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June 10, 1895

Dear John:-


Hardly expected a letter from you at this time; I thought you would let it go seeing it was so near Christmas and I’d see you then you know. Now don’t get up on your ear can--- it won’t do you any good.  But say, if you have got anything against me just take it out of Frenchies hide if you want to. He made his solemn affirmation before he left that he would write – and not a scratch have I got yet. Well I’ll quit this and get down to bis. I spose you want to know what all the fellows (and of fairies) are doing.


Well, the next morning after you left there was a sad --- gave --- in the Literature class. “Parting is such sweet sorrow” you know kick French seeing I aint near you. The Duke de la Delano and I swore off smoking sticks on the night – of May 31, and I haven’t taken a drag since. Hope you can read this – the school- mom is “rolling” a bit since that - last chew of climax I took before I came in and so its a little difficult – to write - legibly. Things in school go on just - the same as ever. Our class have all written their orations and submitted them to the close scruting(?) of the Prof., and I have absolutely nothing to do all day. Say but we miss Rochee in the laboratory. We all used to follow suit in kicking him around the laboratory for springing ---, and now even that pleasure is denied us. Rochee was never known to have a drop of alcohol to burn in his lamp and so used to make a bon-fir in a tin--- to --- instead of a lamp.  Ma had to organize a chemical fire-brigae when he adopted this method of obtaining combustion because we never knew just when he would set the lab on fire. But nevertheless I miss the stinking sulfhurms fumes of Rochee’s bonfires.
Nobody smokes cigarettes except Jasper. We tried him before the Court of the Grand high Tape-worm for smoking butts in our presence. He was convicted and sentenced and retribution came swift and sure; he was sentenced to be thrown down the bank and it was carried out to the letter. I suppose Tydl told you about it. We all chew --- and the story is always the same – 10 cruts in the hole at Pelishek’s.

Well pretty soon our class will send their letter essays in split tail cools – ( or split drawers as the case may be) and after deciding the fate of the motion before a Mnwc advisor we will leave these old familiar walls where we spent four long happy (?) years. But this is harping on a worn out subject.

--- and I haven’t spoken in 3 months; he got so --- grouchy & couldn’t stand it – and so I called him down and swore off spraking; the rest of the gang hardly notics him; he never comes out with us to sit and Johnson’s ---/ The Br--- has been looking for a chance to break ---‘s neck ever since last Feb. ---‘s only chum is little Adolph. Adolph told him the “---“ was laying for him and Louse treats the Bruiser like a king. He seeks companionship with Agurs, Lina and all the girls whose last names end in ---. Well this is enough of ---. Bit when I see his round flax en ---hend with its bowl-cut representation of the oensorial art in front of me as I with – this I can hardly refrain from enumerating his latest grouchy alts but I’m afraid they will --- you.
Well I swore off talking about grouchy and you see I’ve turned over a new leaf in case squrner The Duke a le Debana and Peanuts and myself went out to Markhaus woods a few weeks ago and finished a pint of ski between us. It is needless to say that Nuts set it up. Before that – Nuts and I went out hunting; we had two bottles of stale beer and a big bottle of six tis sweet Catawba. We were a bit groggy coming home. Nuts has left school. Did it last week and is learning the jeweler’s trade down at Seidl’s. His dad bought him $100 worth of jewellers tools. Nuts never did anything in school for the last term. He used to sing up ---till he was tired and then look at some other girl. The Prof jumped on his neck too often that he quit school. But Nuts is a good --- hearted fellow no matter what they say of him. I found that out when he and The Duke and myself used to go out in the woods together.
     The last meeting of the Society is to be held next Friday night.  The Duke is on the debate and he’s at the --- table now looking up matter for his side of the question and every little while he finds a newspaper column a yard long on his side of the question and then he yells at me and shows me the length of the extra with a diabolical grin on his face, interrupting your letter and extracting ---.

Yes we box occasionally. Pat and I put on the gloves occasionally but none of the other fellows care to. Ted has invested in a punching bag and instruction book and I guess he’s preparing to knock out Mort but --- has “no fights-“ and I don’t think Ted can do it. Ted hasn’t had their house enlarged to admit that bill card table yet, but they’d have one of the bad room for it, he says.
--- quit school after embezzling $1.43 of the societies money. He’s working for Markham on the farm. Says he’ll work down town if he gets “a gentleman’s job.” He had to quit school; all the fellows jumped on his neck in school and at the Literary and it got so hot for his robust form that he had to leave.

We went in swimming June 2. It’s too cold now though. No we don’t go up to the Tramps ravine any more, although Nuts and Mort and myself went out one night after school and found a poor hobo lying on the grass shivering  he had on only a hair of thin overalls for pants. A --- of tobacco and a few cigarettes induced him to talk. He told us all his tales of adventure. He was a young German hobo and had served in the German army. He told us all kinds of stories. Next day we all stuck in and brought him a good square meal. Mort contributed a pair of wool socks, Nuts gave him a coat and vest and pair of shoes and I gave him a pants and he went on his way rejoicing. 

Well John I’ll have to choke off although I could write more but the inside man is kicking for dinner and I must go.

Solong,

Chas, K.

718 N. 8th St.

Tell Frenchy I’ll write to him soon.

Enclosed note from Pearl Aendrickson  

Additional note [unauthored]: Charles Kelley was probably 17 – letter written to his brother John who was sailing with their father Tim on the great lakes. Charles was killed in train accident when he was 21.

