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September 2, 1237.

Wonder if you noticed anything this morning,
and what you thought ebout it. There seems to be an idea
that I should have no attention, much less expect it, ZZ
or crave it. I get so full sometimes I about explode.
Sometimes I feel my heart will burst, but there is not a soul
I can say a word to about it.

When I told you I couldn't write any more,
no doubt I let myself down, although at the time, you
remember it was said the motive was not that. Had hoped
you would understand and know how very much I care, but
there has been a difference which I couldn't help but feel.
My heart cries for you and so much craves your love in
return. I don't want you to forget all the things, or
any of the things I wrote you for I meant them every one and
more too. -Am afraid you would think I had lost my mind if
I should write some of the things that are in my heart.
Don't know why you have become to mean so much to me, but
you have just the same and nothing takes your place, nor
can anyone else take it.

You said Sunday I should know you better than
that, but that doesn't stop the longing in my heart for
some affection from you. It certainly is true there is
no time for us to have a word alone, and I don't know Just
héw T'm going to eet through it. My heart rather condemned
me for writing you as I felt it was rather an exclusive
privilege of Fern's, but I feel 1ike I'd bust if things
go on as they have done for the past two weeks. Why it
should be her exclusive right, though I do not, for I
loved you first.

Probably you can't understend how I feel =
and I guess I should not expect it but my heart cries for
you just the same, and in a peculiar sense which I cannot
explain, you seem to belong to me. Sometimes when I can
express myself on paper, it answersthe purpose of reliev-
ing pent up feelings, if no tne knows it but myself,
but sc far this hasn't answered the purpose for I stlll
yearn for your affection and do you think too, I should
act my age, or should not expect it? If you do, I!1l still
try to overcome myself and be good, but it is rather lone-
some business, Got your two letters out yesterday and read
them and was so down afterwards, could hardly keep the
tears back, asgy 1% also the case now. You-will probably
never get this, “them my sentiments." Seme how I feel
you have in a measure, or a sense,slipped away from me,
and am afraid the!"Kindred Spirit"has not made itself man-
ifest, at least I have not been so corffious of it. 1t ig
probably all my own fault, therefore I should be satisfied
but the heart hupger is there Just the same.




me, 1997
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