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A 16 Death of Anne Chatfield Mott, first wife of Robert Mott
Jul(ius) Brighton Saturday
4 Oclock in the Morn
I do not expect your Dear Aunt to live until night.
She having been taken worse since I wrote to Mr. Cooke
whose letter I have in closed which you can seal and
return to the post as we have no post on Saturday. You
will forward Mr. Jon(athan) cChatfield's letter to him--
as if I where (were) to wait longer (this) cannot convay
the intelligence untill Sunday night--and before you get

this she will be no more in this World. Yrs Robert Mott

Mr. Jul(ius) Mott
Pall Mall

London

In the handwriting of Julius

Rob(er)t Mott
Jan(uar)y 1822
My Dear Aunt's Illness



