Chicago Heights April 28, 1953

From Anna Samuelson

To Herbert Helin

Today is the pleasant time. Today is the day of salvation!

My dear nephew, Herbert and Violet!

I will now try to write a little letter to you. It is not so easy because I have to stay in bed as I write. As you probably have heard, my dear and beloved Martin left me and the kids and never will come back to us again. But I have hope that we shall, on a short little while, meet at home in the eternal peace of peaceful  dwellings, and never be parted again. It is our daily prayer to God that none of our dear brothers and sisters and their children will be back in this dark world. Oh what it is important to always be ready.

Nor I or any of us thought that Martin should leave us so soon. He often said the last time that he was so tired, but he always helped me, because I needed his help as I have not been feeling well in recent years. But I have not been confined to bed, but Martin, he has been unusually well in recent years since he stopped working in "Skappet". Just 2 - 3 months at the end, he felt so tired. So we wanted him to go to a doctor and he did, but was not any better. So we took him to another. He said he can not walk fast and not very far, without resting. So we and he knew it was his heart that was weak and ill. So I then asked one day - would you not go to the hospital where they have many, both doctors and nurses. So he said he should do what we wanted and then he said "gobaj" and left. Albin took him there in "atumobillen" (the car). It was on the 26th of February. Then he was there until the 4th of March. Both Ingeborg and Albin was in the hospital every day, sometimes two times and saw him, but for me it was hard to go there as there are many stairs. But I never thought he would die there, but he was expected to come home to me. The last day he lived, he was much better than the other days he was in the hospital. He said he wanted to go home to his home, as now when spring begins, it is so much that needs to be done. So he was probably so good that he thought he could come home. But in the evening at 11 o'clock Ingeborg came down and said she and Albin had received a phone call from the hospital, that our father is worse in the evening. I had already gone to bed but I thought might happen, he is already dead, as Ingeborg looked so sad. When Albin had received the message came driving as fast as he could. So when he came he said with tears in his eyes - father is dead. Now we have no good daddy any more.

That's all nice to know that he was at home, salvaged forever. Surely it was a sleepless night, but everything must serve the best for those who keep God in love. But it's so sad that we never got to talk to each other any more. He has been my help, day and night. I have been and are so helpless. Has been now for about three years, so I have not been able to walk across the floor alone. But now I'm quite helpless.

One and a half days after Martin was buried, I would get up in the morning as usual. I fell against a chair first, then towards the door, then down on the floor. I fell so hard that the leg was severely injured and left thigh was broken, said the doctor. So they took me to the hospital for a week. So  my children thought that they can have me at home, as the rooms that I and Martin have been living in was empty, so now I lie there and also Ingeborg at night. We have a "Nasser" (nurse) during the day. We have had one for 6 weeks. I do not know how long I have to lie here in bed suffering. If only God, of mercy, could take me from this suffering world. But the good God, he has probably a place or room for me if I shall stay here. I can not see or understand why I was not allowed to go before my dear Martin, I who have been feeling bad for so long. He has been so decent all the years all the time until a few weeks ago, when he said it was hard to breathe. And he was so tired he said, and I asked him to lie down and he did a while, but not many hours. So he got up and mostly went out. I think he liked the fresh air, it was probably his heart that was so weak.

Greeted so dear from your Aunt Anna.

It takes so long for me to write. Write soon and if you meet Linnea, let her hear this letter.

