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Miss Gainor Roberts 
c/o Texas Power and Light, Co. 
Interurban Building 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Well, sweetheart, dear I have just got back from Ethel’s. I sure wish you could have been 
here. Ethel told me to come anytime after six so I got there at seven o’clock. But I simply 
couldn’t help it. I worked pretty hard in lab this afternoon and didn’t get away until five 
o’clock so by the time I was dressed, etc. it was 6:30. 
 
Well, Boo, had to go back to work again, so while Ethel washed the dishes I dried them. 
Honey, I’m getting good practise (sic) anyway. I’m only hoping that someday I can dry them 
for you darling, that is of course, if I am the lucky man and I’ll beat anyone else up that tries 
to be. While we were washing dishes Ethel’s aunt came over, another lady and Toddy. Well, 
Ethel and I had to make some sentences with object complements. Ten of them at that, but 
they weren’t very hard. Then at 9:30 we went down town and went window shopping. We 
met Boo at 10:30 and then came on home. Oh yes, while Ethel was trying to cut the bread, 
she made a miscut and came near cutting part of her finger off, so I had to finish doing that. 
Oh, I’m getting to be a general all round man. (I didn’t mean finish cutting her finger off. I 
meant finish cutting the bread, don’t misunderstand me.) 
 
They are living in a big old house on Pease Avenue. It’s already furnished, but they are going 
to move into an apartment just as soon as it is finished. Ethel said they were just so anxious 
to get away from where they were that they look the first thing they got a hold of. Well, I 
can’t say as how I blame them. Ethel is still working, but says she thinks she’ll quit before 
long. Well, I’ve heard that so often now, I don’t know when to believe it and when not to. 
Boo has quit the Texas Co. and is now with the Humble Oil and Refining Co. He said the 
head man in his department at the Texas Co. was an awful crook and all that he did was run 
around with women. 
 
Honey, what kind of an argument did you and Mr. Van Horn have anyway? And what did he 
say to make you feel funny? I most certainly do think it is some of his wife’s business if he 
stays out all night. Suppose he just turned that around the other way. He certainly must be a 
peculiar man. Don’t you get any of those funny ideas in your head. I’d rather you wouldn’t 
even argue such questions, darling. In the first place they are to (sic) one sided and then – 
well, I just don’t like it.  
 
Honey, how is your cold? Where did you get it? You just about got wet going to that depot 
with me. I sure am sorry, but honey I am sure I would have died if you hadn’t gone with me, 
that far.  
 



Honey, I sure would like to come up to the Fair but I simply can’t do it. I feel so mean now 
every time I go to a show or something, letting you pay that insurance for me, and then here I 
am spending money, but sweetheart I’m going to make up for that. Tell Gib to send me one 
of his passes and I will come up, but it wouldn’t be for the game. A week from Saturday we 
play Baylor at Waco and that would be the day I would like to come to Dallas. I sure believe 
we are going to have a good team and so does everyone else. Why shouldn’t we have. We’ve 
got the best of everything else and plenty of material to draw from. 
 
You remember that girl you and O met with that boy on Akard and Main that day at noon? 
Well, that’s my roommate’s girl. He got a letter from her today and made him mad about 
something and he has been raving around something awful. I told him he ought to have a 
sweetheart like I’ve got and he wouldn’t get anything but sweet letters but instead of helping 
him I think I made him worse. Honeymine, we never have had a fuss though, have we? And 
what’s more I’m never going to fuss. 
 
I should say I will be your protector. That’s what I’ve been wanting to be for a long time. 
 
Well, honey, since it’s after twelve now, I guess I had better stop because I’ve got an awful 
day ahead of me tomorrow. Pleasant dreams, darling. 
 
With all my love.  
 
Otto 


