
April 26, 1917 
Houston, TX 

8:30 a.m. 
2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
114 N. Winnetka Ave. 
Dallas, Texas 
 
My dear Gainor, 
 
I am still living at my old place. Gainor, we got off so easy. You should have seen me on 
the stand, putting up a plea for my self defense because I was wet before I threw any 
water, but ---------. They didn’t do anything, but give us a good raking over. I sure 
thought for a while though that we were going to have to get a tent. 
 
Well, I really got a letter from Ethel last Monday and I really haven’t been myself since. 
First I nearly fainted because I got one and then -------. Oh Gainor, you have no idea how 
restless I have been since then. I haven’t been able to sleep hardly any, much less study 
and we’re having exams this week also but you know Gainor sometimes I think, that I 
simply haven’t any business coming back to Dallas to stay. It would break my heart and I 
guess make a nervous wreck out of me to stay away, but somehow sometimes I feel like 
that isn’t the place for me. Please don’t misunderstand me, honey. I can’t write just 
exactly what I mean, but Gainor you don’t know how much I want to see you especially 
now. 
 
Ethel told me that she was going to get married on the 18th of June and that she could 
hardly wait for that time to come. I haven’t seen Boo in quite a while. We haven’t had 
any baseball games Saturday afternoons for quite awhile, and I very seldom get to go to 
town. A funny thing happened this morning. We were supposed to get some grasshoppers 
from the supply sta. at New Orleans yesterday afternoon for the Freshman lab. This 
afternoon but they didn’t get here and so I had to go get them – downtown from the 
express office. The charges were 45 cents and that was all I had, but I didn’t know it, so I 
left and went to get on a car and felt in my pocket to get some money and I only had three 
coppers. I never felt so funny in all my life. At first, I didn’t know what to do and in the 
morning it is very seldom that any of the boys come to town. Finally, I went back to the 
express office and borrowed a nickel. That old fellow sure did laugh when I asked him 
for it. 
 
Well, Jack just came in to study Biology. I told him where he could go until I got through 
writing this letter. He said to tell you hello. 
 
Today we played Baylor baseball. We had the game 2 – 0 until the first of the ninth, not a 
single Baylor man had even reached first base and then our pitcher blew up, and they 
scored two runs in the 11th or 12th inning. I’m not certain which one they scored 3 more, 
and finally won 5 – 3. That’s Rice luck, have something won and then blow up and lost 



it. This spot was caused by Jack and my old lady they are having an awful scrap in here. 
In fact, it’s the first one I have seen in quite a long time I am generally always in them 
myself. Gainor, this sure is interesting you should be here to watch it, first one is on the 
floor and then the other one is there. 
 
Gainor, you all are not going to move to Oak Lawn now are you? I wish also you would 
get settled because I’m always scared you are going to move out of Oak Cliff.  
 
I hope you all will have some of those club meetings when I get home this summer. I 
wish I were there to enjoy the fun tonight because I know you are having it. 
 
Gainor dear, I’ll take you almost anywhere, but never to a public dance. You are the 
second person that has told me they liked to dance with me, but Gainor really and truly 
what I know about dancing is very, very little. Now, I’m not fishing. 
 
What in the world do you want to go to a public dance for? I remember last year one time 
Jack Taylor and I were over at Ethel’s and we went to buy some fruit. On the way we had 
to pass by Beaches, a public dancing place, and Ethel what I told her. I don’t believe that 
you really want to go. Do you? 
 
If I had been in Dallas and you had ask (sic) me to go to church with you. I know I would 
have gone. I came awful near going last Sunday, but when the Hall Committee treated us 
so nice we felt a little more like celebrating. I expect I’ll go some of these Sundays 
“maybe”. 
 
Gainor, I wish you would tell me what that shorthand was, ding it. If you don’t tell me in 
your next letter. I am going to find out anyway. “C” 
 
If this letter is sorter bawled up don’t blame me. All of this fuss is enough to run anyone 
crazy. 
 
Lots of love, from Otto 
 
 


