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He Who Told This Yarn wasn’t known as “Anner Nias,” but his Friends Called him 
“Monk Hausen” 
 
THE loose-jointed individual and the 
watery-eyed one met on common ground. 
They had both been fired from the same 
freight, and were drawn to each other—or, 
more correctly speaking, fired at each other, 
for they came near colliding in the process 
of ejectment. 

“Must take us for blooming cannon-
balls,” grunted the loose-jointed one. 

“Yes; those fellows are certainly on 
the firing-line, all right,” replied the watery-
eyed one. “Reminds me of the way I’ve 
often floated through space in Kansas, 
riding bareback on a cyclone.” 

“So you’ve been in Kansas, too?” 
queried the loose-jointed one. “Now, there’s 
a State that can boast some about nearly 
everything. And, talking of cyclones, did 
you ever hear how they are formed? 

“Well, I met an ex-college professor 

out there who had succumbed to the 
wanderlust and hit the road, and he 
explained the whole thing to me. 

“You see, cyclones are formed in 
this way: First of all comes one of those 
scorching-hot days when the sun is on to the 
job for a raise. He gets focused on a certain 
locality, and fricassees the atmosphere at 
that location, and keeps on plugging at it 
until the air is all consumed. 

“This creates, as it were, a hole in 
the atmosphere. Then nature gets busy, and 
sends a wireless to the spot where there is 
an oversupply of the ethereal fluid, and as 
soon as the C.Q.D. is received the air makes 
a bee-line for that vacuous void. 

“Sometimes it travels in a straight 
line, and sometimes not. However, as it 
travels, it assumes a rotary motion, due to a 
law of physics that all swiftly moving 
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bodies must rotate. As it advances in its 
swift flight, it is utterly unselfish, for it takes 
everything along that it comes up with. 

“Houses, trees, and cattle are 
gathered in its loving embrace, and the 
whole blooming outfit forms a sort of relief 
expedition to the afflicted place. The world 
moves, but Kansas is a whole moving-
picture show. Talk about the shifting sands 
of time! A Kansas cyclone is the sine qua 
non of motion, and is entitled to full 
honorary membership in the Scene Shifters’ 
Union. 

“It may leave a path of devastation 
behind it, but think of what would become 
of that airless void if the C.Q.D. was 
ignored.” 

“That’s so,” replied the watery-eyed 
one. “Nature has got railroads skinned alive 
when it comes to delivering the goods. 
Then, again, a cyclone is a great factor in 
promoting social intercourse. There are lots 
of people out there who would never see 
each other were it not for the fact that they 
are thrown together by the thoughtful 
cyclone. I know of a couple of fellows who 
had not seen each other for years, who met 
in the air, both joy-riding aboard the same 
cyclone. 

“ ‘Hallo, Bill!’ shouted one; ‘I 
haven’t seen you for a good while.’ ‘No,’ 
yelled the other fellow; ‘I don’t often get up 
this way.’” 

“Speaking of railroading,” said the 
loose-jointed individual, “I’d like to relate 
to you some of my experiences in the 
railroad business. Back in the seventies I did 
key-pounding down in Kansas, on the P. D. 
Q. road. I held down a shanty up along the 
line, forty miles from the nearest refectory. 

“Did nothing much but give the 
trains clear track or hold them up to side-
track so’s to let another train pass. The old 
P. D. Q. was a single-track road, with 

shanties and sidings at regular intervals, at 
which a number of other jays like myself 
did the brain-work of the system. 

“I was holding down this King 
William job in that Queen Anne cottage, 
with no great white way nearer than the 
milky ‘baldric of the skies,’ and the only 
stars I could flirt with were those winking at 
me across millions of miles of space. But I 
was not astronomically inclined—
gastronomy has always been my long suit. 

“Well, this particular incident I have 
in mind happened on one of those days 
when nature seems to be resting and getting 
ready for a grand-stand demonstration. Even 
the grasshoppers had ceased their campaign 
against the crops. As a rule, the quiet of my 
position never bothered me much, but that 
day the silence seemed to get onto my 
nerves. 

“I seemed to sense something was 
going to happen, and felt as fussy as a 
magnetized kitten. There was a south-bound 
train due at my villa at 7.30 P.M. I had 
orders to hold it on the siding until the 
north-bound passenger, due at 7.45, had 
passed. 

“I set my signals and busied myself 
doing nothing until the south bound should 
arrive. I felt mighty glad of the chance for 
human companionship which the side-
tracked freight would supply. 

“The sky had assumed a dirty-gray 
color. The clouds seemed to hang balanced 
overhead, without any sign of motion. The 
temperature had dropped quite perceptibly, 
and, from indications, I felt certain that 
there was a cyclone sashaying around 
somewhere in my vicinity. 

“I was wondering if my villa was in 
the path of the whirling dervish, when the 
stillness was suddenly fractured by the 
shrieking of the south bound’s whistle. 

“I got ready to do the reception act, 
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and wondered why Jim Bludsoe kept his 
whistle blowing. 

“In a few seconds the big engine 
loomed in sight. Along she came, like a 
race-horse on the home-stretch, and 
suddenly I realized that the big galoot at the 
throttle was going to give us the go-by. 

“I grabbed my red flag and got busy 
with the wigwag performance, but old iron 
horse swished past with his long, brown tail 
of empty freights strung out behind like the 
appendage of a comet. 

“ ‘What the Sam Hill’s the matter 
with that giddy choffer?’ thinks I. Then it 
struck me all of a sudden that in about seven 
and a half minutes there was going to be 
trouble, likewise a lot of scrap-iron scattered 
over the scenery of the Sunflower State. 

“The north-bound train had already 
entered the same block, and the two trains 
would meet about half-way between my 
bungalow and the next one south, on the 
curve around a grove thereabouts. In my 
mind 1 pictured the horror of the scene. 

“Say, did you ever read ‘Ben-Hur’? 
Do you remember the chariot-race, and how 
that gay Lothario of the Ghetto had 
ornamental spikes on the hubs of his chug 
car? Then, do you remember how, when 
coming up the home-stretch, he spoke to his 
team in Yiddish, and they spurted to 
overtake the fellow on the lead? 

“Also, do you remember how the 
bully boy tacked a little to leeward, so that, 
by the time the lead horses of the two teams 
were neck to neck, his chariot swung toward 
that of mister-man-on-the-lead, and that 
harveyized toothpick on bully boy’s chariot-
hub slid in between the spokes of the other 
fellow’s wheel, and there was a sound like 
the tearing off of several yards of dry noise, 
and mister-man-on-the-lead’s chariot turned 
turtle, and Benny-boy finished first amid the 
plaudits from the bleachers and the showers 

of American beauties from the grand stand 
and boxes? 

“You remember that, do you? Well, 
that’s the kind of noise I expected would 
vibrate the atmosphere of Kansas in a few 
minutes; but, as compared to this noise, the 
noise of that chariot-race would sound like 
the joyful coo of a happy infant. 

“My mind was full of the 
possibilities of the situation, and I was 
standing there, paralyzed, as it were, when 
suddenly there was a roar, and the 
topography of Kansas began doing the 
Wilbur Wright act. 

“I was picked up bodily and hurled 
against that shanty of mine with sufficient 
force to knock the sense out of me. When I 
came to I saw a train standing on the siding. 
The crew were emptying the contents of a 
water-pail over me and searching my 
anatomy for injuries. 

“As my gray matter resumed 
operations, I realized that it was the 
northbound passenger-train that stood upon 
the siding. ‘How the Sam Hill did you get 
here?’ I asked the engineer. 

“ ‘Why, came in on my engine,’ he 
replied. ‘Where’s No. 23—isn’t she in yet? I 
had orders to run through to X, and 
expected to see No. 23 side-tracked here. 
Not seeing anything on the siding, I pulled 
up to investigate. What’s up?’ 

“ ‘Didn’t you smash into 23?’ I 
gasped. 

“ ‘Sure not,’ he replied. ‘What’s the 
matter? Did you strike your head?’ 

“ ‘My head’s all right,’ I replied. 
‘Twenty-three passed here in a blaze of 
glory some time ago, and if you didn’t see 
her, where is she?’ 

“ ‘Come, man,’ coaxed the engineer, 
get word along the line and find out when 
she is due. I don’t want to stay here all day.’ 

“ ‘But I tell you she passed here.’ I 
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insisted, and in desperation I rushed to the 
key and pounded off an inquiry to the fellow 
south of me as to whether 23 had passed. 

“The reply staggered me. He 
answered in the negative. 

“ ‘Where’s that train?’ I shrieked. ‘It 
passed here at 7.30,’ I persisted. 

“Just then the rear brakeman came 
running up the track with a cap in his hand. 
‘Found this down the track,’ he said. ‘That’s 
old Jim Bludsoe’s cap; and if his cap is here, 
he must have passed here himself.’ 

“ ‘That’s so,’ rejoined the engineer. 
‘But what am I going to do? I can’t hang 
around here any longer.’ 

“Well, I wired to the northern end 
for instructions, and got word to send the 
passenger along. Then the word went over 
the line to the next station south, to send out 
a searching-party for the missing train. The 
track between my shanty and the next one 
south was closed to traffic pending the 
arrival of the searching-crew. In due time 
they pulled in on a hand-car, and reported 
that they had seen nothing of the missing 
train. I wired the information to 
headquarters, and asked for instructions. 

“ ‘Open up the road for traffic and 
send men on foot to make a thorough search 
for that train; we need it,’ came the answer. 

“I did as directed, and sent the 
searching-party down the track. Told them 
to spread out on either side of the track, and 
work along until they found the wreck, for I 
felt sure it must have run off the track 
somewhere. 

“After they had been gone about 
fifteen or twenty minutes, and I had raked 
my brain for a solution of the matter. I heard 
a whistle away off in the distance. It 
sounded low, appearing to come from the 
south. There was nothing due at my place 
for an hour or so; so I thought at first it was 
a relief-party coming up to help solve the 

mystery, but as the sound continued, and did 
not get any louder, I concluded that, 
whatever it was, it was stationary. 

“The sound kept up for about ten 
minutes, and then stopped. I waited for 
about half an hour, and then I saw one of the 
searching-party returning on the run. In the 
meantime headquarters had been 
hammering me for news of the engine. 

“When the special courier arrived, 
he was winded; so 1 saw it was no use 
trying to pump anything out of him until he 
got through with his breathing exercises. 

“When he got his bellows working 
again, I learned that they had found Jim 
Bludsoe and his train about three miles 
down the road, about a mile and a half away 
from the track. Several of the cars were 
standing on end, but the engine and the 
balance of the train were right side up, 
scattered over the face of the virgin prairie. 

“The searchers had heard the 
whistle, and proceeded to investigate. They 
had found the wreck as reported, with old 
Jim standing in the cab, scared, wild-
looking, and battered.” 

“How the heck did they get there?” 
asked the watery-eyed one. 

“Well, they couldn’t get anything 
out of Jim. He seemed plumb locoed. When 
I sent in my report over the wire, they sent 
down a lot of experts to try and salvage the 
train. Jim Bludsoe was the only living critter 
left of the crew. 

“They figured that the cyclone had 
caught up to the train on its wild whirl down 
the track, picked it up bodily, like a 
blooming air-ship, and carried it across the 
country to where it was discovered. This 
was verified by the crew, who came straying 
in like lost sheep from the prairie whither 
they had blown. 

“It was learned from them that the 
engineer had developed a crazy streak some 
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time before passing my station and chased 
the fireman out of the cab. That explained 
why they gave my signal the go-by. 
However, Jim Bludsoe never had to answer 
for his crazy act, for the last I heard of him 
he was in a dippy domicile, quartered in an 
upholstered boudoir.” 

“And what became of the 
locomotive and cars?” inquired the watery-
eyed one. 

“Oh, they built a mile and a half of 
track out to the scene, and the wreckers 
salvaged the whole outfit. The strange part 
of it is that a prosperous settlement, known 
as The Lost Freight, sprung up at the 
terminus. 

“But, then, that seems to be the 

custom in Kansas. Whenever any of the real 
estate is shifted by a cyclone, the natives 
send a tracer after it, and if it is found in 
good order they migrate to the spot. 

“Why, I’ve seen the same family 
living in the same house in a half-dozen 
different counties. It’s a cheap way to move, 
and, besides, you don’t have to bother about 
the selection of a site.” 

“That’s so,” replied the watery-eyed 
one. “You don’t happen to be related to 
Anner Nias, do you?” 

“No,” replied the loose-jointed 
individual. “My familiars call me Monk 
Hausen. So long, pard. Thanks for a very 
entertaining afternoon.” 

 


