
September 17, 1916 
Galveston, TX 

2:00 p.m. 
2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
206 S. Willomet 
Dallas, Texas 
 
My little girl (etc.) 
 
Gee but this is a lonesome spot. What would I give to be back in dear old Dallas right now. I 
didn’t sleep 30 minutes Friday night. I simply couldn’t do it. I would think about everything 
and everybody. Someone in particular and there I was. I don’t guess you think very much of 
the man I went with and I can’t say as I blame you after what he said, but you’ve simply got 
to know him a little better. He sure took a fancy to you. I sure did hate (I’m out of ink so 
please excuse the pencil) to leave you all. Did you have a good time when you got back to 
Mrs. Mason’s? But I know you did. 
 
We got into Houston this morning at 7:10, ate breakfast at our appointed place and there I 
had to act as scout or guide and show them around a bit. Didn’t get to go out to (?) but saw 
several of the Wazza’s down town. Tried to phone Ethel but couldn’t. I wanted to stay over 
until tonight but the rest of the bunch wanted to leave on the 11:30 train for Galveston so 
poor me got it in the neck again and had to beat it for Galveston and hear (sic) I is watching 
the waves roll in. The Gulf is pretty rough and muddy this afternoon so we are going to wait 
until in the morning to take a bath, oh excuse me, I mean a swim. Didn’t have dinner until 
2:30. Walked into a restaurant or café, I don’t remember which, sat down at a table and a 
Vogel came and took our order. The crazy wop says we charge a nickel more on every article 
if you eat at these tables. Just because we wanted something to lean against cause the old 
stools at the counter haven’t got backs, he thought we ought to pay more. Well we did 
because I was to (sic) tired to get up and move to the counter. 
 
We don’t happen to be stopping at the Galvez but are just across from it, can see the waves 
fine, have an awful nice gallery to sit upon (or rather chairs on the gallery). 
 
You sure did do a good job of washing my handkerchiefs and they’ve got the sweetest smell 
to them. They sure bring back the happiest moments of my life and so does a pretty white 
and green one that I have. 
 
I’ve got one of the cutest pictures of somebody. I think it was taken when they were quite 
young. It looks like you might send me one about the same size but taken in the year 1915 or 
’16. Get me. 
 
I wrote Gib a card in Houston this morning. I sure was sorry that I didn’t get to see him 
anymore. Do you know yet when you are moving. I wish something would happen so you 
couldn’t move. You don’t know how much I hate that. You’ve simply got to come down 



Christmas, now you will, won’t you? And you’ll tell me when you write, what we were 
talking about that Sunday night that Miss Mary started to tell me it was getting pretty late. I 
guess you’ll have to tell her goodbye for me because I simply didn’t have a chance anymore 
after Monday night and I didn’t know then that she was going to Oklahoma City. I know she 
think (sic) I am a regular devil but tell her different for me will you please. I guess after 
you’ve done all of that you will be ready to quit. Well boss says it’s supper time, so I will end 
for this time. If you write before Friday just address it Care Hotel Vinson, after Friday Rice 
Institute. 
 
Until next time. 
 
Yours, Otto 
 
 


