
January 7, 1920 
Houston 

9:30 p.m. 
2 cents 

 
Miss Gainor Roberts 
c/o Texas Power & Light Co. 
Interurban Building 
Dallas, Texas 
 
Sweetheart mine, I surely was glad to get your letter to-day and darling I certainly do 
appreciate you taking your noon hour to write me. Didn’t you eat anything at all? I know you 
think that I don’t think about anything but that, but I really do think about lots of other things. 
 
Darling, I know just how you feel because I think I feel just about the same way. The days 
seem so long and I feel so awfully lonesome and I don’t even like for anyone to come in and 
see me. I just want to be left alone so I can think. I think Houston must be sorry that I came 
back because it has been raining ever since I got here. We must be getting in rain what you 
all are getting in snow and sleet. Is the ground covered good, honey? If it is I sure am 
especially sorry that I am not there to wash your face with snow. I know you would like it. It 
isn’t cold at all to-day though. 
 
I tried to phone Ethel last night but couldn’t get them (some English ain’t it not) so I will try 
again right after supper. 
 
Nash got in last night. He was here when I came back from town at 8:55. He said that the 
morning he got home he got a telegram from his girl that she would be home Christmas day, 
so you can imagine where he was during most of the holidays. Then coming back he had to 
ride the J&GN and it was only 12 hours late. Of course, that is a mere matter of time. You 
know, you told me that you thought you saw him at Tyler. Well, you did because he said he 
saw you there. I also ask him if he knew Mary Dee? And he said he knew her well. He said 
her father coached him in Latin one summer. 
 
Sweetie, it’s suppertime.  
 
Well, honeymine, we had egg omelet for supper and I’ve been wanting to cackle ever since. 
It sure is a shame to egg (see everything is egg) eat so many. 
 
I just phoned Ethel and she hopped on me for not showing her your pearls before I left, but 
you know me. Boo wanted to know where my wife was, and much to my regret I had to 
inform him that as yet I didn’t have any, but considering the numerous proposals I had 
received since the first of the year, it wouldn’t be long before I could land one. (nit) No, 
sweetheart, if I can’t get you I wouldn’t have any other. 
 
This afternoon I went down to the packing house and believe me it was certainly some 
bloody affair. I am sure if you once saw it you would never want to eat anymore meat. You 



have to be awful careful not to fall down because everything is so slick from the blood. 
Believe me, the old cow or calf doesn’t have much of a chance one they get started. One bird 
picks them in the head and from then on it’s one cut after another. 
 
Darling, I’ve been invited to a dance at the University club Friday night. Won’t you come 
and go with me? I haven’t got a date, thank goodness, so I can come and go again when I 
want to. 
 
Well, I was really thinking about selling alcohol, honey, because I know good and well they 
would never know it and that would be making awful easy money, but if you really don’t 
want me to, I won’t darling. But it wouldn’t be at all dangerous. 
 
Honeymine, I went to bed at 10:30 last night and certainly did sleep fine. I haven’t been 
sleepy at all today so I guess it did me good. I wonder if you are working at the office 
tonight, sweetheart mine, I hope not. But if you aren’t, I guess you are trying to get 
straightened out at your new place. Don’t work to (sic) hard, dear. I love you – with all my 
love. 
 
Otto 
 
 
 
 


