
February 19, 1920 
8 a.m. 

Houston, TX 
 

Sunday night 
 

Miss Gainor Roberts 
203 No. Clinton Ave. 
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Sweetheart mine – how do you feel now?  Better I hope than this afternoon.  Usually 
though you feel the worst at night don’t you think so?  It is just a few minutes until 
supper time and so I thought I would start writing you a little note.  I just want to be 
writing to you all the time.  I always seem so much closer to you when I am writing to 
you and no one knows how I wish I were much closer than I am. 
 
I finished grading my papers just a few minutes ago, and I sure am glad.  I would much 
rather grade exams than grade those old problems.  If I don’t watch out I think I’ll have to 
start wearing glasses.  Now wouldn’t I look pretty running around with specs on.  But the 
last few mornings my eyes have been so red looking when I get up.  They never hurt me 
though when I am reading the only trouble is they don’t want to stay open long enough.  
(supper.) 
 
Well sweetheart it’s several hours later now.  You know I told you I was going to town to 
mail you that letter and while I was dressing Nash came in and wanted to know where I 
was going and when I told him he said he would mail it for me, as he was going to the 
post office to mail one himself.  I know he will because he writes his sweetheart almost 
as much as I do mine, but he can’t love her any more than I do mine.  That’s impossible. 
 
I went and tried to phone Ethel a little while ago but I guess they must be out somewhere 
because I couldn’t get them, and I simply don’t feel like trying again. 
 
This airship field just next to us here certainly has been doing a rushing business the last 
two days.  They charge $10 for a few minutes.  Also, you know how they always do and 
every body and his dog has been going up.  They were still flying after it got pretty dark.  
I sure wish I had some extra cash, I believe I would like to take a ride myself.  Would you 
like to go with me dear? 
 
Henry came home a little while ago, all tired out, said he had been down to Hogg island 
[sic], looking over the oil fields. 
 
Sweetheart I certainly do appreciate your wanting to help me out with some of the work 
I’ve had to do, but thank you dear I am in a position to do it pretty easily myself, now and 
anyway since you are sick you will have all you can do when you get back to work and 
darling don’t you dare work hard when you first go back nor for about ten days 
afterwards.  If they try to make you, you just tell them to go jump in the lake.  The lecture 



Dr. Chandler is going to give next Wednesday was also written by one of the 
stenographers over in the office and I hope that he takes his third and last one over there 
also. 
 
In less than a month now our final exams begin.  They are supposed to start on the 6th of 
March and be over on the 12th.  I sure am going to have to do some hard studying if I 
want to make any kind of grades at all.  You know this term is so short, it is over and the 
finals are here before you know it. 
 
I guess I will go down again Tuesday and see about my pictures.  I guess I will have to 
take one of them, because honey I simply won’t have time to have him make any more.  I 
guess they will be as good as any though. 
 
They say now that they want some snap shots of all the Seniors and honey you remember 
that picture I had where I was standing on the cement wall on one of the buildings with 
short sleeves, or rather a sport shirt on my freshman cap etc?  I think I will give them that 
one of me.  Didn’t you say that you liked that one? 
 
I think they must have watched me eat at several of the meals and came to the conclusion 
that they had better raise the board, anyway that is what they did, and it now costs us 
$29.15.  If they go up anymore I am going to pitch me a tent just outside the campus and 
start eating worms of all sorts.  We are really not getting as good things to eat now as we 
did at the beginning of the year, yet we are paying more. 
 
Sweetheart mine this time last Sunday and I was just leaving your house.  I can see you 
standing on the porch just as plain.  Honey you don’t know how bad I hated to leave.  I 
guess I always act like I don’t seem to mind to leave, but darling mine it’s just to make us 
both feel better.  Every time I leave it’s just a little harder than the time before.  I’m just 
living in hopes now of seeing the day when I won’t ever have to leave you again. 
 
We have a new prof on our floor again.  You know I told you Christmas about one of 
them getting married.  Well so that left one up here without a roommate, but yesterday a 
new C.E. prof. moved up.  He is a young fellow, too, though and seems to be an awful 
good sort of a fellow, so we won’t kick.  He might as well be a good sport because is in 
the wrong place if he isn’t. 
 
You know I never do get to write a letter right straight on thru.  One of the boys just came 
up and wanted to know what the lesson in Business Administration was and what the 
assignments had been for the whole term so I had to tell him. 
 
Sweetheart I guess about half of what I have been writing isn’t very interesting to you, 
but darling it’s the best I can do and it always makes me feel 100% better to be writing at 
least something to you. 
 



Good night dear pleasant dreams, and I certainly hope you rest well and feel much better 
tomorrow and remember that I am always thinking of you and that I love you with all my 
love sweetheart. 
 
Otto 
 
P.S.  Henry says to tell you to please hurry and get well so that he won’t always think I 
am mad at him. 
 
XXX 
 
Otto 


