JIMMIE GATZS

Fow the $.P. runs through Klamath Palls
and they've got a switchyard there,.

On each end of the yard is a shanty
Where the herders put in their share.

In case you don't know what a herder is
I'1l explain s0 there’ll be no doubt,
His job iz to answer the telephone

And high-ball the trains in and out.

When the drag comes in the herder takss
The engine off of the train,

When it's ready to go he couples it on
And lines it out to the main,

There are many who frequent the herder's shack

To wait for their orders and trains,

And the tales that are told °'neath it's blackensd roof
Would chill the kblood in your wveins,

We always like to go in for a spell

And talk for a round or a bout,

But our favorite shack is the east end shack
For that's where Cates hangs out,

"James B, Balley Butler Gates”, he says,
“That's what I'm called by name®,

And herding for twenty or thirty years
Isn't what broughtJim’s fame,

From E1 Pasc to Portland Gates is known
As the biggest liar on earth,

But his yarns have never harmed anycne,
They are filled with humor and mizrih.

Jim Gates never told the truth in his life,
Yet I think that he never lied,

For he knows that we never believe hirn

And that makes it right inside,

He can drink a quart of whiskey a day

And I deubt if that's enough,

Then he'll look at you sort of solemn, and swear
That he never touches the stuff.

He shot the biggest deer ever killied
And landed the heaviest trout,

why during the £first World War Jim Gates
Put & thousand Sermans to rout.



He swam down the Mississippi

From St., Jo to New (rleans,

He was lost in & jungle for ten years once
And lived on nothing but bsans.

He's & U. §. Deputy Marshal

And a fighter who's never been hurt,
He'd have been the champion toc, he says,
But his manager did him dirt,

s8¢ whenaver I'm worn and weary
Prom the load I imagine I bear,
I head for the east end shanty
Por I know Gates hangs out there.

Ir a moment he’ll have me grinning

As he starts on a bloody tale,

And befure I leave I'll be laughing so hard
The vibration wou'd locsen a vail.

I'm not alone when I go to Jim

T secretly get rid of cars,

wWhy brakemen, switchmen, cartoads alike
Can always be found around there.

Yes, Gatez is the biggesit liar on earth.

He's certainly not any &zint,

Put he’s made men laucghk when they wanted to cry,
and that should erase the taint,

1 believe Jim Gates hac & place or this earth,
And I'm sure that he’s gserving it well,

8c I'1l not be gorry of places and such

As humans call heaven and hell.

¥Yor when the caller calls GCates oul

Por that longest shift of his time,

Dor't you think there’ll be a shanty for him
In the greatest yard on that line:
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