DERE MABLE

The Captin appresheates me though. The
other day he watched me work awhile and then
he says “Smith.” He calls me Smith now. We
got very friendly since I been nice to him. I
noticed none of the other fellos had much to say
to him. T felt kind of sorry for him. Hes a
human bein even if he is a Captin, Mable. So
every time I saw him I used to stop him and talk
to him. Democratic. Thats me all over, Mable.
“Smith" he says “If they was all like you round
here war would be hell, no joke.” By which he
meant that we would make it hot for the Boshes.

[ been feelin awful sorry for you, Mable.
What with missin me and your fathers liver gone
back on him again things must have been awful
lonesome for you. It isnt as if you was a girl
what had a lot of fellos hangin round all the time.
Not that you couldnt have em, Mable, but you
dont an theres no use makin no bones about it.
If it hadnt been for me I guess things would have
been pretty stupid though I dont begrudge you
a sent. You know how I am with my money. [
guess you ought to anyway. Eh, Mable? Never
talk of money matters in connexun with a wo-
man. Thats me all over.

Now I got started an found a fountin pen an
the Y.M.C.A. givin away paper like it does
Im goin to rite you regular. They say there
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