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- sheathed, another marvel.

to lead, and that was the best | extra-gsensitive

recommendation ' for his engage- | another: “Why am I working for this
ment as Fuel Foreman at Haplo. This | measly, miserly, hay-wire, one-horse out-
title is conferred upon the man in charge | fit ?” ‘
of a group of coal shovellers, and whose | the leaks he would quit,.
duty it is to see that sufficient coal is | strike him as the foreman’s business.
hoisted into the hoppers which feed the

SMIKES had the presence of one born | the “whys” that a foreman with an

ture. He “handled” his gang on a hu-
manitarian plan; his chutes were kept
running in all kinds of weather with the

smoothness of pocket-picking and the |and one of them is disregard for economy.

company called him a valuable man.
Smikes wanted them to prove it, and
wrote them a long letter—but that comes
later.

He was giving better satisfaction than
any . of his predecessors. He made the
cost of handling coal three-tenths of .a
cent.a ton cheaper, Smikes grew up to
the. _enviable position of a “living ex-
ample.”

The head of the department paid his
annual visit, and he noted with pride
that Smikes’ chutes were the tidiest on
the System, that his men worked most
rhythmically, and that Smikes himself
was the suavest of suave foremen.

“How do you manage it, Smikes?”
asked the Head. .

“Oh, a little oil and holy water” was
the best way Smikes could explain it.
Smikes thought he saw a look of sus-
picion on the face of the Head. This
was to be expected, because such good
results were usually the outcome of stern
man-handling. Smikes smiled as he read
the other’s thoughts. The smile was
contagious, and, well, it was results
the Head was after anyway.

Smikes led the way through the deep-
ening snow to the living quarters of the
Italian laborers, and here, again, the
Head marveled. It was the usual worn-
out box car set off its trucks, too far gone
for traffic but good enough still for shel-
ter. There was nothing dilapidated
about this one, however, as the Head
had expected, comparing it with the
others he had seen. It had been newly
painted outside. = The others merely
had the numbers painted out with a
splash of red lead. True, one might see
the outline of the number, 23402, upon
close examination. It was the rarity
of a laborers’ shelter being painted at all
that drew forth exclamations of wonder.
The interior was fitted up with cup-
boards, and finished bunks and the walls
And there
was actually & thick linoleum on the
floor! It had conveniences too. A pipe
from the wash-trough carried waste
water out to the culvert forty feet away
and two other pipes brought in hot and
cold water. A standard van stove stood
in the middle of the floor, radiating cheer
to all corners. The two windows were
partly opened for ventilation, and the six
bunks at one end were neatly spread with
clean, grey blankets, the top one thrown
back, exposing a restful bed.

Again the question came into the eyes
of the Head, and again he smiled in re-
sponse to Smikes’ smile. Nowhere on the
System had he seen the laborers’ quar-
ters so neatly arranged. Smikes, him-
self, hunked in the shack wused as an
officc, and this, too, was comfortably
fitted up. The Head went away well
Pleased,

The Tlead was the best hated man in
the cervice.  The reason for this per-
verted affection was the extreme economy

spot invariably added

Rather than seek the cause of
It did not

would probably shovel more coal if al-
lowed to revel in their wastefulness.
The laborer is touchy upon his failings—

“Beeg-a-da-Companee,” he reasons, “lots
o’'monee.” To his mind there is lot of
waste running a railroad anyway, and
why should a rich company mind his
little extravagances? b

Smikes had been through the mill. He
answered the “whys” for a month, and
then stopped—there were no more “whys”
to answer. Less supplies were used in
the operation of his chutes than at any
other point—according to the records.
That naturally made it harder for the
other foremen who were one and all be-
sought with rigid insistence to follow
the pace set by Smikes.
Upon the same afternoon that the Head
parted from Smikes a stranger arrived.
The stranger approached Smikes with
bubbling grace, and after some prelimi-
naries talked about the handling of coal
at small cost. Smikes was suave, and
the stranger had to come down to brass
tacks in the end and tell what he really
wanted. He was a special service man
come to look for a car which had mys-
teriously disappeared. Ile had a list of
several such cars, but one particularly
was last reported on the chute siding of
Haplo, where Smikes functioned as fore-
man,
“There were two boarding cars here
last winter, and one was set off its trucks
and the number painted out. That was
23402. It’s here yet—I see you've
painted it standard green. But 16548,
when was it lifted ?”
“No car has been lifted to my know-
ledge,” declared Smikes. He took the
stranger down to his office, and showed
him that he had no records which would
show what became of 16548. The stranger
went away seemingly satisfied.
At closing time Smikes walked home
with his little gang, chaffing with them
in broken Italian as they went.
At nightfall he paid them a visit. Arch-
angelo Zanata received him with
brotherly fervor. These visits seemed to
be understood and appreciated by the
men. They all smiled expansively.

Smikes sat on the edge of the bench
and leaned over to explain the purpose
of his visit. “Big wreck up west,” he
told them. Their eyes dilated greedily
and they slid along their bench to huddle
closer to him.

“Nice caboose,” elaborated Smikes,
“one end all broke in. Too bad, boys,
to see a nice van like that with the end
all Lroke in.”

“We go fix!” they responded. They
jumped about making preparations,
Smikes smiled at their childish glee.
“Don’t make a noise outside,” he warned
them, “and watch out for the yardmen
and car repairers—and spotter!” This last
word was whispered ominously, and they
went out hushing each other.

Smikes waited thirty minutes, and then
opened the door to look out. It was
a black, moonless night, and the snow
was cloaked with coal dust. Waiting
engines chugged heavily, and wheels
creaked ruefully on the frosty rails.
Presently a sound different from these,
and evidently expected by Smikes, came
to his ears. He stepped out and welcomed
back the returning sextet and helped
them with their burdens.

Next morning, Mr. Special Service man
paid Smikes another visit. He was less
genial in  his preliminary greetings,

) i How often might he see his men dangling-|
big locomotives of the Ra{lway_ Com- | their torches beside them, describing a
pany to keep those locomotives in fuel | milky way of blazing leaks, and feel it
until the next coaling station is reached. | too- mean to check them about it? If

Smikes soon proved to be an efficient | the men were light-hearted why run the
foreman, but he had other qualifications | risk of souring their dispositions with
which fitted him for the realm of adven- | tliis petty call for economy? They
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All our bulbs are grown for u# especl-
ally and are personally selected by
the James Carter & Co. experts.

Thorough ‘tests,” both before exporta-
tion, and at the ‘Carter ‘establishment
at Raynes Park, London, assure sound,
healthy bulbs of the very Hhighest
quality. Our Tulips and“Narcissus are
exceptionally hardy and well suited to
the Canadian climate, i
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are unequalled for bowl or bed cu!l-
ture.

The Carter catalogue and handbook—

“Bulbs’—illustrates and - describes the
“ choicest varieties of Tulips, Narcissus,
% Daffodils, Crocus, and many others. It
lists all well-known -favorites d many
exclusive kinds not to be had where
Complimentary copy on request. Write
for it to-day.

'CARTERS TESTED SEEDS INC.
133L King St. East Toronto
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The Last Word
in Granary
Gonstruction
Angle Iron Framework.
Every Galvanized Iron Sheet
is heavily braced with Angle
Iron on each side. Angle Irons
bolt together. This Granary
cannot collapse with any weight
of grain. Anything short of a |
cyclone cannot blow it down.
Simple to erect as angle iron

bolts together. There is not a
Dbolt in the sheet metal.

Write for our illustrated
circular,

Win Stoel and
"Savort ., imitod

P.0. Box 3054W Winnipeg, Man.
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“Not only Life Insurance, but
adequate Life Insurance in the form
most nearly taking the place of the
household provider when his supporting
care is removed.”

That is to say—take MONTHLY INCOME
INSURANCE, the ideal of protection.

~ Safe—regular—dependable —permanent —auto-
matic—there are a hundred arguments for MONTH-
LY INCOME INSURANCE.

The Great-West Life issues this plan on most
attractive terms. Send for a fully descriptive
pamphlet just off the press. Observe the ratcs,
the comprehensive provisions and the liberal arrange-

- ment whereby beneficiaries are given the advantage:
of the Company’s high profit-earnings.

The Great-West Life Assurance
Company

Winnipeg -
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practised by the department over which
he 1:csided.  Work was to be done
chear!* as well as efficiently. Every
Ite: f supplies beyond bare necessities
Wa. ciiticized without mercy, and more
thar snme foreman gave up his job be-
cau=c of the constant sting of that re-
cum- = interrogation, u“rhy ?”

W ten gallons of oil more this
mor:i . ‘han last? Why two more coal
i Why this special requisition
for = vow cable?r  So persistent were

(Continued on page 23).
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