
THE WHISTLING MOTl. ER

and saw the dean, who assured me that,

even though I didn't stay to finish my

Junior year, I'd keep my place and get

my dip, no matter how long the war

lasted. Then he lookc' r his nec-

tacles at me, and said it n ^o. .
1

1 4 I

was so tall and slim-it i be 1 a ck

marksman who could g or -en 41

me from a sapling at fiv idrea va rc. ;

and we grinned at each cher and she-'

hands. GoodoldHam' n lopeheil

be there when I get b. 1
h^ n I wired

Mother and took tV • t.-r home.

. Idon'tLno- vh- > write

and wire Mother in e?"^ •
er ^"or I

think a lot of m. id. ' i<^«y

busy at the office, and ol a

letter-writer, except by way oi u stenog-

rapher. Mother always givt . me his mes-

sages in her letters, and when I get home


