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My own darling Effie 
       How I do love & long for my own Effie_  Oh you precious girl[,] I can’t be happy 
without you around.  How could I be when I love you enough to ask your heart.  If I 
loved you so much as that I couldn’t be happy unless I had you near me to be a comfort 
to me all the time & a help in many ways__  Oh you dear girl[,] you have grown to be 
such a desire to me.  I want you.  At first it wasn’t much.  The liking was there but the 
strong drawing wasn’t there but now how different you have become to me and to be 
away from you is misery_  Effie Love you feel the same.   

Your dear letter made me a little blue last evening.  I was away all the evening & 
couldn’t write so I have taken the time for it this morning.  I can’t help feeling down 
when you dont write or the letters are fragments only.  I know they carry the love all the 
same but I know that the love is there any how.  I know too darling that it will be a cross 
for you too not to be able to write so I know that I have no right to complain.  And Effie 
Love I promise you I wont complain.  I cant promise not to feel badly at times but I will 
not complain of you any how.  This is a trial we have got to bear as best we can and I 
shall do the very best I can.  Thus far I have pulled along some how & I shall do so the 
rest of the year I suppose some how_  I understand your position my own & wont blame 
you if the letters are mere sketches & I can see from what I know of your situation that 
they can’t be much else.  I presume I shall blame others if not you but I will try to keep 
my complaint hidden under the surface.  I am just as unable as I ever was to see why 
you should not be allowed an hour a day unmolested to give me especially as there is 
real need of it & I have a right to it[,] a perfect right[,] but your mother has no logic in 
her any more than my mother & she will never cease to worry you & then see the case 
in a false light.  I don’t think it pays to kick against her selfishness in this matter.  She will 
be bound to go on in the same way as long as you are with her.  I don’t want you darling 
to write & correct me about these matters if you see them any differently for I know I 
shall not be convinced that it is necessary that you be kept entirely away from me__  
There Darling I can’t help being blue over the matter but I know it isn’t your fault and I 
believe fully that you can’t help yourself & I don’t want you to have any row with your 
mother.  As for Jule I don’t expect any thing from her.  We have got to endure these 
things as among the pleasant (?) parts of being engaged.  I hope we shall not have to 
stand it any longer than this year for it is a miserable sort of life to lead to feel that you 
can’t have any property at all in the any thing you consider most of all yours.  I wonder 
your mother don’t object to your wasting time in reading my letters.  As for short letters 
& reading between the lines[,] you know Darling I am not a success at all at that sort of 
thing.  I found the only time I read between the lines & told you about it that I made an 
egregious ass of my self so I guess I shall be safe to stick pretty close to the text and not 
run on any more such snags as that one was__  Last night I went to supper with Huston 
and spent the evening in a call on Dr Smart & wife.  I shall write you about them this 
evening.  I haven’t time for more now.  I will write a letter to the postmaster of New 
York and try & find out what the trouble is with your letters.  Will you please preserve 



for me the postmarks[,] date & time of arrival in New York & time of Delivery[?]  I shall 
need them (the exact times) to fire off at the postmaster perhaps.  
        I must leave you now Effie my love with the deepest fondest love darling that 
requires so much that it can’t be content now & makes me very savage toward those 
who want to snatch away the little I have 
        from your own loving   
               Harry___ 


