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O my joy[,] my light[,] my comfort!   
         It seems as tho I could not endure another day without some word from you.  O Darling 
words cannot express my unutterable longing for some word from you to tell me only where 
you are.  It seems dreadful.  I can feel for one who has utterly lost his loved one better now for 
tho thank God it has been for a short time you have been so utterly lost to me since 
Wednesday.  You have never before been out of my reach tho we were far apart.  I felt that if 
necessary we could communicate in a moment almost but this loss for the time to have you 
drop so utterly out of sight has been like some bitter foretaste of what your real loss would be.  
O Darling my longings for you during a few days past have been dreadful.  The mails have done 
nothing for me & I have found no comfort any where at all except in two thoughts, that you do 
love me with your whole soul & that [you] do for my comfort as for your own all you can_  O 
Darling it is a costly sacrifice but I adore you because you can have the strength to make it. 
        My love as I look at your picture[,] as I remember passage after passage from your 
letters[,] as I remember your own manner at the sad hour of parting[,] O Darling, as all these 
flood in upon me I can’t count myself unhappy at this time.  It is very hard for me to bear this 
perfectly quiet inaction[,] waiting waiting waiting[,] longing for any scrap__  Yesterday I felt I 
must know one thing[,] whether you were still on the road & if they had any News from at 
home from you so I telegraphed your dear mother.  She answered “Have heard nothing not 
heard.  No, think they are not at New Orleans.”  I judge she meant “are now at N.O.” & the 
thing got twisted on the way __ but I may be wrong here for if I dont get some word from you 
today by telegraph from N.O. I shall feel sure you have not received my letter of Wednesday 
night.  This letter must have been in New Orleans yesterday and you must see from it that I long 
to know some thing definite about you.  But Darling I have no word of complaint.  Do you 
believe me[?]  I have no word of complaint with you my darling because I believe you when you 
promise all you can.  I long & cant help that for some thing from you.  I see now what weekly 
letters would be tho then it wouldn’t be so bad as this for now I can’t reach you in any way_  
But in my longing Darling I do not[,] except for a few weak moments now & then[,] complain & 
think you might do something different.  Your wonderful letter of Sunday which I got on 
Wednesday morning helps and strengthens me for I feel that you suffer for those you love and I 
should be unworthy of your love to complain at you for making this sacrifice for those you love 
& to whom you feel indebted.  O Darling do you wonder that I worship such a character as 
yours_  If I knew you & your beautiful soul do you think I could help worshipping so lovely a 
thing.  Darling I adore you.  O Effie it was years before the vision had opened fully before me & 
now that I see you I love you far more than ever.  I do not wonder that your friends love you & 
Darling when you say that you find me[,] have found me[,] to be the only man you ever could or 
ever can love[,] that you had such a conception of what he must be who could win your love 
that you despaired of his ever coming & then I find that you Effie[,] whom I have loved can find 
in me this man[,] O Effie, when all this comes into my soul as it does over & over there is such 
happiness there.  It seems to me sometimes that if there were anything less than this I could 
never stand this separation but I suppose really it is not so & that if there were less than this 
implied in our love that the separation would be the easier the less there was_  O Effie I am by 



nature so constructed that my feelings are like a great sea that surges in[,] rocks me to the very 
foundation.  I have stood on a great rock & felt it jar as the billow broke upon it[,] jar and 
tremble but stand firm.  I am not a rock[,] anything but that[,] but these tides of feeling stir me 
all up.  I can not now fight against my love for you.  If there were reason & the one cry of my 
whole being now seems to be for you.  Do you see now that I rightly feared the effect upon me 
of an engagement while I was in my studies[?]  I should be far better off now married but now I 
do not feel it in my work as I should have done when studying.  My work to me was itself even 
this first year[,] the principles & facts I teach are to me [ill.] so customary & elementary that it is 
almost my element, but real genuine study would have been impeded with such a passion to 
control me.  And so I have so often told you that I believe it would be impossible for me to do 
my student work & at the same time be engaged & I didn’t know then what love was.  Now I 
feel this longing for you that is almost unendurable.  “I wish I could see you[,]” that is all the 
time the thought in my heart.  This intense yearning it is like hunger_  I read a line in Holmes 
from Feb. Atlantic “The clouds of discontent are indeed threatening but if the gold painted 
lightning rods are properly distributed the destructive element may be drawn off silently & 
harmlessly.”  It expressed my feeling exactly.  The gold painted lightning rods are hope for next 
Summer & the whole future[,] trust & confidence & wonder & love unspeakable. 
        I suppose that there is no use in asking here for news & I have written this more 
because I felt that I had to write for my own comfort & to tell to let you see that this trial has 
been a trial to me too but to let you see also the consolation I find in it.  I so hope I shall find a 
letter for me this morning at the post office.  I have telephoned over but the telegraph office is 
not open yet.  Darling I trust you & know you are doing all you can.  O my pure hearted[,] 
sweet[,] loving Darling[,] I do love you so & long for you so.  Sometime we shall be together 
always but now we must suffer for a time apart.  May God in His mercy gird us both to meet all 
the trials of this separation that is still before us.  We must journey now apart but Darling[,] 
thank God[,] not always___  My Darling God bless & keep you, with deepest love & passionate 
unutterable longings Your own loving Harry __ 
 


