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My dear Sweetheart – I have been trying to think about what I wrote you in the letter you 
got from me last Saturday that would lead you to think that I was mad at you and 
honeybunch I simply don’t remember what I said. I am sure that I didn’t mean it that way 
dear because I couldn’t get mad at you. I simply must have been feeling awful and wrote 
without thinking how it would sound because dear I do love you and wouldn’t have you 
think otherwise for the world. I’m awfully sorry, and please forgive me, won’t you? 
 
Yes, I can certainly agree with Mrs. Steger about State. Naturally, I am prejudiced, but 
we have sent so many from here up there and they all stick up there. We just got thru (sic) 
sending them five again this week. There is only one thing I hate about that, and that is 
that they are getting some of our best athletes. We sent them two this term and one last, 
and I know they will all 3 make a place on the state team, and we had three of our own 
men (formerly ours) play against us in football last fall. That’s the way it goes, and we 
sure do hate to see it.  
 
I am awful glad you had such a good time last Saturday afternoon dear, and wish that I 
could have been there so you could declare a “grand slam” or whatever it was. I met a 
boy downtown Saturday afternoon who used to work up in the Top. P-D. with me, but 
left long before I did. He is working with Mr. Anderson down here now. He told me that 
Mr. Pinion was still in Dallas and was assistant P.A. for the Top. I sure was glad to hear it 
because I knew he hadn’t come down here and I couldn’t imagine what had become of 
him. He also told me quite a bit of other gossip about the place but nothing any more 
particular importance. 
 
Honey, I saw the same show you saw last Saturday. It was here at the Zoe and I thought it 
was awful good too. 
 
No, Sweetheart, I think that mother’s birthday is on the 5th of May. I may be mistaken but 
that is what I thought. You find out and let me know. No, never mind, I’ll find out. Thank 
you, just the same.  
 
Well, our baseball season started yesterday and we won the first game 8 – 1, but today we 
lost 10 – 6. Some games, weren’t they? Tomorrow and Thursday we play Simmons 



college from Abilene and then I think they go to College Station for some games with A 
& M. We seem to have a pretty good team and I believe we’ll come out alright. 
 
This afternoon we went out to try to catch some tad poles and didn’t have any luck along 
that line, but there sure were lots of big bull frogs there and also snakes. I had oodles of 
fun killing an old copperhead. My beet he could jump at you and hiss. He came near 
scaring me out of my wits. 
 
We have been having an awful time in lab all day today explaining the way rabies are 
detected, treatment, etc.  Every few minutes some one would rush in and ask about it. 
 
I sure was glad to hear your voice over the telephone tonight dear and it made me feel a 
whole lot better. I have really though been so awful lonesome. I simply could hardly 
stand it and then other things have made me feel rather bad and so I couldn’t keep from 
phoning you. If I could just have a date with you. 
 
No, that car is the joint property of both families. That is one thing I would never want to 
do, partly own a car with some one else, especially in a case like that because I know it is 
going to cause lots of trouble. Honey, I never even noticed that Anor was trying to vallup 
(?) me. I think you must have dreamed that. Anyway, why should it worry you dear, 
don’t I love you to (sic) much to let such a thing as that interfere. 
 
Sweetheart, my eyes are alright. They just get spells when they hurt and I have to quit 
reading or whatever I am doing, but I‘ve got some dope that I wash them out with and it 
helps quite a bit. Don’t you worry about them, dearest, hear. 
 
Well, sweetheart how is your music for the wedding getting along. I know on thing, and 
that is that the one who plays the piano is going to lots sweeter than the bride. Now I 
wonder who I am talking about. 
 
I love you - with all the love in the world. 
 
Otto 
 


