
                                                                                                    Lafayette Ind. 
                                                                                                     Tuesday evg. Oct. 14 
My own darling 
        Blue day no letter ___  I don’t think that I have ever told you of one of the blissful 
experiences that belong to members of a college faculty[,] namely faculty meetings.  When I 
first came here I arrived at 8:30 am & found a faculty meeting in session.  Here I met all the 
members of that august body in one single instant of time.  We had another meeting that 
afternoon and two or three every day for a week.  Then they indulged in a less frenzied fashion 
and had them only once a day for some time.  Then we had a respite for several days with only 
now & then one but now the fever has broken out again & we are threatened with a worse 
attack then ever.  Tonight we had one which consumed two hours of my time & I can tell you 
my love two hours of my time are valuable[,] to me at least[,] & now we are to have another 
one tomorrow.  I don’t think that an outsider can form any idea of a faculty meeting.  If one 
wants to go with a guide when a pedestrian contest was in progress, if he were to see men 
walking round & round a ring and never getting any farther apparently he might wonder what 
they were fooling about not knowing that the sole object of the show was to go around the ring 
a certain number of times.  But if a stranger were to go into a college faculty meeting & see the 
men go over & over & over the same ground in their discussions not supposing that merely to 
swing round were the object of the meeting he might be tempted to think that the folks were 
demented.  The amount of informal talk that goes on in an ordinary faculty meeting is 
something tremendous.  We talked this afternoon two immortal hours & I can’t now look back 
upon any thing that couldn’t have been accomplished there in two one half hour just as well as 
not if folks could only be made to stick to the question. 
      I have wanted to tell you some of the vanities of Western life as far as I have had a 
chance to see them from my window.  Do you remember my telling you that the road past my 
window runs west into the outlying districts & that the next town is Montmorenci ten miles 
away?  Of course you don’t remember that but you will I think find it in some of the back 
letters.  Do you save my letters now-a-days[?]  I know you used to ___  My window is about one 
hundred feet from the street & opposite is a cornfield and in the distance are the trees & just 
under these trees the trains of cars run all day & all night too going from & to St. Louis.  All the 
country about here is pretty thickly settled by farmers each with a large farm half a mile square 
or so, and these on their way to & from town have to pass my window & so I occasionally see 
them.  One morning at about eight oclock two wagons familiar hereabouts but not east[,] 
Emigrant wagons[,] passed.  Each was drawn by two stout horses and by one of them ran a 
young colt following its mother[,] another sight common enough out here.  And it is a 
sufficiently amusing sight in the city to see colts following [ill.] loose along side the mother who 
is drawing a buggie or other vehicle & not a rare spectacle also to see to this colt taking 
sustenance in the manner natural to colts upon the King’s highway[,] a domestic spectacle to be 
sure.  But to return to the emigrants.  These wagons were followed by one mounted man 
driving a number of cows & one dog.  The wagons had [ill.] blue sides[,] no springs and had 
large half round hoops which were covered with white cloth drawn up upon the shady side 
giving me a view of the interior.  And in both these wagons was a most heterogeneous mixture 
of household & farm utensils & the family of the emigrant[,] his wife & children of every stage 
of growth from the young man who drove the cows to a little babe a wide awake looking [ill.] at 



his mothers breast.  I tell you Effie the picture made me feel that I was in the west indeed.  I 
had seen pictures of this sort of thing but never before the real thing & it interested me.  I do 
wish I could draw the thing or could have photographed it for it was a pastoral scene that had 
suggestions that were pleasant[,] hard work to be sure but a meed of success and rural 
comfort.  I don’t aspire to rural comfort myself on that scale but somehow there is always 
something pleasant to me about my impressions of the enjoyment a farmer gets out of his 
existence.  But on Saturday afternoon I see the greatest vanity of persons & manners.  When 
whole families come to town in a two horse farm wagon.  The farm wagon is a huge strong 
affair built to resist much wear & tear & is in consequence rather cumbrous & heavy.  The 
father & mother & all the children file into this conveyance & jolt along to town happy as tho it 
was a gilded chariot.  Indeed if one may judge from their faces they look even happier than 
many people whom I have seen driven thro Central Park in far more luxurious vehicles.  On the 
return trip the small boy members of the family are invariably characterized by the possession 
of a crust of bread which they flourish about & reduce by successive healthy bites.  They seem 
like an industrious happy sort of folks to judge from what one sees from on shore.  But the most 
demonstrative persons I have are the farm boys who in these days of political unrest pass here 
almost every night decorated with torches on their way to join some torch light parade.  Last 
night a mounted cavalcade of about fifty horses plunged by here shouting & fifing & drumming 
and carrying torches.  They enjoyed it hugely & accompanying them were three or four farm 
wagons loaded with buxom girls who were intent upon seeing the fun too.  The people out here 
are very intense partisans in political matter & the boys of the school are on the jump all the 
time & will be some bother until after the election.  One vanity of western life is the pigs & 
cows which are permitted to run at large in the streets without let or hindrance.  You dont see 
them in Lafayette but here in Chauncey you can almost any time see a dozen or so pigs by 
looking up or down the streets.  [Ill.] one if too fastidious to really enjoy the presence of these 
creatures but he soon gets used to them – then I suppose that when he changes his residence 
he feels the lack of them.  I shan’t feel at home in forty sixth street unless I have a chance to see 
a good big pig waddling up & down the gutter.  The people here in Chauncey are the most 
“ornery” looking set.  They are huge and very awkward and they look as tho they had just come 
home from a long exile in a place where barbers & tailors were forbidden under penalty of the 
laws.  I suppose that they are quite as happy as tho they had just come from the hands of those 
professionals but they don’t like quite as prepossessing at first sight.  Chauncey is made up of 
these people.  Lafayette is better.   There one sees beings whom he has no trouble in 
recognizing as fellow human beings.  And he sees girls upon the streets just as he does at home.  
One thing here has struck me as being very strange.  There hasn’t been one murder here since I 
have been here over five weeks now & I haven’t seen a single Indian, or a bowie knife.  I begin 
to think it is safe to go out without my pistols. 
        I didn’t get your last nights letter of till long off till tonight.  I suppose it will be late in 
reaching you.  Won’t you please indicate for a while on what mail you get my letters of given 
dates[?]  For instance tell me just when you get this[,] my Tuesdays letter.  Then I can tell 
whether it is worth while to break my neck to get them in in certain mails here.  I feel sure it 
makes no diff whether I get them in here in the 8 am or 3:30 pm.  In either case you get them in 
the early morning I think & in the former case, they only lie all night in the N.Y. Post Office.  I 



must close.  Goodbye my own darling Effie.  I hope to get a letter tomorrow ___ With fondest 
love your Harry _____ 
 
   


