
                                                                                                          Purdue 
                                                                                                          Wednesday 7:45 A.M. 
                                                                                                          [February 4, 1885] 
My darling Effie 
         I received your letter yesterday morning.  It did not get here on Monday for some 
unknown reason tho postmarked Saturday 10 P.M.  Of course you know that I did not write on 
Monday as I had expected.  I mailed my Sundays letter on Monday as usual.  It was a holiday 
and Swan the librarian had vanished.  I went around at 4:30 to see if it had gone & lo there it 
was.  I had been working pretty hard all day on exam papers all the morning & that is the most 
devitalizing occupation but I felt that I must get that letter off & not leave it till the next 
morning so I saddled my horse, or in other words put on my rubbers and started for Lafayette.  
To make the trip harder the mail bag had come and Still no Swan & the old idiot had the key 
with him so I couldn’t get my letter.  I tramped over to the city & back[,] alone of course[,] 
always alone[,] & then I learned that your letter hadn’t come_  Effie dearest I couldn’t help it 
but for a time I fell back into my old ways & Monday night I went out to get rid of my self & 
when I came home I  went to my sections to get rid of my self.  I had some purely mechanical 
work to do on that drawing that fastened my attention.  I know it was wrong in me & it did go 
away before the next morning.  But the longing for you had lately been so very intense.  O Effie 
my Darling I do need you so much to cheer & brace me up.  Monday was a day like that.  I 
fought out of it & felt peaceful before I went to sleep & I was so sorry I had given way at all but I 
think that we must not worry over this slip or fear that it is going to make another trouble 
because while it shows me my weakness it also shows me that I can throttle the thing.                                                                                                                                              
        And now you wonder why I am writing now instead of last evening.  I must make a very 
humiliating confession.  I ate I am afraid too heartily at supper and after supper felt so drowsy 
that I lay down for a few minutes_  I was somewhat surprised on waking to find it ten oclock.  I 
had my choice[,] your letter or my lecture for 10:30 this morning[,] and I thought it safer & 
better to work out the material for the lecture & then have this morning free till 10 o’clock to 
give to you & so I shall write & read your letter of Sunday which I look for this morning_ 
        Dearest I enjoyed your letter describing the trip but mainly because it was about you for 
you didn’t have favorable enough circumstances as to make the subject a very enjoyable one 
on its own account.  But how vividly it puts the adventures I have met before me.  The southern 
lunch counter[,] O horror of all horrors[,] can any one conjure a more frightful torture than that 
to the civilized northerner.  The eternal practice of frying everything used to wear me out.  I 
believe that while some things are most palatable or very palatable when fried if fried properly 
& by this I mean fried in a very hot pan so that the outside of the thing is at once hardened & 
surrounded by a sort of coat that prevents the grease from going farther in or the thing’s inside 
from coming out still I do believe that broiling or baking or better roasting are the only 
philosophic methods of cooking.  O how I used to howl when they would fry Spanish mackerel 
at Beaufort.  Fried oysters[,] crabs[,] etc are palatable but they are not so easily digested_  But 
in the south you never get the ideal frying.  You get a sort of oil stew.  The food is put in thick 
grease over a slow fire & be comes a sort of sponge permeated thru & thru with the lard or 
rancid butter.  I used to writhe & groan at the Hampton Hotel sometimes but of course one 
man was powerless against the whole tide of southern tradition for generations.  But we did 
have things good at Beaufort[,] what we did have.  Spring chickens there are as cheap as any 



thing else & the cook William was a natural born cook & how perfectly he could broil those 
chickens_  But at Beaufort we revolutionized him & made him cook things as we wanted them.  
He showed the native depravity tho by invariably frying a portion of every thing & we always 
had some of the spring chickens or the mackerel or the bluefish or beefsteak fried_  This we 
permitted as a concession to his appetite for he really could not enjoy spring chicken broiled.   
      I believe Darling that if we could go over that same route now we should find some 
things to interest us[,] not a great deal in the scenery by the way[,] I suspect[,] but very much in 
the towns & in New Orleans & in the spring or summer a great deal in the open country.  In 
spite of the flatness there is a glory of vegetation in those swamps & thickets that cannot fail to 
impress itself upon one no matter how an inattentive an observer of nature.  You will swing 
past a pond full of litters[,] a swamp full of the graceful southern pitcher plant with a tapering 
stem broadened out at the top a little & with a couple of yellow flaps on either side & a sort of 
hood over the top of the pitcher to keep the flies in.  Then there is the trumpet creeper which 
spreads over everything & exposes its coral red flowers among leaves of the richest green.  But 
now all this green is gone & the barrenness of a winter landscape not covered with snow & 
illuminated with cloud light only is indeed depressing.  I think you probably did not “get to see” 
New Orleans for there must be many interesting relics there of the old Creole life[,] quaint 
buildings that never for an instant suggest comfort or a tidy life but which do interest one as 
the habitations of a people.  I judge only from the pictures but the artists conjure up lots of 
picturesque bits from the highways & byways of N.O.  I have in mind now some of the 
illustrations to some of Cables writings.  I take a sort of pathologic interest in such old ruins & in 
seeing a mode of life so utterly unlike my ideal _  I found a good deal in the south to interest me 
as curiosities of the human mind.  I feel sure I should not go to any great distance to see the 
Exposition for from all the accounts it is not worth seeing if it costs much of a sacrifice.  I am not 
much surprised at this result[,] in fact should have been a little surprised at any other.  You 
wrote so nicely about that beautiful picture of Charlotte Corday.  It is to me the pleasantest 
recollection of that gallery and I am so glad that you like it so much tho I don’t see how anyone 
could help liking it.  The expression upon her face as she looks thro those bars tells a whole 
volume of the suffering of a tender human heart.  It is three years I believe since I saw the 
picture in the Spring of 82 when I visited the Gallery with Sue but her face is vivid still as I saw it 
then.  I do not know Muller nor any other of his pictures but if he painted any number of 
pictures like that I wonder that he has not been recognized more.  Do you remember that 
“Fishermans Departure” by Georges Merle in the Metropolitan loan collection we saw last 
summer[?]  There is another picture like this “The Scarlet Letter” by the same artist in 
Baltimore.  The work on the face and the expression in all these has the same pensive look tho 
of course very different in the three _ 
         I have just received your Sundays letter.  O Darling I do so appreciate your help from 
me.  You know what it is to give when it is needed to friends.  What do you think it must be to 
me to give you help in a time like this.  O how gladly would I do anything to lighten your load.  It 
is a greater trial now than ever to be separated from you when I feel that I could help you in 
any way.  Effie my own Love you are right when you say that I need you.  I do need you sorely.  
No one can know how much.  Sometimes it seems as though I must drop every thing & fly but 
no man nor woman could do that & retain his own self respect or the respect of the one loved.  
O my own we must cling together.  Your remark on the greatest sacrifice you made not being 



appreciated is what I have thought over so much.  O Effie are not mortals funny.  Rem who 
would not be happy with his Love away & with another cannot turn the glass & see how it 
works in his my case.  He ought to see this but we cannot blame him.  I do not feel to blame him 
for it tho it was so hard when he did not give you to me at Cincinnati.  I am so shocked at this 
Stewart & wonder so that he does not see into her schemes.  She is a Becky Sharp.  Some 
people say that Thackeray was a cynic because he showed us depraved human nature truly.  
Your Sundays was not quite all I wanted from it but how could you help writing about this 
infamous woman & her schemes.  I am naturally more incensed at her than him because she 
should so excite you.  My own I think of you all the time but in these trying days more than ever 
& pray for your guidance.  O Effie the idea of her wanting you in the Summer.  What arrogance.  
I am to have you all Summer.  It will be all too short but I feel that I must be with you all the 
time.  We must be together all the whole time.  How I long for it.  I must stop now and go to 
work.  My work runs smoothly now and so there is no plog clog that way.  O Darling must I 
leave you till tonight when I will write again.  Goodbye with a whole heart load of love[,] fresh & 
full every minute.  I hope to see you quieter soon.  O Darling, you do have too much for one to 
bear.  I am so glad I can help you to bear it.  Dearest goodbye good bye 
        from your own loving  
                Harry 


