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January 28, 1865

Dear husband I sent myself this dark sloudy evening to write you
a few lines to let you know that we are as well as common and I hope
these lines will ocome safe to hand and find yon in good heglth. I
have nothing of any importance to write to you as I dont gee anything
nor haear snythinzg, I dont know mmeh only about my own affairs,
Tires are pretty much ss thay were when youn left homs, hard enough
you know, It is very healthy here this winter considering te changes
of weather. 014 John Waddle frose to death the other knight tho he
wag drunk. I heard thet Jos Carmicle an wifa were both dead
They ie gaﬁe after their babe, I am dons handling to-
bacoo. T;oro 18 none sold yet, mome are offéring 7 or 8 and some
an 12, I so0ld 52 bushels of corn at one dollar per bu, I will

keep the belance until summer. I have not 20ld them molasses yet
and I believe wont if you ssy not for they are as good as oan be
made here and I would rether plant corn then osne. Clark them
three hogs Just brought 1 hundred dollars end elghty cents. I fed
them all about,é’hundrod bushels of corn. Clark I would give 60
dollers Just to see you without the liberty to speak and I dont know
how I would feel t0 see you come home again dbut I trust in Goéd for
that day to oome., I hope that is not far off. Yeu ocught to see
John st some 0f his antio oapers. He can cut as many ehines ss a
monkey. He i on that littla block and oroases his legs with

a pssoe oOf paper in his hands and reads as big se any body. Our
&}ali is played out that we thought we were going to have.
Johnny will be ths babe until pap comee home tho I think I will wean
him in the spring I wish very ofen that you would come
home. I think Jont sent you a letter the other day. I have got a



good pot of meat and punkin gooking for suppsr. I wish you be here
to help eat it. 1 have a very lonesome time thie winter, I hope mext
will not be mo. You mmet write oftener if you cen for it & now
going on 2 monthe rince I have got & letter., I have wrote several
to you, You must sxcusme wu bad writing for I have hed the sore
eyas, and the chimney 1s not done snd it hac smoked so bad todey
that I can scarcely see how to make a letter. I am spinning flax
now for <. (:’"j,uf;}-u I puet dring my letter to = close. Ko more
at preaant but imin your loving wife until death.
Barbry Esarey
to John C. Esarsy the 24 18;5





