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                                                                                             Purdue Feb 14 [18]86. 
My darling[,] my own darling Effie: 
 Darling we do lack much that we could have if we could be together but every time I 
stop to think I am so thankful over what we have__  Today is St. Valentines day and St Valentine 
was reputed to be the God who came to the rescue of diffident lovers.  Now we aren’t diffident 
lovers & have never been so.  The poor saint has had a hard time.  We have always gone 
straight to headquarters.  And isn’t it blessed darling that we[,] instead of loving and longing 
alone[,] can tell each other just our feeling[?]  Oh my own[,] it is such a contrast with our 
condition before the revelation.  I think[,] I know I couldn’t stand it here with any doubt on the 
subject.  I have always been so glad I never tried it tho’ I came so near doing so_  I love to look 
back to that time and to think about that momentous trip down from 42nd St to Courtland 
Street.  My Darling then I first knew of your love.  Wasn’t it strange that we should have spent 
those three weeks together & with so many of the finest kind of opportunities & with our 
hearts both on fire and yet both been so blind & not see how we were beloved?  I think Darling 
that it was too good to believe on mere circumstantial evidence.  We wanted & must have the 
fullest assurance that what we wanted so to believe & yet daren’t was really so.  Those days are 
long gone by now & we have gotten in a sense readjusted & we don’t think so much about the 
times of our old friendship I suppose as we do about our present & our bright future.  Darling I 
know we do sometimes think about those old days when we were so fond of each other & 
didn’t get tired of being together_  I am glad we have gotten beyond them into this much 
happier place but I dont want to stop where I am now.  I want to go on to where we shall be in 
a few months.  Oh Effie my own[,] I know that you are not happy at all.  You write me without 
murmuring & you don’t want to worry me with blues but I know that we have undertaken in 
this last separation all we are equal to.  I wish I could find some way to cheer you up__   I can’t 
ask you to try for it would imply that you aren’t trying & I know that you are trying_  My own it 
is drawing nearer all the time[,] sixteen weeks more and I shall be home & it wont be long then 
till we are married.  If we could be together I shouldn’t feel so much trouble in bearing the 
thought of a long engagement but our lot is too hard this way____  Darling I can’t say don’t be 
sorrowful for Effie I know you feel as I do that you want not the knowledge of love but the 
person of the one you love and Darling I wouldn’t for worlds have you happy or less sad from 
the cause.  We would neither give up or lose one bit of the love we take such pleasure in.  We 
know too well how sweet it is & how much joy it can give us to lose any and I am so glad you 
love me as I do you & that we can’t either purchase happiness at the cost of giving any of this 
love__ 
 Darling I received your letter this morning but not the regular Sunday letter.  I was 
rejoiced to find that it was a delay of the mail after the letter was posted which caused my 



disappointment.  Darling I felt sure you must have been sick or some accident had happened to 
you for I knew that Thursday was not one of your busiest days (it is busy enough).  The letter 
was postmarked 10 PM New York & it got here at 5 PM yesterday.  Too late for our evening 
mail but I could have had it if I had walked to the city.  This has happened once before and I 
debated going over a long time but it was so doubtful & the street is so muddy that I finally 
decided not to go_  Darling the letter was a real good one & I read it this morning & enjoyed it 
so much__  Mrs. Cary was surprised eh__  I think Nannie is a sagacious girl & I admire her 
sense.  Oh Darling you are so dear & lovely I wonder you weren’t gobbled up and I don’t think I 
shall ever doubt that there was a special providence concerned in guiding us two & bringing us 
together for I think we are in every way a most perfect team_  And I am so thankful.  I can’t see 
how you could have ever seen enough in me to draw you tho & I keep wondering how you ever 
came to set such an affection on me & to grow so fond of me as you were [ill.][,] especially 
when you struggled against it.  But O I am so glad  Ө  Ө  Ө  Darling.    

Effie Love are you tired & sick of having me write about it?  Oh Effie darling[,] I do want 
you so & I think about it so much & I dont believe it tires you & proves stale.  Does it darling___ 
 I guess that Charles was a trustworthy messenger on Thursday for my letter was not 
delayed through any fault of his_  I have the clippings I promised you[,] one on the art 
exhibition and several others.  You will be interested in them all I think.  Please return them all 
but the Christiani.  They are from the Post which you know is my standby & keeps me “posted.” 
(The first pun I have made in an age.)  I wonder if you will hear “Rienzi.”  I hope so.  It is spoken 
of as very intense[,] story thrilling & music very melodious[,] not very Wagnerian_  He tried to 
write one Italian operatic piece & really do as much as he could in the story & music line 
without having the later ideas of what can best be done__  I should be so glad to have some 
good music.  I languish for it.  You will miss it Darling out here but then we shall have something 
which will give us for more pleasure than Wagners operas ever could & have it all the time.   

(I can’t tell you what a nuisance Miss Stockton is this afternoon.  She has no ear & is 
playing gospel hymns.  She gets the soprano voice part right & the rest goes its own gait 
awfully.   One half the chords are wrong & often dreadful but she plays on & never notices it.  
How can she do it.  I wish it would rain in & flood that piano so she would have to have it 
repaired.)   Have you had any chance to read any in Christiani?  I suppose not[,] tho’ darling.  
You will have time out here to read a good deal & we shall read a good deal together[,] wont 
we mine?    
 We are doomed to the worst bore I can think of this afternoon.  Mr. Kendall[,] the 
Baptist minister of Chauncey[,] preaches at chapel & he is dreadful.  He is the most conceited 
appearing person I ever saw & I hate the sight of him.  He can’t say anything and is full of airs & 
with that dreadful manner which is disgusting.  Well it is like some nasty allopathic dose & I 
shall want to hold my nose while I take it.  Last Sunday we were expected a treat[,] Maurice 
Thompson of Indianapolis[,] but he had a sore throat & couldnt come.  I will bet Kendall wont 



have a thing the matter with his throat.  Isn’t it always the case that accidents fall in the worst 
possible place for them to fall[,] always so every time_  I don’t complain over his lack of brains 
half so much as over his tremendous conceit.  He can’t help the former but the latter is purely 
his own fault.  (Miss Stockton holds the fort.  I wonder if she will have her sunday evening 
concert tonight.  I write this aft[ernoon]. to escape that but dont seem to be escaping after all.) 
 Yesterday aft[ernoon]. at dinner Miss Whipple made a terrible snorting about how mad 
she should be if anyone sent her a comic valentine.  Miss Weed was saying that we must 
beware in the morning or we should find one under our plate & she went on at a great rate 
about how angry she should be if one was sent her.  I told her that likely as not she would get 
one & inwardly resolved that she should get one_  I bought one representing an elocutionist 
(she teaches elocution).  It wasn’t at all dreadful but would be bad enough coming from a 
student.  Then I got Golden to address it which he did in a hand she will never know & I mailed 
it.  I expect there will be a dreadful racket when it arrives & I wish I could see her at the time 
she opens it.  I shall no doubt hear of it & hope I can keep a straight face.  She is best person to 
tease I ever saw.  She believes every thing.  She swallows it whole just like a catfish_  I inquired 
for her letter today.  She asked me to & she didn’t get any.  Her young man I imagine don’t 
write with perfect regularity.  I hear[d] her talking about getting no letter today.  

Darling what place has Mother proposed for next year?  You haven’t written me much 
about it.  I hope she has been quiet but fear she hasnt.  It isn’t her way.  Write & tell me Darling 
what plan she favors[,] if she has any plan[,] & if she has been house hunting.  I hope that 
unless she keeps the house you now have[,] she wont try to do any thing until next Fall & will 
spend the Summer in quiet.  (Oh there goes “Fond Dove” most of the chords major.)  I hope 
that she can keep the present house at a low rent but she will perhaps have [ill.] second floor.  
Noone has ever been as good as the Ellises & she wont have them again.  Still it would involve 
less worry & bother etc if she could settle on that place for another year_  I suppose that she 
will have to make some move soon[,] will she not.  Wasn’t it February first she had to (nitfy) 
notify Mrs. Clements? 
 Darling the last sickman in my end of the dormitory was out today[,] Mr Shortle only[,] 
the sore throat patient.  He hasn’t been sick at all but just thought it would give him a good 
chance to lie off a few days so he took advantage of the chance.  He is the last sickman I have & 
I do hope that no more will catch it for I am tired of bothering with them_  I am myself too hard 
a nut to take these little things.  I shouldn’t hail sickness with delight but if I could be sure of 
being no sicker for a week than Shortle was I would play sick and get in some work I am anxious 
to do on Fasciolaria but I can’t do that sort of thing very well_  I feel very averse to going to 
chapel.  There goes the bell[,] the warning bell 3:15 & at 3:30.  I must be there.  Isn’t it a grind 
to have stated duties & have to do them at just such a time rain or shine.  Oh Effie my own 
darling little girl[,] my Effie[,] how I wish we were situated like many lovers & that I could come 
& spend the evening with you.  Darling Darling it would comfort & strengthen us both a great 



deal__  Absence has no effect on us so far as making us less loving is concerned.  We don’t 
weaken but grow in spite of separation &[,] Oh my own[,] what a strong bond it is which ties 
us___  Darling I must go now.  I think I will go to church tonight & if so will mail this & you will 
have it ahead of time.  I can’t count this afternoon as a religious service & I shall be glad to 
escape Miss Stockton’s pianoforte___  Now my own precious darling Effie[,] I must go.  With 
deepest love & devotion[,] my own darling[,] for you & kisses kisses Ө. 
 Your own loving 
       Harry 
 
Darling I think I shall go to church & will mail this so you will get it on Tuesday.  I will write a 
note & mail tomorrow so that you will have something on Wednesday.  Ө  Ө  Ө  Ө  


