
THE WHISTLING MOTHER

drove his big yellow roadster from one

class to another, even if it was only a

thousand feet straight across the campus

to the next lecture. Well, Hoofy came in

that day—it was just before the Easter

vacation—looking as if he were down and

out for fair. It turned out he'd written

home about enlisting, and he'd got back a

letter from his mother, all sobs. He didn't

know what to do about it. You see the

fellows were all writing home, and trying

to break it gently that when they got

there they'd have to put it up to the

family to say "Go, and God bless you!"

But it was looking pretty dubious for

some of my special friends. Their

mothers were all right, an awfully nice

sort, of course, but when it came to telling

Bob and Sam and Hector to enlist—they

just simply couldn't do it.


