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Miss Gainor Roberts 
210 West Tenth Street 
Dallas, Texas 
 
My dear sweetheart, 
 
I am so sorry that you have to work so hard, but don’t you get sick. Oh, honey, you don’t 
know how anxious I am to come home and then to see you. Why, honey, it isn’t even two 
weeks anymore. It’s just nine days. Sometimes it seems like the time was flying and then 
again it seems like it goes by so slow. Anyway, I know that it has got to pass sometime. 
 
If you find this letter, sorter mixed up don’t blame me because I am on for officer of the Day 
and there are so many of them coming in this room that I can’t hardly collect my thoughts.  
You see I have been made a second lieutenant and of course have to serve my turn. But it 
surely takes a lot of work off of my hands. The only trouble is that I never get to go to bed 
until in early morning hours. You see they put men in confinement and then it is up to me to 
see that they are in there, and then when they are put on to walk tours, why I have to see that 
that is done. In other words, the Officer of the Day has charge of the whole school. He serves 
for twenty-four hours and is really excused from all classes the following day, but I got to 
them anyway. I have got 16 men in confinement and I must go see that they are in. Well, 
honey, I must stop a while and make an inspection. I don’t want to but the Bull sergeant just 
told the sergeant of the guard that we had better go make one. Oh and honey, it is so cold, but 
it must be did. So until later. 
 
Well, here I am back again. Oh I got candy and all sorts of things sorter like bribes you 
know. 
 
Last Tuesday morning we were all inspected for measles and I am glad to ay only three cases 
were found. We haven’t got but about six cases now and one of mumps. I think that 
everything is alright now though, anyway. Honey, I would have gone out to live in a tent or 
anything just so I can get to come home Christmas. 
 
Why of course, those boys were glad to see you all. Why shouldn’t they be, you anyway. 
You know it has been cold and disagreeable down here ever since you left. You see you 
brought good weather when you came. Tonight is simply awful. 
 
I know this is the most disconnected letter I have ever written, but honey you will excuse it 
won’t you? 
 
You should have heard me reciting French this morning. We had a review and it seems as 
tough I was the only one who new (sic) anything about it, even the prof complemented me. 



He has been doing that lately anyway. He encouraged me a whole lot this morning and you 
see honey I am just trying to carry out my promise. 
 
I wrote Gibbons a letter the other day. It wasn’t much of one and really didn’t have any news 
in it, but I wrote anyway. 
 
Sweetheart, the infantry is about the only thing I have sense enough to join, but then I am not 
thinking about that anymore. All that I can think about is you and Christmas. I can remember 
last Christmas just as well why it doesn’t seem like anytime since then. But haven’t things 
changed, last year everybody was there and we had such a good time and this year, well, they 
are just not there that is all. I wonder how it is going to be net year. Here’s hoping.  
 
Two weeks from tonight and it will be Xmas night. I want to be with you that night dear and 
unless something else is on. I would like for you to come down to my house, of course. I 
don’t know what is being planned, but you know what I mean. 
 
John left me yesterday morning. He had decided to stay and take the exams but he got 
disgusted trying to study and so decided to go home. He sure had a time keeping is trunk 
paked (sic) though because “Punk” and I kept throwing things out of it until he got tired of it 
and locked his trunk every time he left the room. I sure did hate to see him go. He told me 
that when I came to France to bring a pick and shovel and look him up. That’s just the way 
he was always wanting to make a joke out of something. I sure will miss him especially these 
last few days because you sure get lonesome when you wake up and haven’t anyone to 
“holler” to or throw something at. The worst of it is I had to lend him enough money to get 
home on. 
 
Yes, honey, I am still feeling alright. Couldn’t hardly feel better unless I was told that I had 
passed all of my exams. I am just like you in not caring where we have to stay, just so I get to 
be with you. Oh honey you don’t know how much you have done for me. Why if it wasn’t 
for you, I wouldn’t be worth a cent. 
 
Someway or another it seems foolish to me for a girl to get married now because its only a 
question of time until we will all be in the army and look what it would mean if a girl’s 
husband comes back and is in some way crippled. Of course, that is pessimism, but it doesn’t 
seem to me to be fair to bind a person. If you want to become engaged alright that is a fair 
chance to both parties. That is what I would like to do before I go, provided of course she 
would take me. 
 
Well, honey, taps is going to blow in a few minutes and I must get ready to receive the 
reports of the Dursion inspectors and then make out my own report. Please, don’t work to 
(sic) hard because you know you don’t want to get sick either. 
 
With lots and lots of love, 
 
Otto 
 


