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Miss Gainor Roberts 
210 West Tenth Street 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Mickey, honey, it’s not so very long now until I’ll se you but it sure does seem awful to have 
to stay around here four days just for two exams. I have been trying to get them moved up, 
but so far haven’t had any luck. You see I have two this coming Saturday, and then not any 
more until the following Thursday and I simply can’t study four days straight. So I have been 
trying to get them moved up until Tuesday anyway, but I can’t have any luck. I guess I’ll 
have to tell them a few fibs, but I’m afraid they won’t work either. I know that I am getting 
away next Thursday week, but I sure would like to before that. 
 
I’ve got so much to do though that I don’t where to begin and I know I need all the time I can 
get to study because as it is I won’t do much more than “get by” but I would be glad to get a 
four in everything if they would let me leave now. What do I care for grades anyway. 
 
Have one more lab tomorrow and also an exam lasting only an hour however in chemistry, 
but I’m so restless I can’t study. Every time I think about going to Austin I get a little bit 
worse, so when you do see me and I begin acting queer, don’t get scared. 
 
Uncle Sam paid us today so we all feel pretty rich. There is a big crap game going on just 
outside my window, but being as how I’m not supposed to see it or know anything about it, I 
don’t.  
 
One of my roommates went to town last night in cits, and Captain Regan caught him. Now 
he is about to get put off the list of those that are going to Sheridan. I sure do wish I was 
going. 
 
Sure am sorry you can’t come to Houston, but if you can’t, you can’t. That’s all. 
 
No, I don’t think Ethel looks bad at all. I went out last Friday night and so Ethel was to make 
some lemonade and Boo to get some mint. Boo like to got all the mint from the mint bed and 
Ethel put to (sic) much water into the pitcher, so she had to put some more lemons into it. 
But still the lemonade was good. 
 
I surely did see a good picture show Saturday. It was called the “Unbeliever”. I sure did like 
it, even though it was talking about me. 
 
Tomorrow morning we have a review as it will our last drill of the year, and I sure will be 
glad when it is all over. I am anxious to sleep thru reveille, as it is I have been getting up for 
it but then I’ll be able to sleep right on without anything bothering me. 



 
The battle the other morning was pretty good but the mosquitoes were worse than the enemy. 
I thought one I was going to get captured and almost wished I had been, but I was 
camouflaged to (sic) well to be seen. 
 
I hope these pretty nights keep up for a while longer so I can enjoy a few of then anyway. 
 
With lots of love. 
 
Otto 
 
 


