
October 25, 1916 
Houston, TX 

7:00 a.m. 
2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
131 N. Clinton 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Dear Gainor, 
 
Well, line of shorthand. Oh dear, but this is an awful life. I slept like a log all Sunday night. 
The sleeper was good and warm and I was (and am) good and tired. I didn’t get into Houston 
until 7:45 and I simply had to eat something, so I missed my first class, but it was only 
German and I hadn’t missed it a single time this year. 
 
I sure was glad that I got to come to Dallas, but now that I am back down here, I feel like a 
big phool (sic) over what I did Sunday night. I had an awful strong drive to come back over 
that night even though I had been over all afternoon (because there sure is a reason) so when 
I phone Ethel, she asked me if I had been over to see you and of course I told her that I had 
just come from there. Then she said she wanted to see me and if I couldn’t go back over to 
see you. Nothing could have suited me better, but somehow I felt like I ought not. Anyway I 
couldn’t keep from phoning and you know the rest.  
 
When I went home, Mother says, another line of shorthand. (I thought you were lost.) Dear 
old mother, she doesn’t realize how spoiled I am. Well, I told her what I was going to do and 
she says well I know you are hungry (you see we eat supper sundown) and started getting 
something to eat. Then I had to go and tell my cousins, aunts, and unkels, hello and goodbye. 
 
I had a letter from home waiting for me when I got back, also one from Joe. I always get a 
letter from home on Saturdays. In the letter that I wrote them, I asked if they cared if I went 
to West Point. Of course, I talked it over with them while I was home, but mother didn’t 
express herself near as plain as she did in her letter. She doesn’t want me to go at all, and 
papa had rather that I wouldn’t. You can imagine how sister stands on the subject. I’m on the 
fence leaning sorter toward not going, but I can’t make up my mind not to. To tell you the 
truth, I had lots rather stay here but there are certain reasons, which I can’t state, why I even 
started thinking about West Point. I guess when brother comes down, I’ll sorter get my 
bearings and will know what I am going to do. Why don’t you want me to go? 
 
Well, I am waiting on my powder rag. Remember, I have got two hdk’fs now which I can use 
but a regular powder rag is lots better. Don’t you think so? 
 
My nose sure is sore. I can’t get rid of my cold. Well, don’t be surprised if I come pumping 
home before long, that is if we get caught up with.  
 



Last Friday night the sophomores had a system of watches in each dormitory but of course 
nothing happened, that is of an extraordinary nature. They beat one fellow up for talking 
against hazing. They went after one of those who came in my room, but he had gone to 
Dallas. 
 
Sunday, there was a meeting of all upperclassmen and 4 seniors tried to make a motion that 
hazing be abolished. Well, voting against 200 can’t have much effect. The best part of it was 
that some of the Seniors made the strongest appeal for the continuation of hazing. If I had 
been there, there would have been one very earnest appeal for the continuation of hazing. 
 
Last night, a post graduate said he would like to see me a few minutes. I had a hunch what he 
wanted and he said that the committee of Executive management had decided that the next 
time a Freshman went into the Bayou, they would have to hold an investigation and all those 
implicated would be put out of school. He said that the Freshmen class were willing to draw 
up resolutions stating that they were not in favor of the things which had been done, and they 
would do all in their power to see that it did not happen again, etc. I told him that it might be 
that I would be willing to even consider such an agreement after we had thoroughly punished 
some certain freshman. Well, we pow-wowed for a long time and I left him knowing what 
would in all probality (sic) happen. The boy came back from Dallas this morning and the 
bunch is raring to go. We met tonight disguised in the clubhouse. They put several thru the 
third degree Friday night and they confessed and I don’t blame them. They had to go thru it 
all blindfolded. Well, so much for this. I know I sure am nervous. I wish you could see the 
burned cork, rope, sacks (flour) and other stuff I have ready for dirty work.  
 
Well, what do you think of Ethel’s fond one? He looked a little different to me Sunday than 
he did before, not that I like him less. Say I wish you would tell me what Ethel said about 
me. I’ll tell you whether it is the truth or not.  
 
Well, they had the dance last Saturday night, but I got out of it alright. I feel kind of funny 
though. 
 
How is your wrist? Poor little thing. I’m sorry. Next time I’ll see that you won’t have such a 
hard time. See I’ll get them all at once. I wish you would come and go to lab for me. Say 
does Gib read all of these letters too? If so, you had better censor this one. 
 
Love, Otto 


