
 

      (North Carolina - Westall Family) Correspondence of William Harrison Westall and Emily I. “Pink” 

Justice Westall, of Asheville, Buncombe County, North Carolina – Family of the novelist Thomas 

Wolfe, with family photographs, and ephemeral material, 1878 – 1903 

       The collection contains 126 letters, 377 manuscript pages, 7 manuscript essays, 19 pages, and one 

Christmas card, sent to his Westall cousins by Thomas Wolfe, manuscript sentiment in his hand. The 

collection also includes over 165 Westall – Justice family photographs, from the 1880’s – 1940s, 

including carte-de-visite, cabinet cards, boudoir cards, snapshots, large format studio portraits, as well 

as press photographs. The bulk of the images have been identified by a Westall family member in ink 

on the verso of the images, identifying the sitters.  The collection includes 60 related ephemeral items.     

                           

             The correspondence comprises the courtship letters of William Harrison Westall and Emily I. “Pink” 

Justice. The collection also includes letters to Emily from family members and other suitors. Westall 

and Justice were both born in Swannanoa, North Carolina, but at the time of their courtship were both 

living in Asheville. Westall was working, and Justice was a student at Asheville Female College. Westall 

would become the maternal uncle of the novelist Thomas Wolfe, and like his older sister, Julia, Wolfe’s 

mother, displayed similar traits of character. He was confident, assertive, determined, persistent, and 

a bit obsessive. Westall faced opposition from Emily’s parents in his courtship in part due to some of 

these traits. Emily’s parents at one point sent her away to visit relatives in Tennessee and effectively 

banned Westall from their home shortly before their marriage. All of this only served to increase 

Westall’s determination to succeed in his suit. Another source of friction between the young couple was 

the number of additional “sweethearts” and suitors interested in Emily’s attentions. 



             William Harrison Westall was born May 16, 1863, in Swannanoa, Buncombe County, North 

Carolina. He was the sixth of eleven children (Henry Addison, Sam, Sally, Julia Elizabeth Westall Wolfe1 

– (the mother of Thomas Wolfe, American author), William Harrison, Lee, Mary, Crockett, Elmer, and 

Greely) born to Martha Anne Penland and Thomas Casey Westall, a farmer and builder. On both sides 

he was descended from pioneer families of western North Carolina. He married Emily I. Justice (1863-

1942) of Buncombe County, North Carolina. The couple had at least two sons. William Harrison Westall 

ran a successful building supply and lumber company and helped supply the raw materials during 

Asheville, North Carolina’s growth from the early 1880’s through the early 20th century after the arrival 

of the Western North Carolina Railroad.  William H. Westall even supplied materials to Biltmore, in 

Asheville. Westall’s older brother James Manassas Westall (1861-1943) was a prominent building 

contractor in Asheville during this period.  

        

 

                                       William Harrison Westall                         Emily I. “Pink” Justice Westall 

 

1. Julia Elizabeth Westall Wolfe (1860-1945), the mother of Thomas Wolfe was born on a farm in 

Swannanoa, nine miles east of Asheville. The fourth of eleven children of Martha Anne Penland 

and Thomas Casey Westall, a farmer and builder. She was educated at Judson College in 

Hendersonville, she taught school for a time but stopped when she married William Oliver Wolfe 

on January 14, 1885. 

     

The couple resided in Asheville, where their eight children were born: Leslie, 1885-86; Effie Nelson 

(Gambrell), 1887-1950; Frank C., 188-1956; Mabel (Wheaton), 1890-1958; twins Grover Cleveland 

, 1892-1904, and Benjamin Cleveland, 1892 -1918; Frederick William, 1894-1980; and Thomas 

Clayton 1900-1938.  

 



In 1906, Mrs. Wolfe bought for $ 6,500 a boardinghouse at 48 Spruce Street, which she operated 

until her death. The house was called the Old Kentucky Home by its former owner, it was the 

Dixieland of Look Homeward Angel, and Of Time and the River. The house was purchased by the 

State of North Carolina in 1975 as a historic site, it was then opened to the public as the Thomas 

Wolfe Memorial. 

 

In his novels Wolfe provided a largely autobiographical account of his family’s life from the turn of 

the century on. Julia Wolfe became the fictional Eliza Gant, a small, compact, and persevering 

woman, determined to keep her family together and manage fer boarding house in spite of marital 

discord and tragedies such as the deaths of her sons Grover and Ben. An able talker with a 

remarkable memory, she provided her son  with much raw material for his novels and short stories, 

Her talents in business, not only in running the boardinghouse but also in real estate purchases 

and sales, eld to the family’s relative affluence; thus Thomas was able to attend a private 

preparatory school and the University of North Carolina. 

 

After her husband’s death Mrs. Wolfe continued her business interests and was able to provide 

financial aid for her son, then teaching at New York University and traveling in Europe. When she 

lost much of her capital in the Florida real estate crash of the 1920s, which was followed by the 

great depression in Asheville, she had to depend mainly on her boardinghouse for income. As he 

son’s books became famous, she in turn became noted as the real-life matriarch of the fictional 

Gants. From the early 1930s onward, her boardinghouse drew literary pilgrims to Asheville. 

 

A close bond existed between Julia Wolfe and her son Thomas from childhood until his death, and 

some commentators have traced similar traits of character, such as a prodigious memory, ambition, 

verbal power, and determination. Their correspondence, which spanned thirty years, illumines one 

of the most moving mother-son relationships in American literary history. Always a champion of her 

son’s writing, Mrs. Wolfe became ever more so after his death. She often traveled to various parts 

of the country giving informal talks on his early life and influences. She was buried in the family plot 

at Asheville’s Riverside Cemetery. 

 

https://www.ncpedia.org/biography/wolfe-julia-elizabeth 

 

 

Sample Quotes: 

 

“Swannanoa, N.C. Aug., 9th, 1881 [to Emily I. Justice, Asheville, NC] 

  

“Miss Pink, 

 

      … I thought I would write you a few lines this morning … Miss Adina has been up for a week 

she is going home in the morning we had preaching last night at the Depot I would like to know if 

you ar still in the notion of going to Flatcreek campmeeting. There were a party talking of going to 

Black mountain this week but they gave out the idea we will all go in September I want you to go I 

enjoyed the picnic very much I think that I will come to Beaver dam church before very long I want 

you to let me know when there will be preaching Herre … T.E.W.” 

 

 

 

“Oct. 12th, 1882 [Asheville] 

https://www.ncpedia.org/biography/wolfe-julia-elizabeth


 

Dearest Emily, 

 

     It is with feelings of real pleasure that I take up my pen to write you a few lines. It is a privilege 

for which I feel very much under obligations to you for being so kind as to grant me. I shall take 

much pleasure in being able to communicate to you my secret thoughts & desires, hopes & joys, 

pleasures & expectations, and in short I shall burden you with all that I could wish a very dear friend 

to know. I anticipate much pleasure from our correspondence & shall do my best to make it 

agreeable to you. I have long felt a deeper interest in you than you have any idea of. I anticipate 

with pleasure the day when I can feel assured that you do hold an interest in my future welfare & 

happiness. How much regard I have for you, you do not know. It is not in my nature to express 

much of my real feelings. I may entertain a very high opinion of an individual, but I am not the one 

to express it unequivocally. It is contrary to my nature, temperament and disposition, and I can no 

more rebel against these than swim against the cataract of Niagara. Emily, you and I have long 

been friends in the common acceptance of the term “friend,” but may I express the fond hope that 

our friendship may be placed on a higher nobler plane than it ever was before. May I always hope 

we may be friends in the most aesthetic sense of the term and not simply what the vulgar unthinking 

world terms friends. We will know each other; We will understand each other even if the outside 

world considers us as merely acquaintances. I have my faith in life to carve out myself’ I have to 

attain success by my own efforts; My bark drifts lonely on the the turbid waters of life’s rapid 

deeprolling currents with only me to send up heartfelt wishes for its success in the perilous voyage 

of life, with only me to shed a silent heart rendering tear should it meet its destruction amidst the 

shoals & breakers which ever surround weak mortals in this voyage. I say “only me” because in the 

seeming friends of earth can be placed but little reliance. May I hope that in this ocean of life I may 

have one in whom I can place the utmost confidence, in whose faith I can have the most unbounded 

reliance, to whom I can turn when clouds overcast my path & all seems dark & dreary, when the 

world casts a frowning glance upon me, and hear her sympathizing voice in accents gentle and 

sweet bid me look upward and onward … Darling I love you! Why need I seek to hide it longer? … 

Remember our promise to each other not to show our letters to any one. Be sure & keep it, I will. .. 

H”  

 

“Bakersville, N.C. Dec. 27th 82 

Dearest Pink, 

  

      I don’t know that you care much about hearing from me, but I want to hear from you and 

although I may be in Asheville before very long, don’t want you to forget me entirely while I am 

away… I left A Thursday morning took dinner with my sister in Marion and started home that 

afternoon. Something was going on nearly every night – when I was here before, but have not 

enjoyed it much this time. Skated a little one or two days ago, and went to a party last night and 

had the exquisite pleasure once more of running against a sewing machine agent – “It was said” 

(as the legends go) that those awful fellows were so thick here once that a tree fell on a windy day 

and killed fourteen. That thinned them out a good deal but enough are left to be in the way of organ 

agents. I sold one organ the day before leaving Asheville and Prof Folk, who is working with me 

sold one …  

     Father is going to build a printing office soon and has made arrangements to publish a Free Will 

Baptist paper for the Free Will Baptist association in connection with the one he already publishes 

… Bradley S. Worthen”  

 

‘Asheville, N.C. March 16thm 1883 



 

Miss Pink, 

     There will be an entertainment , or a show, in the Opera Hall, at the Court House to night, and 

if the weather is favorably, [sic] and you would like to go; I would be pleased to accompany you 

there. And if you can go I will call by for you at seven o’clock … Wm. H. Westall”  

 

“Asheville, N.C. Aug. 1st, 1883 

 

Miss Pink, 

 

       Dearest One you may be greatly surprised by getting this letter and it will not be anything very 

strange if you should be surprised. Your refusing to kiss me good night has caused me to suffer 

greatly.  

 

       Oh! I am feeling so badly I can not sleep a wink to night, and as the clock strikes one, my mind 

is like a ship on a stormy sea, tossing, reeling and blown about, by a wind of disappointment; I say 

disappointment because it was a great disappointment to me, in bidding you good-night without a 

kiss as I have had a kiss nearly every time of late, when parting with Miss Pink.  

 

    I am one who honestly, truthfully and candidly love you, and you have said that you loved me; 

told me not once, nor twice, but a great many times that you surely loved me and no one else, and 

that I was the only one that you ever did love, well, I believed that you did think and do think yet, a 

great deal of me, and perhaps did about half-way love me, but refusing to kiss me, when there was 

no excuse at all: twelve o’clock at night; when there was no one about; is very plain proof that you 

do not think so much of me.  

 

     I do not know why it is that I have fallen so deeply in love with you, when you (as it seems to 

me) can not love me. You are waring a ring as an “engagement ring” and then you refuse to kiss 

me; one who you claim to be engaged to, and one who you say that you love, what is the matter? 

 

    Now, Miss Pink: I truly and honestly love you, God being my judge, and it makes me feel very 

bad to think that you do not care so much for me. 

 

      May you prove to me that you do think a great-deal of me and I hope you will never refuse to 

kiss me again on an occasion like tonight, when there was no excuse only that you did not want to. 

Wy did you ever kiss me? Was it because I asked and insisted on it? Or was it because you was 

kissing one who you loved? 

 

     People sometimes kiss others who they do not love but I do not believe that any young lady 

ought ever to kiss a young man who she does not love but a young lady kissing a young man who 

she truly loves I don’t think there is anything wrong in it.  

 

    I never heard of a young lady refusing to kiss one she loves, when there was no excuse for not 

doing so, and you refusing to kiss me, under the circumstances tonight, puzzles me very much and 

I would like to have the puzzle unraveled. 

 

     I am sure there would not be any harm in you kissing me; even if you do not love me, for I can 

assure you that no one will ever know it by me telling them, and as far as anything else is concerned 

you need never have any fear, if I know myself.  



 

       I, of course will come again tomorrow night as I agreed, and if you should not get this letter 

before then, perhaps I will not mention this subject, or anything in regard to you refusing to kiss me, 

but whenever you do get this letter answer me either by letter or personal conversation. For I want 

a reconing [sic] soon in regard to your manners towards me for the last two or three weeks, you 

never refused to kiss me since you first kiss me until of late, so there seems to be something rong 

[sic] somewhere, and I would like to know where it is and what it is.  

 

     Please excuse this letter, for I am feeling so very badly that it is nearly utterly impossible for me 

to write anything in a systematic or in a grammatical style.  

 

     I will still add a few more lines; saying, I can not believe that you know how much I love you, or 

you would not treat me as you have. If it was possible for me to express by words how much I love 

you I would gladly do so, but there is not words in the English language, by which I could express 

my love for you.  

 

     Ever since I had the pleasure of meeting you there has been a fire of love kindled in my heart, 

and it has been burning, slowly, continuously and warmly ever since, and all that is lacking to make 

it an unceasing and everlasting flame to burn forever, is a little breeze of love from your heart; and 

may you soon send that breeze of true love, so that it may ease my aching heart. 

 

   Hoping that you may explain how you feel in regard to what I have said, I will close by saying, be 

careful to never let any one get their fingers on this letter. The clock has struck two in the morning 

and I to bed must go. … W. H. Westall” 

 

“Asheville, N.C. Sept. 29th, 1883 

 

Dearest One -  

 

     I thought I would write you a few lines as I am going to Morganton this evening and perhaps will 

not get back until Tuesday next. I would so much like to have you go with me, but I suppose you 

would not like to go so far alone with me; as you are so much afraid of people talking about you 

going trips with me alone; and as we would be gone three or four days. But I certainly would like to 

have you go with me, as I shall not enjoy the trip without your company. 

  

     I hope you will enjoy yourself Sunday, if I am so far away from you. 

 

     It is like pulling eye teeth to me to be absent from you just one Sunday if I am with you so much 

during the week.  

 

     I don’t wish you any harm, but I do wish it would go as hard with you to spend one Sunday 

without being with me., as it dose [sic] go hard with me; In other words I wish you loved me as I do 

you, and then you would take it very hard to spend one Sunday without being with me.  

 

     You may think you do love me as much or more than I do you but I think you are mistaken 

though it may be so, but I think it hardly possible.  If I should not get back Tuesday I will write you 

and let you know about it … W. H.W.” 

 

“Asheville, N.C. January 3d, 1884 



  

Loved One:- 

 

        May I ask you to neither get offended, nor vexed at the insanity shown in my frequent letters. 

I have a reason for writing this one as well as for all I have written you.  

  

       The object of this letter, is to tell you my dream of last night. It was about you, of course; and 

as all of my daily thoughts are of you, so are my dreams. I will just state the particulars of the dream, 

for if I should try to teel it all, it would take a great deal of paper, and sometime to tell it … 

 

     First; I thought you came to see me, purposely to explain to me for the way you had treated me 

while I was sick; I thought you explained everything satisfactory; but I told you that in all our court-

ship, I never had been led to believe you truly loved me, I doubted your sincerity; I thought you then 

looked me in the face, tears came into your eyes, rolled down your sweet cheeks and that you 

throwed your arms around my neck, kissed me and said: “God being my judge, I love you truly, and 

I am yours until death shall part us; love me else I die.” 

 

    O! darling; though it was a dream you cannot imagine the inexpressible ease of mind and of 

heart there was, when in that dream I saw the tears gushing from your eyes (something I never 

saw since I have known you) and when I thought you whispered in my ear, “I love thee truly; love 

me else I die. O Dear; I can see your lovely form in my imagination before me now, just as I saw 

you in the dream. The sadest thing of the dream is, it has added greatly to my misery, and suffering; 

The dream was to me: “Misery of Hell changed to the Happiness of Heaven” When I woke and 

found it all a dream, the happiness of the moment vanished. 

 

    O, if I could only be convinced in reality, that you loved me in truth, as strongly as I was in the 

dream, then I would be more satisfied than I am. 

   

    I am always saying that I am rendered so unhappy by my unbelief of your love. You say you love 

me, and I believe you do, but what I am crying about is, you do not love me as I do you; your love, 

affections for me is not strong enough. I have no doubt but what you think you could not love me 

more; you have said so any way; I think you are just mistaken. You know people sometimes are 

mistaken in some things. I hope I am in thinking that you do not love me as you ought to. 

 

    Dear! It has been nearly a long week since I saw you, you think, if I care any thing at all for you 

I would come to see you at any time I want to without an invitation, that is a mistake, I have two or 

three reasons for demanding an invitation; I have already given you my reasons for not “calling” in 

so long a time – you are going to school; you say you have to study your lessons; how do I know 

whether you have any time apart from your books? I am not much to impose on any one, if I know 

it, and especially on the one I love. 

 

    Darling, we have been engaged for some time, and there should not be any doubts in either of 

us, of our love and sincerity, if we ever expect to march up to the matrimonial altar together. … 

Wm. H. W.”  

 

“Asheville, N. C., February 29th, 1884 

 

Miss Pink, Dear: 

 



     I am not dead, but liveth, and don’t expect to die while I see others living. I imagine I see you to 

night, mourning and weeping because I am not by your side; Then again, I imagine I see you sitting  

around the fireside in the family room, or upstairs, singing songs of praises, enjoying yourself just 

as well, or better, than if I were with thee. You asked me the other night, “if I would come again 

Friday night,” and I answered, “I would”; this is Friday night, and I have just returned from your 

house, did not get disappointed seeing you, but I imagine you are ready to dispute me when I say 

I have seen you tonight, nevertheless it is so, I did not get disappointed in seeing you, I saw you at 

a short distance, in a lighted room in the second story of a house’ now the reason why I had the 

great pleasure of seeing you and you not me, was there was no light in the window for me. 

 

       You remember I have said to you that when you were expecting me (at any rate when I thought 

you were) if there should be no light in the window for me, if when I get in sight of your house, and 

do not see a light in the south window I then suppose you are either not expecting me or you don’t 

care whether I come or not it always makes me feel as if my presents are not desirous on your part: 

can you blame me? I guess you do but Oh Dear, do not if you please. You know my nature very 

well, and instead of blaming me for my faults you should try to improve them, that is if you truly love 

me, and expect to some day be joined in matrimony with me. You, of course did not expect me to 

night or you would have had a “light in the window” or you did not want me; you know it is very hard 

for me to think you don’t enjoy my company, but still I am forced to think some thing, what do you 

suppose it is? It is this, I have been going to see you too often; staying too long when I do go; nearly 

every time I have been at your house at night you have, at a very late hour, begged me to go home, 

as you are not allowed to stay up very late bed time. 

 

     I hope you will excuse one who loves you dearly and I will try to do better in the future.  I cannot 

blame you for telling me your bed time, I cannot blame you for asking me to go home when I am 

imposing on you, when you are wanting to close your eyes in sleep.  Why I did not come tonight 

was I did not think you were expecting me; and I do not want to go any where, not being expected; 

though I can not see why you did not expect me … Wm. H. Westall …”  

 

“Asheville, N.C. March 26th, 1884 

 

Dear Pink, 

 

     I feel tonight as if I could write you a long letter, and it is my duty to do so, yet I can not write 

very much, not in the right mood.  

 

     I feel very mean for acting as I did last night, being so provoking as I was, you said, you hoped 

I would not always be so, I hope so too, and I promis you now, that I will never do anything in the 

future which would cause you any unpleasant feelings.  

 

      I fear you are feeling badly over the way I acted, and treated you last night, so I write these few 

lines to let you know that I have repented, making a resolution to never do so again; never to do, 

say or act in any way which would not please you.  

 

     I know I am a perfect fool some times, and you must not get any ways offended at me I would 

feel a great deal better to night, if I thought everything was right. 

  



     Some day I hope you will understand me, to know my heart, then I know you will love me as I 

do you.  Fearing that I left you last night feeling very unpleasant, I make the promis, never to do so 

again, knowing that I am a sinful wretch I will close. … W. H. Westall …”  

 

“Grafton, N.M. 6/7 1884 

 

Miss Justice, 

 

     … As you say fishing and hunting are very pleasant, but I prefer to take mine with out the broken 

arm… If you could have seen me coming into town. I fear you would not have felt proud of your 

correspondent. I had a young deer tied behind my saddle, and two big turkeys in front of me my 

clothing was considerably the worse for acquaintance with rocks and bushes, blood and deer hair. 

A very dusty face covered with a months growth of beard was shaded by a wide slouch hat. I carried 

a ten pound repeating rifle large six shooters and butcher knife and wore two cartridge belts one 

for the rifle the other for the revolvers. In fact I presented so disreputable an appearance that when 

I caught the first glimpse of myself in a mirror I instinctively reached for my revolver to defend 

myself. 

     We planted our first man in Grafton today, a cowboy who undertook to lay out one of our Grafton 

boys who is only about 20 years old, and got left. The fight occurred in a horse corral after dark so 

the shooting was all guess work, both emptied their six shooters, one bullet grazed Charlie’s 

temple, and another passed through his shirt burning the skin a little. Mr. Cowboy got two through 

the body, and one horse was killed. The fellow said before he died that Charlie was a “good one” 

and not at all to blame. Charlie has not been arrested and I don’t suppose he will be he is known 

to be quiet and peaceable while the other fellow styled himself a bad man from Texas, and refused 

to give his name even after he knew he was dying. The men he was with called him yaller because 

he had very light hair and rode a yellow horse. They went off and left him for the boys in town to 

care for and when told he was dead sent back word to bury him in a blanket. We buried him without 

ceremony in a rough pine box but I suppose he will sleep as soundly as if laid in a silver mounted 

casket, and a two hours sermon preached over him, he was well cared for while he lived but Charlie 

who followed him to the grave wore the only solemn face I saw there… Jas B. Taylor”  

 

Asheville, N.C. Sept. 27, 1884 

 

“Miss Pink, 

 

      I am compelled to go this evening to the city of Hickory N.C. will start in about an hour; Will 

return next Monday or Tuesday Very sorry to go and be absent from you, even so short a time. 

Would be glad to have you go with me, but circumstances won’t allow it this time. Please don’t 

forget me until I return  and thine shall be the prases world without end. William Harrison W”  

 

 

Asheville, N.C. March 18th, 1885 

 

Miss Pink Justice, Dear Friend, 

 

      Your long looked for letter just to hand; I had just about come to the conclusion that you did not 

care enough to write to me, I have been weeping, wailing, and pawing the earth since you left, after 

hearing what I have of your departure from the Asheville Depot; I have been made to understand 

that you caught a beau the morning you left A – and that your beau laughed at you being so badly 



struck with him.  The beau was a Mr. Tom Ray, whom you met at the Depot, introduced to you by 

your brother, It was said that before the train left, Mr. Ray had forgotten your name, and spoke of 

you as “that fast girl” he told a friend of his, that you had told your brother to ask him to sit with you 

in the train to Parrottsville said you was badly mashed; I think if all this is so, you were badly 

mashed; it seems very strange, that as soon as you get out of my eyesight, you will act in any such 

manner. I can hardly believe this; still at some times I cannot help from thinking but what it must be 

so, I am feeling very badly over it, still I am not going to die, and you must not think so, I am 

compelled to believe you love me a little, if you give me entirely up. I am both sorry and glad that 

you are not contented with your new home, and if you want to come back, I will come after you ar 

any time you will meet me at Parrottsville; could I come down some Sunday leaving Asheville 

Sunday morning, and come backwith you in the evening, the same day, if so I would rather do that 

than visiting your Aunts, as it is so far from the Depot, If I could go and return the same day it would 

be much better, then I would not loose any time, please let me know how it is; I will be so glad to 

see you back in Asheville once again, if you don’t think so very much of me I have not been 

contented at any time since you left, I walked all over Asheville Sunday, had no where to go, no 

place to lay my head, I was a miserable boy; I would not spend another such Sunday for the whole 

world. I wish you could love me so that you would be perfectly contented with me, so that you would 

be perfectly contented with me, so that you would never think of traying to catch another beau, it 

seems as though you wanted to travel the world over to see if you could find some one who is 

better, handsomer, and more of a “big bug” than I, it may be when you travel over the world more 

you will come to the conclusion that I am about as good a boy as you could ever find. I have become 

a little wreckless since you left me, still I will never cease to love you it matters not where you go 

or how long you stay. Suppose I should go away for my health to be gone six months  and should 

ask a young lady to sit with me in the train and make her think, I was badly mashed on her, how 

would you like it, I don’t get guess you would like it very much, so it is with me, but I can’t help 

myself; I have had two teeth filled, and I still love you. … Wm. H. Westall …”  

 

“Asheville, N.C. March 26th, 1885 

 

Miss Pink Justice, My Dearest One, 

 

    Yours just to hand, conveying to me the sad and shiking [sic] fact, that you had not as yet, 

received a line from me, since you left Asheville. Dear, after waiting a long weary and toilsome 

week I received a long and interesting letter from you which I answered by return mail.. I have now 

been looking for an answer, and instead, I get a letter giving me a raking for not writing to you… I 

cannot blame you for feeling sad and lonesome, if you think very much of me, but I am surprised 

at you not coming home if you are so lonesome and sad. 

 

     I wrote you in my other letter that if you were not pleased and home sick, and wished to return 

home, I would come after you anytime. It hurts me to think you are not enjoying yourself… I will not 

advise you to come home if you don’t want to; as badly as I want to see you, for if you could gain 

your health as you once had it, it would be the best thing you could do, and you and I would be the 

more happier. If the place is such as you describe I don’t think you will improve very much … 

William H. Westall” 

 

“Asheville, N.C. April 3d, 1885 

 

Dear Pink, 

 



     Yours just to hand, and I cannot tell you how very glad I am to hear from you, after waiting so 

long for a letter, I had just about come to the conclusion that you had met with someone who you 

could think more of, than I and had given up the idea of writing again. 

 

      I was very much surprised at you putting off coming home so long; as you seemed to be so 

anxious and home sick; I expected that you would write me to come at once for you, instead of 

putting it off three long weeks, but I suppose you are very well contented now; judging from the 

way you write; you say for me not to tell your people about you coming home, that they don’t want 

you to come; and that you are not pleasing them now, that it is I, that you are trying to please; well; 

I am very glad to hear you say that; but I have one thing to say, it is this; If you are contented in 

Tenn, and you think by you staying there is summer it will be the meanes of you regaining your 

health I would advise you to stay Don’t come back to A – just to please me I would rather you would 

stay if it is your pleasure to do so, and you get well by so doing, still I will be glad when you by so 

doing; still I will be glad when you are in A again where I can see you when ever I want to, you did 

not say whether or not you were or not you were getting better; I suppose you are, or you would 

have been complaining. I don’t want you to come back and then say it was I that brought you, 

otherwise you would have remained in Tenn and improved  your health. If you think it best for you 

to stay, I would advise you to stay. I have stood your absence one long month and have to stand it 

three week longer … 

 

      I have gotten so I can view every thing in a reasonable manner, and I don’t my feelings to cause 

me to advise you any other way than what would be best for you. … It occurred to me that I would 

not like to spend any time in Tenn if it is such a lonesome place as you say it is; therefore I thought 

when you got ready to come home. I would arrange it so that I could start on the train here in the 

morning and return with you in the afternoon, the same day getting to Asheville at sun down; so I 

selected Sunday for the day, so it would not interfere with my business. I suppose I can go to Bridge 

Port and back in the same day, making the connections with trains, you know more about that than 

I, as you have gone over it. 

 

     You seem to think  that I surely have by this time caught another sweet heart … it seems to me 

if you cared very much for me and thought I would likely get another sweet heart after you left A 

you would not have gone, and after having gone it seems to me as though you would not put off 

coming home, but would take up the cross and come at once. … W. H. W.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

”Asheville N.C. July 21st, 1885 

 

Miss Pink Justice, Dear Friend, 

 

      I have just returned home from the Div. room and read your letter of inquiry. I am surprised at 

you not knowing why I have not been down. 

 

      As you know, last Wednesday night, when I was at your house, your Mother ordered you to 

bed at half past nine o’clock, which was only to let me understand that I was not welcome there; so 

where I am not welcome I shall not go. 



 

      I suppose your mother is mad with me on account of me telling what I did about your uncle; If I 

should have made, and told what I did, and could not prove it, there would be some reason in her 

getting mad but all of what I told came from a true source, and can be proved, besides other smutty 

things.  

      

       If your Mother or any one else gets mad with me for telling what I have told, will just have to 

get mad I can not help it, and I don’t care, while I can not blame you with anything, I can and will 

say, that I have been at your present home for the last time, unless it be under circumstances which 

I don’t expect to look for now. 

 

      I am grieved to think of how things terminated, and am very sorry, but it can not be helped now.  

 

      I would be very glad to see you and have a long talk with you, but if I can not see you without 

coming to your present home, I will never see you; while now tears flow down my cheeks, I have 

made up my mind, not to place my self in a position where I would likely be insulted. 

 

       I can not find fault with you, you can not help your surroundings, or responsible for what your 

kind people do, I once enjoyed life, but I can not say that I do now, for about two months I have not 

been satisfied with things in general, there will have to be a great change. 

 

      If you can not meet me somewhere else, than at your present home, I don’t know when you will 

get to see me surrounding circumstances are such. 

 

      I heard of your thinking of going off, and am glad you did not go; There are a great many things 

I want to ask you but I will wait until I see you … Wm. H. W. …”  

 

“Asheville, N.C., November 18th, 1885 

 

Miss Pink, Dearest One, 

 

     I write you a few lines to night but have nothing strange or special to say, only that I am feeling 

so blue, and lonesome that I can not content myself anywhere or at anything. I have tried to read, 

but am so blue I can not interest myself reading any thing; so I concluded I would spend a few 

minutes writing you a short letter. 

 

     You have of late, several times, complained of me not writing “good” letters as I once did. Now: 

if I could always feel as I do to night, when writing to you, you never again would complain of me 

not writing you “good” letters for if I should be lost to final words with which to do it. If I were now, 

by your side I could show you better than I could tell you any way. 

 

     I have been, as you know, very unsettled in my mind and feelings for some little time, but to 

night, I feel as though “all is well” and settled as far as I know or am concerned.  

 

    For the last year, we have had troubles and differences of many kinds: my hopes tonight are, 

that all such is past, and gone, to come no more, and for the future I hope that our troubles, if any, 

will be “little ones” 

 



    It has not been very long ago since, when troubled, I looked forward, and hoped for the day to 

arrive, when I would have forgotten you: when all feelings of love would have gone, and vanquished 

my troubled and unsettled mind, but O now what a wide difference, what a almost sudden change 

has come, I now look forward to the day when we will be happy with each other I hope you and I 

will never again do anything or act so as to offend the other.  

 

    I wish I could have seen you to night I would not be feeling so blue I am going the “appointed 

time sure” sure, Friday night, look for me, and try to be glad to see the one you so much -------- ? 

 

    Don’t mourn or grieve, but be merry over all things smile brightly, smile on me as you never did 

before, and the praises shall be yours forever. 

 

    I would write more but for the lack of time, will have to close, excuse pencil writing and believe 

me, I beg you, to be the same, True Will”  

 

‘Asheville, N.C. January 15th, 1886 

 

Darling Pink, 

 

     In obedience to your command and my desire, I write you a few lines. While I write, the south 

wind is hissing and howling furiously, and threatening stormy weather; I am afraid we will have very 

disagreeable weather for quite a while yet. I will not be very surprised to see a deep snow on the 

ground tomorrow morning when I awake from my slumbering. 

 

     I had quite a nice time last evening at the party I enjoyed myself as much as I could have, you 

not being there with me. I am very sorry circumstances were such that you could not go, for I am 

sure you too, would have had a good time. If you did miss this time, you shall not miss all, we will 

have a “good time” “one of these days” if nothing happens and you don’t lose all hopes and 

confidence in me. While we have had so many “ups” and “downs”, I can not help but think that 

things will be adjusted some day soon, and all then will be peace and happiness, I hope so any 

way. 

 

     While I know you are talked to by your parents about me, which tends to make you mistrust me, 

and after so long a time, try to separate us, I can not help but think it will take more than human 

influence to part us, Those who have tried to separate us shall repent. I can not help but believe 

you have a feeling t’’ward me that will never, never, die. Our court-ship has been quite a long one. 

We have had a hard time we have a great many times come near unto separating, but now I don’t 

believe there is anything that will separate us but death. 

 

     The best we make of this life, it is a hard one, let us try and do better in the future – trying to 

make each other more happier, and then we will be as inseparable as the Trinity. I will not get to 

see you before Sunday after noon at which time I am going to see you if I am run out of Doubleday 

Town … W. H. Westall”  

 

‘Asheville N.C. January 26th, 1886 

 

Darling Pink 

 



     … I am nearly dead to see you, and it is nearly death to me to wait until Sunday next before 

seeing you again. One week from you seems as a year to me. I heard that one of your old sweet-

hearts” has been down to see you, but hope there is no truth in the report, still I can not help being 

a little uneasy. 

 

     Can’t you come up town one evening this week so that I may get one “peep” at you before 

Sunday? 

 

     Do come and come around to see me, I will be more than glad to see you. Dear Do try and 

make me think that you Love me; if you do, don’t be afraid to let people know it. (Don’t you think I 

am crazy) If you do you are not much mistaken. I am so busy this evening and so tired that I can 

not think of any thing to write. … W.H.W.”  

 

“Asheville N.C. Jan. 30th, 1886 

 

Dear Pink, 

 

       Your letter received this morning, was very glad to hear from you, but very sorry to have you 

accuse me of Lieing, [sic] you may get mad with me, and abuse me in any way you can, but to 

accuse me of “bare face” Lieing [sic] is a death blow to me; I would rather have you accuse me of 

anything else than Lieing [sic] I wrote you that I had heard that one of your old Sweet-hearts, had 

been down to see you; I did hear it, and I told you nothing else but the truth when I told you about 

, but had I known that you would “give me the Lie” about it, I would not have mentioned it at all, I 

don’t believe I ever wrote you a letter without having something to quarrel about and should I live 

one hundred years I don’t think it would be any better; you or I one always mad; Hell on earth and 

Hell hereafter. I would have come down last night but did not get your letter until this morning. I am 

feeling very badly this morning but can not help iyt. I will go down tomorrow after non and we will 

fight it out satisfactory no doubt. 

 

    I did not go to see Rush last night or any one else, I am not “bad off” enough to go to see any 

one. Your abused Darling W.H.W.” 
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