My dear friend
I feel sorry that I have not answered your fascinating letter until so late, I am seizing this opportunity to recompense. Everything here is going on well. I sold the jam jar I had, remember it, now I have a Nash Touring. My shop in brodeo drive has had an increase in cereal sales. I have expanded it so that I can have a large storage house for the cereals. Sheriff Rico Okinawa aided in the expansion; he gave my outtacontrol neighbor a government vacation for being disorderly. 
The old geezer always had brawls with some bible beltee over prohibition. He felt like them bible beltee are responsible for prohibition. The geezer had a lot of debts from his scrimmages, I had to bail him out to get the store. How is Tennessee? Is the town dry? My parents support prohibition. They believe my brother lost his marriage because of the devil’s water, and Sharon Martinez the ravleen. Honestly speaking, the first time I saw the goga, she drove me crazy with her sanita. I guess the charm stuck with my brother. 
Well, down here, every day feels like Sunday since the town went dry. I miss the dry scotch soothing my throat curtesy of the weary day. I grow nostalgic each passing day wishing to hear the old geezers shouting “one more.” I have been told by Dave my neighbor from Colorado, there’s a smokeasy in their town. I intend to drive there since back here all they do is serve Coca-Cola. I can’t believe they have subpoenaed Martini and old Manhattan.
Say- you remember Maryanne Claire, Lieut. Jacobs’s sister is from Colorado. Well, the siglemic indeed has a good laughing gear as you had once said. I guess that’s why am stuck with her. We are planning to marry next summer. My young brother Oliver says that my new Nash Touring was a hey girl! 
Homeslice how is your business doing? It ought to be much better since we are almost in spring. I do know these hard economic times cannot shatter your fighting spirit. I remember on the front, you always pushed on regardless of the odds. I do wish you success in the shop and can’t wait to see you at my wedding.
Sincerely Your Friend
Kevin Rupert
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