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Friday 

Miss Gainor Roberts 
203 No. Clinton Ave. 
Dallas, TX 
 
My darling sweetheart – I wish this was two weeks from tonight, then I wouldn’t have to 
be setting up trying to work a blooming old problem that just simply won’t come out.  I 
have finally succeeded in getting over the worst part of it though, the big part now will be 
in copying what I have down.  I think from now on I am going to hire me a bookkeeper to 
work the things out.  If I thought I had anymore to work this term, it sure would ruin me.   
 
Honey of course I can’t blame Emma for wanting you to stay at the hotel with her, but I 
don’t see how you can do it either and the chances are you will be down here longer than 
she anyway, and on top of that darling I’d rather you wouldn’t.  We could have such a 
good time at Anor’s together.  Yes Anor asks me all the time when you are coming.  She 
is always wanting me to come out and take supper with them, but I simply haven’t had a 
chance to in the last month or more.  My time hasn’t been my own. 
 
There wasn’t any lab this afternoon so I was able to start right in grading papers.  We 
graded until 5:30, and are just about half thru, they can easily be finished tomorrow 
afternoon though, if we do finish them then.  I think I will go to town to mail this letter 
and then go to the Queen to see the “dancing fool” [sic] before I back out.  I feel like I 
could enjoy a good show, and I’m just like you whenever I know that you have seen a 
show then I like to go see it also.  I can always imagine that I have something a little 
more in common with you then. 
 
I am glad you had a good time at the dance dearest. 
 
Honey mine I just simply can’t decide whether I want to go to Sunday School or not.  
What is the only reason I have never said anything about it.  I don’t know who is in it, nor 
who teaches it, but if it is the same bunch that was there a couple of years or so ago, I 
don’t think much of it.  Sweetheart I would just love to go with you, but honey I can’t sit 
still and have someone trying to wake me believe everything that they say just because 
some one else wrote it.  I simply can’t do it, and I know I’d get into some sort of an 
argument some day and crumb the works.  But darling I am willing to try it with you. 
 
Well dear, it’s almost time to get up again, but I am going to bed anyway, I’ll write some 
more tomorrow, pleasant dreams, I love you dearest, with all my love. 



 
Saturday 
 
Sweetheart mine I’ve got just about five minutes before it is time to go over so I will 
write just a little, I hope the weather keeps up down here like it has been lately, honey 
two weeks from today and we will be getting ready for the dance.  Won’t that be grand.  
You know I never have gone to a dance in the morning.  Of course I came out here last 
year when they had it and was here during the dance, but I don’t call that going to it.  
Until later darling. 
 
Well I have attended my last classes on Saturday and I sure am glad of it.  I came near 
going to sleep in all of them this morning.  You see next Saturday exams will be on and 
the following Saturday – just think what will be going on.  Dear I get just a little more 
excited every time I think about it.  Honey I am so glad I have you and have so much to 
look forward to.  I just can’t imagine what I would be like if I didn’t have, and I sure 
don’t want to. 
 
I am going over to work this afternoon, you see I’ve got a few (?) papers to grade yet.  I 
hope you aren’t working this afternoon dear, so until later. 
 
Well darling I didn’t quite get thru this afternoon, but have only about 14 papers left, and 
I can finish those up Monday morning.  I feel sorry for some of those persons whose 
papers I graded because if they didn’t have everything so I could read it without hurting 
my eyes, they didn’t get a thing on it.  I’ve told them plenty of times that I wouldn’t ruin 
my eyesight trying to dig some of their drawings out, so it’s their own fault.  The doc and 
I got into a rather peculiar argument this afternoon as regards the kind of women that we 
would marry.  I’ll tell you all about it sometime if you want to know.  You know how I 
stand on that Sweetheart.  There is only one person that I would marry and that is you 
dear. 
 
I have forgotten whether I told you about the Oratorical contest held last Thursday night 
or not.  Anyway we had one and much to everyones [sic] surprise, a girl got first place.  
But she was an Armenian and spoke on Armenia, and sorter played on the sympathies of 
the judges. 
 
I am going to take this to town right after supper dear and if the Queen isn’t to [sic] 
crowded I am going in there to see the show.  I can’t stay long though. 
 
Sweetheart dearest I can’t think of anything but June 4, and you, I will be so glad when 
that time comes and it isn’t even two weeks anymore, but I know the next few days are 
going to seem like so many months.  I love you sweetheartmine. 
 
With all my love, 
 
Otto 
 


	Saturday

