Dear Berners, Borners and assorted Phelans,

On Monday, November 6, 1809, a chilly windy day in New York City, Mr. Samuel Delaplaine, our great great great great great great great grandfather ~red and Betty, deduct one "great") left his house at 136 Bowery ('ust north of Chinatown the fashionable address in those days) for the Cortlandt Street Ferry on the Hudson River (about where the Vista Hotel now stands). He was on his way to Powles Hook (now Hoboken), New Jersey, perhaps to visit his farm in Shrewsbury, New Jersey. He may have first stopped by his office at the corner of Old Slip and Water Street, in downtown New York, where he owned and operated a prominent exportlimport company, specieliing in trade with the Mediterranean countries.

There was every reason for Samuel to be pleased with himself. The Delaplaines, a Huguenot family, had lived in New York for almost two hundred years, having been "lesser burghers" under the Dutch. Samuel, himself, was one of the richest men in New York City. He was married to Phila Pell, an heiress of the distinguished family in Westchester. He had extensive business dealings in New York, New Jersey and Philadelphia (where his kinsmen Joseph Delaplaine was writing Delaplaine's Repository of Famous Americans, a popular compilation of biographies). At 60 years of age, he was also a new grandfather, his son Samuel's wife having given birth to Henry Delaplaine who would in time become our grea~6 (F&B, ~) grandfather.

Mr. Delaplaine boarded the ferry, a sailboat, with ten people aboard, including John B. Coles, Esq. and his son Benjamin, Mr. Anthony Steinbeck and his former partiler, Mr. Brown, two women, a black man and two ferrymen. The ferry pushed off into the crowded New York Harbor, but the boat did not get far before a "headflaw of wind" deadened her way, tadng the wind out of her sails. Before the sails were full again, another "flaw" ~t~ick the ferryboat and she was upset. Small boats immediately set out and picked up all the passengers, but Samuel was so exhausted when he was brought ashore that he soon died. His was the only fatality.

The following day, the funeral was held at his house at 3:00 p.m. Most of the newspapers carried stories of the accident and short obituaries of Samuel. There had been talk that the Corporation of the City of New York was going to buy one of the new steamboats which Robert Fulton had recently invented, but this hadn't gone through yet. Some believed that the accident would speed the process. The Public Advertiser wrote a terrible poem which began as a memorial, but ended as an advertisement for Fulton steamboats (see next page.)

One of Samuel's sons, John F., went on to become the landlord of a string of bordellos. MORAL: The wages of death is sin.

Best wishes for a Merry Christmas,

Tom and Ariel

The foregoing information is courtesy of the New York Historical Society where the Delaplaine family papers repose.
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