
March 12, 1916 
Houston, TX 

10:30 a.m. 
2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
206 S. Willomet 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Dear Gainor, 
 
Now listen I did tell Ethel that I needed cheering up, but it was simply because I was 
homesick. If I didn’t get that letter every week, I wouldn’t be worth a cent, which I don’t 
suppose I am anyway. 
 
I bet you did have a good time at the dance, and it might not have been the dress. It might 
have been the person with whom you went. 
 
When I come back home will you take me out riding? 
 
I haven’t been to town since last Sunday, and I am sorry to say, haven’t had exams yet, but 
they start off strong Monday. Have been studying chemistry ever since noon with Fouts, and 
found your letter waiting for me when I came back over to the Hall. 
 
I like this school better every day, although there are times when things seem to grow old and 
stale. Yet something always happens to keep the ball rolling. A boy who has the opportunity 
to go to college and doesn’t go, doesn’t know what he has missed. It might be the course I 
am taking that makes things interesting but they sure are whatever the source.  
 
So you finally got a letter from Ethel. Well I sure told her enough times to write. Every time I 
saw or phoned her. Richard Gentry is a boy who stays at the same place with Ethel, that is at 
the same house. I don’t know whether they have got it bad or not. I do know that they are out 
together a good deal. I expect I’ll ask Ethel to go on the boatride next Saturday. We sure 
ought to have a good time on that trip. I’ve never been on one and don’t know what it is 
going to be like. 
 
Say working don’t seem to agree with you, only weighing 104 lbs. I used to weigh 138, but 
now 155, falling off all of the time. 
 
I had a letter from Madaline yesterday. She says she’s been awful busy. Also that she sure 
was glad to see someone from Paradise or as it is called down here, God’s Country. 
 
What is the matter, can’t Frank find a girl good enough in Dallas. But Martha says all good 
looking girls come from Waxahachie. 
 



Don’t for a minute think that we get anything good to eat down here, spuds, chicken bones, 
spuds, hotdogs, spuds, bacon. “Menu” for breakfast, dinner and supper. 
 
Ethel got a letter from Gordon the other day, and among other things he even said tell me 
hello. How nice of him. “Butter” said for me to tell you hello. 
 
Otto 


