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My own darling Effie, 

I received the pictures last night and your letter this morning.  You cannot imagine how I 
look & long for your letters, or how much good they do me.  Darling you regret that we could 
not have had time to talk it all over before I came away & I regret it even more because of your 
feeling but I never dreamed[,] never once dreamed I might have dared to dream easily enough 
but it never occurred to me to dream that you loved me all the time.  I felt some how so sure 
that you didn’t that I never dreamed of wondering at all if you did except in that way where we 
wonder about impossible things just to see how it will make us feel.  I often & often pictured 
my happiness in case you loved me but I never once thought of it as real.  I remember now that 
at Madison I often & often caught your eyes roving about the room & then lighting on mine 
which were seen to be fixed on your face & I thought that as only due to that nervous sort of 
feeling that people have who are being watched.  But do you not imagine that it is hard for me 
to have this cup snatched away the moment I am to drink after thirsting & thirsting for it?  I 
could never have held my self at Madison but for the feeling that it would pain you so to see 
what you had done.  I did think then I will admit that it was not honorable for a man to ask a girl 
to marry him & wait till he can get ready but I have changed my mind on that & feel that there 
is some obligation the other way & I think a thousand time more of my darling because she was 
willing to trust me tho’ the path ahead was dark & I shall never forget that she took me when I 
hadn’t a thing to offer her.  Your letter came this morning at 8:50 & I had only ten minutes to 
draw out of it a little inspiration before going into a lecture on Physiology.  I read up to the last 
second & turned from you to my seniors in physiol. & lectured 50 minutes.  I haven’t had a 
chance to sit down with the letter till after tea just now & now I have read it through quietly & 
enjoyed it decently. 
        Sue did write without a word or sign from me, but in my letter last Sunday I said that if 
she had not already done so I hoped she would write to you or see you at once.  I am glad she 
wrote before this suggestion reached her & was almost sure she [ill.] would.  I hope that you & 
Sue will be able to grow nearer together.  We are all cranky in our family.  I think it takes a long 
time to really learn to know some of us & Sue is of that sort with some people & with others 
she is not so.  I beliefe believe that you & Sue have never into with real sympathy.  Perhaps you 
never can, but I believe you may & hope & pray for it.  And as to my love for those at home it 
will never change.  What you say about that is precisely my feeling on that subject.  I love you 
with all my heart & surely it seems to me at times that I cannot stay here another moment 
without you & yet that love makes me feel all the more capable of loving my own folks than I 
ever was before.  I do not think that there is any conflict.  My love for you is a sort of parallel 
stream.  I do not mean I could never love any one as I love you my darling.  I never before this 
knew any thing like it in the least.  It is as tho’ a whole new faculty had been created in me.  
This love is so different from any other thing I ever had[,] any other feeling I have ever 
experienced.  You accuse me of being critical & I can see that you may not like me critical but I 
can’t help it really & truly & I must examine even this new passion.  I wont tell you all I find it 
shows me but it does show me this[,] that it has only enlarged my sould & made me the more 
capable of loving.  It has not as you say taken from my love in [ill.] direction, but I find another 



thing & I suppose that it is that which they would fear that this love will be so engrossing as to 
make me neglect those at home.  It is engrossing but it will never prevent my feeling as tender 
as ever toward the home folks.  I want to tell you about some of my duties now & some time I 
will try & give you some idea of my daily life & its people whom I meet.  I have from Monday till 
Friday the same duties every day and these are 9-10 Physiology Seniors  

10:30 - 12:30 Zoology Juniors — 
  1:30 - 3:30       “ Sophomores.   

That is briefly told & almost as briefly done but it is tiring & wearing & when the day is done & I 
go to my bed, I am tired out & sleep eight hours without a break & then hate to get up.  The 
physiology takes one hour in the class room every morning & is a recitation theoretically but in 
fact I shall spend most of the time in lecturing upon topics which will complete their ideas as 
derived from the text book and in practical demonstrations upon the subjects treated of in the 
lectures & textbook.  I have thus far lectured to them twice.  They are pleasant[,] intelligent[,] 
about thirteen of them[,] three of them young ladies & one of them with the dangerous name 
of Effie Lutz.  I am busy during the day & too tired at night to properly prepare my lectures & 
don’t know beans about physiology any how so that I am afraid the senior class will fare pretty 
hard this year —  I should begin to read up thoroughly for them but I cant spend more than a 
couple of hours on a lecture when they are to come every day & of course that isn’t very much.  
This hour is actually the first hour during which I have sat down & done no university work since 
last Sunday.  Dont you think this is pretty close work[?]  I cant seem to get any time for seeing 
you though I can think about you at odd intervals & wonder if you are thinking of me.  I really 
believe Effie darling that I should have been about incapacitated for work if you had point blank 
refused me.  I should certainly have been unable to do any thing if I had come away tortured by 
hope & fears.  Now I feel as light hearted & gay all the time as a young boy & there is nothing to 
make me in the least disturbed.  I go to my work feeling that every day brings me so much 
nearer you in time & space too after the time is passed.  My other two classes are practical 
laboratory classes which will bye & bye take care of themselves but which now require 
considerable of care & attention.  I have four [ill.] two men[,] two girls[,] in the junior class & six 
men in the Sophomore class.  These are both courses of study upon the various forms of animal 
structure.  They are at present working upon the same animal[,] a microscopic creature of very 
low grade in the animal kingdom called VORTICELLA.  Vorticella is a simple cell & yet exhibits a 
great many different powers.  It moves about[,] it eats & breathes & feels.  It is a pretty little 
creature shaped like an urn with a cover over the mouth closed down except at one part where 
a long passage runs down into the body of the creature & is lined with vibratile hairs called cilia 
which are in constant motion & set up currents in the water which bathes the vorticella.  All 
around the edge of the urn there are a number of these very long cilia and they beat the water 
very vigorously all the time & cause violent currents in it which draw food particles toward the 
opening in the top of the urn.  Then are then caught in the current leading down the passage 
into the urn and are then passed inside the body of the vorticella.  These & many other things 
about the vorticella I must make the men see & then make them draw what they have seen on 
proper paper.  [Sketch of a vorticella]  The vorticella is very small & can only be seen under the 
highest prism of the microscope.  My students are all very much interested & are very 
respectful & in earnest.  None of them seem here for fun & I expect to have a pleasant year 
with them.  I enjoy teaching very much & really believe that I was pretty lucky in falling into this 



position tho’ it is bad luck to have to live in the west —  I cant write any more than this now.  
This time is almost stolen for I ought to be grinding at this instant but I cant live thro’ a whole 
week without writing a word to you.  Darling I long so to hear from you often very often.  Dont 
wait till you have time for a long letter.  I didn’t get your Sundays letter till Wednesday morning.  
I looked for it Tuesday night.  Did you mail it on Monday morning?  I am sorry to hear that the 
hay fever is so much worse.  I am sure that [ill.] would do you good.  Still I suppose you want to 
be at home & give Jule here chance.  Dear girl she did write me such a nice letter.  I had a letter 
from Lottie [ill.] I wonder that she wrote to me & thought it very nice of her indeed.  I have seen 
so little her.  Won’t Aunt Mag open her optics when it comes out —  You haven’t yet told me 
what share she had in opening your eye to the true facts.  I cannot leave you.  I would I could 
have you with me just one hour[,] just one minute even.  I am almost glad we had no longer in 
New York.  No not that[,] not that.  I can’t say it & yet the parting was so hard having just 
learned to know you.  O my love good bye.  I will try & tell you next time about two old maid 
teachers who have seen both your letters on the outside & the package of pictures before I 
could get them away from the mail & how they seem interested in finding out whether I am 
engaged.  But now an end. 
      With a thousand thousand units of love 
                       Your loving Harry 
 
I didn’t say a word about the pictures you were so kind to send back.  More anon. 
 
P.S.  Thursday A.M. – before breakfast 
My dear dear Effie why do you say you are going to settle down & become sensible.  In the first 
place you are not going to do any such thing or else you are entirely unlike me for any such 
thing as settling down is out of the question.  But why should you any how — There is a single 
thought which will form a sort of subconsciousness all the time & will every moment when you 
are not busy with sundry duties arise & be the sole object of your thoughts.  You can not help it 
any more than I can not help it.  And as to you & writing to me about your feelings.  My own I 
do not consider or feel that it is indelicate.  It is only natural to wish to talk these things over 
together & it relieves one to communicate with the other.  I do not restrain my self.  Perhaps 
you think I should try & do so more but I do not believe that you think it indelicate for me to tell 
you what I feel.  And I feel precisely so of you.  I do not think that you ought or need any longer 
to try & conceal any sign of feelings.  We americans are unlike the germans about that.   We 
seem to be very afraid to let any see our emotions.  They are more spontaneous & open[,] 
rather too much so sometimes but we always feel that their exhibitions of feeling are genuine.  
I only write this to fully assure you that I do not feel disturbed by any show of feeling in your 
letters so you need only consult your own feelings as to what you & how much you permit 
yourself to say.  And now heighho for another days work.  The time is already beginning to fly 
fast.  I am so busy it seems but a turn since last Sunday but it cant go any too fast for every day 
brings me nearer to my darling — 
     Auf Wiedersehen 
          Harry 
      


