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Myner: So biscvtit were. real]y flat Someone asked,

cuits?“ -Why are 't they like any oz/her bis¢uits th t I ever, ate?" said,

Think how in eredicea in xge. I ’ghink the \k\xeen inter Sted \Xh

ua.'L‘ly I don t Hpow. I had.n t th ught of that until ],ately B pase of
a clear sky, one day, wh‘ Mrs. Clark--tha ' the Superlntendent's w:,fe*-asked e to

to comi around to the S“-‘

if I would 't like to take music leasons and shex\ 3
\ N

/,/
out of the cle
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it, you know--the\ \seminary orchestra wp:.ch consms«.ed --lets see--second cl rinet,

Th\ pson, who was the leaq violinist of the big orchestra we ¢

.
cornet, slide trombone, #rums, bass fiddle, and two second vtrolins d W.A. '1‘H§>mpson

\

was lead violin alone. And he tapped me on the shoulder and I thdaught I was being

ingled me out for that. Ig‘don t know why they did it. But an I think they ‘must

vidua].ly, cguse I've seen tha

/.
have lyeen/ terested in me i I figured that I was
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D\m an: Yeah, just te]_'!.:}.ng about my wardrobe, in toe sack That was my t‘

twasyo 'trunk?) s C ’ “'1/

; i!ﬁ%ah., tied behind saddl? I was like Mr. Tyner, I didn’t I},a:;/a suit either.



