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My own Darling Darling Darling [underscored three times] Effie [underscored four times]: 
        I am just in & the folks are gone to bed & so I have a chance to write.  I should write any 
how tomorrow morning but it is very unsociable to write when I am here for so short a visit tho 
I have done it twice & they set it down to a harmless sort of lunacy I think & don’t make a very 
great fuss about it.  Darling your letter came today.  I left word at the L. post office to forward a 
letter if one came on Friday morning & I was so glad to get it.  I can’t begin to tell you how glad 
for Darling your letters are so much to me.  I long for them so when I don’t have them. I am 
almost foolish about it I suppose & yet I don’t really think I am so for it certainly is not foolish to 
love you as I do & this want grows directly out of that love & the feeling of longing for you all 
the time or of some word from you.  O am I not a sick specimen?  I am afraid you would think 
so if you were not yourself but some one else and could see me.  But I believe you are more 
charitable now & don’t think of me as an outsider would in respect to this matter.  I want to 
write about so many things that I don’t know what to do first.  I can hardly resist answering the 
letter & yet there are so many other things that ought to be written about while they are 
freshly before my mind.  I must write about one thing however.  I felt afraid you would think I 
felt too lightly about your mothers loss.  I did not mean you to feel so for Darling I do feel for 
her in the loss very deeply.  I do indeed & I realize how she must feel knowing her character as I 
do.  Don’t think I do not my own for I do really.  I feel very sorry for the calamity as affecting her 
& all the others to whom it will be such a blow.  But I wanted you to feel & to make her feel (& I 
do still want this) that she must not worry or fret about the loss[,] heavy a blow as it is[,] for you 
know Darling that it will come out all right.  And I think you feel that I am too careless about the 
value of money.  I am almost sure that you do.  But it is not so Dearest.  I know its value & the 
luxury of having it very well indeed[,] not so much by actual experience as by the experience of 
its absence.  But my own I think I have learned even a greater thing even & that is to get a good 
deal of comfort out of the expenditure of a very little of it.  You know the same trick & it will 
possibly be handy to remember.  I am not extravagant I think.  I firmly believe in “doing things 
up brown” or in other words I think that it is cheaper in the long run to invest in a good thing at 
the start rather than a poor thing.  When I went to college for the first year we had a large 
room & wanted a carpet.  I didn’t know any thing about carpets & bought the cheapest thing I 
could find.  In one year it was actually worthless & had to be thrown away_  I may mention in 
this connection by the way that I bought a cot bed for seventy five cents & slept on it for five 
years & then sold it for fifty cents.  Can you beat that?  You don’t know any thing if you call me 
extravagant.  I may sometime tell you of some of my shifts to save money & yet for all that I 
generally found that I never made any thing by getting an inferior article & when I know what I 
am doing I had rather have a good thing second hand than a poor thing new.  But Dearest I 
think you will very likely have to suggest economy to me at times for after all I must admit that I 
do some times buy things that I do not actually need for the pure pleasure of owning them.  But 
as to your mothers money Darling I could not feel completely miserable myself over it.  You 
mustn’t blame me if I can’t feel so for if it ever puts me in the way of ever really helping her it 
will make me so very happy that I can’t help my seeming lack of sympathy.  But really there is 



no lack for I do feel so very sorry for the trouble it must cause your poor dear mother.  Darling 
do you understand me[?]  Do you see what I mean by this distinction? 
      Now let me leave your letter to return to it at some future time.  Tell you what I have 
done today or rather part of it for I shan’t get through in this letter.  Before breakfast I wrote to 
you a while then directly after b[reakfast]. went downtown with H. to his office.  It takes nearly 
an hour for this trip & it was about 10. o’clock when I got down there.  I found your letter there 
& got into a sequestered spot behind some book cases to feast upon it.  I hadn’t had any thing 
since Wednesday you know and that letter was rather short for a Sundays letter too so you can 
believe me when I tell you that I was starving.  Being away makes a great difference.  There are 
so many things always going on about one in a large city that one is bound to be distracted & to 
dwell less on disappointments.  I think that I have had a much harder time this winter than I 
should have had living in Baltimore say or some such place had all the rest been unchanged_  
But being away don’t prevent at all my longing for you or my thinking about you all the time[,] 
absolutely all the time[,] tho it should make it easier to bear up in some of the times I have 
gotten so cranky_  After I had read the letter hastily I hurried to the depot to take the train for 
Evanston to visit the North-Western University.  Evanston is 11 miles from Chic[ago].[,] 40 
minutes ride.  It is a thriving place composed wholly of people who really belong to the city but 
who prefer the semi rural life of one of these Suburban towns and is pretty laid out, perfectly 
level with a good many trees & lots of pretty houses[,] tho these latter are not as handsome as 
the majority of similar houses in Morristown for instance.  Hyde Park is a handsomer suburb 
than Evanston I fancy tho I have not seen H.P. by daylight nor as thoroughly as E.  The place E. is 
north of Chic. on the shore of the lake & the Univ stands at its northern limit in a grove of oaks 
of 30 acres (about the size of Papas whole farm at Madison.) & with the lake there about 200 
feet distant.  The campus contains several buildings.  The chief one is a yellowish or creamy 
white limestone tastefully built and containing recitation rooms[,] laboratories[,] library & 
museum all under one roof.  I hunted about them & found out that Oliver Marcy is Prof of Nat 
Hist.  I knew that he used to be a great friend of Prof Rice’s father & knew Rice well & was 
himself once a Wesleyan professor so I resolved to tackle him without any letter.  I had 
neglected to procure letters & had resolved to visit the place in cog. but gave that idea up.  M. 
was very cordial indeed & welcomed me as heartily as he could have done had I had a hundred 
letters & showed me every thing.  I also found out a good deal about their financial condition & 
learned that they are hard up & that there is not any prospect that they will want to increase 
their force at present.  They will sometime for Marcy is growing old.  But things are not at all 
favorable there at present.  They havent money enough to provide room & proper apparatus 
for a good Nat. Hist. department.  But Evanston would be a beautiful place to live in if one were 
to live inland at all.  I should prefer to live on one of the Great lakes.  So while my trip to 
Evanston does not make me hopeful for any thing there in the immediate future[,] it does make 
me hopeful that some thing may some time turn up there & gives me some data to work on if 
any thing ever should turn up.  The labrat I send you a picture of the view as you go up the main 
walk.  The building in the left distance is for the Theological Department.  The windows which 
are marked on line 1. belong to museum rooms.  The window with x marked 2 is at the west 
end of the library which runs all the way across the north end of the third floor.  The tall tower 
stands on the south west corner__  I stopped in the President’s office to visit a moment with Dr 
Cummings or Joe as we students at college used to call him when he was our president years 



ago.  I don’t know whether he remembered me personally or not but suspect not.  But he was 
very pleasant & cordial & he was & still is the most courtly old gentleman I ever knew.  The boys 
used to swear by Joe Cummings & our class gave him a very handsome clock when he left 
Wesleyan[,] a really very handsome thing for it cost over one hundred dollars.  I spent just one 
hour & ten minutes at the N.W.U. & then skipped backed to the City as fast as possible[,] got a 
lunch of hot rolls[,] honey & delicious coffee for the moderate tax of ten cents & then hurried 
to Columbia Theater to hear Tannhäuser [underscored five times]. I am full of that subject but 
must stop now for it is one o’clock.  I will probably not get a chance to write tomorrow tho I 
may squeeze in time for a few sheets.  I feel condemned for running away tonight but I felt that 
I must hear Brandt & hear Fidelio so I went.  I leave here tomorrow or rather today at 8 PM & 
arrive at Lafayette if on time at 1:15 am on Monday morning__  If I don’t write tomorrow it will 
pay you up for the Sunday you missed when it wasn’t half so bad a case but I think I will insist 
on a couple of hours for writing if it is a breach of hospitality.  Now darling good night. You are 
so far away & yet so very near to me in the spirit all the time.  O Darling how very precious your 
love is to me.  To love you is a delirium but to be loved of you[,] to know that you long for me[,] 
what shall I call that[?]  There is no word to call it by.  These feelings have no spoken language.  
Good night my own dearest dearest Effie, my own.  O that is the sweetest part of all with 
fondest love 
           Ever your own loving 
                Heinrich. 
 

The oil has just given out & I am driven to bed in the dark. 


