
September 25, 1919 
Houston 

10:00 a.m. 
2 Cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
c/o Texas Power & Light co. 
Interurban Building 
Dallas, Texas 
 
My dear sweetheart, 
 
I got your most welcome letter and picture yesterday, honey, and I sure was glad to get them. 
I wanted to write you last night, but didn’t get a chance. I sure like the looks of your picture 
on my watch though, honey. You’ve got such a sweet smile. 
 
Things are settling down a little bit now, especially after we had our matriculation address 
this morning. I went to Organic Chemistry lab this afternoon and from the looks of things, 
it’s going to be a hard working course, a whole lot to do. Tomorrow afternoon I have 
Freshmen Biology lab. I sure am glad to be back in there. It seems so natural and then it is a 
whole lot nicer than working down town. Everything is so much more convenient, and then 
I’m learning something as I go along. You see I’m Senior assistant this year, and I’m going 
to be a hard boiled bird. I was supposed to be in Biology this afternoon, but since it was also 
my first in Chemistry I went to it. 
 
Sweetie, there are lots of good looking freshmen girls out here this year, but put them all 
together honey and they wouldn’t make one of you. Honey, they are all just painted dolls, 
everything skin deep and that’s all. I’ve been appointed official protector of Bob’s girl to see 
that no one else runs off with her. Bob says he will trust me, so you see I’m o.k. She doesn’t 
use paint either, honey. Have you used any yet? 
 
This time last week and you were going to take me to the Majestic. I sure wish we were 
going again tonight. That is all I do now, think about what I was doing this time last week. 
 
You know for two nights in succession now, I’ve dreamed that you and I were married. Do 
you believe in dreams? 
 
Last night was the Juniors and Seniors time to Welcome the freshmen and oh what a 
welcome it was. We gave them a very warm reception. One not to be soon forgotten. Today 
we designated as trot day, freshmen having to trot to and from classes, etc. I can imagine how 
peculiar it must look to an outsider to see those funny fellows with little caps and green 
buttons seemingly always in a hurry, but a Senior’s word is law and we’ve got some Seniors 
who were pretty tough Sophomores. Friday has been designated as celluloid collar day. Woe 
be unto the freshman who is not supplied with one. The trouble with the present sophomore 
class is that they weren’t hazed enough themselves, due probably to the military system. 
Anyway, they are dead, scared and nutty as soon as we find out who their newly elected 



president is, watch what happens to him. You know I was a soph. Pres. once and llok at me, 
well just wait. 
 
Honey, it’s time to go to supper again so I’ll finish this later. 
 
Honey mine, I just got your letter a few minutes ago and I sure was glad to get it. 
 
So far I am taking Chemistry 300, that’s organic, Education 100, Economics 200, and the 
other one is still undecided. I was going to take Biology 500, but it isn’t going to be offered 
yet or at least not for credit so I will have to dig up something else. That leaves me ony one 
course that I really want, Organic Chemistry. 
 
I sure wish I could hold you hands tonight honey. Oh, I’m so lonesome for you. 
 
If they don’t quit feeding me so much I am going to be fat. I still get two glasses of mile for 
supper and lots of other stuff. 
 
Honey, before I left I could have told you that Mr. Davis was going to try some funny stuff. I 
first had a feeling in my bones that he was. Anyway, I could see it in his eyes. But 
sweetheart, I know I can trust you. But still you know I am awfully jealous natured. 
 
I am afraid Mr. and Mrs. Procter don’t know me well enough or they wouldn’t have said 
those things. 
 
My roommate, another boy and I have been having an argument over an Economics question, 
but we finally all agree. 
 
I just love to look at my watch because I always see your picture. How does your watch run? 
 
Why, honey, speaking about our conversation, why I never thought anything else about it, 
with the single exception that I was glad to get a chance to tell you just a few things like that 
because I felt like you didn’t know. I thought you ought to know at least some of them. There 
is lots untold, but you at least know some of the worst. No, darling, I like to talk with you 
that way. 
 
It has been a little cool at nights down here, but the days are still hot. Wish you would send 
me a little cool air. 
 
Well, honeybunch, I’ve got to study a while, so I guess I had better quit. 
 
With all my love, dear. 
 
Otto 
 



Vol. I - If this keeps up, Dutch will have to go home. Please be good for the poor boy. He has 
it bad and I can’t sympathize with him at all. He ought not to get this way. It don’t pay. 
Alfred L. Carr 


