
September 21, 1917 
Houston, TX 
None Visible 
None Visible 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
210 West Tenth Street 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Well, sweetheart, here I am and the worst of it is without you, but I can always find some 
consolation in looking at pictures and also in memories. 
 
It was just like I told you about sleeping last night. We didn’t leave Dallas until 11:20 and I 
certainly watched those lights on the old viaduct as long as I could because then really began 
to realize what it all meant, and sleep well only in spots. I was weary and felt awful worn out 
but still I didn’t sleep a sound sleep. We got into Houston one hour late. I met one Senior on 
the train and two Freshmen. Early this morning we went out on the back platform and, 
Gainor, we made 60 miles an hour and over. That old train sure was moving. When we got in 
here and got downtown, of course, I began meeting them all. It sure seemed good to be back 
and know so many people. Ate breakfast in The Grill at the Rice Hotel and then went to buy 
me a pair of regulation shoes. I then went to buy me another uniform, but they didn’t have 
my size in so I couldn’t get it.  
 
I started for school and after I got to Eagle Street, that is the place where we change cars, it 
seemed like I met everybody. Came on out and went up to the administration building and 
here things certainly were busy. I thought at first that I never was going to be able to register. 
The line was so long, but by a little management I got thru pretty early. Some of them stood 
for five hours and over in line. I got thru in at least 45 min.  
 
I had no more than gotten out of line than a boy I have told you about named Sutcliffe from 
San An. Said he wanted to see me on important business. Well, of course, he wanted me to 
room with him. The boy, also from San An. with whom he was going to room didn’t come 
back so the office wanted to put someone else in with him, but he told them to wait until I 
cam. So you see I never did even get to try what I now believe would have been an awful 
lonesome life. He roomed by himself last year and he says he wouldn’t do it again. We just 
got everything straightened out before I started writing. Darling, we sure have got a nice 
looking room. It’s nice and big and has four south windows, close to the Dining Hall. On the 
same floor, we have a Senior, Freshman, two profs and 3 Sophs and they are all, even the 
profs, very congenial. Of course, the Freshman is out of a matter of necessity. 
 
I am going to take my honor’s course in Biology, but am going to have to take French instead 
of German. That will come MWF at 8:30. I have to take another Biology course. It is what is 
known as Colloquium, where really only professors and those taking honors courses (two of 
us) attend. 
 



Well, since I wrote the above lines I have taken quite an auto ride. The football boys are 
having or rather did have a dance to – no I mean, last night. I had a chance to go but I really 
didn’t feel like it so a boy named Thomas from Greenville, my roommate and I went riding. 
We went down town and got some hamburgers and weenies and then rode around awhile. 
Had an awful time getting the car back in. 
 
Well, I almost feel as though I were in the army myself. After Monday, I will live in khaki. 
We have regular West Point rules, can’t leave the campus without having full uniform on, 
and we must wear them at all times. We have to march to and from meals and after supper 
except on Sat. and holidays. Call to quarters is sounded 20 minutes after we finish supper, on 
Sat. and holidays at 10:45 and then sentinel inspection takes place. We have reveille at 5:45, 
inspection at 6:00. I have forgot the rest of it. We have a book of 247 rules and regulations. 
My roommate said he was going to the penitentiary so he could get some liberties. Why, 
Gainor, it’s simply awful, but still I am glad of it. There are also strict rules against hazing, 
but of course it has been going on, but I don’t believe as bad as last year. Tonight the Annual 
Freshman shirt tale parade was held. I didn’t go down to see it because I hadn’t unpacked 
yet. 
 
I phoned Ethel four different times tonight, but never did get an answer. I guess she wasn’t at 
home. Houston really looked like a city today. There were so many people on the streets and, 
of course, just oodles of soldiers. 
 
Well, dear, we have already planned to go to church tomorrow, but, oh how different it is 
going to be and then tomorrow night ---------------. I always want to cry when I think about it. 
 
I came near taking Gib’s letter down here with me. I was already on the train when I felt it in 
my pocket and then I went back upstairs in the Union depot and mailed it. 
 
Please give my regards to Miss Mary and also to your father. With lots of love and a kiss. 
 
I remain yours, 
 
Otto 


