
August 6, 1919 
New Orleans 

7:30 a.m. 
2 Cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
Box 342 
Ardmore, Oklahoma 
 
Dearest sweetheart, I don’t suppose you are up yet as it isn’t 8 o’clock, but I simply couldn’t 
sleep anymore so I decided to get up. However, I’m not dressed yet. 
 
I went to a picture show last night and saw Wm. S. Hart in Wagon Tracks. I believe that was 
at the Old Mill the night you and I went to the Washington. It was a pretty good picture, but 
nothing extra. They also had a Rathe Weekly and a comedy with Charlie Chaplin, so I think I 
got my money’s worth anyway. 
 
I’ve already bought my Pullman ticket for tomorrow night and will be awful glad when the 
time comes to leave. I’m beginning to have an awful lonesome and homesick feeling. Not 
knowing anyone and not doing anything but running around soon gets the best of me. I 
expect I’ll leave for home about next Monday. 
 
Well, I’ll get dressed and go down for breakfast now. Don’t think I’ll go anywhere until this 
afternoon, though. 
 
Here I am just back again an it’s 1:30. Went around to the man, Mr. Pinion, gave me a letter 
to (sic) and we went out to dinner together, went up to the Elk’s Club and had a real good 
meal. The US might be dry, but N.O. isn’t. they sell beer just like they always did, and lots of 
it too. 
 
Before I went to see this man I went on another slumming expedition. I saw lots this 
morning, more than yesterday. I started walking down Chartres Street and soon found myself 
around Jackson Square again which I drew for you so beautiful yesterday. I went across and 
went into the old Cathedral again, and took a good look for myself. This time reading all the 
French I possibly good (sic). Then I went walking thru some of the narrowest streets and, 
darling, you can’t imagine what some of those places look like, little narrow dingy looking 
alleys and passage ways, steps leading upstairs into what might be a dungeon. My hands 
were ever ready to grab my hat, and my feet were only waiting for the signal go, and I’m 
here to tell you they could have moved too. I passed by an old curio shop and stopped to see 
what he had. Well, if you can imagine pistols looking like canons, you will have a small idea 
of some of the things he had, every conceivable weapon of torture and outside of that, not 
much of anything. I went on and passed thru the tenement district again, but I don’t believe I 
saw anything new there. I went thru the market again and I’m here to tell you that I don’t 
want any fish bought from this Market. Why it was simply awful. Flies all over the fish and 
odor enough to kill a sane person. That, of course, made it perfectly safe for me. As I was 
coming back, a little girl stopped me and wanted to sell me a guide book showing all the 



principal streets of N.O., etc. She said it was only a nickel. Well, I asked her if she would 
take a dime for it. She would, naturally enough, but you should have seen the look on that 
kid’s face when I have her a dime. Why she acted like she had a million dollars. Then she 
wanted to get it changed into two nickels. I suppose it seemed like more to have it that way.  
 
Well, at last I have got to see the so called Spanish fort and Lake Ponchatrain. The fort itself 
is no more and what now exists is a large park having a amusements just like those we have 
at the Fair grounds, the same identical things. 
 
The Lake is beautiful just as far as you can see. Nothing but water, and were it rougher you 
couldn’t tell it from Galveston. Way out, just on the horizon were a bunch of fishing vessels 
with large floating sales and with the sun just going down it certainly made a pretty sight. 
 
About the rest of my visit to the park, I will tell you rather than write because I might not 
make myself clear. We live to learn and I certainly learned tonight. 
 
Leave tomorrow night 9/20 for Houston. 
 
Yours with lots of love, 
 
Otto 


