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IN the rolis of that metropolitan fire departmentbie was Geor-ge Wellman. In tbe engine house
hie was >Gosbi." -For "Gosb !" was his exclama-
tioni. And, to tbe ceaseless deligbt of tbe

sophisticated and the really profane, be used it a
bundred and fifty times a day. Hie was farma bred.
For years .be bad worked as a bîred man. And, in
bis large, confiding, and altogetber likable sini-
plicity, a bired man bie bgd remiained.

But wbat be did not talk about, wbat, with a

queer outcropping of social pride, be bad confideu
only to tbe captaini, was tbe f act tbat~ for the yeai:
before bie bad corne to the Greater City and satis-
fied a life's ambition by ptitting on the uniformi as

a f our-tb grader, be bad been a miemrber, in a Lower

Laké port, of a longshore gang-a gang wbich

specialized on coal jobs. "Specializing on coal jobs"
-- '- ý"n tcnag4e basis. with tbree

whole engine house was in a kind of aching hys-
teria. Gosh himself bad joined it. "Gosh," lie
said, "unless there was some way of keepin' frorn
seein' the old feller, you can't do nothin' else but
laugh !"

And when, for the fifth tinie since noon, some one
bad insisted that his message was for the captain
alonie, and the captain had once more answered-
to smash the receiver back upon the hook in a fury
that now seemned to gasp for breath-even as hýe
passed Gosh on bis return, Syme reached under the
table and jalbbed Gosb in bis floating ribs. He went
off at once-Êike a cow witb a mangel in ber throat.

The captain did what is supposed to be done only
in comlic pictures: bie virtually danced about Gosh.
",You great big coal-heavin' fool!" bie cried, "wbat
are you on a comipany like- this for, anyway, I don't
know !-Lord," bie wbimpered, "if you want to give
the buncb somnetbin' to laugli at, supposin' you look
at thiat for a while !"-aind bie showed one of Gosb's
-riýtw "An' tbat. too !"-he sbowed the other.

came in on one of the auxiliary service alarms
which are thick along the water front. And, as the
truck swung out of the narrow cross-town street
into the crowded breadth of asphalt that gave uipon
the pier line, driver and crew began to look for
their smoke. Save for that f rom their own engine,
there was none. But the sidewalk population had
ail begun to tail in one direction. 'And, jarring
across the B. & L. tracks, truck and steamer fol-
lowed. With the samie leadership, they turned off
down the double sidi*ng that led to the Metropolitan
Fuel Company's trestie and coal pockets.

Coal pockets, or boppers, are of various sorts;
but they are ail of the same general plan, that of a
huge, hollow elephant's head. The loaded coal cars
are backed laborioursly up the slope of the trestie
to where it widens and enters the shed above the
succession of great steel or timbered bins below.
The bin is the pocket proper, the elephant's skull.
And it is covered in save for the space between
the tracks, through which the cars areý dumped.
Tbe onily mnouth or outiet is the-big spout, at the
end of the elephanit's trunk, from whicb the de-
livery trucks are filled,

At the top of that Metropolitan trestie and just
outside the first pocket, two policemen and a dozen
of the company's yard men were running crazily

about. At the foot of the trestie
another policeman and some of the
office staff were trvinz to keerD the


