
March 19, 1918 
Houston, TX 

8:30 a.m. 
None Visible 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
210 West Tenth Street 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Well, honeybunch, yesterday at this time we were sitting on the piano bench. It seems so 
funny when I think about being up there yesterday and then down here at school to-day. It 
seems just like a dream but honey those four days were just like a dream to me. Al the days 
excepting Saturday afternoon and Sunday were long, but the nights were always so short. I 
sure hated to leave last night. I might not have seemed like it, but sweetheart mine, I sure did. 
Still I feel like I ought not to complain because I did get to come up. I felt alright until I got 
out here and I’ve been so lonesome all day to-day and I’m really feeling worse now than I 
have been but honey you can’t blame me now. It’s no more than natural that I should feel 
that way. I slept pretty well last night, but when I wasn’t sleeping I sure was thinking honey 
of you. We got in at 7:30 this morning and so I didn’t have time to eat any breakfast but 
came right on out here and got here just in time for my French class which didn’t meet. Now 
of course if I had stayed down town and gotten something to eat that class would have met. I 
went to Biology at 9:30 and then at 10:30 to chemistry, came out at 5:15. Of course had 30 
minutes or a little more for dinner. I am some tired right now too, and my head feels kind of 
funny. Honey, I wish you were here to rub it for me. 
 
Sister made me a nice box of cakes to take along and I ate most of them for breakfast.  
 
I told Punk hello for you and he said “thank you”. He is sleeping now, so I can write in peace 
for awhile. My roommate won’t be back before Wednesday morning and everything seems 
so quiet and lonesome like. Punk’s roommate is leaving tonight. He got an appointment to 
Annapolis and is going home to study for the exams. Two of the boys from here who have 
just finished the ground school (aviation) in Austin were here to-day. They are going to 
Camp Dick Thursday. Honey, such things as that are what give me the blues. Just to see 
someone you know like that getting along fine and you yourself not doing anything, but I’m 
not going to complain anymore because I’m lucky and simply don’t know it or didn’t until 
recently. 
 
I know now that I passed another subject, but don’t know what I made in it. That is 
Chemistry. I asked the old buzzard what I made and he wouldn’t tell me, but I happened to 
see where the papers were and when he left the laboratory, I beat it in to see. That was just 
the exam grade without the laboratory and I know that will count a whole lot. 
 
I am going to phone Ethel after supper and then take a long walk to keep up my spirits. I’m 
afraid I’ll blow up if I don’t. Oh, Honey I miss you so much. Must go march the company in 
to supper. 
 



Just came back from phoning Ethel. She sure wanted to know everything and all about 
everybody. She sure does want to come up there and I really believe that she and Boo are 
intending to come up in June.  
 
[Some time later] Well, Punk and I have been talking over the happenings of the last few 
days. He says everything has been pretty good only I went off and took my overcoat with me 
and he nearly froze to death. It wasn’t very cold here this morning but sure is chilly now. 
 
Well, Honey, I wanted to tell you last night and completely forgot it, but don’t ever think that 
I believe all that I said when we went walking to the zoo yesterday and I got to talking about 
our ancestors. I do believe in evolution and as for the rest well I’ve been unable to decide that 
for myself, and it is only going to be with your help that I do decide it. You know I thought 
and thought about that to-day and wondered just what you really did think about me, but I’ve 
got a habit of doing things that way because I believe that a person is better able to get 
another’s ideas and his reasons for them if he does so. Anyway, I just wanted to tease you a 
little bit. 
 
I haven’t changed rooms yet and am not going to until they tell me to. 
 
Next Saturday afternoon there is going to be a baseball game out here between Camp Logan 
and Ellington Field over the “social supremacy” of Houston. The aviators are planning to do 
some stunts over the field with their machines and Camp Logan has prepared a sort of 
musical concert. At any rate, I believe we are going to have quite an exciting time. 
 
I am sending you some pansies in this letter. Do you know what pansies signify in the 
language of flowers? You ought to see them bloom, Gainor, there are just hundreds of them. 
 
We have got to have a court martial again some night this week. The other night some of the 
boys got into the kitchen and broke into the butcher shop and were making quite a good haul 
when they were caught. I can’t blame them for wanting something to eat, but ding (sic) it 
they ought to be able to get in there and get away without being caught. I don’t like to pass 
any kind of a sentence on a student, especially for doing something that I’ve done myself, but 
the ones that were in it are really pretty bad. They are always into something and are always 
being caught. 
 
Well, honey, in eleven more weeks I’ll be home again and this time to stay for a few months. 
You know the more I think about going to Galveston next year, the more it appeals to me and 
I know I will like it. But four years seems like an awful long time to me. If I knew that at the 
end of that time I would still have you, honey, well it would make it lots shorter and lots 
better and I could go on studying with pleasure. 
 
Goodnight, sweetheart, pleasant dreams and lots of love from 
 
Otto 
 


