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Louisville, Ky 
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3 Cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
c/o T. P. & L. Co. 
612 Interurban Bldg. 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Well, my sweetheart dearest, I’m still an invalid and if ever I felt like I needed you honey, 
it’s now. If I could only be home for a few days where I could get some real honest to 
goodness first class treatment, I would be well in a few days. Honey, if you ever want to 
appreciate the value of home, just get away from it like am and then get put into a blamed 
hospital. I’ll tell you the comforts, cares, conveniences, they will begin to count up about that 
time.  
 
I’m just a weak as a kitten and I simply can’t get any strength. I’m anxious to know what 
they are going to do with me when I get back to barracks, whether they will put me back or 
whether they will let me go right on. I hardly see how they can. 
 
Honey, I had a letter from Gibbons also day before yesterday. That was the first mail I had 
had in 10 days. Just think the first letter from you in ten whole days. 
 
You ought to see me, I look like a bear, haven’t shaved two weeks. 
 
Have you found a place to move to yet? I am going to have to send this letter to the office 
also because I don’t know where else to send it. It is alright to do that, isn’t it honey? 
 
One of the men from my btry died the other morning, and he was only sick a short time. 
 
Here comes one of these blamed orderlies with some lemonade. They just try to tease us with 
that and let us know that there is something good in the worlds. Well, it was pretty good. 
 
Oh, honey mine, I’m so lonesome for you. When I get well again and if I ever get back, 
honey, I’m not going to leave you. You’ll just simply have to go with me. I never wanted to 
get on a train and ride so bad in all my life and honey I too have been thinking about how 
nice things will be when I get to come back. Well, all things come to those that wait. I’m 
afraid our time won’t be before Xmas, but then we’ll have our fun won’t we. 
 
With all my love, sweetheart. I love you. 
 
Otto 
 


