
March 1, 1917 
Houston, TX 

8:30 a.m. 
2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
114 N. Winnetka Ave. 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Dear Gainor, 
 
I sure wish I had a little of that cool air now that we had that afternoon we went riding in 
John’s car. It feels like the middle of summer, and here it is just the end of February. I know 
June never will roll around. It seems like a year since I was in Dallas. I thought that I was 
going to get to be there next Saturday, but everything is “blowed up” now. I wrote and told 
the folks that I was coming home and they evidently had a different idea than I did because 
I’m not coming, and I guess after all it is the best thing for me because I know how I would 
of felt up there while school was still going on. I couldn’t have stayed in Dallas because 
people will talk as it has been to my sorrow to find out. I went over and had another talk with 
McCants this morning and what he said made me feel as though I really had some business in 
this world. So you might as well start packing to come down here in June. That’s just a little 
bit over three months off. I know they are going to seem like a six though. 
 
As far as my giving you advise (sic) goes I don’t know whether I can do that or not but I can 
tell you what I would do if I were in your place. You are teaching a class and are evidentally 
(sic) interested in it and just so long as you are, you are going to give those children that best 
you have. I believe that you would get more out of it by talking to them and explaining things 
to them, than by listening to Mr. Haskins. He, as most ministers, I suppose has got a pretty 
good line, and I imagine there will be very little general discussion. And I think that that is 
where the learning comes in because I myself hate to take everything that’s told me for 
granted. On the other hand, Mr. Haskins would perhaps be able to show you some things that 
you never would have thought of. If I were you I would keep my own class. “Suffer the little 
children to come unto me.” You didn’t know I knew that much did you. I don’t know 
whether it is right. I wish I had been there last Sunday when you all were arguing on 
Christian Science. Arguing on religion is my hobby. Yesterday afternoon, while all of us 
profs were drinking tea, I just happened to ask, what theory they advanced for the beginning 
of matter. Gainor, you should have heard those men argue. They soon got on to evolution and 
that naturally brings you up to religion. I know this is awful dry to you and I don’t blame you 
one bit. You can’t understand though how it interests me. 
 
You wouldn’t think that I had been studying math for 2 30/60 (1/2) hours, but believe me I 
sure have. If I get through with math this year, I never want to see another book, much less 
study it.  
 



My old lady is going to go home tomorrow night and stay over Sunday. See we have a 
holiday Friday and the lucky clown doesn’t have any classes on Saturday, so he won’t miss 
anything. I’ve got four classes Saturday morning. 
 
I read in the paper Sunday morning about the old Mill burning and I just thought that you 
were in it. Something just seemed to tell me that you were going to that picture show that 
night. Aren’t you glad you weren’t in it when it burned. I guess that they will build it back 
and better than it was. 
 
I don’t think that you are supposed to write on both sides of this stationery, but being as how 
I “done went and started it”, I am going to keep it up.  
 
I sure am beginning to dread the finals. I’ve just been fooling along and haven’t been 
studying extraordinarily hard and I got a little behind, but I sure am going to catch up Friday. 
 
Gainor, I know this is an awful sorry letter, but I’ve got the blues so bad. I don’t know what 
to do. I’ve been trying to keep my spirits up and write descent (sic) but I don’t seem to be 
able to do it. 
 
With love, Otto 
 
 
 
 


