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Edited to enhance readability. Added notes are fifalicized-bracketed).
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Bowling Green, Kentucky
Company B, 23td Regiment, Michigan Invantry, Nov 16 ‘62

Dear Father,

As | have plenty of time | will write you a few lines to let you know that |
have not forgotten you. Well, perhaps you would like to know how | like
soldiering. Well, it is pretty hard business for a man that is not pretty tough. |
stand first rate and like it very well and am not sorry that | enlisted. Yet all a man
has to do is tend to his duty and he can get along well enough and see a great
deal. Besides, it is well worth a campaign
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to see the country and people. | have seen some of most splendid country that |
ever saw and as poor and broken as Pennsylvania. The people are not much to
brag of, nor never will be as long as they are surrounded with Negroes. And
another thing, they are too lazy to amount to any certain sum. The n------ do the
work and they look on or set in the shade, and the n------ support them in the
indolence. Everything is going to ruin. Fences are tumbling down and tools lay
around just where they got done with them last, and there they lay until they want
them again next year. No barns or stables
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ever adorn their farms, nor much of any fruit trees. At any rate it does not look
like a Michigan farmer’s home, for they never repair anything. Anything once
done, that is the end of it, and the n------ are a slow lazy set of beings, care for
nothing but the present. | doubt the whole set amounts to much. When | get
home | will tell you more than | can write. We have taken some prisoners several
times, and they look like anything but soldiers, and expressed their willingness to
return to their allegiance to the United States, for their case they say is hopeless.
| send this with Susan’s letter and save a stamp. Answer soon.

From Your Son, D. D. Keeler

{Page 4.}
{A printed copy of the lyrics of “The Star Spangled Banner”}
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~ "5! sny, can you ree by the dawn's carly light,

_ The Star-Sp#hgled Banner.

What so proudly we hail'd at the twilight's lust gleaming,
Whose broad stripes and bright stars through'the perilous fight,
O’or the ramparts wa watehed were so gallantly streaming ;

N e \%:1& the rocket’s red glares;the bombs bursting in air, »
(&

ve proof through the nii#it that our flag was still there!
0] say, does that Star-Spangled Banuer still wave
O'er the Jand of the free and the homeof the brave.

On the shore, diwly seen through the wist of the deep,
Where the foe's hanghty host in dreud silence reposes, -

What is that which the breeze oler the towering steep,

* As it fithully Llows, lialf conceals, half discloses?

Now it catches the gleam of the morning's first beam,
Infull glory reflected now shines i the stream;

*Pis the Star-Spangled Banner, O! Jong may it wave

Qler the land of thie free snd the lLome of the bravel

And where is the baad who =0 vauntingly swore
That the havos of wir and the battle's confusion
A homeand a country woulddeave ms noanorejs gt

N

Their blood has wiped vut their foul footstei)sﬂfpollht'ib:,' 2 4

No refuge could save the hireling gud slave

¥rom the terrorgf light or tlic_g‘llﬁu of the grave;

And the Star-Spangled Bauner in flumph doth wave
O'er thoJand of thedree and the home of the brave! -

0! thus be it ever when frecmen ghatl stand
Botweew their laved howes and war's desolatiou:
Bless'd with victory apd peace. may the heiven-rescued Jand
Praise the power that hath wade and preserved us a nation;
Then conqiter wa must, when our cause it is just, %
And this be our wmotto—:Tn God is our trast!” '
And the Star-Spanghed Bauuer in triumph shall wave
" OVer the land of the free and the home of the brave!
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