
         Purdue Mar 25_ [18]86 
My own Darling Effie: 
 I hadn’t time in the last letter I wrote you to tell you that I was so glad to hear about Ed 
Reynolds move.  I should have been very likely to go it on the surest line but of course some 
men have got to do the risky things.  Such men when the luck favors them are called the 
successful men[,] the advanced men[,] & when the luck goes against them they are cranks.  
There is a close similarity between some “cranks” and some successful men.  I am beginning to 
be a pretty firm believer in luck.  I do hope that you and I will have luck.  I had rather have it 
than skill I begin to believe.  I hope that the Reynolds are in for luck now & I guess they will be.  
I wonder that Maggie is so indifferent about the thing.  I must say that her treatment of the 
case doesn’t heighten my admiration for her very much and it wasn’t any thing much to start 
with.  She would make me frantic.  She is the same as she was last Spring.  She thinks about 
herself too much.  I dont blame Reynolds for leaving the navy but I presume he did it against 
her advice_  Should a time come when they wish he had stuck to it I dont think she would be 
the sort of person to bring it up unpleasantly but I think she don’t at present give the moral 
support that is due him from her.  I am glad to hear about the Morristown plan.  I think that if it 
goes through would be capital.  I hope it will prove a feasible scheme & to soon hear more 
particulars about it.  I think we should find it very convenient to be married there too & 
pleasanter than in New York in a great many respects for Summer time.  Darling I am still 
anxious about the Neuralgia and half crazy to see you_  We are in the midst of examinations & I 
have besides a dormitory case on hand.  The other night[,] Tuesday night[,] the students from 
the dormitory came over here in the front of this building and removed some sod which had 
been taken up from the lawn in front here and piled them up in front of the door leading to the 
young ladies hall_  I happened to catch two of the men who were about there by following 
them to the dormitory.  I told them that if the students who had the fun were willing to take 
the sods back whence they got them I would drop the matter[,] if they wouldn’t I should 
prosecute.  They chose the latter & now the two who were caught will be bounced from the 
dormitory.  At ordinary times these little matters don’t disturb me much but this one has 
seemed to more than usual.  I don’t see quite what had gotten into me any how for I don’t rest 
at all nights & feel awfully played out in the morning & besides have that dyspeptic pain which 
hurts so that I can scarcely work & I feel so horribly homesick that I can’t resist my blues at all.  I 
feel so alone.  There is no one at all to get any comfort out of & I feel that it is just the same old 
miserable grind day after day.  My only comfort is that the time don’t be any means stand still 
& we shall be together before very much longer_  I can’t seem to brace up somehow.  I feel so 
run down physically and have been so for some time though there has been nothing the matter 
that I could put my hand upon.  No cold.  I dont have definite pains except the dyspeptic but I 
feel all the time so weary_  I do hope that I shall get out of this soon for it has hung over me for 
so long & my looks have been noticed & remarked upon by outsiders to persons who have 



spoken to me about the matter.  I should hail with delight an attack of sickness like Miss Weed’s 
for it would not be alarming & would give me a good chance to recuperate.   

Yesterday[,] last evening rather[,] Huston & I took Misses W[eed]. & Wh[ipple]. to see 
the Mick-ado.  I thought that anything amusing would do me good.   The company did better by 
far than in the Mascot.  The costumes were very fine indeed & the music was not murdered as 
on Monday night.  But the Lord High Executioner was awfully amusing.  I enjoyed the evening 
very much and was glad that I went.  I don’t think that the music is very good[,] either pretty or 
excellent_ and the plot of the thing is so stale that it bores you almost to death.  But the 
Mic[ado]. himself & the Ex[ecutioner]. were both so good that they redeemed the thing__  Now 
I must stop & mail this my darling.  Oh Effie I do long for you so my own darling. 

from your loving 
                   Harry. 


