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Sweetheart mine, I wish I could start walking some of these days and get to Dallas by night. I 
am afraid I would really be “all in” by the time I got there. You know I haven’t had a good 
Sunday morning walk this year. But the generally always come in the spring term.  
 
These Sundays have been awful long for me too and late lastnight I had just about decided to 
come to Dallas the end of this week. Now I know what I’m going to say sounds like a big fib, 
but it’s the truth, and it has happened just about every time yet. We were going to have a 
chemistry exam Friday of this week, but he postponed it until Monday of next week so now I 
can’t come up. Instead of the exam Friday he assigned 20 pages of text. You are doing good 
just to read that much chemistry, much less study it. Oh my, but I will be so glad when this 
year is out. All I want is a pass, and I am afraid I am going to have to work awful hard to get 
that. 
 
I suppose you are going to see the graduation exercises tonight, and here I am way down 
here, feeling like jumping in the lake. I sure would like to see those tonight, but instead I’ve 
got a theme to write and lots of reading to do in economics and business administration. 
 
I have given up the idea of growing a moustache. I simply couldn’t stand it. It always looked 
like my lip was dirty and that would never do. 
 
I have been feeling just about the same today as I did yesterday, not bad but still room for 
improvement. You know diptheria (sic) and flu are breaking out all over down here again 
also. It is rather late this year, isn’t it? You know if I even thought I had to go thru what I did 
at Camp Taylor, I would go jump in the Bayou but I never will I know. They didn’t do 
anything but give me asperin (sic) and I can do that myself. 
 
I got the pictures alright, honey, but I’m sorry to say they aren’t very good. You remember 
the last two we took that Sunday afternoon. Well you can tell by looking at them that they 
were taking against the sun. They are so blurred. The flashlights look like regular ones 
alright, most everyone staying wild eyed. Sweetheart, I didn’t know the picture would show 
that I had by arm around you, but you don’t care do you? Honey, if you don’t mind, please 
send these back to me or you can take them down home, either way you want to dear and 
then if you want to keep any of them let me know and I will send you some. I sure hope you 
get those films from Miriam tonight because I sure would like to see them wouldn’t you. 
 



I phoned Ethel a little while ago. I told her what you said and it sure did tickle her. I am 
going out to eat supper with them next Saturday night – won’t you come and join us, dear? 
Anor asked me last Saturday night if I wouldn’t come out some time during the week for 
supper, some night, but I simply can’t get away during the week, so she asked me again 
tonight and so I am going. 
 
We sure had some lab this afternoon, had the darn crayfish and you wouldn’t imagine there 
was so much to it until you started to work on it. We have been wanting to get a stiff out here 
to work on just about four of us, but Dr. Chandler says it would take more time than he had 
to spare, that is, if we are to any real good work on it, and you can naturally see that it would. 
So I don’t guess that we will be able to do anything on that line. 
 
The dope Ethel gave me is a sort of paste and I know it has menthol and wintergreen in it. 
You see you just take and rub in your skin good wherever the pain happens to be. I still use it 
every night before I got to bed. It is called Baume Analgeseque. 
 
Honey, I can certainly fill the qualifications of a jealous husband. I certainly am that if 
nothing else. Don’t misunderstand me, I mean am jealous. Have I got a chance at all 
sweetheart. I sure better have. 
 
Evidentally (sic) you don’t want me to take you to any shows. I think I’ll do like he did, let 
you got and get the tickets. He is always having some kind of trouble like that. He had the 
same kind of trouble making a date last night, but he finally pulled out alright. 
 
Well, when you got to Ennis tomorrow, honey, have a good time for me. The summer days 
are over again down here, as I believe that another norther has “blown” in. Anyway, that is 
the way it feels outside. 
 
But the stores are showing summer clothes. That is the women’s stores; the men haven’t 
gone crazy yet. You see this is naturally a fast place and the women set the pace. 
 
Well, darling mine, I must get busy. I love you, dear. 
 
With all my love to you. 
 
Otto 
 


