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The Andrean Ad

Mr. Willkie recently stated that if England lost
the war we should be in a state of war with Germany
inside of sixty days. Mr. Willkie endeavoured to
clarify his statement with several concrete examples.
These, however, failed to harden. His reasons were
pitifully weak and almost entirely lacking in basis.
“The lease-lend bill offers the American people their
only chance to defend liberty without themselves
going to war, If Britain were to collapse, we would be
in war a month afterwards. The United States should
send all its bombers, except those needed for training,
and five or ten destroyers a month.”

It seems that Mr. Willkie would have us believe
that we can save England by draining our own
resources. He failed to mention what would happen
if England lost the war. It appears a foregone
conclusion to him that the stubborn British will
prevail over the aggressor once more. Right now,
the British are close to defeat. The German blockade
is slowly starving the people of Britain. Every week,
they lose thousands of tons of shipping. The English,
themselves, admit that they cannot keep pace with
this loss. In a recent radio address, Mr. Churchill
stated that the English could not hold out for
too much longer unless American aid comes quickly.

Now, let us suppose that we send the desired
armaments to the British. It is too late for them to
help, or if they were of assistance, they would merely
prolong the war indefinitely. The German resources
are almost unlimitable, and with raw materials
coming from Russia and Rumania, they are in a
better position to carry on an extended struggle.
As the war continued, we would almost inevitably
be dragged into it. Then, what would we fight with?
Our war supplies are low enough right now, and it is
dreadful to think what might happen if we had to
face Japan and Germany after we had given all of
our arms to Britain,

Then, too there is an excellent chance that we
might become involved in the war if we persisted
in sending supplies to England. The Germans would
naturally sink any ships carrying such a cargo, and

Two

vocates —

Aid America First

we would probably consider this an act of war. And
after we had so nobly aided the British, it would be
both ignominious and fatal if they had to surrender
after we had declared war. We would be left holding
the bag, and it is doubtful if we could hold it very
long.

Mr. Willkie is perhaps guided more by his hatred
for the Nazis than by common sense. Under one con-
dition he is right in saving that we would be at war
inside of sixty days if England loses. That condition is
that if England still loses after we have exhausted our
defenses in helping her. Germany would certainly
take immediate advantage of this weakness. We
could do little against an invasion on either shore if
we had spent all of our defenses in a futile attempt
to help England win the war.

It would be far better if we kept entirely aloof of
the whole affair. England’s fight is not ours. By
staying clear of the mess, we could uninteruptedly
continue our own defense plans. We could build up a
mighty two-ocean navy and an air force that would
be feared and respected by any would-be invader.
In this way, all of our efforts would be for the good
and preservation of our own country, not one three
thousand miles across the sea.

The policy of this country should not be one of
entire naivite concerning Germany's desires in this
hemisphere. We must not be misled by wishful
thinking that Germany has no designs on South or
North America. The Germans are seeking world
domination, and they cannot succeed in this plan
unless they conquer the Americas. It will, however,
take them considerable time to consolidate their
coups in Europe. In the meanwhile, we should build
up such a formidable national defense that we could
not possibly be subdued by any country or combina-
tion of countries. We cannot build up this defense,
though, if we continue our all-out plan of aid to
Britain. The primary thought of every American
should be Aid America Now, not Aid Britain Now.

— James Dufty



Gimpy’s Girl . . .

Thumbing wildly through the small pile of letters
on the hall table, Alicia’s mail-eager eye is quick to
see the one addressed to her. She flashes a glance at
the postmark to see inscribed thereon the name of
that familiar place, Middletown, Delaware. But that
handwriting! My God! It definitely isn’t Jimmy
Burns’, her amorous suitor of the previous year,
whom she had given up for better things. Maybe it’s
that terribly good-looking boy who danced with her
twice last time.

These are the thoughts going through her sub-deb
mind as she opens the envelope and with shaking
fingers spreads the letter out before her hopeful eyes.
It begins: “Dear Alicia, remember me? I am George
Archer, Jimmy’s roommate. I am writing to know
whether or not, you can come to the dance here next
week-end. We are having for an orchestra “Herbert
Jamieson and His Sophisticated Smoothies.” Doesn’t
that sound like fun? Jimmy said he'd write but you
know Jimmy. Hope you can make it.

Yours truly,
“Gi:np-‘.rli
P.S. That's what they all call me here at school.

Alicia gasps. Does she remember George Archer!
She almost hung her coat and hat on him! She never
had an inkling that she could sink to the level of
even being thought of by George, “just call me
Gimpy,” Archer. However, the thought that even in
the company of this gargoyle of a boy it might be
possible to have a good time makes her write an
endearing acceptance to George. The following
week-end she leaves for Middletown.

The train ride is all too familiar. She sits with
several old-timers and discusses the merits of their
various dates. Some of them even go to the length of
reminiscing. One of them had been for six successive
times. As the girl makes this bragging statement,
Alicia has a temptation to ask whether or not the
boys have a fan-club for her.

As the train pulls into the station, Alicia looks out
the window and her heart sinks, for there, standing
on the platform, with his mouth wide open, and his
hair all over his face 1s “Gimpy”. As the girls clamber
down, he rushes up, greets her timidly, takes her
overnight bag, and with an obvious effort, throws it
into the truck. They then climb into the bus and
seat themselves on the all-too-uncomfortable seats
for the jerky ride out to school.

No sooner are they out at school than they go to
dinner and who should be sitting at the same table,
with a blonde from Philadelphia, but Jimmy. As it
turns out, “Gimpy" is waiter for the table. What a
waiter! He carries a tray with the effortless grace of
Donald Duck carrying a safe. As he is taking a load of

Dear Alicia: Remember me

dishes out to the kitchen, his spindly ankle turns and
after the noise had subsided, there is “Gimpy,”
food covering him from head to foot, seated in a
puddle of gravy.

After the Headmaster’s customary greeting to the
girls, “Gimpy"” gallantly, but gingerly, for fear of
transferring particles of spinach to Alicia’s dress,
escorts her to the Fifth Form common-room. There
she meets a few lonely stags and a stray corridor
master who makes a casual remark about her figure
and walks out. She then goes to her room to dress
for the dance. “Gimpy” comes to get her, respen-
dently decked out in a rented tuxedo whose last
occupant must have been an epileptic. He clutches
in one hand a bunch of discouraged gardenias.

Her card dances are a nightmare. “Gimpy” had
succeeded in giving her to the dregs of the school,
who were all stags. Meanwhile, he stands on the side
and leers at her. Jimmy cuts in and weakly apologizes
for not writing; but “Gimpy”’, not wishing to be
outdone, cuts in himself and dances Alicia out onto
the cloister. From there they walk shivering down
to the dock. “Gimpy”’ visibly braces himself, puts
an arm around her, and tries to draw her close.
Alicia, horrified, pushes him violently away.
“Gimpy” wavers on the edge of the dock, claws
madly at the air, and falls backwards onto a thin
layer of ice which crumples under his weight. He
disappears beneath the surface. Alicia aghast, helps
him from the water, pulls the seaweed out of his
hair, and hustles him up to bed. Then, she, herself,
wearily retires.

The next day “Gimpy”, suffering from a bad cold,
introduces Alicia to his best friend, “Lips”, who is to
escort her for the rest of the week-end since “Gimpy”
must stay in the Infirmary. “Lips” is far worse than
“Gimpy.” He stutters and stupidly nods at every
word she says. All that day they loaf around reading
funny papers. Because “Lips’ is unable to dance,
they cut the tea dance and go to a matinee in
Middletown. That night, they attend the school
play, and then go to bed.

Sunday was a continuation of the nightmare.
After lunch, Alicia went to the Infirmary to say
good-bye to “Gimpy.”" There he attempts to kiss
her. However, she cuts this effort short by sticking
a thermometer in his mouth and beats a hasty
retreat, kicking a small black object, resembling a
dog, out of her way as she departs.

On the bus ride to Wilmington, Alicia sits alone in
a corner smoking an endless chain of cigarettes. All
around her other girls are joyfully discussing their
week-end. Maybe she should have accepted that
Princeton date.

London Wainwright, "42
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“Not Guilty” —

I had known Natalie Reade several years before
the case broke. Every summer she had invited
Cynthia and myself to her place in Massachusetts
for my vacation. She was a tall, grey, but rather
handsome woman about forty-two vears old. Her
parents were lost on the “Titanic” when she was
fourteen. They had left her all of their combined
fortunes for she was an only child. This sum amounted
to quite a few millions. Reade, you know the
name, Reade trucks. | had become acquainted with
her through my wife. She and Natalie had been
roommates at college.

Probably no one was more surprised than 1 when
every paper in the country carried the headlines:
“NATALIE READE HELD FOR MURDER”.
I'll quote for you part of the story as my paper
carried 1t:—"“Neighbors rushing into the house after
hearing the shots found Miss Reade in her room
hurriedly packing a bag. On the floor were found
the hodies of the two men, Thompson and Butler,
each bleeding from numerous bullet wounds.—The
fingerprints on the gun coincided with those of Miss
Reade.—The servants were on the beach at the time
of the murders.—Heiress pleads not guilty.” All the
evidence was pointing to I::er guilt. The boys on the
paper seemed to think that she would get off a lot
easier if she changed her plea to guilty.

The trial was in August, That was my vacation
month so Cynthia and T went to her parents in
Indiana for the vacation. Cynthia was pretty much
upset about the whole thing. I followed the day-by-
day account of the trial in tﬁ& papers. It was obvious
from the very beginning that she didn’t have a
prayer. The evidence was all too overwhelming. The
qury was only out three hours. Natalie Reade was
sentenced to be hanged on October the jrd.

On September the 2nd when 1 went into the
“News" huilding Miss Jackson greeted me, with a
“Have a nice vacation, Jim? By the way Hanson
told me to tell you to come up the moment you
came in.”" | swore to myself. Hanson, the city editor
was alwavs wanting something or the other. He never
let his men have a minute’s peace.

1 strode into his office. “Well, what is it this
rime?’ | could talk to Hanson like that. We had
started on the paper together as copy boys. Only
Hanson had got aLead and I hadn’t. T was always
reading little lessons into every story. That kind of
stuff doesn’t go on a newspaper where they want
the facts alone.

“Tim,” Hanson began, “You knew Natalie Reade
rather well, didn't you?”

“Yes, she was a good friend of my wife's. But if
vou think that I'm going to interview her, you're
mistaken. In the first place, Cynthia would hop to
Reno so fast that she probably wouldn't even stop
to bawl me out. In the second place, I can’t quite
see myself marching into a death cell and saying,
‘Natalie, old girl, I'm a good friend of yours. How
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The Story Of The "Mad Heiress Murders”’

about a little death cell interview before they string
vou up?’ Not on your life, Hanson.”

Hanson was a persistent devil. He started all over
again. “Well, Jim, vou know that Marlowe is going
over to the “Times”, don’t you? There's a nice
column all waiting for you. But perhaps vou'd
rather do routine the rest of your life.”

“Perhaps.”

“Oh, come, come, man. This story will make you.
Can’t you see the headlines? “Not Guilty”, by
Natalie Reade as told to James Duffy. This will be
the biggest scoop of the vear. And you'll get a
column and a big fat check in the next pay envelope.
Even Cynthia wouldn’t turn her nose up at that.
You're the only one who can ger that interview.
She’s turned down every ather reporter who's been
up there. How about it#”

“No, thanks. If I didn’t know her, swell, But [ do.”
I wanted that column, wanted it badly. But I also
wanted Cynthia. 1 knew damn well what would
happen if 1 ever wrote that story.

“Well, I'll tell you what,” Hanson broke in again,
“You go up to see Natalie. Get a story, a good one.
Stick your own words in if you have to. Then bring
the story back. Show it to Cynthia. Tell her that the
paper has gone to press with the interview in it.
See what she says. If she raises the roof, tell her
that you were only fooling, You get the idea?”

“Yeah.” I was a bit doubtful, but the thought of a
possible column made everything seem different.
Perhaps Natalie wouldn’t mind too much. 1 hoped
SO anyway.

“Fine, then, Here are vour tickets. The train
leaves in an hour and thirty-ive minutes. And get
that interview,”

1 scarcely heard him. | was wondering what | was
going to tell Cynthia when she asked me where |
was going. I could tell her I was covering a trucking
strike in Boston. But, damn it all, that wouldn't
work. She always knew when | was lying.

Cynthia was reading when I came in. | said hello
and kissed her because 1 felt so guilty. Then she
knew that something was wrong.

“Cynthia, I'm going to Boston tonight,” | said.

“To see Natalie:”

“Yeah. Hanson promised me a column.”

“I knew it would happen the minute you got back.
You're the only one who can get to see her, and he
knows it."”

I was surprised. “You don't mindz”

“Not if Natalie doesn't. After all, it's her story,
not mine. And I also realize what a column means
to vou.”

I was so happy, I kissed her again, then ran up-
stairs to pack my bag. Now, if only Natalie would
allow me to see her, and not feel too offended when
she found out what 1 was after. Two hours later |
was riding north on the “Senator.” _

It was too late to go to the prison when my train



got in. | registered at the nearest hotel, and then
went out for dinner and a play. The paper paid all
the expenses while I was on the road. If 1 got the
interview they would be only too glad to pay for any
extra expenses that I might run up. I went back to
the hotel around midnight, left word that 1 be
awakened at eight the next morning, and turned in.

Around nine the following morning I arrived at the
tl;'isun reception office. | asked to have word sent to
Natalie that 1 would like to speak to her. A few
moments later the attendant returned with word
that | might speak to Miss Reade for twenty minutes.
I was shown through a maze of tunnels and escape
alarms to a block of cells that I surmised to be the
death cell block. We stopped in front of a dark cell.
It was a squalid place with rather an unwholesome
atmosphere. | entered the cell. “Hello, Natalie,”” |
said, “You're looking awfully well.”

“Awfully well for the death-house. Is that what
vou mean, Jim? How are you? And Cynthia, is she
well 2"

“Very well. She sent you her love.”

“Thank her for me, please. Well, Jim, what brings
vou here to see an old woman.

I was amazed at her jocularity. But though her
words were gay and careless, her face showed the
strain. It was gaunt and drawn. Her eyes were
blood-shot, her whole appearance was one of dejec-
tion. Poor Natalie. What a strain she must have
undergone.

“Jim, vou haven't answered my question. What
brings you here?”

“I thought you knew, Natalie. | work for a paper,
vou know.”

“So you want a story too? All right, Jim, I'll tell
vou the whole story, not the one I told the jury but
the straight one. If, after I've finished, you still want
to print the story, vou may after I've died.”

So here is the story of the “Mad Heiress Murders”
as it was told to me in a death cell. !

“After my parents died 1 was left in the custody of
my aunt. According to the terms of my father’s will,
I was to get all of his money under the provision that
I never marry. You see, my father’s married life had
not been happy. He had married into mother’s
money, and even though he later made his own
fortune, she would not ler him forget that it was
through her money that he had done this. He did
not want me to undergo the same torment that he
did. The eternal bickering and squabbling. The only
reason that they did not get a divorce was because
of me. They had both more or less built their hopes
around me.

“My aunt and I got along beautifully. We went
abroad and 1 spent fl?,\ur of the happiest years of my
life. When | was almost nineteen, she died. A firm of
lawyers took over the execution of the terms of the
will. T went to college and there I met Cynthia, She
was perhaps the only confidant that I ever had. We
shared all our loves and troubles. It was only natural
that we should continue our friendship after college.
That is how | met you, Jim,

“But we haven't too much time left. | shap't
reminisce. Not being allowed to marry did pot
bother me too much. I never found a man whom |
had loved and who loved me for myself alone. So
when | reached rwenty-six, some thirteen millions

fell to me. But this fortune had a string tied to it.
The moment that 1 married, if ever, the money
would be snatched back. Well, I built my house in
Massachusetts and invited my friends all there. |
continued to travel a great deal. I went around the
world several times and spent about half of each
year in Europe. Then something happened. Some-
thing that 1 hadn’t counted on. I fell in love.

“His name was Tony Butler. Don’t jump so, Jim.
I'll answer your question before yvou ask ir. Yes,
Tony was the same man | killed, but let me go on.
As | was saying, | met him in Naples. He was third
assistant consul there or something silly like that.
Anyway, he didn’t make much monev. He was the
most charming man 1 think that I have ever met,
and we used to spend most of our spare time together.
I didn’t tell him that I had several millions to my
name. | was afraid that that would spoil evervthing.
Then, one evening, he asked me to marry him. There
was the usual Italian moon overhead, and I must
have been temporarily mad for I said ves and kissed
him.

“We were married in a silly little church outside of
Naples the next morning. Tony gave up his job, and
we started back to America. He said that he could
get a job with a steamship line in New York. Before
the voyvage was over, | told him that | would lose
thirteen million the moment | landed. I went on to
tell Tony the whole set-up. To my surprise, he
interupted me before I had finished, “Yeah, I know
all that. Why do you think 1 married you?”

“My visions of a little vine-covered cottage went
flying out of the porthole. I was raging, but I could
only stutter, “Well, what are we going to do?”

“I have an idea what I'm going to do. You have
more than enough money to take care of both of us,
only | haven't figured on living with you. Then all
vour money would be taken away, and what good is
an empty pocketbook? My plan is just this. We'll
get off the hoat separately as if we'd never seen each
other. You go your way and I'll go mine. Whenever
I am a little short of cash, I'll come around. Get the
idea? It'll work better that way for both of us.”

“I was so sickened and disillusioned that T could
only nod agreement. When he left the cabin I fell
on my bed and cried for hours. | had to agree that
his plan was the best for all concerned. If the lawyers
ever found out that I was married they'd take
everything. Tony would not take me with him, and
so I would be left without a cent. So when the boat
docked 1 walked composedly off, greeted those who
were waiting for me, and went home to my place in
Massachusetts.

“I had only been there a week when Tony showed
up. He wanted money—a grear deal of it. I told him
then and there that he should come around as little
as possiple. We worked out a plan whereby 1 payed
him ten thousand a year in bills. In return for this
he would stay away trom me and never mention the
fact that we were married. He seemed satisfied with
this arrangement. | paid him the first year’s money
and he left. I settled down to forget the whole thing
and lead a single life. However something happened
that I had never counted on.

“I found out that | was going to have a baby. At
first | thought that I would shoot myself, but I was

(Continued an Page 12)
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House-Paxrty . . .

Janet Brown, a naive but charming, little sopho-
more in Miss Appleby’s School for Girls, stuffed the
last gauzy yard of her fluffy gown into the overnight
bag. The other occupants of the pennant-adorned
room clamored about, eager to be of some aid in
sending Janet off to her first real weekend house-
party, but they only succeeded in causing her no end
of giggling consternation. In a short time, her
glittering slippers carefully tucked away into a
corner of the bag, she was on her way in to the
Indian River Station. All the way in, Miss Appleby
diligently stuffed her with the rudiments of ballroom
etiquette.

After a hot and dusty ride, Janet finally arrived
at the Middletown station on the “Bullet”, of the
Del-Mar-Va division. She gave her hair a studied
toss, discreetly glanced at her scuffled saddles, and
looked around to see if Alex had arrived yet. Alex
was nowhere in sight. She sat on her stiff black over-
night bag and began to salvage what remained of
her pale white face. Out of the milling crowd, Alex
finally appeared at her side, scarcely giving her time
to close her compact.

“Oh, Alex, I thought you'd never come,” Janet
exclaimed as she stepped into the spacious white
bus. “You know, 1 just adore this quaint little bus.
What is it, Alex, a Ford?”

“No, my dear, -a Stutz Super-Sixteen,” Alex
replied.

“It’s a darling. I love it.——Do you think it will
rain over the weekend?”

“Don’t worry. I'll keep you busy.”

When they unloaded in front of the school, Janet
was eager to impress the boys staring from the dorm
windows. She clung tenaciously to Alex’s arm as he
guided her down the walk to the headmaster’s house.
There, Alex left her to the gentle care of butler, and
walked off, his mind spinning with the picture of the
beautiful sophisticates he could have, he should
have asked.

After dinner, duty prevailing over desire, Alex
went to get Janet. She met him and her brown eyes
mirrored her pleasure. She was a cloud of gauze and
ribbon. They walked over to the school, past the
receiving line, and onto the dance floor. Alex had
managed to rid himself of the first card dance so that
they didn’t meet again until the last card .dance,
which Alex, out of common decency, had kept for
himself. He gathered her up and began an easy step.
She followed well. By the end of the dance, Alex
was rather impressed by Janet. Maybe, she wasn’t
so bad at that. Perhaps, he could enjoy the weekend,
after all. ;

Alex breakfasted at the headmaster’s house with

Janet on Saturday morning. They loafed around most”

of the morning, and after lunch they went to the
wrestling match in the gym. It was fun for both of
them, and it succeeded in breaking down whatever
defense Alex still had after the dance. He had

Six

For Alex, It Was Love At Second Sight

managed to build something enjoyvable out of a
weekend that seemed wrecked by an unaccepted
invitation from New York.

That night, supper went smoothly at the table,
that was monopohzed by the members of their set.
The desert was rafled, and Alex won. He shared it
with Janet. They saw the play, laughing together at
everything, and then, joining two other couples, they
took a walk around the grounds. As the evening drew
late, Alex took Janet to the house where she was
staying. As they were saying good-night, Janet felt
the world recede when Alex took her into his arms
and kissed her. She liked it, but it was so unexpected.

On Sunday, they went to chapel with the rest of
the school and its guests. Janet's prayers coincided
to a remarkable degree with those of Alex’s. The
last candle extinguished, Janet and Alex left for the
common room to play bridge. Alex was surprised
that Janet could play so well. After dinner, the two
bicycles were again put into service and ridden to
various spots around the school. There was no great
amount of time between dinner and the girls’ de-
parture. However, among the words exchanged
during that hour and a half was Alex’s invitation that
Janet come down to the Spring dance with him. As
Janet climbed back into the “Bullet”, tingling with
Alex's farewell kiss, she felt almost the same as when
she arrived. But to Alex, she was an entirely different
person.

Robert King, 42

Came The Dawn . . .

The wild clatter of the bell breaks through the cold
stillness of early dawn. Undisturbed, the majority
of the occupants of the Second Form dormitory doze
on. The few who are on the dining-room squad dress
sleepily in the washroom. Various shrieks and yells,
mingled .with the splash of water, gives evidence of
the few who enjoy hot showers. Every few minutes
the noise increases as the door opens into the wash-
room. However, it again decreases as the door closes.
Soon the lights are blurted on. A few noisy state-
ments follow and they are turned off, only to soon
blaze again. A battle royal ensues with the lights
finally left on so that the boys on morning dining-
room squad may clean their alcoves. When these
boys leave, the lights are again shut off. The bell
again rings a few minutes later signifying that only
five minutes remain until breakfast. With a poorly
knotted tie and a crooked part in his hair, a Second
Former pushes open the door and dashes down to
breakfast, just as the last bell is ringing. Several
more of his fellows, panting for breath, arrive at
their seats just before the blessing 1s said.

—John Cook, 45



A Page Of Poetry—

“RUSHIN" DOWN TO NORFOLK"

Heeling down to starboard with the wind abeam,
Tackin’ in a header strainin’ every seam,
With a heave on the mainsheet and a-slack on the fore,

Racing down to Norfolk from Baltimore.

The schooner “Bonaventure” just ahead to port,
Tackin' cross the bow and a hove in short.
She’s rigged a new topsail, got the old one tore,

Racing down to Norfolk from Baltimore.

We're a balasted a right with a cargo o' coal,
And a'sloshing and a pitching in a head on roll.
She’s got a load of can-goods for a wholesale store,

And we're racing down to Norfolk from Baltimore.

[ come below at sunset to hist the lights,
Ta make our goin’ legal with the run-down rights.
| take a swig o whiskey cause I'm wet to the core,

And we're headin' onto Norfolk from Baltimore.

We sighted Smith's Light, eight bells or so,
And we'd lost the “Bonaventure’ an hour ago.
The captain's oozing anger out of every pore,

While we're rollin’ down to Norfolk from Baltimore.

He's the cussinest cusser | ever have met,
And he shouldn’t have made that fifty buck bet,
Cause it’s made me tired, and it's made him sore,

Rushing down to Norfolk from Baltimore.

The sky is cloudin” up way off astern,
And she’s creakin’ and a clankin’ like a butter-churn;
And it don’t look like I'll never wake no more,

When we get down to Norfolk from Baltimore.

—Frank Lambert, "42

A Ship, A Dream, And A Nation

THE DREAMER

When I was young I dreamed of things to come,
Of wonders done by man,

Science hailed as saviour of a race

Building the world into a greater place.

[ dreamed of money ruled by man,

The helter-skelter world of trade;

Finance, man’s slave, and not his master,
Governed at last, equal and fair toward all.

I dreamed of war, a terror of the past,
Its devastating horror quelled,
Unneeded in a world where justice rules,
And men make honesty a god.

| dreamed the slums abolished,

And children growing straight beneath the sun,
And I grow old, reflecting joyfully on the past,
Should know I helped to bring it all to pass.

I now am old; I dream no more.

My life’s been full and pleasant,

Though the world is little changed. Just this I know,
Man has a long way to go toward heaven.

—Anthony Parrish

THE SPIRIT OF FRANCE

Neverwillenemy feet 'neath the Arc de Triomphe pass.
Never will enemy bugles the triumph blast.

Never will France's loyal heart give way.

And never will France fall and show dismay.

The bonds around her life may be drawn tight.
Through propaganda they may dull her sight.
Still the sons and daughters of this nation know
Their spirit will unloose the chains of any foe.

It won’t take long for chains to wear away.
And a greater France will rise some day.
Hitler may now over her people reign.

But ever is the nation on the Seine.

—Richard Chapman, "44
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Hundred Dollar Bills—

“Did 1 ever tell you about an adventure that I
had about twenty years ago during prohibition when
I was working in Chicago for Martin’s Real Estate
Company. I'm sure you'd appreciate it, Charles.”

The frail spinster lady sitting across the table
from me seemed to be the type of woman who had
never ventured out of her hotel room, let alone been
involved in any unusual event. However, | knew
that Miss Spencer’s life had contained many unusual
chapters, including the one in which she had amassed
the considerable fortune upon which she had lived
handsomely for the past forty vears, so | asked her
to tell the story.

The subdivision where we were selling lots was
several miles outside of Chicago proper. One night,
as | was driving home along Indianapelis Boulevard
to my apartment in the city, I suddenly got a head-
ache. There were numerous lunch-stands along the
highway and at the moment I happened to be
passing one called ‘Nick Banto's.” I pulled in, parked
my car, and entered the long, narrow lunch room.
When 1 had seated myself at one of the booths
along the wall, a portly Greek asked me for my order.

“Tust an aspirin and a glass of water, please,” |
said, “I have a terrible headache.”

As he rturned toward the kitchen, he asked,
“Aren’t you one of Martin’s girls?”

“Yes, I am. How'd you know?”

“Oh, 1 see you there often when I drive past.
But, what you need is something to eat. I fix you up.”

In a few minutes he returned with a sizzling
sirloin steak instead of an aspirin. Surprisingly
enough, it was just what I needed, and my headache
began to go away. The Greek sat down across from
me and introduced himself as Nick Banto, the owner
of the restaurant. We talked awhile, and by the time
I was ready to leave, we had become good friends.
When | attempted to pay him for the meal, he told
me that it was on the house and begged me to come
back often.

Partly because I enjoyed the company of Nick,
and partly because I was slightly mercenary at heart,
I did drop back very often. And each time Nick
never failed to bring me some choice piece of meat or
chicken, always refusing payment for the food. As I
was eating, we would talk, mainly about my work as
a real estate agent for Mr. Martin who owned a
great deal of choice property around Chicago. One
day Nick appeared on the subdivision with another
Greek whom he introduced as his brother. It seemed
that his brother owned a roadhouse on Indianapolis
Boulevard opposite Nick’s lunchstand, and that he
wanted to buy some property further up the highway
on which to build another roadhouse. My commission
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on the ensuing sale amounted to over five hundred
dollars. I began to look on Nick as sort of a Good
Fairy,

Several nights later, I was returning from Waukee-
gan, where | had gone to interview a prospect, and as
usual I stopped to see the Greek. The long trip had
made me very tired, and the appetizing breast of
chicken which Nick placed before me was more than
welcome. As 1 was leaving, he asked me if 1 would
do a favor for him.

“Sure, if I can,”I replied.

Handing me a sealed addressed envelope, Nick
told me, “Go to this address and give this to Mr,
Diamantoplis. If he isn’t in the front of the store,
go to the back door and knock. He'll be in.”

I replied that I would be glad to do this small
favor, grabbed the envelope, and went out and
jumped into my coupe. When 1 arrived at the
address in downtown Chicago, | saw that there was
no one in the restaurant in the front of the building.
Accordingly 1 went around to the rear and knocked
on the door. Sure enough, Diamontopolis was in.
He took the envelope and thanked me profusely for
the trouble I had gone to to deliver it.

Three days later, as I was entering the office, Bill
Madison, the office manager tossed me a letter
saying, ““This’s for you.” The envelope had my name
and the address of the real-estate company type-
written on it, but there was no return address. I slit
it open with a pair of scissors and peered inside. Out
poured five one hundred dollar bills! I called Bill
over and told him, “This can’t be for me.” We both
looked the envelope and money over carefully, but
couldn’t find a scrap of writing.

“Let’s put the money in the safe until someone
turns up to claim it,”" suggested Bill. | agreed and
the matter was dropped.

About a month later during a routine visit at
Nick’s, he again asked me to deliver a letter for him.
Like its predecessor, it was addressed to a Greek
restaurant proprietor. Of course, | assented.

A space of four days passed before anything more
of note happened. Then, I received a second mys-
terious letter. As before Madison tossed it to me as
I entered the office. He remarked that it looked
just like the one with' the mioney in it. I didn’t
take his joking remark seriously until I opened the
envelope and ten one hundred dollar bills tumbled
out on my desk top! There wasn't a bit of writing
or explanation to be found anywhere on the envelope.
It took some time to convince Bill that T Knew
nothing about the money; for he could see no good
reason why anyone would persist in mailing hundred
dollar bills to people who hadn’t earned them.
However, I still maintained that there must be some
mistake, and that sometime the rightful owner of the

(Continued on Page 14)






