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My Dearest Effie: 
      You are an inscrutable mystery & I give up trying to understand you for there isn’t the 
slightest use in it & the sooner I drop the problem the better.  What makes you think I object to 
your Albany project is more than I can find out.  Where you could have found any thing in what 
I have written to turn into an objection on my part is a mystery to me.  If I could have proposed 
the plan of a trip to Norfolk I don’t see how I could consistently object to this & I never have put 
any objection at all about it.  You set on that plan & I said no more.  If you objected to it there 
was an end of the matter & I thought no more about it.  When you proposed this I recalled the 
fact that your mother ha would have killed the other plan & of course I expected her to object 
to this.  I am willing to own that I am surprised that she didn’t object to this.  I hated to have 
you keep it secret & yet I felt that when you broached it she would object.  This plan would be 
objected to by people who interest themselves so freely in things that do not concern them.  I 
don’t care a fig for their opinion & proposed the Norfolk trip in sober earnest & if we could 
have done it would have gone regardless of their opinions.  I never thought your visit to 
Baltimore [ill.] or immodest & never thought the Newburg[h] trip so or cared a fig for the 
opinion of any mischief maker about it.  I supposed you knew all this & understood me well 
enough to see that I always have felt this way and that I don’t try to please the world in such 
matters.  There is no sense at all in your dragging out such an objection from my writing & it 
isn’t fair to make any such charge on me because I said I tho’t your mother might object to it_  I 
can’t understand you at all.  You say I don’t understand you as well as you understand me.  It 
must be so & yet I can’t see how you could have gotten off so this time.  Then you go on & 
propose that your mother join me at Rochester & the train you want me to leave Rochester in 
leaves there at 11 P.M.  I don’t see how our visit together could amount to much if we have 
from 11 PM till 6 am in which to conduct that visit.  And there is the letter I have to think about 
& make me happy over Sunday.  I don’t wonder that we feel that letters are only a poor make 
shift_  Of course I shall be glad to meet her and be as her company from Rochester.  Don’t think 
that I object to that in the slightest.  I shall be only too happy to do it & only wish I could have 
her company all the way from here to Albany.  That part of the letter does make me happy.  
The rest don’t amount to much.  You promise a letter for tomorrow morning but I know that 
only means that you want to write and not at all that I shall get a letter tomorrow morning__  I 
shall get one some time of course but I don’t count on it tomorrow morning by no means_  I 
believe we should get through this last pull better if we didn’t write at all.  I want you so awfully 
& letters string along so & are all promises & I keep waiting & waiting & waiting.  The present 
dont bring the comfort at all.  It is like the will-o-the-wisp all the time a little way ahead & I 
wonder sometimes if I will ever catch up with it.  At last it seems promised for June 12th & then 
it is pushed along & put on the 13th & so it goes all the time. _____ “Do I only imagine it or am I 
right[?]”  Haven’t I always been frank[?]  Do you think that if I objected to the plan I should hide 
my objections?  I can’t see[,] I cannot see what I have done to make you think such a thing_  “It 
really seems to me that you have misgivings that keep you from being comfortable_  Your 
conscience isn’t quite clear about it & you wonder that Mamma consent to it.”  That beats me_  
Now you will go & think & say that I misunderstood you & so it will go on & you will be blue 
over this letter & won’t write & charge me with not understanding you & all that.  And as it 



keeps up & I suppose so it will always keep up_  If I am lonely & forlorn or long for a tender 
loving letter with some comfort & cheer for me in it & wait & wait & then get a letter than 
never expresses a word of sympathy for my loneliness & then when I am blue & clean 
discouraged I write & make you unhappy it is all my fault & I can’t understand you & all that 
sort of thing.  I turn to you as naturally when I am tired & sick with longing for you & you say 
you misunderstand me less often than I do you & yet you don’t help me.  You don’t write about 
my trials.  O they are nothing.  What is the use of bothering with them.  O the 15 puzzle is no 
where compared with this one.  I have [ill.] with it all the year & can’t find the key & guess that 
like the 13. 15. 14 combination it cannot be solved & yet I cant prove that it can’t be solved & 
so I have to keep trying.  Maybe you can help me to solve it when I get home & can tell me how 
it is that while you can help so many other people who have trouble you can’t help me any at 
all_  Perhaps after all I have always got to be a lonely character[,] just as I always have been.  
Some people seem to be followed by an evil genius.  Yours is some separation from those you 
love _ mine is a [ill.] isolation from the sympathy of those I love best.  It is bad enough to be 
separated from you when I love you so even if you could feel for my loneliness & send me some 
comforting sympathy.  I must be the most peculiar person you know for there are many of 
whom you say you are the only person who can understand them & that you can help them so 
much but is it that you can’t understand me or what is it that keeps you from writing & helping 
me to stand the trouble I have.  Don’t you believe they are any trouble at all?  You can’t it 
seems to me[,] you can’t think that.  And uet if you believe they are trouble that worry & 
torment me how is it that I must bear them always alone?  That is the puzzle.  I know you love 
me & are sorry for me & yet why can’t you help me?  I give that puzzle up & hope you can 
furnish the answer_ 
 I have been thinking how we had better spend the day in Albany & think that after 
breakfast we had better take a buggy for the morning and drive about the city & perhaps into 
the outside country & during that time we will be sure of being alone & can talk some about the 
things we are both so anxious to talk about.  Then we will get some dinner & after dinner do 
the capitol & any other buildings if there are any other buildings to be done & then go to the 
boat where we shall doubtless be able to get a quiet nook to take another talk over the same 
story.  I don’t know whether we shall calculate to sit up all night or not.  I presume we shall not 
think of returning till the wee sma’ hours.  If we do expect to turn in at 12 oclock or so I don’t 
know but we should do better to turn down to Newburg[h] after the day & take that boat for it 
will be less crowded & the scenery during the first part of the trip will be better.  If it is our plan 
to go from Albany by boat we had better engage state rooms when you go up the river.  I shall 
have a good deal of money with me.  I don’t mean such a terrible lot of money of course but 
more than I shall want to risk losing & so I don’t want to get cheated out of a stateroom in case 
there should be any risk.  If you prefer the Albany night boat to going down to Newburg[h] 
hadnt you better engage two rooms (get outside rooms if you can) & your own)  for Friday night 
several days before hand so as to make sure of them.  You have of course taken before planning 
for Saturday night the precaution to learn whether the boat runs down the river on that night.  I 
shall try to meet you at some place on the river if I can do it & I hope to be able to do so.  I shall 
write at once for particulars.  Then I can accompany your mother much farther & can have the 
day trip with her which would be much pleasanter than for her to board the train at Rochester 
at 11 P.M.  If we decide to meet at R. at 11 P.M. I had better secure her berth in the sleeper 



before hand[,] hadn’t I[,] so so that she will be sure of a lower berth.  Be sure you don’t fail to 
write me in detail about this part of the plan & her movements.  These things must all be 
attended to before hand or there may be a slip__  I don’t know when I can [ill.] catch the boat 
for I don’t know her leaving time at New York.  I think it is 6 P.M.  I can probably catch you at 
Peeks-kill [Peekskill, New York].  I won’t have you engage a state room for me for that night.  At 
least I won’t ask you to now for I am too uncertain about putting that part of the scheme 
through.  You must have assured yourself that those boats run on Saturday night.  So many 
don’t & I thought that line did not run down on Saturday night.  It would be a go of the boat 
didn’t run that night_  I am alone & sick to see you my Darling.  I long for it all the time.  Last 
week was so long & the time drags so heavily on my hands in spite of the fact that I have so 
much to do_  I hope that we shall get acquainted this summer & never again have such hard 
times as we have had this year_  We ought not to & we must not.  We have got to stand 
together & help each other.  We can do it when we know each other better.  I know we can_  I 
used to think we knew each other but we don’t.  We really don’t.  That must be the reason we 
can’t help each other & can’t lighten & brighten these lonely hours, my lonely hours.  I suppose 
you have them some too _  Do you?  Now I guess we have got every thing arranged.  Don’t be 
afraid of any conscious conscientious scruples on my part.  I wouldn’t mind going to Europe 
with you if I had the money.  There isn’t any objection at all on my part to the plan & I like it 
much better than for a you to sit quietly at home if I can meet you on Friday night.  If I can’t 
meet you till Saturday I would rather you would sit quietly at home & let me stop in at 9:30 or 
so on Friday night as I should do if I came straight ahead.  I want to see you dreadfully awfully & 
I want to see you at the earliest possible moment.  You have been kept away from me so long & 
so completely that I feel that when I can have you I can’t get there quick enough_  Your letter 
on Friday postponing the time knocked me at first for I felt that six hours at that time would be 
a long time to wait but I can see that we should enjoy Saturday very much indeed & if you wish 
it I am perfectly satisfied.  At first I only felt the disappointment but I soon saw that your plan 
was a good one if I could attach my appendix to it & meet you on the trip up the river as I think I 
can_  I am very glad that your mother has gone to Rochester & feel sure that the change will do 
her a great deal of good.  She needs it very much indeed & I am so glad that she can have it.  It 
will be so nice to meet her too & we shall have such a nice trip together.  It would be nice if I 
had time to stop over in Rochester.  Perhaps I will decide to do that instead of stopping at 
Niagara or Cornell.  I am sure I should enjoy it more.  I have about as good an idea of Niagara as 
I should get there in the short time I could stay when I got there.  I should like to stay several 
days & go to see it from all points & stay a long time at each point.  Please send me your uncles 
address in Rochester.  I could spend several hours there_  But the best plan is to meet you on 
the steamer up the river.  I shan’t be happy or contented after I get away from here until I am 
with you & every thing that keeps me away at all will only be a plague & not a pleasure_  It will 
be better for me to hurry along.  I shan’t feel contented unless I am on the move & try that plan 
too.  I can have the day with your mother on the train instead of the night.—  I said I would tell 
you about the bogus & about my doings Friday night.  I won’t try to tell you about the bogus for 
two reasons.  First it is too complicated to write out.  It is better to save it up & tell you & 
second there are some clues we are working that must be kept very secret & while there isn’t 
much chance of such a thing if I wrote the thing just now & it should be seen in any way it 
would put kill any hope or prospects we have of catching the offenders.  I was pretty busy all 



Yesterday & Friday working it up & it is great fun I can tell you tho it keeps me pretty lively.  
Craig & I completely failed the attempt of the perpetrators & the result was that instead of the 
programme being in every ones hands they were so scarce that the boys offered Pat[,] who 
they think got them all in[,] as high as one dollar for a copy__  There were only about three or 
four in circulation on the day of the show_  I did not attend the show because it came on the 
night that had been set weeks before for a trip out in the country & to Meggs’s with Barnes & 
his folks or better his wifes folks_  I hesitated a good deal about going but concluded that there 
wasn’t much use in my staying here.  We left at 3:30 P.M.  Mr Meggs is a farmer who has 800 
acres & a large tile factory[,] is well off & has a fine place & is very hospitable.  He has three 
daughters who are quite accomplished & the second[,] Emily[,] plays the piano beautifully.  She 
has studied at Cincinnati of [ill.] of whom I know a good deal & she has a great deal of talent.  
She plays every thing that she plays at all without notes & wouldn’t play any thing she hadn’t 
learned.  After the music I have heard here since I came west it was a real treat & I enjoyed it 
very much.  I was too tired to enjoy the event fully for I had been up since 12 oclock the night 
before & been awfully busy all day but I didn’t disgrace my self_  After dinner which was most 
inviting & was well patronized we had some miscellaneous conversation & then Miss Emily 
played and I was in the least possible mood for music for I was in that state where music seems 
to fill me all up with purely sensuous enjoyment of the sound.  I was not thinking.  I was only 
existing & the sounds were the whole world for the time.  I wasn’t in a state to show 
appreciation.  I was off a little where I didn’t have to talk & I was just on the border land 
between sleep & waking.  They must have tho’t I was a stupid fellow but I was too tired to exert 
myself & so I just gave it up during the playing & let the music drift in_  It don’t matter much 
what the music was.  I know you will smile when I tell you what it was.  It wouldn’t have 
seemed so good if I had been lively & in the mood for intellectual enjoyment from music and so 
I said I as in the best possible state to enjoy music_  She played Sidney Smiths arrangement of 
the Midsummer Nights Dream of Mendelssohn & Darling if the music wasn’t as capable of 
pleasing as a Chopin Nocturne then would have been it was done[,] I would almost say[,] 
perfectly.  It did sound so good.  Then she played the 8th rhapsody of Liszt[,] I think that was the 
name of it[,] & she executed that beautifully too.  I was too tired to be critical but I feel sure 
that she played beautifully.  I should have escaped going but Barnes held me to it & tho I was so 
stupid I was glad I went.  We didn’t get home till 2 o’clock.  I slept till seven & yesterday was 
very busy & last evening had to call on Prof Smiths brother & bride here for a very short visit & 
got home at 9:30.  When I got home I went to bed as straight as I could & was glad enough to 
get there, too.  I have been so pushed of late that I haven’t been able to read up at all for my 
paper on Millet which is down for Tuesday night & guess I shall have to go in on that on my 
general knowledge_  Now I must stop & write to some others.  With deepest love & longing 
           Your own Harry 

O Darling I do love you more than all else.  That is why I long for help from you & worry 
so much when I don’t get what I want from your letters.  Don’t you see that when this want is 
not satisfied I can’t be quiet even tho I know you can’t help it.  I simply can’t help being 
disappointed when I long so for you.  It isn’t your fault Darling & I don’t ever feel that it grows 
out of an insufficient love for me.  I know you love me.  I believe it but the letter today was so 
inadequate to my needs_  I can’t help myself Effie & you would be the same or perhaps worse if 
you were in my situation.  If I omit to write about things in your letters[,] if I don’t answer 



them[,] you scarcely ever fail to let me know that you wanted me to write about the letters & 
yet almost all my letters go unanswered.  Do you ever take a letter & put it before you & read it 
through as you go along & answer the things that have produced any impression on you?  Why 
is it[?]  Don’t the letters make any impression at all_  It runs along that same old way & I write 
& write but you don’t answer.  You say you can’t satisfy me.  Your letters are so unsatisfactory 
& so on.  Don’t you see that that is the reason.  I can’t write & write on forever without any 
answers.  That is the main reason that your letters don’t help & comfort me as they ought to 
do.  You must know this.  You must have seen it for I have written so much about it.  It seems as 
though you must have seen it.  Perhaps you haven’t.  Surely you don’t mean that you can’t 
write a letter in answer to one from me_  Isn’t it the greatest pleasure we can get to talk 
together & when we talk together do I tell you a long string during which you are dumb & then 
do you tell me a long string during which I offer no comment?  I feel sure that you are 
dissatisfied with my letters.  You are tired of them or there is something or other about them 
that don’t suit you & yet I can’t find out what it is.  I believe the reason is that you don’t want to 
hurt me by complaining as I do but that would be the best thing you could do & would let me 
into the secret of what is the matter.  When I am so at a loss as to your opinion of my letters[,] 
when you tell me so little of your impression of them[,] I grow utterly hopeless & don’t feel like 
writing.  I feel as though it was unsafe to write.  Why is it[?]  Why is it that it goes on so?  I can 
not understand it at all_  O Effie do tell me what it is.  What is the matter with us[?]  Can’t you 
tell me?  Why can’t you tell me?  Am I not your lover[?]  Can’t you tell me your heart[?]  Cant 
you tell me what is the matter.  Is it my fault[?]  Do you think I do or have done or am doing 
anything wrong[?]  If you do Effie why not tell me & help me to correct it & not leave me 
groping about in the dark alone alone always alone_  I shouldn’t be so if I didn’t love you so.  I 
shouldn’t go to your letters so for help & comfort & shouldn’t depend on you so as I do_  But 
loving you as I do Darling I can’t help wanting what I ought to have.  There seems to me no way 
of helping it.  I am afraid that this letter will be another to worry you & make your head ache & 
your heart heavy because I am blue & heartsick & long so for you but I am afraid I ought not to 
send it & yet Darling I ought not to be placed so.  You are the very one of all the world that I 
should write this too as you are the only one in the whole world to whom I can write it.  Have I 
made you sick at heart Effie[?]  What shall I do[?]  Shall I not send you any thing at all for my 
Sunday letter[?]  O Darling why must things go so[?]  Why can’t we understand each other 
better.  We both love with all our hearts.  We feel so tender that it hurts us to feel that we have 
either caused the other pain & we would either do anything in our power to make the other 
happy.  Why must we go on so.  Is it all my fault[?]  I believe it is largely my fault but I can’t see 
how & can’t correct it_  We have been apart too long.  You haven’t told me all the things you 
have seen in me you haven’t liked & you are saving[,] saving[,] always saving[,] for the summer 
instead of trying however poorly to tell them now_  I feel sure very sure that something has 
arisen to trouble you.  I can’t think what it is but for a long time now it seems[,] for a month any 
how[,] I have some how felt that you are different.  I can’t tell how quite.  I don’t mean that you 
love me less.  I don’t think it is that but your letters have been less satisfying than they used to 
be even when there was so much trouble & your time was so full & you were yourself sick or 
something the matter all the time.  I can’t see into it but it keeps right up letter after letter the 
same.  Have I done any thing to offend you?  What can it be[?]  The letters aren’t what I want.  
You must know that.  The one I got today wasn’t the kind of a letter to help me.  The[y] seem as 



tho you felt you had to write but didn’t feel much like it & wished I didn’t insist upon them.  You 
don’t seem joyful to write.  It has been growing & growing.  I can’t see you & see what ails you 
& perhaps the ail is all I me & yet this is the way I feel about it.  Is there anything the matter[?]  
Have I done any thing[?]  What is the matter[?]  Cant you tell me_  I am going to send this 
letter.  I believe that it is wrong for either of us to keep our feelings away from the other & 
might[,] in fact would[,] lead to serious trouble between us_  We have got to face the facts & 
these are as much facts as any that will ever meet us & are the most serious troubles that 
oppress me now.  You have written of late that you can’t seem to write letters any more.  Why 
is it.  The fault must be in me.  My letters don’t suit you or there is something or other the 
matter.  I do wish I knew what it was.  Now I have written a good deal more than I had the [ill.] 
intention to write & more than I had the time to write.  But I do want rest.  Darling won’t you 
write & tell me what is the matter[?]  It would be unendurable if we did not feel that it must 
soon come to an end.  I believe in you.  I believe you love me as deeply as you ever have & I 
love you with all my heart.  That is why this thing troubles me so.  I have been worrying over it 
& hoping it would work out but it don’t work out.  Do tell me Effie just what is the matter for I 
am very sure that there is something _ & I can’t tell what it is.  Write & tell me at once & I will 
look for an answer to this on Friday afternoon or Saturday morning’s mail_  Now Darling Don’t 
be hurt over this letter because I don’t want to hurt you.  I love you too much to say anything 
for the purpose of hurting you but we both are unhappy now & more so than there is any use in 
our being __ 
         With fondest love My Darling 
                from your own Harry__ 


