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Miss Gainor Roberts 
114 N. Winnetka Ave. 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Dearest Gainor, 
 
Well, I just got back from putting the “boys” on the train. I sure did hate to see them 
leave without me, but I guess it simply had to be. I sure am glad they came down because 
it broke the monotony and I sorter feel like I will be able to stand it a couple of months 
longer now, but it sure is going to be hard. ‘Course I wasn’t looking for anyone except 
Gib, and I had just got through welcoming him when here walks up Fritz. Well, after I 
saw him I sure turned around and started looking for more. Oh, honey, if you had been on 
that train there is no telling what I would have done. They both ate out here for dinner 
and supper, but I am afraid that they didn’t get enough to eat because we did have rather 
poor means today. I’m used to them and so it didn’t bother me, but I’m afraid both of 
them could have eaten more had it been there. This afternoon we went down to the 
turning basin and went on an interned Austrian liner, took a few pictures. I sure hope that 
they are good. Talk about needing consolation, believe me I sure could use some of it 
right now, and a little sympathy also. It isn’t long until June though and, dear, I sure am 
going to be there for my date on June 10th. Oh, Gainor, I don’t see how I can wait until 
that time rolls around. You know, it’s just two months from tonight that I leave here. 
 
I don’t think that they will keep us any longer than next June to do training. We have to 
drill every day now for one hour. As soon as our regular officer arrives, it may be that 
this time will be extended, but I hope it isn’t because one hour of good hard work along 
that line suits me. No, I’m not going to join the Marines, but lots of times I feel like I 
would like to, but it’s just as you say, they are the ones who will have to have the brunt of 
fighting. If I really have to go I’m going to enlist in the hospital corps where I belong, 
that is, if they’ll let me. I only wish that I was about four years older and had had some 
real work along a medical line, but as it is I’m a “mere baby”. If I were you I wouldn’t 
worry over this war. It’s pretty bad, but there won’t be any of us to see actual service in 
less than a year if ever. Military training is of course going to be universal. 
 
I wanted to give Gib a whole bouquet of pansies to bring to you, but I was afraid they 
wouldn’t look much like pansies by the time you go them so I didn’t say anything about 
it.  
 
The tram left tonight to play Texas two games. Here’s hoping that they win them both. I 
don’t guess that we will get to finish our schedule for this year, I sure am sorry to (sic) 
because we have a pretty fair team. 
 



Yesterday’s track meet was fine. Had some regular April showers just before the meet 
and it looked as if the whole meet was going to be spoiled, but then it cleared up and we 
had the nicest afternoon. Texas won with 58 points, Rice second with 44, A&M last with 
22 or 25. It seems as though we can always manage to beat A&M, but hardly ever Texas. 
 
No, we weren’t talking about the war in my dream nor yet did we go to a picture show 
and then not sit together. It was at your house, I came out to see you and I stayed and 
stayed and finally you told me to go home. Then I couldn’t find my hat, and it seemed as 
though I had just bought it. Then you told me to go on home and that you would send it 
to me if you found it. (Moral: Don’t stay later than 4:15) 
 
I asked Gib where he thought that you were going to move, and he said he hadn’t the 
slightest idea except that it was going to be in Oak Cliff. That means a whole lot though 
because it’s a whole lot easier to get around in O. Cliff than it is over in old Dallas. 
 
Well, dear, though this comes sorter late, still I hope you had a very happy Easter. I’m 
just about all in because we sure have been on the go all the time. If Gib tries to tell 
something on me, don’t believe it all because some of these boys have been trying to 
tease me. 
 
Love, Otto 
 
 


