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The Obituary

	 Louise Caines, 81, was born on 
October 8, 1938 in Aiken, SC to the late Flossie 
Chisolm   and Joseph Hayes. She departed her life 
on July 1, 2020.

	 Louise was raised in Brooklyn, NY. She was 
a member of Home Care Associate. Louise enjoyed 
watching Wendy Williams, Family Feud, The 
Have and Have Nots, Nancy Grace,  and enjoyed 
keeping a tidy home. She also enjoyed having 
passionate debates with friend and family, arguing 
with others, that sometimes ended up in name 
calling.  Spending time with her granddaughter. 
Keen interest in physical appearance, always had 
to leave looking clean and neat.

	 Louise leaves to cherish her memories: her 
children; Samantha Davis of Raeford, NC, Frances 
Jones, Mt. Vernon, NY and Anthony Peterson, 
Raeford, NC; her grandchildren: Michaela York, 
Ebony Peterson, Sirmark Buggs, Lamar Buggs and 
Kente’ya Jones; her great grandchildren; Xavier 
Harris and Za’niyah Harris; her siblings: Alvena 
Davis,  Lonell Hayes; nieces: Kawana Smalls and 
Tammie Davis.

	 Preceded her death: her parents, Flossie 
Chisolm and Joseph Hayes; her husband, William 
Calvin Caines (passed away March 18, 2009); her 
daughter, Doris Louise; her granddaughter, Nikia 
Jones and her pet, Pebbles.

The Window
Poem by Michaela

She stares out the window every evening,
Sitting in her favorite wooden chair, 

Wrapped in shadows,
She looks through the broken blinds, 

Lines framing her wistful eyes.

She stares out the window
As leaves fall from pine, 
Remembering the time

When she wore shiny akoya pearls, 
Silky curls once resting upon her head-  lips red 

Kissed by unforgotten warmth.

She stares out the window
At the heavenly clouds above,

Still touched by the fading light of the sun’s love.

She rests by the window, 
Her back lying against her wooden chair-

Air escapes her lungs...

Eyelids grow tired… 
...closed eyes in the moonlight.

The window opens up 
Its arms to welcome ​life.


