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The Stamp of Character -- 
Means 

Cross Ties Plus- 
Plus - 

That security which has its foundation upon the ownership in 
fee of thousands of acres of standing timber- 

Plus - 
A stock of cross ties always on hand, assembled with foresight 

and held in preparedness for those who depend upon us- 

Plus - 
The ownership and absolute control of treating plants where 

value is added to the natural product, not only through the mechan- 
ical and chemical processes involved, but also through the experience, care 
and business integrity that are an integral part of the seller's obligation- 

Plus - 
A warranty that the product bearing this brand is delivered in 

accordance with the terms and spirit of our promises and that this 
warranty survives acceptance by the purchaser-and last, but greatest 
of all- 

Plus - 
The pride and ambition of all the men who stand back of this 

brand eager to carry on the good name of a business founded over 
forty years ago and to make this brand truly a present-day symbol 
of their very best efforts. 

T. J. Moss TIE CO. 
SAINT LOUIS 
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T h e  S t o r y  of T w o  D a r i n g  2 How a New Switchman Proved 2 
Robberies and a Race With Death 2 Worthy of Switch Shanty Gang 

By MARTHA C. MOORE 

T HE first snowstorm of the season was coming 
down with whirling fury. Blinding, dazzling it 
was. Flakes of monster size floated to earth. 

The wind heaped it on banks and in crevices. The tele- 
graph wires sang as the wind swayed them to and fro. 

The inhabitants of the little railroad town of Cra- 
vensville calmly settled themselves to weathcr coil- 
ditions, while the little city was quictly but surely 
blanketed with snow. 

Down a t  the switch shanty of the L. M. & P. work 
was going on as usual. 

"Sure an' its a heluva night t' be muvin' cairs." 
Old Sandy McGinnis broke the silence as he stood 

before the fire, warming his hands. H e  had just come 
out of the storm for another order. Good old Sandy, 
with his Irish smile and his ruddy complexion, had 
been with the L. M. & P. for many years. H e  was 
a great favorite around the shanty and as good a switch- 

* man as the next man, to boot. Sandy could tell when 
the boys needed his advice, and they all asked him for 
a bit now and then, whim he ga\.e, with a piece of his 
mind thrown in for good measure. 

H e  had come on just a few minutes before with the 
eight o'clock crew. 

"Got anything for me, Wynne?" inquired Mark 
Morris, another one of the switchmen, as he pulled off 
his fur-lined gloves and leaned across the table. 

John Wynne was the genial yardmaster. H e  looked 
u p  from his list of car numbers. 

"Just got a line on No. 107. She's got engine 1451 
pullin' tonight. Snow's packing down pretty good. 
Looks like a tough night and maybe the S. 0. S. for 
the snow plow ! There's a special car totin' government 
whisky in the train-been delayed over three hours 
now, gettin' through drifts. Be in a t  10:45," and 

he turned back to his desk and resumed his work. 
"Sure, an' it's little of it that'll be goin' for mcdicine," 

old Sandy remarked as he opened the door and faced 
the blinding fury of the snowstorm, with another order 
to execute. 

Silence reigned as the two filecl out, except for the 
scratching of Wynne's pencil as he worked, and the 
singing of the stove, which cast its ruddy glow around 
the rude, little office. 

Through the window the lanterns could be seen, 
swinging up and down, signalling the switch engines, 
while the wind whistled around the corncrs of the 
building. The snow was coming down now in blankets 
and waves. I t  was bitter cold, with a hard, north 
wind. 

The door opened, and Jim Hasler entered. H e  
closed it rather quietly and came up near the table. 

"Say, Wynne, there ain't anybody around this shack 
got a red flashlight, have they ?" he inquired. 

"Nobody I know of," Wynne answered. "What's 
the matter, Jim, seen a ghost? You're as white as a 
sheet ?' 

"NO-but I was switching that cut of cars down on 
the left wye and a coupla guys dodged around that 
empty refrigerator car standing there. I hollered at  
'em, but they didn't stop. Spent about five minutes 
lookin' around, but all I really saw was the flash of a 
red flashlight and two dark figures. What the hell do 
you suppose anybody would be snoopin' 'round on a 
night like this for?' 

"Don't know, unless they got wind of that car of 
whisky comiu' through. Dangerous stuff to handle, 
but they got detectives with it, and old Barney is givin' 
'em one of our agents when she leaves heye. By the 








