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Sweetheart, this time last week and I was on the train going to Austin. I wish I was on the 
train riding again but not towards Austin. Somehow, I don’t like Austin. See we didn’t get 
very good treatment there. I am also powerful glad that I don’t have to sit in an old depot for 
four hours. That was the longest four hours I have ever spent, and Sunday was the shortest of 
any day I have ever seen.  
 
Just three weeks from today, honey, and I sure will be having a good time. 
 
Do you remember that boy I was telling you about who was a machine gun captain and got 
shot in the leg? Well, he was up in the room tonight and brought a whole munch of French 
official war pictures that had been reproduced and also some captured from the Germans 
which had been reproduced. I certainly wish you could have seen them. He had one of Old 
Hindenberg and also one of the Kaiser inspecting troops, then some showing trench warfare 
and one showing the French making an attack with liquid fire. He had one picture showing 
two men who had been shot, one didn’t have a head, the other one had one leg and his body 
was gone from the waist up. It was the worst thing I have ever seen. Then he had another one 
of either a natural gull or a dug ditch that was absolutely filled with skeletons, skull upon 
skull. It was a regular bone yard. He sure told some interesting stories of what they had to go 
through. That place on his leg where he was shot sure is awful. All the way across it there is a 
hole about 1 ¾ inches deep. Of course, it is healed up now but it is still a hole and will 
always stay that way. 
 
Well, you certainly are going to see some procession Thanksgiving day. All the Seniors have 
got to wear cap and gowns that morning for the “sermon” that we are going to have. That 
isn’t until about 10 o’clock. The profs then the graduates then the Seniors – I guess maybe it 
is going to be a good thing that you will get to see this one because if I keep going at the rate 
I am now, I sure won’t be here until June.  
 
Sweetheart, what would you think of me if I didn’t get to come back after Christmas? I 
believe it would kill me. It seems as though each prof is doing all he can to see how many he 
can fail. You know that set of papers I had – well 58 out of 168 made 60 or above – the 
highest grade was 84 and the lowest, 5. Yesterday we had one in Organic and to us all it was 
just like a Greek exam with the possible exception of two girls who don’t do anything but 
keep their head buried in a book, and when it comes to doing lab work they don’t know 
anything. But I guess that is there good luck because they always get graded on what they put 
on paper. 
 



Tomorrow we play SMU here. They say they are going to beat us. I won’t say. They may do 
it, but they are going to have to do some tall fighting because the team is out for blood. 
Honey, I’ll save this letter until after the game and tell you all about it. I love you. 
 
Well, the game is over and the score was 21 – 14 in our favor. Gee it sure did look bad for us 
for a while’ at the end of the first half the score was 14 – 7, favor SMU. They made one 
touchdown when Rice fumbled on SMU’s 5 yard line and SMU recovered and ran 95 yds for 
a touchdown. I didn’t get to seen any of the first half, so when I came up in the 3rd quarter 
things sucked up. I sure brought good luck for once in my life. Anyway, everything started 
going our way. I sure did do some yelling about that time. 
 
Boo came out to the game and I sure was glad to see him because I didn’t know how to get 
hold of him, so he said he came out to see if he wouldn’t see me. Ethel had gone shopping 
and he went to work, but they didn’t work very long so he didn’t want to go home because 
there wasn’t anyone there so he came on out. I am going out there tonight for a while. I’m 
not going to the dance they are going to have tonight. I would if you were here though, 
sweetheart. 
 
Honey, I told some of the boys about you coming down Thanksgiving and now they are 
trying to hurrah me by saying that they are going to tie me in bed or hold me or lock me up, 
anything, just to keep me from going to the depot. Of course, it is all in fun. Anyway, it 
would take an army to hold me that day. Oh sweetheart, I can’t hardly wait until it comes. 
 
No, darling, I won’t forget my promise to you not to work to (sic) hard and I guess I can rest 
a while now because all the papers are in and I’ve just got to dodge people who don’t like the 
grade I gave them. 
 
Well, honey, I’ve got to press a suit, take a bath and dress for my “date”. 
 
Oh yes, now sweetheart, don’t you say anything or even so much as think anything about that 
letter. I showed you last Sunday because goodness only knows why she wrote it to me. 
DeWelt got one just like it. I’ve had one date with her and didn’t enjoy it. I don’t know and 
don’t care whether she comes out alright or not. I know that isn’t at all very nice to say, but 
she had no business writing me a letter like that. 
 
Well, I’ll write some more tomorrow – dear – With all my love, 
 
Otto 
 
 


