
Nineteen-Thirty-Two 

Who was that lady I saw you with, Hoch? Jean Wasmer stops for minor repairs— a close 
conference — Lukens — Durbin — Powell. Our administration, and a perfect lady at that, 
Dorothea Blume. Many weary feet tread this door sill for "Tarts are Trump." The R. O. T. C. 

heralds a new Honorary Colonel. 
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