
                                                                                          No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                                           N.Y. April 1st [1885] 
My own darling Harry, 
         I commenced a letter to you last night, and hoped to finish today, but callers, and no 
end of things have kept me from writing, and now I can only send a little note.  I wont send 
what I have already written for I’m in the midst of a long story, & I dont think the break comes 
in the right place, & you wouldn’t be at all satisfied with it in such a state, so I’ll send this along 
to make you easy and will finish my letter tonight.  Your surprise has just come and I was so 
glad to get it.  I rather spoiled your fun tho’, for it wasn’t such an awful surprise.  I suspected 
you would write something, because you are so awfully good.  I felt almost sure, that you only 
said that I need not look for a letter, so that you’d give me a little scare & then say “April fool.”  
We have had one tremendous “April fool” which got us all up in wild excitement about two 
o’clock this morning.  Mr. Artz has my old room[,] the back hall room on the 4th floor, & he 
discovered a smothered fire in the house directly back of us (the second fire scare we have had) 
and after watching it very closely for some time, he became convinced it was a fire, and called 
mamma.  I heard him and wondered what was up, (I hadn’t been able to sleep and had heard 
him prowling around and tho’t he was sick) but finally I heard the word fire, so I bounced out of 
bed, and dressed, and went down, and the whole household got wildly excited, and we had a 
terrible time all over nothing.  It was exactly like a fire that hadn’t gotten fairly started and we 
didn’t want to make fools of ourselves by raising an alarm until we could be sure, but we were 
all convinced and Mr. Artz more so than any of us, and Andrew was sent to give the alarm, but 
he told a policeman & got him in here to see what he tho’t, and we finally found it was the gas, 
which had been left burning, and a window which must have been open made it flicker, but it 
did look exactly like a fire which was trying to break out, & we were all thoroughly fooled, and 
had a good deal of fun over it when the scare was over, and Mr. A. felt rather sheepish over it I 
think, for he raised the alarm.  The policeman said it was the gas, & Mr. Steinbach tho’t so too 
but I’m so glad none of us got up the excitement, for the gentleman would have chuckled over 
us if the ladies started it.  Mr. Steinbach was going to try to lay it on me and tease me, but he 
stopped when he found his mistake.  It was the biggest April fool I ever had.  Well I didn’t mean 
to write so much about that old thing, but I didn’t have time to write about the things I’m dying 
to talk to you about.  I want to let you hear my side of the story about my working.  You  have 
heard mamma’s, but she has given you a wrong idea I know, and I think you must believe my 
side when you hear it, for I know you wouldn’t go back on me when everything else seems to 
go wrong.  Oh my own darling darling boy I’m so full of things to say I dont know where to begin 
or what to say.  Oh if I on only had about six hours to devote to this letter it might be something 
more satisfactory, but my time now is about up.  This cant reach you as it is before Friday P.M. 
but was all I could do.  We have had company the whole day and I have been kept away from 
my dear boy, but I’ll write as much as I can tonight.  I’ll answer your question now tho’.  You 
know that I think a little word is better than nothing, and indeed it is a great deal to me to have 
all the notes you can write when you haven’t time for letters.  “Boring me with notes.”  Well 
dont you worry about that my dear, for they are very precious when I cant get anything else.  A 
few words from you would be so very welcome & precious that I would keep even such a little 
scrap always, so dont you worry any more about notes.  I’m feeling better today than I have at 
all tho’ my teeth are still very sore and quite loose.  Suppose they should dropp drop out and I 



should become a toothless old maid.  Well dont worry about that either for they are not going 
to come out so easy as that, and they are firmer today, a good deal firmer than they have been, 
and I feel really very well. 
       With love love love love love and all you want of it from your own devoted 
                                Effie 
 

Who addressed the envelope of your last letter? 
  


