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Dallas, Texas 
 
Well Mickey honey, 
 
Here I am back from my trip and all the worse for it. I don’t know whether you will want to 
hear what I found out or not. I know I’ve just been worried to death ever since I came back. 
 
I left here Saturday morning for Galveston on the eight o’clock car and got into Galveston at 
9:45. I had just gotten on the car when a first Lt. who got on there also introduces himself 
and started talking and of course he didn’t understand all my insignia and so I explained 
everything to him. He seemed to be an awful nice fellow. I went right on out to the medical 
school and had a long talk with Dr. Carter. Then I took a walk all along the beach from the 
school back into town. Had dinner and went to the Queen to see “Tarzan of the Apes”. Then I 
went out to Alfred’s people and stayed there until yesterday. When I came back via 
automobile it sure was a fine ride. Had a real nice time while I was there, especially at meal 
times. I simply felt at home there and I ate. They would all be thru and poor me would still be 
eating, but that seemed to be what they wanted me to do, so I did it. 
 
Mickey honey, I don’t know what I am going to do now, and you sure are going to have to 
help me to decide. They told me down there that since they were continually being called on 
to supply doctors for the army that they were going to run the whole year round so that a 
person would finish in three calender (sic) years. That new arrangement is going to begin this 
June 15. Now just because I pulled a bonehead, as I now see, by not taking physics before I 
can’t enter then, and even though I went to summer school, I couldn’t enter until the 
following March when they have a new term beginning. Now what he advised me to do was 
to go to State this summer, beginning June 15 until Sept. 1 (about). Then from 23 Sept. to 
Xmas, Jan 2, 1919 until Dec. 23, 1919 without a rest. Whether I can stand that or not and 
whether I would feel justified in doing it is more than I can say. School here isn’t out until 
about the 8th. That would give me at the most 5 days at home before I left for Austin. Now 
that is an awful short time. Then three weeks in Sept. That’s a little better, about 10 days is 
usual for Xmas, but then my vacation days would be over. They go to school from 8 until 6 
except during the first term when it is from 8 – 5. If I come back down here next year and 
finish, I would have to wait until the following March before I could enter. So what in the 
world am I to do? I can’t decide, and I haven’t talked to any of my profs here about it yet. 
 
There is also going to be an ROTC camp at San Antonio this summer lasting for one month. 
Captain Regan wants me to go to that because he says if we make good at that we will be 
recommended for the officer’s training camp. Then a boy here from Dallas named 
Mathewson wants me to join the Medical Corp. with him in Fort Sill, Okla. His father is a 



Major in it and I met him while he was here. If I got anything out of that it would probably be 
mainly thru pull, but I have just about come to the conclusion that a little pull will do a whole 
lot of good. Anyway, I’m arriving at the conclusion more and more that it isn’t necessarily 
the fellow who always does right, who gets anywhere. I’ve seen to (sic) many of them be just 
the opposite and still come out on top. 
 
You say you want to go to France as a Red Cross nurse. That’s your business, not mine. I 
wouldn’t want you to go as long as I’m here though. But how can you want to go over there 
when you say you don’t even want me to join the army. If you are really so anxious to get 
over there then you can at least see how I must feel. The girls are not being put into training 
camps. They are not being taken away from their homes, but look at the boys all over this 
country they are being taken. Practically all that I finished high school with and entered here 
with are gone. I’m not crazy to join because I don’t believe I would like it, but things are 
getting to where a person is going to have to in order to keep his self-respect. 
 
Boo and Ethel are back again. Came back last Thursday. Ethel said she tried to phone me 
Thursday and Friday, but couldn’t get me and of course I wasn’t here Saturday. So yesterday 
when I got back, there was a phone call here waiting for me. She said she was going to write 
you, right away. She has been sick, while she was in San Antonio. 
 
It has been raining here all day ever since about 8:30 this morning. Our little bayou is quite 
big again. This time it is all out of its banks. 
 
Mickey, Honey, while I was in Galveston, I saw one of these current weeklys made in Dallas 
and I saw the opening of the Texas League Baseball season. It sure looked natural to see the 
players out. They showed “close ups” of Patterson, Palmer, and the pitchers. Then they 
showed some views of the Fair grounds and also the review they had in Ft. Worth. It was real 
interesting. 
 
Well, write me and tell me what you want me to do. I can’t decide for myself because there 
are about five things that I want to do. 
 
Many thanks for the picture. I think that I will wait until I come to Dallas to get sick. Then 
I’ll call on you to nurse me, if you would. 
 
With lots of love, 
 
Otto 


