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help the poor. My dear, don't forget what I told you
to do when you write. You know how I have to do.

Be careful how you write. I hope to be with you
soon, by the help of God. But, above all things, ask

all to pray for me, that God may open the way for me
to come safe. I hope to be with you soon by the help

of the Lord. Tell them if I never come, to go on, and
may God help them to go forth to glorious war. Tell

them to see on the mountain top the standard of God.
Tell them to follow their Captain, and be led to certain

victory. Tell them I can but sing with my latest

breath happy, if I may to the last speak His name,
preach Him to all, and cry, in death, " Behold the

Lamb." Go on, my dear wife, and trust in God for

all things. I remain your husband,
THOMAS JONES.

Before I wrote the next, I received the happy news
that my wife was safe with Brother Cousins.

Wilmington, N. C, July 25, 1849.

My dear Wife—Do tell my children they must be
good children till I come to them ; and you, my dear
wife, must do the best you can, for I don't know how
I will come, but I will do the best I can for you. I

hope God will help me, for, if He don't, 1 don't know
what I will do. My dear wife, I have not sold my
houses yet, but I will do the best I can. If i had
money, I would leave all I have and come, for I know
the Lord will help me. It is for want of money that

I can't come. But I hope, my dear wife, the Lord
will help me out. Tell Brother Cousins I hope he and
all the people of God will pray for me ; and you, my
dear wife, must not forget to pray for me. Ask Bro-
ther Cousins, if he pleases, to put my children to some
•school. Dear wife, you know the white people will

read your letters to me; do mind how you write. No
one but God knows my heart. Do pray for me. I re-

main your husband till death.

THOMAS JONES.
P. S.—My dear wife, I received your letter the 24th


