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My dear Darling _ 
        I sent you the covers today & I did not send only two because that was the number you 
called for but because it was all that I had not in use.  I thought that they would do for the 
present & that I would send you some more bye & bye.  You speak of my having gotten you into 
the trick of begging & I think you must mean that my frequent mendacity has reacted upon you 
& put you into a similar state.  Well Dearie I didn’t realize that I was so bad[,] so very bad[,] as 
to contaminate you so & I wonder that you didn’t shrink so from it that you could never 
yourself beg.   It only illustrates a tendency of human nature so well hit by Pope in the well 
quoted couplets  

“Vice is a monster of such frightful mien 
             That to be hated needs but to be seen[;] 
             But seen too oft[,] familiar with his face[,] 
             We first endure[,] then pity[,] then embrace.” 
You have gotten so used to my vice that you actually regard it no longer as such.  That it should 
come to this.  Sad!  Sad!  However I am not the one to preach against it for I am too deep in the 
mire myself.  But you begin mildly while I always ask for something pretty big.  I had even the 
cheek to ask you for your hand.  Don’t think I mean to imply that it is large & for your heart.  
Don’t think I mean imply that it is large & for your heart don’t think I mean you to think that 
large.  I only mean that I ask for important things[,] things it costs something to give or will.  You 
say it don’t cost any thing to give me your heart.  Darling you do feel thus I am sure and so the 
comparison breaks down every way & you only gave me what you didn’t want any longer[,] 
what you would really like me to take.  Is that so Effie Love[?]  Did you want me to have it & 
want no one else to have it.  I wanted it.  It was just such a heart as I wanted to trade off for 
mine.  You may imagine I wasn’t twenty seven years old without knowing what sort of a heart I 
wanted & for a long long while I could see that your heart was the sort of heart I wanted only I 
was ashamed to trade off such a poor thing as I had for such a heart as that.  I did want it 
awfully tho & was so glad when I found out that you would trade.  No we can’t call it a trade for 
unlike ordinary bargains we both give & keep the article and I have that old heart still.  It 
wanted filling up so to speak.  It was lonely and a sort of tumble down old dreary homesick 
place that made me shudder to look at it.  I saw what it needed.  It needed a somebody else to 
come into it and straighten it up[,] to put it in order & to take an interest in it[,] some body who 
should own it & take a pride in it & call it “mine.”  My heart[,] the heart[,] I filled it full of 
sunshine from which I cut away the vine of longing that had grown up over it & shut out the 
light.  I still owned the heart but this person had acquired a sort of lease of it forever on the 
heart & agreed to come & to live in it forever & to make everything bright & fresh & sunny & 
happy there to live there always — never to go away visiting & to own it so that no one else 
could ever come there & have a title to the place.  So it wasn’t exactly a trade for tho she had 
full rights over the place in perpetuo she didn’t take it away from me nor take from me the 
delight of owning the heart which she has made so very happy_  Do you not wonder when you 
come to look at it that she could have seen into that heart & found in it the kind of a place she 
could brighten up & make so happy.  And she was the only person who could do it.  It had been 
getting worse & worse from lack of proper care but she set things to right in no time.  I have no 



notion that she will ever see the gloom that hovered in that place before she came into it.— — 
Apropos of beggars[,] Darling[,] I meant to have told you that I don’t think you will scare me by 
your remarks nor will you frighten me out of it by playing the same game unless you demand 
things harder to  part.  No_ No_  Effie Love I am only fooling with you now.  I didn’t 
misunderstand your letter at all & the language dont mean what I made it seem to mean nor 
did I once think it did.  You dear sweet girl.  Do you think you could be a beggar to me[?]  Don’t 
you own me from parietal bone to os calcis, or in every day day lingo from heel to cr crown to 
heel __  I am only too happy to do any thing to please you, and you know this isn’t mere rot.  I 
am & you believe this.  It is of course nothing to send you those cases & at the same time it is a 
great deal & the cost price of a thing is no index of its value in a case like this.  The actual value 
is nothing & has nothing to do with the pleasure we either of us get in doing for the other.  It is 
the amount of pleasure it will give _  If we feel that anything will please that is all there is about 
it.  Of course we are limited in the maximum figures but it don’t bother at all at the minimum 
figures.  O you Darling you are so lovely__  I stuck in a little paper & some envelopes not at all 
as a hint but because I have a big supply and like to have this size for convenience in filing your 
letters.  Next summer I will get you a whole ream of paper in New York of Willie Quernia & then 
I shall always have your letters the same size_  Am I not an old grannie?  You are skeptical 
about my room looking neat & orderly & wonder who makes my bed & does the work.  There 
isn’t much work done.  Mrs Stockton used to attend to this room for Professor Goss for one 
dollar a week_  She didn’t hone after the job but would on sufficient coaxing have done the 
same for me I think.  It didn’t take me long to see that forty dollars was so much in to me at this 
time, and I am my own chamber maid.  I may say that a long apprentice ship at that thing 
summers at college & so on has made me very expert indeed and has not made me fascinated 
with the employment when I don’t absolutely have to engage in it.  You are right about the 
covers.  They are not tucked in.  The bed is made once a week at the time of the hebdomadal 
changing of linen.  The rest of the time it is simply opened at night with care.  I lie there without 
disturbing things at the foot of the bed and when I get out I fold the covers back carefully to air 
it[,] being cautious not to disturb the tucked in covers at the foot.  Then later I fold them back & 
put the pillows on the head & all is done_  I will show you how it is done some time.  It is a great 
saving.  I knew a fellow in college who used to tuck the covers fast down the sides of the bed & 
at night put his toes in at the head end & slide down[,] thus escaping all work.  I never got it 
down as fine as that for I insist on the double ground of comfort & hygiene on changing the 
sheets and airing the bed.  It takes just two minutes to do the bed work & five minutes on 
Sunday & it takes about three minutes to fill my pitcher & to empty the “dirty” water_  I will 
send you a sketch of the bed, made during the week, so that you can see that it looks well 
enough except for the untucked sheet.  [Here he drew a sketch of the bed.]  Here is the bed 
now.  Isn’t it neat looking[,] all but the covers[?]  The sheet is made for a double bed & as this is 
a single bed it hangs over a little on each side but I don’t mind a little thing like that.  The table 
is used to hold an ash receiver which I put my good night cigarette in just before I go to sleep_  I 
should prefer not to bother with the thing but I want the money at present worse than I do a 
chambermaid.  The day you visited my room at Baltimore it was not better than usual.  Mrs 
Quinlan was one of those people who are the sworn enemies of dirt.  Dustpan fiends one might 
call them & she used to keep our rooms in splendid trim.  O Dearest that day was so lovely.  
There wasnt anything to spoil it for me except that you had to go away.  I could have told you 



then that I loved you with perfect truth & O so easily too for I was full from the moment you 
came to me up the walk of Camden station.  I shall never forget you as you walked up to me.  
Darling it has all been so lovely[,] almost all until toward the last when the cases of us two got 
to be so desperate.  Is it not blissful to have that dear blessed happy past to look over & to think 
how dear we were to one another in those old days before this new tie had bound us together.  
O my Darling it is all so lovely[,] so sweet that old time[,] even the bitter seems less bitter now 
as we look back on it and we don’t think about it as much[,] only of the dear happy times we 
have had together & we could be together a great deal more intimately than we could have 
been as friends had there been no cousin-ship between us.  O Effie love I can’t tell you at all 
what those old years are to me & yet how they pale & sink out of sight like the stars in the 
morning before the rising sun when all the new fresh happiness bursts out upon us.  It is 
nothing beside this & yet it was so precious & is still yet to remember.  O Effie my own I go wild 
when I think of this & all that it is to me to have your love[,] your heart[,] yourself for mine.  I 
write about it & write about it but I never seem to get tired of the subject.  It is so dear to me 
that I love to go over it & over it & yet I can say nothing to you to give you any notion of the 
way I feel.  Does it make you happy to be loved[?]  Then you are happy for I do love you my 
own.  I do love you __  It seems almost wrong to love you so.  It takes me by storm & I am no 
longer in control of my self.  Should one give up control of oneself?  Is it not wrong to be so 
fond of you my Darling?  I cannot think it is.  I may love myself.  Why may I not have you instead 
of loving myself.  Do you think I feel more full of love than usual tonight[?]  My love I don’t think 
I do but some how tonight I feel so much better than I did last night.  I wanted a letter 
yesterday but yours of Saturday was unaccountably delayed & I did not get it.  But this morning 
the letter & another[,] the Sundays letter[,] came.  Darling I can’t tell you at all what your letters 
are to me.  They are absolutely necessary to me.  I cant be happy long without them.  It is no 
use for me to think that it is useless to feel so.  I want them — nothing will take their place.  You 
speak of the longing Darling.  O it is on me so strong too.   I never felt anything of its nature that 
had any thing like its strength.  I was homesick during the first few days of my trip to 
Newfoundland & I thot that I should never feel like that again but this is actually worse_  But I 
must write some other things & then stop. 
      Your new boarder must be I think Mr. C. Walter Artz of Hagerstown[,] Maryland[,] 
formerly matriculated student at J.H.U.  I find that information in the J.H.U. Circular_  I donot 
know him I regret to say[,] do not recall him at all but then one is not thrown with the other 
men much & there were lots there whom I did not know.  His statement about my popularity is 
wholly groundless for I didn’t know many of the men & didn’t have time to be popular.  I think 
you ought to blush to write me that you believe the word of an utter stranger against mine for 
you intimate that you do believe him & say that I had given you just the opposite idea.  Of 
course we can’t both be right & he must be making a mistake.  I should scold you for such 
doubt were it not that scoldings by letter dont take any effect naughty girl.  [Ill.] No I wouldn’t 
scold you if I could see you.  I want you too badly & you should believe all the calumnies about 
me you pleased __  I did to be honest begin to wonder what you were up to when you had 
found out but I had a [ill] faith in my ability to crawl out of it some how_  No Darling you do 
know I guess all the bad things I have ever done and the only reason you don’t know of the 
good things is that there are none.  I have told you about every thing always.  I wonder I haven’t 
tired you out sometimes but you never seem to be tired out.  I wasn’t afraid that you were 



going to unearth any secret sin that I had always hidden from you for of all things I abhor& 
secrecy about anything & never have anything secret if I can help it tho I do belong to several 
secret societies.  Then too I knew you wouldn’t take the word of a mere stranger as against me.  
That would be to distrust you indeed.  No one[,] no circumstances could make me believe any 
thing against you & you feel the same about me that is right.  Your belief in me reminds me of 
Charlottes in Phillip.  Did you ever read Phillip?  He is just an ordinary sort of fellow[,] good 
enough[,] in fact a good fellow[,] better than most tho with humanity which means weakness.  
But Charlotte thinks he is perfect and Thackery brings out the belief of a woman in her husband 
in the most beautiful way & you darling are just this way.  You keep letting me see it every now 
then & O how it braces me up & helps me for do you know it Darling the belief in him on the 
part of a trusting loving woman is every thing to a man and if she don’t believe in him, he might 
as well say “die” at once.  Darling I feel that I don’t deserve it but O dont you ever think so & I 
shall more & more deserve your faith as I get stronger.  I see plainly that I can’t write any 
tonight.  There is one thing in my mind that cries for utterance all the time.  I can’t write about 
any thing else.  It comes back to this in spite of me.  May be tomorrow night I shall be better 
but tonight Darling I can’t think about any thing else but this exceeding great joy that you have 
given me.  How can I let you go & yet I must let you go[,] must push you away.  I can’t get you 
away otherwise.  My Effie wont you go away[?]  Well then come on & sit by my side while I 
work.  You won’t disturb me for I see double all the time now.  See you with one eye & my work 
with the other.  I am going thro exam papers[,] 59 papers[,] ten questions on each[,] 590 
answers to estimate the value of.  That is what I was so busy over last night & I have four hours 
more of it.  Did four questions all thro the 59 papers last night in 3 hours & they must be 
marked carefully for they are for state teachers licenses and I may get into a scrape if they 
aren’t done with care_  Now I must stop.  You wont go away so come on and we will tackle the 
first questions.  What is secretion?  What are organs of secretion called?  There that scares you 
off at once.  O come back my Darling.  What gone and wont come back[?]  You arent mad.  Why 
won’t you speak[?]  O you are away off in New York.  My own I have scared you away from me 
by mentioning the word Secretion.  I will never do it again — Goodbye darling.  I love you more 
than physiology papers but I had to do them___  Goodbye my own Darling Effie[,] once more 
for the night with deepest fondest love[,] boundless[,] all yours ever 
                           Your own Harry 
7. a.m.  I wonder if you can read this letter.  I see on loo[k]ing over it that it is pretty elliptical in 
places but I can’t take time to correct it unless I keep it & then you wont get anything on 
Saturday.  My Darling goodbye now from your Harry_ 
 
 


