[image: image1.jpg]“The Ias leter written by Pietro de Sanctis to his brother Potito
and to his uncle Priest Don Alfonso de Sanctis - December 13,
1909

He died in January 1910.
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New York dec.13, 1909

Dear Uncle (Alfonso),

I write to you, before some misunderstanding news about my health arrive to you through American  people from Castelgrande who write to their relatives in Italy. I ‘m writing not from home, but from The Italian Hospital where I was operated for Mastoiditis caused by very acute Otitis in the day dec. 5, at 3 .p.m. by the clever specialist Dr. Baldereschi. My case was serious and delaying the operation a meningitis would be unmissingly developed. 

For two days and two nights I couldn’t sleep at all, even getting all the sedatives possible in the world.

Two days ago I put my feet out of my bed and  now I can eat something, but I’ve my mind very confused for the cloroformization and for the operation I got.

I myself don’t know what I need.

This week I’m going back home. Nicolino now is working for professional and familiar affairs.

I don’t dwell any more on writing because my head doesn’t help me  and I feel very weak.

Accept, Uncle Alfonso, my best wishes for the Saint Christmas and the New Year’s day.

Kissing your hand,  I am your very affectionate nephew

Pietrino

