December 1, 1943

Foggia, Italy

Dear Mick,
In the past 3 days I got 3 letters from you which you can try to figure out
yourself. As usual the 1st one came last. You wrote to me about Sara going to
Miami and so did she. But she gives me the impression that she intends to
stay for a while. Is that the story or am I wrong?
I got two packages from Edna in the past 3 days. One of 'em was a shaving
set, which was very nice, but which I will probably bring home with me, I
have so much of it, and the other was a tin of nice candy. I'd sure like to send
her some thing but there just ain't a damn thing over here. You've got to be
really lucky to find some thing.
I don't know where all my mail is going that you're not getting it. I wrote you
I was in Italy a long time ago. It ain't a damn thing to brag about any how.
We're living in tents and its cold as hell. We live about a hundred yards away
from a barn and it stinks like hell. We even eat in a barn that we cleaned out.
There ain't a damn thing here that I've seen that I would trade for any part of
Dover Street.
So Jake is going to be a Pappa? Any thing is liable to happen now. I figured
him to be one of the best gold bricks in the army. If he ever gets over here I
guess he'll really moan.
So you're still sweating out the sea? If there is any thing you can do about it,
take my advice and stay ashore. That Battle of Portsmouth ain't a glorious
one but its a lot more comfortable than the one over here. Here, there ain't no
beer either.
Hymie

Dover Street, Baltimore today, looking past the Babe Ruth Museum on corner.

