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I live, and 1 want the prayers of all God's children.

I can't say any more at this time ; but, I remain your
dear husband, till death, THOMAS JONES.

P. S.—Dear wife, I want you to make out that you
don't like New York. When you write to me you
must say so. Do mind how you write.

The next letter was written before I had received

any certain intelligence of my wife's arrival at New
York.

Wilmington, N. C, July 17, 1849.

Mr DEAR Wipe—I write to tell you I am well, and
I hope these few lines will find you and the children

well. I long to see you all one time more. Do pray
for me, that God may help me to get to yoi? all. Do
ask sister to pray the Lord to help me. I will trust

in God, for I know that He is my friend, and He ivifi

help me. My dear wife, tell my children I say they
must be good till I see them once more. Do give my
love to Brother R. H. Cousins, and tell him I hope to

meet him in two or three weeks from now. Then I

can tell him all I want to say to him. Tell Sister

Chavii I say, do not come back to this place till! I

come. Her husband say he want her to stay, and he
will come on soon. My dear wife, I Avant you to do
the best you can til) I come. I will come as soon as

T can. You and sister Chavis must live together, for

you went together, and you must try to stay together.

Do give my love to sister Johnston and husband, and
all of my friends. Ask them all to pray for me, that

God may be with me in all that T do to meet you all

one time more. My dear wife, you know how I told

you, yon must mind how you write your letters. You
must not forget to write as if you did not like New
York, and that you will come home soon. You know
what I told you to do, and now you must not forget

it, when you write. I will send you some money in

my next letter. I have not sold my houses yet, and
if I can't sell, I will leave them all, and come to you
and the children. I will trust in that God who can
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