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INTRODUCTION 

This study presents, describes, and evaluates some of the prose 

written by nineteenth-century Texas women. Since there have not been 

studies of this kind done to date, this one makes a significant contri

bution not only to Texas studies and to women's studies, but also to 

American-frontier studies as well, because nineteenth-century Texas 

offers an unusually composite picture of pioneering in America, since 

the growth of American Texas moved from the colonial stage through 

independence, into statehood, secession, and reinstatement in a matter 

of some seventy-five years. In addition, the search for literary quality 

in these examples makes an equally significant contribution to literary 

scholarship. 

The seventy-five years before 1900 offer immediate and suitable 

temporal boundaries for the study which reviews prose written in (or 

translated into) English by women who were either native Texans or who 

immigrated and/or resided here for extensive periods of time. Checking 

card catalogues for resources on works written by Texas women during 

that seventy-five years proved that there are few works specifically 

about Texas writers except those which deal principally with male 

writers and/or twentieth-century writers. The closest thing to this 

particular kind of study is an 1893 newspaper article which lists 

Texas women writers, but adds only sketchy and occasional annotation 
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regarding even the location of primary works, much less information 

about the writers and works themselves. There are, however, books 

about the literature of Texas and the Southwest, and their indexes 

and bibliographies do provide the names of some women and the titles 

of some works. Those of particular value to this study are Collins, 

Eagleton, Gaston, Kiel man, and Sheenan. 

From the original list of approximately two hundred names, forty-

three writers were suitable for further consideration because they met 

the criteria of appropriate dates, residence, and genre, and their 

works were reasonably accessible here at Texas Tech, through Inter-

library Loan, or through visits to other repositories. Upon closer 

examination, four of the writers or their works proved to be inappro

priate for the study. One diary was composed almost entirely of brief 

notations rather than complete sentences; the credits to two women 

proved to be bylines for collecting and recording others' stories; 

and one woman blended her own reminiscences with parts of her father's 

journal which has been destroyed, so that it is not possible to deter-
3 

mine what she herself wrote, and what she copied from his record. 

The thirty-nine writers covered here are representative, however, 

because the genres range from brief historical reports to novels, the 

points of view from objective to intimate, the chronology from 1820s 

to 1890s, the geography from Brownsville to the Panhandle, the politics 

from pro-annexation to anti-annexation and pro-slavery to anti-slavery, 

the educational levels of the writers from basic to sophisticated, and 

the writers' ages from fifteen to eighty-three. 

A.^iitt 



What these women wrote has value from two persoectives: historical 

and literary. All the samples furnish some Historical information, 

and all serve as data for an inductive definition of literature, ̂ :'jt 

the purpose here is to discover and demonstrate whether or not these 

selections have value beyond their being n^erely examples. It is a 

search for quality. In this study that search will focus primarily 

upon literary quality as a product of the integration of purpose, 

form, and stance. 

The definition of quality in literature has been, ana is, elusive 

despite persistent attempts to discover it. If one begins the search 

with primary works to which audiences and critics alike respond favorably, 

it would seem to be a simple thing, to draw a formula for quality from 

such works by determining what they share in common and how they differ 

from others of lesser value. The matter has never been that simple, 

of course, because of the inherent complexity of the interaction of 

three separate elements--writer, subject, and audience—eacn of which 

is complex in itself. Subject matter, whether drawn strictly from 

reality, drawn from imagination, or from almost unlimited possible 

combinations of reality and imagination, is complicated by sheer mass; 

nevertheless, subject matter, at least that which is drawn from reality, 

is the least complicated of the three elements because it is not an 

active participant in the stance, as the writer and audience are. 

The writer, for example, perceives, analyzes, and evaluates the subject 

matter and her audience; then, to accomplish some purpose which she 

conceives, the writer shapes the .iiaterial to communicate it to the 

audience. The audience, in turn, perceives, analyzes, and evaluates 



what is communicated. Because eacn participant, writer ana audience, 

is individual, the issue of quality rests not only jpon the level of 

skill each has for performing his Dart, but also upon botn partic-oants 

having some mutual idea of what constitutes good writing. Only when 

writer and audience agree upon the value of the writer's purpose or 

goal does it matter whether the writer has had the skills to succeed 

in achieving his goal. Sometimes the goal is not worthy of the effort; 

sometimes the effort is not equal to the goal. 

The question of quality is not as simple as a numerical formula, 

either. There are no rating systems for subjects vyhich rank them on 

the basis of their likelihood for affecting audiences, no algebraic 

formulas for figuring how many details or images in what strengtn wi'l 

elicit a predetermined, premeasured, potent effect, and no machines 

to monitor brain waves in the artists to facilitate their aelivering 

appropriate stimuli to their audiences to achieve the desired responses, 

If quality in art were easily defined by such methods, anyone witn tne 

formula could be an artist, a poet of the best caliber, but the elusive-

ness itself piques interest in quality and imbues artists and their 

works with varying degrees of worth. 

The Romantics believed that all men possess the potential, however 

latent, to be poets. For example, Emerson writes in "The Poet," "every 

man is so far a poet as to be susceptible to these enchantments of 

nature; for all men have thoughts whereof the universe is the celebra

tion," and he adds "The poorest experience is rich enough for all the 

purposes of expressing thought" (p. 4 ) . Emerson contends that "the 

value of genius to us is in the veracity of its report. Talent may 
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frolic and juggle; genius realizes and adds" (p. 11). Because "all 

men live by truth and stand in need of expression" (p. 5), the goai 

for man in the artist/poet role is to "put the world liKe a ball in 

our hands" (p. 32), for "we love the poet, the inventor, who in any 

form, whether in an ode or in an action or in looks and behavior, has 

yielded us a new thought" (p. 33). 

Emerson himself acknowledges the loftiness of the aim when he 

admits, "I look in vain for the poet whom I describe" (p. 37), but he 

also urges "Doubt not, 0 poet, but persist . . . . Stand there, balked 

and dumb, stuttering and stammering, hissed and hooted, stand and 

strive ..." (p. 40). Quality accrues, then, it seems, to the degree 

the ideal is approached, and though the women presented here have been 

relegated to obscurity up to now, there is nonetheless enougn quality 

to warrant their being rescued to some degree of exposure, because 

they can give us some part of "the world like a ball in our hands." 

They do "unlock our chains and admit us to a new scene"--the nineteentn 

century in Texas. Some do it better than others, and this study seeks 

to show how and why. 

More recent literary scholars, as well as Emerson, have confronted 

the how and why questions of quality in writing. An idea fundamental 

to several of their views is that the most effective way of communicating, 

of admitting others to a new scene, is to establish a rapport between 

writer and audience which is most conducive to sharing, and to share 

as much of value as possible, to admit as much of the significant of 

the new scene as possible. Walter J. Ong, S. J., for example, is 

particularly interested in the reader's role. He points to the sharing 



aspect of communication when he says, 'All communication is an insistently 

reciprocal operation." Though Ong at this early point in his article 

is writing about oral communication, he goes on to explain the applica

tion to writing as well. First he contends that oral communication 

is a negotiation between speaker and hearer effected through 3 kinc of 

give and take exchange—feedback, in other words. Since the^^e is not 

the same direct contact between writer and reader as there is between 

speaker and listener, "the problem a reader of a text faces is, 'Witn 

whom am I to negotiate?'" (p. 9). The question which follows that 

one is, "In the absence of the writer, 'Do texts "control" readers' 

responses?'" (p. 10). Ong's answer is "Oral verbalization or utterance 

never totally 'controls' a hearer's response, never makes only one 

totally explicit interpretation inevitable in a given context, so wny 

should a text totally control a reader's?" (p. 10). He goes on to 

point out that "We have been delightedly amazed, charmed, overwhelmed, 

by the fresh realization that the reader of a text is not just a receiver 

of a package of 'information' but has to do something, as a hearer does, 

though not the same thing a hearer does" (p. 11). That acknowledgement 

of the audience's role in written communication, however, "is a far cry 

from saying that a reader can with solipsistic impunity make a text mean 

anything he or she wants. What it really says is that a reader, some 

reader, sometime, somewhere, is necessary to give a text whatever 

meaning or meanings it has" (p. 11). In the conclusion to his article, 

Ong asserts the significance of the questions he has raised, questions 

addressed in this study: "the fact that today this question of the 

reader and the text has emerged from the unconscious into consciousness 
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with such conspicuous vigor attests to the fact that the auestion ;̂s 

somehow much more urgent than we know how to say" (p. 12). What effect 

the writer's projection of a reader has upon the text is certainly 

relevant to this study, because the question of confidence in and 

commitment to the three-part stance is traced from the private genres, 

where the writers are most at ease due to their personal contact v-itn 

their readers, to the fiction where the writers risk unknown auaiences. 

Two other modern critics give more of their attention to the otner 

two elements of the stance--writer and subject. Wayne C. Booth has 

written about that relationship of the who, the what and the for-whom 

in this excerpt from "The Rhetorical Stance": 

The common ingredient that I find in all the writing I admire--
excluding for now novels, plays and poems--is something that 
I shall reluctantly call the rhetorical stance, a stance .vhich 
depends on discovering and maintaining in any wr^"ting situation 
a proper balance among the three elements that are at worK in 
any communicative effort: the available arguments about tne 
subject itself, the interests and peculiarities of the audience, 
and the voice, the implied character, of the speaker.° 

That relationship is a key to the varying degrees of quality in these 

works: positive responses to these samples are tied to how well the 

writers evince commitment to their subjects and confidence in them

selves in relation to their audiences; in other words, to how effectively 

the purpose motivates the writer and how empathetically the writer and 

audience interact. 

F. L. Lucas' article "What is Style?" further clarifies some of 

the issues. He has two premises: "The writer should respect truth 

and himself; therefore honesty. He should respect his readers; there

fore courtesy." When Lucas develops these points in more detail. 
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he says of honesty, "In literature as in life, one of the ^'undamentaIs 

is to find, and be one's true self" (p. 515). He explains his concept 

of courtesy in terms of clarity and brevity, adding that "clarity comes 

before even brevity" (p. 515). Abundant concrete details, selected to 

accomplish the writer's purpose, not randomly proliferated for stylistic 

effects or for manipulating reader response, are what give a clear 

picture of the writer's world "like a ball in [the reader's] hands." 

Purpose, then, serves to control the amount and kind of detail and 

qualifies the meaning of brevity. 

The writers' purposes in relation to their stances are the organi

zing principles for this study which presents the private genres of 

diaries, journals, and personal letters in one chapter, the personal 

histories for limited audiences in another, a collection of diverse 

nonfiction for general audiences in a third, and fiction in a fourtn. 

Because diaries, journals, and personal letters are written for 

very private audiences like the self or friends and loved ones, those 

forms intrinsically present little need or purpose for the writer's 

being false. In the relationship that exists between writer and audience, 

the writer can assume that the subject matter will be received with 

interest on the basis of the mutual concern the participants share. 

Consequently the risks are fewer, and the question of confidence is 

less at issue. The same is true for those writers of personal 

histories to the extent that they feel comfortable with their intended 

audiences, but those writers who address a general audience must possess 

greater confidence in themselves and their subjects; they must believe 

they have something to offer a reader who does not know them personally. 
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and they must believe they are capable of presenting that subject to 

its advantage. The writers who attempt fiction show even more confi

dence because they venture to create a world and people rather than to 

adhere strictly to actuality. 

Having confidence alone, however, does not insure quality, any 

more than having worthwhile subject matter does. There is also the 

question of skill in bringing the audience the "new scene." Knowing 

how to say is as important as knowing what to say, and doing that, 

as has been pointed out, is not simple, not automatic, and so far not 

universally attainable. What and how the writer presents depends upon 

an ability to see and understand what is significant in the world. 

Historically these women sharpen our awareness of ourselves, 

offering a viable link to our past, not a past limited entirely to the 

geographical and temporal boundaries of nineteenth-century Texas, but 

a past encompassing human sensitivity and perception that is ageless. 

Another of Ong's comments is especially pertinent to this point: 

"our understanding of the relationship of the reader and the text can 

lead to a deeper understanding of the historicity of man. Through 

texts, these curiously inert things, man enters into a communion with 

his past which is otherwise unrealizable" (p. 12). 

Though the study uncovers no single writer of the first magnitude 

of literary greatness, it does reveal the vibrant collective contribution 

these women make to literature, and identifies a few individuals of 

particular merit who deserve notice by scholars and a chance to be 

reintroduced to a more general reading public. Since at the present 

time these women and their works remain unstudied, the purpose here 
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is to present them individually and extensively enough to show purpose, 

stance, and skill in a way that maintains the stylistic integrity of 
Q 

each writer. The numerous quotations provide a convenient way to 

experience directly the vitality and quality of these women's work. 

In addition, these women also enhance our understanding and appreciation 

of a variety of prose genres as well as our awareness of the close 

connections between nonfiction and fiction. Both modes require the 

writer to present a world she perceives as actuality or one she creates 

from imagination so concretely that she excites her reader's interest. 

The study demonstrates, then, that good nonfiction writers and good 

fiction writers possess some of the same attributes—an acute sense 

of what captures their own and their reader's attention and the skills 

to articulate their thoughts and responses. 
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Notes 

Mrs. Bride Neill Taylor, "The Women Writers of Texas," 
Galveston Daily News, 18 June 1893, n. pag., cols. 1-9, ana 25 
June 1893, n. pag., cols. 10-17, negative photostat of newspaper 
clipping in Barker Texas History Center at the Univ. of Texas at 
Austin; call no. T920.7, T212W. 

2 
This study on prose by nineteenth-century Texas v/omen writers 

is indebted to Karen Louise Sikes Collins, "Guide to Diaries in the 
University of Texas Archives," Thesis Univ. of Texas 1967; Davis 
Foute Eagleton, Writers and Writings of Texas (New York: Broadway 
Publishing, 1913); Edwin W. Gaston, Jr., The Early Novel of the 
Southwest (Albuquerque: Univ. of New Mexico Press, 1961); Chester V. 
Kielman, The University of Texas Archives (Austin: Univ. of Texas 
Press, 1967); and Sister M. Agatha Sheehan, Texas Prose Writings 
(Dallas: Banks Upshaw, 1936). 

The examples cited as inappropriate for inclusion in the text 
are, respectively: Emily S. Sexton, Special Collection, Stephen r. 
Austin State Univ. Library, George L. Crockett Collection, Folder 5E, 
TX, "Diary of Emily S. Sexton"; Mrs. Fannie A. D. Darden, "Dillard 
Cooper's Account of His Escape from Fannin's Massacre," n.p., 
Columbus, Texas, 18 Aug. 1870, n. pag.; Mrs. T. C. Allan, "Reminiscences 
of Mrs. Annie Fagan Teal," By the Way, 1 (July and Aug. 1897), 1-7 and 
9-15; and Mrs. Dilue Harris," Texas Hist. Assn. Quarterly, 4 (Oct. 
1900), 85-127. [Texas Hist. Assn. Quarterly is now Southwestern 
Hist. Quarterly.] 

^ Ralph Waldo Emerson, "The Poet," in The Complete Works of Ralph 
Waldo Emerson, Concord Edition, Vol. Ill (Cambridge: The Riverside 
Press, 1904), pp. 15 and 18, respectively. All further references 
to this work appear in the text. 

^ Walter J. Ong, S. J., "Beyond Objectivity: The Reader-Writer 
Transaction as an Altered State of Consciousness," CEA Critic, 40, 
No. i, (1977), 6. All further references to this work appear in the 
text. See also Reader Response Criticism, ed. Jane Tompkins 
(Baltimore: Johns Hopkins Univ. Press, 1980). 

^ Wayne C. Booth, "The Rhetorical Stance," College Composition 
and Communication, 15, No. 3 (Oct. 1963), 141. All further references 
to this work appear in the text. 

^ F. L. Lucas, "What is Style?" in About Language, ed. Marden J. 
Clark, Soren F. Cox, and Marshall R. Craig, 2nd ed. (New York: 
Charles Scribner's Sons, 1975), p. 615. [See note p. 610, "F. L. 
Lucas, 'What is Style?' from "Party of One." Reprinted by per^,ission 
of the executors of the late F. L. Lucas."] M l further references to 
this work appear in the text. 
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Because [sic] notations for nonstandard English would be so 
frequent as to be obtrusive in many of the materials quoted in this 
study, the notation occurs here only if it appears in the source 
consulted. The quotations throughout have been carefully edited to 
remain faithful to the texts from which they are taken. 



CHAPTER I 

DIARIES, JOURNALS, AND PERSONAL LETTERS 

A projected "reader, sometime, somewhere" affects the choice of 

purpose, stance, and form which writers of private genres make, for 

in these journals and personal letters, the writer either knows her 

readers personally or conceives of them as future generations of family 

and friends she already knows. She knows what she wants to share under 

these circumstances, because the journals and letters are part of an 

on-going exchange between writer and audience as Ong mentions. Even 

future generations can be part of that exchange, because they have 

inherent connection to the people she knows. The writer of a diary 

who, in fact, writes for herself, also deoends upon what she knows 

of her "reader, sometime, somewhere," because whatever is significant 

to her at the time of writing will be a part of who she becomes. 

The intimate nature of diaries, journals, and personal letters 

generally insures a genuine stance and often generates enough detail 

for the reader to experience the writer's world and feelings, because 

the writer usually has no reason to feel uncomfortable with her subject 

or her audience. The degree of intimacy in these samples, however, 

seems to depend not only upon the personality of the writer, but also 

upon the individual purposes for writing as well. Those purposes are 

usually not made explicit; the writers themselves may not have been 

13 
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aware of their purposes for writing, but the circumstances of their 

lives may have dictated the need to write. They often wrote about new 

experiences, such as coming to Texas, to share with family and friends 

who were distant from them or to make a record they themselves could 

refer to later. As their personal lives underwent dramatic changes 

such as marriage, moving, or war, they found their diaries and journals 

a way to cope with the changes, and their letters a way to maintain 

ties with whatever had been stable in their lives. The effects of 

those individual circumstances determined much of the purpose for 

writing and, consequently, the relationship of writer, subject, and 

audience as well. 

Mary Austin Holley's primary purpose in her diary of her trips 

to Texas in 1835-38, for example, seems to be that of making a record 

of the events, the time, and the place, though she does record some 

of her own feelings and responses as well. J. P. Bryan in an intro

duction to the diary notes that, 

Mrs. Holley may have been one of the best known women in 
North America during the first part of the nineteenth 
century, as she certainly was on the western frontier; it 
is also a fact that she was the first credible historian 
of Texas, her book Texas: Observations, Historical, 
Geographical and Descriptive, in a Series of Letters Written 
During a Visit to Austin's Colony with a View to Permanent 
Settlement In That Country in the Autumn of 1831 (Baltimore: 
Armstrong and Plaskitt, 1833), having been the first 
publication to give an authentic description of that 
portion of Texas that had been settled by emigrants from 
North America, (p. 7) 

Holley perhaps wrote this 1835-1838 diary, then, as a record of her 

subsequent trips to Texas with a view toward using it as a basis for 

future publications. 
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The diary is far from sterile and austere, however; Holley's wa^-nth 

and humor are evident throughout. In an extensive entry for July 3, 

1835, for instance, she not only includes a historically interesting 

account of one of Colonel Austin's actions, but also shows a sense of 

humor: 

Word came to Col. Austin that Bailey had been a convict 
in the penetentiary of Kentucky. He, bound "'or the gooa 
character of the colonists, sent forth an order, as was his 
custom in such cases to decamp within 3 days on pain of 
summary punishment. Bailey replied that true he had been 
in the penetentiary, & also he had been in The Legislature of 
Kentucky, where he opposed the manufacture of so many Banks 
by which he & so many others had been ruined. Upon which he 
had been tempted to the crime of forgery—or to do tnat on 
a small scale which they had been doing on a great one. 
He had paid the forfeit--had stolen off to his present 
retreat to lead an honest and solitary life. . . . 

Upon this Col. Austin paid him a visit & was so well 
pleased with the conversation and improving condition of 
the old man and his family that he left him to live and die 
in peace. The cholera in 1832 finished his career. He died 
in Brazoria where it cannot be said he lies interred for 
he was buried erect and in full dress according to his 
desire, (p. 33T 

Holley's eye for the picturesque, for the interesting note of local 

color, is evident here. 

Her description of crossing Jones Creek has a flavor like Madame 

2 
Sarah Kimble Knight's account of crossing a river in a canoe, except 

that Holley chose to remain on horseback: 

Jones Creek, some few yards wide, was deep. I could just 
keep my feet out and my horse made some plunges--they said 
he sometimes laid down in the water, I did not care for a 
cold bath, and had to keep my courage up, as well as his 
nose. We got thro' well, horses are the best of friends. 
The head of the lake is too deep, and as the horse leaps 
out of the water he is so near the perpendicular you are 
in no danger of being thrown over his head but on the 
contrary, (p. 53) 
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In the following record of poverty, Holley sees the detail of 

historical note as well: 

. . . a fine looking intelligent boy, like our James, and 
a laughing, curly-headed, blue-eyed girl, 2 1/2 years old--
rosy and fat, were seated round it [a fire]. They were 
left in charge of the premises while the father and mother 
went to Bolivar for corn. On one side, on the ground were 
the rags which made the bed for the whole family (5 children). 
This was all the furniture. A red-headed girl of 7, in r'ags, 
served as scare crow in the cotton patch . . . her neck was 
in blisters and excited my pity . . . . (p. 67) 

Whether or nor she had an intended audience other than herself, there 

is an honest commitment to show, to recreate that poverty. 

Another writer who did at least some of her writing for both 

private and public purposes is the Norwegian Elise Amalie Waerenskjold, 

whose letters were collected, translated, and published in 1961 through 
3 

the Norwegian-American Historical Association. Waerenskjold 'wrote a 

number of letters for publication in Norway in the hopes of encouraging 

her countrymen to emigrate*to the United States and particularly to 

Texas where the climate was more agreeable than it was in the Mid-West 

where many Scandinavians were settling. She writes the following to 

Mr. T. A. Gjestvang, who had asked her to respond to an apparently 

inaccurate account of Texas which had appeared in Norwegian papers: 

"I shall comply with your wish . . . partly because of your request 

and partly to utilize the opportunity to bring my countrymen in Norway 

some information about this land that could possibly be of some value 

to those who plan to come over here" (pp. 27-28). 

The erroneous account speaks of Texas as a place "'where the 

struggle between man and nature is even more intense than in the 

Mississippi Valley'" (p. 28). Mrs. Waerenskjold contends, however. 
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that "people have far less difficulty in Texas than in Norway--so 

far as contending with nature is concerned" (p. 38), and goes on to 

describe in detail the relatively lazy methods of farming practiced 

on the Texas prairie where there is no need for manuring or clearing 

the corn stubble before planting wheat and where domestic animals are 

generally left to graze at will (pp. 28-30). Waerenskjold disclaims 

notions of violence incited by Indians and uncouth Texans in her part 

of the state, saying she has never seen an Indian. Furthermore, she 

refers to the good fortune of a Norwegian widow in Nacogdoches whose 

Texan neighbors helped to supply food and clothing for her family as 

well as tuition for her children's schooling (p. 31). 

Significant details designed to encourage emigration are also 

abundant in this letter. Though she acknowledges that heavy work is 

necessary to become established, she adds, 

. . . for the poor and destitute, who . . . from early childhood 
have been enured to drudgery and toil, there is little to lose 
and much to gain. . . . Land can still be obtained in our 
neighborbood for $.35 to 52 per acre. Lots as small as 320 
acres are still obtainable at S.50 per acre, but this will not 
last long, as land is rising in price, (p. 36) 

This part of a personal letter to a friend shows the more private woman 

My wishes for my little Otto's future are very modest. All 
I ask is that he may become an upright and able farmer, 
possessed of such knowledge as every cultured man should 
have. I have always had a liking for farm and country life, 
and if one is otherwise happy in his position, I cannot imagine 
a more pleasant or more independent state, for in this country 
a tiller of soil is respected as much as any one else, be he 
official or merchant. This is not as in Norway, where the 
farmers constitute a lower class, (p. 41) 

In the same letter she asks for fruit pits and seeds in the hopes of 

having fruit and wine, and she reports on the welfare of mutual 
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friends (pp. 41-42). In another letter written six years later to the 

same friend, she expresses a common sentiment of pioneer women in 

reporting the birth of another child: 

You probably heard from your brother, to whom I have written 
a couple of times this summer, that I again expected a little 
boy, and now I can tell you, God be praised, that the little 
baby arrived happy and well on the fourth of the month. I 
cannot tell you how glad I was that everything went well 
because, after all, I am no longer young [c. 43 years old], 
and I was worried for fear I might have to leave my beloved 
children. Neither Wilhelm [husband] nor I have a single 
relative in this country, so it isn't easy to say what he 
would have done with the children if I had died. It is 
absolutely against the custom of this country for a white 
girl to keep house for a widower--and as for a stepmother, 
well, they are seldom good. (p. 48) 

Both the public and private qualities of the letters then are 

evident in this volume, which covers a forty year period in Waerenskjold's 

life [1840s to 1880s], reflecting the changes in her life as well as 

those in the growth of the state. In 1866 she writes to a friend on 

the death of her youngest son: "my little Thorvald was such a sweet, 

lovable boy, and all who knew him loved him. I cannot really enjoy 

anything, and my only desire is to be with my Thorvald once more" 

(p. 66). A letter of the next year tells of the death of her husband 

and her renewed worries of what might happen to her children should 

she also die before they are grown (pp. 57-68). 

In addition to writing about her own family, Waerenskjold continues 

to report the fortunes of other Norwegian immigrants, as well as growth 

and change in the state. In an 1867 letter she reports. 

Not long ago Indians descended upon it [Bosque County, another 
area of Norwegian settlement]; they wounded an old Norwegian 
and carried off a fifteen-year-old boy. In addition they took 
two American boys whose father they had killed, and they also 
killed two Negroes. No doubt the Bosque settlement is richer 
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than ours, and I think, also more heatlhful, but still I 
couldn't for the world live so near the Indians, (p. 68) 

While she does not encounter Indians herself, she does encounter other 

disasters. She mentions, for instance, that "an Egyptian plague--

grasshoppers" (p. 71) ruined the crops in '67 and '68, and her continued 

interest in her own people can be seen in a lengthy letter of about 

1869 in which she records the history of the Norwegian settlements in 

the United States, concentrating, of course, on those in Texas (po. 76-90) 

Whatever her particular reasons for writing specific letters, 

she continues to praise the opportunities in Texas: 

The state is a paradise for poor people, because anyone who 
will work can get a good job in any season and children are no 
burden, but a great help to parents. In the fall children can 
make good money picking cotton, which brings S.75 per 100 
pounds, plus board. . . . Land is still cheap. . . . All 
foodstuffs are inexpensive. A four-year-old steer costs $10, 
a sheep $1.50, fresh salt pork $.05 a pound, corn and sweet 
potatoes $.50 a bushel, and wheat $1. (p. 90) 

As her family and the state grow, Waerenskjold reports in a letter 

of 1871, the marriage of her son Otto and the expectations for a railroad 

(pp. 99-100), hard times in 1873 when she and her sons lost most of 

their livestock during a drought (pp. 102-03), and tne birtn of a 

granddaughter and the achievement of a church building in 1876 

(pp. 100-11), prospects for a study club (pp. 148-49). She tells of 

individual tragedies as well: "an American woman who has four very 

small children lost her mind and has been sent to an asylum in Terrell. 

Her husband has become sick from sorrow and overexertion" (p. 151); 

of longing for the homeland: "You can't imagine how often my thoughts 

are in Lillesand and the parsonage at Moland. It was there, of course, 

that I spent my happiest days" (pp. 152-53); and of making what sne 
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assumed might be her last trips to visit her children who had moved 

farther west (pp. 164-65). 

The steadfast honesty and the vitality of Waerenskjold reflected 

in the letters are part of her own self image, for in an 1878 letter 

to a newspaper in Norway she continues to be enthusiastic about immigra

tion to Texas, and says, "In conclusion I merely wish to add that never, 

either directly or indirectly, have I profitted in the slightest way 

by praising Texas. I have praised Texas because I found that she should 

be praised" (p. 115). Of herself she writes in 1886 to her long-time 

friend, "as you perhaps remember, I shall soon be seventy-three years 

old, and I am writing this without glasses, by lamplight. In the evening 

I read and write; during the day I sew. If I don't have anything to do 

for myself, I help my relatives or visit the neighbors" (p. 129). 

That same vitality, that same pioneer spirit is to be found in 

the private records of other Texas women as well. Emily Andrews, for 

example, displays a spirit of adventure in the letters she writes to 

her family in the East about her trip from Austin to Fort Davis during 
4 

her husband's military transfer in 1874. About their departure she 

writes. 

On leaving town the first event was the crossing of the 
Colorado River, which we expected to do on a pontoon bridge, 
but this was destroyed a short time since by the sudden rise of 
the river, so we went a little farther up, hoping to find 
the rope ferry in order, here we found no ferry-man, so back 
we wandered to the 'ford'. The water was clear and bright, and 
as we stopped in the middle of the stream to water the mules, 
while I looked up and down at the various teams, crossing 
back and forth, I wondered what you all would say at home at 
the novel sight, (p. 2) 

Andrews' letters are replete with details to help her distant family 

share in her experiences. 
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Our tent is fourteen feet square, with a poulin for a carpet. 
In one corner is a chest which holds our mattresses on the 
road, and which answers ^ery well for a dressing table, a 
frame for clothes stands on one side, two camp chairs and 
our two beds complete the furniture. Both beds are made 
something like cot-beds, having hair mattresses and ours a 
spring bed besides, so you see everything is yery comfortable, 
(p. 4) 

Like Holley and Waerenskjold, Andrews' purpose is to offer a picture 

of life in Texas at that time. Here, for instance, is her descriction 

of a "real Texas house": 

It is made of logs, with daylight peeping in at the many crevices. 
The chairs are covered with skins, while the rest of the furniture 
is primitive in the extreme. Hens and chickens are running in 
and out of the doors, and the pigs in the yard would I think 
be quite as friendly were it not for the old darkie who sits at 
the door and keeps away all such intruders, (p. 5) 

There is no air of condescension in this picture because she goes on to 

say that this log cabin is the home of an Englishman who is known for 

his hospitality, who gives freely of the melons, eggs, and new milk he 

has, and lives there with his family "as contentedly as if he was not 

miles away from any neighbor" (p. 5). 

The trip was certainly no picnic for anyone, but Andrews conveys 

a zest for the adventure and takes pleasure in the beauty around her 

and the luxuries she does have. On a Sunday she writes. 

The rain in the mountains during the night made the roads 
delightful this morning, and our short march was just enough 
to keep men and animals from getting stiff. . . . Now I am 
going to enjoy the luxury of our rubber tub, and then dress 
for the Sunday dinner, which is to consist of Roast Veal, 
potatoes, tomatoes, peas and Cabbage Salad, with blanc mange 
and freshly preserved peaches for desert. Not forgetting 
delicious rolls which we have made fresh every day. (p. 13) 

Since she herself is not responsible for cooking or packing and 

unpacking, she is freer to observe and record what she encounters on 
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the trip, and she writes, "I suppose you can hardly imagine a country 

without any trees having any beauty, but all day we saw no trees, and 

yet the country with its mountains and valleys is beyond my description" 

(pp. 32-33). Hers is not a totally naive enthusiasm, however, because 

she does mention the danger of Indians (p. 25) and the natural dangers 

on the trail: 

It was here, near the head of the Concho, that '-lajor Merriam, 
lost his wife and child by being encamped too near the river. 
The large banks of water came down without a moments warning 
and before he had time to lift a hand everything was gone, 
wife, child, and property washed away in a twinkling, (p. 26) 

Even after a month on the road, however, Andrews can still say, "So 

here I am safe and sound and so ends my pleasant camp life, to which 

I shall ever look back as one of the happiest epochs in my life ..." 

(p. 43). 

But not all early travel was so pleasant. Writing a record for 

her family, Mary Maverick in her Memoirs recalls the goodbyes and less-

than-pleasant trip on the road when she had come to Texas in 1837, some 

forty years earlier than Andrews' trip: 

With heavy hearts we said good-bye to Mother and my brothers 
and sisters. Mother ran after me for one more embrace, she 
held me in her arms and wept aloud--and said "Oh, Mary I 
shall never see you again on Earth." I felt heartbroken and 
often recalled that thrilling cry in after years--and I have 
newer seen my dear Mother since that day. (p. 12)^ 

One of the unpleasant things about the trip were the road conditions 

in East Texas in January which were, as Maverick describes them, far 

from pleasant: 

About Jany 26th we entered a bleak desolate flat swamp prairie, 
cut up by what are called dry bayous, and now almost full of 
water. This swamp, crossed by the "Sandy," "Mustang" and the 
head branches of the Navidad, was fourteen miles wide . . . . 
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Every step of the animals was in water. We stalled in five 
or six of the gullies, and each time the wagon had to be 
unloaded in wind, water and rain, and all the men and animals 
had to work together to pull out. The first Norther I ever 
experienced struck us here--this norther was a terrific 
howling north wind with a fine rain, blowing and penetrating 
through clothes and blankets—I never before experienced 
such cold. (pp. 14-15) 

She reports that two horses froze to death in another norther in 

February (p. 15). 

Maverick, unlike Andrews who only worried about meeting Indians, 

actually encounters some and offers this vivid description of that 

meeting: 

They were in war paint and well armed, and displayed in triumph 
two scalps, one hand, and several pieces of putrid flesh from 
various parts of the human body. . . . I was frightened almost 
to death, but tried not to show my alarm. . . . I knew, and so 
did all . . . that they, being cannibals, would like to eat 
the baby, and kill us all, and carry off our fine horses, 
(p. 20) 

Near San Antonio, where the Mavericks settled, trouble with Indians 

continued on into 1840, and Maverick's account of a battle in the streets 

of San Antonio itself is a yery valuable firsthand account and shows 

her undaunted spirit as well as that of her black cook: 

One [Indian] had stopped near Jinny Anderson, our cook, who 
stood bravely in front of the children, mine and hers. She 
held a great stone in her hands, lifted above her head, and 
I heard her cry out to the indian "g'way from here or I'll 
smash your head with this rock." (p. 38) 

Of herself, Maverick writes that as the battle subsided, "I had uncon

sciously gone into the middle of the street. . . . I was just twenty-

two then and was endowed with a share of curiosity—at any rate I was 

not quite as old as I am now" (p. 40). 

That good natured jest at her own expense expresses a healthy 

acceptance of self which is not likely to foster any posing in the 
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writing voice. There is no excessive sentimentality even in her 

account of Matilda Lockheart who was captured by Indians and returned 

about two years later. Maverick seems to recognize the power of the 

details to command sympathy, so for the most part she reports rather 

than editorializes: 

She was in a frightful condition poor girl, when at last 
she returned to civilization. Her head, arms and face were 
full of bruises and sores and her nose actually burnt off to 
the bone, all the fleshy end gone, and a great scab formed 
on the end of the bone.(37/8) Both nostrils were wide open 
and denuded of flesh. . . . Her body had many scars from 
fire, many of which she showed us. Ah, it was sickening 
to behold, and made ones blood boil for vengeance. . . . 

She said she felt utterly degraded and could never hold 
up her head again, that she would be glad to get back home 
again where she would hide away and never permit herself 
to be seen again, (pp. 53-54) 

Maverick's record of some fifty odd years demonstrates again and 

again her personal fortitude as well as her skill as a writer. Her 

accounts of Mexican threats in the early 1840s (p. 81) and the seige 

of cholera in the late 1840s (p. 137ff) are historically valuable yet 

tenderly personal. Maverick, who had lost another daughter the previous 

year, writes of the pain of losing two children. Of the first's death 

she says, "Even now in 1881, after 32 years have frosted my head, I 

cannot dwell on that sad parting without the deepest emotion . . . her 

wery presence was a flood of sunshine" (pp. 130-31). Of the second 

daughter's death she remembers holding the child in her lap and 

listening to a recollection of its dream of heaven, putting on a little 

fresh muslin bonnet at the child's request, and being unable to go 

to the burial the next day because she herself and her two sons were 

also ill (pp. 137-38). She records the public's horror of cholera: 



25 

Fear and dread were in every household--the very atmosphere 
was oppressive. Into every house came the pestilence, into 
most houses came death, and in some houses death took one 
half of the inmates, as his share. . . . Those who were here 
[San Antonio] during that visitation can never forget the 
gloom and horror. The Cholera lasted six weeks, and the priests 
thought that over 600 people died. (p. 139) 

The cumulative effect of the first two sentences here and the repetition 

of the key word houses in the second sentence make for effective writing 

in this passage in addition to the details about the duration of the 

disease and its toll. 

One historical happening that receives almost universal comment 

by women writing about the 1860s is, of course, the Civil War, and 

this magnanimous comment of Maverick's demands respect: 

. . . with the exception of Allie who was too young, I sent all 
my boys to the front, and my prayers went with them--and 
neither they nor I can ever be ashamed of the sense of honor 
which led them to battle for the Lost Cause. When the war 
was ended, the sentiment was unamious in our family, that 
all the old issues had been settled, and that the-result 
of the conflict was right, (p. 161) 

The diary of Cornelia M. Noble and the letters of Minerva Bone 
5 

also offer details about the Civil War experiences of women in Texas. 

In these two samples, we find a greater degree of intimacy than is 

evident in the writing of Holley, Waerenskjold, Andrews and Maverick 

because Noble's diary appears to be written for herself alone, and 

Bone's letters are written for her absent husband's eyes only. 

Of her move from California to San Antonio in 1861, Noble writes, 

"I was very happy and contented there, I left there against my inclina

tion and my judgement—but God knows what is best for us" (p. 5). 

Since she was still new to Texas when her husband went to war, it is 

certainly understandable that she would be particularly reluctant to 
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be left among virtual strangers. She infuses honest feeling and 

genuine conviction when she writes about what is happening to her and 

the country: 

Another week of deep excitement has passed but as yet I know 
not where I and the children will stay while Moses [her husband] 
is in the army. . . . He joined a cavelry comp at San Marcos. . . . 
May the Lord guide him in all things aright. I observed the 
past week as a time of fasting and prayer. I believe all these 
troubles and afflictions have come upon us because of our sins. 
As a nation we have become deeply corrupted--pride--fulness of 
bread, ingratitude—violence profaness blasphemy and oppression 
reign in our Midst, and I feel that unless we repent our sins 
that he will bring yet heavier afflictions upon us. (p. 21) 

Her concern for the nation is, of course, channeled into her concern for 

her husband and other family members. The power of the simple sentence 

is clear when she writes of her absent husband, "I long to see hem" 

(p. 31), and when news about her distant family finally comes, there 

is that same genuine simplicity: "Rejoice that I am able to chronical 

the reception of a letter from My dear Mother. They are all well at home 

and my dear brothers were safe & well when last heard from" (p. 41). 

In addition to giving voice to her own feelings, Noble offers 

indirect insight into the life of those in service during the war. 

Apparently a number of men were sometimes close enough to return home 

occasionally, a situation which was both comforting and frustrating: 

After nearly a week's stay with us my dear husband returned 
to camps this morning and I feel quite lonely to night & 
feel sorry to think that he has only a tent to shelter him 
now as it is pouring down rain. I am sensible now of a more 
tender love for him than I have ever experienced before and 
I believe his feelings towards me are of a like character. 
At least his words & actions speak this language. I feel 
[grateful] to that God for giving me such a tender kind 
husband. May God bless and keep us both & soon unite us in 
the flesh again. . . . (p. 45) 

Numerous entries in Noble's diary refer to the pleasure of surprise 
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visits from her husband during the war (pp. 50, 73, 79) and of the 

loneliness in between (pp. 47, 50, 54, 62, 73, 74, 78, 84, 92). Her 

diary expresses what many women felt as pioneers ana as those left 

behind during the war: 

Ever since I have been in Texas I have felt like one on a 
journey and who had laid by for a short time--. I crave a 
home of my own, and my husband to share and enjoy it with 
me. Not that I am unkindly treated here, but I just long for 
a settled comfortable home of my own, and for the sweet company 
of my dear husband again, (p. 92) 

Minerva Bone's letters to her doctor husband who is away in the 

service reflect experiences similar to Noble's and, no doubt, many 

others'. In the collection of letters that this husband and wi^e 

wrote to one another, there are more of his, most probably because she 

was more able to keep his than he was hers while on the move. Their 

mutual love, like that of the Nobles, can be seen in the letters. He 

writes, 

I write on a separate piece for you privately. Don't let 
anybody see it. You have no idea honey how much it hurt me 
to part with you and little Watson. I have seen a great many 
people since I left home but your sweet face comes up before 
them and reigns first with me. I can see your tears and 
almost feel your grief at our parting. I feel the last 
burning kiss lingering on my lips. (p. 1) 

Her letters not only show the same degree of intimacy, but also express 

almost identical sentiments. In regard to a picture of her husband 

which he had sent, she says, 

0 how glad I was to see it; it looks so natural that I like to 
look at it and kiss it too. But 0 if I could see your sweet 
face how haopy I would be. Then I could tell you how well I 
love you and kiss those sweet lips and lovely face which I 
hope will be true some future day. (p. 9) 

Those letters during war times had to serve as the primary means of 

communication, and their limitations for sharing news of the birth 
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and growth of a man's children were quite clear. Bone tries to bridge 

the gap in this way: "Pa our little boy is a pretty and sweet little 

boy. He weighs 12 pounds. Your name will do for him I recon. He has 

a full head of hair. I wish I could send him out to you in a letter 

so you could see him" (p. 12). The same poignancy of separation is 

painfully clear in this comment from Dr. Bone in reply to one of his 

wife's letters: "I want to tell you privately that your loving letter 

made me cry like a little baby. I knew your love for me so well that 

I would see it coming into my heart as it used to when you would look 

at me" (p. 14). 

While this tenderness that passes between this couple is the 

primary element of the letters, the letters also record the general 

disruption of everybody's lives: 

Times are getting worse and worse. There is a call here for 
every man that is 3j)le to go. Every man is going so they say. 
Pa says he is going. I am afraid that he will go. I am 
afraid that we will have hard times here. We hear a heap of 
war news too tedious to mention, (pp. 20-1) 

She also reports the hearsay: "There is a right smart excitement here 

about the war. I hear that the negroes say that they are going to 

rise when this regiment gets off up here" (p. 26). The best any of 

them could do was endure, so she writes, "You and our condition is 

nearly all I study about. This world would be no pleasure to me without 

you. Honey, pray for us and may the good Lord bless us and save us until 

we meet again and keep us from all harm" (p. 48). 

The letters from Mrs, Abram T. Cox of Dawn, Texas, to her daughter 

Eugenia Birdie, who was away from home during the 1890s, show a similar 

desire to communicate love to a distant family member. Like others, 
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Mrs. Cox seemed to know instinctively what to include in her letters. 

In one written December 26th, 1892, for instance, Mrs. Cox recreates 

the scene at home in vivid detail and lets the daughter know that her 

absence is felt: 

While your Papa & Uncle Will gasses Cal Alfred Willie & 
Tommie play cards Minnie is making doll clothes Jimmie Eddie 
& Henry play with their toys and little Allie is here there 
and everywhere your old Mamma will try to write Oh how I 
wish you were here then all that is on earth that is very 
near related to me would be here and I know you want to be 
here so bad dear Birdie, (p. 1) 

If Mrs. Cox intended to send a touch of home to Birdie, this detailed 

account of what the children got for Christmas should have oeen 

effective: 

Well I will tell you what your Uncle brought the children 
brought Jimmie & Eddie a great heavy train one that make a 
dreadful big noise Henry a freight wagon horse and man which 
makes a noise somewhat sometime can hardly hear myself think 
and brought little Alice a doll you dont know how proud she 
is it has black hair and blue eyes Minnie has been making 
clothes for it all day. (p. 1) 

The end of the letter gives a closer picture of the rest of the family 

"well I will have to quit Alice wants to sit in my lap some are eating 

Bid is writing Papa reads my scribble as I write" (p. 2). 

Through her details. Cox creates for any reader a world of the 

West Texas pioneer, not only a concrete world of objects and people, 

but a world of feelings as well: 

I am seated this lonesome night to try to ans your welcome 
letter which came to hand today I and Willie are writing 
in the kitchen you Papa & Uncle are roaring Alfred and 
Tommie are playing cards Jimmie Eddie & little Henry have 
some pepper boxe's with sugar having a picknick Cal Minnie 
& little sweetmeats left this evening just about sunset they 
moved into their dugout the weather has been so bad that he 
could not have his lumber hauled Minnie was determined not 
to move in the old dugout so Cal concluded to go into their 
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new one taken nearly all of their things I guess she will have 
to get out of the dugout to turn around dear Birdie I have 
been so full all evening I could not hide my tears Cal Minnie 
going off Alfred & Willie talked of going off in the morning . . . 
I will be so lonesome . . . I know I will go the other side 
of my self. . . . (pp. 2-3) 

The letters Mrs. Cox writes four to six years later are equally 

intimate and tender. She says, for example, "thinking if would write 

would not feel so sad I was dreaming of you nearly all night last night 

and you have hardly been off my mind today . . . May the Angels of 

Heaven guard you while you sleep is the prayer of your Mamma" (p. 4). 

There are still rich details about the family's activities that 

communicate a sense of the immediate. She tells Birdie, 

It is twenty minutes past seven your Papa is reading Thos 
reading John Halifax Jimmie and Edgar reading their book 
and Henry has the iron wedge whetrocks salve boxes pill 
bottle and a can of corned beef playing on the table your' 
Papa has a pumpkin cooking thinks it will be done by bed 
time. . . . (p. 4) 

While the details are primarily visual, there are appeals to sound and 

smell with the child playing at the table and the pumpkin cooking, so 

despite the unsophisticated style and grammatical errors, Mrs. Cox's 

letters are meaningful and effective. No doubt they helped Birdie 

maintain a sense of being part of the family. 

The intimate quality seen in Noble's, Bone's, and Cox's writings 

is even more apparent in the diaries of Susan Newcomb and Lizzie Scot 

Neblett; these two women, more than others, seemed to have discovered 

writing as a means of exploring and expressing some of their most 
o 

intense feelings. Though to the objective reader Newcomb and Neblett 

may often seem melodramatic, that very aspect of exaggerated emotion 

shows a self-indulgence we generally do not and perhaps cannot deny 
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ourselves in private. So while excessive sentimentality in public 

genres appears to bid unfairly for reader sympathy, in such a private 

genre as the diary, it seems to enhance credibility and indicate 

genuineness. 

Newcomb's life on the West Texas frontier was a lonely one, so 

keeping her diary must have offered an opportunity for coping with her 

isolation. Here she is rather maudlin about it: "Oh! that I were in 

the land where clouds and storms are no more or in some silent lovely 

place where I could go to church and meet with some kind friends now 

and then, to while away the lonesome hours" (March 9/67). Her loneli

ness is not a passing thing; it is very real and becomes a recurrent 

theme in her diary. Later that year, for instance, after a visit from 

her family, she writes, 

I am lonesome Oh: very lonesome, since Ma and the boys left. 
I actually think that it is almost a sin for a person to live 
where they scarcely ever see any one and are always lonesome. 
We have been living here over a year and there has been one 
woman to see us, only one. (May 5/67) 

Newcomb at nineteen, and already married five years, explains her 

loneliness very well: 

A man that is cowhunting with a lively croud has no idea 
how long and lonesome the time passes with his wife at home, 
though he may love as well as a man could love a woman, he 
does not know how long and dreary the day's appear to her 
while he is absent, especially here in the wild West on 
the very out side ranch, ten miles to the nearest neighbor 
and twenty to the next. 

A man can see his friends hear the news and pass time of 
fast, (or at least I think they can) while his wife is at 
home sees and hears nothing until he returns from a long 
trip tired and worn out and some times out of heart. They 
stay at home two or three days and yery often only one, and 
then start back on an other hunt. (May 20/1867) 

While the diary may serve as a vent for her feelings, sometimes that 
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is not enough, because she reports tears on another of her husband's 

departures: "As my companion pressed me to his bosom and bade me good 

bye I could hardly restrain my feelings, and as soon as his back was 

turned on the dwelling, I let the tears come freely that had been almost 

blinding me all day" (June 22/67). And sometimes she feels justifiably 

angry about her situation: 

Myself and little boy are here alone, my companion is at Bill 
Hoovers store playing drafts, it seems to me that he would 
rather be their playing, than to be at home with me and his 
little boy. He is with a crowd of wild ratling boys passing 
the hours away fast and fine, but I dont guess that he is 
thinking how long and lonsome the hours are to me here alone 
in this old cabin. (March 9/66) 

A few years later, after her husband's death, she experiences an 

even more intense loneliness and consciously employs her diary as 

therapy: 

My heart has been almost in my throat for several days and 
I can't swallow it back to save my life, I will have to 
take a big cry before I get relieved. 0! if I just had some 
good friend, to love me all the time, one that I could open 
my heart to and relieve it of its burden--one that I could 
wholy confide in, and love, as my own life. As I have dared 
to say so much. I will say on and give vent to my feelings 
on this paper, as it is for no other eye but the one that is 
now on it. Although I blush to say it to this paper,--up 
stairs alone as I am, but it is in my heart, and God knows 
it, and what could be the harm in mans knowing it. My heart 
yearns for that love that has been so unkindly taken from 
it. . . . (Feb 10/71) 

Though Newcomb does not express her need for the diary so openly 

until she has been writing for several years, Lizzie Scot Neblett's 

intentions for keeping her diary are quite clear from the outset. She 

opens her diary with these lines: 

I intend this book as a faithful repository of my inmost 
thoughts--my hopes, my sorrows my joys. I have ever found 
relief from sorrow by recording my grief, and in joy have 
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reaped a double harvest--I find in writing, my thoughts assume 
a tangibility, that I can never arrive at by mere thinking. . . . 
(p. 1) 

Neblett even recognizes the risks involved in keeping the diary should 

someone else read it, but she says, "Yet if any one should ever read, 

this I hope, they will be benefited by my trials and experiences, and 

that I will not be judged too harshly ..." (p. 2). 

True to her word, Neblett records her inmost thoughts, for the diary 

reflects intense feelings and wide fluctuations in those feelings. 

Much of the diary refers to her relationship with her parents and with 

Will, her fiance and, later, husband. In the earlier entries she works 

out her frustrations over postponement of the marriage and her bitterness 

toward her mother, who accuses her of wanting just to get married. 

Neblett presents what seems to be an honest and, in some ways, typical 

family confrontation: 

I say so many things that I mean not and which the moment after, 
I would give any thing to recall, but this monster pride in my 
bosom, swell up, and repels every effort I make to solicit 
pardon. . . . I say such angry, sinful, ungreatful words to my 
mother, and all because I am mad, to assert my independence my 
py'ide--but she is too to be blamed, for such harsh such bitter 
such unjust remarks as she makes about me--I would not stain 
the paper with the taunts she throws out--She says she is done 
with me the day I marry Bill Neblett--she thinks I love him not, 
but am bent up on marrying some one, and that I made tne first 
advances, towards him that I courted him. . . . (pp. 19-20) 

The hurry to get the thoughts on paper is obvious in her omission of 

punctuation marks in "such harsh such bitter such unjust remarks" and 

shows intensity of genuine emotion effectively. 

That tendency to let feeling and thought flow onto the paper just 

as they occur to her mind is a distinctive feature of Neblett's diary. 

Sometimes what she records is boredom and emptiness: 
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I cannot work with any zest, and nothing affords me more than 
momentary pleasure. . . . I thought I would go and practice 
this morning but soon, I was wearied, and closed the Piano and 
left the house, and Flora and I went over the wood and prairie, 
looking for I knew not nor cared not what; found some berries, 
and a tarapin, and came home much wearied--! do think I will 
see Will tomorrow, (pp. 32-33) 

While the accumulation of and's is, no doubt, unconscious, it does 

enhance the languor about which she writes, and the clue to her feelings, 

though perhaps not apparent to her, seems to be her hope of seeing 

Will which she has expressed in the emphatic "I ^ [my italics] think 

I will see Will tomorrow." 

At other times her emotions are far from languid. Poor Will some

times "catches hell" in the diary as is evident in the sarcasm of this 

passage: 

To day has passed away, without scarcely any thing to enliven 
. the ennui of my lonely moments--! thought Will would come to 
day, but he came not, and I care not--Garret brought me a 
letter from him to day writen because he knew he could never 
convince me that he was right in not writing so he wrote to 
escape my upbraiding—Truly a laudable reason for writing when 
he first-asked if he might write—I am so glad I did not write 
to him while he was gone—I expect he will be coming over 
tomorrow, and tell me he wanted to see me so badly. That days 
were as years! I expect he does want to see me worse than I 
want to see him. (p. 36) 

The courtship fares well enough, however, but relationships at 

home remain stormy, and so do her feelings. Here is a record of a 

heated family argument: 

Pa asked me to day if I intended having that affair [the wedding] 
over with, I told him yes--and he then asked me if I was not 
ashamed of myself? and that he knew I did not love that man, 
and I saw what a hell it was, if love was absent—meaning 
himself and mother—I told him he did not know what I thought 
or any thing about me, in answer to his saying that I did not 
love Will, and he said "the hell and devil I don't"—Mother 
said I could not love one man more than a week and would be 
so all my life, and if I did marry that man' I would not live 
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long with him and I was marrying him to show him that I 
thought I was smarter, and that I would make him as all 
I wished--a good deal more was said--he cursed me and told 
Mother he had a good mind to cow hide me. Such expressions 
for a father and it was because Mother was and is too busy 
to make him some pantaloons, and I will not do it--let him 
get the taylor to make them. I am so proud that my days 
are nearly at end here, that I am done being cursed and 
threatened to be ^ow hided—I'11 warrant I'll never trouble 
him much with my company when I am married . , . I'll worK 
my finger nails off before I'll be dependent on him. . . . 
(pp. 44-45) 

Not all of Neblett's entries are so passionate; some of them show 

contemplative feelings. For example, after a visit from a close friend 

who is newly-wed, Neblett writes, 

Nellie came to see me this evening--and led me in to some of 
the mysteries of wedded life--told me much more I am convinced 
than she would tell any one else. . . . Will is good, and I 
do sincerely think he is as much, as any man in the.world, unless 
tis a really pious minister--! do not believe he indulges in 
illicit love--! believe he has been guilty, but I.don't think 
it has been often--and I love him better ten thousands times, 
for this character--Unless both conform strictly to their 
marriage vow in this instance, I think there can be but little 
happiness--Here is where my father is at fault--He cares not 
with whom he indulges this passion. Great Heaven! what misery 
has he brought on his family! The picture is too dark to put 
on paper. . . >. (pp. 46-47) 

Not all the entries are negative, however, for when Lizzie Scot 

is finally Lizzie Neblett, she writes an ecstatic entry to the diary 

on the day following the wedding: 

Thursday morning May 27, 1852 
I am married! I do not as yet feel any difference--! am happy, 
happy as I ever thought to be, and I believe Will too is 
happy. . . . I do hope we will do well--0! I do love Will so 
much—better than I did before we were married. He is so good! 
_s^ good! and seems to have such respect fojr mŷ  feelings! Oh 
I dô  love him S£ much. (p. 55) 

She does touch ground long enough to recall that "Mr Gillette [the 

minister] made a mistake in the ceremony asked me 'if I would take 



36 

this man as my lawful and wedded wife'--! noticed it but /Jill did 

not" (p. 55). 

Later Neblett writes very honestly about her feelings toward giving 

birth and voices the fears that may have been common for many women of 

her day. Before the birth of her first child, she writes, 

I have been exceedingly low spirited . . . I have thought I 
would die, and have been very badly fooled and would almost 
have the histericks, in fact, did, have them at times--But now, 
I feel that my chance, for living is as good as most women's, 
and that I will get over it. . . . (p. 91) 

Of the birth to come she writes, "How I dread it, and wish it was all 

over with, and the baby, and myself doing well. I know I have, no 

conception of the pain nor can have none, until I feel and experience . . ." 

(p. 96). 

She expresses similar feelings eight years and several children 

later in this comment, addressed in a sense to her husband Will: 

Through these eight years I must say that you my husband have 
been kind to me much kinder that I perhaps deserved. . . . 
You have not rightly understood me at all times, and being 
naturally very hopeful you could in no measure sympathize with 
me during my seasons of gloom and despondency. . . . (Jan 22, 
1860) 

Part of that despondency must have been prompted by successive pregnancies, 

because she goes on to say, 

I feel different and am more afflicted now than ever before, 
and think it probable, (tho' I fear not) that my desire to die 
will be gratified, but oh the suffering that lies between me 
and the port of death, and who knows I may suffer it all, and 
yet live to go thro' with the same again in a few years? So, 
my hand shall be raised to take my own life first. I will 
never dread death as much as I dread the suffering of my coming 
confinement. (Jan 22, 1860) 

Yet, in the final entry of the diary on May 1st, 1863, she is pregnant 

again, but recognizes something more painful: 
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Just one month ago, to day. Will left me for Galveston--he 
having joined Capt Steperson Co (2) Col Elmore's Regt—The 
first day of April 63 will long be remembered by me I relt 
when, he bid me good bye, that he was lost to me forever--
and never felt more desolate, and bereaved in my life than 
I did all that day—My being left in my present situation, 
no doubt makes me feel worse--! expect to be confined in 
three weeks from this time perhaps earlier, and when that 
event takes place my dear husband may be far beyond the 
borders of this state—All the terrors of my own situation 
have fled before the harassing fears I feel for Will's welfare--
Oh! God, am I to be taught to feel more plainly than I do at 
present that there are worse things in this world than child-
bearing? I have thought foolishly, and rashly that no worse 
calamity could befall me, than to be doomed to have another 
child. Now I feel, that, I would be willing to bear as many 
more, to be assured that. Will would be safely returned to 
me. . . . (May 1st, 1863) 

Despite many self-indulgent, melodramatic entries in her diary, 

then, Neblett is loving and compassionate. One of the real values of 

her journal is that it shows the introspection of this woman's best 

and worst selves. It is concrete; it is genuine, and those qualities 

in all these private pieces aid the modern reader in developing a clear 

picture of reality in the world of nineteenth-century Texas women. 

The women in the picture possess the fortitude to deal with danger and 

adventure, loneliness and privation, as well as the sensitivity to 

respond with enthusiasm, candor, grace and common sense. Their diaries, 

journals, and letters, as products of their private lives, bring the 

reader in touch with their most unfeigned selves and the people and 

things they cherish most. And because these women substantiate 

nineteenth-century Texas, they provide modern readers with an essence 

of their own pasts. 
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CHAPTER II 

PERSONAL HISTORIES 

The writers of personal histories address an audience greate'r 

than a single person or an intimate circle of family and friends. 

Though these histories are sometimes like diaries, journals, and 

personal letters because they too are written in the first person, 

serve as a record of someone's life, and often include intimate details, 

there can be significant differences in the writer's stance and purposes. 

Examples presented here include only one personal history in which 

there is an explicit purpose and audience identified. It was written 

for the writer's extended family and has the same quality of intimacy 

seen in the selections presented in Chapter I. The intimacy in it 

is again a product of the relationship of writer and audience and 

their common interest in the subject matter. In the other samples 

the purpose and intended audience are less distinct, and for that reason 

there seems to be a tendency to offer information of more general 

interest, rather than of intensely personal interest. The perceptions 

these other writers had of their audiences affected not only their 

confidence in the appeal of their stories, but also their confidence 

in themselves as the writers. Because the question of the writer's 

confidence in relation to her audience is important to the writer's 

stance, this chapter begins with the one writer who does identify her 

39 
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her audience and ends with the writer who demonstrates the most 

confidence in her skills, however extensive the audience. 

One writer does show som.e lack of confidence in herself or her 

subject because she seems to be as concerned with impressing her audience 

as she is in sharing her story, but most of them apparently felt adequate 

for the task. The confidence that most show apparently was warranted 

since all of these writers have received at least limited publicity. 

In two cases, the stories have been adapted to other purposes. Harriet 

Ames' life, for example, has been made into a novel, and Mrs. J. D. 

Bell's has been adapted for children. The others have been published 

in historical journals. 

Whatever the circumstances since their original productions, these 

writings can be judged by the same criteria for good writing establisnea 

in the introduction--the honest commitment to share their memories in 

detail sufficient to insure their readers vicarious experience of a 

recreated world of the past. Though some of these writers lacked the 

sophistication of-extensive formal education, the grammatical and 

mechanical flaws do not divest their writings of power. 

Mary Crownover Rabb's family, for example, chose for some time 

not to allow publication of her memoirs for fear that they might create 

misconceptions about her because of her lack of sophistication, yet her 

reminiscences show a marvelous aptitude for sharing colorful details 

and a great deal of her world, while she remains concise. Rabb, like 

six other writers of brief personal accounts, writes of the earliest 

period of white settlement in Texas and of the revolutionary period. 

Those reminiscences published as Travels and Adventures in Texas 
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in the 1820's seem very close to those private writings of Chapter I, 

but as Ramsey Yelvington says in the introduction, Rabb wrote it 

"ostensibly for her grandchildren; but . . . also, doubtless, for the 

great compulsion that resides in us all: that the record of what we 

have done may not die" (p. i). A distinctive feature of her writing 

is the oral quality which is probably a product of her connection to 

her audience. The tone is familiar and conversational. She writes, 

"Now my childern and grand childern I am going to try to tell you some

thing about the way your Pa and me had to do to get land for you. . ." 

(p. 1). 

At eighteen, she came with her husband and his family from Arkansas 

to Texas in 1823, riding on a "Mexican cide saddle" which she describes 

in some detail (p. 1). In their travels the Rabbs met other families: 

"I took breccfast with Mrs. Gilliland that morning and then we drove on 

we got a quantity of nice grapes on the road and we found one beetree 

we got some nice honey I do not remember of any more that took plais 

untell we got to^Colerrado" (p. 1). Mrs. Rabb's pleasure with simple 

things is clear in this description of her first Texas home which is 

given in enough detail for a rather clear picture: 

. . your Pa got John Ingrim to help him work a while and 
your Pa and him bilt a hous in a weeak the house was made of 
logs tha made a chimny to it and the door Shetter was made of 
thick Slabs split out of thick peases of timber . . . we had 
aerthing floor in ouer house and then I was in my first 
Texas hous and Andrew Rabb made a spining wheel and made me 
a presant of it. then I was vary much pleasd and I soon got 
to work to make clothing for my family. . . . (p. 2) 

Rabb's life after that was seldom so easy and peaceful. Because 

the Indians were troublesome, Mr. Rabb went in search of a better 

location, leaving Mrs. Rabb and her baby alone for ten days. Of those 
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ten days she writes, "I thaught that ten days and nights was so long 

I could hear the Indians walking around the hous many times of 

nights ..." (p. 3). She did, however, have the resourcefulness 

required of pioneer women and solved the problem of her fear in this 

rather humorous way: 

I kept my new spining wheel whisling all day and a gooa part 
of the night for while the wheel was rowering it would keep me 
from hearing the Indians walking around hunting mischieaf Now 
my little gran children I am going to tell you a funny tale a 
bout some little pigs . . . while your gran Pa was gon after 
I got tyard spining at night thare was under the botum log 
of the hous close in the corner of the chimny a little plais 
the pigs could croll threw so when I put the wheel a way and 
get ready to go to bed I would shel some corn over the floor 
and under the bed and open that little plais and by the time 
I got in bed all them little pigs would be in the hous cracking 
corn untell I would be a sleep and the Indians gon and the pigs 
gon in the morning. . . . (pp. 3-4) 

The familiarity between writer and audience, as well as'the /writer's 

assumption of her audience's genuine interest in what was being recorded, 

probably accounts for the details she includes like the horses' names 

and the way the family's belongings were moved from place to place. 

That kind of" uninhibited relationship is precisely what good writing 

involves. Furthermore, those same details have historical value because 

they give modern readers a first hand look at experiences not generally 

detailed in history books. Here is what she writes of one move: 

we had evry thing packed on Nickety Poly the spining wheel rim 
on top and two chickens tyd to the wheel and the wheel bench 
tyd to the oxen then we thaught we could go but we had three purps 
and your Pa began to think tha was too young to travel threw 
the high grass in the prairie the purps was all one age but one 
of them was larger than the other two then I told your Pa to 
get down off his horse and go back in the camp and get a pair 
of old leather legons that was left and tye each of them at the 
botum and put the two little purps in the legons and tye them 
on Nickety Poly . . . we traveled on some distance without any 
trouble but at last the big purp got tyard a traveling in the 
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high grass and it would keep runing under my horses feet and 
at last Tormentor trode on it and it scured him and he raird 
rite straight up I thaught the horse was going to fall back 
word on me and the child but he creend around on his hind feet 
and come down . . . well then we went on some distance by moon 
light without any trubble but then the two purps got tyard 
being confind in the lethern legons thrown across Nickety Polys 
pack and tha begn to crabble and crack to get down and nickety 
poly thaught he could not stand such crackling as that and he 
run off and commenst to pich and gump untell the legons broak 
apart and one purp fell on one side and the other on the other 
and then Nick run off and it was some time before we cound find 
Nickety Poly I do not think we would have got him untell day 
light but we had two chickens tyd on top of the pack a hen and 
a ruster and as it began to get the time of night for chickens 
to crow ouer little ruster had crabble up on the wheel and gave 
a big crow and then we found Nickety Poly. . . . (pp. 5-6) 

Both the frustration and the humor are effectively shared here. 

Rabb's story, like that of others, records the hard life on the 

frontier, but her attitude, at least in recollection, shows a matter-of-

fact acceptance of hardships like having babies in yery ruae shelters: 

before right cold wether your Pa got us a cmp covered with 
boards we thaught we would get a hous by the first of december 
but I was confined before your Pa could get the hous dun but 
we got to go in a camp that belong to one of my brotners it 
was a vary good camp it had a fier plais. . . . (p. 8) 

Concerning 1825 she writes, "I stayd all summer by my self onley 

my two little children . . .while you Pa raist corn on the Colarrado . . .' 

(p. 8 ) . She includes a description of her daily activities which offers 

valuable history ("I would pick the cotten with my fingers and spin 

six hundred thread a round the reel ewry day and milk my cows and pound 

my meat in a mortar and cook and churn and mind my children ..." 

[p. 8]), and still like an oral storyteller, she picks up an earlier 

thread. 

. one evening while I was at the cow pen and had Gum with 
me to open the gait Wasai crald off some one hundred and fifty 
or perhaps two hundred yards off I could not hardledy find him 
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when I found him one of ouer dogs was standing over him licking 
his head I did not whip the dog because I knew he wanted to 
protect him the dog was one of the purps we packed in the 1 ether 
legons. (pp. 8-9). 

Rabb writes about Indian problems (pp. 10-13) and briefly about the 

period of the revolution. Like other writers, she reports the hardships 

of the settlers trying to escape the oncoming Mexican army: 

. . . we got to come home in the fall and stay untell the first 
of February 36 then we was all drove out of ouer houses with 
ouer little ones to suffer with cold and hungry and little 
Lorenzy not three months old when we started died on the road 
(on the 22 of May) when the Mexicans was invadeing Texas. . . . 
we alwase calId the invadeing of Texas the runaway trip so your 
uncle Tommys wife onley lived one day after tha got home thare 
was many births and deths on that road while we was running from 
the mexicans. (p. 14) 

Rabb's account of the military side of the revolution may lack some 

accuracy, but not color, and probably that relationship between writer 

and audience again has a great deal to do with her adapting general 

history to accommodate family history in the following passage: 

. . . your uncle Thommas Rabb was still with the army as tha 
retreeted on this way from St antone and your uncle Tommy would 
keep telling old Sam Houston that he had better fight the 
Mexicans and not let them invade Texas any further that it 
would be worse and worse for us but old Sam was affraid and would 
not fight and when tha got nerly to the Colorreda your uncle 
tould old Sam he had better drive them back but he still let 
them come on and when tha got to the colorrado your uncle 
tould old Sam that if he let the Mexicans cross the river that 
he would loos half his men that tha would leave him and go to 
ther fameleys and he gave him to understand that he for one 
would leeve old Sam tould your uncle that Colorado should run 
with blud before tha should cross and your uncle said before 
day light next morning the Mexicans was crossing the river and 
your uncle Tommy got on his hors and went to his famely. . . . 
(p. 14) 

Whether or not Uncle Tommy really held such council with Sam Houston, 

Uncle Tommy's story probably reflects the typical feelings of some 



45 

families during those difficult times, and this part of Rabb's story, 

no doubt, became a favorite among the family's legends. 

Other women who wrote of their experiences during the early years 

of white settlement in Texas also focus on domestic hardships, relations 

with the Indians, and the painful memories of the revolutionary period, 

yet overall their attitudes do not reflect bitterness nor moroseness. 

Gaining reader sympathy does not seem to be one of their objectives, 

but rather sharing their experiences. 

Rosa Kleberg's "Some of My Early Experiences in Texas," (orally 

recounted and recorded in German and later translated into English by 

her grandson Rudolph Kleberg, Jr., in 1898) shows that Uncle Tommy of 

2 
Rabb's account was not alone in leaving his military outfit. Assuming 

that Kleberg's grandson was able to preserve "as far as possible her 

exact words," Kleberg's description of the flight of refugees and the 

events surrounding the battle of San Jacinto indicates a refined and 

educated writer who nevertheless offers some fairly down-to-earth 

details as well as a touch of humor on the subject of "deserters." 

She writes that after the Americans captured San Antonio, people returned 

to their homes, but then came news of the fall of the Alamo and the 

question of what to do next: 

There was quite a debate in our family as to what course it 
was most advisable to pursue. . . . And so it was finally 
decided that my father should stay with us, while my husband 
and brothers were to join the army. . . . My father and I 
drove our cattle and packed horses; and I carried my daughter 
Clara, who was then a child of a few months, upon the saddle 
in front of me. (p. 300) 

Kleberg does not dwell in detail upon the heavy toll taken by the 

life on the road, though she does refer to the death of a sister-in-law 
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(p. 302), but apparently she and her family were not exposed to the 

worst of those experiences. She does report the confusion of the march, 

but also makes an important contribution by showing in the following 

passage the community spirit demonstrated by the people: 

Most of the families traveled separately until they reached the 
Brazos, where all were compelled to come to a halt. It was 
necessary to drive the cattle across before the people could 
pass over; and this was attended with a good aeal of difficulty. 
In this way there were collected from forty to fifty families 
who were trying to cross with their cattle, and tne noise and 
confusion were terrible. There was only one small ferryboat, 
which carried a wagon and a few passengers. . . . Deaf Smith's 
Mexican wife was in a truck-wheel cart . . . with her two oair 
of twins, but had no team to carry her forward. My brothe-^ 
Albrecht carried her with his team of oxen for a distance and 
then returned for us. Several other people showed her the same 
consideration, and thus she managed to oroceed on her journey, 
(p. 301) 

When the refugees had crossed and stopped at the home of "Cow" Cooper, 

Kleberg reports that "Cooper told the people to help themselves to all 

the meat in his smoke-house, since he did not want the Mexicans to have 

it" (p. 301). 

In the days that followed, Kleberg's family moved several times 

despite the birth of a nephew in a corn crib. They made their final 

camp, Kleberg says, 

. . . in the neighborhood of a house where a number of families 
had collected. Here we heard the sound of cannon, and the next 
morning came an old man, Georgens by name, whom we knew quite 
well. He told us that the battle had been fought; but when my 
father asked him about the result he told us that he had stayed 
with the army until he saw that everybody was thoroughly engaged, 
whereupon he decided that they were able to get on without him 
and he left. 

Georgens, however, was not the only one who decided that his 
presence was not indispensable. Deserters were constantly 
passing us on foot and on horseback. The old men who were with 
the families laughed at them and called to them, "Run! Run! 
Santa Anna is behind you!" (p. 301) 



One bit of information Kleberg offers that most others do not is that 

some families tried a strategy different from immediate flight: 

One German whom we knew in Paderborn, and who had come to Texas 
several years before us, had caused to be posted on the trees 
of his land notices that he was loyal to the Mexican government, 
and had persuaded many of his German friends to do the same. 
But when the Mexicans actually appeared on the scene, our friend 
and his followers nevertheless got frightened and got away as 
fast as they could, (p. 302) 

It is somewhat unfortunate that Mrs. Kleberg's account is so brief, 

because she demonstrates a proficiency in achieving clarity, though 

there are few incidents in her record which are reported with as much 

detail as the following: 

We went to Harrisburg where my husband had rented a house. As 
we were carrying our baggage into the house and I had just 
thrown down a big bundle, an Indian carrying two big hams upon 
his back approached me, saying, "Swap! Swap!" I retreated 
behind a table upon which lay a loaf of bread, whereupon the 
Indian threw down the hams, picked up the bread and walKed off. 
(p. 298) 

Mrs. Caroline Von Hinueber's narrative "Life of German Pioneers 

in Early Texas," which was also prepared for publication (1899) by 

Kleberg's grandson, Rudolph, is more detailed than Kleberg's though 

it treats essentially the same time and place and some of the same 

people.^ Hinueber's more specific information corroborates Kleberg's 

description of the plight of the refugees fleeing from the Mexican 

army. Kleberg, for instance, mentions that Georgens' wife and family 

were captured by the Indians and that Stoehlke would have been hanged 

by the Mexicans had he not said he would die as innocent as Jesus 

Christ (p. 302). Hinueber reports. 

Some of the Germans fared ill on account of their tardy flight. 
Mrs. Goegens [note the slight difference of spelling] and her 
children were captured by the Indians and taken to the border 
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of Texas, where American traders ransomed the lady, but had not 
sufficient money to purchase the children. These remained with 
the Indians. The Mexicans captured Stoehlke and intended to 
hang him. Upon his using the name of Jesus Christ, they released 
him. (pp. 230-31) 

Hinueber also confirms the confusion of those fleeing across the Brazos 

in route to the safety beyond the Sabine: 

When the war broke out, my father at first intended quietly to 
remain at his home. But the Mexicans had induced the Kickapoo 
Indians to revolt, and he was warned by Captains Lester, York, 
and Pettus against the savages. We then set out with the inten
tion of crossing the Sabine and seeking safety in the States. 
When we arrived at the Brazos, we found so many people assembled 
at the ferry that it would have been three days before the one 
small ferry-boat could have carried us over the stream. The 
roads were almost impassable. So my father pitched his camp in 
the middle of the Brazos bottom near Brenham. Here we remained 
until after the Battle of San Jacinto, (p. 230) 

Hinueber offers this interesting description of what her family found on ; 

their return home following the revolution: > 

After the war, times were hard. However, my father had buried 
a good many things and had in this way succeeded in keeping them 
from the Mexicans. He had placed two posts a considerable distance 
apart, and had buried his treasures just midway between them. 
The posts had both been pulled out and holes dug near them, but 
our things had not been found. Our house and garden had been 
left unharmed, though those of our neighbors had been destroyed. 
The explanation of this is probably to be found in the fact that 
the Mtrnsterl^*nders, who were Catholics, had brought all their 
holy relics to our place and had set up several crosses in our 
garden, (p. 231) 

The best of her details, however, have to do with her family's original 

settlement in Texas in 1831: 

After we had lived on Fordtran's place for six months, we moved 
into our own house. This was a miserable little hut, covered 
with straw and having six sides, which were made out of moss. 
The roof was by no means water-proof, and we often held an 
umbrella over our bed when it rained at night, while the cows 
came and ate the moss. Of course, we suffered a great deal in 
the winter. My father had tried to build a chimney and fireplace 
out of logs and clay, but we were afraid to light a fire because 
of the extreme combustibility of our dwelling. So we had to 
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shiver. Our shoes gave out, and we had to go barefoot in winter, 
for we did not know how to make moccasins. Our supply of clothes 
were also insufficient, and we had no spinning wheel, nor did 
we know how to spin and weave like the Americans. It was twenty-
eight miles to San Felipe, and besides, we had no money. When 
we could buy things, my first calico dress cost 50 cents per 
yard. No one can imagine what a degree of want there was of the 
merest necessities of life, and it is difficult for me now to 
understand how we managed to live and get along under the 
circumstances. Yet we did so in some way. We were really better 
supplied than our neighbors with household and farm utensils, 
but they knew better how to help themselves. Sutherland used 
his razor for cutting kindling, killing pigs, and cutting 
leather for moccasins. My mother was once called to a neighbor's 
house, five miles from us, because one of the little children 
was wery sick. My mother slept on a deer skin, without a pillow 
on the floor. In the morning, the lady of the house poured 
water on my mother's hands and told her to dry her face on ner 
bonnet. At first we had very little to eat. We ate nothing 
but corn bread at first. Later, we began to raise cow peas, 
and afterwards my father made a fine vegetable garden. My father 
always was a poor huntsman. At first, we grated our corn until 
my father hollowed out a log and we ground it, as in a mortar. 
We had no cooking-stove, of course, and baked our bread in the 
only skillet we possessed. The ripe corn was boiled until it 
was soft, then grated and baked. The nearest mill was thirty 
miles off. (p. 229) 

Despite the brevity of Hinueber's narrative, it is particularly 

significant to this study because, in addition to its details, it 

unites information found in several of the other women's works. Her 

reference to the coalition between the Mexicans and the Indians, for 

example, is corroborated in the account of Mrs. Harriet Durst, which 

follows Hinueber's immediately in this chapter, and her description of 

hiding possessions from the Mexicans by burying them is also outlined 

by Durst, as well as Helm in Chapter III. Furthermore, Hinueber says 

that in order to get title to land in Texas, 

My father had to kiss the Bible and promise, as soon as the 
priest should arrive, to become a Catholic. People were married 
by the alcalde, also, on the promise that they would have 
themselves reunited on the arrival of the priest. But no one 
ever became Catholic, though the priest, Father Muldoon, arrived 
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promptly. The people of San Felipe made him drunk and sent him 
back home. (p. 228) 

While Harriet Ames (whose personal history is included later in this 

chapter) does not mention getting priests drunk, the point about marriage 

without benefit of a priest is particularly important in her story. 

As for the drunken priest, several writers clearly regarded the Mexican 

priests in Texas as generally dissolute (exs. Viele, Chapter III; 

Austin, Barr, Cleveland and Evans [Wilson], all in Chapter IV). Hinueber 

also provides a personal dimension to the history of German colonization 

in Texas which is the subject of an article by Mrs. Lee Cohen Harby 

discussed in Chapter III. Hinueber says, 

I remember very well the coming of the German colon-ists who 
founded New Braunfels and Fredericksburg. My brother Fritz 
accompanied Solms in the capacity of interpreter and guide. 
The prince had a considerable retinue of horsemen, dressed 
mostly like himself, after the fashion of German officers. 
Among the company were an architect, a cook, and a professional 
hunter (jaeger). Whenever they came to a good piece of road, 
the prince would say, "now let us gallop," and then the whole 
party would charge down the prairie. The hunter was commanded 
to kill a deer, but did not succeed, and my brother rode out 
and killed one, causing much pleasure to the prince. 

While on the same journey, the party stopped at a farmer's, 
who brought out watermelons and told them to help themselves. 
My brother cut a watermelon in two, took a piece, and went out 
into the yard to eat, whereupon one of the officers rebuked 
him severely, asking him how he could dare to eat when His 
Highness had not yet tasted, (pp. 231-32) 

Other brief accounts like Rabb's, Kleberg's and Hinueber's help 

to create a general picture of early Texas while showing the distinctive

ness of each writer's individual perspective. Mrs. Harriet Durst's, 

for example, indicates some of what may have been a popular sentiment 

among the earliest settlers which other writers in the study fail to 

report. 
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We came to Texas in the spring of 1827, shortly after the 
difficulties with the colonists and Mexicans, called The 
Fredonian war. We have lived under three distinct governments 
since in Texas. First, province of Coahuila and Texas; second, 
republic of Texas, then United States. 

I can't say we were pleased to be annexed--we preferred 
remaining an independent republic, enjoying the rights for which 
we had fought, toiled and suffered. It was those who came in 
later who wanted equal rights and aspired to equal privileges, 
which created disturbances.^ 

Her experiences during the revolution were similar to those reported by 

others in that she, too, took flight, but only after being warned by 

an old Cherokee chief who begged his neighboring white friends to go 

away, since some of his tribe had joined the Mexicans and he was afraid 

he could not maintain control of all his people (p. 8 ) . She does concur 

in the report of general confusion when she writes. 

Such a time as we had on the runaway scrape can never be 
described fully. So many pushing to get away by every route 
and means. Some swimming, some on rafts, on logs, trees cut 
across streams for bridges. I was quite an adept at walking 
logs, carrying children, bundles, etc., before I arrived at 
the end of our stampede, (p. 9) 

In the following passage, sharing details peculiar to their situation, 

but nonetheless of general interest, she describes the way her husband 

wisely protected their property: 

My husband remained to try to make all safe he could. He had 
commenced building a small boat with a view of taking refuge 
down the Angelina river on an island where he knew we could be 
safe. He took all hands (negroes), the old lady, Mrs. 
McFarland, who lived on our place, all down there, built camps 
of cane for protection from the weather, moved our things 
(what he did not bury), and his provisions. He had his corn 
shelled and filled the walls of the house, it being a frame 
house ceiled, thinking if it was not burned he would have 
bread in plenty, which he did, not only for his own family, 
servants, etc., but for many others, as all that was left 
visible was destroyed, (p. 9) 

Durst, like Kleberg and Hinueber, shows that not everyone escaped: 

"Many families never got out of Texas. A great many remained where 
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they were at the surrender, rented lands, made crops, and returned 

to their homes in the fall" (p. 9). 

For Durst and the people around Nacogdoches, San Jacinto did not 

end the trouble as she shows in this report on conditions after the 

surrender: 

After the battle of San Jacinto took place, and the surrender 
made we hoped we were done with wars, with its ravages and 
troubles, but not so, for difficulties were soon brought on 
by citizens and native Mexicans. The latter do not seem capable 
of self-government and need some controlling power over them 
all the time. Although not capable, they were anxious to rule 
and became jealous of the Americans owning lands, becoming so 
numerous and ruling the country, so they decided not to allow 
it but put them under subjection, so they began to form secretly 
in squads and prepare for an outbreak, also trying to influence 
the Indians to join them. (pp. 9-10) 

Durst's willingness to make such statements about the Mexicans and, 

earlier, about the newcomers, demonstrates her confidence in her own 

convictions, a confidence apparent in her straightforward style. 

Though Mrs. Durst's article deals primarily with the political 

situations surrounding the revolution, she does make mention of relations 

with the Indians as well. In addition to reporting the warning brought 

by the old Indian chief about Santa Anna's approach, for example. Durst 

also makes this comment about Indians: 

I could speak French when I came and soon learned to speak 
English, and also could make myself understood by the Indians 
in their language. They brought us venison and turkeys every 
day. . . . We always had some Indians about us--we liked their 
cooking. The men were fine hands to attend to stock and wild 
horses, (p. 11) 

Her position regarding the Indians, then, is also subject to opposition 

by her reader, so the same confidence is evident here. 

Of course, not everyone's relations with the Indians were so 

congenial, and each writer who provides other views contributes to a 



53 

composite picture of Indians. Of particular interest in this regard 

are the accounts of Rebecca J. Gilleland Fisher and Mrs. J. D. Bell 

r 5 
[maiden name, Bianca Babb]. They write of their captures by Indians 

when they were children. 

Though Fisher was rescued within twenty-four hours, the memory of 

that event was still vivid fifty-nine years later; unfortunately Mrs. 

Fisher tends to wax too eloquent when describing tne ordeal, instead 

of recognizing that the story itself has the power to affect the reader.' 

In the following passage, for instance, she almost obscures the real 

drama with that stylized eloquence: 

The day my parents were murdered was one of those days, which 
youth and old age so much enjoy. That day was in strange 
contrast to the tragedy at its close, when the rich lamps of 
human life were so brutally extinguished and the ground soaked 
with precious blood. We were only a few rods ^rom the house, 
my parents expatiating upon the beauties of nature, the goodness 
of God, and the danger surrounding us. Nature full of life and 
beauty was all a glow, but a death-like solemnity seemed to 
pervade the hearts and mantle the faces of my parents as tnough 
some great calamity were near at hand. Suddenly the war whoop 
of the Commanche burst upon our ears sending terror to all 
hearts. My father in trying to reach the house for weapons 
was shot down, and near him my mother, clinging to her children 
and praying God to spare them, was also murdered, and as she 
pressed us to her heart we were baptized in her precious blood. 
We were torn from her dying embrace and hurried off into 
captivity, the chief's wife (for so she was said to be) dragging 
me to her horse and clinging to me with a tenacious grip. (p. 211) 

The last sentence above is more straightforward and effective than the 

ones preceding it, and some of those which follow are free from 

sentimentality as well. Fisher continues her comments about the chief's 

wife, recalling, 

She was at first savage and vicious looking, but from some 
cause her wicked nature soon relaxed, and folding me in her 
arms, she gently smoothed back my hair indicating that she was 
very proud of her suffering victim. A white man witn all the 
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cruel instincts of the savage was with them, and several times 
they threatened to cut off our hands and feet if we did not 
stop crying, when the woman in savage tones and gestures would 
scold, and they would cease their cruel threats. We were 
captured just as the sun was setting and were rescued the next 
morning. Neither of us was scalped, as has been reported, 
(pp. 211-12) 

The tone is still slightly melodramatic, but at least, she offers concrete 

details which give the reader a chance to experience the ordeal, to 

some extent, on his own. 

Fisher and her brother managed to escape the next morning when tne 

Indians fled from the soldiers. The sentimentality is evident again 

in this report of their escape: 

Thereupon they [the Indians] pierced my little brother through 
the body, and striking me with some sharp instrument on the side 
of the head they left us for dead, but we soon recovered 
sufficiently to find ourselves alone in that dark dense forest, 
wounded and covered with blood. 

Having been taught to ask God for all things, we prayed to 
our Heavenly Father to take care of us, and direct us out of that 
lonely place. I lifted my wounded brother, so faint and weak, 
and God directing me we soon came to the edge of a large prairie, 
when as far as our swimming eyes could penetrate we discovered 
a company of horsemen. Supposing them to be Indians, frightened 
beyond expression and trembling under my heavy burden, I rushed 
back with him into the woods and hid behind some thick brush; but 
those brave men, who were on the alert, dashing from place to 
place hoping to find us . . . at last discovered us. . . . 
Lifting the almost unconscious little sufferer, I carried him 
out to them as best I could, and with all the tenderness and 
sympathy of women, their eyes suffused with tears, those good 
men raised us to their saddles and hurried off to camp where we 
received every attention and kindness that mortal man could 
bestow, (p. 212) 

Here again if Fisher had concentrated upon more concrete details like 

the tears in the men's eyes and less upon their dashing about, her 

writing would have been more effective. 

Upon examination, Fisher's sentimentality demonstrates a significant 

point about the relationship between writer, topic, and audience. Since 
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she indulges that penchant only when writing about her family and 

rescuers and excludes it when describing the Indians, it is apparent 

that she employs it to evoke her readers' sympathy for her God-fearing 

family and her noble rescuers. Perhaps that tendency is only an outgrowth 

of her painful experiences, but by directing so much of her energy 

toward shaping reader response, instead of toward recreating the scene 

in concrete detail, Fisher may also reveal an unfortunate lack of faitn 

in her subject matter, her audience, and/or her own ability to write 

without trying to manipulate. 

On the other hand, Mrs. J. D. Bell's account of her equally painful 

capture and significantly longer captivity does not show that same 

proclivity to sentimentality. It may be that her more straightforward 

approach grew out of her more extensive experience of the Indians and 

their way of life, giving some balance to the horrors of the first few 

hours, but it also seems significant that she does not recall or portray 

herself as a child with the same fragile sweetness that Fisher shows for 

herself. That difference in self-concept is important to the autnor-

work-audience relationship. Bell seems to be aware of the historical 

interest the details of her story hold and to be concerned with developing 

that potential, and she seems to recognize her own value as the story

teller who can give firsthand experiences and feelings. When she 

describes the capture itself, for example, she does not attempt to 

express the emotional horror, but rather furnishes enough concrete 

detail to evoke a response from the reader. 

One Indian road up near the house and not seeing any men folks 
around the place, gave a yell, I don't think that I will ever 
forget, he came up to the yard fence, got off his horse and 
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came into the house; Mother shook hands with him and asked him 
to have a chair, he whirled the chair across the floor, went 
back to the bed and commenced taking off the oed clothes. By 
that time a number of Indians had crowded into the house, taking 
anything and everything that they liked. Mother was holding my 
baby sister in her arms, and with the other arm she held my 
brother and myself close to her. One Indian then shot my Mother 
in the back with an arrow, another plunged a long lance into her 
throat, and another scalped her. One Indian then took hold of 
me and dragged me from the house. . . . (p. 2) 

When she continues, she is equally detailed though she does offer some 

insight into her feelings as well. She remembers that the Indian let 

go of her once outside the house and that 

. . . I put my arms around one of the posts of the arbor and 
thought I would hold so tight the Indian could not get me loose; 
he took me by the arm and pulled, but I would not let go, he then 
took from his belt a long knife, and drew it on me, I thought 
sure he would kill me, still I held to the post, after drawing 
the knife on me several times he laughed and put the knife back 
in his belt, then took hold of me and jerked me so hard that tne 
rough bark on the post tore the flesh from the inside of my hanas 
until the blood ran freely from the wounds. I did not zry, had 
made up my mind I would not cry, even if they killed me. The 
Indian who took me captive told me afterwards that if I had 
cried he would have killed me then, as an Indian does not like 
a coward, (pp. 2-3) 

Bell's fortitude no doubt enabled her to survive the nomadic life 

with the Indians, and her native curiosity and intelligence led her to 

become absorbed by her new life so that many years later, she had the 

power to recreate that world in vivid detail. She describes the hard 

ride those first few days, the Indians pushing the horses to get out 

of reach of would-be rescuers, fording swollen rivers, going without 

food and sufficient rest for days (pp. 3-7). The food, when they did 

have it, was generally buffalo, and in the following passage. Bell 

describes the method of hunting she saw the Indians practicing: 

After the third day out from our home we always had plenty to 
eat as there was always plenty of buffalo to be killed, and the 
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Indians were fond of hunting the buffalo. The Indians would 
mount a horse, take after a buffalo, run along near his left 
side and shoot an arrow into the buffalo just behind the left 
fore leg, the arrow often penetrating the heart and killing 
the buffalo quickly. As soon as the buffalo would fall the 
Indian would jump off his horse and stab the buffalo with a 
large knife letting it bleed freely, (p. 7) 

She provides more information about Indian life in the following: 

After holding a council of long duration they all mounted 
their horses, divided up in bunches with several Indians to the 
bunch, and finally left camp, each bunch going in a different 
direction, for their several camping places where their squaws 
and children were located. . . . 

The Comanche Indians at the time I was with them went in 
bands from two hundred and fifty to fifteen hundred, according 
to the rank of their chief. There were four main chiefs that 
acted as a committee to look after and see that every thing was 
carried on in a business way, and to see that the young warriors 
had a suitable training so when called upon they would be preparea 
to go on the war path, also to see that all able warriors were 
equipped with the proper fighting paraphanalia, and go at their 
regular times on the war path. 

The warriors must be brave and fearless when in battle with tne 
enemy. If one of their braves fell in battle with the enemy, 
they must rescue him, even at their own peril. They must never 
let a comrade be scalped, as an Indian that loses his scalp never 
enters the Happy Hunting Ground. For every Indian killed by the 
white man it was their custom to take the scalps of three wnite 
people, (pp. 10-11). 

These passages, like the rest of Bell's account, show Bell's ability to 

develop the potential of being able to write with accuracy made certain 

through actual experience, about topics that almost any audience would 

find interesting but would not want to know about firsthand. Her 

details do not appear to be selected so much for a calculated effect 

as for showing her reader what she had observed. Whether designed or 

an outgrowth of her native vitality, they are very effective. 

When Bell describes her arrival in the camp which was to be her 

home, she remembers showing the same spirit that defied the Indians at 

her capture, but there is hardly a touch of bitterness, as might be 
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expected, here, or almost anywhere else in her story. In fact, there 

are sometimes lighter comments like this one about the dogs: 

Before dismounting I succeeded in kicking several of the Inaians 
in the face, when they were pulling and hauling at me, and gave 
them to understand that they must keep their hands off of me. 
The little Indians gathered around me, and seemed to think I was 
a regular show as I was the first white child they had ever seen. 
The children would come near me and stroke my long blond hair. 
Talk about dogs, I don't believe there ever were as many dogs 
in one place at one time as I saw in this camp. The dogs seemed 
to be an anxious to make my acquaintance as were the little 
Indians, (p. 12) 

What Bell writes about her Indian squaw mother not only lacks bitterness, 

it even holds a touch of tenderness, so that Bell maintains her personal 

perspective without relinquishing the stance of the personal experience 

historian. She explains that her captor gave her to his sister, a 

childless widow whose husband had been killed by whites the day before 

Bell's capture. Of this squaw mother. Bell writes. 

This woman was always good to me, that is she never scolded me, 
and seldom ever corrected me. I slept with her in our tent made 
of buffalo hides. . . . On cold winter nights my Squaw Mother 
would have me stand before the fire, turning round occasionally, 
so I could get good and warm, then she would wrap me up in a 
buffalo robe and lay me on the bed ["a pile of dead grass, with 
blankets and dressed buffalo robes spread over the grass" (p. 13)] 
over near the cuter edge, next to the tentwall and tuck me in 
good and warm. On extra cold nights I would be so bundled up 
that she would have to assist me in getting the covers off of 
mornings. She was always very thoughtful of me and seemed to 
care for me as if I was her very own child, (pp. 12-13) 

However unlikely this connection between an Indian woman widowed 

by whites and a white girl orphaned by Indians, Bell's testimony bears 

out the early positive remarks. In the following passage, for example. 

Bell shows again a respectful tenderness in her description of her 

squaw mother's reactions when Bell's father sent an old Indian and 

his squaw to rescue Bell: 
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When I got back with the wood my Mother squaw was crying, when 
I asked her what was the matter she told me a man had come for 
me, to take me back to my Father. . . . I told my Squaw Mother 
I wanted to go back with this Indian, and she hung her head and 
would not talk to me. When I got back from seeing the Indian 
that had come to get me, she had the flap of our tent fastened 
down and would not let me in our tent^ she said if I wanted to 
leave her it was because I did not love her. . . . After trying 
to get her to let me in the tent and she refused I went around 
the tent on the side the bed was on, so as to be near her, and 
sat down, I thought well it won't be long until day light, and 
we, the old friendly Indian, his squaw and I would be on the way 
to my Father, I had fallen asleep when someone took me by the 
shoulder, shook me and woke me up. When I opened my eyes who 
should I see but my squaw mother, (pp. 29-30) 

Bell goes on to tell of the mother's futile attempt to run away with ner 

so that the rescuers could not find her. 

This account of Bell's is in other ways more than a record of just 

the surface of the Indian's living conditions, because in addition to 

that inside view of her mother, she also gives a more intimate picture 

of some of the concepts and principles of that culture. She not only 

discussed the cooking methods (pp. 13-15), the training and equipping 

of warriors (p. 19), the styling and care of clothing (pp. 21-23), and 

child-rearing (pp. 22 & 25), but also the concepts of pride and the 

practice of religion. She writes the following about Indian pride: 

It was reported that one family near ours, did not have 
anything to eat. It was considered a disgrace to let it be 
known that you had nothing to eat. I saw one of the members 
of the family that was without food, that looked as though ne 
had just had plenty to eat, as his mouth was greasy, even down 
onto his chin. I told my Squaw Mother that it was a mistake 
about that family having nothing to eat, and explained about 
seeing this member of the family with a very greasy mouth, she 
laughed and told me that was one of the Indian customs, that 
is to keep a piece of fat meat hid back, and when the rations 
were all gone they would grease their mouths with this piece 
of fat meat, and make others think that they had plenty to 
eat. (pp. 15-16) 
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While that kind of behavior might not have been effective in solving 

the problem, it did show that the Indians had some concept of dignity. 

It is clear that Bell does not regard the Indians as primitive 

savages, for she says, "one might imagine that the Indians were ignorant, 

but they were well educated in legends handed down from generation to 

generation, as that was the only way they had of knowing of what happened 

in the past. All their history was handed down from one generation to 

the next" (p. 26). Furthermore, Bell neither becomes judgmental about 

the religion of the Indians, nor loses the human touch of remembering 

the child's response to something inexplicable and inconvenient: 

The Indians had their regular time for worshipping their 
heavenly Father, or as they would say our sure enough Father 
or in their language "Tobicca," some of them worshipped the 
moon, while others worshipped by singing and dancing. One day 
when coming from getting a jug of water I noticed that a large 
tent was being erected, and asked my Squaw Mother what it was 
for, and she told me that that was where every body would go to 
ta^k to their father "Tobicca;" she told me that she and I would 
go the next morning, so she called me early and I bounced out 
of bed, got my buffalo robe, put it on, as I did not have to 
dress as I always slept with my dress and moccasins on; I told 
her I was ready, and she said, no, you are not, and I asked her 
what else I had to put on and she said nothing, but for me to 
take off my dress and moccasins, and put the skinny side of my 
robe next to me, I told her I knew I would freeze, as there 
was snow and frost on the ground, finally she was ready, took 
me by the hand, and away we went skipping through the cold, my 
feet nearly froze walking through the frosted grass, and that 
buffalo robe with the skinny side next to my bare flesh, just 
would not keep me warm. We got to the tent, and the only way 
in was a hole dug under the door, it looked to me like a grave, 
we would get down in the end of the hole that was outside of 
the tent, walk to the other end, and someone took me by the hand 
and helped me to get out. When we were inside of the tent it 
was nice and comfortable as a big fire was burning in the middle 
of the tent; around this fire a trench was dug in the ground and 
filled with water and around the trench was a well beaten path 
about five or six feet wide, in which the Indians would chant 
and run around, singing or making a wierd noise. The tent was 
full of people when we got there, all seemed to be dressed or 
rather undressed like we were. Occasionally some one would jump 
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and go round this path and at times there would be several 
going around at the same time. This meeting always lasted for 
three days. Of course we went home at night to sleep, also to 
eat, as no one would eat while the worshiping was going on. I 
was always glad when this meeting was over, as I would almost 
freeze in going to and from the tent. (pp. 27-28) 

Nowhere in her account does Bell seem inhibited by any false sense 

of proprieties or by any feelings of inadequacy. She depends upon 

showing her audience what she herself found interesting; she apparently 

trusts her audience to be more involved with the subject than with being 

judgmental, just as she herself had been. Her diction is natural, not 

artificial; she is comfortable, confident. 

Harriet A. Page Potter Ames is another writer who clearly demonstrates 

a well-founded confidence in the appeal of her own story as well as in 

her own ability to tell it. Her story has since been developed into a 

novel. Love is a Wild Assault, by Eli the Kirkland, but Ames herself 

does a fine job of writing the story because her style has both the 

genuine quality of personal reminiscences, as well as the flair of 

good fiction. Ames' understanding of developing character, establishing 

motive, and promoting interest through conflict and action are evident 

very early. In the following paragraphs, for instance, she shows what 

her life was like before leaving for Texas, and she presents herself 

like the heroine in a novel: 

Affairs became worse and I ceased to look for help from him 
[her husband]. Another little toddling thing came to fill my 
heart with added love, but with it came the necessity for 
greater exertion and I decided to learn my husband's business 
and make use of it. All the time I could spare from my little 
ones I spent at work and as business increased money was laid 
away for future use. 

In those days the part of New Orleans in which we lived was 
called the upper Faubourg, and here I thought would be a good 
place to open a shop. So I rented a house on Camp St. next to 
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the courner of Julia St. and bought some dressed planks, 
borrowed a hammer and saw and put my shelves and counter up 
with my own hands. . . . 

On the Eight I moved my little family and all that I had 
to my home and opened the store. My husband had not been 
consulted in any of my movements. I had learned the sad 
lesson that I could neither look to him for help nor consider 
him in my plans for making a living, (p. 346) 

In describing the situation, Ames had set up a good backdrop for the rest 

of her story so that when her husband persuades her to go to Texas witn 

him by promising that he will go to work and that she can keep a store 

there, the reader can empathize with the "heroine's" mixed emotions o^ 

hope and reluctance. Of her arrival in Texas she writes, "When we got 

into Baby's Prairie I thought it was a very paradise on earth. The 

breeze bore on its invisible wings most delicious odors and in among 

the brilliant wealth of flowers clusters of lu.cious grapes hung ouroling 

in the sunshine" (p. 348). Though this scene might easily have trapped 

a writer into being very saccharine, Ames manages to avoid some of that 

effect by using the active voice and making purple into a verb. 

At this point Ames can build on the groundwork she has established. 

When her husband. Page, arrived at her father's the following day, she 

discovered that he had gambled away all the provision she had brought 

(p. 349). Her father and brother begged her to leave Page, with the 

promise from her father that he would give her some land (pp. 349-50). 

Her stepmother protested in behalf of her own children, and Ames says. 

That hurt me, and I said quickly that I did not want anything 
that belonged to her and the children, and I would not accept 
anything; that I had always made a living for my children, and 
I could continue to do so. I forgot that I was alone in a 
wilderness with a cruelly indifferent husband, two helpless 
children and no visible means of support. 

But my husband was very angry and went off and got an old waste 
house on Chocolate Bayou and moved us into it. (p. 350) 
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Shortly after that. Page moved the family again, this time to a place 

on Austin Bayou, "twenty miles from the nearest settler" (p. 351). 

That house was the scene of this first really dramatic episode in ner 

account of her life: 

A few days saw us domiciled in a little log house containing 
one room and shed. The room was neatly ceiled and finished and 
I tried to make the little house on the great wide lonely prairie 
as attractive as possible. I was tired and heartsick and when 
my husband said that he must leave us and go to see the man who 
wanted someone to keep his stock, I was willing that he should go 
and get employment, and I felt that this time he was in earnest 
and really meant to try to make an honest living. I had a little 
money and as we had nothing to eat except one quart of black-eyed 
peas I gave him $10 to get us some provisions, urging him to get 
back in three days time. He promised to return as soon as he 
could, and then we were left alone on the desolate prairie with 
no voice to break the stillness but the howling of wolves and 
panthers about our tiny home and the wild-cat after prey. I 
remembered that in this house, the Merrick it was called, a family 
had died of starvation and as the quart of blackeyed peas grew 
less and less, I anxiously thought of my husband's promise to be 
back in three days, and dreaded lest anything might detain him 
and the little ones left to starve, (p. 351) 

Once the stage is so effectively set for disaster, Ames takes advantage 

of the situation by displaying the irony of their destitution in the 

midst of Nature's plenty: 

At last the peas were all gone. I searched the prairie with 
anxious eye, but I strained them in vain. There was not a sign of 
a human being on all that wide expanse of glowing flowers, and 
only the wind ruffled the heads of the tall grasses and blew 
the down from the brim of the dandelion's cup in little flurries 
of white. 

I gathered the sweet scarlet bunches of parseely haws that 
grew tall and luxuriant about the door, and fed the children 
with these, (pp. 351-52) 

When Page did return, it was only to tell her that he had used the money 

to buy clothes to go as a volunteer in the Texas army. If the story 

were not based upon Ames' life, it would begin to read like a sentimental 

novel. Ames generally avoids soliloquy, however, and keeps the story 
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moving by introducing the next chapter of the adventure; indeed, she 

has even literally divided her story into chapters, a feature no other 

writer in this section of the study has done, and another indication 

of her concept of herself as writer and her subject as story. 

In her second chapter, which she titles "Mr. Merrick's Dream," 

she tells how help came to her from the same Mr. Merrick whose family 

it was who died in that very house: 

For three nights Mr. Merrick had had bad dreams about his tenants 
in the lonely little house out on Austin Bayou. . . . he made 
up his mind that something had happened and saddled his horse 
and went to see what it was. He did not know that Mr. Page had 
gone to war, and was horrified to find that his wife and children 
were alone and starving. It was nine days after Page left that 
Mr. Merrick arrived, (p. 353) 

After Merrick killed game for them to eat, Ames asked about finding a 

way to get back to a settlement, but Merrick told her that would be 

difficult because of the war and told her that he felt sure her husband 

had made arrangements for someone to come for her. So there was another 

period of waiting and another somewhat miraculous rescue. 

When Ames had first come to Texas, she had encountered a Mrs. Abit 

and had given her some sewing needles and pins from her New Orleans 

stock in token of Mrs. Abit's hospitality (p. 354). Ames continues, 

"Somehow, when my husband left me, Mrs. Abit heard that he had gone to 

war and left me unprovided for on the prairie. She was very sick, and 

sent for a minister to come and pray with her, and when he came she 

made him promise to go and hunt me up" (p. 354). In the meantime, Ames 

and her children had been confined to the house by heavy rains. She 

tells how their rescue was effected: 
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At last all the land around the house was over-flowed except 
a mound which was covered with a thick growth of broom cora. 
I thought it might amuse and perhaps cheer us to set the broom 
corn on fire, so I sent my little boy out to make the fire. But 
the broom-cora was damp and it burned slowly and made a great 
deal of smoke; but the sight of the blaze was pleasant after 
the long week of rain. After Mr. Cloud, the minister, set out 
to find us he was much troubled by the impossibility of finding 
out the direction in which we had traveled. Mrs. Abit could only 
tell him how we started, but he persevered, and went over the 
prairie marking the timber along the way so that he would know 
just how to return. One day the sun came out brightly and far 
away he saw smoke curling above a strip of timber. He knew 
that we were the only dwellers on that lonely prairie and when 
he saw the smoke he rode on hopefully, still marking the timber 
along his way. The smoke of the broom cora burning was indeed a 
cheerful signal, as it rose up into the air and beconed our 
deliverer on. It was about three o'clock in the afternoon. I 
shall never forget my feelings when he walked up and spoke to 
me. I had thought at first that he was a lost traveler, but he 
had a smile on his face. I asked him in and gave him a chair, 
for I had brought my furniture with me, but he sat awhile talking 
before he told me his errand. 

He spoke of Mrs, Abit's long illness and death, and said that 
almost her last words were: "Don't forget what you promised me." 
He told me that he had promised Mrs. Abit to search for us and 
see if we needed assistance; that she had heard that my husband 
had gone to the war and had left me alone with the children. 

He knew that my father and brother were in the war, and said 
he had heard that we had nothing to eat. . . . 

He said now that he knew the way to Bayou Austin that he would 
go back and send wagons for me in three days time. 

At the appointed time the wagons came, and oh, with what joy 
we began our journey towards civilization, leaving behind us in 
the lonely little house sorrow and loneliness, hunger and despair. 

I looked back at it in the distance till it became a mere 
speck and was swallowed up in the great wide prairie. So, I 
hoped, would terrible memory fade from my life. (pp. 355-356) 

When the war escalated and Ames fled the oncoming Mexican armies 

along with other families, she met Col. Potter who was to serve as her 

protector and to become her second husband. Potter's intrigue for 

winning Ames' affection was rather complicated. He told her he would 

help her arrange to go to her grandmother's in Kentucky, but after 

leaving New Orleans Ames discovered that she was not on her way to 

Kentucky after all. She recalls, "he told me that ours was the last 
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boat leaving New Orleans; that the yellow fever was expected in tne 

city while we were there, and he thought it better to hurry Martha 

[her sister-in-law] and me without alarming us. We were, he said, on 

our way to Texas" (p. 361). Potter promised that at Alexandria he 

would arrange for them to get to Kentucky overland, but at Alexandria 

he said they would have to go on to Shreveport to make those arrangements. 

He arranged for her to travel with a family who wanted to get to Colorado, 

but when they got to the Sabine country, that family supposedly had a 

change of heart and decided to remain there (pp. 359-61). During tnis 

time Potter had asked her repeatedly to marry him, but she had refused 

because she was not legally divorced from Page. Potter did not give up 

easily: 

One day he came up to the house and said that he had some 
important questions to ask me if I would answer them, and when 
I assented, he inquired whether my marriage with Page had been 
solemnized by a priest. I explained how the ceremony had been 
performed. We were not married by a priest. "Very well," he 
answered, "Your marriage with Page was not legal, because in 
Texas a marriage not solemnized by a priest is not valid. 
Therefore, you are just as free, according to laws of Texas, 
as if you had never married." (pp. 362-63) 

Potter was right about the Texas law, but Ames had married before going 

to Texas; however, she chose to marry Potter anyway, because she wanted 

to and because doing so seemed to offer her financial as well as emotional 

security. Of that marriage she writes, 

Soone evening, according to the custom of the country, the 
little assembly gathered to see us wedded; the ceremony was a 
very simple one in those days in that country, but it was just 
as binding as if judge and clergy were present. 

Col. Potter was always a very devoted husband to me, and 
never did anything to distress me until the time when he made 
his will in Austin; and I have always believed that he thought 
I would never hear of his action then, because the first thing 
he told me on his return was that he had introduced a bill into 
the Senate making all marriages like ours legal, (p. 363) 
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It is ironic that the absence of clergy at the first marriage was the 

loophole for hers and Potter's marriage, but theirs was not sanctioned 

by the clergy either, and that complicated her life later on. 

At this point in her story, Ames develops the character of Potter 

in preparation for the next big adventure, in much the same way that she 

presented herself in the first chapter. The information she offers 

provides part of the motivation for the major conflict and action to 

follow. A month after their m.arriage she heard the following scandal 

of Potter's past from a neighbor: 

It seems that while a member of Congress in Washington, Col. 
Potter became infatuated with a beautiful heiress in that city, 
and finally became engaged to her. How to get rid of his wife, 
in order to marry the heiress was the paramount question in his 
mind. When he returned to North Carolina, he found a "protracted 
meeting," or as some call it, a church revival, in session. His 
own wife was one of the converts, and hearing that a young minister 
had been praying for her, he seized upon this to attempt to create 
a scandal about her that might lead to a legal separation.' But he 
only succeeded in bringing distress and misery into several homes 
and political trouble and imprisonment upon himself, (pp. 370-71) 

Such a story could hardly fail to pique the curiousity of the reader, 

and it also offers her audience the opportunity to congratulate itself 

on its own astuteness in recognizing that, given the unusual circumstances 

of Ames' marriage, something out of the ordinary is about to happen. 

In other words, Ames has employed foreshadowing here, which bears more 

testimony to her concept of the writer's role. 

After describing life in their new home at Potter's Point and 

several incidents of Indian troubles (pp. 371-77), she follows through 

with the dramatic episode for which she has made preparation. Potter had 

persuaded other white settlers to move to their area, and things seemed 

to be progressing nicely, but one of the new neighbors proved to be 
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the agent of tragedy. Ames describes that man in this way: 

It was not long before "Old Rose," as he was always called, 
made himself a terror to all his acquaintances. He was feared 
and disliked by all, but they continued to treat him in a 
firendly manner, as his ill-will was not a pleasant thing to 
incur. He killed whom he would without any regard to consequences, 
(p. 378) 

Thus Ames introduces her villain and begins to unfold the tragedy. The 

melodrama is somewhat heavy handed at this point, but the object seems 

to be to cast "Old Rose" in such a bad light that Potter's motivation 

for getting involved can appear only as an extension of impeccable 

integrity. Here is Ames' description of Rose's crime: 

One day a young man who, with his wagons, was passing Rose's 
place, went up to him and asked for light with which to make a 
fire. Old Rose tied the young man to a tree, and with fiendish 
cruelty prepared to murder him. The poor fellow begged for one 
hour of life, in which to pray, but even that little space of 
time was denied him, and his body was riddled with bullets. 
When the neighbors heard of this cold-blooded crime they had a 
warrant issued for his arrest, and the sheriff went up to Rose's 
place to arrest him. 

The sheriff was killed by "Old Rose," who continued his 
cruelties until no one dared to bring him to justice. Rose 
suspected one of the settlers who lived several miles away, of 
having been active in getting the warrant issued against him; 
and out of revenge he went to this man's home intending to kill 
him. Quite a deep snow had fallen and lay white and fleecy about 
the settler's house, when Rose arrived there demanding to see 
him. 

No one was at home then but the man's wife, who was ill in 
bed; with her was a tiny infant only six day old and playing in 
her room were several little children. The wicked old man ordered 
the young mother to get up, and with her infant in her arms and 
her little children about her she was driven out into the snow. 
He then proceeded to set fire to the little home with all its 
contents and everything that could be burned he destroyed, 
(p. 378) 

Though Ames loses sight of her role here, and overindulges in melodrama, 

when she takes up the story beyond this point, she is more careful 

about giving concrete details. 
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When Potter got involved in trying to straighten things out, he 

went to Austin to get a warrant for Rose's arrest. Unfortunately while 

Potter was in Austin, he did more than get the warrant for Rose's arrest 

and more than get the law passed to make his marriage to Ames legal. 

She explains: 

I learned a year afterwards that on this trip of his to Austin 
he became infatuated with a handsome married woman there, with 
whom he rode around a great deal and before leaving that city 
he made a will deeding the property of Potter's Point to this 
woman, that he had every intention of making another will in 
my favor as soon as he returned home, I have positive proof. 
And I am also certain that he had no idea that I would ever 
hear of his faithlessness to me nor of that will made in Austin. 
(p. 379) 

That indiscretion, as well as his involvement in the Rose affair led to 

a great deal of trouble for Ames who continues to relate her life like 

a good adventure tale. 

Potter returned home and gathered other men to go with him to arrest 

Rose, but Rose, seeing their approach, had his Negroes cover him with 

brush to escape notice, so the men went home after being assured by 

Rose's son that his father would give up peacefully (p. 380). Ames 

herself was not so easily convinced: 

When I learned the result of their mission I was distressed. 
"When Old Rose hears that you have been hunting for him he will 
come here tonight and try to kill you" I said. 

I begged him to gather all the men he could and have them 
in the house with firearms ready for an attack, but he only 
laughed at my fears, (pp. 380-81) 

Ames seems to be presenting herself in a favorable light in much tne 

same way that Fisher did in her Indian capture story, but at least 

here the "character" is right and the foreshadowing appropriate. Rose 

and a group of men he had intimidated into joining him, surrounded the 
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Potters' home and killed some of their servants (pp. 381-33). For the 

climax of this scene, Ames makes use of dialogue to lend an air of 

immediacy: 

"We can defend ourselves," I said. "I will stand by you as 
long as we both live. If you will just kill old Rose and Schott, 
the difficulty will be at an end." But in the haste and excite
ment of the moment he [Potter] paid no attention to the 
argument. . . . 

As he left the house he said, "They cannot hurt you anyhow." 
I thought that he meant the men in the yard, but I learned 
afterwards that his words bore another meaning. He ran from the 
house and jumped the fence. Six shots were fired at him. 

"Why, these are my friends," he called out to me. 
"No, they are not friends," I answered back, and as he jumped 

over the rails both men fired at him. . . . 
Leaning his gun against one of thses trees my husband sprang 

into the lake, and dived out of sight of the pursuers. Schott 
ran down the bank behind him, while Old Rose leveled his gun at 
me and ordered me to go into the house. . . . 

. . . but I told him that I would not move a step, nor did I. 
Presently Schott came up the bank and said to Rose, with some 

indignation, "What are you abusing Mrs. Potter for? She has 
never done you any harm; come on, let's go; we have done what 
we came to do." 

I thought they were just talking to annoy me, bow [but] that 
my husband had escaped them. But before he would go Old Rose 
determined to wound me in some way. Turning, he said with a 
cruel sneer, "Now what do you think of your pretty Bobby?" Our 
small cannon, loaded with buckshot, stood beside me, but I had 
been unable to find the matches to fire it with. 

When Old Rose spoke to me I exclaimed, "If only I had a match 
to touch off this cannon, I would shoot your tongue down your 
throat." 

What the wretch would have done I do not know, but Schott said 
I was too brave a woman to kill, and took him away. (pp. 383-84) 

Ames probably does exaggerate her own heroism and good sense, but that 

tendency does not seem to rob her account of too much authenticity or 

genuine emotion in such passages as the following, which describes the 

search and discovery of her husband's body: 

How horrible that broad sheet of water seemed to me, who had 
once thought it so beautiful; what dreadful secret did it hold 
for me? . . . In the morning we decided to take the cannon down 
to the lake and fire it across the water, so that if Col. Potter 
had indeed been drowned we might recover his body. . . . 
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We got the cannon down to the place from whien he had jumped 
in the lake . . . but there was no need to fire it, for there in 
the early morninglight lay my husband asleep upon the water. 

That was a terrible time for me; we carried him up to the 
house and found that he had been shot in the back of his head. 

In his trousers pocket was the match I had needed so sorely 
to fire the cannon on his murderers, (pp. 384-35) 

In this section, Ames trusts more to the concrete details and consequently 

does a better job of allowing the reader to experience. 

Ames relates the struggle she had in bringing the murderers to 

trial and the pain she experienced on discovering, through evidence 

given during the trial, that her husband had been unfaithful wnile in 

Austin and that he had willed their property to another woman. She 

dropped the case and returned to Potter's Point only to discover another 

tragedy: 

When I went to Dangerfield [to bring the murderers to trial]. 
I left my three children behind . . . I thought they would be 
safer and more comfortable there than with me. . . . 

I had expected to be gone only five days at the most and 
directed the servants to do nothing but take care of the children.* 
(p. 391) 

She goes on to describe how her daughter Lakean died: 

It seems that as time went by and I did not return, Hannah 
[a servant] made up her mind to boil soap in spite of my orders 
to the contrary. 

Lakean and the baby were both asleep, one on a bed and the 
other on a blanket before the fire and so the woman went out 
to a shed to wash and iron clothes. 

A shadow crossed the threshold of the room where the children 
slept; it crept toward the great fireplace in which hung a big 
pot full of boiling soap; it bent over my child; and then the 
woman heard screams from the house, and ran in, too late; when 
they reached the room the evil shadow had fled. 

Before the news had spread around the neighborhood Old Rose's 
son-in-law was heard to say: "Well, she'd better have stayed at 
home; her child is scalded to death." 

And the neighbors knew that he had planned the deed, but dared 
not give expression to their thought, (p. 393) 
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Ames was right to trust in the power of her story and her own 

ability to tell it. Perhaps she was a little too prone to portray 

herself in a complimentary way, but she did know how to take advantage 

of the pure adventure in her own life. The conclusion to her story is 

briefer, probably because she recognized that after Potter's death, 

her life was certainly tamer. She married Charles Ames and remained 

at Potter's Point until claim to it was granted to a man who bought 

tha land for seventeen dollars from the Austin woman. Ames is justifiably 

puzzled: 

I could never understand why the judge could grant such a claim. 
The property was surely mine, for I had lived upon it for forty 
years. . . . 

When these afflictions came upon me, I left Texas and v/ent to 
New Orleans to live. (p. 394) 

Beyond this point Ames' life, from her point of view at least, was 

less deserving of the dramatic, detailed approach she employed in those 
•A 

early chapters. Essentially she does little more than mention the 

significant changes like her marriage to Charles Ames, his death, and 

her old age spent living with her children. She does not fail, however, 

to pay tribute to Texas: "In spite of the hardships and sorrows that 

I endured in Texas I love that State best, for there, too my happiest 

hours were spent" (p. 396). 

The sentiment of Ames' tribute, while not so explicit in some 

of these women's histories, is nevertheless present. In their search 

for new homes where their crops would grow and their lives would be 

safe, the early Texans show courage. They are ingenious in protecting 

their lives and property from the Indians and the Mexicans. In their 

ability to make the best of very hard times, they show fortitude. 
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They are tenacious in their belief that they will come through it all, 

and these writers are aware that the drama of early Texans and their 

own parts in the state's growth are worth preserving for their own 

families and friends. The drama is, in fact, worth preserving for an 

even wider audience. 

The fact that these writers apparently conceive some limits to 

their audiences, however, proves an advantage in their maintaining 

a comfortable stance--one which allows them to be genuine, unintimidated, 

concrete, and therefore, interesting. They are not embarrassed by their 

poverty because almost everyone is poor. Most families have come to 

Texas for the opportunity of building better futures than they expected 

to where they have been. Since they depend upon the same natural 

resources for their livelihoods, there is nothing to be gained by 

pretending, as the Indian in Bell's story does, that they have more 

than they do. The writing reflects these circumstances because it, too, 

is unpretentious. For the most part, these writers rely on facts to 

share their experiences with their audiences. Those facts give their 

writing its immediacy which reinforces their relationships with their 

families and friends. The modern reader can rediscover the history of 

early Texas through these writers, particularly the history of the 

revolutionary period, brought to life again through Uncle Tommy Rabb's 

advice to Sam Houston or Colonel Durst's filling the walls of his 

house with corn to save it from the Mexicans. 
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CHAPTER III 

MISCELLANEOUS NONFICTION 

Nineteenth-century Texas women writers exhibit diverse views of 

life and choices of nonfiction prose genres. While Chapters I and II 

show those whose more personal genres primarily provide a sharp picture 

of private family life and domestic activities, this chapter presents 

those who choose to address more public audiences and more public issues. 

Though several of the women introduced in this chapter also write 

first-person histories, there is a focus distinctly different from that 

of the writers in Chapter II; the focus is more expansive, concentrating 

more upon the history of the general population and less upon the first-

person writer herself. 

One writer who helped her husband found the city of Matagorda 

wrote articles for a newspaper, articles intended to describe what 

Texas had been like earlier and to dispel misconceptions that may have 

grown from other reports which perhaps exaggerated some parts of the 

story. Two women write about the lives of military wives--one specifically 

addresses military wives coming up from the lower ranks. Another writer 

describes her life on the Rio Grande and devotes a good deal of her 

record to issues of social injustices directed at Indians, blacks, 

and Mexican peons. Some writers placed themselves in the role of 

historian, writing articles about the Texas of the Spanish exploration 
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period or about German immigration and colonization. One woman furnisnes 

a detailed description of some of the cities and towns of the Texas of 

1850, though she concentrates on the religious growth of the state. 

In addition to those in the historian's role, one writer represented 

here and in the chapter on fiction, is a frequent contributor of social 

commentaries to a national magazine, and another woman writes a book 

about her exploration into the phenomena of spiritualism. The diversity 

of material reflects the variety of lifestyles of nineteenth-century 

Texas women, proving that they were involved in a great deal more than 

personal, domestic duties, and proving that they were willing to venture 

not only into Texas itself, but also into positions as public spokespersons 

The writer who j_£ closest in stance to those in Chapter II is 

Mrs. Mary S. A. Helm who was one of the first American settlers in 

Texas, and in that respect at least, suited to be a historian of early 

settlement. She came to Texas with her first husband in 1828 to found 

the city of Matagorda, which he had planned and surveyed in 1827 

(p. 30 and title page). The format of her book also distinguishes 

her from others in this chapter, for just as the title Scraps of 

Early Texas History suggests, hers is not a straightforward, 

chronological narrative, but a collection of personal history, 

dialogue, essays, thoughts, letters and extracts of letters. The 

five major sections are "Scraps of Early Texas History," 'Story of 

an Old Pioneer," "Looking for the Church," "Result of Theology Found 

on Texas Coasts," and "Scraps of Theology Found on the Coast of Texas" 

(pp. i-iv). The two sections which fit the personal history genre are 

"Scraps of Early Texas History" and "Story of an Old Pioneer." 
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The twelve chapters of "Old Pioneer," apparently published in 

serial form for the Clarendon News in 1878, concentrate on her 

pre-revolutionary experiences (p. 28); whereas "Scraps," which seem 

to have been written as one piece in 1879 (p. 27), deals primarily 

with the history of Texas and Helm's particular experiences during 

and immediately following the Texas Revolution. 

Both of Helm's accounts are especially valuable because, as one 

of the earliest settlers in Texas, she can provide a firsthand picture 

of Americans' colonization of Texas. In Chapter I of "Old Pioneer" 

she explains how she herself came to be in Texas, when she recalls a 

meeting with her former teacher Elias R. Wightman after his six-year 

absence spent in Texas. That meeting led to their marriage and her 

following him back to Texas (pp. 28-29). 

Helm opens Chapter II with this recollection of what it was like 

to leave the comforts of home to venture into the frontier: 

"Blessings brighten as they take their flight." So thought I 
as I left the scene of my childhood, bade adieu to my brothers 
and sisters and parents, left all that I had held dear in life, 
even the Protestant religion, to go beyond the bounds of my 
own country, beyond the reach of our own mails, to contribute 
to that boundless empire (yet in embryo) hemmed in by savages, 
and almost unknown. But "Love moves the world," and love was 
the inspiring agent, when on November 2d, 1828, a young bride, 
I joined a party who, in mud wagons, through foul weather, 
traveled some eighty miles to Olean Point, the head of 
navigation on the Alleghany river, to meet a colony of fifty 
immigrants bound for Texas, (p. 30) 

Though Helm writes here in the first person singular, the formality 

of style and the connection to the group indicate that she is writing 

for a general public rather than a strictly familiar reader as seen 

in the personal histories already discussed. That position is maintained 

in the rest of "Old Pioneer" as Helm writes in both first person singular 



79 

and plural. In the remainder of Chapter II, as eye-witness reporter, 

she describes the "two large flat boats, some twenty feet long by 

twelve wide, each boat having one end square or perpendicular, thus 

fitted to be lashed together by boards being nailed on the outside," 

and the consequent near disaster when the rear corner of one boat broke 

loose because their self-professed pilot had steered them over a mill 

dam (p. 31). The rest of the journey was accomplished slowly, part of 

the way by raft ("very comfortable, clean and warm, with board roof 

and place for fire, thus were we sheltered in our first snow storm"), 

part of the way by steamboat ("At Pittsburgh we took a steamboat for 

Louisville"), and part of the way overland ("The canal around the falls 

of the Ohio, had not yet been made, and we had to cart our goods round 

to Shippingport. . . .") (p. 32). At that point the immigrants still 

had a three week wait for a boat to New Orleans and a long way to go 

to reach Texas; but, as Helm points out, the long delays "Proved a 

blessing to us, for we found that the yellow fever had only ceased a 

few days before our arrival [New Orleans], about the lOth of December, 

1828" (pp. 32-33). 

Throughout these segments of "Old Pioneer" Helm maintains the 

stance of the eye-witness reporter/participant, furnishing concrete 

details of general as well as personal interest and referring to another 

record of the same journey to Texas written by Thos. J. Pilgrim as 

recorded in the Texas Scrap Book (p. 34). She ooints to some errors 

of detail in Pilgrim's account. Since she singles out the errors and 

emphasizes that her discovery of their immiment danger had come only 

upon reading his account, it can be inferred that she is being facetious--
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an indication that she, like others in the study, has the confidence 

to present her own case in the assurance that the truth need not oe 

embellished, as Pilgrim's account apparently is, with stories of a 

drunken captain and sailors, of the dangers of "being cast ashore by 

the swell of the sea . . . among hostile Indians," and of being brought 

out of danger on the "advice of Mr. Pilgrim" . . . "though passengers, 

all unaware of any danger, thought it [using long sweeps] was simply 

to expedite our speed" (p. 35). 

Returning to a more objective point of view in the opening of 

her fourth chapter. Helm remarks that "when Colonel Austin began to 

colonize his first three hundred according to contract--the Carankawa 

Indians inhabited the whole of the sea coast" (p. 36). She describes 

the result of that circumstance, showing that for several years the 

colonists were at the mercy of the Indians who begged and stole from 

them, and/or terrorized their settlements because the settlers were 

too few in number to be effective against them. Becoming more personal 

and returning to the eye-witness stance. Helm reports that her own group 

was to have been met by Austin and an escort, but when they were forced 

to sail some thirty miles past their meeting point. Helm remembers, 

"so rejoiced were we to escape the ocean, and to be freed from our 

prison, and to have the luxury of oysters, fish and fowl, as well as to 

renovate our sea soiled garments in good soft water, that the thought 

of the hostile Indians never occurred to us" (p. 37). In the fifth 

chapter. Helm recalls that they set sail again for Matagorda Pass and 

approached it with more trepidation because of the "signal smokes--

the Indian mode of telegraphing--all along the mainland, in passing up 
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the Bay, where no vessel had ever been, except the oirate Lafitte . . ." 

(p. 40). 

These passages show Helm's characteristic mode of incorporating 

both the matter of fact and the dramatic while placing her own story 

in the perspective of general history. Still working between the plural 

and singular points of view. Helm recounts their arrival at their 

destination and the sighting of two boats approaching them from up the 

Colorado River: 

Language cannot describe our feelings when just before dark 
two boats came in sight; our hoping and fearing till we 
found they contained white men; then our great joy at the 
assurance that we were really with friends. They brought 
good things for our sick. It was voted that I should have 
the honor of being the first white woman to ascend the mouth 
of the Colorado river and return with the boats that night, 
(p. 40) 

In spite of those early fears about the Indians, Helm devotes 

Chapter V to showing how experience changed her opinion so that it 

came to be different from the opinions of her neighbors. She remarks 

that even after Matagorda grew enough to render the Indians, whose 

numbers were reduced, less of a threat, the settlers refused to trade 

or to have any amicable relations with them. In fact, she continues. 

Finally an expedition was planned against them [Indians] 
without Mr. Wightman's [her husband's] knowledge or consent, 
and the very day that I had fed a poor old Indian, covered 
with scars, he met his death at the hands of our settlers, 
who fell on them by surprise, and it seemed that each warrior 
claimed the honor of his slaughter, as he stepped forward to 
be a target while the women and children could have time to 
escape to the thicket, (pp. 40-41) 

Like a few other writers in this study who wrote about Indians, Helm 

respects their good qualities without romanticizing them or dismissing 

their treacherous deeds. Such a position on a controversial issue is 
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as a writer. She finishes the "Story of an Old Pioneer" on that same 

note, telling how her husband was instrumental in helping the Indians 

adapt to the settlers by learning to pick cotton and find work among 

the whites (p. 41). 

In "Scraps of Early Texas History" Helm orovides some valuable 

general history of the state which she does not include in the "Old 

Pioneer." In the following passage, for example, she describes the 

conditions in Texas before white settlement: 

The fear of hostile Indians was such that every Roman Catholic 
Mission to civilize and christianize the Indians, had walls 
surrounding all the missions. The materials of whose buildings 
were brought from Old Spain, over military roads then a barren 
waste for hundreds of miles, so great was their fear of hostile 
Indians, who made it their boast that they only permitted 
the Spaniards to live, to raise cattle and horses for them 
to steal. The Mexicans became tired of such captivity and made 
a contract with Moses Austin . . . in 1823--to colonize Texas, 
(pp. 4-5) 

Helm goes on to explain that the natural resources and the incentive 

of cheap land were what brought Americans to Texas. Those earliest 

adventurers faced, however, an immediate problem in the lack of adequate 

government: 

The country so far as it had government, was most wretchedly 
governed in 1827. The population of Texas was so few, about 
10,000--negroes, friendly Indians and all--counted in 1828; 
of course it would not be represented in Congress, and it was 
coupled with the State of Coahuila, for that purpose, at the 
Capitol of the City of Mexico, where the majority would 
represent another race and another language, while the 
representation of Texas amounted to no representation at all. 
(p. 5) 

Helm recounts briefly the 1832 revolution in Mexico in which Santa 

Anna was victorious and seemingly sincere in his support of Texans, 

but "Santa Anna was now [1835] Dictator and ignored the States of 



83 

Mexico, and his own will was the people's law" (p. 6). When the Mexican 

Congress attempted to disarm the Texans who then numbered about thirty 

thousand, war began in late 1835, and independence was declared March 6, 

1836 (p. 6). Helm furnishes some specific details about the battles 

and progress of the war (including the siege of the Alamo) (pp. 7-9), 

and these exact figures regarding the Republic: "Out of the war of 

1836 we secured to Texas 274,356 square miles of country, much larger 

than the Austrian Empire, or the German Empire, or Great Britain, 

including Ireland and Scotland, or France or Italy" (p. 9). There is 

a distinct note of pride in those comparisons, and they are a part of 

the informal stance Helm adopts even in this general history section. 

Though she sometimes writes in first person singular and personalizes 

the account in that way, her position is primarily as an on-the-scene 

reporter, committed to recreating the period as it was for all the 

people she knew about, rather than for herself alone. 

As she continues this section of the "Scraps," she writes about 

the retreat from the Mexican army in 1835—the retreat which so many 

others also describe. Of that retreat Helm says, "more suffering ensued 

than was ever known in any country in the Nineteenth Century" (p. 9). 

Like others. Helm and her family fled to the southeast. At the mouth 

of the Brazos, they eventually were able to go on board a vessel which 

took them to the Sabine River. They were not allowed to bring their 

supplies on board, however, despite the fact that they would have to 

camp out once they reached safety. On board. Helm attended to the 

seasick of her party and tried to keep the peace when they were denied 
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any food and provisions (pp. 13-14). Once they landed, the accommodations 

were not much better: 

So lonely was the place, we dare not camp far from each other; 
but we found that about a mile west of there was a family 
living that would be glad to have company. . . . We got 
permission to form a tent with some heavy blankets. We had 
merely to keep off the sun, as there was not a tree near. . . . 
We found our tent so uncomfortable that we begged permission 
to occupy the back porch of this large log-house of one room. 
The porch had sleepers but no floor; so we occupied a portion 
of the sleepers with pieces of board to receive our beds and 
hung up our blankets in front, to keep out sun and rain. 
Besides this one large room, they had a shed kitchen, with 
table, etc., for their own use, but they gave us the use of 
it, and we used to eat standing when the family had done 
with its use. (p. 15) 

Helm shows the scope of the refugee problem quite clearly: 

As we had occasion to go to the warehouse for purchasing things, 
we saw sights that may never happen again, it is to be hoped. 
Multitudes on multitudes continued to make their appearance, 
most of whom had left their homes, no doubt, before we had. 
Despair was on their faces. There were very few white men; 
negroes seemed to be the protectors of most of the families. 
Whole wagon-loads of young darkies, too young to walk, white 
women and children footing it, while a horse would be loaded down 
with something to sustain life. Children were born on the route. 
I saw one babe that had got separated from its mother in the 
crowd, by taking different routes, but they got together at this 
great rendezvous. Of course the animals had not grass enough 
for such a multitude, and suffered as much as the people, (p. 16) 

Hearing the news about the San Jacinto victory and capture of Santa 

Anna, Helm remembers in this way: "Then we all turned shouting 

Methodists. Some danced; some laughed; some clapped their hands" 

(p. 17). 

The return home was not necessarily easier than the flight, 

especially for those like Helm who had so far to go. When head winds 

kept her group from getting back as far as Galveston by water, Helm 

proposed going by land. Her description of one of the places they 

camped near Anahuac makes the discomforts uncomfortably clear: 
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This cottage was enclosed by a low fence, not more than one 
hundred feet from the cottage on every side, to keep off the 
herds of cattle that congregated there in the day, to be 
protected from flies in smoke made by their own excresence 
dried in the sun. Of course the cattle constantly stamping, 
and the winds from the Gulf or any other way, brought the dust 
direct to our lungs. On one side the shed was packed with 
skins of deer, the other with animals from top to bottom, giving 
out an odor very offensive for the first day, but after that 
we ceased to be annoyed. Mosquitoes annoyed both man and beast 
of nights, so we had the same tramping of cattle, (p. 18) 

Helm recalls that, in addition to these problems, her sister had yellow 

fever which Helm treated successfully, on advice from a friend, with 

a "decoction of wild sage," though "all the perspiration, whicn flowed 

profusely, was of the color of orange, and everything that came in 

contact with her of that color" (p. 19). 

Even after reaching Galveston, Helm and her party had difficulty 

getting the rest of the way home. After two weeks on Galveston, Helm 

begged her way onto a war vessel, leaving her family in the care of a 

friend, and set out with her man servant to try to find out about her 

husband and her home (pp. 21-23). Getting ashore once they reached 

the appropriate point of the coast was a difficulty, too. Typical of 

others in this study who looked back to difficult times without 

melodrama or sentimentality, but with sometimes a touch of humor even. 

Helm recalls, 

I had a life preserver; only a small bundle of clothes as my 
baggage, and my man servant took charge of that. One large 
wave came over the boat. I rose to my feet and only got 
partially wet, and this wave threw the boat high and dry on 
shore. My next thought was to find a store to get a pair of 
shoes—sorely needed. In my excitement I forgot to pay, and 
nothing was said by the salesman, but in due time I returned 
and paid. (pp. 22-23) 

There were still several days of travel crossing rivers, riding whenever 

a horse was available, and walking in the hot July sun. When tney 
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arrived home, they recovered only part of what they had left in April, 

and some items were damaged (pp. 23-25), but she pays this tribute to 

the women of her time and herself, though she diplomatically adopts 

the third person here: 

One thing peculiar to early Texas was that females were in 
sympathy with all state affairs. They had no time or 
opportunity to think or care for the last fashions or 
discuss the latest improvements in cooking. Common and 
necessary sense was the everyday business of the day, and 
no stranger was ever turned away or allowed to hunger. All 
entertainments were without money and without price, (p. 26) 

What Helm says about early Texas women aptly describes as well the 

women who followed their military husbands to Texas and the Southwest 

some years later. The two represented here write, as Helm does, about 

their own experiences, but they give most of their attention to describing 

points of general interest rather than concentrating entirely on the 

strictly personal features, and even the personal data included seems 

designed as specific illustration of the generalities about travel with 

the army and life in the military outposts. 

Lydia Spencer Lane's preface to I Married a Soldier places her 

memories in a historical perspective: 

Today there is no "frontier"; The wilderness blossoms as the 
rose; our old deadly enemy, the Indian, is educated, clothed, 
and almost in his right mind; railroads run hither and yon, 
and the great trains of army wagons and ambulances are things 
of the past, whatever civilization may follow.'^ 

Much later in the book she singles out a particular segment of her 

audience who might benefit from her story because they, too, can view 

it from the perspective of military wives: 

Think of what I have told you, my young army friends, and cease 
to grumble at triffles. Compare your lot with your mother's, and 
see how much more comfortable you are than she was. She liked 
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pretty things and luxuries as much as you do, but had ^ew of 
either, and she was quite as handsome and young, too, as you 
are when she gave her heart and hand to the fascinating 
Second Lieutenant Buttons. . . . Her bridal tour was to a 
frontier post, a thousand miles from anywhere, and a journey 
of a month or six weeks between her and her old home. (p. 135) 

What she says about those pioneer army wives applies as well to pioneer 

women in general, since coming to Texas during the nineteenth century 

most often did mean leaving home and luxuries far behind. 

Like others who reported what they saw for the benefit of an audience 

that would not experience the same kinds of things themselves. Lane 

is careful to include abundant details, and, for the most part, to 

refrain from editorializing. There is that assurance for the reader 

that Lane knows about her subject and has a sincere desire to share it. 

In the following passage, for example, she offers details about camp 

life and indicates her own sense of duty: 

I knew how things ought to look and taste, but did not understand 
just how to prepare them. For a time, I believed, we were 
obliged to eat soldiers' rations,--only hard tack, fried salt 
pork, and coffee without milk, and I honestly tried to enjoy 
them, set out as they were on top of the mess-chest. An 
empty candle-box and a bucket upside down, served as seats 
around this humble board. . . . (p. 24) 

In another description of living conditions. Lane includes the same 

blend of details to help the reader see and understand: 

We disliked giving up our pleasant station [Fort Bliss, Texas], 
where we had been so comfortable and happy. The quarters were 
tolerably good, and there were fewer insects and snakes than at 
some other places where we had lived. I only remember seeing 
one snake, and that was on the bedroom floor. When I awoke one 
morning I saw what I took to be a curious striped piece of 
ribbon. My suspicions were aroused, however, and we soon found 
out what it was and killed it. We supposed it fell from the 
thatched roof to the floor. There was no ceiling in the rooms, 
so that the rafters and thatching were distinctly visible, and 
there was nothing to prevent a snake dropping in on us whenever 
he felt inclined, (p. 72) 
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That facetious remark reflects a kind of pride in having come through 

the ordeal without becoming hysterical, a pride something like Helm 

expressed in her tributes to Texas and to early Texas women. For the 

reader back in the comforts of the East, indeed for the modern reader. 

Lane's details help to clarify what life was really like, so that there 

is not such a dependence upon clouded stereotypes. 

Since Lane made at least five trips back home, she is certainly 

equal to the task of describing travel in those days. She illustrates 

some of the discomforts rather vividly in the following account of one 

night on the trail between Austin and the coast: 

What a fearful night we passed. There were ten in our party, 
including the baby, a very important member of it, as she ran 
equal chances of freezing or smothering. How we all managed 
to pack in the wagon, with several other passengers, I do not 
know. I remember my shawl had slipped off my shoulders, and I 
was utterly powerless and unable to get it around me again, and 
no one could assist me unless I stood up. I managed to stagger 
to my feet, holding the baby in my arms. Then I found that I 
could neither stand nor get back to my seat. I cried out for 
help, that the baby would freeze to death, and someone, finally, 
was able to plant me in the half-dozen inches of seat again. 
I made no more attempts to rise. The men passengers spent most 
of the night walking; the roads were in such a state the horses 
could not pull the heavy load. Mr. Lane walked too, rolled in a 
Navajo blanket to protect himself from the sleet; by morning it 
was frozen stiff on him. (p. 78) 

While Lane does show these difficulties of travel, she also shows that 

travel could be treated with good humor. 

When we left Fort Leavenworth for New Mexico, each ambulance 
was given its position in line according to the rank of the 
officer whose family occupied it; consequently, the wives and 
children of the lieutenants suffered much from the dust made 
by a long line of vehicles ahead of theirs. . . . It seemed 
to me only fair that the ambulances should change place, each 
taking its turn at the head of the column; but those in 
command did not look on it that way, and the position taken 
the first day out was to continue to the end. (p. 83) 
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Another example that is even more lighthearted is also particularly 

interesting because of what it tells that history books generally do 

not: 

Those hot prairie winds were very trying to a woman's 
complexion, and husband often compared the color of mine to 
a new saddle. I never tried but once to take care of my 
skin, and that was when I first crossed the plains. Going 
Home. Someone made me a chamois-skin mask, which I put on one 
day and frightened the baby so badly that it is needless to 
say the mask was laid aside after that one trial, and I never 
made an effort again to preserve my complexion, (p. 86) 

Though she does find humor in the hardships. Lane certainly does 

not whitewash the military life or the conditions of travel, because 

she does record the death of one woman on the road and the sadness at 

leaving her buried in a desolate place (p. 90), and she tells about 

another woman who gave birth "in a tent in the wilds of Texas. . . . 

Having no woman to give her the care she required, nor to tell her what was 

necessary to be done, she became totally blind from the glare of the 

sun on the white canvas walls" (p. 134). 

Lane's perspective of history is not limited to the local, either. 

She sheds light on the feelings those in the army had when the Civil 

War became imminent. She describes Christmas Day, 1860 in this way: 

The possibility of war between North and South was freely 
discussed at table, with considerable excitement, and so 
hotly at times the ladies were embarrassed considerably. 
There were advocates for both sides, while others were 
reticent as to their sentiments. We had so little fear that 
matters would ever terminate seriously, and war result, that we 
soon forgot the unpleasant episode. But those fiercely 
expressed opinions and angry words were not forgotten by all 
who were present, and bore fruit later on; some giving up 
everything, believing they owed it as a duty to their native 
States, while others fought, bled, and died for the old flag, 
but that was long afterwards, (p. 92) 
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Lane shares her own feelings on the subject in the following passage: 

I had not been East long before I discovered that, to be 
considered "truly loyal," I must give up all kindly feelings 
towards our old army friends who had gone South, and that 
such sentiments must be eradicated at once. I could not hate 
them, no matter how much I opposed and disliked their opinions; 
so, as my poor convictions could neither carry on nor end the 
war, and were not necessary for the good of the country, I 
kept them to myself and thus avoided squabbles and political 
discussions, which I detested, and of which I knew nothing 
whatever, (p. 130) 

Lane's democratic point of view and her ability to keep things in a 

balanced perspective are also evident in a comment about returning 

to life on the frontier after the war: 

When we sighted the Rio Grande, five miles below Fort Quitman, 
a sense of relief took the place of my recent uneasiness and 
fear; and when we drove into the forlorn and tumbledown adobe-
built fort, I wanted to greet everybody as a friend and brother. 
The troops stationed here were colored, and as we passed the 
guardhouse I noticed a sergeant in full dress, jumping rope! 
I felt rather shocked to see a soldier in uniform so disporting 
himself, but concluded if anyone at Quitman could feel cheerful 
enough to enjoy so innocent a pastime he was to be congratulated, 
(p. 169) 

The tenderness of the final page of her book expresses the dynamics 

of Lane's stance--a growing familiarity between writer and audience 

based upon mutual respect and what they have shared in the pages of 

the book: 

Not long ago I came across the battered tin box in which our 
daily luncheon was carried when tramping from camp to camp. 
The paint was worn off the top, reminding me of a hoary-
headed veteran, "grown grey in the service." 

As I raised the lid a faint odor seemed to rise from its 
depths, and in a second memory was busy with the past, 
travelling back to the old happy days when the little tired, 
hungry children with eager out-stretched hands stood by my 
side waiting to be served. With a sigh I closed the box, 
putting it aside as worthless, to be thrown away, but the 
tender recollections awakened by the sight of the old friend 
were too strong. Hurriedly seizing it, I cleared a comfortable 
corner in a chest and carefully replaced the worn-out box, 
retiring it, like an old soldier, from active service forever! 



And, lest you weary of this old 'er-true tale, I will 
"retire" too. (p. 192) 

Teresa Griffin Viele also remembers her military life with some 

nostalgia, but she is more specific about the romanticism that made 

her, and probably others, like Lane, perhaps, set out on such an 
3 

adventure. Here are some of her original visions of what the military 

wife was: 

She was a kind of tough, weather-proof. India-rubber 
woman . . . who could travel over hundreds of miles of 
prairie on horseback. . . . 

Familiar intercourse with the most savage tribes of 
Indians was nothing to her! Human sympathy, food, or rest, 
were mere frivolous weaknesses. . . . 

The allurements of dress, petty artifices, tears, or any 
other little feminine feelings she scorned contemptuously! 

"The regiment" adored her, and her children (if she had any) 
were embryo soldiers, arrayed in military baby clothes, 
cradled in a disabled drum, tucked in with a piece of "star-
spangled banner," and teethin.g on a drumstick, (pp. 14-15) 

The humor she sees in that idealistic view is apparent in the exaggeration 

and in what she explains about writing the book: 

What is more impracticable than the anticipations of youth! 
Invariably exaggerated--invariably disappointed. 

Those faded leaves rustling mournfully through the bleak 
autumn forests, are the same which, in early spring-time, put 
forth a delicate verdure, to gladden the summer with their 
beauty. 

So experience dimmed the roseate hue of my early day dreams, 
yet they have been sufficiently realized to tempt a record of 
them. (p. 16) 

Though Viele shows a propensity for rather elaborate diction some

times, she does not fail to see the comical and to offer the satirical 

comment about what she remembers about Texas. For example, Viele's 

husband was sent to Fort Brown in Brownsville, and she comments on the 

culture and the living conditions in describing a scene she witnessed: 

In one of the huts, built on four posts, with thatched 
straw walls, I witnessed on one occasion, with mingled horror 
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and amusement, quite a new phase in barber-ism! It could not 
be called hair-dressing, yet might be regarded as a peculiar 
species of shampooing. 

An old crone seated on a wooden bench, was cleansing the 
locks of a small child, while a young girl performed the same 
kindly offices for the old woman--the whole party talking and 
laughing merrily. 

Further description, or even a shade more minuteness in 
detail, would be impossible. Sufficient to say, the performance 
had more vitality connected with it than is usually displayed 
by Mexicans, (p. 105) 

As for the living conditions, she writes. 

Vermin are the scourge of this country, and cleanliness certainly 
not one of its virtues. This portion of the world may be set 
down as the birthplace of the flea; those found in other parts 
are merely occasional wanderers from this, their native land! 
Here they roam at large, the torment, par excellence, of the 
human race, in consequence of which carpets are eschewed, as 
they are apt to furnish a resort for scores of fleas, as well 
as other vermin of the country, (pp. 105-06) 

Viele does not devote all of her attention to that kind of entry, 

however. One of the particular contributions she makes is her description 

of the military life while on the posts. As historian of the soldiers' 

lives, as well as her own, she says, "Apply a uniform to a man, and like 

a mustard plaster, it seems to draw all that is inflammable to the 

surface" (p. 32). Apparently there was some truth to that notion, 

because at a later point, she offers this comment about courts martial: 

The courts martial, which meet every month, are very severe 
in the punishment of disrespect, drunkeness, or any other amiable 
weaknesses to which the rank and file are prone. 

One delinquent was sentenced to wear a "barrel jacket" every 
day for a week. It consisted of an old flour barrel with a 
hole cut for his head to pass through, and a pair of holes for 
nis arms. This was a reward for a chronic tendency to "spree," 
which somewhat interfered with the strict performance of his 
military duties, (p. 222) 

That punishment sounds somewhat comical, as does the following: 

While at Fort Brown I saw a soldier from the ranks drummed 
out of the service for theft. It was a novel and amusing 
sight. He had his head shaved, and his military coat, hat. 
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and accoutrements taken from him--his blue pantaloons, with 
the red stripe of the artillery, he alone retained to show 
his former calling. At evening parade he was called in front 
of the ranks, and publicly dismissed, the officer of the day 
reading his crime and its penalty, aloud, in full. He was 
then obliged to walk three times around the parade-ground, 
with the corporal and sergeant of the guard following, playing 
"right merrily" the tune of "Poor Old Soldier, I hope the devil 
won't catch you," a gay, mocking air, reserved especially for 
occasions of this kind. He put on a regular Jack Sheppard or 
Dick Turpin swagger, and in passing the commanding officer's 
quarters, shouted out to a group there assembled for a 
subscription for a wig. (pp. 117-18) 

In addition to being historian and commentator on military life, 

Viele shares her views of racial and religious issues. She makes 

these remarks about the Comanche Indians, for example, which show a 

decidedly different opinion from Mrs. Bell's whose account of life with 

the Comanches appears in Chapter II: 

The Camanche Indian possesses no vestige of the noble traits 
attributed to the red men of the north west. At the best, he 
enjoys the mere intelligence, or rather instincts, of the brute; 
these instincts are all that guide him. He is bloody, brutal, 
licentious, and an innate thief. Civilization will probably 
never reach him, as his feelings towards the white men are those 
of implacable hatred, (p. 121) 

She does say, however, 

My ideas of these savages [Comanches] were acquired from the 
Texans and Mexicans, of course, not from actual contact; yet 
I cannot refrain from some feelings of sympathy for a people 
who are driven from their rightful possessions, and can see, 
in their ignorance, many excuses for their tiger-like ferocity 
and bitter hatred of those who they feel have wronged them 
sorely, (pp. 123-24) 

Her somewhat negative view of Mexicans, which she offered earlier, 

is tied to her prejudices against blacks in the following statement: 

"This admiration for negroes [on the part of the Mexicans] somewhat 

disgusted me with the Mexicans, for, in spite of philanthropy, Christian 

charity, and liberal views, I do not believe that the colored and white 
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races can ever by any possibility amalgamate to an equality!" (p. 153). 

Her primary objection to the Mexicans themselves seems to be their 

willingness to remain in ignorance and to demand too little from life 

and from those who take advantage of them. That response is evident 

in this description of a funeral procession in Matamoras, Mexico: 

The fat shaven padres seemed to be enjoying vastly the impression 
they were producing on their ignorant but admiring audience, and 
(begging the pardon of the holy Roman Catholic Church) a more 
dissolute, carnal, gambling, jolly set of wine-bidders do not 
exist in any portion of the world than the Mexican priests of 
the present day. In every village of importance they were found, 
ruling the ignorant peasantry with the strong sway of superstition 
and dread. These men are at times well educated, and very 
agreeable, amusing companions, in spite of their wickedness. 
They differ widely from the original race of priests, who were 
among the foremost in bringing religion and civilization into the 
country, (p. 113) 

Though the reader may be offended by Viel§'s prejudices, there can be 

no doubt of her own confidence in those views or of her assuming the 

right to present them. 

In other comments about religion in Southern Texas, Viele makes 

it clear that Protestantism did meet with some difficulties. One story 

involves, not a greedy priest, but a greedy Presbyterian minister, so 

at least she is willing to expose wrong wherever she finds it: 

In 1852 when we were there [Brownsville], there was no church, 
and but one preacher. This individual was a wandering 
Presbyterian, who after having collected an ample subscription 
from the people, for the purpose of building a church, invested 
it in a parsonage, built on a lot of his own ground! and after 
safely lodging in it his wife and a dozen or more of his pious 
offspring, began making preparation for another collection, to 
build the church. This time, however, the people of Brownsville, 
seeing that he acted so entirely on the principle of "charity 
beginning at home," were more wary, and the church remains 
unbuilt to this day. (p. 109) 

Viele acknowledges the need for some outside interest in the religious 
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conditions in Texas when she points out, rather humorously, that there 

is a religious interest among the people of Texas themselves: 

An Episcopal clergyman once came up the river as far as this 
point and preached. He had an overflowing audience, who 
complained that he did not give them enough "howling"--meaning 
a series of fearful denunciations that would serve to rouse the 
necessary degree of religious excitement! 

It is undoubtedly the case that the Methodists are more 
successful than any other sect in this kind of communities. They 
seem to adapt themselves better to their capacities, which may 
be accounted for by their being a less highly educated class of 
men than those of the Episcopal church, and assimilating better 
than the ordinary mind in consequence. 

It is a peculiar fact, and one worthy of notice, that since 
Texas has become a State the Episcopal church has looked in vain 
for a man to fill the bishopric, while in every portion of this 
country there is more need of good influence than in any of those 
lands where vain endeavors and enormous sums of money are annually 
expended on barbaric tribes who have but little intellect to 
cultivate, and who generally evince their gratitude for religious 
instruction by eating their instructors! The pearls which are 
injudiciously thrown before swine to be trampled upon, in 
ignorance of their beauty and value, others might keenly appreciate 
and carefully string and wear as an adornment. In Texas there 
are hundreds of intelligent human souls ripe for instruction, 
(pp. 162-63) ^ 

In almost every entry from Viele there has been the satiric note, 

so it would appear that that attitude is a natural part of her stance. 

Since the satire is never bitter, it probably serves as an antidote 

to her inclinations to indluge in the sentimental occasionally, which 

sometimes shows through her diction and attitude as it does in the 

following tribute to the common soldier: 

It seems almost a disgrace to think of the many forgotten graves 
of brave and noble men that lie scattered everywhere. The 
glory conferred by them on their country seems to demand some 
better return. The blood-stained hills and valleys of our 
land are the ruby jewels in the crown of her greatness. And 
if we fail to mark those spots where heroes fall with tablets 
that tell of their gallant deeds, it is not only wronging them, 
but wronging generations yet unborn, by allowing them to forget 
how precious the purchase-money that bought their freedom, 
(pp. 101-02) 



96 

When that passage is examined closely, however, the recognition of the 

value remembering has for future generations offsets the effect of 

"blood-stained hills and valleys" and the "ruby jewels in the crown of 

her greatness." The balance of her stance comes, then, from being 

unafraid to assert the beauty of things that do have intrinsic value; 

she does not cheapen sentiment by imbuing any and everything with 

value and beauty. 

Viele sees value in simple things as well as noble things. In 

fact the following description of the rural life she has witnessed 

during her military travels holds the essence of Viele's stance, because 

in it she gives her readers concrete detail, creates a mood, and shares 

her own response to the subject: 

Few signs of life or animation are to be seen in those quiet 
cottage homes. Occasionally, perhaps, at the back door of the 
vine-shaded piazza, a placid old lady, seated in her low rocking-

* chair shelling peas, stopped for a moment by the sight of a 
humming-bird too daring in its demonstrations to the roses, or 
a stray fowl in the flower-beds. These will be the events of 
the day to her, in her quiet, uneventful existence. We smile 
at its quaint simplicity, but perhaps a sigh of regret is 
mingled for a moment with our smile, (p. 27) 

Jane Cazneau (pseudonym Cora Montgomery) is the most accomplished 

writer of those in this chapter who write personal histories which 
4 

nevertheless have some focus on the external world. The degree of 

sophistication in her work is no doubt partly a reflection of her own 

intellect and her involvement in public affairs. In a brief biographical 

sketch included in the introduction to the book, Robert Crawford Cotner 

reports that Cazneau separated from her first husband in 1831 and came 

to Texas with her brother in 1833 because of their interest in the 

Austin colonies. While in Texas, she met her second husband, Cazneau, 
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who was a cotton trader. Though she did leave Texas during the 

revolution, she tried to raise funds for the cause, and she later 

championed the annexation of Texas in 1845 in her capacity of journalist 

In addition to being a journalist, Cazneau was active in political 

circles later on, lobbying for annexation of Mexico after the war in 

1848. Following the additional time spent in Texas from which the book 

grew, she was sent to the Dominican Republic by President Franklin 

Pierce and given a diplomatic post there by President James Buchanan, 

going still later to Jamaica (unnumbered introduction). 

It is not surprising that a woman of her distinction and vigor 

should write a book as informative as her Eagle Pass: or Life on the 

Border which covers the period from the spring of 1850 to July of 1852, 

after her marriage to Cazneau who was a merchant in Eagle Pass at that 

time (introduction). Cazneau's skill in writing results from the blend 

of her sophisticated background and her personal involvement in her 

immediate surroundings. The precision of her expression reflects the 

sophistication; the comfortable tone, so akin to that of the other 

women here who wrote personal histories, reflects her enthusiasm. 

Cazneau is open and confident in her stance and does not condescend to 

the reader. In the following comment, for example, she shares her 

general outlook in a way that indirectly explains a great deal about 

herself to the reader. 

. . . my first mornings [in Eagle Pass] were as full of keen 
inquiry as if I was in search of diamond fields or gold mines. 
Wherever I am, I like to know the features, character, and 
capabilities of the region; what it has done, and what it can 
do, though I am too idle and indifferent to turn anything to 
my own profitable account, (p. 50) 
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The only part of that statement which does not ring true is the modest 

assessment of what use she makes of her inquests, for the whole book 

is a testimony to her avid interest in the world around her and to her 

industry. 

As evidence of her interest in what the region had done and could 

do, Cazneau tells of numerous possibilities for developing natural 

resources: creating agribusiness out of melons for sugar, sheep for 

wool, and grapes for wine (p. 51); mining for coal, silver, lead, zinc, 

and fireproof mica (p. 52); opening the Rio Grande for extensive 

navigation (p. 179); and securing right of way for a land route from 

the Rio Grande to California (p. 182). In a remark she has made earlier 

about the need for such a route to California, her ability to assess 

situations accurately and present them cleverly is evident. She proposes 

the development of what would be a natural route to the Pacific through 

Texas from the head of navigation on the Bravo [Rio Grande] intersecting 

the Colorado, Trinity, Brazos, and Red Rivers: 

Here is the great track to the Pacific which the government, 
with the grave and solemn blindness of an owl, is looking for 
everywhere else. The eagle symbols well the daring flight 
of our restless and resistless people, but the owl is the bird 
of their rulers. It is slow, portly and voracious, with a keen 
scent and a mighty clutch for the spoils, but not at all gifted 
with eye and pinion to mark the way and clear path from sea to 
sea. No, my poor owl, you will flutter your stupid wings 
among the treasury-vouchers at Washington, and leave the great 
national lines of union and defense for the eagle-enterprise 
of the people to discover, and clear from hovering Indians, 
(pp. 46-47) 

In her view, then, the people of the state are one of its greatest 

potential resources. 

She is appreciative of the ingenuity of the people of Eagle Pass 

in developing cost free homes and offers her readers concrete details 
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regarding the construction. In the following paragraph, for instance, 

she describes a reed house she occupied: 

This class of shelters--house is rather an assuming word, and 
a mere hovel it is not--is common in all the rich sequestered 
valleys of Mexico, and has the merit of demanding no heavier 
machinery in the construction than an Indian's knife. In the 
magnificient and enchanting vales of Tehuantepec, two or three 
of the natives will build one in a day, without a nail or the 
sound of a hammer. Here the material is not so excellent or 
abundant, and it required about three days to bring the 
wherewithal from the river side, and construct a weatherproof 
apartment of something like twelve by twenty feet. Some upright 
forks are cut and set in the ground to receive light cross-poles 
for the roof. To the uprights are lashed long reeds with 
threads of pita, both growing spontaneously and ready for use 
all about us: the cane in the low borders of the river, and the 
pita on the dryest ridges. The pita bears in March and April a 
splendid cone of creamy flowers in the centre of its cluster of 
evergreen leaves. These leaves, slightly scorched by a slow 
fire, break into strong and durable threads a yard long, and with 
the tall golden reeds, make excellent building materials for 
summer houses and a vast variety of garden architecture. My 
cottage resembled an enormous bird-cage; the light and air 
streaming through its lattice-work, at will; or shut out, when 
desired, by curtains lining the inside. This roof, however, was 
rather too open to the rain, even witn the help of the flexile 
mulberry boughs that interlaced above and around it; so a light 
thatching of a kind of long, broad-leaved grass, was laid upon 
it, and held in its place by another course of reeds tied across 
and to the inner basket-work. A cooler, fresher, and more 
picturesque abode I never expect to inhabit, and all was nature's 
unbought gift. (pp. 79-80) 

The description is remarkable for the blend of technical information 

and enthusiasm. With it, the reader is not only given directions 

sufficient for building his own reed house, but also inspired to want 

to as well. 

In the chapter which follows her description of the reed house, 

she shows another example of native residential architecture, paying 

tribute to the builder in the process. This home is built into a bluff 

on the river: 
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[It] is a steep bluff of ten or twelve feet in height; and in 
the face of this bluff our man of nature has concealed his 
temporary dwelling. I say concealed, for there is nowhere 
around it a sign of human habitation to break the smooth 
expanse of the platform, until you wend down its face and 
actually penetrate the little hidden ravine that opens into 
his door. Then, all at once stands revealed a spacious, 
lightsome chamber, scooped out of the hi 11-side. The front 
looking towards the river, and on the intervening garden-ground, 
is latticed with reeds, and cunningly veiled by the earth and 
herbage of the bank, but is still pleasantly pervious to the 
cheering breeze and fresh light of this genial climate. The 
other three sides are cut square and even from the solid earth, 
which is here a favorable admixture of sand and clay, and requires 
no other walls or support. On these rests the roof. Willow and 
sycamore poles of sufficient size and strength stretch from side 
to side; and closely laid on these supporters is a cross carpet 
of reeds, which is again covered with a thick layer of grass and 
earth. A carriage might drive over this sod-roof, so slily 
spread, even with the general surface, without suspecting the 
existence of a dwelling beneath, or endangering in the least 
the safety of its inmates. A plaster of mud, slightly tempered 
with lime--which any man may make for himself in this limestone 
region--gives whiteness and finish to these earth walls, and the 
quarries of beautifully stratified sandstone from the hills that 
back the town supplies a firm and durable floor for the trouble 
of bringing home and laying down the natural flags, (pp. 92-93) 

The architect and builder had been a hunter and a man of the open who 

condescended to the labor and change in lifestyle for love of his wife. 

Cazneau pays him tribute: 

The millionaire, who gives the partner of his wealth the 
overflowings of his golden cup, wherewith to make ostentation 
of their luxury, cannot make such a heart-offering as does 
this love-tamed rover of the wilds when he thus "gives his body 
to painful toil" to create for his wife comforts, which to him, 
personally, are absolutely superfluous and of no value whatever. 

Yet, with wifely tact, Parthena is careful not to interfere 
with her husband's ways, or undervalue his favorite pursuits. 
He hunts, and fishes, and traces up the wild bee at discretion, 
and his table rarely lacks a plentiful supply of the best that 
the field and river can furnish . . . this obliging, off-handed, 
independence sets so well upon them, and is brightened withal by 
such a willing, self-helping industry, that I am never tired of 
watching the busy, cheerful ways of the family, and never see 
them without a wish that the millions of working men who have, 
as he had at first, no capital but their own strong hands, were 
able, like him, to build themselves free homes, and collect 
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around them the elements of independence, and so rear their 
children to the stature of freemen, (pp. 93-94) 

Cazneau sees the potential for a better life for many in this man's 

example, and that interest in freedom and independence is a significant 

feature of her book. 

She repeatedly challenges the injustice of slavery of Indians, 

blacks, and Mexican peons, so that she in fact uses the book to champion 

the cause of the oppressed. She is indignant about the casual indifference 

of others who might also serve the cause of freedom. In the following 

passage, for instance, Cazneau deplores the pattern of the whites' 

history with regard to the Indian, as she acknowledges the Indians' 

dignity: 

We have slaughtered the red race, driven them from their graves, 
buried their history and traditions in the graves of a hundred 
exterminated tribes, yet we have failed to.turn their blood and 
sweat into dollars. We have conquered their lands' wherever we 
fancied them worth having, but have fallen far short of the 
Spaniards in success. In taking the soil they seized also the 
native lords of the soil, and turned them in with whip and chain 
to till it for the benefit of the conquerors. We Anglo-Americans 
have not managed so well; our Indian tribes will drink our fire
water and die, but they will not give their limbs to our service, 
nor bequeath to us their children for slaves--stubborn creatures 
that they are--so we have to be content with killing them off 
and taking all their lands. Like good Christians we resign 
ourselves to do without the bones and sinews of the red race--
since they are not to be had--and take care of the rest. 
(pp. 32-33) 

Cazneau notes the hypocrisy of the claim sometimes made that contact 

with the Indian is invested with the virtue of missionary zeal: 

Out of the millions upon millions of revenue derived from the 
domain we rifled from them [Indians] under the plea—which 
would be valid enough if we urged it more honestly--that we 
give it to humanity and civilization, how many Indians have we 
rescued from barbarism? how many dollars have we expended to 
fit them for or place them in Christian homes? We have professed 
to make treaties and pay the Red man with Pharisee exactitude, 
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the full price and value of his destroyed independence--but in 
what wholesome coin? Powder and rum--murder and suicide--this 
is what enlightened Christianity gives him back for the matchless 
empire bequeathed to him by a long line of the free lords of the 
forest, (p. 148) 

She tries to show a potential for at least limited redemption by comparing 

the Indians' situation to that of blacks: 

Twelve millions of the Red Race have been degraded, and are dying 
off, by the slow poison of peonage, and no one consoles, no one 
instructs the feeble half that remains of the Native American 
stock. Less than half a million of stupid and ferocious blacks, 
brought from Africa, have become three millions in number, and 
a vastly improved race, even in the worst of our slave States. 
Letters and the arts have been conferred on them, they have been 
aided to create a new and flourishing realm in their benighted 
fatherland, and emancipation hovers over them like a banner of 
promise. Colonization opens to them wealth, country, and distinction, 
and all Americans—except those who have some fanatical uses for 
them—cheer them helpfully on their way. Yet, this growing, 
thriving, hopeful black race, for whom reparation is shining out 
in every quarter; who have their rich ancestral continent for 
a home and heritage, finds a pitying orator on every political 
stump, while the half-slaughtered Red Race, to whom remains not 
home, refuge or country, meets no glance of sympathy or kindness, 
(pp. 134-35) 

Black slavery is something Cazneau tolerates only because she sees its 

eventual end: 

As African slavery recedes southward and breaks into new fields, 
waiting to be subdued to civilization, it leaves at tne North, 
State after State, emancipated ground, and always on it an 
offering of freedmen. Slavery has had its mission, and when the 
work is done, and the lesson taught, it will expire by its 
inherent terms of limitation, (p. 97) 

She describes another slave element more peculiar to the area than 

black slavery, when she offers this description of the social strata 

around her: 

We were the democratic middle class, and close upon us was the 
thatched shed of Don Guillermo the mason, in blood, bone and 
sinew, pure Indian; he constituted the radical native American 
party. Finally there was a score of men quarrying out stone 
and making adobes; some of these were free-born toilers, the 
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working-class, about which all men talk brotherhood and 
philanthropy, but to whom few give the warm right hand in 
cordial fellowship with a hearty "Let us work together, my 
brother." Below this is still another rank, enduring all the 
ills and blight of slavery, but with none to sorrow, none to 
pray with them, for there is no political capital, no religious 
fame to be made out of the Mexican peon. (pp. 94-95) 

Cazneau is particularly incensed at how indiscriminately peons can be 

snatched from safety in the United States and taken into Mexico and 

made slaves with impunity. Her satiric scorn is effective in the 

following response to the selling into service of a "freeman born," 

"full-fledged citizen of the United States" for the price of a broken 

down nag: 

If that is the way voting citizens stand in this market, it is 
not worth while for Women's Rights Conventions any further to 
reduce their market rates by bringing in the softer sex. If 
they can induce the American Cabinet to define positions with 
Mexico, and secure American- womanhood from being sold for debt 
into life-long servitude, it would be a surer and clearer gain. 
If they fancy this is a visionary dread they are mistaken. 
American citizens can be, American citizens have been enslaved 
for debt in Mexico, (pp. 59-60) 

In an even more satiric tone, she goes on to refer to one such peon 

who 

ran away from his master this season, because the luxurious 
fellow thought a peck and a half of corn a week, without meat 
or salt, poor living. Some people are never pleased, and he 
was one of them; he objected to the allowance of pure and 
healthy diet provided by law, and he objected to the bracing 
exercise of the whipping post; and left them both behind him. 
(p. 60) 

The refusal of the United States Congress to open its eyes to 

these conditions and the alleged assertion of Senator Webster that a 

prisoner must prove his innocence before a Mexican tribunal galls 

Cazneau: 
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The laws of the republic [Mexico], which a wise and illustrious 
senator quoted in Congress as a "bright model of pure liberty 
worthy of our imitation," permits whipping, imprisonment, ana 
the like gentle persuasives to industry, to the masters of 
peons. . . . By the way, would it not be well for those members 
of Congress who believe in this example, to propose the enactment 
in their respective states of the Mexican debtor law, and to 
allow employers to whip, starve, and send to jail, those whose 
labors are unsatisfactory? (p. 62) 

She describes her personal goal in dealing with any person, servant or 

otherwise, in this way: 

It is the best answer that can be made to the maligners of poor, 
weak, abused human nature, to take an average character--one that 
evil circumstances has not utterly perverted, and is, moreover, 
endowed with average sense and kindliness--and try fairly the 
effects of equitable treatment. By equitable treatment I neither 
mean capricious petting, nor what some very excellent people call 
a 'regular system of dealing with them,' if this regularity is to 
be as cold and hard as a block of granite. The golden rule of 
our divine example is good enough for me--if I could but live up 
to it--and that is my plain and simple law, although nearly 
everybody has a better law for servants, and laughs at my oadity 
in thinking He of Nazareth laid it down in earnest as a rule for 
genteel people to walk by in real life. (pp. 52-53) 

Her genuine conviction against all slavery and for universal equality 

is quite clear in the conclusion to a chapter entitled "Three Forms of 

Slavery": 

My test of a sincere and consistent anti-slavery man is very 
simple, yet in some scores of intelligent professors of that 
faith, I have found but two who came up to it. It is this: 
Will the disciple of equal rights give â  place at his table to 
his hired domestics? Will he welcome to his parlor the mechanic 
who has created its elegance? . . . 

By this course of justice, respect and fellowship, the toiler 
is polished and elevated, and without asking any one to endure 
the companionship of vulgar, narrow-mindedness (though such often 
comes to our doors in carriages), it is in the power of every 
member of good society to help largely in this mission. Most 
of all, women may do much for our domestic heathen by reserving 
and using for the bloated intemperance of the rich man, the 
careless scorn that now rains down discouragement and abasement 
upon the head of the man of toil . . . your equal in the gifts 
of heaven. . . . (pp. 129-30) 
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A reader cannot doubt Cazneau's ecumenical Christian attitude 

since she has demonstrated it throughout the book in her joy in life, 

her acceptance and championing of good, and her denouncement of 

indifference and stupidity in man regardless of race, station in life, 

or nationality. These remarks relating to a visit to San Jose Mission, 

which occur early in the book, as well as others already presented here, 

exemplify the stance of this writer who, though writing a personal 

history, focuses, not on herself, but on her world, with a confidence 

of conviction grounded in the examination and application of strong, 

humanitarian principles: 

All these figures [statues of Joseph, Mary and child at the 
mission] have been shot at, disfigured and mutilated by parties 
of Americans [volunteers in the Mexican War], who thus evinced 
their dislike to bigotry by a bigotry still more intense. They 
proved the soundness of their Christian and republican 
instruction, by a dishonest waste of others' property and a 
spiteful intolerance of others' creeds, (p. 40) 

In contrast to that behavior, she says this about the early priests who 

came to Texas: 

These lessons [about Christ] were repeated in processions, and 
enforced continually on heart and soul by the solemn ritual of 
the church [by priests for native Indians]. In this is one of 
the secrets of their [Spanish priests'] wonderful missionary 
success. They clothed their teachings in forms of life, and 
voiced them in melody, (p. 41) 

The lesson she sees in that example, indeed the lesson she would teach 

about the Indian in particular, in her book is 

If this government [of the United States] would shelter and ration 
the tribes that it is slaughtering in cold blood by paying them 
annuities in rum; if it would gather their children in Manual 
Labor Schools instead of leaving them to demoralize and waste 
away in idle, untaught vagabondism, it would cost the treasury 
no more, and would certainly accord better with the missionary 
spirit of our people, (p. 41) 

Cazneau's book is more than a missionary's treatise; it is a delightful, 
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detailed picture of life on the Texas border, but that attention to 

social and political issues is its most powerful, significant 

contribution to an understanding of thinking women in nineteenth-

century Texas. 

Cazneau's crusading spirit is one integral part of her reason 

for writing, but that spirit is the primary motivation for Melinda 

Rankin's life and work. Rankin developed her book Texas in 1850 from 

her own observations and research into the state when she came to it 

with the intent of going into Mexico as a Christian missionary. In 

an introduction to the book, John C. Rayburn characterizes Rankin in 

the following ways: 

In this region [lower Rio Grande] there arrived in 1852 a 
woman who remained for twenty years, and whose influence 
continues to be felt to this day. She could be called a fanatic 
by some, but unequalled courage, a boundless religious faith, 
and a great love for the Mexican people made her a modern 
crusader. 

. . . Stirred by reports regarding the religious situation 
in Mexico, Miss Rankin resolved to go there. 

She was, however, prevented from carrying out this dream 
because the Mexican Constitution of that time did not allow 
religious freedom. As an alternative this indomitable woman 
determined to go to Texas because of its proximity to Mexico, 
and to wait there for future developments, (p. Ill) 

Though Rankin was unable to secure funding from religious groups, she 

ventured to Texas alone in 1847, and met on her journey, a little girl 

and the girl's uncle from East Texas. The meeting was fortuitous 

because that man was authorized to find a teacher for a girls' school 

in Huntsville, Texas (pp. III-IV). Rankin accepted the job and traveled 

with them up the Red River "as far as Natchitoches, Louisiana, where 

they purchased horses and a carriage and started the overland trip to 

Huntsville" (p. IV). 
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Rankin wrote Texas in 1850 while yet in Huntsville (p. IV); parts 

of the Preface intimate the evangelical direction of the book: 

Having spent several months during last year in the older 
States, the evidence was constantly presented, that a history, 
illustrating the present condition of Texas would be an 
important service in enlightening the public mind abroad, 
relative to her true character and condition. It is a fact 
that Texas is not sufficiently known to give her that importance 
abroad which her merits demand, and the object of this work is 
to lift the veil of ignorance which now obscures one of the most 
interesting and important portions of the United States. . . . 

Texas occupies a very important position in regard to the 
unevangelized portions of our own continent, and on this account, 
claims more notice from the north and east in behalf of moral 
enterprise, than has been hitherto extended towards her. A 
voice has been sounding long and loud in the ears of eastern 
churches, in behalf of the west, "the far west," until their 
sympathy has become concentrated within the valleys of the 
western rivers. Shall it stop there, and not be extended to 
other portions of the Union, whose claims are as great, and whose 
•importance is second to none others? (pp. 3-4) 

Rankin's own specific mission often leads her into too zealous 

expressions, so that what she writes is almost always goal directed. 

That goal-motif, for instance, follows close upon the heels of this 

overview of the state: 

The rigid school of discipline in which the early settlers 
of Texas were trained, was favorable in nurturing a firm and 
persevering spirit, by which they were enabled to encounter and 
overcome obstacles, which, at this period, were not of an 
inferior character; and probably would have discouraged any but 
those who claimed the privilege of styling themselves Texians. 
Analogous to the mountain oak, whose roots become firmly fixed 
by being often exposed to the raging blasts, Texians, by the 
difficulties they had to encounter, became more firmly established 
in elevated and virtuous principle. 

After struggling several years under difficulties, resulting 
from the limited means of a republic of such small extent, it 
was thought expedient for its future interest and prosperity to 
become annexed to the United States. . . . 

As has been hitherto, it is to be hoped that the intelligent 
and moral only, will find their way to Texas. A good influence 
is particularly demanded as this juncture is an important era 
in the establishment of those principles which are to tell on 
future generations. 
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As a country grows in prosperity, moral and intellectual 
improvements must keep pace, and as these, at present, are of 
the onward march in Texas, no emigration is desired which has 
only for its object speculations of worldly interest to the 
exclusion of every other consideration, (pp. 14-15) 

Rankin takes advantage of the opportunity to preach in the pages that 

follow that exhortation regarding immigration to Texas: 

Religious principles, or rather Bible principles, must accompany 
every enterprise which has for its object the good of society. 
Other foundations have been undertaken upon; but experiment has 
fully proven, that no superstructure of human improvement can 
long stand, unsustained by the unerring principles of God's word. 
The caviller may object to this sentiment, but he need only to 
look abroad over the civilized world to see that in proportion 
as Christainity is a living principle among a people, so do they 
stand forth in intelligence, freedom, worth and power, (p. 16) 

She encourages: 

Individuals whose sympathies may become enlisted in behalf of 
Texas, will hazard nothing in embarking on a missionary 
enterprise, upon their own responsibility. Nowhere is the 
worthy stranger made more welcome than in Texas. The warm bosom 
expands, and the friendly hand is extended, making him forget 

^ that "he is a stranger in a strange land." No one who has the 
desire of benefiting Texas, need be deterred from the undertaking 
from apprehensions of not meeting a cordial reception, (pp. 17-18) 

And she implores: 

Treasures, richer far than the golden mines of California, are 
pledged upon the security of the work of God; and shall the 
servant of Christ disregard objects of real value, while worldly 
men are constrained by glittering dust, to endure sacrifice, 
labor and fatigue? 

Scores and hundreds are rushing to secure an earthly treasure; 
and are there not those who are willing to embark in an enterprise 
in which are concerned interest of immortal value? (p. 19) 

In the fervor of her enthusiasm for her cause, Rankin fails to offer 

very specific goals. 

She has the same tendency when she takes up ways to improve living 

conditions in Texas. It is her emotional stance which still clouds the 

issues with high flown, idealistic diction instead of down-to-earth 
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concreteness. Here, for example, is Rankin's appeal, so similar to 

Cazneau's in idea, but so different in delivery: 

As public expenditures have been made in behalf of other portions 
of the United States, it might reasonably be expected that the wants 
of Texas should be taken into consideration. Texas being a border 
State a double reason imposes itself. The successful navigation 
of the rivers would facilitate greatly the transportation of 
stores for the supply of the military stations upon the frontiers 
of the State, and hence the object is one sufficiently important 
to elicit aid, if only from that consideration. The unprecedented 
rapidity with which her interests have advanced within the space 
of a very short time, presents great encouragement to extend aid 
in prosecuting objects which have for their design the general 
interest and prosperity, (pp. 23-24) 

The only times she is slightly more specific are on occasions where the 

topic has particular relevance to her mission, as temperance does, 

for example: 

The hallowed influence of the "Sons of Temperance" has spread 
its blissful light, and the strong armed foe of intemperance is 
fast losing ground in Texas. The last year witnessed an interesting 
change. Nothing has ever yet occured in Texas more significant 
of her future weal, than the manner in which public sentiment 
has been operated upon, in regard to the importance of this 
institution. But about eighteen months ago the first Division 
was instituted; now there is scarcely a town in the state which 
has not followed the example. . . . 

Wherever this cause prevails, vice and immorality vanish like 
dew before the morning sun, and peace and prosperity follow in 
happy succession. . . . 

As Texians love their country, the dearest interests of their 
posterity, the salvation of their fellow men and the honor of 
God, let them ever stand forth as firm champions of the cause of 
temperance, (pp. 28-30) 

In the same vein of missionary zeal Rankin calls for the need for 

churches and schools in Chapter III, and correct literature in Chapter IV, 

followed by more preaching: 

Knowledge and goodness must fix their altars on every pinnacle 
of fame to perpetuate its existence. 

To make Texas what she should be, those quicksands, which 
have always operated to subvert the well being of society, must 
be shunned, and those principles cultivated that have ever proven 
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a foundation for prosperity, and a safeguard and defence 
against all the dangers and difficulties to which a country 
may be exposed. 

Though many worthy and meritorious characters are, and will 
be, found among so great an emigration as has been and will be 
to this country, yet it cannot reasonably be expected that all 
are valuable members of society which emigrate. . . . 

Society will have to be formed under difficult circumstances; 
if the emigration is vicious it will corrupt, and if it is 
virtuous it will have to blend and assimilate; and how are 
those difficulties to be met and counteracted? Nothing but a 
firm and virtuous principle diffused throughout society, 
sufficient to act as a restraining and transforming influence, 
will mould such discordant elements into their proper shape. 
Public sentiment must be so infused as to be able to withstand 
all opposing currents, and turn everything which comes within 
its influence into its proper channel, (pp. 66-67) 

Though Rankin does convince the reader of her genuine concern for 

the moral welfare of Texas, her attitudes become oppressive, coloring 

to some extent even the geographical description of the state, which 

is her primary contribution to historical .information about Texas in 1850, 

She describes the state systematically, region by region and town by 

town. Here, for example, is part of her description of Nacogdoches: 

The next town on the same route, thirty-five miles from San 
Augustine, is Nacogdoches, a town of considerable importance. 
This was of early origin, and was settled almost entirely by 
the Spanish, and not until within a few years has its appearance 
indicated it to be otherwise than a Spanish town. The population 
came by degrees intermixed with Americans, with which the customs 
have become so much assimilated, that the town, at present, 
retains but little of its former character. Some indications, 
however, might present themselves to the eye of the traveller. 
The only church edifice by its "sigh" denotes that the protestant 
religion has not assumed that position which it should. Catholicism 
formerly bore undisputed sway, but has yielded in its customs to 
the more consistent principles of Christianity, (p. 106) 

Moving from East to West Texas in her organization, Rankin describes 

the choice made for Austin as the capital: 

Although Austin is not the central position of the population 
of the State, it still retains the preference of the people for 
being the seat of government. Since the commencement of the 
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present year an election has taken place for the seat of 
government for the next twenty years, and Austin has received 
the vote of the people, sufficient to constitute it as such. 

The population of permanent citizens in Austin does not 
exceed eight hundred; accessions and improvements have not been 
considerable of late, but its recent re-assignment as seat of 
government will give it a new impulse, and probably render it 
a city of pre-eminent importance, (pp. 154-55) 

The penchant for being excessively emotional, which can work well 

in the more private genres, is difficult to handle skillfully when 

addressing a more general topic and audience. Cazneau succeeds because 

she provides the concrete evidence to elicit similar responses in her 

reader; Rankin is less successful because she does not achieve the 

balance of evidence and emotion. 

One other writer who tends to obscure the concrete in a cloud of 

emotion is Mrs. Maude Fuller Young. The brief historical article of 

hers entitled "Stephen F. Austin, The Father of Texas," which Eagleton 

includes in his collection Writers and Writings of Texas, gives little 

biographical detail about Austin; rather it is an effusive tribute to 

him, written from a stance that may have been genuine, but which is 

nevertheless cloying. Eagleton's quotation from Young's biographer 

is perhaps a clue to the nature of her personality, or at least, to 

the literary atmosphere she breathed: 

"Moving in queenly grace among the people, her black eyes 
flashing with intelligence, her voice like the strains of the 
aeolian harp, gave solace to the sorrowing and cheer to the 
merry. Her hands deftly arranged the crescent of orange 
blossoms for the bride and wove the cross of immortelles for 
the casket." (p. 43) 

As far as Young's discharging her own duties as biographer, in 

the six page article, the only hard facts about Austin she presents 

are that he was no brawny brute, came from an eminent family, was born 
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in Austinville, Virginia, on November 3, 1893 [sic], went to school 

in Connecticut between 1804 and 1808, assisted his father in the plans 

for colonizing Texas, held the office of Secretary of State under 

President Houston, who along with other cabinet members, escorted "his 

remains" . . . "to the family burying grounds, at Peach Point, Brazoria 

County. . . (pp. 44-49). Most of the rest of the six oages is devoted 

to eloquent homage: 

Stephen Fuller Austin was of all men who helped build our republic, 
the man whose wisdom, integrity, and true courage, and steadfast
ness of purpose were the cornerstone, arch and keystone of the 
structure--the very pledge and fulfillment of the promise of 
success. Yet he took no care of such things as recognition, praise, 
the verdict of posterity, etc.; content to build that others might 
inhabit, to sow that others might reap. But justice is a heavenly 
maiden, and though coyly she may linger, she rarely loses sight 
of the true hero; and today, when the fame of other Texans have, 
like the eucalyptus, grown into giant trees, absorbing all the 
rivulets and rills into their shining foliage and stately trunks, 
she walks the waters no longer rocked by passion, strife and 
invective, and pointing to the lotus says: "The name of the 
founder of your greatness, the life and vitality of your true 
history--Stephen F. Austin—will be found inscribed on the jewel 
therein." (pp. 44-45) 

Though her effort at biography leaves a great deal unsaid. Young 

does furnish some valuable history about the colonization plan in 

significantly more precise passages: 

The basis of the plan [for colonization] was, that each head of 
a family was to receive six hundred and forty acres of land; for 
the wife, three hundred and twenty, an additional hundred and 
sixty for each child, and eighty for each slave. When this plan 
had been presented in writing, Austin was granted authority 
from the governor to promise each settler this quantity. He was 
also commissioned to exercise full authority in the local 
government of the colony until it should be otherwise organized, 
(p. 47) 

She is equally concrete in this description of the difficulties those 

early colonists faced: 
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The immigrants were compelled to pack seed corn from the Sabine 
or Bexar, and it was very scarce at the latter place. They were 
totally destitute of bread and salt; coffee, sugar, etc., were 
remembered and hoped for at some future day. There was no other 
dependence for subsistence but the wild game, such as buffalo, 
bear, deer, wild turkeys, and wild horses (mustangs). The Indians 
rendered it quite dangerous ranging the country for buffalo, deer 
were very poor, and very scarce, owing to a failure in the mast 
and poor venison, as is well known, is the poorest and least 
nutritious of all meat. Mustang horses, however, were abundant, 
and it is estimated that one hundred of them were eaten in the 
first two years. The Karankaway Indians were very hostile on 
the coast; Wacos and Tauwankanies were equally so in the interior, 
and committed constant depredations. Parties of Takaways, Lipans, 
Baedies, etc., were intermingled with the settlers; they were 
beggarly and insolent, and only restrained the first two years 
by presents, forbearance, and policy; there was not force sufficient 
to awe them. (p. 48) 

Though Young's brief "biographical" sketch does not provide much information 

about Stephen P. Austin himself, it does give the reader some concrete 

details about the historical circumstances surrounding him. 

One of the women who firmly and skillfully adopts the role of 

historian as her principal stance is Mrs. Lee Cohen Harby. The subject 

matter in two of her articles is treated with detailed, documented 

objectivity that effaces writer and audience to highlight the history 

itself. Her report "The Earliest Texas," done for the American 

Historical Association of 1891 and published in 1892, demonstrates 

her scholarship and provides interesting information about Texas in 

the sixteenth and seventeenth century. Harby quotes from the State 

records: '". . . in an official work in the archives of the State House 

at Saltillo it is stated postively that Don Francisco de Urdinola, the 

younger, commanded the first expedition into Texas with the object of 

making a reconnoisance of that territory'" (p. 200). She adds: "This 

took place in 1575 or 1576, a hundred years before del Bosque. Between 

these two dates there is evidence of Spanish occupancy" (p. 200). 
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Harby obviously has attempted to research the very earliest ventures 

of the white man into Texas, which is certainly a worthwhile endeavor. 

The reference to de Bosque in the excerpt refers to her earlier mention 

of records in the archives of Coahuila which describe de Bosque's 

expedition in 1675 (p. 199). Harby offers a direct quotation from the 

historian of those archives, too: '" . . . from the year 1630, there 

were, among the innumerable tribes which inhabited this country, various 

alterations of subjection and rebellion on account of the colonists who 

came from many points to settle this beautiful land'" (p. 199). 

Harby uncovers a most interesting record, for women's studies 

at least, which refers to a woman who may have been the first white 

woman in Texas: 

The father [Manzanet] relates that in 1690 the cnief of tne 
Tejas told him of a most beautiful woman "dressed in blue," who 
had been amongst the Indians in his mother's time, that she had 
seen her, and so had other old people of the tribe. Father 
Manzanet does not doubt the story, but chronicles: "Therefore 
it can be easily seen it was the Mother Maria de Jesus Agreda 
who was in those countries very often, as she herself confessed 
to the guardian father of New Mexico. The last time she was 
there was in 1631, as is evident from the declarations she made 
to the custodian father." 

Manzanet says he found that the Indians were somewhat 
evangelized and showed distinct traces of Christian teaching, 
which he ascribes to the influence of that fearless woman, and 
tells that those tribes preferred blue cloth to that of any 
other hue, and desired to be buried in that color, because this 
beautiful woman had worn it," and they all wished to be like 
her." (p. 200) 

As a responsible historian, Harby carefully documents her research, 

giving credit to a Professor Wipprecht as translator of Manzanet's 

report which is in the archives at Austin, Texas (p. 200). 

A later historical article by Harby, "The City of a Prince," 

published in two parts in the Magazine of American History, features 
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a particular incidence of German immigration to Texas. Harby situates 

her study in a general perspective, as well as identifies her own 

motivation for the article, when she says: 

Our concern is principally with this part of the state ["Little 
Germany"--"along the Brazos and Colorado, spreading . . . from 
Austin to Houston"]; for important political movements grew out 
of the large influx of foreigners, and these seemingly 
insignificant settlements were great factors in the sum of events 
which led to the annexation of Texas, (p. 257) 

In Part I of her article, Harby details an elaborate political 

scheme in support of that earlier claim regarding the influence for 

annexation. Though she remains in the objective historian's stance, 

as has been asserted with regard to stance in general, she is also 

present as writer, and as such directs her remarks to a somewhat partisan 

audience who perhaps share her skepticism: "Just about this time 

[c. 1840] a society of princes and nobelmen was being formed in Germany, 

the cause^of whose organization can hardly be credited to pure 

philanthropy" (p. 258). She goes on to explain that Great Britain, 

alarmed by the competition of America's cotton crops with their East 

India cotton, tried to find a way to improve her own production. Harby 

says, "To do this, she endeavored to put a stop to the slave trade, 

promulgated abolition ideas, and determined to establish an anti-slavery 

republic on Texas soil, believing that without slave labor, cotton could 

not be profitably produced in America" (p. 258). She explains the 

method for achieving these aims: 

To do this enormous numbers of immigrants opposed to its [slavery's] 
principles were to be introduced, so that the majority of the 
population should be in favor of a "free" republic. . . . 

The over-populated provinces of the German princes were 
selected as the best field from which to draw the vast numbers 
needed to . . . completely Germanize that new republic, and when 
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this was completed, England was to take it under especial 
protection. All of which is plainly shown in letters of Prince 
Solms to officers of the society, and to the secretary of state 
under President Houston, threatening a European war in case of 
annexation. That this plan completely failed is due to the 
astuteness of the lexan leaders of the period, (pp. 259-60) 

Harby is writing a straightforward historical account here, but in 

selecting her specific topic, she considers her readers and other 

histories available to them. She is explicit about the potential 

contribution of her research: 

The history of German emigration to Texas, is one of peculiar 
interest, and yet, strange to say, it is almost unchronicled. 
The histories already written of the state simply mention it, 
inquiring not into its cause nor giving an account of the 
sufferings and trials attending the establishment of its 
settlements. Some German manuscripts exist which give a clear 
insight to their private history, but these are almost 
unattainable. It only remains, then, to gather from the few 
eye-witnesses yet living.the information desired, drawing from 
the participants in those scenes such recollections of personal 
experience and reminiscences of others, as will serve to give 
a fair idea of the romantic record belonging to these colonies 
in general and to New Braunfels in particular. . . . (p. 261) 

She describes the "great commotion . . . made in Germany over the proposed 

emigration" (pp. 263-64), the eagerness to be included in the project 

(p. 264), and the forfeiture of title "back to the republic for non

fulfillment" while three ships carrying emigrants were in mid-ocean 

(pp. 264-65). 

Harby maintains objectivity through her emphasis on the historical 

facts, but she also employs those facts to analyze and interpret what 

happened. To place the enthusiasm for emigration to Texas in a realistic 

perspective, for example, she points out the flaws in the plan with 

regard to the emigrants' welfare: 

It is impossible to see where any benefit to the colonists came 
into this arrangement [between the Republic of Texas and the 



117 

Mayence Society of German noblemen]. It is true that they were 
assured a subsistence and were allowed time in which to discharge 
all debts thus incurred; but they were forced to pay for homes 
which had been promised them as a "donation," and, once clear 
of debt, all the revenues from their land and labor, outside 
of their actual expenses, were to go to the projectors of the 
colony. If this contract had been carried out, the settlers 
could never have attained the independence of even a modest 
competency. . . . No one even knew whether or not the land was 
fit for colonization; only one thing was certain, it was in full 
possession of the Indians. . . . It cannot, however, be denied 
that to the society of Mayence belongs the credit of having started 
German mass-emigration to Texas. In saying that, all is said. . . . 
That there are now large and flourishing German settlements in 
Texas, is due to the colonists themselves, (p. 266) 

Harby shows another instance in which the ideal of the plan and the 

reality of the result differed significantly. She offers this description 

of Prince of Solms-Braunfels, who was in charge of the project in 

America: 

This prince, to whom was intrusted the establishment upon American 
soil of an Anglo-Teutonic anti-slavery republic, was a Catholic 
and in the service of Austria. . . . He was a man of great 
ability, a keen judge of human nature, whole-souled, warm-hearted, 
high-spirited, but not too proud; indeed he was a cavalier of the 
old school, liberal and friendly towards every one, yet every 
inch a prince, and seemingly [my italics] the very man to make 
such a thing a success. (p7 267) 

As Harby goes on to show, Solms-Braunfels was not, in fact, "the very 

man to make such a thing a success." While he may not have been "too 

proud," she does report, "Solms-Braunfels traveled like a prince, with 

his comfortable tents, his cook and servants," while "the mass of the 

immigrants were obliged to walk" (p. 268). Though equality among the 

immigrants and the leader might not have been absolutely essential to 

the colony's success, Harby makes it clear that the ruler-subject kind 

of relationship was a decided detriment: 

It was too late now in the season to plant and raise a crop, 
but the colonists did not suffer as yet for any of the necessaries 
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of life. Before they left Germany they were induced to deposit 
all their ready money with an officer of the society in Bremen, 
upon the understanding that it was to be returned to them in 
American money in Texas; but once in Texas, the society was never 
in funds and it was impossible for the colonists to get their 
own. The best they could do was to draw provisions against their 
account, for it does not appear that the society kept its word 
as to furnishing them free until the immigrants became self-
supporting. All that they took for support was charged up to 
them, and the worst consequences of this pernicious system 
instituted by the society was that the immigrants did not feel 
the necessity for work, but lived thoughtlessly and recklessly 
from day to day. (p. 274) 

Harby examines another apparent good which in reality had its 

drawbacks as well. Solms-Braunfels decided to settle in an area where 

the Indians were friendly. Though his decision insured the colonists' 

safety, it left the original purpose unfulfilled and the original 

destination still unachieved: 

The conditions attending the perfecting of the title [of the 
original contract] were well known to the management, and they 
were urgent that some effort should be made towards colonization. 
The Prince wrote, telling them of the true situation; that all 
plans for the immediate settling of their grant would have to 
be abandoned. . . . But he submitted to them a plan upon which 
he had resolved; namely to push on from New Braunfels towards 
the San Saba, establishing stations as he went. . . . The Prince 
was not quick to execute and he did not seem to have much 
forethought. . . . The day came at last upon which the people 
of Texas were to vote for or against annexation. The Prince was 
confident that the settlers would, to a man, vote against it. . . 
So great was the mortification of Prince Solms that he at once 
began to speak of resigning, and shortly after bade farewell to 
America and returned to Germany, (p. 276) 

Even though the colonists voted for annexation, and in essence against 

Solms, his departure did not effect a totally positive outlook, for 

as Harby shows, the future was not yet rosy for the Germans, because 

"they were so accustomed to depend upon the society and its officers 

for everything, that they took life so easy as to amount to license" 

(p. 279), and "things grew from bad to worse. Various diseases broke 
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out, resulting chiefly from the want of vegetable food; yet the people 

took little thought of labor, but led wild and dissolute lives" (p. 280). 

And there were immigrants on the way, so Baron Meusebach decided to 

follow up on Solms-Braunfels' plan to move on in the direction of the 

original land grant. 

Part II of Harby's article deals with that move and the subsequent 

founding of the city of Fredricksburg. It chronicles Meusebacn's 

genuine interest in helping the people, the odds he faced, the difficulties 

he encountered, and the role of the Mormons in the eventual outcome. 

Harby indicates the potential the Mormons had as models in the following 

passage: 

When Fredreicksburg was settled, there dwelt upon the Perdinales 
a colony of Mormons. Surrounded by Indians, they lived in peace 
with the several tribes. They had a strong stone fort, and their 
settlement presented a beautiful picture of thrift, neatness and 
fertility. Every section had a frontage on the river, and a fine, 
broad road, well shaded, stretched along the river bank. The 
farms were irrigated and divided from one another by stone fences; 
so perfect were they with their neat stables, barns and dwellings, 
that they seemed like a piece of rural Europe dropped down into 
these wild surroundings, (p. 345) 

While circumstances should have gotten much better under those conditions, 

they in fact got worse. Meusebach, who had taken on the responsibility 

for the colonists, met this problem: "The society in Europe was sending 

ship after ship loaded with emigrants, but no money came with them, and 

the means he had brought with him from Germany were exhausted" (pp. 345-46) 

Furthermore, "in the spring of 1846 there were six thousand immigrants 

gathered at Indianola awaiting transportation. They had reached that 

point in a most deplorable condition, for while on shipboard scurry had 

broken out and the first work done on Texas soil was making coffins" 

(p. 346). 
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Harby shows that a major difficulty Meusebach suffered in addition 

to lack of funds was that the colonists regarded him as a representative 

of the society of Mayence, responsible for their own scarcity of food 

and, consequently, not only refused him any help in aiding the new 

immigrants whom they regarded as just more mouths to feed, but also 

threatened him personally. Meusebach fled, but continued to seek help 

for the immigrants though his hopes were fruitless because war broke 

out between Mexico and the United States, tying up all available wagons 

and animals for drawing them. Harby describes the immigrants' situation: 

In the meantime the wretched immigrants at Indianola were in 
a serious condition. The heat of summer, privation and death 
had decimated their numbers, and still the survivors waited for 
transportation and provisions for the journey. The rainy season 
came on and they dug holes in the ground in which to seek shelter--
covering them with boards and raising earth walls around them to 
keep out the pitiless floods. . . . war had been declared between 
the United States and Mexico, and the military authorities, in Texas 
seized all wagons and draught animals not absolutely necessary 
to the planting of the farms. In consequence, Meusebach's hands 
were tied; he could only send the immigrants the few conveyances 
he had been allowed to keep, and let the great mass take up their 
march on foot. Over three thousand persons began that journey, 
but not one half of the number reached their destination. , . . 

The rain fell steadily and in torrents; such a deluge was 
unprecedented at that season of the year. . . . The mortality 
increased rapidly; all communication with the colonists or with 
Galveston was cut off and starvation added its horrors to the 
scene. . . . They perished; the highways from coast to the German 
settlements were strewn with human bones. Wagons were afterwards 
found with the dead bodies of the oxen still in the yoke and round 
about them the remains of entire families, (pp. 347-48) 

A few immigrants who had money managed to buy their way to New Braunfels, 

but they found no relief there, as Harby shows: 

Flux and dropsy raged. Dr. Koester was the only physician in 
the place, and he could not check the sickness. So many died 
that the cemetery was called "Koester's Plantation." The dead 
lay on every hand; each day a wagon passed from door to door 
and gathered up the bodies for a common burial, and daily the 
orphans were collected and carried to one large house where they 
were all cared for together, (p. 348) 
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History makes it clear that the Germans in Texas did survive, of course, 

and Harby shows how: 

The emigrants finally were made to realize that the society would 
do nothing further for them, that they were entirely dependent 
upon themselves and must either perish or work. . . . They 
became sober and industrious, setting to work with a will, and 
displaying that perseverance and energy which have ever 
characterized German laborers on foreign soil. (p. 350) 

Part of the original intent for the colony's influence, the anti-slavery 

position, was finally realized in the survivors: 

From the time that the dissensions about the society officers 
ceased, an era of prosperity dawned for the colonists, and by 
1850 they were basking in the full sunshine of assured 
success. . . . Other towns sprang up all over the state, and 
the German settlements increased steadily in number until 1860, 
when all immigration ceased. The colonists were uncompromisingly 
republican in sentiment, and were totally opposed to southern 
politics, remaining adherent to the federal cause throughout the 
civil war. (p. 360) 

In these two articles Harby demonstrates her ability as historian 

in her careful research and detailed reporting and in her analysis and 

interpretation. She shows her skill as writer by her adoption of the 

objective historian's stance in which she makes clear a commitment to 

her primary purpose of communicating historical information to the reader 

by focusing attention on the subject, rather than on herself or her style, 

Histories, whether personal or objective, do not show the diversity 

of types of writing done by these Texas women who address the general 

public, but Amelia Barr's social commentaries and Mary Shindler's unusual 

treatise on spiritualism help to enlarge the understanding of women who 

were oriented toward the public. Whereas Cazneau serves as both personal 

historian and socio-political commentator, her social comments are about 

decidedly political issues; whereas, Barr's conments appear to be 

primarily social. Barr, who is also represented in the chapter on 
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fiction, was a frequent contributor to the North American Review 

between 1889 and 1892. While the issues she addresses are less dramatic 

politically than Cazneau's, that difference is probably in great degree 

a product of the difference in the times themselves. Four of the 

articles are particularly significant to women's studies, and two others 

relate to literature and language. Both general subjects indicate Barr's 

active role and interest as woman of letters and should serve to dispel 

some of the prudish Victorian stereotypes of the late nineteenth-century 

woman. 

Two articles treat the subject of divorce; in both, Barr's basic 

technique is to take what is an unconventional, or at least, an unexpected 

position. In May 1889, for example, she responds to the question, "Are 

9 
Women to Blame?" in regard to the failure of marriage. Perhaps women 

readers would expect a definite "No," or guilt-ridden "Yes." Barr 

answers "Yes," but with important qualifications. She says, "Speaking 

broadly, women are to blame" (p. 638), but she goes on to explain and 

qualify her answer systematically. Barr first asserts that 

The flattery and exaggerated attention of courtship have on many 
[women] an evil influence, and when they find that marriage is 
not a lasting picnic, they feel shorn of half their glory, and 
more than half their dues. . . . They want constant assurances 
of affection, and their husbands walk on eggshells, terrified 
to wound feelings which take nothing on trust. This is the 
beginning of many miserable marriages, for a woman must become 
a "bore" who persistently refuses to believe in the love of her 
husband unless he is continually asserting it. Such wives are 
dead-weights on men. (p. 638) 

Barr is obviously no languishing lily and does not tolerate women who 

are. She moves on to other types who must bear the blame, continuing 

to show her own vitality and her scorn for women who warrant it; "But 

if weak, gushing wives have much to answer for, perhaps superior ones 
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have more" (p. 638). The surprise comes with the word superior, but 

there is a twist which becomes clear when Barr continues: 

Who does not know these perfect women, cold and proper as a 
well-dressed tulip? Their own temperament being generally 
languid and phlegmatic, the burning passions which send 
impulsive men into danger and sin are inconceivable to them; 
and as they have no constitutional tendency either to 
speculation or carnality, they wonder how men can commercially 
fail or morally fall. (p. 639) 

Barr identifies other categories: "Babbling women, who, like 

Antigone, are perpetually calling heaven to witness 'what deeds they 

suffer and at what man's hands'" (p. 639); the cold-shoulder wife who 

"listens to all her husband's plans with that silent protest in her 

eyes which says plainly that she has no faith either in them or in him, 

and so takes every particle of ambition and hope out of his life" 

(p. 639); the poor domestics, who being "ignorant of the high moral 

duty of domestic service are great misery-makers, and are accountable 

for a large proportion of matrimonial failures" (p. 640); jealous wives 

who provoke "the very ill they fall to by their moody suspicions" 

(p. 640); the casual wife who "will marry, whether God will or not. . . . 

They expect to get along as well as other people, and if they do not, 

the divorce court is just behind the church" (p. 640); and "more 

mischievous than all together are those wives who, knowing their husbands' 

salary to be two thousand dollars a year, insist upon living as if it 

was twenty thousand" (p. 641). 

Barr's attacks seem carefully thought through and accurate, as 

does her insistence that "it is not pretended that in all this wrong 

men are altogether blameless" (p. 641). Since her article is addressed 

to the issue of women's blame, she does not dwell upon man's blame, 
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but sums up his blame by remarking: 

The greatest mistake men make is in marrying immature women, 
girls in their teens, who have all the crudeness and tartness 
of sour fruit. A tradition of innocence and gentleness hangs 
about a young girl, but in reality she is the most cruel of 
human creatures. Her judgements are harsh, her prejudices 
stiff, her sympathies narrow, and she is full of self-assertion. 
In a few years the same girl may have mellowed and ripened, 
have become less conceited and more conciliating, and a man 
may marry her with hopes of realizing his dream of wife and 
home. (p. 641) 

The article demonstrates Barr's confidence in her position on this 

public issue, a position based upon responsible, thinking examination 

of the matter, rather than upon any easy capitulation to conventionality 

She communicates that confidence through a definite presence in her 

articles, manifest in her wit and personal vigor. 

Her contribution to another North American Review article, "Women's 

Views on Divorce," bears testimony to that same confidence: 

Personally asked if I believe in the principle of divorce under 
any circumstances, I answer. Yes, just as I believe that, if a 
limb is diseased, it is better to cut it off, and go halt 
through life, than lose life altogether. . . . I believe in 
divorce because, when a mistake of any kind is made, it is our 
manifest duty either to endeavor to rectify it or to spring 
out of its shadow. . . . The irrevocable contains no element 
of reformation.'^ 

In her characteristically systematic order, Barr confronts the primary 

religious and social objections. 

She evinces the same ability to adopt the tenable part of a 

conventional stand and to reject the false as she did on the issue of 

women's blame in marriage failures. She acknowledges validity in the 

scripture "'what therefore God hath joined together, let no man put 

asunder'" (p. 118), which is a strong foundation for those who oppose 

divorce on religious grounds. Barr clarifies her seemingly opposite 
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position, however, by distinguishing between a God-made marriage and 

man-made marriages: 

What ^od joins together no man can put asunder. Such unions are 
perfect; the partners in them never dream of divorce. . . . Such 
god-made marriage no man has the power to sunder. But when the 
lust of the flesh, or the lust of the eye, or the pride of life 
joins men and women together, the putting asunder is an easy 
matter, (p. 118) 

Barr does not, however, favor wholesale, quick divorce at the first sign o 

trouble, for she adds: 

I am far from thinking that in all such cases divorce is a proper 
remedy. The highest discipline of life makes us suffer for our 
mistakes as well as for our crimes; and habit and patience are 
great reconcilers to what is not easily changed. Many a pinching 
shoe has been borne, and worn, until it became an easy and perfect 
fit. (p. 118) 

Barr considers a second point in the article: "'Ought divorced 

persons be allowed to marry under any circumstances?'" (p. 119). 

Though she develops her answer quite thoroughly, the essence of it is 

clear in the following statements: 

The granting of divorce ought also to confer perfect"freedom. . . . 
For what right have we to deny to the unfortunate, or even to the 
guilty, that opportunity for consolation or redemption which the 
very continuance of their existence makes a divinely-granted 
right? (pp. 119 & 121) 

Two other points nearer the conclusion receive briefer treatment: 

the effects of divorce on family life and the effects of divorce on 

society at large. Barr acknowledges that divorce does destroy the 

integrity of a family, but she also asserts, "yet when a family has come 

to a point where its head are at two, where love is dead, and dislike 

or indifference brings forth ill words and ill deeds, divorce—so far 

as the family is concerned—has already taken place" (p. 121). As for 

society, her statement that "neither individual nor communities are 
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rendered moral by legal enactments" (p. 121) is simple, but acutely 

to the point. Having worked through her reasons for affirming the 

need for divorce, she concludes, not by advocating divorce, but by 

saying, "we are forced irresistibly upon the conclusion that between 

miserable marriage and divorce there is only a choice of evils" (p. 123). 

Another of Barr's articles related to marriage appeared in North 

American Review for December 1890.^^ In it she responds to a question 

posed by a Mr. Messinger, "'Shall our daughters have dowries?'" (p. 755). 

Apparently Mr. Messinger has made a "plaintive appeal to the parents of 

this generation" (p. 755) in favor of dowries. Barr objects first to 

Messinger's appeal because "he abandons the case he has voluntarily 

taken up, and enters a plea, not for the daughters, but for the young 

men who may wish to marry the daughters" (p. 755). Messinger has 

asserted that "the average income of young men is $1,100 a year" and has 

claimed that young men cannot marry and live on such a salary. Barr 

does not take issue with the estimate of the salary, but with Messinger's 

contention that such a salary would be dispersed in the following 

manner: $600 for clothes for the young man and his wife, $400 for 

living expenses, and $100 for entertainment (p. 756). Barr contends, 

"The difficluty with the class of young men whose case Mr. Messinger 

pleads is one deserving no sympathy. It is a difficulty evolved by 

vanity and self-conceit ..." (p. 756). Barr believes that a young man 

in that income bracket should not expect to marry someone who is rich 

enough to have been coddled for life and who will expect to be supported 

in the same manner after marriage. She feels, "If the husband with 

his $1,100 a year elects to marry a girl not habituated to work, he 
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does it of his own choice" and should not expect the girl's ^ather to 

hand over his hard-earned money to "undo the folly and vanity of the 

young man's selection," and if the girl "has deliberately preferred 

her lover to her father, mother, home . . . it may be very unfair" 

that her family give up their wealth "to make her aesire less sacrificing 

to her" (pp. 756-57). 

Having dealt with what probably appeared to be Messinger's strongest 

reasons for favoring dowries, Barr takes up what she considers to be a 

more important point about dowries: "The most objectionable part of 

Mr. Messinger's argument is the servile and mercenary aspect in which 

it places marriage" (p. 757). Messinger has claimed that the husband 

'"supplies all the means of subsistence and performs all the labor'" 

but Barr objects "under no circumstances does the husband perform all 

the labor resulting from a marriage" (p. 759). She believes that two 

young people capable and willing to work and make their own way, without 

demanding luxuries and support from others, have the best potential 

for happiness in marriage (p. 759). 

In support of her rebuttal to Messinger, Barr's point of view 

about women, their work, and their place in the world, also indicates 

her modernity with regard to women, as well as to people in general. 

In another article, she continues to work through an honest, careful 

12 
examination of her subject. Presenting her evidence clearly and 

methodically without becoming impersonal commands reader respect. 

This article, like the others, presents a different approach to 

a subject of topical interest. She begins by saying, "A great deal 

has been said lately on the servant-girl question, always from the 
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mistresses' point of view; and as no ex parte evidence is conclusive, 

I offer for the servant-girl side some points that may helo to a better 

understanding of the whole subject" (p. 729). Barr seems to acquiesce 

to the usual view, but in fact only establishes an important aspect of 

her atypical view: "It is said, on all hands, that servants every year 

grow more idle, showy, impudent and independent. The last charge is 

emphatically true, and it accounts for and includes the others" (p. 729). 

She contends that the independence is a natural outgrowth of orogress 

because servants, as well as others, are freer to go where they are in 

demand, are relieved somewhat by labor saving devices, and now have the 

leisure to take advantage of reading and the opportunity to increase 

their wealth. Barr states what she believes: 

. . . one of the main causes of trouble is, that a mistress even 
yet hires her servant with some ancient ideas about her inferiority. 
She forgets that servants read novels, and do fancy work, and write 
lots of letters; and that service can no longer be considered the 
humble labor of a lower for a superior being. Mistresses must now 
dismiss from their minds the idea of the old family servant they 
have learned to meet in novels; they must cease to look upon 
service as in any way a family tie; they must realize and practically 
acknowledge the fact that the relation between mistress and servant 
is now on a purely commercial basis--the modern servant being a 
person who takes a certain sum of money for the performance of 
certain duties, (pp. 729-30) 

Barr does not deny the lack of quality in the work sometimes, but 

she attempts to explain it with a view toward arriving at a solution 

through an understanding of the cause: 

For just as soon as domestic service is authoritatively and 
publicly made a commercial bargain, and all other ideas 
eliminated from it, service will attract a much higher grade 
of women. The independent, fairly well-read American girl will 
not sell her labor to women who insist on her giving any part of 
her personality but the work of her hands. . . . And when 
service is put upon this basis openly, it will draw to it many 
who now prefer the harder work, poorer pay, but larger independence, 
of factories, (p. 730) 
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She not only charges that society must respect the servant's work, but 

also says. 

On the servant's part the root of all difficulty is her want of 
respect for her work. . . . When domestic service is put on the 
same plane as mechanical service, when it is looked upon as a 
mere business bargain, then the servant will not feel it necessary 
to be insolent and to do her work badly, simply to let her 
employer know how much she is above it. . . . Yet domestic 
service is as honorable as mechanical service, and the woman who 
can cook a good dinner is quite as important to society as the 
man who makes the table on which it is served, (p. 731) 

Barr feels that "To blame servants for faults we all share is really not 

reasonable" (p. 732), so she offers three possible means of improving 

the relationship between mistresses and servants: 

First, The relation should be put upon an absolutely commercial 
basis; and made as honorable as mechnical, or factory, or store 
service. 

Second, Duties and hours should be clearly defined. There 
should be no interference in personal matters. . . . 

Third, If it were possible to induce yearly engagements, they 
should be the rule; for when people know they have to put up with 
each other for twelve months, they are more inclined to be patient 
and forbearing; they learn to make the best of each other's ways; 
and bearing becomes liking, and habit strengthens liking, and 
so they go on, and on, and are pretty well satisfied, (p. 732) 

Barr turns her attention to language and literature in two other 

articles. In "Conversational Immoralities," she seems more Victorian 

than in the other articles when she makes statements like the following: 

"The prostitution of the ear is a fact whose solemnity is too lightly 

regarded; for a girl who will listen to impure talk will also do impure 

things."^"^ Essentially Barr asserts that there is nothing to be gained 

by too much openness about immorality in people and literature. She 

believes, "American woman have a great deal of womanly dignity" (p. 462) 

and ought to preserve it. Though her view is rather conventional here, 

she does not generally side with convention. In "The Relations of 
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Literature to Society," for example, she scorns the limited few who 

see literature as an indecent endeavor for women: 

That literature has not yet found its harmonious relation to 
society is true, but it is not true that any large or important 
portion of society acts toward literature as depicted in a 
late society novel—that is it does not hide the fact of a 
woman writing a book, as if she committed some unpardonable 
social crime.'^ 

She dismisses the elitists whom she refers to as the "Brahminical Four 

Hundred" for regarding writing as undignified, particularly for women 

(p. 87), and she goes on to discuss the broader public's lack of 

appreciation for the men and women who write literature which it, 

paradoxically, does value: 

. . . as in all good books there is an invisible element, a 
subtile principle emanating from the writer to the reader, it 
does seem singular that the book which is part of the writer--
his soul impressed on the white paper--should be highly valued, 
and he himself awaken no living interest; nay, perhaps meet only 
with indifference or dislike, (p. 88) 

Part of the problem lies in the variant aims of writer and society. 

The artist who writes for art's sake may be admired and respected, but 

not paid well, and the writer who writes to earn a living does not 

command the public's respect (pp. 88-89). Barr does not place all the 

blame for these circumstances with the reading public as might be 

expected since she herself is a writer; she explains "it is the easy 

entrance into the ranks of literature which is the great cause of whatever 

social contempt clings to the profession" (p. 89). She says, "literature 

is too often used by the lazy and vicious as a cloak for their evil 

lives, and thus the noblest of professions becomes a kind of cave of 

Adullain, to which men of unsteady habits and women of doubtful 

respectability resort" (p. 89). Such "writers" do not produce "works 
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demanding learning, patience, steady application" (p. 90). The good 

writer, on the other hand, "never falls into a class; he has a marked 

individuality, and stands alone. But the world has no time to make such 

distinctions" (p. 90). Barr believes, however, that "it is not only 

literature which is wounded in the house of its reputed friends; all 

other professions are obliged to suffer in the same way . . .all alike 

degraded by unworthy members of their fraternities" (p. 90). She seems 

to have faith, though, that "good society is emulous of giving honor to 

whoever has written a good book; and it is not true that either men or 

women need to suffer socially for having done so" (p. 90). 

Barr, like others in the study, has proved her commitment to her 

purpose and sought to choose a stance and format best suited to 

accomplishing her goals. Each of these women has made decisions, whether 

conscious ones or not, regarding how best to balance the essence of her 

own personality with the material to be presented to the reader. In 

order to make the choices, each has also been influenced by some 

projection of who her audience is and what its knowledge, beliefs and 

interests in the material are. 

The woman who perhaps evinces the greatest commitment to her subject, 

given the greatest likelihood of negative audience response, is Mary 

Dana Shindler, who wrote a treatise on spiritualism entitled Â  

Southerner Among the Spirits: A record of investigation into the 

15 
spiritual phenomenon. The information furnished on the title page 

places the book in a rather curious light since it shows that the book 

was published by the Southern Baptist Publication Society, and in 
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addition, there is a handwritten note showing that the copy in the 

Library of Congress is part of a bequest by Harry Houdini. 

Shindler's certainty of communication between the dead and the 

living is clear in her dedication of the book "To My Dear Spirit Father 

and Mother, The Rev. B. M. Palmer, D. D., and Mrs. Mary S. Palmer, and 

To My Spirit Husband The Reverend R. D. Shindler, At whose request this 

work has been prepared and to my numerous relatives and friends in the 

Angel-world" (dedication page). The dedication may in some way serve 

as a kind of propaganda as well, since in it she presents herself as a 

daughter and wife of ministers. In her introduction she explains her 

objective for the book and tells why her book is directed especially to 

Southerners, saying they have not had as many opportunities as people 

in other areas to verify reports of spiritualism: 

. . . if is true, as is alleged, that the loved ones who have 
left us desolate, can return, under certain conditions, and hold 
communion with their sorrowing friends, identifying themselves 
in many ways, and thus making their presence absolutely known; 
I say, if it is true, ought not such a consoling truth be 
proclaimed to every suffering human heart? 

The universal human heart will answer, "yes!" 
The question then is, are these things true, or are they not? 

It will not do to throw the whole matter aside with a 
contemptuous sneer or a foolish joke. That is the favorite 
refuge of conceited idiots, (p. v) 

Shindler clarifies her position as writer in this way: 

I intend in this volume to give an outline of the workings 
of my own mind in regard to modern Spiritualism, and also to 
tell what my eyes have seen, and my ears have heard. . . . 

I wish it to be borne in mind all through this book, that 
I am writing for those who are unacquainted with Spiritualism, 
with the hope of inducing them to investigate its varied and 
wonderful phenomena, (p. viii) 

By way of identifying with her readers, she explains what her position was 

before she began her investigation, saying she at that point believed in the 



-I T 

immortality of the soul, in the doctrine of the intermediate 
state, and in the ministry of angels or departed spirits. 
But that our loved ones could return to us, make their presence 
known, and absolutely convince us of their identity, I did not 
believe. This idea seemed too good to be true. (p. 13) 

Throughout the book, Shindler takes care to lead the reader step 

by step through the experiences she herself had. She writes in the 

first person, using that stance as well as frequent editorial comments 

to show how the change in her position on spiritualism gradually developed 

as she accumulated more and more evidence. Early in the book she reports: 

I have been thoroughly convinced of the existence of a power 
outside of the medium, by hearing a great number of addresses 
spoken in a trance, or under what is called "control;" that 
is some other mind in the spirit world, as they say, so controls 
the mind of the medium, that he or she will utter thoughts, 
often on scientific subjects, far above any ideas that exist in 
his or her mind in a normal state, (p. 17) 

Following that avowal, she catalogues evidence from seances she herself 

witnessed: real flowers presented by spirits at a seance presided over 

by a Mrs. Thayer (pp. 21-23); a bird produced at another Thayer seance 

reported in the Boston Herald, May 1, 1875 (p. 23); materializations of 

a Harvard professor, Webster, at a seance at a Mrs. Boothby's (Shindler 

reprints here another article of the Herald, May 1, 1875) (pp. 24-25), 

and several instances where her own husband communicated with her 

through the aid of mediums (pp. 24-25). Shindler is aware of the 

controversial nature of her topic, so she is careful to try to document 

her findings in order to convince skeptics, rather than to lose them 

by being too emotional. The accumulation of examples serves as data 

in an inductive process which is the structural principle of the book. 

In addition to enumerating her own experiences, Shindler intermittently 
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gives specific bibliographic references to other writers on the subject 

(pp. 40-67), often quoting from those sources. 

About mid-way through the book, Shindler signals a change in her 

own growth when she reports, 

I had then a firm conviction of the truth of spirit-communion, 
from which my mind has never for a moment wavered; on the 
contrary, my belief has been growing stronger and stronger, 
until now, after a lapse of more than a year, I feel an absolute 
certainty that the spirits of our loved ones do and can return 
to tell us that they still live, and watch over us far more 
effectively than they could while in the flesh, (p. 82) 

Still working inductively, however, she continues to furnish examples 

to document her point of view: a Mrs. Belle Youngs of Washington, known 

as the Piano Medium because during her seances the responses of the 

spirits are effected through a tapping of the legs of a piano (pp. 82-83); 

an article by a Dr. Watson in the July 1876 American Spiritual Magazine 

(p. 84ff); a pamphlet by Mr. T. R. Hazard entitled "Modern Spiritualism 

Scientifically Explained," which she identifies as dealing with why 

darkness is necessary for materializations of spirits (p. 118); and a 

Mrs. Britten's "Art Magic" (p. 119). While her readers might reject 

Shindler's "evidence," those notations make clear her own commitment to 

explore the topic thoroughly, which should serve as a positive factor 

in the relationship between her and her audience. 

The first part of the book focuses on Shindler's experiences as 

observer and somewhat passive participant/receiver in spiritualism, 

chronicling the investigation she began by going to seances presided 

over by others. While she continues to record similar instances 

throughout the book, she also records the growth of her own active 

involvement. She tells, for example, of her attempts to pursue the 
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subject on her first return to East Texas after visiting various 

med i ums: 

Arrived at my Texas home, I entered upon a course of study, 
procuring suitable books and periodicals. I also made some 
attempt at forming circles, but so many obstacles arose, and 
so general was the incredulity, and so unprepared the mental 
and moral condition of the people, that I concluded the time 
had not come to move in the matter. So I could only pray to 
God and the good spirits to help me in their own good time, 
(p. 91) 

Eventually a woman who shared her interest and faith, a woman she 

identifies only as Mrs. D., came to her. The two of them were finally 

able to make spiritual contact with Shindler's husband who communicated 

with them through a planchette ("a small triangular board with a pointer 

supported by two casters and a vertical pencil which is said to spell 

out messages from the spirit world when the operator's fingers are 

1 6 
placed lightly upon it." ) (pp. 92-93). According to Shindler, her 

husband enlightens her about life after death, explaining, for example, 

how spirits become visible: "'Materialization is composed of the essence 

from the bodies of certain mediums and from the atmosphere'" (p. 99). 

Beyond the point where she makes contact with her husband, she 

offers more and more information gained from her own contact with him 

and other spirits, a move following logically the pattern of the book 

as it progresses from her original lack of faith in spiritualism to 

her conviction of it as fact. She credits her husband with this 

information about God: 

"I want to tell you something of the movements of the spirits, 
and their relation to our Father, God. What is God? A mental 
puzzle to every one unacquainted with spirit communion. God is 
our being; through us He acts, and rules the mighty universe. 
Earth, sun, moon, and stars, look up in divine adoration to 
His supremacy. Mountains tremble and fall. . . . Spirits are 
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the instruments through which all earthly changes are made. 
Matter, the great essence of the animal and vegetable kingdoms, 
is wholly at our disposal." (p. 101) 

Shindler also reports contacts with other spirits in relation to 

what she understands her mission on earth to be. Her husband has told 

her not to reject any spirits who come to her asking her prayers to help 

them move out of darkness into the light (pp. 102-03). According to 

those contacts, there is not fire and brimstone, but darkness, so that 

the spirits cannot experience any joy (p. 105). The spirit of a black 

man, Oliver, also reports no fire, just darkness, and says that there 

is no color distinction in the world of spirits: '"we're all black 

here; dere ain't no white people here, but dere ain't no fire. Some of 

'em used to be white, but we's all one color now'" (p. 107), and Oliver 

goes on to say that his master in life is in darkness, too, "'out he 

ain't no better'off now dan Oliver. Massa was a gentleman; so call'; 

but he's low down now'" (p. 107). Not all spirits, however, have the 

power to communicate with the living; in fact, Shindler says that 

according to a Dr. Crowell "there are as many spirits who do not believe 

in their power to commune with mortals as who do.. . . (p. 117). 

Her own investigation includes not only her experiences in the 

presence of mediums and her own communications with spirits, but also 

an examination of scripture. She quotes from St. Paul: "'For the 

manifestation of the Spirit is given to every man to profit withal. 

For to one is given by the Spirit the word of wisdom; to another the 

word of knowledge; to another the working of miracles; to another prophecy; 

to another discerning of spirits. . ." (p. 123). In an attempt to 

refute those who argue that those phenomena occurred only in the ancient 
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past, she makes the point that there are no time limitations specified 

for these gifts of the Spirit. In addressing current skepticism, it 

is clear that Shindler does not allow her own faith to obstruct her 

efforts to share what she believes, in a way that can reach others who 

doubt as she once did. She does not give up hope. She says, for 

example, that the spirit of a distant cousin has tried to convey a 

message to a brother through Shindler, but "My experience of the 

reception of such messages from the angel world by various members of 

my family still on earth, is not at all encouraging. May the time soon 

arrive when none will be willing to close their ears to the angel voices" 

(p. 129). 

Despite the seriousness of Shindler's conviction and intent, sne 

does not fail to present her understanding of the spirit world through 

concrete and amusing detail. Of one experience in which her husband 

materialized during a seance at Mrs. Miller's, she reports: 

when the curtain parted at the side . . . I saw the well known 
form, but had no time to examine the features; [she has said 
many times that she is near-sighted] for the spirit kissed me 
twice, right upon my lips, rubbed his beard and whiskers against 
my face, then turned me suddenly around, and again [as at other 
seances] lifted me entirely from the floor. . . . (p. 130) 

She claims, "Each time that I have been very near to an alleged spirit-

form, I have distinctly perceived a cool breeze passing over me, and 

often a delightful odor, such as would proceed from a bed of violets" 

(p. 130). In addition to gifts the spirits bring to the members of the 

seance, Shindler reports that the spirits are also treated to gifts; 

for example, she mentions that a Mrs. M. brought "candy for her spi>^it 

son, which he took from her hands, and distributed to other spirits 

in the cabinet. It was either conveyed away or rendered invisible. 
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for none of it was ever found" (p. 135). Another example of good humor 

among the spirit and living participants is the mention of pranks the 

spirits play such as removing Shindler's headdress and putting it on 

a gentleman's head (p. 133). 

Certainly Shindler's unusual topic demands special treatment if 

she is to persuade her readers to accept her position. She may not 

succeed in her goal, but her attempt to depict the progress of ner own 

conviction through a systematic chronology, offering as much concrete 

evidence as possible along the way, seems to be an advantageous approach. 

Maintaining the first person stance is generally also effective in 

achieving credibility. Whatever the reader's eventual position, there 

can be little doubt that for Shindler spiritualism is no hoax, for she 

ends by saying, "I not only believe, I KNOW" (p. 169). 

The contributions these women make to nonfiction destroy stereotyped 

notions that pioneer women functioned only as wives and mothers, devoting 

all their energies to spinning and weaving, cooking and washing, rearing 

children and tending small livestock. From these samples, the reader 

discovers that, while Texas pioneer women did attend to domestic duties, 

they were also actively noting and recording political, social, and 

religious history, as well as participating in those aspects of life. 

Their choices of stance and format were dictated by their perceptions 

of themselves, their audiences, and their purposes. Those who write in 

first person use that point of view because it is natural to the 

circumstances from which they write and because it lends honest 

credibility to their information and opinions. One writes in the 

objective third person to focus readers' attention on the subject matter 
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itself. However, though these writers do adopt less personal stances 

and subjects than the writers presented in the first two chapters, 

they continue to supply details so vivid that their readers can 

experience anything from a cool breeze blowing through a reed house 

on the Rio Grande to a cool breeze and scent of violets emanating from 

a visitor from the spirit world. 
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CHAPTER IV 

FICTION 

Choosing to write fiction instead of nonfiction implies that the 

writer is interested in adding another dimension to her stance--the 

creation of a world and people of her own choosing which may differ 

from reality. Though Booth does not extend his essay "The Rhetorical 

Stance" to include fiction, there is nonetheless the same writer-subject-

audience relationship and the same need for an honest commitment from 

the writer to present the reader with something worthy of their mutual 

consideration. In fiction, the writer and reader enjoy the creative 

process itself, as well as the product of it. 

Because the writer creates her material rather than adheres to 

strict actuality, there must be a kind of silent contract between writer 

and audience: the audience will "willingly suspend disbelief" temporarily, 

and the writer will facilitate that condition by providing an escape 

from the real world into one of fantasy, or by creating a world that 

seems real. That creative dimension is not totally lacking in any 

other writing, but it is generally subordinated by exposition in 

nonfiction. The extent to which pleasure in creating is the primary 

focus depends upon the writer's other purposes. The fiction writer 

may choose fiction as a means of making instruction palatable, for 

instance, but if satisfying didactic purpose causes the writer to 
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distort the created world and people dramatically, the reader may not 

be willing to fulfill' his part of the contract, unless he regards the 

work as sheer fantasy. Fantasy, however, may not serve didacticism 

very well, since it is more distant from the reader's own world than 

one created to resemble it closely. 

Since none of the writers represented in this chapter on fiction 

attempts the strictly fantastic mode, it seems appropriate to consider 

what they wrote in light of the probability, to examine the degree 

of verisimilitude, since that is a key to the suspension of disbelief. 

To shape a fictional world, the writer must mold setting, plot, and 

character, so those are the features of fiction examined in this chapter. 

These writers generally depend upon the familiar for producing their 

settings, though one or two attempts to place her characters in romantic 

Europe and the distant past, but some are less genuine when it comes 

to plot and character. 

Perhaps one of the most noticeable features of much of the fiction 

these women write is the excessive sentimentality. Too many fashion 

excessively contrived plots and flat characters, although there are some 

who create credible plots and life-like characters. Some plots are 

merely insipid, consisting of the usual bit of romantic interest or, 

in one instance, of gothic mystery. In these, however, the characterization 

is generally very limited, too. Those whose plots are lugubrious seem 

motivated by the enjoyment of the melancholy or by the desire to make 

social or political statements; whereas those whose plots and characters 

are more credible seem motivated more by the challenge of exploring the 

characters and situations. Consequently, to look at the poor examples 



means to look at plot primarily, but it is difficult to separate plot 

and character in the better samples because the integration of the two 

is basically what makes those samples better. 

The writers who do little to create interesting plots and credible 

characters write in the popular mode of fiction in their day, typified 

in the domestic or sentimental novel. Helen Waite Papashvily shows 

the extent of such fiction: 

Throughout the nineteenth century this peculiar literary form, 
the domestic novel, flourished as never before or since. 
Hundreds of authors turned out thousands of titles that sold 
millions of copies. Scarcely a literate woman in the United 
States but read some of these novels . . . .̂  

The writers' intentions or aims in these domestic novels are identified 

by several literary historians. Papashvily, for example, says, "A 

few of the authors wrote merely to amuse; more hoped to do that and 

at the same time plead a special cause or share their convictions on a 

variety of controversial subjects: (p. xv), and Herbert Ross Brown 

points out that the "formula . . . was usually made to serve a didactic 

purpose" and that the critics tended to hold that "the primary function 

2 
of the novelist was to teach." Russell B. Nye agrees when he asserts: 

3 
"The aim of the domestic novel was simple . . . to teach a moral lesson." 

Lillie Deming Loshe suggests another dimension of sentimental fiction as 

well : 

The writings of these women [American writers of sentimental 
fiction] fall into two groups; the first of which includes the 
more directly didactic tales, whose authors proclaim their 
moral purpose, while the second consist of stories more romantic 
in spirit, describing sentimental vicissitudes for their own 
sake, rather than for the moral lessons they suggest."^ 

An examination of the fiction writers presented in this chapter 

clearly illustrates their alliance with the sentimentalists. Not only 
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do many of them appear to write for reasons outlined by these critics, 

but they also depend upon the stock characters and plots which these 

same critics identify. Nye is the most specific in identifying tne 

typical characters and plots of the sentimentalists: 

The domestic novel neither needed nor encouraged originality. 
Readers wanted no surprises, but confirmation of what they 
believed--that right won and wrong lost--and instruction in how 
to meet domestic crises such as drink, violence, improvidence, 
and misfortune. The novels soon developed a roster of stock 
characters: the Other Woman; the Loose Woman; the Handsome 
Seducer; the Sick Husbnad; the Crude Husband; the Weak Husband; 
the Brave Wife; the Old Sweetheart; the Dying Child; the Martyred 
Wife; the Woman of Finer Feelings and so on, who still appear in 
women's magazines without noticeable change. 

There were four basic plots. The Decline and Rise Plot traced 
the fall from fortune of a wife who struggled against great odds 
back toward security and happiness. The Pursuit Plot, which might 
involve an orphan girl, a widow, or a defenseless virgin, showed . . . 
.that it was hard to be good, but worth it. In the Renunciation . 
Plot the heroine gave up something--a lover, a fortune, a career--
for something of much greater value, usually a husband and a home. 
The Domestic Tragedy Plot dealt with erring husbands, broken 
homes, tragic illnesses, and adversity, (p. 27) 

In many cases another standard feature seems to be giving romantic and 

exotic names to the characters. 

Not all the Texas fiction writers discussed in this chapter resorted 

to using all these standard devices. Several managed to adapt some 

of the typical characters or plots to their own settings or to use 

only touches of the usual trappings. One writer, in particular, seemed 

to remain independent of them altogether or to give some of the standard 

models an original twist. 

Probably the most extreme example of a forced sentimental plot 

occurs in Bella French Swisher's Struggling Up to the Light (1876). 

Melodramatic tragedy is so rampant in this piece that it amounts to little 

more than a catalogue of grief. Two of Herbert R. Brown's comments about 
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sentimental fiction seem especially warranted by Swisher's book: 

"Nothing less than emotional dissipation followed this constant striving 

to keep the reader's chords of sympathy in perpetual vibration. Victims 

were jostled through one harrowing experience into another" (p. 171) 

and "The almost consummation of their wishes! One character after 

another was subjected to this excruciating device until their careers 

became a seemingly endless series of frustrations, a pitiless succession 

of exquisite 'might-have-beens'" (p. 173). 

Swisher's main character Mattie Bright (an ironic name certainly) 

moves from a childhood blighted by poverty, hard work, and a brutal 

home environment through two very brief episodes of some hope, to a 

middle-aged prospect of more struggling up to the light. In childhood, 

Mattie's brother tricks her into eating a bite of a candle because 

she thinks it is candy, and he is also the culprit who drowns her cat 

and its kittens before her eyes. And as if a terrible home life were 

not enough to insure reader sympathy, Swisher adds this editorial comment 

"Children, who are 'picked on' at home, generally meet with the same 

treatment abroad. Martha Bright was not an exception to this rule. At 

school--everywhere, she was made the butt of ridicule" (p. 19). 

Despite these tragedies, Mattie shows some talent in writing poetry 

even as a child, but Swisher has Mattie's teacher accuse her of 

plagiarizing a poem she writes for a school assignment. When she runs 

away from the school because of the teacher's accusations and the 

other children's taunts, her mother accuses her of "meaness" (p. 26) 

and threatens her with "the black-snake whip with which the girl was 

made acquainted" (p. 27). 
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Mattie at fifteen is married to a brute named Harry Mann. His 

sister, the previous mistress of his home, is cruel to Mattie, and 

both of them scoff at Mattie's desire to go on to high school, so there 

is more hard work and struggling. To earn money for her own education, 

Mattie keeps a school for bad children who turn to angels in a matter 

of weeks under her guidance. Eventually she manages to go to school 

while keeping up her duties at home, but not without real hardship: 

The short winter days, with the long walk of four miles for 
each way, gave her but little time to do her work; consequently 
she sat up late and rose early, thus bringing the wrath of 
her husband very often upon her head. . . . she was always 
carrying some problem in her mind which she solved upon the 
tables of memory while her hands performed her household duties. 
Sometimes she sang rare, sweet songs, caught from angel 
whisperings, to the music of the wash-tub and the scrub brush, 
penning them when the toil was over. (pp. 159-60) 

Such a pace becomes too much because 

her strength had all been expended, her nerves had become 
entirely unstrung, and the energy, which had sustained her, 
had no longer power to call to life efforts sufficient to 
accomplish the great work that she had undertaken. The 
combined duties of wife, housekeeper, seamstress, scholar 
and writer had proved too much of a strain on her nervous 
system and she succumbed to the destroyer, disease, (pp. 165-66) 

Mattie is a typical sentimental heroine when she almost wastes away, 

but also like the typical heroine, she recovers. 

Once again Mattie asserts herself against her husband and leaves 

him to take a job as a poet for a newspaper. The editor of the newspaper 

is a man who appears to be the perfect soul mate for Mattie, but he 

marries an empty-headed beauty, and his life swiftly deteriorates. He 

dies the day before Mattie returns from her only happy period as a 

traveling companion to a wealthy woman who loves Mattie's poetry. 
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If there is anything at all positive to note about such a plot 

and character, it is that Swisher does have a female who seeks education 

and is assertive enough to leave her husband for a life of some 

independence. The fact that Swisher does not allow Mattie to succeed 

in her efforts might perhaps be forgiven as a concession to an implicit 

purpose--showing that fortune does not always favor those who perseve-^e 

in goodness. Swisher seems to have combined three of the standard plots 

and characters: the Decline and Rise Plot, the Renunciation Plot, and 

the Domestic Tragedy Plot; and Crude Husband, the Brave Wife, the Old 

Sweetheart, and the Woman of Finer Feelings--an overdose by any standards. 

Though Swisher's book is the most extreme example of the contrived 

sentimental plot, the fascination for manipulating coincidence for maudlin 

effects is certainly represented in others' works, too. The title of 

Susanna Pinckney's Douglas; Tender and True (1892) shows a predisposition 

to the too sweet plot and the indulgence in the romantic. That indulgence 

is evident even in the characters' names: Maud, Muriel and Godfrey 

Dacre and Cecile Clare. In this book as well as Swisher's there is a 

twist on the traditional marriage. 

Early in the book Godfrey Dacre is living blissfully with his second 

wife Cecile Clare who discovers that he has a wife Maud and a crippled 

daughter Muriel. Believing she is living with a bigamist, Cecile leaves 

Dacre without saying a word or without giving him a chance to explain, 

and when he cannot find her, he eventually returns to the first wife 

(now gravely ill) from whom he was legally divorced. Maud dies and 

leaves him with the angelic cripple until he must go away to war in 

defense of his homeland. Meanwhile, the Yankee soldier Douglas arrives 
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at the Dacre's plantation and falls in love with the twelve-year old 

crippled angel Muriel, but her father moves the family to Texas for 

safety. In the course of the war Colonel Dacre is saved on the 

battlefield by Douglas who recognizes him from pictures he had seen 

while occupying the family plantation. When the war is over, Douglas 

is allowed to court and marry Muriel. He takes her to Europe for her 

health while papa remains happily at home with his recently rediscovered 

second wife Cecile. To insure a "happily-ever-after" ending, Pinckney 

manages a miraculous cure for Muriel, effected by Douglas who, it so 

happens, learned to be a surgeon during the war. When Douglas and 

Muriel make a surprise return from Europe with their baby that they 

have saved for another surprise for Godfrey and Cecile, they discover 

that Godfrey and Cecile also have an infant. The final happy tableau 

is complete with aged and loyal mammy and faithful dog Nero. The 

European setting appears to be merely convenient for bringing about 

the happy ending, because it is not really developed in any detail. 

The apparent purpose for telling the story is to pay tribute to all 

the brave people of the South who endured the war, since the dedication 

page is addressed "To those southern heroes, who fought and fell for a 

cause they could not save. ..." Perhaps the happy ending is a token 

of consolation for the misery Southerners experienced and a way of 

pointing to the hope of the future. 

Another angelic invalid heroine seems less fortunate than Pinckney's 

Muriel. In "True Heroism; or Only Waiting" which appears in lona 

Oakley Gorham's Uncle Plenty collection (1892), the narrator's aunt 

tells of her own little sister-in-law Hope. The aunt, recovering 
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her health at a "quiet little spot on the sea shore," walked with ner 

companion past a cottage each day. She says, "'Every morning a sweet, 

bird-like voice came to us on the perfumed breeze as we passed the neat 

white paling. We much wished to see the singer, the voice was so sweet, 

and the refrain of her song was "only waiting till the angels open wide 

the mystic gate"'" (p. 48). Once they do see the beautiful young girl, 

they ask their landlady to tell them the girl's story. 

Hope's home had burned down when she was a child. Her father died 

in the attempt to save her, and she was left lame. The landlady 

continues: 

"Sometimes she has fearful paroxysms; it would make you weep to 
witness her suffering; but through it all she is cheerful and 
happy. She is always busy, when able to sit up, doing something 
for the good of others. Nearly every little child in the village 
has to thank Hope for nice, warm stockings and little knit 
sacques and comforters, which they wear during the winter. ..." 
(p. 54) 

The aunt comments, '"What hero upon the battle-field or elsewhere, ever 

had, or ever could show the world the fortitude and brave, cheerful, 

enduring spirit that this frail sufferer exhibited during each day of 

her life?'" (pp. 55-56). In the best tradition of melodramatic 

sentimentality, Hope dies to allow for 

"a sad, yet beautiful procession . . . moving down the myrtle-
bordered walk. First eight maidens in purest white, with a 
wreath of flowers hanging on the left arm, walked beside a 
coffin covered with a snow-white pall, over which the myrtle 
drooped as they passed, and showered upon it a fragrant 
offering of cream-colored leaves." (p. 56) 

Gorham's indulgence in the pleasure of melancholy may be intended as 

a lesson in showing that one's sights should be set on eternity rather 

than on the present, but in Gorham's Naval Cadet Carlyle's Glove (1894) 
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the wrenched-plot and a tragic ending are combined to show that one 

has a responsibility to Truth while in this life.^ 

Here is another romantically named heroine. Viva Van Velssler, 

who associates with the best of company. These young people call 

each other by pet abbreviations of their blue-blood names. There is 

a Freddy, a Vince, a Dev, a Dot, a Puss, and the heroine called Van by 

her friends. But though Van is a fun-loving sort, she is not a frivolous 

butterfly. When her aunt tells her '"I will pay for your last term at 

school and your commencement gown, and give you enough money to board 

you a month'" (p. 13), Van knows that her change in fortune will mean 

changes in everything. She knows 

a girl's position in a boarding-school is won by herself, on 
her wit, gayety, or powers of magnetism. But mammas and chaperons, 
when they find I am no longer the niece and protegee of Miss 
Carol of Glenwood, will frown down the intimacy; will show them 
[her friends] the uselessness of showering favors and invitations 
upon one who cannot return them. (p. 58) 

She seems to escape the life of poverty, however, when she secretly 

marries Cadet Carlyle; but he dies before they announce their marriage, 

and she only gets to visit the academy before his funeral and then must 

leave. She almost faints from grief, but recovers enough to catch her 

train and to be the vehicle for this scene: 

There is a wait of three hours at the dilapidated little station. 
She walks up and down the platform; it is fortunately sheltered 
from the weather. She pictures to herself the solemn funeral 
procession on its way to the Government grounds. It is too bad 
it is such a rainy day--he was so fond of sunshine. If only the 
sun had shone to-day! Across the little river faintly sounds taps. 
She strains every nerve to hear. She knows they are lowering 
the coffin. The bugle notes of the weird refrain fall like a 
blow on her ear. . . . Taps have sounded for that brave young 
officer for the last time. He has put out his lights for alway. 
Nothing will disturb his rest. He will sleep on till that last 
morn when the angel trumpeter sounds reveille, (p. 160) 
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Viva, on the other hand, must go on living. She works for a time as 

a governess, but the mistress of the house does not like her, so she 

must move out of the Henderson's home into a cheap boarding house where 

"everything is always so depressingly dirty" (p. 191). She manages 

to keep up some appearances and plays the game of looking for a wealthy 

husband, but not without despising it. She tells a friend. 

Life is fast losing what little charm "it ever had for me--I have 
seen so much of life, have lived so long. . . . It seems to 
me I have lived my allotted time in these twenty-two years. I 
am tired of visiting, between acts, swell people, and masquerading 
as a fine lady, only to go back to drudgery again. . . . I am 
weary, j£ weary of it a l l . . . . (p. 216) 

When Viva does eventually find that prospective good match wnom she 

can truly love, tragedy strikes again. The spinster school teacher she 

had at the. boarding school shows up to avenge her own unrequited love 

for Viva's school master Adrian De Scolla who had loved Viva instead 

of her. Miss Cockerill, the spinster, has Naval Cadet Carlyle's glove 

and tells Viva '"you were either secretly married to Cadet Carlyle when 

you were in Louisville during the Easter holidays, the last year of 

your school days, for he registered at the Willard Hotel as Charles 

Carlyle and wife, or--'" (p. 317). Miss Cockerill's knowing about the 

secret marriage is only part of the contrived plot. This woman seeks 

revenge, no matter the cost. Since she had quit her position to nurse 

De Scolla only to have him die telling her '"Go away, you are not Viva; 

I want Viva,'" (p. 316), she had tracked Viva down. And she tells 

Viva '"I paid the greater part of my savings for a box [at the theater] 

next to you [Viva and her fiance], and I heard your conversation between 

the acts. He despises secret marriages'" (p. 317). While Miss Cockerill 
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is not the typical "Other Woman," her capacity for ruining Viva's 

hope of happiness is just as potent as it is in the more typical cases. 

Once the plot is stretched far enough to allow the vengeful Miss 

Cockerill to hold the trump for Viva's defeat and to overhear the 

significant conversation of the prospective bride and groom, it really 

is only a slight contrivance for Chester [the fiance] to spill wine on 

Viva's white ball gown and afford her the opportunity to clean ner 

dress with chloroform and thus surreptitiously commit suicide. It is 

better to die than to tell Chester of her previous secret marriage. 

The scene is appropriately staged for the best melodramatic effect: 

The dressing gown is open at the throat, and the diamond star 
[a gift from Chester] upon the white chest rises and falls with 
the labored and deep breaths. The white hyacinths in her hair 
are withered. Her hand loosens its hold upon the bracelet [a 
memoir of Cadet Carlyle days]. The little game she has pla^ec 
with Destiny is over, and she has lost! She is at rest, beyond 
the reach of Lucy Cockerill or mortal woman. The stars go out, 
and the morning sun pours into the room, putting to shame the 
flickering gas-jets. The soiled, crumpled white glove [Cadet 
Carlyle's] has fallen from a table and lies beside her on the 
floor. The End. (p. 340) 

While these writers give us glimpses of characters who are 

occasionally forced into some independent acts, for the most part 

characterization is secondary to plot machinations. Though they 

sometimes indicate or imply that their motives for writing were not 

just enjoyment, but also instruction and/or tribute, enjoyment takes 

precedence. Still others in this sentimental vein seem to have as their 

primary purpose support for the South and its politics and moral 

principles. 

In Annie Jefferson Holland's The Refugees (1892), for example, the 

main characters are deep South refugees of the Civil War who take flight 
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9 into Texas to escape the worst of the devastation. But Holland's 

object is clear in the subtitle "A Sequel to 'Uncle Tom's Cabin,'" 

and in her Preface she says, "I write this to show . . . where a 

refined and cultivated people were thrown down in extreme poverty in 

the midst of a coarse African race, whom slavery barely rescued from 

cannibalism" (p. 5 ) . 

Oizelle Carrington, another exotically named heroine, shows her 

loyalty to the South when she refuses her lover St. Clare's proposal 

that they go away to Europe until the conflict is over. Editha-like 

she tells him, '"If there is a war, I shall expect you to do your duty'" 

(p. 93). In fact Oizelle's patriotic fervor had been clear when she 

told a family friend, "' . . . just see, if Lincoln is elected, how I 

will pin the cockades on our boys, and start them out to fight for 

State's rights! I would go myself if . . .'" (p. 12). Holland alerts 

the reader early to the impending doom of the gentile families of tne 

main characters when she offers an authorial note to the effect that it 

is good the characters cannot foretell the next two years because it 

was going to be too awful to believe (p. 27). 

The women are eventually removed to Texas, along with the stereo

typical faithful old black servants to escape the pillage of Union 

soldiers. Despite those faithful servants, Mrs. Carrington expresses 

the family sentiments when she tells her son George: 

" . . . the negroes are not so much to blame when you consider 
all the evil influence brought to bear upon them. Slavery kept 
all the animal in their natures under subjection, and they 
were docile and kind, but the release was so sudden they are 
incapable of governing themselves, and are hardly accountable 
for their animal propensities." (p. 106) 

Things do not improve in Texas, but become progressively worse. Reduced 
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to living in a log cabin, Oizelle and Minnie [her sister-in-law] 

survive the rest of the family including George the brother and husband, 

but "no one seemed to care to rally. But for the one little life, 

budding fresh in its springtime, no effort would have been made to live. 

Pearl [the niece and daughter] tugged at the heartstrings of her mother 

and aunt, and demanded her share of life" (p. 133). That survival is 

accomplished only through the degradation of supporting themselves by 

sewing for the Negroes. Naturally such a life eventually takes its 

toll on Oizelle, who loses her mind and becomes sweet ana innocent. 

The tragedy ends when she decks herself in white in preparation for 

joining her dead lost love, St. Clare, and hangs herself on a tree by 

a river. The story is intended as a proof of the evil of Federalism 

upon which Holland has already commented by saying, "What God had put 

asunder the Federal government determined to join together! Caucasian 

blood, labeled pure and superior by the Creator, was to be forced on 

political equality with a coarse African race, incapable of self-

government!" (p. 102). 

Gorham also writes from a slightly different but still Southern 

viewpoint in her short story collection Uncle Plenty. In giving her 

reasons for publishing this collection, she says in her Preface: 

The "old time faithful servant, the character once so dear 
to every Southern home, has almost passed into oblivion. 
Now and then we meet with one of the genuine, faithful ones, 
who speaks with glistening eyes and a quiver in the voice of 
the dear old home, before "Freedom Cried Out." . . . But 
they are rapidly passing away, and it is in order to perpetuate 
their virtues so that in the coming years, those following in 
our footsteps may know the truth of the relation between masters 
and servants in the good old days, we give our simple story to 
the public. (Preface) 
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The title story "Uncle Plenty" is a frame story in which the 

narrator intends to disprove a visitor's notion about the pre-war plight 

of the Negro. "Uncle Plenty" is a tribute to a faithful family servant 

whose love for his masters is demonstrated in his actions. When the 

family needs money, he and his son and wife offer to be sold to neighbors 

to raise revenue. Later, during the war, the narrator's father gives 

Plenty the family's valuables to keep safe during the Yankee siege. 

Plenty hides the valuables in a nearby swamp and secretly returns to 

the house each night to see that all is well. When the master goes to 

help a sick soldier and is not heard from, Plenty goes in search of 

him, nurses him back to health, and brings him home. The master, the 

narrator's father, remains an invalid, and Plenty carries him wherever 

he wants to go. When the war ends, the narrator's father tells all. tne 

servants they are free to go, but they all beg to stay. Plenty says, 

'"Mars Will, Mars Will, no, n£; neber will Plenty lebe you; you has 

mo' need ob Plenty now, dan you eber did; and Plenty will neber lebe 

you!'" (p. 31). 

Finally when Plenty is stricken and dying [the cause is not explained], 

he asks that his master be sent for. Though Gorham apparently intended 

the deathbed scene to serve as evidence of mutual love and respect, 

the emphasis on Plenty's being black points up a prejudice she herself 

failed to recognize, a prejudice which lies beneath the surface in her 

Preface. Here is that scene: 

The white attenuated hand of my father rested upon the two large 
faithful black hands, crossed, oh! so silently upon the broad 
breast. . . . 

[The narrator's father says] " . . . here lies the noblest 
man, with the truest, most loyal heart that ever beat, if it 
did beat in a black breast! My faithful Plenty. 'Mars Will's 



157 

noble Plenty, good-bye! 'Mars Will' cannot be long benind!" 
And stooping his proud head he left a kiss upon the black 
brow. (p. 34) 

Mary Richardson Lesesne's Torpedoes; or Dynamite in Society (1883) 

is another of these books written to prove a point. The instructive 

nature is evident in this statement from her preface: "If all dangerous 

places in life's waters were thus honestly and conspicuously signed 

off [as is a place near East River off Long Island Sound], fewer barques 

would be sunk on the voyage" (first page of preface). 

The book's sermon is against the godless life of vice, particularly 

gambling. The heroine Adele Reese, daughter of a judge, refuses to 

accept allegations that her fiance Roland Selden is a thief. Her father, 

convinced by the evidence, threatens to banish Adele from home when 

she will not desert Selden though Selden has left town. The compromise 

they reach is to go on an extended trip, and during that trip Adele 

becomes friends with a young minister named Morton and wins the heâ t̂ 

of an artist named De Rosset. Adele's religious conversion and her 

interest in the arts, and painting in particular, fill the void in 

her life, and Lesesne does not miss the chance to make Adele's change 

the basis of a bit of preaching: 

Since the day that Adele had received permission from her father 
to take painting lessons. . . . she assiduously prosecuted her 
work. She seemed to enter into a new life. In the past, glimpses 
had come to her of this ideal world; now she breathed its very 
atmosphere. . . . A wonderful alchemy of soul was at work, and 
she was made glad in heaven-appointed labor. How many in life 
find themselves as did this young creature, at some sudden turning 
point in life confronting the burning bush of destiny! Israel's 
great Law Giver suddently found before his eyes the white thorn-
bush wrapped in fire. Truly, all are not commissioned with the 
royal signet of high favor as was this chosen man of God, but 
the scene of his commission is emblematized in many. . . . 
Reader, in your life, has the burning bush yet come? (p. 151) 
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Roland Selden also found religion, but unlike Adele, he is not 

strong. Gambling ruins his life. He is in fact unworthy of Adele's 

faith because he had indeed stolen the money to pay for gambling debts. 

After being guided by Mr. Morton to the true way, Selden still succumbs 

to the temptation to gamble. Of course his life ends ignominously 

on the gallows. His confession to the town is an apology and another 

opportunity for a Lesesne lesson. Selden says: 

"I strove then [after his acquittal] with all the strength of 
my nature to make myself worthy of your trust, and all things 
went well until the same demon in human form crossed my path 
again. . . . The man Inghram was the first to lure me into evil 
ways. He it was who lured me back [to gambling] when I was trying 
to live a Christian's life. . . . Finally, driven to desparation 
by his threats of disclosure and repeated losses, I shot him. . . . 
I intended to shoot myself with the remaining load in the pistol, 
and if death v/as not instant, to leap into the waters and end 
my life. In the act of cocking the weapon at my breast I was 
arrested." (p. 346) 

The execution scene is equally melodramatic: "Calmly Roland Selden 

turned to his executioner. The black cap was drawn over his face. The 

doomed man uplifted his blinded face, and mute hands heavenward; his lips 

moved in prayer. The sheriff bade him farewell, descended the rude 

steps, made the fatal stroke" (p. 346). 

Lesesne offers this comment: "Oh! look on this picture, ye who 

most need its teachings. . . . Look at the body suspended from the 

engine of death, and quivering in the agonies of nature's final struggle. 

It is but one among thousands of dark scenes painted by the gambler's 

hand" (p. 346). So as not to leave her readers without hope, Lesesne 

eventually allows Adele to find her reward for honoring her father and 

for using her artistic talents in praise of God. She marries Mr. Morton, 

the minister, and two years later the readers are invited to view the 
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illumining "the calm face of the minister," and "the young mother's 

face as she lifts it lovingly to the little human bud in her husband's 

arms" (p. 349). 

There is also some sermonizing in Maude Mason Austin's 'Pension; 

A Sketch from Paso del Norte (1896), but it is not quite so heavy-nanded. 

Here, too, we have a girl who loves a scoundrel, but this plot is less 

dramatic; in fact, it is rather dull. The one point of interest here, 

perhaps, is that the characters are Mexican peasants. The main character 

'Cension is a naive young beauty who lives on a farm far from Paso del 

Norte [Juarez]. She is courted by the handsome Eduardo Lerma, and though 

she is deceived by this suave visitor, her brother Pablo is suspicious 

of Lerma. The focal point of the plot is 'Cension's late night walk 

alone into town to a ball her family did not want her to attend. While 

at the ball, 'Cension cowers in the background hoping to catch sight 

of Lerma. When she does see him, he is with Jesusita, probably a 

prostitute, but 'Cension is too innocent to know that. When Pablo goes 

on a trip to investigate Lerma's past, Lerma presses 'Cension to elope 

with him, telling her he must leave town right away. What he does not 

tell her is that he must leave because he is a thief being pursued by 

the law. 'Cension is tempted, "but why concealment without motive? 

The guileless nature was tortured at the idea of deceiving those who 

loved her, and starting on the new life with no blessing. No! If 

this marriage must be concealed she would none of it!" (p. 144). Pablo 

returns and confronts Lerma with the information he has gathered. He 

exposes Lerma not only as a thief, but also as a deserting husband 
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and father. When Lerma tries to kill Pablo, 'Cension intervenes and is 

shot, but only in the arm, and the book ends with a comment on tne fate 

of poor Jesusita who has "married" Lerma on the rebound: 

The unscrupulous padre had received his shamefully earned dollars 
the night before, not knowing or caring that the bride had oeen 
asked ten minutes before on the plea that the post office 
authorities were on the bridegroom's track. 

Alas, it is only the same old story! 
"The tale repeated o'er and o'er. 

With change of place and change of name. 
Disguised, transformed, and yet the same 

We've heard a hundred times before." (pp. 153-59) 

Another Mexican villain tries to marry a young beauty in Alice 

Cleveland's novelette Lucy Morley (1846), but here the heroine is more 

12 
sure of herself and less confused and naive. Lucy, "bounding along 

as merry as could be, filling her apron .with flowers, and thinking of 

her home, her mother, her father, and what she could next do to add 

to his comfort and happiness," (p. 10), meets General Don Pedro of the 

Mexican army. He begs her to be his wife, but Lucy refuses because her 

father supports the Texans and because she does not love Don Pedro. 

Captain George Newcomb, having glimpsed the beautiful Lucy while 

scouting for the Texans, discovers her home and decides to stay overnigh-

there in hopes of meeting Lucy. They fall in love, and Newcomb visits 

often. But, "as he rode along one day, thinking of Lucy, and how happy 

he should be to call her his own" (p. 13), he decides to break off the 

relationship because he cannot afford to marry at this time and because 

his infatuation has caused him to neglect his duties. But he cannot 

follow through. Though he must leave to do his work, he does not go 

before the two declare their love for each other. Don Pedro captures 

George who escapes only to be shot down in the presence of Lucy whom 



161 

Don Pedro abducts and decides to marry by force. In tne nick of time 

Lucy's father, with a troop of Texans and the miraculously recoverea 

Newcomb, saves Lucy: "It was but a moments work for George to snatch 

Lucy from the altar, and fell Don Pedro to the earth. . . . Lucy had 

fainted at the sight of George, whom she thought no longer an inhabitant 

of earth" (p. 41). Lucy recovers, however, and within seven paragraphs 

Cleveland accomplishes the essential happy ending, complete with three 

children and grandparents. 

Cleveland's other novelette The Haunted Castle (published and bound 

with Lucy Morley) is set among musty, mysterious castles in France during 

13 
and after "the war against the infidels." The knight Du Pin discovers 

a child lying "upon the bosom of its mother [who has been murdered]" 

(p. 43). He adopts the child Ignatius as his own and trains him to be 

a warrior. Ignatius soon abandons fighting, however, because of his 

disgust with the brutality and disnonor of his comrades. After saving 

a young damsel whose father is one of the enemy, he decides to give up 

that life. Ignatius and his faithful servant end up at a haunted castle 

complete with religious hermit living nearby. Eventually while living 

at the nearby castle which happens to be the damsel Adelais's home, 

Ignatius explores the haunted castle and begins to unravel a mystery 

that will eventually prove himself to be the heir of the haunted castle. 

But before all the mystery can be solved, he and Adelais, who are to 

marry, believe at one point that they are brother and sister. Distraught 

by such a possibility, Ignatius decides to return to Du Pin to find out 

about his past, but on the return trip he is met by Du Pin's servant 

who says the master is dead and Ignatius is disinherited. Even more 
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disturbed, Ignatius wanders in the south of France and happens to 

encounter his true, wicked uncle, murderer of his father and tne only 

person who knows that Adelais is not actually Ignatius's sister. The 

wedding takes place, but not without words of admonition from Cleveland 

via the hermit priest who marries them: 

"You now, my children," said he, "have embarked on board the same 
vessel, whose shipwreck will be equally fatally to you both. 
It is therefore, your reciprocal duty, to avoid the rocks of folly 
and vice; and by the dictates of virtue and of religion, the seeds 
of which are in some degree implanted in the hearts of all men, 
to arrive in safety at that haven, where all the storms of li^e 
are unfelt, and the soul enjoys everlasting repose." (po. 99-100) 

Most of the short stories in the study, other than those by Mollie 

Evelyn Moore Davis, also tend to have rather weak plots. Mrs. Laura 

Bibb Foute's "Ruse d'Amour" (c. 1893) is primarily a description of the 

14 
heroine's clothes. Three girls vie for the love of a handsome, 

wealthy bachelor-author, and the obvious choice appears to be Ellen 

Volney who is an acknowledged expert on literature. On meeting Horace 

Gardener, she tells him, "'I almost feel as if I knew you, for I have 

read with great enjoyment everything you have published!'" (p. 129). 

Leona Dale on the other hand has told Gardener, "'Oh, I am only an 

every day kind of girl. I can speak and write the English language 

without flagrant errors in its ordinary uses. I am not fond of reading. 

I like tennis, horseback riding, dancing, pretty clothes, bonbons, and 

beaux'" (p. 128). When Gardener challenges Leona's claim of being 

a good cook by asking her to get up a fish fry, she does just that. 

Gardener decides that "a girl that could be picturesque and graceful 

frying fish . . . was a goddess who would be a source of inspiration 

to painter or poet forever" (p. 134). Only after the two become 
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engaged and are being congratulated by the outwitted Ellen does 

Gardener hear that "'Leona carried off all the prizes at school, read 

the valedictory, and was considered better informed on literature, 

ancient and modern, than any of the other girls'" (p. 135). route 

exposes a lack of confidence in her readers' perceptiveness when she 

explains the story in the voice of Ellen Volney who mutters bitterly, 

'"Who would have thought that it would be necessary to "stoop to 

conquer" such a man!'" (p. 135). 

Gorham has a story in Uncle Plenty which has a ruse of sorts also. 

In "Phil" the heroine is a rambunctious, witty female named Phillippa 

Bentley but affectionately called Phil by family and friends. Walter 

Thornton, a young gentleman recovering from a "severe" illness, comes 

to board in the family's house, wishing "a quiet place in which to grow 

strong again" (p. 64). He hears and hears about the elusive Phil 

without knowing her sex. Her noise upsets him: 

By and by the white lids, with their deep, brown fringes, closed 
over the aching eyes, and Walter was just losing himself, his 
aches and his pains in a gentle slumber, when slam! went a door 
on the same side of the hall as his own room, and thump, hop, 
bump! went some object through the hall and down the stair-steps. 
(p. 65) 

Thornton experiences several other annoyances on account of Phil--

salted instead of sweetened tea, "the loud scrape, scrape of the bow 

across a violin, and the twang of the strings" (p. 68)--until "rising 

from his couch and staggering blindly towards the door, he threw it 

open and attempted to call for help" (p. 69). He falls and gashes his 

head. At that point Phil regrets her pranks and becomes his angel of 

mercy. Thornton falls in love with her without knowing her name. Only 



when he attends her graduation exercises does he discover that his 

angel is the incorrigible Phil. 

The quotations from "Phil" illustrate a strange combination in 

diction. The "white lids, with their deep brown fringes" and the 

"gentle slumber" are typical of the diction of sentimental fiction which 

others have demonstrated. For example, Holland's description of "one 

little life budding fresh in its springtime" which "tugged at the 

heartstrings of her mother and aunt" and Lesesne's "little white draped 

bundle," "the little human bud in her husband's arms" have the same, 

fragile, sweet touch with which Gorham treats her pale, emasculated 

hero Walter Thornton. On the other hand, the more down to earth thumps 

and bumps, the scrapes and twangs, which Gorham uses illustrate a greater 

reliance on actuality as a basis for fiction. The less stilted diction 

corresponds, to some extent, with a less sentimental view of character, 

if not of a less contrived plot, which some other writers accomplish 

as well. 

Several writers discover part of the answer to what makes good 

fiction or effective writing in general. Whether or not they consciously 

move closer to creating a world peopled with characters who talk and 

behave more like real people, they do seem to exhibit more confidence 

in their readers' abilities to enjoy and appreciate creativity which, 

though distinct from life, mirrors life. These writers display more 

confidence in themselves by recognizing that they can explore what is 

significant to them in life and shape illustrations, based on those 

observations, into meaningful experiences to share with others. They 

seem to be more aware, then, that there is no need to interject artificial 
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"feeling" into their stories since both they and their readers can oe 

affected by what is real. Wnile these writers are sometimes still 

unable to achieve a synthesis of all the qualities that make for effective 

writing, they manage to avoid some of the difficulties of those in 

the more sentimental vein. 

"A Texas Thanksgiving" (1892) by Belle Hunt Shortridge, for 

instance, is the typical story of boy meets girl, falls in love, 

marries and lives happily ever after, but Shortridge's attitude is 

15 
uncommonly refreshing. She describes Will Mason as a young man who 

has come to Texas after leaving the East to avoid doing the expected 

thing: "He couldn't hurry up and settle down to his profession; it 

took too much office work and lying. (It was the law.)," and "he 

wouldn't hurry up and get married because all the women he saw to marry 

wore corsets and banged their hair. . . . He knew what they were going 

to say before they got the gum out of the way of their tongue to say it" 

(p. 142). 

The action of the story takes place in a Texas farmhouse near 

Decatur where Will happens along one Thanksgiving day. There he m;eets 

Miss Abercrombie, and Shortridge comments, "It was very delicious and 

new to him" (p. 145). Shortridge's attitude is clear when she asks, 

'"A conventional love story?'" and answers "Of course, it is! What 

would become of this feverish 'progressive' world if there were not 

enough old fashion love affairs to keep it straight?" (p. 145). And 

to end the story she asks, "Did they marry? Of course they did, and 

Will is one of the most prosperous attorneys-at-law in Western Texas" 

(p. 147). 
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Two writers boost their relatively ordinary plots by setting 

their novels during the Texas Revolution. Unfortunately in Inez: A 

Tale of the Alamo (1854) Augusta Evans [Wilson] gives too much 

attention to preaching against Catholicism and not enough to the 

Revolution itself to gain much from that setting.^^ The two heroines, 

Florence and Mary, are cousins who are forced to leave a fasnionable 

girls' school and move to Texas when "Florry's" father has financial 

difficulties. They settle in San Antonio. Mary turns out to be the 

angelic one, and Florence, while bright and basically good, tends to 

be a little haughty and cynical at times. Father Mazzolin is the 

villain because he is the representative of the evils Evans apparently 

believed were inherent in the Catholic faith and the Mexican government 

under Santa Anna. Evans' attitude becomes evident fairly early in the 

book. For example, in her description of the ancient chapel in the 

city, she emphasizes the negative and seems to be especially indifferent 

to items and actions of significance to those who worshipped there: 

Over this division of the long room hung a silken curtain, 
concealing three niches, which contained an image of the 
"Virgin," the "Child" and in the centre one a tall gilt cross. 
Heavy silver candlesticks were placed in front of each niche, 
and a dozen candles were now burning dimly. A variety of 
relics, too numerous to mention, were scattered on the altar, 
and in addition, several silver goblets, and a massive bowl 
for holding "holy water." A few tin sconces, placed against 
the wall, were the only provision for lighting that dark, 
gloomy church, and dreary enough it looked in the twilight 
hour. About a dozen devotees were present, all kneeling on 
the damp, hard floor [my italics throughout], (pp. 18-19) 

It is also at an early point that the reader discovers the priest's 

alliance with Santa Anna. The priest attempts to become confessor to 

the heroine's family so that he can exercise power over them. He does 

convert'the father-uncle right before the man dies, but not without 
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resistance from Mary who is inconsolable when sne realizes her uncle 

is "lost." Mary's reaction to Catholicism is quite clear in this 

scene which occurs shortly before her uncle dies: 

"Oh, I did all I could to prevent it! [the priest's visit]" 
cried Mary, in despair. "All is over, I am afraid. . . . 
I was determined to prevent his [Mazzolin's] seeing my uncle, 
if possible, and fastened the front door. Be-f'ore I could lock 
my uncle's, he wrenched open the window and sprang in. I tried 
to put the key in my pocket, and told him he could not go in 
then; but he made Aunt Lizzy [Negro servant] hold one of my 
hands, while he forced open my fingers and took the key." (p. 60) 

Though there is some melodrama here, there are concrete details as well. 

So Mr. Hamilton dies Catholic and leaves Florry and Mary to depend 

on themselves and close friends to survive the siege of the Alamo which 

is yet to come. The girls set up a school, but have to give it up in 

the face of the coming conflict. Meanwhile Florence becomes Catholic, 

and when Mary discovers it, sne is horrified. As Florence tries to 

explain why she became Catholic, she tells Mary, "Alone in the wide 

world, with ruined hopes, and a long, long joyless future stretching 

gloomily before me, I was weary of life. I longed for death. . ." 

(p. 115). The priest Mazzolin had seized the opportunity to fill that 

void in Florry's life. Much of the rest of the book is the ongoing 

disputation on religion in which the girls engage, but the political 

changes do manage to find a spot along with romance and tragedy. When 

Florence and Mary are forced to flee San Antonio, life on the road 

proves too much for fragile Mary who discovers too late that Dr. Frank 

Bryant loves her and she loves him. The deathbed scene is melodramatic. 

Mary says to Bryant: 

"Frank, if aught could draw me back, and make me loth to leave 
this world, it would be my love for you. . . . yet I may not '̂ eriain 
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Frank, tell me that you can give me up for a little while. Oh! 
can you not say, 'God's will be done?'". . . . He bent his head 
till his lips rested on the white brow, now damp in dearn 
She was wasted, yet beautiful in its [death's] perfect peace and 
joy which rested on her features. Dr. Bryant, leaning his noble 
brow on hers, felt her spirit pass away in the last sigh whicn 
escaped her lips. (pp. 254-55) 

Despite her sentimentality here. Evens has simulated more accurately 

the life of the refugees. 

Florry survives this tragic scene and sees the true way, and she 

also comes to trust Mary's friend and convert Inez who finally gets a 

role in the book titled for her. Though Inez too loves Frank Bryant, 

she recognizes Mary's better claim, even in death. Frank tells her that 

he can never love anyone but his dead Mary. Still Inez loves him, and 

when he falls in the infamous Goliad massacre, Inez searches among the 

bodies until she finds his. Inez dies soon, too, but Evans, unfortunately 

refuses to relinquish the opportunity to moralize. The evil padre shows 

up and threatens Inez thus, '"You have defied me in health; but in 

death I conquer. You can not die in peace without my blessing. Remember, 

remember, one sin unconfessed will sink you into everlasting perdition! 

Think you I will absolve you? Never! Never!'" (p. 289). But Inez no 

longer needs his absolution since Mary showed her the Truth. Inez 

gives the padre a good sermon on her deathbed in another melodramatic 

scene, but she leaves behind no weeping lover, so the treatment of her 

death is briefer: "A slight quiver passed over the lips, a faint moan, 

and Inez was at rest" (p. 291). Evans draws the bow out a little more, 

however, when she reports that Inez's body is buried in unconsecrated 

ground and without even a prayer because she died a heretic, Evans 

resorts to the happy ending with Florry's return to San Antonio after 
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the fall of the Alamo. Florry marries Mr. Stewart who consoles her in 

grief by reminding her that she will see her loved ones in the after 

life. 

Amelia Barr makes better use of the Revolutionary setting in 

Remember the Alamo (1888), and she develops stronger characters in a 

plot less forced and sentimental though her book like Evans' is marrea 

by a too enthusiastic attack on Catholicism. The novel centers on 

the family o^ Dr. Robert Worth, successful Anglo doctor in San Antonio. 

His wife is an elite Mexican woman whom Barr uses to represent her class 

in her dependent naivete. Of the Worths' two sons and two daughters, 

one son and one daughter show the Anglo qualities and the other two 

show the Mexican qualities. The heroine is Antonio, the daughter with 

Anglo qualities, in whose competent hands Robert Worth leaves his family 

when he leaves home to join the Angloish older son with the Texan army. 

The mother is very distraught when her younger favorite son decides to 

join the Texas forces, too. When he tells her that he cannot be a man 

if he allows the Mexicans to disarm the Americans, she tells him he is 

Mexican. He replies, '"My heart is Mexican, for it is yours. But I 

must stand with my father and my brother, and with my American compatriots'" 

(p. 97). On the eve of their leaving, Robert Worth takes his daughter 

Antonio into his office and charges her with protecting her sister and 

her mother as well as the family's wealth. This conflict of interest 

is one of those actualities that was a significant part of the Revolution, 

and Barr's use of it seems to be a legitimate way to draw from life for 

her story. 

&.•& 



170 

There is also the evangelical purpose of an anti-Catholicism 

campaign. It, too, probably reflects a real concern of some Revolutionary 

Texans. The most immediate foe Antonio contends with is her mother's 

confessor Fray Ignatius: 

After Doctor Worth's flight, it became necessary for her [Antonio] 
to assume control over the household. She had promised him to ao 
so, and she was resolved . . . to follow out his instructions. 
But it was by no means an easy task. 

Fray Ignatius had both the Senora and Rachela [the Senora's m,aia] 
completely under his subjection, (p. 143) 

Rachela serves as the priest's spy in his attempts to convince the Senora 

to go with her two daughters into a convent for safety until the war 

is over. 

Barr depicts Fray Ignatius as a brutal fiend in tnese tnoughts 

of him: "'. . .so much depends upon my persuading her [the Senora] 

into the convent. . . . Saint Joseph! if these American heretics were 

only in my power! What a long joy I would make of them! I would cut a 

throat--just one throat—every day of my life" (p. 176). 

Antonio resists his attempts to control the family and finally 

arranges a secret flight out of San Antonio. By having her characters 

flee San Antonio, Barr gains the opportunity to depict something real. 

It is during this movement that the Senora grows from the indulged child 

to a strong woman, a development which shows some integration of plot 

and character. Her spoiled petulance, before that change, shows when 

she refuses to eat what is available because she is so miserable: '"I 

cannot eat corn bread; I have always detested it. I am hungry. I am 

perishing for my chocolate. I have no clothing [no elegant clothing]. 

I am ashamed of myself" (p. 340). Her grief seems complete and absolute 

when she learns of her son Juan's death, for she is haunted by the 
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the knowledge that she had refused him her blessing and kiss wnen he 

left home. The two daughters make a better showing. Antonio withstands 

not only the loss of her brother, but also that of her lover Jack Dare. 

The report of Isabel [the other daughter] is that "during these days 

of grief and privation Isabel's nature grew to its finest proportions" 

(p. 356). And it is Isabel who effects the change in her motner. 

Isabel becomes the protectress of children orphaned during tne massive 

flight from the war, and she brings one of her sick charges to her 

mother, begging her aid. When she does, "a change like a flash of light 

passed over the Senora's face. . . . Her motherly instincts crushed 

down everything else. . . . The key to her nature had been found. . ." 

(p. 358). Later v/hen she is able to confront her own loss, the Seno-^a 

recognizes Antonio's grief and admits '"I have been stupid and selfisn, 

and have forgotten that she too was suffering'" (p. 363). The remnant 

of the Worth family returns to its home and fortune in San Antonio, and 

the book ends on a note of patriotism and flag waving and the inevitable 

happy family scene with Isabel married to her lover Luis Alveda and 

Senora Maria looking as beautiful as always. 

That interest in and development of character, though minimal in 

Remember the Alamo, is one thing that sets a few works in the study 

above the others. While Emma Nelson Hood's Bob Dean; or Our Other 

Boarder (1882) is flawed in places by too much editorial comment and 

too sweet passages, it does deal less with plot alone, and more with 

18 
the interactions of characters than some others do. Hood chooses 

to write a man's story which is an interesting difference in itself. 
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and though the story is basically about romance, the focus is upon 

Bob's discovery of love and on his integrity. 

Bob Dean, the young school teacher, and Duval Conway, the young 

doctor, board at the Browns'; consequently they come in contact with 

the pretty daughter, Jennie who, though bright, is more inclined to 

flirtation than to serious thinking. Bob is naive and good; Conway 

is already sophisticated enough to owe someone thousands of dollars 

due to poor financial speculation. The other girl in the story is Mary 

Lipscomb who is a beautiful, hard working piano teacher, devoted to 

her invalid mother. Though these four characters might easily end up 

in the usual sentimental plot full of tragedy and complete evil versus 

complete good. Hood avoids that pitfal.l fairly well. 

Bob is drawn to Mary, but he does not fall in love or recognize 

that he is in love for some time because he enjoys his work and tne 

world around him. In one scene, for example, we see his love of music 

which is a mutual interest he and Mary will build on. Here Bob and 

several of his errant Sunday school pupils enter the church: 

. . . the choir was just beginning to sing. Jennie was playing 
the organ, but was restlessly watching for Bob's appearance. 
He took his place by her side. . . . When the third [stanza] 
was begun, many faces were turned toward them, attracted by 
the pure, full tones. . . . But as for Bob himself, he was 
unconscious of the sensation he was creating, for, as he had 
told Mary, he loved to sing, and when he sang he did nothing 
else. (p. 99) 

In other words. Hood gives Bob something else to do besides be in love, 

just like a real person. 

Dr. Duval Conway is the villain, but he is not so truly evil as he 

is merely selfish and indecisive. Conway wants Mary for her sweetness 

and beauty, but he realizes she can bring nothing else, namely money. 
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to the relationship. So he encourages Jennie as well because sne is 

pretty enough and assured of at least a modest fortune from her father's 

mill. Meanwhile, he woos a destitute country girl who rejects the love 

of an honest farmer because Conway's refined ways have turned her head. 

Bob eventually realizes not only that he loves Mary, but also 

that both Mary and Jennie love Conway. So Bob keeps his own feelings 

to himself though he continues to visit Mary and her mother almost 

daily to be there when he is needed. When Conway finally lets 

circumstances force him to marry Jennie for money, Mary recognizes 

both Conway and Bob for what each is, and her affection for Bob grows 

out of her respect for his integrity and sensitivity. Before Bob and 

Mary can discover their mutual love, though, Mary must discover that 

Bob regards the girl he left behind as only a friend. 

The attention to character that salvages this plot from the ordinary 
Ik 

melodramatic love story is evident in the extensive use of dialogue 

and in the internal probing of character motivation. Though the dialogue 

sometimes slows the movement too much, it generally seems natural, drawn 

from Hood's own observations. In a scene in which Mr. McQuillan comes 

for Dr. Conway to go to the home of the country girl, McQuillan's 

dialect may be a little exaggerated in spots, but his delivery and 

actions ring true: 

"Well, she [Mrs. Vinson] was took 'bout a hour ago with some 
kinder spell, and she's been layin' dead-like ever sence; and 
Miss Polly Vinson's little boy he run over to our house after 
maw fur to come and see her, an' he was ter come on after you. 
He said Aggie [the girl Conway deceived and McQuillan loves] 
was a-cryin'"--his voice choked as he said it--"an' I tole him 
to go home outen th' cold, he is sech a little chunk of a feller, 
an' I'd fetch you." The messenger rubbed his lips with the back 
of his red hand, cleared his throat, and turned his wet feet 
nearer the fire. (p. 136) 
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The last sentence shows the character to the audience; Hood seems 

confident that her audience can interpret it. 

The following internal monologue of Dr. Conway's exemplifies 

Hood's tendency to show the character thinking rather than to simply 

tell in a brief descriptive statement what the character thinks. 

Conway is sitting in his own room after Bob has seen him at the country 

girl's home: 

"Wonder if he [Bob] saw anthing out yonder this afternoon? 
there is never any telling what he knows with that deuced quiet 
face of his. I am afraid of the fellow, though I don't believe 
he would do anything underhanded--he would give me -fair warning 
before he would move against me. In that case I think I could 
come up to him. Of course he never made love to â  country gi rl 
for fun! Well, on the whole, I do not suppose he ever did; he 
seems to be of a different sort. . . . Well, why shouldn't I 
be quiet and let her [Jennie] get in with him [Bob]? 't woulc 
let me out of the charge of flirting her. If I only knew that 
Stillinger wouldn't crowd me on that note I could rest easy, 
and go and marry the woman I love better than all the world. 
But Mary has nothing to help me with. . . . I really believe 
she loves me, but she is so guileless, yet so modest, it is 
hard to tell. . . . But then Jennie--I know I can get her, and 
old Anthony says she will have a cool thirty thousand her own 
unreservedly the day she marries or gets of age. . . . And, as 
I said, Jennie-is nice enough for any fellow, even my good-looKing 
and luxurious self." (p. 115) 

In this passage Hood explores Conway's motivation while extending the 

development of Bob, Mary, and Jennie, and she shows his feelings changing 

and shifting in a natural way. 

In the end Jennie and Conway marry, but Jennie's development through 

her friendship with Bob shows that she is not a fool. She is aware of 

Conway's weakness and of his duplicity, but she loves him anyway. And 

once Bob understands her, he offers her encouragement that she may be 

able to help Conway change for the better. When Bob and Mary acknowledge 

their mutual love and he proposes, the scene is only slightly sentimental 
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She took her hand down [from her face] and slowly raised her 
starry eyes to his—only an instant, till they fell again; 
her lips moved as if she would speak, but no words came. 

"I am not a patient man, Mary." 
She put out her hand, saying: 

"Yes, I love you, and I am not afraid." (p. 371) 

Julia Truitt Bishop is another writer of some success who does 

something a little out of the ordinary in Kathleen Douglas (1890).^^ 

Like Hood, Bishop does something different with point of view. Kathleen 

Douglas is written in first person, and that feature in itself allows 

Bishop to give an internalized view of the character. Like all the 

others, Kathleen Douglas has romance, but female education and independence 

seem to be focal points of equal value. 

Kathleen Douglas comes to live in the McDonald home after the death 

of her mother, and she is haunted by questions about her past. She does 

not know who her father is and remembers social slights oecause her 

mother was single. The McDonald household consists of Alan McDonald 

and his sister, three young people—Max, Malcolm, and Desir--and Paul 

Kingsley, the boys' teacher. Malcolm is a young cynic, Desir is an 

overgrown brat, and Max is an earnest cripple. 

When the McDonalds try to hire a governess to teach Kathleen, she 

goes to Paul Kingsley and asks him to use his influence to convince 

the McDonalds to allow her and Desir to study with him as the boys do. 

Kathleen's interest in an unconventional education is apparent in 

this conversation she has with Desir: 

"Why can't Mr. Kingsley teach us as he does Max?" I [Kathleen] 
asked. 

"Because, you little goose, we are girls! she [Desir] replied, 
sharply. "We have to learn embroidery, and music on the guitar. 
and French, and other little things that won't hurt our minds. 
You don't expect Mr. Kingsley to teach them do you?" 
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"I don't care to learn them," I returned, with a fljsn. 
"I want to learn chemistry and astronomy ana geology, just 
as Max does. I have as much right to know those things as 
anybody, and I intend to know them, too." (pp. 76-77) 

As it turns out, much of Desir's bad behavior seems the result of having 

been bored by the restrictions of the typical female education. She 

tells Kathleen later, "that is the one thing that has exasperated me 

fearfully--this being set aside, just because I was a girl, and fed 

on sugar-plums" (p. 97). 

The girls are eager scholars, and the whole family seems to develop 

a warmer relationship as some of the traditional restrictions are eased. 

Kathleen is the catalyst for many positive changes in the family: 

Desir gains the courage to be a warm and sensitive person, Malcolm 

softens his cynicism, and Max finds someone who allows him to relax 

his cheerful front occasionally, and to acknowledge his suffering. 

In the following scene Kathleen's maturing sensitivity is apparent: 

I was in the school-room one evening . . . when I heard 
the door open and saw Max come in and throw himself down in 
his customary seat. I was concealed by the heavy window-
curtains, and Max, thinking he was alone, laid his head down 
upon his desk with utter abandonment, and sighed deeply and 
wearily. 

For a few moments I was too surprised to know what to do. 
Max had always been so cheerful that we had almost ceased to 
remember his having any cause for being otherwise. . . . 
No one ever heard him mention his affliction. No one ever 
heard him say that he was trying to be patient. . . . I 
felt with a sudden rush of remorse, that none of us had 
been considerate enough with Max, and I laid aside my books 
and went to him softly. He did not raise his head though I 
stood beside him, and I touched his beautiful brown hair 
timidly, (p. Ill) 

This secure home life changes as the young people grow up, however. 

Both Malcolm and Max fall in love with Kathleen who has grown to love 

Paul Kingsley. And the old spectre of her nameless past returns. 
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When Kathleen and Desir grow old enough for a social life, Kathleen 

is snubbed again because of her nebulous parentage. To save tne 

McDonalds embarrassment and to begin a life of independence, Kathleen 

takes a teaching position in a small town. Before long, however, she 

has the same problem, but Desir comes to help her run the school and 

face the community snobs. Jne changes Kathleen has effected in Desir 

and her life up to this point make credible such an act on Oesir's 

part, so there is some integration of character and plot demonstrated. 

The instigator of Kathleen's trouble is a man her mother had jiltec 

when she married another man. That other man, as Kathleen and the 

family discover, was Alan McDonald himself. Kathleen discovers that 

her mother had left McDonald because she thought he regretted marrying 

her, and McDonald, on his part, assumed she left by choice, so ne did 

not try to find her, and he did not know that he had a child. 

Though subordinate to the growth and development of the independent 

Kathleen, the romantic element is there in the mother's story as well 

as in the present family's. When Kathleen declines Malcom's proposal, 

he leaves home without ill feelings and becomes a successful writer. 

Kathleen offers to marry Max because she loves him as a friend and brother 

and because she knows he loves her, but Max tells her, '"Could you 

wrong me so, Kathleen? Do you think I could so wrong you? You will 

not marry Malcolm because you don't love him first and best? And yet 

would you give yourself to me, although you don't love me first and 

best either?'" (p. 248). During that interview when Max tells Kathleen 

he does not expect to live long, he says he hopes she and Paul Kingsley 

will love each other because he loves them both so much. He discovers 
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by her reactions that she already loves Paul. And eventually sne ana 

Paul are married in a joint ceremony with Desir and her fiance. The 

book ends in somewhat typical fashion, but the main thrust of it has 

been to show the growth of a thinking, independent person who happens 

to be female. 

The writer who seems most capable of creating good fiction is 

Mary [Mollie] Evelyn Moore Davis. One of the distinctive features of 

her fiction is the lack of excessive sentimentality. She does not 

depend upon cripples and orphans to gain reader sympathy. In fact 

sympathy does not appear to be a primary goal for her. More often 

than not her plots have a bit of mystery (with sometimes just a touch 

of the occult) and a good deal of reality. When her very human 

characters make mistakes, she refrains from preaching, and when they 

look foolish, she does not demean them--she is objective about, yet 

sensitive to, her characters. Her respect for her characters and her 

stories indicates a respect for her audience, too. 

In The Wire-Cutters (1899) Davis's main character is Roy Hilliard.^^ 

The first part of the book tells about his unusual childhood. He was 

the son of Lilla and Francis Deerford who are described by Lilla's 

first husband Leroy Hilliard as '"selfish, vain and cruel'" and "'narrow, 

suspicious and crafty'" respectively. Deerford brings his own son to 

Hilliard believing he is Hilliard's son because the child looks exactly 

like Hilliard, but Hilliard tells a trusted friend that he has not seen 

his ex-wife in nine years. One touch of the mysterious is that Hilliard 

was in the area of his wife's home about the time the child was conceived 

though he did not see her. The child is not his, but he adopts him 
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as his own because the parents have abandoned nim and Hilliard is 

touched. The man's sensitivity shows as he calls his servant Martna 

to take charge of the sleeping child who has just been left witn him: 

"He stooped and kissed the boy's moist pouting lips, and an inexolicaole 

lump rose to his throat" (p. 53). Davis recognizes the vaiue of tne 

detail--she does not explain that lump in the throat; the detail speaks 

for itself. 

Though the new father and son have little time to share before the 

father goes away to war, the basis for Roy's growing to be a fine, 

sensitive man is there. Later young Roy Hilliard comes to Texas somewhat 

green but plucky. A local man describes Hilliard's arrival to a group 

of other local men: 

"The boy is young, and he's as green as a cymlin, of course. 
But he'll do. He's gritty. He talked all the way over about 
his 'ranch,' and his dwell in'-house and stables. I thought I'd 
bust, but I didn't let on. I waited to see what sort-o' sounk 
he'd show when he saw Bill Kincherly's rotten old shanty. I'll 
be d--d if he didn't take it like a briar-breaker! I saw him 
swaller pretty hard once or twice . . . And then he set his 
jaw, and then he laughed, and I knowed he was game." (p. 56) 

Through hard work and integrity Roy becomes a well-liked and respected 

member of the community. 

His neighbor's daughter Margaret Ransome is a fine and pretty young 

woman who is a native of the area, but Roy somehow has never really 

noticed her as a woman. He falls in love instead with Margaret's Eastern 

visitor Helen Wingate. Another visitor at the Ransomes', Allan Deerford, 

has followed Helen to Texas, and the stage is set for the real conflicts 

between Deerford and Hilliard who are actually brothers. The kinship 

is only biological because Deerford does not possess the fine qualities 

of Roy. 
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When the issue of fencing the ranges arises, Roy opposes night 

raids for destroying fences even though he does not favor fencing. 

He tells the men gathered at Crouch's well, "'I happen to know that 

the men who have fenced in have acquired legal ownership'" (p. 136), 

and he tells them '"I for one will not take part in setting an example 

of wanton destruction of property which is not mine'" (p. 137). Bjt 

the crowd is taken by Allan Deerford's persuasive speecn: 

"The barbed-wire business from first to last is a damnable 
outrage. . . . By what right—I ask this of intelligent and 
high-minded citizens--by what right does the bloated capitalist 
of the far north and the far east, with his millions and nis 
minions, dare to invade the sacred homes and the inviolable 
birthright of the poor, perhaps, but free and manlv Texan?" 
(p. 136) 

Deerford's primary interest in the issue is the opportunity for excitement 

and the chance to defeat Hilliard, the man he has already perceived as 

his rival for Helen. He has no regard for the consequences of breaking 
a* 

the law or for influencing others to do so. 

The following description of Deerford's dancing at one of the social 

gatherings is part of the gradually developing exposure of his strange 
malevolence: 

No one present had seen anything like it. His feet made no more 
than a whispering sound on the floor, though clad in the regulation 
boots. His lithe body swayed first to one side and then to the 
other with a stealthy cat-like grace; his arms were slowly 
outstretched, with the slender fingers curved inward to the palms 
of his hands; his eyelids were lowered until only a line of light 
gleamed through the dark lashes; the swaying motion became slower 
and slower until it ceased, and the slender figure stood motion
less, yet instinct with unrest. Then bounding rapidly forward, 
he crouched with his shoulders drawn together until his head 
nearly touched the floor,--"like a cougar smell in' blood" Bagley 
declared afterward,--and springing backward, he resumed his 
rhythmic undulatory movements. His eyes suddenly opened wide, 
emitting flashes of living flame from their dilated puoils--
or so it seemed to the spell-bound circle about him; his lios 
curved in an inscrutable smile, (pp. 194-95) 



181 

The rich details provide a powerful visual image so the reader can 

picture Deerford's embodiment of evil. That same sense of evil is 

also evident in what Helen tells Margaret about him: 

"Oh, no, I never could love Allan. But--Margaret, this, I 
know, will seem silly and childish to you. But I cannot reason 
it out, or reason it away. He has a curious influence over me. 
I am afraid of him. I feel, when I am in his presence, as i-' 
I were half-paralyzed. I was terrified when I found ne had 
followed me here." (p. 149) 

Deerford, then, is obviously a powerful adversary for Roy, but 

Davis allows Roy to remain real rather than making him into some kind 

of superhero. Knowing the two are brothers promotes a good rapport 

between the writer and audience, for doing so offers the audience the 

opportunity to compare its own ideas for the plot with those the 

writer develops. It puts the writer in the position of proving her 

ability to develop and motivate her characters to her own and the 

readers' satisfaction. 

Roy's acts of goodness are not major but consistent, and they 

always show his regard for others. When a neighbor's child is lost, 

he joins the search party and even allows the greenhorn minister to 

accompany him against the inclinations of Amen Bagley who remarks, 

"'What in the name of thunder did you fetch the little parson along 

for? . . . He's a powerful hand at dippin'. But dippin' is one thing 

an' mesquit woods at midnight is another'" (p. 167). Though Roy is 

inclined to agree, "he was beginning to respect the parson's pluck" 

(p. 167). His faith is well founded since it is Rev. French who insists 

that they look in one more unlikely place where the child turns out to 

be. 
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Another quiet demonstration of Roy's sensitivity occurs in a 

dramatic scene at the Pel eg church grounds. Abner Croft, a witness 

to Jack Ransome's murder, convinces Jack's sister Margaret to drop 

Jack's bandana into No-Bottom Hole where he had seen Deerford throw 

Jack's body. A local legend held that an article of the dead person's 

clothing would help locate the body. When Abner dives down after the 

bandana and brings up Jack's body, Roy shouts, "'My God! . . . Get 

Margaret Ransome out of the way, Amos. For God's sake, quick, man, 

quick!'" (p. 251). But Roy himself reaches her first as she faints, 

and he carries her to the other women. He returns to the crowd of men 

who are listening to Abner Croft relate the details of the murder, and 

when Abner collapses, Roy lifts him up also. As the group discusses 

pursuing Deerford who has slipped away unnoticed, "Hilliard was among 

these, but he could hardly steady his nerves sufficiently to bear his 

part in the council. His breast was shaken with the sobs which he had 

not tried to repress" (p. 259). 

This episode set in and around the Pel eg church offers Davis the 

opportunity to act as historian without distorting the novel. One of 

Davis' best features is her ability to utilize her observations of the 

real world to substantiate her characters, their actions, and their 

world. Pel eg church is no doubt modeled upon the typical churcn of 

the day—a church where the Sundays were divided between the various 

denominations, a church where many attended, whatever the denomination 

of the day, because they were just happy to have the opportunity at all 

That same drawing from life Is reflected in the speech and actions 

of the characters. Roy's tears over his dead friend are genuine 

/ . 
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because Davis has been careful to establish Jack's and Roy's brother

like relationship as well as Roy's sensitivity. 

During this period, Roy's awareness of Margaret grows, and he 

comes to respect her in a new light. He appreciates her courage :̂n 

belying an earlier rumor that he himself was responsible for Jack's 

disappearance. When that rumor spreads at the church grounds before 

Jack's body is discovered, for example, Margaret scorns it: 

"If there is any one on these grounds who wants to know what 
2 think of such a monstrous story, I will show him." She 
quitted the women and walked rapidly over to where Hilliard 
stood. It was an unheard of thing for an unmarried woman to 
cross the invisible but rigid line of demarcation between the 
women's or family side of the churchyard and the men's lounging 
place until after the second sermon, (p. 243) 

It is Margaret who eases his mind about any guilt he feels at not having 

kept Jack from getting involved with Deerford, and it is Margaret wno 

helps him decide that helping the other boys in trouble will be more 

useful than searching for Deerford back East. And though he is sti'l 

in love with Helen, Hilliard confesses to himself "an unreasonable 

pang" (p. 281) when the minister David French tells him that he wants 

to take care of Margaret and her mother. Later he feels "genuine regret 

and sympathy for his friend [French] mingled with an odd sense of 

relief" (p. 292) when he hears that Margaret does not accept the minister's 

proposal. 

To complete the plot, Helen discovers she is the daughter of LeRoy 

Hilliard rather than her aunt Mrs. Wingate. She assumes then that she 

is Roy's sister and runs away. She encounters Deerford and marries him 

with a kind of why-not attitude. Roy discovers his true identity when 

he returns to the Hilliard home in South Carolina. He is so upset 
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that he considers suicide, but his friend David Frnecn persuades him 

to return to Texas, and it is easy to assume that he finds a mutually-

rewarding relationship with Margaret Ransome. So Davis manages to 

avoid still another pitfall of the typical fiction because she does 

not end her story in the usual absolute, nappily-ever-after way. 

Davis makes good use of the mysterious evil of Deerford by blending 

it with some honest human characters and actions. Even her minor 

characters help to create that balance of natural and supernatural 

because they, too, seem very real. Amen Bagley, for example, is not 

a talker but frequently adds his assenting "Amen" to significant comments 

by others. And Davis picks up local color in Billy Crouch who "was 

a briar breaker, that is to say, one of the pioneers in the settlement 

which bore his name" (p. 85). The local gathering place for the men 

is Billy's Well and store which also serves as the post office. Silly 

"gave this water of life freely, without money and without price ..." 

(p. 86). Davis does go on to show what Billy's reward is. In doing 

so, she offers additional real-life details in her description of the 

men at the well: "There, like a row of vari-colored crows, in their 

blue or brown or gray jeans trousers and white shirt-sleeves, they perched 

talking politics--national preferred--with the delighted Billy, until 

the mail came; and herein consisted Billy's profit from his well-water!" 

(pp. 87-88). The scene offers still another example of her acute 

observations and her ability to re-create life to suit her own purposes. 

She observes and preserves the natural world instead of resorting to 

making one she might prefer or which might suit her purposes better. 
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In Under the Man-Fig (1895) Davis incorporates local color in a 

legend to explain the town's landmark tree: 

This landmark--older, some said, than the town of Thornham 
itself--was known as the Man-Fig. It had long ceased to bear 
the luscious fruit which the oldest inhabitant . . . remembered 
to have gathered, surreptitiously, when a boy. . . . The origin 
of its name was unknown. A dim legend survived of the murdered 
Spaniard whose blood had watered its infant roots, and passed 
into its great reddish-purple fruit.21 

This tree serves the men of the town in much the same way that Crouch's 

well serves in The Wire-Cutters. Davis captures the men in a closely 

observant tableau: 

But all through the semi-tropical spring and hot summer, its 
[the tree's] scant shade sheltered the male contingent of the 
Thornham gossips. They stood about, leaning against the fence, 
or squatted on the ground, gravely discussing all manner of 
questions--from the President's last message to the ear-marks 
of their hogs. (p. 10) 

The reigning figure under the man-fig is June Badgett who is 

responsible for setting in motion the rumor on which the plot hinges. 

Though the plot involves a mystery about some jewels stolen from 

Elinor Thornham, daughter of the town's founder, the real story is 

the effect of gossip on the lives of the main cast. So it is appropriate 

that the book opens with the description of the tree and the group of 

gossips lounging under it. 

June Badgett retains the limelight of the group each time he tells 

of having seen Van Herring leaving Elinor Thornham's house on the nignt 

of her death. Because a jewel box is missing, the rumor spreads that 

Van Herring took a diamond necklace. The rumors take various shapes 

through the years that follow; some even insinuate that Herring 

strangled Elinor because they had once been engaged and she had called 

off the wedding. When Elinor's brother, who lives in New Orleans, 
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fails to prosecute Herring, Badgett and the other gossips believe it 

is because of the family pride since Van Herring is a distant relative 

of the Thornhams'. But Badgett pronounces "'Wait till tne Hand o' 

God strikes him!'" (p. 75). 

As the years pass, the town explains away Van Herring's good 

fortunes as the ill gotten gains from the sale of Elinor's diamonds, 

and when tragedy strikes his family and he loses his wife and three 

children, they claim the Hand of God at work. Only a few people in 

the town believe Van Herring is innocent; they are Peter Newall (Herring's 

rival for Elinor long ago). Miss Kizzy Dibbs de Jolibois, and the 

faithful family servants. The rest are hypocrites who bask in the outer 

ripples of Herring's successes and attend the generous parties held at 

the family mansion Roseneath. They enliven their own lives with 

speculations about Van Herring and his family. They take a strangely 

mixed pride in his honorable service to the Confederacy and in his 

lovely, generous daughter Olive. Still the infamy never really dies; 

it remains active enough to darken Olive's life as well. 

When Olive grows into a young woman, she falls in love with the 

young minister Mark Kennison who is a newcomer to Thornham. Duncan 

Jeffrey, her childhood friend who has always loved her, realizes too 

late that he should have declared his love sooner. Before Kennison 

and Olive are married, however, June Badgett alerts Kennison to the 

reputation of her father Van Herring. When he investigates the story 

further, Kennison decides that because of his position as minister he 

cannot marry Olive even if the rumor is unfounded. Olive, who has not 

heard the rumor, is stunned and angered when Kennison comes to tell he>" 
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they cannot marry and why. Jeffrey, meanwhile has left Thornham ana 

does not return for several years. During those years Olive's ^'ather 

tells her the true story of that infamous night. 

Van Borough Herring had been summoned to Elinor's home twice 

during his life. The first time had been when she called him tnere 

to break their engagement, and the second time, several years later, 

had been when she wanted to tell him before she died tnat she had 

never stopped loving him, that she had broken the engagement because 

she discovered she was epileptic and felt she had no right to marry. 

In those intervening years Herring had gone home to Kentucky and married 

his childhood sweetheart whom he loved and continued to love long after 

Elinor was dead. He had not taken the jewels. 

Olive has believed her father innocent from the day she first 

heard that rumor from Kennison, but his explanation enhances his 

nobility for her. When Mark Kennison discovers later that his own 

dead wife's father is in fact the culprit who took the necklace, he is 

stricken with remorse and self-loathing. He eventually decides to go 

to Olive in the hopes of being forgiven and loved again, but Duncan 

Jeffrey has returned and declared his love to Olive. She asks Jeffrey 

if he has known the story about her father all along, and he admits 

that he had always known it but never believed it and that true or 

false the rumor did not affect his love for her. Olive acknowledges 

her special feelings for him, too, and they make plans to be married 

at last. These plans do not seem too sudden because Davis has built 

their relationship in small but consistent ways throughout the book. 
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The parallels of this love story and Elinor Thornham's oind the plot 

well as does the connecting link of the gossip and its damage. 

Another aspect of Davis's sophistication lies, it seems, in the 

fact that she can employ subplots of interest which enhance tne main 

plot, and in the fact that she focuses as much on the characters, even 

the minor ones, as upon manipulating the action. Under the Man-j^ig 

has several love stories that show not only the relationships of more 

than one generation of the leading families, but also of married couples 

like the ex-slaves Liberty and his wife Betty and of Uncle Isham Lester 

and his wife. There is even the pathetic but comical relationship 

between Miss Kizzy (the town spinster and later dance teacher) ana the 

husband she finally gains and sometimes enjoys when he is not away on 

"business trips." 

In fact, Madame de Jolibois [Miss Kizzy] is one of those cnaracters, 

who, though minor, is nonetheless distinct. Miss Kizzy who pronounces 

her name "dee Jollyboys" (p. 43) decides to open a dancing school after 

she has been fleeced by her husband the first time. She apparently 

thinks such an endeavor appropriate for the wife of the fine Frenchman 

for whom she waits in ever-hopeful expectation. Though Miss Kizzy is 

a comical character, Davis shows her own respect for her in this passage: 

Just why Miss Kizzy had chosen this particular profession, no one 
but herself ever knew. But she carried into it the conscientious 
painstaking and scrupulous integrity of purpose which characterized 
all her actions; and though, as June Badgett allowed, it was a 
"plum sight" to see her with lifted skirts and out-turned elbows, 
setting her large gaitered feet into the correct First Five 
Positions for the edification of her students or leading them 
through the mazes of a Virginia reel, yet her patrons had just 
cause for self-congratulations, (p. 43) 

And it is Miss Kizzy who is instrumental in acquiring a half-priced. 
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second-hand, Yankee drum major's leg for faithful old Liberty when 

he loses his leg. 

The speech and actions of Davis's characters, whether rich or 

poor, white or black, ring with sincerity and convince the reader 

that Davis knows what she writes. In a scene which depicts an annual 

gathering of the Negroes celebrating Emancipation Day, Uncle Isham 

Lester is honored as the "Centre Figger." Uncle Isham recalls his 

youth as an African prince and his beautiful "palm-tree" girl he loved 

long ago. In his speech he tells the celebrants, "'I am twice free, 

and I live in a land where there are no slaves. But something in a 

man dies hard'" (p. 162). He goes on: 

."I have a wife," he said. "She is a good woman. She has made 
me a father seven times. She has planted the gourd-vine in my 
dooryard and kept my hearth bright. But I would be slave again 
to the white man who has been kind to me, and slave again to the 
black man who lashed the blood from my back with a leather thong 
[back in his native land]; I would be chained like a dog in the 
dark place of the ship, burnt with fever and parched with thirst. 
For what? do you ask me? For a sight of the blue sky of my 
country? But I tell you, no. To sit beside the king, my father, 
on his gold-fringed mat? But I tell you, no! Twice am I set 
free, but twice would I be slave again to look once more in the 
eyes of the girl who waited for me under the palm tree!" (p. 162) 

The group is stunned by what he says, but as they stare in surprise, 

"an aged negress came up out of the throng and stood beside him with 

her hand on his shoulder, looking down at the sea of faces with proudly 

defiant eyes: It was his wife" (p. 163). One of the most effective 

features of Davis's work is her ability to project her own respect 

and feeling for her characters, who, though creations of her own, a>̂ e 

representatives of qualities in actual people who affect her and command 

her respect. 
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Davis's abilities to portray strong love relationships without 

being saccharine or shallow are apparent in several of the stories 

collected in An Elephant's Track and Other Stories (1897) as well.^^ 

For example, in the title story, Newt Pinson, the husband, is duped 

into a losing card game when the family goes into town for the big 

event of their lives--the chance to see a circus. He loses the hard-

earned, hard-saved ticket money Mrs. Pinson so carefully calculated: 

"'Ye kin tote the baby. Beck; an' I kin tote Joe; an' yo' paw jie kin 

tote Jed, twel we git inside the tent. They ain't no charge fer 

children in arms. It says so'" (p. 3). When Mrs. Pinson sees her 

husband's shame over losing the money, she passes over it lightly and 

threatens the children in secret if they offer to complain. 

Several of these stories in An Elephant's Track are ouilt around 

the Pinsons' area known as Jim-Ned Creek (a geographical reality), and 

love between husbands and wives serves as the basis for some of them, 

too. In "A Snipe Hunt" Sissy Cullum gets so angry with her husband 

Tobe for being party to taking a nice innocent greenhorn on a snipe 

hunt that she refuses to speak to him. The couple is the talk of the 

community, and even the minister comes to pray with Mrs. Cullum. He 

ends his prayer, 

"Lord," he concluded, after a long and powerful summing up 
of the erring sister's misdeeds, "Thou knowest that she is 
travelling the broad and flowery road to destruction. Show 
her the evil of her ways, and warn her to flee from the wrath 
to come!" 

He arose from his knees with a look of satisfaction on his 
face, which changed to one of chagrin when he saw Sister 
Cullum's chair empty, and Sister Cullum herself out in the 
backyard tranquilly and silently feeding her hens. (p. 32) 
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Tobe Cullum begins to despair of ever get t ing nis wi^'e to ta lk to 

him again. One n ight at the supper table he f i n a l l y gets so angry 

that he begins to throw the dishes and glassware: 

F ina l l y he l a i d a savage hand upon a small old-fashioned blue 
p i tcher l e f t standing alone in the wide waste of t ab lec lo th . 

At t h i s Sissy surrendered uncondi t iona l ly . "Oh, Tobe, fer 
Gawd's sake!" she c r i e d . . . . I give i n ! I give i n ! Don't 
break the l i t t l e blue china p i tcher ! You fetched i t to me tne 
day l i t t l e Bud was born! An' he drunk out 'n i t j es t afore he 
d ied ! Fer Gawd's sake, Tobe, honey! I give i n . 

Tobe set down the p i tcher as gingerly as i f i t had been a 
soap bubble. Then, wi th a whoop which f a i r l y l i f t e d the roof 
from the cab in , he cleared the intervening space between them 
and caught his wi fe in his arms. (p. 34) 

Another woman who gets some a t ten t ion around Jim-Ned Creek community 

i s Jinny Tr imble. In "The Grovel l ing of Jinny Trimble" the wi fe Jinny 

is l e f t w i th the farm and the kids when her f i d d l e - p l a y i n g , rye-ar ink ing 

husband goes o f f on a lark in Waco. Before long. Jinny 

appeared in her f i e l d walking behind a plow and d r i v ing Joe's 
o ld sorre l horse, Baldy. She seemed at f i r s t to be rather 
dragged by the plough-handles than to guide them. But she 
held on w i th grim determinat ion; and by the time the garden-
patch was turned under, the passer-by admitted that the rows 
were run ding s t r a i g h t , f o r a woman, (p. 42) 

The e f fec t of fu rn ish ing Baldy's name is l i k e Rabb's inc luding the 

name of the f am i l y ' s horse Nickety Poly in her nonf ic t ion personal 

h i s t o r y . 

When Joe Trimble finally decides to come home, he comes riding 

atop a whiskey barrel, playing his fiddle, in fine spirits, but. 

His maudlin laugh was suddenly checked; his jaw dropped; he 
gazed at his wife with dilating eyes. She stood in the open 
gateway confronting him; her dark eyes, fixed full upon his 
were like the imperious, high spirited Jinny Leggett, of whom 
Joe in his courting days had been mortally afraid, (p. 46) 

Needless to say, Joe toed the mark after that, and the community 

applauded Jinny Trimble for her strength. The twist to the story. 
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however, is that Jinny discovers that something is missing. Finally, 

she tells Joe, 

"I want to hear you laugh onct mo'! I want to see you cavort 
roun' Jim-Ned like you used to! I'm plumb tired o' havin' them 
fool men look at me like I wuz wearin' the britches! I'm sick 
o' hearin' Mis' Pinson an' Granny Carnes talk like you didn't 
have spunk enough to spank Randy! I wisnt ter the Lord I hadn't 
of made no crop! I'm so lonesome! Oh, Joe_!" (p. 50) 

So to the consternation of all the folks, tne next evening finds the 

Trimbles hosting a party at which Joe is himself again and Mrs. Trimble 

is happily grovelling to him. 

Another in that collection of stories, "The Soul of Rose Dede," 

combines the theme of love's power with Davis's penchant for the 

mysterious and supernatural. The characters are the dead who are 

visiting with each other from their graves. Tv/o who have loved each 

other in life realize their mutual love after death, and though tney 

cannot move from their graves, they ask their priest friend, v.ho is 

among them, to marry them. When the presence of their love is felt 

by all around them, all are freed to move around except the priest 

himself who must pay for his sin in life with Rose Dede. When he 

acknowledges that sin, the gathering storm breaks: "It blotted out, 

in a lightning's flash, the mansion which stands on the site of Jacques 

Cai11 ion's hut, and the weed-grown, ancient, forgotten graveyard in its 

shaddow. . . . And a bell in the steeple of Our Lady of the Gulf rang 

out the hour" (p. 140). 

The love element in these stories is not limited to the romantic 

kind alone. In "A Heart Leaf from Stony Creek Bottom," for example, 

the lives of Colonel Overall and his Negro servant Byron are remembered, 

The two were born on the same day and were life-long companions. When 

JUfmmy 
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Colonel Overall courted his wife Repose, he had Byron go into the 

bottom for a heart-leaf. Each year on the couple's anniversary Byron 

would carry a heart-leaf to Repose, and she would send back a message 

through Byron asking her husband if he wanted repose for his heart. 

The story is the recollections of the school teacher as she watches 

the two old men being driven away to the poor house, still together 

though the Colonel's wife has long since been dead (pp. 175-88). 

Generally Davis's treatment of Negro slaves and freedmen, like 

Byron, Liberty, and Uncle Isham Lester is sensitive and objective, 

not patronizing. In two other stories from An Elephant's Track she 

weaves black magic into good stories about the taboo subject of 

miscegenation. In "The Love-Stranche" young Floyd Garth asks the 

family's ex-slave, his mammy Hagar, if she can conjure as well as her 

reputation claims. He wants to win the heart of a young woman, and 

Hagar obliges because she loves Garth. The spell is a success, but to 

Hagar's dismay, she discovers that the object of Garth's affection is 

her own mulatto daughter Lisette. Hagar enlists the aid of another 

conjurer and prepares for an encounter with the two young lovers where 

she tells Garth, '"De Voodoo spell has done its work. . . . It has 

holp you to de woman you want. But de spell ain't finish' yet. Dis 

half Is for you, little Mars! Floyd! De yether half is fer de gal, 

Lisette'" (p. 274-75). 

When Hagar gives Lisette the "dark shining object" in an orange 

slice, the scene is very tense: 

Hagar looked down at her, mute and rigid. . . . Then a short, 
sharp shriek rang through the room; a gasp shook the slight 
form in the chair [Lisette], running like an electric thrill 

/ 
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along her limbs; a wave of purple mounted to her face and 

neck and receded; the eyes closed, tne head fell back. (p. 275) 

Garth, assuming that Hagar believes he has ruined Lisette, attacks 

Hagar, screaming, "'Fiend! Devil! What have you done? . . . She is 

my wife! Do you hear me? She would not listen to me until my mother's 

wedding-ring was on her finger! She is my wedded wife!'" (p. 276). 

But Hagar has a revelation of her own to make. After she car^esses 

the dead daughter, she turns with "a savage cry upon the man whose 

wild eyes were fixed upon her. 'You axed me kin I cunjur,' she said 

in a terrible voice. 'Yes, son of Cunnel Floyd Garth and his slave 

Hagar--yes, I kin cunjur!'" (p. 276). 

"Bamboula" is built around a massive young black freeman callea 

Blue-gum Marc. His father was an African prince who was saved from 

starvation when Colonel Berkeley bought him and gave him a good home 

as one of his slaves. When Francis Underwood comes to visit nis fiancee 

Cecil Berkeley, Marc brings the wagon to the depot to transport Undenvood 

to the family home Pine Needles. In the course of their drive, Undenvood 

asks Marc's name, and Marc explains his name: 
The giant opened his mouth, drawing back his thick lips, and 
pointed to a double row of glistening white teeth, set in 
gums of a dark leaden blue. "Dat's de reason, sah," he said, 
lightly. "I is a blue-gum nigger. An' dey 'lows ef I git mad 
at anybody, an' bite de pusson, dat bite gwine ter be wusser 
'n rattlesnake pizen!" (p. 192) 

Though the two young men laugh, the backdrop of the dark woods and 

the twilight lend a slightly sinister effect, and during the drive 

the horses shy at the sight of a young woman whom Marc recognizes 

as S'lome, Cecil's own maid. When Underwood remarks that ^or a second 
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he thought it was Cecil, Marc must check himself in the middle of 

saying, "'S'lome do look lak— . . .'" (p. 193). 

During Underwood's extended visit, Cecil Berkeley's beauty and 

vitality begin to wane. One day she encounters Marc gardening and 

she too asks him about his alleged powers. Though he declares that he 

"'ain' never projecked none wi' dat foolishness'" (p. 199), he does 

admit "'my ole daddy uster sa^ so, an' I reckin a Affican prince 

oughter know!'" (p. 199). Cecil goes on to remark that most of the 

dwarf-marigolds are gone, adding that S'lome has been gathering them 

for Mr. Underwood. Marc and Cecil understand each other without further 

remark. 

That same even.ing the Negroes and Cecil's aunt have arranged a 

kind of pageant for Cecil and Underwood. When S'lome dances the 

bamboula, her dance has the same mysteriously sinister quality of 

Deerford's in The Wire-Cutters: 

The girl hardly appeared to move; there was a languid swaying 
of the hips from side to side, and an almost imperceptible 
yet rhythmic stir of the feet. But as the music gradually 
quickened its time, a thrill seemed to pass along her sinuous 
limbs, and a subtle passion pervaded her movements; her arms 
were tossed voluptuously above her head; her breast heaved; 
a seductive fire burned in her half-closed amber eyes. (p. 203) 

As the dance comes to an end, S'lome stretches "with the supple grace 

of a young panther" (p. 204) and smiles at Underwood with "her lips 

parted in an exultant smile" (p. 204). At that moment Cecil Berkeley's 

eyes meet those of Marc, and 

With a roar like that of a wild beast, Marcas leaped across the 
room. His hand fell with a vise-like grasp upon the shoulder 
of the quadroon [S'lome]; he stooped with a second ferocious 
cry, and buried his teeth deep in the smooth flesh of the 
rounded arm. (p. 204) 
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Marc carries S'lome to her cabin and refuses to let anyone enter 

the room except Cecil Berkeley. When Cecil comes. Marc tells her, 

"I jes' waited fer de tu'n o' yo' eye, 'caze I didn't know 
which you was gwine ter p'int out fust—S'lome or Injm. De knife 
is fer hjni, soon ez de gal is onder groun'. . . ." He explains, 
"'Doan fret. Miss Cecil. . . . No stranger ain' gwine ter turn 
de rosy cheek o' Colonel Berkeley's chile white ez cotton—a^' 
live! Not whilse de blood o' de ole Affican prince is hot in de 
vein o' his son!" (p. 208) 

Marc goes on in a soft musical voice: 

"S'lome! S'lome! I doan 'member de time. Miss Cecil, when I 
ain' been lovin' S'lome. . . . She was swif ez a fiel'-lark. 
Miss Cecil, an' her eyes is ez sof ez de eyes of a dove wnen 
she look at me an' say she ain' gwine ter love nobody 'oeo'n 
me ez long ez she is 'bove groun'. . . . She is de onlies' 
one in de settlemint dat ain' 'fead o' de pizen in de gum o' 
Blue-gum Marc. . . . dat's de fam'ly blood in her . . . de 
Berkeley blood—." (pp. 208-209) 

At this point Cecil sinks to her knees at the feet of the dead girl, 

her forehead brushing S'lome's feet, and she shivers "as if the chill 

of death had passed from them into her own benumbed veins" (p. 209). 

The story is representative of Davis because it illustrates ner ability 

to create interesting plots of mystery, love, reality, played out by 

vivid, human characters. 

This survey of plots and characters shows the range from relatively 

unsophisticated writers who rely on calculated coincidence and superfluous 

description of character to this writer who keeps enough fiction to 

make a good yet believable story and allows her characters to be_ rather 

than be described. Davis divorces herself enough from the writing to 

avoid excessive manipulation, preaching, and sentimentality, but projects 

an underlying sense of caring for and trusting in her art. 

The primary value of the sentimental fiction presented here is 

its contribution to literary history, because many of these works are 

4S**:-
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merely examples which lead inductively to a definition of sentimental, 

domestic literature. In relying upon stock characters and plots, the 

writers sacrifice the chance to be original and distinctive. The 

extent to which some of the writers incorporate anything atypical 

is a measure not only of their potential to warrant more individual 

attention, but also a measure of their confidence in their own abilities 

to interest their audiences. A few of these writers did utilize the 

special romantic appeal of the Texas setting, create stock ethnic 

characters from the Mexican population, or experiment with different 

points of view in their works. Since several of the nonfiction writers 

write about Indians, it is perhaps remarkable that none of these 

fiction writers made any use of the Indian either as the epitome of 

evil or as the noble savage. The explanation may lie in the fact that 

those writing sentimental fiction conform to the conventions of domestic 

fiction which by the mid and late century was especially prevalent in 

the South (Papashvily, p. xvi). There was not at that time a strong 

Southwestern flavor in women's works. The absence of the Indian in 

this Texas fiction may also be a product of the times since the fiction 

Is generally a product of the latter part of the century when the 

Indian problem In Texas had been pushed as far away as the western part 

of the state where the white population was still scarce and women 

fiction writers in it very limited. 

While many of these writers presented in this chapter are very 

imitative, there are a number of them who do achieve literary quality. 

There are writers here who set their stories during the Texas Revolution, 

an exciting time peculiar to the state. It does show that Texas served 
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as a kind of refuge for people of the deep South during the Civil War, 

and it does represent the southern sentiment with regard to the slave 

and freedman of much of the state's population. Furthermore, the two 

writers who internalize the point of view through the first person in 

Kathleen Douglas and the male point of view in Bob Dean are fairly 

successful in those attempts to probe the characters, and Mary Evelyn 

Moore Davis demonstrates particular talent in integrating character and 

plot, in making direct and specific use of the locale and people, and 

in convincing the reader of her own respect for her characters and the 

real people from whom they are drawn. 

t^v^l^g^"' 
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CONCLUSION 

The primary objective of this study has been to demonstrate the 

quality in the works of these thirty-nine nineteenth-century Texas 

women. In order to present, describe, and evaluate the works, the 

study separates them into four categories based upon stance, form, 

and purpose. To preserve the essence of each individual's personality 

and style, the writers are presented separately through extended 

excerpts from their works. In addition to the excerpts, there is 

description of each writer's work as it relates to the particular focus 

of the chapter in which the work appears and analysis of the writer's 

management of stance, form, and purpose. These methods of presentation 

are designed to give a more thorough understanding of the writers than 

one method alone could accomplish. 

Chapter I is devoted to diaries, journals, and personal letters. 

Because they are examples of very private writing, the chapter examines 

the degree of intimacy evident in them, revealing that intimacy is a 

reflection of the writer's purpose for writing and her relationship 

to the audience. Those writers whose primary aim is to keep a record 

of events, people, and places tend to give less evidence of their own 

feelings than do others whose diaries and letters serve them as a means 

of exploring their Inmost thoughts and feelings. The subject matter 

In the works is also related to intimacy and purpose. The writer who 
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writes to explore her feelings or to share them with someone close 

tends to Include more personal information than the record keeper. 

Chapter II considers personal histories which are written for 

special audiences with whom the writers have some direct connection— 

for their families and friends or their future generations. While 

there are also degrees of intimacy in these works, this chapter 

emphasizes the writers' comfort and confidence in their own abilities 

to write and Interest their readers. The writers' knowledge of the 

audience provides some basis for choosing subject matter and details, 

but the writer's personalities are another important factor in how they 

address that material and the audience. There is a wide range from 

the writer who is very specific about everyday details, such as the 

horses' names and her daily activities, to the writer who writes her 

life story as if it were a novel, complete with chapter titles and 

dramatic chapter endings. 

In Chapter III the presentation focuses on those nonfiction writers 

who address a general audience on subjects which consider a general 

population rather than the authors' Immediate families and friends. 

While most of these examples are written in the first person and based 

upon the writers' lives, the writers place themselves and their experiences 

in the historical, political, social, and religious perspectives of 

their times. The particulars of their experiences serve as illustrations 

of the general. Not all of the histories are personal, however; one 

of these writers, for example, chooses the stance of the objective 

historian and bases her works on historical research rather than on 

personal experience. Nonfiction is not limited to history, of course. 
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and two writers in this chapter choose other airections; one writes 

articles about social controversies, and another vrites about her 

exploration of spiritualism. 

Chapter IV, which deals with fiction, shows the range of works 

from excessively sentimental and conventional domestic novels to more 

realistic and innovative ones. Some of the writers aevote more of tneir 

energies to following the conventions of popular literature and giving 

their audience heart-rending melodrama than to developing original 

plots and characters. Others apparently struggle to express their own 

distinctive purposes while simultaneously appealing to public taste 

through conventions. With regard to techniques such as setting and 

point of view, there are a few of the writers who are able to go beyond 

the confines of typical sentimentality, and one writer in particular 

shows an aptitude for relying on her own observations and resources to 

create interesting plots and credible characters. 

To augment the presentation and description of these works, the 

study offers an analysis of how the writers' stances and purposes 

affect their choices of genre. The analysis identifies as far as 

possible their perceptions of themselves as writers, their faith in 

the value of what they have to say, and their awareness of a "reader, 

sometime, somewhere." An effective writer must feel comfortable and 

assured about addressing her readers whether she chooses to write for 

a private audience or a general one. In addition to feeling confident 

in the writer's position, she must convey to the reader her genuine 

commitment to her work and her audience. The writers who rely on 

popular conventions instead of their own abilities to perceive and 
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present what they see as significant in the world try to reinforce 

their confidence about what they have to say by borrowing from other 

writers. The writer who depends upon imitation for what to say, instead 

of upon her own creation, reveals to the perceptive reader either a 

lack of confidence in herself or a lack of commitment to be honest with 

the reader, neither of which is a positive factor in the writer-reader 

relationship. Whatever circumstances produce the confidence, it is an 

important part of these women's works because it promotes and insures 

a genuine stance on their parts and an effective rapport with their 

readers, and the genuine quality contributes overall to the value of 

these works. 

Evaluating these works to determine what "worthwhile" literary 

qualities they possess requires criteria which are appropriate to the 

historical and literary nature of the materials. Essentially, effective 

writing occurs when a writer communicates his ideas to a reader. The 

formula is deceptively simple as critics such as Emerson, Booth, Lucas, 

and Ong have shown. The balancing of the three-part stance of the 

writer, audience, and subject with the demands of purpose and the 

choices of forms serves as the fundamental basis for identifying quality 

in these works. The study recognizes both historical and literary 

quality or value. 

Though difficult to define, "quality" or "value" is demonstrable 

In the works of these writers. Historical quality is best demonstrated 

in the samples that give the reader the clearest picture of nineteenth-

century Texas, the samples that have the greatest degree of detail. 

Historical value depends upon the amount and kind of information the 
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writer gives the reader. From the historical perspective, accuracy 

is a must, and while nonfiction would seem to have greater nistorical 

value than fiction, that is not necessarily the case. The writer of 

fiction may depict a hypothetical character or event, but if that 

character or event is representative of what is typical, the reader 

may understand more about the past than he would know by reacing a 

single record of one person's own experiences in the past. On the 

other hand, the individual reports of actual experience serve as the 

test of accuracy in fiction. Viewed in this perspective it becomes 

clear that good "fiction" drawn from real life and good "nonfiction" 

reported by an imaginative and creative writer are very close to being 

the same thing. Therefore, though this study presents the "nonfiction' 

and "fiction" separately, it is through the collective efforts of these 

women that the reader comes to know about the lives of typical nineteenth-

century Texans. 

Since the population of Texas at the beginning of the nineteenth 

century was almost totally Mexican or Indian, the typical Texan 

depicted in these writings is an immigrant, whose settling here 

presented great difficulties. The land was here for the taking, provided 

one made at least a public avowal of allegiance to the Mexican government 

and the Catholic Church, provided one were willing to do without 

luxuries and even some necessities, and provided one were not afraid 

to face hostile Indians. No doubt many of the new Texans could not 

have imagined before they came just how difficult life would be, but 

once they were here, most had to make the best of it. 
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Many women followed the men to Texas, testing not only their love 

for those men, but their own spirit of adventure as well. Since these 

women left luxuries and comforts behind them, they had to do without 

or create their own. They Invented out of necessity—using wooden 

crates for furniture and healing the sick with home remedies. They 

suffered the loss of children and loved ones, mourning the dead they 

could not save from yellow fever and from childbirth gone wrong. 

They learned to find pleasure in simple things, things that might 

once have been taken for granted—the delight in basic foods such as 

milk and eggs that were now sometimes scarce, the enjoyment of the 

natural beauty in the world around them though it sometimes varied 

from what they knew and loved, and the joy of sharing worship with 

a few friends when a minister was available. They endured the political 

upheavals of the shifts from Mexican province to republic, to United 

State to Confederate State and back to United State, and they survived 

the Texas Revolution, the War with Mexico in 1848, and the Civil War. 

Though these women's records share the painful memories, as well as the 

pleasant ones, there is, remarkably, no deep bitterness toward life 

in any of them. 

These women thought about their roles as wives, mothers, human 

beings—wondering what would become of their children if they themselves 

should die too soon, and considering what kinds of education were 

appropriate for girls, what was the right blend of delicacy and strength. 

They conceived means of growth—suggesting ways to utilize natural 

resources and to bring peace and order to the frontier. Confronted 
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with so many political changes, they examined their consciences and 

politics In the light of slavery and Indian affairs. 

They sought to express what they experienced, thought, and felt. 

Some women needed no audience but themselves, so they chose the diary 

and the private journal as their means of expression. Others who needed 

to share the experiences, thoughts, and feelings with someone special, 

who was absent from them, wrote letters. Hoping to preserve the 

highlights of their lives, at least for their close friends and 

families, some women wrote personal histories as records. The writers 

who were especially aware of the historical significance of the experiences 

of nineteenth-century Texans chose a variety of ways to share what they 

knew with the general public. Most still wrote from a first person 

point of view, but their emphases were on the experiences common to 

society at large rather than to the individual. Still others built 

fictional worlds from the conventions of popular literature they had 

read, though some built from their own observations of and responses to 

the real world. 

While the reader can derive from these women's writings a composite 

of the typical Texan, a composite of the typical writer representative ' 

of these thirty-nine is perhaps more difficult to formulate. Many of 

them are also immigrants or temporary residents, products of different 

backgrounds. Some hold liberal views of religion, marriage, and human 

rights; a few, for exmaple, accept the work of the Catholic Church In 

Texas as well as the need for an ecumenical approach among Protestants 

who must band together for worship. One writer hopes to convince her 

readers that communication with the dead Is an exciting reality. More 
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than one is a divorcee, and another supports the need for aivorce and 

the rights of divorced persons. Several vehemently oppose slavery and 

social discrimination. Others are decided proponents of Protestantism, 

the sanctity of marriage, and the institution of slavery. Some write 

in favor of annexation by the United States, while one veteran Texan 

prefers that Texas remain a republic. The writers also represent a 

variety of age levels; Augusta Jane Evans [Wilson], for example, wrote 

Inez when she was fifteen, Lizzie Neblett's diary begins wnen she is 

a young woman on the verge of marriage and continues for eleven years, 

Elise Waerenskjold's letters cover a forty year period from middle age 

to old age, and Harriet Ames records her story wnen she is eighty-three. 

What they do hold in common, beyond the association with Texas in 

the nineteenth century and the effort to communicate through the written 

word, is the historical and literary quality they achieve in their v;orKs. 

Literary quality is best illustrated in those works where the writers 

reserve the distinctiveness of their individual voices through their 

skillful coordination of stance, form, and purpose. When it is obvious 

that the writer has sacrificed her distinctiveness in order to conform 

to a convention, the means of expression overshadows writer, subject, 

and reader. When the writer relies heavily upon literary conventions, 

the conventions intrude on her stance and offend the readers who expect 

honest and direct communication with her. The honest rapport Lucas 

calls for is destroyed. The readers can no longer trust the writer's 

commitment to the subject or to them. If the writer is motivated to 

express her own ideas instead of to conform to convention, the exchange 

of ideas between writer and readers lives up to the readers' expectations. 
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Therefore, the writer whose work brings the reaaers in closest to.xn 

with her and her subject has the greatest degree of literary quality. 

Being brought in touch means knowing what the writer is experiencing 

as she writes, in addition to being allowed to experience tne writer's 

subject. The writer need not be explicit about her responses as she 

writes; but if the readers sense in the writer's effort a lack of 

commitment, excitement, and enthusiasm, their responses to the work 

will lack these same qualities. To generate in readers an enthusiasm 

similar to her own, the writer must discover and present to the readers 

the same stimuli that elicited her own responses. When she confronts 

the readers with the same "realities," even those she has created for 

her fiction, she can be confident that her readers' reactions will be 

similar to her own, as a result of their common humanity. That the 

readers' responses be identical to the writer's is not possible or 

desirable, for this would demand conformity among them; yet it is 

possible and desirable that both writer and readers engage in an exchange 

they both regard as valuable and meaningful. 

Whatever the readers' primary value systems, these women collectively 

provide both historical and literary quality. The study furnishes 

fine examples of each of the four major categories of genre that serve 

as the basis of structure here. Ranking all of them by quality might 

be difficult, but certainly, in Chapter I, Lizzie Scot Neblett's diary 

gives the reader deep insight into one nineteenth-century woman's most 

personal thoughts and feelings. She often records negative feelings, 

but perhaps she needed the diary more in times of stress than in times 

of joy. While Mary Maverick's memoirs are less intimate than Neblett's 
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diary, they are particularly valuable for showing what life on the 

frontier was like, and Susan Newcomb illustrates better than others 

the loneliness women on the plains often faced. In Chapter II which 

presents personal histories, Mary Crownover Rabb's short account of 

life In early Texas provides a wealth of vivid details made all the 

more delightful by the rich texture of her unsophisticated diction. 

Harriet Ames' novel-like story is not only exciting because of the 

unusual circumstances of her life, but also because she shapes it so 

cleverly to take advantage of its inherent drama. The most skillful 

writers of Chapter III are Jane Cazneau, Mrs. Lee Cohen Harby, and 

Amelia Barr. Cazneau's powerful imagery and satiric tone have the 

impact essential for making her points, particularly those designed 

to denounce injustice. Harby's ability to present history objectively 

without sacrificing interesting details is an example of effective 

writing from both the historical and literary perspectives, and Amelia 

Barr demonstrates a skill for examining controversial issues, supporting 

the view she holds after that examination, and systematically dismantling 

the seeming strengths of the opposing view. The majority of the writers 

presented in Chapter IV reject the opportunity to create from what they 

already know of life a new experience for themselves and their readers. 

Those writers who explore points of view and settings that are not 

standard fare In sentimental literature evince creativity which the 

reader can respect. Since Mary Evelyn Moore Davis shows not only a 

willingness to reshape reality but also particular skill in doing so, 

her undeniable talent deserves to be recognized In this century. 
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This study lays a part of the groundwork for assessing the place 

these writers merit in literary histories as representatives of 

regionalism and women's literature. The aim of such studies is to 

bring to light more writers and their works in order to build a canon 

from which the revisions of literary histories evolve in their attempts 

to represent more accurately the literature of the nineteenth century. 

Rediscovering other women and their works will require extensive and 

dedicated reserach, but the current interest in women's studies programs, 

for instance, is evident in the number of institutions listed in the 

September 1981 Directory, PMLA which offer such programs. Interest 

in Texas women is evidenced in the work of the Texas Foundation for 

Women's Resources, which published an extensive bibliography in 1980 

and which is currently sponsoring and showing throughout the state an 
2 

exhibition of artifacts relating to Texas women. 

The researcher intent on pursuing the study of these women needs 

to work not only within the traditional disciplines of academic inquiry, 

but also to be open to other avenues of discovery. In this study, for 

example, the resources ranged from the National Union Catalog to the 
3 

cover of Bell Telephone's 1979 Directory for Texas. The scholar who 

investigates and reads the works of these thirty-nine women and others 

like them will find quality and also will gain personal enrichment. 

In addition to the information about Texas and its people, these writers 

offer a picture of energy and optimism which readers can incorporate 

into their own lives. The women's experiences and attitudes become 

the readers' temporarily or permanently as they see fit to use them. 

What these women give readers, whether they are native Texans or not. 
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is a link to their own heritage, because these women were a part of 

the human experience of pioneering. 
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Notes 

"Women's Studies Programs," September 1981 Directory, PMLA, 
96 (1981), 716-721. 

Texas Women's History Project: Bibliography (Austin: Texas 
Foundation for Women's Resources, 1980). 

Elise Waerenskjold was one of two women depicted on the cover 
of Bell's 1979 Directory for Texas. 
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