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My own darling darling Harry 
     My darling you have done it.  Your letter this morning was the very thing I needed, and 
it has helped me oh so much.  You began by saying, “How I do wish I could write just the sort of 
a letter to set you all straight” and, as I have already told you, you have done it.  I dont know 
whether it is best to try and explain by letter or not.  I feel that I would rather tell you all about 
it, and yet I dont think you want me to put it off so long, but darling I dont know just where or 
how to begin, but I can tell you that it is all right now.  I dont think you know just how your 
letters were during your blue fit.  You ought to be able to tell me about your blues, and I ought 
to be able to sympathize with you, & write you a helpful letter that would make you happy, and 
my own Harry I believe I could have done it if your letters had been different, but as they 
seemed to me, I could not help being upset.  If you had told me about your being desperately 
blue, I could have understood it and could have written very differently.  I would have felt badly 
to have you suffer so, and yet it wouldn’t have upset me at all, for there  is good deal of [ill.] 
truth in the saying that “misery loves company,” and as I was feeling all the same longings for 
you that you were for me, it might have been a help to feel that we could sympathize with each 
other so thoroughly, and I know if you had written differently about your blues I wouldn’t have 
felt so upset, and I know if I had written such letters to you it would have made you feel just as 
your letters made me feel.  You said that you didn’t blame me, but at the same time you just 
went for me rough shod for writing about things that had nothing to do with us, and things that 
were not interesting, and you were pretty bitter, or at least seemed so.  I had told you that my 
letter that Sunday wasn’t what I had intended, but that circumstances had made it impossible 
for me to do all I had intended.  I made a special effort to tell you all about the Oratorio Concert 
because you are always at me to write about such things, and tho’ it is hard for me to do it, and 
I cant do it decently, I tho’t it would please you, and as you couldn’t go to the Concert I’d do all 
in my power to do what you would like, & if possible give you some pleasure by trying to tell 
you about it.  I could not see how my poor description could give you much satisfaction, and yet 
I felt that I wasn’t the one to judge of that, and as you had said so many times that you did 
enjoy having me tell you about such things I tho’t that I would do my best to tell you about it, 
even tho’ I did feel that I was not equal to it.  It takes me just about twice as long to write such 
news, as it does to write about other things, and tho’ there wasn’t such a terrible lot about it, it 
took me a good while to do it.  I believe you did like that part, tho’ that more than anything 
else, took time, and kept me from writing about the things that you wanted.  There was a good 
deal about Mr. A. but you always seemed to admire him and I tho’t you were interested in him.  
I suppose that I wrote about his life because he does stick so closely to work, and seemed to 
enjoy the concert so very much, and when I wrote about the concert, all this was suggested to 
me, & I never dreamed that it would upset me you so.  The rest about him was told because it 



had some bearing on the affair between him & Jule and you had asked me to keep you posted 
about them and I tho’t it would interest you, and his conversation with me seemed to indicate 
that some thing had set him thinking about marriage, and the tho’t, he owned, was a new one 
to him, and one he had never considered till lately, and this I tho’t had some thing to do with 
Jule, and as I was keeping you posted I tho’t it was an important part to tell.  I expected to have 
plenty of time afterwards for all I wanted to say, and would have had if it hadn’t been for the 
interruption.  I couldn’t help that, neither could I refuse to see Charlie.  I felt very very sorry 
about it and said so, but tho’t that I might better send the letter as it was than to keep it till I 
could add more, for that that would leave you without any letter on Tuesday.  Well the letter 
went, and the consequence was that as serious, & perhaps more so than if I had not sent any 
for Tuesday. tho’  The letter had taken a good deal of time, tho’ if I had known how things 
would turn out I wouldn’t have taken that time to tell you about the things it was filled with, 
but I told about them then, because I tho’t it was the very best chance I’d have to do it, and I 
was sorry that I had not been able to tell you about the Concert before.  Well the days passed 
along, and when Friday came it brought no letter.  Of course I felt dreadfully but supposed 
there was some good reason for it.  I didn’t think you were sick.  In fact I knew you were not, for 
you had promised to let me know if the least thing was the matter.  I didn’t dream of blaming 
my Sunday’s letter for it, and I didn’t understand what the trouble could be, but tho’t that 
perhaps you had been delayed with your papers, and had felt that you must make up for lost 
time, in order to finish them in time, and that you had been too driven to write on Tuesday 
night or Wed[nesday]. A.M.  I tho’t that if you had only sent one page, it wouldn’t have taken 
much time, but it would have explained things and made me feel better, but I didn’t blame you 
for I felt that there must be some good reason for it, and I tho’t possibly the letter had gone to 
Madison because you might have sent it there, thinking it would catch me on Friday, because 
you didn’t know in time about what arrangement I had made with my pupils, and I half 
expected to get that letter from Madison in on Saturday A.M. and also one directly from 
Purdue, and I felt positive that if you hadn’t written on Tuesday I would get a letter on Saturday 
A.M. to tell me all about it, why you had not written etc.  I knew that if you had written and 
sent the letter to M[adison]. it would be forwarded at once, & reach me some time Sat[urday]. 
A.M.  Perhaps you can imagine my feelings on Saturday noon when I came home from my 
lessons to find nothing at all. al  I then began to feel decidedly upset, and a good deal provoked, 
for I tho’t if you were sick you could get some one to send me word, and I felt sure you would 
have done it, and decided you were not sick, and then I couldn’t make any excuse, for I tho’t 
that no matter how busy you were you could at least send a line to tell me what was the 
matter.  I hadn’t time for more than a sheet, before I went to the matinee, and I was so 
miserable I dont know what I said in my note.  I was miserable all afternoon, & my pleasure was 
spoiled for the day.  I couldn’t half enjoy the opera that afternoon, or the concert in the 
evening, tho’ I was very thankful that there was some thing to keep me rushed every minute.  



When the opera was over we hurried home, and I found your letter here, but couldn’t read it at 
once, for Lottie was going to leave at once, and I had to wait till she had gone.  I helped her 
carry her things to the car, and then rushed back as fast as possible to read your letter, and 
Lottie didn’t keep me from it over five minutes.  Well the beginning didn’t tend to make me feel 
better, for you began this way, “I am going to write an extra letter to take the place of the one I 
did not write on Tuesday.”  Well I tho’t that was about the thinnest thing I ever heard of, for 
this was dated Thanksgiving morning, & as far as I could make out you had not written either on 
Tues[day]. or Wed[nesday]. and then Thursday wrote two sheets and called it “an extra letter.”  
You did not say a word about my letters on Tuesday or Wed[nesday]. but went on about the 
weather, and then about your thankfulness to God for your pleasant surroundings etc, etc, and 
then alluded to your blues in an indirect way, and then did some more moralizing, and then 
said, “I wont say that I shall not get down so again this year as I was night before last, but I will 
fight it off, & will try hard.  I know darling that it will make you feel very badly to have had me 
so at all.  I regret that more than my own suffering and especially if it makes you have any of 
the thoughts you used to have about the thing.  I hope it wont do that for Effie there is no 
cause for them.  I do not & did not feel that it was your fault.”  You did say what you meant.  I 
didn’t know what you were driving at, and then you said “instead of feeling discouraged you 
must feel encouraged.”  I couldn’t see much to be encouraged about I must say, and I was all at 
sea any way.  Some thing was the matter or had been the matter, and you said you didn’t think 
it was my fault, but you didn’t tell me what that something was, and all I could get at was that it 
had made you very blue and so you hadn’t written to me.  I tho’t if I hadn’t written for two 
days, and then on the 3rd, had sent such a letter, and called it an extra, as tho’ I was doing 
something very nice, you would have tho’t it a pretty cool way of crawling out.  I couldn’t make 
out anything very definite except that some thing was wrong.  Most of the two sheets were 
filled with moralizing, and some how it didn’t seem to harmonize and agree with the mood you 
had been in.  You th were so unhappy & dissatisfied over something, & yet kept ta[l]king about 
your blessings, and your gratitude to God, and it seemed incongruous some how, and I must 
confess that after I had read the letter I felt about 50% worse than I had done before.  The next 
morning I went to the P.O. and got two letters from you.  One was dated Nov. 24th and in that 
you explained why you hadn’t written, and then you went for me for writing about Mr. Artz, 
and for “squandering sympathy” on him.  I didn’t know that I did squander so much sympathy 
on him.  I said he worked constantly & took almost no recreation and said I supposed he hadn’t 
the money to spare for amusement, and for about three pages you just went for me on acc’t of 
what I had said about him, and were very strong about it too, & finally said if I considered his a 
hard position you should feel very much alarmed at the notion of ever introducing me to 
Indiana, and you were pretty cross about it, and I tho’t that you were very much put out with 
me for writing so much “about a stranger,” and said my letter was “so awfully barren,” and if 
you were not provoked you acted so.  I felt that I had done my best, for I meant to write more, 



but I couldn’t see ahead and tell what was coming, and you didn’t seem to make much 
allowance for this.  You said you didn’t blame me, but you did go for me like the very mischief, 
and I couldn’t help feeling that you blamed me some, and I tho’t if you had the same faith in my 
love I have in your’s my “barren” letter couldn’t have upset you so completely, and the fact that 
it could do so after all our experience of last summer just made me frantic.  It made me feel 
worse than I ever did last Spring because, tho’ it was bad enough then, I used to feel that you 
had never seen my love, and couldn’t realize it fully, because we hadn’t had any chance to be 
together and show our feelings, but believed that when you had once seen my love, you could 
never feel so again.  I didn’t blame you in the least for being blue and miserable, or for telling 
me about it, but it was not only that I tho’t.  It seemed too much like the attacks of last year, 
and you didn’t seem to make any allowance for me, and seemed to be completely upset 
because I hadn’t told you about my love, & it did look as tho’ you couldn’t have perfect faith in 
it unless I kept telling you about it all the time, and it seemed so like last year’s blues.  Harry 
darling Y your letter written that same day (Nov[ember] 22nd) was very much the same kind of a 
letter, but it didn’t make me feel so.  I noticed the difference at the time, but it didn’t upset or 
worry me, for I was just as sure of your love then as I was when I read your letter of 
Nov[ember]. 18th, which showed your love all thro’.  The letter wasn’t as precious to me, and 
yet it didn’t make me fell as you did about mine, and after reading your letter last Sunday I felt 
pretty miserable, for I tho’t that I had done all I could.  You had had your whole Sunday to 
yourself, if you had a mind to take it, but you had put your letter off till night, and then it was 
not particularly good for Sunday.  It didn’t strike me as being near as good as some of your 
week day letters, and yet I was glad to get it, and enjoyed it, & didn’t go for you about it, tho’ 
I’m sure you said just as much about outsiders, and as little about us as I did.  I knew it wasn’t 
because your love was weaker.  I knew your feelings were just the same, and I appreciated the 
letter as much as tho’ it had been one of your best, tho’ it wasn’t quite as satisfactory as your 
letters usually are, but I could see you were not in the writing mood, but had done the best you 
could, and and I was interested in all you told me.  Last Sunday I couldn’t help wondering what 
the difference was between the two letters of Nov[ember]. 22nd, for I tho’t you said quite as 
much about outsiders as I did.  I tho’t it was all right, and yet tho’ you seemed to think it was all 
right as far as you were concerned, you went for me for doing the same thing, and that just 
about broke me up, coming as it did on top of the two days before.  I could not see why 
Luzader, & Eliot, & the new man from Penn[sylvania]. and all that about Mr. Fritz & Miss 
Shoemaker’s engagement, & the prospect of their separation, should be any more to me than 
Mr. Artz is to you, or as much, for you know Mr. A. while I haven’t even seen these people, and 
yet I was interested because these people are about you and I like to hear about them, and 
about every thing that interests or concerns you.  Your letter showed however that you were 
not in the mood for writing, & had put it off till night.  I could understand that fort for I often 
feel the same.  I am just as full of love but am not in the mood to write about it, and simply cant 



do it, and so I didn’t feel badly over your letter of Nov[ember]. 22nd.  I understood your mood 
perfectly, and believed as strongly in your love as tho’ you had written one of your sweetest 
love letters, and I couldn’t help being all used up because you had been so upset over mine, 
and didn’t seem to make the same allowance for me, tho’ I was really in the mood, but was 
kept from writing as I would have done if things hadn’t turned against me and cut my letter 
short.  The two days before last Sunday had not prepared me for the letter I got then.  I think 
perhaps if you had mailed it promptly it wouldn’t have upset me so, but as it was it made me so 
miserable. I could not get over it.  But it is all over now, & your dear letter this morning has 
straightened me out thoroughly.  I was much better yesterday, but not perfectly at rest as I am 
now.  I do hope we wont ever get in such a mess again.  I dont want you to feel that you cant 
tell me about your blues, but this time your blues seemed to come from a cause that I tho’t 
there was no reason in.  I am the last one to blame you for longing for me.  I want you to feel 
the need of me, and I want to be as necessary to you as you are to me, but this terrible attack 
of blues didn’t seem to me to be purely from your longing for me, but seemed to be caused 
partly from my barren letter, and I felt that even if I didn’t show my love, you ought not to get 
in such a state and if you believed in it.  I wrote a good deal of this on Monday, but tho’t I’d 
better not send it.  I tho’t I would not write about it, but would rather talk about it.  I have been 
perfectly miserable, & really sick over it.  I haven’t been able to sleep at night, that is, not as I 
usually do.  Of course I have slept some, but usually have been awake most of the time every 
night, and the rest of the time was even more miserable than when I was awake, for I had 
dreadful dreams, and my sleep didn’t rest me any, and on Thursday I broke down completely, 
and came home from my lessons a total wreck for that night.  But on Friday I was a good deal 
better, and have been improving right along ever since, and now I think I am as happy as I can 
ever be under these circumstances but not “blissfully happy” by any means, but these 
circumstances cant last forever thank Heaven.  There will be a break in last less than two weeks, 
and then we’ll be blissfully happy for a time, and [ill.] after that we’ll have to try these 
circumstances once more, and I think when we feel that it is for the last time, we will be able to 
stand them a little better and look ahead to the happy future.  It will, I know, be a very great 
help to feel that it is the last trial of the sort we shall ever have.  I am getting so excited over the 
prospect of seeing you, and am so happy when I think how near the time is, and so glad that I 
am not going to suffer so in the meantime.  I may have misunderstood your letters darling, but I 
read them over several times to try and get some comfort out of them, and see things 
differently, but I couldn’t, and I believe I felt worse every time.  I wouldn’t have written all 
about I have in this letter, but I tho’t you wanted to hear all about it so I have broken my 
resolution and written about it, and I do hope and pray that we’ll never have anything like it 
again.  My love, all thro’ the last horrible week, was just as unwavering as ever, but tho’ I had 
perfect faith in your love for me, I couldn’t not help feeling after those letters came, that you 
were wild because you felt that my love was not as strong as yours.  I know darling that I have 



had this feeling a good many times, & your blues dont cause it, if they come just because you 
want me but your blues come usually when every thing has gone against me, and kept me from 
writing, & I am perfectly desperate about it anyway, and then you cant seem to get along at all 
when I dont tell you about my love, and when I have done my best, & am in despair anyhow, it 
does look like a lack of confidence in my love, and it just breaks me all up.  I know you cant help 
being blue any more than I can, but blues dont seem to get a real hold on you till my letters fail 
to tell you of my love, & then down to you go.  The faith in my love dont seem to be strong 
enough to keep you up unless you have the proof too.  I can understand how you would miss 
the letters that help you, and feel more lonely without them, but to have you get so completely 
upset when my letters are not full of proofs of my love makes me just utterly miserable.  I know 
you believe in my love, and yet it does seem as tho’ doubts had crept in and tortured you for a 
time, and then this worries me.  I guess the whole truth is that neither of us are to blame.  It all 
comes from our strong love, and it seems too good to be true, and then when we get so blue, 
we lose our heads, and are so desperate, we say things that sound stronger than we have any 
idea of.   We are both unusually sensitive because of our great love, & utter dependence on 
each other, and the least thing excites & upsets us, and when people love as we do they cant be 
happy apart, and are so miserable all the time, even when things are going smoothly, & the 
moment things go wrong they get completely upset.  It is so in our case I know, and I suppose 
we cant help it.  I guess tho’ that this was the worst time for the year, and we will have nothing 
like it again, tho’ there is no telling what will upset us when we are so miserable.  I am 
convinced that it all comes from our love and nothing else.  We are not fit to be apart.  We 
haven’t the right kind of dispositions to stand such a trial.  We cant either of us go around, and 
have a good time, & forget, or at least think of other things, & make [ill.] the best of our 
misfortune.  We are not able to stand a trial like this without having a hard time of it, and 
sometimes we get so miserable that everything looks dark.  I dont know what to do about it.  I 
dont want our love any different.  I’d rather stand this suffering now for we’ll be all the happier 
for such love when we can be together, & we both hope this is our last year apart.  Our only co 
cure for these desperate blues is to be together all the time, and perhaps we can have that cure 
next summer, and then we’ll be all right.  But darling I have got to stop.  I haven’t had a chance 
to write about your letters of Friday & Saturday, for I felt that I must make sure of answering 
the letter I got this A.M. that you must get an answer to that on Tuesday.  I will write the other 
things the first chance I get.  I could write a good deal more about your letter today if I had 
time, but now I must leave you for awhile.  I will think of you constantly, and darling my love 
will be going out to you all the time, and now goodbye my own precious Harry. 
          With love beyond measure and countless kisses   
               Ever your own devoted 
                                Effie .                   

 



I wonder if this letter will be what you want.  It tells how I felt last week and how I feel 
now.  I think that we are going to be all straight the next two weeks, and after that I know we’ll 
be happy, at least for t time.  Our only cloud will be the tho’t of another long separation.  I 
wonder if Mr. & Mrs. Barnes are counting the days as we are.  
        Good bye again my darling with unspeakable love from your 
                     Effie. 
 

I wish I had time to write eleven sheets more.  There is so much I want to say. 
Love love love love.       

E.M.L. 
 
7:30 P.M. 

On reading this letter over I find that it isn’t what I would like, but believe me darling 
your precious letter this morning made me feel all right, & was so lovely it did make me so very 
happy.  I wish this would do the same for you, but I know it isn’t what it might be for I have 
been interrupted so many times, and mamma has been here part of the time.  She wasn’t 
talking, but you know I cant bear to have any one around when I’m writing.  It just mixes me all 
up.  It is awfully stupid of me, but I cant help it.  I try to overcome it, but every no letter that I 
write under such circumstances is entirely satisfactory, to me at least, & I doubt if it is to you, 
for I know I cant get things as clear as when I’m alone, and have nothing to annoy me, but I 
suppose it cant be helped, and I must make the best of the misfortune of not having a quiet 
place where I can be alone. 
       With love unbounded darling from your own 
                         Effie. 
 
 
         
  
      


