


[1886-12-08; Undated obituary for Susan S. Brooks; paper unknown:] 
  Died, in Boston, Dec. 8, Mrs. Susan S., wife of Sidney Brooks, Esq., 
formerly of Harwich.  She was born in Cornish, N.H., but spent most of her 
early life in Claremont.  She was teacher of music in a school in Brattleboro, 
when called to take that position in the Pine Grove Seminary, Harwich, in 
1851.  She was an acquisition to the society of the place, not less than to 
the school, participating at once, in every social and Christian enterprise, 
and rendering timely service as organist in the church choir. 
  She became assistant to Mr. Brooks, principal of the seminary, in a 
higher sense, they having married in 1859. 
  She continued to teach the ornamental branches until 1866; when Mr. 
B. accepted a tempting offer of the place of Teacher on the Mass. School 
Ship, Geo. M. Barnard.  Invited by Capt. Matthews she was found an 
important aid in developing the musical talent of the boys; training them in 
those secular, sacred and patriotic songs so well remembered by the 
companies who visited the ship.  Her influence over those boys and their 
attachment to her is evident even to the present day, whenever one of them 
turns up, as often they do, whether a stalwart son of the ocean from a three 
years’ voyage, a respectable mechanic or tradesman or still a victim of 
dissipation. 
  The last fifteen years of her life has been spent with her husband in 
Boston during the winter and at the old home on the Cape through the 
summer.  Whatever were her virtues in other respects those belonging to the 
relation of wife surpassed them all. 
  Coming to Boston but a few days ago, anticipating a delightful season of 
social and intellectual enjoyment, she was suddenly attacked with an acute 
disease which, together with chronic heart difficulty, baffled the skill of 
physicians and laid her low in death on the morning of the fourth day. 
  Many sympathising friends gathered at our rooms, on Temple st. to pay 
their last tribute of respect to the departed.  Her chosen pastor, Dr. 
Withrow, read from the book of Job, the Gospel of John and the xvth of 
Corinthians; adding words of his own and a prayer that will ever be remem-
bered.  Her remains were conveyed to Harwich, and the casket covered with 
flowers, was taken into the church, where many citizens of her adopted 
town, including former scholars, were assembled. 
  Rev. Mr. Cutting, and his friend, Mr. Brenmer, read selections of Scrip-
ture and comforted the sorrowing form the inspiring words, “To Die is Gain.”  
The Choir interspersed those sweet compositions: “Father take My Hand;” 
“The Still Small Voice;” and “Shall we Meet?”  The large company present 
were allowed to look long upon the face, still unchanged and natural, as in 
sleep.  The mid-winter’s sun was shining brightly as we laid her in the new 
vault of the family tomb with the remains of brother Henry and sister 
Harriet.  The wreath of ivy and wheat placed over the entrance, was left to 
the mercy of the frosts; the figure of the ascending Savior, carved on the 
monument was for our assurance that she would rise again; and the dome, 



surrounding the shaft, with the unfolding wings, was, and is, more than 
ever, an emblem of the soaring spirit. 
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