
                                                                                     Purdue, Wed. morning, 8:50 am 
                                                                                                  [November 19, 1884] 
My darling darling Effie 
        I have just gotten & read your two letters & have just ten minutes to spare.  I didn’t 
intend to write you anything about my last attack.  I guess I am out of it now but since last 
Sunday morning I have been simply desperate.  I don’t understand myself.  I struggle & fight & 
kick against these terrible moods but the dreadful feeling of want for you is too much for me 
every time.  There is no use in my writing to you when these feelings are in command.  You see 
what it makes you do for you are made unhappy by them & what good does it do me.  The 
letter on Monday morning didn’t help me any.  I wrote to you because I felt that I had to to 
keep my promise.  I didn’t want to write because I felt that I [ill.] should not be able to keep my 
foolish but uncontrollable feelings to myself.  I am a mystery to my self.  I don’t understand my 
self but I know that I am miserably unhappy at times.  Now things seem to be going all right & 
then comes a disappointment & just knocks me clean off my feet.  I don’t see how I can endure 
thro the holidays.  It certainly won’t pay from the work standpoint for I can’t do any decent 
work except where the spur is pressing right into me while I feel as I have of late[,] that is 
Sunday[,] Monday & Yesterday.  It seems a month since last Sunday morning.  This is not your 
fault.  I realize that there is no assignable cause for my behaving & feeling so & I am fighting it 
all the time.  Perhaps I shall overcome pretty soon.  I am hoping & praying that I may but I 
haven’t gotten to the day light yet.  I feel that it wont take a great deal to upset me again tho 
now I am made very happy by your two letters.  In one of them you called me your darling.  I 
am dreadfully foolish I suppose but I just stopped there & thot of all that word implied & it was 
some time before I went on.  Now mind Effie love I am not writing to scold you for there is 
nothing to scold you about.  You are simply lovely to be so charitable toward me & endure all 
my petulance without getting angry.  I guess that a good thoro scolding might be good for me.  
But I write it because I take it you want to know all of any importance that befalls me & this 
mental history is at present the most important thing in my life.  I somehow spur up to do my 
regular work but I couldn’t do a stroke (there goes the bell / 12:45 Well I am back after a full 
mornings work & can give you a few moments more) of work that wasn’t absolutely demanded.  
I dont write you this to make you feel badly or to scold you.  I only write it because I know that 
you ought to know every thing about me.  It is our only way now that we can’t see each other.  
We have got to tell each other all these things that worry us.  On Sunday I was awfully 
disappointed about the letter.  I knew that you had probably done all you could & yet I was 
disappointed.  There is no use in calling it a weakness.  That name sounds foolish for it is an 
overmastering giant.  Weak it certainly is not for it is stronger than all my combined powers __  
I couldn’t have written on Sunday without filling all letter full of complaints.  Now I am all right 
& I believe that I shall not let such a thing as this come on me again.  I see that I dare not expect 
letters at a given time.  There are too many mishaps to come in.  I shant dare to go to the office 
on another Sunday.  The letter is so delightful but the feeling when it fails to come is too utterly 
unendurable & yet there is the feeling that a letter may be there & that makes it about 
impossible to stay home.  I feel very much better & stronger for this struggle.  I think that if I 
don’t risk another disappointment again I shall get along better.  I know now about the letter I 
got on Monday morning but then it failed utterly to comfort me and I was about wild and the 
same yesterday.  This morning as I lay in bed I looked at the pictures & hoped so that a letter 



would come.  It didn’t seem that I could stand it till tomorrow.  It took some time for me to get 
straight when I read the letter.  I want over wasn’t over it when I wrote this morning but I am all 
right now I think.  At least I feel better and go about my work with some elasticity.  I shall make 
a stand against this thing.  I am determined that I shan’t get into such condition again.  It makes 
me ashamed of such lack of control.  I cant understand it.  I never before found it impossible to 
control my self but this thing seems to get complete possession of me like some madness & I 
am utterly helpless no matter how hard I struggle.  It is insane or idiotic I know & I mean to 
make a strong stand next Sunday.  That seems to be my worst day now that I have gotten a 
letter or two on that day __  I thot I had gotten your system & that made me so expectant last 
Sunday.  There hadn’t been any thing since Friday morning & I felt almost certain for the mails 
are dreadfully regular.  They haven’t missed more than once since I have been here to get a 
letter on a definite mail from the time of starting.  Don’t be too hard upon me for the failing nor 
think me silly & weak.  I shall master it & I don’t give up without a struggle.  I know you think 
that I do & it seems so but I do oppose it with all my strength.  I hate to send you this scrap but I 
believe that it is best to do so.  I will write you about some other & pleasanter matters tonight.  
From your own loving longing hungry Harry.                                                   


