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for the patients at the hospital. Dr. Wolfred Nelson, a traveling lecturer,
delivered a travelogue on “London, Its Sights and Statuary” in the large
hall of the main building of the hospital.?!)

Mary’s time was running out. Though her health was failing, she had
one more beneficence to accomplish. She wished to endow a room at the
hospital with a gift of $5,000 for the use of the poor of the First
Congregational Church - the church she and her mother before her con-
sidered their church home - although the church register does not indicate
that they had ever formally joined.3? On February 16, 1885, the hospital
directors notified First Church that Mary had endowed a free bed to be
called by the name of First Church or such other name as the church
should designate. Three days later the church formally accepted with grati-
tude the endowment and stated that the room would thereafter be known
as the “Bethesda” room (House of Mercy), a fitting name to combine
with Mary and Martha, the two friends of Christ, and the given names of
the benefactor. 3

Early in February of 1885 Mary had caught a severe cold, and her
lungs became congested. On the 24th Dr. Carpenter, then seventy-six
years old, called to see her about two o'clock in the afternoon. He realized
at once that she was close to death. In an article published in the Uni-
versity of Vermont alumni magazine, John B. Stearns of the class of 1891
related the story of Mary Fletcher’s last day as Dr. Carpenter had told it
to him. Stearns lived next door to Dr. Carpenter, and as a teenager
often accompanied Dr. Carpenter on his house calls.

“Sensing the severity of her illness from the demeanor of Dr. Carpenter,
Mary asked him:

‘Doctor, am I near the end?”’

‘Yes.’

‘Will I live until night?’

‘I am afraid not.’

Then she said, ‘I want to die in the hospital.

It was a cold day, snowing hard and the doctor had only his one-
seated sleigh. Mary was a woman of iron will, though wasted body,
and she said:

“Doctor, you must take me to the hospital at once. I am determined
not to die until I get there.”

The doctor called Michael Kelley; they wrapped her in blankets;
Kelley carried her in his arms from her bed to the sleigh. The doctor
knelt on the running board and Michael drove the horse, “Whiteface”,
as fast as he could through the driving snowstorm to the hospital. They
carried her to a room, and she died two hours later, surrounded by all
the ministries she herself had created. 3
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