Dear Sander,

Don’t have much room, but I got your desperate letter and we are going to send you some money.  Say hi to Teddy, the boys, and Mr. Pope for me.  We are currently in Worchester, and its rough traveling on the road here.  Mr. Shakespeare has a broken arm, and I am transcribing his latest play, Love Labor’s Won. We also be held up, but talented Sam scared them off with the plague.  It was funny here, but I guess in London people are dying of it.  I have to go now, were are performing The Taming of the Shrew, Sal is Bianca.  Oh man! 


Always Yours,


Widge
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TO:


Mr. Poe


London





Shakespeare’s Scribe


By: Gary Blackwood








