
                                                                                                   Purdue Sunday Nov. 2nd [18]84 
                                                                                                    8 P.M. 
My darling darling Effie 
      I have been thinking about you all day long.  I generally do think about you most of the 
time on Sundays but today you have been with me more if possible than usual.  But I have not 
been unhappy in it.  No I have been very very happy for despite the distance the thots of you & 
of your love have been so precious that I could not entertain them and at the same time feel 
unhappy ____  Darling it all seemed so wonderful.  When you first told me that you loved me & 
had just as I had grown to love you it seemed too good to be true and even yet it is only at 
times that I seem to fully realize how very much I am to you.  I feel it all the time but some how 
it isn’t given to me to feel it full strength all the time.  But yesterday morning as I snatched that 
letter which I saw thrust under my door & crawled back into bed[,] there to feast upon its 
contents[,] it seemed some how to just breathe out love & trust.  O my darling what a precious 
treasure this love is.  We tho’t that we loved each other before the confessions came & we did 
but what a faint shadow of the feelings we now feel in full possession of us __  All day today[,] 
all day yesterday[,] I have realized more than usual what I am to you.  That seems to me the 
strangest[,] that you should love me.  I am not now going to go into any self deprecation of 
character for you have peremptorily forbidden me to do that.   I am only just telling you how I 
feel & I cant very well help running into that.  I guess that I should stand convicted of writing 
love letters should I not but I cant help it darling.  Since I can’t see you & tell you I must write 
what I feel.  I can’t bottle it till next summer.  I fear for the bottle should I try.  You have never 
told me to not write such things so much so I indulge myself.  Well all day long you have been 
with me.  I have been reading Dr. Sevier[,] Cable’s latest novel.  Have you read it?  You wouldn’t 
enjoy it as much as I do I think for I find in the heroine of the story your perfect image, a young 
wife who is such a stay & comfort to a rather helpless man.  I must say that I should not feel 
flattered to have you compare me with the man but Cable must have studied you personally to 
produce such a character, such love & devotion.  I felt from the start the greatest admiration 
for the girl.  I don’t now a days take the slightest interest in love stories.  They all seem so tame 
to me of late.  Since I have felt the real thing once I can’t be fed on shallows but here the case 
was different & the artist had placed before me the very character of my own realized dream & 
I adored __  I fear you think that I dont spend my Sundays very profitably, if I spend all my time 
in thinking about you but I venture that you will find that your mind when not actually engaged, 
plays you much the same tricks. 
       I wrote you a letter last night but the first part didn’t suit me at all as I read it over this 
morning.  It was about some work I had done during the day upon some Hog remains from 
some epidemic or epizootic & tho you are interested in my work perhaps you would have not 
quite enjoyed that especially by letter tho I think I could interest you if I could tell it to you.  I 
wrote on in my interest forgetting that you had not yet been a biologist long enough to enjoy a 
post mortem.  And so my darling I think that I had better not send that letter.  It couldn’t get 
away before this one any how & I will put the rest of it in here.  I want you to gradually get up 
an interest in some of the parts of my work which seem at first sight to the uninitiated to be 
revolting but which really are very interesting.  I don’t suppose that you would ever get up 
interest enough to care to conduct in person a P.M. but I feel sure that you will sometime feel 



sure that you will sometime feel a genuine interest in the scientific bearings of the facts which 
the P.M. brings out. 
        Have you seen the picture in Harpers Weekly about a couple of weeks ago of the 
wonderful giants causeway which O’Rourke has exposed in the Orange Mountain?  Do you 
remember the peculiar trap formation which we saw one day when we were driving in 
Llewellyn Park[?]  It is the same sort of thing but this is of course much more perfect & larger.  I 
enclose a clipping from Newark Daily about it.  It is [ill.].  I meant to have sent it when I cut it 
out but somehow it hasn’t gotten in before.  Please return the clipping.  I want to file it for 
future reference __ 
      I have now gotten quite well acquainted with Miss Weed & Miss Elder & they are very 
good company & we have real good times together.  Miss Elder has so much cold that she can’t 
sing so I guess that the music scheme will fall through __  But we spend an hour or so on 
Tuesdays & Saturdays in reading & we are now going thro Little Dorrit.  I hadn’t read it & so 
when they seemed to want Dickens I suggested that.  I am not devoted to Dickens.  I used to 
like him but he is so eternally trying to work upon one by sort of stagey devices that I see thro it 
& get rather tired of him ___  It is wonderfully graphic tho & Little Dorrit puts the old Debtors 
Prison before ones eyes drawn to the very life.  Of course one must keep in mind that Dickens 
wrote many of his books with another motive than the highest art.  Miss Elder is a capital 
reader but her voice has been very bad of late from cold so we haven’t gotten very much out of 
her.  I should have preferred something a trifle more improving for that reading.  Perhaps I can 
get something in after we get thro this.  Some art or musical history or criticism I should like or 
some literary essays or else some of the better (I don’t mean better exactly[;] at least many 
would take me up on it) novelists like Thackerey[,] Eliot[,] Hawthorne etc.  I don’t feel quite like 
letting “better” stand like that either for Dickens has certainly entitled to a better place than 
that word indicates.  I mean more suited to my particular taste.  I think that of late years 
Dickens has rather tired me.  I feel that it is a sort of labor to undertake to read him.  I feel that 
it is lucky for me that I read about all his novels when I was young before this change came on 
me but now there is this in his books that somehow irritates me. He seems at the time to be 
trying to produce the effect he is producing.  If he wants you to feel bad he keeps stringing on 
the pathetic incidents & seems to be marking up your feelings so evidently.  But still I do not 
find Little Dorrit devoid of interest by any means for the incidents of the book are of them 
selves so interesting and told so vividly that one can’t fail to be entertained.  His style too[,] the 
similes he gets in & the reiterated statement of the same idea in [ill.] one is bound to entertain 
a reader.  Some nights we strike a terribly dreary chapter.  We read one the other night[,] the 
circumlocution office where he was hitting upon the infinite amount of red tape in certain 
government offices where he was straining terribly to be funny but with very indifferent 
success _____ I saw an editorial in the Nation for Oct 16 (16) sixteenth on Italian vs. German 
opera.  I wish you would glance it thro & tell me what you think of it.  It strikes me as pretty 
sound.  That reminds me of the compliment of Mr. Hyde.  I am afraid that you are fooling me 
about that.  I think that any man who knew as much about music as you reported him would 
have too good a musical sense to disdain your playing it and I know that I am prejudiced __ but 
if Mr. Hyde has the pleasure of hearing better performances all the time he is a fortunate 
individual & has rare felicity.  Don’t think I am either crazy or giving you taffy.  I thing Darling 
that you know what I think abut it.  I told you last winter.  I have had no reason since to change 



that opinion.  I haven’t written to Annie Wisner about it.  I haven’t yet forgiven her for behaving 
so when you wanted to write to me.  It may have seemed funny to her to annoy you in that way 
but Darling I really do not consider it a particularly witty performance to willfully annoy people.  
As I look over that last sentence I cannot resist an inward avowal that I have only recently 
reached such a state of perfection & once was capable of doing anything which I thot teased 
people, tho I don’t really think I kept it up when I saw they were down right annoyed.   
     As you may imagine I felt rather seedy yesterday.  After I finished reading your letter 
twice I got up & was taking my bath when Keyes I heard a knock at my door.  “Who’s there.”  
“Keyes.”  Ha thot I.  What’s up now __  “Well what do you want?” opening the door a crack.  “I 
am sick & can’t do that work.”  “All right” said I.  “Leave it until some other time.”  Later I found 
out that he had told Dr Smart that he went to bed early the night before.  Yes he did go to bed 
very early (in the morning).  It is fun to see how these boys think they fool us __ The pen seems 
to be working perfectly ___  I think that the trouble with it was that the ink gave out.  You cant 
probably get as much ink in when you fill at the hind end.  Did you notice how many fillers ful 
you put in.  Please notice how many pages it writes & let me know.   
         You spoke about your letters getting to me as soon if mailed in the afternoon as in the 
morning & if they leave N.Y. by 6 P.M.  Otherwise I get them in the afternoon.  Here is part of a 
schedule I have kept. 
          New York postmark                                       delivered here  
            Sunday 9 PM. ____                                       Tuesday AM PM 
            Tuesday 11:30 AM. ___                                Thursday A.M. 
            Wed. 9 PM.                                            Friday PM 
            Fri. 6 am                                               Sunday AM 
            Sunday 10 PM __                                         Tues. AM        
            Monday 12 am                                      Wed. AM 
            Thursday 6 PM__                                         Sat. AM__ 
 
You can see from this that it dont make any difference at what time of day they go into the box 
so long as they leave the city by 6 P.M.  I think that one horrible thing about our separation is 
the time it takes to get the answer to a letter.  The letter I wrote on Thursday night Oct 23 went 
as quickly as possible but you didn’t get it on Saturday till night.  Then you answered as quickly 
as possible & I didn’t get the answer till Wednesday morning[,] almost a whole week.  If I were 
at Baltimore I think we could get the mails down so fine that we could get letters around in 
forty eight hours ___  But we arent in Baltimore.  If I were I should have been with you long ere 
this.  Darling I didn’t blame you for writing as you did in the letter you wrote me when you were 
suffering so[,] that letter of Saturday.  As I read it over now it seems even more desperate than 
it did at the time.  I fairly shudder at what I have caused you to suffer.  O my precious love was 
it not selfish in me to write any thing that could have made you feel so badly[?]  I do can not 
now recall what it may have been but I am always so blundering.  I have no right to have the 
love and devotion of a sympathetic tender loving woman.  But I have it.  Of that there is no 
doubt and it will make me more careful & less blundering in the future.  My darling your letter 
of Saturday morning was precious to me __  I do not call it doubt at all Darling[,] my love for 
you[,] for you love me beyond anything[,] everything else.  I know that.  I even felt sure that you 
wanted to write to me when you didn’t write tho I couldn’t know how much you felt about it.  



But it seemed to me that you were pressed by claims from all around & felt that the present 
claims were the most urgent.  You hated to offend any one & didn’t fully realize how I should 
feel about it.  That is the way I thot about it and some how my spirit just got up & rebelled in 
spite of my reason __  It was simply a great heart hunger which would not be satisfied and all 
my philosophy amounted to nothing against that cry __  It was all right to say to my soul “Be 
still.  You have no right to be hungry.”  That was philosophy but it didn’t satisfy the hunger.  It 
was in the power of only one person in the whole broad world to satisfy that hunger my darling.  
Well it is all right now & we are all the happier for now we know better than ever how very very 
dear we are to one another.  I think too that when you establish a practice of writing regularly 
people will come to recognize that it is a sort of engagement and cease to intrude upon you __  
I don’t really know what to think about the folks at home.  They haven’t written at all this week.  
At least I haven’t had a single letter.  I think it is down right shabby & not a bit less than that.  I 
am mad but I think that your counsel is wisest & shall try & hold my tongue.  Well Darling they 
can cut up all they please.  I haven’t done a single thing to offend them and if they want to 
imagine trouble they may.  I think that I won’t write home at all this week.  I tried that once 
before when I was at Middletown & they all of them neglected me for some time.  That brought 
them around ___   Now I don’t mind it so much for darling I have you & your intense love & that 
is enough to make me give up anything or everything.  Only it galls me to have them so foolish 
when no one needs give up anything.  I shall get a letter from you in the morning.  I am so glad I 
didn’t go to the P.O. today for I thot I shouldn’t get any thing.  I shall feel sorry if the one has 
been there all day today. 
Goodnight my darling Effie. 
       Ever your own loving Harry 
 
Mag hasn’t sent me her picture or any thing else.  I think she is mad about something & when 
she gets mad she is very sullen over it.  I shouldn’t wonder if she didn’t write all winter. 
 
 
My dear Effie 
     I have gotten your todays Monday’s letter.  It must have spent Sunday in the P.O.  I 
shan’t get time to write today I fear as I am pretty well filled up but will write tomorrow __  I 
foresaw the complication that would arise when you came to Sunday but on the every other 
day letter scheme & wondered how you would settle it.  I should like you to write on Sunday 
each week.  Somehow I feel most like writing to you then & should think that you would feel 
the same.  You might write on Sunday extra once in two weeks but I leave it to you.  I look for a 
letter every other day any how and as many outside ones as you can put in in addition.  You 
think that I was hard darling dont you.  Well if you send me a good loving letter every other day 
I shall keep quiet.  I know that you do love me but I don’t get tired of having you tell me so.  I 
may possibly write tonight but doubt it.  Dont look for any Monday letter ___  There goes the 
bell.  Goodbye my own darling. 
    Yours ever Harry 
 
 
1:30 PM — Monday 



I send a copy of the paper with an acc of the Sanitary Convention.  Also some it contains 
Blaines speech.  I admire him more for that speech than I did before.  It is pretty good for a 
beaten candidate.  What he says about the Solid South & Democracy is my strongest objection 
to the Democrats as a National Party. 
 


