In Memory of Dr. Peter DeSanctis
(a pamphlet for the death of Dr. Peter de Sanctis – New York, 1910)
On the night of Tuesday, January 20, 1910 not too late in the evening, on the second floor of a modest house on #125 Thompson Street, New York City, amidst the crying pain they announced an unfortunate happening.

A valiant soldier of science and worker, a model of honesty and of the great religion of his country, not yet old in years, in the prime of his life and mind, he completed his journey.

A few hours before, he had embraced a cross, the mysterious symbol of his faith and of his parents, to which he always remained faithful, he called for one of his daughters, an angel of virtue and beauty.  She was playing at the piano on e of his favorite tunes, which had lulled him to sleep and for a long time focused a pale smile on his lips, and on his beloved wife who was seated on his bead aware of the extreme situation.  Also surrounding him were his eight heart-broken children and six or seven friends of the art who also were aware of the situation.

After a while he took deep breaths and asked to have the window opened, where he gazed for a while.  Breathing with difficulty and with calmness of a child he whispered, “My Italy”, and his head dropped.

He rested with the thought of his beloved country as if in battle he envisioned it and closed his eyes with complete faith.

Who was this legionnaire of work, mobility, and faithful servant, with a sweet smile from the land of assurance and glory.

Peter DeSanctis.

He was born in Castelgrande of the Basilica in January 1851 to Dr. Domenic and Theresa Cudone, even as a youth he demonstrated unusual intelligence and a desire to learn.

His love of learning the studies of medicine and surgery at the Naples University he completed this at the age of 24 years.  He remained in the same city to improve his profession. He was first to attend the poor, excellent with his patients and soon was named the “good one”.

After a few years he was called back to his own town, but he  didn’t stay too long, he then went to Rapone as the country doctor.  After 3 years without delay he met and married Rosina Pinto, a lady of great qualities and highly respected in her own town. Then went to Atella again serving as country doctor.  After another five years he returned to Castelgrande where his parents and childhood friends lived.

He did not however remain there, with his great energy and amidst all the poverty, there wasn’t much to learn and he was full of ambition, so one day he put his feet on a boat and headed for America.

His eyes were full of tears, his heart breaking to leave his country, but he knew he must leave.  All gave him blessings and sincere good wishes, he their doctor had served them well, as a gentleman and a benefactor.

In 1894 he arrived in America, he first lived in New Haven , Connecticut for about nine years where he was found by his family and had made many friends and grateful patients.

In 1903 he saw opportunity to transfer to a big city, New York, where his children could receive a better education.

He was very proud of their rapid progress, he worked continuously and loved to see their progress without much urging. He received great joy, they illuminated his life. His first son, young and handsome, was a doctor, Nicholas.  His second son, Vincent, was a lawyer.  His other two sons (Adolph who later became a doctor and Albert a Pharmacist)  also doing very well in their studies, when a terrible malady overtook them (their father’s illness) nothing seemed to help, much affectionate and valorous effort was made by Professors, Hammond McKernan, McGrath, Doctors Balldareschi, Saladino Sr., Saladino, Jr., G. Tomasulo, Blasucci, Caturani, Antonio Stella,  Bellatoni, Tedesco, Desdati, Aquario, Cella, A. Ioanna, N. DeSanctis, they had to succumb to a law of inescapable faith.

His intelligence was always awake, a tender heart, never a gloomy character, always ahead of himself, modest as a bride, pure conscience, he was never a carrier of bad news, he never kept a grudge, he always knew a scoundrel. 

His memory will rest on a blue ceiling of love, charity, he carried on his shoulders honesty, a page of true character, a precious memory of palpitating his ardor for the shores of his beloved country.

Written By:  Ottone Carlucci

in Newark, NJ 1910

Dr. G Tomasulo

1 King Street, NY

In this town we are honoring a patriot, one of the few elite Italians.  His life epitomized in a few words-- he was born a gentleman and died a gentleman, on his lips always a smile and in this head the serenity of a man of science.

If you only saw him once at the bedside of the sick you would know how much he cared for them. If you only met him on the street s of New York, you wouldn’t know all the homework he had accomplished in his dedication to medicine. You missed shaking the hand of a great man. You call all understand the extreme regret. He was so respected and loved among his clients and freinds, venerated by his family.

Sadly by me I have written this testimony, but the best inheritance he could have left, his family, was the opportunity his children had to have lived with him.  He left them the example of an honest and fruitful life. Like when he lost his father and he cried morning and night, he couldn’t find a moment of peace because only a son, whose father had experienced all the harshness of this world.

But you my old and dear friend beside the tomb of your son.  Your beloved wife, kissing and invoking many times your blessings and whispering in her ear advise to give to your other children.  Like your Nicholas your counterpart professionally will think of your great manner.  Flutter your wings for a great time, over your house and help all to learn as their father, his honesty and affection.

Goodbye.

Pharm. Vincent LaGreca

490 W. Broadway, NY

My little girl, was looking out the window at the house directly in back of us and she said, “Father where is the gentleman that used to come to our house and would embrace me? Where is my doctor?”

Dear innocent child.  You can not understand life, you enjoy happiness and the peace of an innocent four year old. You in your hope I will pardon you in your wonder of the world.  The peace in you is your only tranquillity, sleep my baby, sleep ‘til dawn, let me contemplate.

I will lift the curtain so I can see back there, all is extinguished like a shadow in a pane of the window.  It seems I see him move gloomily slow. I look over and imagine I see a figure I know that lifts his hand to wave.  Then I look out that same window and see how with his hands he lovingly took care of his little plants.

Dr. Peter DeSanctis has left us many happy memories.

I love his books, his professional instruments, his talent and his heart. He sacrificed everything for the suffering never afraid of anything.  He was a doctor unanimously loved by various societies and on a lot of occasions his constant attention, love and self denial.

Death came in the midst of his work for the education of his family who were so dear to him.  His comparison will be hard to find or fill.  I cannot find peace as long as my baby keeps questioning me when I think how he would always greet me and tell me things.

You my child, enjoy the peace, the happiness, you still are not aware of the great bitterness of life.

Dr. Aquaro Deodate

21 Madison Ave., NY

We gave to this distinguished, without spasm of the flesh, without spasm of the mind, our beloved Doctor, who has advanced and risen from a marked rebellion.  We his handful of friends, silently continue the work to continue as he would wish, let’s not waltz with the knife, that audaciously confront us, splitting hairs, with the members who are the dominant enemy, let’s join together young and old companions and put to rest this work before it defeats our organization.

Our destiny is inexorable, he has laid down the law. We have been affected by Dr. Peter DeSanctis.  Today only remains a name,  spotless a record that will be studied and work that is unending, he will be remembered for his pedigree and inheritance. It will live on in his first son, who jealously clung on his bed so he could manifest his pain and witness his last vital conscience breath. 

It is with this mysterious transgression of life, thinking of us, friends of the deceased, soothe your sorrow, and through his children you will receive comfort in your faith and devotion though the struggle of life.

Letter of Rag. F.S. Saveresse

457 Clinton Street, Brooklyn

Dr. Peter DeSanctis passed his life with the same calmness that always accompanied him.  An elevated mind, a noble heart, he never asked for honors or glory, always pursued studying giving to human suffering, always concerned about his family, who were all present at his final moments.

I knew him a longtime and had received much comfort and consolation in the ways of life.  I always found in the Doctor and affectionate friend, a guide who helped me march in step as a youth of austere principles, of an intemperate life, prompt with his work, contempt of problems.  I ask only to imitate his patience, but to elevate my moral habits, and to rekindle hope.

I have for him true cult of respect and admiration.  I am obligated to place on his tomb a flower that will speak mysteriously elegant of how much I admired him and the anguish of his death has left on my life for years to come.  I will never forget his dear name, his example of community love, charity, virtue and hope.

Letter of Dr. R Bellantoni

371 Broom Street, NY

I met Dr. Peter DeSanctis on an occasion of consultation in 1905 a few months after my arrival in New York and I was impressed with his polite outlines and modest clinical practices and communications.

I saw him again at the Italian Medical Society at the very beginning of its formation, and the contributions of those in office.

His sweet and affable character his voice left an indelible mark.

I am amazed most of all of his enthusiasm for the noble generous act, contrasting the negligence of our youth of this earth who pardons every ideal of his life.

I will conserve in my mind for always the vision of his smile that he kept even till the last painful moment of his life.

Letter of Atty. G. Graziano

New York

On a scale of unselfishness, a heart noble and generous, ready and untiring to delineate the misfortunes of others with such sweetness, and never turning away anyone who came to him;  this was Dr. Peter DeSanctis.

It is difficult for me to express how he would worship his adored wife when he spoke of he, sometimes I thought his wife was more perfect than God.

As an affectionate father he paid no attention to sacrifices to educate or his unworthiness to be honest and dedicated, inoculating at the same time his two most sacred effects, his family and country.

While he was rewarded in seeing his oldest son Dr. Nicholas, just recently, as skillful in the art of medicine, superior at his age and virtuous as his father, in the twilight of his death wishes to live a noble existence.

From all the doctors, his universal friends of the departed, we wish to comfort his widow and children who this day are immersed in the most profound pain.

Angiolina Palazzo Personeni (drug company)

496-98 West Broadway, NY

This misfortune has visited the family of Doctor DeSanctis, a performance of husband, father and dear friends whom he loved with mind and heart is not a common affair.

Peter DeSanctis of Castelgrande Basilica, finished his studies of medicine and surgery at the University of Naples.

He immigrated to this land, he distinguished himself professionally, his gentle manner and attachments to sentimentality.

Even though I only was near him a short time, he had such an undeniable serene continence that emanated from his body.  At the bed of the sick, in his affairs toward his family he would never retract, with his air towards the young ladies he always gave us such confidence, warm sympathy, in a few words he was an old fashion gentleman.

Here I can’t tell you what a loss to family and clientele.  The palliate of pain that accompanies them, this is evident in the general regret.  Men, women, and children unanimously will not delay this sorrow.

I am certain that in the center of the professionals of the Italian colony his name will rest dear and venerated in the coming years as an example of high virtue domestically, of science and the popular character.

The most important example he leaves to the young men who are on this earth is an imprint of greatness, and on this spot he left his nobility and generosity.

If this will comfort his widow and console his children it will be noteworthy to follow this great man.

Dr. Nicholas DeSanctis (son)

In the midst of a joyful domestic life, our family enjoyed perfect accord, while on the way of progress, death visited us and took away our beloved and venerated father.

Oh death how you have hurt us.  Your victim was one who was well likes, onr of the best fathers of a family, that ever lived or will live.

This terrible calamity happened on the terrible and melancholy day of Tuesday, January 20, 1910.  You, father, packed your bags and left us, with your detachment you have left on my shoulders not vigorous enough to handle this.

I never dreamt, nor did I think, that soon after I had finished my medical studies, my energies would receive such a jolt, to see myself overwhelmed with such serious circumstances.

You, oh sincere father, who always diligently and minutely took care of the whole family, why did you so soon leave us from your thoughts. Leaving us in such desperation.

I summon you oh father who today are the world of the unknown, I want you to guide me in the journey to guide this family, for whom I embrace.

Everything seems so hard and irregular, I repeat, on you I will call for strength.

Inspire me to have courage, give me new energy, so that I can continue your noble generous mission.

Great is my position, because of you vacancy you couldn’t wait a few more years to benefit the fruits of your plants that you fertilized, cultivated and attended for so many years you labored arduously with patience.

Only one thought comforts me.  We have among us another person whom you loved and admired constantly, the companions of your life, our mother.  She cries and cries over your loss there is no one in the world who can comfort her.  To see her so unhappy breaks my heart.

The will of God has been done oh father, for you’re early leaving us, and that jolt, that has hit us the quiet and serene family.

Goodbye, beloved father!  The tears run abundant, they fall on what I have written.

Goodbye.

May you be in peace.

Atty. Vincent DeSanctis (son)

Our happiness has left us, only melancholy remain.  Death, what a horrible word, who has taken our loving, gentle father, Peter DeSanctis.

What a crime oh father!  How much effort, how much vicissitude, what standards you endured in order to leave us an honored name.

Those horrible days when you were breathing your last, and looking around at us who were near you, I saw your look insisting to look at me.  In you I saw the horrible pain almost a curse from destiny.  Then you left us forever.

My father, you were at your prime just when you could enjoy life, when you could see the progress of your family without any obstacles, when you had worked so hard, you stopped to rest forever.  It was God’s will.

Whenever I go, oh father, I will see you before me, I feel like I’ve been beaten and I don’t have the energy to calm my distress.

With much affection I make you a promise, to hold the honor and the esteem of our family, to walk always on the straight road of a good character to study.

Adolfo DeSanctis (son)

125 Thompson Street, NY

Our family was traveling on a period of progress and peace.  On our domestic fireside was an impatient flame.  This happiness was ended fast.  When the worse thing happened to us.  Our dear father Dr. Peter DeSanctis left us forever and flew to God on the 20th of January 1910.

We will never forget the date, when our greatest support left us forever, when the light went out on the star of our home.

He was the most dear, most tender of fathers. Before his death be was my best teacher, of all my counselors he was the most understanding and listening, of all my affections, he was the most great and ardent.

His conduct was impeccable.  He was so honest, his constant tenderness towards his family inspired me with reverence, he encouraged me when he listened to my studies.

O dearest parent, you brought credit to your family, your name sang with honor and  merit.  You were afraid of nothing, we your children will force ourselves to be worthy of you, we will never wander form the principles that you so lovingly inculcated.

As the days pass our sentimental love will feel the detachment of you.  Our home feels deserted and abandoned, and the hours are long and hard.  Our only moments of comfort are those when we speak of you, only you who loved us so much and were so much apart of us.

Sleep in peace, dear father and ask God to say a prayer for us all.

Pharm. Antonio Masi (father of Peter W. Masi MD)

23-14th Avenue, Newark, NJ

I never thought, not the least doubts did I have that in my life I would have such turmoil of faith, that the children of my children would be one day, on bended knee filled with caring  anxious attention come from their lips the terrible experience, the sweet words agreeable, and with warning to follow the example of this good way.

Form the same town, I admired this indescribable honesty, the merit of his profession and when he resolved to leave for these foreign lands, his attention to all the perils, his disdain for rumors of the countryside, he awakened my spirit and mind to give the serious considerations.

Later when destiny let us meet again on this earth, it was an inescapable sentiment of my heart he encouraged me to take for the companion of my life his most delightful daughter.  I feel for her strongly the  palpitations of affections and love, honesty.  The admiration I have for her dear father, unparalleled to give good advice, for his indefatigable work always to promote the betterment of his family, he always wished to honor in his mind and with his work the name of his fatherland.

But, unexpectedly every expectation all faith was lessened.  On the night of January 20th after a few days of pain, a marked cruel knife cut him away from me, his family, and his friends who admired and appreciated him.

Today Peter DeSanctis, all that is left is your memory.  It is always insistently present even to your children.  A day doesn’t pass that we don’t awaken in our thoughts and we speak of your lady who was your dear companion, inseparable from your life.  An hour in the day does not pass that the memory will ever be admonished or that we would not speak of you goodness an honesty.

Letter from Nicolina Pascala

Cleveland Ohio Jan1910

Dear  Mrs. Rose

The news of your horrible tragedy has thrown me and my family in terrible pain.

I cannot find the words to comfort you.  I am sorry to say I can not enumerate the beautiful virtues of your dear life, it will always rest indelibly sculptured in my heart.

No more can I do than to tell you to have the strength and to ask only for the love of your children who are around you.

I can offer a prayer to your consort to give peace and posterity to all your family.

I embrace all my heart, I pray you believe me.

Letter from Paul Russo

New Haven, Connecticut  Jan 1910

We were left terribly upset at the news of the great loss,  The person most dear to your family who was always to you so generous, affectionate and honest, kind to all, today is no longer with us.

We have abundantly cried over your profound pain.  All of us who knew him so well can understand the heavy loss that has overcome you.  I beg of you to have heart.

The sincere love of your sons and daughters that each day will grow warmer and fervent will help the pain lessen.

We enjoin you, with sincere affection.

Letter from Philomina DeeeVita

New Haven, Connecticut  Jan 1910

Dear Camara (friend),

I cannot explain the great sorrow I have felt for your loss.

I would like to be near you so I could give you courage and understanding.  God wanted to call him and there is nothing we can do.  To you he left his children, designated by your loved one and I am sure he will pray for you.

With the most lively of consolations on the part of my family and particularly my hugs that come profoundly from  my heart.

Pharm. Reinhard Eshmann

New York   Jan 1910

Outstanding Dr. Nicholas DeSanctis

It pains me anew the news of the death of your dear father and I wish to express my sincere sympathy to your and your family.  I saw your father last Saturday and he looked healthy to me.

Death wished to take him away so soon from your love and of his many friends.

With Regrets.

Vedova Lombardi

New Haven Conn. Jan 1910

Outstanding Dr. Nicholas DeSanctis

We were hoping it was a big mistake.

We only have gratitude and thankful memories and so we can’t tell you all the good of this world.

He was for us like a loving father, a friend everyone wanted, so solid under all circumstances and a solitiluce (sp?) benefactor.

In the medical field he left a big gap, one which will be hard to fill as the head of a family as a husband he was unparalleled.

Vividly we have been moved to the terrible loss and we cry with you as we give this tribute with tears that fall for your loss.

Friend S. F. Sellaro

Esteemed Dr. DeSanctis,

With profound remorse I approach the new painful grand loss.

I can imagine the immensity of your pain, and I feel inoperable to express  to write in words that could at least ease the pain.

With faith that only Divine Providence can give will bring to you the strength and sacred comfort that no other force can bring.  I sign off with profound sympathy.

Nicola Masi , Dubois PA Jan 1910

Outstanding Dr. DeSanctis,

I read in the newspaper about your sad happening that has touched your respectful family, the loss of your dear parent.  Me and my family can do no more than to associate with your grief.

We send to you our most sincere condolences especially for you mother and the rest of the family.

Ottone Carluccio, Newark NJ Jan 1910

Family of DeSanctis,

It is inoperable  your wound that has pierced you acutely at a most acute point you are sore and bleed.  You must not let your energies or mind get down.

The biggest trials are the million stones in the path of pain, many pass through sadness.  Don’t linger on this terrible problem, don’t pay attention to the cruelty of this pain.  I wish to inform you that not only you, but all your friends have been wounded.  They are today’s admirers of the same flag, brilliant, shinning rays of the same faith.

Dr. E. Blasucci, NY Jan 1910

Mr. Anthony Masi,

I wish you will render to your sister-in-law Mrs. DeSanctis and all her family the most expressive remorse at the death of the esteemed Dr. DeSanctis.  The man was kind and dear to you as he was to all of us who were near to him.  Your loss is also our loss.

Dr. Saladino, NY Jan 1910

To the esteemed widow of Dr. DeSanctis,

The college that he honored with pride and experience of distinct ability all his professional classes of the Italian Medical Society of New York who took part in the formation, we send you our condolences.

Mr. Mariani, New Haven CT 1910

Mrs. DeSanctis,

We just heard of your sad news, and my wife and I wish to express to you and your family of our immense sorrow.

Dr. Perilli,  New York Jan 1910

The greatest calamity has hit your family.  I am sorry and I wish to express the pain I have at the loss of the one you loved and adored and your friends also esteemed.

I hop God will send you much grace to stand this trial.

Dr. Deodati, New York Jan 1910

Mrs. DeSanctis,

Many condolences for your irreparable misfortune.

Farm. Cesare Perilli

Dr. DeSanctis,

Permit me to express to you and your distinct family my  most sincere and sensitive condolences for the great loss that has touched you.

Farm. Ouaremba,  Atlantic City Jan 21, 1910

DeSanctis Family, 

Terrible news has reached me.  I wish I could be with you in the middle of this great pain to you.  All I can say is I recommend to you great strength as you have in many occasions given.

Dr.  Brigante, New York 21Jan 1910

Unexpectedly you were caught up in so much sorrow.  My most sincere condolences.

A. M. Mellone   New Haven, Conn Jan 21 1910

Mrs. DeSanctis,

You  have suffered a great loss.  Ask in any way you can for courage.

Jan 21-1920  Farm.  Matteo Masi,  Orange NJ

DeSanctis Family,

I was immensely sorry that I could not be with you in the sorrowful circumstance.  I recommend to you to find solace in the memory of the rare virtues of the esteemed.

Rev. Gerardo Cristiani

Mrs. DeSanctis,

I read in the newspaper with new amazement the immature death of the most esteemed compare Dr. Peter.  And to you sweet wife and to me traditional old friends, I empty my life in grief.  Because of my imminent ministry I can not run to you to take part in your pain, but be certain from far away I cry with you.

Attny Pottito DeSanctis, Castlegrande, Italy  Mar 8-1910  (brother of Peter DeSanctis??)

Dear Rose,

Our family has been hit this year with many misfortunes.  The loss of our Peter and of our Uncle Alfanso have left me incredibly sad.  My sick heart can not find a moment of peace.

The more I think of your loss the more I wonder why did God want to send you this pain?

I wish I could have seen Peter one more time.  It seems like yesterday he left us.

When he wrote to me Dec. 13th he gave me hope I would see him again.

I didn’t have the strength to write sooner.

I sent a telegram to your son Nicholas, on the 11th of February.  We celebrated a solemn Mass with a talk by Dr. Casparini.

To you I send courage, remember me to your family.

Theodora DeSanctis, Castelgrande  Italy Mar 8-1910 (cousin of Dr Peter DeSanctis)

Dearest Rosa,

You can not imagine how it pained us to hear the announcement of the death of our Peter.

Imagine the abyss that opened your heart of wife and mother of many offspring.  There are not words to acquiesce and lessen so much pain.  I think only of you life and precious children especially those that aren’t awaken yet to this world.  I know that God will open the way to them.

Peter was so good, everyone sincerely cries for him.

I ask that you have the strength to resign yourself.

Believe in me always. 

