
January 8, 1917 
Houston, TX 

8:30 a.m. 
2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
114 N. Winnetka Ave.  
Dallas, Texas 
 
Gainor,  
 
Dear, I can’t see why last Sunday wasn’t as pretty a day as today is because I sure wanted to 
take some pictures, but of course it had to go rain. Today certainly is pretty and if I was in 
Dallas, it would be a perfect day. 
 
Speaking of dreams, I’ve pinched myself lots of times to see if I was really awake, but, oh 
Gainor, darling, how I have lived those nights over and over again. That’s when I feel like 
packing up and going back home. Last night was the prettiest night. The moon was just as 
bright and it wasn’t very cold. It sure reminded me of that Tuesday night I left. I believe it is 
just a week ago tonight that we stayed all night out on the front porch. You remember you 
said that I would be feeling alright again by Friday. Well, today (Sun) is the first day that I 
have felt like myself and if I hadn’t got a letter from you this morning, I don’t suppose I 
would be now. “Jack” and I went to church this morning, but they only had reports from all 
the different clubs, societies, etc. so we got disgusted and left. We are going down to the 
turning basin this afternoon, don’t you want to go along? He has been feeling just about the 
same way I have. We went to Bugs lab. Friday afternoon and if you could have seen us you 
would have thought that we were going to be shot at sunset. Prof gave us some work to do 
and then “beat it”. He came back in an hour and we didn’t have anything to show what we 
had been doing. He started around the class and you should have seen us work. 
 
A bunch came up last Friday night and wanted to work some math. Now I’m not fibbing 
when I say that I absolutely couldn’t work anything. All we had to do was to hand in 
corrected the first three problems of our final examination. Well, I had them all correct. All I 
had to do was to copy them, but he didn’t want us to do that, but I finally had to. I couldn’t 
any more concentrate than I could fly. 
 
Well, sweetheart, I would like to finish this letter and send it off but Jack is worrying me to 
death to leave because we have got a long way to go. 
 
(Sunday night) 
 
I certainly have been through a whole lot since I left this afternoon. There is one Austrian and 
one German ship interned down there. They charge a dime to ride over in a little launch and 
go through them. Another big ship was expected to dock this afternoon, but I don’t believe 
that it came in. We walked over a mile and a half along an old railroad track, and I sure am 



tired. Oh yes, I smoked my second and last cigar. That is one little part of my New Year’s 
resolution. I haven’t broken it yet, and I know I am able to keep from breaking it. 
 
When I came back out one of the boys wanted me to wait on his table for him, and I did that 
but I ate too much.  
 
A new Freshman moved out here last Saturday. He has been staying in town. He is a little 
fellow and meek as a lamb. Another boy and myself went down to stack his room. He wasn’t 
there and even had his door unlocked. Well, we did a pretty good job of it, and just as we 
were going out of the door, here he was coming up the steps. He couldn’t help from seeing 
us. We ran or rather I hobbled down the hall and then a little bit later we went back to see 
what had been going on. Of course, innocent. I don’t know whether he recognized us or not. 
We gave him a little bit of advice about going away with his room unlocked. However, we 
said nothing about windows. 
 
I have got to go down tomorrow afternoon, and have my picture taken for the Campanile. I 
tried to get out of having it put in there, but I couldn’t without causing a whole lot of trouble. 
Oh Gee, this time last Sunday night I was in Heaven – I can’t keep from thinking about it. 
 
You know I sure am glad that I am not a Catholic. I would hate to have to write the Pope 
before I married. None of that for me. Oh Gainor, if you could come down here for the Final 
Ball, why that would be the greatest thing that could happen beside --------? 
 
The night that Ethel and I went to the picture show, we saw Deyo and she was with the 
funniest looking man I ever saw. I asked Ethel if Deyo had quit going with that summerfield 
boy, but she didn’t know. 
 
That old cigar has just about finished me for today. 
 
Gainor, I am going to send you that music. I don’t know whether you will like it or not, but it 
is awful popular down here. 
 
Tell Gib it is alright to play Memories on the pianola, but not a Funeral March. I wrote him a 
letter and it certainly was full of profanity. I think I shall have to try to stop that, too. Oh I’ll 
be an angel yet (nit.) 
 
I should say I will come and have supper with you, what are you going to have? I sure am 
sorry about that globe. We don’t need any at present, but one of them is getting awful weak. 
 
My foot is fine. I got it all fixed over and coach gave me an arch supporter and it just barely 
hurts. I think if I wear it regular it will soon get alright.  
 
Well, I’ve got some German to get and then I want to study a little chemistry. This the first 
night that I have really felt like studying, thanks to your letter. Jack said hello. I can’t get rid 
him, he is still here. 
 



With just oodles and oodles of love. 
 
Otto 
 
S.W.A.K. 


