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Love Letters of Virginia Mowry and Theodore Barber, Fall 1925 
 
Forward by Jeffrey La Favre, grandson of Virginia and Theodore [revised March 29, 2019] 
 
It is a deep regret of mine that my grandfather, Theodore Underhill Barber, did not live long 
enough for me to know him (4 May 1885 - 4 April 1952). He died when I was two and a half 
years old. His life was one of many impressive accomplishments and of adversities overcome. 
His childhood was spent in Brooklyn, New York, and he was educated at the Pratt Institute. His 
father had a stroke at a young age and Theodore had to quit school to help earn money for the 
family. He worked at a bank in New York as office boy for the bank president, rising to the 
position of head teller at a young age. In these letters we learn that that bank was New York 
Trust Co.  
 
Theodore married Adelaide Searing Valentine on November 15, 1907 while still living in New 
York.  Their only child, Ruth Underhill Barber, was born October 7, 1908.   Adelaide’s parents 
moved to Altadena, California, sometime between 1905 and 1910, leaving Florence (Adelaide’s 
older sister) and Adelaide in Brooklyn. Letters were written home to Brooklyn about the 
wonderful life in Altadena.  Theodore’s position at the bank was causing him stress, which had 
manifested in physical ways. These events led to his decision to move to California to pursue a 
better life.  There he found he could not obtain a bank position that would pay a living wage. 
Soon he made a career change, moving to agricultural pursuits, and becoming a partner in a 
nursery named East India Gardens in Altadena, probably in 1911.  
 
Theodore became especially interested in avocados and played important roles in Southern 
California in its agricultural development. I believe it was  January 4 to 8, 1913, when there was 
an unusual cold spell that killed nearly all the avocado stock at East India Gardens. The freeze 
and other factors precipitated a decision by Theodore to terminate his business partnership at 
the nursery and strike out on his own. He established a nursery in the Hollywood HIlls but soon 
found it necessary to go into another business partnership, this time with Edwin G. Hart. 
Theodore is listed in the 1916 Los Angeles Directory  under Barber as “Theo U, slsmgr Hart & 
Barber Avocado Co. h[ome] n[orth] end La Brae [Brea] av.”  

Image above is advertisement in Rural Press, January 29, 1916 
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Hart’s primary interest was agricultural real estate development, the avocado nurseries were 
one part of that enterprise. In subsequent years, Theodore held  high positions in the Hart 
organization, contributing significantly to development of orange and avocado orchards in what 
is now Hacienda Heights, then called North Whittier Heights.  He also helped develop these 
crops in other areas in Southern California.  
 
Sometime around 1924, Theodore’s marriage to Adelaide was in trouble. He was very busy with 
his work and may not have been home as much as Adelaide would have wanted.  Apparently 
she became attracted to Edwin G. Hart. It is difficult to assemble a sequence of events, but the 
US Census for 1930 lists a Mary A Hart, living in San Marino, CA, divorced, who was Edwin’s 
first wife. The Reno Evening Gazette (Nevada) printed a notice of suit for divorce between 
Theodore and Adelaide on July 8, 1926. 
 
Adelaide took a trip to Europe in 1925 with her parents, Carrie and Clarence Valentine.  While 
there, tragedy struck.  Clarence died from complications of contracting pneumonia. Adelaide 
and her mother returned to New York on the S.S. America, arriving on June 13.  We can 
imagine that Adelaide’s parents invited her on their trip because she needed to get away from 
California, she needed time to decide her future path. Sadly, that future now would not include 
her father, it is doubtful that the trip had its intended effect. 
 
 It must have been sometime soon after arriving back to California that Adelaide engaged an 
attorney to proceed with a divorce from Theodore.  It is hard to imagine the difficulties this 
caused for him.  Bad enough to learn your wife was interested in another man, but to have that 
man be your boss, well this must have been unbearable.  And in fact, we see in these letters 
that Theodore severs his business ties with Hart.  
 
With his marriage in shambles, Theodore starts a romance with Virginia.  His house at the time 
was on Edgeridge Drive, North Whittier Heights, not far from Virginia’s home.  I don’t know when 
they first became acquainted, but it is certain they knew each other sometime in the early 
1920s, after her parents purchased land to grow avocados. 
 
Virginia was an impressive women in her own right. Fifteen years junior to Theodore, she 
attended the University of MIchigan two years (1918 to 1920).  For some reason she transferred 
to Pomona College in Southern California for her junior year. Her parents, who lived in Michigan 
at the time, came out to visit Virginia and her father liked what he saw. In the fall of 1921 
Virginia’s parents came back to California to stay. They obtained land in North Whittier Heights 
where they established many kinds of fruit trees, principally avocados. 
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Virginia finished her last year of college at the University of Southern California in 1922, 
obtaining a degree in English.  While there, she served as secretary of a philosophy club named 
“The Argonauts.” She was also a member of the Athena Literary Society.  She sang in the alto 
section of the Girls’ Glee Club, which performed “The Lost Necklace.” In addition, she sang in a 
choir at the university. 
 
In her letters we learn that Virginia has started her third year as a high school English teacher at 
Chaffey Union High School in Ontario, California. She has a rented room in Ontario but for 
weekends she travels back to be with her parents in North Whittier Heights. 
 
In the fall of 1925, Theodore needs to get away from his troubles and decides to  go on a 
camping trip with two of his friends. When he arrives back from the trip, he receives a telegram 
from his brother notifying him that his mother (Theodosia M. Underhill Barber, Feb 1843 - 8 
MAR 1926) has become gravely ill (she had a stroke).  He decides that he must go to see her 
as quickly as possible.  First he goes to downtown Los Angeles to clear out his desk.  We can 
see at this point that he no longer can work for the man who has betrayed him. He gets a ticket 
to ride the California Limited passenger train of the Santa Fe Railroad to Chicago, then 
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transferring to 20th Century Limited express passenger train of the New York Central R.R. to 
New York City.  His trip to his brother’s home in New Jersey takes four days.  
 
Then what ensues is a series of letters between two lovers.  Those of us who have been 
separated from a loved one can appreciate the emotions that arise. Young Virginia is hopelessly 
in love and is struggling to deal with the separation from Theodore,  It is hard for me to imagine 
the difficulty for Theodore. 
 
While Theodore is back east, we learn from his letters that he makes five trips from his brother’s 
house in New Jersey to see Florence Valentine and her mother, who are living in Brooklyn. 
Recall that I have already stated that Florence’s parents moved to California long before this 
time.  Apparently, due to the death of her husband, Carrie Valentine has decided to stay in 
Brooklyn for a time, but the letters seem to indicate she is not living with her daughter.  At some 
point Carrie returned to California, perhaps not long after Theodore returned as well.  Carrie 
took another trip to Europe with her daughter, Florence, in the summer of 1927.  On the 
returning ship’s lists of passengers, S.S. Mauretania, Carrie’s address is listed as Lake View 
Hotel, Los Angeles. 

 
It is interesting to note that Theodore remained on good 
terms with his sister-in-law and mother-in-law after the 
divorce from Adelaide.  This is established in a diary kept 
by Virginia that covers the period 1928 to 1935. 
Sometime just before 1940, Florence retired from her job 
as a kindergarten teacher in Brooklyn and moved to La 
Habra Heights, presumably to be close to her sister (her 
mother had died in 1933).  When Theodore and Virginia 
were in financial trouble due to the fungal disease that 
destroyed their avocado orchards around 1940, Florence 
lent them a substantial amount of money.  In the 
genealogical notes left by my mother, she indicates that 
when she was young, the Barbers visited Florence and 
that she was very fond of her.  According to the US 
Census for 1940, Florence lived at 2021 Skyline Vista 
Dr., La Habra Heights, CA. 
 
I recently discovered that Florence went to France in 
1919 after the war to help in recovery efforts.  This is 

established in her passport.  She was with the 
Kindergarten Unit for France, affiliated with The 
International Kindergarten Union and The Children's 
Bureau of The American Red Cross in France.  Her 
work there was related to helping the children of France 

in recovery from Word War I.  She must have been a remarkable woman. 
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As far as I can determine, Florence never married. In her later years, living in California, she 
went blind (this according to my mother’s notes). 
 
Detailed accounts of the family histories, written by Virginia during the 1960s, are available at 
these addresses: 
 
http://lafavre.us/genealogy/Bridge_of_Wings.pdf  
http://lafavre.us/genealogy/Ribbon_stairs.pdf  
 

 

 
 
  

http://lafavre.us/genealogy/Bridge_of_Wings.pdf
http://lafavre.us/genealogy/Ribbon_stairs.pdf
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And now, the story in their words…….. 
 
 
 
to Virginia Mowry, 202 El Morado Court, Ontario, California, postmarked Bishop, CA, Sep 
24 
 
Sept. 23, 1925, Bishop, Calif.[Wednesday] 
 
Dearest Virginia, 
 
Have just stopped here to buy some new tires, the ____ were to big and I had to make the 
change.  We are just ready to go into the mountains this afternoon. 
 
The boys are waiting for me so much, not take any more time as we wish to make camp before 
dark. 
 
With my best love, 
Theodore 
 
postmarked Sep 29, Mammoth Lakes, CA, to Miss Virginia Mowry, 202 El Morado Court 
 
Consict Lake, Calif, Sept. 25, 1925 [Friday] 
 
My dear Virginia, 
 
Here we are in a wonderful spot. Our camp is on the south side of the lake in grove of quaking 
aspen.  The view up the lake toward the high mountains is perfect. The only thing against the 
place is that the timber is not plentiful, which I think helps to make beautiful many of the other 
mountain places I have been to see in California. 
 
Campers are few for which I am glad, so far only three others around the place and no one 
within a half mile of us. From the looks of the camp locations the place has been popular this 
summer. 
 
The first night out we spent just beyond Red Rock Canyon  at a place called Little Lake (one 
building) the following night reached here. Very much more poor road than I expected up 
through the Owens Valley. 
 
Yesterday and today have been spent fishing and tramping around.  Both Murphy and Harry are 
fine men to be out with, always ready to do their part and more if possible, also excellent 
company.  So far we have not taken the tent out of the car and unless a storm comes up do not 
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believe we will need it. The nights are cold and we have used all our bed clothes and the open 
fire is well ______ night and morning. 
 
I expect we will leave here after a couple of more days and go up to the Mammoth Lakes, it is 
only about fifteen miles and from the looks of the country will have more timber in it. 
 
At Bishop I sent you a few lines while I was having a tire changed.  Hope you received it and 
that it made you happy. It would make me happy but I do not know where I could get any mail. 
There is nothing ____ here now and I shall mail this to you at the first place we go through when 
there is a P.O. 
 
Many times a day my mind has turned to you and as the wonderful views come and go I think of 
how much you would enjoy them.  Someday we can do this same kind of thing  together and I 
hope it may be soon. You will like to tramp and ride over the mountains and along the streams 
with me.  Won’t you? 
 
If you could have been along, this trip would be perfect.  But that will come in time. It is going to 
do me a lot of good I am sure. 
 
It is time to start the fire and get a few things cooking, the boys are both out some place so I 
took this time to write my dear little Sweetheart. 
 
With loads of love, Theodore 
 
Give my love to your fine Mother and Father. 
 
next letter no envelope 
 
On the Walker River, California, Sept. 30, 1925 [Wednesday] 
 
My dear Virginia, 
 
Murphy and I have come in from fishing this beautiful stream without much luck. Harry is still out 
so I will write you a few lines while waiting for him to come in. The two men are certainly having 
a wonderful time.  I do not know when I have seen anyone enjoy themselves the way they have, 
it has given me a great deal of pleasure to be with them and also in knowing that I made it 
possible for them to take the trip. 
 
We left Twin Lakes Tuesday (yesterday) and started north to Lake Tahoe but when we saw this 
stream could not resist and stopped for the night.  Expect to leave shortly and go through by 
way of Sacramento and the Coast home. It has been very cold ever since we left Emrick Lake. 
Last Monday morning when we looked out of our tent at Twin Lakes the ground was covered 
with snow, certainly a sight with the whole trip.  Someday we must go there together, there are 
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six or seven lakes within walking distance, high mountains of great beauty. It is so cold that 
everyone has left and we have had the place all to ourselves, which is very pleasant.  Last night 
it was so cold we had to get up and start our fire over again at 2 o’clock to keep warm. Ice was 
several inches thick in the water bucket. Murphy killed a deer at Twin Lakes and we have had 
plenty of fish so that our meals have had plenty of ____. 
 
The Kendall, bread, ham and tongue, with the cookies and candy Mrs. Murphy made us have 
given us wonderful food, by far the best I have ever had on a camping trip. 
 
I have been taking it very easy so as to get the rest which I needed. Only one day that I took 
any hard trip, that day Murphy and I climbed the mountains back of Cornick Lake,  went up to 
about 11,000 feet and fished in four high mountain lakes, the largest one Lake Ella, was at the 
foot of a high mountain covered with snow banks. I hope some of the  pictures we have taken 
come out good for they will be interesting to you I am sure.  
 
It will not be long after this letter reaches you that I will be home, that no doubt will satisfy you 
better than letters. It would be nice if I could get a letter from you but there is no chance so I will 
be happy thinking that I will see you soon.  Hoping this reaches you before you leave Friday. 
With much love to the dearest girl in the world, Theodore. 
 
Western Union Telegram dated Oct 7 1925, to Virginia Mowry, 202 El Morado Court 
[Wednesday] 
 
Message: Left at noon condition serious   Be happy until I return   Best Love  T U Barber 
 
Letter from Virginia to Theodore, return address 202 El Morado Ct, Oct 7, 1925 
 
My darling Theodore, 
 
Guess who brought the telegram to me? Why, one of my last year boys, who, by the way, did 
not stay very long with me.  Says I to him, “Oh, dear! Bad new has come. But he replies, “Oh, 
no. I think not.” Quickly do I answer, “How do you know?” “I guess I know,” says he, “I put it up.” 
Consequently with a lighter heart I open the envelope ………….. 
 
I hope that you will find your mother better.  I know that she will enjoy having you with her, for 
you are her son and are so loving, kind, and tender. 
 
So you have crossed the briny deep (you know tears are salty) and are among the colossal sky 
“meeters” or “bumpers.” Now I hope that you know how to conduct yourself in that dangerous 
spot.  You know that the bathtub can be used on other nights than Saturday - providing the 
occasion is important enough.  I must give my boy advice you know - otherwise what is he for? 
Boys who leave home must endure such talking “tos” 
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The dear little lady with the blue eyes who lives here took me downtown to do some shopping 
…. oh  you don’t know what I bought. Well, I can tell you this: I got my driver’s license and some 
stamps - I needed them for your letters.  We drove east and then north up a most beautiful, 
beautiful in its old colonnade of trees, avenues we drove.  It seemed as though we were in 
some long civilized place where the planted trees had had time to stretch their huge arms up to 
the skies. A truly delightful view we saw at the end of the road - a view of the blue mountains 
with a little  ___ white cloud lingering at the top of the mountain leaving only a island of the peak 
above the small patch of white cloud.  The air was crisp and bracing. That helps to give a good 
atmosphere through which to see the mountains. 
 
We had chicken for dinner. After dinner I typed for an hour. When you return, you will find that 
your  little girl has turned into a chewing-gum variety of the gentler sex. 
 
Note (I know why stenographers chew gum. The mystery is solved. It is one of the first words 
learned. I have been  writing gum all evening) 
 

 
 
Oh, I forgot to suggest that I plucked, while out on my tour with the dear little lady with blue 
eyes, a few stocks of Eucalyptus.  I have them perched up in a basket on my table. Under its 
shady bows I linger to write to my _ _ _ _ _  (Too precious for human eye to behold - but it 
means you) 
 
The following is my list of thanks: 
 
Thank you for the wire (it was not a good one) 
“          “          “   “ dinner - it was a good one 
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“          “          “   “ ride home - it was a slow one 
“          “          “   “ dollar - it helped to take me back 
“          “          “ letting me love you quickly 
“          “          “   “  the coat (what would I do without it? Nobody knows) 
“          “          “   “ kissing me (don’t let anyone see that!) 
“          “          “   “  bringing my rugs (I have them down) 
“          “          “   “ the ginger cake (I gave the dear  L. L. with the blue eyes a piece - yours 
probably) 

“          “          “   “  letting me with you (Don’t let anyone see that either). 
“          “          “   “  giving me your address in New York (Oh, no, you didn’t but I hope you are 
presented with this bill) 
 
But I don't thank you for not thinking that I wouldn’t do what you wanted. When haven’t I done 
what you wanted. Why, it is a great pleasure to obey my dearest, honey-bunchiest little Uncle 
Bob. 
 
How does the lasso belt fit?  I hope that master Emery Barber doesn’t run off with it.  Keep your 
“head lights” on’um, Sonny. That is the way Stevenson would write what I would say in the 
gentle, refined, feminine way of  - Watch your step; no, Keep your eyes peeled. 
 
I can see you shaking your head with a most “perplexed” grin upon your countenance, for you 
are afraid that that sweet, loving little girl of yours has lost her mind, but what better way I asks 
you can I spend the oncoming minutes, hours, days, weeks,  m_ _ _, y_ _ _?  But seriously …. 
Didn’t you plead upon your outstretched knee that I should rejoice……., then spring up wipe off 
your “perplexed” grin and ring the church bells 
 
Yours ‘till Robert Burns, 
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P.S. I love you still; I love you quiet; I love you always. Perhaps you never will get this literary 
epistle - perhaps  it were ___. But how could I write a grand letter after becoming humbled by 
yours? 
 
 
Letter postmarked October 8  at Albuquerque, NM, with the logo “The California Limited” 
Santa Fe (the train Theodore was presumably riding at the time).  Addressed to Miss Virginia 
Mowry, 202 El Morado Court. 
 
Oct. 8, 1925, 4 P.M. [Thursday] 
 
Dear Virginia, 
 
We are due in Albuquerque, N.M. in about an hour so I will try and write you a few lines mailing 
the letter when we stop.  I shall be glad to get off and walk, the train makes the first real stop, 
forty minutes. 
 
The telegram was sent you from San Bernadino at 2 P.M. yesterday. Hope you received it and 
that it was a satisfaction to you, although I know you did not want me to leave, nor did I care to 
go.  
 
My Brother’s night letter was such that I felt there was nothing left for me to do but leave at 
once.  I hope to find my mother improved but at her age would not wonder if she passed away 
before I reach Ridgewood.  
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After you left Wednesday morning I started over the work with the men and by 8:15 came back 
to the house and called the Western Union and the night letter was just coming over the wire. I 
made up my mind at once to leave, so called up Harry and he came up and helped close the 
windows and some other things. 
 
My clothes are in the two bags but I can find nothing. 
 
Then I called Ruth and told her to be ready, which she was and I took her with me to Los 
Angeles, then to the ticket office, ordered my ticket and hurried to the office, this left me forty 
five minutes to clear my desk get some cash and make the train. Well I did with about three 
minutes to spare. The cab driver certainly gave me a real ride downtown. 
 
Found that A. was at Gates Hotel so sent Ruth over from the office and had her wire me on the 
train that she had arrived with her mother. 
 
I did not see her for which I am glad. How about you? 
 
However I understand she came down to consult with me.  I sent word that my attorney was 
ready to see her with full instructions and ___ to act. Hope he had seen her today and will write 
me at once concerning it.  Hope you enjoyed Tuesday afternoon and evening as much as I did. 
It was wonderful that we could have the  time together under such conditions as have occured. 
 
Please be gentle with my old coat, it will not sand much hard use. 
 
This is some letter but you may be able to read some parts of it at least. 
 
Please write me soon to 193 West End Ave., Ridgewood, NJ 
 
Have sent instructions to Page School to have Gracebel get Ruth some weekends. I  
hope it may work out for it will make her more content. She did not want me to leave her. We 
are nearing the station so must say goodbye my Sweetheart with much love, Theodore 
 
[This may be Gracebel T. Peet, a women that lived not far from Theodore.  She lived on 
Turnbull Canyon Road near the intersection with Los Lomitas, according to a directory of the 
area published in 1926. There was a  Page School for Girls at 4511 Pasadena Avenue (corner 
of 45th Street) in Los Angeles at the time.  This was a boarding school and day school. Judging 
from what Virginia writes in a subsequent letter, it seems that Ruth is living at the school, at 
least during the week. ] 
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postmarked Oct 10, Chicago, on envelope "The California Limited" with Santa Fe logo 
addressed to 202 El Morado Court 
 
Friday night, Oct 9, 1925  
 
Dear Virginia, 
 
Have just finished a good dinner and feel well satisfied.  We are due in Kansas City at 10 P.M. 
so think I will stay up and get the thirty minutes of walking. 
 
There are not many interesting people on this train.  I have talked with a good many but have 
only found a few that interest me.  Of course I have become acquainted with all the girls, could 
not pass them up entirely. 
 
We have been crossing the State of Kansas all day and I shall be glad to see something 
besides corn and grain and flat land. 
 
Have my sweater out as it has become quite cold this evening and expect the night will be real 
snoffy. 
 
One man I have talked with knows some of the Noble family. You remember Will Noble from 
Altadena. 
 
I have wished for you today, it has been a long one and with you it would have been short. 
 
You better go up and see if any more walnuts have dropped.  Just as well walk up there as any 
place. When I am not with you. 
 
Give my love to your Mother and Father and keep all  you want for your dear self. 
 
Theodore 
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Puente, Calif., Saturday 10 [October 10, 1925] [Virginia goes home some weekends to be 
with her parents] 
 
My darling Uncle Bob, 
 
 Saturday night finds the ground wet with a shower we had a little bit ago.  A few minutes ago I 
was out.  Having put on my high boots, rough coat, I walked up the road a ways with Bruce. The 
lights of the valley shown out brightly; the stars were few. 
 
Father says I have two beaus; but don’t worry. They are young, almost young enough to be my 
children.  I believe I told you how some of my boys grouped around me on the campus when I 
went out there one noon. Thursday two boys camie in, one was my student, the other wasn’t. 
My pupil gave me a piece of candy. They sat down and talked. The boy who wasn’t my student 
wanted to know how I kept order, he wanted me to tell his teacher how to do it.  Can you 
imagine that? But she must have some very hard cases. The next noon he --- the boy of the 
candy --- came in again, bringing another piece. Soon some other boys came in saying to Jack - 
the candy boy  “Oh, I knew I would find you here.”  Another boy came in, saying, “Oh Jack, I 
knew you would be here.” Well, Well, well.  He is going to take down the wire I had attached to 
my radio. 
 
The second beau found me Friday after school waiting for my bus [she is going home to be with 
parents].  He drove me all the way to Walnut. He informs me that he will have a new car to drive 
and that he will take me out riding in it. Now, he is one of the students whom all the teachers are 
crazy about. I will have quite a feather in my cap when I tell them of my adventure. 
 
Thursday night I went to the regular card party and won a prize - and not the booby prize either - 
the first one. Now, aren't you surprised? I was! We had fruit salad and nut bread for desert. We 
went out at the country club next. We are coming up in life. Four of our members belong to the 
country club. 
 
I hope that your mother is better and that she is enjoying your visit with her. 
 
I wrote a very wonderful letter the other day and addressed it just to Ridgewood in care of your 
brother. As I didn’t put the street address on it, you may not receive it right away.  If you want it, 
you had better go to the post office after it. A little bird told me your address, so I have it now. 
But you see, when I want to do a thing I will do it even though I have to turn a mountain upside 
down, for I believe that there always is a way if I work long enough on it. Of course I don’t want 
to disturb your equilibrium by writing letters, but I can always stop. 
 
Dorothy Gordon Summers was out visiting us. She is very lonesome, and she wishes that she 
was teaching with us.  But she can’t have teaching and her husband too. She is not well. 
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As the days roll by, I find that I am enjoying more my work. Although I hate teaching sometimes, 
I love it at others. I love the students; I don’t like some of the mechanical work, outside of class 
which seems necessary - like correcting Senior A examinations, etc. 
 
Josephine Frazier and I are going to have a campfire on the bald spot of our place this Sunday 
dinner or noon. 
 
I have invited Heloise to spend next Friday night with me. 
 
Mrs. Murphy and I took a walk up your road [Edridge Drive?] and down by a path to our place. 
The men were working widening the space in front of your garage. 
 
I am sending you a package.  I hope that it will make you as happy as it made me while I put my 
love into it. I was only joking about the reason for you not leaving your address. I know that you 
are burning up with anticipation for my letters just as I am for yours, because you love me just 
as I love you. 
 
I really am trying to be happy, and I am too. I don’t think about your being away so long; I just 
don’t think. 
 
If my opinion of this letter was asked, I would say that I do not consider it particularly an 
interesting one. What I do is not interesting to myself; what I think and feel may be very 
interesting to some others. But I thought that since we are so close to each other that you might 
be interested in what I am doing. I don’t feel in a humorous mood or in a particularly bright one, 
consequently this letter is not what it might be. But others will follow. They may be better.  Mrs. 
Hopkins, mother, and I drove over to Whittier and try to squeeze money out of the dry pockets 
of the inmates, but it was of no avail. Money or interest was lacking. I drove and I managed to 
get them home though I jerked them about considerably. They were glad to get home for some 
reason or other. The threatening rain storm hung over us. When we got home, we tried to get 
some sympathy from Mrs. Merritt. She is so fine, but she looks dreadfully tired, poor woman. 
 
As I go through my day’s adventure and find something interesting, I say to myself, “I will write 
that to Theodore for that will please him,” so you see I have you in my mind and my heart all the 
time, my dear. I am happy when I write to you as it seems that I am with you.  A sky full of love, 
your little girl, Virginia  
 
[letter continues] 
 
Sunday 
 
This morning I was going to pick your walnuts but it rained and thus they were not picked up. I 
may go up to pick them tonight even tho it is almost dark now.  Josephine has gone home. She 
drove up in her father’s beautiful Nash roadster. She brought up some “hot dogs”, which we 
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cooked over our grate fire, then rain having prevented our cooking and eating up the canyon.  I 
enjoyed having her here.  We had a nice dinner; I made a pie, and we didn’t quite have to take 
our pick. 
 
I sent a check as a payment on our place, and I have the sum of $5 to pay my meals and $3.50 
for my car fare for the next three weeks. A lot of money I have! 
 
There was a man here just now to see you. He is buying property from your mother-in-law. 
 
Darling, you will come home as soon as you can, won’t you? I miss you so, so much. You miss 
me, don’t you?  Write to me as soon as you can, telling me when you will be back. It seems 
such a long, long time since I have had you without something hanging over my head.  When 
you get back, can’t we go off for a day somewhere and spend the whole day together with no 
one  around? “No friends or relations on weekend vacations.” And can’t we do it right soon after 
you get back? Do come home as soon as ever you can? 
 
As ever your friend, 
 
P.S. I will try to pick up the nuts if it is light enough. 
 
Postmarked October 13, Ontario, CA, the envelope has this in return corner: Chaffey Union 
High School, Chaffey Junior College, Ontario California [serving] Alta Loma, Camp Baldy, 
Central Cucamonga, Etiwanda, Fontana, Mountain View, Ontario, Piedmont, Upland. 
Addressed to Mr. Theodore Barber, 193 West End Ave., Ridgewood, NJ  postage 2 cents.  On 
the envelope is written No. 3 by Theodore [i.e., third letter sent to Theodore after he left on train] 
Also on envelope is: Ans. 10/19/25 [he answered the letter on that date] 
 
202 El Morado Ct., Ontario, Calif, Oct. 11, 1925 [Sunday] 
 
Darling Theodore, 
 
Your letter from Albuquerque I received after walking down from school in the rain. You certainly 
had a grand rush to get off. I had to laugh at your saying you couldn't find anything in your bags, 
though perhaps I should have cried through sympathy.  I am sorry that you are worrying about 
Ruth being unhappy, but I am sure that she will enjoy being with Gracebel.  She will have the 
fun of riding horseback and getting away from the school. 
 
Yes, don’t worry, I will take good care of your coat.  I wouldn’t tell you where (your) it is now, for 
it might not be good for you. 
 
School did not go as well as usual today. I guess it was the weather. You would be surprised, 
no doubt, to know of the difference the weather makes on the behavior of the students. Rain, 
rain, rain is that which welcomes us when we step outside. I have my tall boots on to keep the 
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rain from off my feet. Tomorrow I will wear your blue shirt - maybe I haven’t wore it since the 
time we were out riding.  You don’t mind? 
 
I am afraid that my last letter lacked connection, for I added and subtracted until the letter was 
quite an altered piece of writing. But don’t worry - t’was better so. 
 
Over the radio last night we heard some fine music. A very good orchestra, made up of 
members of the Philharmonic, played.  I got very sleepy about ten, and, the program having 
ended, I went to bed. 
 
The book entitled, “The Life of Clara Barton” is very interesting. It talks of her adventures 
nursing the wounded in the Civil War, at a time before she founded the American Red Cross. 
She was naturally a coward, but her desire to  help the suffering ones  was so great that she 
forgot her fear and became one of the bravest, because she forgot all about herself. 
 
Snow covers the mountains, although only the lower part can be seen as the fog hangs thick 
over the top. Steam-like clouds rise, here and there, from out the crevices, making the side of 
the mountain look like the valley of the ten thousand smokers. While I was showering this 
afternoon, the sun broke through the clouds in the west for a few minutes to form a many 
colored rainbow in the east. Also in the east was a ____ opening just beside the mountain 
range. To me that was more enchanting than the rainbow. 
 
Thank you very much for writing to me on the train. I am sorry about Ruth - sorry not to make 
you feel easier about her.  But after all when one is working the time goes rather quickly, and 
you will be home before she knows it. 
 
I am going to make my Grandmother [Mowry] a birthday present, but oh, dear! how slow I am to 
get at it! Perhaps I will work on it tonight. I don’t feel like going to typing.  I feel hot and flushed. 
Perhaps I will read too.  My room is not warm you know, bed is the warmest place. 
 
Please don’t forget about your picture which you promised to have taken to alleviate my 
suffering. You don’t find that I hated so much to see you go do you? 
 
I think I will part my hair on the middle for a change. What do you think?  
 
I close, sending all the love my ___ heart (or should I say soul?) can send, Virginia 
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Postmarked October 13, Ridgewood, NJ, addressed to 202 El Morado Court 
 
Ridgewood, NJ Oct. 13, 1925 [Tuesday] 
 
Dear Virginia, 
 
While my train was about an hour late into Chicago I had time to pick up my berth ticket, get 
some lunch and go out on the first section of the “Century”, reached New York ahead of time, 
took a cab to the tube [?] at 34th St. and made the 10:30 AM train for Ridgewood, arrived here 
just a half hour less than four days from Los Angeles. 
 
My dear Mother was so happy to see me that it was worth the entire trip, she had been asking 
for me for several days. Her mind is still clear and she seems to see enough so that she knows 
us. When we come into the room, her speech however is very poor as she can only talk out of 
one side of her mouth. 
 
I had a slight cold this morning so took a hot bath and went back to bed, had just fallen sound 
asleep when the nurse called me to the room, as Mother wanted me, she felt very weak and 
could not get her breath.  Dr. Craig stated this morning that there was a slight touch of 
congestion in her lungs and it may be the end is very near for I do not expect in her weakened 
condition she could stand any complications. 
 
 Everyone says my Brother [Emery Gardner Barber] is like another man now that I have arrived, 
I am so glad that I came just when I did for it has helped them all.  My Brother has gone back to 
work today which was the end of his vacation. 
 
Both Gardner and Sara [Sara Woodruff, Emery’s wife] said that Mother took my family troubles 
very well and was sure that it had nothing to do with bringing on the condition, that made me 
feel better for it had worried me to think that I might have been the cause in any way.  
 
Tomorrow I expect a letter from you, hope it may arrive. It will be my first from you so I expect 
great things.  You know a “Teacher of English” certainly should write a wonderful love letter. 
 
Florence [Valentine, his sister-in-law] was at the Grand Central Station to meet me but I was on 
the first train and came in nearly thirty minutes ahead of time, therefore went through the Station 
before she arrived. It was nice of her to come over from Brooklyn.  Talked with on the telephone 
Sunday night and expect to go in Wednesday to dinner and spend the night provided Mother is 
alright. 
 
Just counted up on my fingers and believe this letter will reach you Monday so will send it to 
Ontario.  Hope you have received those I wrote on the train and that they made you truly happy. 
Do not forget your are going to be happy all the time because I want you to, so I in turn can feel 
contented. 
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I wished for you Sunday morning on the trip down the Hudson River, it is certainly a beautiful 
ride, the train runs next [to] the river for over a hundred miles. Someday we will see it together. 
 
While I do not want to be away from you or Ruth I must say it is a wonderful feeling to be free 
from the conditions that are so  unpleasant in California. 
 
My best love, kisses and anything else you may desire are enclosed. 
 
Theodore 
 
Just happened to think that there may be another payment due so have enclosed check for 
$100.00 to your order. Be sure and put it in the Bank and send your own check to the Company. 
 
Lovingly, Theodore 
 
Postmarked Oct 14 at City Hall Sta., NY, addressed to 202 El Morado Ct. 
 
193 West End Av., Ridgewood, NJ  Oct 14, 1925 [Wednesday] 
 
Dearest Virginia, 
 
Mother is resting very well today so I am going to leave on the 23 [?] PM train for the City and 
have dinner with Florence and Mrs. Valentine. Will also stay overnight unless they call me on 
account of Mother. 
 
Somewhere a cold has attached itself to me and I do not enjoy the result. Dr. Craig said he 
would send over something to start to start on the run, I hope it works. 
 
Last evening Gardner took me to the Men’s Club dinner. It made a pleasant evening, met many 
people I knew, had an excellent turkey dinner, good music and other entertainment. 
 
Your first letter, shall I call it a letter, yes, I will, arrived sometime yesterday afternoon, so far it 
has been gone over and over, word by word three times and believe that it is entirely worked 
out.  Will endeavor to answer some of the  instructions contained therein. 
 
The bath was taken on Wednesday evening not Saturday.  Caught more cold account of 
removing too much of the outside surface. 
 
Very glad you have secured your driver's license, now when we are out you can do some of the 
driving, not all! Stamps buy plenty!! If you learn to chew gum, then you will be keeping up to me 
for I have used it instead of smoking. 
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Your long list of thanks are all recorded, accepted etc. etc. 
 
The lasso belt fits absolutely, could not be better, have worn it all the time and do not intend 
anyone shall get it away. Ruth saw and advanced duly [we might assume that Ruth would not 
be happy that her father has a girlfriend].  I did not say where it came from however.  Thank you 
again for giving it to me. 
 
Yes, I put on the perplexed grin and more too over your first letter. Hope I shall receive more 
such interesting pages. 
 
Keep happy and enjoy yourself for I surely wish you to do so. 
 
Always your loving, 
Uncle Bob 
 
Postmarked Oct 15 from Ontario [Thursday] 
 
Chaffey [HIgh School], Thursday noon 
 
Darling You, 
 
I hope that you did not gather from my last letter that I was not missing you, for that would be 
cruelly untrue. I only wanted you to know that I was trying to comply with your request in that I 
should be happy.  Life without you seems unbearable, dark, gloomy, desolate, unthinkable. 
Everytime that I think that you have really only been gone a little over a week (it seems a month) 
and that you may be gone several weeks more I am in agony, so consequently I refuse to let my 
mind think about it. I just think that I won’t see you that day, and I can stand a day at a time. 
Thus I am living day by day. 
 
Friday I return home, which will be dreadfully empty without you, but then I have my dear 
parents and the walks up the canyon to one particular place -  our home.  Of course I love my 
parents and enjoy being with them, but the renewed loneliness comes upon me in the place that 
is so much associated with my darling. 
 
Some of my letters have been foolish and some not.  Is that not true? By my silly letters you can 
know that I still can be light hearted and light headed. I hope you won’t censure me too cruelly, 
for I write them to cheer you up in a time that you are unhappy. 
 
I fear that if I mail this letter tomorrow I will address the letter in my own hand.  Hereafter, I 
believe, it will be camouflaged.  You can endure it once more for me I know.  Probably it doesn’t 
bother you very much anyhow. [if the letter is addressed by typewriter, then perhaps others 
won’t discover their love affair, but only the letter postmarked October was addressed by 
typewriter, all previous and subsequent letters sent by Virginia where addressed by hand ]  
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I have my article almost ready for tonight - a little more time will be necessary. I will wear my 
green dress. The collar and cuffs have to be sewed on. Only one more  class remains to be 
taught the day after doing that I will go home to sew the collar on. 
 
Today I wore my pink dress - flannel, the one I wore that wonderful Tuesday night. 
 
Sunday I did actually picked up the Walnuts although it was quite dark before I got home. A pail 
full I got; more than I had picked up before. This weekend I can gather some more I expect.  
 
Don’t you think it would be a good idea for me to teach next year?  I am reconciled to the idea. 
To look forward to a year of teaching is rather disheartening, but after I have my   “finger in the 
pie” it is not half bad, in fact it is good. 
 
Much love and kisses from your ever waiting and adoring sweetheart, 
Virginia 
 
 
Postmarked Oct 15 at Ontario [letter #4] 
 
Ontario, Calif., Oct 15, 1925 
 
My darling Theodore, 
 
Regardless of what you said of all the girls on the train I still call you mine. I wonder what there 
is so attractive about them!  Funny, isn’t it? 
 
I hope that you truly appreciate the typewritten envelope.  When you suggested it, I rebelled 
perceptively. To think that I couldn’t write to my lover in my own hand - writing no matter how 
poor that handwriting may be. Yes, I rebelled; but as I thought it over, I thought I ought to do 
what you wanted me to do, so consequently the addressed envelope.  This is the only one that I 
could run down or up, in other words “tree”, so I can’t vouch for the rest.  I will try to do my best 
Mister. 
 
You are a dear to write to me like a true, anxious sweetheart like you are. To find one of your 
letters waiting for me makes a thrill of joy go through me and I am so happy, so very happy to 
have them to cheer me up.  Thank you very much. 
 
I do hope that the candy rode all right. Such a long trip may have been hard on it, in fact it might 
have gotten train sick, but it really was delicious when it started out. If it wasn’t in the best of 
shape, never mind, dear, I will make you some when you get home to me. 
 
I wore your shirt twice. Three cheers for me! 
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During this chilly weather when we have had no heat at school, my warm outfit was comfortable. 
I have my hair parted in the middle. Many people have spoken about liking it that way.  The 
night I told you that I might do it, I went into Miss Person’s room, my hair parted in the middle to 
ask her how she liked it.  Although she had never barbered, she attempted a beginning on me, 
thinking that she could see better than I. It turned out quite well. With an iron I put on the 
finishing touches. 
 
Don’t you think it would be lots of fun if I should meet you at the Los Angeles station when you 
come in? Would seem as though somebody cares, and somebody does.  If you let me know 
when you are getting in and I can possibly manage it, I will meet you. 
 
My pen is not a very good one, consequently the writing is scratchy. [and in a later letter we 
learn that Theodore has bought a present for Virginia in New York City from Cross Co., which 
presumably was a new pen] 
 
I really am  quite happy considering I enjoy my room so much, for I feel that it is the one corner 
of the world I really can call my own. It looks so cozy with my two cheerful rugs, my lamp, my 
picture and my pillow. The bed is the most comfortable one I have ever slept on. It is perfect, it 
actually sends pleasure through my old bones - the very luxury of it. We certainly must have 
springs and mattress like it.  Enough for my room, and then there are my many friends, both 
teachers and pupils. 
 
I went to see the Italian garden today. My little boy showed me through. 
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I have fun with the teachers. I read books with Miss Persons, sew with Miss Gilliam, and play 
cards with the old guard. So you see I ought to be happy and I am. I have made up [my] mind to 
be, so that I can make others happy, and I have become like my old self again.  However, the 
dreadfully gone feeling comes when I think I am going home and there will be no Theodore to 
greet me and to be with me. But I try not to think about it. 
 
Tomorrow night I go out to dinner, but I dread it because I have to read an article to the 
assembled English teachers.  - a rare treat! 
 
It is almost ten o’clock. Do you send me to bed? 
 
I know that you must have foregone the pleasure of seeing A. (as you call her - May I?) for me 
for which I heap thanks upon your head. It was perfectly lovely of you. I am happy. 
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I sent the present to my grandmother. I finished it the next day after writing you. 
 
Aren’t you glad that you had your sweater? Do get a nice looking overcoat. 
 
The rain has ceased, the mountains are beautiful with the snow on them and the cloud effects, 
here and there, on them and above them. A most gorgeous sunset was ours tonight. The bright 
orange of the west showed through and back of the trees; above the grey  clouds had turned 
into a pink glow. 
 
Tomorrow I read out of two books on Theodore Roosevelt to my children. Friday we get out an 
hour earlier on account of a football game. 
 
I can’t think of anything more to say that is interesting or exciting for no one has set the church 
on fire, no one has put a tack on anybody else's chair, and no one had come to school with a 
black eye or a mouse so I will end affectionately or affectively by saying, 
Yours till Niagara Falls, 
Your little girl back home (you know which one that is?) Well otherwise known as Virginia 
 
P.S. I kept all the love for myself - there was none to spare. Did you conscientiously think that I 
could? It is almost 10:30.  Yes, dear, I will go to bed right away….. I am going 
 
 
 
193 West End Ave., Ridgewood, NJ, Saturday afternoon, Oct 17, 1925  
 
My dear little Sweetheart, 
 
Your letter written at home last week end has been read for the fourth time since it arrived 
yesterday afternoon. The joy and pleasure it has given me is impossible to express. 
 
I had no intention of keeping my address from you and it pleased me greatly to receive the letter 
addressed in care of my Brother.  You can only disturb my equilibrium by not writing and making 
a continuous flow of letters telling me of all your doings and thought. My deep and true love for 
you makes me truly interested in everything pertaining to your daily life. Therefore my 
instructions are “full speed ahead” for your letters to me. 
  
Please do not sign anymore as the final page “3” was signed in letter No. 2. “As ever your 
friend, V.M. That sounded too cold and distant and I know you are not like that.  Experience has 
taught me very different. 
 
Kindly be very careful about those Beaus that bring candy to school and take you out in autos 
after school. Even though they may be so young that they could be your own children, they are 
not!  However I shall not worry at present over their attentions. 
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You must be picking up at Bridge to win the first prize. I am glad you have such good times at 
the parties, it helps to keep you happy. We played Bridge for a while last night, some friends 
came over and it was nice to pass the evening that way. 
 
Your statement about Dorothy Gordon Sumers sounds as if she might have reason to stay with 
her husband and not teach school. It may be a good thing if she has something to keep her 
occupied. 
 
It was nice that Josephine Frazier was with you on Sunday, Hope you may see more of her as 
you seem to enjoy her company so much. 
 
Yes! I left instructions to grade out some more in front of my garage, it looked rather bad but 
believe I can make it clean up when I get back and the road will be very much better after it is 
smoothed over. 
 
The package arrived before your letter and I have enjoyed the love it contained. The almonds I 
have eaten entirely but on account of a bad cold the candy has been saved until I can enjoy it 
more than is possible at present. It was lovely of you to do it and has brought much pleasure to 
me. We are very close and dear to each other Sweetheart and little things mean so much under 
such conditions. 
 
Enclosed you will find a check for $25.00 which I wish you to use for your meals, stamps for my 
letters or anything else you may need.  I do not like to think of you going without so please cash 
this and use it to please yourself. 
 
Yes, my dearest little girl we will try and spend an entire day together soon as possible after I 
return, away from friends or relations.  
 
As to the date of my return I can not say. Wednesday Mother was very low, today she is bright 
and looks very much better.  Yesterday I had a talk with Dr. Craig about her condition and he 
wants me to stay a couple weeks, he thinks it has helped her to have me near her, I do myself, 
she seems so happy and satisfied to be able to call me into her room. 
 
It has stopped raining and I feel the need of a walk so I am going to take this down to the main 
P.O. and mail it, then it should reach you at Ontario by next Thursday. 
 
Yesterday I had some pleasure working out what I could remember of your house plan. It is 
enclosed, look it over and make note of any changes and return to me with instructions. The 
one thing I do not like is that the kitchen entrance will have to be across the private yard.  What 
do you think? 
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Went in one night and dad dinner with Florence, Mother was also there. They are certainly 
lonely people. 
My best love to most wonderful Sweetheart in the world, 
Theodore 
 
 
193 West End Ave, Ridgewood, NJ, Sunday afternoon, Oct 18, 1925 
 
My dear little Sweetheart, 
 
Now that my head is fairly clear from a good fast walk through the outside streets and country 
roads, which are to the west of this place, I shall try and tell you of my life for the past twenty 
four hours. It is just that long since I mailed you the last letter. 
 
Believing that you wish them to continue I have written much that to anyone but you would be of 
little or no interest. 
 
After finishing up your letter yesterday afternoon I walked down to the main post office, mailed 
your letter then went to the laundry for my clean clothes. It is a nice walk downtown, about a 
mile each way. 
 
Last evening we were invited across the street to the Smiths for a game of bridge. They are the 
friends Gardner and Sara were away with in the mountains when Mother was taken sick. Mr. 
Smith likes to talk California, he would like to have a walnut or orange grove and live out there, 
but I do not believe that Mrs. Smith thinks so much of leaving these parts. 
 
The more I walk and ride around this town and section the more desirable it seems. It is entirely 
a place of homes of moderate value, there is not a single manufacturing plant in the town, only 
stores for supplies. This street has many homes valued at $15,000 to $30,000 and all on 100 
foot lots or larger, it was a wooded district before being subdivided and many of the trees are 
left on every place, with new trees and shrubs of evergreen type. It is also a hillside which 
attracts me so much more than flat land. 
 
This morning Gardner and I drove way up the Saddle River district to buy apples, it was a 
beautiful ride for the maple trees are at their best in autumn coloring. It is interesting to me for 
many years ago, we camped up there over the weekends for about three months. Now many of 
the old Dutch stone houses have been purchased by city people and are being cleaned up 
again for country places. 
 
Someday we may go over this country and enjoy it together, in the summer it gets rather warm 
through here but the fall and spring are delightful. 
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My cold still hangs on although it is very much better. I hope to be rid of it in a few days so I may 
feel like doing things, have expected to go into New York and look things over again, it will help 
pass the time. I do not take very well to staying in the house. 
 
My Mother is still better today, talks more freely and her face seems to have more color, she 
always had considerable color like mine. At present I have no plans for returning, I must stay 
awhile and let her enjoy my company, it seems to give her so much pleasure. She sends the 
nurse to call me many times a day. I only stay a few minutes for trying to talk seems to tire her 
greatly. 
 
Well! My Darling here is where I sit of for this afternoon and by tomorrow your letter should 
reach me and I can answer some things it is sure to contain. 
 
Both yesterday and today my mind has been very much with you for I know that you were most 
likely around home doing things I would want to do with you. 
 
Good night my lover. 
 
Monday Morning 
 
It is nearly noon, not having to get up and my cold still  with me.  I stayed in my warm bed until 
nearly ten o’clock, then as the postman had not arrived started for a walk and met him with your 
letter at the street, I was sure he would have this morning. Stopped to read your letter then went 
for a good brisk walk about five miles and have just come in somewhat tired but full of fresh air. 
 
Letter No. 3 which I just recieved seemed more like you as it was addressed “Theodore” and 
signed “Virginia.” I like that better than “Uncle Bob” and “as ever your friend.”  I also like that 
word “Darling” and other things when used by you by you with my name. 
 
Please send me full information concerning the daily actions of my coat, I am interested and 
surely have a right to know its goings and comings. 
 
Yes! Your last letter was subtracted [disjointed]. I tried to read both parts but you cut away and 
covered up so much that I could not make it out. 
 
I have just finished reading Empty Hands, it is an impossible story but keeps your interest, the 
story was interesting to read after seeing the picture with Jack Holt in it. Did you see it? It would 
please me  to get away from the world for a while just as they did, of course it being understood 
that you would be my partner. 
 
Last night at 9:15 Gardner and I went around to the Berry home and heard a wonderful radio 
concert by Louise Horner. The Berry’s radio is a fine one and brought her voice in clear and 
beautiful. I heard her many years ago in Brooklyn. 
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Your description of the mountains covered with snow was pleasing to me, I always love to see 
the white covering and the clouds that  go with it so often. I need you here to write the proper 
descriptions of this country with its fall coloring. I enjoy it but can not express myself like you do. 
I have not forgotten about what you said about my picture but somehow can not remember any 
promise. What you think I look like Sweetheart is so much more than any picture that I am sure 
anything  I could have taken would disappoint you. 
 
As for your hair, part it in the middle and I will pass judgement when I return.  It would be 
impossible from this distance. 
 
Why not send me a picture of yourself,  as you look today, not ten years ago?  It would make 
me very happy. 
 
This letter might reach you on Saturday at Puente, but think it best to send it to Ontario and you 
will get it to start the week on. 
 
Lovingly, 
Theodore 
 
Postmarked Oct 20 [Tuesday] at Ontario, envelope marked No. 6,  N.G. [no good, i.e. 
Theodore did not like the letter] 
 
Monday night 
 
Dear Theodore, 
 
I am very, very lonely tonight.  I am wondering when you are coming home to me. Please don’t 
stay too long away. Yes, I am dreadfully lonely, but I know I shouldn’t tell you, but please don’t 
stay any longer than you have to.  It is horrible, dreadful to be without you. Think how long, oh 
so long, it has been since you were here.  Your saying that you have a cold worries me so 
much. Do take good care of yourself for me and do come home. 
 
Mary just called up to ask me to play bridge, but my head is in too much of a whirl for me to 
accept. 
 
I am glad that your mother is feeling better, and I am glad that you can be there to make her 
happy. 
 
I wrote a long letter - four pages in length - to you Sunday, but I tore it up as I feared that it 
might not make you happy.  Tonight I am so fagged out that I will be unable to write much. Still it 
helps just to write. 
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Your two letters arrived together this morning.  I am worried to death to have you sick so far 
away from me where I can’t tend to you and be with you. 
 
Two weeks from Wednesday you left. Oh, I do hope that you won’t be away more than a little 
over a week now.  I can stand three weeks but after that ---------- Please don’t stay any longer 
than you have to - I miss you so, so much. 
 
I can’t seem to write anything cheerful or happy, can I? Shall I send it? Yes, I will, but I will write 
a more cheerful letter or none at all next time. I have some nice, funny things to tell you that I 
have been reading about: like Theodore Roosevelt once said when a very little boy as he came 
down to breakfast one morning, “I feel badly. I have a toothache in my stomach” and I am 
invited to a shower, bridge, and supper for Elsie Eggner  in Pasadena Saturday afternoon. I will 
go into the city to do some shopping and ride out with Elsie. The little girl of far-farne - I have 
told you about her and that is all - is married so maybe you will see her and I have written her to 
meet me in the city in the morning so that we can chat. I don’t get in very often. 
 
Heloise and Franklin have made up, and I am so happy over it. They have been happy all 
summer. Wasn’t she a rascal not to tell me, for I have been worrying about her? 
 
I intend to play tennis with one of my girls tomorrow. Wonder if she will win.  Wouldn’t it be a 
joke? I haven’t played for ages. 
 
Isn’t the letter terribly disjointed? Really the letter that I wrote over the weekend, which you will 
never receive, was the best, except for a few instances or remarks in it, that I have written - 
more according to what a college girl should write. This letter is a good index of my physical 
condition - I can’t think and couldn’t all day - there is too much blood in my head, but it makes 
my cheeks all pink and beautiful, no, charming. 
 
I am making something nice for you, but you will have to wait until you come back to see it or to 
find out what it is. But it really is worth coming for - seeing I made it. 
 
I am glad you had a nice time at the Men’s Club, but don’t stay too long. Really to have you stay 
so far away for longer than three weeks is unthinkable.  Don’t do it! Thank you for the check but 
I have sent the Oct. one, and you will be back before Nov. I won’t write very many more letters, 
for you will be coming back. Please do (tenth time) next letter I won’t say it, I’ll just think it 
anxiously waiting at the kitchen door,  
Virginia 
 
P.S. It  safe to have you stay too long in that dangerous city [?] I am frightfully .worried. 
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193 West End Ave, Ridgewood, NJ, Oct 20, 1925 
 
My dearest Virginia, 
 
Two letters yesterday must mean none for today and it is possible that tomorrow will pass 
without hearing from you. It means a great deal to me for I am not very much satisfied staying 
around the house without anything real to do. Calli [his niece Carolyn, 11 years old, born 
January 1914 according to NJ 1915 Census] has been home two days with a kink in her neck 
so I have played games with her. This morning while downtown I bought her “Girl Scouts in 
Arizona and New Mexico” she is deep in it now. I get considerable enjoyment with her. Emery 
[Emery Gardner Barber Jr, age 16, born 24 March 1909 according to U.S. Social Security Death 
Index, his nephew] is away most of the day at High School so I do not see so much of him. 
 
Last evening Mr. and Mrs Summerville came in to see us, they are the neighbors that were in 
California last winter. All of the friends are lovely to me, they seem so nice with each other, I like 
the kindly spirit shown to each other and they are all so lovely with my Mother.  Nothing seems 
too much for them to do. 
 
This morning’s mail brought me a letter from George Hodgkin, Secretary of the Avocado 
Exchange. He wanted me to look up somethings while I was here. He also told me that Mr. 
Canterbury, Manager of the Murphy Oil Co. Ranch at Whittier was on an Eastern trip and that I 
might locate him at the McAlpin.  Tomorrow  I shall go in to the City if the weather is pleasant 
and call of the Hotel. I should enjoy seeing him. 
 
Then I wish to go through the markets and see what is on sale. It always did interest me and of 
course now that I have grown fruit in California it means so much more. 
 
Do not stay awake nights about the girls on the train, they are all gone now, although I have one 
invitation to Cleveland, too bad my return is not that way. How is Mary??? For some unknown 
reason I find no mention of her in your letters. 
 
You were a nice dear, sweet little girl to address your last letter on the typewriter, but I really do 
not care, let em come, handwritten, typewritten or any other way just so they come! Come! 
Come! 
 
My candy is being eaten one or two pieces each day, at first it was very soft but now it has 
hardened and is just right. It makes me think of you and your wonderful love. 
 
Of course I shall like your hair parted in the middle, does it make you look younger? 
 
Yes, you can meet me at the train if it works out that way. I want to see you just as soon as I 
arrive, but not with other people. I will let you know my plans and trains etc. when I have them 
made out so you may count the days, hours, minutes, seconds, etc. 
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I am going to stop for awhile and play with Callie then my mind may work enough to write you 
some more things before I go for a walk downtown and mail this to you, it gives me a lot of 
pleasure to take your letters down to the P.O. 
 
3:30 PM 
The postman just came with the best of all your letters so far, it was a lovely letter but truly it 
was just full of sweetness and love.  I like that kind of a letter very, very much although it makes 
me want to take the next train west, back to the one I love best. 
 
The letter just received came through the fastest of any I have received. It was mailed or at least 
postmarked Ontario the 16th and delivered today the 20th, you wrote it at School noon time on 
Thursday. 
 
Please continue to miss me but at the same time get all you can out of life and be happy.  That 
is what I hope you can do.  I am trying to be happy and show all of this household true loving 
kindness, they are wonderful relatives and so kind to my dear sick Mother.  Everything that is 
done in the house is with consideration for Mother. Sara could not be more to Mother if she was 
her own child. 
 
I am glad you picked up some more of the walnuts, you can make cake and candy with them 
this winter.  I have a few almonds up at the house which I gathered before my vacation, we can 
use them sometime after my return. 
 
How much I wish we could walk up the canyon together tonight and look over our place. That 
spot seems to be the one mutual place for the future. Of course it may never be used by us but 
it is ours now and serves to give us something to build our dreams on.  I love it just as you do. 
 
As to your teaching another year, you may have to do so for my earning power may be too 
small, or none at all. We will have time to work that all out when I get back. At present it is best 
to think you are going to teach another year and earn enough to pay out the land contract so 
that much is free and clear. Somehow I always hope we can have a small home on the canyon 
property and that work of some kind can be fitted into my new life, that will  make it possible to 
live there with you, my dearest. At any rate we will keep it for awhile and see how things work 
out in our lives. 
 
I  hope your letters keep on coming the way they have started, it is the main thing in my strange 
life here in Ridgewood.  I get a great deal of joy out of being alone in my room reading your 
letters over and over and writing my own thoughts to you. 
 
Now I am going out for my afternoon walk and at the same time mail this to you. 
 
Give just a little of my love to your dear Mother and Father. I know you want it all, but play fair. 
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Lovingly,  
Theodore 
 
 
193 West End Ave, Ridgewood, NJ, Oct 21, 1925 [Wednesday] 
 
My Dearest, 
 
So far today there has been no mail of any kind and it is 3:30 PM so it looks as if the postman 
had passed me by. I will write you a few lines just so you know that I continue to think of you.  In 
fact you have been in my mind nearly all afternoon. I have sat alone down in the living room, 
reading thinking and planning of the future. It surely contains plenty to keep my mind active, 
however it seems impossible for me to settle everything in advance. How about you,can you 
work things all out in advance? 
 
It was my intention to go into the City today but we stayed over to the Smiths’ last evening so 
late and this morning looked stormy, that I gave up the trip and will go tomorrow instead. 
 
Mother is not as well today and it seems to worry her if I leave the house except for a walk, it 
may have been best to stay home today. 
 
I will take my afternoon walk down to the P.O. and mail this note to you. That always gives me 
pleasure, it seems as if I was helping it on its way to my dear little Sweetheart. 
 
This morning I wrote a few lines to Harry Kendall, just thought he would like to hear from me. 
 
My bridge playing is coming back some, last night Sara and I played against Mr. Smith and 
Gardner. It was very much more easy than any time I have played before.  Bridge is the one 
thing they play around here.  It will get me in practice for your winter parties, which I hope to be 
invited to attend. Maybe they are to be dances instead of card parties. Then I will have to limber 
up my feet to dance with Mary.  That will be the “Days of Real Sport.” 
 
So far have not made a purchase of new overcoat. I may not as I do not care to carry one home 
on the train with me and I have a light one of Gardner’s to wear around here. I looked in a lot of 
windows last week while in New York, they did not have any with the high type of collar that I 
wish for use in the auto. Everything is with a flush color and more for street evening wear. 
 
It is getting late so I must start my trip downtown, also have to go to the Drug Store for the 
nurse. 
 
If I figure correctly this note and the one written yesterday will reach you on Monday. 
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Loads of kisses and best love for the dearest of all. 
 
Theodore 
 
Ontario - Wednesday night 10:12 PM [October 21] 
 
Blessed Uncle Bob, 
 
I had a lovely chicken dinner, after eating which I went to typing.  As I left the building, I heard 
from the third floor of the Library Building some wonderful jazz. How I longed to dance! Do you 
realize that it has been a horribly long time since you could devote all the attention to me at a 
dance? Only such dances count, the others are mere aggravation. Do take me to one - not an 
aggravation but a dance! 
 
This pen absolutely refuses to write well no matter how tenderly I plead. More often than not I 
have this one in my hand when I am writing. It is the only one I have here. 
 
On the way home tonight I stopped in to visit one of the teachers. There I sewed and stayed 
until 10 of 10  - as you say, “One Ford passed another.” (That is a joke on me. I see this 
morning that it must be 10 passed 10). 
 
This afternoon and yesterday I played tennis. I really and actually felt happy and girlish. It 
seemed as tho my college days had returned. One of my pupils who expects to make the 
Freshmen team played against me, and I was surprised to find that after so many years of entire 
neglect of tennis on my part I made an adequate opponent for her. Two boys played on the 
neighboring court - one of whom is “my candy boy.” When he had to return the balls to the gym, 
they generously offered to play doubles with us. That was yesterday. Today noon as I was 
returning from my 12 o’clock stroll, I heard someone say, “Here she is.” The two boys asked if I 
would play again that afternoon. I promised to and did. 
 
Tuesday night I went to gym. I didn’t enjoy the exercises nearly as well as Dorothy’s. It seemed 
as tho I had returned to the drudgery of college gym. Perhaps the exercises were more 
exercising, yet they were not so aesthetic. When I returned home, I sewed until ten. Ten is my 
bedtime.  By now it is about 10:30. 
 
Please don’t let anybody persuade you to stay in New York. Don’t continue to leave your little 
anxiously waiting and “hoping for better days” girl alone way out west, west where the famed 
“badlands” are.  For two long days I have not heard from you. I do hope that your cold is better. 
I really can’t rest easily until I know that you are well. For you to be away from me is bad 
enough,  but to have you ill at the same time is much worse. Do write me how you are.  Of 
course by the time this page reaches you after its tedious journey, you will be all right. 
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Tomorrow night the Rotarians have their semi-monthly meeting. Mary will take me. Meta and 
Daisy are giving it.  
 
Lately I have been very stern with my scholars. It is for their good not mine. This year will be my 
best year.  I have been thinking of taking up nursing if need be, but I find that I am enjoying my 
present work more than I expected. The better I know my pupils, their parents, and people in 
Ontario, the more I feel at home, the better I like it. I can see how people actually (so it did 
seem) enjoy it; why Dorothy wishes she were teaching.  I drove over to Pomona the other day 
with a neighbor. They invited me to come to see them. Though I may never accept, I 
appreciated the invitation. 
 
Your most devoted old woman, 
Virginia 
 
Ontario, Calif, Oct - 1925 [October 23?] 
 
Dear Theodore, 
 
When you came home from your trip up north, I was going to tell you something that had 
worried me a great deal and which still worries me though I have succeeded very well in putting 
it out of mind as of no consequence, but I could not tell you then because I knew that you had 
too many troubles for the worry of mine and I felt that it might make you unhappy, and I could 
not bear to do that. However, I wish to goodness that I could have, because I think it is only right 
to you - you should know about how I feel about it. Perhaps I can when you come back. I think 
that I would feel better if we should talk it over, don’t you? I just couldn’t sleep tonight for 
thinking about it, ____ though it is midnight, I got up to write to you. I have felt very dreadful, oh 
so dreadful about it, because I can’t understand your attitude. 
 
Well, I went to the bridge party at the country club, rode up with Mary, who told me all about 
Joe. I never saw a man so crazy about a girl in such a short time in all my life. I have seen men 
who fell in love with a girl overnight and married her right away. But this man loves her so very 
much that he will do everything for her whether he marries her or not. I was very happy about it. 
It is so splendid. She thinks that she doesn’t want a wedding with lots of people. When we 
arrived, some of us danced. Of course I did tho I could hardly follow - I am so out of practice. 
We danced while we waited for the other girls to arrive - Hetty and Ina.  When all the girls 
arrived, there were three tables of us - three of the girls were not members (We generally have 
just two tables). The room in which we played was very cozy. A wood fire was burning, the room 
was lighted with lamps, the curtains were of a very cheerful design, and white willow  furniture 
was in the room. Can you imagine that I stayed at the head table all the time and came off with 
second prize?  I don’t think you appreciate my great powers as a bridge player - I didn’t myself 
until now, but I am inflated with the idea. We had Marvelous things to eat - fish, salad, coffee, 
two kinds of sandwiches, cheese and avocado, candy, and water.  I drank water - so much. I am 
drinking so much lately, it is good for me.   Our tall__ had golfur on them.  Wasn’t that clever? 
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Hetty had been to the most gorgeous and elaborate wedding ever given in this vicinity. She told 
us all about it. We all had a glorious time.  
 
Mr. Hill came in to visit me, and I almost lost control of myself I was so frightened.  I could hardly 
think. The head of the English department also came in today. She is a dear. I am not frightened 
with her and the class went off perfectly. I never had a class act better. She spoke very nicely 
about it which delighted me, but the best compliment lately comes from one of my former 
students through her sister. I think it is lovely of this sister - also a Chaffey teacher - to tell me 
about it, for I am very much inclined to believe that another with more experience could do 
better than I. But people have been very kind in their praises of me (to my face!) so I ought to 
feel better, hadn’t I? But still Mr. Hill frightens me so much that I can’t teach when he is in  the 
room. This is unfortunate. He thought that my desk should be away from the window so that a 
group of the students who faced me had to face the window, would not have to with it in a new 
position. So during the class he moves my desk and upset my flowers and vase which was on 
my desk upon the floor.  All children, of course, watching instead of studying as they should.  All 
of this would be upsetting to the class. Fortunately it was a small  class. I would never have 
done this during class, I would wait until afterwards. I hate very much to have anything upsetting 
like the noise of moving a desk during class.  My order in my rooms satisfies me exceedingly. I 
am so happy over it, and the children are doing really very good work on the whole. Mr. Hill to 
be tactful should have suggested that if it would be all right for my eyes the change would be 
excellent not that it makes any difference to my eyes; but I have felt and I know it to be a case 
because of that feeling that the children's interest come first regardless of the teacher. The 
teacher may endure anything for the pupils. That lack of consideration and real sympathy with 
the teachers is what frightens me. I am just thinking that this sounds like criticism, but I am 
formulating more clearly for myself why I am afraid of him. I really couldn’t definitely tell for a 
long time why it was. Now I know to be successful he may think that is the right way.  All right 
then - I do not decry him for that, this merely explains my fear. He is looked up to as being very 
successful by a great many, and he can’t please all. The children are the most important I know; 
but it is up to the teacher to sacrifice herself, and she does daily. Perhaps he was born not to be 
fatherly to his teachers so who should blame him? If that is his way, it is alright with me. My duty 
is to fit in with it so tra-la-la. One fine thing about him is that he leaves me alone generally, and 
he lets me experiment, what I enjoy doing. That is rarely done. I am most fortunate to be 
teaching here. I suppose I should go to bed. I think I can go to sleep. 
 
Love, Virginia 
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193 West End Ave, Ridgewood, NJ, Oct 23, 1925 
 
My dearest Sweetheart, 
 
The postman passed me up this morning without a letter from you but I have hopes for better 
luck this afternoon. 
 
Yesterday I spent in New York and Brooklyn. Found Mother Valentine sick in bed with a bad 
cold and heard that Florence had also been sick for a few days. Many people have had colds 
around these parts, think it must be on account of so many houses starting the furnaces. 
 
My Brother has orders to meet the private car [presumably a private train car] of Mr. Teagle, the 
President of the Standard Oil of New Orleans next week and return with the party through his 
coast district, he will be gone until the morning of Election day Nov 3rd so I have planned to 
leave the night of Nov. 4th for my return.  Sara does not want to be left alone under such 
serious conditions and I have felt that while I am here, it is up to me to stay and be of any help I 
can until Gardner returns. 
 
When I purchased my ticket I had the return trip made via Jacksonville, Florida and New 
Orleans so that I could take a few days and go into Southern Florida and see what the avocado 
industry looks like. 
 
I am going in this afternoon to order my pullman tickets as they told me that the travel was 
heavy and it was best to place my order at once. My plans are to leave Ridgewood Nov 4th, 
New York Nov. 5th at 12:45 am (just past midnight) reach Miami, Florida, Friday night the 6th 
spend two days around Miami and Palm Beach and leave for the west on the morning of the 9th 
reaching Los Angeles at 7:50 PM on the 13th Friday.  This may not work out correctly but I will 
give you my plans as soon as my tickets are purchased. 
 
You can continue to write me (please) until a letter mailed on Friday the 30th that should reach 
me the day I leave here.  If for any reason I should have to stay longer I will telegraph you to 
continue writing me. 
 
My Mother is very weak today and this morning did not know us, it makes me so unhappy that 
her mind has to go before she does. I know she would not want to live under such conditions 
and I really hope she may be taken soon. 
 
Yesterday I walked up 5th Avenue and looked in all the windows for many blocks, they have 
wonderful displays, then I went over to Kelly & Sons on 14th Street and talked avocados with 
the buyer who has handled a lot of the Exchange fruit, it was interesting and I telegraphed 
Hodgkin concerning the condition of fruit market and other data last night. 
 
Went to the McAlfin[?] to find Mr. Canterbury but he was not registered there. 
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At noon I had my lunch in Deneys on Fulton Street N.Y. The boys that run the place were in 
school with Gardner and I, it seemed good to have them come up and speak to me. 
 
While in town yesterday I also telegraphed Hart as follows: “Will not return to California before 
November 15th.  Better fill my position.”  Do not expect he will fill it but certainly would like it, to 
never go back with anything he is connected with again. He wanted me to write but I did not 
care to so telegraph instead. 
 
I must close now and write some business letters and then start for New York so I can get the 
524 train back to Ridgewood that is the train Gardner comes out on and Sara always meets him 
with the car. 
 
The very best of my love, 
Theodore 
 
 
193 West End Ave, Ridgewood, NJ, Oct 24, 1925 
 
My dearest Virginia; 
 
If I do not get small notes or large letters from you on Monday, a telegram my be sent with 
answer required. Four days now without a word and no more mail until Monday morning. Oh 
well, when the old man's away the girls will play. 
 
Yesterday I went to the City and ordered my pullmans to California and if nothing happens to 
present I shall return to look after the most wonderful Sweetheart in all the World. Friday 
evening the 13th of November. 
 
The ticket office took up so much time that I did not get to do anything else. Shall go in again 
next week and do some things I had planned. Expect to look up my old friend Shaw in the New 
York Trust Co. and I may find some others I knew many years ago. 
 
Now that my date for returning is set I can hardly hold myself in, California and you my dear 
hark a wonderful call for me. 
 
At present I am waiting for Gardner to come home so we can go down to see the Ridgewood 
High School - Passako[?] football game. It is starting to rain a little but feels just like snow. 
Emery [his nephew] says the game will be played just the same. He plays in the school band 
and some of the  other boys in the neighborhood are on the team. They are real boys like we 
have in the West. 
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This morning I walked downtown, purchased some B.V.D.s which I needed, took my laundry to 
the Chinks [Chinese Laundry] and brought back the clean things, also purchased some things at 
the Drug Store for the nurse and candy to give Sara. It gives me something to do which I 
certainly need. 
 
Will mail this to you on my way downtown to the football game. 
 
Much love to my Sweetheart, 
Theodore 
 
Ridgewood, NJ, Sunday morning, October 25, 1925 
 
My dearest Virginia: 
 
As the rain was still very hard this morning I stayed in bed until nearly nine, then ate just a piece 
of melon, read the newspaper from one end to the other including advertisements and now have 
shut myself in the bedroom to write a few lines to you. 
 
Somehow writing letters is a thing I never care to do, but to be alone in my room and write to 
you gives me great pleasure and makes the distance between us seem but a short ways. I hope 
you have found some pleasure in receiving and reading the letters I have sent you. They are 
poorly constructed, to be sure, but that is just me and I am certain you will overlook the quality 
and give consideration to the true love that they contain. 
 
Yesterday’s football game was a fun one to watch on account of the rain.  Ridgewood was also 
badly outplayed the result was 26 to 6. 
 
In the evening we were invited to play bridge at the Smiths which is just across the street. At 
eleven they served raw small fresh clams with a hot tomato sauce, salted crackers, sandwiches 
of nut bread with cream cheese and cut up olives for filling, ginger ale and homemade raisin 
drop cakes. Mrs. Smith is a lovely person with a fine house and makes you feel at home in her 
house. Mr. Smith I also enjoy very much. Sara knew Mrs. Smith before she was married in 
Brooklyn and then some years ago they bought the house across the way and came here to 
live. 
 
We also had an invitation to dinner at the Berrys last night which we could not accept on 
account of the invitation for the evening. Hope the Berrys extend it for next week sometime for I 
like them very much and it will help to pass the week away while Gardner is gone. 
 
Gardner leaves on Tuesday and return the morning I leave in the evening. He said he would 
come out first thing in the morning and not return until noon train so as to see me again before I 
leave.  
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We are to have a roast pork dinner before long for I can smell it cooking and I saw it yesterday 
when it came. Living in every respect is higher here than it is with us, the cost of all labor is very 
high, rents and the cost of buildings are so much above the west. This house in the West could 
be built for about $15,000 and I was talking with Mr. Summerville on the train the other night and 
he stated that it would cost about $28,000 to build now.  It takes a good salary to live the way 
these people do in this kind of a neighborhood. I expect one could find places that are much 
cheaper but the people would also be different. It will be best for us to live in the West if I can 
get any kind of a start.  If I can not, then you will have to teach school and I can run the house!!! 
 
Very likely today you are at home, how I wish we were out walking in the hills together, certainly 
I miss you and all that goes with my little Sweetheart.  It will not be so long now before I get 
back.  You will receive this about next Friday and two weeks after that I will be there myself. 
That will be so much better than a letter, I am sure it will to me. 
 
Dinner is served - This afternoon or evening I shall continue this wandering talk. 
 
6:30 PM 
 
The afternoon has been a busy one for which I am glad. The rain let up about 2 o’clock and 
Emery and I repaired and put up a new outside wire to the radio, the old one was in a tree and 
the wind blew it down. We now have it working and have picked up three stations in New York, 
his batteries are low so tomorrow we shall have some new ones. It will help to pass next week 
while I am here so much in the house. 
 
Bessie and Luther Allen came in for a while they are Sara’s sister and brother-in-law, the kind of 
people I like, which means as you may know, kind, happy and without any show about them. I 
wish they lived where I could know them better. 
 
After the Allens left I shaved, washed and changed my clothes then stayed with Mother while 
the nurse had her supper. Now we are waiting for the night nurse to come on and we are going 
around the corner to the Berrys for our supper. The children have had their evening meal and 
Emery will be at home so he can call us on the phone if we should be needed. It is good for 
Sara to get out and away from the house. A house with serious sickness that keeps one tied 
down, is hard to stand. 
 
Florence called up from Brooklyn this afternoon and invited me in for dinner next Friday, she 
wanted me to stay over night but I shall not do so for I want to be as much comfort to Sara while 
Gardner is away, as I can. That is the day I have to pick up my tickets in New York so I can do 
both things in one trip. 
 
Last night or really early this morning, after I had undressed and climbed into bed, I got out all 
five of your letters and read them over again. It was a help and I needed the help for this long 
wait between letters has been hard to stand. 
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Tonight I feel somewhat dressed up for I have my blue suit, all pressed, my trim silk shirt and 
stiff white collar, good ____ tie, black ___ shoes and black silk socks. I have not worn them 
before as I have been saving on the blue suit and wearing the ___ cord in its place. 
 
This writing is over now and I shall mail it first thing tomorrow morning. 
 
My best love, kisses and anything else I can give or sent you, 
Theodore 
 
Postmarked October 26 and mailed via Air Mail (16 cents) 
 
Ontario, Calif, Monday noon 
 
My darling, 
 
Your two letters that I got today made me very, very happy. When I found that I had some 
letters down at the house, I almost went insane with joy and almost stood on my head with 
happiness.  After a whole week of silence, a letter was like a drink of water in the Sahara.  I was 
so worried because I hadn’t heard from you that I was frantic, frantic because I thought that you 
were sick in bed with your cold. But such letters! they were worth waiting a long time for. They 
were the most wonderful letters that could be possibly written - the best that even you have 
written - and they thrilled me and will make me happy all week.  I know that I will sleep with them 
- besides the coat. Yes, the coat had been on my bed, keeping me warm and snug. When I was 
real lonesome, I slept with it alongside, my head on it and “that’s not the half of it, dearie, not the 
half of it.” I am so glad you are better. 
 
Last week I didn’t write many letters because I thought that you would be coming home very 
soon and because I was dreadfully “low” - I guess that you could judge so from my last letter - (I 
am sorry it was so awfully forlorn; please forgive me, I am very happy and cheerful now - as 
much as I can be under the trying circumstances). Heretofore, I have had a hard time to keep 
from writing every day. If I hadn’t been afraid of causing too much commotion at Ridgewood. I 
would have corresponded everyday, but last week I couldn’t get the energy to write an 
interesting letter, so I didn’t attempt it. Since my letters give you such pleasure and since it 
appears that you will be east another week or so, I will write daily. How is that? 
 
While you were north, I was worrying about you not getting your freedom. But I am not worrying 
about anything now. 
 
You are a darling to draw off the plans and you did them so well. I like the first plan better, 
because the second has too many hallways. I will comment on them to great length later. I am 
writing a letter now P.S. The comment comes tomorrow. 
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I have something that I made for you that I know you will love. I am delighted with it.  Previously 
I told you about it, but now it is finished.  Aren’t you anxious? Well, then come home to your little 
Miss Muffet who sits by her hearth eating blackbird pie. 
 
Thank you so very much for the twenty five dollars. Shall I need it to buy that amount of 
stamps? [by my calculation that would be 1250 letters at 2 cents each - J. La Favre] You were 
very sweet to send it to me and I appreciate it, just heaps.  I thought that my letter would reach 
you, mentioning my finances, so that a return letter would get here after the 1st, but you beat 
me. The joke of it is that I still have part of that huge sum I spoke about still in the bank. How did 
I do it?  I will tell you when you see me. 
 
Saturday morning I went in shopping, and I got something for me to make for our house. 
Wasn’t that exciting?  The stores were beautiful in their semi-holiday air. Robinson’s have a 
Xmas window already. Think of that! I bought quite a number of presents to be made up for 
Xmas. Jeanette was at Bullock’s to meet me; and so much did I enjoy her company! 
 
I am very delighted with the splendid news from your mother. Isn’t it wonderful that you can help 
her recover?  A sick patient generally gets either worse or better, and when they start to regain 
their health, they continue. I wish that you could give her my love, but anyhow you can give it to 
her silently. 
 
My classes are excellent; every year they seem to improve. I guess I like to teach better than I 
thought. As the weary days succeed one another, one becomes, like the days, weary, until 
finally the teacher is glad to have the Summer holiday arrive. 
 
Your description of the autumn days brings 
back the pungent odors, the brilliant colors, 
the crisp breezes that I used to experience as 
a child in Wilmette, that town of Indian lore 
and wildlife of years past. I do love the fall in 
the east. It was my favorite season.  I should, 
indeed, enjoy above all things traveling with 
you.  Do bring one of those apples you got for 
me to sample. 
 
How happy I was when you promised to let 
me be with you alone a whole day when you 
get back! I will look forward to that with the 
greatest of joy. It will be wonderful! Yes, 
wonderful! I am excited about it already, and 
to think that you want it as much as I do!  This 
is a real promise. 
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Do you wish my picture? Here it is then. 
 
Let’s get married next Spring, June, or next Summer.  Don’t you think we can?  Please promise 
me that we will if we have one crust of bread (we can divide it and be real Christians) Just think, 
Blessed One, what wonderful happiness I would have looking forward to it, and then if we 
haven’t the one crust of bread, I can still have the wonderful happiness of looking forward some 
more. 
 
I have lots of interesting things to tell you.  For instance, have the news about Elsie’s shower, 
about the adorable Kendall dinner Mother prepared for Friday night, about a nice dinner and 
time at the Campbell’s.  Which shall I describe; which shall I leave for tomorrow?  The 
Campbells inquired after you. They like you. They were sorry to hear of your mother’s illness. 
Also for dinner there was an excellent contralto singer and a young couple. You would have 
enjoyed the company of the latter. They both were alive and interesting. The young [man] 
graduated from U.C.; his wife from U.S.C., my school. I enjoyed Constance again. I liked her 
very much when I first knew her, but after she had experienced an unfortunate love affair, she 
was a changed woman. She is coming back to her own again, and I am going to like her very 
much. She is a dar girl. Being so close to Ruth, I wanted to go to see her and cheer her up. I 
believed that she would enjoy seeing the “old folks at home,” but I didn’t have your approval, so 
I stayed away [probably a good idea, did she know her father had a girlfriend?]. 
 
Halloween will soon be here. I wanted so much to do something to celebrate, and fortunately I 
received an invitation to a party from Dorothy Gordon Sumers. You were invited; that is she 
invited me to bring my friend (and you are it), but I will go empty handed as that was also 
offered me. In this case I stay all night in their apartment.  It is a masquerade. I am planning to 
dress as a little Dutch girl. My round profile will fit in harmoniously with the idea.  
 
I have never showed you all the grand things (so many!) that I have for our home (the one we 
are going to have this summer), have I? Get me to show them to you. I am so bashful, yes, 
even now, I hesitate to bring them out.  But you would love to see them, wouldn’t you? 
 
I am glad that you are enjoying your hikes and strolls. It is a great pity that I can’t be with you. 
So you think you will be east a couple of weeks more. Please start home at least the second 
week of November. Let me see ……. that gives you three more weeks to go on. 
 
Sunday night I was very upset and lonely, the first time that the family noticed it. They have 
been thinking that I was getting on splendidly - pat me on the head (not too hard) for that - You 
mustn’t be too hard on me. Of course I have to weep when you leave and when I think of how 
long you are and will be away. I believe it has been done before. Father called up your underling 
(saves my spelling his name) to find out how your mother was (and incidentally your health 
also). He had received a letter so I knew you were better and were all right. I knew that I had a 
letter too then. I wanted to rush off right away to get it, but mother was afraid that I  might get 
crushed in the rush of autos. Instead we all walked up the canyon in the glorious, bright, white 
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moon light that had changed the work-a-day into a fantastical fairyland to the spot. The view 
from our turn of the deep, engreened canyon beyond was sublime in all its moonlight splendor. 
 
Your reading my letters just like I read yours makes me oh so happy - not that they are worth it. 
I believe that you will be my most kind, sympathetic, and understanding of readers. 
 
I was reading in the life of Theodore Roosevelt how Mrs. Roosevelt (sometimes) J.R. read 
bedtime stories to her children and that is what I am going to do for ours but not to the twins. We 
aren’t going to have any such things. We are going to have a boy named after you, and then a 
girl, and last a boy. It is all arranged, you have nothing to say.  In our little cottage we will have 
to hang them on pegs at night. Don’t you think that will be economical? 
 
Since I have been playing tennis, I have received many invitations to play.  The courteous way 
would be to accept, however, when I began my new career, I wanted to play in my little humble 
place very quietly, away from the madding crowd and alas! What publicity. I know how it feels to 
be president now. 
 
This afternoon I will help some of my pupils and go to teachers’ meeting - a joyous institution! 
This morning we had the high school orchestra play at assembly.  I always enjoy it. 
 
This noon (I am finishing this letter after my regular school work is over) I met in my room an old 
adorable friend - old because I am fond of her; she is actually young in years - tho married. She 
was also in the play with me last year. Did you know my dear, that you are marrying (this June) 
an actress? You just tell your friends that! 
 
Last week - Thursday - I received a letter from Heloise. This I will answer this week. She is a 
more regular correspondent than I. Perhaps she has less writing to do, but she must be a busy 
housewife. 
 
Tonight I will type and sew. I brought some  avocados for  my lovely dinner cooker. She is fond 
of them. I believe that I gathered all of your walnuts. I fear that I missed quite a number since I 
did not pick them up a week ago. My greatest love and sympathy to the most wonderful man in 
the world, my own blessed lover, my darling Theodore,  Virginia. 
 
193 West End Ave, Ridgewood, NY, Monday night, October 26, 1925 
 
My dearest Virginia, 
 
Letter No. 6 - written on Blue Monday, received this morning, glad it did not come on Saturday, 
have marked it “N.G.” and never expect to open it again.  After waiting five long days and then 
receiving that was the blow that nearly killed your Uncle Bob.  I left for New York on the next 
train and did not return until time for dinner.  I am happy to say that your ninth letter written the 



44 

Wednesday following “Blue Monday” was waiting to cheer me up, it did and now that everyone 
has gone to bed and I have retired to my room I shall write you a few lines. 
 
First and most important, write a wonderful letter to me and mail it on Nov. 1st addressed as 
follows: T. U. Barber, General Delivery, Miami, Florida (Will Call) 
 
I shall be there the evening of the 6th or morning of the 7th and it will be the last I can hear from 
you. So please obey orders.  Also have your return address on the envelope. 
 
Today I took great pleasure in buying for you a present, it is to be sent by mail tomorrow from 
Cross & Co. New York to Ontario. [I wonder is this a pen? - J. La Favre]. So be on the lookout 
for it. I hope you may like it.  I shopped around a lot before buying and believe it represents the 
most up to date obtainable. 
 
Also while in the City saw something that I believe you would like, so purchased and a duplicate 
set for Sara. I shall mail yours tomorrow from here to Ontario. Sara was delighted with hers and 
I hope you may be with yours. 
 
Please do not advertise where you received these presents from or who sent them. It would 
make people believe that I was interested in you and while I wish everyone knew the wonderful 
fact, it is not time for them to  know, nor best for you or our interests. 
 
I am glad Eloise and Franklin have settled their differences and are happy once more. If that is 
what they want. How much did your tell her of your personal happiness, or at present it seems 
to be termed unhappiness? 
 
Surely, we can dance most anytime, but it seems to me, that of late you have always wanted to 
go for a walk or ride. How about that? I am willing to dance if I am not tired out. 
 
I am glad you have played tennis it is good for you to do something which requires full attention 
of both body and mind. It sounds as if you were getting “Boy Crazy” so watch yourself. I will not 
stand for too much of that. 
 
Stop worrying about my cold, it is gone entirely although I cough some the same as I have for 
the last three months.  The only nursing you are going to take up is looking after me and you 
can call that nursing if you like. Oh there might be a few others! 
 
Today I received the first letter from Ruth since I left. I was just about to telegraph her. She 
certainly does not think what it means [she doesn't know father has a girlfriend?]. Gracebel had 
not come to take her out and she was somewhat lonely, had a cold and wrote a bum letter. 
However she will get over it I guess and it will not be long now before I return. Shall write her a 
nice letter in the morning. 
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Also this shall be finished in the morning. I am too tired now, so sweet dreams my lover. 
  
Noon Tuesday Oct. 27 
 
Just returned from a lovely ride up the Saddle River country with Sara. We purchased three 
baskets of apples. One for Bessie Allen and two for ourselves, one was Baldwins and the other 
Russet. At present I do not care much for apples as I filled up on the return trip. 
 
This is a true fall day, a hard blustering wind, the colored leaves flying everywhere and the sky 
partly filled with white clouds. I can understand why nearly everyone wants a closed car in this 
part of the country. 
 
Changed my mind about your second present, it was not mailed this morning and will not be. I 
am [letter damage here, word or two missing] again tomorrow and if you are a good girl I may 
mail it on Thursday. It will not amount to much so keep your hopes down.  I know how young 
girls love to receive things so intend to send you this one more at least. 
 
Gardner’s trip to New Orleans is put off another day and he will not return now until after I have 
started South. The heavy storms of the last few days have delayed the Atlantic liners on which 
some of the Standard Oil directors are returning from Europe.  One or more of them go with 
Gardner therefore the delay. At present we will pass each other at night between New York and 
Washington. 
 
This afternoon I must take a walk for my health it shall be downtown, for I have many very 
important things to do. First to mail this letter, second buy some paper to write a few more 
letters on to one who I hope is enjoying them, third take my hat to be cleaned. I do not want to 
buy another and carry home although from the looks of this one it should be purchased and 
several less important errands. 
 
Yesterday I went down to the New York Trust Co. to see some of my old friends, much to my 
sorrow [letter damaged here] that Harry Shaw was d[rest of word missing, damage] my best 
friend in office. He died last December and I was sorry for he was only in his fifties and a fine 
man. 
 
The man who took my place in office invited me to lunch, his name is Hueg, I think that is the 
way he spelled it, we had a pleasant hour talking over old times and new conditions. 
 
Hope that when this reaches you it will find a happy young lady, who is looking forward with a 
heart full of joy. 
 
Lovingly, Theodore 
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P.S. 1. Do you wish a shawl of mine by now? 2. I am so glad your relatives and friends make 
you and your mother happy. 
 
[next letter is not dated, but I think October 27 ] 
 
Theodore darling,  
 
Now I will tell you about Elsie’s shower. I arrived at her apartment all hot from my morning 
shopping. She and her roommate were ready, but we waited for Carl Williams, meanwhile I was 
getting cooled off. We drove, six of us in the car, up the Verduga road to the hills. There among 
some fruit trees was a shack-like place. Here we played bridge until I nearly dropped from 
exertion. Needless to say that among these grand players I didn’t win the prize! Elsie won first. 
About six we stopped, and Elsie received her shower presents. That morning I had found a very 
pretty, colorful bath towel at Bullocks, about the best looking one that I have seen for her. 
 
We all sat down to eat a splendid chicken dinner - most wonderful. We had fried chicken, 
cheesed potatoes, sweet potatoes, butter beans, peas, tomato salad with the but dressing, jelly, 
rolls, ice cream, two kinds of cake, and coffee. I enjoyed it so much.  Finally the lover arrived 
(C.W.) to take us home. The two are very fond of each other; I was so glad to see them so 
happy with one another. She is really a prize, so loving and thoughtful to all. Her brother drove 
us out to Puente where father and mother had planned to meet me on the bus.  I am including 
the place card I thought that you might enjoy seeing it. 
 
Don’t you think it would be fun if I got up a chicken dinner sometime soon after you return? I 
really would have it cooked done this time, for I would cook it on the stove or in the stove that I 
am used to. I have a lot of good things to buy. It would be fine to have it just for the two of us. I 
don’t know whether we can work it, but we could try, especially if you will wear your dinner suit. I 
will wear mine. 
 
I was so enthusiastic with the Verduga road. Don’t you like it? I think that it would be very ideal 
to live up there. If you had to work in the city, perhaps we could rent a little hut up there. 
 
Darling, we can get married this summer, can’t we? We will have such real happiness together 
that we ought not to put it off. No one can tell when we will be separated for good by God, and I 
think that we ought not to put off our happiness. I can teach anyhow, perhaps not the first year 
but the second or visa versa. After teaching three years at Chaffey, we have a year’s leave and 
can then come back. This is my third year. Or I can teach here and we can rent a little house if it 
is not too far from your business. It wouldn’t be any both[er] to teach at all; it would give me 
something to do. I know all the ropes here; so that it is easy. Oh, oh, I will be so very unhappy if 
I have to remain away from you after summer comes; I just can’t do it. To be separated again 
like this is unthinkable. Don’t leave your little sweetheart again, who is only happy in your love 
and in your presence - really happy that is. I am planning on getting married in June or July, in 
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fact I am.  How about you?  How can we live apart? Do you think that we could live in Ontario? 
Of course it depends on your work, but we could think about [it]. My salary could help a lot, and I 
wouldn’t mind doing it a lot - I would enjoy it. 
 
Oh, how happy I was in reading your letters. People spoke about how happy I was. My dear 
cooker said that she had never seen me so happy. That is what your letters do for me. If I don’t 
receive anymore, I will have these most darling ones to read over, to live over. How often I have 
thought of the marvelous times we have had together. 
 
I am sorry that the candy was so soft. It really was wonderful when I sent it. I will make some 
when you return. I am so glad that you have some almonds. I ate some marvelous candy with 
almonds in it. You would love it. I can try it if you like. 
 
Harry will enjoy your letter. I am so glad that you wrote to him. The Kindalls were over for dinner 
Friday night. It was all a surprise to me. The table looked beautiful. Mother had two brass 
candlesticks and a fruit center. What she had to eat was delicious. Steak, riced potatoes, sweet 
potatoes, spinach, squash, jelly, hot rolls, salad, peach pie, Boston brown bread, cookies, and 
tea we had to eat. Quite a meal I think. We sat around late, and I sewed on Xmas presents. At 
the meal I told about Mary’s love affair (you see I do mention it) and the wedding Hetty attended 
- the most grandest ever given around here.  Mary told me that her lover  has been very, very ill 
with some dreadful disease that few if any recover from. Knowing this he has put a large sum in 
the New York bank for her (at table great disagreement as to the plausibility of this followed) in 
her name - this man who had only seen her a few days. Of course I told this as a piece of news 
and as humorously as possible - they don’t know her so it was all right. Anyhow she has a 
diamond, a very expensive one, for she priced them and found out. ___ you see she is 
engaged. Do you wonder now why I did not mention her? 
 
Yes, I am planning to give a bridge party sometime after the world knows that you are free - not 
before. Probably it will be in February, around George Washington’s birthday. You see I am not 
going to a party again where you are nice to all the other girls and leave me out in the cold. I 
don’t exactly what you might call enjoy it. I will invite all my good friends here, the members of 
the club and others and will invite men partners for them. 
 
My darling, I love you oh so much. You are so very wonderful and precious to me. Sometime 
when I belong to you and can be with you all the time and can do for you, I will be so very 
happy. And it won’t be so very long. All the time that I am not actually engaged in strenuous 
thought about my class, etc. I am thinking about you, Blessed One. I hope that you are happy; 
and I am so glad that my letters make you happy. For some reason we seem to belong to each 
other already, don’t we? I long for you so very much I do hope that you won’t be away over two 
more weeks. That will mean that you will be away five dreadfully long weeks, my dear. I do hope 
that I can meet you as you get off the train. Often I imagine how you will look when I see you 
again. To me you have the kindest and most loving face in the world and do so much want to 
see it again soon. I know that we are going to be so happy together (that is why I don’t want to 
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wait so very long) for you are so kind, thoughtful, loving, and unselfish. You will teach me to be 
more so, and if I am ever a naughty girl just spank me or send me to bed without my supper, or 
better just tell me where I am wrong and I assure you I will be good. I am really very easily 
managed because I have always been taught to obey. You will help to make me better. 
 
Your most loving sweetheart, Virginia. 
 
193 West End Ave., Ridgewood, NJ, Oct 28, 1925 
 
My dearest Virginia:  
 
It is now 10:30 PM. Sara and I have spent the evening together down in the living room. Now 
that Gardner is away I help Callie with her homework, arithmetic mostly. She came home this 
noon and said “Uncle Theodore missed two examples in his homework.”  I told her to get the 
paper back, and tonight find one marked wrong but I do not know why it must be the method I 
used for the final answer is correct, the other Callie only copied half of it off on the paper she 
turned in at school. This is a pleasure to help her and I am glad of something to take up my time 
and interest me. 
 
Cheer Up! my dear little girl., I love you, admire you and desire to make you perfectly happy, for 
in so doing I shall find a wonderful happiness in my own life. This is in answer to the first part of 
your letter written at midnight of the 22nd. What is worrying you I do not know, certainly it is not 
my intention to have you worry over anything. I wish you had talked it over before I left, for I am 
sure that it would have passed out of your mind at once, never to keep you awake at night or 
make you unhappy in the day time. My attitude toward anything that would influence your 
happiness is truely to protect you and your great love for me. Nothing can come between us my 
Sweetheart. Please just set it to one side, be happy and believe in me. When I get back we will 
talk it all over and set your mind at rest. 
 
One week from tonight at this time I shall be on my way, it seems as though I could not wait for 
the time to come. These are long days for me, a kind of unsettled and unsuccessful  life which I 
am not at all suited for. 
 
Just stopped and read over the first part of this letter to be sure of what I have written, it was not 
possible to go to bed until my mind had been set at rest and an answer written to be mailed in 
the morning. 
 
I am glad Mary is so happy with her lover, love is a wonderful thing in anyone’s life and from 
what you have told me of Mary, I believe it  must mean a great deal to her. It is nice that he can 
do for her and do the things that make her joyful and bring pleasure into her life. 
 
Tonight is wild, stormy and cold, the wind is shaking the windows and making loud sounds in 
the trees just like a true winter wind and snow storm, up the State. I expect it is snowing but 
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here it is only rain so far. Sara has just brought me extra covers which I shall need from the 
feeling as I sit here writing to you. 
 
Mother had the same kind of a turn tonight as she did last evening, but it did not last so long and 
now I think she has gone to sleep. I hope so, for she seems unhappy when not able to sleep at 
night.  
 
We have a new border, at the kitchen door, he is a large brown field rat, that would like quarters 
for the winter. This morning he was over next door running around the back entrance, drinking 
out of the dog’s dish. The children are much interested and our girl, Mildred, is about ready to 
bare. Tomorrow I shall set a trap and see if I can fool Mr. Rat. 
 
Last night, Sandy, the dog, stayed in my room all night, but just now when I came up stairs he 
followed and deserted me for Emery, that is where he holds out every night.  He goes walking 
with me when I do not go downtown and always watches to go riding in the car. The children 
have had him for about ten years and are extremely fond of the old dog. He sleeps at my feet in 
the living room, when I read down there and seems to enjoy being near me. 
 
This half hour of writing to you, my dear, has made me feel very much more contented and now 
I shall get in bed and go to sleep or read a little first, then pull the string on the electric light and I 
am gone. Some nights it has been very hard to get settled and to sleep, but somehow now that I 
have had this time with you, believe I can rest and sleep. 
 
Good night to the dearest girl in the world.  
 
Lovingly,  
Theodore 
 
Thursday afternoon 
 
This morning I did not get up so early and have been working around at small things ever since. 
Sara purchased some small window panes for the laundry and I have been puttying them in 
place. A hard job on account of the location of the windows. 
 
Now I am ready to go out for a walk and shall land downtown to mail this and get my hat, which 
I  hope will be ready. 
 
Today I do not expect any mail from you, for over the weekend when you go home always 
makes a break in receiving of your letters and this is the time of the week. 
 
Many kisses and a big hug from  
Your lover 
T. 
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Tuesday night [October 27] 
 
Blessed Theodore, 
 
The seniors sprung their sweaters at a special assembly today. They are a bright red with a 
white tiger on it. The tiger is our emblem. A good senior jazz orchestra of three pieces played. I 
sat with Meta and Daisy. We thought that it would be nice to dance. That class has a 
professional dancer in it, and she gave a cute, little dance. We were rather surprised to say the 
least that such had been allowed, altho it was just a funny little dance. 
 
I took a long hike this afternoon.  I walked for about an hour and three quarters. That makes 
quite a long walk. I got out in the country where I saw a real halloweeny corn field, the corn all 
bundled together, here and there, as in the good old days. 
 
One of my letters was sent by air service, because I wanted you to receive it as soon as 
possible to cheer you up. I mailed it Monday. Did you have it by Friday? Miss Persons took me 
downtown to get some stamps, and then we took a ride. Late afternoon with its haze was upon 
us. It was a lovely time to ride, all quiet and solemn. 
 
I have a new partner with whom to play tennis. He came up to me today and asked if I played. I 
answered that I did. Whereupon he said that he did too and asked if I would play with him. He is 
a dear little boy with light hair and blue eyes. Such sweet children as I do have! 
 
A few letters back I told you about going to the country club to our club party. The tallies were in 
accord with the atmosphere. I am including one. 
 
In regard to the house plan after the idea I gave you, I am delighted to say that they please me 
very much. I do not think that it is a serious objection that of crossing the private yard to enter 
the kitchen. In the city perhaps it would be, but after all we would not have much delivered out in 
North Whittier Heights [now Hacienda Heights].  However, I wish that we could manage another 
closet, one in which odds and ends could be stowed. Also I wanted a disappearing bed in the 
sun-porch, dining room. I like very much the location of the fireplace. Previously I had pictured it 
on the south side. Your idea is much better. The numerous fresh-air windows  were very much 
appreciated. Will I serve you too much of it do you think?  I hope not. How much would it cost, 
not the air but the house? I think that it would be about the best plan for the location and for the 
price that it would cost to construct it. I had wanted the living room 16’ xy 28’ I think. This could 
be changed, however, very easily. The reason that I liked those dimensions was that I heard 
that they were very good. We would want to see a room whose dimensions were those we were 
contemplating. I would like to keep the plan, but as you wish to have me mail it back I will. 
Please take good care of it! 
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Does it not seem strange that both of us have taken up tennis again though neither has played 
lately? 
 
These wonderful moonlight nights make me wish that we were together enjoying them. It has 
been a long time, at least two months! since we could enjoy them together. At Pine Hills we had 
such a wonderful nightly view of the valley bathed in the brightest of moonlights. 
 
Dear Theodore, I love you so much and I am so happy in our love for each other. I think that I 
am the most fortunate girl alive to have such a kind, loving, wonderful lover. It is the long way 
that makes the expression of my love inadequate to the feeling. I can not thank you adequately 
for the kindness and love you have expressed to me. Words are clumsy vehicles. Some happy 
day I can kiss you and tell you all by so doing. 
 
Lots of love, Virginia 
 
193 West End Ave., Ridgewood, NJ, Wednesday Oct. 28, 1925 
 
Dearest Virginia: 
 
It is nearly lunchtime and I have just finished reading The Heritage of the Desert by Jane Grey. 
Stories of the west and the mountains and the desert seem to satisfy me better just now, and a 
story that is full of real life in the open such as most of Grey’s books contain. Now I have picked 
up the Rainbow Trail by Grey and may read it too. 
 
Last evening I had a long talk with Gardner over Mother’s condition and affairs, then drifted off 
into my own personal matters, this had to come, as during my stay very little has been said 
concerning things, although Sara and I have talked some. Gardner has given my welfare 
considerable thought, which pleased me greatly. He said that they were willing to take Ruth and 
look after her or help me in any way possible for them to do. I thanked him but said that I hoped 
she could finish High School and then go to Europe with her Grandmother and thus escape 
most of the unhappy part of the trouble. 
 
My mind was so full when I went to bed at 11:30 PM that I could not go to sleep, I read until 1:30 
AM and this morning dressed early 6:30 am so as to see Gardner off on his trip to New Orleans. 
 
I am sorry to have him go away while I am here, but it may mean the real advance in position 
that he has worked for these many years. 
 
Yesterday afternoon I left my hat to be cleaned and will not get it until tomorrow evening, in the 
meantime I have taken possession of Emery’s, it is gray felt, turned down all around and looks 
wonderfully well on me, think I shall have to purchase one on my return, think you said that you 
liked them turned down the way the young men are wearing them? 
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Last night Mother was hard to settle down, she did not want any of us to leave her and did not 
want the night nurse to take care of her.  Said to me, that she was willing to pay for a good 
nurse, and a lot of things like that. Wanted me to run a string from my bedroom to hers so she 
could pull  the string and call me when she needed me, then told me I did not need to sleep at 
night that I slept all day. This morning her mind is entirely clear and she does not remember 
anything about last evening. It seems to be bad one day and good the next. 
 
This afternoon looks just like another storm, the radio report last evening was for rain or snow in 
New York, Penna. and New Jersey by night. I must finish this and go downtown for my walk and 
mail this to you. I always count the days and figure out just when it should reach Ontario. 
 
From now on all my letters will be unanswered, that does not seem fair, but I shall be leaving 
here one week from today and then it will seem better, for I will be on my return trip. 
 
Writing to you nearly everyday makes it hard to think of things that will interest you. Expect 
many of the things I have written have been of little interest but you will have to stand it, for my 
life is not very full of pleasing things one likes to write about. 
 
This morning I changed my mind about going to the City and shall not go until Friday, then shall 
start in the morning and spend part of the day doing some things in New York before going over 
to Brooklyn. 
 
Did I tell you that Churoricth[?] was fixing up my personal car. He did a nice job on the Company 
car and I shall be very much pleased to have my own gone over. When we are out now, you 
can drive some, that will be fine on long trips. I have never  had anyone to relieve me on most of 
my travels. 
 
Where shall we go on our first trip, Washington or some nearby place, so you can get 
acquainted? Well, we shall have time to talk that all over this winter. 
 
After I look Florida over I may want to go there for a while, do you want to go to Florida? 
 
Good afternoon my little Sweetheart. 
I am barring for the Ridgewood P. O. 
 
Theodore 
 
Wednesday night [Oct. 28] 
 
My dear Theodore,  
 
Your letter with the information as to when you will start west was received today. I am delighted 
to learn that the date of your return had been set, but I am sorry that it is so much in the future. 
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Still more do I worry about is the fact that you are going into that dreadful state of Florida, 
dreadful because it was there that Mary’s Joe got that awful disease that few if any survive. The 
other four men died, he alone tells the tale. He believes that he got it thru the drinking water in 
some town or other. He does not know exactly which one, because he was looking around in a 
good many. Do be careful please - for my sake! because if anything should happen to my 
Precious One, what would I do? 
 
It is a great sorrow that your mother does not recognize you all the time. Perhaps by now she is 
better and can do so, I hope so. 
 
I am glad that you wired Mr. Hart as you did. I hope that he will release you, but I suppose that 
he thinks that you are dieingly eager to work for him. But you will leave him by the first of the 
year, won’t you? It would be so very much better for you if you could be free to look for a job 
now. By the first of the year the good position will undoubtedly be gone. You really should start 
to look at least a month before the new year. Even that is too short a time. Don’t put it off too 
long or we will be sorry. 
 
We have been having delightfully warm weather, but tonight a much cooler wind has sprung up. 
The clouds hang heavy and thick in the sky, excluding the star and moon light. Perhaps we will 
have rain. As it was clouding up this late afternoon, I bethought myself that my umbrella was at 
school, so I brought it with me. 
 
Tonight after eating I typed for an hour. I was pretty worn out, but at last eight o’clock crept 
around, and I was released, set free, to walk home. 
 
Nothing unusual happened today, just the same old grind. We have good times, a good many 
laughs, and some work in my classes. They (that is some) really do learn a little with me; that is, 
if they work. This year things are going off better than ever before. I want to make it my best 
year. The students are learning a great deal. One of my girls said that one of my last year’s 
students told her that if she wanted to get on my right side that she should like jokes - that I liked 
funny speeches, funny sayings, etc. So that’s it, is it? I hadn’t thought that, but I do try to stress 
the importance of the humorous in life. It is a soft cushion on which to ride through life and I 
consequently want to rather develop it than to retard it. 
 
Next Friday the teachers go to San Bernardino for Teachers’ institute. It will be a holiday from 
school!!! Three cheers! Some of us will be going over on the school bus; it will seem like school 
days again. 
 
I am delighted with and very happy in the idea that I will be able to meet you Friday, the 
thirteenth of November, at 7:30. I will be there all night unless I receive different instructions 
from you. We will drive out from the city to our house, won’t we? What a happy reunion; I will be 
beside myself with joy I can tell you, but I am going to try most awfully hard to be very blase, but 
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I fear in my bones (those tell-tale things) that I won’t be able to. Do you think I will be calm 
(outwardly) or all bubbling over with happiness and love?  
 
Love and best wishes for an enjoyable trip home to me, 
Virginia 
 
Ontario, Calif., Thursday night [Oct. 29] 
 
My darling Theodore, 
 
A most beautiful moon is shining tonight. Round and bright it is, and it makes the world stand 
out, and one can see quite well. I took a walk after I ate - all by myself too! After doing that I felt 
better. 
 
I am particularly lonely tonight.  Just think, two weeks from tomorrow evening you will be in Los 
Angeles, that was the time you spent up north, which seemed to me, waiting impatiently down 
here, to be an eternity. Over again I have to endure it. Sometimes it seems as tho I can not 
stand it, but I will. At least I am glad that you will be actually starting back. Won’t I be happy 
when I will finally see you! (no question about that) 
 
 Dorothy G. Sumers and her husband, both having colds, took a vacation today and drove out to 
Ontario. As I was marching down the Avenue in quest of a letter from you, which by the way, I 
didn’t receive, they called to me and I rode back up to school again. There Dorothy saw her old 
friends. 
 
This noon the English department had its bi-monthly meeting. The head of the English 
department gave a talk this time. 
 
Today I read part of the time to three of my classes out of Dickens’s “Old Curiosity Shop.” 
Although the story is a sad one as a whole, there are parts of it that are delightful and 
humorous. Dickens has a humor all his own and none of his books lack it. It was these light, 
airy, happy parts that I read. I introduced them to Miss Sally Brass, Dick Swiveller, and the small 
servant, who was dressed in an over-grown gown which disclosed only the head and feet. “She 
might as well have been dressed in a violin case.” 
 
I don’t believe I told you what Quentin Roosevelt told the report on being questioned about his 
father. “Oh, yes.” says small Quentin. ”I see quite a bit of him, but I know nothing of his family 
life.” One time when Quentin was very young, he came in with firey red, sunburnt arms. He held 
them up, remarking that they were as red as a Turner’s Sunset. 
 
The art department has some lovely new pictures; I should say about twenty-five of them. They 
are being hung up in the various rooms. There are about three that appeal to me in particular. 
They are scenes of ships at rest in a dock or bay. The many colored boats with their bright 
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trimmings, the association with adventure, the rhythm of the lines all added together fascinate 
me. They are prints. The school shop made the frames after a pattern given them by the art 
department, and the latter colored them. 
 
Ontario is giving her annual flower show. Mary’s family is interested in a display, so she went 
down there tonight. We had planned to play bridge with two others, but on account of too much 
playing last Saturday, I was very pleased indeed not to have to do it. 
 
“Father Hamilton” has harvested [h]is second crop of watermelons. The same vines bore once 
before, this summer. He thinks, or else just says, that he must have great soil to raise two crops! 
I should say that they are starting out to be ever-bearing like strawberries. He offered that I 
should have some when I liked. This was most kind of him. 
 
I hope that you have a pleasant trip home and that you will see many things that interest you. 
Coming home, as you will, through the southern part of United States will certainly bring you in 
touch with something different. New Orleans is an unusual place, full of interest to the traveller. 
You have not stated, I believe, what route will bring you home and in what station I should meet 
you. Please tell me the station at which you will get off. You will have many things to tell me - 
don’t forget any except about the girls, for that might make me unhappy, rascal. 
 
Tomorrow I go home. Father will meet me in Puente. I believe that I will go into the city Saturday 
morning. I need a rest; I hope that  I will get a little of it. Some sewing needs to be done also. 
I wonder what you are doing. Are you playing bridge tonight? I wonder how your mother is. I am 
glad that you had a companion with whom you could play tennis. 
 
Please don’t be so busy that we can’t have our  day together. You know I will be so delighted to 
see you that I will want to be with you all the time. I suppose that you shake your head at that. 
But I don’t see you do it.  Will you want your coat on coming back? You will never get out of it its 
adventures in the last three horribly long weeks. That will remain a secret between the coat and 
me. 
 
For the last two mornings it has been rather hard for me to get up at an early hour and take my 
morning walk, hence, I will go to bed earlier than usual tonight. 
 
I find that I have not very much newsy news to give you. This is due to the fact that I have done 
little beside teach, walk and sleep. Perhaps in the morning I will add a few lines to this my last 
letter I send east to you. 
 
I have a very, very dear friend in Rochester, New York, whom you might have enjoyed meeting, 
but although I thought of telling you about her before, I knew that you couldn’t on account of  _ _ 
_ oh, many things. She will be the Maid of Honor when I get married, providing that she is out 
here in June. Did you know that I was going to be married in June? No? Well, I will invite you to 
it as an interested party or partner. 
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There is one letter in particular that I want you to tear up if you have not already done so and 
that is the one I wrote on a Thursday night at midnight. I all but didn’t send it, if I had had more 
time and energy I wouldn’t have, so just tear it up please - very please. 
 
Good night, my dear lover,  
Virginia 
 
193 West End Ave, Ridgewood, NJ, Oct. 31, 1925 
 
Dearest Virginia: 
 
This was a most beautiful sight, it had snowed lightly almost all day yesterday, a wet snow that 
clung to the trees and bushes and this morning there was about an inch and a half of pure white 
covering everything, the snow and the bright warm sunshine made everyone feel happy. It is 
going fast now and with the warm afternoon believe it will have melted entirely.  It is the earliest 
snow of record and Mrs Berry says it was done for my special benefit. 
 
Yesterday I went in to New York at 9 o’clock on the new bus line, which was just starting from 
here direct to the uptown shopping district. Mr. Stoddard, one of the neighbors and friends, 
owns the line. The new type bus is excellent, individual chairs and very comfortable. 
 
I walked around for a while but found the streets too wet with the melting snow, then went down 
and purchased my ticket for the return trip. Just think when you get this I shall be just starting on 
my way, and we will both be happy over that. After getting my ticket, which took some time, I 
went up town on a Broadway surface car to 51st Street, then walked over to 7th Avenue to see 
what was at the Capitol Theatre, which is the best movie house in New York and I believe 
considered the largest in America. 
 
The show was Buster Keaton in “Go West” and started at 2 o’clock, so I went to an eating place, 
had some lunch and went back to the theatre. I wanted to hear the music, they have one of the 
best orchestras that plays over the radio, something about 80 pieces and the program is almost 
like the Los Angeles Metropolitan. 
 
After that I went out and purchased for my little  Sweetheart, the present, which I had expected 
to send before. It shall be wrapped up and mailed to Ontario this afternoon. Hope the color 
suits. I told the young lady that waited on me, that you were very fussy about color and that I 
must buy just what would please you. This was my pick however, not hers. 
 
After making my purchase in one of the largest stores of the City, I went down to the subway 
and took a train over the new Manhattan bridge to Brooklyn, I wanted to see the structure before 
leaving. It is a wonderful bridge, contains four tracks for subway trains, four tracks for trolley 
cars, two pedestrian walks and a roadway for autos and trucks wide enough for four abreast. 
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I had to change from subway to surface buses in Brooklyn to reach Florence’s.   She had a 
lovely chicken pie dinner for me, you would have enjoyed it. Mother came around also. It made 
a pleasant evening, although I had to leave at 7:40 so as to get the 8:48 from Jersey City. I 
reached home at a few minutes to ten and found Mr. and Mrs. Berry here, they stayed until 
nearly eleven and Sara served ginger ale and homemade cake. As my feet were wet during the 
day, I took some aspirin and went to bed, it made me sleep hard and long, this morning I feel 
good and bright, with no indication of cold from my bumming around the City. 
 
Just now I am hoping for a letter from you, that may have been written last weekend. 
 
The Doctor has just been here; he always stays a little while and talks with me if I am here. The 
old days in Brooklyn, when we were both boys is an interesting subject. 
 
My Mother does not seem to change much, some days very weak and next fairly strong. The 
day nurse leaves tonight, she is going to be married, I am sorry, not that she is to be married, 
but that she is leaving, for Mother does just as she tells her, and a new nurse may not get along 
so well. 
 
So that you may know just where I am, at all times on my return trip, I shall give you the 
complete itinerary as it is made out and tickets purchased. 
 
Lunch is over and the Penn. Ills. football game which I heard over the radio, and it is late so 
must hurry and get this mailed tonight. A wonderful, wonderful letter arrived by air mail from you, 
have read it once, but do more reading tonight. 
 
Good bye my Sweetheart, 
Theodore 
 
P.S. I am too late to do up package so it will have to wait until Monday morning. Keep up your 
hopes it will arrive. T. 
 
Return Trip 
 
Lv. New York Penna. R.R. (Train No. 185 - all Florida Special) in Seaboard Air Line Car (car no. 
K26 - same car from New York to West Palm Beach, no change)  Nov. 5th 12:45 am 
 
Lv. Washington  Richmond. Fred. Potomac (Train No. 107) Nov. 5th 9:45 am 
 
Lv. Richmond, VA Seaboard Air Line (Train No. 7) Nov. 5th 1:05 pm 
 
Lv. Jacksonville, FL (same train) Nov. 6th 8:00 am 
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Ar. West Palm Beach  Nov. 6th 8:50 pm 
Shall stay overnight in West Palm Beach and take auto Bus to Miami the morning of Nov. 7th. 
 
Think I shall have to leave Miami the afternoon or evening of the 8th and stay overnight in West 
Palm Beach then take the Florida and East Coast R.R. back to Jacksonville. 
 
Leave about 7:50 am from West Palm Beach and reach Jacksonville at 7:30 pm on the evening 
of the 9th stay overnight there and then I have my tickets purchased from Jacksonville West as 
follows (could not purchase return over Florida and East Coast R. R. here so will have to work 
that out on arrival in West Palm Beach.) 
  
Lv Jacksonville, FL  Seaboard Air Line to River Junction (Car No. B6 - same car Jacksonville to 
New Orleans) Tues Nov. 10th 12:30 pm, [then] Louisville Nashville R. R. River Junction to New 
Orleans., arrive New Orleans Wed. Nov. 11th 7:20 am (will look around New Orleans if train is 
on time) 
 
Lv. New Orleans  Southern Pacific R. R. Sunset Limited (Train No. 101 car No. 53)  Nov. 11th 
12:10 pm 
 
Ar. Colton [California] on Southern Pacific R. R. (Train 101)  Fri. Nov. 13th 
 
Ar. Los Angeles (same train) Nov. 13th 7:50 pm 
 
 
193 West End Ave, Ridgewood, NJ, Sunday Evening, Nov. 1st 1925 
 
My dearest Virginia, 
 
Sara and I have just returned from making a call at the Obig home which is just in back of here 
on Lincoln Ave. Ella and Bert are very old friends and I always enjoy being with them. 
 
It is now 10:30 pm but I felt as if it would make me more contented to retire if a half hour was 
spent in writing to you. So you see I am at it. 
 
To go back to the close of yesterday’s letter, I hurried downtown and mailed it so that I am sure 
it left Ridgewood last night on its westward journey. Then went to the Chinaman’s laundry, 
purchased a paper and returned home in time for dinner. 
 
The neighborhood children were all dressed up and making the rounds from house to house. I 
got together all my pennies and when they came to our house invited them in and inspected 
them all to see who was who, gave them each their share of the change, which pleased them 
greatly. Halloween is a wonderful time, they get so much fun out of it. Callie and her little friends 
stayed out until 8:30, an unheard of hour for them. Emery was out with a lot of the boys but 
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returned at eleven as per Mother’s instructions. They had a lively time but did not tell much of 
the cappers they cut up. 
 
Luther and Bessie Allen came around for the evening and played bridge with us. I enjoy playing 
again now that I have  picked up the game a great deal more than at anytime in the last few 
years. 
 
This morning we had a hard time to staisy Mother that the new day nurse was all right. She, 
Mother, was way up in the air over the change and this upset Sara until the tears came and then 
I had to take about an hour of wandering talk (from Mother), but tonight she had settled down 
and was very comfortable again. The new Nurse, Miss Mayer, is excellent and lovely with 
Mother. I expect she is going to have a bad night after I leave. Part of the trouble today has 
been over Gardner being away. 
 
My afternoon was made most pleasant by Mr. Summerville, he called for me at 2:30 just after 
dinner, took me over to the Ridgewood Riding Club and for two wonderful hours we rode over 
the wooded hills of Chestnut Ridge. The horses were good and full of life, the air crisp, in fact 
nearly cold, the foliage not as beautiful as a week ago, yet delightful to look upon. The small 
streams we crossed had that pungent smell you spoke of, in fact everything made me joyful. 
 
We rode for a long ways and finally came out to the Polo field, stopped and watched them for a 
short while, then returned to the stable and drove home in time to dress for supper. It was lovely 
of Mrs. Summerville to go with or should say take me. 
 
Your letter received yesterday had been read over and over, it is a delight to my heart. You can 
not ever know the great joy it has given me. I am entirely unable to express my happiness over 
its entire contents. 
 
I am glad you are happy. I am glad your mind is at rest over the question of my freedom. I am 
glad that you were invited to the Halloween party.  I am glad for all the joyful words the letter 
contained. Also the news concerning the children, their names, etc. 
 
The date of our “union forever and ever” shall have to be talked over and worked out, it is not 
possible to set at the present time. Things will change before long and we can begin to make 
plans for our future. No one will be more happy than I when that time arrives. 
 
One thing for you to put down as certain is that I am going to have my freedom one way or 
another, and I hope it may be soon. 
 
It will be of very great interest to me to see all the things which you have put away for use in our 
home. Surely I want to see them when I get back. 
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Also, I am anxious to see what you have made for me while I have been gone. I know that it will 
be something I shall love. 
 
Your Sunday with the Campbells sounds good to me, wish I had been with you, it pleased me to 
know that they asked about me. I liked them all and shall enjoy them again some day soon I 
hope. 
 
So Dorothy Gordon Sumers knows you have a friend!! Well! Well! what have you been telling 
while I have been away? 
 
Tomorrow will bring me another interesting letter from you, and I shall be “Johnny on the Spot,” 
when the postman arrives. This shall go out before that time if I can get away from the house in 
the morning. Tuesday will be Election Day and no mail but Wednesday will bring a letter to take 
with me that night on the train and read over after I get in my berth. Just think three days from 
now I shall be on the train, starting my return trip to you my darling. 
 
Please do bring my overcoat to the train to meet me, I will need it at night. If I can get off at 
Pomona, it is my intention to meet you there and if not will want you to meet me in Colton, then 
we can have dinner together in either place, take the bus to Puente and get your Father to meet 
us there. I shall write you more about this and send you a telegram on Friday Morning the 13th 
from the train. 
 
It is late and I have written much so my little bed shall now take me in for the night. 
 
A world full of love and many kisses 
Theodore 
 
 
193 West East Ave.,  Ridgewood, NJ, Nov. 3rd 1925 
 
  
Dearest Virginia, 
 
I have just spent a long time with my dear Mother and told her that I was leaving for home 
tomorrow night. It was a hard thing to do and I had difficulty to control myself. This letter will not 
amount to much on that account, also I have nothing much to write about. 
 
Cousin Lena came out yesterday afternoon for a while, I enjoyed her and Mother was very 
pleased. She is the nearest and dearest to Mother outside of the family here. 
 
Last evening Mother was satisfied to let Sara and I go out again, so we made a pleasant call on 
some of the neighbors. There was a big dance which we wanted to go to, but did not dare for 
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nearly every evening Mother gets a little upset and wants us in the room with her. It would have 
been fine for nearly all of the neighbors were going. 
 
This morning the bathtub accepted me for  a while and at present I am very clean. Washed my 
hair and it stands out in wonderful fluffy condition. Callie had a wonderful time at noon pushing it 
up and making fun of her uncle. I told her I would get even with her by not helping with the 
homework. 
 
My hair is very gray now that it is washed. When you see me get off the train, look for a fat man 
with very gray hair. Think I must weigh 200 now.  Staying around the house and so much good 
food to eat has changed me greatly. 
 
Two letters from you in one mail. I did not expect the postman today as it is Election, but he 
came. One addressed to Theodore Roosevelt created a lot of fun in the household from Callie 
to the nurse. 
 
 I expect the picture of young lady playing golf was you. The ear rings look just like yours. It was 
interesting to see the ___ and read all about the party. 
 
The house plan shall be kept for you and can be changed to make the living room 16 ft wide in 
place of 20 ft without making any difference to the house in general. The cost is something I do 
not know much about. We shall have to get out the plan and talk it over some night soon. It is 
fun to plan, even if building it is a long ways off. I can stand plenty of fresh air but not on my 
head. 
 
I shall be careful in Florida and do not expect to be taken down with any awful disease. So stop 
the worry.  
 
I do not think that the time of year has anything to do with finding a new position, however, I do 
not care to continue with Hart although I may finish my contract which runs until Dec. 31st.  I will 
see about that upon my return. He has never answered my telegram. 
 
Hold yourself down hard when we meet, so you will have some expression of love left  when we 
are alone afterward in the evening. 
 
On the itinerary which was sent you yesterday please make the following changes to be correct. 
 
Lv. New York Penn. RR Train No. 171 
Lv. Washington R.F.P. Train No. 103 
Lv. Richmond  Seaboard Air Train No. 103 
 
Also add train no. 133-134 (New Orleans  Florida Special) to the train leaving Jacksonville Fla 
on Nov. 10th for New Orleans. 
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Must close now Sweetheart and walk downtown. I will write a note tomorrow or in the train 
Wednesday and that will be all until I see you as per telegram sent Friday morning the 13th. 
 
Lovingly, 
Theodore 
 
 
 
Post Card postmarked Nov. 6, Jacksonville, FL  
 
Just a few minutes between trains. Had hard time in leaving.  See you soon, Uncle Bob 
 
[continued on next page] 
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Western Union Telegram, Maricopa, Ariz 840A Nov 13 1925 
 
Virginia Mowry, 202 El Morado Court, Ontario, Calif. 
 
Meet me Southern Pacific Pomona Six Forty bring overcoat 
T U Barber 
825A NOV 13 
 
 
 
 
 


