LOVE AND MARRIAGE IN THE WESTERN RESERVE:

THE GARFIELD CASE

John Shaw
Hiram College

[This dialogue is written to be read by a man and a woman, designated as James A. Garfield
(JAG) and Lucretia Rudolph Garfield (LRG). In some cases, they represent the voices of James
A. Garfield and his wife, Lucretia Rudolph Garfield, and in others, they serve as narrators. On
September 19, 1986, at Lake Erie College, the roles were performed by Damaris Peters-Pike and
Hale Chatfield of Hiram College.]

Introduction:

The thesis of this dialogue, if it has a thesis, is simple: love was no different in the Western
Reserve a hundred years ago than it is now, but marriage was quite different!

This is the story of the Garfields -- James A. Garfield and Lucretia Rudolph -- as a case in
point.

We’ll begin right at the beginning with James. Boys, you know, are always a little slow to
recognize the attraction of girls, and so was James. He wrote to a cousin early in 1849, when he
was just seventeen and at school in Chester:

James Abram Garfield: I often think of the remark you made to me the night before I came
away with regard to the girls here. There does indeed seem to be a want of that modest reserve
and retiring deportment that so adorn the character of women. There seems to be on their part
great coldness. I regard this tendency to very pernicious in its effect. It is also very customary
for young men to spend Sunday evenings with some young lady of the neighborhood; hence,
there is hardly a boy or girl 16 years old who is not "shining" (as they call it) Sunday evenings.
Even now Orrin is gone and I presume we will not see him again before 3 o’clock in the
morning. You see that it will be necessary for me to guard my social faculties with special care.

Lucretia Rudolph Garfield: Well, guard them he did -- for about three years. But in 1852 he
found himself hopelessly in love with Mary Hubbell from Chagrin Falls. She had been one of
those bold girls at Chester, and she also went, as James did, to the new Eclectic Institute at
Hiram. He wrote mooning love letters to her with abandon.

JAG: I stroll along through the silefit halls of the Eclectic -- all these places endeared to me by
the fond recollection of you -- and a feeling of loneliness comes over me with the reflection that
those bright days are buried forever in the abyss of the past!

LRG: And he wrote Mary enough of that sort of thing to give her the impression that a serious
relationship had developed. So she was surprised and upset to find one day in the winter term
of 1853 that James, who was her teacher now, was treating her like any other girl in the class; in
fact, that he seemed to have cooled in his affection for her. So she wrote him a stiff letter.

JAG: Your note is before me and I must confess that in the first place I was much astonished at
its contents.
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