
June 23, ?? 
Austin, TX 

 
Saturday 

 
Well sweetie mine here is another week gone by, I only wish about ten more had passed.  
The school week seems sorter [sic] short because not having school on Monday, it seems 
like we begin in about the middle of the week.  But they sure work us pretty hard, and 
they seem to love to give exams.  I have already had three, __ short ones and then 
yesterday a long one, if I didn’t make an A on it I never want to take another exam.  I 
have another long exam in about fifteen minutes, and I don’t know so very much about it, 
but still I feel at present like I am able to pass it.  If the prof. gives as funny exams as he 
does lectures, I am afraid I won’t do much more than laugh.  He is “absotively” [sic] the 
most comical human I ever saw.  He told us yesterday that ever now and then some 
visitor would come around and ask him how many inmates there were here, and he would 
tell them but then add to it that he thought the ones they were looking for were out in the 
asylum.  He said he didn’t know whether they took him for an inmate or for one of the 
keepers.  Well honey I will finish this later as I have got to get to class on time, I have got 
about four blocks to go and only a few minutes to get there in. 
 
Well I’m back again, but am not feeling quite as well as I did before I left, I guess I 
passed but that is about all, the thing was so simple that it was hard, I had studied for 
something good and hard and as usual got just the opposite just so I made a pretty decent 
grade, that’s all I want anyway. 
 
You know nearly every day I see some one else from Rice up here.  This morning I was 
sitting in class and here comes a girl walking in, of course most of us come in that way, 
and I thought I recognized her and finally she saw me and spoke and then I saw that it 
was one of the senior girls, I don’t know why she wants to take physics though. 
 
Honey are you all having such pretty moonlight nights now?  We sure are having them 
down here, I cam very near phoning you last night I was setting on the porch at 8:30 and 
it wasn’t dark yet, of course, but the moon was up, and honey my mind wasn’t here 
anyway, and I went in fully decided to phone but then I thought I had better not, first I 
wasn’t certain whether you would be home and then – I thought maybe someone would 
not like it and that I had better not do it.  But dearest don’t be surprised if you get a long 
distance call from me some of these days, because I sure get lonesome for you. 
 
I should say I do wish I had been home and could have gone to the concert with you all, 
but I don’t guess that I’ll get to hear any this summer I don’t think that they know what a 
band is in this place, I can’t give Austin a thing as a city but it sure is pretty around here. 
 
Don’t be surprised if you hear that I’m in jail to-morrow[sic], an old lady phoned over 
here this morning and blessed the porter out, and told him to tell us if we didn’t stop 
making so much noise in the wee hours of the morning she was going to have us all 
arrested.  I don’t know who it was nor when it happened but she claims it was 2:30 this 



morning, I was sleep at 12 and never did wake up until morning.  But we should worry 
they will have a bunch of dead heads?? On their hands. 
 
The third or fourth day after I got here two of the boys were run out of town for speeding 
at least the cop told them if they were not out of town by daybreak he was going to fine 
them $20.00 a piece, so they left at 3:00 in the morning. 
 
Honey I’m sorry you had to pay postage on that letter or those letters but I’ll see that it 
doesn’t happen again. 
 
Honey I’m afraid if you saw what I looked [sic] now you wouldn’t want me to come see 
you, why I’m as red as a beat but guess I’ll tan before long.  I hope so anyway.  I’m going 
to put a label on myself – please do not touch or “touch me not.” 
 
Quite a little time has passed since I started this letter, but I knew you wouldn’t get it 
tomorrow anyway, so I thought I would wait and send it off in the morning, went 
swimming again this afternoon.  Honey I sure wish you could go with me, because we 
sure could have a good time.  I don’t guess it will be to [sic] late to go in September 
though and if you want to you and I could go to Kidd Springs sometime, and Bro & Ethel 
could go along, of course we could have a regular party I guess but I would rather have it 
just us four. 
 
We went riding in our “fliver” tonight and just about dark when we found out we were 
out of lights and needed a new presto? Tank our blooming old clutch broke, but it 
happened that there were 6 of us, the other five being out somewhere, we were only about 
a quarter mile from home and here come two boys from San Antonio who we knew at 
Rice and they pulled us on in.  So we were really sorter lucky all the same. 
 
Gainor darling you don’t know how glad I am that you didn’t use that old paint, because 
honey you don’t know how much I hate that old stuff and you certainly don’t need any – 
Hear?  I’m going to get real peeved if you don’t quit harping on what I said one night.  
I’d rather you wouldn’t go to the canteen.  Does that suit you? 
 
I told Martha before I left I would writer her a letter, you don’t care do you, because I’ve 
already started it? 
 
Tell Ethel and Bro hello for me, and you might give them my address. 
 
Honey my Campanile? Out to be home now, you can go get it if you want to; I have seen 
one here and can’t give it very much. 
 
With truest love, 
 
Otto 


