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SAF E

A soldier w as one night stoppcd by an \lilitary Policeman, whbo promptly
asked for a sighit of bis pass. Our soldier, knoNving that he had made a big break
by being on the street wvithoLut a pass, decidcd he could travel a little faster than
the big booted Militarv Policemnan, and startcd in for homne at record break-ing gait.

The Policemian not to ho robbed bis prcx' pressed rather hotly for our soldier,
xvho decidcd «< duckin- » to bc the best way out of it. This lie promptly did. and
madé for a w il knowxn, weil Ilighted building not far away.

Entcring, suili at bis record breaking pace, lie asked rather brcathlessy of the
astonislied orcrl on deck, « Say partncr, %\ bore can 1 bide, tberc's a big bootcd
.\ilitary Policcman, close hchind, and V ve got to get busy to dodgc Iimi »~.

Thc orderly, in the usual Order-ly maniner, replied « \\'elI I gucss a good place
beroe w oîld hc thbe CentraI Registrvý, nobody can fid anything tbore. »

THE TANK

It w'as a crisis. The liberty of the Empire and Issues of the War were at
stake and Reinforcements simpiy shuddered,

Staif-Captains tore their hair and swore, the Quarter-bloke sat in bis chair,
wept softly, and threatened to resign, xvhile the Victim fervently prayed for a
swxift termination of hostilities.

Pcrsonally, I believe tbe Unit w'as acting w ithin its rights in making appli-
cation for a Shoeing-Smith, and the Victim had dune bis duty in noting
aforementioned application, and forw'arding sanie througb the Proper Channels
for Necessary Action.

Six days later the Victim recei%,od notification of the despatch from
« Blighty » of I Shoeing-Smith in response to bis demnand.

Apparently everything was proceeding smootblv. The Quarter snoozed on and
dreamt offyles and Fisbing. Oncoming events had as yet cast no shadow before,
- but fate was on the job and N'orking overtim-e.

In due course the victim rcceived the Base Returns, and on perusal, was
horritied to discover that the Shoeing-Smith had landed, but was now Shoe-maher-.
There it was, quite plain, Shoe-maher-. Perhaps it was a disguise to hoodwink
the enemy. It couldn't very veil be attributed lu the vagaries of the Channel.

After considerable heavy thinking on the part of the Quarters and the Victim,
it was decided to wire the Base for information regarding the correct qualifications
of this human Chameleon.

The reply came quickly - « Private T. C. Smnith is neither a Shoeing-Smith
nor a Sboe-maker, but is a Black-smith's help. »


