
September 27, 1915 
Houston, TX 

9:30 a.m. 
2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
206 S. Willomet 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Dear Gainor –  
 
This is Saturday morning. Classes will not begin until Monday at 8:30 a.m. I am feeling 
fine, also having a five time. Don’t know what it will be like when lessons start. The 
buildings here certainly are pretty, but not white as I thought they were going to be. I 
have a fine room and roommate, at least I like him so far. We have breakfast at 7:00 – 
dinner at 12:45 and supper at 6:15. They give up good grub, and we can eat all we want, 
much to my delight. Adjoining the dining room there is a small hall and next to this is the 
boy’s club room, a big long room with piano and Victrola, plenty of chairs and tables. 
We have here a school band. They practise (sic) every morning and every evening, on the 
third floor in the same building that I am in. It sure is swell. There are a couple of 
sophomores that room next to me. One of them has a mandolin, and he is playing, 
“Home, Sweet Home”. Now I don’t know whether he is homesick or not. He is always 
playing sentimental pieces, anyway. This place sure has a swell campus and where it is lit 
up at night it looks just like a park. I met two fellows on the train going to Rice. There 
(sic) room is right above mine. We have grown quite chummy. I have met at (sic) bunch 
of boys anyway. As a rule, they are all a fine bunch. The first football game comes off 
with Trinity U. a week from today. They have three teams working out every evening 
here. This afternoon there is going to be a game between Varsity and scrubs. They had 
one the other evening and the scrubs tied Varsity 6 to 6. I never heard of hazing at this 
school until I got here. Well they sure have it. Besides having to clean up my own room, 
if some sophomore gets a notion he don’t (sic) want to clean up his, he’ll go get a 
“Freshie”. They have only gotten me once. The soph next door to me put me on to the 
“ropes” and I have gotten off pretty easy so far. But I guarantee that I can roll a mothball 
with my nose faster than any of our crowd. I have had to say involuntary speeches and 
sing “songs”, and if a person gets out of tune, woe be unto him. They made some of the 
boys put their noses together and whistle as loud as they could, and if they laughed they 
got a good strapping. Last night (Friday) and tonight (Sat) I have been told by some Soph 
friends it would be best to hide out. See right after supper about six of us who knew 
trouble was brewing beat it for town. The school is three miles from town, a car line runs 
about 2 blocks from the Dormitory. Well, we came back at 10 o’clock and there sitting up 
on the gateposts (There are six for each entrance. The posts are pretty high – 2 of them 15 
ft. and 4, 10 ft.) were “Freshies” put there by Sophs. I thought sure my time had come, 
but I got by safely and beat it for my room. Some of the boys got down, and when the 
Sophs found it out, they went after them, gave ‘em a good strapping and put ‘em back up. 
This set had to stay until 12 o’clock then they were relieved and another set had to stay 
until four. I walked over to the administration building this morning and there sitting on 



the posts in the hot sun were more “Fish”. They had to bow to all the ladies that came in. 
I may be next “you never can tell”. I have told just about all I know this time. Here’s 
hoping that I get thru (sic) tonight safely. Write and tell me all the news. Just address it 
Rice Institute, Houston and I’ll get it. 
 
As ever, Otto Esienlohr 


