
                                                                                                Lafayette Indiana 
                                                                                                    Saturday evg Oct 11 1884   
         4:30 p.m. 
My own darling 
     Your letter of Wednesday Thursday I got this morning & oh it was such a nice letter in 
spite of the fact that you reproved me so for not making more fuss about the pen wiper.  It 
does lighten the heaviness of soul due to this separation so much to have your letters very 
often.  I was hardly looking for one today but it came & was such a pleasant surprise.  I will give 
you tonight my exercise hour since I have to walk to town this evening & then I can mail this & 
get it started for New York tonight & perhaps you will get it on Monday morning ___ So you 
think that I am fishing for compliments about my letters.  Not so ___  I only want to know how 
things strike you so as to know what you like & then I can guide myself accordingly.  I never 
wrote love letters before & I cant find out how you like to have them written unless you tell me 
or at least give me some clue.  Have I said too much darling about your writing often & made 
you think at all that I thought it was because you didn’t want to write?  I didn’t mean it that 
way.  Indeed I didn’t & hope you will forgive me if I have hurt you at all.  I think I am childish 
perhaps & will try & behave better after this.  I don’t much wonder that you forgot to mail the 
Mondays letter considering the circumstances.  O that ride.  I never lived so fast in my life 
before.  What divine providence sent you down town darling you have never told me?  Was it 
that in spite of what you had said that night we were coming home from Coney Island that you 
didn’t think it paid to see people off you wanted to see me off?  It seems almost providential 
that little trip of yours that afternoon.  How I wish I had followed your practice and started an 
hour too early.  I didn’t dream of it till you said you must go down town.  Then what a rush of 
happiness.  O those last days were an agony of both happiness & misery to us both but what a 
happy end they had.  And to think that you do actually love me & that you long for me & that 
we have had all this happiness one whole month.  O it is so precious.   

My darling I often think about it[,] how wonderful that we humans should have such 
intense longing for one another.  It is almost like the as if one had lost part of ones self.  I can 
see & understand now better than I ever did or could before what it meant & comprehended 
by that word “union” in reference to man & wife.  You seem almost part of me and I feel even 
now[,] short tho the time has been since that we have known one another that you are almost 
as necessary to me spiritually I mean almost as my eye or ear is physically.  And of course this 
feeling will only grow with time.  I think that there can be nothing more complete than the 
union in a perfect marriage & nothing more desolate than the feelings of the one who maybe 
left when the other has been taken away.  You are already so enthroned that I should be 
desolate & forlorn if aught should happen to you.  How shall we love one another as years [ill.] 
& we become more & more clearly united.  O my darling who wouldn’t give up luxuries & self 
indulgences for such a life as this.   

I think as you say that our long friendship has so knit us together already that we shan’t 
have to begin at all but shall only go right on.  The bitterness of the last year has not been due 
to anything avoidable[,] loving one another as we did then on the sly so to speak & in an agony 
of doubt all the time.  We simply must suffer along till the clouds cleared & then o what 
brightness.  As you say we should be supremely happy if we could be together but this is denied 
us.  We are both thankful that I have found so good a place for work open just as I was ready to 



step into it even tho the place takes me far away from you.  It is hard.  We feel desperate at 
times.  I can scarcely contain my self sometimes when I write to you but I know that it only 
hurts you for me to say all that I feel.  I do so yearn to have you to myself a little while at times 
but then I think of all you are to me now & of the might have been & that sooths & helps me to 
tide along.   
       You speak of squabbles. I suppose that your patience will really get tried at times 
because I am so very exasperating[,] at least so they tell me at home but it will be with us I 
think on a larger scale as it was with Lee & myself on a smaller scale.  We never had any 
differences at all and we got along together perfectly.  He & I liked the same things[,] liked to go 
to the same places[,] liked to be together & we never had a tiff during all our life together.  He 
is the only chum I ever had tho I have roomed with lots of men.  I don’t mean that we never 
differed in matters of opinion.  That would be impossible in two thinking minds.  I think that our 
case is that same raised to the nth power.  As to the trains I suppose that you will be practicing 
such little deceptions on me as you did that time we went to Coney Island ha! ha!  Well you 
were right that time & I was wrong.  I shall be glad to have you to take care of me & make me 
prompt etc. tho I don’t often miss connections.  If I do sometimes squeeze thro & if I do only 
give my time just time enough to a minute to propose marriage to the girl of my own soul.  I 
don’t quite know how to take you on that matter of the [ill.] pen wiper.  I certainly didn’t say 
that it was hideous for it isn’t so bad as that & I certainly didn’t fail to thank you for it did I.   It is 
very very useful & I kept wanting it ever since I first got here.  I may not have gone into raptures 
of over it as a work of art.  It isn’t sufficiently original to call out the special comment of the art 
critic.  Neither is it hideous enough to cause him spasms [of] admiration.  It is pretty and very 
convenient & in its humble capacity of pen wiper to receive the remains of the ink spread out 
over your letter in unintelligible hieroglyphs[,] a “capacity in which it may be useful” it is 
perfect.  But while to the art critic it might not be specially noticeable by me it is quite 
differently received.  As I told you anything that you hands have lingered over is dear to me.  
Am I not silly[?]  Well so be it.  I actually think about the button you sewed on for me at 
Madison.  I think that you must have willfully misunderstood me about the pen wiper & then 
you told me not to lie and to say it was pretty.  I don’t see but what it is pretty & I am very glad 
to get it.  I don’t know what you had projected to make for me but make ahead ahead & I will 
promise to send you a whole letter about it & it alone.  You can work on it when you have 
callers and so needn’t take up the time from my letters.  I have a beautiful piece of reptile skin 
from Phrynosoma that I should like to have upon the outside of the watch pocket but I suppose 
that you would refuse to sew it on so I won’t send it to you but will keep it & use it for some 
thing else.  But darling really now you didn’t think that I slighted the pen wiper did you?  Tell me 
did you have any serious part under what you said about it for I did appreciate it & like it very 
much indeed & am spoiling it as fast as possible tho of course I should have liked to get a letter 
at the same time.  I understand that you hadn’t had time to write and was only jesting about 
your having sent it so to pay me up.  O but you are naughty to so misunderstand me when you 
know better.  If I were only sure you had I should give you a lecture upon the impropriety of 
jesting over such solemn matters.  I am very glad that you had a pleasant time instead of the 
borous time you were dreading at Netherwood.   I want to know what the man said about your 
playing.  Why my darling do you think that I should consider it conceited for you to tell me?  
Dont you suppose I should tell you of any recognition that my work had received & shouldnt 



you scold me if I didn’t tell you.  I feel sure that I can imagine somewhere near it but I am 
consumed with desire to know what it was.  I am humiliated that you have never felt conceited 
or in danger of it from my appreciation of your music but I suppose you think that I don’t know 
any better.  That is just about the case.  Well my darling I hope that you will reveal to me that 
great compliment which this dreadful man has paid you.  I shall feel jealous of him I suspect.  
No no I won’t either because you said that I had paid you a greater compliment.  But what can 
that have been.  I don’t know that I ever complimented you tho I may perhaps be said to have 
supplemented you since you say that I am so necessary to you.  But you must tell me what 
compliment I have paid you[,] not certainly that I have begged you to love me.  No candid 
person I think would call that a compliment.  You told me not to talk in this way or you would 
understand that I was getting tired of you so I shall l hasten to counteract such thought [ill.] fact 
you are not to so understand my humility.  I shall write you a letter tomorrow & tell you about 
some work I did today which has pleased me very much but I haven’t any time for that now as I 
must go over to the Post Office & get this started.  If I get your Sundays letter in before 6:30 you 
will get it I think on Tuesday & I am going to try & do that tomorrow.  Now goodbye.  I was sorry 
to have you sit up after twelve oclock to write to me.  We do certainly have a hard time in our 
love matters do we not my darling.  I hope to get a letter from you every day next week.  Wont 
you insist on it.  Goodbye my own love. 

 Yours forever Harry. 
 


