
August 4, 1919 
New Orleans 

7:30 a.m. 
2 Cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
Box 342 
Ardmore, Oklahoma 
 
Sweetheart, since it will be impossible for me to have a date with you tonight, I’ll do the next 
best thing and that of course is write you. 
 
Well, I’ve had a pretty good day, although I feel awful lonesome, especially now. I don’t feel 
right not having a date with you on Sunday night. 
 
Darling, if anybody ever tells you that Dallas or Oklahoma is hot you tell them they are 
mistaken, that New Orleans is the hottest place next to ----, where they don’t wear snow 
shoes in winter. 
 
This morning after I had got cleaned up and I was almost black all over from riding on the 
train, I went and ate breakfast and then started walking around to see what was what. Well, I 
saw a picture show advertising Shoulder Arms, and as you had told me so much about that I 
decided that when it opened I would go and see it. In the meantime, I took a car ride and I 
was expecting to roll into Dallas any minute now. I know that would be a very funny, and a 
very unusual sight, but I was speaking literally. 
 
Darling min, I wish you could hear the pretty music they are playing in here just now. The 
prettiest violin solo, and if they don’t change the tune they will have me on the next train 
bound for home because it won’t take much to make me awful homesick. 
 
You know before you get into N.O. you have to be ferried across the river. Well, that was 
something new to me because we had three trains on the boat and the ferry was also run by 
steam. If I remember correctly, the last ferry I was on carried one Ford and was run via man 
and woman power. The old Miss. certainly is big here and you see oodles of boats on it.  
 
After I came back from my car ride, I went in to see the show and enjoyed it real well, 
especially the awkward squad. It was then after twelve, so I went to eat my hash and then 
came back to the hotel to clean up. I had already just about melted away. After I had cooled 
off somewhat, I decided to go to the ball game. You know the Southern League is supposed 
to be a higher leagues than the Texas league, but believe me I sure couldn’t see it that way 
this afternoon. It was rotten. I started to tell them to come up to Gardner Park and see a good 
ballgame, but I didn’t want to make them feel any worse than they were already feeling, so I 
didn’t say anything. They played a double header. N.O. won one and lost one. After the 
games, I came on back to town and went down to the docks to watch the ships for a while 
and then walked back up town to get my beans. After having had the above mentioned 



articles, I came back to the hotel, beloved, to write to you, and I’m having the best time of 
my whole day right now. 
 
I want to tell you a joke Punk told me. Here it is – I just hate Slum Gullion and I’m glad I do 
because if I liked it, I would be eating it all the time and I just hate that stuff. (End – time to 
laugh – duck – bricks) 
 
Sweetheart, when you write me you may as well address it care Milby Hotel, Houston, 
because by the time you get this letter and I get a reply I will be gone. I’m figuring on 
leaving here Wednesday night and I don’t imagine you will more than have my address. I 
don’t guess you will get this before Tuesday evening or Wednesday morning. 
 
Another joke ala Punk – Two Irishmen were going to meet each other at a certain place and 
they were figuring on a way they could tell whether one or the other was there, so finally Pat, 
as usual, has a bright idea. Now don’t get in a hurry because you lose the point of this if you 
read it to fast. Suppose we begin again just for fun, you just go back and read it over – Gee 
isn’t it hot – oh, yes, the rest of the joke – Pat suggests that if he got there first he would 
make a chalk mark on the door and if Mike got there first he would rub it off. Don’t you 
think that it is a good joke. Sure, I knew you would. 
 
Tomorrow, I am figuring on going out to the Old Spanish Fort and Lake (oh well I won’t try 
to spell it, but it doesn’t sound like cross de gurrie) 
 
Well, sweetheart mine, I hope you are having a good time and I know you are. Get plenty of 
sleep, eat lots I mean an abundance so you’ll get fat.  
 
Now, goodnight my darling, with lots and lots of love. 
 
Otto 
 
c/o Milby Hotel 
Houston, Texas 


