
May 18, 1916 
Houston, TX 

2:30 p.m. 
2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
206 S. Willomet 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Dear Gainor, 
 
Wish you could have gone on the field trip the Biology class made this afternoon. It rained 
hard as the mischief, and the girls looked like drowned rats. I got off pretty lucky. I found a 
tree covered with a think grapevine and crawled under it, as did about six more. We sure got 
some specimens though. I won’t tell you what their real name is, just call them wasps, ants, 
scropeons (sic), centipeds (sic), snakes, salamander, etc. By the end of next week ever 
student has got to turn in a collection of 10 different kinds of insects, so I guess I’ll spend my 
usual restful Sunday catching bugs. I expect things were pretty exciting when the militia left. 
I know they were here. I don’t see why Gib wants to go to the border. I would want to go just 
the opposite direction. 
 
Ethel told me that she had written you an awful long letter. She sure wants to come home, 
and I, too, wish she could because Houston is no place for Ethel. I have told Gib several 
things about the people here and can’t blame him for saying what he did. I had a whole lot 
rather you down here than Ethel because I believe you are better able to take care of yourself. 
(I don’t mean that I want you to come down here, because I’m coming home before many 
days.) It’s a good thing Gib don’t let you read my letters because I do write some awful ones, 
but its just a way that I have of expressing myself. 
 
Cary certainly has changed. I could of told you that Christmas, but just thought that there 
wouldn’t anybody believe it. – pipe the English – She said I was a harmless baby, but these 
harmless babies could sure tell her something. Conceit is her middle name. 
 
Gainor, you remember I wrote you something about Ethel not long ago that sounded mighty 
funny and didn’t quite understand it. Well, it was just what you said that I meant, she is 
might easy to influence. A girl of Ethel’s age and experience can’t imagine what goes on in 
this world. She has learned some things, but very few. Gib can tell you as well as I can that a 
boy simply “gets around” more and can go places that a girl can’t go and there simply learns 
how things are run. Ethel, so far as I know, is perfectly alright, but just the same if I thought I 
had the right I would like to tell her a few things before I leave. Houston is a d----  fast town. 
(Excuse me, but that’s it exactly.) And you’ve simply got to be careful. Of course, all of this 
is simply between you and I and the lamp post.  
 
There are very few girls here who are not like Kate Logan and you know what she is and the 
crowd she runs with. Please don’t repeat, not even to yourself what I’ve said. 
 



It’s five thirty and I expect to hear a Bugle call any minute, but it looks so much like rain, we 
might not have to drill this evening. 
 
Yes, I got a letter again from Gordon the other day, but haven’t answered it yet. I haven’t had 
very much against Gordon. I simply like to get answers to my letter and then ---------. I don’t 
know whether I want to join the club or not. I’m mighty glad you feel relieved though. 
 
Please don’t leave until about the 25 at least. I am coming home on the 10. I thought that I 
would be able to get there on the 8th, but they have extended the exams for Freshmen and 
Sophomores until the ninth, but I sure am going to leave that night. So I’ll be home Saturday 
and you know Sunday always follows Saturday. I also had a letter from Madaline the other 
day. She says she might come to Dallas this summer. 
 
Glad to hear Gib is alright again. Hope Edward will get well soon. 
 
Went to the Freshman dance last Saturday night at the Rice Hotel. Had an awful good time. 
Why didn’t you finish out what you started in your letter, you got my curiosity aroused. 
Supper bell is ringing so I will stop for this time. 
 
Write soon, 
 
Otto 


