
October 2, 1917 
Houston, TX 

8:30 a.m. 
2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
210 West Tenth Street 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Dear Miss Gainor, 
 
I feel like I am a soldier sure enough. Everything is still sorter mixed up, but we do know that 
only Seniors can be commissioned officers, Juniors – Sergeants, Soph – Corporals, and 
Freshmen, just plain ordinary privates. Seniors get to wear Gold and black hat cords, if he’s 
an officer, the rest of us just plain old everyday, infantry blue. So honey when you come 
down you are going to have to stand that old ugly blue color. Still I am a first sergeant. That 
is the highest office that a Junior can hold. My roommate is the same thing. Then again 
Seniors get to wear three strips on their arms, Juniors – two, Soph – one, Freshman --. We 
also have insignia or something like that in our collars. 
 
Whenever you think that the first sergeant hasn’t an awful job, you just ought to try it. But 
there is one good thing about it, I have a company clerk and he is going to have to work, 
believe me. I have to go see the major tonight and get some things straightened out. Oh, I tell 
you, I’m in the army now or rather I am getting good preparatory training to get in the army 
after next year, if not before. You see, we have training camp here this summer. 
 
Oh yes, honey, we can go to town on Saturday nights and are allowed until midnight, also the 
nights before holidays. For all other nights we must have a permit but they are not hard to 
get, especially if your (sic) not in the ranks. Dear, don’t you worry. When you come down 
here, (must call roll for supper) I am afraid that you will get tired of seeing me. Just lots of 
times this summer, I felt awful funny coming up there one night after another, but dear I 
always felt at home when I was with you, and whenever I felt blue and lonesome, I knew 
where I could go to get rid of them. You have no idea how much you have done for me, and I 
know that I haven’t shown my appreciation as I should have, but, honey, I am going to try to. 
 
I am having an awful time trying to write this letter. My roommate is writing his co. roll 
over. The men are mostly freshmen and they have some awful funny names. Some haven’t 
got their initials, and he has been putting down anything just so he can hand in a complete 
report to the major. You ought to hear some of the names he is giving them. We also have a 
Senior in the room. He rooms right across the hall, and he also is full of fun. We have an 
awful good crowd of boys in this hall.  
 
I don’t know whether I am going to like French or not. Some of the expressions are simply 
awful, but I think that I am going to get along alright. I was star pupil this morning. 
 



I haven’t seen Ethel but once. I tried to phone yesterday, but couldn’t get anyone. Oh, 
yesterday was the longest day I believe that I have ever spent. We went to church in the 
morning (First Methodist) and heard a sorry sermon, and then I had the blues like never 
before. In the afternoon, John (that’s my roommate) wanted me to go to the Majestic with 
him, but then I knew that I wouldn’t enjoy it and I didn’t want to spoil his fun so he and two 
other boys went down. I stayed out and wrote a letter home and then tried to sleep. I knew 
that there was a letter from you in that post office for me and I sure did want to get it, but of 
course, I had to wait until this morning. 
 
I am glad that you decided to wait so we can put those clippings away together. I think that 
would be so much nicer, don’t you? 
 
I believe I told you that all forms of hazing had been abolished. Of course, it has been done 
on the sly, but Major got ahold of it the other day and raised all sorts of Cain about it. The 
captains and sergeants of each company are supposed to see to it that no hazing is done. 
 
Well, the Sophs seem a little scared about hazing so the Juniors took it up and we sure got 
some of those Fish, only those who think they were somebody. We haven’t heard anything 
more about it, but think of a Freshman reporting to the Major that he had been strapped. He’s 
sorry of it already and I think we have got the Sophs where they are going to throw him in 
the Bayou. 
 
Well, I thought for awhile that we were going to have a good football team, but I am afraid 
not now. Today we learned that two last year football men could not play. One is on 
probation and the other one has been drafted, and the team doesn’t seem to be going as it 
should. (Tatoo is just sounding.) Saturday, we have a game with the soldiers. 
 
I wish you would come and be in my Biology class. There are 111 all told. 53 came on Wed. 
and 58 on Thursday. It sure keeps you going while you are there, but then that is the best 
thing for me now. The more work I have, the less time I will have to think about my own 
troubles, and I have plenty of work now. I had a chance to become circulation manager on 
the school paper, but had to decline the job because I did not have time. Then they wanted 
me to be news editor and lastly just a reporter, but I haven’t any spare time except Sat. 
afternoon and I am going to keep that for myself and you when you come down.  
 
I expect that Gib and the rest of them are hard at work. It sure is a shame that they are going 
to have to leave Ft. Worth. But then I guess we will all be leaving before long. 
 
Is Henry really going out to SMU? Do you know on what basis they are running there (sic) 
military training? I’ll just bet that they are not getting the h--- that we are. 
 
Today is the first of October, not quite two months until Thanksgiving. Oh Honey, you don’t 
know how much I would like to be with you. 
 
With lots of love, 
 



Otto 
 


