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1. Dallas, Texas

March 16, 1920

Sisser Darling sweetest:

     Yesterday your letter came.  And while I saw you had the viewpoint I thought you would have, I was horrified to learn that you thought I did not care for him.  Why, I would go to the ends of the earth with, and  for,  him.  And he is the ideal that I would choose for a partner.  And I have sealed my own fate, too.  Not that I have seen the love since I last wrote to you, but I never, never desert – and I would not him of all the world outside of the family.  You said 

*

he is such a boy.  Well, that is just the point.  He is a full fledged  man, a hero, and has a heart, loyal and of pure gold.  Yep--he is mine now.  And if he waits long enough I am his.  But just the same, if our dear mama gets there first she will knock our fair dreams into a cocked (?) hat, as she cannot take her youngest child seriously enough.         Well--I told her I got your letter--could and would show it to her but preferred not to ---and didn’t --I hid it, and alas, she found it--not that I cared--as it seemed the only way to get her convinced --    

*

and to let her see.  You gave me credit for the average amount of sense.  Well--she was stumped !!!!!  and could hardly adjust herself.  She said to save her soul she couldn’t see who wanted me!!   (Don’t think I am trying to amuse you, as this is serious business, even if I do chatter along)  Well--to get back to him.  When I saw that picture—last January—in photo form that Mother S gave to Annie--I fully expected to see last April at the exhibit “a boy”.  Well, he settled that when I saw him.  And then the other day he convinced me that I had very little to say in regard to myself !!!!! 

*

He had taken me for granted and was letting me know, as his sweet mother had her fears ! that he better watch his “fences”.  Well, when he talks it is just exactly so,     no doubt about it.  And what I said was just the ticket ; but – listen too—had I not forgotten so and so ?  I did not quite approve of one of the watercolor pictures, not ever having seen the exact setting –pirate ship with sea shore cabin etc. etc.   He said that an artist had to exaggerate and draw on the pictorial sometimes to convey his thought of such and such an original picture while that picture did not appeal to him either.  It was an excellent painting I had to admit that.

2

He’s man to his toes.  And you would have died if you could have heard him making me admit when he got through – I have to admit this, and I feel like a fool.  But it is fatal for me.  I am the clingingest vine that ever clung, and as for the congenial <<(sic) conjugal?>> part--why Sis---he is the only one.  But until I can get Mama convinced -- that is the “ IF” I meant.   I do not believe, and I  know that there is not, one other soul in all the world that has seen the deep experience of life that both of us have in the examples set 

*
under our nose in the shape of our loving parents.  And I know, and he knows, that forever more and world with out end, that in our individual way of doing the matrimonial game”, that there has been a resolve to break away from tradition (parental) and live the proper kind of example.  Good lord --the mess set before each of us while far different, it is true that different lesson was the outcome of what made us congenial   <<?>>   I know in my heart of hearts that I did accept him as I fully do, myself, and if somebody don’t kick the lamp over it is going to be a cinch, and 

*
sis, it is when I am not sentimental of the gooey sort that I know what I am about.  And if anything in this world makes me sick or want to knock the head off of a creature, man or woman, it is, mush.  A sincere wish  or a cordial look get me in the heart but familiarity of the surface type makes me wild.  And I am sincere myself when I know it is right.  And believe me I recognize it in another.  It was not because I thought I was the wrong one for him.  But it seemed almost cruel to let him think that all of us wanted him when I was almost crack sure 

*

 that  mama would never give me up.  She cannot understand that she is being kinder to me to be unselfish with me than if she handed me over unwillingly, which she will have to do if he has to wait too long, by George.  I think it is required of a lady to always do the correct and proper caper and I have and intend to do so if it is at the break of doom.  But I think it would be the mark of a born fool to let anybody belittle and convince me when I think myself that the right is right.  And if it comes to pass that 
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 that I have to do the “wrong thing’ in someone else’s eye and it is a matter of chance as far as that other adviser” (!!) or myself can tell, I must play a square hand as I always expect to be fairly served myself.  This dear soul was frank in what he said, and it was no effort for him to say it.  It was honorably offered and a more perfect noble ever breathed   If he had been exacting or coercing I would have flatly and shortly said noooo.

*

But it was so true Sis, so fair.  And I couldn’t do or say anything but what I thought was right.  And I guess if I had said anything it is more than likely I would have stamped born-fool all over me  ( !!!!) But it was ordained somewhere or someplace that-- be it to the ends of the earth-- if he has to go to get me, he will.  And when I can not say, but I will go, or come back with him, which ever the direction – willingly.  I could not conclude definitely who you meant by “the other two”. Only I can say this, that 

*

the one, the boy I saw and criticized the picture with, is a good man, kind, thoughtful. But sis, I could in a given time—yep-- take him but ---- I am afraid that there is – I maybe wrong, but I fear-- an excess of Ego, and a selfish heart.  And while there is only one in the race as far as I am concerned. I bosild <?> it is true put that no other  there.  But no it is not to be.  As I do not care what this only one has or does not have just so 

*

when he gets me.  And it will be my business to see that he is always the winner.  And I never take a responsibility without first knowing what is expected of me.  And once I let myself in for it, I see it through.  Of course I am brave--as long as mama keeps out !!!! But, I must admit too that I am lost if she steps in (!) So, I will wait patiently.  And, when the proper time comes he can bank on me.  It seems
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 to me that any creature-- if she had a spark of what is true womenliness in her-- when an appeal or call came to her-- like this one did to me, and knowing what need of sympathy of the kind of sympathy she could give-- why she wouldn’t be worth her salt, or space she occupies, if she could not express herself.  Well, I did what I thought and knew was right.  And I feel right about myself now.  If they want to give me the go by because I do not

*

fling myself at them I feel that it is surely for the best, and will not grieve – I guess gumt <?>I have come to the pass like you.  That what is over must not be worried over.  And far be it from me to cause any unjust sorrow.  I think that I can convince mama by what I do not say.  And after she travels around she will think lots differently than she now does (!!!) First she don’t.  Then – again __she does (!!)  I know a duty when I see it and I believe

*

that it is in sticking to my word.  And if the party of the other part sees fit to withdraw, why that is as it should be.  But I do not see why I should let any one convince me agin’ me will – I didn’t and I won’t.  I knew you would think exactly as you did and I thank you for “substanciating” my idea of your code of right and wrong.  But just the same mama “substanciated” hers in my conception too (!!!)

*

While I did try to test him out by teasin’ him to see if it would side track him>  And I told you in my other letter how I was as disagreeable on purpose to measure him up.  He was as serene as a rock.  Please do not forget that he is a man years older in his intellect and manner than any or ever hope to get (!!) And it will make up for the prop in you and than mama that I have used heretofore !!!!  Mama could screech with disgust when I “plan” (!!!) And the other night she 
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could hardly believe her ears when I said that it would take a whole lot to make me throw a man over just for some trivial so + so.  I must close and write the rest soon again.  But mama is planning “to go to Ada” and later Maryland and Virginia.  And if I will sbomark (?)  please.  Well, we are through and then we are dead locked.  I ask you please, please send me that little picture.   I looked the other 

*

house over and was so glad to know you have carefully kept it.  I know you give me credit for having sense.   And it is that trust you have in me that I bank on so.  Remember it is not as if I had to do any thing under handed.  And it will never be anything wrong that I do.  One of the cheapest and littlest arts is to do something when it is gauged by “what will the neighbors say” attitude.  

* 

I told mama I would turn ever acre, bull-right, and penny over to her as it would be to repay in the only ways I could for gratitude of her past kindness.  And it was only my duty to help her dispose of it.  But if she should in any way interfere with my plans, that would be quite different.  I would never, never budge.  I am not contrary, 

*

or so ignorant to be in a flighty nonsensical attitude.  But I always try to give a square deal and always expect it.

     I expect of others what they would in the same position expect of me: be just, merciful and kind, and unselfish in heart.  

      Lovingly,

      Marguerite.

(End of Letter)
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