Here is the first letter that I got from Savannah at the prep school.  She writes, 

Hey Mama, 

This whole experience is great but it's hard.  No one has yelled in my face yet, but we got 2 weeks and some days left.  They're really putting the hammer down on us.  One screw up and your doing push ups.  People here refer to it as "smoking".  Nothing serious has happened and if I'm just that little quiet girl that no one notices I'll be fine.
It's awesome, I'm playing basketball here.  There was only 2 recuits and both were guards and ball handlers.  So I think I'll play a lot of post this year.  It's just amazing that I got to play basketball in the middle of all of this.  Two and a half to 3 hours a day!!  Even when we're at studies or boring briefings, which is a lot these days (learning the new way of life) I always think Okay, I have 4 hours until basketball and it lightens up my day.  And when I'm in my room not having to clean or get ready for the next formation, I write letters, and read the "knowledge book".  We practically have to memorize the whole thing.  I look at my picture frame, I have Bob's picture, and the one of the us four girls where BooBoo is making a scary face, and the pic of you and Tom on the top of the slide.  
It was weird today, we had to hold our laundry bag above our heads with staright arms.  It hurt and I was about to lower my bag then I thought, if Uncle Bob could do this so can I and I raised the bag higher than it was before.  I felt so good when we were ordered to stop because I stuck in there.  That was only the start of the day.  I'm starting to realize that I'm strong but not as strong as I thought I was.  I just got to keep thinking these pople know what they are doing and I will be stronger, tougher because of it.
I miss being at home, but now I've been here, I've changed.  In this small period of time I'm no loner a couch potatoe.  We sit in our rooms for 2 hours and I was thinking can't we go march somewhere, or do PT workout or something?
My roomates are awesome.  Ro is pre-service so she keeps us in line and squared away.  She is only 5'2" or something like that and is asian.  She's so funny we were issued lighters, she has never touched one before, now she is a piro-manic! Then there's Vic.  I call her Vic because I can't remember her whole first name. She is so loud all the time, but it's nice because she is hilarious and it's just what I need after falling out of formation.  The room set up is Me and Ro in one room but it has a divider in the middle of it, and we share a bathroom with Vic.  Vic's room mate quit about 2 days ago.  We tried to convience her to stay but she was sure this wasn't the place for her.
I took a break while writing this so some ideas may reoccur.  FYI!!! I just got back from basketball.  Coach Toe-mur (it sounds like that) came up to me and told me that I have a good work ethic and was impressed by me.  (It's only been four days) I told her the reason I was here and I spoke up about the team chemistry going down the tubes.  She said I was positive and that I should keep saying positive things when she's not around to witness it happen.  I really have a feeling that I might be a captain, but the coach really stresses team and it should feel like a family.  So we might not have a captain.  I just know that I have to write to Mr. Merriman and tell him what's what!!!!  (Merriman was the horrible high school basketball coach that Savannah had)  This is really long and I need to stretch before I go to bed.  Goodnight and I love you, "the Nanners"  
Then she draws this little army guy with Schue on it's chest, a gun in her hands, and with a little arrow point she writes ME!
What a funny women she has become!!!  I hope you all enjoy this letter as much as I did.  
