
THE WHISTLING MOTHER

"It's .Ivvays so h1 to Iiavr" you drive.

I never shall get quite the form you
have."

Which wasn't true a bit, for she drives

just as well as I do—-she ought to, I taught

her. But she has an awfully clever little

trick of making a fellow feel good, and I

like it—who wouldn't? A lot of moth( is

never lose an opportunity to take a sou

dov.n a bit—though I don't suppose one

v'ould whose son liad come to say good-

bye. That same sort are the ones to weep
on their boys' shoulders, though, I've

noticed.

We started off at a good clip, and right

away Mother said:

"Now, tell me all about it," exactly as

if I'd just ^von an intercollegiate, or itome-

thing like that.

So I told it all to her, and was glad of


