
[1937-11-13; typed letter from Charlotte to “Uncle Joe”, envelope postmarked Corinna, 
Maine:]             November 13, 1937 

Dear “Uncle Joe”, 
  It was nice to hear from you.   I had thought that I was osratized[sic] from 
your domain.   However, I was most sorry to hear about your brother.   All 
this fall I have been having the Boston Herald.   For a few days during the 
last part of September I did not have it.   Doubtlessly all this occurred just 
when I did not have my source of information of the outside world.   I always 
do read the obituaries, too.   I do hope that by now that some of the sorrow 
has past and that you are feeling more consoled.   No matter how much or 
how often that everyone has to go away it does not ease our sorrow when 
out loved ones do depart. 
  I suppose rightfully I ought to rave on how very much I like this position.   
But, I can’t.   There isn’t a day but what I wish I were somewhere; I do not 
like teaching and cannot persuade myself that I do.   Maybe someday I will 
find just the position that I have wanted and for which I am more fitted by 
nature.   As it is I can’t put my finger on any one thing that I dislike really.   
The situation is – I guess, I am not content.   It is so quiet here.   I do not 
like the great activity, but I do kick myself for coming to a place where I can 
not attend a movie if I so choose.   I guess I haven’t reached the point where 
I want a docile life all the time! 
  It is nice of you, as usual, to be sending me and [page] and my family a 
turkey.   They are always so delicious.   I do no know whether the family 
who ordered one from you last year will this or not.   My sister has a 
position in Boston.   Isn’t that getting ahead of your sister!   I heard on the 
radio that the crop of turkeys is 10 per cent less this year.   That ought to be 
of help to you. 
  I saw by the papers that Cape Cod will probably have no billboards, 
except on the premises where the goods are sold.   Hats off, says I, to 
progressive Cape Cod! 
  This typewriter belongs to the people with whom I stay.   They are very 
nice to me.   So really here, I am quite content. 
  I am doing a bad thing by sending this letter – a mixture of paper and 
envelope.   The envelopes to this paper were used up a long time ago.   I 
could send for more, but I have decided not to.   Why, must a typewriter not 
space when it should! 

Let me hear from you soon, so that I may know how you getting along.   I 
never hear from the Buschmanns. Yours sincerely, 

Charlotte 
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