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st. andrews salutes...

Headmaster/ Faculty/ and Trustees,

Mainstays of S. A. S.

On this, the Tenth Anniversary of the founding
of St. Andrew's School, mention will be made of
all those who in any way helped in raising the
school to its present heights. Yet there is one man
who in all ways stands far above others in what
he has done for the school's betterment. That
man is our headmaster, Mr. Pell. To him, and to
all who have aided him, we pay tribute this day;
for it was through their collective efforts under his
inspiring leadership that we can today celebrate
the passing of a decade of school life. Thus we
believe it may be said that though we celebrate
here the tenth anniversary of St. Andrew's School,
we are in fact saluting with all respect the results
of the unceasing efforts of Mr. Pell, the trustees,
masters, and all who have in any way furthered
the cause of the school.

Concerning "The Andrean" itself, it owes its
existence to the unfailing friendship and guidance
of the Rev. John Ellis Large. He was the one who
inculcated in the minds of Peter Brown, Henry
Gibson, William Sibert, and the late Charles Turner
the idea of publishing a school magazine repre-
sentative of the school's literary ability. When
"The Andrean" won a second-place award in the
Columbia Scholastic Press Conference, no one,
we felt, had more right to be proud than Mr. Large;
for we all realized that it was through his efforts
that this distinction had been achieved. Now,
though we must continue without his guidance,
for he has left the school for a Wilmington parish,
we pay our tribute to the man who in the fall of
1937 brought about the first issue of this magazine.

In this issue of "The Andrean' we have tried to
give a composite picture of the work done for this
publication by past students of St. Andrew's.
We have endeavored to point out those high points
of literary achievement which the students singly
have attained in the pages of this magazine. In
a few instances the work has been done by boys
still at St. Andrew's, but in most cases the articles
are the work of those former students who have
graduated to the status of alumni. Unfortunately,
we have not had space for many articles we should

have liked to include, and still others, it was found,
could not be made to fit even into the loosest
format. However, we believe that the selected
articles represent a true cross-section of the contents
of our past issues, and it is our earnest desire that
all future "Andreans" may be worthy of those
which have preceded them.

—ANTHONY R. PARRISH
Executive Editor

THE REVEREND AND MRS. WALDEN PELL, 20,
M.A., OXON.

HEADMASTER
St. Mark's School; Princeton
Christ Church, Oxford
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The sun had gone behind the cedars as I step-
ped from the doorway and started down the dusty
lane. The symmetrical beauty of the trees blended
with the tranquility of the hour. In the distance
a farm bell called some belated worker to his dinner.
A light evening mist settled on the grass beading
each blade with drops of moisture. The marsh
frogs and whippoorwills had not yet started their
evening songs, and the silence of an early evening
gave inspiration for poetic thoughts. I started to
whistle a lively air but it seemed so foreign to the
picture that I stopped, and the mute beauty of the
scene reclaimed its own.

Where the road made a sharp dip into the valley,
a small, winding path turned off and led into the
dark magnificence of the forest. I turned off here,
leapt easily over a sagging rail fence, and followed
the windings of the trail. Small field mice, unseen
in daytime, scampered nimbly across my shoetops
and disappeared into a tangled maze of briars. A
rabbit, unafraid, and even disdainful of me, loped
easily along several yards in front of me, his white
tail and heels bobbing up and down in unison.
How close to nature it all seemed. How simple in
its radiating aura of friendliness. Here, man and
animal, big and small, enjoyed in common brother-
hood the land that was created for them.

I neared the forest, with its mighty oak sentinels
rustling a soft warning in the warm breeze. I
penetrated into the cool sombreity of an ageless
world. Far above me, through a pattern of young
green leaves, the first stars of a perfect evening
twinkled in diamond-like splendour. Their bril-
liance probably came from some cold, dead planet
millions of miles in space, but my thoughts, made
buoyant by the perfection of the life around me,
reverted quickly into the tedium and chaos of the
world that was so near and yet so far. I threw my-
self on the luxurious moss at the foot of the mightiest
oak and wept.

How long I stayed there I don't know. I sat
up, wretched and bitter. A refreshing draft of
air carried up to my nostrils the subtle emanation
of violets hidden somewhere in the darkness. An
owl could be heard screeching raucous promises
of love to his mate. Her answer comes back in
a high whining shriek that made me shiver. The
more dulcet tones of some bird unknown to me
softened the harsh impact of the owls' cryings.
The monotonous twang of a whippoorwill brought
to my memory a childhood spent in a small New

Hampshire town, where that nasal quality of the
voice was ever-present.

I should have liked to have sat there all evening
and reflect in my solitude on the grandeur of the
picture. However, I could not. I had come into
the forest to struggle with a problem that had
arisen rather tragically on my horizon. Here, in
the quiet, I hoped to solve it in such a way that no
one would be hurt or left with hopeless scars of the
affair. My problem was an ancient one, probably
met and combatted many times in the past. But
I doubt if it was ever solved satisfactorily for the
ones involved.

I was training for a career in the Roman Catholic
Church. I had been brought up a strict Presby-
terian, and, rebelling against its reins of bigoted,
selfish inconsistency, I had been cuaght in a mael-
strom of conflicting religious emotions. I turned
to the more liberal Catholicism, and entered a
seminary to serve and learn. The order of celibacy
had not bothered me at the time. I had never
associated with girls as a boy, and as I grew older
I developed a self-conscious complex regarding
them. And then, prior to exams, while I was visiting
my sister at her husband's country estate, I fell
in love.

The moon was now directly overhead, and it
gave to that forest a pale, indescribable radiance.
Each green leaf was trimmed with a silver hem,
while the majestic hemlocks were covered with
a garland of threaded moonlight. My thoughts
turned to dwell on Anne, and I wished that she
were beside me, sharing with me this soft perfec-
tion of nature's stage. I wanted her then more
than anything else in the world. And as I stared
ahead into nothing she stepped into sight. The
breeze gently blew a few locks of her dark red
hair over her face, hiding the few freckles on her
nose. She smiled at me with the ease of an action
often performed. A simple dress of gingham did
not hide completely the willowy grace of her figure.
My heart was pounding with rapture as I arose
from my seat. But a haze drifted across my vision.
It engulfed her in its enshrouding cloak, and she
was swept away. Very near to me the owl once
more rasped its call of love.

I was stunned. I rubbed my forehead in despair
and stumbled to the middle of the glade. I could
not think, only my brain kept insisting, "She's
gone, she's gone, and she won't come back." I

(Continued on Page 8)
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Events Of Ten Years—Scholastics/ Publications, Athletics.

When the idea for a church boarding school
had been contemplated by Mr. A. Felix duPont,
sanctioned by the late Bishop Cook of Delaware,
and approved by a board of trustees, work on the
school buildings was begun in the fall of 1919.
Foremost among those who shaped the' destiny of
St. Andrews in its early days were the Rt. Reverend
Philip Cook, A. Felix duPont, and Allan J. Henry,
president, vice-president, and secretary-treasurer
respectively of the board of trustees.

Finally the school was finished and ready for use
in the year 1930-31. The school was dedicated
October 14, 1930. The student body, then con-
sisting of thirty-five boys, plus two thousand
visitors were present at this occasion. The school,
which then consisted of a large unit, a master's
house, and a garage, had for faculty Messrs. Pell,
Sherwood, King, Cameron, Curtler and Maclnnes,
and a staff of Mr. Cooper, Mr. Cochran, Miss Miller
and Miss Michaelis. This year was marked by a
tragic event; namely, the death of Mr. King.
Despite the smallness of the student body and the
embryonic state of the school, the first scholastic year
of St. Andrew's was a highly successful beginning;.
This first year was marked also by the birth of the
first school publications, the Cardinal and the
Textbook. These two organs combined to form the
Cardinal, as it is known today.

1931-32 saw the consolidation and strengthening
of the school's forces. The annex and a house for
Mr. Sherwood were added to the school plan. The
enrollment advanced to forty-five boys, and t^ree
masters, Mr. Hutton, Mr. Schmolze, and Mr. Hall
were added to supply the growing demands oc-
casioned by the increase of the student body. This
year also saw the beginning of an athletic program.
The inevitable failure of the totally inexperienced
St. Andrew's teams did not dampen the enthusiasm
and spirit which the boys manifested in all phases
of school life.

As the previous year had seen the consolidation
of the school, the 1932-33 saw its settling down.
The job and mark system were instituted on the
high plane of efficiency which has remained intact
ever since. A majority of the school was placed on
the White List, indicative of the morale and co-
operation present among the students. The school
seemed to assume a more tranquil and settled ap-
pearance. The Fifth Form, at that time the senior
class, took up living quarters in the Annex and
served on the Vestry, which proved to be a very
successful organization. The School took College
Board Examinations for the first time and con-
struction plans were conceived among the trustees.

In 1933-34, the first Sixth Form graduated from
the school. The new additions to the school con-
sisted of Mr. Holder, a new master, the Head-
master's house and the Boathouse. This year
marked the first sign of success among the school's

athletic teams. Foremost among these was the
sensational record made by the tennis team. The
football and baseball teams completed records in
every way. The graduating class, which numbered
fourteen, proved themselves more than worthy of
their increasing responsibility as executives over the
school's sixty-four students.

1934-35 saw an addition and absence from the
operating stair" of the school. Mr. Schoonover
joined us as secretary, and Mr. Hall's illness made it
necessary for him to leave. The growing responsi-
bility upon the boys became a great factor in the
school at this time, and for the first time the Cardinal
achieved the prominence which it has maintained.
The Headmaster's house was completed and served
as living quarters for the boys of the Sixth Form.

The next year, 1935-36, will be particularly re-
membered for the athletic heights reached therein.
Indicative of this were the D. I. A. L. championship,
the King's Cup Trophy in crew, and the inter-
academic championship in tennis. Two new mem-
bers were added to the faculty to meet the demands
of the swelling student body; namely, Mr. Voorhees
and Mr. Tonks. Two new courses, Music and Art,
were undertaken by the school under the expert
tutelage of Capt. Williams and Mr. Morris. The
first section of the new gymnasium was completed,
which made squash and basketball possible. The
Sixth Form continued to live in the Headmaster's
house and carried out admirably the executive
responsibilities placed upon them. Nevertheless,
it was seen that their efficiency would be augmented
if they lived in the main building. Work was begun
in the Winter Term on the new wing which had been
approved by the trustees.

The next year, not to be outdone by its prede-
cessor, saw an outburst of literary organization.
Two mimeographed new organs, The Student and
The Comment, were published during the year.
The first issue of the Criss-Cross appeared, and a
literary magazine, The Andrean, was established.
Three new tennis courts and the final facade of the
gymnasium and another Master's house was con-
structed. Mr. Large joined us as chaplain of the
school. By this time the school was a smoothly-
running organization in which morale, enthusiasm,
and cooperation ran high.

In the year 1937-38, the St. Andrew's teams
noticeably improved. The basketball team became
for the first time a major sport, and the football
team, considering the calibre of their opponents,
proved itself worthy of the name St. Andrew's
teams have carried since the beginning of the school.
Mr. Shope and Mr. Fleming joined the faculty and
Mr. Sherwood's new house was completed. For the
first time in the school's history the management of
the job system was turned over entirely to the Sixth
Form. This year also marked the Criss-Cross

(Continued on Page 10)
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nightMusings Of An Alumnus.

Slowly the silent shadows
slip from the tree tops
and crouch in soundless smudges
behind walls and posts
Softly they sift through the branches
and rise spectre-like
from tufts of grass.
They cover the world
with a cloak of silence
to let the silver moon hold her court.

At night
the world is changed.
The lonely wail of the fox's welp
draws frozen bands
across the hearts of men.
The tender leaves rasp
with hollow bnttleness
when the night wind blows.
Trees lose their shape
and sounds, their meaning.
The gale redoubles its fury
and the violence of the storm
is always greatest in the night.

Darkness
is the child of fantasy;
of dreamers, and of realms
beyond the limits
of man's exacting mind.
The night hours
provide the canvas
where creation's cold, unfeeling lines
are blended and made perfect.
Night is the host of beauty
but men bar their doors
and light their lamps
to shut out the beauty of the night.

—A. S. BROWN-SERMAN, '40
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Debutantes...
If you Are Finding Difficulty

Acquiring A Husband, Note Here

How St. Andrew's Masters Proposed.

Spoke Mingoe Bill, toward English bent,
"Arrah, there, Girl. You're heaven sent.
So, come, we'll go and post the ban.
You hear me, Mar-r-ry Ann-n-ne."

The Vulture nests across the way,
In Latin lost both night and day,
And yet once lapsing into Greek,
He got himself, oh quite a treat.

Now Hammy M. in circles moved,
In osculation yet unproved,
But cogruent calculation named,
Miss Sally J. his love acclaimed.

Now Vassar once was Honkey's home,
And on its campus he did roam,
Until he spotted Margie M.,
Whose unwed life he did condemn.

"Now see here, Pat," quoth Luigi F.,
Renowned for his pop questions,
"Oui ou non le reponse soit,
Yah-y ah-y ah-y ah-y ah.''

Now Sherry's French as we all know,
Is excellent, and he spoke so,
"Oh ma cherie, charmante jeune fille,
Please say that you will marry me."

Asleep was Mrs. Holder when
Poor Dannie popped the question,
And underneath his Buick's roof,
The air was hung with dire reproof.

"Now y is x and x is y,
You know full well my love for thee,
So answer yes if you love me."
Maclnnes told his sweet Florrie.

Last but not least is Waldy P.,
Who took to himself sweet Edith B.,
And so above our festive board,
He reigns as uncontested lord.

In ancient English, to be sure,
Begged J. E. L. of his amour,
"I pray thee,, Dottie, grant to me,
That boon which I now ask of thee."

Six

P. S.

Rating merely this P. S.,
Is Billy Day who hit or miss,
Has entered this past month of June,
Those bonds that get us all, too soon.

-ANTHONY R. PARRISH, '41



Having no personal wish to live in a country,
painted by many authors as being perpetually
misty and rainy, it was only to humor my charm-
ing, young English wife that I consented to pur-
chase the half-ruined, substantial mass of grey
stone known as Castle Kentworth. Situated as
it was, upon the desolate, heather-covered York-
shire Moors, it was the only large building for
miles.

After picking up the real estate agent in the
peaceful hamlet of Easingwold, which was also
our postoffice address, we took nearly twenty
minutes to reach it. The first glimpse we had of
our future home was through the trunks of sev-
eral stunted trees which had been planted there
over a hundred years ago by the former owner of
the castle. Approaching closer, we found that
the building was made of rough stone with a
large square central section, three stories high,
flanked on either side by a long, sprawling wing
of equal height with a gable roof. The inside
of the central portion lay in ruins with only the
bare framework of a once grand, winding stair-
case visible through the pile of wooden and stone
debris which lay clustered about its base. Both
of the side wings were in excellent repair, how-
ever, and we soon had moved our personal be-
longings into the expensively furnished rooms
of the right one.

The death of a rich relative the previous year
had made me financially independent for life,
giving me plenty of spare time in which to in-
dulge in my hobby of writing. With this end in
view, I began to question the natives on my oc-
casional visits to Easingwold.

At the same time I engaged a London con-
tractor to rebuild the demolished central portion
of my home. To aid him in this pursuit, I found
among the many ancient books in the library a
floor plan of the house as it had been.

Within the year the job was finished and my
wife and I were able to invite Continental friends
to spend the week-ends with us. We were sel-
dom in want of company, while I was making
rapid headway in my book which I had decided
to entitle "Castle Kentworth".

In this endeavor I was aided by many people
and had collected many interesting stories. How-
ever, whether it be true or not, the one of these
which impressed me the most was related to me
one sunny, Sunday afternoon by the local pastor.

As is the custom in rural England, his family for
generations past had lived on the moors in the
vicinity of Easingwold. The tale he told me had
been told to him by his father, who in turn had
heard it from his father.

The builder and first owner of Castle Kent-
worth had been a certain noble Baron, well-
known and liked at the royal court. However,
he fell in love with and married a common girl
half his age, who was so far below his class that
he was politely requested to henceforth refrain
from visiting London. In chagrin he selected a
marshy site on the moors of northern England
and built thereon Castle Kentworth. To this
refuge he retired with his young bride and there-
after was rarely seen by anyone. Guests were
never invited to the castle and all the kind ap-
proaches of the village folk were rebuffed. In
time the people came to entirely disregard the
Baron until a memorable occurrence happened just
twelve years after the building of Kentworth.
The occasion was made all the more memorable
by the fact that a total eclipse of the moon hap-
pened the same night. Therefore, it was against
a black background of sky, unlit by moon or stars,
that a brilliant flash of red was first seen, fol-
lowed by a thunderous roar which broke many
windows. The Easingwolders were petrified for
a while, and knew not what to do. Then some
of them, thinking of no better explanation, said
that it sounded as if the noise had come from
the direction of Castle Kentworth. Thereupon, the
more adventurous souls set out in that direction.

Upon arriving at the castle, they were unable
to see the building due to the presence of a vast
cloud of dust which completely surrounded it.
Hours later, the sun came up and all beheld the
smoking ruins in much the same state as they were
when I arrived. The entire center had been blown
up, and no trace was ever found of the ill-fated
Baron or his spouse. Many different explana-
tions were advanced as to the cause of the ex-
plosion, but a satisfactory one was never reached.

The story excited my curiosity and I made a
minute investigation of the house and the ground
about it to see if I could discover any documents
which might shed more light on the mystery. In
this quest, I failed, however, and I determined to
finish "Castle Kentworth" without offering a suit-
able explanation for the awesome explosion.

(Continued on Page 16}
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ESTABLISHED 1818

MADISON AVENUE COR. FORTY-FOURTH STREET
NEW YORK

"You CAN BE SURE IT'S RIGHT ..."
Our knowledge of what a boy going back to school ought to wear, must wear—and
wants to wear—is exceptionally great. Current trends, like taste and standard
requirements, are a matter of constant observation and study. That is why, as
so many people say, "you can be sure it's right at Brooks" and why our new scale of
lower prices in the Boys Department is proving so interesting to many parents as
well as to the boys themselves.

Lower School Suits, $12.50
(Ages 5 to 9)

Middle School Suits, $17.50 to $27
(Ages 7 to 12)

Upper School Suits, $28 to $35
(Ages 11 to 18)

B R A N C H E S
N E W Y O R K : O N E WALL S T R E E T

B O S T O N : N E W B U R V COR. B E R K E L E Y S T R E E T

(Continuedfrom Page j)

turned and walked haltingly back to my seat by
the oak. I fell on my knees and prayed. Turmoil
became reason as God answered my prayer.

I no longer looked at the forest unobjectively, no
longer merely regarded it as a spot of exceptional
loveliness. No it was far more than that. It was
a haven for animals, and a place set apart for
those tired of the hectic pace of a mechanized
people. It offered solace for those weary in soul.
God had created this forest for the purpose of
protecting his creatures. This small world afford-
ed mometary shelter from the strife and war,
which continually wage. The unwavering trunks
of the giant trees epitomized all that was right and
strong. The far-flung boughs with their leaves like
so many fingers, protected one, and reduced the
shout of the cities to the merest whisper. Such a
region could be only the ultimate of perfection.

Undoubtedly there were other spots in the

world, similar to this. They too were probably
unravished, and as pure in their simplicity as was
this tiny area. I mused that they should be saved
from the destruction of revolution. God had
created the world and man should be kept from
destroying it. Only the Church could bring about
a peace that would be everlasting. I had to pre-
serve this spot for generations to come that they,
like I, might realize that everything was not progress
and strife. Tomorrow, I would go back to the
seminary and carry on the work of God that the
world should be saved.

Anne appeared and walked beside me along the
wooded path. My steps were slow and far ahead
of me I could see the diffusive rays of the sun
streaking heavenward, heralding the arrival of an-
other day. I came to the edge of the forest, turned
and hung my head for several moments. Anne
was disappearing in the mist as I lifted my head.
She still smiled. I murmured my last goodbye and
strode towards the lane with tears in my eyes.

—JAMES DUFFY
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Springtime For jonothan
A Tragedy In Seven Acts.

CHARACTERS
James, a Latin professor;
John, a student;
Peter, a student;
Paul, a student;
Shamrock Hawkshaw, a detective;
Amy, his true sweetheart;
Molly, the gun moll;
Joe the Lug, a bad man;
Also assorted corpses, college professors, presi-

dents and other gangsters.

ACT ONE
Time: a lovely
Scene: a ghastly

Enter James and John.
John: My God. Everybody's dead.
James: E pluribus unum. In hoc signo vinces.

What'll we do?
John: Call the police. Call Shamrock Hawk-

shaw the eminent detective. This looks like the
work of Joe the Lug.

James (ever the optimist): Buzz, buzz, buzz. I'm
a bee.
Enter Molly.

Molly: Stick 'em up.
Enter Shamrock Hawkshaw.

Hawkshaw: Step down. (Turning to Amy, who
is right behind him) This looks like the work
of Joe the Lug.
Enter Joe the Lug, disguised as a motor boat.

Joe the Lug: Putt, putt, putt. (In a basso pro-
fundo) Who's taking my name in vain? There's
dirty work afloat.

ACT TWO
Amy rushes to Hawkshaw.
Amy: Darling! Are you safe?
Enter three various corpses.

Corpses: Hurrah for the red, white, and blue!
(They fall, dead.)

ACT THREE
Enter Peter and Paul, dressed like a horse.

Peter and Paul: Come on everybody, there's a
masquerade at the church around the corner.

(They gallop off.)
Hawkshaw: A clue! Hot dog!
Molly (dreamily): I always wanted a clue.

Enter a college president.
College president: What's going on here? (Prod-

ding a corpse) Hey, you, get up.
Corpse: I'm dead. Go away.
College president: Sorry. (To Joe the Lug)

What's everyone dead for?
Joe; Damn if I know. (He climbs out of his

motor boat, and crawls into a Grecian urn sit-
ting under the organ.)

Amy: Darling, are you safe?
Shamrock: Here's a footprint.

(Ten college professors dance across the stage,
practicing the Conga.)

(They are followed by ten men with nets, ob-
viously criminals of the lowest order.)
John: Where's the liquor closet?
Molly (who has a parent-fixation): Rockabye

baby, in the tree top. W7hen the wind blows,
the cradle will rock.
Enter a Gangster.

Gangster: Bang, bang, bang, bang.
James: Who's got a cigar?

CURTAIN

ACT FOUR
The scene is the maternity ward of the First

National Bank.
Enter Hawkshaw, disguised as a dirigible.

Hawkshaw: Zooooooooooooooooom. Whoooosh.
Young Mother: Where's my baby?

A greenish, grayish, grisly, ghostly, ghastly
ghoulish, gluttonish gorpse staggers in and falls
beneath the Young Mother's bed.
Young Mother: Screeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeech.
Shamrock: Pardon me, madam, but who shot this

man?
Young Mother: Search me.
Shamrock: Not now. I'm hot on the trail of a

bad man. (Exit, leaving his rear port motor
as a remembrance.)

ACT FIVE
The scene is a dank, dark, dirty barn. Several

(Continued on Page 17)
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Trees
When An Under-Former Whitaker Satirized.

"/ think that I shall never see
A poem lovely as a tree . . ."

—Joyce Kilmer
Oh, why persist in wasting ink?
Why does he simply have to think
That reees are all God ever made?
There must be something else to aid—
Why can't he take some other start?
Any why to us must he impart
That a pretty tree's a poem?
What does he think we owe him,
To make us hear such awful stuff,
Or can't he tell we've had enough?

"Blossom of the almond trees,
April's gift to April's bees,
Birthday ornament of spring—
Flora s favorite daughterling . . ."

—Edwin Arnold
Flower of a poet's mind,
Is your piteous author blind?
Can't he look about and see?
Why not take geometry?
Why not take up persiflage,
Or can't he stand his own barrage?
All the things that I most hate,
All those that acidulate

Are the subjects—always trite—
Which the poets take, in spite
Of the public's higher thoughts.
I'd rather write of Persian ghats!

"In this squalid, dirty dooryard,
Where the chickens scratch and run,
White, incredible, the pear tree
Stands apart and takes the sun . . . "

—Edna St. Vincent Millay
Souls are sick of verse like this.
They are tired of emphasizing
How our poor folk love their nature.
'Twould be better agonizing
Poor folk into cultured beings.
Miss Millay might write of setters,
Or Adams with their ancient Eves,
Or rascals wrenching from their betters
Union laws and union wages;
Or, mayhap, she'd take up warfare,
But that theme, alas, would not
Bring in enough to pay her carfare,
For even I'm not slow to see
That classic theme's not lucrative
As is her modern poetry.

—JOSEPH T. WHITAKER, '40

(Continuedfrom Page 4)

Club's first attempt at real drama in the form of
"The Tavern" by George M. Cohan.

1938-39 found the school inhabited by the largest
group of new boys yet. Thirty-six new arrivals
crowded the campus. Mr. Scott, St. Andrew's '34,
joined the faculty as the school's first graduate
instructor. Messrs. Pell, Sherwood, and Maclnnes
took the first school sabaticals studying in Bermuda,
France, and England, respectively. The three St.
Andrew's organs, the "Cardinal," "Andrean", and
"Criss-Cross" patched up their differences and
merged to form the St. Andrew's Publications. In
sports, the outstanding event of the year was the
sensational wrestling victory over Lawrenceville,
the first St. Andrew's win in the entire series.
Tragically, Charles Turner, the wrestling co-captain
elect was not to lead St. Andrew's wrestlers in his
senior year; for, in April, he died of injuries suffered
in an automobile accident a mile or so from the
school. The school also lost the services of Mr.
Shope, who resigned. Mr. Tanner took Mr. Shope's
position for the rest of the year.

1939-40 proved to be one of the best years in
School History. Augmented by two new faculty
members, Mr. Hillier and Mr. Dennison, the school
commenced by producing the first undefeated and

untied football team in St. Andrew's history
Besides being undefeated, the team won the newly-
founded Inter-Academic League championship and
the unofficial prep-school championship of Delaware.
Following the football team's great achievement,
the basketball team made school history with its
fine record. In the spring, the crew continued the
school's athletic prowess, climaxing a great season
by capturing the coveted King's Cup in record time
on the Schuylkill River in Philadelphia. Another
highlight of the year was the presence of a "Life"
photographer at the Winter Dance. This fortunate
occurence resulted in St. Andrew's appearing on
"Life's" pages, much to the joy of everyone con-
cerned. Two masters left the school during the
year: Mr. Hutton left at Christmas for a few months
to get his degree at Virginia, and Mr. Large resigned
at the end of the year to take over St. Andrew's
Church in Wilmington, Delaware. Mr. Large, the
school chaplain and founder of the "Andrean" was
a great credit to the school and we wish him the
best of luck.

This year, 1940-41, finds the school at its Tenth
Anniversary. Mr. Wilson has joined the masters
as chaplain in place of Mr. Large. The chapel has
been graced with a beautiful new pulpit. Mr.
Holder is on a sabbatical while his new house is
being built.

Today, on this Tenth Anniversary, we are com-
memorating the past and planning the future. May
we always keep this spirit at St. Andrew's.

Ten
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Turner Construction

ARCHITECT'S BUILDING

PHILADELPHIA

NEW YORK BOSTON



SHORT & WALLS LUMBER COMPANY
MIDDLETOWN, DELAWARE

T

who supplied

SAND

LUMBER

GRAVEL

CEMENT

when St. Andrew's School was built .

... wish to congratulate the School
upon its Tenth Anniversary.

"We join the many friends of St. Andrew's in expressing

greetings at this season celebrating the founding of the

school.

"We appreciate the opportunity we have had of designing

and building the chapel furniture, including the BISHOP

COOK MEMORIAL PULPIT."

De LONG & De LONG
1505 RACE STREET

PHILADELPHIA

'S

We are proud

on your Tenth

A n n i v e r s a r y

of the fact that

S P E A K M A N

Showers, Plumbing

a n d H e a t i n g

Equipment have

been installed

throughout the

school.

C O M P A N Y
Showroom

816 Tatnal! Street

Factory—

30th & Spruce Sts.

N,



DELAWARE HARDWARE CO.

WILMINGTON

DELAWARE

VALENTINE ENAMELS

Phone 7351

MURPHY DOOR BED
COMPANY

Specializing in modern
built-in kitchen cabinets

1621 SANSOM STREET
PHILADELPHIA

/flNK
hj PLASTER A"*? TILE CONTRACTORS

414-16 TATNALL ST.

TERRAZZO

PLASTERING

TILE

Rittenhouse 9874 Race 6657

J. F. BUCHANAN ELECTRIC CO.
—CONTRACTORS—

2402 MARKET STREET PHILADELPHIA

Registered Professional Engineer

LEDERLE & CO.

J. HARRIS TYRE
Succeeding

Engineers-Contractors
IRON AND STEEL

WITHERSPOON BUILDING
PHILADELPHIA
Pennypacker 1 274

Congratulations . . .

ST. ANDREW'S SCHOOL

on your

TENTH ANNIVERSARY

A Friend



wind

In Payment For His Misdeeds

And Blunders While In Power"

The wind,
Like a Roman chariot,
Thunders around each corner;
Unseemly, it forces its attentions upon us,
Fighting and tearing
To repel our weak efforts to check it.
For a moment foiled in its will,
The wind, like a giant squid,
Brings snow as its camouflage
And strikes quickly behind it,
Wrenching man's admired works from the land

of the living.

The wind will not be fooling
When it sweeps man from the earth
In payment for his misdeeds
And blunders while in power.
Then earth will be devoid once more,
Of all but a lonesome wind . . .

-ARTHUR BROWN-SERMAN, '40

All created pays homage to the wind:
Trees bow before it, like Turks before their sultan.
They gladly give their priceless treasures
To enhance the color of the master's robe.
Even the flaunting pines,
Too proud to bend before their lord,
Go crashing down in dead defeat,
Gnarled and broken derelicts.

Always the wind is alive to its fiendish power;
Wildly, but with unerring blows, it strikes—and

is gone,
Off on some other tangent
Madder than the first,
As if bursting with immeasurable pride
At its infamous power.

The wind respects no being or object;
It levels fabulous towns. . . .
And then returns to moan its mirthful tears
Among the ruins.
It frightens desert sands
Into frenzied dances,
And whips away the cringing Arab's tent
As if it were a speck of dust, or less.

Fifteen



(Continuedfrom Page f)

As a sort of "bringing out" party for the book,
we invited several friends to spend the week-end
with us and read over the manuscript. On Fri-
day night both of us stayed up late to supervise
the servants in the preparations for the horde of
guests which would descend upon us on the mor-
row. The clock had just struck quarter past
eleven when my wife informed me that all the
arrangements had been completed and that she
was going to bed. Replying that I would soon
follow, I entered the right wing to make sure
that the library windows were securely fastened.
As I looked out the window it struck me that the
moon seemed to be diminishing in size. Then I
remembered that a total eclipse of the moon was
to take place that night. Since I could still hear
my wife's footsteps upon the stairs, I called her
to come and witness this rare occurence. Just as
I called, the moon was completely blacked-out and
I felt a peculiar sensation, as if the floor was
shaking under my feet. The intense silence was
interrupted by a scream as the lights flickered
out and a fetid, foul odor assailed my nostrils. A
glorious blaze of light came before my eyes and—

I hovered between this world and that above
for many months, and then, when the doctors
told me I was on the road to recovery, I actually
felt angry and wished that I had died. For, al-
though not a word had been mentioned to me
about my wife, I knew that she had been killed.

No human trapped inside of the central hall could
have survived the fearful blast.

After the hospital had finally released me, a
morbid curiosity drove me to return for one final
look at Castle Kentworth. The people of Easing-
wold appreciated my deep sorrow and none made
any mention of the accident. Therefore, I was
alone as I approached the ruins of my former
home. If possible, the last blast had wrecked the
solid stone walls worse than the first had, and
even the heretofore undamaged wings had suf-
fered. I cautiously stepped over the lintel of the
door and gazed around at the ruin. Where the
base of the staircase had been, there was now
a deep hole with stagnant water gleaming at the
bottom. Making my way to the library, I found
my desk intact with the manuscript I had meant to
so proudly introduce still inside the top drawer.

Based on my own unforgettable experiences and
the tale related to me by the pastor, I write the
following sorrowful ending to "Castle Kentworth."

"The central portion of the house had in the
beginning been built directly over a swamp. This
swamp was at sea-level, and while it was not
usually affected by the ocean tides, the particularly
strong pull of a total eclipse caused the water to
rise. This forced the explosive swamp gas up-
ward faster than usual. It leaked into the house
from underneath the grand staircase, and it was
probably spontaneous combustion which caused
the gas to explode."

Thus ends not only my book, which will not be
published until after my death, but also my life
as an English country squire.

—C. THOMAS KALLMAN '43

SOUND - SAFE - CONSERVATIVE

BANKING

In Middletown

Since 1857

•

DELAWARE TRUST COMPANY

Middletown, Delaware

Depository of St. Andrew's

RES. U.S. PAT.OFF.

"BETTER THINGS for BETTER LIVING

. THROUGH CHEMISTRY"
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Looking For A Good Place To Eat?
HOTELS AND RESTAURANTS

W I T H E R S P O O N I N N
MIDDLETOWN, DELAWARE

Newly Equipped and Refurnished
Private Baths and Showers

Steam Heat

RESTAURANT
COLONIAL BALLROOM

Catering to Discriminating People

Under personal direction of Major Stanford, U. S. A., R.

Compliments of

K E N T H O T E L

837 MARKET STREET

WILMINGTON

RESTAURANTS

Hospitality Awaits You at the

HOB TEA ROOM, INC.

Arcade Delaware Trust Bldg.

Luncheons — Afternoon Teas — Dinners

Served Daily 11:30 to 7:30

Sunday Dinner Served 1:30 to 7:00 P. M.

RESTAURANTS

CENTRAL NEWS STAND
in Middletown

DOLLY MADISON ICE CREAM
Complete Line of

Periodicals
Greeting Cards

Novelties
and

School Supplies

Meet Your Friends Here

Phone 115

T H E C O F F E E S H O P
9th & ORANGE STS.

WILMINGTON, DELAWARE

Hours 9:00 A. M.—8:00 P. M.

P h o n e 2 - 6 4 4 5

Compliments of

PRESTO RESTAURANT

817 MARKET STREET

WILMINGTON

"Springtime For Jonothann

(ContinuedJr3m Page <p)

dead people are distributed around the floor.
Corpse: Aaaaaaaaaaaaah!

ACT SIX
Hawkshaw is seen examining an air rifle with

a magnifying glass.
Shamrock: Aha! A fingerprint.
Air Rifle: Take your hand off my stock, sirrah.
Shamrock (dropping gun): Okay, bebe.

Enter James, John, Peter, Paul, and Andrew
(the dark horse), singing.

CHORUS
I don't care if it rains or freezes—
I'm a personal friend . . .

They break off; Hawkshaw has them under his
surveillance. They stutter.
James, John, Peter, Paul, and Andrew: Please,

massa, don't hit us.
Hawkshaw: Scums! Murdering a poor, innocent

child for a little booty. What's this world
coming to?

James: Never close a sentence with a preposition.
Hawkshaw: You'll hang for this.

Enter Joe the Lug, carrying a suitcase under
each arm.

(Continued on Page 19)
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And All The Congregation

Lifted Up Their Voice And Cried;

And The People Wept That Night.

Anderson arose from his cot when he heard
footsteps outside his door. Smoothing over his
wrinkled uniform, he glanced in the small table
at his close-cut hair. A stiff brush made him
feel more military; but he knew deep down that
his vocation was not that of a soldier. Yet this
was war. There was a knock at his door.

"Come in, sir."
"Anderson—we leave at dawn tomorrow—3:22

—for flight over Wilhelmshaven. You will be
ready."

"But, sir, I thought—I was under the opinion
that we weren't bombing the German coastline
until April."

The officer looked up at the boy's sensitive fea-
tures, his total misunderstanding of war and war's
problems. "I'm sorry, Anderson," he replied.
"Headquarters have changed their plans after
yesterday's raid on Birmingham. Don't worry,"
the officer continued shutting the door, "for it
is now the time for England to be the aggressor."

Don't worry, Anderson murmured to himself;
don't worry about bombing women and children.
He threw himself on his cot again, leaving his
polished boots to dangle helplessly over the end.
Yes, he thought, everything's going to be fine;
then, he added sarcastically, and England's going
to be the aggressor. Without glancing toward
the table, he reached for his cigarettes, lit one
with nervous, skinny fingers, and blew the match
out with the precision of a man racked with dis-
gust.

Things always happen so fast in life. Almost
yesterday he was playing soccer at Marlborough;
today, he was contemplating the raid at dawn the
next day. He'd never meant to be in the air force,
much less to be fighting at all. A grin crossed
his tightly-set jaw, as he remembered how he and
his classmates had all signed a pledge for peace.
"Our fathers fought," they had said, "but we
never shall." Then, they had toasted Mars with
complacent assurance and sophomoric intellect.
Weren't they a newer, smarter generation; hadn't
they learned the foolishness of war, the hate and
the fear? But now, as he lay on his bunk, all that
seemed like some veiled scene, a memory that

came back to haunt and to mock. Anderson sat
up for a moment, placing his hands over his
weary face. W7hat was the matter with him? Was
this bombing raid tomorrow making him a cow-
ard, and why wasn't he out with the other pilots
in the bars, drinking, cursing, and laughing —
laughing in the face of death or victory as the
case might be?

Certainly, he had been different a year ago.
Upon hearing the news of actual war, he had
rushed home from school to beg his father to
be a pacifist like all the seniors at Marlborough.
Then he remembered how his father had glanced
at him with that nauseating look of complete con-
tempt. It all came back to him too clearly now.
And it was all so unrealistic, so distant. And yet
when you put your hand out you knew that this
was you, that this bunk was your bunk, that you
must die for England because England wanted it
that way.

When the last war was finished, he was
told it never would happen again. That this
was the end of hatred, envy, and dissatisfaction.
As a child, his mother had drawn him aside,
snatched a pistol from his eager hands, and begged
him to turn his mind away from guns and to
look upward for life itself — its creation, not its
downfall. If she could see him now, he thought,
dressed in khaki, not only with a pistol, but the
most pernicious weapon man knows of today:
his Bristol-Stetson bombing plane, shiny, smooth,
completely enigmatic in that its beauty only inten-
sified its malicious potentialities.

Suddenly, as if he were being raised from the
mist of a trance, he was shot back to the real-
ities of life by the vacuus, echoing blasts of the
bugle. His aching muscles convinced him that
he had dozed off — and that bugle — it was for
him. Glancing at his watch, he saw the hands
approaching three o'clock. A chilliness crept up
his back; he realized that he now had twenty-two
minutes of liberty, of living then, off he would
have to go, mechanically, like a robot, to kill and
destroy all those whom Parliament said were his
enemes.

(Continued on Page 21)

Eighteen



DISTINCTIVE
PRIZES and TROPHIES

See our large assortment of cups, bowls, plaques and other
appropriate articles always available for prompt delivery.
You will find them of superior quality and priced surprisingly
reasonable.

J. E. CALDWELL & CO.
Jewelers Silversmiths Stationers

CHESTNUT AND JUNIPER STREETS
PHILADELPHIA, PA.

"Springtime For Jonathan"
(Continued from Page if)

Joe the Lug: Torsos for sale! Who wants to
buy a nice, new torso?

Enter Amy: How much? (To Hawkshaw)
Darling! Are you safe?

Joe the Lug: One for five, three for ten.
Hawkshaw: Yes, sweetheart.

Molly trots in on a Shetland pony.
Molly: Hey, Joe, the coppers want the torsos.
Joe the Lug: How many?
Molly: All of them.
Joe the Lug: Yeah?
Molly: Yeah.

Enter three college presidents, carrying pea-
shooters.
College presidents: Ha-ha. We're going to em-

bezzle a million dollars.
Huey Long (sliding out from under a couch) :

Bully for you. Cut me in, boys.
Hawkshaw: What's going on here?
College presidents: None of your beeswax,

monkeyface.
Two corpses meander in, dressed to look like

George Washington. They bow to the assembly.
Corpses (to the waiter behind them): Scotch and

soda, waiter.

ACT SEVEN
On the floor are thirty-one bodies, dressed to

look like James, John, Peter, Paul, Andrew, Molly,
and lots of College professors, presidents and
other criminal low-life. Hawkshaw is standing
in the center of the stage, a triumphant look on
his handsome face.
Hawkshaw: So they thought they could thwart

me, did they?
Amy runs on the stage and is swept into Sham-

rock's brave arms.
Amy: Are you safe, darling?

They kiss.
Joe the Lug comes in, disguised as an umbrella.

Joe the Lug: Peanuts, popcorn, crackerjack, ice-
cold soda-pop. Get your Tribune here. (Ad-
vertisement.)
Enter Curtain.

Curtain: Scram.

CURTAIN

—JOSEPH WHITAKER

GREEN LANTERN SHOP

WEST NINTH STREET

WILMINGTON

Allan J. Henry & Company

Du Pont Building

Wilmington, Delaware

Nineteen



Phone 2-4887

SPORT OUTFITTERS, Inc.

Athletic Equipment

301 Delaware Avenue

Wilmington, Delaware

George D. Hanby Company

Art Metal Office Furniture

Stationery

Printing

919 Market Street

WILMINGTON, DELAWARE

Phone 6391

Served Exclusively

in

&HARPLES&
kJ"TteV<8lK*sft KinwT^

ICE CREAM

ST. ANDREW'S SCHOOL

STORE

JAMES L. STAFFORD
MIDDLETOWN, DELAWARE

PURINA CHOWS
Approved Custom Grinding and Mixing Feed from the
Checker Board Bag for More Profits in Poultry and Livestock.

Phone 97

Compliments of

Park Cleaners & Dyers

Official
Cleaners for

St. Andrew's School



For what shall it profit a man
(Continuedfrom Page 18)

Raising himself slowly from his bunk, he
hooked on his pistol belt, took one more glance at
his small room and swiftly stepped into the corridor.

He remembered hearing the other men, joyous
in their egoism, shout, "Good morning" to him;
he had merely nodded, thinking how foolish it
was, how futile and incomplete.

The five planes were lined up, pointing east-
ward, at the second hangar, the motors roaring
their impatience. It was the hour before dawn
and Anderson wrapped his scarf around his neck,
walking slowly over to the plane.

His co-pilot, Lieutenant Harvey, ran out from
the yard: "Got the weather reports, Anderson?"

The latter nodded, then drawing in the cool
morning air, he stepped into the cockpit. The
other pilot, after receiving last minute instructions,
hopped in beside him; he signaled for the re-
moval of the blocks and soon five glistening
planes soared higher and higher. Presently,
against the violet hue of early dawn, they rose
above the ominous mountain ranges, silhouetting
themselves against the steadily increasing light to
the east. Then, suddenly, the sky flushed with
the breath-taking colors of dawn. To Anderson,
slouched low in his cockpit, it made their mission
all the more sinful.

As the water turned to land again, Anderson felt
the realization that this was enemy territory, that
this was the land to be destroyed. Looking down
below at the small patchwork of farms and bright-
ly painted silos, he hated himself for ever coming
on this raid. Some hand of fate was leading him
on; it seemed to force him into situations upon
which he later looked with utter disgust; but, then,
that contemptible smile his father gave him that
day he arrived home from Marlborough made him
bite his thin lips and forget.

It was just one hour and a half later that two
glistening planes crossed the now lead-colored
mountains, circled twice around the field and
landed. As the pilots alighted, they talked ex-
citedly with the station officers. Yet Anderson
saw nothing to talk about, only to forget. With-
out the slightest gratitude that he, had been spared
from destruction, he went to his room. His an-
guish was no longer passive. Instead the pres-
sure of circumstances had penetrated his sensi-
tive nature, utterly shaken his entire physical and
mental being. His eyes glanced around the room
in an unnatural, prolonged stare, then, tearing
a piece of paper from his desk he wrote in hur-
ried, slanting handwriting:

"It is only that I don't wish to be thought a
coward that I am writing this. Today we bombed
Wilhelmshaven and whether it is for England or
not, it is wrong. The slow agony of watching the
world shatter around me has caused my senses to
numb. Every day is a nightmare for me and
every night a hell." And then with a slow, care-
ful hand he quoted: "For what profiteth it a man
that he gain all the world and lose his own soul."
Rising from his desk, he drew his gun; he raised
it slowly to his temple calmly, knowing what he
was doing. There was no emotion on his face
except the blank expression of relief. He would
be free soon. Then, the hammer fell.

Within a second the room was filled with
officers and aviators. Silently, they drew back,
leaving the two superior officers near him. One
handed the note to the other, drawing in his
breath and then letting it out in short sections.
The two officers' eyes met; a dreadful misunder-
standing swept between them. A rush of blood
to his cheeks made the tall officer stand back.
Then, lifting the bloody head of the fallen youth
in his hands, the other looked up at the pilots
standing motionless in the doorway.

"The fools," he said, "if they'd only told him—
if they'd only let him know that the bombs he
carried over Wilhelmshaven were only propa-
ganda leaflets . . ." —PETER M. BROWN
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Program
Saturday 2:30 P. M.

2:40 P. M.

4:30 P. M.
6:30 P. M.
7:30 P.M.

Sunday

9:00 P. M.
10:30 P. M.
7:45 A.M.
8:30 A. M.
9:15 A. M.

11:00 A. M.

i :oo P. M.
3:30 P.M.

9:15 P. M.
10:00 P. M.

Monday 7:45 A. M.
8:30 A.M.
9:15 A. M.

Dedication of the memorial to Richard H. Richardson, class of '36, on the football
field.
Football game with Chestnut Hill Academy.
Music by Pipe Major Alex MacKenzie and his Pipe Band.
Tea dance in the Common Room.
Supper for the four lower forms.
Alumni banquet in the dining hall for the Alumni, Sixth Form, Faculty, Trustees,
and visiting Educators.
Music by Pipe Major Alex MacKenzie and his Pipe Band.
Moving pictures of the School's first ten years, shown in the gym.
Lights out for the school.
Rising bell.
Corporate Communion for the Alumni, in the Chapel.
Breakfast.
Morning Prayer, and dedication of the Bishop Cook Memorial Pulpit. Address by
the Bishop of Delaware.
Lunch.
The Tenth Anniversary exercises.

Music by the School band.
Address by the Headmaster.
Address by His Excellency, the Governor of Delaware.
Address by the Bishop of Delaware.
Address by the Honorable James H. Hughes, United States Senator from Delaware.
Address by the Reverend Remsen B. Ogilby, President of Trinity College.
Refreshments.

Lights out for the dormitories.
Lights out for the corridors.
Rising bell.
Corporate Communion of the School.
Breakfast.
Whole holiday for the School.
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When You Want To

MAKE A HIT

. . . give her a gift from Davis'. It might be jewelry, perfume,
a compact, or something silver.

MILLARD F. DAVIS, Inc.

831 MARKET STREET

WILMINGTON, DELAWARE

"Electricity

is your cheapest servant"

Use it!

DELAWARE POWER

AND

LIGHT COMPANY

Buy ACID-FREE

QUAKER STATE

Motor Oil

It Makes Cars

Run Better

Last Longer

STOP WHERE YOU SEE

THE GREEN and WHITE SIGN

. for 75 years
Since its founding in 1865, the Connecticut General has

been providing careful insurers with protection of the highest
quality. With over One Billion Dollars of Insurance in force,
its various forms of personal protection (including Life,
Health, Accident and Group Insurance and Annuities)
have received ever increasing acceptance at the hands of
the American Public.

A careful and complete Estate Analysis may result in a
more effective and economical arrangement for the benefit
of your beneficiaries or for yourself in the future; it may even
mean a College Education for a present St. Andrew's student
who otherwise wouldn't be able to have one. Your inquiry
will be handled efficiently and confidentially by—

WALES S. DIXON
1000 Lincoln Liberty Building

Philadelphia, Penna.

Representing

Connecticut General Life Insurance Company
Hartford, Connecticut



The Albemarle—Fessenden School, West Newton, Mass.
The Bishop—Brooks School, North Andover, Mass.
The Blue Bowl—Barrington School, Barrington, Mass.
The Delphian—Moses Brown School, Providence, R. I.
The Dome—Berkshire School, Sheffield, Mass.
The Dragon—St. George's School, Newport, R. I.
El Batidor—Santa Barbara School, Carpinteria, Calif.
Fermata Stirrup—Fermata School, Aiken, S. C.
Fountain Valley Magazine—Fountain Valley School, Col.
Horae Scholasticae—St. Paul's School, Concord, N. H.
The Lantern—Westover School, Middlebury, Conn.

The Lit—Hotchkiss School, Lakeville, Conn.
Monthly Chronicle—Episcopal High School, Alexandria, Va.
Orange &? Blue—Milton Academy, Milton, Mass.
Penn Charter Magazine—Penn Charter School, Germantown, Pa.
River's Current—River's School, Brookline, Mass.
Tid Bits—St. Timothy's School, Catonsville, Md.
Tower Dial—Tower Hill School, Wilmington, Del.
The Tripod—Roxbury Latin School, Roxbury, Mass.
Tudor Crown—Tudor Hall School, Indianapolis, Ind.
The Vindex—St. Mark's School, Southborough, Mass.
The Wheel—Catalina Island School for Boys, Catalina Island, Calif.
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SUN OIL COMPANY
1608 WALNUT! STREET
PHILADELPHIA, PA.

NATURAL AND COMPOSITION

CORK PRODUCTS

Stock and Specialty Items

DODGE CORK COMPANY, INC.

Lancaster, Pa.



WORK FOR

WILLklE and McNARY

WENDELL L WILLKIE OF INDIANA
Republican Nominee for President

CHARLES L MC NARY OF OREGON
Republican Nominee for Vice President

BOOST BACON FOR GOVERNOR
Club of St. Andrew's School (Non-Partisan)


