M"That reminds me of something that happened toc me once."
We all broke off our laughter and looked up in surprise.
Those wers the first words the stranger had spoken since joining

us. He was too well dressed to be a bumeso when he came over
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to our fire in the hobo jungle jJjust outSide,BfLSan”Béfabo, we
, S

were suspicious and d4idn't talk to him. Now, he'd tried to
break the ice, but we still wanted to ignore him.

"Jeez, 1t's cold:" muttered Limpy, rubbing his hands.

"Wisht I wuz in Miyamee." said Shorty, picking up the cue.

"Wigawd, I come all the way from Milwaukee so I can get

a 1ittle Californee sunshine, and what happens? The sonbitchin'

weatherman pulls a Pearl Harbor and makes it snow.” sepat out

Big Bo d1sgustedly. e
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T 4d1dn't sayv anything; I was watching the stranger.t}Theré
were toom many things about him that wouldn't let me ignore
him. In the first place, he didn't look like a bum; he was
clean-ghaven and kag was wearing some pretty good clothes that
weren't fit for the kind of weather we were having. It was one

of Southern Cal's freakish winters, and the first snow in fortz‘
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odd years had fallen in Ellay; we had some in San Berdoo too.
It wasn't more than half an inch deep on the level ground, but
it was plenty cold. Getting back to this strange guy, he was
dressed pretty 1i-ht for even a mild Southern Cal winter; he
had on only a pair of slacks with a 1light jacket over a sport
gshirt. Like my buddy Mac would've said, he'd've been a swell

ajdvertisement for the Southern California Cee of Cee. But the

- cold weather didn't phase him none. Another thing about him
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At first, he attacked gw®h things in general such as school
dances, school athletics, school parties, social clubs, and
ad infinitum. These all ended with didactic mottos that he
had learned on his miserly uncle's lap.

When he had exhausted all the subjects pertaining to
school, he branched off into the correction of vices that be-
longed to the world at large. Ie tried unsuccessfully to
campalign for the abolishment of movdes. When that failed,
he inaggurated a new prohibition movement. This too falled,
but at least it galned him a sort of following, for many
church women flocked to his crusading banrer, and, subse-
quently, he was asked to take charge of a Sunday school
class where he devoted himself to the further prOpégation
of hls ideas. LDLut thils did not take place until some years
later after he was out of high school.

Underlying all of these arguments was a personal tone.
Consumed with this almost religious fervor, the thought had
long since occurred to Ernest to put forth his own impeccable
character as an exemplum of virtue. "EBe like me," was his
impassioned appeal. MNore than once,his treatises carried
this sentence: "Young sinners, give up your wicked habits
of play and devote yourselves to the serious pursults of
life as I have done; if we give up our earthly pleasures, we
will receive joy in heaven." Profound thouchts for a high
school boy, but then Ernest was a profound lad.

Inevitably, this appeal that people use his character as

a touchstone took the form of a personal attack on indivi-



duals whom he considered wavward. "Idleness is the root of

all evil; don't fritter Kour E{me\awaysdoing nothing as Slo-

cum Johnson is doing, but follow my example and be indus-
trious,"™ he pleaded earnestly and nobly. Again, he begged,
"Don't go around laughing and enjoying yourselves like
Jornny Jones, btut be sober like me, for 1if you find pleasure
in ydur life here, you will be damned." He used similar
arguments against dancing and drinking-and many other vices.

Thus Ernest went through life. After high school, he
got a jol as executive seceetary of the male auxiliary of the
W. C. T« U. that he had started in town. It was about this
time that the churchwomen asked him to teach school. He was
pleased at the good judgement the church women had in asking
hin to teach the wisdom of his way of 1life to young childrend
and accepted. He was so near to the unusual emotion of de-
light at the prospect of working with such impressionable
young minds that he even forgot himself so far as to give a
wan smile; it was ghastly.

He had more success in propagating/his dogmas during this
period than at any other. The children were too youn: to
sneer at him, and he appealed to thelr emotion of fear, prea-
ching hell-flre. liost of the children outgrew their fear,
but a few became staunch disciples of Ernest Traablood.

4nd so his life went; he was hated and shunned by many
and followed by a few.

The time eventually came for him to die, and, to his

credit, it must Le sald that he faced the end unflinchingly.



"I thank Cod that I am not as others," he virtuously told

people when he learned that life was drawing to a close.

"I am grateful that I have led a grave,sober life and that I

have resisted the temptations of life; I have suffered at

the hands of those who have sown their wild oats, but I shall

feap my reward in heaven, and they shall harvest in hell."
It is doubtful that he prayed, for,by this tirme, he was al-
most of the opinion that UGod was)hls colleague. As he was

about to gasp his last breath, he saw a little street ur-

chin toddling along the sidewalk outside his window. Feeling

that he had one last task to perform, he raised himself
from the bed, leaned out the window and said, “ie'ambitious,
young fellow; hard work never killed anybody. Live a sober,
industrious life,and vou will be rewarded in heaven." Then
he fell back on his bed "ancd expired while the street urchin,
uncomprehending, tofldled blithely along, utterly unmindful

of the golden words of wisdom that had-beemn spoken to him.

The soul of Ernest Trueblood doared into the after-world

and was greeted by a figure in black. Ernest saw the biack
and started to nod approvéngly at the sober dress, but then
remembered that this was no longer earth. What then was the
significance of such somber apparel, he wondered. Was there
a heaven and a hell beyond even this world?

"Are you CGod?" he asked.

$he other shook hils head and motioned to Ernest Lo fol-

low him. Somewhat miffed at the Almighty for not having met

such a zealous reformer as le was, Ernest sullenly followed
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