
October 6, 1918 
Louisville, Ky 

5:00 p.m. 
3 Cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
c/o T. P. & L. Co. 
612 Interurban Bldg. 
Dallas, Texas 
 
My dear, dear sweetheart, how I have wanted to write to you all this week and simply 
couldn’t. Instead of being quarantined, I am in the hospital and let me tell you that that is lots 
worse. Last Sunday, when I wrote you I was feeling fine, but when I woke up Monday 
morning I had fever galore and aches and pains all over. I went out to drill for the first two 
hours, but simply couldn’t stand it any longer. So when we had medical inspection, I fell out 
and when they found out that my temperature was 102, they sent me right on to the hospital. 
 
I never was so weak before in all my life. Every little exertion simply tires me out, so please 
excuse this writing and also the pencil but I haven’t any pen.  
 
I haven’t received any mail at all this week. They won’t send it down from the barracks, so I 
don’t know what your address is and am going to send this to the office. Gee, but I hope I get 
out of here before long. I’m certainly tired of it. 
 
There were a bunch of men who graduated Wednesday sent over here, and so couldn’t get 
away and we have been eating bread and butter and water and water and bread and butter 
with milk and coffee until this morning, when we had a pretty big breakfast and it was really 
the first time that I had eaten anything I simply haven’t any appetite so you know something 
must be wrong. 
 
Well, I just got my supper, a glass of ice cold milk. It sure is good milk, too. 
 
Sweetheart, when you write just send it to the same old address because I don’t know how 
long I will be here. Honey, I’m going to have to quit. It’s beginning to tell on me. 
 
With all my love,  
 
Otto 
 


