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Sweetheart mine, I’ll bet you aren’t sitting on the porch tonight to keep cool. When we got 
up this morning it was powerful hot, just as it has been for the past few days, but at 8:30 
sharp, a strong norther blew up and for the first time this winter it is cold down here. My old 
room is so nice and warm though, and I have all the windows up and no steam on either, but 
you see it’s on the south side and these buildings are built powerful well. 
 
Why honey mine I am sorry that you have been worrying over what I might have thought 
about you all phoning me Sunday. Why, honey, I know there wasn’t anything to it and even 
if I hadn’t gotten to talk to you at all I wouldn’t have believed a word of it until I had heard 
from you. Why sweetheart, I’ve got all the faith in the world in you, and there better not be 
anyone even trying to tell me things about you unless they want to get into a powerful fight. I 
can stand them saying things about me, but I sure can’t about some one I love, and I love 
you, dear. If I were to ever lose faith in you, I would be losing it in all womankind. You 
know I’ve told you that. Lots of times, I do feel awful blue and get to wondering whether it is 
worth it all to stay here, but when I feel that way I very seldom go anywhere, and honey I 
never get mad over things you do. It’s always myself that I get mad at. Just remember what I 
promised you dear. I’ll tell you just exactly what I thought when Miriam phoned and that was 
that you were real sick or had gotten hurt in some way. When central said it was Dallas I 
almost knew it was you, but when I didn’t hear your voice it nearly scared me stiff. As for 
the rest of it, I told her I thought you were able to take care of yourself. No siree, sweetheart, 
I wasn’t worried one bit about you doing something I wouldn’t want you to do. Another 
thing that seemed so funny to me was when central told me they wanted me to pay for it. 
That wouldn’t soak into my head at all. 
 
No, sweetheart, those pictures are yours. I’ve got a set for me to (sic). I get them out and look 
at them every few minutes while I’m sitting at my desk. 
 
I’ll be glad to come up and see you the day when I get home, honey. If I lose my nerve and 
don’t come upstairs, I’ll phone from the drugstore so you can come down. I’m scared some 
of those fellows up there might throw me out; of course, they would have an awful job 
because I am getting powerful fat. 
 
Won’t you tell me what the dream was you had about “both of us”. 
 
It is only a little bit over a week now before I will be leaving. I’ve got a big red pencil and as 
each day goes by, I mark it off on the calendar. If I live thru next Monday, I know I’ll be 



home with a cheery smile. I’ve got to finish that blooming experiment in chemistry lab, and 
then study my head off for the final. Gee, but I’m scared of that exam. 
 
Now, why, tell me please sweetie, do you want to blame yourself for ordering those Peach 
Melba’s. It wasn’t a bit more your fault than anyone else – and the next time you see 
something like that just ask for it. (I’ll get a glass of water.) 
 
Well, the Sophomores and Juniors played today and the Sophs won after all. It sure was a 
surprise to everyone especially the Juniors, so I think the Seniors can feel might proud of 
themselves. 
 
There sure are lots of boys getting sick down here. You remember that boy I told you about 
that had double pneumonia and was taken to the hospital. Well, he has been back several 
days and this morning, he went to breakfast and while there fainted and fell over backwards 
and cut his head. He got better a little while later, but was awful weak. He went home this 
afternoon. I don’t blame him a bit. 
 
Sweetheart mine, do I joke with you to (sic) much? You know what I mean about saying 
things like I did when we were at Ethel’s. I just like to tease and don’t mean a thing by it. 
Tell me really if you care won’t you dear. I am lonesome too, darling. 
 
With all my love, Otto 


