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My dear sweetheart – I sure wish that this was last week and I was coming up to see you 
again at the end of it.  You know I sure have been thinking awhole [sic] about my trip and 
how much I enjoyed it.  I wish I wouldn’t have had to come back when I did. 
 
Honey mine are you still having such pretty weather up there?  We sure are having 
regular summer weather down here.  I sure hope it stays this way.  I wonder if the same 
moon is shining up there dear that is shining here, if it is it sure is pretty, and it makes me 
want to be with you so much.  This summer dear when the nights are so pretty you and I 
sure want to go walking I always have said that we would do that, but we never have, 
have we, however, if you want to we sure will this summer.  I just love to go walking on 
a pretty night, especially with you. 
 
Well this morning I sure had an exam that was a corker.  It was in business administration 
and the big clown never told us a word about going to have it.  Not only was it hard but it 
was the mid-term.  He assigned a nice long lesson for to-day and then when we get to 
class he gave us an exam like that.  I certainly didn’t pass it and there are very few if any 
who did.  There are only two girls in the class and so tonight all of the boys had a 
meeting and we decided that something ought to be done.  We appointed a committee to 
go see the dean and tell him what we think about the course and the man giving it.  We 
have been having lots of trouble with the fool course anyway and we don’t do anything 
but gripe, so this mornings exam was the climax, I hate to get into any kind of trouble 
now, but something certainly has got to be done. 
 
I think we are going to have a holiday Thursday at least that is what we have been 
hearing today.  I know the Dr. isn’t going to have any freshman lab this week, so that will 
give me an opportunity to get caught up tomorrow.  I sure am going to work and try to 
get my head out anyway.  I came near getting caught up this afternoon, but Dr. Chandler 
gave me some more work.  It wasn’t much though and I don’t mind it. 
 
I went down this afternoon to see about my pictures, and see what they would do toward 
making me some more, of course they never like to do that but he said that he believed 
that after I had seen a retouched picture I would change my mind, so I am going to wait 
until I see the retouched cut which they are going to use for the Campanile.  Honey do 
you really think you would like one of those pictures after all?  Gee they sure cost enough 
they ought to be good, maybe it is the subject though.  While I was down town this 



afternoon right after dinner and I saw Boo, he has his dinner hour from one until two this 
week so it wasn’t time for him to be back yet.  He said Ethel had a cold but the she 
wasn’t feeling very bad. 
 
The boys have been trying to get me to bring them some alcohol but I haven’t been able 
to give them any encouragement.  Anyway I know you wouldn’t want me to and that is 
what interests me.  Honey all I am living for is to be with you and to please you and make 
you just as happy as I can, and then when I do that I will want to do the same thing over. 
 
My roommate is feeling alright again now, but he sure was feeling bad when I got here 
yesterday morning.  You know I went to see his father and Henry told me not to tell him 
he was sick so I didn’t, when his father asked me how he was I told him fine, and then 
Henry sits down and writes him and tells him that he has been sick, so I made him write 
again last night and tell his father why it was that I had fibbed to him. 
 
Oh honey I’ve got some more darning to do.  I was lazy tonight when I came back from 
lab and when I changed my clothes I thought I would try taking my trousers off without 
taking off my shoes and naturally I just tore the cuffs all to pieces or rather one of them, 
anyway it is more than I will ever fix. 
 
I told Henry the garage man surped (?) all the pecans from his sack.  I didn’t tell him that 
we ate some of them ourselves, he will never know the difference so it doesn’t matter 
does it? 
 
How is Edward?  And your cold too sweetheart.  I sure hope both are alright again.  I 
wish I could be with you tonight dear because  - I love you. 
 
With all my love, 
 
Otto 
 


