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My dear father, 

 It was delightful to receive a letter from you.  After so long a silence a charming recital of 

your travels was most interesting.  What a perfect time you must have had.  I am truly glad 

however to have you back in this country safe and sound. 

 Do you know dear that from your letter I discover that you and I were in New York at the 

same time. [sic]   How I wish I had known it, for I would so have enjoyed seeing you. 

I did not see the boys except Rob for a moment at Jersey City.  It was rather singular that 

he and I should have been over there on the same mission seeing someone off on a train and 

should have met for a moment only.  I had just arrived with my party from Boston -and had 

hurried across town from 42nd Street over to Jersey City to put my maid and little dog on a train 

for Philadelphia I ran into Rob.  He had only a moment to spare me but told me that he and 

Reggie would leave town the next day for over Sunday.  I did not see them.  I only wish he had 

had time to tell me you were there – perhaps you had not then arrived as it was the 24th of Sept-_ 

Ive [sic] had a delightful time in New York.  Mr. and Mrs. Ewing joined us there, and in 

spite of very bad weather Ive [sic] we had many pleasures. 

They are still with us out here in the country, but they leave us in a few days taking our 

little girls with them.   

My news from Jack is not very pleasant, as he is stationed at the camp- where they are 

very hostile in and around Camp Vicars.  I presume you have seen in the papers accounts of 

work Capt. Pershing began on the 18th of Sept.  He captured five or six Inoro forts without any 

loss of life on our side but about twenty five [sic] Inoros killed.  Of course any such locality is 

very dangerous.  In my last letter from dear Jack, which was posted in July and I received it 

about the middle of Sept, he wrote me of how very hostile the natives were and how very 

dangerous it was to venture beyond camp, etc., etc. and also of the terrible Typhodus they had 

had, and of a tornado that came suddenly one day when he and his great friend Capt. Pershing  
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were at luncheon in a shack it came without warning , took them up as if they were scraps of 

paper and hurled them through the side of the shack for forty feet into a [?].   They were not 

injured fortunately but dreadfully shaken up.  Jack wrote that the destruction to property was 

very great.  He also said that the climate is vastly different form Yaurboaugo – so cold – that  he 

wears heavy underwear and his heavy military coat and at night uses many blankets, 

I believe that Jack is delighted at the experiences he is having now for he loves activity.  

He regrets however the pleasant home life he gave up when he was ordered from Yaurboaugo, 

where he returned from this country to his old post.  He found that Mrs. Peetit and the two 

children had joined the Col., and they insisted on his making his home with them.  So of course 

he did, and he wrote me how kind they all were to him. 

I envy them having my boy with them, this separation is very trying.  What do you think 

the chances are for something permanent for Jack. [sic]  I cannot.  You and I get him some 

position under the Government.  Help me dear.  Let us see what we can do about it.  

Write me often dear and when I hear from Jack I will send you an account of him.  My 

letters from him are not very numerous.  I think many of them are lost. 

 Goodbye dear.  So glad you are move and so well. 

     Yours most affectionately,   

      Alice Hoyt Henry – 

October 7th 1902. 

Father dear, are you not shocked at the trouble that has come to poor Henry Baudall. [sic]  

I do feel so sorry for him. . Wont [sic] you write anything you may hear from his family. [sic] 

I did not have an opportunity to seeing him while in New York. He has my sincere 

sympathy.  I knew he was making a mistake when he married but do not quote me please dear.  

Since the marriage I have been told many things, and last winter when I saw Henry I discovered 

he was not happy but of course not a word was said.  His wife I did not see, she was absent from 

[Lordu?].  Wont [sic] you write me what his sisters say. [sic]  I just know Henry is not [?] 
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