












            Weston, Sep 21st 1854
 
My Dearest Agnes,

            You can not imagine how much pleasure we all had upon receipt of your letters last 
evening.  I also received one from each of the dear girls.  How often do I think of their many 
many kindnesses to me last summer.  I shall never forget it.  Dear Agnes, you must have been 
very homesick.  How I wish we were together, we never have been as much separated before, 
and I miss you terribly.  I hope you are contented in Paris.  I don’t know what to do.  I want to be 
with you, but if I go to Europe I shall not be able to go to San Francisco for a year from now.  I 
have been a way now nearly two years and my presence there is required very much.  An old 
Spanish saying and a true one “el ojo de amo, si encgourda el Caballo” [the eye of the master 
fattens the horse], and if I should go and find I am getting well I can send for you so that you can 
come out next year.  

By that time the rail road will be done and the journey will be that of a pleasure trip.  They have 
all fine 1st class steamers on both sides now.  This side to Aspinwall the “North Star,” the 
steamer your father so much admired as we were going into our wharf in New York when we 
came from Boston, the “Geo. Law,” and “Illinois” - On the other side in connection with these are 
the Golden Gate, Golden Era (new and splendid), Sonora (new), and John L. Stephens (new).  I 
am undecided what to do since receiving your letter Agnes.  I want to be with you, and I ought to 
be in San Francisco.  I must determine soon before the end of the month.  Dear little Willie.   
What would I not give to see him. Give him lots of love for me.

You asked me in yours to eat a pear for you.  I went in town yesterday for some pears and 
peaches for dessert today.  Some splendid large juicy pears have been sent.  I will eat one for 
you today.  I wish Dear Agnes you were here to eat some for yourself.  It is very cold this 
morning.  Last night there was quite a heavy frost.  This weather will drive me in town.  I shall 
stay at any rate through this month and perhaps a week of October but not longer.  The country 
looks beautiful now.  Tell your father I wish he was here to eat some of the apples; I had no idea 
this place had so many on it.  Mr. Cutter is making of cider.  We have had some new cider three 
or 4 times.  It is very nice.  So sweet.  How the girls would like it.  You can drink a gallon without 
it having any effect on you.  It’s just made and he sells it at a veal (?) a gallon.  They are making 
it every day so whenever we want it, we get it fresh and new before it has fermented.  I dare not 
drink much.  Geo. is very fond of it.  So is Lucy and Sister Lucy.  I would give any thing if Julia 
and Sarah could have some.   

Last evening while we were at tea a knock was heard at the door.  The waiter went and brought 
in one of the most beautiful dishes of flowers you ever saw with Mr. Bowditch’s compliments to 
Mr. Howard.  Among these were some sweet pea.  I send enclosed two or three to remind you 
of California where I wish we were.  You speak of your papa often speaking about economy and 
whenever you want him to go to the theatre or opera you will always have to furnish tickets and 
if you go out together you will find he never has any money with him, but you must not allow 
yourself to have it put on too strong.  If you find your papa is put to extra expense on your a/c 
you must make it up to him and, above all Agnes, if you are not comfortable try hard to make 
yourself so in the society of your sisters.  I think you can be happy.  Study hard the piano.  
Remember I want you to excel everyone, you can if you like, you have the style power and 
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taste, all you want is application.  I expect letters from you next week where I shall learn how 
you are situated and if you are contented.  

Take good care of my dear little Willie.  Don’t let him get sick for the world – tell Julia and Sarah 
I will write to them before long.  I am so much obliged to them for their letters and for their 
kindness and care when (?) they took of you and Willie on the passage out.  It is just about 
breakfast time and, as I must send this to the depot before mail closes, I must bid you goodbye.  
Mr. Wilde and Geo. left Boston for New York last evening.  I send this to New York so that he 
may take it.  He leaves on Saturday.   Love to all and kiss Willie a hundred times for me.  
Caroline sends her love to you all and a kiss for Willie.
            

 Your aff. Husband,
            W.D.M. Howard

Don’t show this to anyone


