
                                                                               Home, Monday night 
                                                                                       Jan. 21st, 1867 
 
Mr. Mitchell, 
               You don’t deserve a letter from me tonight, that letter to Annie is fresh in 
my mind and you wrote so many mean things about me that you ought not to 
expect a line from me this week. You know I never indulge in a quarrel with you, 
but remain perfectly quiet when I get mad. I might in this case be tempted to 
pursue a different course and try the effect of strong language on you but happily 
for yourself, I am not equal to the task. Am just recovering from another touch of 
chills and fever and feel singularly meek and peaceably disposed. Went out to the 
old Lady’s last Thursday afternoon, was unable to return home ‘till this morning. 
My visit must have conferred much pleasure on the family for I had two chills and 
accompanying fever during my stay, and you know how very interesting a person 
is at that time. The old lady nursed me mighty good. Mr. Corbin (like somebody 
else I  know) made fun of me, while Annie came down and comforted me. She 
spent Saturday and Sunday with me. I have commenced your medicine in earnest, 
and I hope it will break up these old chills, for they are an abomination to me. I 
was mighty glad you didn’t come down Saturday night, for Annie took care of me 
Sunday, and she had some sympathy for me, hadn’t the heart to make fun of me 
and accuse me unjustly. Not once did she whisper “poor hypochondriac”! I would 
not write to you tonight, for I do now certainly feel very slight inclination for any 
kind of exertion, but am afraid to go to sleep for Thaddie has a croupy cough and I 
am much worried about him. Have heard that there was not much danger of croup 
after 12 o’clock, so I wish to keep awake ‘till after that hour. I wrote to sister soon 
after I came up to my room, telling her that I expected to leave for Houston County 
Wednesday week. I hope I shall be well enough to start by that time. If you don’t 
come to see me this week, I’ll stay down the country a long time. As I don’t 
pretend to get mad with you I guess I can treat you with becoming politeness. 
Charlie received a letter from Father the other, he said he would write me a long 
letter in day or two. His message to me was “Tell Co I will do nothing to interfere 
with her plans – my child’s happiness is my own”. Oh, it seemed so good to see 
Father’s handwriting again, but his letter was so unlike the old cheerful, hopeful 
style. Affectionate it certainly was, but sad and touching when he spoke of his own 
misery and desolation. Poor, dear Father. He will never be happy again in this 
world. Come down Saturday night if you can. I want to see you before I go down 
the country. 

Good night, 
As ever,  
Co 


