








[1897-07-03; letter to “son Frank” from Augusta Moore; no envelope; in purple ink; in 
top margin of first page: “I’m glad you have a little girl – Wish I could see her –“:] 

             Canaan, N.H. 
              July 3”  1897. 
My Poor, Dear Son Frank[21], 
  You dont know how your letter has distressed me.   I call you “son,” 
not because I expect to marry your father, for he has never said a word 
about it to me – (has written but once; though, as you requested it, I’ve 
written twice to him) and he would not; for he well knows that I would never 
marry any body – and I shall not begin that now.    But because of my true 
love for your dear, dear mother, I feel interest & affection for you, and am 
very , very sorry that all is not right and pleasant between your father & you 
– and that he has mortgaged your beautiful home.    Cant you hire mo[over 
page]ney of some one, and get that mortgage away from Mr. Brown?   Try it.   
Dont give way to discouragement - & dont give up the place.   You are yet 
young, Frank, & $500.00 wont Swamp you.   Never let the place go out of 
your hands.   And above all things never forget that the Captain is your 
father.   Do what he may – & it does seem as if he must be crazy to tell 
Olive’s Son, and his only son never to speak to him again!!   he is your 
father and we must overlook all things in father & mother.   O my dear, 
never be sorry for what you’ve done for them – You have been a good son.   
You was joy & delight to your mother.   Did you ever hear it said, “A good 
wife is a man’s character?”   I really seems so, in many cases.   My poor 
father was never himself after ma died.   Where are you & Clara now? 
 I sincerely hope that all will come out well.   O no, I will never go against 
your [next page] father.   I well remember how often your mother said he 
needed to be taken care of – “I love Benjamin to the bone,” she would say 
“but tis a great responsibility to have the care of a man.”   Quaint, daer, 
honest s[----]ed Olive.   I shall miss her till the day of my death.   For her 
sake be patient and kind to your father.   Dont let any blame be yours for 
any trouble between you.   For, indeed, he does need a faithful, patient 
friend to see to him.   Dont pay the least attention to unlikely things he may 
say.   He is not in his right mind certainly, to talk as you say he does.   Were 
I young – say 40 – & well, I declare I might think it duty to go & marry him; 
for the sake of you both.   But my work is finished – & God, when all my 
days I’ve wished to serve & honor, has provided for the comfort of my last 
days.   Tis little, to be sure, but I’ve learned how to make a little do – only for 
the sake of helping others, do I desire more.   I, too, helped others, to my 
own undoing; but God saw it, & now [----] for my helpless days. 

                                                 
21  By a search of the census and vital records, I find that the “father” appears to be Benjamin Bray, age 61 in 1880, 
a retired shipmaster, b. Yarmouth 22 Jan 1819, the son of Eben & Phebe Bray.  Olive, his wife, age 55 in 1880, is  
Olive (Crowell) Bray, born Yarmouth, 13 July 1825, the daughter of Abner Crowell 3d & Lydia; she and Benjamin 
were married 27 Feb 1844 at Yarmouth, by Rev. Ebenezer Chase.  “Frank” is Benjamin Franklin Bray, their son, b. 
South Yarmouth, 3 Sep 1847.   Frank is in the 1880 Census of Yarmouth, a house carpenter, with a wife Clara L., 
aged 27, and children Alexander F. (age 7), Franklin O. (age 6) and Winsor E. (age 4). 



 I haven’t had a coin since the few Canada ones I showed you, & then you 
did not want, if I [over page] remember right.   You see, I’m dead, buried & 
forgotten, in effect.   But here’s a bit of the dress of an African king, that 
was (the whole dress) once sent to me – Only a great blanket, pounded into 
cloth, from the bark of a gum tree.   Tis a real curiosity.   Dont lost it. 
 I’ll excuse all errors, Frank, but spelling my name wrong.   Tis Augusta 
not Agusta.   I dont like the looks of “Agusta” – makes me think of wind 
blowing the dust. 
 Frank, I am so troubled about your matters, I dont know what to say.   
But I know that if you will turn truly to the Lord, he will take care of you all.   
I dont think best for me to say a word to your father; it would only offend 
him.   Patience is the best way.   I hope things may come out well. 
 Remember me kindly to Clara & the boys. 
            Your true friend’s sympathizer 
             Augusta Moore. 
   You must feel so hurt – 
P.S.  Best not tell your father we have written. 
             A. 
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