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Effie My Darling 
       I may as well tell you the truth for it is always best.  I have felt blue & miserable ever 
since Sunday.  It seems a long time tho it is only three days.  The letters had been a bit slim for 
several days before but they comforted me & kept me hoping for some thing better every day.  
I looked for a good long quiet loving letter on Sunday for there hadn’t been a real good one 
since Sunday before, tho I was only too glad of any thing.  Last week was so gloomy so very 
gloomy.  But I counted on getting one on Sunday that would straighten me all out.  Well Darling 
I know that you did all you could do but I couldn’t help feeling disappointed on Sunday.  Then I 
reflected “I must get one on Monday morning this is so short” but no letter on Monday at all & 
none this morning _  I can’t help feeling blue & miserable when it runs along so.  I know you are 
so busy & your time so full that you don’t get time to do all you want to do & yet this don’t 
seem to help me much as I wait for letter after letter & something always heads me off_  I 
haven’t had a real good cozy letter from you since the one I came so near missing that Sunday.  
You dont get really settled down until you have written several pages.  Then you seem to get 
into a writing mood & from there your letters are O such a comfort to me.  But so often when 
you have gotten to that point comes the eternal interruption & off you go, & that is the last I 
see of you.  I wonder if I shall ever get so that I can stand this without fretting?  I look for a good 
letter tomorrow morning for you haven’t written me one of the things we have learned to call 
“letters” since Dec. 26th.  The short ones are good but they don’t fill the same place as the 
“letters.”  If I can have one or two “letters” a week then these do me a great deal of good but 
when I get so hungry for a good letter these just simply don’t seem to produce any effect at all.  
I feel differently now Darling from the way I used to & yet I don’t & can’t make myself feel all 
right when I have these longing spells.  At first today I resolved not to write tho I had promised 
to always write when I had a letter but I knew that was wrong all around.  I knew that it was 
better to write & tell you how I am feeling.  It wasn’t so till after the Sundays letter & then 
nothing on Monday.  Then I did feel as I do now so disappointed.  I don’t want you to try & 
write me when you are tired out and you know I haven’t asked you to write any oftener than 
you find you can write me real letters_  But I do feel such a longing for these now_  The notes 
are good but there are so many things I write about that I should like to have you write about in 
your letters & these get almost wholly ruled out in these notes or merely touched upon[,] not 
written about fully.  You said you believed you could promise three “letters” a week.  Let us call 
it two real letters a week & then as many short ones or notes as can be gotten in.  You dearest 
dearest girl!  You know that I don’t want to make you feel badly.  O Effie you know that I do not 
but must I not tell you just how I feel at these times?  It always helps me & takes away the 
soreness.  Surely you will not ever again think that I doubt your love _  I don’t do that.  I know 
that you must love me or you couldn’t give yourself to me, for you know what your are doing 
when you promise yourself to me[,] all you are doing _  I believe that you see that my words 
reflect more or less the impressions made by my your letters.  You must have seen this before 
this.  While they hold out I am all right but somehow when things keep you away from me I go 
down _  You ask if I had all your letters?  Yes I must have had them all I think for I have had 
them on the following dates Dec. 21, 24, 25 28 29 30 31, Jan 1, 2, 3, 4, 6 __ but none of those 



underscored in red ink have been enough till that of Jan 4.  I got along well enough, for you had 
written several such precious letters.  They have been read over & over but now some how I am 
completely gone for a letter.  It has been a sort of wasting hunger & now I am in the last stages 
_  I believe if I get another of these short ones tomorrow for your Sundays letter I shall be 
completely miserable.  O this morning as Swann grinned that dreadful smile that I have come to 
know so well & said “nothing for you” I wished Purdue had never been heard of in spite of the 
good news I heard of yesterday __  Now Darling you think I am unkind don’t you when you have 
tried  so hard to get letters in anywhere so as to write me some word of love.  I am not really 
so.  If I hadn’t’ had any thing all this time I don’t know what I should be now and if they could 
come in between real genuine letters they would do me worlds of good.  I shant try to write 
you any thing tonight.  I had better & had rather save up the time till tomorrow night when I do 
hope & trust to feel better, & then you will have a good letter for Sunday.  If you don’t get any 
thing on Saturday & have written last Sunday another note (I begin to be afraid of them) then 
you must infer that the reason is that I am in the dumps again __  But O Effie don’t think that I 
am angry with you or doubt your love.  Only think that it is because I hate every single person 
who is malicious enough to perpetually keep you from writing to me.  I have quite a good deal 
of news accumulated for I didn’t get in a full letter for Wednesday tho I wrote four pages sheets 
and I didn’t & couldn’t write last night.  I hope that I haven’t done wrong in writing to you 
tonight for I don’t want to do any thing to hurt you my Love & yet I must tell you how it makes 
me suffer when things run along in this way _  I am almost afraid to risk this letter.  Do you 
understand me Effie Love!  Do you see how I feel about this thing[,] that I do understand your 
position.  I am resolved upon one thing.  I feel sure it will be best for me to write only when you 
do as you do & as as you do for I keep writing answers to my letters & when I write so often you 
cant begin to keep up with me or with all I write.  I have been pretty short on home letters of 
late but I dont mind that now I feel they are all right.  Mag wrote four pages.  I got it Sunday.  
That is all I have had from home in almost two weeks __  Good night Effie Darling Darling Effie _  
I shall be glad to have this Jan go.  It hasn’t begun happily for me but it promises well.  Darling 
you know I love you with all my soul.  It is my love that makes me long so for you.  Your own 
Harry. 
 
      Wed. A.M. 
I may as well answer your Sundays effort now for I cant write tonight tonight.  I feel sure I can’t. 
Don’t you see Effie Darling that I can’t stand this sort of thing?  O Effie another Sunday & no 
letter[,] only a decapitated one.  It is too much.  It really is too much.  I know I shall not feel 
straight again until I get a “letter” & if you are compelled to keep on in this way God only knows 
when that will be.  I did think that on Sunday any how you would insist on a few hours for me. 
        Your starved Harry. 
 
 


