
HENRY COWELL 
 
Dear friend,  
 
I hope all is not lost in our absence of corresponding. But I am writing to you in confidence 
regarding a peculiar situation I encountered. 
 
I successfully performed the standard water treatment on patient, Iris Dunleavy. Although 
you know that I have had prior success with behavior modification as an outcome, this 
particular patient proved resistant and even aggressively outspoken about it’s supposed 
ineffectiveness.  
 
I have never encountered this type of reaction from anyone, much less a woman. During the 
post-interview she became verbally demonstrative even daring to raise her voice amongst a 
medical professional such as myself. I know that lunacy causes females to dream about 
outlandish things such as voting, but her vile disrespect for my authority is baffling.  
 
There is something, for lack of a better word, that intrigues me about her. As you know my 
water treatment has been heralded as the reason former patients can go back to their lives as 
wives. Perhaps a modified approach to this treatment is needed and any advice you could 
bestow would be appreciated.  
 
Well wishes, 
 
Henry Cowell   
 
(Kathy, the intention of this letter is to illustrate a few themes about the book: the 
brash/unapologetic treatment of the mentally ill, women’s role during the era and the 
prevalence of pseudo-science. Also foreshadowing doctor’s affection to Iris) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
AMBROSE WELLER 
 
Dear Father, 
 
The thoughts of war still haunt me. They won’t leave me alone, nagging my slumber and 
somehow always managing to find a way into my head even when I fill them with normal 
thoughts. 
 
But I’m trying to write for resolution. Doctor Cowell has suggested that I think of the color 
blue when I’m having a fit. Skies, birds, textiles, the water…He says it has a calming effect on 
the mind. He seems to think it will save me. 
 
What seems to also be comforting is the company of a fellow patient named Iris. She’s not a 
particularly challenging foe at checkers, but she welcomes my cries with an open ear. I can’t 
put my finger on it, but somehow my flashbacks seem less gnawing when she’s around.  
 
Doctor Cowell is not so certain though.  According to him women are a distraction and a 
hindrance to my healing process. Maybe I simply won’t tell him anymore. It’s been awhile 
since I’ve had someone to talk to like that, not since Seth anyway. 
 
Don’t worry about me Father, I’ll write again soon. 
 
 
Regards,  
 
Ambrose  
 
(The intention of this letter is to allude to Ambrose’s haunted past. Also suggests Dr. 
Cowell’s role in his life. Hints at blue motif and Dr.’s manipulation of Iris and Ambrose 
relationship for his own benefit. Foreshadows role of Seth in Ambrose’s life.) 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
 
IRIS DUNLEAVY 
 
Dear Father, 
 
It is uncertain whether this letter will reach Winchester, but I can only hope for my sanity 
that it does.  
  
The ocean stretches itself outward from the white sand, reaching for the seemingly endless 
clear blue sky. I watch through the bars of my bedroom as the waves pull back into that deep 
blue expanse, wishing I could escape as easily as they seem to. How can a place otherwise so 
vast and beautiful be so confining?  
 
Father, I know I am not crazy, and yet Dr. Cowell stands adamant in his diagnosis, citing my 
supposed lunacy as a means for his cure. Although, it feels unjust to refer to this particular 
practice as a cure. Instead, it is a punishment. For all my defiance, I have suffered the ruthless 
attempts at healing by the doctor. The horrors inflicted upon me are something I wish no 
other person to experience, however, I know my wish goes unheard as a woman is currently 
shouting in pain only down the hall. This is not treatment, but torture.  
 
For all the pain that surrounds me on this island, I have found solace in another patient by the 
name of Ambrose. Despite the warnings I have received from other patients, I know his soul 
is kind and he reminds me of a childhood I thought I had all but forgotten. Time and again I 
have imagined the two of you meeting. I know you would like him, Father.  
 
I hope I might write you again soon, although I fear I may not afford such luxury in the 
future. Pray for us. 
 
Love, Iris 
 
(This letter ties in third part of the triangle, gives opposing views on prior letters) 
 
 


