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​Forward

The Forties was a time of world conflict. Each person felt the 'reality' of war. Most had lost a father, husband, son, brother, sister, or friend. War was not experienced by a select few. That generation did not know the meaning of the word apathy.

They cared passionately, stood up to be counted when difficult questions were raised, and did not back down when confronted by tyranny or evil of the greatest magnitude. 

Out of that generation, men of integrity, honor, and strength of character emerged. Their conviction and courage helped shape the most powerful nation on the face of the Earth. 

This is the story of two of those men.
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Chapter One 
The Beginning
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J.D. MCGINNIS EXITED his 1940 Ford Coupe, glancing up the front of the WCL Radio Station building. He liked the bustle and noise of Chicago in the mornings. 

His stride was that of a confident, competent man. He swaggered along the sidewalk, tipping his fedora to every woman he encountered, a deceptively innocent smile on his ruggedly handsome face. No female seemed to take note of the unpleasant-looking scar that ran from the man’s right temple to just below his eye. It gave him a look of mystery and danger.

He noted several cars pulling into parking spaces and people walking in and out of buildings lining the street as he walked. Entering through the revolving door, he strolled past a full waiting area and a petite blonde receptionist, who smiled widely at him. He smiled back, continuing on to the elevator.

J.D. reached over and pushed the button to the seventh floor, annoying the elevator operator.

It was a game he played with the young boy. It amused J.D. to irk the kid in any way he could think up. The young man reminded him of Jimmy Schaffer, a raw recruit in his old Unit. He gave Jimmy the business on a daily basis... until a Jap sniper bullet ended the game for all concerned.

He exited when the doors slid open, glancing about his new environment, his thoughts carefully organized and controlled now. 

Glass booths lined the left side of the large office complex. J.D. could see inside the Control Booth, which was always crowded and occupied with one program or another. Whether it was the current Soap Opera actors doing their thing, Center Stage, as now, or the game shows that allowed live audiences to fill the two-hundred-seat Amphitheater, all of which were empty now.

Control booths sat high over the arena, two filled to the brim with technicians. There were small offices down the hall. J.D. made his way in that direction.

Inside the Booth he passed, a small orchestra tuned their instruments and settled down into a pit below the center stage. McGinnis continued on his way.

*****
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INSIDE YET ANOTHER enclosed glass booth, down the corridor, Charles Edwards looked up from his typewriter to the clock over the orchestra pit, then glanced irritably at the less-than-expensive watch on his thick wrist, muttering his annoyance.

The young reporter had exactly twelve minutes to complete an assignment he had not even begun to write. The man glanced about his small office space, nail polish fumes filling his over-strained senses.

"Do you have to do that in here...you have an office, I presume?" He wasn't sure because he had never seen the other occupant of the room make use of any one space in particular.

Grace Morgan sat painting her long, perfectly manicured nails, feet propped up on the ledge of the glass partition to his right. She hummed a song from 'Snow White'.

Charles Edwards’ eyes traveled the slim torso, taking in a starched white, short-sleeved blouse, grey slacks, two-inch heels with their attractive strap, and the pretty red scarf tied about Grace's slender neck.

The woman flipped her long, silky hair, the gorgeous waves cascading down her back. Two decorative barrettes held the soft tendrils from her face.

"You're not typing." She interrupted her singing to offer an observation.

"It's hard to concentrate with those noxious fumes filling my head," Charles stated, waving the air to ward off the pungent odor of the red polish.

"You're going to get in trouble." Grace’s voice sing-songed cheerfully as she continued her nails.

"So are you." Charles stared at the sheet in his typewriter morosely, responding absently to the taunt.

"Are you going to spank me?!" Grace had stopped her activity, her pretty face suddenly hopeful, the green eyes blinking languidly.

"You wish," Charles muttered. "Go play with your voodoo dolls. I'm creating here."

"Doesn't look like you're doing anything but 'sitting and staring' to me." The woman returned to her nails. 

"Looks are deceiving. Now leave me alone." Edwards situated himself more determinedly in his chair, then threw her a threatening glare. "I mean that, now!"

"Why is it so hard to write the copy?" Grace picked a file from her purse, shaping her index finger carefully. "I mean, you've seen people killed before, right?" 

Charles glanced up from his brooding, his attention finally caught. 

"What was it like?" Grace asked aimlessly, but then really looked at him, her thoughts troubled suddenly. "Was it really bad? Those two people? And that little boy... I've never seen anyone dead before." She fell silent for a moment, a long moment. "It must be terrible!" she whispered shakily. 

Such naivete touched Charles. "Yeah, Honey, it's pretty bad."

"But you've seen that stuff." Grace was fretful and sad. "You were at the Front and all."

"It's... different." Charles lamented softly. 

"Why?" she wondered curiously.

"I guess...you expect people to die in war." The man was suddenly introverted and quiet. "You know you will see bad things."

"So, you prepare yourself?" Grace asked gently. 

"You can't prepare yourself. I don't know." Charles stared at the empty sheet. "You kind of shut down. It's just what you do." 

Elliot Learner exited his massive office with a purpose in mind. The tall, ramrod-straight man did not show his age. The astute blue eyes surveyed his kingdom as he cruised down the hallways of his domain, easing past 'jingle singers' who crowded the entryway to the second sound booth.

"Girls!” he snapped peevishly. “Pick it up! We're selling hair products, not mortuary plots." the reminder was called back over his shoulder. "Give me some pep and sting in those lyrics!" 

The stately man rounded a corner, his hand covering the knob on the door of the small room as he pushed his way into the occupied area. Grace Morgan was spared a look as some papers were thrown on the desk beside her. Learner leaned over Charles Edwards' shoulder, perusing the blank paper critically. 

"How does it come to this?" he asked the Universe more than those in his presence. "And on such a nice Autumn day, too." He frowned down at his Ace Reporter.

"I don't know," Grace sighed heavily, shaking her head woefully. "It just does sometimes."  

Elliot grinned at Grace's reaction to his words, continuing his train of thought. "They were such nice neighbors. He was very quiet." He quoted lines he had heard hundreds of times before. "They seemed like the perfect couple... and so normal, too!"

"Normal is highly over-rated, if you ask me." Grace had rolled her eyes expressively. 

"No one did ask you... and you, young man,” his attention turned back to the young man. “What’s the trouble here?”

"No trouble, Chief. I just need to map the format out in my head." Charles sounded more confident than he felt.

"While you're mapping," Elliot reminded disapprovingly. "We're being scooped by the other stations."

Pulling a wry face, he leaned out the door, yelling at his jingle singers once again. "You're killing me here, woman! Tempo!" he gestured emphatically to the lead singer. "Tempo!"

"It's just not right, Boss." Charles was troubled but not one to share his emotions easily. Still, he had a block here. Something wasn't jelling.

"This guy makes it through two hellish years at the Front, then comes home to blow his brains out all over the kitchen walls? He takes his wife and kid with him.” The anger was apparent in the young man’s tone and manner. “What the hell's going on here?" Charles shared his concerns.

"Your job is to report, not analyze." After a silent contemplation, Elliot put things into his neat, orderly universe. "Emotions get in the way. Tell the guy's story. Get the facts right."

"Or lie really well and don't get caught." Grace traced her pouty mouth with lipstick. The woman pursed her lips, sending a kiss Charles' way.

The reporter sent a kiss right back, closely followed by a rather descriptive 'Italian' gesture.

Elliot watched the interplay between the two, sighing lightly, then swung Grace's feet off the desk.

"That is your father's code of conduct, little girl, not mine." He put on his best 'Boss' face. "That's not lady-like, so do not do it." 

Grace straightened in her seat, seeking the older man out. "Can I have some of that new hair stuff the station is touting? J.D. says my hair is 'unruly' of late." She complained.

"Do you believe everything J.D. tells you?" Edwards stared at the glorious main of red hair, shaking his head woefully, an idea striking finally. He began typing rapidly.

"Why shouldn't I?" Grace was confused. "Is this lipstick too red?"

"Can it be too red?" Charles concentrated hard, typing furiously, ideas coming at a rapid clip. 

"There are samples in my office." Elliot examined all the makeup on Grace’s space, fingering this tube, that brush. "Stay out of my desk."

"You said I should investigate things. How can I investigate if you tell me I can't investigate things?" The woman put her things away in an orderly fashion, spritzing a bit of perfume on her neckline and offering a sniff to her employer. 

Elliot breathed in the pleasant scent, offering an approving grunt.

"Nice." He murmured contentedly. "There is nothing on my desk you need to 'investigate.' Investigate other people. Not your boss."

"You're stifling me." Grace was exasperated. "Are you Jewish? Jewish mothers stifle their kids. I know they do! I read it somewhere. You're acting just like one!"

"If he was Jewish, he'd not admit it in this day and age." Charles pulled his sheet of paper from the machine with a flourish. "Not a healthy thing to do, I hear tell. Especially in Europe."

Elliot took the paper from Charles, perusing it with a critical eye. "She thinks it's ok because we're in America. Hitler's Storm Troopers will never get over here, will they, Precious!"

"Well, it's very unlikely, at any rate." Grace defended her point of view staunchly. "I don't want to talk about that. It depresses me, which makes me want to eat chocolate. J.D. says my butt is big enough already without that!"

"Not talking about it won't make it go away." Charles patiently awaited Elliot's decision on his piece, rising from his chair, kinking his back this way and that. "And your butt looks fine to me, just saying." He glanced at the object superficially.

"As if you ever look." Grace dismissed him entirely. "What about Old Man Crothers? He said aliens landed over in Freeport last night. He called me." The woman reminded peevishly. "That is news, right? Charles could report on stuff like aliens. It wouldn't make him so depressed and yucky."

"Get it on the air." Elliot handed the copy back to Charles, satisfied. "Grace, pull those statistics off the wire service about this Shell Shock crap the soldiers are experiencing. I want to look at it again."

"Why do I have to do all the crappy stuff around here?" Grace was incensed and offended, clearly.

"Well, last time I looked, you were supposed to be my personal assistant," Elliot explained patiently. "That's pretty much in your job description...do 'crappy stuff' so Boss Man does not have to dirty his hands with such menial tasks."

"Oh." Grace pouted prettily but accepted her lot in life. 

"And I'm not depressed.” Charles corrected, slightly amused by the nonsensical exchange. "Or Yucky. Where should I stick this, Chief?” He wanted to know where to fit his story.

"Yeah, Chief..." Grace innocently twirled her hair slowly, her green eyes filled with mischief. "Where should he stick it?" 

Charles tapped the back of her head in a brotherly display of 'attitude corrective-ness.' 

"Ouch!" Grace pushed his hand away irritably, patting her hair back into place delicately.

"Cut it out!" but in the next instant, she was beseeching Elliot Learner. "I saw some 'to die for' shoes over at Bergman's. If I got a raise, which I so richly deserve, as you know,” she sold her own version of the copy, “I could afford them."

"We all must make sacrifices for God and country, so...no." Elliot made an executive decision. "We'll slide this in between the Morton Salt jingle and the beginning of the 2nd Act of The Story of Aunt Mary." 

He consulted the clock over the orchestra pit. "You got six minutes. Punch it up a bit. More pathos."

"You're the boss... Boss." Charles took the sheet back, superficially glancing over the print.

"What about my alien story? It's newsworthy!" Grace practically stamped her well-heeled size five foot. 

J.D. McGinnis chose this questionable moment to make his timely entrance. 

He leaned his stocky, well-honed form on the still-opened door. The guy had taken the time to flirt with most of the jingle singers on his way in. He threw a notepad on Charles' desk, grinning widely, showing strong, straight white teeth.

"Aliens? You would fit right in." he gave the 'go ahead' with a nod of his head. "Go for it, kid!"

"Where have you been? You're late!" Grace stood petulantly, pointing. "He's late!" she tattled to Elliot Learner. "Are you going to chastise him?"

"I've been working, not doing my nails." McGinnis' grey eyes fell on the still-opened jar of polish behind the woman on the partition ledge. 

He smiled sweetly at the girl, who made an endearing face back directly before she crossed her lovely eyes and stuck out her tongue.

"Got some more info from Flynn." McGinnis ignored the childish behavior. "Blalock was discharged seven months ago. Hasn't been able to hold down a job. Money was really tight. The guy saw a lot of combat. He was decorated... twice!" he motioned to his notes, the ones Charles was going over even as he spoke.

"Why didn't they get this guy some help? He obviously needed it." Charles asked the rhetorical question on everyone's mind.

The information bothered Elliot. "I want some answers here, damn it! What the hell?"

"It's epidemic, Chief. This country is going to hell in a handbasket." Grace philosophized eloquently. "I read it somewhere."

"No, it isn't. Someone just has to step up and bring this problem to light." Elliot was renowned for his short fuse. "We can't fix it if we don't know it's broken!"

He looked for his assistant. "Grace... get those stats! Now!"

"Well, don't take it out on me. I'm just the messenger." She made her way around those in her way, grumbling about her lot in life.

"I don't get it. The guy was home, safe! It was over." Grace moped for the fact. 

"You’re not home.” Charles mused quietly. “Not for a long time, honey. You’re in hell, then suddenly, a month later, you’re not. Trying to go on just like before you left.”

J.D. lowered his head, empathizing instantly with such a statement. "Messes with a guy's head sometimes." His tone was quietly intent.

"What's the focus here, Chief?" Grace sensed the bond the men shared, feeling her own inadequacies deeply. "What am I looking for in particular?"

"I want to know why these men are not getting the medical help they need." Elliot pounded his hand into his palm once. "Why the military is falling down on the job. Give me any Intel available. Someone should be giving a crap about these men!" 

"Isn't that editorializing?" Charles had heard the accusation often over the year he had been here at the station.

"No, it's 'giving a crap,' and don't get smart ass with me, boy!" Elliot was pissed and fired up, which, most times, was a good thing unless you were on the end of the crap hitting the fan.

"No, sir." The man answered respectfully. "I'll tackle it from the military's viewpoint. We'll need rebuttal material." Charles remembered.

"Yeah, after you put the actual story on the air." The older editor settled down somewhat. "Two minutes! Take your place out there."

*****
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"YOU EVER FEEL THAT shit?" Charles waited a respectable moment for the others to proceed out of the office. He placed a hesitant hand on McGinnis’ bomber jacket sleeve. 

"You know what I mean?" The reporter searched the grey eyes that had sought his, attempting to keep a professional demeanor. The man felt shitty inside, however. Had all day, in fact, after this story surfaced. 

"Yeah..." McGinnis drew a deep drag on his Lucky Strike, his thoughts for another time. The silence was strained for both men. Neither wanted to dredge up the past, but both needed to vent the horror of the suppressed memories to some extent.

"There were days when..." J.D. struggled with the words clearly. “It was bad, man.”

Charles watched the other man’s carefully composed features religiously, unconsciously holding his breath. Had he overstepped protocol? 

J.D.’s thoughts trailed off for a long beat, crushing the cigarette in the disposal tray at the end of the hall.    

"That poor S.O.B.," he sighed grimly." I wish I could have talked to him. Or at least... listened." the intelligent brow furrowed darkly. "I feel so fucking guilty." He laughed hollowly. "I made it back. Blalock didn't... not really."

Charles nodded solemnly. "No, I guess not." He concurred. "We should have helped the guy. We should have..." he had no answers, "found a way."

“Hell, man.” J.D. disdained. “Even his family didn’t know! How are we supposed to?" he stopped abruptly. "Who the hell am I kidding? They knew." McGinnis laughed bitterly. "They just didn't know how to tell anyone. To reach out."

"God, J.D." Charles raked his hand over his eyes wearily. "We have to fix this. We have to." he felt Blalock's pain, the other soldier’s frustration... his despair and hopelessness.

Tears welled in his dark eyes, and he was ashamed, discreetly hiding his face for a moment until he gathered himself together.

Charles swallowed the moment determinedly, clearing his throat. "... I have to get this to the Booth." 

J.D. watched the man's trek for a long beat, then took his leave, the depression following him like a dark cloud on a dreary South Pacific day. He had seen enough of those to know, after all... what a complete downer they could be.
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Chapter Two 
Well, I Just Don’t Get It 
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Kress' Drug Store was just around the corner from the La Salle Hotel, the major transmission site for WCL Radio Station. 

Inside one of their favorite haunts, Charles Edwards, Grace Morgan, and J.D. McGinnis sat in a tall, red and white vinyl booth. 

The La Salle itself, a towering structure that rivaled even the Board of Trade Building down at the end of La Salle Street, housed the station's mammoth transmitter towers.

"I could be dining in the Palm Room right next to the Donatello Fountain, but...no!" Grace pointed out the flaw in her two friends' thinking patterns, her hand propped on her cheek as she gazed wistfully out the wide glass window that ran alongside the booth in which they resided.

Outside, the street was a conglomerate of shoppers, businessmen, and cabbies going about their normal routine.

"I'm at a corner drug store, ordering a burger and fries because my big spender buddies are a bunch of cheap ass bastards who can't show a girl a good time." She continued her tirade.

"I can show you a good time, or I can feed you..." J.D. perused the menu, which he knew by heart anyway, his mind with the question. "Your call." 

Grace cut him a sullen look, then went back to the passersby and autos on the street outside the store.

Charles looked up from his own menu, wondering over such questionable comments on the other man's part. But Grace seemed none the worse for wear, taking the inappropriate remark in her stride. Charles caught McGinnis' eyes for a beat, his brows raised.

"She brought it up." J.D. reminded, sensing the other guy's moral compass had just been tilted somewhat for his off-color response.

Charles sought out the woman who only sighed in her doldrums. He turned his attention to the long row of stools at the soda bar. The place was hopping, it being lunchtime, each seat occupied...a line of diners waited their turn to be served.

His crowd knew to get here early and stake their claim. The booth was often reserved for the Ace Reporter for the WCL, though. There were other booths, of course, but Charles was a creature of habit and sort of liked this one.

"It was rather inappropriate for you to respond, however." Charles scolded his male friend all the same. "A gentleman would not have."

"Well, there you have it then," Grace explained the problem. "He ain't no 'gentleman'."

"Isn't." Charles corrected automatically, returning to his menu. 

"Whatever." Grace hated being 'corrected.' "Mr. I am a major reporter for a big-time News station." She threw over a disconcerted look.

"And my vocabulary is so much better than yours will ever be, Edwards." J.D. joined in the good-natured ribbing, taking a draw off his cigarette before replacing it with in the black tin ashtray provided on their table. He grinned over at his buddy. 

"Don't encourage her," Charles said. "You know she is in dire need of a 'keeper.' Someone should take up the challenge since you seem indisposed to do so."

"I ain't her Daddy." J.D. nudged his companion with a gentle shove of his massive shoulder. "Unless she wants me to be." he raised a cocky brow. He pursed his lips sensually. "Who's your daddy, kid?"

"Not you," Grace stated, reaching for her menu. "You got change for the box?" She disliked the current song being played. She wiggled her fingers impatiently. "I need some nickels."

J.D. dug in the pockets of his jeans, his attention elsewhere. "I'm telling you, something hinky is going down at the University." 

He slid out of the seat to allow Grace to exit the booth. "I'm standing there, outside the Science Building, minding everyone else's business and who pulled up yesterday but the Old Man himself!" 

Grace wiggled her fingers at Charles, who promptly forked over more nickels as well. When Grace played the jukebox, she played the jukebox.

"He gets out of his staff car and goes into the Science Lab. Stays for about an hour or so." J.D. finished his train of thought. "But the rumor mill is totally shut down on this one!"

"You telling me, Brig. Gen Thomas J. Ellis is here? He's too damned busy just to fly in for a tea party." Charles' interest was caught. He sipped his coke, absently stirring the strong drink with his straw. 

"Oh, a military guy!" Grace arrived back at the table instantly, her attention riveted. " Is he handsome?" She looked from one man to the other. "I like Generals. Generals are good! Who did you say again?" 

J.D.'s expression said it all. He was annoyed, clearly, by the interruption. "Well, I know he just made me swoon!" he snapped his pique. "Serious crap here, Buttwipe! Listen up or shut up!"

"Was he in uniform?" Grace was excited, unmindful of the other man's mood. "How many medals did he have?"

"He was in his skivvies. Nowhere safe to pin medals." McGinnis was even more annoyed. "Go play some tunes, can't ya? Let us men talk in peace!"

Grace continued her babble, blissfully unaware of her shortcomings. "You're talking about Ellis, aren't you? I've seen his picture in Time." she swooned dreamily. "He has the bluest eyes I've ever seen, but he always looks like he's mad or maybe has eaten some bad tuna fish or something, ya know?"

"Lord, give me strength," J.D. muttered to himself, his fingers easing the building throb behind his eyes.

Charles was amused by his two companions' constant bickering.

"General Ellis has not been on the cover of that particular magazine. I should think he would be more circumvent. He seems to be a very private man."

"Perhaps it was the cover of Reader's Digest," J.D. suggested drily.

"Oh, don't be so smug." Grace turned up that cute little nose at them both. "I like Reader's Digest. It is a very informative venue." 

Charles fished for his Camels, his matchbook from the La Salle, and some spearmint gum. "We definitely should do some recon. I'll try to get some 'on one' with Fermi, but if all else fails, we might have to call in the big guns."

Both men looked to the woman next to them. J.D.'s eyes rested on Grace's breasts more so than her face; someone had brought up the 'big guns' theory, after all.

"Oh, now I'm wanted? I don't think so." Grace was definitely disgruntled and a bit snippy. "Scientist Guys are boring."

"It doesn't work like that. You know the rules." Charles lit his cigarette. "We put you in the game when we say. That's the deal...remember?" 

Grace offered the man her best mean frown, which actually...usually...worked on Charles Edwards, though he would be loath to admit his failing, for the gesture, transformed the sweet little face into an endearingly precious pout.

"If you don't get anything, you can move on to the military." He relented as gracefully as the situation allowed. "God help them."

Grace brightened, going off to finish her selections for the jukebox. The men continued to eat, for the waitress had brought their orders. 

Grace chose 'In the Mood' by Glen Miller, motioning for J.D. to get up and dance with her.

"I'm eating here!" McGinnis pointed out, his mouth full of a tasty burger. 

The woman sighed impatiently, coming to drag the man out of his comfortable seat. He went begrudgingly.

"God, you are such a nuisance! I lead this time, damn it!"

Edward sat back to watch the show. He envied the excellent dancers and the freedom they had to put on such a display. One the diners seemed to be enjoying as much as he himself.

Charles was far too introverted and self-conscious to be the center of attention at high noon on Kress’s small black and white checked 'dance floor. 

*****
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UNIVERSITY OF CHICAGO FACULTY LOUNGE 

Several prominent Professors sat in cushy chairs, eating at long tables of polished wood. 

Some of these well-recognized men gathered in small groups discussing various intellectual subjects. The mammoth room was filled with sunlight from several large windows that faced the East side of the campus. 

Grace stood, scanning the room, which literally screamed 'Academia' for one particular subject among the several hundred present. 

She finally recognized Enrico Fermi over by the coffee area, pouring himself a cup and conversing with several other men. They were all wearing white lab coats, and there was a grave air about each and everyone except...Enrico Fermi, who seemed gregarious and infectiously happy. 

Fermi was just like his photos from the archives Grace researched. A world-renowned Italian theoretical and experimental physicist and a man of rather imposing stature even from the distance the woman now stood. 

Grace gathered her courage, making her way through the tables and people.

Her stylish suit was form-fitting but tasteful. A short grey jacket over a calf-length skirt with tiny pleats that accentuated her waist. She had chosen grey matching heels and a cream blouse with ruffles down the front, which showcased her lovely breasts in a modest but noticeable way...if one was male, which Enrico Fermi just happened to be. 

She piled her red hair in soft curls on her head with a decorative pin holding it firmly in place. She wanted to make an impression on this fine day. One that screamed: look at me. She thought about a hat but, in the end, vetoed the notion. 

Most of the men drifted away from Enrico Fermi as he was now, definitely looking at Grace Morgan, as had most of his colleagues, but they were mannerly enough to realize that a private moment was in order. 

Approaching slowly, Grace patiently waited for Enrico Fermi's full attention, for one elderly man still lacked the finesse to make a discrete exit, still holding the Italian genius' attention. 

Grace caught Fermi's eyes, having made sure the man noticed her approach, smiling ingratiatingly for him alone.

"I'm not certain, Leo...we shall discuss it after lunch, yes? Now, if you will excuse me, I think, perhaps, this lovely young lady must be lost and in dire need of a helping hand?" He spoke more to Grace now.

Both men looked at Grace, one having turned to do so. They evidently liked what they saw, for even Leo Szilard's mood seemed to brighten a bit.

"This is the faculty lounge, My Dear. Perhaps you have." Szilard leaned slightly toward Grace, addressing her kindly but firmly.  “Lost your way?”

Grace's hand fluttered to her breast/heart area, and she managed a blush of embarrassment.

"Oh! I know!" she stated breathlessly. "But I just had to change a rebuke!" Her newfound Southern accent was well in place, as was her rather flighty mannerisms. "I simply could not pass up an opportunity to meet a living legend, Sir!" She smiled brightly at the object of her attack but remembered to include Leo Szilard in her commentary.
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