
Songs of Faith 

 

1920 

Friday 26th March 

The speakeasy in Harlem was exhilarating! Charles didn’t notice- too preoccupied with business 
associates, plying them with alcohol and convincing them to buy home refrigerators. 

The prohibition laws have been harsh, so I was glad to revel in the freedom. Charles is successful, set 
to inherit his father’s company someday; I’ll be his wealthy wife. Why am I so dissatisfied then? 

Charles drank too much.  

I sat alone at the bar, where I met a brother and sister; she was on break momentarily, having sang 
the whole evening. The music was mesmerising. 

Charles doesn’t care for jazz, but I rather adore it. It’s criticised heavily by the older generations. 
Then again, they hate its origins. They hate that African American communities are finding their 
voices. 

I don’t understand why; jazz is beautifully appealing to me. 

Sunday 13th June  

The speakeasy has become a regular. Last night, Charles and I went there on a date, only he spent all 
evening drinking and ranting about work. 

‘Shut up about refrigerator sales, will you!?’ I snapped. 

My interruption agitated him greatly; he started yelling and swearing, flailing his arms around. I 
couldn’t leave with him in such a state. Charles can be a volatile drunk. 

‘Are you alright, miss?’ The barman (George) asked. His sister Eliza offered me a place to stay 
overnight. 

They live in a tenement with their mother, George’s wife and three children (although they were 
asleep when we arrived); they have only two rooms. Eliza explained that the rent was low, evidently 
embarrassed. 

I fumbled to reassure her; I hadn’t realised how harsh the segregation laws were. Their humble 
apartment was much different from the large houses I’m used to seeing- but more homely. 

I left quietly this morning, not wanting to overstay my welcome.  

 

1921 

Tuesday 27th September  

I accompanied Charles for a trade deal today, at a factory. 

I was disgusted by the treatment of their workers- women who were leered at and subjected to 
constant harassment, especially the African American women. 



I didn’t notice Eliza at first; she seemed meek at work, drained entirely of life. It makes sense, 
working in a place like that. Her hands worked fast, appearing overly practised. I dare say they were. 
Work opportunities are limited- especially for African Americans; racism intercepts every 
opportunity in New York. Factory work is all there is.  

That’s why I love the speakeasy. It feels more free there, co-existing without restrictions. If Charles 
heard me say so, he’d forbid my return, so I confess it in secrecy.  

I wonder whether Eliza feels liberated there.  

I’m privileged as a wealthy, white woman, but still feel trapped by my womanhood; I can’t imagine 
how Eliza feels, judged and discounted due to her race. I like to think that we’re a little similar in that 
we both find some freedom in our friendship.  

 

1925 

Wednesday 6th May 

I gave birth to Lillian yesterday. My beautiful baby girl. 

Charles and I only grow further apart. The isolation is crippling. Only Eliza has kept me from falling 
into depression these last years. 

I hope Lily will grow up in a better world- where women are more than commodities for men to 
exploit and society to destroy. I hope she’ll grow up to be like Eliza: brave and aspirational- unwilling 
to conform to the confines of a society designed to break her. I married Charles out of duty; I pray 
she never makes my mistake. 

Eliza has her first solo tonight. I feel awful for missing it, but Lily needs me. I pray her nerves don’t 
inhibit her performance; she has the most incredible voice! George has promised to recount it for 
me. 

Charles will be there. He won’t appreciate her talent as I do; his focus will be on sales- nothing new.  

I’m sorry, Lily. He only cares for profit; nothing else matters… not even us.  

 

1927 

Monday 23rd May 

Every radio and newspaper in New York are reporting the executions. Racist violence is escalating. 
When will it end?! 

Segregation continues to perpetuate such racist ideals that ordinary people are acting with the law 
on their side.  

The Jim Crow laws are vile, violent atrocities. I’m appalled at how few of the upper classes object to 
it all- how few take issue.  

The speakeasy was quiet today. Fear and anger weighed on the atmosphere.  

It shocked me- to hear regulars spit racist comments as they partook in jazz culture and enjoyed the 
hard labour of kind people like George and Eliza- the same people they were condemning. Charles’ 



business associates spent the evening dancing and guzzling alcohol, whilst my dear friends feared for 
their safety and livelihood.  

When we returned home, I begged Charles to protest- to encourage inclusion as an influential 
businessman. I begged him to spare Eliza from the harassment at the factory- she can’t work 
another year there- and for him to give George an honest wage as an employee. 

He chuckled without compassion. I wish I could divorce him.  

Lily is starting to notice his cold demeanour, despite her youth. I wish I could’ve shielded her from it 
longer.  

Tuesday 24th May 

Eliza told me it’ll be ok as she held my hand for comfort. She held me as I cried- mourned the perfect 
family life Lily will never have- and I found comfort in her familiar brown curls, if only for a brief 
moment.  

But things aren’t that simple. 

 

1930 

Friday 3rd January 

10.03am 

Charles’ drinking and violent outbursts have increased in the last few months, ever since the stock 
market crashed. He spent weeks trying to sell shares- to no avail. And he’d invested too much. 

It’s an ironic kind of fate. Economic deprivation and unemployment have affected everyone, even 
the upper classes.  

Eliza and her family leave for the country today. I wish I could take Lily and leave too. 

I must say goodbye: they supported us when Charles failed. I can’t bear to part with them without 
expressing my gratitude.  

13.41pm 

Eliza kissed me. It was brief, a mere brush of lips, but it gave me hope. I feel alive and at home in her 
arms.  

A home isn’t a place; New York isn’t my home. And Charles never was either.  

‘Please, Estelle. Come with us.’ Eliza pleaded as I cried into her shoulder. 

And I allowed myself to believe in the possibility of happiness- in a life away from consumerism and 
segregation, secluded from this cruel, judgemental society. We’d raise Lily together and live a 
modest life, but we’d have each other. 

Miraculously, I’ve found hope again.  


