Dere Mable

Love Letters of a Rookie

Dere Mable:

I guess you thought T was dead. Youll never
know how near you was to right.  We got the
tents up at last, though, so I got a minit to rite.
I guess they choose these camps by mail order.
The only place there flat is on the map. Where
our tents is would make a good place for a Rocky
Mountin goat if he didnt break his neck. The
first day the Captin came out an says “Pitch

our tents here.” Then he went to look for some-
y . .
one quick before nyone could ask him how., I
I y
wish I was a ptin. I guess he thought we
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was Alpine CI .crs, Eh, Mable? But you prob-
ably dont know what those are.

Honest, Mable, if 1d put in the work I done
last week on the Panamah Canal it would have
been workin long before it was. Of course there
was a lot of fellos there with me but jt seemed like
all they did was to stand round and hand me
shovels when I wore em out.
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