
                                                                                                         Purdue 
                                                                                                          Feb 15, [18]85, 
My own Effie__ 
       My Darling my Sundays letter did not get here in time for me.  I feared a delay for unless 
you mailed it in the morning it must be pretty dubious for the trains are delayed[,] many of 
them by the very heavy snows we have been having_  I have wanted the letter all day but I 
haven’t been bad & haven’t cut up because I didn’t have it as I used to tho it has been as hard 
not to have it[,] just as hard_  We have had a terrible day today[,] heavy fall of snow again[,] 
strong wind & lots of drifting & low temperature now[,] therm[ometer] falling_  I guess 12 
inches of snow has fallen & it will be bad again for the trains.  I don’t mind the snow.  It looks so 
beautiful to see the fields[,] the whole river valley[,] all in white that I never feel any complaint 
when more snow comes & I haven’t minded the cold out here either tho I never knew any thing 
like it before.  I went to Sunday school & church this morning & was pretty well snowed up 
when I got home.  The walking was about as bad as walking in the sand.  I didn’t have my lesson 
prepared quite as well as I wanted to & was congratulating myself that there might not be any 
there when to my surprise in marched ten hoosiers & seven of them new fellows[,] men who 
hadn’t ever attended before_  I spent the time during the devotional exercises in rearranging 
my ideas & scrubbing them up[,] you may depend[,] for if ten fellows turned out on such a night 
they deserved some thing decent & not any slip shod lesson_  I had been thinking lately over 
the conversion of St Paul and so gave them that and they seemed very much interested.  I 
certainly enjoyed the lesson very much and found the time altogether too short.  It is never 
long enough but today it seemed shorter than ever.  I was very much gratified to have so many 
of the boys tramp way over to the city on such a stormy morning & shall not risk a slim 
preparation again for I may not get out so easily next time. 
        I looked for a comic Valentine in my plate yesterday morning.  That is the standing joke 
but there was no observance of the day here so far as I noticed.  I expected that we should find 
some dreadful caricature at our places but we escaped_  I did not feel hurt at the omission.  
Indeed I think I could get along without any attention from the students.  I have been surprised 
that I have never yet been the subject of any jokes on the part of the students.  Last year Goss 
inadvertently went away once & left a window unlocked & when he came back he found his 
room had been pretty completely hazed.  I never lock the windows & this has been fortunate 
for I have locked myself out of my room with the spring lock no end of time. 
        I must tell you Darling about a set back I had on Friday evening.  I was talking with Mrs 
Troop after having played a couple of things for the horror of the company at Prof Warders 
about music & learned that she played.  She was fond of Chopin & Beethoven so of course I 
began to build hopes_  I tried to get her to play but she was “out of practice” & wouldn’t budge.  
Then she spoke of “Duets” and said she had one that was rather pretty she thought & she 
wanted me to play the [ill.] with her sometime.  Of course I thought it would be a good chance 
so I told her I should be most happy etc.  I told her I had the 6, 7, 8, & 9th symph[onies] of 
Beethoven for four hands & suggested that we dip into them some time.  Well Darling what do 
you think that innocent thing did next[?]  She told me that her duet was called “Qui vive” & 
asked me if I had ever heard it.  I just wanted some body to take me out doors & kick me for 
making such an ass of my self.  Now I shall probably have to drum through that thing.  I told her 
I thought I had heard it & then I saw in memory a room in North College in 1876 where I used to 



play with one of the fellows Past & Pleasure[,] Caliph of Baghdad[,] Qui Vive & so on ad 
infinitum.  I thought they were splendid then[,] that is honest[,] I wont deny it _ but I don’t 
seem to care about them any more. 
       I wrote to Jule Bray & wrote 8 pages.  I couldn’t tell what to write her & I guess she will 
think it is an odd sort of letter_  I cant remember what sort of letter I used to write you.  That 
was so long ago I cant remember much about them.  I can remember some but I don’t think 
that they are much to brag of.  I shouldn’t want them read to any one.  I didn’t know that you 
used to read my letters.  That wasn’t quite fair.  I never read your letters to anyone[,] not even 
to Lee[,] tho sometimes I couldn’t help giving him just a taste.  He never got much tho.  I always 
thought that you would not like it & so I never read them.  Lee has a high opinion of your letters 
from what he heard & I think he would have liked to hear more but he never hinted this[,] he 
wouldn’t_  Now that the terrible thing is over I wont blame you but really I don’t like to have 
my letters read to any one they are not intended for they are not always carefully written & 
besides this they sometimes throw a light on my character that might be misunderstood if any 
other person than the one intended saw them.  I don’t of course suppose that you ever show 
my letters now or will again so this dont apply to you Darling but it is the way I always feel 
about having my letters read.  And Darling as to your own letters[,] now you say that you dont 
see how I can want them or get any comfort out of them.  You are all wrong.  There is every 
reason why you should & can write better letters than I can.  Where there is absolutely nothing 
to write about to interest you I do not write about my studies for two reasons[,] first when I 
write to you I like to put the shop all out of my mind & get away from it & second I feel sure 
that it does not interest you to hint about them & while I think you would feel an interest in my 
studies if you were with me it is a peculiar fact in regard to physical sciences that it is difficult or 
impossible to interest a person in them unless there has been some education of the senses 
first.  You could see in ten minutes what I couldn’t make clear to you with a pen in ten hours & 
so I have given up for the present any attempt to keep you informed as to what I am doing.  I 
am at work all the time[,] you may depend[,] but I think that it is better not to tell you about it 
for it will only set you against it[,] whereas if you see these things sometime for your self thro 
the microscope then you may get to have a genuine interest in them.  And so I say that there is 
every reason why you should write better letters than I.  There is absolutely nothing for me to 
write about for my study & you are my whole life & when I am not at study I am with you & 
when I am not at rest I cant study & so am with you then too.  I say all the time & that isn’t very 
far from true.  I havent been to Barnes since December & to Smarts just once since Christmas & 
that was in the first week of January & I have made outs at just two other calls places in 
Lafayette since I have been here.  I don’t care about going out.  It is no attraction to me & I am 
very busy any how so I don’t want to go but of course you see it leaves me little or nothing to 
write about outside of our selves & our purely personal interests. You are not right Darling 
when you say that your letters are poor trash _ Sometimes they are not all I want of them but 
very often they are & they do me an untold amount of good_  I suppose that I cant make you 
see it until I can tell you just how much good they do me but Darling when I get blue & 
homesick for you & I do get so dreadfully blue sometimes then if a letter comes that was 
written when you could take my letter & write about things in it & when you can tell me a little 
bit of your longing & a bit of your happiness over something I have said or done & then tell me 
what you have been doing & what you have been seeing[,] when such a letter comes it is like a 



visit with you.  I seem to have been with you and seen you & heard you speak & that letter just 
drives away all the clouds & the sh sun shines out so bright & it seems as tho I feel fresh & 
ready for any thing.  You can write letters that help me wonderfully darling & you do very 
often_  You don’t always do it but this is not your fault.  I understand that & it is part of the 
thousand things we have got to suffer before we have been tried enough and I don’t want you 
to feel that I am writing this criticism to [ill.] censure you for the less helpful letters.  I want 
them too but I want you to know that your letters[,] what ever they seem to you[,] are a very 
great deal to me__  O Effie you cant know what they are.  You have so many other things to 
help you at home.  I am glad you do.  I wouldn’t have you placed as I am for any thing.  I know 
my letters help you when you tell me & I try to write the sort of letters that you need & it 
makes me feel dreadful if I feel that I am not doing this.  You cant understand what you letters 
are to me.  You may have shared sometimes the feeling of your mother & Jule & thought I was 
unreasonable to want so much but you wouldn’t think so if you could see me & see just how 
the case stands.  I dont believe that you have ever really felt that I was unreasonable about it 
My own Love.  I only say you may have felt so when I have seemed most trying but you 
wouldn’t if you could really know.  It dont help me to consider that it is all foolish[,] that a letter 
is nothing but repetition of the same idea & that I know you love me without you having to 
write it over & over again. 
      I think that it is lucky perhaps that most lovers do not have to go through as much as we 
have had to go through.  They would split apart sure they couldn’t hold out, no ordinary 
friendship could weather so many storms[,] no ordinary feeling & I think that we must feel that 
the separation has shown us to one another as we could nt have been understood if we had 
had a quiet passage all the time.  Darling it has elevated & ennobled you in my estimation.  It 
has shown me more in you & your love than I ever saw there before.  It has shown something in 
myself[,] that my love for you was a very selfish love[,] that I am getting over that & can find 
pleasure in having you at your part doing your own part as I have to do mine.  And I fear that 
the separation has shown you one thing in me that may frighten you & that is a melancholy 
that is very hard to control_  I have it.  I have had it for years before I ever knew you.  May be 
you did not know it was there for I don’t suppose you ever saw it in me.  Tell me if this has 
appalled you & made you afraid of me almost?  You say you are not perfect.  Well Darling I 
should never dare to tell you all the discounts[,] the imperfections there are in me.  You may 
not be perfect tho I don’t admit that.  You may not be perfect according to your ideal.  I hope 
you are not for that would mean that you could grow no farther & I know you have many 
aspirations but you are[,] according to my idea at any rate[,] you are perfect enough to call out 
all my love.  I can’t tell you anything about that.  It passes all expression & is the most all 
controlling & all absorbing passion I ever knew. 
       I guess we wont speculate about the Bunker Hill claim but I should like to hear all about 
it & all about your father & all about many things in your life before I knew you.  These I shall 
pump out of you by degrees next Summer.  I suppose you wont tell them unless I do_  I am heir 
to a great fortune but don’t anticipate much from it.  I must know all about the Gold mine tho 
for if there should be any thing there of course it would be our duty & our pleasure to work it 
up_  When we get that money we will go off to some coral island in the South Pacific Ocean for 
a long time where we can have the whole ocean all to our selves & no malaria either.  Now 
Darling do let me go__  You know I wasn’t mad that you told Jule to call me Harry.  How could 



you do any thing at all forward or presuming_  O you Darling girl don’t you know you are just 
right — so far ahead of my deserving_  I wonder if you realize that today is the middle of 
another month.  There is one thing you realize.  It is the day of the month on which Minnie 
died.  O Effie have you been sick all day_  I haven’t written about this but I thought about it this 
morning when I was looking over the letter you wrote on that day_  Is it not better to think of 
other things.  
      Goodbye my own love[,] my darling Effie.  It still seems wonderful My Love to write thus 
to you.  It seems wonderful and to good to be believed almost yet sometimes[,] to think that 
you are my own[,] that you love me as I do you & long for me just the same.  With fondest love 
of my darling all the time from Her own Harry 


