
May 6, 1917 
Houston, TX 

11:00 a.m. 
2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
114 N. Winnetka Ave. 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Dear Gainor, 
 
Oh honey, I never felt better in my life than I do now. You know the other night after I got 
thru writing to you some of the boys came in the room and wanted me to go out and take a 
run with them. We generally go out every night, except Sat. and Sunday, at ten o’clock. I 
hadn’t gone out for about a week. Well, you know we went out and I ran further than I ever 
ran before in my life. It was over 1 ¾ miles. How I did it. I don’t know. Feeling like I was (or 
did) but I felt better than ever when we quit. I just knew I could get sick anyway. 
 
No training camp down here for me and I don’t suppose I’ll go in Dallas, either. So I will 
sure be home June 9. Gainor, just think that is just about five weeks. Every time I look at the 
calendar, I have it passed in a few days, and that is really all it is. I went down to take the 
physical examination for the Officer’s camp last Wed. just to see if I could pass it were I old 
enough to enter. I passed it without a single defect. I thought at first he was going to tell me 
that I had a flat foot (right one) because he sure examined it close and went over it twice. He 
asked me if I had ever had a broken arch and whether it had ever been sprained. I politely 
told him no. Had a letter from Papa today and he told me that Fritz was going to go to the 
camp at Leon Springs, but that he waited to (sic) long to sign up and that he couldn’t get in. 
If I knew that I was really going to have to go. I wouldn’t mind going. But, honey, I want to 
come home first. I don’t see where they get the idea that the militia is going to Europe. That 
would be absolute foolishness. They are to (sic) green to go up against trained soldiers like 
the ones they would meet over there. It would be just like putting a raw recruit in command 
of a scouting party. 
 
Well, last night we had our dance and I know I never did enjoy a dance out here more. 
Everybody simply seemed to be full of life and I the best of spirits. Everything was fixed up 
swell and the music simply made you dance. We had to limit the amount of couples coming, 
as we always do, so the floor won’t be to (sic) crowded. The limit is generally 125 couples. 
Well last night we ran it up to 175 couples without the stags. The floor was a little crowded, 
but then not to (sic) much. They wouldn’t let us dance longer than 12 because we had classes 
today. I am sending you my program. We just got to dance eight dances. There were so many 
encores. The eighth dances lasted for over half an hour. 
 
You’ll have to excuse this scribbling but somebody purloined my fountain pen and I can’t 
write at all with a straight pen. I intended to write Ethel tonight, but I’m afraid it’s getting 
(x?!?x*) to (sic) late. 
 



It seems as though whatever all of you do up there, we do down here. Now, I am (1) going on 
a picnic to morrow, but we are (2) going to leave in the morning and going (3) goodness 
knows where and I really don’t care as long as I get something to eat. 
 
Tomorrow night we lost 50 boys. Oh Gainor, you can’t imagine how it makes you feel to see 
them all leaving. Most of them will never come back here that is the only reason. I wish I 
could go now because they will stick together at the camp, and that always means a whole 
lot. 
 
This afternoon, Houston High School and Port Arthur had a baseball game out here on our 
field. A whole bunch of us went out to watch it and, Gainor, it sure did seem funny. When 
you are used to seeing pretty good games and at least organized rooting to see how they do in 
High School and then commence to think, well, I wonder if I was (am) that crazy. 
 
The TIAA track meet was held yesterday at Waxahachie and Rice won first place. I guess 
that was simply because Texas wasn’t in it. They don’t belong to the TIAA any more. This 
closes the athletic season for this year. 
 
Gainor, does Tom still live with Sy? I haven’t heard from any of those boys for months. That 
is easily explained though. 
 
Jack has been gone for the last few days. His folks came down, and he went to Galveston 
with them. I expect that he will go to the camp, or join the hospital corp. If you join it now, 
they will send you to France within two months. I imagine that that would be great sport. ? 
I’ll take mine American made please. 
 
Something real funny happened to me this morning. I went to English and I knew my lesson 
about half way, but I was awful tired. The best part of the period had passed away and I was 
getting sleepier all the time. Finally, I simply went to sleep and the next thing I knew the boy 
next to me was punching me. The old prof had called on me but how was I to know it. He 
also knew that I had been asleep, but that is a common occurrence in that class and he 
doesn’t think much about any more. 
 
Well, sweetheart, it won’t be long now before I can talk to you and won’t have to write 
letters anymore. I think that will be a whole lot nicer, don’t you. 
 
With Love, Otto 


