
                                                                                                  Lafayette Indiana 
Friday  Oct 3 1884 __                                                                 

My own Darling 
        You can’t possibly imagine how much good your letter did me.  I have felt cross & 
unhappy all day in spite of myself.  I know how awfully weak & childish it is & hide my petulance 
from outsiders but I feel it inside all the same & it is impossible not to do so for I so long for 
your letters.  I looked & hoped for one all day yesterday & when one did not come this morning 
I felt completely miserable.  I am afraid that my letter yesterday was cross.  I didn’t mean it so if 
it seemed so but I felt so lonely & homesick last night.  Tonight I gave up all hope for I got my 
paper but there was no letter.  But Miss Elder had taken it for me when the office closed & gave 
it to me at supper.  There is so much in it that I want to write about.  I shan’t get it all in in this 
letter.  And darling about your feeling bad over our separation let me say as I said before that if 
you feel like writing to me do let me share your feelings about it.  We ought to suffer together 
& I am quite sure that we shall both feel the better for it.  I didn’t mean that your speaking of it 
would tempt me east.  Of course it would make me want to see you tho no more than I do all 
the time any how but I did not mean that it would weaken me for darling I feel that I simply 
must stay here.  Nor did I mean to imply that you wrote me those words of Miss Hull about my 
coming on to tease me to come for I know that you must as you love me & want to see me love 
me too much to tempt me to do any thing for our present pleasure which might be detrimental 
eventually.  You are such a treasure & your letter & counsel are so strong & helpful to me.  O 
my darling surely we need not as we do not fear to face any thing so long as we have each 
others love.  You thought that I meant to counsel you not to talk over our separation but I did 
not mean this.  I wrote you what I did about what it did for us.  I believe this to be really true 
but that was for your comfort tho it does seem uncomplimentary to you & hence not so 
comforting to think that nothing short of such desperate things could drive me to you.  It is a 
trifle like those death bed conversions.  No it isn’t for there the sinner has always known that 
there was infinite love & here the case is totally different.  I shall never wholly say what I want 
to on this thing till I see you for I feel sure all the time that you cannot fully understand how 
hopeless I feel when I began that memorable confession.  So I do not think it is wise for either 
of us to hide our sorrows from the other and it is not complaining or groaning for you to tell me 
when your feel sad or unhappy because it is a relief to you or me to do so & to the other it is a 
sweet sad pleasure to feel that he or she is so necessary to the others happiness that every joy 
& every sorrow must be shared.  I don’t wonder dearest that you feel so much the sadder over 
our lot when you see Miss Hull & Mr. Underwood so very happy but darling I don’t think that 
any comparison can be drawn.  I was going to say that I should rather have your love & never 
see you at all than not to have it but of course that would be a rather strange possibility.  If I 
could see you once a week it would be heaven.  But I have never had my wishes gratified about 
things[,] that is things have never turned to hand just as I wanted them but there has always 
been a fatherly hand that has guided me tho I didn’t always see the light ahead and I can 
believe that this present trial is best.  I could I know not half do my work if you were where I 
could see you every night.  I guess once a week wouldn’t hurt any thing but one who is grinding 
as I am must use about every bit of his time in the grind.  But darling there is one thing you can 
do every night.  You can write me a letter if it isn’t more than four pages & send it to me so that 
every day I shall get some word from you.  O my own darling you can’t imagine how much it is 



to me or how very much I count on some little thing from you.  You must write to me about 
your opinion of my letters this week.  It has been very hard some days to get the time for them, 
short tho they are & I have felt ashamed to give you such scraps & yet I know that I should have 
similar ones from you with the utmost delight.  And now have I [ill.] my position about the 
emotional content of our letters and the frequency[?]  I think that we shall both feel better if 
we write & receive a letter every day since we can’t see one another.  You need not be afraid 
that I shall be displeased with you for complaining a little for as I say it is but natural that you 
should want to tell me of all others persons & go to me for sympathy in this thing.  And you 
need not be alarmed that I shall be too weak to stay upon the field of duty for I know you too 
well to want to displease you by any sacrifice of that [ill.] duty.  And now as to the promise you 
ask for[,] that I will come home if I feel that I am over worked & need rest or at least rest here.  
I can readily promise that but feel pretty sure of my health unless some thing beyond me 
interferes.  I have never yet suffered from overwork except possibly one slight thing at 
Baltimore when I was somewhat run down in the spring after my first winter & had a slight 
touch of malaria.  I do not think I shall suffer here.  Of course I consider it my first duty to look 
out for my health & doubly so now that I feel how much I am to you.  I plan a slight change for a 
couple of days for I mean to visit Chicago during the holidays and drum up a possible position at 
Evanston at the North Western University.  I feel a deal more worried about your health.  If I 
should get the news of a six weeks sprain or another paralytic stroke from over excitement I 
should become desperate.  I was terribly worried last Spring when you kept writing about that 
insomnia & your frightful dreams & dont want to hear any thing more of that sort.  As to Mr. 
Lee.  He may possibly have divined something & chose to go home to Baltimore thro’ Easton for 
that reason but I do not believe it.  I told him that I hoped he would go to New York with me & I 
was serious but I also told him that I thought I would not go to the museum with him but would 
meet him on the train & we would go to New York Phila. together in the evening.  He dreaded 
apparently New York & preferred the ride thro North Jersey for the scenery which is really 
lovely.  And you do him injustice about the match for he thinks of you in the very highest 
fashion.  But I will send you the part of his letter which concerns my darling & let her judge for 
herself.  Do not think that I was in the habit of sending your letters to him.  I only very 
occasionally treated him to the best scraps when you wrote some thing particularly good.  Lee 
is a good fellow but he thinks that a man will do better not to marry until he has a position.  He 
is wrong there and I who once thought very much the same feel sure that a man is far happier if 
he has the sincere love & confidence of a woman to let him share his first trouble & successes & 
thereby be the better able to enjoy with him his after successes.  O my darling I have no 
misgivings for the future.  I can do my best & trust God as I have always done & I fear no fail.  I 
am glad that I have found such a treasure.  I could never have appreciated you had we been 
rich as I can now for now I know that you are willing to share any thing with me.  That is true 
love & the only thing worth having.  Sue & the rest sometimes sneer because Lillie Buttz 
married Clark when his salary was $400 per year.  That is to me almost the best thing I know 
about her.  I am greatly tempted to begin another sheet & it is Friday night & my weeks work is 
done & I am very tired but I ought to go to work for there are several things I want to get out of 
the way before Saturday night & tomorrow I hope to go buggy riding as they call it here up the 
Wabash with Professor Barnes.  I tell you dearest when Saturday night at eleven thirty or 
twelve o’clock comes around, I am just about clean tuckered out.  Then if ever I long for you & 



your music then & on Sundays.  All day Sunday I spend with you & hear you & see you all the 
time.  I will stop.  Good night.  I am off for the laboratory till eleven o’clock.  Now do write every 
day my own darling to 
   Your loveing loving Harry __ 


