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Yhe molding deflartment was for all

the world like a ppodrome production
of “"Faust The only sounds were the
subdued roaring of the furnace flames
ind occasiona lang of metal on

‘ Sceores of men darted back and
fort { rugged forms silthouetted
against the fiery background.

Our star performers im this depart-
ment,” Mr. IFrear explained, “are a lit-
tle grimy, perhaps, but stars none the
less.”

A little to our left stood a wiry, ath-
letic man nearing middle age. ewas
perched on a bed of black sahd and
was busy, tamper in hand, covering a
wooden pattern recently brought eover
from the domain of Mr. Erickson. He
seemed likely material.

“My name iz Oscar Taylor,” he said
in response to my {uery, “and I'm a
native son. How . Jong have I been
working with the Union? Why, it's so
long since I started that'I almost for-
got about it. 1 was a pretty small
ghaver, though, I know that much. Let
I began when the shop was at
First and Mission streets.”

me see,

“That’'s over 20 yvears ago,” put in
Mr. Frear.
“Yes,” assented Mr. Taylor, pulling

at his t 'k mustache reminiscently,
“it is certainly all of that.”

“Does It seent that long to you?” 1
inquired, noting with admiration the
well developed sinews of His forearms
and the clearness of his skin, visible
even beneath the thin coating of black
dust.

“Oh, it doesn’t seem long at all,” the
molder assured me, adjusting his little
black cap and peering across the shop
beneath his overhanging eyebrows. “All
I know is that I began at the bottom
and worked up and up, and here T am.”

There was a glow of pardonable pride
in his eyes at this recital of his auto-
biography.

“This work I'm doing now,” contin-
ued Mr. Taylor, “is a condenser. The
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Our friend appears to
worshiper-at the shrine of fortune,”
1 remarked to Mr. Frear after .we
had taken leave of Mr. Taylor.

Taylor Gets Results

“No matter what he
sults,” that gentleman hastened to
assure me, “He talks about molds
turning out failures, but it's a rare
thing fer him to know what failupe
means i suspect that all that talk of

is about luck aifd, lottery i= just his
f showing his modesty.”
we visited the big ‘frog of the
machine shop. . They were making
a new steel ruodder shaft for the
Isthmian, and it was by the side of
the huge piece of metal that we ecame
James Coleman. .
Coleman is a goddly man to
e is tall and proportion-
ally stout, square shouldered and
square jawed. Perhaps Mr. Coleman
will not be cemplimented - ‘when he
lears about it, but the fact is that he
has the build and mannerisms we
look for—and often fail to find—in po-
licemen of the Market street.squad.

James Coleman of the Union firon
works is more than a master machin-
ist He has a rarely intellectual face
and a high, smooth forehead. He is
singularly good looking, and there are
few men one meets in a casual way
who have so much character stamped
on their countenance. He received Mr.
Frear's explanatfion calml¥ and cour-’
teously. He showed nefther bashful-
ness nor self-consciousness, but mere-
ly a polite degree of interest. 'And
he talked ever correctly and to the
point.

“Yes, I'm a Californian,”
“and U'm proud of the fact. 1 was
born in Sonoma county. I consider
myself something of an old timer here
at the Union—I've been working here
now for 21 years. I began at the bot-
tom, naturally, and just kept pegging
away at it until things began to come
my way. The first important job I
had was on the Charleston.” 3

“That was in the later 80s, wasn't
it? I =asked. “I remember I was
present at the Jaunching.”

“So was 1" sald Mr. Coleman, with a
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he said,

smile. ‘““Perhaps we saw each other,
but very likely we've forgotten all
about it. I dare say we've both

changed somewhat.”

“Y dare say we have. Now, Mr. Cole-
man, 1 was just talking with a man
over in another shop, and he says that
the work he is doing is a lottery; that
it depends very largely on luck. May 1
ask if that is your opinion?"

Mr. Coleman slipped his hand once or
twice over the handle of the machine
he was operating.

“] can't see where the luck comes
in,” he said deliberately, ‘“and my
opinion is that the work I do is very
far from being A& lottery, Everytiing
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liere depends on abilitw, In the first that Captain Johnson “used to bhe” a
place, a man has to have hrains. In Dane. He, speaks English fluently and

the second place, a man has & use his
brains. Then things come out rlght-—«
they have to.. On the other hand. if a
man hasu’t any brains, or it he doesn't
use the brains he has, then there is
bound to be a failure. No; I can't see
that luck has anything to do with it.”

As we Jeft the machine shop I read-
ily understood why James Coleman is
the higgest frog in his pond. He has
brains and he uses them. He had said
nothing about brawn; but his strength
spoke for itself.

"“Next,” said Mr. IFrear, afte® we had
passed through the din of the boiler
shop, “I want.you to meet our veteran
ship carpenter. If you are looking
for workmen who are cxperts in their
trades, ¥ou can't.afford to miss Captain
Johnson. He's been with us for years
and years.”

“I notice that all your star performers
T have met thus far have been with
you for vears and years. And they're
not old men, either.”

“Well, there's wihere Captain John-
son has the advantage of the others.
He is an old man, In fact. some
people would say, if they didn't know
the fellow as well [ do, that his period
of usefulness has expired. But that
is not so. He keeps tinkering around,
and if he weren't here every one would
miss him.”

Veteran Captain Johnson

We descended the well worn stairs
leading to the second story of the
carpenter shop. and in a sunny corner,
hammer in hand, we found Captain
Johnson. His somewhat heavy face set
off by gray side whiskers racalle the
countenance of Henrik Ibsen,
second glance assures the visitor that
there - is nothing of the when-we-
dead-awake spirit in this kindly old
artisan. The swash of the waves and
the sounds of the hammer have con-
spired with his ripe old age somewhat
to dull his hearing; but his mind is
acute, his humor agile ana his eye
gparkling.

“I used to be a Dane,” said Captain
Johnson, as he returned my greeting,
“pbut I'm not a Dane any longer. For
many years now I have heen a nephew
of the good Uncle Sammy.” §

No one could doubt for a moment

but” a .

correctly,” but with those delightful
foreign inflectiong of which foreigners
for the most part appear to bhe quite
unconscious. The mirutes flew for
both Mr. Frear and me as the captain
unfolded the story of his life.

(Yaptain Johnson was an old sait
while still in his teens. He loved the
sed and traveled far. He can speak in-
terestingly of almost every seaport in
the world. Many vears he spent in
Canada, though, as he hastened to as-
sure us, he never hecame a Canadian.
He wag a nfature man when he gave
up the sailor’s roaming life and settled
down to the more prosaic work of ghip
carpenter at the\Union:

“I was born ik 1833 on the longest
day of the year,” said the captain,
“and so wlien 1 came to San Francisco
1 was old enough to have sense.”

Many are the entertaining reminis-
cences with whieh the patriarch of the
vards regaled us as we stood there by
his work benech in the bright warm
sunlight. Particularly fond is he of re-
calling Irving M. Scott.

“He used to come around very regu-
larly,” said the captain, smiling. “an?
1 got to know when it was that he had
something to be done. , When he would
just say, ‘Ah, hew are you, Johnson?
or ‘Well, Johnsgon, how goes it? I could
tell that he wanted nothing. But when
he would come up to me and say. "Why,
Captain  Johnson, I'm really glad to

In 1901 Ca Johnson met with
an accident. He w directing some
work on one of the wharves when a
cahle suddenly parted and one of the
severed ende struck him sharnly and
flung him down. - He fell heavily and
struck on the hack of his head. "“For
a good long while T didn't know where
I was,” he explained ingenuousiy.

“You were laid up for a long timie,
of course?” 4

“No, T wasn't—I couldn't afford to
be. Oh, it wasi't moneyv.” he added.
divining. my thoughts, “that wae all
right. But they needed me here in
the vardse.” So I reported for work
again before the doctors would let me.”

“I don't think that was prudent,”
Mr: Frear remarked. “The doctors—"
~“The doctors! the doctors! the fool

meet you this morning,’ ah, then [ could
tell that he had ax to grind. :

doctors!” jnterposed the old man petu-

<

lantiy. “I'd be as well as ever today
if it weren't for the doctors. | know
what was ths matter, but they didn’t.
They say they would have to perform
an operation. Well, they performed it,
and here I am.”

“Yes” 1 said,
wopking.”

“Working, yves; byt not working like
I used to work. Why, when [ was a
young man I used to laugh at a fellow
that couldn't lift 250; and now —-but,
never mind. A man can’'t be young all
the time, can he?”

“Oh, don’t let that bother you,” said
the captain as we shook hands, and [
expressed the conventional ragret that
I had taken up so much of his time.
“I'm much obliged to you, sir, that vou
have given the old captain such a nice,
long rest.”

And he lowered and raised lis right
eyelid in a most impressive wink.

From the delightfully garrulous old
Captain Johnson it was quite a transi-
tion to the next expert—this time a
ship fitter who, Mr. Frear assurad me,
is & wonder in his own particular line.
My obliging guide stopped a clean-cut,
athletic voung fellow. whe was crossing
the yard with 2 piece of iron plating on
his shoulder. Mr, Frear's explanation,
whieh by this time had developed into
a showman's spiel, no doubt Impressed
the star ship fitter, but not to the ex-
tent of making him remove the piece of
metal from his shioulder. He was mani-
festly busy and apparently couldn't see
how:a meré newspaperman could take
pp much of his time.

“here you are—and

Terse Mister Stwart

“This,” said the superintendent
construction, “is Stwarg.”
“How do you speil it?”

“S-t-w-p-r-t," o declared
ship fitter.
“James?"'

of

the expert

¢ “Yep,” Dbhe answered. slightly im-
pressed by my lucky guess.
‘“You've been working here at the

Union a long time?”
“Sixteen years.”
‘Exactly?”

“About.”

“Native son, 1 suppose?”’

“Yep.”

“Now,

Mr. Stwart, F've heen talking

to sevéral men in the shops.  Some
say success depends on luck: others say
it depends on ability. What do you

say?

* Billty.™

“Thank you, Mr. Stwart: I'll not de-
tain yolt any ldhger. Goodhy.”

“By."

“He's & man of few words™ re-
marked Frear. as the laconic ship ftter
strode across the yard, “hut—he caa
deliver the goods.”

had ceught encugh frozs in the
Union on” works. Some flue speci-
mens I had undoudtedly capiured, but
there must be more the great city
before me. At l¢ds5i vuine more expert
workman must he added toa the coi-
iaction. Eureka! The king of thes hod
carriers, !

That eureka means that I found the
idea. 1t doesn’t mean that I found tas
man for whom I was in search. I
spent & scandalous ameunt of money on
carfare and built up a snlendid busi-
ness for my shoe maker ers | could
cry eureka onceé again. -And when I
did cry it it came very faintly and ha!fl
ileavtedly—an unconscious tribute to
the divinity that doth hedge in a king.

For the king of the hod carriers is

N

n
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inch a King. He is well knit and
sturdy and if not exactly handsome is
honest looking, which as the werld
goea counts for ever so much more. He
was just quitting for the day when L
found him and had the pleasure of rid-
ing home with his majesty.

“Who the dickens told you about
me?’ demanded royalty, grimly pufing
at its piece of a pipe

‘Everybody, I responded, promptly.

Well, said the king of the
hod ecarriers, “evervhody has mighty
littla to do.”

“You spell your name—"

“Yes, I do. but you don't. If
want to talk with me-all right;
no newspaper publicity for pine.
yvou demn't promise leave out
name and where | work, I won't
another word to you™

“But your picture—"

every

then,”

you
but
It
m
say

to

“Picture! You're not going to get
my picture.. If you go sending & guy
around to take a snapshoot of me I'll

smash his head and his shooting gal-
lery into smithereens.’

And the King loeked as though he
could do it The royal gentleman is
not & native son, and tal¥s with an
accent that T Jfare neot attempt to re-
produce. On longer acqyuaintance he
became mote affable and his native
humor got the bhetter of his bruague-
ness, which, it was very evident, was
largely assumed. 7

The King of the hed carriers has
lived a happy, well filled life. He came
to California 14 years ago and has
worked  almeost uninterruptedly ever
since. And he loves his work.

“Sure. there's nothing like it,” he
declared in a. bursit of  confidence.

“Climbing up and down all day. a man
gets a filune view of the scenery. And
then there's always plenty of change.
Once—4about seven years ago—I thought
there was a little too much change.
when I fell from the third ‘story of a
building on Folsom street ‘and didn't
know where | was going to land.”

“Pretty badly hurt?™

“In_ & way. yes " he answered,
lost my pipe.”

“Was that all?” . §

“And wasn't that enough? But if it's
aurt of body and bones yvou mgan, I
came off entirelv. 1T landed on t en-l

“1

of a pile of lumber on the sidewalk
helow. and T beunced up again anl

down again till | was shook almost <
pieces, But I went to work the next
day as usual”

“You are perfectly willing to rema
a hod carrier to the end of your days™’

“That I am,” Be declared emphati
cally, kflocking the ashes out of I
pipe. “Buf the trouble is. the jobh.
I'm afrald, won't walt for me. Thesa
new fangled elevators spoli most of th's
fun. | like carrying the hod: - dent:
iike shoving a wheelbarrow and riding
te the top story in a paiace car”

Svch is the king of the hod carriers,
whose pa and place of husiness !
heve promised not 16 raveal, Jd whoas
pholoxraah. for some smashing tnn.l.
reasfns, does not appear on this page.
But if. on your meanderings in the dis.
trict north of Murket—! dare not b
more specific—vou chance upon &
brawny, henest faced gentioman with'a
hod on inis shoulder 2nd a pine—a sman
one—betweén Nhils eetli: & man who
laoks out at veu’ from shrewd bet
kindly eyes aud shows by his every
movement that It is a good thing te kv
alive—then you must take off your hat
for you are i» *ha reszauge of Peyaity.
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