
          Purdue 
          Jan 11 [18]86 
My darling darling Effie: 
      One third of January is gone and I am glad of it.  I want the time to get away & the be 
faster the better for I want June to get here.  Do you know why my Effie?  I guess you do & that 
you need not be told_  Darling I received this morning the letters which were due here 
yesterday. All the mails have been delayed thus far.  I don’t know how much longer the thing 
will keep us & as soon as I can learn if your letters from me have been delayed in the same way 
I shall be quiet but if these have not been I intend to have an investigation for there is no sense 
in letters spending so much time en route.  My darling I dont wonder at your feeling pretty mad 
when your letter returned to you unopened.  I am afraid I shall have to take the blame for not 
notifying the authorities of my change of address.  I am usually very careful about that but I 
never once thought of it.  It completely escaped me this time.  Well Darling I suffered enough 
for it for I did want a letter so on Wednesday & think of the letter being on its way back to New 
York.  I know Darling that is wasn’t your fault whatever caused the trouble and didn’t for an 
instant think that you have let all day Monday go without writing for my sake if not for your 
own_  Darling I was very much worried over your condition on Saturday night and was doubly 
anxious for some news.  I felt sure that if anything had happened or if you were sick I should 
have heard from Mother but I couldn’t understand my getting nothing at all on Wednesday.  I 
am always afraid to have you going about alone at night.  I felt very much alarmed to have you 
go home from Weihawken but it seemed best & so also at Grand Cent[ral].  I knew that we 
could neither endure to part at the house.  Oh Darling it is horrible anywhere[,] horrible 
horrible to turn away from my Effie.  It half kills me every time I have to do it[,] if only for a 
short time[,] but how dreadful when for half a year__  I was so anxious to hear what became of 
you after I left you___   Ө Ө 
         Darling you know before this that I have written to mother.  I do hope Darling that she 
will never have any such thoughts as she told you of for they are wrong to me and they must 
make her very unhappy[,] very very unhappy.  I didn’t wait for your letter Darling for I 
understood the situation from her letter & what you had written about it & I wanted to write 
yesterday while I had time.  But Darling your letter about the talk was simply lovely lovely.  It is 
wonderful Effie how vividly you write about things.  I don’t need to have been there to 
understand just how your mother felt & talked.  It is too bad that she let herself be so miserable 
for she has enough to feel badly over.  Darling I feel that perhaps we were selfish in not giving 
her more of our time tho I tho’t we did give her a good deal for we were out of the house a 
great deal but she was busy & didn’t realize that we were in the room to visit with her & it 
seemed to her as if she saw nothing at all of us.  Darling the whole two weeks seem more like a 
minute than any other portion of time.  It actually does not seem as if it was more than a few 
minutes that we were together.  But we were happy while it lasted.  Darling you must be very 



careful as I know you are & try & confide in her & tell her when you are lonesome & let her try 
& help you & talk with her about me & it will do you both good.  Read her parts of my letters & 
so on.  I don’t know but you do that now.  I think Darling she will help now instead of hindering 
your writing.  I didn’t let down any on that in my letter to her but wrote that the separation 
made us both half crazy[,] that I actually believed that often I should drop things here but that I 
am honor bound to stay here[,] that mere motive of expediency wouldn’t hold me & that the 
only thing that keeps me going was that I have some news from you every day.  It seemed to be 
the least we could get along on and poor as it was[,] was the best we could have.  I didn’t write 
a great deal on the subject but I wound up by saying that I should be glad to change places with 
her & let her have the letters & I would take as much of you as she now has_  Then I said I 
would never hinder your writing to her but would help you & would write myself too.  I wrote a 
pretty long letter & I felt as tender & loving as ever for Darling I do love her very fondly both 
because she is my darlings mother & I owe her so much for you & also for her own sake__  You 
did not overstate my attachment or my willingness to provide for her in case of necessity[,] my 
willingness to do so & more than mere willingness[,] my strong desire_  As for my disliking 
Jule[,] why of course that is all bosh.  I don’t like her as I do you & never expect to & I have 
never been able to get real near Jule.  She has always kept me away from her as you have never 
done, but I like her & admire her very much for many things & have no doubt that in the course 
of time we shall be able to get more brotherly & sisterly than we are now but as to my disliking 
her that of course is crazy_  But then Darling[,] we know that when a person once gets started 
jealousy can make them suffer a great deal_  You dear dear girl[,] I hope & trust & believe[,] no I 
know Darling[,] that it can never get hold of either one of us.  I would not for anything do 
anything that could give you an instant of pain from such a source & darling I wouldn’t believe 
you capable  of distrust enough of me to be jealous anyhow___  I hope now that we have that 
matter wholly settled.  I think that things will be much happier for us all for I believe that we 
shall find an ally in your mother after this.  I should like her to write to me often & I will always 
answer her letters.  I knew she was busy last Fall but I felt certain that that was not her reason 
for not writing to me then.  She didn’t feel like it & I was sure of it.  Now Darling I shant feel so 
sore about her not writing if she dont write as I did then. 
       Effie mine your letter  has set me up too & I have felt better all day than I had done 
before since I left New York & now that I feel that you are tolerably happy & quiet again I can 
settle down as quiet as I ever am & be sort of happy.  I can’t tell you love where my cold has 
gone.  I never thought another thing about it after leaving New York.  I guess that the berth 
wrought a great cure upon it for I have no further recollection of it & I should have some if it 
had been a bother.  My finger is also well & I am in a sound condition so far as concerns my 
body but not quite so sound mentally tho much better.  I didn’t get the poem in after all.  I 
sealed one envelope without it & then cut that open and[,] as I supposed[,] transferred all the 
contents to a great envelope & with it the poem but it got left out.  I send it in this letter.    



       The thermometer registered 13 below at 9 last night[,] 20 during the night & 17 below 
this morning at 7 oclock[,] same as yesterday.  It is still very cold but no wind.  I like the cold 
weather & feel better than I have for a long time, I might almost say all the fall.  Your letter was 
so full of sweet & consoling things Darling & so radiant with love that it has made me very 
happy & keeps me so every time I think of it.  Oh you dear dear sweet lovely girl[,] how I do love 
you my darling_  The Hulls were surely very lovely in their sympathy for you Darling.  They are 
just lovely anyhow arent they.  I am so glad that Ada & her love can have things so smooth.  It is 
lucky that Ada don’t have as much to suffer as we.  I think darling that we shall run smoothly 
this time.  It does seem as if we must for we love each other so dearly & try every way[,] both of 
us[,] to help & do our best__  Let us both have charity with our love & be bound to keep 
straight.  I am going to try very hard.  Now my own darling[,] I must leave you.  Oh Effie I do 
want you to be quiet & at rest & happy.  If there is the least thing I can do or the least thing I do 
that troubles you wont you tell me so I can do every single bit I can to help you[?]  The letters 
are yours.  I write them especially for you & I want them to suit you perfectly.  Now my own[,] I 
must stop.  Oh for one fond sweet loving kiss[,] I send you a thousand but I would give them all 
for one real one & a weeks letters for one hour alone with my love.  My darling I send you no 
end of love[,] tenderest love[,] for you & my love to all from your own loving 
                      Harry 
                                           

1.12_86_  8:45 a.m. 
My darling darling Effie 
      I have only a moment for a word more for my darling, my darling.  Oh Effie my own 
Effie___ I want to send you some more love for I don’t know what to do with all it accumulates 
so fast. 
     It was rather cold last night[,] 23 below was the minimum & it is 18 below now.  I 
started to write only to tell you this but it was such a good chance to say again that I love you 
with all my heart.  Darling Darling what more can I say[,] my darling[,] words are nowhere.  
     “To you my quick thoughts go 
            x  x  x  x x 
      Across the hungry space 
       And find you sweet 
     Where life again wins grace.” 
Oh Darling so often do my thoughts jump that space & find you[,] you dear dear dear Girl__  
With fondest tenderest truest love for my darling & kisses & caresses[,] Effie all for you 
          from your own 
                      Harry____ 
    
 



Love That Lives 
___ by G.P. Lathrop___ 

Dear face _ bright glinting hair _ 
Dear life, whose heart is mine __ 
The thought of you is prayer 
 The love of you divine_  
 
In starlight, or in rain, 
In the sunsets shrouded glow; 
Ever with joy or pain 
To you my quick thoughts go 
 
Like winds or clouds, that fleet  
Across the hungry space 
Between and find you, sweet, 
Where life again wins grace. 
 
Now as in that once young year 
Year that so softly drew 
My heart to when it clung 
 I long for, gladden in you 
And when in the silent hours 
I whisper your sacred name 
Like an altar-fire it showers 
My blood with sacred fame  
     (over) 
Perished is all that grieves; 
And lo, our old-new joys 
Are gathered as in sheaves 
Held in love’s equipoise 
Ours is the love that lives 
Its spring-times blossoms blow 
Mid the fruit that autumn gives; 
And its life outlasts the snow. 

  
 
 
  


