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Miss Gainor Roberts 
210 West Tenth Street 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Well, only one more exam now, and I will be leaving for home. I sure do get a funny feeling 
every time I think about it. Why it’s so close. I’ve only got three nights more here. The 
exams up until today hadn’t been very hard. At least, they hadn’t struck me that way, but we 
sure had a hard German exam today. It was the first hard German exam I ever took. We had 
21 questions and no optional. Some of the questions were fairly short, but the majority of 
them were long. The way the questions were stated made it seem more like an examination in 
philosophy. I believe by the time he gets thru (sic) reading my paper, he is going to think that 
he is grading philosophy papers anyway. I sure told him all about it. Thursday morning, we 
have English and you know what those exams are always like, long and dry. I have worried 
less over exams this term than I ever have and seem to be doing better. Moral – Don’t worry. 
 
I went down to the depot Sunday when Gib came through. I started to go along, but then I 
decided that I had better stay out and study. It sure is a good thing I did to because at eleven 
o’clock that morning I got a telegram from brother and he said that he was going to be down 
here that night or late that afternoon. So at six o’clock that afternoon I had neither heard nor 
seen him, so I gust decided he wasn’t coming and went to town to mail some letters. I phoned 
out after I got downtown and he hadn’t been out or phoned so I just went to a picture show 
and they came on back out to school and like a bonehead didn’t go by the office but came 
right on up to the room. Well, at about 10:30 the watchman dropped in and wanted to know if 
I had got to see my brother. He had phoned out in the meantime, so I went down and called 
him up and got to see him for a little what this morning. 
 
I’ll bet that you are glad to get settled. Be sure and don’t get lost in that house because I sure 
do want to see you Saturday night.  
 
I wish I could have been there to see the commencement exercises. It seems so long since we 
went up to get ours (diplomas). I never will forget that night. I only hope that I will have a 
chance to get two more that count just a little bit more. Gee, how much I thought I knew and 
how little I really know, I found that out more every day. 
 
Just between you and I and the gate post, I had a whole rather not go to a dance on the ninth, 
but if you want to go, I’m perfectly willing. I’ll bet if I ash you to go to Lake Cliff some time, 
that you will back out. I’m going to try it (maybe) just to see. 
 
Well, Honey, I would write more, but then I’m awful tired and I had rather tell you the rest 
anyway. Because sometimes I can talk a whole lot better than I can write. This letter won’t 
beat me home very much anyway. 



 
So until I see you 
 
Yours, with love, 
 
Otto 


