
October 20, 1916 
Houston, TX 

8:30 a.m. 
2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
131 N. Clinton 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Dear Gainor, 
 
Gee but I wish that I could say that I was just back from Ethel’s. I know you all are having a 
“hot old time”. I don’t quite agree with you when you say that Ethel is the sweetest girl that 
ever lived. She is awful nice and sweet (I suppose), but still she isn’t the sweetest girl. Get 
me. 
 
Ethel sure was excited when she left here. I didn’t go out to the depot because I didn’t 
exactly feel like walking 2 miles along a lonely road by myself. I didn’t know Ethel did 
“have it” so bad until last Sat. night, but I sure found out then. As for how I like him. I met 
several (1666) boys, men, etc. with whom Ethel went to different places, and I couldn’t give 
a one of them as much as a 2.1, but Boo was different from them all. He showed that he had 
some common sense and some good old home raising. You know the first impression always 
counts a whole lot. I think he is a fine fellow. 
 
Well, we had a football game last Friday with Austin College, beat them 40 – 0. Next 
Saturday, we play Southwestern and the following Saturday the team goes to Ft. Worth and 
then to Dallas. How I would love to go with them, but I simply can’t do it. Don’t be surprised 
if some one whom you have never seen phones you while they are in Dallas. But if anyone 
does, it will be an awful nice fellow. 
 
Went to church last Sunday and the preacher preached to me during the whole sermon. It was 
pretty good and I watched him and he watched me. After the church was out and everybody 
starts out, he stopped me and introduced himself and asked me if I was a Christian. I told him 
I was a member of the Christian church and that I lived in Dallas, etc. Well, he says come to 
church – we need such men (?) as you. A whole bunch of boys and girls from Rice go there 
to S.S. but I don’t care so very much for Sunday School. 
 
I was feeling sorter sick last Tuesday from 2 until 6 the next morning. But outside of that I 
am getting fatter every day. 
 
I sure have got lots to do these days. I’ve got 12 hours lab a week or 30 hours lecture and lab 
every week. It sure keeps me busy. Then I’ve got some work to do on the “Campanile”. I 
never get to go to town unless it’s Saturday or Sunday. 
 



Tell Thelma hello. Oh yes, Gainor, please don’t tear that negative up from those pictures we 
took at Martha’s. My roommate is going to Dallas Friday. I told him he sure better bring 
back something to eat or -------. 
 
I sure wish that you would tell me what that complement is. You’ve got my curiosity 
aroused. 
 
Well Saturday is the day Oklahoma gets beat (nit). If you want to bet with me you’ll have to 
bet against OU. I believe you owe me a bet anyway. I’ll bet you that State gets beat by at 
least one touchdown. I read in the paper the other day where OU was beat 16 – 0. Texas has 
got a better team than they want to own up to. If you don’t want to bet against OU, I’ll bet 
you that Texas beats OU by 3 points. Take your choice but don’t wait until after the game is 
played. I sure am going to watch for the sporting extra Sat. night. 
 
Yes, they did put the dance off they were going to have, until next Sat. The girl I wanted to 
go with had another date, so I am going to take the girl I took to the Freshman dance last 
year. Ethel knows who it is. 
 
I just sent a letter off to James this morning. The boy I roomed with last year is rooming with 
a boy from Portland, Oregon, but I’ve got so I hate to think of that place. I don’t see why this 
country is so big anyway. 
 
Gainor, I started writing this letter at 9:30 and it is now 11:30. I had my first real wrestling 
match of the year tonight. I wish you could have seen what we looked like when we got 
through or rather when we stopped. The bed was out in the middle of the room and not a 
thing on it. Chairs were turned over, books on the floor. My poor freshman thought that the 
world was coming to an end. It didn’t take him long to clean up though. 
 
Last night, we made an awful lucky haul, happened to catch 6 Freshmen in one room and 
they were raising all sorts of “Cain”, so we proceeded to lock them in by tying a broom to the 
door knob and placing it lengthwise across the door. Well, the more the poor fellows tried to 
get out the tighter the knot would get. Finally, just before midnight they began to beg so 
earnestly that we let them out. The floor of the room was covered with water because we had 
taken a dustpan and put it at the bottom of the door and then poured water in it. I never saw 
such a meek bunch of Freshmen as those when we opened the door. 
 
We had a Hall Committee election tonight and elected from my house a boy who rooms just 
across from me. He is a good sport though and I know won’t report every little thing that 
goes wrong. 
 
You can be sure that I won’t say one word about what you told me. 
 
Love, Otto 


