
THE WHISTLING MOTHER

way. I tried not to sec the familiar old

streets. I hadn't told anybody what
train I was going on, but some of my old

friends found out and came down just the

same, and vvert* there in a l)imrh t ^ nd

nic off. Tlicy luiri icd up to iis, and sliitok

hands and jollied me, aiul e\ erything was

lively When the train came in we all

went together to i':, and then I saw the

boys stand back and look at Mother. I

don't know what they expected to see, but

I'm pretty sure it wasn't what they did

see.

It was evening, but instead of putting

on an awfully stunning fur-burdenxl coat

over the things she'd worn to dinner, as

she usually does when she goes out in the

car at night, Mother'd taken the trouble

to go back to the tailored suit and little

close hat she wears in the street and for
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