
                                                                                                    Purdue Oct 4th [1885] 
                                                                                                     7 a.m. 
My darling[,] My own darling Effie 
       It is so sweet to feel darling that all my love is returned and that you are as full of love & 
as full of longing as I am and I may say as responsive.  O Darling it is so much better in that 
regard this year than last for now you do some how make it more manifest how fond of me you 
are & I do like to receive any sign whatever of your love.  We human creatures are such 
impenetrable creatures that we have got to give signs of the things going on within or else they 
arent known but that isn’t all the reason we glory in every sign of each others love for if we 
stopped now saying a word about it we should go on believing all the same_  I can’t explain the 
other reason.  It is inexplicable but as it is every time you tell me afresh that you do love me it is 
a fresh pleasure & joy to me.  O Effie Darling I do love & long for you all the time and I shall 
never get so that I can be fully satisfied without you_  Last night was my regular time for writing 
but I was out for a while and I made a paper shade to go over my lamp shade & take off the glare 
of light that is so annoying and that took a lot of time & then I sat down to read & the first thing I 
knew it was 10:30 so I determined to go to bed and write this morning instead of last night.    
        On Friday afternoon I went out for another collecting trip but this time it was on the river 
at a place where mussels are to be found and where no Rhus Toxicodendron luxuriates.  We 
hired a boat or better a tub[,] flat bottomed but good enough here[,] and rowed a little way down 
the river and I found a place where there was some sand about three inches below the surface & 
ran the boat on it & we looked about.  All around us there were crowds of shells but all were 
empty.  The boatman had told us that this was a good place so I told Dragoo who went along to 
do the work to wade about & see if he couldn’t find some and he did so and after awhile found 
crowds of them just as thick as they could be.  They bury themselves in the sand all except the 
very end of the shell and as you walk along you can see two long narrow lips enclosing a narrow 
space.  These are the ends of the two shells slightly open to allow the water to flow in.  The shell 
stands end ways in the sand[,] the mouth end down thus [Henry sketched a mussel, indicating the 
gills, hinge, mouth and end above the sand bottom].  The arrows represent the currents of water 
going in and out to the gills and the food slips down the gills and gets into the mouth.  The water 
passes over the gills of course for breathing purposes and the animal has blood vessels in the 
gills which carry blood to the water so that it can have a chance to be purified_  We got about a 
bushel of the mussels & only stopped because we had enough.  I brought them home in a dray 
and pickled four dozen for the students to work on & have the rest alive in an aquarium_   
        Last night I went to the Chauncey skating rink to see the natives skate and it was dreary 
enough except for one fellow[,] Windle[,] the brother of a fellow of the same name in my 
zoology class last year.  He was a beginner and “his movements were graceful all the girls he 
could please.”  I should not dare to go often & doubt if I go again soon.  The last time I was at a 
skating rink was at Newport in the summer of 1880.  It was quite a contrast I can tell you_ to the 
present rink_       I have been thinking today a good deal about trying to get into some museum 
or library in or near New York.  I know I could make myself very useful in a library[,] in 
especially in the scientific line for I am pretty well posted on books & periodicals & read french 
& german well enough to get to the to heart of things pretty quickly. I think I will look the thing 
up.  I have thought of it often before but it hasn’t seemed as if there was any opening but perhaps 
I could find some thing.  I believe we could live in the east on $1000. a year if necessary at first 
and that this could be increased before long.  I should like to write reviews & popular articles on 
scientific questions of the day and so on & if I [ill.] where books & magazines are to be had 



could do so & make it remunerative.  At the american museum I found in the library a fossil who 
didn’t know the inside of any of the books he had in charge.  I could do his work better than he 
does it I will bet a cent.  I am going to write to some folks and on my way home I mean to stop a 
few hours at Baltimore & see Brooks & get him & Martin to help me to get hold of some thing 
or get a prospect of something.  I believe I can make something turn up somewhere & I mean to 
try.  There is so much literary work done in New York that I think I ought to be able to get a 
chance to do some of it.  We should have harder work to economize there than here but I think 
we should dare marry on one thousand dollars a year[,] dont you think so.  I have a great many 
influential friends now & I think I ought to do something in that way.  I like teaching but dont 
want to teach in a high school or anything like that.  I could easily make a go at that & will if I 
don’t get anything else & don’t do pretty well out here.  I am glad I came here this year[,] hard as 
it is[,] for I am making money but I don’t feel the same necessity after this for I shall soon be out 
of debt now.  I don’t know that I shall be able to wait the few hours a stop in Baltimore would 
cost but I think that I ought to have a personal interview with Brooks before I do anything much 
as he has so much influence & is a very good friend of mine_     Now Darling I must stop & go 
over to mail this & get your letter.  I love you & long for you all the time & if you were here 
with me should be perfectly happy___ 
         With fondest love for my Effie from her own loving boy              

Harry___ 
 Kisses without number. 
   


