
Excerpt of John Wilkes’ letter of June 1, 1853 to Jane Smedberg, explaining how her mother had 

comforted him at the time of his own mother’s death in 1848.   

You ask why I did not leave your dear Mother’s letter with you – why – because, dear Jeanie, 

when I sometimes ask myself the question of “what have I done to deserve all this” it does me 

good to read it, assuring me that it is not all a dream, telling me too that I am valued by one 

whose opinion I have always looked up to since my own dear Mother’s death. Did I ever tell you 

of her welcome to me at Devasego, when I came heart broken & seeking consolation from those 

who loved her & me – she (your dear Mother) folded me in her arms & said “poor boy” her 

words – how much they conveyed enough to tell me that she felt for and with me. Little even 

then did I know how great the loss was – but God has ordered it “Thy will not mine be done.” 

Oh, Jeanie, you loved her but how little did you know of her. She was all in all to me. Father & 

Mother, brother and sister, not a boyish pleasure that she did not enter into – not a foolish 

desire that she did not grant, even while doing so, giving me a lesson that prevented me from 

making the wish as second time. How did I repay her kindness – by ingratitude, by carelessness – 

by grief never ending for her loss – oh that she would know of my repentance, of my love for her 

– she may know it & even now may be looking down from above, smiling one of those bright 

cheerful smiles that her face always wore when she saw me happy. She never knew how well I 

had kept a promise or rather carried out a desire of hers made after she obtained my 

Midshipman’s warrant much against her will, & will never know how blessed I know am – 

Writing the above has carried me back years, so to revive my recollections or rather to drive 

away sad thoughts (my memory is very bright in everything connected with her) I have been 

reading over old letters, what a pleasure it is to feel that I was so well remembered while far 

away, how many hours those books show were devoted to me – if I had followed all the advice 

then given – hold on I shall be again sad, & her love is not the thing to make me so – in one of 

her letters speaking of a report that one little Jeanie was so foolish as to believe, she says 

“however my dear Jack may laugh & talk he will think before he takes the “irretrievable leap,” 

“with modesty, religion, sweet temper, sense, youth & a moderate share of beauty” those are 

the qualities she desires my wife to possess, and my dear little Jeanie has them all, if living she 

would have welcomed you as quickly, more gladly than your dear Mother has me, for to her it 

would have been a gain whereas to yours it must appear as a loss – not that either for you will 

not love her less but me more. I am really vain, so please don’t give me a lecture Jeanie I can’t 

help it, for it is all your fault. Good night. 


