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Holston, VA

Holston, Virginia.

Jan. 1, 1903.

My dear Newt,

This evening as I am so lonesome, I will write you as few items.  I wonder where you are what you have been doing this New-Year’s day?  I have been in school all day hustling a lot naughty children about, so I have been busy.

The weather has been fine for the past three days, and I hope it will remain so.

I dreamed of you, dear, Tues. night and I have been looking, oh, so hard for a letter ever since, but have met only with disappointment so far; but hope it will not be thus much longer.  It seems that there is no pleasure for me when I can’t hear from you, and to think that I have had but one letter in over three weeks is too bad, but what can I do but watch and wait.  I was sure a letter would come to-day, but when I got, instead of a letter, a parcel of papers addressed to E. Blanche Tate; I was sure it came form you; and found they were in reference to Cal.  I think them interesting and like Cal. More than ever.

Ah! Dearest, How can I pass another day without a letter from you!  It seems that all is so dark and dreary when I can’t get those dear letters which bring so much joy to me.  If you only knew, surely you would drop me a line even if you are traveling, when that is all the joy which enters my life.  I think of you all the time and wish to hear from you.

So no more for this time

Bye, bye, Sweetheart

107*
01/02/1903
EBT

GNB

Holston, VA

Jan. 2

How are you to-night sweetheart?

Another day has passed and I have gotten no letter yet, but I surely think one will come to-morrow, for I received a package to-day containing a beautiful pen which I think, from the address, came from you.  The hand-writing looks natural.

I am trying it now, but this is not a fair sample of it, for I have rhumatism in my shoulder so I can hardly use my right hand.  If I were to get into a fight now, I would be sure to get whipped, so I must be good.

I’ll tell you what I did this evening:  when I came home from school they had not gone for Joella, so I ask [sic] if I might go and they told me to go if I wished; so I got on a horse that seemed as big as the mountain, and loading another struck the road for Brumley which is over two miles from here.  I started after four o’clock and we came in here before dark.  I certainly enjoyed the ride for it was a fast one.

I met a photographer on the way and told him to fire at me and strike my beauty, and then I told him I was jesting.  The man was Mr. Todd, (a married man) who made my picture of my school.  I am going to have one made on the 6 x 8 plate soon, and will send you either the negative or a picture.

I must stop for to-night and look for a letter to-morrow.  So good-night and sweet dreams.  Yours

Blanche
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Holston, VA

Jan. 3, 1903

My dear Lover;

This is a gloomy day without but my heart is so glad for only a few moments ago I finished reading your very, very dear letter which has been expected for so many days.  There is no way in which I can express my gladdness [sic], but perhaps if you were here you could read the whole story in my eyes, for in them I have heard you say many times that you could read my joy or sorrow.  So I wish you had that opportunity now, for I am sure when I beheld your face you could see nothing but pleasure in my eyes.

I hope if you have stopped for awhile that we can get mail through more regular; then the time will not seem so long and dreary to me.  Please, dearest, write just as often as you well can, for I am ever anxous [sic] to hear.

I am sorry that I can’t get this letter to Abingdon this eve., but it is now 1 o’clock, past time for the mail to leave Holston.

I shall finish it to-morrow evening and send it away Mon.

Perhaps you wonder what I am going to do this eve.?  Well, I shall tell you:  Nannie and I are going up the Valley about five miles to Mr. Scypher’s to stay till to-morrow evening if it does not rain too much.  It rained all day yesterday and has been cloudy and dreary all day to-day.

And you allowed that I would not know where the pen came form?  Ah!  I am not so easily fooled.  I could tell that hand writing if I were half blind.  And if you had not addressed it, I should have guessed that it came from you, for I do not believe there is another anywhere who thinks enough of me to send me such a beautiful present.

Many, many, thanks for it and I hope some day to see it placed on the inkstand never to be removed from it again as far as it is now.  I shall think of that every time I see it, till then.  

I shall stop for the present to start on my trip, as I believe if it does anything it will snow.

Good-by for to-day and I shall tell all to-morrow.

Your true and devoted,

Blanche.
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Holston, VA

Sunday evening,

Jan. 4, 1903

My dear Newt,

Here I am trying again to pen you a few more items which I hope will interest you, some at least.

I have just returned from my trip and this letter has been on my mind all the time since I have been gone and this is the first thing I have done since I came in the house.

I wonder how you have been enjoying yourself to-day?  I have had a very nice time, but there has been rainy Sundays that I enjoyed a great deal more.  But when I can’t be with you, I have to do the best I can, though nothing is very much pleasure to me now that you are so far away.

So another Xmas has passed and found us many miles apart, but we can be together in heart and pleasantly think of the past and future.

I can’t tell when I have spent such a dry holidays.  When Christmas morning came I told them at home that I felt like I had no friends, for I did not know anyone besides my sisters that would be there.  But late in the evening I found out different, for about four o’clock, while the snow was flying thick and fast some one rode up to the gate and when they came to the door who did I see but Mr. Hockett.  I could not have been more glad to have seen anyone besides you or Brother, for you are the two who come before all others ion earth.  The one the most kind and devoted lover that ever has lived; and the other a model brother ever true and affectionate to a sister who has has always spoiled and doted on.

Xmas night Mr. Repass’s girls came down and Mama made taffy for us, so we had a very jolly good time.  I wish you could have gotten a snap at Mr. H. and I while we were pulling taffy with it all sticking to our hands.  They all teased me greatly because I blistered my hands so easily.  You see I have not been working much of late to harden them.

He stayed with us till Fri. evening when he went down at Craig’s Mill to see his friends till Sun. when he returned home.

He said to give you his best wishes, but not to tell you how much he talked to me while he was there.  I told him that I would tell you that I talked to you and thought of him all the time (and this is true, too).  Then he said you knew that he was too good a friend of yours to interfere with your business.

I esteem him as a good friend to us both; and you as the one who has my undivided affections, and the only one with whom I can be perfectly happy.

Santa treated me the same way he did you and missed me entirely.  I reckon he thinks a girl is no child after they are 21, but he is mistaken, for I am as much of a child as I was at ten, and maybe more, fir I had never had you to pet me then; and you have spoiled me just a lot.

I guess you had about such a time with the Ky. girl as I had to-day with a young widower.  I think he heard at a serenade last night that we were up there, and here he came soon this morning to meet me and sat there all day.  He is very handsome, but I had no talk for him and only treated him civially [sic].  There was also a boy of about 18 there, and it did not take me long to tell him that I had a little sis over home that he could talk to if he wanted to go that far.  If she knew that, what do you reckon she would say to me?  I imagine she would give me “down the country” in few words.

Poor child, she could hardly keep from crying when I told her last Sun. evening that I might not be home any more till my school was out if the weather got very bad.  I look for her to send or come for me about next Fri. if the river is not up or the weather too cold and bad.

I have gotten so that I don’t mind the river much for I have forded it severel [sic] times of late when about everybody else was ferrying, but my wild colt has never ducked me yet, although it scares at the muddy water.  Papa says he believes if he would go in when it was over the horse’s back that I would go too.

Ah!  I never see old Holston but I think of the happy day we spent on its banks and in the boat.  You should have seen me helping rock the boat to break a channel across the river last Sun. eve.  It was frozen over, so we crossed in the boat and walked up here which is about one mile to come the near way.

I am wondering where you will “roll” from Ky., but it does not differ greatly with me for you are as near and dear to me in one place as another; only I want you to be where you can do the best for yourself and be satisfied, if that place can be found (?).  I hope Mr. Pate will make you an agreeable partner, even if you do get amused at him, and give him all the girls, for I don’t care how many of those old girls you give to him.

If you thought of me, as often during the holidays as I did of you, I don’t think you had thoughts of much else, for it seemed so long since I had heard from you, that I could think of nothing else but you.

And you have been dreaming of me?  Well, I dream of you or a letter from you often, and I think them so pleasant.

Ah! Dearest, what would I do if you were fastened up in that old prison?  My will would be to batter the walls down, but what could a poor weak creature like I do? – thing.  Yes, I could do something too.  I would pray for the help of a stronger hand which is ever able to deliver those who trust in Him.  It is in his hands that I have placed you and to Him I pray for your well fare and safety.

Please, dearest, don’t subscribe yourself my servant anymore.  You can be mine in love, but you are too good and worthy to serve such as I as a servant and fell under my command.  You may not have meant it in that way, but I did not like the way it sounded – as I repeated it to myself.

The last time I saw Jennie she was about half through reading “Grace Truman,” and she said to me, “I have always been a Baptist, and I am sure you were one before you got near through.”  I told her to be quiet on that subject.  I did not tell her where it came from, but I am sure she has an idea.  She said that she would write me real soon, but I have not heard yet.  I think she and Mr. Hockett are going to Nashville to school, but they will have to miss and month of their schools.  They have been wanting me to go, but I do not want to miss any of my school, and besides the study would be too much for me after teaching all winter.

Of course sweet-heart I will excuse pencil and paper for I would be willing to excuse any kind of paper to hear from you.  Just so I can read those words from your dear hands, which are ever so ready and willing to do all in your power to give me pleasure.  I can’t find words to express my appreciation of your kindness to me.

I hope you are well satisfied with your new situation in Linton, but am sorry you broke so many of your things while travelling, but I have heard that “three moves is equal to one fire.”  Has it proven so to you?

So you think the West is not the place for your business?  I hope you may find it different from what you hear.  The most I find in the Cal. Books is about farming, but you are not a farmer are you, sweet-heart?

I am sure you would be amused if you could see me now, for while writing a pretty little kitten climed [sic] on my lap and is looking in my fact for me to say something to it.  They like me because I pet it.  How much like human, to like those who show kindness.

But I must stop for I have already written much more than you did, but I nearly always do that, if you notice.

Here comes another kitten, so I will stop and play with them awhile.  How childish!

May the angel of peace hover over you, blessing your slumbers with sweet dreams and pleasant visions.

With best wishes, and hoping to be gladdened by an early reply from you,

I am yours forever,

E. Blanche Tate.
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Holston, VA

Holston, Va.,

Jan 10, 1902 [error in date for year]

Mr. G. Newt Ballou,

My dear Lover, -

How are you getting along now?  I am in Poor Valley and as lonesome as I can be, for the weather is so bad that I can’t get away from the fire.  How I wish that I could get a letter from you-day.  I am hoping as I have sent to the office, but the party I sent by has not returned yet.

Although it has been just a week since I heard from you, yet I am wanting a letter very badly.  But if I were to get one twice a week, I would want one oftener; one can never be satisfied.

I had another trip planned for to-day, but the weather is so bad I was afraid to taking cold, so I stayed by the fire and have been writing all evening.

I have now heard from the office and received three letters, but none of them from the one I want to hear from so badly.  Of course I like to get letters, but some please me far more than others, and none that I get bring me half the pleasure which yours do.  How my heart throbs with joy, when I get one of those dear missives and press it to my lips before opening it, as is my custom to do.

I am so anxous [sic] to hear how you are pleased with your new place of business.  I hope you shall find it both pleasant and prosperous, and also find in Mr. Pate an agreeable partner.

I have about six weeks of my school to teach yet, then I shall be free from this place, but I have no reason for being glad to get away, for all have been very nice to me.  But I soon get tired of one thing and want to get at some thing else.  Some things I never get tired of is:  reading your letters, answering them, and being in your pleasant company.  The last preferred above all things.

It will soon be one year since that little heart took up its abode in my bosom, from where it has not since parted.  As the years roll by, there it shall still repose till we can again be to-gether, if we are ever permitted to enjoy such happiness in this life.  But life is so uncertain, that we dare not trust too much to the future.  Sometimes I almost fear to hope lest my idol be dashed from me and I be left desolate. – But I must not write more this eve. for it seems that I am so melancholy to-day that I can only look at the dark side of the picture.  How I wish you were here, Dearest, to comfort me, I am sure I could be more cheerful.  It seems that my heart is sinking and all the world looks dark and gloomy before me.  If only I could keep such attacks of the “blues” away, I could do much better.  Do you never get lonesome and take the “blues”?

I now stop for the present and wait for a letter which I hope will come soon.  How I wish I could see you to-morrow, for it will be another lonesome day.

Wishing you all happiness and pleasant dreams,

I am your devoted,

Blanche.

Good-Night, Dearest.
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Greendale, Va.,

Jan. 16, 1903

My dear Newt,

To-night finds me in my home replying to your very dear letter which I had the pleasure of reading about one hour ago.  It is useless for me to endeavor to express my pleasure on reading your letter, for I had been wanting it so badly for the last week.  Only thin, it will be two weeks tomorrow since I heard from you.  If I had not gotten it when I came by the office this eve. I fear my visit home would have been far from a happy one, for it seems when I am here that your image is constantly before my eyes, and of course I feel less sad when I have just heard from you.  How could I help felling good after reading such a dear sweet letter, for I think it the best one I have ever gotten from you or any-one else; for no one can write a letter that pleases me as your do.  In fact you an my brother are about all that think enough of me to write me a letter, but I can live happy so long as you all do not forsake me, an I do not think that can ever be the case, for your are both too good and noble to grieve me so.

I do believe you can write better on Sun. that any other day, for I think our hearts are, if possible, nearer then than any other time.

Yes dearest, I know you are away among strangers, and I often wish that it were possible for us to be together, but as it is not, I try to do all I can to comfort and cheer you: by replying to your letters as soon as I get one, that is why I am denying my own home people the privilage [sic] of my company to-night, for I can’t write and talk both at once.

What a pleasure it is to me to think I can be the means of giving you a moment’s pleasure in any way.

I fear this letter will not interest you, for I have done a hard day’s work to-day and made a long hard trip home over frozen roads on my little wild colt.

The river is frozen over but the ice is is [sic] beginning to melt, so it will not hold one up, and we crossed in the boat.  I want to skate so badly when I see the ice that I can hardly stay on the ground.  Do you skate?  I do not remember ever hearing you say anything about it.  I want to learn how to skate and swim some of these days if I ever have the opportunity.

You can’t imagine how much good it did me to get that little proof of your picture for it looked so natural, even if the sun was in your face, it is as dear and precious to me as ever.

When I got it my first impulse was to press it to my lips but then I thought as it was just a proof that I would ruin it.  What if your foot had slipped when you were standing there?  It makes me shudder to think of it.  You look just like you did when you came to Abingdon from Front Royal last March.  How I wish I could happen in on you again this march as I did then.  It would be hard to tell what I would do or say, I would be so overjoyed.

That brings to mind Mr. Butt’s family.  They are badly scattered.  Tom and Mr. Butt are down with small pox in Ind., and Mr. and Mrs. Higgins came back here and were shortly put under quarantine; so I heard this eve. that Lena has it now.  I am very sorry, for I fear it may prove fatal.  They made a bad move I think when they started West.

It seems that a ‘dancing fever” has taken possession of Greendale and the country about here of late, but I am glad that it has never gotten hold of me.  From what Laura tells me about all of the “frying size” seem to be carried away, but I am so glad that she has her mind on her books too much for such foolishness, and stays at home studying.  Her grades are showing up finely.

Yes, we have had zero weather quite a lot of it.  Last Tuesday some said, it was about 10º below all day, but I did not notice it so much as I was very busy and kept a good fire all day, and I am feeling splendidly this freezing weather.

Do you reckon, sweet-heart, that you could carry me across the river?  I doubt it very much.  They all saw I look better than I have since I have been teaching.  From your picture, I think you are looking better than when you had the one made that I made for you.  Now please, dearest do not wait till you weigh 200 lbs to have me a photo made, for I am wanting to see a later one of you oh, so badly.

It seems scary to think of your being among the out laws of Ky., but just so you are safe, for I am not afraid of your taking up their ways, for you know that I have too much confidence in you to think of such a thing.

As to going to preaching, I suspect you have been there since I have, for the last sermon I heard was the first Sun. in Nov.  How does that sound for good?  I hope though, I am no worse than I was last winter when I could go every Sun.

I hear there is a revival to commence at Greendale next Sun.  I reckon they are going to try to stop some of the dances which seem to be the present craze.

I could close out my school at five months, as some are going to do, if I wanted to, but I believe I will fight it out, as all seem anxous [sic] for me to continue.  If I were to stop at five months, it would be out next Thu.

You ask how I am getting along with the my school, and if you could see how I make them stand around, you could find out what a good “boss” I make, but it is no use for me to tell you that am of a bossy nature, for you know that and was afraid teaching would make me more so; and I suspect you were about right.  But if all my scholars were as nice in school as you are, Dearest, I am sure they would give me no trouble.  Your equal in my estimation has never been found by me, and I ma sure there could never be another that could take your place, for I believe in “one Love.”

I hear no more about the Dramatic Club, I think it has fallen to staves and is marked with the past.  I wonder if I care much (?).

From all reports I think the Academy is progressing nicely, and all seem to like Prof. Whitt very well, but you know the person has never lived that could please Greendale.  I think the greatest objective is among the girls, because he has a girl back where he came from, and consequently is not on the market.  Do they have that objection to you where you go?  Ha! Ha!

I shall be in Greendale all day to-morrow having some more work done on my teeth, and I dread it too, for I hate a dental engine.  I wish you were there, then I would not care so much when Dr. Minnick would touch the nerve for your presence would cause me to forget the pain.

I suspect our dear friend, Miss Jennie will be with me and perhaps she can fill your place to some extent.  If nothing prevents she will be with me to-morrow night, and I suspect we will stay awake talking till Sun. for that is our way.  She is one dear sweet girl, and one of the very few whom I can trust and believe.  I am sure she is a perfect lady.

Now Dear, if you wan to write to Miss Jennie, you do so when you please, for it will not offend me in the least; for you know I love and trust her as a sister and you as a __?__ you know.  It is not for me to say who you must, or must not write to, so do not let the fear of offending me cause you to hesitate one moment.

And you could not clearly understand what I wrote about Mr. Hockett and myself?  Well, I am in writing like talking, sometimes I get in a hurry and fail to make my meaning clear.  I think in the letter I quote the exact words which I said to him when he said something in a jesting manner about your being mad if I wrote you that he were here.  My answer to him was this:  “I shall write and tell him that I spent the time talking to you and thinking of him.”

Do you understand?  I was talking to Mr. Hockett and said I had spent the time that he was here in talking to him (Mr. Hockett) while I was thinking all the while thinking of my own dear Newt so far away and wishing that you could be here to make my Christmas a more merry one.  This is as plain as I can make it on paper and if you doubt the meaning come to me and I with one torrent of words pour the whole story into your ear.  Oh, that I could do that to-night instead of trying in my weak way to express my thoughts on paper.

I’ll just tell you here that my hair is all over my face, for the “rats” are about to fall from the “den.”  Do you remember the fun we had about the “head rats”?  I never wear one but I think of it.  Some of the stray locks have hung on the pen several times and made blots.  But it is useless to tell this for you have seen my head when it was bushy lots of times haven’t you sweet-heart?  And I did not care.

Well, well, what a funny girl I am not to want you to call yourself my servant; but it is just that way.  That is one word I hate for it always makes me think of a negro whenever I see or hear it, and that is why I do not like it.  A servant is considered as one inferior to those whom he serves, and I know you are my equal, yea, far my superior:  therefore I decline to claim you as my servant, but only as my earthly idol in whom all my hopes for future is centered.  I mean my earthly happiness and heaven itself would not be complete for me without you.  No, you are not my servant.  See I do not give an iota.  You are worthy to be lord and master of one such as I, and I could be happy forever in serving you in any way that I can give you pleasure.  What would life be to me without your dear letters or the hope of seeing you again some sweet day, I hope not many years hence.

I told my parents about the plans you spoke of, and they seemed to think it hardly fair for you to do that; now, that I still belonged to them, but they did not think it hardly the right thing for me to go far away where they could not look after and care for me as I am not the strongest person to be found.  Besides they said if I were to go far there would be sure to be talk in the neighborhood, as something would surely be suspected and no doubt talked very much.  Now, dear, think of my position.  If I were to go, and reproach come up on my good name could I expect them to defend me when they gave me advice as to the best plan for me which they knew?

They said as I had gone here before there would be nothing thought of it, but if I were to go far where my expenses would be much more there would be surely something said.  You know how it is with a poor girl like myself who has nothing under heaven but her good name.  Do not understand me dearest, to mean that you would do anything intentionally to cast a shadow of suspicion on me, for I think you are clear of such as the angels in heaven; if I did not, I am sure I would never place my life in your hands.  But often those who have lived longest know best about many things.  And the responsibility of my conduct rest on my parents as long as I legally belong to them, and that is till the day I am legally made yours.  I am now yours in heart, but not under the laws of our land.  If you think I am wrong in what I have said just tell me so, and do not hesitate.  I am no person to act in haste to repent at leisure.

I must stop to-night, as I had no idea how late it is getting till I now see it is one o’clock A.M. and all have long since been wrapped in Slumber.

So Good-Night and pleasant dreams to you.  I may write more in the morn. if I get up in time.

I a your devoted,

Blanche

Good Morning dear Newt.

Here I am ready to start out for the day in Greendale and other places.  I am on the go about all the time when I am here.

I have been playing with the dogs all morning; see I play with the cats in Poor Valley and the dogs over here.  But you know very well that neither dogs or cats get my attention from me when you are here.  Yes, I believe we are both very much like children in our ways, and I hope we may never, in the rush of life become hardened like some older people, but may our hearts ever be young tender and affectionate as those of children are.

I do believe you are more mischievous than ever from the way you write, and I hope you will continue to be so, for I never want you to become old and surly, but ever full of life and mischief.

I don’t believe I have given you very much news as it is so scarce, but I think this letter is long enough to please you if that is what you want, but I fear it will not interest you.

I don’t know for sure that Miss J. is going to Nashville as I have not seen her of late, but if they go I suppose they will tart the last of this month.  Mr. H. said he was coming to G. again before he went away.  He may come to-morrow.  Ha! Ha!

Well, I think now, it is time for me to stop and get to the “City.”  I am going to Mr. Pippin’s and wish I could see you about there; but you know when you were there I would not go.

Hoping to get another letter from you soon, and ever praying for your safety – soul and body, -  I am

Yours in love, Blanche.
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Linton, Kentucky,

Jan 11, 1902 [year dating error]

My dear Blanche,

I am delighted to attempt to answer your very kind and interesting letter which I received day-before-yesterday.  I would have answered yesterday, but there is only one mail that leaves here a day, and it leaves very early in the forenoon – before I get up – so it would not have left here till tomorrow, and I decided that I would just wait till Sunday to write.  You know I like to write to you on Sunday, for I cant be with you, and it is nearer enjoyment to me to write to you on Sundays than anything I can do.  I said nearer enjoyment, it is real enjoyment.  I meant to have said said [sic] the next thing to perfect enjoyment – and that is to be with you.

You cant hardly imagine how glad I was to hear from you, and you wrote such a dear letter.  I do wish I could write such nice and interesting letters as you do. Then I would not be ashamed to correspond with you.  You spoke about your letters always being longer than mine.  Well, I think you ought to write longer ones, for you write so interesting, and you know I’m always glad to hear form you.  You know I’m here amongst strangers and a kind letter from an old friend – a sweetheart and lover, and __?__ is the most acceptable thing I could get, unless I could get the one thing that is more tome than all the world, - you, dearest, what that is (?).  You must not think that because I do not write as long letters as you do, and as perhaps, you would like that I do not want you to write long ones, for I never tire reading your dear affectionate letters.  They are about all the comfort I have.  So will you not continue to write long letters?  I know it takes a great deal of your precious time; but think that the time is spent in making, or helping to make, one poor soul lighter hearted, and I believe that you will not regret the way you spend the time.  I don’t think you do any way, for I think you love me too well for any thing like that.  And what a joy it is to know I’m loved by one so worthy and good as my dearest Blanche.  I do long for the time when we can be to-gether not to part as we did last July.  July!  And this is January!  How sad it is to think the time so long.  And how much sadder to think the time is not definite when we can meet again.  But we will, as we have often said, have to live in hopes.  If it were not for that thought I would not care to live.  Why should I?  There would be nothing for me to live for.  Every day I meet with people who help to confirm that in my mind.  It seems that you are the only person on earth that could ever gain my affections.

You see I have not quite forgotten all of my meanness yet.  Don’t you wish I would?  I’ll tell you I believe I’m getting meaner every day.  What would you say if I were to tell you that I had not been to church since I left Alabama?  Well I havent.  I’m ashamed but I cant help it, for they never have any preaching, Sunday school or any thing else here, but frolicks [sic], I think.  I believe some one told me that they have preaching here once every month, and they have it on a week day, for every body is too rowdy to have Sunday services.  You have heared [sic] of the outlaws of this state have you not?  It seems to me that the people here are almost that way.  I think they need a few – hundred – thousand -  or more – missionaries here to teach the people a little religion.  I’ve always heard an old adage that goes, “When you are in Rome, do as Rome does,” but this is one place I cant do as the people here do.  It would be wicked.

I did not leave Eddyville the night I wrote to you, as the boat did not get alone till the next day.  Boats are so uncertain on this river.  There are only two boats that run regular – the Buttorff and Richardson.  We got here New Years night about 9 o’clock.

There has been some very cold weather here since I came up in this part of the country, but no zero weather yet.  Have you had any zero weather this winter?  I suspect you have though, for I believe you told me the river had been frozen over once.  And I know it takes cold weather to freeze that limestone water.  I wish I could have been there and have seen you cross when you had to break the ice.  Why did you not walk across?  But you are too heavy I suspect and would have gone through.  If it had have been me I would have skipped over too easy, for I’m not heavy like you.  And I could have carried you in my arms, like the little boy who put his sack of corn on his shoulder after he got on his horse to keep the horse from having such a load. Ha! Ha!  Or I think so at least.  If I were to do that way then I could say with “Topsy” “Oh gholly, Ise so wicked.”  By the way, how is the Dramatic Club of Greendale getting along?  And how is the Greendale school progressing?  Do they all like Prof. Whitt?  And you havent said a word about your school for a long time.  I suspect it will soon close will it not?  Tell me all about it, I’m always anxious to know how you are getting along.

You said you were going to have a negative made of yourself soon and would send me, either the negative or a photograph, and asked me which I would prefer.  I hardly know what to tell you about it.  I’m so far from an express office now.  I get my supplies from Nashville by boat now and I don’t know whether I could get the negative brought from the express office with safety or not.  If I knew I could I would rather have the negative than a picture, for then I could make me one and make some for you too.  And that would be a pleasure to me.  I suspect, under the existing circumstances, that it would be better for you to just send a photograph.  You know I want to see a late photograph of you.  You asked me in your other letter if I could not get Mr. Pate to make a picture of me to send to you.  I suspect I could persuade him to make me one to send to you.  I had a picture made last week on a rock near the Cumberland, but it is not very good.  The sun was shining and the wind was blowing hard too, so I look all humped up and stand so funny.  I’ll send you the proof of it and you can see what kind of a looking thing it is.  If I take a notion to finish some of them of course I’ll send you one.  Say, you must not show it to people for it is not very good and people would laugh at it.  I’ll have some better ones made some day if I ever get to weighing 200 and will send you one then.  Will that do?

I guess you have fine times horseback riding.  How is your colt getting along?  All right though, of course, if you ride it when the river is so high.  You must be careful that it does not throw you in the river and drown you.  What would I do if you were to be?

Yes, I think we ought to get letters through more regular than we have for the past month.  Dearest I am always as anxious to hear from you as you possibly could be to hear from me.  Life seems so dreary to me when I look for a letter so long and do not get it.  Of course I know, or think that it is the same way with you.  It would be a pleasure to me to write to you every few days – or every day so far as that goes – but you know, dearest, that it would not be prudent for me to write so often to you. (?).  People are always too ready to say something they have no business to say, and we do not want people to talk too much.  I suspect they think one letter a week is all the evidence they want, dont you?  Don’t they talk about it?  I hope the time will soon come when we do not care what people say, just so they tell the truth.

And you wish I could have gotten a snapshot of you and Mr. Hockett while you were pulling taffy?  I think that is almost enough to make me jealous, that you are wanting a picture made with Mr. Hockett (?).  Who would have thought it.  I thought you was so hard to get into having a picture made with me.  But I can see, very easily, why you would want one with Mr. Hockett.  I did not, or do not, understand what you meant when you said “I told him that I would tell you that I talked to you and thought of him all the time (and this is true, too).”  You put talked in the past.  I wonder if you meant last summer, or when.  Surely, dearest, you did not mean what you said or I have misunderstood you or something else is wrong.  I cant believe you mean that.  If I did believe that I would be jealous sure enough.  Don’t you think I’d be right?  Please explain that sentence my dearest.

And you do not want me to subscribe my-self your servant?  Well, I do not see any thing wrong in it.  If it is true how could there be. As to its being true I don’t know.  Really it does sound a little odd for me, under our present relations, to subscribe myself your servant, still I feel that that is all I am worthy to be, yes, even more than I am worthy to be, for to be a servant to one as good, so beautiful, and so affectionate as you are is to be a great deal.  Ah!  That I was only worthy to be a servant to you.  Yet I have been living in the hopes of being that and even more than that.  All my desires is to be, some day, where I can serve you in all your needs, but I fear that day is a long ways off.  I hope not though.  To serve you as one like you deserves to be served is more than I will ever be able to do, even if I had thousands of everything.  Now, my dearest, I do not see why you should take exceptions to my subscribing myself your servant.  Do you?  Of course, if you think I am not worthy to be your servant and am not willing, and that it is not my duty, or will not be my duty, then I will not.  It would only be a pleasure to me, and it is only a pleasure to me, to serve you – for if you tell me facts, I am continually serving you, just as I am now – and, should I have to discontinue serving you as I am now, I would not desire to see any more of this life for then life would be a burden to me, for I would be miserable – or more miserable, I should have said.

And Miss Jennie confessed that she had always been a baptist?  I thin, as the Bible says, an open confession is good for the soul.  I don’t see how any one, who will Grace T_ without prejudice and trace all the references closely could be any thing but a baptist, but I guess people who know more scripture than I do can see plainly enough.  You must not think I’m meaning that for you, solely, for I don’t know that it strikes you.  But “If the saddle fits –“ you know the rest,  ha! Ha!

And Miss Jennie and Mr. Hockett are talking of coming to Nashville to school?  I was in Nashville in Dec. but I believe I told you.  I went to the University of Nashville and the Vanderbilt University or rather passed by them while in the “city.”  It is only 120 miles from here to Nashville, by water.  There is two boats a week to ad from there.  If they go, about what time will they enter school?  I may possibly be in Nashville before summer, and if I am and they are there of course I would like to see them.  I dreamed of Miss Jennie being with you and me a few nights ago, and I thought she was the same old good girl.  I do think she is such a good girl.  Next to you, she is my favorite.  She has given me some very good advice.  I don’t know of but one girl, besides home folk, that I would rather see.  You know who that girl is.  Give her my kind regards when you see her again, and tell her I have been dreaming about her, and that I came very near writing to her not very long ago – and I did too.  What would you have thought if I had?  You know, dearest, that it would have been a business letter (?).  I don’t know what is the matter with Mr. Hockett.  I wrote to him when I was at Goodwater, Ala. And sent him some photographs that I had promised to send him, and I never did hear from him.  It may be that the photographs and letter, too, for I put them all in one package, were lost.  I had several packages to get lost in the mail while I was there.  If I knew he never go them I would write to him again.

No, three moves has not proven to be quite so destructive as one fire would be, but it is more than I appreciate.  I’m going to quit moving so much one of these days, but not till I leave this part of the country.

And you got a bundle of papers from California.  I suspect I had them sent to you, as I gave your name, with others to a promotion company.  I’m about to get a Canadian fever now.  How do you think you would like to live under a King?  Would that be as far north as you would want to go, or would you rather go to Greenland or the North Pole?  I believe I’d like to go to the latter.  No, I am not a farmer, but I suspect I had better be than running around so much.  Don’t you think so?  But, I’m sure you will not say so, for you don’t like farming.

This is a farming country.  The people raise corn and tobacco more than anything else.  Corn to make liquor, and tobacco to eat.  How does that sound to you?  It’s almost that way.  They do you want me to do as others do while I’m here in this so called “Rome”?  I know not?  And you need not fear.  I think all of the girls here use snuff.  And they all dance just as if they were obliged to.  It’s their religion I suspect.  And up in Illinois where I was at during the holidays is worse than here, if possible.  There isnt any society here.  It’s all saw-a-tie-ty.

Ah!  I’ve looked out, as the sun shone in at the window and snow – windsnow – is flying.  It seems like winter sure enough.

And the little kittens were so attractive as to cause you to quit writing to me to play with them.  I wonder if you would let cats attract your attention?  If so then why not dogs?  For they are on about an equal.  And so I’m not equal to the dogs. Ha! Ha!  How the girls will do.  Don’t believe all I say, dearest, you know I jest sometimes?  I like little kittens myself, and play with them too when they are about me.  It sounded so romantic and so loving the way you made that expression, “How childish.”  You know me – you and I – are just like little children?

Well, I guess I had better close as I have gotten down to the kitten subject, don’t you think so?  And this is sixteen pages too, all in one day, and you were three days writing 18 pages – four days I believe.  So I’ll close for this time.  Write soon and tell me all the news too, as well as, - you know what – and a long letter.

Be a good girl, and ever remember that, although I’m in a rough place, I ever pray for you.  So now I’ll say, bye, bye, with a loving heart full devotion, and as ever, Yours, Newt

Oh Say!

You have never told me what you have decided to do about your visit out west and your school plans.

The reason I have not mentioned it any more is because I thought you would get tired of my mentioning it so much.

If you have decided yet I would be glad to have you tell me.

Again, as before,

Newt.
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Linton, Ken.,

Jan. 14, 1903.

Miss E. Blanche Tate,

Holston, Va.

My dear Blanche,

To try to drive away the sadness, and to pass the time away in a pleasant way I will write you a few lines this evening.  You cannot hardly imagine how glad I would be to have a letter from you to-day, but I know I will not get one as it is Sunday.  This is the most lonesome place I have ever been of Sundays.  There isn’t anything to do here but to do nothing.  Of course that is easy to do, still I don’t like to do it.  I wish I could have some place to go, but there isent a thing to do here.  No preaching or Sunday school.  I wish I could be with you to-day, then I could enjoy myself as of old.  But that is impossible just now.  I wish I knew how long it would be before we can be together.

I wonder what you are, and have been, doing to-day.  I certainly hope you have enjoyed your self better than I have.  If you havent I almost pity you.  But don’t you think I had better pity myself first?  Well I do.

We have been having some very cold weather here of late, but not so cold as I have expected.  There has not been so very much cold weather only for a few days at a time.  This winter where I have been has not seen nearly so cold as where I spent last winter.  Has it been as cold in Washington county this winter as it was last?  I think they have had some very cold weather at home.  The elevation where you live is so much greater than it is here, and then when those old mountains get cold they hold it so well.  Yet I like the mountains better than  level country.  This is not exactly a level country but comparitively [sic] speaking, it is.  When one gets away from the river it is nearer level than it is here on the river.  You know it is common for the country, excepting the bottoms, along rivers to be rather rugged.  It is not very far from here to the Tenn. River, only about ten miles, and the people say it is very hilly between the rivers.  Little hills here are considered large by the people who have been raised here, but I call them small hills.  I don’t think I will want to spend the summer here for it is too low and I think it would not be very healthy.  I do not know where I will go for the summer, but I do not think I will stay here, but I do not know yet.  I had a letter from papa a few days ago telling me that he might want me to come home and help him some this spring to prepare for the suit which will be tried in April, that is if it is not postponed like usual.  I told him I did not want to come back home unless it was strictly necessary.  So I do not know whether he will write for me to come or not.  I would like to go on to the west from here and see what kind of a country it is.  I fear I will not like it on account of the people being so rough and the country so thinly settled.

Well I’ll stop till I hear from you which I hope will be soon.  As ever,

Yours etc. Newt.
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[This letter and 117* and 118* were in an envelope with no postmarks and  within an evelope for 5/12/03.]

Jan. 28, 1903.

My dearest Newt,

I wonder if you do not get tired of reading the little “scratches” I write, when I feel lonely, an need the sound of your loving voice to bring gladness to my heart?  Well I can’t help it if you do get a little tired, for that is the only way I can find comfort when I look for one of your dear letters and do not get it.

I had such a sweet dream last night about getting one, so I was sure it would come to-day, but it did not, or at least I have not received it.  In my dream, I was at home when some one came from the office and gave me the letter, and I, grasping it quickly, held it to my heart and ran in the house to be alone to press it to my lips before breaking the seal.  And when alone what a shower of kisses that silent yet dear missive received.  Think how sad I felt when I awoke to find it all a dream.

The weather is lovely at present and the sun streaming in at a western door reminds me of how it came in, casting a long shadow across the room at home last summer when we were happy in each other’s love and presence.

We may have lots of winter yet, but this really looks like spring.

I wonder what you are doing to-day? – At work I reckon, for I believe you work all the time.  Don’t work too hard, Dearest, for your work, I have heard people say, is very unhealthful, and do be careful for my sake, for you are more to me than all the world besides.  It is ever with pleasure that I think of you and all my pleasure and happiness both present and future rests with you.

My work in the Valley will soon be done, as I have only sixteen days more to teach.  Then I will be free for awhile.  I suspect that I will feel lost with nothing to do, so I shall have to find something to go at when I get home.  I shall be better satisfied with something to do.

I took dinner with Mrs. Pippin the last time I was over home, and Miss Jennie spent Sat. night with me.  We discussed “Grace Truman,” in all its contents, and I think Jennie surely is turned and will never be satisfied till se is a member of the Baptist Church.  As to myself, time will prove the state of my mind.  I guess you have some idea from what I have told you.

I now stop for the present, and await a letter from you, which I hope will come soon.

Your devoted,

Blanche.
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Thu. evening.

Here I am again, Dearest, still without a letter.  I was sure one would come to-day, but disappointments must come; so we have to put them off the very best we can.

The weather is still beautiful.  So warm that I have had no fire in my school-room all day and could keep the door open.  It is more like April than Jan.

Ah!  I just now thought of a dream that I had last night.  I dreamed that an old woman was telling my fortune, and said that five years from today would be my wedding-day.  And to prove her, I thought I ask her what kind of a man I would marry, and she said, “you know very well how he looks, and it is no use for me to be telling.”  Now, was not that a funny dream?  If her words be true I shall be an “Old Maid” of twenty-six, and you – let me see --  If I am right, will be about thirty.  You will be twenty-five the 19th of March will you not?  If that is not your birth-day, tell me when it is, for I want to know.  I reckon you think me very forgetful not to remember it (?)

I wish you could be at Greendale when I get there to-morrow.  If it does not rain they will come for me, and I reckon that will be my last trip home before school closes.  I suspect I will be glad to be at home again.

Well, I reckon you think it is time for me to stop, and I think so too, unless I had something to write about.

So hoping to hear from you to-morow, and ever wishing you well,  I remain as B4,

Blanche.

