
                                                                                                                  Purdue Oct 11 [18]85 
My darling darling Girl 
      I see now why you thought your letter of Sept 26th tired me.  You had been writing 
about the death of Clarsks baby and said you wished that Rem’s “Minnies baby could have been 
taken instead.”  Then you went on to say that you were so sorry about the children & that Mr 
Schenck would probably marry & they would have a cruel step mother or an inattentive one.  
Then you said that last summer often you had wanted to talk about the matter but “it seemed 
to worry me” so you tried not to talk about it & not to think about it but didn’t have any success 
with the thoughts tho you did keep from talking about it.  Then you went on to tell me about 
Maggies worrying so and being so sad all the time.  It was I think in reference to that that I said I 
did not enjoy the part about the Reynolds.  I can’t account for it Effie but I can’t seem to help 
feeling awfully annoyed whenever the name of Mr. Schenck is mentioned or anything 
connected with him.  I wish it was not so and I try & get over this weakness but somehow every 
time that mans name is mentioned I immediately lose my balance.  I am sorry for this for two 
reasons[,] first because it is weak & small in me and second because it prevents me from being 
able to write & talk to you about Minnies children in whom you have naturally the deepest 
children [sic]_  I don’t wonder at your sympathy for the children or your feeling so badly & 
continuing to feel so over Minnies death but every time you write about that Mr Schenck it 
makes me go off the same way.  You may account for it as you please for as I said I can’t 
account for it.  I can’t tell what it is[,] only I know I feel so & I felt so when I wrote & I didn’t 
enjoy that part of your letter.  Then I am prejudiced against Maggie and her personal grief don’t 
appeal to me as the [sic] would & doubtless will when I have seen her.  I am sorry for the 
prejudice too.  I think she is a fine woman & has much to admire but at present I don’t admire 
her as I shall when I know her.  But what you have written me about them[,] their children baby 
& so on has not had the effect on me that you seem to imagine.  If it did I should [be] much 
more tired over a think [sic] like Mrs McDonald but I was not.  I like to have you write about 
those things.  Now Effie I have told you over & over that I like & enjoy your letters & I needn’t 
repeat it tho I might with truth for I do enjoy them with that sole exception & I am improving in 
my regard to the exception too.  I can’t tell you why I get so annoyed everytime Mr. Schenck is 
mentioned for I don’t know him but so it is.    
       Darling I call the fact of Carrie’s never thanking you for the sachet bag sheer rudeness & 
incivility which you would scarcely expect in a being who had arrived at such a state of moral 
perfection.  I should not like to compare her case with the case of the Asclepsis pods at all for I 
haven’t a notion that they are parallel cases & I feel sure your mother would be incapable of 
such rudeness.  I did feel hurt at her sending a word in that way through you for it did seem as if 
she thought this way[:] civility requires me to recognize these but I won’t bother to write.  I will 
just take the easies[t] way & out that saves all trouble & ask Effie to do it for me.  She did so in 
the Spring about the flowers I sent.  Unfortunately the flowers didn’t pan out well but it was 
not from inattention on my part.  That was the way I looked at the thing but if I was wrong 
Darling I will take it all back & I will take your word for it & believe I was wrong.  But I don’t 
want you to compare the case with the girls at Madison over the sachet bags, for I think that 
they were in a different situation & that while Mag did the square & decent thing & Sue ditto[,] 
Carrie was rude in the extreme.  My mother never writes to any one.  She can’t write & I don’t 
wonder that she didn’t write to you.  I wish she would write but she can’t do it.  Now Darling we 



will call it square or rather I will own that I was wrong & stop feeling as I did.  I did feel rather 
hurt but I can see that I misunderstood things somewhat for I supposed that with the three 
servants your mother would have much more leisure time & didn’t know she was so occupied.  
I shall be very glad Darling if you determine to go to Orange but once a week.  I really think you 
ought not to go oftener unless it is distinctly fore arranged that you shall not be expected upon 
stormy days.  I am very unwilling to have you go traveling about in the rain or stormy winds & 
for that reason should favor your planning there so that you needn’t go in the worst weather.  I 
said I wouldn’t interfere at all about this but I can’t keep wholly silent about it for I hate to have 
you out in any rough weather.  I don’t think you like me to write on this topic but I do think & 
feel deeply about it tho I don’t say much & try to keep quiet.  I was thinking last night what a 
fine thing it is to have my poison all gone.  I feel like a new creature[,] no itch now_  I didn’t get 
poisoned that second trip or else I stared it off with the Rhus Tox[,] I don’t know which.  I guess 
though that care is the best preventive.  I am now being treated to some music.  Miss Stockton 
has sat down to her piano and begun to murder a simple little piece she has been practicing on 
for one year & five weeks to my certain knowledge and I don’t know how much longer.  I ought 
to be hardened by this time but I never become hardened.  I can predict just what mistakes she 
is going to make and just where she is going to stop & hit about a dozen times before she gets 
what she calls the right chords which are two seventh cords[,] one in each hand.  Then she runs 
along through “I dreamt I dwelt in marble halls” for about ten measures[,] then runs high & dry 
again, swinging her whole arm all the time.  She takes the cake for stagnation.  She makes even 
less progress than I do.  I think my case is harder by far than a brand new pupil who has never 
used the piano at all for I have so many bad habits to correct.  Why do you advise playing the 
scales without notes[?]  Don’t one in doing so have more work than it would be with the notes.  
Isn’t it like trying to play a piece from memory[,] only less taxing of course?  I find that the 
scales take a good deal of mental work all the time.  It is by no means all & only finger work for 
me.  D relative minor bothers me some but G rel[ative] minor or E minor is the worst I have 
struck yet.  The notes will not come in quite right and I find that the scale in 6ths [ill.] 10ths & 
1/3ds contrary motion are horrible.  I must stop now but will continue this topic by & by in the 
letter for tomorrow. 
        Goodbye now my darling darling Effie with love & longing all the time for you my own  
           from your own  
                Harry.  


