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STORY HOUR. Officer Campbell tell*about the three bear* for Margaret

Five-year-old Margaret’s never

known her own father but

the town’s police department
makes a wonderful substitute

Every noontime Officer Bill Campbell
can be found at the cross street in front

of the Holy Family School in Union City,
N.J. When Officer Campbell is on duty cars
stop in all directions until the last small
straggler, retrieving a slippery school book,
is safely on the other side of the street.

Campbell, with 26 years on the Hudson
County Police Force, is no exception to the
well-known fact that cops like kids and
vice versa. Every Christmas, Campbell has
a present for each child in the Holy Family

kindergarten. He would like to give one to

every child in the school, but his good inten-
tions are bigger than his salary.

One noontime not long ago, Officer Camp-

bell caught sight of a little girl he didn’t
recognize standing on the comer with one
arm around a lamp post. She had bright

yellow hair and fixed her deep blue eyes on

him. She didn’t seem to belong with the
other schoolchildren, and made no effort to
cross the street. When the last youngster
was safe, Bill walked over, stooped down.

“What’s your name?” he said. Her eyes

fluttered down. He asked again. No answer.
“Well,” he suggested, "how would you

like to have lunch with me?” She nodded.
He took her by the hand, and they walked
to the Bergenline Restaurant. The lunch-

room was fullofmerchants and clerks. They

all knew Campbell and when they saw the
little girl, they inquired if she was his grand-
daughter. Bill said no, she wasn’t.

By the time the two sat down to lunch,

the little girl was talking. She was almost
five, she said, and her name was Margaret.

When their two hamburgers were gone,

Margaret was talking as though she would
be arrested for stopping.

Campbell walked her home to her house,
a little disturbed. His questions about her

mother and father had elicited vague replies.

He found that Margaret lived in the rear
basement of an old flat.

An elderly lady answered the bell, and

Margaret said that this was her “Grandma.”
Actually, it was her great-grandmother. The
place was dark and dismal. Officer Campbell
told Grandma that she had a wonderful
littlegirl. Grandma was frightened, at first,

but soon she realized that the policeman
meant no harm.

Took Com of Grandma

The rest is history around Hudson County

Police Headquarters, in Jersey City. Camp-
*bell, a widower for many years, with two

grown daughters of his own, began bringing

Margaret in for roll calls. Soon she was at

least as much at home at headquarters as in

her own basement. Chief Joseph Neary

became interested in little Margaret, so did

Lieutenant John Trusch, Lieutenant Fred
Kropke, Patrolman A1 Jordon and others.

Campbell’s interest didn’t end with Mar-

garet. He watched over Grandma too. He
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