
503 Trust bldg., 
llarcd b8, 1917.

Dear Lady LcCallum:

day my fading away so completely, without sign or 
word of continued existence, made you feel teat tne visit 
of two months at Austin was merely a dream,-or should 1 say 
nightmare,- to you? 1 aa -e simply been resting,- and 
drifting. Made a nasty visit to n verly to see i^y 
motner, ana, napoy to relate, brought her home ..itn me. fou 
oan readily understand that I cannot s^pend so very much time 
at tic,' office under these conditions, so am “resting ray 
head" while my feet and aands ke metry \ ith ho .old oc­
cupations! - because tnerc is strenuous ork in the way of 
m . .isin le t o: me when this dream of “dome is uorn-in’s 
sphere" temporalily fades from my mind. 
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But the real bui’den of this song is one of thanks 

for your oooperatioh. in the Austin work. I could not hare 
’done without ,. Surely you know and realize t ic- full aease 
of my deep ppreciation, though I am gl d of thi opportunity- 
to express it. «*.

Our thoughts fly back to our pleasant headquarters 
in the capital oitj iny, many times each day; it seemed - p 
of is and we were honestly nd sentimentally sad over leaving 
it nd the many good Austinites who helped in so mny ways to 
make tne stay wi tn you abundantly pleasant despite t ie work 
that had to be cone. Be c< rt in, is you meet the different 
ones, express to tnem, each indivic Uy, my .--arty u •ecia* 
lion and gratitude.

"Si it r Bdith" joins rao in kind regurus to your self 
nd the Austin . s ociation co a whole.

Ever ‘ fait .if ully yours,

President.
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