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2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
114 N. Winnetka Ave. 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Dear Gainor, 
 
I sure thought that you were observing Lent or had forgot that I was down here. I didn’t 
exactly know which to think. It seemed like a year from one Thursday to the next. I 
suppose you could go for six weeks without getting a letter from me, but I doubt very, 
very much whether I could, honey. I sure would be down on the world at the end of that 
time anyway. 
 
You asked me if the exams were hard. They have passed that stage long ago. These ex’s 
are undoubtedly the worst that I have ever had. Questions range from 7 with 2 or 3 parts 
under each to 20 straight questions. German had 20 – Biology had 15 – English only 8, 
but they were awful long. Chemistry 5 which were impassible to answer and Math is yet 
to come. That is what I studied yesterday and am going to study some more today. I don’t 
think that we will have over 7 PROBLEMS. Maybe you think I won’t be glad when 
tomorrow 12 o’clock rolls around. 
 
We have been playing Pussy in the Corner this morning and had started playing drop the 
lidkf when the mail came, so of course that broke everything up. I don’t believe that I 
ever did have so much fun playing those games as I did this morning. I think everybody 
in the dormitories was watching us. 
 
Oh Gainor, I had the best auto ride last night. You know I told you every evening after 
supper we generally go walking down the boulevard. Well, last night three of us were out 
walking and some kind hearted man and his wife (I think) asked us if we didn’t want to 
take a little ride. Of course, we did. We rode and rode. I thought sure we would come to 
Dallas before long. 
 
How is Gib getting along with his mandoline lessons. You ought to hear me play I mean 
blow a bugle. I think I’ll go hire out to US as a bugler.  
 
I had the funniest dream about you and somebody last night. I woke up and I didn’t know 
at first where I was. I sure am glad though that I don’t exactly believe in dreams. Do you? 
 
Gainor, I sure do wish I could see you because I’m just bubbling over with something 
and I can’t write it. I am afraid though that if you were to see me now you wouldn’t know 
me because I’ve got an awful black eye. Yesterday afternoon, Touts and I went out to the 
club house to take a little exercise. We were wrestling for all we were worth and he 



happened to but (sic) me in the eye with his elbow. I first saw diamonds and then I saw 
stars and then I didn’t see much of anything. If it isn’t my foot, it’s my eye. 
 
I think that the Freshmen are going to have a boat ride Saturday, either that or both 
military companys (sic) are going on a hike and stay out over Sunday. 
 
If you know what that Spanish was that I wrote, your answer suits me to a T, but don’t 
you think that you are telling that to the wrong person? You needn’t be scared to write 
any Spanish. I’ll read it. See I’m preparing to go to South America. You never did say 
whether you wanted to go along or not. 
 
The baseball season opens here next week with A&M. I guess it’s up to us and beat them 
in that too. Rice and A&M have so far both played and beat the same teams. You know I 
bet next year, when we play A&M on Thanksgiving Day that the game ends up in a fight. 
These two schools hate each other more every day, and I know if we beat them next year 
something is bound to happen. 
 
Well, if you will prove for me that d/dx log x = 1/x or that xm=xm+1/m+1 – why I’ll just 
do something awful nice for you. 
 
With lots of love, 
 
Otto 


