
September 23, 1918 
Louisville, Ky 

2:30 p.m. 
3 Cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
210 West 10th Street 
Dallas, Texas 
 
My dear little sweetheart – here I am on guard again and for the first time since I have been 
in the army have I really got the blues about the army, and I really haven’t any reason to have 
them either but things just haven’t been going the way I would like for them to go but I guess 
it’s all in a life time. The only way and the best way I know of to get to feeling better is to 
write you, honey and so that’s what I’m doing. I really haven’t anything to write about, 
honey. 
 
It sure is nice that you got to see Gibbons. No, honey, we don’t know when we will get thru, 
but we will be lucky to get thru by Dec. 1. I’m not figuring on getting thru until about the 15 
or so of Dec. They continually add on to the curriculum and we are having things in the third 
week that they generally don’t get until the fifth week. Honey, I don’t want to make you feel 
bad, but the lieutenant told us that unless our post was somewhere near our home (when we 
got thru) we would be lucky if we got to go home. No, honey, as much as I would like to be 
near to you as Ft. Worth, I hope I’m never sent there. It would tickle me to be sent to 
Houston to Camp Logan. Nothing would please me more. Then I could still come home very 
now and then. I have been away from home so long and so much that I can hardly imagine 
what it would be like to be home for two weeks or so.  
 
I’m going to try and not let this letter express my feelings tonight because I’ll tell you they 
are not very high.  
 
You know I sure was lucky last Saturday, yesterday when I came back they told me that just 
after I had gone Saturday, they called out a list for school guard and I was on it and here I 
was gone and wasn’t inspected before I left but as luck would have it another battery went on 
in our place and that saved me. Otherwise my name would have been mud. I’m not exactly 
certain what it was you said about every man having two sides, but if I’m not mistaken it ran 
along the same line as the question you asked me one night when you wanted to know if I 
was serious or just passing the time away. Now, honey, I’m not kicking but I don’t like for 
you to write to me that way. I generally say what is in the bottom of my heart when I talk and 
write to you seriously and I think you are able to determine when that is. It hurts me to have 
you think that I don’t miss you and that I don’t care for you as much as I do. 
 
You know as each day passes, I’m more thankful that I don’t smoke. Every day someone gets 
cussed out for it and to-day they published an order prohibiting smoking in barracks because 
someone thru (sic) a lighted cigarette in the trash can. 
 



One man got confined to camp to-day for next Saturday and Sunday for laughing in ranks 
and he had plenty reason to laugh, but of course it is against regulation. 
 
I haven’t heard from Ethel, either. I guess she has all she can do writing to Boo. 
 
I had an awful nice letter from Bob to-day. He is going back to Rice but only until he can get 
into a camp. How I wish I was down there tonight, talking over the experiences of the last 
three years and making plans for the present. To-day was evidentally (sic) the first day of 
classes. Oh my, that is what gives me the blues to think about such things as that Biology lab 
running without me, but I guess they will get along just as good and better. If I ever get a 
chance I’m going down there though. 
 
Well, I don’t know whether I was a fool or a wise man today, but I won a dollar from two 
different fellows, but didn’t have the heart to take them. The first one I won by betting a 
fellow I could do the leaning rest more times than he. Well he went 25 and I went 40. If he 
hadn’t been such a nice fellow and a good friend of mine, I would have kept it. The other one 
I won from a fellow about a point in guard mounting but I didn’t want the money. 
 
I saw Dycus today but he didn’t see me. He is evidentally (sic) an instructor up here. 
 
In just an hour from now, I’ve got to go on post and I want to study a little while first. Are 
you glad to get home again? 
 
I love you with all my love, 
 
Otto 
 
P.S. Don’t forget to tell me your address. 


