
DEAR ENEMY 31,

Jt
pretty thoroughly now, and thtt mcaiu that I aa't

be aiwtyt laughing.

I Irnow thii U another beaitly uncheerful letter,—
at bad at the latt, and nuiybe worte,— but if you knew
what we've jutt been through! A boy— tixteen—
of unspeakable heredity hat nearly poisoned himtelf
with a disgusting mixture of alcohol and witch-haiel.
We have been working three days over him, and are
just sure now that he is going to recuperate sufficiently
to do It a^inl " It 't a gude warld, but they 're Ul
that 'a in 't"

Please excuse that Scotch— it slipped out. Please
excuse everything.

Salue.


