
September 18, 1918 
Louisville, Ky 

1:00 p.m. 
3 Cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
145 East 14th Street 
Oklahoma City, Oklahoma 
 
 
My dear sweetheart, for the first time since I have been in the army, have I a Wednesday 
night off. I don’t know how or why it happened, but it did. We don’t have to study to-night 
and can go anywhere in camp we want to, but can’t go to town. Well, I wouldn’t if I could 
because I always get enough of town on Saturdays and Sundays. It may be that they are 
fatting the calf before the execution. I don’t know. 
 
You know when your (sic) in the army, you get to do just about everything. Today my 
section was on fatigue detail and so we all dolled up in fatigue clothes (that’s just a society 
name for overalls) and cleaned guns and caissons. I didn’t mind it so much though because 
we got to take one of them or I had better say all we cleaned, to pieces and then put them 
together again. So now I know how to do it and the names of all the parts; something which 
is rather hard to get from lectures alone, so I consider my day well spent, and another thing 
you don’t have to salute an officer while working so every one I saw I would look at and not 
salute just to see what it seemed like. 
 
I got your letter today noon and sure was glad. No, honey, I was just trying to tease you 
because you do write me a whole lot and I certainly appreciate it. Now I have had three 
letters from you and it’s only Wednesday.  
 
I wonder what you are doing right now (7:35). I wish I was with you. It is getting harder and 
harder for me to stay away from you and I hope that some day I won’t ever have to. 
 
I am supposed to know how to saddle and mount a horse now. It doesn’t do you any good to 
know anything like that in the Army unless you learned it in the Army because they do 
everything different and it’s always done in just one way and that’s the right way. I also just 
about know simaphone and wigwag and buzzer. I only hope that there are no other ways or 
codes to learn because if so I’m blowed up. 
 
Well, I guess things are getting in shape for the opening of Rice again. I’m not sorry though 
that I’m not there. Yes, I am to, just a little bit. I would just like to be there to see everybody 
and that’s all. I’m satisfied again for once so I’m happy and why shouldn’t I be with a 
sweetheart like you. 
 
There is a band concert going on just outside this building. It’s some sort of a patriotic 
meeting, and so there is lots of yelling along with it. 
 



I came near freezing last night, but to-day it got warm again and is just fine tonight. 
 
The band is playing “All that Worries Me”. You know that don’t you, but it doesn’t worry 
me.  
 
Well, honey, I haven’t said much in this letter but as this is recreation night I simply couldn’t 
have better recreation than writing to you, darling. 
 
Say I don’t wear my hat upon my weak end as a matter of fact, I wear the darn thing all the 
time now. As they say it’s a part of my uniform. Honey, these days simply flying to me, here 
tomorrow is already Thursday again and it seems like it was just Thursday. 
 
Oh honey, now they are playing. It’s a long, long trail and it sure is too. You ought to hear 
our orchestra, band or whatever you want to call it. Just some boys from the btry - two 
saxophones, a cornet, trombone, violin, guitar and mandolin. The other night after study they 
were playing up in the barracks and one of the Lts. came up to hear it, and then just talk with 
the men. That’s the way I’m going to be if I ever get a commission. Work when I work and 
then be as sociable as possible of course there is a limit to that. They won’t let them get to 
(sic) sociable. 
 
Well, honey mine, I sure hope you are having a good time and I know you are. 
 
I love you with all my love, 
 
Otto 
 


