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My own Effie: 
      What can be the matter that I don’t hear from you_ not a word on Monday & not a 
word on Tuesday & three pages only on Sunday.  I understand why the Sunday letter was so 
short but hoped that I should have some thing yesterday and was dreadfully disappointed 
because there wasn’t a word even in last nights mail.  I couldn’t believe it at first & keep 
haunting the box as one haunts a place where he has lost some thing but it was certain sure.  It 
must be your eyes that are to blame this time or else you were angry because you had no letter 
on Thursday or both.  I suspect both.  The Fridays letter wasn’t worth sending but it was the 
best I could do & so I let it go.  I am sorry it was so.  I want you to have pleasant letters for you 
tell me that my letters do help you but now I am very busy as well as very home sick & when 
there is time for writing I can’t settle down & write a good letter.  I have gotten all demoralized 
some how on letter writing & shall be so glad when there isn’t any more of it to be done.  I 
received a great batch of information from the Chesapeake & Ohio R.R. route for New York 
from the west.  If I were not in any hurry I should be tempted to go home by that route & 
sometime in the future we will go home by it for it is a beautiful way to go & with 24 hours of 
the Atlantic ocean at the end of it.  They send a lot of duplicates & from them I have picked out 
some to send you.  Perhaps you will feel a little familiar with some of the places about 
Hampton.  We would stop over at Richmond and then at Hampton & Norfolk etc & see the 
sights there & we should enjoy it very much indeed I know_  I have duplicates of these & so I 
don’t a care anything about your saving these.  I send you a clipping from the Sunday School 
Times which I know you will read with interest whether you accept all the doctrine of the thing 
or not.  I think with the writer on many points but do not think that I prefer the absence.  I think 
that just at present the presence of the one I love would do me more good than anything else I 
know_  Two weeks more & a few hours[,] 36 or so[,] & I shall be flying flying flying.  O Dearest 
how I long for it.  I send this little[,] Darling[,] so you will be sure of a letter on Friday[,] short tho 
it is & I hope for a letter from you today and will try & write a good letter tonight.  With love 
beyond compare for my Darling from her own loving  
O Darling I can’t think of anything             Harry. 
but you & I long so  
for you. 
 
  I have got to steal time enough to write a little more to send with this short letter.  I 
have received yours of Sunday & it has done me good.  O so much good.  My Darling I couldn’t 
blame you if you felt hard toward me for getting miserable when I don’t have letters & when 
things seem so crooked.  It must seem to you that it all grows out of doubt of the strength of 
your love.  I know it does seem so to you.  You think that I ought to realize that you want to 
write when you can’t do it & to be patient with the delays that you can’t help.  I do know that 
you can’t help the delays.  I do know that you love me with all your heart.  I sometimes wonder 
that my unreasonable conduct don’t make you love me less & make you blame me & feel that I 
am not thoughtful enough of you and make you feel that my love is too selfish for you to want 
it.  O I am hard to get along with at such a distance & you are good to feel that it will all be right 
when we can be together & that it is due as it is to the misery of my position & isn’t natural.  



Dearest I oughtn’t to have sent the letter you received last Friday.  I am sorry now that I did 
send it.  I had used up my time in the letter to your mother & yet I felt that I must send you 
something & so I sent you that thing.  I cant seem to be decent & I love you for not getting 
downright angry & refusing to write at all.  I reason that you ought to realize my need & write 
any how but that is a fallacy.  You do realize my need.  That alone worries & torments you & yet 
you are so placed that you cant write.  Darling don’t lose faith in me.  I love you with my whole 
heart & I shall not promise to control this dreadful longing for I see I can’t do it.  It is the same 
way every time.  I simply can’t control it.  You aren’t the one to blame.  My temperament is the 
one to blame.  I am glad that your mother knows our plans.  She ought to know them.  As soon 
as I saw that it would be possible to marry at xmas & to come out all clear at the end of the year 
it seemed as tho the horrible agony of this year since xmas could never be endured again_  I 
feel that it is selfish to propose the thing for your living in this room will cause you many 
inconveniences & it will cause me none at all.  The board at Mrs. Stocktons is the feature of the 
plan that I am least willing to accept & yet tho I have turned it over & over there seems no 
other way.  I feel that it is almost too much to ask you to come to me and stand all the 
unpleasant things it will be necessary to stand & that is my objection to the plan_  I told you I 
wouldn’t mention the cons but I guess it is better to since we have talked this plan some you 
ought to know my objections to it.  All my objections are on the score of your inconvenience & 
they are considerable for beside this there could be no private bath room, only one which the 
girls in the hall use too & that is up stairs & would be a great source of inconvenience.  I have no 
tub at all & have the poor comfort of a wash bowl & I can’t immerse very far at one time in 
that.  I could tell you better about these things than I can write about them without a long 
description of the anatomy of this house.  They don’t seem much & yet they are things that 
would bother every day_  We cant settle on the plan but I can’t help writing about it.  I resolve 
over & over not to do so & yet I can’t help writing about it.  There are so many reasons why the 
sooner we marry the better that I can’t help planning for it & thinking about it.  My Darling you 
know yourself what this longing for the mate is for you feel it as I do.  I know you do.  We will 
not marry till it is wise to do so but I feel that mean & selfish as it is to want you to come to as 
poor a home as I shall could give you at christmas it is meaner & ignoble to feel that you would 
feel my objections to have any weight & I do not do you the injustice to think they would.  They 
are not serious objections.  The question whether on $1275 we can run through the year & 
come out ahead is a serious question & that is the one we must face_  I think we have the true 
“love in a cottage” spirit both of us.  I know that your heart is too large & your nature to[o] 
great to hesitate on any score except the one thing[,] is it best for our whole future[,] & I am 
with you there & can wait if we think it best.  Not always patiently & meekly[,] I shall fret some 
but I should determine to wait all the same.  Your scoldings about the duty of one who loves 
not waiting till he had made a fortune before he tells his love & has money to offer made me 
love you the more.  If I have a heart full of love & you love me[,] that heart full of love is worth 
more to you than a million dollars or any number of dollars_  I am glad I offered it to my 
beloved when I had nothing but debts & if she loved me then I haven’t any fear that the added 
money if we ever have it will not make her love me less.  I do not feel great confidence in my 
plan going through.  We cannot tell now what is best & yet I think that Mr Cohen is right & that 
we had not better wait after the moment when we can say ”Now it is safe.  There is risk but the 
risk is not large enough to justify waiting.”  Darling I oughtn’t to be writing now & yet I can’t 



help it.  I am stealing time.  I have stolen a great deal of time this winter to write.  It had to be 
done.  I had to write.  I couldn’t stand it & be quiet.  The letter writing is unsatisfying.  Writing I 
know makes me want letters worse than if we had promised to write say twice a week & then 
kept it absolutely no fail at all[,] a letter & then none at all.  A letter every day is not too much.  
It is all wrong for anyone to argue that it is too much.  It need not be eight sheets.  An hour a 
day[,] that isn’t much to give to you & I can do it.  I can get it in some where.  It don’t hurt your 
health to write.  What hurts your health is the worry occasioned by not writing & the 
consequences.  Our letters will be better after the summer.  We don’t know each other now as 
we shall then & letters will be better then for we shall find some plan that has got to be fixed & 
settled.  I shall not give up the idea of your writing every day.  The oftener letters are written 
the easier to write & the more satisfying to the writer & the reader.  I think we shall be able to 
arrange it when we can talk with your mother that you shall have some time every day 
uninvaded for my letters.  As things are now there is no blame attaching to you about it but it 
really is nonsense to say that you can’t have any time at all for your own.  It really is so Dearest.  
I have tried to see the thing the other way & that there was ground for the way things have 
been but there is no reason in it.  Now Darling this is a dangerous subject perhaps I ought not to 
have mentioned for you always think I feel hurt when I write about it & you think I am hurt 
because of you.  I am not hurt nor angry about it.  I know that the thing grows out of an 
imperfect realization on the part of those around you of my nature.  I feel quite sure that we 
shall straighten that thing out completely this summer & that we shall get some time out of 
every day that shall belong to me_  It can be done.  I know it can.  We shall find a way to do it.  
You see if we don’t.  Now Effie Love don’t be hurt at this.  I hardly dare write any of my 
thoughts any more but you must not be hurt at this for I am all right about it.  I am not hurt & it 
isn’t at all suggested by the fact that I haven’t had a letter since Sunday.  I know why I haven’t 
had a letter since Sunday & I am rightly punished[,] not half so much by the fact that I didn’t 
have one as by what caused it.  Have patience with me Darling for I do love you Effie my own 
with all my heart & soul & mind & strength.  I do Darling & I shall not always hurt you & make 
you unhappy.  I don’t want to ever Darling & I have tried very hard all winter to make you as 
happy as I could.  O My Effie I do love you.  I do love you with all my heart_  There Effie let me 
kiss you & tell you that you are every thing to me & that I shall love you forever_  Now I must 
stop & go to the lab.  This is stolen but it has done us both good.  Purdue has made us suffer 
enough.  Let us pay her up a little.  My Darling I send you deepest love your own Harry. 


