
DEAR ENEMY g
vide" I The trustee who added that last touch must
possess a grim sense of humor.

world so entirely ugly; and when I saw those rows

whnl !!• ,^J^'
^''^^^''' Wue-uniformed children, theWhole dismal business suddenly struck me with suchashock that I almost collapsed. It seemed like an

unachievable goal for one person to bring sunshine
to one hundred little faces when what they need is amother apiece.

I plunged into this thing lightly enough, partly be-

ttink. because that scurrilous Gordon Hallock laughed
so uproanously at the idea of n,y being able to maL^
And ft«, of course after I began «ading up on the sul^

1^ and visifng all those sevente«, institutions. I got«c,ted over orphans, and wanted to put my own id«smto practice But now I 'n, aghast at finding myself

hllt4IVr * """^^ undertaking. The future
hralft and happiness of a hundred human beings lie in

fthf.-'. . "If
*°"'*"'' grandchildren. TheUung s geometncally progressive. It's awful. Whoam I to undertake this job? Look, oh, look for an-other supermtendent!

Jane says dinner 's ready. Having eaten two of


