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My darling sweetheart, 
 
Another day has gone, and just one month from tonight and I know I am going to be the 
most excited boy in Houston.  That will be the night that you leave Dallas dear, and you 
might know that I am not going to sleep any that night.  I only hope these next weeks 
don’t drag by, but I guess they will that is usually the case. 
 
Well I finished my lab experiments this afternoon and reported on all of them, so now I 
won’t have any more experiments to perform, I started cleaning up this afternoon but I 
simply had to [sic] much to finish so I quite a [sic] 5:30 and am going to wait now until 
next Monday to finish up.  Gee whiz we’ve got 11 dozen different kinds of apparatus and 
mine surely was dirty and they won’t take it back unless it is clean, so believe me I surely 
have been cleaning things up.  I am the first one to finish and I’ve sure been having lots 
of fun teasing the others.  The last three experiments we had to do were really 
physiological experiments and they were awful long and you had to be careful, because 
you started off with 100 or so grams and your final yield, that is, the product that you 
wanted ranged from 1.5 gms to 2 gms as a theoretical yield.  Well I had good luck and 
got real good products, but these girls that always make up in the 90’s on exams, didn’t 
get a thing, not even enough to weigh.  They sure were a mad bunch, now, of course, 
they’ve got to do it over, yet they will get the good grades and poor me will just draw a 
pass, but I should worry, I know it, and that’s a whole lot.  (supper dear) 
 
It certainly is a relief though to know that you don’t have to do any more experiments.  
What I dread now is the lab final which will come May 20th.  That is when we all flunk. 
 
Sweetheart maybe I am working a little hard, but it at least keeps me out of mischief. I do 
wish just lots of times I could be through, I don’t mind it at all during the day but it 
always lasts either late into the night or early in morning.  I have lost 6 pounds in the last 
two weeks, but I still weigh 158 so I don’t think I am suffering any.  I think it must be the 
hot weather. 
 
Say you know I am getting real jealous of you going to dances with strange men.  I sure 
will be glad when I am back up there.  But do wish you a good time dear and sure hope 
you had it.  Tell me all about it.  You know honey tonight one of the boys asked me for a 



dance at the final and I didn’t hardly know what to tell him at first, but I said that I would 
give him  one at the American but that I wasn’t filling out a program for the final.  Of 
course he wanted to know why and so I told him. 
 
What do you mean you don’t know how boys get along away from home.  Why I’ve 
darned so many things and sewed on so many buttons that it just comes second nature 
now.  Why who couldn’t sew on a button.  That’s one thing you will never have to do for 
me dear, I’ve surely learned how to do that. 
 
Last night when I went to town I did go to a picture show but I got back out here at 8:30.  
I went to see R.L. Stevenson’s, “Treasure Isle.”  I didn’t care much for it, and wish I 
hadn’t gone. 
 
Tomorrow is my mother’s birthday and I sure wish that I could be there with her.  You 
know I can’t ever remember how old she is, except that it is somewhere around 60.  She 
would like so much to come down here in June but she says she couldn’t hear anything 
and so she couldn’t see any reason for her just sitting there.  She is going to San Antonio 
about the middle of this month and then from there to New Braunfels and maybe a day or 
so in Austin.  I am awful glad because she surely needs a change and it takes all in a 
persons power to make her leave.  I wish I could send her up to Cincinnati, she never has 
been there and she is always wanting to go, but never says anything about it.  She is a 
dear mother sweetheart and I would surely like for you to love her as I do. 
 
Well dearest studies are calling.   
 
I love you with all my love. 
 
Otto 


