
                                                                                                 Monday morning & noon 
[November 24, 1884] 

My dearest Effie 
      I think that I am wholly to blame for all this suffering to us both because I havent had my 
feelings in better check.  I have written to you about my love & my longings in altogether too 
much detail and you dont & can’t write in the same way & I feel badly & [ill.] & then you think it 
is because you don’t write enough pages _  I try & keep from writing love letters but too 
frequently I write on just saying what I feel & I thot for a time that you would do the same but I 
begin to think that it is not your nature to do so & that I am wrong to expect it.  I read your 
letters thro & only very seldom do I find any thing that is not eminently proper & contained.  
One could easily understand them as letters of purest friendship only _  Now I don’t say this to 
scold or to find more fault for I have done enough of that but only to show you how they effect 
me.  Now I imagine that you do not feel disgusted with me for writing as I have done.  It relieves 
me to do so & I feel constrained when I do not so & you also criticise those letters I think as not 
satisfactory where I contain my self as you habitually do.  I know that you love me.  I believe 
that firmly and yet I find that some tender word written helps me o so much when I hunger so 
for you __  Now I believe that this is at the bottom of the whole matter.  Your letters contain 
the news & are entertaining but there is something more that I absolutely need now that we 
have entered into this new relation.  I haven’t spoken of it so directly before but I have hinted 
at it several times.  I don’t ordinarily give hints & can’t blame you for not seeing them.  I must 
take one of two courses.  Either I must write formal letters & keep all my own feelings toward 
you out of my letters & then I shall of course not look for “gushy” letters from you or else I must 
have more “gush” from you.  I oughtn’t to make you suffer because I am unhappy & I am 
dreadfully sorry for all you have been thro last week.  I know that you love me.  You wouldnt 
care so much if you didn’t and yet I cant help a craving for more love in your letters.  I know 
that you wrote that terrible letter when you were in a terrible mood & I am glad you wrote it to 
me tho’ you might have given me just one word of love in it to help me suffer.  I cant bear to 
think of only two letters a week & I don’t think that that is the true remedy for me.  I hope you 
would see what I need without my having to come out & write in this fashion but I think that I 
had better than to go on any longer & risk your not seeing the real point.  I am foolish & silly 
but I can’t help the feeling that your love is every thing to me & crave “loving” letters as I said.  
The long part isn’t the important part so much as the loving part.  Now Darling do you 
understand all that & do you think me silly?  Reread my letters.  Are they too gushy[?]  Cant you 
see that I want you to tell me more about your love for me[?]  Love letters[,] they call them 
gushy[;] they call it all right.  I don’t care what they call it.  Now search yourself & consider our 
relation as lovers & see if you think that I am right.  I don’t mind a short letter[,] eight pages if 
you couldn’t write any more[,] if that contained some message of love but it is to scan letter 
after letter & find so little that I can nail as loving & tender.  It may be that it is unnatural & 
revolting to you to do this & in that case you can’t[,] simply can’t write these things that you 
feel so deeply.  I think that here is the real solution of this trouble & I only come out & say it so 
frankly because things have gotten so bad.  You see what my Sunday letter was.  O Darling I did 
suffer yesterday.  I didn’t go to the post office for that letter & was lucky not to do have done so 
for it wouldn’t have been there.  Some irregularity in the mail.  It was postmarked N.Y.8 9 P.M.  
I passed a dreadful night last night & some time I will tell you what a horrible dream I had.  I 



think that if you can follow this plan we shall come out all right & I shall be better & you too.  I 
will promise not to cut up so on Sunday again any how.  I will send you what I wrote yesterday 
for there is no time now to rewrite.  Am I not a child to require petting for that is just what it 
amounts to I imagine.  Your first letters did tell me a good deal about your feelings & your 
longings darling & I love to read them over & do so very often & have the places marked so that 
I can find them.  I think darling that this is the whole trouble & so I tell it to you.  I am sure we 
shall both of us suffer all the year but we can’t stand it to suffer as we are doing now.  Your 
brief letter was o how welcome & especially for the last sentence.  Dont think me foolish nor 
silly.  I think that we neednt try the once or twice a week scheme at least not yet.  I wont 
complain at short letters.  I never have yet have I but every thing else fails when your letters 
dont contain some direct message of love.  My own darling am I hard to suit[?]  I have hoped all 
along that you would hit upon this expedient but you didn’t.  If I could see you I should tell you 
all this.  This is the one thing that is so sweet to lovers who can be together and that we can get 
in no other way.  Dont think I don’t feel sure that you love me darling.  I know that but this isn’t 
to prove that you love me but only to make me feel happy & contented away from you.  Do you 
feel as I do about this matter[?]  I think that I am right about it tho of course you may not feel as 
I do quite or your disposition may be so that you wont feel like following the plan.  I write this 
as answer to your letter of this morning.  I shall try to write something tonight.  O my love how 
it makes me feel to think of all I have brought upon you.  But now do you not feel better & think 
me right?  I send the letter of Sunday with some misgiving but I think that if it dont seem tender 
& loving 
Heighho I didn’t know I had gotten a started sheet[,] too late to change now.  You will 
remember that I was trying to write to you any how in spite of all I felt _  Now my own precious 
darling Effie Goodbye.  May be your letter today was so short I shall get one tomorrow.  
     Your own loving 
            Harry 
 
[Written upside down at the bottom of the page, the “started sheet” began:] 
                                                                                                 Purdue Sunday Evg. 
                                                                                                         Nov 23 [84] 
My dear Sue 
      I received your letter in Saturday evenings mail — 
 
 


