
July 29, 1916 
Dallas, TX 

6:00 p.m. 
2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
c\o Walter Colbert 
Ardmore, Oklahoma 
 
Dear Gainor, 
 
Yes I was blistered and worse than I was the time that Gib, Dick and I went. Why it was just 
as if I had been burned, but it is all right now, and I don’t believe that I will blister anymore. 
Sy, Tom, Joe and I were going out again today, but decided that we would wait a week. Gib, 
Dick, and Gordon are leaving in the morning, but I guess you know that. If Gib had ask (sic) 
me about 2 more times making a total of 150, I would have gone. Gee, I sure would like to 
get away from this pesky burg. Had a letter from my roommate yesterday, and the way he 
wrote made me want to pack up, meet him somewhere. I’ve had the blues since yesterday 
(Friday) anyway. Everything seems to go backward, here tomorrow is Sunday, nothing to do. 
 
I’m sure glad you got a letter from Ethel. I don’t think that there is anything that you have 
done to her. She just hadn’t written for such a long time, she simply didn’t know how to go 
about it. You know how Ethel is anyway. She never has answered my last letter. I’ll be 
jiggered if I answer her for many a day. Wait until I go back to Houston. She doesn’t care 
though. She sure told me some mighty queer things one night. 
 
Went to a picture show at the Crystal the other night, but it wasn’t very good. If I feel like 
going, guess I’ll go to the Old Mill tonight. Fritz wants to go to town and wants me to go 
along. I think he’s got it pretty bad, he’s been playing the Victrola for quite a while ad 
playing the most sentimental pieces. 
 
You know I haven’t been to a sure enough dance for such a long time. I don’t know what it 
would feel like. I’ve just about forgotten what little bit I did know about dancing.  
 
I guess you have heard all about that trip we made up the river, frog legs for breakfast, how 
and where we lost our light. We sure got some good pictures, 10 out of 12 were good. The 
best part of the whole business was the way it ended. We hadn’t had any supper and tired as 
we could be so Miss Mary said there was lots of cake at home we could have. Well we went 
up and then she fixed some of the best salad that together with the cake was quickly got rid 
of. I know that this letter is awfully punk, but there is nothing to write about unless it’s the 
weather and I can’t say anything good about it. 
 
As ever, Otto 
 
 


