and there was no talking or noise of any kind while the music was going on.  
Every one paid the strictest attention to the music.  Ever so many were following the score, and 
I think I never saw an audience quite so attentive.  I noticed it at the time, and then between 
the acts every one seemed to be as delighted as we were, and they were all comparing notes & 
talking about the music as tho’ they knew what they were doing.  We enjoyed the first act more 
than anything else, and I accounted for it in this way.  The music wasn’t so complicated, and 
there were not so many different motives to keep track of, and we could of course understand 
it better.  The second and third acts were more complicated.  We enjoyed them very very 
much, but felt that we would understand, & appreciate, and enjoy them better if we could hear 
them several times, and get familiar with them.  We were carried away with the music as it was, 
tho’ we knew our enjoyment would be even greater if we could understand more about it, as 
we would do after hearing it several times, so that we could get familiar with the motives.  “The 
Grail[,]” “The Spear” & the “Love & Faith” motives are the principle ones, but there are lots of 
others, and in the last act they are all woven in together, and it was impossible to separate, and 
distinguish them all the first time we heard it.  The audience were unusually enthusiastic for a 
Concert Audience, and Walter Damrosch certainly has reason to be very proud.  It was a very 
fair test of his ability, for in most of the other things he has conducted he had had help from his 
father.  His father had drilled the orchestra & chorus and the son only had to lead them, & his 
father gave him lots of points, and told him just how he wanted things done, and so, tho’ it was 
not an easy thing to do, and was wonderful for one so young, one could not tell quite what he 
would be equal to if left to himself.   Well in this performance he was tested, for I believe he 
only purchased the right of Parsifal last summer, and so he has had to do everything himself, 
and has certainly done wonders.  I dont believe that his father could have drilled his forces any 
better.  As I said before, the Soloists were not all of them all that could be desired, but Walter 
Damrosch didn’t drill the soloists.  He got the best he could, and two of them were very fine.  



He couldn’t have had a thoroughly satisfactory tenor, for there isn’t one to be had in the 
Metropolitan Company.  Stritt is the best, but he dont compare with Schott.  Well the audience 
appreciated Walter Damrosch, & he had to come out and make his boy bow before the curtain 
and there was a great fuss made over him.  I didn’t hear any one say a word about his having 
done all the work alone, but of course they all must have realized and appreciated that fact.  
Well you can perhaps imagine what a rage we were in, (we were all furious, but I was about five 
times worse than Maggie or Ed, & almost choked with rage) when we met a couple of critics 
who joined us, and began saying, “Well it is to to be hoped that the management feel satisfied 
now, that it was entirely impracticable to give this as an Oratorio.”  We said we tho’t that on 
the contrary they ought to feel proud of the grand success, and said that we tho’t that they 
would be so well satisfied with the success, that they’d want to give it again.  We spoke of the 
enthusiasm of the audience, and so on, and Ed Stevenson shut up a little, but said enough to 
show that he had not appreciated any of it, because he didn’t know enough.  He is a silly, 
stupid, fool, & is a perfect specimen of a dude.  He was gotten up regardlessly that night.  We 
couldn’t all walk together, so Edwin walked ahead with the other dude, and Maggie and I were 
left with Ed Stevenson, and both of us were mad enough to knock him down.  Well Edwin 
suddenly made some excuse to get back near Maggie, and threw the other dude on my hands.  
He began about the concert in the same way, and asked me what I tho’t of it.  I told him in 
pretty plain terms what I tho’t of it, (after he had let forth his ideas,) and I said I tho’t the first 
act was about the most beautiful music I ever heard, that I should think even a person who was 
entirely ignorant of music could enjoy that.  In fact any one who cared for music in the least, 
would be carried away with it, but that I tho’t it would take some knowledge to appreciate the 
last two acts, and that I supposed that none of us knew enough to understand and appreciate 
the 2nd & 3rd acts thoroughly, that probably if we knew enough to keep track of the motives, we 
would have enjoyed it more.  (I said none of us in a way that he couldn’t mistake, and he had 
sense enough to see that I was not speaking of Ed & M[aggie]. & myself only.  Well he was 
pretty thoroughly squelched, and backed down at once.)  If he had felt strong he would have 
held his own, and he showed how weak and ignorant he was when he cowed down so).  He said 
drawled “Yas, I s’pose so.  I must confess that the last part was too much for me.  I tried to keep 
track of the motives but it was no use.  I couldn’t do a thing with them, & had to give them up.  
It was too bad we didn’t he ah (hear) the first act, but we were too late for that, & did not come 
in till the second act.”  I told him that they had lost a great deal by not coming in time, that 
probably that was why they had not been able to enjoy the rest, that they hadn’t heard the first 
part, and so they had probably understood even less about the rest than we did, for we did 
know the “Grail motive,” from the “Spear motive”, and “Love & Faith motice motive,” and that 
we had not felt so bored by as he and Mr. S[tevenson]. seemed to, that we had really 
appreciated it enough to enjoy it exceedingly from beginning to end, tho’ we felt that we didn’t 
know enough to enjoy it as much as many did who were there.  I never got off quite such a 
conceited sounding speech in my life, but I didn’t care what such an idiot tho’t of me, and I just 
tho’t I would show him that I took him for a fool.  He probably wont mourn over it, but you 
know that no one likes to be told that he is a fool, and this pill didn’t seem to feel very happy 
over it, and he acted squelched whether he was or not.  Ed Stevenson didn’t tell us that he 
hadn’t heard any of the first act.  You see that they only when went to show themselves, 
because it was their business to go, and tho’ they pretend to be enthusiastic over music they 



were almost bored to death.  I was so glad when they left us at 42nd St[reet].  Ed said “Effie 
what did you make of that thing?  He made me so tired I couldn’t stand him, and the trouble 
was I didn’t know enough about music to settle him, and I couldn’t say a thing, & he was trying 
to show off, & air what he knew, & I just tho’t I’d turn him over to you, & let him tackle you for 
awhile, & I hoped you’d sit on him.”  I told him about our conversation, and Ed was delighted, 
and said he tho’t if the fellow tried to come any nonsense on me I’d know what to say to him, 
but that as he did not know anything at all about music he was utterly helpless.  Well the next 
day the papers just every everlastingly went of the concert, and said “that it was to be hoped 
that the management felt satisfied now that it was entirely impracticable.”  It was just killing.  
They all got hold of that, & tho’t it sounded kind of smart, and it was just funny to compare 
them, & see how their articles were made up of a certain set of phrases, that didn’t prove that 
they knew what they were talking about, tho’t a good many might be deceived.  It seems to me 
that they all gave themselves away pretty badly, for their criticism amounted to this, that 
Wagner’s music amounted to nothing, was perfect trash, but that it would be bearable, with 
the scenery and acting, that his operas required fine scenery, and very good acting, and that if 
these were left out there was nothing left, that the music wasn’t worth anything at all, & that it 
was idiotic to give the music unless they had the scenery and acting.  Now these are fine 
specimens for musical critics.  The critic for the Mail & Express, is the only one that writes any 
decent articles, and he sometimes acts writes as tho’ he really knew something.  I suppose the 
Art Critics are just as stupid and ignorant, and I make allowance for what they say, and their 
articles dont influence me in the least.  I dont rave over a thing because they say it is the proper 
thing to rave over, and I dont condemn a thing because they say it is worthless.  I feel as safe in 
following my own judgment as I would in following theirs.  If I made a business of writing art 
notices, I’d write better articles or else sell out and go in some other business.  When you read 
their articles, you read that they liked or they didn’t like certain pictures, and then they have a 
few fireworks, (phrases they have picked up here & there) but that is about all.  They seldom 
attempt to describe a picture, & give you an idea of it, and when you have finished reading the 
article you really dont know a thing more about the pictures than you would get from looking 
thro’ the Catalogue, and I bet that you could take a Catalogue, & never go near the pictures, 
and write as good, & probably a better article about them than any I have seen in the papers.  I 
dont know what possessed me to write all this for it isn’t worth the paper, let alone the ink and 
the postage.  I got excited and couldn’t seem to get through.  I have sent my Thurs[day]. letter, 
for I couldn’t let this go as it was, for it isn’t just what you’d want for a letter, if I should send it 
as it is, without anything else, tho’ I dont suppose you will mind it so much if I send it as an 
extra.  It is now Friday A.M. and I didn’t finish this last night, for when I went down to mail my 
other letter last night, we decided not to go to Madison & Summit after all, so I knew I’d have 
plenty of time to finish this today.  I meant to come up and write several more sheets before 
going to bed, for I tho’t there wouldn’t be time to write this A.M. but I had a bad headache, & 
as I found it wasn’t necessary to write any more last night I came up and went to bed.  It is not a 
very a very pleasant day today, and looks as tho’ we might have rain, and I’m glad we gave it 
up.  I only proposed it for mamma’s sake, so that she needn’t go alone next week.  As far as I 
am concerned I’d much rather go to Madison when I can spend all my time visiting there, 
instead of using so much time looking at houses in Summit.  Mamma acted so awfully funny, as 
tho’ she was doing me a favor to go this week instead of next, said if I wanted to go, I ought to 



have given her more notice.  Well I have told you how it was.  I had no idea of it till Mamie pro 
asked me to give her a lesson later, and then I tho’t it would be a good chance for me to go with 
mamma, and tho’ I really hated to use up the time from my Madison visit, I proposed it 
expecting that mamma would be delighted, for there is no reason why she cant go this week, as 
well as next.  She would get back Sat[urday]. A.M. & could come over B. St. Ferry and do her 
marketing for Sat[urday]. & Sun[day]. at Washington Market.  I gave her all the notice I could.  
But whenever I try to do anything decent I always get squelched, & never get the least credit.  I 
get so mad I think I’ll never try again.  I feel so now but I suppose I’ll get over it.  Now that the 
opera season is o over I can go to Madison on some Sat[urday]. & stay till Monday, & I’m sure 
that that will suit me better than the plan I proposed last night, & I proposed that entirely on 
mamma’s account.  She began to oppose it, didn’t see how she could go, that she might have 
arranged it if I would had only given her some notice beforehand, instead of springing it on her, 
as tho’ she could go anytime I wanted her too.  I explained that I couldn’t give her any notice 
because I never dreamed of going, but that Mamie’s request had made it possible & I tho’t I’d 
offer to go with her if she wanted me to, but that as far as I was concerned it didn’t make any 
difference, that I didn’t care about going, but she had said she didn’t like to go to look for 
houses alone, and as I had a chance now to go with her I tho’t I’d propose going, but that she 
wasn’t obliged to take the proposition up, & carry it thro’, and I gave the thing up.  Well as soon 
as I gave it up, she at once took the contrary side, and then she didn’t know but what she could 
go, and guessed she would.  I was mad, but I didn’t say so, & said “All right, if you want to go I’ll 
go with you.  If you dont it wont make any difference to me.  In fact I dont care to go, but tho’t 
I’d have a chance to go with you, & might not have another.  You can fix it to suit yourself.”  
Well she decided to go, and I supposed it was settled.  When I went down stairs last night, she 
said something about it, and spoke as tho’ she was going for my sake.  I said “Well then that 
settles it, and we wont go at all.  I have a headache & dont feel a bit well, and am awfully tired, 
and would rather rest tomorrow, and if you dont care about it we’ll give it up.”  Mamma said in 
the most provoking way, “Well just as you say.   If you feel equal to it and want to go, I’ll go 
with you.  I guess I can arrange things her[e] so that I can go with you.”  Wasn’t that kind?  I told 
her that I didn’t feel equal to it, and I guessed we’d better give it up, and she could go next 
week as she had talked of doing.  When this was settled I kissed her goodnight & came upstairs, 
and went to bed.  Well this A.M. she came up before breakfast to know if I was going.  I said 
“Why of course not.  We settled that last night.  You didn’t seem to care about it, and tho’t it 
would be very inconvenient for you, so we gave it up.”  She said she had fixed things now, and 
could go as well as not, and then renewed her kind offer to go with me if I wanted to go.  It was 
still put as tho’ she was making a great sacrifice for me, and as she seemed to feel so, I tho’t it 
was very foolish to go, and said I that I didn’t care to go.  She had not wanted to go at all, & I 
had now made my plans to say at home, that I didn’t feel well, and as she seemed to think she 
was going on my account, it was absurd to go at all.  She left and went down stairs, and 
everything was as pleasant as could be I tho’t, but you see that she had really made up her 
mind that she wanted to go, but didn’t own it to me, and still acted as tho’ it was all for my 
sake, and I didn’t want her to go and feel that way about it, when I felt that it was just the other 
way.  If she had said that she had changed her mind and wanted to go, I should have consented 
at once & gone with her, but would have put it off till the 11:10 instead of the10:10 train, so 
that I’d have time for my letter, but she didn’t put it so at all.  Well it seems that she was 



disappointed, and was mad  because I wouldn’t go, and at the breakfast table blew about it a 
good deal, and said “Effie made her so provoked,” & then told Maggie & Ada & the of course 
the rest who were there, that I had suddenly decided that I’d like to go to Madison, and that I’d 
like to looked at the Summit houses with her, that she had planned to go next week, but that I 
seemed to think she could drop every thing at any minute, and that I just sprang the thing on 
her without any notice at all, but she had finally changed all her arrangements and fixed things 
so she could leave, and then I changed my mind about going and decided I didn’t want to go.  I 
wasn’t there at the time and couldn’t defend myself.  Of course they all tho’t I was awfully 
mean, and Ada said to me when she saw me afterwards “How did you happen to change your 
mind about going.  Your mother is awfully mad about it.  She said you” etc.  She didn’t tell me 
for the sake of repeating but because she tho’t that I was mean, and she was going to give me a 
little lecture.  I said I tho’t that was the worst I ever heard, that mamma had no reason to be 
mad, that if she had said she wanted to go I would have gone, but that she acted all the time as 
tho’t she didn’t want to go, & was only going for my sake, then I told Ada how it was, & how I 
came to spring it on her without any notice, why I had proposed it, and how I felt about it, and 
Ada said she tho’t it was funny if I would do as mamma said, but told me not to mind it, that 
mamma was so worried that she was about wild, and she didn’t wonder that she was 
unreasonable.  I said “Well it is mighty funny that she always vents it all on me, and that Jule 
never has the least trouble.  I tho’t I was doing something to please her & that was my only 
object in proposing the plan, but she never understands me any more.  She didn’t used to be 
like this, but there is no use in my putting myself out to please her, for I cant do it.”  Then I told 
her how I had done something the other day, thinking she’d like it.  She had been going for me 
because she couldn’t have any help from me, & said that I didn’t take any interest, and a whole 
lot more such stuff.  Well I tho’t I’d prove that it wasn’t so, so on I went out without a saying a 
word to anyone and looked up a whole lot of houses.  I found one on 57th, one on 56th & 2 on 
54, and one on Madison Ave[nue]. & several others besides and took the addresses, and the 
agents names.  I walked up 5th Ave[nue] to 57th (which was as high up as I tho’t she’d care to go, 
& I knew she had looked on 57th herself, but on the West side.  This was No. 10 East) and then 
down Madison Ave[nue].  I looked up, and down, all the blocks, and whenever I saw a bill I 
turned down the sheet to investigate the thing, took the address etc, & then walked back to the 
ave[nue] again, and I found a good many houses in this way, and all in good locations.  After 
this I went to an agent and got permits for a whole lot of houses I tho’t might do, and then 
came home thinking I would please her this time.  I had my trouble for nothing.  She said “Well I 
have not time to go & look for at them today, and any way I dont believe they’ll do, for I know 
they’ll ask a very high rent for the houses, and you know very well that I would not think of 
taking a house uptown this spring.  If I cant get a good house down town I will store my 
furniture till fall.”  She said all this before I had told her of anything like all the houses, when I 
had only mentioned two or three, & before she had looked at the permits to see where those 
houses were.  at All that about taking houses uptown was nonsense for she hasn’t looked at 
over half a dozen houses down town, and I doubt if she has looked at that many, and she has 
looked all the rest of the time in the thirties[,] forties & fifties, and didn’t think of going down 
town at all till last week.  Well whatever I try to do turns out like this everytime, and yet 
mamma is always saying I dont take any interest.  I dont know what ails her to be so 
unreasonable & inconsistent.  She never used to be so.  Now my darling Harry[,] I have written 



more about this than I meant to.  I seem bound in this letter to get on some long string and 
keep harping on it.  Darling your letter for today came in the 2nd delivery this A.M. but the one 
for yesterday hasn’t come yet.  Did you mail it yourself or did you trust some one else to do it 
for you?  I think some thing has happened to it, for it is now about 2:45 P.M. and it evidently 
isn’t coming today.  If it was delayed on the road I should have tho’t it would have come with 
this morning’s letter.  I can see from this letter that you must have written on Monday, for you 
speak of the “rumpus,” as tho’ I knew all about it, and write about things, or rather allude to 
things, that I suppose you wrote about in the letter I should have had Monday.  I think the fault 
must be at your end, and that there was some mistake about mailing it.   

Darling I must tell you about the 20th St[reet]. house.  We have given that up, for 
mamma went down to talk to Miss Daily (who has a real estate office, & boarder’s directory. 
and  Mamma has known her for years) about it.  She tho’t she ought to know about it.  Miss 
D[aily]. said “Dont do it Mrs. Loag.  If you do, you’ll regret it as long as you live.  You will have 
the same expenses that you have uptown, and you cant begin to get the same prices.  The 
people who go down there to will not pay as much, and they are not the same class of people 
that go up town.  They expect to get every thing for nothing, and wo you couldn’t get over $20. 
or $25. for the best room on the 2nd floor, & tho’ they pay about half as much as the people 
uptown, they expect as much, & fuss all the time for fear they wont get their money‘s worth, 
and it will be the biggest mistake of your life if you go down town.”  So mamma has given that 
up, and now she is going to look in the country.  I hope to goodness some thing will be settled 
soon.  You cant imagine how horrible it is.  There is no sense in our going thro’ all this torture 
for so long.  I dont know how it is that Jule slides thro’ without getting in any scrapes.   

I have got the dumps the worst way today, and that, and neuralgia together dont make 
me very angelic.  I have had a little neuralgia off & on for a week, not any thing like last year, 
but just enough to make me uncomfortable.  My head bothered me yesterday, and last night, 
and today I have suffered quite a good deal, but I dont believe it is going to be serious.  Jule is 
going to have company over Sunday so I’ll have to get out of my room, and I dont know what 
the chances for writing will be.  Oh I’ll be so glad when June comes and we can have something 
better than letters. 

Now darling I must stop writing.  This is a tremendous letter but I guess you’ll think I 
have written a great deal & said very little, and that is the way I feel about it. Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  
Ө  Ө  Ө.   

With boundless love 
 ever your Ɵ  Ɵ   Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  .  

Effie. 
 
I’m not going to set a rule for the way you are to end your letters.  You must end them 

as the spirit moves you. 


