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Sweetheart dearest are you lonesome? You know what I told you about singing that song. 
Well, it sure had been going thru my head all day long, and every time some one would hear 
me that knew you had been here and had gone again, they would start teasing me. I have 
been getting quite a bit of that today anyway, but I’d be willing to stand a whole lot more if 
only you were still here.  
 
You know, when I left last night and then came back, well I simply decided I couldn’t leave 
that depot so long as that train was there with you still on it, and I sure am glad I didn’t. I just 
had gotten off when the train pulled out, and then I had to wait so long for a street car, but 
when I got out to Eagle Street. I caught a ride out to school in an auto, so see sweetheart, it 
was alright for me to stay. 
 
Oh my, it just seems like I have been living in a dream for the last four days. I simply can’t 
realize that you have already been here and are gone again. It seemed like such a long time 
before you got here and then the time passed all to (sic) quick. Still, last Thursday seems like 
a year ago. 
 
Honeymine, I hope you got into Dallas alright, and on time, and especially that you didn’t 
have to work so hard today, and that you quit at five o’clock. I sure do hate for you to work 
so long. Just wait, honey, some of these days I am going to make you quit working 
altogether. 
 
Today sure has been a long and bad day. I have just felt all the time like it was time for me to 
go out to see you. Gee, but I wish I could. It has been cloudy and cold all day, and it started 
raining a little while ago. 
 
I had pretty good luck in lab this afternoon. The only trouble is that he has assigned two more 
experiments to be finished before the end of the term, and I can’t see how it is to be done. I 
passed an exam also, made 83 on the one we had just a week ago today. Lot of those who 
have been making good grades didn’t do so well. He told me that that certainly did boost my 
grade and pulled me out of the “root”. Oh my, but that final exam is going to be a whopper. 
 
Sweetheart, how am I going to get along without you the next three weeks? Why I am just 
getting to where I need you more and more all the time. I really hope you don’t go to 
Ardmore Christmas but if you do I sure want to go along, but I know I’ll feel rather funny, 
but wherever you go I want to go, so that settles it. (supper) 



 
We have supper at 6 o’clock now since there is no more football practise (sic). Today the 
Seniors organized a table all their own. No one but the Seniors are allowed to sit at it. Did 
you say stuck up? No, just a little individuality. 
 
I wanted to write this letter early so I could take it to town right after supper, but I simply 
haven’t had a chance all day long. Dr. Chandler gave me a bunch of letters to write for him 
this morning and then I had some chemistry to study also. So I simply didn’t get to it until I 
came out of lab at 4:45. Then I wanted to go out and practise (sic) football but it started 
raining and I couldn’t even do that. Tomorrow the Seniors and the Sophs have their game. 
Whoever wins tomorrow will play the winner of the Freshmen – Junior game. I really believe 
the Juniors will win it because they have so many men who played on the scrub team, and 
also some who were on the regular squad but didn’t make their letter. 
 
Sweetheart, this time last night and we were just getting into the Majestic. Honey, why do we 
always have to be apart? It is all my own fault though, isn’t it. 
 
How is Gibbon’s ankle getting along. You might tell him that I’m still in Houston and 
probably will be for the next three weeks. I wish you were here and would help me do a little 
reading. I’ve got over 100 pages to read, 50 of which have to be outlined and I know I never 
will get thru with them, and you read so fast you would be through in just a little while. 
 
I think I had better write a “scorching” letter home tonight. Here it has been over a week 
since I’ve heard from them. I’ll fool them some of these days and won’t write either.  
 
Well, my love, go to bed early and recover some sleep. I sure wish I could. With all my love 
to you, sweetheart. 
 
Otto 


