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Start May

million babies were born

in the United States—
our futurecitizens—the menand
women who are to be entrusted
with the affairs of tomorrow.
Precious as these little lives
were, not only to their parents
but to the country itself, one
out of every thirteen died before
its first birthday.

This tragic waste of human me-
terial must be checked. A plan
is under way to bring this about.
Every mother and father, every-
one in America who loves chil-
dren and his country, is asked to
help.

May Day, which has always
been one of the banner days of
childhood with its picnics and
its gayly-ribboned May-poles
will hereafter be known as Na-
tional Child Health Day,

'‘May-Poles—Symbols
of Health
When you see the May-poles,
think of them as symbols of
sound health for children.
All over the country members
of religious, business, fraternal,
patriotic, labor and other or-

LAST year two and a half

ganizations are working to make Child Health

Day a success.

There will be celebrations and festivals, public
gatherings and speech making. Stores from coast

Herbert Hoover's Plea

The purpose of the May Day Cele-
bration ifl to focus attention upon
our most precious national asset—out
children * 95

The ideal to which we should drive
is that there should be no child in
Americathat hasnot been bom under
proper conditions, that does not live
In hygienic surroundings, that ever
suffers from undernutrition, that does
not have prompt and efficient medical
attention and inspection, that does
notreceive primary instruction in the
elements of hygiene and good health.

It Is for the reiteration of this truth,
for the celebration of it until it shall
have become a living fact, that we
urge all people of good will to join in
the celebration of May Day as Child
Health Day*

Herbert Hoover.

First

ing attention to Child Health
Day. Business concerns, mills
and factories will have impor-
tant health demonstrations.
The men and women who are
working for an improvement in
child-health are taking steps to
safeguard the right of every
child to reach maturity in good
condition physically, mentally
and morally.

Find out what your community
is doing to celebrate May Day.
Let’s not have a slacker town or
city in all the country.

Every Home a Health
Center

Have your boys and girls phys-
ically examined at least once a
year. See that they eat the right
body-building food. Make cer-
tain that they play every day
in the fresh air,
sleep long hours
with open win-
dows and estab-
lish healthy body-
habits. Give them
buoyant, joyous
health. Endow
themwith strong,
sturdy bodies.

/\i’

V,tM

But remember that the dreams you

dream on May Firstand the plans

you make must be carried out every
day in the year to give your children

to coast will have special window displays call-

There are upward of 35 million children in the
United States who are subject to dangers in many
communities by failure of community safeguards.
In some sections of the country impure water
and impure milk are supplied. In other com-
munities Inadequate provisions for health inspec-
tion are made. Again,too few playgrounds are
opened or too many children are permitted by
law to be at work in factories when they should
be in school.

Six countries have lower Infant mortality rates
than the United States. There are many coun-
tries which lose fewer mothers in childbirth.

METROPOLITAN LIFE

the best possible chance in life.

W e need more prenatal and maternity care and in-
struction} closer supervision of health in schools}
nutrition classes} more playgrounds and a wider
system of public health measures*

The New May Day brings a plea for safeguarding
the welfare of our children. The Metropolitan
Life Insurance Company has published a booklet,
“The Child”, which is a guide and help to
mothers. Itwill be mailed free, to anyone who
asks for it, together with a Child Health Day
program prepared by the American Child
Health Association.

HALEY FISKE. President.

Published by

INSURANCE COMPANY-NEW YORK

Biggest in theWorld, More Assets, More Policyholders, More Insurance inforce, More new Insurance eackyear

Please mention

this magazine when answering advertisements
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By Henry Herbert Knibbs
Author of "Tomescal,” “The Snowbird and the Bull," Etc.
(A complete Novel)
CHAPTER I were mere incidentals in his itinerant
BILL MORNINGSTAR, SUNGAZER. career.

ILL MORNINGSTAR, smoking
his stubby pipe and gazing from
the window of the signal tower at
Leoncita Junction, shrugged his
shoulders as a passenger train slowed for
the crossing, as though passenger trains

He continued to gaze .out across the
New Mexico flats toward the distant San
Andres Range. His blanket roll lav at
his feet. He was ready to travel, and was
at the time waiting for a train—almost any
train that happened along, provided it
were eastbound and not a passenger. He
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had drifted in from the west that after-
noon on a local freight.

He explained his disembarkation at the
lone signal tower by stating that he had
decided to change cars. At first the tower-
man had viewed Bill Morningstar with
suspicion.  Bill, black bearded, with rolling
gait and bluff manner, to say nothing of
his physical bulk and his peculiar attire,
looked startlingly like certain pictures of
Captain Kidd, vaguely recollected by the
towerman as Bill sailed serenely into the
room, dropped his bundle, and declared
heartily that he liked the view from the
“wheelhouse.”

Yet a few minutes later the towerman
had forgotten his first impression in listen-
ing to Bill’s conversation, which was vivid,
bold, and not without humor.

“l take it that you been around some,”
said the towerman. '‘Don’t you ever get
tired of rambling?”

Bill shook his head. "Me, | want to
keep rambling till the bell rings. One
time | used to think if | made it around
the world easy, and takin’ in all the sights,
I would kind of settle down somewhere.
But | ain’t found the place yet, and | been
around four times.”

“Did you travel alone?” queried the
towerman.

Bill Morningstar crammed a fresh load
of tobacco into his stubby pipe, stretched
out his legs, and began to talk. This is the
story that he told the towerman.l

I WAS alone on three of me trips. It

was on me fourth that I met Bob—
“Jinglebob,” 1 used to call him—down in
the desert between Indio and Yuma. He
was a sungazer, but, mate, he weren’t no
common hobo. He was what you might
cal! a specialist in scenery.

Seems he’d been up in Los Angeles all
summer, and all of a sudden he lit out for
the desert, where he could find some scen-
ery that wasnt for sale and somebody
standin’ on it and tryin' to sell it to him.
Anyhow, that’s what he told me after |
got acquainted with him.

When | run onto him down there in the
desert he was standin’ a piece from the

road in a kind of open spot, and them
cactuses all around, and talkin’ to 'em just
like he was makin’ a speech to a regular
audience. First, | thought he was crazy.
He sees me but don't pay no attention—
just kept right on talkin’ to them cactuses.
So | squats down and lights me pipe and
listens. 1 noticed he had his bundle, same
as me, and that he was a kind of good-
lookin’, slim young fella, with gray eyes
and light-colored hair. He was shaved
and had on a old blue-serge suit, and his
shoes and his hat was in pretty good shape
for a bo.

Well, he kept right on talkin’ to the
scenery, and pretty soon | could see that
he was makin’ up poetry. | heard him
say the name of one or two places 1d
been in, like Singapore and Colombo and
Hongkong. Thinks I, mebby he aint so
crazy at that, havin’ sense enough to work
that poetry stuff off on the scenery in-
stead of folks.

MOW | aint got much use for them
A made-up yarns about things what never
happened, or poetry about things what
never could happen, but somehow, squat-
tin” out there in the desert and listenin’ to
that slim guy, | got to believin’ what he
was sayin’ just like | could see it all me-
self. Pretty soon he stops and looks my
way and nods friendly.

“Don’t mind me,” says I.

“l don’t,” he says, and turns and looks
me in the eye like he knowed all about me
and what | was thinkin’. The sun was
runnin’ hot along the railroad tracks over
by the road, and a little, white ranch house
was twinklin’ way down the valley. But
at that there was a kind of edge to the
air.

He kept on lookin’ at me like 1 was a
hundred miles away. | commences to feel
queer. 1 had to say somethin’, so | points
to some sand cranes flvin’ south down the
valley. “The birds are flvin’ south,” says
I. “The winter has begun.”

He nodded and smiled. “The birds are
flyin’ south,” he says, “the winter has be-
gun.” Only he said it just like a song.
Then he laughed. “Perhaps you think



THE SUNGAZERS 5

I’'m crazy,” he says, “but 1’'m not. How
did you like my extemporary lyric?”

“You mean that poetry you was sayin’?”
says T. “Why, it sounded all right the
first time. Try her again and I’ll listen.
| got lots of time.”

“Time?” says he, like it was a new idea.
“You’ll be mentioning money, next. But
you have agreed to listen—a rare compli-
ment. Whither are you bound, Ulysses?”
says he.

“I'm Bill Morningstar,” | tells him.
“I'm headed east. If you keep goin’ east
long enough——"" 1 says, but he stops me.

“Morningstar is a beautiful name,” he
says, serious. “My name is Bob.”

“Like hell it is!" says I. And he nods
and smiles and says, “ ‘Like hell’ is cor-
rect, Mr. Morningstar.”

“Make it Bill,” says I.

“That's a bargain!” he says, quick and
cheerful. And then he turns away like |
wasnt there and commences to talk poetry
—all about wanderin’ around the world,
and a girl by the name of Penelope with
rosebuds in her hair and kisses on her
mouth, what lived somewhere south of
anywhere 1°d ever heard of.

And say, mate, he fair made my feet
itch to be goin’ somewhere and to be seein’
sights and lookin’ for somethin' what was
just over the next hill. Pretty soon he
quits and turns to me. “It’s overland and
overland and overseas to where?” says he.

Now, it kind of took my breath, him
stoppin’ sudden like that, just like | had
to answer up right quick. His gray eyes
was dancin’ like sunshine on the water,
and a little smile kept kind of twitchin
at the corners of his mouth.

“Most anywhere that aint here,” says
I. And at that he looks at me seriouslike.

“Bill,” he says, “that’s the best answer

yet. You're a philosopher.”

“It aint the first time | been called
hard names,” | tells him. “What’s the
lay? Got a pal, or are you wolfin’it? 1’'m
gettin® tired of California. | been here

two weeks. 17 like to see somethin’ new.
If you’re goin’ anywhere, come on. It’s
up to you.”

At that he looks me over, grins, and

sticks out his hand. The minute | gripped
his hand | knowed he’d never done any
hard work; that his line was that poetry
stuff and nothin’ else. 1 asks him if he
had traveled far, and he said he’d trav-
eled too far to ever go back. | asks him
who wants to go back, anyhow. And he
waves his hand to the scenery and then
he says, slow and serious:

“The mountains are all hid lit mist, the valley is
like amethyst,
The poplar leaves they turn and twist, oh, sil-
ver, silver, greent
Out there somewhere along the sea a ship is
waiting patiently,
While up the beach the bubbles slip with
white afloat between.”

Yes, he could catch holt of an idea like
that, and make poetry of it as easy as
rollin’ out biscuit dough. Only they
werent no ship or no beach or no sea—
just desert. And what he called poplar
leaves was cottonwoods down by that
ranch house.

Well, anyhow, he picks up his bed roll
and swings into the rope and we cross
over to the road and beat it down the
valley till we come to where the Salton
Sea is twinklin’ blue in the sun, and one of
them government water-hole signs pointin’
back to a spring somewhere near the hills.

We camped early at the spring. Bab,
he set there lookin’ acrost to the other
range, on the west. | picks up some wood
for a fire and asks him how he.is hooked
up for grub. He unrolls his blanket and
takes out some crackers and a couple of
little boxes of sardines. That was all he
had. He didnt even have a can to make
coffee in.

| seen that hittin’ the grit was new to
him, with all his easy-goin’ way of talkin’
about travelin’ out there somewhere and
then some. “Jinglebob,” says I, “you may
be all right when it comes to manufac-
turin’ poetry. So is a mockin’ bird set-
tin” on a pussy-willow perch. But when it
comes to sungaztn’ you’re kind of short
on the commissary. Sardines do take the
curse off dry crackers, but them little imi-
tation fish won’t carry you far when it
comes to a long strut acrost this unfor-
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givin’ landscape. Coffee is what you need,
and bread, and a couple of boiled eggs and
some tomatoes.”

“Then let’s have ’em.” says he, like I
was the waiter and him dinin” at a swell
ot | got kind of hot in the neck, but
honest, mate, | couldn’t get mad at him.
And right on top of that he says, “l hope
you didn’t forget to fetch along the but-
ter, also.”

“Where was you raised?” says I, feelin
kind of sarcasticlike.

“In the Garden of Eden,” says he.
“And Lilith dwelt there also.”

“Was Lily one of the help?” says I,
‘or did she run the joint?”

“Bill,” says he, lookin’ at me solemn,
“you’re a wonder!”

I SEE it was no use tryin’ to make him
1 heave to by firin’ a shot across his
bows. He kept right on just like he
hadn’t noticed anything. So | sets to and
boils the coffee, with the eggs boilin’ in it
at the same time. | spreads out a news-
paper and slices some bread and opens a
can of tomatoes with me jackknife.

He fetches over the sardines and crack-
ers, and by the time the sun had touched
the top of the San Jacinto Range we had
tucked away all the grub in sight, except
half a loaf of bread and the coffee for
breakfast. Seems he could eat hearty, or
go without eatin’ much, and it didn’t make
much difference.

“Now,” says I, after we had our grub,
“I’m goin’ to put you wise to a few
hitches.  First, you want to get yourself
a can, like mine, with a balin>~wire han-
dle on it, and another can what fits inside,
and you can keep your coffee in that.
When the coffee gets used down a bit you
can pack three, four eggs in it and they
wpn't break. And get yourself a strip of
light canvas and bread will keep fresh,
wrapped up in it, for quite a while.

HMWith eggs and bread and coffee and
your bed roll, you can live anywhere and
not have to go hungry or ask for a hand-
out. | always keep a little salt in one of
these here envelopes. It helps some, and
is good for cuts, likewise. And | keep

some extra matches Jn a bottle in case it
rains.”

And—would yon believe it 2—that there
Jinglebob grins over the cigarette he is
rollin’ and says: “Very interesting and
concise, Bill, but why should | take all that
trouble when you can do it so much bet-
ter than | can?”

“Goddlemighty I” says 1. “Do you think
I’'m goin' to rustle grub for both of us
and you settin’ on your pants doin’ nothin’
but watch me work? Here | been and
rustled wood for the fire and done the
cookin’ and everything but feed you with
a spoon, and you set there gazin’ at the
scenery—until | told you to come and get
it. You ain't turned a hand since we lit
here,” says I.

“But | turned this,” says he. “Listen,
Bill.” And he waves his hand, and this
is what he gives me:

“The tide hounds race far up the shore, the
hunt is on: the breakers roar!
Her spars are tipped with gold, while o'er
her deck the spray is flung:
The buoys that rollick in the bay, they nod
the way, they nod the way!
The hunt is up; | ani the prey! The hunter's
bow is strung!

And, mate, the way he said it made it
seem like that there Salton Sea was the
real thing, and the tide poundin’ in, and
an outbound ship heeled over, with the
buoys noddin’ like everything was all
right, and the spray flyin’ salt and strong
in your face. You see, that there slim
guy kind of had the knack of makin’ you
feel the words, instead of just hearin
em. It was kind of like bein’ mesmer-
ized, while it lasted.

“While you rustled wood for the fire, |
rustled that,” says he. “How do you
like it ?”

And | tells him 1 likes it fine.

DILL MORNINGSTAR turned and
glanced out of the tower window as a
westbound passenger moved slowly over
the crossing. He gestured toward the
passenger train with his huge red paw.
“They think they’re seein’ the country,
but they aint,” he declared contemptu-
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ously. “They're just goin’ somewhere in
a hurry.”

“I been here five years,” said the tower-
man, indicating the levers with a nod.
“Right here—and only one trip—Petri-
fied Forest—that chunk over there,” and
he gestured toward a piece of petrified
wood serving as a paper weight.

“Married?” queried Bill Morningstar,
taking up the chunk of petrified wood and
glancing at it casually. The towerman
nodded.

“Petrified," declared Bill. His meaning
was a trifle obscure; and, observing the
peculiar expression on the towerman’s thin
and sallow face, Bill hastened to obliter-
ate any possible misinterpretation. “That’
different!” he said heartily. “A married
man belongs to home.

“But there was a married man once,
and a millionaire at that, who tore loose
from his moorin’; and went driftin’
around the country, seein’ things. But he
went back home, after a while, account of
his family tryin' to make the lawyers
think he was dead, and puttin’ his business
in the hands of a receiver, which same
was his brother-in-law. But he got home
in time to save the bacon—only in his case
it was pickles. | know, because it was me
started him to ramblin’.”

Ignoring the real flavor of Bill Morn-
ingstar's desultory narrative, the tower-
man stated that he had a brother-in-law
down in Mecca, 'in the Imperial Valley.

Bill, who had turned to gaze out of the
window, seemed absorbed in watching the
sunset hills of San Andres. The word
“Mecca,” however, seemed to recall him

to himself. He went on with his yarn.
MECCA? | been there, too. | crossed

the hot sands. And Algiers, and
Samarkand. They ain’t so wonderful

when you get there. Goin’ to ’em is the
best—and what you see on the way.
That’s what ails us fellas with the nervous
feet. We’re always lookin’ for something
new—bigger and more interestin’ than
what we’ve seen.

That’s what ailed Jinglebob—that, and
liguor. Not that he drank a whole lot

more than | did. But it worked differ-
ent on him." Now | could take a couple
of drinks and get lit up, and sing and feel
like a million dollars, which is one way
of gettin’ rich quick. But when Bob got
to drinkin’ he took it serious and couldn’t
quit until it put him down for the count.

But everything he done was like that.
He had to go the limit. | recollect one
time down in the islands. He’d been over
in one of them native huts all night, vis-
itin” and singin’ them mournful songs, and
drinkin’ some. Bein’ young and good
lookin’ he made a hit with the natives.

| was settin’ on the beach that mornin’,
kind of thinkin’ things over, when he
comes, walkin’ slow and proud, like mebby
he was a king out of a job, or somethin’.
| see right away that he was fightin’ his
liquor hard.

He set down alongside of me with his
knees drawed up and his head on his
knees, like he was asleep. 1 just said
nothin’, waitin’ for him to make up his
mind what he was goin’ to do next. After
a while he sets up straight.

“Bill,” he says, quiet and low, “catch
holt of the rope.” You see, when he felt
he was slippin’ he would always say, “Bill,
catch holt of the rope,” meanin’ for me to
stand by and heave him a line before he
sunk clean out of sight.

“I’'m listenin’,” says I, knowin’ that the
only way he could get square with himself
was to loosen up, and tell his Uncle Bill
all about it. | guess mebby that was my
job—Ilistenin’ and sayin’ nothin’, even if
they was times | wanted to give him hell.

Anyhow, it kind of helped him to get
over one of them black spells. Him bein’
a college guy and mighty proud and inde-
pendent, made me feel queer when he
would let me in on them things what
bothered him. Sometimes | didn’t savty
what he was talkin’ about—but | used Ao
let on I did, by sayin’ nothin’. r'

“Bill,” he says, kind of smilin’, and his
face dead white and his gray eyes burnin’,
“Bill, I'm a dam’ fool.”

| says nothing.

“The liquor,” says he, only mebby he
said kava or wine or somethin’, “was like
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melted opals. We drank from coconut
shells. We feasted and drank and talked,
and Atu sang of the islands in the old
days, Atu wore a red flower in her hair.
It seemed that T had been here ages ago.
The folly of a dream.” says he.

And he sets lookin’ at the sea, rollin’
smooth and oily and slippin’ up the sand,
with the mornin’ sun shootin’ red streaks

acrost, like silk veils wavin’ and floatin’
on the water.
dlisten, Bill,” he says after a while,

just as if 1 wasn’t doin’ that and nothin’
else. Then he hands me this:

“The woven hut that fronted on the sand,
The crimson parrakeets, the languorous fronds,

The laughter of the maidens, hand in hand,
Who ran to bathe among the lily ponds:

The palms, the moon, the starlit melody,
Sweet indolence and dusky faces sweet,
The pallid bloom of stars upon the sea,
The cool of night, the calm, the dream com-
plete.”

He asks me with his eyes how I liked
it and | tells him | liked it fine. You see,
| used to learn them pieces of his just
like he said ’em, by listenin’ to him and
askin’ him to say ’em, ’‘cause sometimes
I could get him out of a black spell by
gettin’ him to say his poetry. And it kind
of interested him to think 1 would take the
trouble to learn his stuff.

ANYHOW, he was goin’ on, makin’ up
poetry about them islands, and that
there dusky village girl, as he called her,
when | says: “Lay off the dream stuff,
Bob. Here comes the little lady herself.”
And, sure enough, down the beach,
smilin’ in the mornin’ sun, comes that lit-
tle, slim, brown Atu girl, with a red flower
behind her ear, and not havin’ on more’n
was necessary. She looks at Bob and
says somethin’ low and soft, and holds out
her hand.
“Atu,” says Bob, and gets up and bows,
“this is my comrade, Bill Morningstar.”
But that slim little trick—she weren't
more than fourteen or fifteen years old
—can't see nothin’ but me pal with his
white face and gray eyes, and hair gleamin’

like gold in the sunlight. | was wishin’
I was young and good lookin’ and not an
old walrus all nicked up from battin’
around the world.

And, mate, even when her eyes was
callin’ to him, and her smile, and the way
she moved her arms like seaweed floatin’
on a wave, Bob says to me, whisperin”
“Catch holt of the rope, Bill.”

“Remember Penelope,” says I. “Penel-
ope is waitin’ for you, out there some-
where.”

And at that he turns on me and fair
burns me with them gray eyes, and the
lines commence to set at the corners of
his mouth, and | know he is mad, but he’s
caught holt of the rope and ain’t goin’
to sink.

Well, the girl didn't get mad. Them
island girls aint built that way. They are
just happy, or mournful. Anyhow, she
stood lookin” kind of sad, and one hand
on her breast and the other stretched out
like she was beggin’ him to change his
mind.

But Bob was game. He turns and
walks off down the beach, and seein’ as
there was nothin’ for me to do but follow
him, 1 do the same. And when | catch
up with him, way down by the point, he
swings round, smilin’ and cheerful.

“Bill,” be says, “you’re certainly a won-
der!”

CHAPTER Il.

JINGLEBOB.

AN eastbound freight whistled for the

block. The towerman glanced at his
watch, which lay on the table, reached for
a lever, and presently, after the rumble of
the freight had subsided, turned to Bill
Morningstar.

“But what did you fellas do before you
got to those islands? You said you were
down in the Imperial Valley------ 7

He paused, and Bill nodded reminis-
cently.

“You must have had a tough time of
it down around Yuma and crossing the
desert,” said the towerman. “YOu being
used to roughing it and him a tenderfoot,
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f should think you could have made it
faster alone,”

Bill Morning-star raised his huge hands
as though to expostulate, then dropped
them to his sides as though he considered
it a hopeless task to try to enlighten one
so evidently unable to appreciate the free-
dom of unscheduled journeying, the joy
of chance comradeship on the road, and
the absolute indifference of a sungazer—
Bill’s name for an itinerant gentleman of
the highways—to time or haste. So he
went on with his yarn.

\I/ELL, I didn’t quit him, mostly because

V he didn’t quit me. You see, Jingle-
bob, with all his fancy ideas of poetry and
edducation and such, was just a sufferin’
booh like me, or anybody. Only, he was
more honest about it than most. And he
had all kinds of nerve. He’d stick to the
finish.

I recollect how down in Tucson, one
night, we got into a tangle with some
Mexicans. You see, after we hoofed it
into Yuma, we held kind of a committee
meetin’ regardin’ our financial standin’,
like.

I wasnt yearnin' to cross New Mexico
and Texas on foot. It ain’t good goin’
for a bo, in them States. The towns act
like they was scared of each other, bein’
so far apart. Anyhow, we camped just
over the river, acrost from Yuma.

It was gettin’ along toward winter, and
the weather down there was fine. We was
settin’ by our fire, that night, and | says
to Bob: “Bob, what do you say to hit-
tin’ the plush to El Paso, southern route,
Sunset Unlimited—and then mebby we can
beat the cold weather to New York, and
ship on a cattle boat acrost the pond?”

“Hittin” the plush?” he says, like he
didnt understand ridin’ in a passenger
coach.

“Sure!” says I. “In a regular train
with a ticket in your hatband and every-
thing.”

“Why,” says he, kind of slow, “I don’t
object, if you dont.”

“Th»t aint the main idea,” says |I.
“The main idea is, | got about six dollars

in me jeans. We couldn’t more’n get out
of town on that.”

“Oh. it’s money you mean!” he says,
smilin’ kind of funny. “How much would
we need ?”

“Well,” says I, “it’s a fair jump. Fifty
would do it.”

“Easy!” he says, and rolls a cigarette
and sets lookin’ at the fire. “However,”
he says, “I’ll have to buy a new shirt, and
get my clothes pressed and my shoes
shined.”

“Why not buy a silk hat and a Prince
Albert, and spend the whole six?” says
I, him takin’ my idea so offhand.

“That won’t be necessary,” says he, like
he meant it serious. “Call me at six,
James.”

“l got kind of hot in the neck, but,
honest, |1 couldn't get mad at him. So
we turn in, and I'm wonderin’ how Bob
is goin’ to make fifty plunks, and | go to
sleep wonderin’. Next rnornin’, after we
had our coffee and somebody’s chicken
what got tangled up in me feet crossin’
the road the evenin’ before. Bob washes
up the second time, and brushes his blue-
serge suit the best he can, and tells me
he’ll be back at sundown. Him bein’ so
offhand and independent, | do the same.
“So long,” says I. “And don’t take any
wooden nickels.”

DEFORE he went | gave him three of

me six bucks, and, kind of suspectin’
that liquor was his failin” and mebby he’d
headed for the first saloon to get his
clothes pressed and a shine, | headed for
the same, but he wasn't there. | didn’t
locate him until about noon, when, sure
enough, he comes out of the newspaper
office, lookin’ slick and full of business
and walkin’ brisk. You never would of
took him for the same Bob.

He steps up to me and says: “Just the
man 1’'m lookin” for!” like he never saw
me before. “You’re a tramp, ain’t you?”
he says. “I'm doin’ a little feature stuff
for the Enterprise® he says, “a story a
day for six days at ten dollars a story.
That’s the contract. Tell me what you
think of the climate of Yuma in winter,
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and what is your opinion as to a rush of
tourists this season 7’

“The climate suits me fine,” says |I.
“And the tourists most always rush.”

Then he steps up closter. “I landed a
job, Bill,” says he. “I am doing feature
stuff for the newspaper. Having recently
arrived from the East, so to speak, and
knowing nothing whatever about Yuma,
I am telling the nation all about Yuma
as a winter resort. Joke of it is the En-
terprise has about five thousand subscrib-
ers, and they all live right around Yuma.
But then,” he says, “they will like to hear
about their own town.

“When you read my first story, to-mor-
row morning, you will notice that | have
taken a little bungalow on the outskirts,
where it is quiet. Officially, | came here
for a rest.”

“If you get back to camp before | do,”
says I, “you’ll find your little bungalow
in that arroyo near the road where |
cached it with mine, this mornin’. | savvy.
I’ll lay low while you do your stuff.”

“Correct!” he says, and swings round
and starts off down the street and stops a
man in front of the hardware store and
commences to talk to hint like he knowed
him all his life.”

“A week in this burg,” thinks I, “is too
much. But mebby | can stand it.”

But the second day, what with loafin’
round camp, | got to feelin’ nervous in me
feet, so I hires out to a livery barn, and
what with swingin’ a fork and a shovel
and pushin’ a broom and cuffin’ down
horses, | managed to stick it out. Satur-
day night Bob comes into camp with about
forty dollars in his pocket. 1 had six
from workin’ in the livery, so it looked
like we would be gettin’ on the move
again.

“How did you do it?" | asks him, bein’
curious, because if he could go out and
nick forty or fifty bucks in a week, what
was he doin’ ramblin' with a hard-shell
like me? Now he had a way of sometimes
answerin' questions kind of backwardlike.

“Bill,” he says, smilin’, “do you know
what M. A. stands for?”

Now | got kind of hot in the neck, him

askin’ a fool question like that when 1 ask
him somethin’ sensible. “Not bein’a eddu-
cated guy, like you." says I, “lI dont, un-
less mebby it stands for puttin’ on side
when a pal asks you a straight question.”

At that he got to lookin’ mournful. "I
beg your pardon,” he says. Then he
laughs. “M. A. stands for Miserable
American,” says he.

“Well, the woods are full of ’em,"” says
. “But, anyhow, you got the dough, and
if you can’t smile at that. 1’ll do the smil-
in” and you can cry in your coffee. Cheer
up, old-timer!” savs I. “For there is the
road windin’ mile after mile, and nothin’
to do but go."

“Glory in excelsior!” says he. “Where
did you get that line?” And he perked up
and drunk his coffee, and gets all excited
and says we can catch a train for El Paso
that evenin’, and for me to get ready, and
I asks him what | got to get ready.”

“That's so!” he says. "There’s nothing
to do but go." And we get busy and rope
our bed rolls and mooch over to town.
We was passin’ that newspaper office
when | asks him if he had them newspa-
per stories he’d been writin’, seein’ as |
would like to read 'em while takin’ me
ease on the plush. He looked surprised.

“Oh, that stuff!” he says, scornful.
“That literature | am leaving to poster-
ity.”

“You might of kept the papers} to start
a fire with, anyhow,” says 1.

“Perhaps | have started a fire,” he
says, smilin’ peculiar. And then he says,
quick, “I’ll take that back.”

“You're shootin’ in the dark,” says I,
not gettin’ him.

“In the dark,” he says, kind of mourn-j*
ful. And then he laughs and says that tfjj];
morning star is shinin’ iust the same.

“Thats a switch light,” | tells him.
And by the same token we are at the
station, and what do you think he done?
He struts in and planks down the price
of two tickets to El Paso and two berths
on a Pullman before | could head him off.

“Number  four and number six,
George,” says Bob to the porter, and at
that the negro steps lively, mebby thinkin’
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we are millionaires travelin' under con-
sumed names, or somethin’.

vinyhow, Bob puts on a most amazin’
front, breezin’ down the aisle like he was
born and raised in a Pullman. | tags
along behind him, feelin’ like all the swells
are wonderin’ why Bob hadn’t sent me to
the cleaners before he hired me for his
valet. But Bob didn't put on no airs
with me.

And what with there bein’ no fresh air
and no chance to smoke, or even talk
natural, 1 got to feelin’ hot in the neck.
I was feelin” sore, account of Bob get-
tin” us into society instead of where we
belonged, which was out with the coyotes
and rabbits. | was sweatin’ like a stoker,
and pretty soon Bob says: “Take off your
coat, Bill, and make yourself comfort-
able.”

“Thanks," says I, "but only that Hash
guy up ahead, with the diamond cuff but-
tons and the silk shirt, has took off his
coat in this here car, and seein’ as how |
always did hate to expose my jewelry in
public, 1 keeps mine on. As you was
sayin’ the other day, a gent is known by
his works—and | ain’t figurin’ to let the
dust get into mine," says I.

\ XD then the young lady what was set-

tin” acrost the aisle, readin’ a magazine,
smiled, and | seen her, and she looked
away quick, and Bob he grins like a kid,
and the young lady she looks right past
me at Bob and smiles again, and | get hot
in the neck and mooch back to the smok-
in” room and light me pipe, and things
ain't so bad.

After a while Bob shows up and says
to come on back and be introduced to the
young lady, who is anxious to meet me.
“She’s a regular girl—no foolishness,”
says Bob. “She’s Miss Penelope Armi-
tage. Her father owns the Enterprise.”

“So that’s the answer to them looks she
was givin’ you?” says .

“That’s the answer,” says Bob.

“Short and sweet,” says I. “Now |
know why Pm ridin’ in a Pullman.”

Bob, he kind of blushed and pulls one
of them newspapers from his pocket and

says to read the article called “A Wander-
er's Notebook," which I done. And, sure
enough, there was one of them stories
about hobos and wanderin’, and the des-
ert, and camp fires, and all that stuff. And
it was wrote just like 1’d said it meself,
includin” what | thought about the cli-
mate of Yuma in winter, and how tourists
always rushed. And it was signed “Bill
Morningstar.”

Says 1: “I'll have you pinched for
forgery and conduct unbecomin' of a gen-
tleman for institutin’ these here incrimi-
natin’ intestimonials.” And | reads her
again, and she sure sounded good, but I
didnt let on to Bob that | liked his yarn.

“Quit fooling," says Bob. “Come on,
and meet Miss Armitage. She’s inter-
ested in our—our manner of life,” he
says. “Be a sport, Bill!"

“All right,” says I. “If she can stand
it, 1 can.”

And so we go on up forward, and Bob
tells her this is me, and she bows and
shakes hands like | was a regular society
bug. Then she moves over in the other
seat and says, “Won't you sit down, Mr.
Morningstar ?”

“And honest, mate, she done it all so
smooth and natural that | was settiu’
alongside of her and talkin® before |
knowed it. She had one of them news-
papers in her hand and says as how my
story is fresh and original, and did Sir.
Andover write the stories, really, and
was | the Bill Morningstar mentioned.”

“It’s me, all right,” says I. “But Bob
done it. You see, miss,” says I, “he’s a
edducated guy, and, our finances bein’ kind
of weak, he hires out to this here paper so
we can get enough cash to ride on the
plush instead of a rattler, naturallike.
We're sungazers, by rights,” says .
“We ought to be hittin’ the grit, instead
of struttin’ the velvet, but seein” as we’re
signed up for the voyage, we’re makin’
the best of what could be worse, but not
much.”

“Sungazers!" she says, like she was
mighty interested. “Then sungazers hit
the grit more often than they strut the
velvet? T never, never heard those ex-
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pressions before.
ing!”

“Well,” says I, “it ain't for me to brag,
but me and Bob is pretty fair samples of
sungazers. Course, tbey's a lot of them
expressions you ain’t heard, bein’ as you
are a lady. You see, on the road it is
different. Most everything we say means
somethin’.  Bob was kind of green, at
first, but lie’s catchin’ on fast. Me, | been
around four times.”

“Around the world?” she says, like that
was somethin’ wonderful.

“And back again," says I.

She gives kind of a little sigh, and sets
there, thinkin’ about somethin’. Pretty
soon she asks me what “sungazers” means
and where the expression come from.

"Well,” says I, “it means a guy what is
always lookin’ for the sun to come up in
the mornin’, bein' as how the sun is his
stove, mostly, and his clock, and kind of
friendly, bein’ always on the move, same
as he is.

“They aint many folks ever see the
sun,” says I, by way of explainin’ to her.
“They know the sun is shinin’ or it ain’t.
But they dont look at it, ‘cause you can
only look at it in the mornin’ and the eve-
nin’ without hurtin’ your eyes, and most
folks ain’t up at sunrise, and they are too
tired at sunset to pay much attention to
anything but gettin’ home to supper.

“You see, miss,” says I, “folks what
ramble, like me and Bob, and ain* tied to
any job, kind of tie to the sun and the
weather and the moon and the stars, and
hills and such. 1 don’ know who was the
first to call us sungazers. | guess the
name kind of just growed up out of it-
self.”

"Thank you,” she said, smilin’ friendly.
After that she didn’t say nothin—just set
there like she was happy and satisfied with
everything. And | guess if she was think-
in’ of sungazers, Boh was the one.

| think they’re charm-

DRETTY soon the porter commences

shiftin’ scenery and haulin’ out blan-
kets and pillows from up aloft and riggin’
up the bunks and hangin’ them green cur-
tains ; so | mooches back to the smokin’

room, seein' as how | never slept in one
of them mummy cases. Thinks I, 1 can
snore just as loud back here in the stern
cabin as | can behind curtains.

After a while Bob shows up, and him
not sayin’ anything. 1 ask him, polite,
did he know that young lady was goin’ to
El Paso when he bought our tickets on
the Pullman. “Same train, same car,
same newspaper,” says |. by way of keep-
in” up the talk.

Bob kind of blushed, and said what dif-
ference did it make, and that he got the
only berths left, and trains was public
conveyances, and that if | didnt like the
arrangement | could stick me head out of
the window and get it knocked off by the
first post that come along.

I seen he was kind of upset about some-
thin’, so | says: “Now wait a minute!
Actin’ haughty ain’t goin’ to buy us no

breakfast. | ain’t no college guy and no
poet,” says I, “but there’s nothin’ wrong
with me head, at that. Speakin’ plain,”
says I, “that little lady has been lookin’

at you, and tryin’ not to, and you been
doin’ your hell-firedest not to look at her
ever since we climbed aboard the yacht.
And | noticed by the paper that Miss
Penelope Armitage is leavin’ Yuma this
evenin’ for a distended trip East.

“When | ask you did you know she
was goin’ back East before you bought
our tickets, you turn your blow torch on
me like you was goin’ to peel all my pa'int
off. Do you think my brains is ossified
just because 1 aint been to college?”
says |.

And at that Bob reaches out his hand in
that quick way of his and shakes me hand
and says: “Bill, you’re a wonder! But
even if everything was as you think it is, |
wouldnt have a chance in the whole, wide
world.”

Him dippin’ his colors, handsome. Ilike-
that, and signalin’ friendly, 1 gets over
feelin’ sore and hails him hearty. “All is
snug below and aloft,” says I. “And
don’t you let your Uncle Bill bein’ an-
chored in port interfere with your cruisin’
around with any kind of a cratt in tow.
Mebby you ain’t got a chance in the world,
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but hope springs a turtle in the human
nest.”

And at that Bob looks at me like he
was goin’ to faint and says, “Say that
again, Bill.”

But before | could do it he com-
mences to laugh just like I was jokin’ in-
stead of talkin’ serious. But when he got
through laughin’, he went serious, lookin’
mournful like he was thinkin’ about some-
thin’ a couple of thousand miles away.
IT was gettin’ late, and we was zoomin’

along at a pretty good clip, and pretty
soon Bob says we better turn in. | told
him all right and to go ahead. “Ain't you
cornin’ to bed ?” he says, and | tells him:

“No, but I'm goin’ to bed." And he
says:  “All right. Finish your smoke,”
and goes out.

Nobody was in the smokin' room, so |
stretches out on the long seat for a snooze.
First thing | know, in comes the porter
and commences shufflin' around puttin’
up clean towels and dustin' and wipin’ the
machinery and singin’ a little tune. When
he gets through he tells me me berth is
made up.

“So is me mind." | tells him. “This
bunk suits me, and if you want to live
till mornin’, get out of me boodwar and
stay out.”

He says, “Yassah!  Yassah!” and
starts for the door. So | take a snooze
for mebby a couple of hours and then
wake up, and there is that porter kneelin’
on the floor of the smokin’ room and
practicin’ shootin’ craps and makin’ mo-
tions like a monkey playin’ with a couple
of walnuts he can’t bust. First I think
I’ll give him the run, but next | think dif-

ferent. So | stretches and says: *“Hello,
George! What’s the game you’re play-
ini?”

“Craps, boss!” says he. “I'm tryin’
’em out, gettin’ ready to give those dinin’
car niggers a pow’ful surprise. | show
'em!” says he, chucklin’ like a leaky valve
on a condenser.

“Show me how you do it,” says I. “The
game looks interestin’.” At which he gets
up and peeks around the curtain, and

comes back, and | squat down and he
shows me how he plays the game.

After a while | show him how | play
the game, and in a couple of hours | got
everything off him except his uniform.
Then | tells him he can learn, mebby, if
the tourist trade holds out, and that | lost
a lot of sleep and want to catch up. But
he didnt have brains enough to get mad.
"Stead of that he goes out and fetches in
a pillow, and 1 tells him to go fetch an-
other one for me other ear, to keep the
cinders out, which he done, cheerful.

Then | hand him a dollar and tell him
it will give him a start to clean out the
dinin-car crew. He thanks me polite,
and that’s the last |I see of him till
mornin'.

Bob comes in the smokin’ room in the
mornin’ and washes up and asks me how
| slept. | told him with me feet hangin’
over the end of the seat, but, savin’ that,
pretty good. He whistles a tune and says
nothin’ for quite a spell. Then he says,
sudden, “How about breakfast?”

“Finel” says I. “But who’s goin’ to
pay for it?”

“Are you broke, too?” says he.

“Well, it aint your fault if | aint,”
says |. “But while you been dreamin’, |
been speculatin’ in ivory.” And | hauls
out a couple of handfuls of change and

bills. “The porter and me had a game of
craps,” says | careless. And 1 let it go
at that.

Bob he looks at me queer and whistles.

“You’re a wonder!” he says. “And the
ravens have provided for Job.”
“Ravens is right!” says I. “If that

porter ain’t ravin’, he will be when he gets
time to think about it.”

“Were they his dice?” says Bob.

“They were,” says |. “But they
wouldn’t been his if he’d played a little
longer.  Speakin’ of dice, if doughnuts
don’t cost more’n ten dollars a pair on
this here ramblin’ Waldorf-Astoria, we
might crack one between us, and then the
ice water is free.”

Knowin’ | wasnt the kind to throw
good money away, just because | had a
handful of it, Bob steps kind of easy.
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“Two and a half will see us through,”
says he.

“How much do they charge for a feed ?”
| asks him.

“A dollar, for breakfast. Fifty cents
for the waiter, of course,” says he, kind
of offhandlike.

“Well,” says I, “I’'m willin’ to try and
eat a dollar’s worth of grub, just to get
even with the company, but I'll be keel-
hauled if Il pay for the waiter’s break-
fast. Let the company feed him.”

“It’s customary,” says Bob, grinnin’ like
a kid that knows what you mean, but
don’t want to let on he knows.

“That’s what | thought,” says |I.
“Waiters has got to eat, just the same as
white folks.”

CO we got up and started down the aisle

and round a mahogany bend and acrost
a platform and round another mahogany
bend, and down another aisle, with shoes
stickin’ out, and valises, and curtains wig-
glin’, and after walkin’ a couple of miles
we come to the dinin’ car, with the white
tablecloths, and the silver and glass shinin’
bright, and windows what you could see
out of.

And when | seen all them swells, |
wisht | was out in the brush, with Bob
settin’ alongside, and us boilin” the billy,
and nothin’ in sight but road and sky.
The seats was all filled up except two at
a table where a kind of fat, important-
lookin’ gent and a lady was peckin’ away
at their grub. Right away | seen the din-
in’-car boss hadnt fell in love with me at
first sight, ’cause, when we first come in,
the dinin’-car boss holds up his hand, with
one finger stickin’ up, and says, “One?”
and smiles oily.

“Two,” says Bob. The dinin’-car boss
Pretends he is surprised, but it dont do
him no good.

. The fat guy with the couple of chins
apd the stummick gives us a hard look
and then goes to peckin’ at his melon.
We set down beside him and his lady.
She is lookin’ at us sideways and haughty,
and pretty soon she turns to the fat guy.

“Tramps!” she kind of hisses, like she

was pertendin’ we couldnt hear it, and
knowin’ we could. “Aloisius,” she says,
“if you dont speak to the dining-car con-
ductor, | will.”

“Now, take it easy!” says the fat guy
to her, kind of like he was scared she was
goin’ to throw a fit, or somethin’ else.
She give me a look like 1 was a bottle of
poison, or a horn toad or somethin’, and
tells that there Aloisius that she wouldn’t
stand it. And at that the fat guy kind
of shrugs his shoulders like he was licked
and calls the dinin’-car boss.

“My wife objects to eating breakfast in
such company,” he says to the dinin’-car

boss. “We consider it somewhat of an
imposition. Cant you find us another
table 7’

Bob, he set there, readin’ the bill of
fare, but I see him get kind of white,
like he’s fightin’ to keep from sayin’ some-
thin’. I got hot in the neck, and seein’ as
| was payin’ for the grub, and behavin’
meself, | turns around to the fat guy and
says:

"Pardner, if you weren’t a bald-headed
old porpoise and too useless with your
hands to mess up, 1’d take me foot off the
safety valve and wreck somethin’. | been
around the world three times,” says I,
“and | been what you might call a sort
of prodigal son, feedin’ on chicken when
it was handy, and shucks when | couldn’t
get nothin’ else. But this is the first time
I ever set down to a table to eat \yith a
hog who wanted the whole trough to him-
self. But, bein’ a gent, I'm leavin’ the
whole works to you.”

And at that | stands up, but Bob pulls
me sleeve and tells me to sit down and
order my breakfast.

“Mebby that’s a good idea,” says |I.
And | see that folks is lookin” at us and
the eyes of the waiter is rollin’ around
loose, like marbles in a cup. The fat guy
he swelled up just like one of them poi-
son spiders, and his wife she starts to
glarin’ sideways at me and sniffin’ and
cockin’ one of her chins. Pretty soon she
says to this here Aloisius, *“Aloisius
Brandstatter, 1'm going to leave the ta-
ble!”
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“Thanks for that,” says I, “for we’re
goin’ to need it.”

And we stood up and let ’em squeeze
out. The fat guy give the dinin’-car boss
a talk, and then he and his wife went
sailin' down the aisle like a couple of canal
boats, with everybody lookin” at ’em what
wasn't lookin” at us. Then a waiter
glides up, soapy. “Clear away the gar-
bage,” says I, “and fetch us some ham
and eggs and coffee.”

DOB is lookin’ kind of serious, but pretty
soon he cheers up and says: “Bill,
you're all right!” And | tells him that
aint no news, and seein’ as how | kept me
hands off the fat guy, mebby I am. Bob
grins and says he is sorry.
“For what?” says I, feelin’ kind of
perked up after me first mug of coffe.
“Well, for everything—the embarrass-

ment, the------ ” And he stops.
“If you’re meanin’ me,” says I, “just
forget it. We got our seats at this here

table, and our grub, and we're rollin’ down
to El Paso, and that’s what we got aboard
the train for."

Bob looks at me friendly, and pretty
soon the waiter fetches in a couple of fin-
ger bowls and | dips me flippers in like 1
was scared to get ’em wet and wipes ‘em
on me napkin, and tosses it careless on the
table. “What’s the damages?” says | to
the waiter, puttin’ on that high-tone stuff
just to show Bob | knowed the ropes.

Then we struts down the aisle, and,
seein’ as some of the folks are lookin’ at
us, I nod and smile friendly, and honest,
mate, some of ’em smiled back just like
they was human.

CHAPTER II1.
ALOISIUS JOINS UP.

A"1/HEN we got back to our car, Bob was
for takin’ his regular seat, but |
wanted to smoke, so Bob goes up forward
and | go in the smokin’ room. | guess
that suited Bob all right, for it give him
a chance to visit with that little lady he
introduced me to.
You see, they got acquainted in Yuma

.somebody to keep him straight.

when he was workin" for that newspaper
what her dad owned. Mebby she would
'a’ been interested in Bob, anyhow, but
what with him bein’ a ramblin’ son with
the nervous feet, like meself, only him
bein’ a poet and edducated and havin’
brains, also, that little Penelope lady was
took serious about savin’ him from gettin’
to be a reqular down-and-outer.

Not that she was one of the arguin’
kind. She was just that nice that if a guy
knowed her well, he’d think of her, mebby,
about the time he needed to think of
I know,
for many’s the time | got to thinkin’ of
her. You see, they’s some wimmen in this
here world that mebby you see just once,
or mebby they say “Good mornin’” to
you by way of passin’ a friendly word,
and you know by just lookin’ at ’em that
they’re about the finest God can make.
Well, she was like that.

| been in most every port in the world,
and | seen plenty of wimmen, yella and
brown and black and white, and it ain't
my fault or theirs if 1 aint a pretty good
judge of wimmen. | got to wonderin’
what it all meant, anyhow, and pretty soon
the train stopped at one of them lonely
lookin’ stations out on the flats, and the
conductor comes hustlin” through our car
with a train hand followin’ him.

Then somebody asks the porter what is
wrong, and he tells ’'em somethin’ has gone
wrong with the engine, and everybody
looks out of the windows, and one or two
go walkin’ up and down the aisle. 1 go
out to the platform, and there is the fat
guy talkin’ to the porter, and pretty soon
the fat guy hands him a bill and the porter
opens the vestibule doors and lets down
the steps and the fat guy gets out and goes
over to the station.

Then two or three passengers get ojit
and walk up and down in the sunshinb,
and | do the same. The fat guy is in the
station talkin’ to the agent. | get curiofis
and mooch over and kind of stand in the
doorway with me back to ’em, watchin’ the
passengers on the platform.

Pretty soon | sec tlie conductor and the
train hands signal to get aboard and the
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The porter looks

passengers climb on.
over my way and hollers out somethin
and grabs up his little footstool and swings
aboard, and | see Bob lookin’ out of the
window and wavin’ like he is crazy. But
| just stand there and wave back good-by
and a pleasant voyage, and the train pulls
out.

Somebody is poundin’ me back and
clawin’ at me and tryin’ to get out of the
station, but I'm hard aground with a list
to staboard, what with bracin’ myself in
the doorway. And down the track is the
Limited, zoomin’ along, and me and the
fat guy stranded in the middle of a couple
of hundred square miles of the flattest
scenery you ever looked at.

“Lay off buttin’ me in the back, you old
goat!” says | to the fat guy. “It was ac-
count of you | missed me train. Aint
that damages enough for one mornin’?"

says |.
He is fair frothin' at the mouth and
swearin’ somethin’ reckless. “Let me

out!” he hollers.

“Oh, that’s what you want?” says I,
polite. “Excuse me. You ought to told
me you wanted to catch that train. How’d
I know?”

AND at that | thought he was goin’ to

blow up and sink with all hands aboard.
He couldn’t talk, but | see by his eyes he
is gettin’ ready to, so | says to myself,
“Bill, keep your hands off of him, for he
is soft and would tear easy.” And, sure
enough, when he gets his wind he sails
into me and calls me most everything he
can think of, and curses the agent and the
station and the train, and then he takes to
cursin’ the porter and finishes up by
workin’ round to me again.

When he got through he sits down on
the bench and pushes his hat back and
says, “Whew!” and bites the end off a
cigar and lights her. *“You got the
damnedest nerve of any man | ever met!”
he says, and | see he is meanin’ me. “You
ought to be shot!” he says.

“Now you’re talkin’ sense,” says I. “It’s
a warm day, ain’t it?”

“What did you do it for?" says he,

eyin’ me curious, like he was mad and in-
terested at the same time.

“I'm supprised at your lack of intelli-
gence,” says I, puttin’ on some of Bob’s

stuff. “You aint forgot the dinin’ car,
have you?”

“1 have changed my mind about that,”
says he.

“You done well,” | tells him. “You

saved me the job of changin’ your shape.”

“You big fool!” says he, impudent.
“You made me miss my train, and what
do you get out of it? You're stranded
yourself. You've made a nice mess of it!"

“You’re wrong,” says . “l ain't
stranded so long as | got a couple of legs
to walk on. | can rustle a breakfast where,
you would have a hard time rustlin’ a
toothpick. But speakin’ of toothpicks, and
seein’ as we’re friends, you might pass
over one of them good cigars.”

“Friends!” he says. “My God, what
next?’

“One of them cigars,” says |. And,
mate, he was so surprised he hands me
over a cigar and keeps lookin’ at me and
sayin’: “What a nerve! What a nerve!”
just like he was mesmerized.

But after a while he kind of come to
and tells the agent he wants to send a wire
to Mrs. Aloisius Brandstatter, aboard the
Limited, which he does, tellin’ her he is
detained in Cottonwoods and will arrive
in Tucson on the next train. The agent
sends the telegram and tells this- here
Aloisius that the next train dont go till
two oclock.

The fat guy has nothin’ to do but stay
right where he is, and no company ex-
cept me and the agent and a yella cat with
five kittens. And seein’ as the agent was
a kind of dried-up little wart what coughed
twice every time he talked once, this
Aloisius quit tryin’ to visit with him and
got up and walked up and down the plat-
form, shakin’ his head and chewin’ his
cigar fierce. Pretty soon he comes up to
me and says:

“My gosh, but it’s lonesome in this
graveyard!” And | tells him it might be
worse, and he says, “Just explain vour-
self.”
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And that’s how | got acquainted with
Aloisius Brandstatter, the pickle king.
But it was later on that |1 found out he
started life in lllinois, his father bein’ a
farmer. Seems Aloisius had worked his
way up from bare feet and overalls to a
couple of million dollars and his pickle
signs all over the country. And | guess
if his wife had let him alone he would ‘a’
stayed almost human. But she was afraid
Aloisius would act natural if she didnt
keep remindin’ him he was a millionaire.

Anyhow, Aloisius and me got to walkin’
up and down the station platform, just
like a couple of friendly politicians, talkin’
about the country and the folks and the
laws and such, and pretty soon he asks
me to have lunch with him, but there was
nothin’ to eat at that station except what
the agent had, and we didn’t want to eat
with him. But Aloisius had a little silver
flask on his hip, so we didnt suffer so
much.

W E was walkin’ up and down, and | was

thinkin’ that now Bob could go ahead
and visit with that little Penelope lady,
and mebby quit ramblin” around the coun-
try and go back to his folks, seein’ as he
was headed East and | had kind of
dropped out of the game, when | saw
somebody cornin’ down the track, ‘way
off, and limpin’. “Looks like a sun-
gazer,” says |.

“What is a sungazer ?” says Aloisius.

“A gent that travels light,” | tells him.
“Same as me.”

He didn’t say nothin’ to that, but kept
watchin’ down the track, and pretty soon
he says: “I’ll be blessed if it isn’t the
young fellow in the blue suit that was on
the train with you this morning.”

“The same,” says I. “But what’s wor-
ryin’ me is he aint got his bed roll with
him.”

“You don’t seem surprised,” says Aloi-
sius.

“Why, not exactly,” says I. “You see,
me and him dont travel on schedule, regu-
lar, so we can change our ideas most any
time.”

“Well, 1

2B—POP.

be hornswoggled!” says

Aloisius as Bob come limpin’ up and give
me a hard eye. Then he looks at Aloisius
and at the station and then down the
track. “Our blankets are back there about
a mile,” he says, just like that explained
everything.

“What’s the idea?” | says.

“Dropped off the rear of the observa-
tion car,” says Bob.

“Great Cassar!” says Aloisius.
you get a hard fall?”

“Didn’t notice,” says Bob, offhand. “I
was too busy rolling.”

“Well, you fellows are the limit!” says
Aloisius.  “I thought | knew something
about folks, but I don’t. By the way, |
want to apologize for what happened in
the diner this morning.”

“That’s ancient history,” says Bob.
“We are marooned. Bill and | don't mind,
but it’s rather unpleasant for you. How
did you happen to miss your train?”
Which, considerin’ everything, was right
handsome of Bob.

“l was unexpectedly detained,” says
Aloisius, givin’ me kind of a tinderstandin’
look.

Then Bob gives me kind of a under-
standin’ look, like sayin’, “Now what dev-
iltry have you been up to?” And then
we just stood there and looked around at
the scenery. There was the station and
the track shinin’ in the sun clear down to
the edge of nowhere. All this time Aloi-
sius kept glancin’ at us like he was tryin’
to study out somethin’. Pretty soon he
hauls out his little flask and hands her to
Bob.

“Let bygones be bygones,” he says.

Bob does right by the flask and then
says: “Nectar and Ambrosius!” namin’ a
couple of them statues you see in the mu-
seum at Naples. Aloisius takes the flask
and hands her to me.

“Here’s to the cucumbers,” says I.

Then Aloisius takes a drink, savin’ as
how he drunk to a better understanding
of his fellow man. “I had a quart of
Hennessy in my grip,” he says, kind of
mournful.

And then the station agent comes out
and hands a telegram to Aloisius, which

“Did
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he scowls at and reads, and then he takes
off his hat and shies it in the air and
says, "Hock your razor!” or somethin
like that, and slaps me on the back and
tries to shake hands with Bob, and acted
like be was crazy,

"From my wifel” he says, standin’ on
one leg and turnin' around and pretty
near failin' down. *“She’s wired me,” he
says, "that she is going through to El
Paso and she has had my grip put off at
Tucson. She wired from Tucson,
Whoop!”

AND honest, mate, | never seen a guy

so glad that his wife was safe aboard
a train as he was, and him stranded out in
nowhere at that.

He grabs holt of us both at once, and
says: "Listen, boys! | ain’t been a free
man for fifteen years—ever since | quit
travelin’® for the house. | haven’t been
out of her sight for fifteen years. Just
think of it!

“Berlin, Paris, Vienna, Frisco, Chicago,
Palm Beach—it was always the same. |
haven't had a chance! | need a change!
I'm tired of pickles.”

And his eyes commences to water like
lie was goin' to cry. He was puffin’ hard,
and all excited about somethin’.

"You changed a whole lot since break-
fast." says I. “Or mebby it was the lig-
uor. That was flamin’ stuff you handed
us."

“The best,” he says. “Boys, if you
only knew what | put up with for the
last fifteen years you’d make allowances.
Did you ever have a wife that wouldn’t
let you order your own breakfast? Did
you ever have a wife that wouldnt let
you look sideways at anything she didn’t
want you to look at? Did you ever have
a wife that wouldnt let you go fishing un-
less she came along, and complained all
the time? Did you?” says he, shakin’ his
fist at us like he was mad.

"That makes four,” says I. "How many
wives you had, anyhow?"

At that he looks at me kind of pityin’
and scornful and says: “My God, man!
Aint one enough?”

“A splendid example of coujuvenile
fidelity,” says Boh, kind of to himself.

“Conjuvenlle hell!" says Aloisius, -like
he meant it.

Then Bob steps across the tracks and
comes back with Aloisius’ hat. “Here’s
your hat,” says Baob.

Aloisius puts on his hat, sideways and
cocky. “Gentlemen,” he says, low and
quiet, like it was goin’ to be a secret ses-
sion of a gang of bank trustees or some-
thin’, “gentlemen. I’'m for the open road!”

“Reaction,” says Bob. “That’s the as-
trology of it. Just natural reaction from
domestic worries and cares.”

“But I'm not crazy!” says Aloisius.
“I'm just as insane as you are. | want
to get out and see my beloved country. |
want to sit alongside of a fire by the track
and listen to old mother nature talkin’ in

her sleep. | want free life and | want
fresh air. | want to visit with folks like
you boys.

“You’re human. | tell you | didn't
realize what the Constitution of the United
States meant until 1 met you. Ain’t all
men born free and equal and entitled to
the pursuit of life, liberty, and happiness?
And here we are, standin’ on this God-
forsaken platform, lookin’ at each other
and waitin—for what? For another
train? No, sirl  You said you were go-
ing to El Paso. 1’'m going with you.”

“Bully for you!” says I. “But, first,
you might see if the agent has got a extra
pair of crutches. It's a long strut, and
you’re carryin’ a lot of misplaced ballast,
right now.”

“IIl reduce,” says Aloisius, cheerful.
“Just take me along with you. I’ve got
money enough to see us through. 1 can
buy a blanket or two and some food. And
then we’ll pursue happiness, or my name
ain’t Aloisius Brandstatter!”

“Happiness ?” says Bob, smilin’. “There
she is, ‘'way down the track.”

At that Aloisius jumps round. “Where
is who?” says he, like he was scared that
mebby it was his wife cornin’ back afoot.

“Happiness—in the distance,” says Bob.
“Invisible, but absolute.”

“That's her!" savs Aloisius. “Invisi-
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ble, but absolute.” And it sounded like
he wasnt meanin’ happiness, either.

Then Bob, bein’ a real sport, and not
likin> the idea of Aloisius gettin’ into
something deeper than he could climb out
of, tried to tell him that it was a hard
grind, and that they wasn’t no poetry in
hikin’ the tieway and sleepin’ most any-
where and gettin® scorched by the sun,
and rained on, and froze, and thawed out
again, and siftin’ cinders with your hair,
and eatin’ dust, and hoppin’ freights and
failin’ off limiteds. And Bob didn’t leave
out any of the grief, either. But Aloisius
was set to go, and he done it.

First he sends a telegram to his wife,
tellin’ her he had decided to inspect some
of the branch offices of the pickle business
in New Mexico and Texas. Then he
sends another to his Chicago office, and
comes out of the station smilin’ like a cat-
fish.

“Now for the open road!” he says.
“Lead on, Macduff, and damned be ye
who follow.”

So the three of us headed east down the
cinders, lookin® for where Bob dumped
our bed rolls off of the observation car
before he took the brainless leap himself.

You see, Bob was uneasy when | didn't
show up after the train left Cottonwoods,
and when the porter tells him he seen me
standin’ in the station doorway and wavin’
good-by, Bob tells the porter to pack our
bed rolls back to the observation car and
dump ’em off.

Then Bob tells that little Penelope lady
he’s got an idea 1'm in trouble, and that
he’s goin’ back to find out. 1 don’t know
what she says to him. But, anyhow, he
hustles back to the observation car and
pulls the emergency air, and gets excited
and jumps before the train stops and gets
rolled some till he comes to anchor against
a telegraph pole. Bob was like that—he
always had to go the limit.

\\7 E was moochin’ along, easy, with Bob

limpin’ ahead and Aloisius tryin’ to
walk the ties, which ain’t so easy as it
looks, and we had hiked mebby half a mile
when the pickle king stops. | think he’s

got enough and is goin’ to quit. But quit-
tin” wasn’t what got him all his money and
pickles and such.

“It’s hot!” says he, only he told what
kind of hot it was.

“Ever been in the Panamints
mer?” says I.

“Panamints ?” says Aloisius, and 1 see
right away that he dont know them
mountains. “No, | havent,” says he. “It
has always been hot enough in my own
factory, without visitin’ around any of
them chewin’-gum plants.”

Thinks 1, Aloisius has got his mints
mixed, but | let it go at that, as he was
sufferin’ plenty, right then. Pretty soon
he rips off his collar and chucks it away,
and unbuttons his vest. “A man ought to
wear a soft shirt for this work,” he says.

“You’ll be wearin’ a soft one in another
mile or two,” 1 tells him, by way of
cheerin® him up. “You’ll get broke in
before we hit EI Paso.”

“I’'m going to stick,” says he, shakin’
his head like a horse with a bee in his
ear. “l need the exercise.” And off
comes his coat and vest. “A vest,” says
he, “is an extravagance, under the cir-
cumstances,” and he hangs her on the
post of a culvert.

I see he didn’t wear a belt—just sus-
penders—and what with his ballast bein’
mostly in the bows, | told him he ought to
get a belt so his ballast wouldn’t shift so
much when he got to rollin’ along proper.

“How far is it to those blankets?” says
he, payin’ no attention to me advice.

“Oh, mebby half a mile,” says I.

“l wish we were there,” he says, wipin’
his forehead with his elbow. And pretty
soon we come to the bed rolls, and Bob
settin’ on his and inspectin’ his shins,
which had got skinned up some. Aloisius
sets down on the other rolls and says,
“Thank God, we’re here!”

“But this ain’t anywhere,” says I, by
way of cheerin’ him up. “We only come
a couple of miles, so far.”

“That’s all right,” he says, wipin’ the
sweat off his neck with his finger. “That’s
all right,” he says, kind of short, like he
didnt want to argue about it

in sum-



20 THE POPULAR MAGAZINE

And | see that his face was gettin’
kind of white in streaks, and that he must
have hired most of his walkin’ done for
him since he’d got rich. Bob he kind of
signed to me that Aloisius wasn’t goin’
any too strong, so | unrolls me bed and
takes out me can and the coffee and three-
four eggs and a can of tomatoes and some
bread.

A LOISIUS sizes up the layout, his blue
“*m eyes stickin’ out like a couple of goose-
berries. “A handy kit,” he says. “Eco-
nomical as to space and quite efficient.”

Bob is lookin” around for some wood,
but I tell him to sit down, seein’ as he’s
kind of lame. And, spottin’ a big sign-
board a piece down the track, | mooch
over and rip a couple of boards off and
fetch ’em back, and we make a fire and
eat. Aloisius perks up wonderful after
his feed and passes around his last cigars
and we smoke. Pretty soon along comes
a local, and when the dust settles, Aloi-
sius cocks his hat over one eye and says :

“Boy, if it hadn't been for you, 1'd '@’
been on that train, travelin’ forty miles an
hour toward El Paso—and her. Let her
go!” he says, and he waves his hand, and
| wondered if he was meanin’ the train
or somebody else.

“How do you like it, so far?” | asks
him.

“Fine!” he says, gettin" up and groanin’
and straightenin’ out-his legs. “I hope
our next stop will be in the shade. The
sun doesn’t look hot, but it’s working, all
right.”

"We got plenty shade right here,” says
I, pointin’ to the shadow under his stum-
mick. “Only it aint much use to you.™

“Ill reduce that!” he says, like it
wasnt hitched onto him but could be han-
dled separatelike. “Lead on, Macduff,
and damned be ye who follow!” And
he waves his arm, but he didnt start, right
then.

You see, Aloisius was willin’ inside, but
outside he was kind of used up. Bob, he
smiles.

“Once | saw a hobo, sitting by the tie
trail, sitting by the red rail, rusty with the

dew,” lie says, “And | heard the hobo
singing, ‘I'm going to hit the high trail;
I don’t know where 1’'m going, but I'm
going to put it through.’

And he said it just like he was talkin’
to us guys regular, and not poetry at all.

Aloisius gives Bob a hard eye and says.
“Young man, you have been to college,”
just like Bob had done somethin’ wrong.

“But | wasn’t to blame for that," says
Bob, grinnin’.  “l was sent. And now
I’'m out on parole.”

Aloisius didnt say nothin’, and we
started down the track, Bob steppin’ light
and easy, with his limp gone, and Aloisius
puffin' and watchin’ his step and makin’
hard work of it. And what with the dust,
and no collar, and his white shirt wilted,
and his hat cocked over his left eye. and
his stummick rollin’ like a hooker ridin’
out a half gale, he was commencin’ to look
more like the king of the hobos than like
a pickle millionaire. And when we come
to the big signboard which said, “Brand-
statter’s Choice,” with the “Pickles” gone
where | took the boards, Aloisius stops
and looks at the sign quite a while. Then
he turns to us, serious.

“The hand of Providence!" he says,
pointin' at the sign. “Brandstatter’s
Choice.”

“Or the law of necessity?” says Bob.

“Are you a socialist?” says Aloisius,
kind of sharp.

“Are you a tramp?” says Bob, smilin’.

And at that Aloisius grins and kind of
comes to himself, and says, “By George, |
guess | am!”

QO the storm signal comes down and it

is fair weather right up to sunset, when
we drift over to a little bunch of willows
in a field near some low hills, mebby a
mile this side of a town. Then we had
a talk, agreein’ as how we was all free
and equal and no favorites, so we’ll draw-
straws to see who'll go over to tow-n and
buy grub.

Aloisius gets the short straw, and is
game, because, anyhow, he wanted to buy
some blankets. So he puts on his coat,
and him and Bob have a little talk while
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I'm gettin” wood for the fire, and then
Aloisius waddles off across the field, and
we can hear him gettin® through the
barbed-wire fence, and then it is dark and
Hob and me settin’ by our fire.

“That’s the last you'll see of him,”
says I.

"Think so?” says Bob, dreamylike.

"Sure | think so,” says I. “When Aloi-
sius hits town he'll get shaved and washed
up and a new shirt and a hotel feed, and
mebby a drink or two, and then he’ll hop
the night train for El Paso. We’re lucky
if he don't send the town constable out
here to pinch us. He acted like he was
friendly, all right, but some of them mil-
lionaires is pretty good actors.”

“The old boy is having the time of his
life,” says Bob. "If he’d been going to
quit us, he could have taken the train at
Salinas, this afternoon.”

“That’s all right,” says I, “but it was
daylight, and he was lookin’ tough, and,
besides, we was there to watch him.
When he gets among white folks it will
be different,” says I.

“Think so?” says Bob. And with that
he digs in his pocket and hauls out a
shinin’ gold watch and a wad of bills and
some change and dumps it all in his hat
and says, “Now what do you think?”

“So that is what you was doin’ when
you and Aloisius was talkin’ confidential?”
says I. “l can see how you lifted his
watch, easy, it bein' dark. But | can’t
see how you touched him for them bills
without his knowin’ it.”

“You do me proud!” says Bob, laughin’.
“But | thought you knew me better than
that. Mr. Brandstatter left his watch and
his money with me for safe-keeping. He
took only enough to buy blankets and pro-
visions.”

“And him a business man!” says I.
“Well, all 1 got to say is that the heat
must of softened his brains. They must
be a couple of hundred in that roll, and
the watch ain't made of tin.”

“So | think he’ll come back,” says Boab.
“He has shown that he trusts us.”

“Trusts you, you mean,” says |. “He
didnt leave no hatful of money with me.”

“If he doesnt come back,” says Bob,
like he didn’t hear what | said, “I’ll send
the money and the watch to his Chicago
office.”

“Your head hurt you anywhere?” says
I, feelin’ hot in the neck at Bob's foolish
ideas.

“No," says he.

"l thought mebby that fall off the Lim-
ited mebby hurt your head.” says |I.
“Here a guy goes and hands you a couple
of hundred dollars and you talk about
sendin’ it back to him.”

“As sure as your name is Bill Morn-
ingstar!” says Bob.

“Mebby it aint,” says I.

“Id be disappointed if it were not,”
says Bob. And at that he commences to
whistle a little tune, and | say nothin’.

set around the fire quite a spell,

and 1’'m gettin’ hungry and the air is

gettin® cool, and pretty soon the moon

sticks one of her flukes over the hill, and a

bird commences to sing mournful, and no-

body sayin’ a word. You see, Bob could
‘a’ made money at sayin’ nothin’.

Well, I was thinkin’ of our breakfast in
the dinin’ car that rnornin’ and the pickle
king’s wife, and how you could tell what
kind of a dame she was by the way she
handled her elbows. *“Speakin’ of wom-
en--—-" says I.

But Bob says: “Don*, please!”"

So | figured that all the time he’d been
thinkin’ of that little Penelope lady he met
in Yuma, and how mebby she might ’a’
been thinkin’ he was crazy to jump off the
train just because his pal had turned up
missin’. And then | got to thinkin’ of that
little lady; how she was quiet dressed and
prettylike, and talked sensible and didn*t
put on airs.

And all of a sudden | hears a automo-
bile coughin’ up the road by the field, and
it stops over by the fence. | hear some-
body talkin’ kind of low and suspicious.
And then | see a couple of men headin
for our camp in the moonlight.

“What did | tell you!” | says to Bob.
“The pickle king has sent a couple of con-
stables out here to pinch us. That’s how
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he gets even for me matin’ him miss his
train. And you with his watch and his
roll of bills! TheyVve got the goods on
us. Come on! Grab your lid. We can
give 'em the slip if we step lively."

“Are you scared, Bill?” says Boh, with-
out makin’ a move.

And at that | got hot in the neck and
told him | knowed they was somethin’
wrong with his head, but seein’ as he was
clean crazy, 1d stand by. even if | did
get sent down for a couple of years for
highway robbery.

I could see them two men coinin’ acrost
the field. And then | heard one of ’em
say: ‘“Easy, now. You go ahead and
show me where they are.”

Then | heard Aloisius say: “lI know
where they are, all right. Don’t make so
much noise. | want to give 'em a little
surprise.”

And then | knowed the bulls was after
us, and that we would be pinched, with
Bob havin’ all Aloisius” money and his
watch, and me in just as bad, account of
bein’ his accompianist. 1 could feel the
chills crawlin’ around me hair and up and
down me back, and then Aloisius steps
into the firelight and says:

“There they are!”

ALONGSIDE of him is another guy
r * with a big hat and boots like one of
them sheriffs, and the firelight shinin’ on
the two badges on his chest. “Give us a
hand, Bill,” says Aloisius. And at that I
gets up and sticks out me hands and tells
the constable to put on the bracelets. “But
I'm tellin’ you right now," says I, “that
if it hadn’t been for me pal, here, you
wouldn't took Bill Morningstar with-
out a fight. You’re kind of a snake in
the grass, ain’t you?" says | to Aloisius.

“Why, what’s the matter, Bill 7" says
Aloisius, kind of surprised. “I know |ve
been longer than | expected, but | had
to wait until the hotel folks cooked the
chickens and made the ice cream. Give
this man a hand with the freezer. Bill.”

“Chickens and ice cream!" says I. “Is
everybody crazy?”

At that Aloisius laughs and drops six

or seven bundles he is carryin’, and the
other guy goes back a piece and lugs one
of them little ice-cream freezers into
camp. And then | see that what | thought
was a gun in his hand was the handle of
the freezer, and them two badges on his
chest was suspender buckles, and that he’
just a kind of roustabout for the hotel.
Aloisius gives him some dough, and he
goes snortin’ off in his automobile, and |
feel like a couple of thousand dollars’
worth of nothin' with a hole in it.

“What was the matter, Bill ?” says
Aloisius.  And | tells him I was feelin’
kind of spooky and that a new moon al-
ways made me feel kind of queer. And
he says, “This is the life!” and commences
to untie the bundles.

After | get my bearin's | see that Aloi-
sius is dressed different, himself. He has
on one of them big Stetson hats and a
cotton shirt with checkers on it, and a
red handkerchief tied round his neck, and
a belt on. All he kept was his regular
pants and his shoes.

Then | size np the layout, and it was
the most amazin’ lot of grub you ever
seen. He has a couple of pies and a sack
of doughnuts, and some bolognie sausage
as big as a fire hose, and three chickens
all cooked, and a couple of loaves of bread
and some butter, and some buns and cook-
ies and a glass jar of jam and another one
which turned out to be Brandstatter’s
pickles with onions and chili and mustard
on ’em.

“Brought the freezer along so the ice
cream wouldn’t melt,” says Aloisius, wav-
in” at it. “Give her a couple of turns,
Bill.”  And honest, mate, Aloisius looks
like one of them bandit chiefs in a play.
“Fall to. men!” he says, havin’ spread
out the grub. And we done it.

Now they are some feeds you never
forget, and that was one of ’em. Some-
times .you eat because you're hungry, jmd
sometimes because it’s eatin' time. But
the best time is when your stummick is
fair growlin' for grub and they ain't none
in sight, and along comes somebody and
leads you up to a feed that would make
them statues. Nectar and Ambrosius,
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jump right out of a museum tryin’ to get
to it.

Well, anyhow, after we got through,
Bob said he’d made a regular gastrono-
mer of himself, and it would ’a’ took a
chemist to tell what we had for supper
that evenin’. Aloisius lie rubs his stum-
niick and says, “Boys, I'll pay for this.”
And | asks him if it ain't paid for, and
he says somethin' about there was still
some outstandin’ obligations, and be rubs
his stummick again.

So | had to finish up the ice cream and
the pickles left in the jar and the pie, and
honest, mate, them two guys looked at me
like 1’d done em a favor.

“Bill, youre a wonder!" says Bab.
And then we put some more wood on the
fire and smoked the cigars what Aloisius
had fetched along, and he let out a cou-
ple of holes in his belt, and pushes his big
hat back on bis head, and leans against a
tree, independent, like he never had a
couple of million dollars or a wife waitin’
for him in El Paso. Pretty soon he heaves
a sigh and says, “Bovs, | have a sugges-
tion.”

“The house is in session," says Bob.

“Then | rise to nominate our friend,
Bill, chairman of the committee of ways
and means,” says Aloisius, but he didn't
rise any. “Elected animusly!" he says.

“Bein’ chairman,” says T. "I elect Mr.
Aloisius Brandstatter as the means, seein’
as how he has .got 'em. Me and Bob
know more about the ways, anyhow."

“Fair enough!” says Aloisius. “I’ll take
care of the financial end of it."

“That reminds me.” says Bob, and he
digs down and fetches up all the cash and
the watch and gives ’em back to Aloisius.
And | see that | spoke without thinkin’
when | elected Aloisius cashier. “And
now,” says Aloisius, “have you any fur-
ther suggestions?”

“l have,” says |. “Winter is cornin’
and we’re headin’ east. Bob and me fig-
ured as how we could beat the weather
out by hoppin’ freights whenever we got
the chance. But seein’ as you signed up
for the voyage, we cant make it far be-
fore we’ll hit cold weather and snow. You

aint built right to hop trains, regular. If
you was to make a quick jump off a
freight, somethin’ might happen to the
pickle business.

“Bob and me figured to make it to Bos-
ton or New York, and then take a cattle
boat acrost, and mebby work our way
from Portsmouth over to the Mediter-
ranean. After we get there we can take
a chance of makin’ it through the Sue/,
and East. When we get to Saigon we
can try for a schooner for the island .
That’s how we had framed it,” says .

“Great Scott!” says Aloisius. “Do you
mean to tell me that you’re going around
the world ?”

“Sure!” says I.
times.”

Aloisius set lookin’ at the fire for quite
a spell. Bob winks at me and grins. “El
Paso is only a signpost for us,” says I.
“We'e goin’ around and back again. |If
we was to hang out in El Paso we would
have to work for a livin’, and what’s the
use? Anybody can do that.”

“You mean that you boys intend to
tramp around the world?” says Aloisius,
like he couldn’t get used to the idea.

“Why not?” says I.

“Well, 1'll be swamped!” says Aloisius.

“You sure will if you keep on layin’
in port and takin’ on cargo,” says |. For
I could see by the way he looked at us
that he was gettin’ some ideas that had
nothin’ to do with Mrs. Brandsthtter or
the pickle business.

You see, him havin’ the cash set me to
thinkin’ as how some jumps could be made
easier than we had figured before we met
him.  And his cornin” along was kind of a
joke, anyhow. If he made it to El Paso
he would be doin’ noble, considerin’ his
shape. So | try to discourage him by
tellin’ him he ain’t in no shape to go, any-
how, and that she’s a hard old grind, with
the chances of gettin’ knifed or drownded
or shanghaied or shot, or froze, or the
fever; and as how, him bein’ a million-
aire, we might get pinched for kidnapin’
him or boycottin’ him or somethin’.

And then | tells him he dont know any-
thing about me and Bob, and that mebby

“l been around three
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we’re thugs, or crooks, like his wife
thought we was. And that mebby he’d
get interested in stickin’ his pickle signs
all over Europe, and that we wasn’t inter-
ested in pickles, nohow, only around
eatin’ time.

“You see," says I, “this here ain’t what
youd call a business trip. It’s a sight-
seein’ trip de-looks, which is the French
for seein” all you can without payin’ any
railroad fare.”

AT that Aloisius nods his head, thought-

ful. and asks Bob if he has any ideas.
“Bill has had a lot of experience,” says
Bob. “I’'m as green as you are, Mr.
Brandstatter.” And at that Aloisius kind
of stiffened his neck, like Bob was refer-
rin’ to cucumbers or somethin’. *“How-
ever,"” says Bob, “l should enjoy having
you with us if 1 thought your family
wouldn't worry."

“That’ just the trouble,” says Aloisius,
mournful.  “She’d worry if she didn’t
know where | was all the time, and 14
worry if she did. Let me think,” he says,
puttin’ his hand on his stummick.
“Around the world and back again! Free
as a bird! Imagine a week in Paris with-
out a chaperon! Imagine visiting all the
ports in the world with no trunks and no
females and no fuss!

“1’d like to see Port Said with the lid
off, and Singapore, and the Southern
islands, and the atolls, and go rolling down
down to Rio with my helm hard aport!” he
says like he had got his sea stories mixed.

“Was you ever seasick?" | asks him,
but he didn*t let on he heard me.

“Frisco, Vienna, Port Said, Hongkong,
Yokohama!” he says, like he was tryin’ to
pick a winner from a bunch of race horses.

“You’re namin’ some live ones,” says
I. But he didn’t let on he was listenin’.

Pretty soon he shakes his head and
says: “By George, I'll do it! Il do
it for my health!” he says, shakin’ his fist
at us like he was used to arguin’ about
ever