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My own precious girl 
      Your Sundays letter was so welcome.  How welcome darling you can never know for I 
cant tell you in this coldblooded fashion.  I could only tell you if I might let my eyes look into 
your eyes & you could perhaps see some of the fire that burns inside me.  O my darling you 
couldn’t have thought for an instant that I was in earnest in what I said about you leaving me.  
Of course I would submit to the inevitable were it to be but darling you have taken such a hold 
of me that were you now to have me I should lose all hope.  I don’t know what I should do.  
Much the same as usual I suppose, but it makes me shudder to think what I should feel.  How 
could you put such a construction on the poor words “I didn’t care if you did send me away.”  
Surely you were punning on those words & did understand their true significance.  So you think 
it would have made no difference to me if you had refused me?  The words meant that even 
tho you sent me away that were better than to go on it doubt.  O my own I could have endured 
it better then than I could now.  Then I didn’t know how intensely you could love[,] how you 
could idolize the object of your love.  And I am not the old Harry or you the old Effie but you are 
a better Effie & I am a better Harry than I ever could have been before I had your love to refine 
& ennoble me.  You cant understand it at all I suppose but darling your love for me has done 
more for me to elevate me than any thing I have ever known except my love to god & devotion 
to his work in this world.  I can form some conception of mariolatry & other kindred inspiration 
now for I could do any thing for you.  Nothing but the strictest sense of duty & our best good on 
the whole keeps me from your arms___  (There the bell dragged me away & it is now 6 p.m.)  
Of course we both have the same longing to be together.  It is the intensest feeling I ever knew 
& sometimes makes me just about wild when I give way to it.  Darling I will never jest again 
about letting you have a chance to reconsider since it hurts you & I am very glad that you have 
come straight out & told me for I can then know the better how l to take you & how to behave 
my self.  You know darling that could I see your face when I speak with you I could then know 
how you understand things and how far a joke might go without hurting you.  Now I can’t do 
that & so when you don’t tell me how things strike you I can’t know.  So you don’t think that I 
am a new Harry Osborn & that you can love this new man but my love I am the old Harry and 
more.  I am the old Harry with all the faults & virtues if he had any but I am this plus a new 
life[,] a whole new life set right into my old one just so much additional to that old life.  The old 
life is here and you wouldn’t find me very sensibly different from what I used to be when you 
knew me, but I feel & see all things quite differently all because of this new wonderful 
experience that your love has brought me___  And my own what you say about my telling you if 
I had ceased to love you any longer rather than letting things run on is like your own dear brave 
self.  I won’t say that it implies that you doubt me[,] you think I may tire of you or find you less 
than I had hoped or wished because I feel sure that you have no idea of that sort.  You couldn’t 
believe me capable of such a thing as change and at the same time love me as you do. __  I 
wrote to you last Thursday I believe.  I don’t remember to have missed a day for some time.  I 
sometimes think that I write too often for if I keep this up all the fall & winter I don’t see how I 
am going to stay ay away from you till June next.  Had I better not write not as often & dwell 



less upon the new & glorious feeling which fills me up all the time?  But why should I not write 
you what I feel[?]  Surely it has been easier for us both to bear to have letters just as often as 
possible & may we not infer from that that it will so continue[?]  I think so.  And yet as I look 
forward to eight more months before I can see my darling it is terrible.  This is a fiery trial my 
darling is it not?  I hope that not many lovers have it to endure.  Perhaps in some cases it might 
be a good thing.  It might cause that there should be fewer unhappy marriages__  I am writing 
you another letter with nothing but trash in it.  I use trash now as it would be used by the cold 
blooded world.  But darling! I have come to consider that this trash of the worlds nomenclature 
has a value to us.  How much of it we should talk could we only be together.  I shouldn’t like to 
have these letters published for they would seem to be devoid of interest to the “cold 
unsympathetic world” but I don’t expect to have them published.  I am writing them solely for 
the benefit of two persons both of whom are very deeply interested in this very trash.  My own 
I am interested in your narratives and in what you tell about your friends etc but I am most 
interested when you open the door which leads down or up into your soul & let me see in 
there.  Of course I understand that it is not often that I am to have this privilege but when you 
do & I see what a place I hold in that holy place it is then that I am most interested in your 
letters & yet that part would be called the most trashy I suppose. And darling is it not so in your 
case.  I feel sure that it is and that a purely narrative letter though it may be a better letter on 
rhetorical grounds is not the letter which you read & reread & love to get out & glance at just as 
you would remember some especially tender word if it were granted to us to speak together.  It 
is possible that I may be wrong in all this my darling but I do not think that I am__  Take my 
letter of last night for instance.  You would be interested in it but you will not read it over & 
over as you will whole pages when I give way now & then & tell you not all that you are to me 
for I can’t do that but part of what you are to me__  Is it not so?  And so I don’t think it wrong 
or immodest for us to show our feelings or at least to let each other see something of all we 
feel.  Our pens are not gifted enough to form any thing more than the roughest sketches___  
You didn’t appear to like my frog figure.  Well it does look a trifle hard to compare either one or 
both of us to a frog being boiled by a coolblooded physiologist.  Who could be the 
physiologist[?]  You couldn’t be a physiologist boiling me & I love you far too dearly to make 
you the subject of an operation upon the background of sensations, and who else is there?  
There was a certain aptness in the illustration tho you didn’t see it because of your dislike for 
the lower vertebrates.  This you must labor with & cure.  For the present at least I will 
sedulously abstain from any allusions which involve the Ophidia. ___ I did not think ill of you for 
you wise counsel about not writing home ___ but I had already written & had not scolded or 
complained but only made a clear breast of what I was feeling.  I thought that was best & time 
alone will show.  It has gone out now any how.  I may have been wholly wrong.  I am glad you 
wrote me as you did & don’t think that any apology is in order for you ought to advise me what 
to do.  It is your duty to do so and a delight to me to have you___  Do you ever think what I am 
doing at given times[?]  You must not forget to make the correction for my West Longitude.  
One hour later I am and here at this moment it is quarter past seven and in New York it is 
quarter past eight.  When I go to bed at night I know that you are snoring in 46th St.  By the way 
I never thought to ask before do you snore?  Lee used to assert that I sometimes do but I never 
woke up & caught myself snoring.  Papa snores very heavily but I don’t think that I do.  
Someone in the building snores.  I often hear them it when I come in after work at night.  I work 



at the laboratory evenings usually till my eyes begin to play out which is generally about twelve.  
Then I come home & go to bed.  I am not satisfied with my light over there yet, my eyes ought 
to last longer than the rest of my frame but they don’t.  I sleep less & feel ever so much better 
than I did at Baltimore.  In fact I feel splendidly all the time & most of the time very very happy.  
That is one thing that you have done for me by loving me as you do.  You have taken away a 
heavy load & I feel joyous & hopeful all the time.  But I must go to work now or I shan’t be able 
to do my physiologists justice tomorrow morning.  How the days do fly.  Tomorrow is Thursday 
and here we are just past Sunday.  I am glad of it.  I want it to go no matter how fast.  Every day 
brings me nearer to the time when we shall be united.  Have you planned any for the summer 
yet or is it too soon.  I guess you think that I just about live all the time in castles in Spain ___  
You will have to spend considerable time in visiting Sue.  I wonder if we can plan together every 
bit of the summer.  I think that I shan’t go to the sea shore for work this summer.  I shall want 
to be where I can do considerable work in some large library & think I shall spend about one 
month most of my time at Astor & the American Museum Library ___  That is near there.  Say 
five hours per day.  The rest of the Summer I shall be free to swing around in tho if I am at 
home I think I will try & do some work on some fresh water animals.  Our pond is crammed full 
of interesting creatures.  You can help me with that & get quite a little introduction to the study 
of Zoology.  I thank you for going to the Museum Library for me & now darling you have done 
everything you can for me about it and I am very grateful to you for it and sorry that it has used 
up your time in vain.  I don’t know just what I shall do about it.  I hadn’t any idea that the back 
numbers of that periodical were so hard to get hold of.  It is Professor Ernst Haeckels magazine 
& is subscribed for now-a-days by a good many libraries but I suppose that the thing didn’t 
amount to very much before Haeckel got hold of it & so wasn’t so generally taken as it is at 
present.  I think I shall write to Boston Public Library and see what I can do or to the 
Congressional Library & ask for a brief account of the article.  Maybe I shall get it.  I may be able 
to purchase it of some of the German booksellers.  I should publish anything I had upon Limulus 
without having seen Dohrns paper since there is some mention of his results in Balfours 
Embryology but I shouldn’t want to do so if it were a possible thing to get out of it.  I must stop.  
I hope for your Mondays letter tomorrow morning.  Good night my darling, Harry. 
 


