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Mickey, sweetheart, I was so glad to get your letter to-day and more glad to see the way you 
answered my question about the Army. Honey, I’m just about mentally incapable of writing 
tonight and oh I want to so bad, but if I could only talk to you or see you. I feel just exactly 
like crying. I know that sounds rather pukish for me to be saying that, but no one knows what 
I have been going thru especially this last week. But I guess I had better tell you about it. 
 
You remember, I told you that I had written to Texas and also to SMU. Well, yesterday, I got 
a letter from Austin and they told me it would be perfectly alright with them if I went to 
SMU. Well that made me so happy because I started looking forward to the time when I 
could get on that 11:30 train out of here. I hadn’t as yet heard from SMU, but today along 
with your sweet letter comes my fate and that is just about what it is going to amount to 
because they told me that they were not going to give any summer course in physics this 
summer. After everything had worked out fine down to that then I have to get such news. But 
no one is to blame but me. I guess I cut my own throat by not taking physics before but I 
couldn’t do it and take my course in Biology and then I didn’t know that the war was going 
on this long and that we were going to be in it. So I naturally put it off until my Senior year 
because I knew I would be able to take it then. Honey, I am going to tell you something that I 
may have no business in doing, but I have to confide in someone and you are the only one I 
want to confide in. I wrote brother a letter telling him what I had found out in Galveston, and 
also what I would have to do in order to go down there next year. Well, I haven’t heard from 
him yet and I know that he is always as busy as he can be and generally doesn’t have time to 
write, but I believe that he could have written by now. You see it’s like this with me. I have 
been working my way thru school and have never received any money from home, excepting 
at Xmas, etc. If I went to Austin this summer I don’t guess I would be able to do that, and I 
would be entirely dependent on brother for everything, not only this summer but for a certain 
part of the time down here next year, and then when I went to Galveston I would be entirely 
dependent on him because I couldn’t work down there with classes from 8 to 6. Brother 
would be perfectly willing for him to. Honey, I’m proud and know it and I hate to feel like I 
am dependent on anyone. If I was at home this summer, I could work as well a go to school, 
but you see by going to Austin I wouldn’t be able to do that. 
 
I am going to write him tonight and tell him just where I stand. 
 
There is going to be a training camp of one month’s duration this summer beginning June 3 
at Ft. Sheridan, Ill. I have signed up for it which doesn’t bind me as yet to go and when I got 
my letter from Texas yesterday, I started to tell them to take my name off the list, but then 
decided I had better wait. There are to be 47 sent from here, so far four have only been 



picked and I happen to be one of those. If I go up there it will practically mean the end of my 
college education because even if I do come back next year, it would only be to try to get 
sent to an officer’s training camp and if I couldn’t go, I would join something because you 
see I would have to go here one full year in order to get credits to enter Galveston and then I 
would have to wait until January before I could enter. I become 21 this Sept. and I guess I 
had better go. It hurts me, hurts me more than I am able to say because I wanted so much to 
study medicine. Others are giving up their education, why not I? Gainor, honey, I’m SO 
unhappy. 
 
I always felt like I never was going to have an M.D. after my name and I guess that feeling is 
coming true. I haven’t written home yet, but will do so tomorrow. So, sweetheart, unless 
there are some very great changes during the next week, I don’t guess that I will get to see 
you for another month unless the train happens to stop over in Dallas. When nor on what 
train we will go on one knows, yet and they say that they won’t tell us until three days 
beforehand. Honey, I am coming back though, and it’s going to be you more than anyone 
that I’m coming for. 
 
I am sorry to hear that Martha and Gordon have had another fuss, but they don’t seem to be 
able to get along unless they do have. And then Betsey turns down a good man probably just 
because he didn’t have some gold or silver bars on his shoulders. I’m about the luckiest boy I 
know of when it comes to things like that. Why, honey, I couldn’t any more fuss with you 
that I could fly. I wouldn’t do it anyway. 
 
I certainly am glad that Gib and Sy and Gordon got to go to training camp. When I get in I’ll 
be glad to get out of the ranks of a private, at least get to be a first class one. 
 
I haven’t phoned Boo this week, although I was supposed to Wednesday night, but I haven’t 
been feeling much like talking to anyone for the past few days. 
 
I went to a French club meeting this afternoon and I had to make the punch. I drank so much 
of it, tasting it that there wasn’t much left for anyone else to drink. 
 
With lots of love, Mickey, honey, 
 
Otto  
 
  


