








                                                                                                     12 May 1854 (or 1853?)
My Dear Agnes,

            I will write you a few lines – get settled as soon as you can and I will send you either one or both 
of your sisters to help you to nurse and amuse Howard – I shall when I get the next remittance leave this 
and go and receive Alfred whose holiday commences 15 June.  I think I shall remain the summer in a 
cottage in Wales until I find what you and Howard are going to do – I think of Wales because it so so 
cheap – I should stay here, but the climate is bilious and does not agree with any of us.  Sarah is and has 
been very delicate and Mama also suffers from her old complaint here and I am getting signs of some 
head affections – which is beginning to seriously alarm me tho I say nothing because it is no use.  

I require an active life and some excitement and have had much uneasiness (?) over poor Howard and 
your account.  If any thing happened [to] him, after you, I should feel it most – my property in California 
would go to the dogs – for where could I hope to find two Howards – I feel I ought to try and commence 
doing something for myself, but I am fit for nothing I fear but my profession or farming –  and farming in 
England is out of the question. Even in my profession I should have to compete with an overplus of 
younger and more active men and have to begin at the foot of the ladder, after having been before at the 
top.  In California this would not be the case for there I am much known – and respected – here I should 
be suspected – I cannot make up my mind, my dear child, not to see you this coming winter, and if you 
cannot then come to Europe, why, we must try and come over and pass the winter in a little cottage near 
you  -- I shall have to return ??? to California and should like to go with Howard when he goes.  You could 
stay (?)  with Mama and the girls – you would have a very pleasant time of it and you would be much the 
better of a little change.  

I am half sorry to take the family from here, as they would get so much fine fruit—but there is first of all my 
mind preying on itself here and nothing to do but look on . . I feel symptoms that as a physician I should 
not despise.  Then there is Mama constantly ill (?) and Sarah who requires some change – Alfred too, 
poor boy, wants a little liberty and all this they would have in a bathing place in Wales, at least during the 
holidays.  

Then when he goes back God only knows where we shall go. It will so much depend, dear Agnes, on 
Howard’s state of health and where he may resolve to pass the winter in – My advice would be the South 
of Europe where he could get restored to strength and flesh.  Then he and I would go out to California 
leaving you all to have a little fun to yourselves to comfort you whilst away – poor dear darling Willie. Not 
one word of him in the last letter – I hope he does not forget me – about the girls I can say little.  Julia is 
the pet of all the house keepers and teachers – Sarah of the young ladies. Young men – I know nothing 
of.  I cannot make acquaintances if they were never to get a husband – I can’t help a certain dislike to 
society (?) – it frets and vexes me, but I cannot help it – it is like hydrophobia in the patient – so they must 
work their sweetness on the desert air until they see you and Howard is once more himself.

This, dear Agnes, is, I know, a very rambling letter, but I am not, my dear child, well enough to do more 
than just write down each idea as it comes.  Don’t show it to any one but ???, dearest Agnes, after this 
and ??? and Willie for ???

Yours affectionately, 
J H Poett

Transcript of a letter from Dr. Joseph Henry Poett to his married daughter Agnes P. Howard, 1854 (or 
possibly 1853). Some punctuation and paragraph breaks have been added to aid in readability.




