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HE "CARRIED A MESSAGE" 
AND SWEARS "NEVER AGAIN" 

R. A. Laney, of the West Shops a t  
Springfield, likes the "Message to 
Garcia" very well, but he is  not so  
sure tha t  his own experience in car- 
rying a message justify Elbert Hub- 
bards' enthusiasm. 

In a letter to the magazine he  says: 
"I have read in the Vovember issue 

rs copy of Elbert ~ u b b a r d ' s  'Message 
to Garcia.' This message has been 
translated into every known language 
including the Scandinavian, I have 
read it  a couple of hundred times, 
heard countless speakers talk on i t  
during my high school days and our 
class orator haggled i t  well. I once 
carried a message myself. 

"A few years ago the superintend- 
ent  of motive power came through the 
roundhouse and handed me a letter, 
'Take this message' he says, 'to 
Brown, the shop superintendent.' 

"I knew by the determined look in 
his eyes what he had been reading so 
I snappily answered. 'Yes, sir.' 

"I went to Brown's office. The boy 
informed me that Brown would not be 
in until afternoon. I thought of Rowan. 
What would he do? Now Rowan had 
only a bunch of Spaniards with which 
to deal, while I had a hard boiled ma- 
chinist and a pair of winders down on 
the '554,' to say nothing of the round- 
house foreman. So I left the letter 
with the girl and hurried back to the 
job. 
. "The superintendent met me  a t  the 
through stall  and asked, 'Did you give 
that  message to Brown?' I replied, 
'No, sir, I gave it  to  the girl.' 

" 'Helen damnation,' says lie. 
" 'No, sir,' says I, 'her name was 

Helen Smith.' " 
But remembering the message to 

Garcia, I went after the message and 
went to  Brown's house with it. There 
I learned that he was attending a 
funeral, so I sa t  on the front porch 
and waited for his return, a t  about 
11 a,  m., when I gave him the message 
and returned to work. 

"The roundhouse foreman saw me 
come in-he was waiting for me  in 
fact. 'Whereinell have you been?' 
says he. 

" 'I've been carrying a message to 
Garcia,' I replied. 

" 'Who in thunder is Garcia?' he  
asked. 

" 'The roundhouse foreman,' I an- 
swered. 

" 'You're a nut,' says he, 'the round- 
house foreman i s  Brown.' 

"I explained between cussings what 
I meant and he  roared, 'Who in the 
devil sent you?' When I told him he 
said, 'By the Eternal, doesn't he know 
enough not to take a man off a n  en- 
gine job to send him on a fool job car- 
rying messages?' 

"Since then I have often looked out 
a t  the front end of an engine, the 
sweat washing the soot off my face, 
and wondered if Rowan ever got that 
hot in Cuba. If he did his image 
should not be cast in  bronze. Bronze 
is not deathless and hard enough. 
What he needs is a n  asbestos coated 
statue of hardened steel. 

"Now let me discuss that part of 
the message concerning numbskull 
office employes who are suddenly 
asked to do something entirely out of 
their line of work. Look up the life 
of Corregio. I may be a born fault 
finder or have biased judgment, but 
I believe any clerk who would go 
forth unhesitatingly, wholly unpre- 
pared, knowing neither how nor why, 
and look up something that  has  noth- 
ing whatever to do with his work is  
a real 'nut.' 

"Should m y ,  foreman say to me, 
'Get me a pair of calipers,' would it  
be my part to ask, 'What kind? What 
size?' or should I shake right out and 
get the first size and kind I could lay 
hands on? 

"You see, I have carried a message 
and I don't hanker for another, and 
so, whenever I see a man rushing 
around looking for something, he 
don't know exactly what nor why. I 
say to myself, 'There goes another 
duck carrying a message to Garcia.' 

"Mr. Editor, I like the message. I 
am glad to see it published. I am 
glad to see a higher tone of reiding 
matter in railway magazines. And 
just a suggestion, I see we have a 
good many would be poets, why not 
now and then publish one or  two of 
the old standbys? Many of us would 
like to read and re-read them. I've 
knocked enough this evening. Thank 
you for your attention and attend- 
ance." 

Eddie Bernard Now Employed in 
Offices of the Magazine 

You all know Eddie Bernard; he 
is the interesting and entertaining 
author of those well-written, satirical 
articles on "How to Play Golf, by an 
Inexperienced Kelly Pool Chump." 

Eddie is now in the offices of the 
magazine a t  St. Louis a s  general all- 
round man, aiding in magazine, adver- 
tising and publicity departments. 

Missouri Governor Was a 
Railroad Man 

Governor-Elect Sam Baker of 
Missouri was once a "railroad 
man." In fact, his flrst job was 
that  of a section hand. 
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The Modern Samuel Pepya Again 
Visits the Frisco 

Up betimes and to my work, if not 
gladly then making the most of neces- 
sity and appearing almost on time a t  
my desk. 

Saw President Kurn entering with 
a smile which all but covers his coun- 
tenance. Forsooth, he  must be well 
pleased with the elecxion results 
printed in that  "extra" he is  carrying. 

Vice-president Koontz relating to  a 
friend that  he "made i t  in 72 Satur- 
day." I know not to what he is  re- 
ferring, but assume from the expres- 
sion of pleasure that  it  is some praise- 
worthy rate  adjustment. At that  I'll 
wager I could defeat him at cribbage. 

C. L. Yorrill, entering-always in  a 
hurry. iflust be going somewhere. 
Feel much elated that he greeted me 
with a cheery, "Hi there, Colonel." Of 
course I really have no title to such 
but it  warms the cockles of my heart 
to  be called such in public. Methinks 
I am not yet too old to  join the Home 
Guards. -2 

Bob Cummings, Beau Brummel of 
the chief engineer's department, re- 
marking to a friend, "Well, they 
knocked us off yesterday." Would 
that  I had the courage to inquire from 
friend Cummings from whence he had 
been brushed off. 

Colonel F. G. Jonah stopped to pat 
a newsboy on the head and to remark, 
"How are you this morning, my lad?" 
And to generously wave aside the 
change from a five cent piece. 

H. F. Sanborn, with a look of pro- 
found thought. Greeting him and in- 
quiring the cause of his far-away look 
I learned that he is thinking of the 
high cost of living, and that his train 
of thought has been engendered by a 
meeting with his landlord-may the 
trihe perish from the earth. 

My wife, poor soul, hath prepared a 
tasty lunch of sauerbrat and salami 
for me. Methinks I shall lunch a t  
a downtown tavern and gladden the 
heart of some office cat with the 
lunch. But my wife, miserable that  
she is, shall not be informed of this. 

When Is Milking Time in 
Oklahoma 

L. T. Rogers, ticket clerk a t  Sapul- 
pa, says: 

"Just answered the telephone and 
had the following conversation: 

"Feminine Voice: 'Is this the ticket 
office?' 

"Answer: 'Yes, madam.' 
"F. V.: 'What time is  the first train 

in from Holdenrille before dark?' 
"Answer: ' 5  : 30 p. m.' 
"F. V.: 'What is the next one?' 
"Answer: '10 o'clock.' " 
"F. V. (in forlorn tone) : 'Well, well, 

that is too bad. Was  just hoping h e  
would get home in time t o  milk, but 
guess I'll have to d o  it.' Good-bye.'" 

I AND NOW W E  CAN USE 
MORE BABY PICTURES I 












