
[Sketch of Henry reading behind a stack of books]    Purdue 
                                                                                                            Jan 2 [18]85. 

My dearest Effie 
You are working up quite a howl about my overworking.  Dont you realize that I should 

break down if I were over working _  Dont you realize that I can’t afford to break down.  Poor 
folks can’t afford to be sick_  You quite reverse the common notion & dont you remember 
mamma in her letter to me went for me because I dont work enough.  Now just remb 
remember then though I do work a good deal I am extremely careful not to go too far & can 
always tell when I am overdoing at once & then I let up & rest at once.  You needn’t be alarmed 
about me.  I am too lazy to work myself to death.  I never work except the most positively 
necessary thing & when I feel the least bit ill.  This has been my habit for years for I believe in 
the ounce of prevention doctrine.  When my eyes trouble me as they do a little now & then if 
they are especially irritated I stop using them for as long as it is necessary.  If my head aches I 
go to bed.  You would call it giving up to the least little thing _ I suppose __  When you put your 
hand against the stove do you press it harder against the stove so as to make the burn worse _  
But I shall not apply this to you for it is of no use.  You promised me that you would take care of 
your self for my sake & yet in you letter of Dec 12 you tell about getting up from your bed 
where you were suffering with neuralgia to go out in the wet & cold for your lessons.  I suppose 
that it is well it is so but I can’t do any work[,] I mean now any fresh study upon the specimens 
or any reading of any value[,] unless I am in good trim.  I can’t see things through the 
microscope at one time when I feel badly than I can at another when I am well so I realize that 
it dont pay me to overwork or to be sick.  I simply lose time.  If my mind is not free from care I 
cant cut sections.  Now this sounds foolish but it isn’t foolish.  In that work every thing requires 
so much attention & such exactness that total failures result from the least slip _  I was not 
feeling well the first of this week true enough.  We had a rise of almost 80 degrees of 
temperature.  It rained all the time[,] for several days was gloomy[,] damp & I caught cold too.  I 
don’t think anyone is to blame for being sick or at least feeling badly under such circumstances.  
During the last two or three days the thermometer has marked zero or thereabouts & I have 
felt splendidly.  I can’t blame you for worrying if you really think one careless but Darling I am 
not careless.  I am ten times more careful than you are in every way I honestly believe.  As I said 
before I shan’t go for you because it only makes you fell unpleasantly & dont do one particle of 
good.  You even write that you will purposely expose yourself.  I dont see how you could do 
much worse than you do now sometimes.  Now Darling you must believe me for I know that I 
am right in this.  I should just like to know what has started you on such a “tare” any how. 
     I am sorry that you cannot manage to go to Madison.  It wouldn’t have taken much 
longer to go there than to go to the Creamers would it _  Still with all the others there you 
couldn’t have had very much of a visit_  You might have gone on Wednesday night perhaps_  I 
like Hattie Langdon but somehow I didn’t fancy her mother very much_  I must have been 
wrong & yet it seemed to me that I should not like her_  I remember at the time letting you 
think I did like her for I didn’t want you to see how I really felt about it & perhaps I may have 
done wrong to do so_  I should no doubt get over this feeling when I came to know her better.  
There seemed to me a sort of affectation[,] a sort of lack of genuineness some how.  I like Col 
Langdon better than cousin Hattie somehow tho cousin H. is also very kind & pleasant & was 
very very nice to me at Balt.  I think I am probably wrong about in my opinion of her mother & 



hope that you will set me straight.  She struck me as rather what I should call “worldly” if you 
know what I mean by that_  I know I haven’t any right to let first impressions go for any thing 
for so often I change them wholly but they always do come to me.  You have lectured me 
severely for forming bad impressions of your friends.  I suppose I am storing up wrath now but 
Darling I told you how she had struck me before I really thought what a great friend of yours 
Cousin Harriet Creamer is__  You will not go for me harshly this time please for I shall probably 
change my opinion for the better when I know Cousin Harriet better. 
          I have put a little vignette at the head of this letter to show you a picture of what you no 
doubt suppose I shall in course of time become but I shan’t x not become any thing of the sort. 
                                                                         Saturday AM. 7:20 

Dearest Effie I was feeling so miserably blue last night that I thought I had better not 
write anymore then.  Am I not ungrateful darling Effie when you have given me your whole 
heart with all its love and yet I can’t sometimes help this dreadful lonely feeling[,] this terrible 
want to be with you.  The feeling went away during the night & now while I long for you just as 
much the sweet assurance also comes that you love me & think about me all the time & when I 
can really fully feel that it does me a world of good.  O Effie My own Darling you will think my 
disposition very uneven I fear but pray remember what a trial this is to me.  I should not have 
told you about my having fallen back a bit last evening but I want your sympathy.  That helps 
me more than anything else _  I wanted to have written about the Coney Island matter for you 
have I believe never thought that I wanted to go that night or that I enjoyed my evening after I 
got there.  Now Effie Love this is not so.  I had a feeling that perhaps we might have a repetition 
of the Madison performance when which caused Carrie went to go so for me  if we went about 
too much alone __ and on Thursday Darling when we went to see the pictures I should have 
been happier but more selfish if we could have gone without Jule_  On Wed. night I was tired 
after the Library hunt & an expedition out of the ward to Adelphi St[,] Brooklyn[,] & simply 
didn’t realize especially that there was any hurry.  I wasn’t missing trains on purpose.  I did 
enjoy being at Coney Island & often think of it now for you were with me[,] your hand on my 
arm a great deal of the time.  I was honest when I assured you of that that evening.  I am glad 
that we went but I believe I was not in the spirit for the fullest possible enjoyment of it then.  I 
enjoyed our walk in the park at Castle Garden & homeward more than any other part of the 
performance.  Somehow I felt all the people to be in the way that night & I wanted the ocean to 
ourselves_  In that presence Darling could we have sat then & watched the moon & the infinite 
boundless stretch of waters.  We should have told our story.  I am sure the heart searching that 
comes at such a time would have led to the only denouement possible to our case.  I felt none 
of this feeling that night I mean I did not feel sure that night we should have [ill.] all but I did 
long for us to be able to be alone & yet there we were shut in that pen with several thousand 
other people[,] not permitted to even press our foot into the sand _  You can’t understand my 
actions that night.  I can’t myself.  I haven’t any idea how I seemed to you.  You must tell me 
just how I seemed to you before I can explain the seeming.  I only know that I did enjoy the 
night tho it was more being with you than Coney Island I enjoyed.  I was not in a condition of 
mind to enjoy anything else.  On Thursday it was better.  I did enjoy the pictures.  Darling did 
you think that day that I avoided you & didn’t show any interest in your pictures[,] in the 
pictures you had liked[?]  It has sometimes seemed to me since that I gave you reason to do 
that & you are so keen that I feel sure you would have discovered me_  It is well enough that I 



went home on Thursday night when I did for I was not doing you or myself any good any longer 
_  O Darling it pains me to think of your feelings when I went & you felt you had seen the last of 
me.  You were so helpless with your womans honor to protect that you could not show one 
drop of all that was shut in behind your dear dear face _  Darling can I ever make up for this[?]  
Do you wonder that we are both frantic lovers of one another each other now that we have 
gotten over all this agony of doubt?   
        Last night I took supper with Barnes & when I got to this lonely room at nine oclock I felt 
too unhappy for any thing.  I wanted to write to you & yet I found that I was not going to write 
the kind of a letter I wanted to if I kept on any farther _  All that I said then was true[,] I mean 
represents my feeling when I am not in these “states” but I might perhaps have put it 
differently a little.  O Darling I hate to go away from you now I have your ear.  It is so sweet to 
talk with you even by letter.  Darling am I to have a letter from you this morning?  Goodbye my 
Darling Effie.  I must go to Mrs. Smiths.     
           With fondest fullest love to my precious darling Effie from her own Harry _ 
    


