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glued for life to his work. 1t a Kind
ui B passion.

“Some of our boys, bridge Dbuild-
ers, and skyseraper workers  alike,
are forever moving all  the woay
from ‘brisco t Nuw York.
Often a bridge builder govs on a

skyscraper job, and agoin it'a the other
way round, But the skyscraper work
is the hardest, and it's geiting to be
more and more a trade ull by itself™

Later [ bhad a long talk with one of
the men who directed the work on
the “Singer.”

“Cowbuys,” he said, “i» about the
right word. 'The more you see and
hear, the better you like ‘em. There's
not & job from Eroadway to the moon
they wouldn't jump at. The higher
it is, the windier, the maore ticklish, the
better. The only trouble is, they tuke
{00 many chances, In our firm we
check ‘em up as much as we can.
the Singer building was half-way up I
ealled in the foreman.

“‘Look here, I said, ‘you've made a
record job so far. Keep it up, finich it
without killing a man, and it’s worth a
hundred dollars. We'll call it pay for
good luck.?

“He got the money.”

‘The danger comes not only at the
spectacular moments. It ix there all
the time. The girders, before they are
riveted tight, have a way of vibrating
in a strong wind; éhe men walk along
them as on a sidewalk, and more than
one has been snapped into space. lere
is a story I heard from a man on the
White hall building, down at the tip of
Manhattan: —

“It happened like this:- Mack lad
picked up a enil of rope an' t'rowed it
over his shoulders an’ was startin’ out
on a girder. This was eighteen stories
up, an’ the wind was blowin’ guns
straight in from the bharbour, an’ the
girder wa'n't extra steadv. So [ velled
aver to him:—

When -~

“Heigh, Mac! Why dont you coun
ity To ‘ecoon i’ is o wget down on
your honkeys nn’ stroddle, Hut that
wa'n't fast enough for Mac. He laugh-
ec kimd of easy.

“Well,” he aaid, “if I go down T'll go
duwn straight, anyhow,” A out e
walked. :

FWhen le had sbout reached the
middle there eome a gust of wind thut
dwdn't  atoppud sinee leavin' England.
An’ Mae he was top-heavy because of
the rope, an’ when the gust caught him
he leaned "wuy out into the wind to
bulance, So far, so good. But you see
he was leanin' on the wind, an’ the
wind let up so unexpected he hadn’t
time to straighten an’ net a blamed
iliing to lean on.

“Ioor old Mae. He went
straight all right, you bet™

In the same easy spirit of uncuncern
a man often jumps on a pgirder down
in the street, when the foreman’s hack
is turned, and rides on up with the load.
And cables sometimes snap. In the
airy rtegions above, when you want fo
came down or go up a few “tlems,” it
is far easier to grab a rope and slide,
or go up hand over hand, than it is
to go round by the ladders. Only now
and ther the rope is not securely tied.
Up on the thirtieth floor of the “Metro-
politan Life” I raw a man walk out an
a plank of a scaffold to be built. He
seized a rope that dangled from two
flnors ahbove him, gripped it with only
one hapd, and then jumped up and
down on the plank to make sure it was
solid.

Om the pinnacle of the Singer build-
ing a lofty ateel pole was erected with
a Dhrass ball on top. The foreman, who
wanted that “hundred dollars for luek,”
uzed all the powerful words he knew
te keep men from climbing up. But

down

in vain.. He eould not be in all piaces
at once,

and time and again on re-

turning he would Aad ome delighted
nun-menkey high up by the big brass
Lall, taking a look vul to <ea.

But this ja only half the stury. As
you watch them at work on the girders,
clinging to massive steel eoruers, perch-
«' on the tops of eolumn<, or leaning
out over the atreet fur below, it ia not
the recklessness, but the cool, steady
nerve that you notice wost Under ail
the apparent unconcern you can feel
the endless strain. It shows in the
looks of their eyea, in the lines of their
Taces, in the yuick, sudden motions, in
the slow, cat-like movements. Endles:
1y facing death, they are quiet and cool
by long training.

U'p on the “Metropolilan Life,” some
twenty-five tiers above the street, an
enormouns circle of stone was being built
ir as a frame for the clock. A dozen
men were at work on the seaffold that
liung ountside, and projecting from over-
head was Lhe boom of the derrick that
hoi-ted the massive atome blocks. Sud-
denly the cable caught, and the full
pewer of the engine below was Drought
to bear on the derrick. AIl this in an
instant, but in that instant somebody
saw what was going to happen. With
a2 quick, warning ery he made a leap
from the planks to the solid sieel
beams of the building. There wns a
reading and tearing above, and, just
as the Iast man leaped into safety, the
derrick erashed down, bearing with it
the scaffeld nnd part of the stone, One
cmpty, breathless moment, then a roar
from far below, and a elond of grey
dust came slowly drifting upward to
the group of tiny men =till clinging to
the girders. For a moment Tonger no-
body moved. Then somi one broke the
apell with a husky lawrth, another gave
an explosive halloo—and the gang set
about repairing the damage.

Down in the city the cvening papers
ran front-page stories deseribing it all
in ¥ivid detail, with eloquent praise for

Mea elimbing out weer the water, taking all kinds of davedevil risks—thiz gome beats the circus.
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the “here,” who, hy seving one instant
ahead, had saved n dozen livew. Bui
aome days later, when 1 went ap 1o the
sevhe, hero hunting, 1 was met with ex-
pressions of deep disgest.

“Naw,” faid o workman, “nothin* at

Cowhoys they are in job and in soul, there
wten acho work oe the pinnaeles.

al” but n derrick an’ & few lanks an'
mayhe a Iittle stone. Them fool re-
PTters there was ‘giant blocks of
it thanderin® down to the street.””
One of his evea showed the ghost of a
twinkie, “Jost to prove what liars they
are, B saw that <tone on the street be-
Inw, an’ there wasn't one chunk as hig
u+ your fist- -nothin® bt littde piecea.
e Hero? H —1 Was anyvone
killed? Naw. Then  Jeave it alonc.
We don’t want any heroes  or haire
Lreadih eseapes in our hnsiness. What's
the use of these yarns that get men
te ithinkin'? Thet'a what ama<hes their
nerve!”

“(hwcer what nerves ean dn,” said A
man I met ine a steel plant. =1L waed 1o
work un sky-serapers, 1 fell forty feet
one dlay, awmd broke a rib, Int L got ap
amil went 'k tu the job, Teeanse 1
knew if | didn™t $ackle it then 1'd like-
v lase my g e for goml. 1t's the
sme in the cireuns witly the boya up
un the trapeaes,

*That time it worked all rvight.,  Rut
annther time, in Oclober, when night
1~ coming on, |ostepped inte the air
Ty mistnke. | oonly fell about twemy

feel then—down m shaft—but | broke
xo 1 eouldn’t g0 back wvp,  Awd

it happened, nnexpectad-
in the dark, kual of pot Aap-
how, when at last the hospital ler me
wirl and 1 e baek tn the job, they
bad got 1o the difteenth Hoor, and |
wns worae than a babye 1 hal no head
at atl. Twi I vame within an e of

k A fast T just onisand
of the = And then |1
quit. Nerves it a mizhte gueer thing.




