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Gainor, honey, I am about the most disappointed human being in existence. You know I 
already had everything planned out to come home just one week from to-night. I wasn’t 
going to really tell anyone because I thought that something might happen to keep me from 
coming, and of course it had to and then I guess I am to (sic) poor to come anyway because it 
would cost lots of money and I sure haven’t got it. But what I am going to do those four days, 
I don’t know. I guess I’ll just about go crazy and I really haven’t very far to go either. I think 
the Biology “department” is going on another trip next week and stay 3 or four days. They 
sure are after me to go with them, but I’m not going because even that would break me. I 
guess I was just naturally cut out to be the goat, and I sure am playing the part well. I sure am 
disappointed so many of the boys are going home and my roommate is to (sic). Dear, I’m 
afraid when summer does come and I’m home again, Miss Mary will want to run me off sure 
enough because I know I’m going to want to be up there with you all the time. That piece of 
poetry you sent me, honey, sure is good. That is just the way I am alright, but my dreams are 
not about wealth because I’ll never have that. My dreams are like the last ones. That is the 
height of my ambition, and I sure am going to see it realized some of these days if the war 
stops before it gets us all. 
 
I can’t tell whether I am going to Galveston next year or not. I sure want to go but goodness 
only knows what is going to happen between then and now. Things are so unsettled and I 
know I wouldn’t enjoy coming back down here because all but 3 ½ days of this school year 
have been pleasant, and I’m not learning anything except that I don’t know anything. I don’t 
guess there will be much of a Senior class anyway because there isn’t hardly any Junior 
class, that is, as far as the boys go and I know there won’t be many of them back next year. 
You know I’m getting to be just a regular old “gripe”. I’ve always got a grouch on and I’m 
always talking. Well, I guess I might as well call it nonsense. 
 
Oh, Honey, I wish you could have been here just now. The Engineering Society had a 
meeting tonight and my roommate belongs to it, (I mean the society) and they also had as 
refreshments ice cream. He brought me a great big bowl full and believe me, it sure was 
good. 
 
I guess that I am going into C Company. That’s the company that is in the far dormitory. I 
am going to have awfull (sic) “swell” quarters. It’s a suite, private bath and everything. All 
three officers of that company are going to room together, but still I had rather stay just 
where I am because surroundings count for a whole lot and although we would be really cut 
off from all other rooms in that part of the dormitory and everything would naturally be 
quiet, but I like a little noise every now and then. 



 
I sure have got lots of compliments for you, and nearly every one of them come from boys to 
(sic). I’ll tell you what they are this summer. 
 
Know (sic) I am afraid there won’t be any wedding if they wait for me to be best man.  


