Chicago, lllinois

hpril 1s, 1948

my little Sugar-Plum.

& nmutsl Juess what? 1eh, I'm sick in bed; me, the one who wasn 't going to
be beat by 1lllnegs. Can you beat it? ,ou kmow, sweetheart, you should be here
to care for me. I tokd you that I need you., On Monday I wrote my last letter,
monday night I took a bad chill, So, I took a few aspirins and went to bed.
Tuesday morning : didm't feel like going to school. 1 wes up end down most ol the
day, I would do some work until I wasa too weak to do more, ‘then 1 would rest.
iuesday afternoen I went out to get a can of soup, some crackers, bread, cheese,
milk, eto. In my room & have & eleotriec hcating stove, frying pen, kettles, and
a lot of other stuff tucked away in my drewer. we-re not supposed to do any
oooking in our roomg; but whau they don-t kuow won-t hurt them, (uesday auite
i1 hed chills egain., .his morning I f<lt precty good; .80 dgoided to go to school
tonorrov, 1o make sure everything was all right, 1 decided te gex a check up
at the infirmary. 1his was my mistake, 1 fcit pretty good; but they told me
1 had to go to bed. :rhis is the first time i wve been slick in es long as 1 can
remember, If I stayed at the infirmary, i would not be adle to do anything. &o
I agked them is I could go home, ihey said "O.k." ihen 1 ecalled uad - and he
drove out to sechool after work. it:s only an hour-s drive fram the school to
our home in morgan Park., how I m tucked a.1y in my bed sweating lile the dickens,

l'm trying to use mon-s typewriter. I like:;;fgioh batter. The thing has

to be repaired. L wondar how it works in the red. Let-s try it. ~
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