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Sweetheart mine, I feel like I had just about reached the end of the rope. I haven’t felt so 
downhearted and useless in an awful long time. I just feel lie, oh well what’s the use anyway. 
I know I ought not to write to-night because I’m in to (sic) bad a humour, and there is no use 
in bothering anyone else with my troubles. I don’t know what started it all, but – I just feel 
like I wish I never had seen Rice Institute or heard there was such a thing as a University. I’m 
not doing anything but spending lots of money that it will take me three times as long to get 
back. I wish I were more like you and had your disposition, so I would at least be just a little 
bit worthy of you. 
 
We sure have had a change in the weather down here also, not that it has got any colder even 
if it is a little cool, but if you could see our buildings you would say they were in a big lake. 
This afternoon at about 4:00 o’clock it got awful dark and started lightning and thundering 
something awful. Sounded just like a whole bunch of cannon going off, and then it started 
raining and it hasn’t quit yet. It reminds me of the rain we had last June during 
commencement, only I believe that it is a little worse. Really, I’m not fibbing. From my 
window looking out on the campus, it looks just like a lake, especially with the campus lights 
shining on it like they do. I think I’ll go out and jump in it in a minute, and end all my 
troubles. I guess after this rain it will turn cold again. I can certainly here (sic) some beautiful 
language as some of these boys jump into a mud puddle on their way to the car line. 
 
I got thru with me chemistry lab at 3:45 yesterday, or at least I went as far as I could, and 
then went over to Biology until 5:45. They had an extra long exercise this week and I knew 
they would be needing help, so I went over, and like to have never gotten away. I was 
working away in lab this afternoon when a boy came in who had stuck a nail in his arm and 
he wanted to get it dressed, so I got a chance to play doctor and dress it. I washed it out good 
with carbolic acid and turpentine and then painted it with iodine. Now, I can’t get that old 
carbolic acid smell off of my hand. 
 
I think I am going to have to strike for shorter hours and more pay. It seems like everybody 
in this world is going to get rich except me and I’m getting poorer financially all the time, 
and that’s what the big thing these days seems to be. It’s always how much money have you 
got, or how much money do you make. You know I’ve had to like and had to get used to just 
lots of things that some people wouldn’t even think of doing, and I often feel just as though I 
were in the wrong class. That the pace I am trying to run is just a little bit to (sic) high and to 
(sic) fast for me, and I certainly am getting tired of not being able to do this and that because 
I haven’t got the wherewithal with which to do it. 
 



Tomorrow afternoon out on the athletic field, there is going to be a big demonstration of 
chemical warfare given by the gov. under the direct supervision of the bird who had charge 
of it in France. Smoke bombs, whiz bangs, liquid fire, etc. are supposed to be much in 
evidence. I hope it is good, and that I will get a chance to go see it. I’ve got so darn much 
work ahead of me I don’t know whether I am standing on my head or on my feet. 
 
Well, sweetheart, I’ll write some more tomorrow when I hope that I will be in a better humor 
than I am now. I hate to write like that but it’s the way I feel, and there is no one in this wide 
world I can write that way to excepting you. I love you, sweetheart, but I just feel like I am 
not worthy of you. Goodnight, dear, and pleasant dreams. 
 
12:05 a.m. 
Sweetheart mine, I have just about finished getting my lessons for tomorrow, and I don’t feel 
a bit inclined to get the last one. I’ve been grading papers for the last hour and then didn’t 
grade but eight, and I’ve got oodles to grade. I don’t feel like going to bed, though, so I might 
as well stay up. I think I am getting out of the habit of sleeping anyway, except during some 
of these darn classes and I can always sleep then. 
 
It is still raining but not quite so hard. I can’t tell how high the water is since the campus 
lights went out, but I wouldn’t be surprised to see ducks swimming around out there in the 
morning. It is getting colder, too. 
 
You know I was telling you about the long lesson we had in Organic for today. Well, this 
morning when we came to class, the unexpected certainly happened because the prof begged 
our pardon for assigning such a long lesson. He said he had forgotten that he had also given 
us some problems to hand in, and that the assignment really was unreasonable. Well, of 
course, that might have helped things some, but we were and are the ones who are 
responsible for all the work because he didn’t assign it over and Monday it is all included in 
our exam. So where do we get off. Well, honeymine, I think I’ll study a little while longer 
and then go to bed and try to sleep. I doubt whether I can though. Goodnight, dearest – I love 
you. 
 
P.S. Henry just came in. He has been over to DeWelts room and on his way back he fell into 
a mud puddle. He came hobbling in and said he was half dead. He was all skinned up and full 
of mud. He sure was funny looking. I guess I’ll go to bed on top of all that now. So for the 
third time, good night, darling. 
 
Saturday afternoon 
 
Sweetheart, it finally did quit raining, but only about an hour ago. I guess it rained all night. I 
know it was when I went to be and also when I got up. All we can see is water. (Dinner) The 
dinner was pretty good with the exception of the pie and I think it was sweet potato pie. I 
only know it was so darn had you couldn’t make a dent in it, so I didn’t eat any. Sometime 
yesterday, some or most of the boys out here ate something that wasn’t good for them and 
they have all been complaining of a bad pain in their stomach, but for once I am not in it. I 
think it was some beans they ate, and they must have had something wrong with them. 



 
Honey, I am going down this afternoon and, if possible, have my pictures taken for the 
Campanile. We have to have it taken in cap and gown much to my regret. Sweetheart, you 
don’t really want a big picture of me in that outfit, do you? I know I am going to look like a 
priest of some sort. I expect it will be quite a while before I can get the pictures though 
because they will naturally have a whole lot to do. 
 
I wish I wasn’t going out anywhere tonight because it is such a good time to study and work 
and I’ve got plenty of both, but I told them I was coming and I guess I had better go. I’m 
going to leave early, though, so I can work when I come out. 
 
That certainly is nice about Edward getting such a good place to work. Are you sorry that 
you didn’t go up there? But I know you could right now if you wanted to. I wish I could be 
lucky in getting places to work like that, but I generally feel like I am lucky to get any place 
to work. If I believed in predestination, I could easily account for it, but since I don’t I just 
have to attribute it to my own ignorance, lack of personality and hard luck. 
 
Provided everything went on schedule time, I guess there exists a Mr. and Mrs. JB Cooper 
now. Aren’t you sorry you didn’t take him? 
 
There was something very unusual in class attendance today. Generally, the weather doesn’t 
make any difference, but this morning hardly any of the girls were out. I guess because it was 
raining so and also on account of the car service which I don’t think was anything extra. In 
fact, it never is. 
 
No, I really lack a whole lot from running the lab but I’ll have to admit I do sorter have 
things my way. But people, especially professors are awful unreasonable sometimes, and 
ever since I‘ve been back it’s been all times. 
 
I don’t guess they are going to have that warfare demonstration this afternoon. I think a 
submarine exhibition would be more appropriate, or deep sea diving. 
 
I hope you aren’t working this afternoon, dear, and surely wish I could see you. I sure need 
you. I love you with all my love. 
 
Otto 
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