
March 31, 1916 
Houston, TX 

2:00 p.m. 
2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
206 S. Willomet 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Dear Gainor, 
 
I sure am sorry that you are having to work so hard, and hope work will “let up” before long. 
There certainly have been lots of big fires here in Tx lately. There sure was a big one here 
last Sunday, burnt a whole lot of cotton, box cars, warehouses in the M. K. & T yards. That’s 
the first big fire I’ve seen since that Hotel in Dallas burned. The Country Club fire at San 
Antonio was no little thing. I saw what was left of the building last Tuesday. 
 
I sure wish I was going to be there for the class dance, but since I’m not, you enjoy yourself 
(I mean the dance) for me also. No we haven’t had a dance out here for a long time. It’s all 
boatrides and of course dancing with it now. The Sophs are going to have one Saturday 
(April 1st) but I don’t think I’ll go. I’m just about broke. 
 
I should say Mrs. Holloway is lovely. Believe me, I sure had some fine times up there and 
just wait till next Sept. The way I feel now I’m afraid I’ll only eat and sleep at home, be “on 
the go” the rest of the time. This life gets awful tame every now and then. I met a boy in New 
Braunfels Monday who used to room just across from Jimmie. We sure had one more talk. 
He also failed in one of his courses. Fifteen of the boys “busted” the second time down here. 
Two good football men along with them. I don’t know what we are going to do for a football 
team next year. 
 
I got a letter from Frank, yesterday and he told me all about his Waxahachie friend. Frank is 
pretty good at raving about people. I can just see him, squinting that one eye and talking 
about her. 
 
I suppose Ethel has told you that they are going to move Sat. They are going to have an 
apartment of their own. I’ve already engaged myself as dishwasher. Ethel has got to dry 
them. 
 
I see where I am going to change S.S. teachers. If I every get up enough energy to go when I 
get back. Get back that’s all I’m thinking about already. I don’t know what I’ll do when it 
gets down to one day and probably an exam that evening.  
 
“Butter” is a freshman and a good friend of mine. He was our first class president, also 
quarter on football and short stop on baseball team. He happened to be in the room when I 
was writing you and he said tell you hello which I did. 
 



Well, I hope you won’t have to wait to (sic) long before you answer this. I thought I never 
was going to get an answer to my last letter. Thought maybe I had said something I ought not 
to have said. But you do your dingdest (sic). 
 
9, Otto 
 
 
 


