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O Effie my Darling 
     I love you beyond all else -  I love you better than my science which is only a means and 
not and end _  Darling you know & believe this.  You must know that I love you & you must now 
see this.  I want position not for my own sake but because I want to have some thing that it is 
worth your while to share -  Darling I ought not to have written last Sunday tho I felt so much 
better when I wrote than I did during the morning.  You have not caught my meaning quite in 
some places, & if interpreted in the best way the letter must have pained you _  I wonder 
Darling that you do not hate me instead of loving me for I deserve such misery as that for my 
own capers __  O Effie what shall I write[?]  What shall I say that will cure your pain for I have 
made you think that I doubted your love for me & that thought is poison & makes you 
completely miserable.  I don’t know why it is but some times when your letters fail me it seems 
as tho a very demon came into my soul.  I am so glad I destroyed the letter I wrote on Friday.  O 
if that had gone I should be crazy now & you would be crazy tomorrow _  It seems to me now 
that I shan’t get like this again.  I do not dare to quite believe this but it seems so.  I think now 
that I shall not again be so miserable because it seems to me that [I] must believe in your love[,] 
desperate as it is in spite of all the poisonous thoughts that the devil can put into my head_  
Darling I want to tell you of one thing in which I think you misunderstood my letter.  You tho’t I 
meant to imply that you wanted to hurry me[,] that I believed that you would want me to give 
up some schemes _   I did not think that of you.  I adore you adore & worship too fine a nature 
in you to think you capable of any such feeling.  No my Darling I know you never dreamed of 
any such thing when you consented to marry in the summer if 86.  If I said so I only understood 
this as you meant it[,] that you would be perfectly ready to commit yourself to my keeping at 
any time.  Effie Darling Effie I realize what a trust that must be which you have in me.  I wont 
say that I am flattered by such confidence for that is too weak.  I am exalted beyond anything I 
ever knew whenever I think what it means to you to marry me.  Darling I cannot understand 
such love but O to feel that I have it[,] your love[,] such a love as that[,] it makes me only too 
happy.  No Darling I did not intend that you should understand that I felt that you had done 
such an unwomanly thing as your understanding of my meaning implies.  I meant that my love 
for you is of such character that I felt sure that I could not endure a long engagement.  Neither 
indeed do I believe I can _  I think that your love for me would help you to endure all things but 
darling I feel that I shall never now be truly happy until we can be together all the time and I 
shall have to give up till sometime in the future what were my bachelor schemes.  Darling don’t 
misunderstand this matter.  Indeed it is as I tell you and you are unselfish in your love for me & 
you ought to have written to me & told me that I am a selfish man (all men are) & that I don’t 
care how miserable I make you _  Now Darling you will send me that unhappy letter & let me 
hold it in trust for you.  I don’t want it when you can look it over and see how miserable & small 
I am or I fear it will lower me in your estimation.  Won’t you let me keep it for you?  I promise 
not to let it come to any harm & will return it when I think that I have shown myself better than 
it would let you think me.  (Interrupted by chapel) _  O my own Darling what can I say to you to 
make you happy once more?  Why must I let my own miserable moods destroy your happiness 
too.  I ought to believe you when you say you can’t write.  It implies a doubt of your love & that 



it is that hurts you so.  Of if I might only put my arm about you[,] draw you to me while I tell you 
what I think & feel when these spells come over me.  I am truly miserable in them & worse yet I 
must go & make you unhappy too.  Darling you did right to send me your letter & I see now 
what I made you suffer by my letter.  The letter makes me full of remorse & yet to save my soul 
I can’t help feeling o so happy to be the object of your precious precious love_  

O Effie how can I who am such a miserable weak object rejoice in being the object of 
such love as yours.  And yet I am so very selfish that it makes my heart leap up every time I 
think of it or look over your beautiful noble letter.  Darling I do not deserve such love as yours.  
Darling can you forgive me for being so weak as to give way again.  And then on Friday too tho 
of this you don’t know.  Did my letter yesterday grieve you some more?  It makes me wildest to 
think that you think that you are interfering with my own pet schemes for I know you & know 
that this tho’t is poison in you mind __  Darling I never had a scheme so petted as this one I 
have now that I shall make you my wife.  O it makes me so happy as I think of it.  I feel now that 
I can never wait to earn success alone but must earn it with you by my side.  O Darling please 
forgive me for what I made you think.  I said that I tho’t that to be engaged too soon would 
change ones plans & would curtail Some of his purposes & I think it would unless he were less 
madly & wildly in love than I am but Darling I am far enough now so that I can succeed in spite 
of this change.  Had I loved you & told you of it been loved as I am now before I went to Johns 
Hopkins it might have resulted in my never going there _ and had I not gone there I should 
never have been able to fit myself for a first class position.  Now I can do so.  I don’t give up my 
European scheme at all but I don’t think I shall go a year from next Summer because Darling a 
year from next Summer I am going Bermuda with Mrs Osborn to study geology[,] to collect for 
Purdue Museum & in particular to make up for all that the present Miss Loag & the present HL 
Osborn have endured before they became man & wife _  Now Effie read that letter over & see 
if you haven’t misunderstood me & then return the letter to me for the present.  I don’t want 
you to have it to read over & feel that I was weak to have ever written it.  O Effie Do you think I 
could give you up[?]  Do you think that I didnt reflect upon all it meant to tell you of my love[?]  
Do you think that I did not know beforehand that if you loved me it was a life & death matter[,] 
that you are too much in earnest to ever love a man & not at the same time love him utterly.  
No I knew when I asked you to marry me that I loved you beyond all else.  Effie I had been 
studying you for years.  Do you suppose that I would have embraced every chance to be with 
you if I hadn’t admired you.  When I found that this admiration had grown into intense love for 
you I thought ten times harder about it.  I love Effie.  That is certain.  Shall I speak now.  I can’t 
offer her a fine home nor a life of luxury & ease.  But if I know Effie she has a heart capable of a 
deeper longing than one for ease & self gratification.  When her heart wakes up & she loves a 
man she will go to the end of the earth with him.  She will love him utterly _  If she loves me she 
will share with me what I have & will be happy & content & miserable otherwise.  And I!  Dare I 
tell her?  Have I any thing in me to call out such love?  Some strange perversion made me feel 
that I was not the man.  But I longed for your love _  Then I told you & you made me happy _  
And do you think that I could change from that feeling & be willing to give up this precious 
treasure that I have in some way won?  No I could not ever if every thing else had to go.  Darling 
your heart tells you rightly when you say “Some thing tells me that you will never give me up.”  
Darling things will not be three times worse at the end of nine months than they are at the end 
of three months.  They will & can’t ever be worse than they have been.  I have the faith to 



believe they will be better from this time _  (Interruption Supper & a caller who stayed till eight 
oclock) And now my own precious treasure kiss me in forgiveness and say that you will not lay 
this up against me.  I know I am weak & selfish.  I ought to better appreciate your trials which 
you undergo like a true brave woman.  You make yourself ten times dearer to me than ever 
when you behave so well _  I can’t somehow write you as I feel tonight.  My feelings more than 
ever defy all my attempts at writing them on paper.  Give you up!  My Effie!  Give my Effie up!  
Better to give her up so that I can be an eminent man and learned in the lore of the Molluscan 
Gill?  Oh no!  If it were necessary the molluscan Gill could go over board for Darling your love is 
absolutely necessary to my happiness now _  I think that I may have exaggerated the effect of 
Mammas letter for as it does not seem so bad but I had written her a long letter & told her how 
I was feeling & how I felt about the girls and she I hoped would sympathize more with me but 
she made so little of it that at the time it hurt me more than it helped me.  I don’t know but 
that the girls are feeling better than I imagine & you must not judge them wholly from what I 
say for I of course don’t see them quite straight at present.  I hope my last Sundays letter will 
set them all straight & I await its answer with the greatest impatience.  I got four pages from 
home last week but Sue was away & so I missed her letter.  Papa is a trump and we can count 
on him I feel sure.  I hope you will go there again soon if you can feel like doing so for it will do 
him a good deal of good & beside it will help to straighten out the others.  I know that I am 
asking a good deal but Darling I believe it will help us _  I can’t understand Sue nor believe that 
she is willingly treacherous _  Remember that she has funny ideas about love just as all do who 
have never known it.  We thought Mame Hiller funny you know but I have more charity for her 
now than I once had, for I have been just as bad so Sue thinks in my treatment of Belle as we 
ever thot she was in her worst capers.  O Darling as I look your precious letter through I feel O 
so happy at all it shows me.  I can’t help the feeling of happiness in spite of the sense that you 
were suffering dreadfully my Broken hearted Effie.  O Darling how can I say any thing to mend 
that broken heart _  My good for nothing Effie.  Darling how unhappy you must have been 
when you wrote that.  I will not[,] I can not write any thing else tonight but how badly I feel & 
how happy I am at the same time _  Effie Effie can’t I be better after this[?]  I have tried & failed 
two or three times.  Isn’t this my last failure[?]  I do pray that it may be & I shall try & I think 
that when I feel badly again if I do ever that this precious letter of yours telling me at once of 
your suffering & your ineffable love will keep me straight.  I can’t seem to say enough about this 
Effie Love _  It seems to me that I cant think about anything else tonight except this wonderful 
unselfish love.  You have called yourself selfish.  Well!  If the world contained more selfish 
persons of your sort we should have a promise of the millennium.  I won’t tell you quite all I 
think about your selfishness for it would seem like flattery but I worship it & wish I had some of 
the same kind.  Darling can you forgive me for making you suffer thus?  I want you to feel that 
you do forgive me & to write to me that you think you can forgive it & then scold me as I 
deserve & I shall be better _  Effie Love there is one good thing that has come to me out of all 
this and it is this[,] I feel so little & so humbled as I contemplate your love that I think I shall not 
be able to lower my self respect enough to even get into such a state again.  I will repeat now 
what I said once before about being angelic.  If understanding my letter as you did you had 
treated me with scorn when you thot I hinted that you wanted me to hurry up & marry you it 
would have served me exactly right.  But Darling I appreciate your treatment and shall in the 
future be a better boy _  As to coming home I think that nothing could be better for me & yet I 



dare not.  I should have to borrow the money & that would be bad to begin with.  Then I think 
that all the folks would think it extravagant.  That also would be bad _ in the present state of 
things.  I must stand it till Summer & then O My Beloved we shall be so happy _  It isn’t so very 
long.  Do you see how fast we are checking out the days[?]  Dec. 14.  Only five whole months & 
one half of December gone & not long in June.  Time is crawling away & the hardest part of my 
year is gone now _  Give you up!  O Effie.  Give you up.  Break the engagement.  Ha Ha Never.  I 
might as well talk of giving up entirely & shut up the shop _  You not worth it!  My Darling girl 
you don’t know what you are worth _  You  know what it says about the pearl of great price in 
the Scriptures _  I am not going to resign that pearl you may depend.  Effie Love dont you have 
a single misgiving about having written to me as you did.  Don’t you ever hesitate to do it for 
you can never go wrong when you do it.  I have a black nature at times.  Some thing seems to 
take hold of me & make every thing seem distorted.  Even your beautiful image then seems 
distorted but I will[,] I will fight this demon off.  He will not bother me again.  Your letter shows 
me that when most unhappy your belief in me & your trust in me is just the same as ever.  This 
shall be my case after this.  You will think me as bad [as] the drunkards who are forever 
promising to reform soon but only believe me this time & I wont go off again __  I can’t leave 
you and write to any one else & do any thing else _  I believe that you will understand me & 
forgive me for my Sundays slip.  Maybe you have done so already.  Who knows?  You are so 
forgiving & kind to me when I hurt you so but darling I wont do so again __  I have been looking 
over one thing in your dear mothers letter.  She writes me [“]Effie has a very sensitive nature & 
needs gentle & loving treatment which I feel sure she will get from you.”  O Effie how I have 
abused that confidence of your mothers.  If she knew I feel quite sure that she would feel 
nothing but horror toward me _  Jule writes in the same strain & her I make you broken hearted 
_  Darling I shall not forgive myself soon for this behavior nor I believe every repeat it.  I don’t 
offer any excuse for it.  It is only my perverse & gloomy spirit & I need a stern rebuke[,] not only 
this unconscious rebuke but one from your own dear lips _  Tomorrow night I will write you 
about my hunt & how a lucky accident brought me back in time to get your letter of 
Wednesday.  I had had to go away before the mail had come in _  I did not send you a letter on 
either Thursday or Friday but perhaps my Tuesday & Wednesdays letters helped you some to 
see that I was better.  I thot when I read my Sundays letter before sending it that it was all right.  
I was very hopeful then that my letter home would do good & hope so yet.   Mamma who is 
naturally despondent had cast me down & the disappointment of Sunday morning I did not 
meet as I ought to have met it __  Then last week I seemed to want you so badly __  But Effie I 
don’t say this to excuse my Sundays letter.  I ought to have seen how it would strike you _  Now 
Darling do you feel better[?]  Let me look into your eyes & see the light of love there & let me 
look at your lips & see a smile & hear you say “I forgive you Harry” and let me see your step 
once more elastic & happy[,] showing me that you are your self again “my happy Effie”.  O 
Darling the distance is great but I see you[,] almost see your physical presence.  You seem by 
my side at my elbow as I write & seem to look up into my face with an expression that makes 
you seem angelic.  Do you know I surreptitiously studied your face closely last summer when I 
was pretending to sketch it.  Of course the sketch wasn’t a success but I see you as you sat in 
the big chair in the bay window in the library — that scene is photographed in my head.  I see 
you as you sat with me the day we drove to Whippany.  I see you as we went to church 
together on Sunday morning _  You are with me as you seemed that day on the hill but best of 



all you are with me very often as you seemed as you sat in the north east corner of a certain car 
on the elevated rail road & told me that you no longer felt toward me as a mere friend and as 
you were when you crossed the ferry with me and as we stood speechless at the moment of 
parting.  Every one of these & a hundred more times are pictures that I could draw had I the 
power with a pencil.  Darling do you remember one night when we were standing upon the 
porch at the Hillers that summer[?]  You may have forgotten it, but I haven’t.  You were trying 
to teach me to waltz & my arm was thrown about your waist.  I felt then that the position 
common place as it was for waltzers was almost a caress on my part.  I fluctuated after that a 
good way from you but now I remember that attitude and have often in all the years that have 
gone since then.  That night we came down from Newburg it was such a delight to be so near 
you.  Tho I felt it almost a sacrilege to touch you I couldn’t help it & so at Madison when you 
were so dreadfully attractive that I couldn’t help touching you with my hands when ever I had 
the slightest excuse.  More often than I ought I yielded to this desire to only touch you.  O am I 
not soft? & foolish?  You will find me a dreadfully gushy fellow when you & I get together.  I 
wonder if I shall completely disgust you __  I love to think over all these things & hundreds 
more.  How I enjoyed that ride from Orange to Madison & back.  How I used to enjoy being with 
you then & at Orange before I ever dreamed what I really felt _  And then when we went about 
together in New York from time to time.  Last Christmas time when we went to church on 
Sunday to St. Marys & St. Francis __  Our walks in the park.  You always seemed to like to see 
me & made no bones of owning that & were so cordial & genuine in it all & you always kept me 
so till the last minute.  It is my pet failing to love to have made some thing of & it always 
seemed a real pleasure to you to have me come to see you wherever you were.  I recall out 
visits together at Orange.  I remember when I called there when you were so very sick & how I 
was not let in to see you & the night I tried a flute[,] violin & piano composition & made such a 
botch & all that[,] the dear dear old days when we were like two happy children who didn’t 
dream of what was to come but only that we were happy in being together.  Do you remember 
the time in the Summer at Milburn when we were out in the woods sitting together upon a 
rock.  I was telling you about my passion for little Lillie Buttz & I never saw that really you were 
more to me than she was tho I didn’t dream it _  We were children then.  At least I was _  O 
Darling all these things spread out through so many years are golden links in a long chain that 
has been winding around us.  Do you remember Tennyson’s Lady of Shallot[?]  She wove a web 
& when she looked to Camelot she was caught in this web_  In her case the issue was bad __  
We have been winding a chain about ourselves & now we discover it & find out how tightly we 
have bound ourselves together.  We couldn’t bear the least thot of severance.  You remember 
the little bit I quoted once before. 
        “I was a gem concealed  

me my burning ray revealed.” 
The very thing this gem so long concealed in both our hearts.  Darling I ought to be very 
miserable tonight[,] oughtn’t I[,] for I have made you suffer but to be perfectly honest I am not.  
I am very very happy _  You are very very near me tonight.  I feel your presence.  Our souls are 
united tho our bodies are far apart.  And it is this that makes me so happy[,] not that you have 
suffered so but that you love me so very very much _  Our trials are truly trials.  We must have 
been sundered by these trials if our love were not so strong as to triumph over all.  Darling I 
oughtn’t to feel so happy as I do for you even now are worried & anxious.  How I shall long for 



the answer to this letter!  But I can’t help feeling happy.  All my misery seems gone (all of it of 
my own making) and I feel O so very happy  ____  I haven’t written you much of my physical 
history but my metaphysical history has claimed me wholly today since I got your letter.  You 
advise me not to undertake the Sunday School class.  But Darling I believe I shall not heed your 
advice this time.  Soon after Christmas I shall drop my class in physiology & have lighter work & 
then I shall have more time.  I feel that I have worked too close almost this term but now the 
term is about over & I shall have a resting spell.  I don’t think I have over worked.  I feel fresh & 
vigorous tho I dont gain any pounds of flesh yet _  I really feel that I ought to take the class for 
the students need some one over there to teach them who knows the peculiar needs of a 
student & I am quite sure that I can help them.  The religious tone of the school is not good.  
The boys too many of them lead moral rather than religious lif lives.  I think it is easy for me to 
sink into a state of nonchalance in regard to leading a life of vital active religious work.  I am apt 
to feel that science pure & simple is my vocation & this is so materialistic that it easily leads one 
to semi-indifference as to spiritual matters without his noticing.  It is so absorbing that one 
tends to rather neglect the inner religious life.  I feel that I neglect my bible & my religious study 
& that this will also be a help to me _  I do love to feel that I am helping any one along in the 
religious life tho I find it very hard to speak of my religious experiences to people in general.  
Something in me shrinks from a sort of publicity that some persons seeks but I firmly believe in 
my religion & further believe that it is the only hope for unhappy man[,] that without it the 
noblest moral life has a gross omission.  It has been devoted christians who have impressed me 
as the noblest men with whom I have ever come into personal contact _  There have been a 
few choice spirits whom I have had the good fortune to know intimately.  Of these those whom 
I have most admired & revered were active Christian workers _                   

I will enclose mamma’s letter.  I think I was wrong to feel about it as I did & yet I send it 
to you.  Now Darling forgive me for treating you as I have.  I wont do so again.  I long for your 
presence in the body tho I feel that we are together in spirit.  I have felt much better while 
writing to you.  I don’t think that the first part of this letter is very coherent but I will send it just 
as it is.  It will show you how I felt better perhaps than I can tell you _  And now my own Darling 
Effie good night.  Do you forgive your erring Harry.  Do you still think that I think more of 
Science than I think of Effie[?]  Science dont love me as Effie does _  Do you still feel that I have 
so far debased you as to believe you guilty of trying [to] make me give up my plans to marry my 
own Darling at the earliest moment.  We won’t set the day now.  That is your prerogative my 
Darling.  You wont put it off till I know all of Biology will you for I should never know that in this 
world __  Goodbye Darling Darling Effie with fondest[,] deepest[,] eternal admiration & love.  
Your limping[,] lame[,] erring[,] sinning[,] but O loving Harry _ 


