
                                                                                                          No. 54 West 46th St. 
                                                                              N.Y. Feb. 7th 1886. 
My own darling Harry, 
       Here I am again.  It is pretty late but I am going to write at least part of my letter tonight 
for I know how it will be tomorrow _____  Well we have just had a big excitement.  I suddenly 
noticed the smell of some thing burning.  I saw that this room was all right.  I went to the door, 
& the hall was full of smoke.  Ada & Mr. U[nderwood]. noticed it at the same time, and Ada 
opened her door the same time I opened mine.  I said what is the matter?  Do you smell some 
thing burning?  She said “Well I should say so.  The hall is full of smoke.”  Every one in the house 
noticed it.  It didn’t come from the registers so we knew the furnace must be all right and it 
seemed to be only on the 2nd[,] 3rd and 4th floors.  It was so bad that it woke Mrs. Harrington up, 
and I think Mrs. Porter was asleep.  We had quite an excitement for a little while.  Mr. 
U[nderwood]. and Ada & I went all around.  The noise aroused Cha[rle]s. and the cook came 
out of her room.  We all five went sniffing around, and the Ellis, Porters’ and Mrs. Harrington 
stuck out their heads and sniffed, and all keef  p kept making suggestions.  We examined every 
thing but could not find a thing, but there was the smell that we all noticed at the same time, 
and lots of smoke in the hall, but no sign of any smoke or smell coming thro’ the register.  We 
fussed around for over half an hour, for we tho’t tho’ we could find it, it might be afir a fire 
between the walls or floors, and we’d better keep watch, but we were at last satisfied.  What all 
the smoke & smell meant is a deep mystery.  We cant imagine where it came from.  It was a 
nuisance to have to lose all that time, but I wont complain.  I am only too thankful that is wasn’t 
more serious.  I couldn’t get at this letter early, because I tho’t I ought to stay down in the 
parlor, for I was up here all the time this afternoon.  After dinner I came right up.  Mamma 
came up after a while and I knew she’d like to talk, but I didn‘t give her any encouragement, & 
she went right down again after a few minutes.  After supper I came up, and wrote about a 
sheet & a half more, and then mailed my letter.  When I came in it was about 8:30.  I tho’t that 
the best thing I could do was to stay down.  I could see that mamma was feeling kind of bad, 
and I wanted to nip it in the bud, before it had a chance to get hold of her.  I couldn’t very well 
break away early, and I saw that my staying was having the desired effect.  I really believe if I 
had done what I had intended, and what I wanted to do, mamma would have felt very unhappy 
again, but as it was, I staved it off, and in the end it will cost us less.  We may lose more for this 
time, but it was better than to give the thing a start.  I sat in the parlor, and afterwards went 
down in the basement, and stayed quite a while, & I left mamma feeling very much better.  
There wasn’t a thing said about her feelings on either side, but I tho’t I saw a bad attack coming 
on, and I tho’t I’d better do something at once, and I am sure that it is all over now.  Poor 
mamma! She is about frantic with these miserable servants, and she wants bracing up a bit, and 
she feels blue about its being my last year at home.  She wants me with her more.  She cant 
help it to save her life, but she has been so good lately, and dont go on as she used to, and I try 
to do all I can when I see these fits coming on.  I watch her very carefully, & things go much 
better than they used to.  And she doesn’t say a thing, but of course by watching her I can see 
when she is feeling badly, and then I go to work to try to cure her, and tonight, I tho’t, was a 
critical time.  I tho’t however that I’d write till after I came up & could sit up late, but the fire 
scare spoiled things considerably, and now I am so sleepy I know I have got to stop before long.  
Now darling I must write what I want to say about the Carys’.  I started about the thing tonight 



after supper, but didn’t get as far as I wanted to, and said I’d leave it till tonight.  Of course I 
want to do the fair thing by all my pupils, but I want especially to consider the Carys.  They have 
always been so very kind and good to me that I feel that I must give them plenty of notice, and 
have every thing thoroughly satisfactory, and want to break off at a time when it will be all 
aright for them.  If I dont know till April I cant possibly break right off short, and I’ll have to go 
on till some time in May.  I would not be so awfully particular about the others, but I must 
consider the Carys, and I’d feel very much the same about the Paines, tho’ I dont feel so 
strongly about them.  I would like to tell them all before April, and I do wish Dr. Smart would 
settle things, and let you know what he intends to do, for he must have decided it in his own 
mind.  If he dont tell you till April we will be uncertain for two months yet.  He knows what 
depends on his answer and just what you are planning for, and under the circumstances he 
might have a little consideration, for he ought to know how very awkward it is for us both, and 
his nonsense may put off our wedding a week, or two, or more, longer.  I hope you cant can 
find out soon.  Cant you scare him into it some way?  Now my darling darling Harry I am too 
sleepy to write any more.  With love beyond measure 
         Ever your own Effie 
 
                                                                                                            Monday Night. 
My darling, my own Harry, 
       I haven’t had a chance for writing today, and haven’t very much time now, but will send 
a few lines with what I wrote last night.  Annie & Mary came and stayed till it was time for me 
to go out.  Your letter & the catalogue came this A.M.  I’ll go down there as soon as I can, but 
darling I dont like to take the responsibility of buying such expensive books, and I doubt very 
much if I’ll have the courage to buy them.  I probably wont unless I am wild over them, but for 
only wild enthusiasm would give me the courage, and if I have that I’ll be willing to risk it, but I 
dont want to buy such things without you, for you know that my ideas about such things aren’t 
as high as yours, and what I might consider very nice wouldn’t satisfy you, for you know about 
such things and I dont.  I know you are not afraid to trust me, but I’m afraid to trust myself.  Oh 
Harry Harry how I want you.  I haven’t been feeling as well for a few days & think I am on the 
verge of blues.  I’m sure they are after me but I’m trying to run away from them, but it is some 
thing like trying to run away from some terrible thing when one has the nightmare.  I keep 
falling dowt down all the time, and they almost get me, & I get up & rush on again, but I am in 
terror all the time for they seem to be gaining on me, and I expect I’ll get caught yet.  Now my 
own darling[,] I have got to say goodbye Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  Ɵ  My heart is overflowing with love for 
you all the time. 
               Ever your devoted 
                           Effie. 
 


