
March 16, 1920 
10:30 p.m. 

Houston, TX 
 

Tuesday 
 

Miss Gainor Roberts 
c/o Texas Power and Light Co. 
Interurban Bldg. 
Dallas, TX 
 
My dear Sweetheart, 
 
You never could guess where I am writing this letter but it’s over in lab and since I 
haven’t anything which needs to be done right away I am taking a little while off to get 
some recreation.  The doc is attending colloquium and since the women in it don’t appeal 
to me I am not going, so I am occupying his desk and making myself at home.  Have 
been writing letters of recommendation for some of the students all afternoon anyway, so 
I might as well write a letter for myself now. 
 
Well got papers back in three of my courses to-day made a 3 in one a 2 in the other and 
he wouldn’t tell us what the grades were in BA except that as a whole the papers were 
real good.  I only had two little marks on my paper so I ought to get about a 2- or a 3+.  
Our cards will come out about the end of the week.  I don’t care what my grades are as 
long as I passed and made enough so as not to put me on probation. 
 
Yesterday morning several girls came in to see what they made in biology and I knew 
that two of them had passed and the third one flunked so I told them I didn’t know what 
their grades were, but of course they knew better, and finally vamped me into telling.  I 
hate to tell a person that they failed, and especially a Jewess because they are the most 
contrary people I ever knew.  She had passed the final with a 64 but her other grades 
were so bad that they pulled her average down to a five.  Well there she started, and the 
first thing I knew she was crying.  Now what in the world was I to do with a crying 
woman.  I talked to her as nice as I could but I couldn’t help from laughing, she said that 
would bust her out of the institute, and she thought it was simply terrible because we had 
given her a 5+ instead of a 4-.  Well it wasn’t in my power to change it and I told her to 
come back in to see the Doc.  Well she did and he told me later that she was some case.  
He said she got a book of his all wet by crying over it.  He said he told her not to ruin his 
book.  You remember the yell leader, at the football game he busted out, and he was the 
best track man we had, and the next best got put on probation.  Another boy, a Junior, 
who used to run around with us a whole lot also busted.  They are the only ones I have 
heard of so far, but I guess there will be more.  I sure would feel funny if I were to do a 
stunt like that, but I have lived thru them all so far and here’s hoping. 
 
Henry came back again this morning and says he had a magnolias (?) time.  I certainly do 
envy him in being able to go to Dallas like he does.  He said he had intended coming up 



to get you to go out to dinner, but that, you didn’t work any longer than 12 – 30 and that 
his girl had to work Saturday afternoon so he was unable to make connections.  I suppose 
the “sons” must have been alright because he didn’t say anything about them. 
 
I certainly have got a black eye with Dr. Chandler’s class for giving them such low 
grades, but it wasn’t my fault that’s what they made.  Anyway I never want that job by 
myself again.  I mean grading all those papers, it was simply to [sic] much at one time. 
 
You that tie pin of mine that you always liked so well, I broke the pin part of it about a 
week ago, and haven’t gone down yet to see how many millions it will cost to have it 
fixed.  Well I’ve got to go to work again dear, so will finish this over in my room.  I sure 
hope I’ve got a letter.  I love you darling. 
 
Later 
 
Well sweetheart mine I sure did get a nice letter and the box of candy also, thank you so 
much honey.  I’ve been eating so much of it I don’t feel like eating any supper.  No it 
didn’t make me sick, it just filled me up, dear.  It sure is good.  I am going to hide it so it 
won’t all disappear while I am out of my room. 
 
I am awful glad you had a good time over at Martha’s, but I might as well be truthful, I’m 
glad I wasn’t there.  I don’t mean that I would rather have been here, goodness no not that 
at all, but I mean I’m glad I wasn’t at Martha’s.  I always feel miserable when I get with a 
whole bunch up there.  I had a thousand times rather be with just you.  Then I am always 
more than happy and just as contented as can be.  I don’t know why it is, and it probably 
is just me, but like I’ve told you before I don’t seem to fit into that crowd up there.  Down 
here I feel at ease wherever I go, even if I’ve never been with the bunch before, and have 
only seen them out here at school.  I know why it is but I’d rather not say.  I know I ought 
not to say that dear, because they are all your friends, and good ones at that, but I’m so 
completely satisfied with knowing that I’ve got the sweetest girl in the whole bunch that 
nothing makes any difference to me. 
 
I phoned Ethel last night and she wanted to know if I had been to Dallas, she hadn’t heard 
from me so long [sic].  But I was sorry to inform her that I hadn’t been so lucky. 
 
I love you dear – 
 
With all my love, 
 
Otto 
 


	Later

