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Miss Gainor Roberts 
210 West Tenth Street 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Gainor honey, I’m almost afraid to write this letter tonight because I’m afraid I might cut 
loose and use some rather bad expressions. 
 
I sure am glad I got a letter from you to-day because if I hadn’t I’m afraid I would have gone 
to town and had another Feb. 22, and then this is Houston’s last wet night. 
 
I’ve been feeling sorter bad for about a week anyway and then things haven’t been going the 
way they should. It seems like the more you study the worse you do, and some of these profs 
never take into consideration the fact that you try and instead of giving you just a little bit of 
encouragement, they cuss you out. At 9:30 this morning, I was ready to quit. I went to my 
next class but I couldn’t tell you a thing that was said. It never would do for me to make a 
New Year’s resolution not to get mad because I would break it before the day was over. Bob 
and I have been in the same boat to-day. Everybody in the household has gone walking but 
me, and I am enjoying myself more right now than I have since I wrote you last. Honey, if it 
wasn’t for getting letters from you and writing to you, I don’t know what I would do. They 
were sure glad to see me get a letter this afternoon because I always act so different. 
 
Honey, you ought to see my hands. I was in Chem. lab up until 5:40 this afternoon an of 
course got all sorts of chemicals on my hands. They’re colored from red to black and you 
can’t wash it off. It just has to wear off. 
 
Oh, honey mine, I can’t hardly wait until school is out. I never was so sick and tired of 
anything. At times, I get to where I like it fine but most of the time, it’s just the opposite. You 
know the man that writes all these books about college life doesn’t know anything about it. It 
might be alright for a boarding school. I think I’ll write a book and call it, “College Life as it 
Really is” or “The Eternal Grind” or “Why Men Go Crazy”. 
 
Boo and I went to a picture show last Friday night. He phoned me before I had phoned him 
and wanted me to go with him so I did. He said Ethel wanted to come back the second day 
after she had been there, but he wrote and told her to stay until he came. He is going up this 
next Thursday. Boo said the next time Ethel went anywhere she was going to have to wait 
until he could go with her. He sure was lonesome, but so was I. I am always that anyway. 
 
I was with some Camp Logan soldiers yesterday afternoon. They have already been issued 
uniforms for oversea duty. They sure do advise you not to join the Army. They told me to 
make school last as long as possible. Had a letter from one of the boys who failed in the 



March exams. He has joined the Coast Artillery and he says the same thing. But still they all 
seem to get fat off of it. 
 
Gainor, dear, I wish I was where you could shake me. I know I need something like that. 
Whenever, I feel like I did this morning I always think about that poetry you sent me, and it 
generally helps except this morning. Honey, you wouldn’t have known me, had you seen me. 
I couldn’t talk. 
 
I am going to Galveston a week from Saturday because I am almost sure I can get away then. 
I sure hope everything comes out alright, but I sorter doubt it. Not that I mean that I can’t get 
in, but see I’ve got physics to make up and I don’t cherish this summer school idea very 
much. What do you think about it? 
 
If we had a rifle range out here, I know we would stay here and have a summer camp, but we 
haven’t and I wouldn’t stay at this place one day after June 8th for anybody – but you. 
Galveston hasn’t the ROTC, but the ROMC. 
 
With lots of love, Honey, 
 
Otto 


