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Faith o’ Men 
By 

Laurence J. Cahill 
 

HE “shacks,” as bums call railroad 
brakemen, gave Munson the worst beating 
he ever had. The odds were four to one, 

and fifteen minutes after they rushed him in the 

last “empty” his wits were barely keeping 
company with his consciousness. When his right 
leg was broken under the hammering of an iron 
lever, and he could no longer stand they hurled 
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him loosely from the train. 
He catapulted into a clump of sentinel cactus 

in a desolate spot. The heat stabbed him to his 
senses and he shaded his eyes with his reddening 
hands, then was forced to moisten those hands 
with his tongue when they started to burn and 
crack. His leg didn’t pain him where it was 
fractured—it made him feel as if his guts had 
turned to paper and were fluttering inside him. 

In three hours he heard the coming of another 
freight, faster—tearing in from the other direction. 
He had fought panic right along, talking to 
himself in a low voice, but the approach of the 
engine was too much. He turned on his back and 
called for help, with his eyes squeezed tight 
against the white-hot daylight. Because of this he 
didn’t see the train, didn’t see the little figure 
swing expertly out from under the last rocking 
gondola. The newcomer flung himself free of the 
vacuum that sucks around the trucks, wobbled on 
spinning heels, and bumped end over end. 

Munson was not sure that he wasn’t 
delirious, and he would not wholly trust his sight 
when he saw the dapper little hobo standing 
beside him. 

“Hello, Big Guy. I’m little ‘Whitey’ Sims—
just dropped off from ‘Frisco. Ain’t hurt bad, are 
you?” 

Munson scowled, nodded, and in spite of 
grinding his teeth fainted entirely. 
 

HEN he came back to consciousness again 
he was lying under a scrub of sage, his 

head on his shoes—which Sims had removed to 
make into a pillow. Sims was stooping along the 
tracks, a black blurb of figure in the terrific sun, 
picking-stray pieces of board out of the cinders. 
He returned to Munson and dropped the haul at 
his feet, raising a skinny arm to wipe his dripping 
face. The little fellow was a “gaycat”—a 
gentleman bum—and to top off his shabby 
neatness he wore disreputable kid gloves, despite 
the heat. 

“I’m gonna splint your leg. You got a bad 
fracture there. You’d be burnt meat in a few hours 
out here if I didn’t come by.” 

Munson lay on his elbows, his face still wet 
and trembling from the sickness rising from his 
leg, and said, “Who the hell are you? What did 
you get off the train for?” 

Sims stared long at him, removed his 
battered felt hat, and scratched his mouselike 
thatch of hair. 

He suddenly became sore. “Why—you lousy, 
damned fool. I was gonna save your life. Know 
where you are? What’s a-matter, are you dumb or 
somethin’?” 

Munson shook his bullish head, and 
mumbled in a thick voice, “I don’t trust nobody.” 

Sims’ jaw dropped. He looked at the wide 
expanse of baking white desert, and back at the 
tramp. 

“I guess you’re outa your nut, all right,” Sims 
muttered. 

Munson took notice again at the instance of a 
very sharp twinge in his leg. 

“Steady, stead-ee,” warned Sims. His small 
hands threw the strips of cast-off rags about 
Munson’s calf and shin, and drew the bindings 
tight. The big fellow’s leg was finally in splints, 
and “set.” 

“You—here?” grunted Munson, sourly. 
“Shut up,” answered Sims. The little tramp 

was panting like a frightened terrier. “We’re in a 
bad hole—guy. We’re in a fix. We gotta get away 
from the sun.” He was very small but he stood up 
with a determined, grimy face. “Lemme get my 
shoulder under yours. I’m gonna try to help you 
along. We gotta move. Get where there’s a town.” 

There was no argument. The little fellow 
aided big Munson until the sweat almost started in 
his very eyes. 

“Lemme ‘lone. It ain’t no use,” moaned the 
injured man after grotesque torture for them both. 

Sims’ straining face was thinner and sharper 
than ever. “Shut up. I ain’t gonna let you croak. 
Not after all this trouble I took and made.” 

They toiled practically on all fours. The sun 
bid fare to stretch the day into a thousand hours, 
and the heat was like being beaten with smoking 
white sheets of brass. On one side of the right-of-
way, the railroad that went on forever and ever, 
the land sloped only a trace—making a tube-like 
shadow. Over this they progressed, and every 
little while lay chin flat in its track and tried to 
soak up coolness. 

Evening, like a doubter’s prayer, brought no 
relief. Darkness settled upon them like a bird of 
prey. Late that night a de luxe Pullman rushed into 
their little private hell and off away with a 
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brilliant flicker of lights like portholes. 
Munson shouted. “Whitey” Sims stopped 

him. “Save yer strength. Yer only drying y’mouth 
out. We ain’t got no water, remember. Just 
remember that—willya?” 

Night ended, and between the tail of night 
and the arrival of morning there was a period that 
was nearly comfortable. The little tramp realized 
the grateful change, laughed shakily; but the big 
one was very far gone. When the sun went up 
again as a curtain raised before an open oven, it 
was nearly all over. Munson, hardly able to move, 
looked at Sims with wide, grave eyes, and gasped, 
“Go on! You’ll croak yourself if you hang around. 
This was done to me, I’m tellin’ you. Lessing 
fixed it. Lessing, of the road—” 

“Come on,” gasped the other. 
His resolution got its reward. Before noon 

was an hour spent they were in the outskirts of a 
desert town, and gained shelter in a shed built for 
grain storage. None saw them. “Whitey” Sims 
noted that Munson laid on a mat of empty feed 
sacks, and then turned away. 

“I’m going to look this burg over, guy, and 
get a handout. Wow! I never came so near being 
scared t’ death in my life. I’ll be back to fix your 
leg again. Here’s a newspaper for to fan yourself.” 

Munson watched this departure, and his face, 
haggard with trial, was oddly stubborn. 

“Good-bye, ‘bo. Thanks for your help.” 
Sims whirled around, and his hands were 

twisted into claws. “Why, damn you—What’s the 
matter with you? What are you suspicious about?” 

Munson’s eyes were glittering and defiant. 
“Don’t get excited. That’s just my business.” 

Sims made a violent, disgusted gesture with 
his arm. Then, consumed with sudden curiosity, 
he walked slowly up to the other. 

“What’s your moniker, big guy?” 
Munson answered drowsily. “‘The 

Growler’.” 
The answer hit Sims. He was impressed. 
“Yeh?” 
Munson spat beyond his shoulder. 
Sims assured himself that he had heard right. 

“‘The Growler’! Well, if it ain’t! You’re the 
solitary ‘bo himself! I can believe ‘em now. 
You’re the most cussedest unfriendly guy what I 
ever met. That’s your crooked style. Some 
reputation, guy—but you can have it.” 

Munson rolled his head on the floor and, 
surprisingly, smiled. 

“I’ll say you’re game, though. That’s 
something,” argued Sims. 

Munson stared up at the under side of the 
roof and said nothing. 

Sims continued grimly “You don’t deserve to 
be saved. You’re nobody’s friend. And me 
draggin’ you in! I dunno why I don’t drag you out 
again. Or tip off the sheriff. It would give the 
‘jungles’ down the line a laugh.” 

Munson’s bearded smile was a stolid affair. 
“I been willin’ to help any guy I see 

stranded,” said Sims. “But this is different I wish 
you:d told me. Still, you’re in a helluva tough jam. 
Oh, I’ll see ye through. That’s how ‘Whitey’ Sims 
is made.” 

The little man flung himself abruptly out of 
the place. “The Growler’s” black eyes slowly 
followed after him, 
 

IMS was back in two hours, A naturally 
amiable fellow, his indignation had melted 

down. With a skill unmatched anywhere else on 
the road he applied cheap drugstore products to 
Munson’s bad leg, restrapped it about slim strips 
of scrap metal, and sat back to watch his 
masterpiece. “I learnt that stuff from a ‘bo who 
was a strong-arm guy in a hospital. The sick-room 
stuff got on his nerves, and he hit the road. He 
done a beautiful job for me once.” 

“The Growler” laughed. “They done a job 
when they throwed me off that train.” 

“The ‘shacks’?” 
“Yeh. They was put up to it. They was told 

by Lessing, the chief of the ‘dicks’ on this line—
the dirty rat. I’m gonna get him.” 

“I know that guy. A friend to nobody. Like 
you.” 

“Don’t you compare him t’ me!” 
“What’s he done to yuh?” 
“Marked me. I’m his sucker for the job on 

the payroll that time the Twin-Coast Express piled 
up in the Black River wreck.” 

“That time? Was you in that?” 
Munson chuckled as if reciting to himself. “I 

was in the icebox on the last orange car. Right 
next to the paywagon which was taking the ‘roll’ 
to a track gang outa Zanesville. There was a gale 
on the line. It was six months ago and the worst 
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storm I ever rode through. The side of a cyclone—
that’s what it looked to me. That semaphore was 
blown down right across the tracks beyond the old 
cable bridge. The front ‘drivers’ hit the little end 
of the semaphore, clumbed up it, and turned down 
into the gully. I got out of that icebox wit’ one 
leap. Yup—I could feel that snap as the engine 
jumped. I never done nothin’ so quick. So far it 
was my lucky day.” 

Sims drank it in with loose jaws. 
“They saw you—around the paycar?” 
“The Growler” turned a fishy eye. 
“Nope, ‘nosey.’ They found the safe busted 

wide open and empty. That’s all anybody knows. 
Anybody but me.” “The Growler” laughed. “And 
I ain’t never told a thing.” 

Sims tried not to look impressed. “What’s a-
matter between dat cop on the road—and you?” 

“Lessing. They saw me before I got away. 
Oh, I got away, all right. Most of it turned out to 
be my lucky day, ‘bo. Lessing’s still after me. But 
from now on I’m after him!” Munson’s head 
weaved savagely against his broad shoulders. 

“I spent a month in the Yuma jail just for 
Lessing, while his ‘bulls’ put the screws on me. 
He wouldn’t see me himself. He’s yellow. It was 
Lessing says, ‘give ‘im th’ t’oid degree,’ and 
Lessing says, ‘knock his damn’ block off until he 
answers,’ and Lessing says, ‘make the big mutt 
gag it out if it’s his dyin’ statement’.” Munson 
chewed the words with satisfaction. “Well, what I 
know about Black River is still inside me. Now 
it’s different—I’m sick of this game, and I’m 
turnin’ around. I’m goin’ back to the terminal, and 
I’m goin’ to get Lessing. I don’t care what comes 
after that. I’m goin’ to dig that rat out of his hole, 
I’m goin’ to see his face, and in fi’ minutes I’ll 
change him into stuff for a morgue—” 

Sims’ enjoyment turned into caution. 
“‘Growler,’ you let ‘em alone. They’re done wit’ 
you. Don’t stir ‘em up again, if they t’rew you off 
the train out there and left you just to burn up. 
This is your lucky day, if you got the brains at all. 
They’re done wit’ you.” 

“Not with me!” shouted Munson. He craned 
himself up on his elbow and pounded with a free 
hand on the floor. “I’m going to fight. He ain’t 
nearly killin’ me twice and callin’ it a washed-up 
job. I’m goin’ down the line, if it means Lessing’s 
life or mine and I’ll get around to fix the dirt so’s 

he’ll be a lesson to the rest of them. Right today, 
if it wasn’t for this ‘gam’ o’ mine—” 

“You’ll be all right in a coupla weeks,” 
advised Sims. 

The little man stayed on, and plainly wavered 
between fear of this hater and a certain irresistible 
interest. 

He occasionally wondered aloud. “‘Growler’, 
you’re a queer cuss. Did you steal that money?” 

Munson’s arm raised to strike with hasty 
anger. But he was still weak. “Stow that, runt. I’m 
not answerin’ nobody. I don’t trust nobody at all; 
even you. Most of all you.” 

In the meantime it buzzed over thousands of 
miles that ‘The Growler’ had a friend. Sims was 
proud of his unique new fame, and tried to get the 
surly one to forget Lessing. 

“There’s no hurry. Get your strength,” he 
counseled “It’ll be crop time soon in the San 
Bernadino Valley. You an’ me can live like kings 
out there. Get your health back. Get over that 
beatin’ the ‘shacks give you.” 

“Lessing. Not the shacks. They’re only tools 
of Lessing. We’re goin’ East, runt.” 
 

UNSON’S word was law. That, or little 
‘“Whitey” Sims could quit and hit the 

roads alone—and “Whitey” had learned to patter 
after the other like a dog. He took a proprietary 
interest as the injured leg healed, and as the 
gloomy tramp began again to move swiftly and in 
the sure, lithe manner of a cat. It was Sims’ 
satisfaction that “The Growler” was at once the 
foe and fear of every gang “working the road” of 
bindle-bums and yeggs alike. The ability of 
Munson’s quick hands, powerful lean body, and 
desperate wit made him a wholly unmolested lone 
wolf. Only a rare tramp can have open scorn for 
the fraternity, the “jungles” and the box-car clubs, 
the kangaroo courts, yet live unharmed. Munson’s 
sole able enemy was the railroad police. Savage 
was Munson’s temper and, as one day Sims 
found, not without considerable reason. 

They were traveling East in the limitless dark 
of a country night, with only the red flare of the 
engine burning ahead as each hour ran the miles 
underneath them They were riding to the end of 
the line, to the finish—to Lessing. “If we take 
water on the run the next three days, we’ll be in 
New York by Friday noon,” spoke Munson into 
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the wind. 
Their scaly, worn shoes gripped the roof-

peak, the center-board. Inside the box-car the 
temperature was that of an over-heated furnace. It 
was more dangerous, but cooler, “riding the 
ridge.” “Trust this little rattler,” said “Whitey” 
Sims, drowsily, “I don’t trust nothing nor 
nobody,” snapped Munson, on the instant. 

He opened up at last on his chronic theme. 
“Y’can’t trust nobody. I’ve seen ‘em. You’re as 
good as any; and they’re all rotten. I say includin’ 
you they’re all rotten. Men are as bad as women; 
and they’re hell. Ten years ago my wife left me; 
my best ‘pal’ ran away with her. When I was for 
pickin’ myself up and startin’ again, two more 
‘pals’ double-crossed me. I’ve had enough. Call it 
funny; go ahead. But, remember, I’m not trusting 
you any too far.” 

Sims resented it. “What’s your idea of life, 
then?” 

“The Growler” laughed harshly. “My idea is 
to ‘get’ Lessing. I can’t think of nothing else after 
that. If it wasn’t for dumb luck, I’d be dead in the 
stinkin’ Yuma jail, or croaked out in the desert. 
Nobody has never given me a level break.  You’re 
maybe the nearest to the real article I ever met. 
But that don’t cut any ice, now. I’ve taken such a 
lickin’ that all I can think of is squarin’ myself by 
getting the worst crook of them all. That’s the bird 
at the end of this line.” The smooth top of the car 
twisted and swayed to the soles of their feet. “I 
can say that the best man I ever knew is myself,” 
he decided, laughing at the thought. “In the face 
of one dirty, filthy deal of a life I’ve been pretty 
square with Dan Munson.” The wind out-howled 
his triumph. 

Sims’ silence was mulish and morose. The 
big fellow hooked the inner welt of his shoes 
deeper into the centreboard and stood up to 
straighten a cramp. The little fellow, yawning, 
followed suit. There was a short swish in the 
wind. The rough end of a “cat-o’-nine-tails” 
flicked against the taller one’s face. “Get down!” 
he yelled. 

His clawing hand missed Sims’ threadbare 
coat. “Drop, you damned fool!” Sims tried to 
recover his wits from their sleepy stupor, as his 
feet slipped perilously. “Hey!” bellowed Munson. 
A last flash of instinct made Sims throw his arms 
before his face, just as the edge of the footbridge 

struck him a thin glancing blow. 
He was on a grassy bank, and it was early 

morning, when he regained his sight and reason. 
Munson had stripped half his shirt into shreds and 
was plastering with brook water a bump on Sims’ 
forehead the size of a duck egg. 

“Gee,” stammered Sims, shifting his aching 
eyes about, “everything’s that still, it’s holdin’ me 
down.” 

“Yeh,” said Munson, grimly. 
“Hello, ‘Growler’,” whispered the little 

tramp, wincing desperately until his face was 
shriveled with pain. 

“Of all the ‘kluck’ plays,” abused Munson 
coldly. 

“Gawd; you saved my life.” 
“It’s even for even,” put the other. 
That day Sims lay like a rag in the grass 

beside the tracks. Munson hung around. 
“Say, you ridin’ fool,” remarked Munson that 

evening. “We’re changin’ our minds. I been 
thinking things out, since this morning. It’s back 
to the Black River for us.” 

Munson walked two miles to a juncture, 
carrying Sims. There the big man waited in the lee 
of a stack of sleepers until a long line of empties 
pulled gingerly across the frogs. He lifted Sims in 
his arms and tossed him into an open box-car as 
the door came abreast. That done, he swung deftly 
into the car himself a moment before a brakeman 
walked up the ladder at the end. The footsteps 
menaced over their heads and dotted away in the 
distance. 
 

T was a few days before “Whitey” Sims took 
an interest in life. Then his curiosity as usual 

was the first of him to arouse. “You figure to give 
Lessing up?” he asked the other. 

Munson shook his head, wisely, contentedly. 
“What’s at Black River? Somepin’ t’ do with 

that wreck?” 
The other only nodded. When Sims tried to 

wrest a more concise answer he was shut off. 
“Wait ‘till we get there. We better change at 

Kansas to the 309 or the Argonaut. They won’t 
stop goin’ through.” Munson rubbed his hands as 
one thoroughly satisfied. 

The little man started to complain about his 
eyes. 

“You can’t get socked by a flying bridge 
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without it doing you no good,” judged Munson 
callously. 

At Kansas City they crossed to another main 
stem to board a faster train pulling out. Sims 
walked with his hands over his eyes. 

“Say, ‘Growler’,” he pleaded. “I’m going to 
get a handout and see a doctor. I’ll meet you by 
No. 3 in time for the Argonaut. All right; ain’t it?” 

“Sure,” said Munson, bluntly. 
“Whitey” Sims was punctual, with a greasy, 

zinc-smelling ointment pasted above his 
cheekbones. He jested about it. 

Only a veteran tramp, and a daring one, can 
cross the breadth of the United States quicker than 
the crack new passenger trains. Munson had cut 
time-schedules down to an economy unequalled 
by the swiftest relaying ‘flyers’. They bowled into 
the Black River country hours ahead of the best 
regulation run. Arrived at their destination, they 
dropped into red sand where the Twin-Coast 
Express had come to its fate more than half a year 
ago. 

Munson looked for a moment queerly at 
“Whitey” Sims. It seemed he was undecided. 

“Well, come on, if you want to know what 
it’s all about,” he announced. 

They scrambled into a gully, strewn even at 
that day with rusty tell-tale bits of the disaster, and 
over a slight ridge where the sage was most 
abundant. 

Sweat was rolling off Sims’ face. With a 
gloved hand he plucked Munson’s sleeve. 

“Wait a minute, ‘Growler’.” 
Munson turned with the blackest of scowls. 
Sims gave it to him. “I’m Lessing.” 
Shining desert heat filled a minute or two. 
“Yes, I’m Lessing of the Railroad. Now 

listen to what I’m going to say. I’ve been traveling 
and living with you for a month and a half. You 
know what ‘it’s all about.’ I’m after what’s 
missing out of that pay-car safe.” 

“Growler” Munson stood like a stone image 
while the shock went down through him. 

Lessing continued his exposure. “I’ve gone 
through you like a book since that afternoon I 
picked you up out of the desert after my deputy 
‘shacks’ threw you off of 1016.” Lessing looked 
his victim in the eye. “Never mind what you think 
about me. The important point is I’ve got an 
estimate of you.” Lessing tipped his hat back on 

his sunburned forehead. “I think you haven’t got 
the Zanesville payroll, and I doubt you ever had 
it.” 

Another time bordering on a minute went by. 
“You saw what happened to it. You know 

who took it, or the same thing. But let that wait. 
You’ve been double-crossed all your life, you’ve 
been saying. You don’t trust anybody.” Lessing 
was calm and confident, as he spat into the sand. 
“On that account I’ve decided to do something.” 
A low ground-thunder told of the approach of a 
smart express. “As for the payroll, I admit I can’t 
say where it is. It isn’t in the remains of the 
wreck, because I’ve gone over it. I don’t know 
what you’re doing here. I’ll still get that missing 
roll, anyway. It’ll only take time.” 

It was deadly the way “The Growler’s” hands 
crawled up his sides into striking range. 

“I’d like to see you board that train—” 
Lessing pointed at the spume of smoke on the 
horizon “and get out of the section. After you’re 
on it I want you to do some thinkin’. I’ll stay here. 
When my deputies arrive in some twenty minutes 
on a special that I ordered out of Kansas City, I’ll 
tell ‘em you’re gone. You gave me the slip. 
Understand? The point is, your only friend, 
‘Whitey’ Sims, didn’t double-cross you.” 
Lessing’s face was tired with the effort this took, 
but he dealt out a hand. 

Munson came out of his trance to act, started 
his own powerful five fingers forward. 

“This was a—surprise, hey?” muttered 
Lessing. 

“No,” said the other. He gripped the 
detective’s hand above the wrist, with a rapid 
movement stripped down “Whitey” Sims’ 
ridiculous kid glove, and bared a tattooing: “J. 
Lessing. N. Y., 1919.” 

Lessing’s mouth fell a-jar. 
“I saw that,” revealed Munson, “when I 

straightened you out after you got hit by the 
bridge. I guess I was surprised then.” He wiped 
his violent face deliberately. “Here’s what I 
brought you out here for. Turn around.” Lessing 
did as told. Under his feet, hidden in the absolute 
tangle of grass and sage, was a split in the crust of 
the desert about a foot and a half wide. At the 
bottom of that fissure, fifteen feet below them, a 
back-stream of the Black River trickled. 

“See that thing there,” said “The Growler”. 
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Lessing looked down and saw the cowhide 
satchel containing the Zanesville payroll, laying 
on end in silt and six inches of water. 

“It landed there out of the wreck. Tossed out 
when the safe busted and somersaulted,” 
remarked Munson. “No one man could get down 
that crack and get it and get back. That’s all I got 
to say. But you can figure that you wound up your 
spiel at just the right second. I had just started a 
swing to punch you on the button and drop you 
down that pocket-sized canyon where you could 
rot with that dough.” 

“Looks like it’s even for even again, 
‘Growler’,” was Lessing’s observation. 

Munson hopped off the stringpiece of the 
bridge and hooked the last bar on the express as it 
whipped past. 

“Remember me, ‘bo,” shouted Lessing as the 
train crossed his line of vision. 

The tramp’s bellowing voice lifted for an 
instant above the blast of the distant exhaust and 
the trip-hammer pounding of the trucks. “I still 
don’t trust nobody. But, ‘Sims’, you’re somebody 
to me. I’ll see you later. Watch out.” 

 
 

 


