
Minnesota Territory. 

Fort Snelling.  Jan. 5. 1857. 

Rev & dear Brother; 

  Your affectionate, interesting, and good long letter came this morning; and to convince 

you of the pleasure it has given me, I devote the evening in thanking you for it.  It seems, indeed, a long 

time, when I look back, since I heard from you, and I am glad you have so poor an excuse for your long 

silence. 
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and that sickness forms no part of it.  Time with me also, flies on rapid and merciless(?) wing, and I 

hardly take note of it, except when I compare the dates of the letters of some of my friends.  But the 

many years that have passed over my head admonish me that few remain to enjoyed.  Regrets, 

however, if I was disposed to indulge in them, would be unavailing.  You will be sorry to learn, that for 

more than 
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three months, I have been almost entirely confined to my quarters, enjoying, as Dr. Johnson said, when 

he had the gout, “all the dignity of lameness.”  My general health, however, has not in the least suffered 

(?) the confinement.  While riding through St. Paul ion(?) the night with a friend, where I had been on 

church affairs, something about the harness gave way, and the horse became unmanageable.  In order 

to (?) as I supposed at the time, and still 
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suppose, and with the old proverb – “stick to the ship” – in my mind, I jumped overboard.  In doing so, 

however, I did not jump far enough, owing to my old infirmity, and one of the wheels of the buggy 

struck the knee of my sound leg, broke the small bone below, and otherwise injured the whole 

machinery of that important joint.  I have endeavoured to bear the pain and suffering consequem upon 

this quidem, with what patience and philosophy 

 

[the rest of the letter is missing] 


