D-FANMD TALES

By — Professor 1.L. Tarner

"Scrie re—written — sone just told -
Sore new — sone old.M

A few coys ago I rcad the following statencnt:
"The fubture of our wholc nation and nankind
itsclf depends upon our unoualified victory.
Therc can't be toc nmany parades, and bands,
and rousing narching songs like "Over There,
and, yes, good-laughs, to iwke the load o
little lighter as we foce the tasks at hand."

By way of beginning, I understand that lir,
tnan is having sone new expericnce since
beconing our ncw postnaster. For instance,
: b it has been reported that a short time ago an
"' ; old colored worian prescnted hersclf at the post—
offiee window and requested iir, Putnan to put a stanmp which she had on a letter that
she wished to mail. 0OF coursc, Mr. Putnan obligingly licked the staap and placed it
on the letter. It stuck beautifully. "You know," said the old colorcd woman, "I
bet I licked that stanp fifty tines and I couldn't get it to stick." lirs. Putnan
gccclved word a little later that her husband would not be at hume for lunch that
day,
Recently vne of our good neighbors went into t he Gompany Store at Lowndale to do
a little trading. Aong other things he told Ilirs, Ben Palner that he wished to buy -
a corselet for his wifc. Urs, Palner asked,"iThat bust?® "Oh, nothing," said the man,
"It just wore cut. M

Now back to the arny agein. The sergeant's foce ware a riystified look as he deposited
Privatce Tompkins into the custody of the head doctor at the Post, "Strangest casc I
have cver scecn, doctor," he concluced. "This fellow Torpkins has been wandering all
over canp the last two days picking up scraps of paper on the ground, report sheets
fron the compony clevk's office, and orders posted on the bulletin board. Fvery tine
he grabs one of the papers he crics,"This isaft it.!

As thyugh to prove the Scrgeant!'s point, Private Tonpkins suddenly rushed mst the
astunlghc-d doctor and began picking pieces of paper off his d esk. As hé lifted
cach picce of paper he cried, "This isn't it." The doctor was nonplussed.

"Cone, como, ny boy," he said in a soothing tone. "You scen to have o pretty bad
case of something or other. I don't want o break your heert, but I guess we can't

have you in the arny any nore., Sergeant, I will hold Privaote Tonpkins here while
you get his discharge papers.*

The s?rgeant returned a short vhile later and thrust,the discharge into Private
Tonpkin's hond. "Now scat," he said. FPrivate Tonpkins took one look at the paper -
ancd let out a shrick of glec. "This is it," he exclained, and vanished fron sicht,

This one is a little hoary with age. The fanous Americon hunorist, Arterms Ward,
telis nmany arusing stories of individual exploits during the Civil War. One of then
concerned an irascible and inpetient Southern Coloncl who was anxious to rejoin his
reinent and resented the snail-like pace of the dinky little train on which he
found himsclf. He stamped up to the conductor and renarked with elaborate irony,
"Will this railroad conpany allow a rere :ilitary men to give it sone advice if it
is done in & respectful nanner?" (Continued on next page)




