THOMAS E. LEON.
.T IS the next thing to a disgrace
these days if a person <an truth-

fully say. *'1 never had an auto-
mobile ride in my life.” The
chivck-chuck  machine or “devil
wagon,” .as conservative people

“ like to cail if, has become { Lrom-
inent factor in modern life. It is,
A A /, apparent!y. as much a present-day
necessity as iz the telephiene or the alectric bell or—
neavens preserve usi—the gramophone, Everybody
«ho pretends to be at all up te date must of neces-
we all

aity wax enthusiastic over the auts. . And
must join in the chorus and sing with De Woif Hop-
per: .
“1 am a sea of gurgling glee.
With ecstasy on tap.”
Next “mahouting”—Mark Twain coined the
phrase. or., rather. applied it t4 moetoring, And we

eught to stick ta it—driving in the T'ark Is tis most
popular form of a.good time ont of doors. Enthu-

siasts assure us-—and there are enough of them tn
make the assurance carry weight—that spinning
&long the south drive behind a span of thorough-

breds. with the breeze blawing about vne’'s face and
the invigoratinz tacg of the ocean air in one’s nox-
trils, is about two degrees bhelow the happiness of
eternal bliss. There is music. they say. in the beat
of the horses’ hoofs on the vielding oiled read. and
poetry in the ever-changing panerama of flecked sky
above and smooth brown carth beneath and vari-
tinted green and russet on elther hand. XNo doubt
there is a little prose on ocvasions when the thor-
oughbreds make up their minds to belt or when ane
of those mild-mannered Park policemen makes an
arrest or two for fast driving: but the enthusiasts
are not precisely Keen on prose.

Lately. and quit> by accident. 1 discovered a di-
version th;it bears motoring quite xll to pieces and
gives driving in the Park an irrevocable double cross.
The new diversion is teaming with the teamsters.
It is, to be sure, a sumewihat rougher game to play
than either “mahouting” or driving. and yrou mustn't
wear a white waistcoat and patent-leather pumps;
but you get the greatest fun ever. More than that,
You get. if you keep your eyes and ears open and
your mouth discreetly shut. you get a clear and
iuminous insight into that thing which has for all of
us a compelling interest and an abiding charm—Ilife.

For. most assurediy. the San Francisco teamster
sees life. And the life he sees and knows and feels
apnd lives is not the artificial life of the fashionable
reception. room. nor the debased and debasing life of

a slums and benzine boulevards. nor yvet the lop-
sided superficial life of the promenade avenues and
the shopping districts. but the life that is real, in-
tense and elemental, the life which only sturdy men
can live, the life that forever throbs resonantly about
the heart of the most wonderful city fn the world.
‘That life the téamster knows.

My introduction to the fascinating sport of team-
ing with the teamsters did not, however, come about
in response to the call of life. ORr the contrary, it
.came in response to the «ali for copy. The inexcrable
czar who wields a blus pencil in lieu of a scepter
demanded something new. something different. and
the demand must forthwith be supplied. “Mahout-
ing” is not something new: driving in the Park is
not something different. So what was to be done?

The answer came in the shape of & fine. strong!y
built, dirt-begrimed Studebaker draan by two thick-
necked. stout-limbed horses. The team swung down
Webster street and into McAllister and Dbowled
noisily along in the direction of downtown. Here
was something new, here was something different.
Why not ride with that driver for a whole day and
make a “story” out of the experience?

Driving With Jim Duggin.

The result was that, at a painfully early hour the
next morning, I was sharing the elevated spring seat
with Jim Duggin and watching the rise and fall of
the horses” heads as the wheels bumped over the
stones and acress the iIntersecting cartracks. Jim
was a perfectly obliging fellow and. since I wanted
to know what teaming was like, he was eminently
capable and only tve happy to show me.

Jim is one of the numerous free lances among
San Francisco's teamsters. He owns the horses and
the dray and is absolutely his own boss. 1lie goes
anywhere and everywhere for a lcad and hauls about
everything that is haulable. He knows every square
inch of the water frent. understands the knack of
getting up or around those Green-street hills and
could drive back and forth from the Potrere blind-
folded. Occasionally he and his team cross the bay
eon the huge, gaping Thoroughfare. and once he man-
aged 10 get as far away from home as San Leandre.
He has been teaming off and on—chiefly on—for six-
teen years. and what he doesn’t know about the
sturdy art is not in any serious sense worth know-
ing.

Teaming is a business propnsition for Jim Duggin.
On this particular occasivn teaming was likewise a
business preposition for me, and 1 had determined
that I would do the thing thoeroughly and syvstemati-

cally. The right-hand pocket of my sack coat buiged
with copy paper. and my fountal pen was freshiy
tiiled and impatient to get 1» work. I wouid take

notes copiously. of crurse. I would 1trace on a
pocket map of the citr the varicus routes traversed
" that day. and, 2: a prepitious mnment, 1 was to con-
nect with tne photographer. and Jim and his bays
ang his Studebaker would fall victims to the smooth
bore of the camera. It was all very nicely plannzd.

That was precisely wihcre the difficulty came. It
was all =0 very nicely planned that the fates grew
jealous and upset and mixed things generally. To
begin with. Jim assured me that it was going to be
a powerful busy day and he guessed he couldn’t make
time to meet that camera feller. leastwise not just
yet. Then he drove so fasi and turned so many cor-
ners and criss-crossed 8o verr., very much ail over
town that foliswing the iine of march with map and
fountain pen was ohbviously nut of the question. The
sight of that founta:n pen, indeed, made Mr. Duggin
smile good humeredir.

“Ever try writin® up here when
Hekety-spiit? Hum. T gu
never make a fortune off of aij write up here,
all right. all right. vou bring a
writer along and be drne with 177

And he srapped his long whip glesfuiiy over the
broad backs of the patient, piodding hars.

Hence nn detailed recnrd of
mains. We gor aur frst load-—-{furnilu
sale piace on Edéy sireet. 2nd we came home in the
evening by w of Valencia, Eighteenth and Crurch
streets: but whers we weni ang what we hauled in
the lang intervening hours is at - resent but one vast
blur in my memory. it seems now that we were
everywhere, Nortin Beach and Chinatown. the whole-
sale district and the Union iren Works,
agjacent (9 the cemeieries. the ever-busy
street pier —we
tions of the <l but whether it was before or after
the noon hour ihat we hauled the spocl of wire rope
from Howard sircet. or whether it was at 1 o'clork
or at 4 that we got or the wrong trail and hunted
along Pruboce avenne for an address -rthat cdoesn't
exist—these things | cannot tell

An Ab-orbing Scort.

The de:ails have vzaisized, hut the general Impres-
sions remain. The trip more than served its purpose.
It gave me a teamsier's appetite {or nearly a week
afterward and besiowed on me for jife at least some
inkling of iramsier’s attitude toward the world
and the teamster's outigok on men and things. Above
and beyond evervining else. 1t brouyght home the un-
alterable conviclion that, at lcast under the guidance
of so thoroughgoing a cicerone as my friend Jim Dug-
gin. teaming with a teamster is the rarest and most
absorbing sport there is.

The teamster has troubles of his own. Many and
many a time in the course of that wd-leiter day was
the realization of this truism impinged upon my con-
scioyrness. Jim Duggin is a light-hearted fellow, the
kind of man who never borrows trouble as the saying
i3 and vet, a7 ra time was his face quite free from

'uqo worry lines which bespeak a bnmv.ill at ease.

tlhe team's a-goin®

s not. ‘il guaranice you'll

Te—2at a whnle.

the

s

isited these and many similar por-.
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The teamster is alwayvs prepared for trouble; always
expects the unexpected. As a consequence, no matter
what happens, he is never altogether unnerved.

Once Katie. the “off” herse, succumbed to a bad
attack of nerves (“Them horses is just like women.”
Jim savs) and plunged and reared desperately until
she had succeeded in snapping the trace in tweo. This
occurred on Third street, near Mission. Naturally
enough evervbody around who didn't happen 10 be
teamsters became more or less excited. but Jim ab-
soiutely Xkept his head. He spoke to Katie calmly.
persuasively. authoritatively. He manipulated the
lines in such a way that, even when the mare was
plunging and rearing at her wildest. she did not run
amuck among the numerous other teams stationed
between the car tracks and the sidewalk. It is true,
Jim did use some sirong language after Xatie had
been quieted: but he didn’'t use it on Katie. It was
the motorman whom Jim blamed for all the trouble
~ho got the contents of the vials of Jim's wrath, and
manifestly Jim f2it ever so much better after the vials
were empty. He is a handy man and it required but a
few minutes’ time 1o adjust the new trace, which Jim
carried in the hox under the seat in anticipation of
just sueh emergencies.

What hrings out the lines on every teamster’'s face
is the sense of responsibility which weighs upon his
mind from the time he climbs up tn his seat in the
morning 1o tie time when he stables his team at
i He cannot get away from i{t—not for a single-
tant. In time, of course. he hecomes used to the
thing and often’ as not will pocoh-pooh it ail as so
mucit nensense: but it is always there. Let him so
murh as once lose his head and there will be trouble,
muvhap very serious trouble.

His Responsibilities.

' vou care to realize somewhat just the sort of
thing ihat perennial sense of responsibiitty isT Put
oif in’ the (ramster's place. You are due at the
on-street pier at 1i:15. The big clock in the
jeweler's window on Van Ness avenue, near Market
sireet, informs you that it is 3i:07 now. TYou snap
your whip, shout semething like “get up, you beloved
19 ¥our troiting norses and wheel into Mar-
Here cars are cianging, autns screeciiing,
venicies of all sorts .arging up and down and
pedestrians Jdodging hither and  thither And the
nearer ¥ou gel 1o the ferry the greaier does the con-
gestion hccome.  Yau Lave to get i0o Mission-street
pier by il: that in itgelf is a big enough problem.
Rur youn have to think ahout meoere things than that.
You have tn keep thnge fool motormen from running
into You-—you'Te 4 {eamsier, ¥ou know, and all mntor-
men-are the biinkety-hlankest kind of hlank fools—
and 0y have to see tn it that thoze lunatics who,
owing to some miscalculation of Trovidence. are try-
ing to 4drive wagons. don’t put team out of cem-
misgion {or the day. and that v r r2reering barvs do
prance the life out of iroge =izid 2nd stupid ol¥
men and women wan ingist an standing panic-stricken
in the middle of the street. Why ir's ali encugh to
make a man crazy.

1 confidrd the thought to Jim Irugg!in, teamster,
as we cantered down Market street under the condi-
tiong just described.

A feiier can't afford to go crazy.” was the prompt
Teinrt, as ke flung the havs out of the way of a
ciznging grecn car and missed running into an un-
wieldy !umher van by what seemed te be an fmper-
ceptible fraction of an fnch. “No. siree, not by a long
stiot. A feiler seces =0 many people that are bug-
houre that he dees believe In goin’ bugheouse him- .
s=if." Blessx vou, Katiel”

A diminutive newsboyr. Intent on boarding another
rar, started up suddenly scarcely a yard in front of
the baye. and Jim swung the team aside with a
strong, lightning-like jerk.

“Hi. you kid!” he wyelled at the newshoy. whe,
with the nonchalance characteristic of the specing,
giared 1a supreme Indifference at the perspiring
teamster. and then, caimly raising his thumb te his
nose. deliberately wriggled his fingers. I know tie
linoiypist wouid flatly refuse to put Jim's remarks
inte print.

Think Any Fool Can Drive.

“Teaming isn't altogether a joke, is it | fgues-
tioned. 1dly. when Jim had reached the limit of his
vocabulary and the bays had a comparatively clear
stretch of street before them.

“There's nothing wrong with teamin’ If a fellow
only knows his business,” expestuiated Duggin. "The

1

angeis!

ket street.
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whole trouble is, some people seem to think that any
old fool .can drive. But any old fool can't. Some of
the guys what I know and see every day.a-drivin’
teams ain’'t got sense enough to drive a hobby horse,
so they ain't.

“But things ain't as bad as they was,” Jim c¢on-
tinued, reminiscently, after a pause that tried his
skill to the utmeost. 1 remember in the refugee pe-
riod. right after the fire, you know, there was dozens
of fellers—just kids, some of "em-——put on teams; and
I'd bet bushels to blazes half of ‘em never seen a
horse in their lives afore. Why, I remember onca
down at the Mail dock there was a chap kept us all
waitin® for upward of a half an hour whlie he—the
blamed fool!—was- a-tryin® to back up his team
against a truck. $Say. you just ought to seen him!
He beat them poor plugs till most of us was sick,
and he sawed at their mouths, and stood up and sat
down and looked around and cussed and cussed.
Enough to make a man sick! And he didn't even
know hosv to cuss, neither,” Jim added, as an after-
thought.

Thus did Duggin take his troubles lightly. But
they were very real troubles, for all that-—troubles
that, day after day, he and his brother teamsters
face with spirits undismayed® e next got talking
about accidents, and Jim teld me of the only serious
one in w h he has thus far figured.

“It was ‘way back in '82.” he said. “when I started
teamin’ with the oid man. He put me wise to all the

tricks of the thing, you see, and. e¢ven it 1 wasn't
a0 very old, 1 was stirong as Hades, and I learned
fast enough. tan, [ guess. Tell, one day we was

goin” up ansome streat for a load. I was drivin’ and
the old man was sittin’ behind with his legs hangin’
out over the tallboard—it was one of them low tall-
boards they used to have then. Everything was go-
in” en serene till we got up to Clay street. Then a
big truck came down Clay lickety-split and turned
in to Sansome. °‘Look out, there, sonny! dayrs the
©id nian. That spoiled it. If the old man had kept
uiet, I Knnw there’d have been nothin® doin’ but—
well, T just kinder lost my head, vou see, and I didn't
puil out in time and the big truck swung around—
th2 fool what was a-drivin’ it ought to've had more
sense, anyway-—and smashed kerplunk into our front
whreel and—and that finished it.”

“How finished it?”

“How finished it? $mashed us &ll to biazes, that's
how. And the old man was in the hosplial for two
weeks-—no bones broken. you know, but shook up
all to pieces: and me. why. I broke my lefi leg below
tiie Knee and got my collarbone put out of husiness
and was knocked clcan siliy. It was two measly
months layed up for mine.”

“T'Il bet you felt just the least bit scary the nesxt
time you got on the driver's seat after that”

Jim spat vehemently. “You can just bet I didn't,”
he deciared with righteous indignation. I felt
darned mad. tkhat's all. The old man wasa't a million-
aire, yon know, and the confounded smash-up made
us lose a keap or rocks. I'm mad yet whenever I
think of 1.~

Comfort and Satisfaction.

Yes, the teamster has troubles of his own. But it
would be a very superficial view of his life that
would lead one to suppose that he has nothing but
troubles. He 2lse has comforts and satisfactions, de-
lights ang advantages of his own. And, sensible
being that he is. he makes less ado over the bitter
than over the sweet.

One blessing that the teamster enjoys is this: He
spends mo=t of his time out In.the air and the sun-
shine. Cranks, of course, will object thar the air
the teamster breathes is not alwayvs the purest, gand
that, even if he is blested with sunshine, he i}ke-
wise. gets his share of the rain that falls spon the
vnjust and the jnst. Weil, ask Jim Dugsgin about it.
He will tell you, in his own inimitable way, that.
while he can’t see nohow why a feliow has any
tragson to he keen on fresh air and sunshine and ail
that rtot, he, Jim Duggin. ain't afraid of a Ilittie
rain—he ain't neither sugar nor =salt, vou see, and
ke won't mecit. And, in sonth. there is nothing that
looks particularly. melting about Jim.

Oh. yesa! Teaming is hard work if you will, and
Jim, when he drives into the yard and unhitches his
bays of nights, is usually dng tired. But he's hungry,
tan. and puts away a huge meal with relish: and
when he goes to hed he doesn’t suffer from insomnia.
Not he! Ang he tsn't afratd of all the microbes that
ever squirmed,

‘v

Perhaps the greatest benefit Jim gets from his
work is its effect on his character. He has learned
to think quickly and to act surely, and has learned
the supreme importance of the motto which reads,
“Do it now!” Jim always does it now.
rugged common sense, has Jim, and a practical, cut-
to-the-figure sort of philosophy which, whether he
knows it or not—and he probably doesn't—serves him
in good stead. Teaming~ with the teamsters s a
great training school for men.

“What particular thing do you enjoy most in your
life?" 1 asked Duggin as we rolled Missionward well
on in the afternoon. Iie ruminated a long time be-
fore replying.

“IWell,” he said at length, it seems to me that
the thing I get most fan out of is washin® up.”

Candidly, this was unexpected.

“Washing up?* I repeated increduously.

*“Sure,” reiterated Jim with an air of conviction.
*“IWashin® up. You don't know how good it feels to
be clean till you have to be dirty. Look at me now,
will you? I ain’'t just as spick and span as a butter-
fly dude, am I? Well, I guess. 1 travel around
pretty near all parts of town in a day. and I pick up
samples of all sorts of dirt as I go along. And when
I get home at night I feel great when I splash around
with lots of soap and water handy and chuck the
whole collection. ‘There goes FEast street, says L.
and T lather up again. ‘There goes North Beach, and
I splash sqne more. ‘Here comes South of Market all
at a lick, and so on and so on. You can't under-
stand. I guess, but 1 tell you there's nothing like it

A littie later on Jim grew conjidential on a topic
remotely allied. ’

“There's one thing about teamin’,” he began, “that
always hits me in the right place, and that's this.
When youre up here a-sittin® on your own seat and
snappin’ your own whip at your own nags, why,
youre the high cockalorum of the whole blamed
circus—see? You ain't got no boss to chuck the bull
at you:; you needn’t be afraid of gettin’ the hook on
Saturday night. You're it—that's 3ivhat, youre ft!
Maybe you'll laugh, but sometimes when I get think-
in" about it I can feel my head swellin'! There's
nothing llke it, for sure.”

Use Strong Language.

One amenity of teaming with the tcamsters made
a deep impression. The teamsters - as a class are
given to strong and unequivecal language. Down
on Spear street there were as many as fourteen teams
all working on the same job. and all the teamsters
were talking at once. Their figures of speech, though
lacking somewhat in variety, were ultra poetical and
startlingiy picturesque, There was nothing com-
monplace and half-hearted about their language.

“IWhy, bless it,”” explaimed Jim when T had coen-
fided to him my $impressions of the teamsters’ lin-
guistic feats, "it's just a part of the busginess. We've
got to talk like that—just got to. Why, if we didn't
the horses just couldn’t understand ws. No horse as
1 ever met knows Teal. reguiar lHtry Engiisk; if you
want to say something to 2 nag you've got to talk
in plain United States—and pile it on pretty thick,
to0.” .

i recalle@ his contemptuous regard for the “kid”
teamster who “didn’t even know how to cuss,” and
nodded understandingly. Jim seemed a little troubled.

“] want you to get on to one thing’ ™ he said
slowly. “We don't always talk ‘like that. you know.
Now. 1 rever let my kids hear me swearin'—no siree.
The cussin’ Is part of the business, and no man with
any sense ever ialks bbusiness a2t home.”

There was the explanation in a nutshell. The un-
conventional language of the teamster is preciseiy
like the Ingubrious countenance of the undertaker.
Both are part of the business. Both are essential
during the course of the day, but both are to be put
aside during the evening—and on Sundays, Now
that you come to think about it, you will remember
that undertakers, outside of office hours, are usually
jolly good fellows. “All the world's a stage, and all
the men and womea merely players.”

I ventured to remark, however, that one would
suppose that the teamster finds It r-ore or le=xs diffi-
cult to abandon his terrifyingiy picturesque vocabu-
lary even after business hours. I reminded Jim of
the drug clerk who was telling 8 young lady how
much he joved her. .

“Am I really the only woman vou ever loved?’
the asked appealingly. looking steadfastly into his
face.

-~ '
“Well no.” admitted the embarrassed knight of

>

" he'd get the hook.

He has 2@

requisition some natural secretion from

¢ .
mortar and pe‘stle, “but you're something Jjust a8
good:”

‘“*fhat reminds me” said Jim, “of 2 good story
they tell about Gilligan. He used to cuss something
awful. But he was a blamed good feller for all that,
and, among other things, wanted to have the young
*uns brought up right. One of his kids—as tough &
little chap of 10 as ever I set eyes on—wus attendin’
the Sisters’ school. Well, one day Gilligan got 2 note
from the head Sister askin' him to call at the office,
He went all right and brought young Johnnie along.
Tre Sikster was very nice about it, but she made the
old man understand that the kid was in the habit
of cusxin® something fierce, an@d that, it he didn't quit,
Well, mayvbe the old man wasn't
mad! He grabbeq the kid by the hair and swung him
clear around. ‘You blinkety-blank blank-blank! says
Gilllgan, ‘if I ever hear c¢f you cussin’ again, 'l
knock the blinkety-blank-blank block off youl™

But, after all, the language is only an incidental;
in teaming with the teamsters, the life is the thing
There is a glamour to it and a fascination, desplie ita
ddngers, despite its prosaic labor and its not less pro-
saic grime. . And even the grime of it is honest grime
The teamster. indecd., may be dust-specked wjthout
but he is pretty certain to be wholesome within. His
life fs.such that he must preserve, at all costs, ai clear
head and a clean heart. Otherwise he is perforce com-
pelied to join the army of drifters and fall unnoticed
by the way. .

some few Yyears ago, made his way to

Australia in the hope of bettering his
mines. While engaged in seeking employment he was
told a great deal, mostly pure invention, respecting
day, while proceeding with' a fellow prospector
through the bush he came across a tiger snake, which

i ! i
HE Indian snake charmer has found a

I condition. He was first heard of in Tas-
mania, whither he had been allured by

the characteristics of Australian smakes, but up to
this time he had never seen one save a stuffed speci-
presented a beautifully attractive appearance, having
just shed its skin. He stepped forward with the in-

rival in a man named Morrissey, who, *
the prospect of employment in one of the rich silver
men in a shop window of a London taxidermist. One
tention of picking it up, but was hurriedly warned to

_desist by his mate, who declareq that the bite of the

reptile was deadly. Morrissey, the future snake
charmer, immediately crushed the head of his strug-
gling victim beneath the heel of his heavy miner's
boot. This formed his introduction to ‘the Australian
snake world. He subsequently became expert in the
art of snake-killing, but instead of crushing them to

‘death he would pick up one by the tip of the tail and

break its back by a sudden jerk. in the same manner.

Some few months later Morrissey made his appear-
ance in Victoria, no longer in the gulse of a snake-
killer, but in thaf of a snake-charmer. He carried al
bag of snakes, and, entering aipublic-house, would
plunge his arm into the receptacle and withdraw a
handful of the wriggling creatures, which he would
play with as if they were pet mice. A surgical ex-
amination of his body showed it to be covered with
snake bites: even his face had not escaped. He had,
in fact. imbibed sufficient snake poison to kill a whoie
town. Yet there he stood, perfectly immune. He
makes no mystery of his discovery of the antidote em-
pioyed by him, but refuses to reveal the secret of its
preparation. He states that it was suggested by the
alleged immunity of the iguana when bitten by a
snake. He made experiments with a snake anq an
iguana in a grassy inclosure. At first the two crea-
tures appeared in deadly fear of each other, and en-
deavored to escape. He then threw the animal on to
the snake. and a battle royal followed. At last the
iguana was apparently bitten in a vulnerable part,
when it rushed away and buried its head in the grass
for 2 few moments, after which 1t would eject from
its mouth some llquid -substance on to the wound, and
proceed to renew tha combat. But Morrissey states
that, even with the closest observation, he could not
tell whether the iguana had eaten something, masti-
cated it and injected the fluld resulting into the
wound, or whether the animal merely brought into
its owa
organs. This was the problem to be solved, and Mor-
rissey commenced the work of investigation by
searching for specimens of herbs likely to be used by
the iguana. ’

The task was a tedious one, but at last a piant was
discovered which appeared to possess the coveted vir-
tue. Experiments made in the preparation of a Hquid
from it resulted in several failures, but finally success
was achieved. Morrissey states that the plant from
which his remedy is obtained is one of the most com-
mon .and abundant in the commonwealth, and that
the cost of preparation is comparatively trifling. He
refuses to sell the recipe to private speculators. or to
prepare the antidote for sale, but is quite willing to
make it public if the Federal or any of the State Gov-
ernments are prepared to make him a suitable reward.
Probably when he reaches Sydney and has been ex-
amined by the medical profession something of ths
kind will be done. unless his discovery becomes antici-
pated by other bush naturalists. of whom there are
not a few in the commonwealth, and who have ac-
quired a mass of Australian natural history not to
be found in ordinary works of reference.

SHOCKIN® BAD LTGCK.
First Cabby—We!l Bill. how’s things wiv yer?
Second Cabby—Bad., shockin' bad. Every blessed
cove I've drove this week's been sober.—Ally Sloper.
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