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Our Man Hoppe

We, the Stock Clerk
Saves the Clerkency

T WAS Justice of the Peace Sam Blue-

berry who first noticed the odd change
in Henry Murke, the long-time Municipal
Stock Clerk of Pocono Corners (Pop.
17481,

Physicians later attrlbuted Murke’s
personality disorder to his having become
a television addict. For weeks he devoted
every spare minute to watching history in
the making- as his nation’s leaders made
\peedles., held presa conietences and ap-

Arthur Iloppe

ly launched a vigorouis investigation of us,
the Stock Clerk.”
“Never mind the typewriter cover,”

. said - Blueberry testily. *‘What ahout the

tapes I need?” Do you have them ur don't
you?”

“We feel that question violates the con-
fidentiality of the Office of the Stock Cler-

* kency,” said Murke. ,

“Well, if you have any will you send

_them over?” said Blueberry, a desperate
© “"note-in his voice.

““Jt- would be easy for us, the Stock

"Clerk to twrn those tapes over to you,”

said Murke firmly. ‘‘However, not only
would it ‘destroy the neat arrangement we
‘Hhive. here, but being out of tapes would
inhibit. futureStock Clerks from candidly
Qpenh' granting requests from others
seeking tapes. .So we must upho]d the Con-

h, the doctrine’ of separation
ers, . :our, the Stack Clerk’s,
worn diity . to; ‘exercise executive privi-
3. the -QRoom has been saying

say so, Henry,” said
igh‘,;“but I think all of

¥ ad heart that Justlce‘ .
the papers commit-

! the~hrm says ‘that
slatements to the contrary are not
inowaﬁvo but a bunch of outright
: procedures.” -

essed that he gets
ey . woulde’t have
; "" ha says gloomily, “if we
‘g the United States.”



