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Dear Ogler:

I am still alive, for which I do not thank God, but the Devil.

I am much pleased that your boy has escaped injury. Right opposite
to me lives an o0ld man, now 87, whofought in the ranks and later asg
& non-commissioned officer, in 122 engagements during the four years
of the Civil War; had his clothes many times cut with bullets,
but never had the skin broken. Fate seems to be fate. I wish
to God I had died young instead of living to be o0ld and suffering.

<?i§\secratary Miss Paul, says I have two copies of George B.
Wood?s poem, 80 I will send you one, with a statement regarding it
on the fly leaf. If you want rare books, this book is a rara avis.
Though rarity is liked by many in beef) I would rather be the author
of a book like the last edition of the U. S. Dispensatory , of which
twenty thousand copies were sold before it was out. :

T 1f we had but a President who was & MAN! - Roosevelt would
have settled this thing months ago, but it dees look this morning
a8 1f the country was going to settle it. For 103 years the rules
of the U. S. Senate have been that one man could brevent the taking
of a vote on a subject simply by talking. It is on record that
Senator La Folette some years since talked eighteen hours on a
stretch; then a friend took up the talk; ,and so it went on until
no vote could be taken; but this rule was Yesterday altered so
that the bills to arm American merchantmen will certainly pass into

lawg.

With affectionate regards to your wife. /

B, Ce WOOd.
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