
August 30, 1918 
Louisville, KY 

1:00 p.m. 
3 Cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
210 West 10th Street 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Dear sweetheart of mine,  
 
You know it seems like I have been up here all of my life. Of course, I couldn’t expect a 
letter before to-day but someway I always went out to mail call, and today honey when I got 
your letter and also one from home, well I really can’t say how it made me feel, but oh 
sweetheart, I sure was glad to hear from you. I am supposed to be studying now and honey I 
won’t promise to always answer as soon as I hear from you because my time surely is 
occupied, but I will always answer as soon as I can. They won’t let us go to the YMCA 
during study or at all during the day. Study is over at 8:30, but lights go out at 9:15 so that 
doesn’t leave any time to speak of. Honeymine, I am still happy and I like the work, even if it 
is about to kill me. We weren’t put in quarantine at all last week. Whether we will be after 
the second dose, I don’t know. I went to town last Saturday and honey I got lost. I found out 
at camp where I could go swimming, so I went and I knew it was quite a way from town, I 
thought I would walk in to town. Well, I walked and then I walked some more and still some 
more and finally I decided I had better ask how to get to town and honey, you know I was 
walking away from town. I got on a car and went to town and when I got in town, I wasn’t 
much better off. So I started looking around for the hotel where I stayed that night because I 
knew I could find my way from there, but I had to even ask somebody where that was. I’ll 
tell you when I found it I was ready to quit, and I never went very far away from it again. 
When I came out to camp, I had about as much trouble because I didn’t know whether I 
knew where to get of for not. Although I had taken good notice where I was when I went in, 
but luckily there was some more from the training school on the car and so I got out all right. 
Stayed in camp all day Sunday. About 2:30 Sunday, an awful storm came up and we came 
near choking on dust. It soon began to rain, however, and didn’t stop for any great length of 
time until Wednesday noon. It rained again this afternoon, but we had to drill just the same 
and goodness only know we put in a hard day. It seems like I just get to bed when first call 
blows at 5:15. We only have five minutes in which to dress. The other morning I was awful 
lucky. Some way I put my leggings on backwards and honey I passed two inspections with 
them that way, and if I had had a button unbuttoned or my hat on 1/32 to the left or right or 
front or back, they would have seen it. Sometimes, it seems like my back is going to break 
because of standing at attention so long. It surely gets me, but I’m getting used to it. We had 
an awful nice captain and first Lieut. But they have been transferred and now we have five 
second Lieuts. They are all nice but one and I hope to see the time when I can tell him what I 
think of him. He hasn’t done anything to me. It’s just his attitude. 
 
My schedule for the day is as follows: 
 



5:30 – 5:45 Physical drill 
7:00 – 7:50  Inspection 
7:50 – 8:40 Arithmetic – Algebra – Geometry 
9:00 – 9:50 Dismounted Drill – Military Courtesy 
9:50 – 10:40 Arithmetic, Algebra – Geometry 
10:40 – 11:10  Physical Drill 
1:00 – 1:50 NCO Manual 
1:50 – 2:40 Dismounted Drill and Military Courtesy 
3:00 – 3:50 Lecture Subjects – Redrill 
3:50 – 4:40 Dismounted Drill, Military Courtesy 
5:30  Retreat Formation 
7:00  Formation for Announcements, etc. 
 
So you see sweetheart, it’s a pretty busy life, but I like it. I’ve got to. There were a lot of new 
men came in today – from civil life and are in the battery next to us. We have been having 
some fun, telling them “You’ll like it.” 
 
We sing all sorts of songs as we go to drill. Just as soon as I learn them, I’ll send them to 
you. 
 
Sweetheart, I surely did enjoy your long letter and hope you keep it up. I’ll write you again 
Sunday, honey, because I want to study a little now. I love you. 
 
With all my love, Gainor dear, 
 
Otto 


