
                               is the twentieth 
                              letters. Mother 
                              heard from Gus, at 
                            three called up yesterday 
                         me that I need not 
                    write to the Commanding officer 
at the camp. As I imagined, Gus 
was very busy. He likes it down 
there a great deal, and hopes to 
be able to finish the course. 
        I want to study for a while 
this morning so bye-bye, dear. 
               Always your lovingly, 
                         Lessie.    XXXXXX 
  



                                Saturday Evening 

                                  March 23rd, 1918 

                                         74th letter 
 
Darling boy, 
              Just as I had 
sealed your letter yesterday 
Georgiana telephoned. She 
told me that she had not 
had a chance to look at our 
lesson and of course wouldn’t 
be able to hear me recite. She 
wanted to see Mother Schmon and 
asked me to meet her down 
town, to have afternoon tea. 
I called for her at the school 
at three fifteen and we had 
a very pleasant afternoon to- 
gether. 
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But to go back to the morn- 
ing – A few minutes after 
I had been talking with 
Georgiana, the bell rang. 
I went down to the door, 
and there stood a Western 
Union boy. He handed 
me a telegram and told 
me to sign. The only thing 
that entered my head 
was that something had 
happened to you, and it 
was all I could do to 
hold the pencil in my 
hand; all power had left 
my body. I was so dazed 
that when I did finally 
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sign and hand the paper 
back to him instead of 
putting it in his hand, I 
unconsciously dropped 
it on the floor. Then I 
staggered into the dinning- 
room where Mother was 
sitting and said, “Please 
read this. I can’t!” She 
tore it open, during which 
time every thing turned 
black and the room seemed 
to be making three hundred 
revolutions a second – and 
read, greetings. Prosperity; 
Feeling fine. Schmon. Of 
course it was a big relief 
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but the fright put me in 
such an awful state, that 
I cried for an hour and 
felt weak the rest of the 
day. You were a darling 
to send me that lovely 
birthday greeting. It was 
only seventeen days late, 
but people will lose their 
diaries!!!!???? Never 
mind, dearest, I appreciated 
it just the same, and “mieux 
vant tard que jamais”. you 
know.  
       Sister and I have been 
shopping in New York to-day 
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We left here at eight thirty 
this morning and didn’t 
return until seven. We 
went from store to store, 
just getting an idea of 
the styles and occasionally 
making a purchase. 
Had luncheon at “Brown’s 
Chop House.” It is opposite 
the Metropolitan Opera 
House on Broadway. 
Have you ever been there, 
dear? 
      I expect to study French 
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most of to-morrow and 
in the evening, go up to 
my little Church, alone. 
Monday afternoon I 
shall spend at Ruth 
Rutan’s, and go around to 
Mother Schmon’s from 
there like last Monday. 
Tuesday I am going to 

take my bandages (the 75 that I mentioned in my last) down 
to the Red Cross rooms, 
and get a lot more 
material. Shall also 
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bring home some slings, 
eye guards, and compresses 
to work on. 
       Received a nice letter 
from Gus to-day. Now that  
the beautiful spring is 
here, he is doing a great 

deal of outdoor track work, which 
he thoroughly enjoys. He 
sent “the Kernal” his best. 
       Boo! Hoo! I wish that 
I had heard from my Artie, 
too, to-day. My last letter 
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came two weeks ago, and 
I feel so blue when I have 
to wait so long. Of course 
the cablegram alleviated 

them (the blues) a lot, but it wasn’t 
my sweethearts’ own hand 
writing and, didn’t contain 
the love messages that I 
long so much to hear. 
I do hope that some mail will 
come Monday!!!!!!! 
      Mrs. Robinson called 
me up last evening. We 
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had a nice little (?) chat, 
which lasted over a half 
hour. 
        Martha also telephoned 
me. They have not 
received an answer to their 
cablegram, and they are 
quite anxious about it. 
I think it is strange that 
Harold hasn’t sent them 
one. He must certainly 
know that they have been 
notified from Washington, 
and are terribly worried. 
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Please, honey, if you 
should ever meet with 
a slight accident, if 
there is any possible way, 
send us a cable to ease 
our anxiety a bit. 
       Well, this is quite a 
lengthy missive for a  
sleepy, little “gink.” What 
say? But before my head 
is over on the table, will  
stop. 
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Good-night, beloved 
darling. 
         Love, hugs, kisses and 
                                  Myself. 


