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Miss Gainor Roberts 
c/o Texas Power & Light Co. 
Interurban Building 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Sweetheart mine, I just came back from town. You know I told you I was going out to 
Ethel’s for supper tonight. Well, I did and had a real good time. Then Boo had to go to school 
and so Ethel phoned Maltkin and asked him if he didn’t want to go to a picture show with us 
and he said he did, so we all went down to see “Every Woman”. Honey, have you ever seen 
that? It certainly is good and just exactly like the play. I remember seeing that in the Opera 
House in Dallas in my younger days. 
 
You know, honey mine, I simply can’t see how Anor can treat Maltkin like she does. 
Absolutely, he always is the nicest sort of person. Never kicks about anything you want to 
do. But it’s just like Ethel told me tonight. Anor always wants to blow him for everything she 
can. I couldn’t anymore stand to live like that. I know just exactly how I am going to treat my 
wife. (By her actions the way she makes me treat her.) That has really got a double meaning 
to it, but there is one way, especially that I mean. Can you guess what it is? If not, then 
honey, just wiat and see. 
 
I am awfully glad you went down home Sunday, sweetheart. The next time you go down, I 
hope I’ll be with you. It certainly does seem fine to think that there are only a few more days 
before we’ll see each other again. 
 
I sure did work today. If I hadn’t absolutely known that I was going to school I think I could 
have fooled myself because I worked in the office practically all day. I used that blooming 
adding machine from 9:00 this morning until 12:30 and then from 1:15 until three o’clock, 
just figuring up averages and I haven’t near begun yet. I’ve got to add, divide and multiply 
and, honey, I’ve forgotten how to everything but add and multiply. I was afraid to experiment 
with the dividing end of it because I might make a mistake and some poor soul would fail 
who otherwise would pass. I have got to do that all day again tomorrow but I am really glad 
because if I had to sit around and try to study when I know I can’t and just waiting for Friday 
to come. I know it would run me crazy. Sweetheart, you show me how to divide won’t you? 
 
The Freshmen certainly did have a long examination in Biology this afternoon and I’m in 
hopes he won’t want us to grade any of the papers. As a matter of fact, I won’t have any time 
to with all the present supply I’ve got. He hasn’t graded any himself anyway so it will do him 
good to try his hand at it. 
 
My roommate is still studying. He has his hardest exam in the morning so he is burning a 
whole lot of midnight oil. I sure have been teasing him, but I know I will have it coming back 



on me before long because he gets away a whole day earlier than I do. So I might as well 
have my fun while I can. 
 
Why, sweetheart, you know I wouldn’t think you were awful if you took me in your room. I 
don’t see when there would be anything wrong with that. I can’t make up my mind whether 
to come up on the Katy or on the H&TC. I certainly don’t like the idea of sitting up all night 
and yet I hate to spend that money when I think that I can go up free. I’m getting to be a 
regular miser. But I ought to because I certainly have spent a world of money these last three 
months, almost if not as much as I generally spend the whole year. If I had something to 
show for it, it wouldn’t be so bad but I haven’t got anything. 
 
I can’t see sweetie why that letter got there so late Sunday because I mailed it earlier than I 
generally do. It was about 7:30 and I’ve mailed some as late as 10 o’clock and you got them 
early. If I ever get so sick that I can’t write, don’t worry because I’ll either have some one 
write for me or I’ll them to phone you or send you a “tella-me-graph”. 
 
I get all “hit” up to everytime I think about sitting around down here for four days when I 
could be up there having an awful good time, but I’ll make up for lost time when I do come 
home, dear. 
 
I won’t be sending many more letters to Dallas before Christmas now and I sure am glad 
because I had a whole lot rather tell you than write you. 
 
With all my love, dear. 
 
Otto 
 


