Dear Mom and Dad,


It was really dark when I first got here, and my group was the first to arrive.  It rained before I had a chance to set up my tent.  Tell Dad that stuff isn’t funny.  


I’m sorry about the hollering as I boarded the bus for camp; and the noise and screaming as it pulled away.  Have Dad and Nadine stopped celebrating, yet?  


Speaking of Nadine; tell her to keep her grubby paws off my cosmoquarium.  You know what happened last time.  She barely touched it and several whole species just vanished!  She was lucky it was on one of the more insignificant planets.  The last thing I need is for any of the remaining creatures to acquire awareness, or some other useless characteristic.


The ride was pretty uneventful.  Everyone would have sung songs to pass the time, but no one brought a harmonica.  I made two new friends on the bus before we got to camp.  Thor talks funny and says he wants to be a meteorologist.  He’s in my tent and should be a good fellow to have on my side if some of the bigger guys start picking on me.  Hermes is kind of a goofball, but likable enough.  He’s assigned to the next tent over.


Hope all is well at home.  Don’t forget to feed Spot and I’ll write again soon.

Love,


Raleigh

P.S.:  Could you send some cotton balls, or something?  Thor makes noises in his sleep.
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