
Houston County. Thursday night 

March 23rd 1867 

Mr. Mitchell, 

 Belle has left me and I am very, very lonely tonight, will not keep silent a moment for 

fear of an attack of “blues”. Have just finished two letters, one to Sallie and the other Annie, it is 

late, I know, but I’m not sleepy, so I’ll scribble a few lines to you. Why don’t you write to me? If 

you only knew how worried, disappointed and vexed I always feel when the mail arrives without 

a letter from you, you would not, I know, neglect a single opportunity for dropping me a few 

lines. Your letters are doubly precious to me now in this remote spot of the world, but oh they 

come so seldom, and I’ve read the old ones over time and again, till I know almost all by heart. 

Brother May says if you do not write more frequently or come to see me he’ll settle the matter 

with you, for he is tired seeing me look so worried and low spirited. I imagine all sorts of evils 

have befallen you. You were not well when you last wrote, and I am waiting anxiously for later 

accounts. Do let business alone for a season, and give your thoughts to your individual health 

and comfort. Remember how precious you are to me and how it pains my heart to know you are 

ill—for your sweetheart’s sake at least, take care of yourself. You are dearer to me than life 

itself, and without you this world would be but a dreary waste indeed. Why can’t you come to 

me? Are you now too unwell to travel, or are you such a slave to business that you cannot leave 

it even to make me a short visit? Indeed I would rather see you now than anybody in this world, 

except my Father, and you cannot certainly blame me for that exception inasmuch as I have not 

seen him for nearly five years. You did not say one word in reference to Father’s last letter. Am I 

to understand that you are indifferent on the subject? You must certainly call on Belle as you 

pass through Macon, Mr. Roberts is stopping at the “Stubblefield House”. Belle will never 

forgive you, if you pass her silently by. Brother May and sister are delighted with that young 

friend of mine, the former especially admires her exceedingly, says he likes her better than any 

young lady he has met in many years. Her visit has seemed very short and pleasant to us, we did 

our utmost to induce her to remain longer. She will not return to Macon till the first of next 

week, will remain with her friend, Miss [Tooke], who lives about five miles from here, ‘till that 

time. We all wished for you yesterday, ‘twas Belle’s birth-day and brother May had invited a few 

friends to dine with us and there by celebrate the day—the largest turkey of the season graced the 

table. I did not enjoy myself a bit because you were not here, every moment I wished for you. 

The day was so unpleasant, few could venture out, Miss [Tooke] and two young gentlemen were 

about our only guests. Every few moments Belle would manage to whisper in my good ear—

“Don’t you wish your express would happen in just about now?” You may imagine my reply to 

the question. Tomorrow is mail day and if I again fail to receive a letter from you I cannot 

answer for future conduct. Oh, if you would only come instead of the letter, how happy I should 

be. You love to see me happy, so come and you shall be gratified to your heart’s content. Where 

is my picture? Don’t you intend to have some more taken for me? Or are you mad with me 

because I gave one away. It did not go out of the family I’ll have you to understand. I’ll have 



some taken for you, or rather make another attempt, as I pass through Macon, if you’ll let me 

[fry] my hair. Have you been down to Griffin since I left? You must go. And one other request I 

have to make of you and then I shall cease talking for tonight. You must unbosom your heart to 

your mother, she deserves your confidence and you should no longer withhold it from her. At 

one time, you know, I objected to this. But I do not now. I have freely confided in my family and 

it is nothing but right that you should do the same, at least so far as your Mother is concerned. I 

would feel much better satisfied if she knew all. Good night. 

 Fondly, 

  Co.  


