
August 8, 1919 
Houston 

6:30 p.m. 
2 Cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
Box 342 
Ardmore, Oklahoma 
 
Dear sweetheart, I just got your letter and hope that you lived over the “ordeal”. Honey, what 
is the matter with her? This is my last day of “rest” and I wish it was over. It’s awful when 
you don’t have anything to do and especially with you gone. 
 
I just had to stop and call my dog away from a little girl who is staying here. You know how 
he always jumps on you, well it was scaring the poor child to death.  
 
I had to go to the doctor agai this morning and had just got home when your letter came. You 
know my old ear never had been perfectly well and when I went in at Galveston why I had a 
relapse. Gee, Sunday night I was feeling like a wreck. I couldn’t hear and it hurt me to walk 
and above it all I was lonesome. After Ethel and Boo were gone, I went out to the beach and 
sat upstairs in the pavilion and looked out over the Gulf. It certainly was a pretty scene, just 
like you see in pictures. 
 
I certainly did see lots of Rice boys in Galveston. We would we (sic) standing around and all 
of a sudden some one would pound me on the back and or yell at me, and it sure was a great 
feeling. While in Houston, I saw “Pebble”. He just got out of the Army on the 28th of last 
month. He was in the fighting at St. Michiel and also in the Argonne. He wouldn’t say much 
at first, but I finally got him to going and he sure told some tales. But they all say that they 
don’t care to go back. 
 
I saw Mrs. McClure down town yesterday afternoon and she told me Jap was back, that he 
had come home about a week ago. I haven’t seen him yet, but I sure would like to. 
 
I’m sorry to say N.O. isn’t the only hot place. It’s hot right here in Dallas too, but the nights 
are so nice and cool, at least last night was and I sure did sleep. 
 
Dallas won yesterday afternoon 10 – 3, and playing Houston at that. I am going again this 
afternoon. They play Beaumont. So far, I’ve never seen them beat Beaumont, but I sure hope 
they do today. 
 
Bob told me that he had sure found his wife. Says he never goes to bed before midnight 
anymore, and he only went then because he had to. It’s a funny thing, but he is just reversed 
from the way he was last year. 
 



Do you want to go up where Sy is? Honey, you know I don’t want you to go up there, 
especially if you won’t come back. What would become of me? You know, what I told you 
and once somebody? 
 
Well, being as how there is nothing doing here I can’t write much. Have a good time for me 
too.  
 
With truest love, 
 
Otto 
 
Cary wanted us to stay for supper, but we wanted to go swimming again so we didn’t stay. 
However, Cary came out to the beach later on and we met them there. They couldn’t stay but 
just a few minutes, though, because Arthur was pretty weak. I stuck something about halfway 
through my foot out there. I was way out on the second reef and all of a sudden something 
went in my foot and I couldn’t pull it out. I sure had to give it a jerk, and then it scared me so 
I didn’t even keep it to see what it was.  
 
Apparently pages are missing . . . and knowing just what part they played in the movement of 
passenger trains. I had this old boy hoo-dooed. I would first talk about one thing and then 
another that I know had happened recently. He didn’t know whether I was Federal manager 
or Walker D. Hines. Pretty soon another fellow came out and stood on the platform and he 
handed him one of those cards and said nobody but officials can ride out here. He made him 
get back and let me stay. I was high mogul for a while at least. 
 
So you’ve gotten so big you cover enough space in an automobile to go around the world. 
Dear me, I didn’t think it could happen so soon. You should do like I do, take the TP&W. It 
will take you anywhere, any time. 
 
Lots of love, Otto 


