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O Effie my own darling 
      How I long to see you.  It is too bad to give way to my feelings but this morning every 
thing is so lovely & bright every where & yet in my heart there is the longing[,] longing for my 
own darling.  I don’t get as bad as I am now very often but some how or other this morning it 
seems unendurable.  Forgive me for writing it for I know it only makes you feel bad or rather 
worse but darling I crave your sympathy so that I must write.  Tell me never to do so again & 
then I will try & be stronger.  I think that I feel so because I had such [ill.] a vivid dream last 
night.  I thought I had just returned.  I found the your front door open & walked in 
unbeknownst & met Jule.  She kissed me & then you happened in & then O my darling, we were 
so happy till I awoke & found it Sunday morning in Purdue & you far far away.  It was such a 
happy dream & so real as we told our love to each other that I was too overjoyed I suppose to 
remain asleep.  But I can stand it when I reflect that we know each other at last.  O my darling 
suppose we were still both of us in that awful state of doubt & writing formal letters once a 
fortnight.  It makes me wild just to think of it.  I couldn’t have done it.  I must have sought some 
device to break off our correspondence.  Isn’t it strange what mysteries we humans are to each 
other.  Any how when I thought that you, however much you might be capable of feeling for I 
knew from the intensity of your attachments to ma several girls that you could love madly, just 
thought of me as a pleasant friend.  Then I thought that you would never be the sort to be very 
demonstrative even where you loved intensely.  You are quite the reverse with me & I can’t tell 
you how I like it to have you show me how you feel & to come to me with it all who have the 
right to know how you feel & to sympathize in it all.  Darling I was so much pleased with what 
you said about my coming home at christmas and glad that you can take in the pecuniary 
aspect of the case.  Of course it is hard to have to count the cost & mean & petty but it helps 
me to feel that you feel with me.  I think it galls me more than it ought to but count the cost.  I 
hate all sort of money getting operations so that it makes me worse than it should.  Money 
getting seems to so often tarnish the getter that operations done solely to earn money always 
go against me a little.  I presume that the only squabble in my own family have to be thanked 
for this.  But my personal likes dont enter into the question.  I am not endowed & so I have got 
to make bargains etc & do things to earn money.  And I am very very glad that I shall trouble to 
count on you to help me to root out my absurd feeling & to find you supporting me from the 
very start is inspiring.  I shall tell you about all my money matters for I want you to know all 
about me from every standpoint & I know that you will not be bored at all by my talk.  I think 
that you understand how things stand now and that I have reason to expect $1200. here next 
year.  I am going to do good work here this year and then I shall hope to have the faculty when 
they absolutely need me and then I shall tell them that I won’t stay for less that $1200.  I want 
to get some other positions in prospect so that I can refuse to stay if I want to & desert them.  I 
dont believe that they would let me go but it is better to have some other offers.  I sent Will 
Van Sant $75 today.  That is part of the money I got for summer collecting.  They have paid me 
here for my collection.  I have another $50 due from Professor Tuttle of which I owe 25 to Will.  
I don’t see how under the sun I managed to do as much at Beaufort in two months as I did for 
besides those collections and several scattered drawings & studies I have materials for four 
separate studies[,] two upon the embryology of the mollusks & I have a great deal of material 



on that one on the development of Limulus & one on the development of the reproductive 
organs in about a dozen different mollusca.  I shall not be able to work out all these things this 
year I fear for there is considerable work involved in each one tho I have already made some 
observations upon the things while living.  I suppose that you hardly understand the sort of 
work this is or get any idea of the significance of it much for I never used to write you much 
about my work because you never questioned me any about it & I thought it might be 
distasteful to you but now it is different just a little & I think that you will really enjoy knowing 
what I mean by a study of the reproductive organs of the mollusca.  And the embryology of the 
mollusca.  And I will try some time & tell you but just now I want to tell you about some thing 
else but I will send you a copy of a paper I published last Spring and you can there see how 
utterly unintelligible it all is to one who plunges in without any previous knowledge.  Please 
preserve this article.  I may want it to send away to someone tho’ I have sent out about all I 
imagine I shall want to.  Still I keep getting applications for them & like to spread them out 
when they [ill.] for that is an important way for us biological men to disseminate our views.  But 
my own I want to take you with me again over the trip of yesterday.  I had no idea that there 
was any thing so pretty in the vicinity.  At about 7:30 or 8 oclock Barnes telephoned over (he 
lives in Lafayette[)] to know if I would go up the river with him & tho I hadn’t planned to go out 
I at once responded that I would go & at nine oclock I met him at the boat house at the front of 
the bridge.  We got a boat[,] a queer flat bottomed tub with a funny sail to help us along as long 
as the wind held.  Pushed off & filled away with a little wind blowing upon our stern[,] enough 
to save rowing.  It wasnt long before we were aground but the river is very shallow & I went 
over board to lighten her & also to get in to the water for it takes only a very slight provocation 
to get me into the water.  About half a mile above the bridge we found some trees along the 
banks & among them those beautiful willows with the fern like leaves that throw such charming 
lights & shades.  Among the trees were some huge sycamores which had had their roots 
crashed about so long by the stream when it is high that under the tree was a huge complex of 
twisted & gnarled roots like an enormous mass of huge cables inextricably fouled.  These 
looked very picturesque for there was a long row of them on the concave side of a bend in the 
river where the bank is cut out every spring.  About here the shore of the river upon the west 
side began to rise in a series of huge rolling masses and suddenly we found among them a pass 
running way back I don’t know how far with the hills 60 feet high or so on either side.  Further 
up we went ashore & found there bubbling up thro the sand a spring of the clearest & coldest 
water you can possibly imagine.  We stopped here a few minutes & I collected some snails I 
found in the water and also some bugs that I found floating upon the top of the water.  All 
along here the river was lined on both sides with trees & along the west shore ran the river 
road winding its way among the trees with the river always in sight and with a steep wooded 
hill on its side.  Further along we went ashore again & followed up the bed of a dry stream (can 
you imagine such a thing as a dry stream[)].  It was plainly the bed of a torrent in rainy or 
thawing weather & was beautiful.  The hill on either side sloped very steep and the bed wound 
around & out of sight mounting up higher all the time & tunneling its passage through a mass of 
very dense foliage.  I was simply charmed to find such delicious bits here in this prairie country 
& did not at all suspect it.  We shall have some beautiful walks & drives there together may hap 
in the future.  We looked up & down the river road as we crossed it to go up the streambed and 
it was a very very pretty shaded winding road with a work man tramping out of sight[,] a 



glimpse of the river & a rustic bridge over the stream bed.  We got caught in a passing shower 
before we got back to the boathouse but managed to get under one of the bridges (there are 
two of those offensive structures) & keep tolerably dry.  We got home at one oclock & had a 
most delightful morning.  I must tell you of one of the numerous troubles of the collector.  
There are some little creatures called ticks[,] little wee fellows allied to the scorpion & the 
spider & these are abundant in the sandy places & get on one.  When they get on the clothes 
they crawl for the nearest accessible point on ones cuticle & burrow straight through the skin & 
set up the most irritating itch that you can imagine.  I have never enjoyed this sensation till just 
now & two Saturdays ago I must have gotten some ticks on me for both feet show all the 
symptoms.  There is no way to stop the things after they get in but let them have it out & the 
affliction is not at all serious but only irritating.  I have for that applied my sovereign remedy[,] 
carbolic acid wash[,] & can serenely contemplate the progress of the scourge.  I was surprised 
at finding them on me for they are generally found in dry places & I hadn’t been in any such so 
far as I could think.  I think they have pretty nearly run out by this time.   
      Tell me darling have you enjoyed my letters last week[?]  I know that they haven’t all 
been perfect examples of epistolary art & I fear that some have been rather unintelligible in the 
chirography.  I generally aim to spend an hour after supper with you but this hour is often 
invaded by one thing or another & so I get put over till just before bed & I will not[,] do not[,] 
dare to sit up after 11:30.  That is where I draw the line.  And darling won’t you try very very 
hard to send me some thing every day even tho you are not satisfied with what you have time 
for.  Give me a few minutes before you sleep or before dinner or some time. You don’t know 
how I look for your letters.  This is terribly hard[,] this separation[,] to me to bear but we have 
to submit.  I know you will do all you can to lighten it for me as I will do for you.  Others cannot 
have the claim on you which I have tho’ I don’t want to be selfish but it is O so hard to bear.  I 
like to get your letters in the morning.  Then they seem to go with me all day long & make me 
stronger & then at night I can visit with you.  I am glad that Mag has been so very pleasant.  She 
was about right about the pictures.  They are generally all five arranged in a row upon my 
reading desk & they do me a deal of good.  I only regret that you havent a decent one of me & 
shall improve some early opportunity to have one taken expressly for you.  Isn’t it terrible that 
one should be such an egoist & yet it is so sweet to feel that you do love me & long for me & 
that you would grab at my picture just as I do at yours.  I think that you would have better 
sense than to show such an array (no pun intended) if you had it but you must remember that 
my room is very seldom visited whereas you would have no such seclusion.  You speak again 
about Papas letter.  He really seems to feel with me.  The others somehow don’t as much.  He is 
a dear old fellow[,] Papa is[,] & he has fully entered into my feelings in this matter.  I shall not 
write you any more today because there are several other letters which I must write today.  I 
am glad you wrote as you did about my writing to Miss Belle.  I know that you aren’t jealous & 
yet but I don’t feel like writing often to any one else but you.  I  love you so much that I feel that 
my time is wasted when I am not thinking about you or writing to you except when I am think 
about my other love[,] Scientia[,] who by the way is very exacting & sometimes I think rather 
chides me for loving any one more than her.  I will write now & then to Miss Belle but not as I 
used to when away[,] once every two weeks or less.  Maybe she won’t stand it if I only write 
once in two or three months.  I have one other lady correspondent[,] Miss Pence of 
Middletown.  You know about her of course.  I must have told you of her when I boarded at 



Rice & you have entirely forgotten.  She tells me the news from the college & the college (here I 
go on a fresh sheet) folks & the town & is the only link now that connects me with those dear 
six years when I  first ventured out into the world to find my place in it if I were fit for any place.  
Ever since I left there we have written once or twice a year & I shall not break off that tie to the 
dear old college so long as she is willing to keep on writing.  But I do not feel like writing often 
to any one now but you & my pen seems to ask to be wagged about you whenever I sit down at 
this table.  I think that Miss Belle will be willing to write now & then tho she is one of your 
famous correspondents who want to write an answer the instant they get a letter.  Of course 
you understand that like you my darling I haven’t so small a soul that I cant care for any body 
else.  I like all my friends just precisely the same as usual.  And Miss Belle is one of my most 
particular friends & her sister as well & I like them just the same as before I discovered your 
secret.  Miss Belle is very fond of me.  I may I think say that without egoism & we understand 
each other better than she understands or is understood by any man & I used my influence 
with her to build her up intellectually & lead her into pastures that she never dreamed of I 
think, for while naturally acute she has never had the proper guidance & has let her intellectual 
powers run to waste.  I don’t say this boastingly at all for it was my natural duty as a 
professorial teacher to do just this.  And I have the same admiration for her good qualities that I 
ever had & yet I feel that I do not want to write to her often at all & I am not depriving myself of 
any pleasure by not keeping up our old correspondence because darling it would take time 
which I want to devote to you.  I don’t get much time at best & I am miserly of every moment of 
that time.  But I promised to stop & intended to when this[,] which I meant to have said 
before[,] suddenly came up & I thought that I would tell it to you.  And now my own darling 
Effie goodbye.  I shall pray for you at church tonight as I do every night that our Father will 
watch over you and shield you from all harm & that in His own good time we shall be united & 
thank Him from my soul that he has given us this great bliss to know one another.  Now dearest 
goodbye.  Write to me every day.  I got your Thursdays letter on Saturday morning.  At what 
time did you mail it.  It must have left New York at 6 pm on Thursday evening.  Farewell may 
god bless us both & make us a help & stay to each other & a blessing to our fellows. 
      Yours with fondest love Harry. 
 
 


