JESSE MALACHI MORGAN, 18, has joined the

                    Army, and his grandmother has just voiced her worry at his

                    having to fight

                    JESS: Fight? What ever give you a crazy notion like that,

                    Grammaw? I joined the Army so's I wouldn't have to fight! Just

                    looka here - (the born story teller) - The Army sets great store by

                    knowin where ever'thing is. So ever man they put on the job, why

                    right away they just got to have another man keepin tabs on him.

                    An then they gotta have another man to keep tabs on him. Why,

                    for ever fightin man overseas, the Army's got maybe 8 or 10 fellas

                    just makin sure they don't lose him. An for ever one a them

                    overseas - fightin' or not - they's 10 or 14 fellas right here in the

                    States keepin up on them. Why that's more'n 20 to 1 odds against

                    fightin in the Army, right there. (holds up hand to stop her protest)

                    But Grammaw, here's as powerful a piece a knowledge as Cousin

                    Gene ever learned at his ole college: Pa allus said that they was

                    two things in life that don't never change: human nature and Army

                    Sergeants. Don't never tell a Sergeant you want somethin 'cause

                    he'll give you the opposite, certain sure. Now keep your eye on

                    the target, ma'am. Get a bead on it. Keep it in your sights, whilst I

                    tell you. The Army's main job is gettin you to do things you don't

                    want to - that's called Discipline. An fightin is only one thing you

                    might not want to do, so the Army sets itself to find out all the

                    things you don't want to do - that's called Processin. Sergeants do

                    that mostly, an you get Processed first thing. You follerin me?

                    (cocks an eye at her) Now I'm aimin to get 'em to send me to

                    where I can keep an eye on Pa an my girl, Opal Sue. That's my

                    target. So when this Processin Sergeant asked me what I'd like to

                    do in the Army, I told him: "Anythin - 'ceptin' Chemical Warfare."

                    Now it was hot where we was Processin, an the poor Sergeant's

                    neck was chokin out over his shirt collar - which was too tight. An

                    his belly was makin his shirt pucker round the button holes - he'd

                    either had it made tight for vanity, or et more'n he ought to since

                    he'd had it made. So when this Sergeant asked me, "Why not

                    Chemical Warfare?" I said I was just a little ole country boy

                    who'd never got more'n two whoops an a holler up the road from

                    our house. I said that if I got Chemical Warfare it'd be my luck to

                    get sent to Pine Bluff, Arkansas or worse, here to the Arms Depot

                    in Indian Landin, Missouri, an that I'd joined the Army to get

                    away from home. The Sergeant made a note a that on a card.

                    Then he asked me killer-sweet where I'd like to go if I had my

                    druthers. The poor man was near purple with the strain a tryin to

                    keep that belly a his'n sucked in. So I told him that I'd never had

                    enough to eat in my whole life, an I'd just like to go someplace

                    where I could get nice an fat - like him. That's how I got to Indian

                    Landin, Grammaw - mindin what my Pa told me, an keepin my eye

                    on the target.

