
March 23, 1917 
Houston, TX 

8:30 a.m. 
2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
114 N. Winnetka Ave. 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Dear Gainor, 
 
I always start a new term off with resolution to study and it generally takes two weeks 
before I can get started. Here this week has practically passed and I have studied one 
night and then it was about midnight (11:30) before I started. I am going to finish out this 
week now and then start in right next Monday. I sure have been enjoying life this week, 
but all of that grows old. The grades came out last Tuesday and I’m glad to say that I 
passed everything and considering I did better this term, than last and I’m going to try to 
make this third term the best of all. Some way or another when I once start studying I 
don’t want to stop. The only trouble is in getting started. I know of thirty who “busted” 
this term. There may be a few more, but I happened to see the list. Only nine boys from 
the dormitories. The rest of them were boys and girls from in town. 
 
I know you all had a good time coming down that old river. I haven’t been up there so 
very much, but I have always had a good time and I know that the next time I go I will 
have a whole lot better one. I hope your pictures were good because I sure do want some 
of them. We never have had those developed we took out here about a month ago. Maybe 
someday we will do that. Old Lady bought two rolls of film and wanted to take some 
pictures last Sunday, but Jack wanted me to go to the Majestic with him and I went. The 
bill is pretty good but I have seen lots better. 
 
The architectural society of the Institute is putting on a show out here this week or rather 
beginning tonight, then Friday and Saturday, known as the “Brain Trust”. It is a comedy 
and from what I’ve seen of it and from what the boys said after the performance tonight, 
it must be pretty good. I can’t go until Saturday night. It’s being shown in the drafting 
room of the mechanical building, so it only takes about ten minutes to get there and back. 
 
Last night, a bunch of us went down to see 20,000 Leagues Under the Sea. The regular 
price was 25 cents, but they have each Rice student a ticket, together with a dime we 
could get in. The ticket had on it, good for any performance. When we got there, people 
were standing way out in the lobby. We presented our tickets and the lady says, these 
tickets are not good after 7:30. Well it was 8:30 then. The tickets didn’t say anything 
about that, so we wouldn’t leave the window and we started raising such a fuss that they 
sold us tickets and accepted the ones we had. I guess people standing around thought that 
we had gone crazy from the amount of noise that we made anyway. That is about the 
craziest picture I ever saw. 
 



No, I don’t know the other name for pansies. What is it? I wish you could see where they 
grow also. Oh Gainor, everything is so green, and violets, and pansies and some other 
flower, I don’t know the name, are blooming all over the campus. This is the time of the 
year that this place looks prettiest. A little later when the Cape Jasmines start blooming, it 
simply can’t be beat. I sure am glad that I’m here and not somewhere else. 
 
Twelve weeks from now I will be in Dallas. I just know that those weeks will never pass 
away. 
 
Did Carl Fabian quit or did he get sent home? You know now that those boys have come 
home, I am ticked to death that I didn’t. You couldn’t make me go home now. There to 
(sic) much to look forward to, Christmas for instance. 
 
I hope you have a good time at the dance tomorrow night. Sorry that I am not going to be 
there. My eye is perfectly natural again at least in color. It is still sore, but you can’t tell 
it. 
 
Lovingly, Otto 


