Chicago Heights December 8, 1914 

From Anna Samuelson 

To Lydia Helin 

Consider: Ebreher letter second chapter

Dear sister Lydia with family. 

Thanks for your letter given to us more than a week ago. Sad that Helin is not well. It is so difficult that you have to live so alone. Ah, if you could sell your farm and get a place where Swedes live and where you could go and listen to the Words of God from time to time. It would be certainly more uplifting and wholesome than you might think. It makes me sad that I live so far away from you, otherwise I would probably come and see you sometimes. It is even bleaker now since August and his family moved. Now you can meet so seldom. 

I see in your letter that you are teaching the children for the Christmas party. Just think how good it is that you have been able to learn the language so well. That I will never do, as we live among so many Swedes, but I may well be pleased anyway. I'm so in love with my mother tongue. Our children have got their Christmas verses for Sunday-school celebration, which will be on December 27 in the evening. Albin will read the welcoming words this year. 

I had a letter from Johannes last week. They were then all healthy. Mother is, as usual, he says. He had been to see her the same day, he wrote. Nothing he has said about the war or crop or how they are doing at home and it has probably happened a lot since he wrote. Probably the letter passed a detour. The letter has been traveling around 7 weeks, written on October 9th. 

I thought I would get a letter from sister Maria before Christmas, but I think I have to wait in vain. I wonder and think about them, how they are at home. If our dear old mother is still alive. I have dreamed about her last night. I came home and mother and siblings stood in a circle and welcomed me with open arms and everyone was so young and healthy and happy and I was happy with them, so we wept for joy. And I thought when I woke up and saw where I was: Oh if we - all brothers and sisters with parents - were able to meet undivided families on the right hand of God after this life's struggles. There are all sickness and sorrow away, and the time disappears so fast. Soon we have reached our goal. I understand you are getting old, you too, next time you will be 50 years old. 


Now I must end this letter for this time. I'm about to sew a little in the daytime, the waistcoat for Albin and a school dress for Ingeborg. She may have her confirmation dress at Christmas party. I am beginning to see bad in the evenings so it's hard. Now you will understand that I am getting old too. 

Will August and his family visit you for Christmas or will you be alone? It would have been so dear if August or any of you could have come to us once for Christmas, but now that so many are out of work, it is really dangerous to be out and travel. Here life is not of any value. You can get killed for a few dollars. 

Dear greetings to you all. We are healthy. Write soon. 

Käll in Heddamåla and Elias in Kupramåla are dead. 


