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Iowa City,
Monday morning, June 4, 1855

Dear Mother,


I have not been quite so negligent of your request to write, as the date of this would seem.  I wrote the 29th but having no opportunity to send it to the office immediately, it was detained until Saturday, when Mr. Calkin took it with two other letters, and put them in his coat pocket intending to go to town with them after he had done his work.  (He is supervisor and was at work on the Dubuque road.)  He hung his coat on the fence, and at night went for it, but it was not to be found; suppose it to have been taken by movers.  You inquire about the health of country, I know of no sickness about here now although there have been three deaths in this neighborhood since I wrote last.  One young lady died with consumption, another lady somewhat advanced in years died with cholera, some say, but the family and others think not; at all events, her death was sudden, was taken sick about 6 in the morning and died about 5 in the afternoon; the other person was one subject to the phthisis, had a fit and left a child but 4 or 5 days old.


We had no snow in May, but on the nights of 8th, 9th, 10th, and 11th had hard frosts which probably killed the fruit.  They injured the garden some, but the cutworms have more since they make such ravages that it discourages me, but I keep trying, perhaps we shall have something yet.  The weather has been very dry, had some fine showers last week.  There was a little frost last night.


We’ve a few apples left yet, but I would have no objections to the privilege of getting at your pile and eating what I wanted once more.  Mother, in my letter that is lost I wrote to Louisa, but will have to wait until some other time before writing again as Mr. Calkin is about ready to start for town, and I prefer sending this as it is hard to wait until some other opportunity for sending it, for I know you will be anxious to hear.  We are all well.

I will just mention what little work I have done since writing before as I like to know about your work and think you may possibly about mine.  


I have made Mr. C one shirt, cut and made him one pair of pants, booted pair socks and cut and made Charles one shirt, one pair of pants and nearly finished a coat besides making several other garments, have colored, worked in the garden, written two letters, had company three times , been away two afternoons and finished all, have done my mending and housework.  


This is a girlish recital, isn’t it?


Mr. C. finished planting corn a week ago.


I make a little butter to sell, from 15 to 20 lbs within a month, from one cow.


But I must stop.  I do not know as you can read what I have written it is so miserably done, but please excuse me.

In very great haste

Orinda
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