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Uncle Walt

OH, TUMBO, Bwana Tumbo, we are
glad you're back again, with the lion
that you slaughtered in its cheap but

useful den; with your crates of anacondas
and your sack of crocodiles—we are glad
indeed to see you, and the land is wreathed
in smiles 1 For we missed you, Bwana
Tumbo, when you roamed the distant field,
killing camels with the weapon that no
other man could wield; and the rust of
peace was o i us, and our martial spirits fell,
and our lives grew stale and stagnant, and
we got too fat to yell. Oh, the land was
like a homestead w»ien the boss is gone
away, when the women sit and mumble and
the kids refuse to play. But you're with us
now, B. Tumbo, with the skins of beasts
you slew, with the bones of bear and walrus
and the stately kangaroo, and the gloom has
left the shanty, and we moon around no
more, for the colonel's quit his hunting, and
his face is at the door!
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