Special letter from Mary Thornton’s files:

Letter from Effe Thorpe (Aunt Effe) 

to her sister Eliza Willia (Dot) Thorpe Thornton (Watson’s mother)

after their mother’s death
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Written at the top of the letter, upside down: clipping from Jaxville (Jacksonville, IL) Courier Journal. A little tie of mother’s which she liked to wear.

Greenfield, Ill

March 22, 1917

Dearest Sister – 

Oh! How can I write you today? I have tried to find courage to begin your letter but it is so hard. If you could only have been here thru all these sad hours! If you could only have seen mother once more! It is so hard for you to bear so far away and I need you so. I am simply crushed by my sorrow and loneliness. Our blessed, precious mother breathed her last breath just about this time (4:45 o’clock) one week ago today. I was all alone with her excepting two nurses and Mabel Reid. None of the folks were there. But oh, how everyone loved her in the hospital. We have had a wonderful Mother and I am so thankful for her splendid helpful life. I can’t wish her back here where she had so much sorrow and pain and so many heartaches to bear. And we know she is at rest – that her tears are all wiped away. But I am still selfish in my grief. I want her so! I am so alone now. And I do not know how to do anything without asking her. It just seems to me I cannot live without her.

I want to tell you all about the operation, the funeral and everything: but I don’t know whether I can or now. I think I wrote you up to the day of the operation which was on Mar. 14th. She was so brave and cheery when they sent me from the room. But oh! I knew it was death even then for she was so weak and had been failing so fast. She lived just 30 hours after the operation which lasted about two hours. Every breath was one of pain after she came from under the anesthetic, until the collapse came. Her heart failed and she passed on to the Great Beyond just as peacefully and quietly as she would have liked two do. Dr. Hairgrove found so many troubles that the wonder is she could have lived as long as she did. The lower part of her stomach had thickened until the opening into the bowels was almost closed. They removed the opening (which is a very small duct) and opened the bowels, attaching the stomach to them. There were ulcers and adhesions, the result of ulcers. There had been a bursting of the gall bladder at sometime and they found to migrating gall stones which were imbedded in the outside of the intestine. (The gall bladder was about the size of a pea.) There were probably more of these but they only found and removed two. Then there was a very serious gastric trouble which I can explain only as an absence of certain gastric juices, etc. any one of the troubles was enough to have caused her death. The nurses were very kind to me at the end. Our special nurse, who is a B.U. girl, was very sweet and lovely. And the Wallers have done so much for me that I can never hope to repay them in any way.

We buried Mother by Bob’s side on the 17th and there is still room for me on the other side of her. Our minister was out of town, so we had Mr. Barton of the Methodist Church assisted by Henry Smith. Frank and Lena sang so sweetly, two songs – “Saved by Grace” and “Sometime We’ll Understand”. There were so many pretty flowers. I took the five dollars you sent and got flowers, a large spray of rose buds and sweet peas. They were not as pretty as I would have liked but I was a little late with the order. I thought you would like to do that much.

The services were from the church and were very simple and brief. I do not know how I got thru the day. I fainted three times and of course I am ashamed of my weakness: but I could not keep a grip on my nerves. I do so dislike a scene, but I had not been inside the church since Bob was taken there not quite eleven weeks before and it was too much. It seems like if I could only have had them die at home it would not be quite so hard to bear. I want you to have so many things but will not send them until I hear from you. Do you suppose it would be safe to send silver and stuff like that by registered mail now or even fourth class stuff? I am afraid to send anything.

I have been so busy since the funeral. Have rented the house furnished until the first of Oct. I am reserving one room upstairs and have taken my desk, your bureau, several chairs and things up there besides all the good china, etc., I am going to S-field (Springfield?) for the summer. After that I have no plans. I am going to be administrator to save expense, so I’ll be back several times I presume. Of course this place is mine and I get the rent in advance – all of it. I rented it for $75.00 which is much too cheap of course, but I’m so glad I don’t have to tear up now and I know these folks will take good care of things.

Grace stayed until this morning to help me. Mother asked me to give her the little desk that I had given Mother several years ago and I gave her so much junk of different kinds that I felt ashamed of myself. She seemed glad to get it all tho.

If there is any special thing you want please say so and I’ll save it or them for you. Poor Mother did not have any clothes. Her one nice dress we buried her in. She told me when I gave her the dress that it would be her burial robe and sure enough it was. If I could only take back the crow words and the careless words which caused her pain! If I could only have helped her bear the suffering of the past years! But why do I mourn for her now when her pain is all over and I have the memories of her devoted, beautiful life to stay with me for comfort and solace. The head nurse at Passavant told me she was the sweetest, most consecrated woman she had ever known. It makes me so proud to have had such a precious mother; but oh! the emptiness of my life now. If you have some letter of Mother’s you can spare please send it to me for I have none at all. We did not have any of Bob’s either. Poor dear Bob! 

If you have any suggestions about settling up affairs please say so. There being minor heirs makes it much harder to do. What I want to do is to please you and Grace or the boys rather.

I sent the piano over for Ray and Lena while I’m gone. Aunt Helen is quite sick almost pneumonia.

I must close. Please write to me as often as you did before Mother went away. We are all by ourselves and we ought to cling pretty closely. 

Dearest love to all of you and don’t grieve too much, for mother has only gone on before. Yours lovingly, Effe.

