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My dear Sweetheart – The grades came out to-day and now I can safely say that they 
can’t put me out because of low standing any more this year. I wish it was the last report I 
was going to get. I hate to think even now of going thru (sic) those exams in June, but I 
guess I ought to be glad that it’s only four more and not be like the freshmen with 40 
some odd final exams. I passed chemistry with another four, darnit. I am at least going to 
make a three in that course this time. My grades were 3+ and two 2’s so I am perfectly 
satisfied just so I do all well again this term. I haven’t been able to find out yet who all 
busted and who is on probation, but I guess I will get to see the list in a few days now. I 
sure am anxious to know because there are so many wild rumors floating around, you 
never can get the straight of things. 
 
This afternoon over in chemistry lab one of the boys spilled some ether on him and it 
caught on fire and besides scaring him to death and burning his hand and arm slightly, he 
is alright. His arm looked like a singed chicken. It was real comical to watch him try to 
put it out, because he would jump back and the flame follow right in behind him, we 
were just going to put some pyrene on him when he got it out. I wouldn’t be a bit 
surprised if I didn’t do a similar stunt some day. Ether is very inflammable (sic) and we 
are working with it all the time. It’s a wonder half of us aren’t all burned up. 
 
We had a baseball game to-day with the 37th infantry. It started out a game and ended as a 
track meet, the final score was 18 – 0 in our favor. Sounds like we have some team, 
doesn’t it? And I believe we have, only we haven’t got but two dependable pitchers and 
I’ve got my doubts about them. I don’t know when the first intercollegiate game comes 
but suppose it will be before long now. 
 
I had a letter from home to-day and was real surprised to find out that they wanted to 
know whether I could come home Easter or not. I wonder what is going to happen that 
day. They must think I am a bank (?) or something similar. Mother said she had a letter 
from my brother in Austin and he said he never did hear from me. Well, I’ve written him 
two letter and haven’t even as much as had a thank you from him. I don’t mind writing 
letters, but I do like to get answers when I write them. 
 
Am going out to see Ethel tomorrow night, and I wish I wasn’t going. There has 
something been wrong with me the last week or so. I simply don’t want to go anywhere. 
People will ask me to go and I will say yes and then I’m always sorry I did so. 
 



I wish you were down here now and could see how pretty the pansies are. I’ve got the 
nicest “bouquet” up here in the room. I don’t guess it will be long before everything will 
be in bloom. Winter seems to have finally passed. I suppose you are glad, aren’t you. 
 
So Martha is going to get a new maid of honor for her wedding. I don’t know whether I 
would serve as second choice or not. 
 
You know the callteeners (?) convention has been going on down here and of all the 
people in town, it’s a fright. All day to-day, I think they have been going up in the airship 
because this man just back of the Institute has been busy flying all day and he is generally 
the one who takes passengers up. 
 
That sure was a good write up about Texas that you sent me. Where in the world did you 
find it? This New England prof. that we have down here said he didn’t believe half of it. 
  
When are you going to send me that picture of you and your scarf, dear? I sure have been 
waiting for it. There is something wrong with me and I’ve got to find out what it is. I’ve 
always got the dumps and never want to get around a crowd of people. Maybe it’s just 
because I’m getting so old.  
 
With all my love, 
 
Otto 
 


