
May 14, 1917 
Houston, TX 

8:30 a.m. 
2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
114 N. Winnetka Ave. 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Dear Gainor, 
 
I sure was glad to hear that you were alright again. How is your chin? Poor ‘ittle thing. I’m 
afraid you wouldn’t make a very good nurse if you use iodine that way, but then a person has 
to learn by experience, don’t he. I certainly have learned a whole lot that way, more than you 
could ever guess, and it has done me worlds of good. 
 
I wish you had been down here to write on the typewriter for me. I had to make some stencils 
for the mimeograph machine for Dr. Muller and I never got so tired of writing on that 
typewriter before. It was awful long, four sheets (8 ½ x 15) just such stuff that it takes a long 
time to copy. He didn’t give it to me until about 4 o’clock Saturday afternoon and by the time 
I finished up what I was doing, I didn’t have any time left. He wanted them by Tuesday, and 
I knew I wouldn’t have any time tomorrow (Monday). So I went over last night, for only an 
hour and a half because I was going to a dance and that’s why I didn’t get to go to church this 
morning. I went over and finished the whole business. I ought to go over and print some of 
them this afternoon, but I’m simply going to be religious and have it against my religion to 
work on Sunday. I thought I would die laughing the other morning. I was down in the 
research room, working with Dr. Muller and all of a sudden he jumped up, and commenced 
to hollering “I’ve got it”, “I’ve got it”, I looked up and started to say, yes I think you have. 
He had found a certain character in a fly that he had been looking for over a year. I think he 
sits up and watches that fly all night long. It sure tickled me the way he started jumping up 
and down, and the look he had on his face. Gainor, that sure is an interesting study. I used to 
think especially when in high school that anybody that didn’t have anything to do but to 
study bugs was pretty bad off, but I sure don’t think it anymore because the study is entirely 
different from what you would voluntarily think that it is. I have already been given a list of 
books that I am supposed to read this summer. You remind me of it every now and then or I 
sure will forget it because I sure am going to enjoy life this summer if it ever does get here. 
 
I had a letter from Jack yesterday afternoon. He seems to be having a good time. You know 
what that clown did. He told me before he left here that he was going to tell his girl to write 
me a letter. I told him alright to go ahead. Well, here one comes in with his yesterday 
afternoon. I never got such a letter before. That girl can sure spread it. I guess Jack was right 
there when she wrote it. 
 
No, I don’t think that he will come back to school anymore. He says his school days are 
finished, but I think that a little persuasion would bring him back. Still he is where he can 



make something out of himself. That sure is a good old boy. He is 22 years old, but you coud 
never tell it by being around him. 
 
It seems to me as though you and Martha might have come around and taken me riding. Of 
course, I know I’d be pretty poor company but then “C” I haven’t been riding since “Heck 
was a pup”. I didn’t think that John Jean ever would have fuss with anybody. 
 
Well, I’m willing, always to go on a picnic, but don’t you think that getting up a six o’clock 
is awful early. 
 
My cold is a little better than it used to was. Law me, it sure did give me a fit. 
 
I thought that Houston was the only place that it rained all the time, but it seems as though it 
isn’t. It hasn’t rained today, but it is getting cloudy now so I guess that it will begin before 
long. 
 
We took some pictures of the Dining Hall the night that we had the dance and I intended to 
send you one in this letter, but I haven’t got them yet. We are going to have another boatride 
on the 26th. You better come down and go. Oh Gainor, we could have the best time. You 
have simply got to come down here next year. 
 
I would like to know (for instance) what some things are you would like to do and haven’t 
the heart. 
 
Tell Gib that I figured out what that wigwagging was, but that I can’t do anything for him. 
 
Lovingly, Otto 


