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Sweetheart, this time last week and I was debating whether or not I should go to Dallas and 
then about two hours later I decided I had better go. I am really better situated to go up this 
week because I haven’t any exams scheduled for Monday. You know the one I took last 
Monday I busted in. 50% of the class did the same. That doesn’t excuse me at all, but I was 
just a little slow in answering questions and so I didn’t get everything right that I answered 
and didn’t finish the quiz either, so there you are. Organic chemistry is simply awful and, 
believe me, that bird doesn’t know what it means to go slow. He’s worse than a race horse. 
We are already trying to frame up something so that we can induce him to slow down. You 
know instead of writing formulas like we are used to we have to write them structurally and 
in doing that it depends entirely up on where put the bond as to what compound it is. Let me 
show you – 
2C2 H5OH + 2H2 SO4 = 2C2 H4 + 2H2 SO4 + 2H2O Alcohol 
 
You remember that is the way we learned it in high school and also here until you get to 
Organic and then the equation would be  
 
       H   H        HO O       H    H    HO           O  
H – C – C – OH +        = S =       = H – O – H + C = C +         = S = 
       H    H               HO     O                          H    H    HO            O 
 
And this equation is awful  simple. I won’t write anymore though because I know it’s Greek 
to you just like it is to me. It isn’t going to be much longer though because I’m going to 
starting “boning” organic. 
 
The quiz I had Tuesday I believe I made good in because I knew something about it. 
 
Of course, it has rained every day except Wednesday and judging from the cool weather we 
have been having to-day, I would say that it is rather cold up in Dallas. It was hot when I left 
here last Friday and cold when I got into Dallas, so I guess when it is cold here, it must surely 
be cold up there. It isn’t one bit cold here, just a little cool, about like it was that night you 
and I sat out in Ethel’s swing. Oh honey, I get all excited when I think about Thankgiving. I 
wish it wasn’t so far off.  
 
I went out to see Ethel last night. She sure does want you to come down. They are going to 
have to move tomorrow and so we did a little packing last night. They are going to stay over 
at Boo’s sister until their apartment is finished. It was supposed to be done by the 15 of Nov. 



but they have been unable to work on it on account of the rain, so goodness knows when they 
will get it done. Sweetheart, I’ll go crazy if you don’t come down here Thanksgiving now, 
but I know you are unless something extraordinary happens. We sure will have a good time. I 
only hope that the day is as pretty as it was two years ago. 
 
Tomorrow, we play SW so while you are watching Okla. get beat, I am going to watch SW 
get beat. McFarland is going up to Dallas tonight to watch the T.O. game. He is assistant 
coach, so you see we will have a spy on the sun and undoubtedly Texas will have to open up 
in order to beat Oklahoma and so he ought to get some good pointers.  
 
This time last night and I could have packed up and come home with pleasure. After I came 
from Chem. lab yesterday afternoon I was so disgusted and down and out that I would have 
enjoyed doing anything. I didn’t want to go to Ethel’s at all, but I know it is good that I did 
because I got to feeling a whole lot better. 
 
I have been thinking awful hard about who that could be that Mr. Morgan was talking to, but, 
honey, I simply can’t imagine. Did the man say he lived in Houston? I simply can’t imagine 
who it could be. Was he ball-headed and tall? I sure would like to know who it was. 
 
You know, sometimes I think that I am trying to do to (sic) much by working all the time, but 
I know that if I wasn’t working I would probably sit around in my room and kill time or walk 
around the cloisters doing nothing, so, I had rather work. It gets awful tiresome from 8:30 to 
5:30 every day and then again at night, but you are more or less your own boss and that 
always counts for a whole lot. 
 
Yes, just tell Edward that Francisco got one good padding anyway, because I was present and 
saw that it was well done. He walks like he’s got bed springs in his legs, and is an awful 
awkward looking human. 
 
I think somebody ran off with my roommate. I haven’t seen him supper that is the way I 
generally do. 
 
No, sweetheart, I won’t stay up a bit later than I have to, but Mondays, Wed. and Fri. nights I 
always have more than I can do. (almost) 
 
With all my love, Otto 


