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Letter from a Girl to her Sweetheart in the Army.
WrenTHAM, Juse 1, 1777
Duar 1.ovE—These lines arc to inform youthat I °
am well—hope you will write to me every time you
can—I long to hear from you—I am concerned
about you—I was afraid you ‘was ded—cause I
dreme bad dremes bout you last week—but I hape
youll behave well—I herd the sodgers were wicked
that'they did sware and git drunk—and that there
was @ great many bad gals in the army—Dont
forgit o‘u‘i have ' sole to save—Im fraid youve
most forgot me=you must trust in him who is abel
to save you as H‘Eﬁﬁi@.‘aﬁhen you was watring flax
and slipt in overyoueshed—NMother says she hopes
e you wont leeve though yout dont com and see me— _
’ 0 m;mg' Gt A} John cp:-alt? see MG ! _P'Iﬂ:‘__’.ille-r__,:”]j”ksI better
O where have you been roaming ! : stay with him—ocause-y EeanLcone and see me—
Good morning, Gossip Jones, but you told me you wod'nt go ‘and see any body
O where have you been roaming ? else—I always thot we should have one another
:; ve got for you, for you, for you, else I wod'nt let you smugele as you use to some-
A Imd;:ny;"::h gc}r b};t{;gl\ :’g;s}:oé,olg{p}'f;g;ws. times—II.\nG fr!aid yqull_ forgit what you premised
¢ _ When_)‘fgg-ﬁrst com to see me—jyou must com home
”I{ii'{;c;‘-h“i s:'a”m"""dj 53“"? as 500n'as your time is out—else T will stay with
Anlr? :lhoe ;10::':1: ;;r:L i‘;li Sf (his ts. Hin il John next time he coms—Father sines to live with
Of her ta ha hail, her ta ha hail, Gossip Jones. || + Mr.8—— next winter—I shali lie all alone—dont
And split her rump asundér, Gossip Jones. let any body see this letter—I have not got any
My bonny cow has calved, nuse to rite only my goard grows fast—I wish you
Down in a yonder stable, was home so we could git cowcumber nites—Ime
;\\T:::dl1;afi15:11r;;?;]ve:tanlfuhi?ahl?qﬁa}r, gqin to -cnrd for Mr. F—'n tonmnrromr—-FgIks
Tax strehe'd s ,heen :lb!é, (“;E)s:sip Tieh thfnk Lieat. R } .s boy will be a fool—Sister
My ghokits 3fe kil Mime has been living at D——m bove a month—
They're full'of suga'r e |l she h‘as had five sparks since ?hc has been there but
And I can’t stop my cor hor hough, she sines to go leave them all in the fall of the year
My eor hor hough, my cor hor hough, if she can—Mother says she must behav well—and
And I can’t stop my coughing, Gossip Jones. she shall be married first—now your gone Ime fraid
To the tavern we’ll all go, she will—I wish you wod write me what you sine
'I'oAtrI:f: ;]r{i:‘:na::;z?}ld't]l!]l SOITOW, to do aboult it—I can get reddy by the fall—Mx.
K dtce soo d‘ulli(r.?rrmr F—on gives me half a dollar a day—Ive got a
: ;
So all my grfefs you know, you know, pare of shifis and fifteen goslins most grown up.

You knéw, you know, you know, you know, So I remain your true friend till deth,
So call azain tomorrow, Gossip Jones. P—o H—n. %E
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