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Friday night 
 

Miss Gainor Roberts 
203 No. Clinton Ave. 
Dallas, TX 
 
My dear Sweetheart – I just came back from my visit to see Mr. and Mrs. Malsch and had 
a very pleasant afternoon. But darling I am so lonesome and so blue I simply don’t know 
what to do. Nothing pleases me and goodness knows what I would give to be with you. 
Just to have a good talk with you, I know, would do me a world of good. I guess that is 
what has been wrong with me for the last week, and it has finally got the best of me – but 
I’m worn out and I can’t see and ok, I’m so lonesome. 
 
You know tonight Boo had to go to school and so Ethel and I went to town first and then 
we went to get Boo. Well, while we were going to tow Ethel began telling me all about 
Anor (?) and the car. I’ve been expecting something for a long time. Well, anyway, Anor 
has learned how to run it, and you know she impresses you as being a person who likes to 
put on a show, and so this afternoon at five she gets in the car and goes riding around 
until 6:30, instead of waiting a few minutes until the rest of them came home, so they 
could all go. And Ethel said Maethur (?) hopped on her last night for something very 
similar. I feel awful sorry for Maethur because he does try so hard to make every one feel 
congenial and he’s always just as nice as he can be. So Ethel wouldn’t go to town in the 
car at all tonight, but the rest of them were going to a dance and Maethur told us where he 
would park the car so we could come and get it when we wanted to, so as soon as Boo 
got away from school we went and got it and went riding. But, honey, I didn’t enjoy it 
much. I felt to (sic) miserable. If I stay down here until June it will take all my strength to 
do it. I wanted so bad to come up tonight, but, sweetheart, I simply can’t do it. They 
certainly are mistaken when they say that we get any holidays around Easter, because all 
we get is Easter Sunday and they hate to give us that. We never have had holidays for 
that and , darling, I certainly would not tell you that we didn’t if we did. I love you to 
(sic) much to tell you a thing like that. 
 
Honey, how do you feel bad? I sure am sorry to hear that you don’t feel as well as you 
did when you first got up. I won’t say that you are supposed to feel that way at all but I 
do know that I began to get sick again after I thought I was over it for good and if you 
remember that is when I wrote and ask you to send me some asperin (sic). That is all that 
kept me out of the hospital the second time, too. Sweetheart, you are working to (sic) 
hard. That’s what the trouble is and you sure had better quit it, before I get real mad. 
 
Well, darling, I will write you some more tomorrow. I am going to try to sleep now. I 
doubt if I can – I love you, dear. Pleasant dreams. 
 



Saturday 
 
Well, sweetheart mine – here it is another Saturday and tomorrow is a hateful Sunday. I 
have gotten so I sure hate for Sundays to roll around because I always feel so lonesome 
and I simply can’t study all day long, and I always think how nice it would be if I could 
be with you. I sure didn’t sleep well last night. I was so restless and so lonesome. Honey, 
I just thought and dreamed about you all night. 
 
I am awfully glad you had a good time at the party and under certain conditions would 
liked to have been there with you. 
 
So that little sister of mine is stepping out, just wait until I get up there and some bird 
phones her, darned if I don’t scare him to death. Well, she is going to a place I’ve never 
been. I couldn’t tell you a thing about those country clubs. I never was allowed to dabble 
with such high society. 
 
In the first place because I wasn’t sufficiently urged and in the second – well you know 
why. Why darling I will be perfectly delighted to dance with all of you when I come 
home. But I’m afraid after you have gone to the Senior American and the Frival (?) Ball 
with me you won’t want to go any more. I’ll do my best though. 
 
I got Martha and Gordon’s announcement yesterday. You know we always call them bills 
and the boys have been teasing me lately because I have been getting so many. I guess 
they are all off of me sure enough now, because I haven’t sent a single one of them a 
thing. But I can’t help it, I’m not made of gold and when both ends just are meeting, I 
always feel both lucky and happy. It was awful sweet of you, dear, to say that they all 
think so much of me, or I should have said like me so much. But I surely hope that you 
don’t ever drift away from me, dearest mine, if you do you know what is going to 
become of me. 
 
Darling, when I see you again I am going to tell you what my wish was, when I put that 
ring on your finger. It hasn’t come true yet but the prospects are awful bright. I love you - 
 
With all my love, 
 
Otto 
 


