
My darling Boys: 

It is very cold today and I think I will tell you 

a love story. The love story of a young man who was born in 

Raleigh, N.C. He came to Wilmington, N.C. and there made his 

home. He was a painter and my father a carpenter. I first saw 

him painting on a house with my father. I was going downtown to 

do. some shopping for my mother and as I passed that particular 

house, saw my father and smiled at him. As I looked up, the 

young man, he said, afterward, he thought I was smiling at him. 

I saw him but did not notice him as I thought sure he was a 

white man and no nice girl in-those days would think of smiling 

at any man she did not know and a white man was out of the 

question. He said he turned to my father and asked him if he 

saw that little girl going down the street? (Father answered 

Sharply, Yes.) I'd like to meet her. Father said, "If you 

prove yourself worthy you may meet her some day, but you had 

better get to painting that cornice up there, instead of gazing 

at every little petticoat going down the street. They told me 

afterward, he walked three months and went to every church and 

finally went to Gregory School to the Friday Night Literary 

Evening. There I walked on the stage and sang a solo "Gailey 

I Wander" a beautiful waltz song and he was there sitting with 

one of our boys and he turned excitedly to Jim Howe and said, 

"There's my girl, when this is all over, I want you to introduce 

me to-her." Jim said "What do you mean my girl? I don't 

introduce you. Can't do it man." "Is she gold?" said Alex.  



"T am a gentleman and can prove it." Jim said, "Old man Sadg 

would see you smoked. She is gold, pure gold and we don't 

let strangers meet our girls unless we know just who they are.” 

"Poor fellow," he said, "he felt like a little dog with his 

tail cat.® 

We finally met and were just friends. - Met in my 

father's house. He came calling with an other girl after he 

had a letter of recommendation from the Presbyterian minister 

from his home. Oh, what a difference today! Anybody, crooks 

can meet the nicest girls and nothing is said, 

We were good friends and went to parties and picnics 

on the Sound and to the Beach and then the time came for me 

to go to Fisk. After I graduated and came back home, I was a 

different girl. Only Fisk had polished me. There was so much 

refinement there. I could not help but bring some of it back 

home. 

I learned to sét type on the Fisk Herald, the news 

of Fish and its Alumni. I was idle at home and my father, 

after persuasion, consented for me to help the young men with 

their paper, the Wilmington Record. It was a strange thing to 

see a girl "slinging" type in a newspaper office. 

Mr. Manly, your father, was the Editor of that paper 

which grew into a datto It was the only Negro Daily in the 

U.S.A. at that time. I will tell you about the Record sometime. 

I am too tired now and it brings heartaches to think about it 

even to this day.  



I like to write cheerful letters and there is 

too much sadness about that newspaper for me to tell you 

now, so I will wait until I can find courage to tell you. 

I wish I could forget it. The telephone is ringing so 

Bye Bye for now, 

Lovingly, Mother 

 


