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Well sweetheart mine how do you feel today?  I can just bet anything that you haven’t 
got any pep, that is one thing I will never forget about the flu – I know when I used to 
have to go to the infirmary every morning to answer sick call I used to have the most 
don’t care feeling I have ever had.  I simply didn’t want to do anything and didn’t care 
what happened.  I hope you aren’t feeling that way, but that seems to be one of the after 
effects. 
 
Dr. Chandler’s wife died last night with the flu and his little girl is very sick.  I sure do 
feel sorry for him, he had just bout the nicest house and both of them were as happy and 
then something like that had to happen.  He wants to take her out to California for burial 
but can’t until his little girl gets better, so I don’t know just exactly what he is going to 
do.  Dr. Altenburg says I am going to have to take his class now.  I am sure they would 
derive very great benefits from it, but I would like to for at least just a couple of times.  I 
don’t know what they are going to do about his class, except that he probably won’t be 
back until next term.  You know something like that certainly is awful.  I believe I would 
die too if anyone I loved a whole lot would die.  I know it would certainly change me a 
whole lot. 
 
I was over in chemistry lab and working by 7:45 this morning and by nine o’clock I had 
finished my last experiment, that is the one I have been on for the last two weeks.  Gee I 
sure did feel good when I saw that stuff distilling over nice and clear.  I sure have been 
lucky over these the last couple of days.  Now I will have to study all day tomorrow for 
the final he is going to give us Monday.  Darn his hide anyway. 
 
I am going to town this afternoon and get my picture, and will send it off about Monday.  
I’ve just got a hunch it isn’t any good. 
 
Well just came back from dinner and guess I had better go in now, so I won’t be gone all 
afternoon – so until later sweetheart – I love you. 
             
 
Well honey mine I sure was glad to get your nice long letter this afternoon and it’s just 
like I thought, you feel “pepless”.  Honey I know you feel discouraged and feel like you 
never will be able to move around real fast again, and that is just the reason that you must 
take good care of yourself and don’t try to do to [sic] much, or better yet don’t try to do 
anything that you can’t do sitting down.  Sweetheart it is so easy to overdo in cases like 



that and then it’s always worse.  I know just exactly how you feel, but darling please 
don’t try to go to work tomorrow (Monday) will you not?  Stay a [sic] home and away 
from people until at least Wednesday or Thursday and when you do go to work don’t stay 
all day for the first few days and then the following Monday maybe you can start right in 
and darling it will be a whole lot better for you.  I sure wish I was up there.  I’ll bet you 
wouldn’t go to work for another week.  Honey has your nose ever bled that way before?  
I sure don’t like that at all.  How are you feeling anyway sweetheart.  Oh my, what I 
would give to be with you. 
 
Yes I have heard that record you spoke of, heard it again this afternoon in a barbershop.  
That’s just a polite way I have of telling you I have a haircut. 
 
Honey that picture; it’s awful.  I look like I’ve got the yellow fever or some near relative 
of it.  The finished cut she showed me before was dark and on a light background and it 
looked pretty good but this one she gave me this afternoon is on a brown background, 
and it isn’t one bit good.  There is enough folder(?) to it to last forever but please put it 
some where in a frame and preferably not by the dresser.  I’ll tell you hang it among the 
notables in Edward’s room.  I think it would cause a whole lot more amusement. 
 
Sweetheart I tried to buy you a valentine this afternoon and they were all gone.  Except of 
course some funny ugly ones.  You see I never have a chance to go to town during the 
day and so by to-day [sic] they were all gone, but – Will you be my valentine?  The 
funniest thing happened to-day Dr. Altenburg got two Valentines.  One was the picture of 
a crayfish and the other one the picture of one worm proposing to another.  They sure 
were keen - some girl painted both of them. 
 
Betsey seems to be having some time doesn’t she.  I sure would like to see her trying to 
catch a pig.  Thank you so much for sending it dear.  I am returning it with this letter. 
 
Honey you sure ought to have had a letter from me every day, because I sure wrote you 
one.  That is the only way that I could console myself and just lots of times that wasn’t 
sufficient. 
 
Yes I should say I did have trouble going to sleep and sometimes after I had finally 
gotten there some nut would make enough noise to wake up the dead and then I would be 
awake again.  I know it’s awful dear, but I sure hope you will soon be able to sleep well 
again.  I wish I could give you some of my sleeping ability.  I certainly seem to have a 
surplus. 
 
Honey these birds right over me are playing that record you were telling me about now.  
I’ll bet it sure is a good dance piece, don’t you? 
 
I hope Friday the 13th was as lucky for you as it was for me.  We didn’t have any bad 
results from our cyanide work, but one boy turned his apparatus over and broke 
everything – scattering cyanide in all directions – but Dr. Howell happened to be in there 
and he put naot(?) all over it real quick and so didn’t any of us die. 



 
Sweetheart I can’t take the flu, I inhale so many different kinds of gas fumes that the 
germs are all killed.  Darling I hope when you get this letter you will be feeling just fine 
but remember you aren’t going to work Monday – Please.  I love you. 
 
With all my love, 
 
Otto 
 
 


