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Dear :ady;

I am sending you a” ¢an of bemax I have bn t opemed,
having found what T like better,
And now that I am speaking to you a ‘moment I can't keep

form talking about the lgst John Hay Lincoln book, Lincoln & the &
gf:?l War, in Diariles and letters etc,

T supndse you have probably handled the whole lot of the originalg
and 1t 1s a long time since I read the Nicolay & ?ay book-= now T will
have to read 1t again; maybe I can"get®the matter better now-- I howe
I am a bit bigger now myself, but certainly I never before got suchan
overwhelmning sense of how'over 11fe‘;sise , of how like a creature o
a bigger race than merely human;wéé Iincoln, Only Jesus eVégrbefore,
loomed 1ike that before on ny 1little horrizon,

Maybe that showsthqw much little things tell 1ittle folk, for the H
historical stuff went in the other book of course.

Then I am comforted to think how singularly , incredlbly fortunde
that Atlas of a tormented man was in having Hay for such intimate
usefulness, such a lad and such a wroshipper.;%e geems S0 clear-
headed in the way he feels the Tycoon is more than life-size.

And he loves his stories and simplicities!

But he did not know what he had heard at @ettysburg, tho he cane
a 8hade nearer than anyone else on record,
Lady Minerva, the proudest boast of my life, made in arrogant
confidence, is that I would! I would have known the immortality of

those immortal words. I have some foundation for that cheek,

»



superior
There 18 my one/pure-heartedness, '"hich reminds me that my Ino, whom

I always kn§§§,;§v§$ israre vintage, has been put in thet GrandCenteel
grt gchool umRerxaxkaxxkEr among professionals wdrking under a teachr
who 1s fit for his Job-=- skipping years of drill.

That 1S part of what is making me so unjustiafiably garrflous
wnen I happen to hove begun writing a note,

And there 1s stlll something I have to get off:
backdtitching to the ?ay book 3 one insignificant note records
Spent the eveningat the theatre with ‘resident, lrs.L” ,Mrs Hunter,
fameron and Nicolay. J Wilkes Booth was doing the Larple Reart,

] Rather tame than otherwise,
That is Nov 9 1863,

I will not try to conceal that with an unbecoming recurrance of
the tome of a literary adviser I think you as a historical Minerva
may have forgotten all about that entray, being intent on matters
of pith and moment 2nd not being as much interested %X --moved--
the meaningless may be.,
by Xxx4s more trivial reople ZraxxSelah.

i) ft is time I sald I am

Hunbly yours,

V.R.,




