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Well, sweetheart, it’s one day less until I leave now. You know I can’t get very serious over 
these exams. Organic is the only one I seem worried over. I will finish my lab work 
tomorrow and sure will be glad. Every time we finish an experiment, we have to take a final 
exam in it, and I have two to take tomorrow, but I’ll be willing to do most anything just to 
know that I have really finished. 
 
Honeybunch, I wish you could be here right now. My roommate is out bobbling around 
somewhere and Shaw fixed up a dummy and put it in his bed and then put a sign on the door 
like this: “Be quiet – Tillett is sick in bed”. I’ve got all the lights turned out except my desk 
lamp and it sure looks natural. Just wait until someone sees the sign. They will sure come in 
to see what the trouble is and then - my roommate is recovering all right. He took the 
bandage off like a nut last night and his knee has been hurting him again today. Most of the 
casuals are getting along pretty good.  
 
Well, honey, are you glad that we aren’t going to Ardmore? We can go up there some other 
time again can’t we? I would really like to stay home this Christmas because I know I would 
get to see you more by myself. I just feel like having some good heart to heart talks with you 
sweetheart. You are absolutely the only person I have that I can talk to and know that I will 
be understood and that it won’t go any further. I think it does a person good to have those 
kinds of talks, don’t you? 
 
Why, yes, if you want to go to the wedding Christmas eve night, we sure will go. My it 
seems to me like everybody is getting married. I sure must be getting old. 
 
I did quite a lot of work this afternoon. You know the Freshmen had lab, and then the doc 
gave them a practical exam covering their lab work for the term. Some of the grades were 
fierce, then he gave me some review questions to give them, to prepare for the final and they 
only amounted to five long stencils and you have to make 175 copies of each. I felt like a 
stencil before I got through. 
 
They took another boy to the hospital today, and the doc wouldn’t tell us what was wrong 
with him. I’m telling you I’ll be glad to get away from here. I’ve got an awful good appetite 
though, so I am in no danger. 
 
I haven’t phoned Boo yet this week but guess I had better do so tomorrow night. This kind of 
weather always puts me full of pep. Is it very cold up there dear? 



 
Sweetheart, did you have to work Tuesday night or any other night? I’m coming up there 
with a big paddle after you if you did. I sure do hate for you to do it, but I guess if you have 
to, you just have to. How late do you work, honey? 
 
I know that I am looking forward to the 20th more than I am the 25th. I don’t know what is the 
matter with me, but I just haven’t got the Christmas spirit. I guess it’s because I don’t see any 
of it out here. 
 
I am going down next week to be measured for my ring. I am going to have 1919 put on it. 
Would you like to wear it? I know I ought to ask you that because you will feel that you 
ought to say yes, but sweetheart, you tell me really, will you? 
 
Well, the first victim has fallen. An old boy rooming just across from me came up and saw 
the sign and came in to see how he was. I nearly split my sides laughing. Here come some 
more. Well, the fun is all over now. Henry has come home and found himself sick in bed. He 
said he didn’t know he was sick in bed. 
 
Have you had a chance to go down home yet, honey? Didn’t you want to take those two 
pictures down of you and I, the one taken in the back yard and the other in front? 
 
You know it seems tome like you have been gone more than 10 days. Why just two weeks 
ago tonight you were leaving for down here. It certainly seems longer than that to me, 
sweetheart. 
 
With all my love, 
 
Otto 
 
P.S. Honey, I don’t think I have ever thanked you for sending me the “acorn”. You know I 
sure enjoy reading those although I never know what they are talking about. Many thanks for 
sending it to me, sweetheart. 


