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Miss Gainor Roberts 
426 South Winnetka 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Well, sweetheart, we just got the news that Oklahoma beat Texas 12 – 7. I certainly am sorry 
because I was hoping that Texas would beat. However, we beat Southwestern 22 – 0 on an 
awful muddy field. If it had been good and dry we sure would have made a million. It had to 
rain again yesterday and then turn cool. Today it has been cloudy and cool all day, but no 
rain. Next Friday, we play Austin College. It ought to be a good game because Baylor just 
beat them 17 – 12 and that only on luck. When a Baylor man intercepted a forward pass and 
ran 55 yds. for a touchdown. We’ve got to beat that bunch and then go for Texas. Oh, 
Honeymine, I wish you could see that game. I am going to if I have to ride the brewpers. 
Goodness me, it sure ought to be a good one. Texas always plays three times as hard on her 
own ground, but we beat them there once which was the first time they had been beaten at 
home in numerous years. Chess it was, so I guess we can do it again. I guess you can tell by 
the way I write that I am rather full of football and sweetheart, I am. But I certainly wish I 
was where I was this time last Saturday. Honey, 6:30 just about, don’t you remember. You 
started to phone to the news and then we waited a while? Supper. 
 
As usual, I have eaten to (sic) much and feel a pain. I am almost hoarse from yelling so 
much, and I didn’t get to see all of the game either. 
 
Oh yes, I got a letter from Joe today and he sent me a check for $8.55. Of course, that 
belongs to the bunch. We are going to the Majestic on part of it, I know. It sure was a 
peculiar letter he wrote but what we wanted was results and that’s what we got, so I should 
worry. Mc and I were just saying this morning that we ought to be getting our little referred 
and so when I came back from the game I had three letters, one from Joe, one from home and 
then yours, honey. I sure was glad to get your’s too, sweetheart, because all during the game 
I was just thinking about where we were that time last Saturday and how different it was 
now. But we will sit up in that old stand Thanksgiving, honey, won’t we? 
 
I think our freshman has quit school because we haven’t seen him anymore. Of course, he 
took the wrong attitude and then he simply wouldn’t back down. I’m sorry, but he ought to 
know better.  
 
Honeymine, please don’t get the blues too because it’s bad enough for one of us to have 
them. I’ve had them long enough and bad enough for both of us this week. I’m feeling fine 
now though with the exception of that feeling that there is someone missing, and I don’t want 
to get rid of that feeling because it’s you I miss, honey, and I always will when I’m not where 
you are. Sweethear, I don’t want you to think I’m getting “mushy” but I’m just getting to the 
point where I simply can’t be without you and I’m glad for more than one reason. 



 
You all ought to start making hot-ta-males (how is that spelled?) with all these mice you are 
catching. I believe it would be a paying proposition, especially since you are so close to the 
source of the raw material. 
 
I wrote you a letter last night and was going to mail it with this one tonight, but someone saw 
it on my desk and mailed it. So I don’t’ guess you will get it before Monday. I am going to 
send this special, dear, so you will get it in the morning. I wish I could come up with it. 
Maybe next Saturday, honey, let’s hope so. 
 
I’ve got to go to town and get a hair cut tonight or the barbers will rope me in. I am afraid 
they are going to charge me by the hour now. Hair cuts are only 40 cents here, in Dallas 50 
cents. 
 
Honey, as soon as I can I am going to send you some – Threshers – I want to keep all of this 
year’s issues and if you haven’t room for them, honey, tell me, hear, because I know I am 
sending you lots of things to keep, but I’d rather let you have them than anyone else. I know 
they are safe with you, but you tell me. I hope you won’t move before Xmas and then I can 
take them home with me. See, sweetie. 
 
Well, John is waiting on me so he can take me to town so I’d better ring off – 
 
With all my love, sweetheart, 
 
Otto 
 
P.S. I told John you were coming down Thanksgiving and he said he wanted to dance with 
you. I said I’d think it over, but there aren’t going to be many dances I won’t have, provided 
you have no objection. Otto 
 
P.S., twice I wish, also, I had been in William’s place Otto 


