
                                                                                                 No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                      N.Y. Jan. 4th 1885. 
My darling Harry, 
       I write in greatest haste for you must have something on Tuesday.  And I want to tell 
you why I didn’t write on Friday Night as I expected to.  I didn’t reach home till five minutes of 
seven, and dinner was about over.  Jule rushed upstairs to tell me that Uncle T.E. had tickets for 
the theater and I must get ready to go, before coming down to dinner, as we must leave here 
by 7:30.  Well business was very lively for the next half hour, but after all I was ready first.  We 
went to Wallack’s and saw “Victor Durand.”  It is a new play lately brought out there, & has 
been a great success & will probably be around till the end of the season.  It is sensational, & 
very exciting, but I enjoyed it immensely, so did Jule, but it wasn’t so pleasing to Uncle T.E. & 
Aunt J.  They like a funny piece better, dont like anything at all sad or harrowing, but they tho’t 
this was very finely acted, and I liked this.  It required good acting.  There were some very 
telling situations in which they had a chance to get warmed up & excited, and show what they 
could do.  Gilbert was wonderfully good.  In fact they were all good.  The villain, a Frenchman, 
was perfect, & so were Rose Coghlan & Searle & there were no “sticks’ in the company.  We 
had such fun over one name in the cast, Antonio Sforza.  I said when we were looking over our 
programmes, before the curtain went up, that I bet that man would be a musician.  We had 
some fun about it beforehand.  The others bet he wouldn’t, but I was sure he would have the 
part of a musician.  Well what do you think he turned out to be?  An organ grinder.  We just 
roared, for you know my horror of a hand organ.  We didn’t know how to settle it, for neither of 
us side could claim the bet.  I never would admit that a hand organ was a musical instrument, 
or that an organ grinder was a musician, & we didn’t know where to class them, & had to drop 
the subject.  The organ grinder was a mighty good actor tho’.  I’ll give him credit for that.  When 
we reached home I found two letters from you, both mailed the 31st.  I came up to my room 
and simply devoured them, & enjoyed them, oh so much more than I can tell you.  I wanted to 
write more than ever but had to leave it.  My room was very cold, and I was about frozen, to 
say of nothing of being tired out, (for I had been on the go since 8:30 A.M., a hurried breakfast, 
no lunch, and a hurried dinner, and a bad cold.)  I simply couldn’t write.  Yesterday Morning I 
expected to write to you and also a letter to Madison.  I was ashamed to wait any longer, and as 
I wanted to have it go early in the afternoon & reach them at night, I wrote that first.  I wrote 
quite a long letter to make up for my seeming neglect, and I was interrupted so many times 
that it was lunch time before I finished my letter.  In the afternoon Julie Stewart came & spent 
the afternoon, and an hour or two later your Aunt Mag came & made quite a call.  It was too 
nearly dark when they left, & my letter not even commenced.  It was too late to get it written 
and mailed in time to reach you Monday A.M. & knowing I wouldn’t have a sign of a chance 
during the evening, I hurried upstairs to write something that would reach you Monday 
afternoon.  Well I was terribly frightened frightened and the excitement, & scare continued till 
it was too late to do anything.  At present I have the back hall room on the 4th floor.  I ran 
upstairs and of course my room was dark & it happened the gas hadn’t been lit on the 4th hall.  
My room was exactly as I had left it, and the window shade all the way up, & the blinds open of 
course.  Can you imagine my horror, when I opened my door & stopped into my room, to see 
the house opposite in flames?  No one seemed to be any where around and the whole second 
story back room was in flames – and the people on either side in blissful ignorance.  I tore down 



stairs and raised the alarm.  The house was very quiet and there was no sound of excitement on 
45th St., so we knew the fire must be confined to the back of the house.  The wind was blowing 
the sparks all over this way.  Ada had just come in and had her things on, so she tore down to 
the corner to give the alarm.  The people hadn’t given the alarm.  The trouble was they didn’t 
want any one to come in the house.  There has always been some thing very peculiar about the 
house & they have always seemed afraid of being seen, and yet from what we have seen, we 
decided that there was some mystery about it, and finally last summer we concluded that the 
occupant of the 2nd story back room was a lunatic, because we couldn’t account for things in 
any other way, and they evidently didn’t want to raise any alarm of fire to have the firemen 
there in the house, and you never saw such performances as there were there last night.  The 
idea of their endangering their neighbors.  No alarm had been given when Ada reached the 
messenger office.  We were very anxious for a time, and as the yards adjoin ours, and the wind 
was blowing these sparks all this way, we tho’t we might have a serious time.  But the firemen 
got the thing under control.  If it had had a start of five minutes more, nothing could have saved 
it.  There is an account of it in this morning’s World, & Tribune, and it was evidently written up 
by the people themselves, and isn’t true at all.  It speaks of an invalid in the house who was 
lying very low, and no one must disturb her.  They had just put her in the front room on the 3rd 
floor, and no one must go near that room.  It is so likely that a sick person would be carried up 
on the 3rd floor when the house was on fire, and the whole thing must have been written by 
themselves.  Oh you cant imagine our wild excitement until the thing was over, and even then 
we couldn’t quiet down.  I must stop now.  Will surely write tonight.  My letters lately have 
been horribly unsatisfactory, but for over a week I have mailed a letter to you every day untill 
yesterday.  Have you had them all? 
      With deepest love from your devoted 
                       Effie. 


