
April 6, 1917 
Houston, TX 

8:30 a.m. 
2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
114 N. Winnetka Ave. 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Dear Gainor, 
 
Honey, I sure was sorry to hear that Daisy’s husband died and I know just about what you 
have been going thru and how you felt when you came back. I hardly knew what to think 
when I got your letter Monday afternoon. I wanted to write, but then I knew that wouldn’t 
do any good because you weren’t at home. 
 
I hate to think about wearing a uniform such as I had on in that picture because I’m afraid 
that I will have to wear one for a long time before long. Gainor, being a boy now isn’t so 
very much fun. It’s alright to talk about going to war when you know you won’t have to 
go, but it’s an entirely different matter when you don’t know when or where you are 
going to have to go. I’ll be frank with you, I don’t want to go, and it’s not because I’m 
scared to, but because I think that there are to (sic) many people in this country that can 
afford to go better than we can. 
 
If the conscription act goes thru and the plans they have wrapped out for us here fail, 
goodness only knows where I’ll be a month from now. If the (sic) pass the conscription 
act this would naturally be the first place they would come because here we are 300 
strong and just about the ages that they want. But Dr. Lovett has gone North to see if he 
can’t get an army officer down here and they are either going to turn school out a month 
earlier and make this into a training camp or we are going to have to drill every day and 
they will cut down on our lessons. You see in this way we will be in training and they 
won’t have to take us away to be put into a training camp, and school can still go on. It’s 
h--- either way, but I’d ten times rather be here than goodness knows where. If I was out 
of school, I wouldn’t care so much, but being just in the middle. 
 
No, I don’t want any of those pictures back because I have duplicates of them all, except 
the one of myself. I want it, but you can keep it until this summer and then I’ll get it when 
I come up. “C” 
 
I am sorry that Ethel is not coming down but I sure am glad that Gib is and, dear, I sure 
wish that you were coming with him. 
 
I guess that we will go to the turning basin Sunday instead of going to church. That won’t 
hurt anything, though because I know they won’t miss me. 
 



Well, last Tuesday night we had another Freshmen episode. We’ve got a Freshman here 
who is simply a fanatic. He believes in what he calls equality in other words that a 
Freshman should have just as many privileges as a Senior. He doesn’t believe in what he 
calls hazing which really doesn’t exist here. He wrote to Princeton, Harvard, Yale, and 
ask them what they had done about hazing. He showed me the letters last Saturday and 
ask me what I thought about it. Well, the old fool ought to have known what I was in 
favor of, and I just came out and told him. I got busy right now and got the bunch 
together and we framed up on him. A bunch who were supposed to be “in” with him had 
a “secret” meeting at the club house, just about the time they got good and started in 
walked three masked fellows and grab Mr. Freshman. They take him out and in walk 
twenty more and grab the other seven. Of course, they were in on the game. Well, we 
took them away off on a country road in autos, painted our Freshman good with Agno3, 
rubbed glue in his hair and left him there. He came back alright and has been pretty quiet 
since. 
 
We played Daniel Baker baseball Wednesday and Thursday. Wednesday we beat them 
17 – 3 and today we beat them 10 – 6. It wasn’t baseball. It was just seeing how many 
home runs could be knocked by Rice with the bases full. Saturday, we have a track meet. 
I believe I told you this once before. 
 
Oh Gainor, just think I am going to a dance on the 20th. I don’t know where it is going to 
be or who is going to be there. I just know I’m going. That is the night that the Junior 
prom is going to be given out here, so I won’t have to sit back and look on. 
 
Well, dear, I hope that you are feeling alright again. I had the best dream about you last 
night. I saw you just as plain, and talked with you. I hope that it won’t be long before I 
will really be talking to you. Tell Gib that I’ll meet him at the train Sunday morning. 
 
Lots of love, Otto 


