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My Darling Darling Effie 
      I was awfully glad to get your letter this morning.  I can’t help myself.  I know & believe 
& all that & but I want the letters.  I had had almost nothing since Saturday & two whole days 
had passed without a word.  I didn’t lay it to the right cause for I thought that probably your 
eyes were worse & that you perhaps were angry at so short a letter on Friday when you hadn’t 
had anything since Tuesday but I didn’t think of my letter hurting you so.  It didn’t seem to me I 
had written anything so very dreadful.  I don’t see now what there was in the letter that made 
you so hurt & sore & made it last way over Saturday.  That is the bother of this letter business.  I 
can’t tell how things strike you & I go on & write ahead.  If we could have a talk or if you had 
the power of telling me how you feel about things I could tell better.  I needn’t tell you Darling 
that I am sorry for the letter.  I am sorry I wrote it at all for it did you so much harm.  I hardly 
dare write at all.  I am afraid that if I write you any of the things that trouble me it will only 
make you miserable & unhappy & will not make it possible for you to help me or console me 
any_  Never mind it won’t be so when we can talk together instead of having to rely upon this 
horrible substitute.  I do not know whether we could have run so long comfortably if you hadn’t 
been kept from me so much but I think we have done pretty well considering.  I know that I 
would have drifted way off into misery & hardness of heart if I didn’t know you so well as I do & 
didn’t love you so fondly_  I can’t tell you any thing definite that makes me keep feeling that my 
folks are still not quite so happy over the engagement as I want them to be.  Darling I don’t 
know that I ought to allow myself to put any confidence at all in letters.  They can mean so 
many things and they may fail so utterly of showing anything at all of the heart of the writer.  
They can be read with so many intonations.  I ought to trust your belief in their feelings rather 
than my own feeling about it when you have so much better evidence.  I can’t believe that they 
are so double faced as to be so kind to you & at the same time feel that they wished you & I 
hadn’t loved.  It can’t be that they feel that.  I can’t believe it & yet they almost never mention 
you in their letters.  They never tell me about you when you have [ill.] visited.  They never seem 
enthusiastic about you or write me anything hardly that you have done that has pleased them.  
I don’t know that this means anything at all & yet I often write about you & should expect some 
reference to the subjects I write on but there is hardly every any_  I think that the trouble is 
they are mad with me.  I can’t see what I have done.  I have written & written & begged them 
to tell me if there was any grudge[,] that I was willing to apologize & all that if they would only 
tell me what the matter was but their letters are stiff & formal & there isn’t the real sympathy 
that I want from them.  I can’t tell you what it is.  It is too shapeless to name & describe & yet I 
feel it or imagine I feel it.  They write with regularity but.  That is some one writes.  Mag writes 
very seldom but I feel as tho they had shut a door between us_  It has been so all the year_  
They have written with a slight tone of asperity all the time.  They werent apparently pleased 
with my accepting my position here for next year.  I suppose[,] in fact I know[,] that when you 
wrote that you felt as they did about the thing & had not written me any thing like a word of 
congratulation upon getting the place & money for next year[,] I felt pretty blue for I cared 
more for your approbation than for anything else & I felt sure from all you wrote that you were 
displeased & disappointed because of the arrangement I had made with the Purdue folks_  
They have kept dropping little hints in their letters every now & then[,] particularly Sue[,] that 



showed me[,] at least I thought that they showed me[,] that Sue had never yet grown to feel 
kindly toward me. That is the thing I have most inferred from when she said that she had 
invited you to stay till camp meeting time because she didn’t want a large family then.  I may 
have only imagined it but it did seem as tho that might have been left unsaid for there is no 
reason why that couldn’t have been left until the summer.  Then too they have never uttered 
one word to help or comfort me out here & alone & they always write if they allude to it in any 
shape as tho I was a most fortunate individual & was just having a jolly & gay time all the while.  
The summer will clear up the thing.  I have sometimes wondered at papa because he seemed so 
blue & unhappy when he has such a sunny temperament naturally & was born to be happy & 
would [ill.], but I don’t wonder at him any longer for he is like me.  He needs sympathy & none 
of them show a particle.  They call him funny & cranky & queer but the trouble is that the dear 
pater hasn’t had any body to pet him this many a year & he needs it_  There I wonder if I have 
made you understand what I mean.  I think this thing over & it all seems very plain to me & yet 
it may be all wrong.  I hope it is & that it will be as pleasant & quiet for us.  We shall not ever 
show Sue’s cruel stab.  The wound has about healed but there will always be a scar there for 
she wounded us both.  O Darling I knew I loved you.  That letter never showed me anything 
about my love for you.  I loved you so very dearly long before I told you & I thought it all over & 
I knew that I was satisfied that I longed to possess your heart.  That was what I wanted.  The 
letter hurt us because it showed how cruelly thoughtless & unfeeling Sue was about our feeling.  
How could we love & promise if we could see such a letter from one near without cruel pain.  I 
ought to have kept that letter to myself for it was too cruel to let you see but it is all gone now 
& the suffering is about gone.  I think of it often.  I can’t help it but it don’t hurt now as it did 
when the letter first came.  I am glad that your mother knows of our plans.  It is far better so.  
She ought to I really think & to advise you.  It will be very hard for her to let you go for you are 
so great a help to her and yet she will know that it is for your greatest happiness_  You were 
right to tell her that she is wrong not to help you to have time for your letters.  It is not natural 
or right that this little should be kept away from us.  As an engaged girl you are remarkably free 
to do for other people & & to be with other people.  Were I in reach & things as they are now[,] 
were you left so much to yourself as you are at present[,] you would feel neglected & I should 
rightly deserve to be considered a remarkably cool lover.  Instead of needing you less I actually 
need you more than if I were where I could see you often & yet I do really get very little of your 
time.  You have never told me how much. Count up & tell me how much you give to me & how 
much Miss Hull gives to her lover.  I love you as strongly as he & need as much as he _ no I 
believe I need you more than he does Ada.  Instead of its being true that there is no sense in 
our writing so often[,] as I know many say[,] it is the other way & there is no sense in so much 
opposition.  We have certain rights that grow out of our present relation that we did not have 
as friends.  My need of you creates a right to have what consolation & help I can get from you & 
you can give regardless of almost any call that can arise in your present situation.  If I were to 
fall & break my leg you would drop everything to nurse me & give your whole time & yet the 
mental misery I have known this winter has been ten times more dreadful than any physical 
pain I ever knew_  I feel sure Darling that when I can talk to your mother & show her these 
things she will fight for us & not against us.  I feel that we must write every day & I feel sure 
that we can fix it to do so_  Now Darling Dont be hurt at what I have written for I don’t blame 
you.  The trouble has all grown out of the fact that your mother don’t understand the thing.  



You say I don’t understand things either.  I am willing to admit that & perhaps when I do 
understand them I shall see how unreasonable I am_  Darling I can’t help the longing for a 
letter.  It is now Thursday morning & I am full of longing for something in this morning mail.  I 
can’t any more help it than I can help loving you.  I can’t do a thing with such a longing.  It is an 
actual want & will always exist until I can have you_  And when I don’t get anything[,] at first I 
am disappointed, then I go to work & hope & trust & put it off on some callers or some such 
thing.  Then I hope the next evening & hang around for the mail till it comes.  And if it don’t 
come I hope on till the next morning & so on[,] getting more & more full of longing until it does 
come & then generally I am happy[,] not always for I couldn’t be so when the letters were full 
of woe_  I simply can’t help it.  I resolve every time I get a letter never to get as blue[,] so heart 
hungry[,] again but I can not help myself.  You must blame yourself for it Darling for making me 
love you so & want you so all the time.  O these last days[,] how awfully slow they go & you still 
seem so far away.  How I long for you.  I want to see you & kiss you & tell you so many things.  
O Dearest it is horrible to have you way off so.  If there were three months more I should take a 
short vacation & come to you.  I could not endure this thing much longer.  It isn’t right & will 
injure both of us.  It is injuring both of us.  I can feel the effects of such a winter both physically 
& morally.  I am tired & good for nothing all the time & feel the greatest aversion to any activity 
and I am so irritable that I must be hard to get along with.  It is well that I am forced to work for 
I know that I shouldn’t do thing if I were not compelled.  We shall have to guard against this 
sort of thing ever again and shall have to plan some way that we shall be contented with.  I feel 
pretty sure that we can do this when we can all talk together_  Now Darling I must stop writing 
but I shall go straight on thinking & loving all the time.  My Darling how I do love you my own.  
It is only two weeks from today that I start for you & how I wish it was today.  I am so impatient 
for the time.  I long for it constantly.  Darling lets keep up cheer for all our worst troubles are 
due to our separation & they will all flee away when we are together.  Darling you are so sweet 
& precious.  I love you so fondly I can’t tell you anything about it but I know I do love you_  
Goodbye Darling for the present with warmest tenderest love 
           from your own loving 
                    Harry_ 
O Darling love love love all the time.  My own loving little girl how I do love you_ 
 
[The following page was loose among the letters Harry wrote in May 1885 and has been 
appended here as the most likely place.] 
 
There is no further news yet about Miss Weed & she feels kind of all broken up for she feels 
that to leave after staying here only one year is in a sense ignominious & a reflection on the 
character of her previous work here.  Now really there isn’t I feel sure the slightest doubt of her 
ability & that she has given perfect satisfaction this year & yet tho she knows this she can’t help 
feeling that other people will consider that her year has been a failure.  It is worrying her a very 
great deal I know but she is a very brave sort of person & one would never suspect that 
anything was wrong from her exterior demeanor but when you watch her it is evident that she 
is in mental distress.  I am so very sorry for her & yet there isn’t anything I can do.  I feel sure 
that there need be no trouble about her getting work enough but that isn’t the thing that 
worries her.  It is the imputation upon the success of her year here.  I shouldn’t blame her if she 



felt the other way & wanted to get away.  I should be glad enough to get away from such a set 
of numskulls as the students here are if I saw the place that was as easy & profitable you can 
just bet.  Goodbye again.  I shall send this now.  I didn’t get any letter this morning but I didn’t 
expect one only hoped for one_  With fondest love Harry. 
 
 
 


