
        Stapleton  

        March 22nd ’86. 

 

My dear friend,  

 

   I cannot allow another day to pass without writing to assure you of 

our sympathy in your great sorrow.  It was a terrible shock when we received the 

telegram on Saturday from Frank, for we had seen dear Loulie only last mount, looking 

so well that it seemed impossible to associate death with her.  Mary and Lizzie went to 

Garden City early yesterday morning, (Sunday) and I thought that you would like to hear 

as soon as possible the particulars of your poor sister’s death.  She caught cold about two 

weeks ago by getting up at night to attend to the baby (who was not well), but she did not 

complain until Tuesday (the 16th), when she told Mr. Henry during the night that she had 

a great deal of pain all over her body.  The Doctor was sent for, and everything was done, 

all to no avail; although she rallied several times, and it was not until Thursday that they 

gave up hope.  She asked the Doctor whether she would die, and after he had told her that 

she could not live, she was perfectly calm and gave numerous directions about everything 

to be done after her death.  She wished  the funeral to take place at Dr. Eccleston’s 

church, said that she must be buried at New Dorp, and even named the hymns to be sung 

tomorrow, viz: “Asleep in Jesus” and “Brief Life”.  She called Willie and Jamie to say 

good-bye to them, and told them to be good boys; she desired them to be present at the 

funeral.  Then she told Mr. Henry how good he had always been to her, and asked him to 

send her love to several friends, (Mary Richardson among the number,) and to distribute 

little remembrances for them.  She was much comforted by the presence of Ms. Irving, 

for whom they had sent, and who will remain there for the present.  She does not seem to 

have forgotten anything, for she even told where Mr. Henry’s black clothes were placed, 

for fear that someone might have trouble in finding them!  She hoped that Mr. Henry 

would always keep the boys together, and: “Now don’t be hard on them, for you know 

they are not bad boys.”  Frank remained with her all the time, and seems heartbroken.  

Mr. Henry is crushed by the blow, and told Mary that he did not think he would be 

obliged to go through a second time with such a thing, for he had always thought that 

Loulie would outlive him many years, and see the boys grow up. I wish that I could say 

something to comfort  you, but can only pray that our heavenly Father will in His own 

time send you peace.  It all seems like a terrible dream, form which we must awake. 

 

Mary and all send their love and sympathy, and the former will write soon.  May god 

bless and keep you from all harm during this trial.  I forgot to mention that Loulie said to 

Mr. Henry: “Do you think I will go to Heaven?” He answered, “Certainly, my child.”  

She is forever at rest, with your dear Mother and all the others.  

 

You will often be in our thoughts and our prayers, and must not forget how many friends 

you have on the island.  With my heat felt sympathy, believe me 

 

  Your sorrowing friend 

 

   Maggie Bowne 
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