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    For Mark, whose support for me over the years has been equal to any big brother


Thanks to my awesome impromptu beta readers and my wonderful ad hoc design team (you know who you are, ladies!), who helped immensely to improve my initial cover concept.


Special thanks to Jenny Lynch, USPS
Historian, who helped me track down mail travel times in the early 20th century. Your gracious help was such a blessing to this frustrated researcher’s heart!

      

    

Carrington, Vt.

Thursday, January 10, 1901
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Dearest Paul,

––––––––
[image: ]


Oh, how I miss you! I truly begin to think you were the source of everything good in our home. You will shake your head at that, but it is true! Evenings around the fire are terribly gloomy now that you are gone. Father and Mother sit and stare at their books or their knitting—of course the knitting is Mother’s!—but I don’t believe either of them know what they are about. Father hardly turns a page through the whole evening, and the stocking Mother is making for Cousin May’s baby has grown nearly long enough to fit me!

You told me I must keep things cheerful here while you were away, but oh, brother, how can I when every song, every game, every story makes me think of you? I went to Elizabeth Cole’s party last night, though I didn’t want to, and when Jack sat next to the hearth to make popcorn, I jumped up and fled the room so as not to disgrace myself with tears. Popcorn, of all things! Just the word makes me ache for you. Oh, Paul, you must get well soon and hurry back to us, or I don’t know what we shall do.

After reading over the above, I am heartily ashamed of myself. I know I ought to rip it up and start fresh, only you told me to write you about everything. I have no more cheerful news, but I can’t bear the thought of not writing you, and somehow it seems the next best thing to laying my head against your coat and hearing you coax “little sister” to tell you all her troubles.

Only, Paul, please don’t let my silly, selfish ramblings make you worse! I know Mother said I must not worry you when you were so ill, and perhaps you aren’t strong enough even now. You won’t fret over me, will you, Paul? If you do, I shall have to give up writing, as I cannot pretend to you, and you would know it if I did.

Shall I write to Edward and ask him to tell me if my letters make you worse? Perhaps that would be improper, but I am such a young girl that I think it might be allowed. I would rather not write you at all than do anything to slow your recovery—and your return home! Only I don’t want you to think I don’t care enough to write!

Oh, Paul, I don’t know what I do mean, only I miss you terribly, and I find it ten times more difficult than I ever expected to be cheerful without you. Do tell me what I should do! You must get well—that is the great thing—and I will try to be better for your sake. Please forgive this terrible letter, as I haven’t time to do it over, and I did promise. Get well, darling brother! I miss you. That is all.
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Your loving sister,
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Lucy

St. Clair, Colo.

Friday, January 18, 1901
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Dear little sister,
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Please forgive this being so short, as my strength is not yet equal to much writing, and Ned will scold if I’m at it too long. Yes, I would a hundred times rather hear all about your troubles and worries than have you pretend cheerfulness for my sake. No need to write Ned; I promise not to fret over you, as I can bring your troubles straight to the One to Whom I give my own. How I wish you could do the same, darling! Ned is scowling at me, and I begin to feel tired, so I will close this. Only try to smile for Mother and Father’s sake, and believe me always
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Your loving brother,
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Paul

Carrington, Vt.

Thursday, January 24, 1901
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Dearest Paul,
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I received your letter yesterday, and it gave me such joy and pain! Joy because every word seemed to come straight from your own dear hand to my lonely little heart, but pain to think that such a short letter as that should tire you! Please don’t think I’m complaining, as even a picture postcard sent by you would be precious to me. But it grieves me to know that you, my pillar of strength, could be so weak as to be tired by a few lines.

Does it tire you to read as well? Ought I to make my letters shorter? Truly, Paul, I can bear anything if you are only well. Only I may burst upon you like a flood when you come home!

We have been a bit more cheerful here since I wrote you last. I told Mother about the stocking, and she stared at it as if wondering how it could ever have grown to such a size! Then she laughed and hugged me and said you would be ashamed of us for moping around the house and knitting stockings only fit for a circus. I have begun reading aloud in the evenings again as we used to, and somehow it makes me feel closer to you, though I still miss you most terribly.

Elizabeth understands how I feel, I think, for she offered me a chocolate drop after school on Monday—we had been reading about Colorado, and I suspect my eyes were rather red—and invited me to come to the pond with her and Jack. Not having anything better to do, I went and rather enjoyed it in spite of myself. She told Jack he must walk me home afterward, though their home is only two streets over from ours. I think she intends to share him with me until you return—as if anyone’s brother could be half as good as mine!

I will end this now as I don’t want to tire you, and I have not much more of interest to say. Please take care of yourself, Paul, for all our sakes. Mother frets at the thought of you so far away with only Edward to depend on. Not that she doesn’t trust Edward—of course we are all most grateful to him—but you know she feels terribly that she should have to leave your nursing to anyone besides herself. Do get well soon, dear brother, as we all long for your return.
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Your loving sister,
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Lucy

St. Clair, Colo.

Thursday, January 31, 1901
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Dear little sister,
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Make your letters as long as you please, and don’t have any fears for me. Reading is not nearly so tiring as writing, and if I must put them down, I can always pick them up again. The home news does me good, especially knowing that my brave little sister is doing her best while I am away.

Mother need have no concern about Ned; he is the strictest nurse I’ve ever had the misfortune to be under. Even Mother herself could not be more careful of me. I hardly dare blink an eye when he is near—which is nearly always—lest he immediately draw the curtains and tuck me up for a nap! Forgive me if my last letter frightened you; I truly feel much stronger already and believe the western air is likely to work wonders. Ned will not let me write any more, so I must close. I am as always
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Your loving brother,
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Paul

Carrington, Vt.

Friday, February 8, 1901
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Dearest Paul,
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Mother was glad to hear about Edward, though I didn’t tell her I’d told you about her worrying. If he can only bring you back to us well and strong again, what wouldn’t we be willing to give him! We are all glad to hear that you are feeling stronger, but Mother says you must not exert yourself too much at first, or you will set yourself back. I feel sure that Edward will not let you, but you must promise to be good, just as I have promised you.

I am glad you like my bits of home news, though I fear they are not very interesting. I intend to blame it on the fact that nothing exciting happens here and not on the fact of my being a very uninteresting correspondent—though the last is probably true. My marks on my last composition were shameful—how I wish you were here to correct my writing, and to unsnarl my arithmetic, and to pretend not to smile at my French. Yes, dear brother, I see in your eyes how funny it is, though you are always so kind and patient with me.

I am trying to keep my marks good now that you are no longer here to help me, but it is more difficult than you could imagine, and you will be perfectly ashamed of your dunce of a sister when you return. I am still doing credit to my music lessons, though I dearly miss my favorite audience.

Elizabeth is still very kind to me, and I think Jack tries to be in his own way, though he is nothing like you, dearest of all brothers! Mother likes to have me go with them, and Elizabeth is so very winning, it is impossible to tell her no. They call for me for Sunday school, rain or shine, and Mother doesn’t object, as Mr. Cole always brings the carriage. I know you will be pleased to hear that!

There is a new scholar in our class now—though I daresay she thinks I am the new scholar, as you know I have not gone since you became ill. She is not much to speak of, and I believe she must be very poor. She wears no hat and no coat, but comes to class wrapped in a sadly faded brown shawl! Can you imagine? I’m sure I wouldn’t dare to step foot out of the house in such a thing, no matter how poor I was! And to Sunday school, of all places, where we girls are always careful to look our best! Elizabeth speaks pleasantly to her, but Tabby—such a name!—doesn’t say much, even to her, and I don’t wonder. I can’t understand why she comes at all.

I really can’t think of a thing more to tell you, so I shall end this. Get well, my dear, darling brother, and come back to
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