
THE WHISTLING MOTHER

awfully good company, too. In fact, she

seems more like a vigorous girl than any-

thing I can compare her with. And I

think her sons are mighty lucky chaps

—

especially just now that thf; war game's on.

Yes, that's a picture of Mother; neat

little holder for it, isn't it? Yes, I iaiow;

she does look interesting, doesn't she?

She's an awfully good shot, and drives her

own car, and rides like a Cossack, and does

a lot of other things—not to mention mak-

ing home—^well—what it is. I suppose

I'm rather braggy about her, but I tell you

I feel that way just now, and I'm going to

tell you why. . . . She's pretty, too,

don't you think so ? I thought you would.

The thing that started me off was Hoofy

Gilbert coming across the dorm hall with a

letter in his hand. We called him Hoofy

because he hated walking so, and always


