
                                                                                                            Purdue 
                                                                                                             Saturday Evg — 

11. pm— 
Oct 18, 1884 

My own darling Effie, 
       Have you been disappointed in not receiving a letter from your own Harry for the last 
day or two?  Do not blame the mails.  It is I who must be blamed for I didn’t write on Thursday 
or Friday.  I had another of my fits because I didn’t get your letter & this time it turns out that 
you had written on both Monday & Tuesday but for some unaccountable reason the Tuesdays 
letter didn’t reach me till today.  Did you entrust it to some one to mail?  It didn’t leave the New 
York P.O. till Thursday the 16th at 10:30 A.M. or [are] you learning one of my old tricks & 
forgetting to mail letters[?]  Dear I beg [ill.] that habit.  On Friday I was awfully out of sorts.  I 
can’t help feeling so tho’ I do fight hard against it but I didn’t mean to have told you anything 
about it. fo  I didn’t write on those days because I knew I couldn’t write a pleasant letter.  I 
should do what I had just promised not to do & I didn’t want to find fault with you again.  On 
Friday I looked for the Wednesday letter which I thought might come.  It hasn’t come yet.  I 
can’t quite understand it & shall go to the office tomorrow morning.  It may be there then.  I 
suppose my own that I ought to be stronger but that craving for yourself has too deep a hold 
upon me.  I can’t literally I can’t help it.  I am quite sure that writing every day only makes me 
worse not better & hereafter I am going to write only after I have gotten a letter.  I shan’t then 
look for your letters as I do now for the writing some how makes me ten times more anxious to 
hear from you __  I suppose that this will continue thro the year until we are released.  I hope 
you don’t suffer so darling darling girl.  It is almost more than I can bear to have you so long 
time from me.  But I wont dwell on this horrible thing.  It only aggravates your own suffering 
which is bad enough.   

I have had a [ill.] frame made for your four pictures and you can’t imagine how much 
comfort I get from looking at them darling.  They aren’t [ill.] perfect.  There isn’t in any or all 
combined my own Effie as I see her image in my minds eye but they are such a consolation.  
They were getting soiled before but now they are protected & I can have them on my table all 
the time.  I suppose that if any one sees this they will think that I am daft but not many persons 
come to my room ___  How I enjoyed your Tuesdays letter.  I was so starved for it.  It was so 
good of you to write after your tiresome day at Orange and so mean of me to be so impatient 
for your letter.  What you said about the folks at home is so like you to say.  But I have already 
written not at all in anger but I only spoke about how it had all grown upon us until we could no 
longer be kept apart, how we had not meant to be so bad at Madison & had done so more 
unconsciously than otherwise & how we both now saw that we must have made them feel 
badly.  Then I told Sue that if they did think that we were improper to have mercy for we were 
scarcely accountable beings.  I said that I might be mistakened.  Perhaps their not writing was 
due to pressure of other duties.  I made the letter very kindly for I felt so & not angry at all.  I 
have not heard from any of the girls this week.   Papa wrote last Sunday.  That is all I have had 
from home this week.  It seems a little hard.  I am so far from all my friends[,] not a single 
person for hundreds of miles who knows or cares for me.  Your letters are almost all I have from 
home.  If it were not for them I should get desperate.  Mind now dearest, I don’t feel certain 
that they are provoked with me but I fancy it is so.  Sue hasn’t referred to you at all in her last 



two letters.  Don’t you think that it would be a good thing for you to go up there and spend a 
night or spend Sunday.  You might go up from Orange after your lesson.  They would meet you 
at the depot.  You could then find out how things are.  I think from Sues letter to you that things 
must be all right.  They are certainly cordial & yet why don’t they write?  They can’t be so busy 
that they can’t write at all ___   Darling your reference to our relations at Madison touched me 
deeply __  It was terrible was it not to be there together[,] both of us full & yet to be so far 
apart.  So thin a veil between us & yet that veil so absolutely opaque.  Tell me have I guessed 
right in thinking how I know your feelings toward me[,] that you were thinking of me that day 
on the hill when I caught your eye thro the strands of the hammock.  O if I had only spoken 
then or before how much pleasure we might both have had __  You ask if I remember the 
afternoon we tried to play Beethovens fourth Symphony?  Yes I remember it well but I couldn’t 
see then what I can see now __  Effie darling it is still a mystery to me how you can love me, but 
such a heaven that you do, but then I somehow never dreamed of attributing anything you did 
to your loving me __  I suppose I didn’t have the requisite cheek __  I couldn’t see it then.  I can 
see it now.  How much we both suffered then as well as how much we both enjoyed.  That last 
Sunday at Madison was the happiest Sunday I have ever spent in spite of all the [ill.] pain.  Our 
walk to church[,] the service together.  I didn’t do much of any thing during the service but 
think about you.  You perhaps were more proper but it was too delightful to have you there 
with me.  Then the walk in the afternoon was such a pleasure.  I don’t remember very much 
that we read.  It was the being together that I enjoyed.  Well I love to think over those days.  
We were like two persons in a wood hidden from one another & yet slowly & surely 
approaching one another.  Any one looking on from a distance might have wondered how it 
was we didn’t see each other but our eyes were blinded by the dense undergrowth & we didn’t 
some how see thro it.   

I wonder we didn’t find each other out sooner but I am oh so glad that we did at last 
learn to know one anothers hearts a little, infinitely more than we ever had despite all the years 
of intimate friendship, but still only a little compared with what we shall know.  
        You asked about the Schubert Symphony.  I think its regular title is the C Minor [ill.] tho 
the opening measures are in Major.  I am wrong here.  It is the opening in C minor then comes 
the major.  I haven’t the music here & cant give the title & number.  You wont have any trouble 
in finding it.  How I wish we might play it together.  I fear darling we shant find it easy to play 
together at first because I shall go crazy when I am so near you & be unable to do anything 
except sit and look at you and think of all we have been through.  I send you a poin poem by 
Adelade Proctor.  Dont think that I mean it to apply [ill.] to us for it don’t but there are some 
places in it that are so very true ___ 
       “Someone whom I love this very hour 
       Thinks of me & loves me far away___ 
       If as well may be tonight has found her 
       Full of other thoughts with others by 
       Thro the words & claims that gather round her 
       She will hear just one long half smothered sigh” 
 
O my darling this is an imperious ruler this cupid.  His hand may be soft but it is more powerful 
than steel.  He compels my thoughts to go out of the laboratory and away over the dreary miles 



to New York City & there in all that vast city to single out one single person while for the instant 
the students bending over their microscopes fall out of sight & I commune with that distant 
spirit.  Only a moment tho for I don’t let my mind wonder often at these times but now & then 
the face comes up & will not be shut out.  I meant when I started not to have written this sort 
of a letter but tonight I felt that I couldn’t do any thing else after my pen began to wriggle but 
let some part of the thoughts that about consume me slip out.  Darling it is hard.  You must 
write just as often as you can & I will always answer your letters on the day I get them.  That 
will make it as easy as we can have it.  Write something to strengthen me.  I believe your spirit 
is stronger than mine.  Goodbye my own darling darling Effie with an ocean of love.  Your own 
Harry. 
            


