
August 19, 1920 
5:00 pm 

Dallas, TX 
 

2 cents 
 

Thursday Morning 
 
Miss Gainor Roberts  
901 Burnett Street 
Wichita Falls, TX 
 
My dearest Sweetheart, 
 
Came to work a little early this morning, and will start on this letter but don’t guess I can 
finish it before noon.  Pete & Mr. Taggart and I stayed around here until about 10 last 
night.  We had supper out at the Harwood Lawn but it wasn’t any thing extra, it was the 
worst one we have had so far, the only thing that was real good was ice cream for dessert.  
I just simply couldn’t think about going home and doing nothing, and not even be able to 
talk to you so I really enjoyed working, it was more pleasure than work anyway.  This 
morning mother said- she thought I must be trying to get her used to my not being there 
much longer, I asked her why and she said well I didn’t stick around much anymore.  I 
sure am going home tonight though, that is if I have a letter, if not well I’ll just go jump 
in the lake.  You ought to get one today, because I mailed one early enough last night.  
Well Honey mine I’ll have to work some now.  I love you dear and miss you more every 
minute. 
 
I just got thru eating my lunch haven’t been out of the office yet, but am going to mail 
this letter as soon as I get thru.  Have been pretty busy this morning and will probably be 
more so this afternoon.  I’ve been working up reports or rather a report, known as the 
Narrative report for the month, I can’t say as how I am exactly sure of what I am doing.  
Pete left a few mins. Ago to go to a supervisor’s meeting out at Haskell.  We went to two 
last night. 
 
Well honey tomorrow is your birthday and I’m not even in a position to congratulate you 
like I would like to.  But honey best of wishes and all my love to you.  I sure hope you 
are feeling alright dear, I don’t know whether I am or not I’m so lonesome for you. 
 
You know I dreamed about snakes all night long and the funniest part was that you 
seemed to be very fond of them and were putting them in your pockets.  Where those 
pockets were I can’t say.  Do you really like snakes sweetheart? 
 
Well honeymine I’ve got to do some work, please hurry home, I miss you, I want you, I 
need you. 
 
 



(Yours ‘til the Eskimos ?*) 
 
I love you with all my love dear, 
 
Otto 
 
*Typist’s note- cannot read word.  See letter. 
 


