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THE RAILWAY station in our town
IS seedy, commonplace and plain:

a^fh. ^^u
^'^'"" °^ P'^^P''^ ""•<= down andgather there to meet each train. The wait-ing rooni is bleak and bare, a place of never-

eactl.vl"' y\^^'y }^^^^rl gather thereeach day to see the train come in. The sta-
t.on agent's l.fe is sad; the loafers made it

f. .

^"^ S"y; they drive the poor mannearly mad, for they are always in the wayIhe passengers can only sob as they theirtownward way begin, for they must^strug-
gle through the mob that's there to see the
train come in. The men who have theirwork to do are hindered in a hundred ways •

in vain they weep and cry out "Shoo!" theycan t disperse the loafing jays. These loaf^
ers always are the same; they toil not, neith-

^[„? .K
''^•'P'"' ^^""^ ''^^'= "° other end oraim, than just to see the train come in.Ive traveled east, I've traveled westand every station in the land appears tohave Its loaferfest its lazy, idle','^ usdeS^and, I know the station loafer well-he has red stubble on his chin- he has an

anc.e„,^ fishlike, smell; he TiUs to se^the train come in. Oh, Osier, get your

Sn and '

'"'^ ^'\ y°"^ gIass^yJ„°ge
again, and come and try to make thingswarm for those who bother busy men I fS
loafers standing in the way, when standing
IS a yellow sinl For those who gather, dafby day, to see a one-horse train cSme in I


