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The Railroad Switchman

cY WARMAN,

FAMOUS

AUTHOR OF

RAILROAD TALES WRITES ABOUT HIM.

The duties of the switchman to-day are
different from the duties of the switch-
man of yesterday. The switchman of
yesterday was a tough proposition. I’oa‘:q
troubled his mind. Twenty years ago if
there was not a switchman’s strike in

uffalo, there were two in Pueblo. Mem-
bers of other organizations used to regard
* the switchman in the light of a common
disturbance. Peace troubled his mind.

Mingled with firewater he would fight at
the drop of his own greasy cap, and drop
it himself. But the switchman has im-
proved with age. He was always brave
and daring. He is extravagant, but never
lazy. He is an Indian in that he is apt
to grow weary of the monotony of life in
any particular locality. He moves, often
before the rent is due. *“I want a job,”
said a switchman, as he leaned over the
ralling in the yardmaster’s office. ““What
road you from?’ asked the yardmaster,
and the switchman answered, ‘“‘All but
this cne, and I'll probabiy be from this
on in a week.”

I once heard a switchman, a real tough
tramp switchman, telling a friend of his
how to secure employment. “‘Don’t blow
in like a beggar,” said he; “but sweep 1In
and go at 'em quick and fast. Don’t ask
for a job braking—hit ’em for a pass-
enger train, and you’'ll get a job a-
switchin’, otherwise you'll get nothin’."

I would not have the 1eader infer that
all the tough railway employves of vester-
day were switchmen, for there have been
great improvements in the morals of the
service, and, of course, the switchman
has improved and developed along with
other trainmen, but he was handicapped
in the beginning. Perhaps the hazard
of his calling tended to make him reck-
less of his own life and limbs, and cor-

ndingly indifferent to the wei§are

Ws fellow men. But if anyone be in
trouble, especially if the troubled one
h ens to be a woman or a child, the
,svavft hman will empty his pocket to as-
suage the distress. In fact, he is as gen-
erous as he is brave. Now, with improv-
¢d conditions, and a lessening of dangcr.
and the growing conviction that a good
switchman need not necessarily be tough,
the switchman is evoluting. The old
dreaded death-trap—the oper frog—into
which the switchman of yesterday used
to find his foot caught, is no more. In
farge vards they have special switch en-
gines with high platforms, level with the
toaches, for switching passenger cars. In
fact, the railway managers are working
constantly to lessen the danger in the
vard, which is the workshop of the
switchman. -

When the long, soot-stained freight
Jrain crawls wearily into the divisional
ards, the conductor, bearing his dinner

1 and a bundle of way bills, alights

and betakes himself to the vardmasicr’s
office, where he registers the arrival of
his train and deposits the way bills. His
responsibility for the train is at an end
Wwhen these operations are completed. Be-
fore he reaches the little home in the su-
burbs, where the “kids” are anxiously
waiting for ‘“‘daddy,” a switch engine,
nervously responsive to the signals of a
man in dirty overalls, is tearing that long
freight train to pieces and hurling the
units into various sidings designated by
the man in the overalls, The man in the
overalls is called a *“switchman.”

In Great Britain and on the Continent
of Europe the switching or sorting of
trains is done principally by horses or by

-avity. In this country it has, as a rule,
een done by locomotives pushing or pull-
ing cars in and out of sidings. At some
of the larger centres this method is found
too slow and expensive, and the poling
system was devised. The engine would

run alongside a string of cars, and by
means of a pole projecting from the front
would seize each car in turn by the corn-
er and give it sufticient impetus to carry
it into one of the series of tracks laid
out gridiron tashion, where cars are lo-
cated according to destinations. The
poling system in turn is now being super-
seded by the gravity method. In France
the gravity yards were constructed with
two series of tracks, laid out gridiron
shape, attached to each other diagonal-
ly, so that cars would run from one series
to the other. The modern American idea
is to have two sets of tracks in the formn
of gridirons, coupled together by two
tracks forming a hump, which is laid be-
tween the two yards on a grade of 3 per
cent. Cars arriving in one yard are run
up the hump and drop down on to the
tracks on the other side, being sorted “on
the wing,” as it were, according to con-
tents destination.

In these large gravity yards, particu-
larly, the switchman must be a man of
quick eye, tleet of foot and of sound and
steady nerves. It is his duty to seize Lhe
cars by the corner as they drop down at
the rate of twelve or thirteen miles an
hour, mount them in a trice, and set the
brake sufficiently to reduce the speed
materially within a few hundred teet. The
occupation is, therefore, the most hazard-
ous in the railway service, although mod-
ern safety appliances have done a great
deal to reduce the peril. In the old days
when link and pin couplings were in use
the switchman was required to go in be-
tween the cars to coupie and uncouple
them, and many fatal accidents occurred
through his failure to observe precau-
tions. JIf you ask the old grizzled gentle-
man in the blue uniform, as he collects
vour railway ticket, what became of the
tinger missing from his right hand, he
will probably say, Sir, I left that finger
in a drawbar when 1 was switching cars
at Kansas City back in the ’80s.”’

The switchman of to-day is not re-
quired to go hetween cars, except to un-
couple air hose, and in many of the large
railway yards this duty is now being de-
legated to car inspectors. There still, of
course, remains many dangers necessarily
attendant on the work of boarding cars
on the fly, sliding along the running
boards on a dark winter .night, and riding
on the tootboard of an engine in slippery
weather. On account of these perils it is
only the more daring and reckless spirits
among the railway employes who engaged
in yard work, and they have earned Lhe
reputation of being the most unsteady,
unmanageable and turbulent body of men
in the business. There is no sympathy
between the road trainmen and the
switchmen, and for several years the
labor organizations representing the Lwo
bodies have been at variance, the switch-
men at all large centres being subjected
to what might be termed a social boycott
by the other classes of railway men. As
a rule the yardmen are unmarried, are
prone to wander from one place of ein-
ployment to another, and usually end
either by drifting into regular train ser-
vice and rising to the position of conduc-
tor, or succumb to their irregular habits
or. the hazards of their occupation. They
are paid from twenty-five to thirty-five
cents an hour, and usually earn enough
to keep themselves and a family in de-
cency and comfort, but a real steady-
going domesticated switchman is a nov-
elty. They have the virtues which go
with a stout heart and an independent
spirit in all ages and under all conditions,
and as a class are remarkable even am-
ong the big-hearted railroaders for their
gf'nerosity,‘ charity and loyalty to each
other.

The Unblessed Grave

BY NORA T. O'MAHONY.

“Did ye ever hear tell of Father John
O’Sullivan, of the parish of Kilrothery,
up there beyant the hills? Them that re-
members him only as he was in the latter
end of his days had little knowledge of
what a cowld, hard man he could be
when he first came to the place. Not but
what, ‘of ‘course, being a priest, he was a
saint in his own way, prayving and fast-
ing and preaching, and looking after dhe
wants of his people without any earthly
thought of his own comfort and con-
vaynience.

“A hard enough parish it was, too, in
them days, before the people had left the
country to go to America or the poor-
house. Father Laurence Murphy was
the parish priest at the time, and the
poor man was ould and was near beyant
his labor. Howsomever, his new curate,
Father John, wasn’'t the one to spare
himself in any way, and willing enough
did he take on his shoulders the biggest
share of the parish priest's work as well
as his own.

« pis meself ought to know it, for I
was general servant boy to the curate gf
Kilrothery in them days, and many’s
the weary drive meself and his reverence
had over the mountains, in snow and in
rain, in thunder and in hail; often in the
middle of the night, too, and it that dark
that you couldn’t see your own hand, and
we’'d have to lave it to the ould mare
herself to nose her way along through the
boreens and the bogs. I remember one
cowld February night and it snowing
hard when we had just come home from
a sick call five miles away. Father John
took a hot bath and went to bed,v for it
was near midnight; but he wasn’'t well
asleep when another call _came_for him
to go and see ould Thad‘y OLoughur‘x,
above at the head of the Glen, ten milt?Z
off if it was one. And not a word (?
complaint did the poor man make, thouvnh
it was enough to give him his death. l\gt
so with meself, I'll warrant you, fqr I(}
little patience them days, whatever
have now; and if ould Thady mer_gpt
better it wasn’t the fault of my prayers.
And sure enough when we got there, as
1 tould his reverence, there wasn ‘tﬁ a
thing wrong with the ould n}an. not1 ng
but a pain in his stomach, which a”( rop
of hot whiskey punch had been able ltl(é
cure for bim, Some fO P inks” nothing .o

r C ideration, anc nks
2;11;3:;5:1(1;1?\; out of his bed in th(z mid-
die of the niEhE fof, 20 U dme 1

«Sure, another day, : 3 “i “eied 5
wast asgy(;hl:‘l"\{":l:vl\:pl(‘}'—“'\'g;ﬁ gt‘ Ballybeg.
f’?ltl?er John was after having a busy dag
of it, as it was & Saturday, and he ha,I
his confessions to hear that night, zm:1
didn’t want to drive seven miles to an
from Ballybeg unless there was rale }r\xei
cessity for it. So he said to the boy tha

'4 e message:
cqmt;s ‘;litehh:hdangcr of death? says he.

« Bedad she is, father/’ said the gos-
goon. ‘She might die any mlnutf. and
maybe that was only the truth, for the
widow was getting ould, and sure !l()t
the youngest among us Can tell when ihe
call may come for us. With that I l_m_d
to voke up the mare and drive his rever-
ence over the mountain to Ballybeg, and
sure before we came to within half a mile
of the place who did we meet but t}]e
widow herself saunterin along':m‘d sha
herding her cows by the roadside! Sh.n.
had got ‘a strong weakness bf*foro dinner
time,” she said, ‘and thought it was safer
to send for the priest’ God forgive me,
it wasn't me blessing I gave her for me
trouble. I often wondered how his rever-
ence could have patience with them at
al. at all. :
“But between one thing and another
TFather John soon got the name of being
the most zealous and hard working cur-
ate that ever did duty in~ Kilrothery
parish. For all that there was them in it
that didn’t like him too well. Father
John had a long, narrow face, a thin
lipped. hard looking mouth, and eyes that
looked at vou coldly except when he was
in anger, and then they semed like two
living coals of fire that could burn
through you and see into your very heart.
There was them that said they’'d rather
have poor Father Murphy’s little finger,
with is kind, quiet. aisy going ways,
than the curate’s whole body, for all his
zcal and hard work for the good of their
souls.

“Howsomever, he wasn't many vears In
the place when he made it a pattern to
the parishes of the diocese. No such
thing as drunkenness or cursing or dis-
honesty would he hear tell of, and as
for company Kkeeping he was terrible
down on that. ’'Twas said he spoiled
more matches in the country than half a
dozen bad harvests, for a boy was afraid
to look at a girl, much less walk with
her, through fear of Father John. To
be sure, he made some matches, ‘00, but
they weren’t lucky, Zor 2s zure as he

i growing

found a young couple walking together
on a lonely road, married there and then
they should be whether they wished it
or nott And so by and by there was
more than two or three grass widows in
the place, for as often as not these young
people had no serious thought of each
other at all, and the first little argyment
that would rise between them the young
husband would walk off to America, Jav-
ing the poor wife at home to shift for
herself.

‘‘Be that as it may, there wasn’'t an-
other parish in the whole west of Ireland
(and that’s a big word) so renowned as
Kilrothery was for the virtue of its
women--aye, and its men, too. Father
John was proud of his work, and well he
might be, for the parish priest was so
old now that the curate, you might say,
had the place to himself; Father Murphy
let him have things his own way and
never interfered. However, with all his
precautions and particularity, he couldn’t
mind every one, and one year a terribly
great scandal rose up in the place about
a certain young boy and girl.

“Some people said, and maybe they
were right, that things might have set-
tled themselves better if Father John had
let the young people alone. But he was
terribly put out over this blot on what he
called ‘the stainless purity of his people.’
Nothing would do but that he should
make an example of the guilty young
couple, so he read their names publicly
off the altar the following Sunday morn-
ing, setting their conduct up as a warn-
ing to all such evil doers. Well, before
daylight next day the boy had set off for
America, and as for the poor girl, she in
a very short time had to take herself and
her fatherless child out of this parish, in
which there was nothing but black looks
and hard words for the two of them. No
one knew rightly where Anne Dempsey
had gone to, or cared ayther, for her
father and mother was dead and the ould
grandmother that kept her was half silly;
but most people thought that she had
gone up to Dublin, where herself and hcr
sin would never be known.

‘““Nothing was heard of the girl for a
good many vears, and the people had well
nigh forgotten all about her, when one
day a strange woman dressed up in a hat'
and feathers and grand clothes, or at
laste the remnants of what once was
grand, was seen walking up the long
street of Kilrothery. Nobody knew at
first this strange woman, with the red
face and yvellow hair and bould, brazen
walk for the same Anne Dempsey that
had gone away with her heavy load of
shame on her a few years before. But
it was Anne, sure enough, and no one
else, and very soon it came to be seen
that her visit to the city haad improved
nayther her manners nor her morals. No
one knew what became of the child, and
pPeople thought it must ayther have dicd
or“l‘r‘ggﬁ sold to the soupers in Dublin.

*ll, very quare stories soon began to
be afioat through the country aboft her,
and as Soon as Father John got wind of
them, which you may be sure was soon
enough, ‘he detarmined to rid his parish
of the disgrace of her as soon as ever he
(-()\11(.1. He forbade any one in the place
to give her ayther food or shelter for as
much as a single night, and indeed they
hm'd'ly wanted to be tould, for the wo-
man's way of living was an open dis-
grace and a shame to the whole country-
side. ‘\' ery soon she found herself with-
O‘ft bit or sup or a roof to cover her, for
every one that she looked to for food or
a lodsing shut their door flat in the face
o'f ferself and her money. But the devil
was very strong in her, and she was
]n:m‘d to say more than once that if the
m‘lc;:pt ];u.nt.ed'lmr from the parish before
lt‘ag;;i(nrl t think that he was going to do

“When all else falled she was driven a
last to take shelter in a little mud ‘?uﬂ%
hut by the roadside at the Purple Rock
on the outskirts of the parish, a miser-
able looking contrivance of a thing that
poor Patsy Farrell (God rest hlm;’ bnilt
for himself and his childher the time Iis
Lordship evicted them from their hould-
ing. It was more fit for a pig that it
was fer a human being, just a few ould
boards held together with mud and sods
of turf, and with a bit of a door that
small and low that vou'd have to go down
on vour bended knees to creep into it.
There Anne took up her residence for the
r:\st of her days, and how she lived in it
'(‘,':).';“Qm_\' knows. At anyv rate, her way

lving was no good way, if : Y
that was said of the wom':m.t gl

“There was an ould fairy thorn tree

) above the hut, which used to
maike some sort of shelter for it. but the
very year that Anne weat to live there
the bush was blasted and burn brown by
lightning, and people said ever after that
the place was cursed. Very soon, and
indeed, before her time, she grew ould
looking and feeble, and many a one said |
that Anne Dempsey would not be much !
longer a trouble to Fathar John. For all |
that, the people kept away from her, and
fear for them, too, for, his reverence |
threatened all sorts of punishments on
any one of them that would as much as

spake to her or give her the laste en-
couragement in the place. .

“There was a poor wo:nan lived up on
the hill the other side of the road, and
every day she used to come down to
tether her goat to graze on a bit of a
field of the pboreen where Anne Dempsey
lived. You may be sure she took care to
keep herself and her goat far enough
from the hut, but, all the same, she grew
unaisy one time, because tor nearly a
week she saw never a sign of untortu-
nate Anne about the place, nor as much
as a stim of smoke coming from the
hole in the roof that was used for a
shimney. One evening this woman’s goat
strayed away firom ner after dark and
she went to look for it down the lane,
and where did she see it of all places
only eating the withered bark off the
blasted fairy thorn.

“*As soon as she got within earshot of
Anne Deinpsey’s hut she heard the most
awitul moaning within.

* ‘Maybe the woman is sick,’ says she
to herself, ‘or, maybe (God help us!) she's
dying,” says she. So partly out of pity
and partly out of curiosity, she drew near
to the door.

*‘1s there anything wrong with ye, poor
woman? she asked, without venturing to
enter or even ook into the hut.

* I'm dying, I'm dying,” said the voice
of the woman within. ‘For God’s sake gu
for the priest.”

“The poor woman—Mary Aherne was
her name—got a terrible fright, and as
soon as she had brought the goat home
and tied him up in his shed she threw
her shawl about her and made off as
quick as she could to IFather John’s. It
was a good five miles over the mountain
to the priest’s house, and when she got
there his reverence, who wasn't any (oo
weil at the time, was going to bed. The
poor woman knocked at the door, and a
minute after his reverence threw up the
window of the room above.

* *‘Who's there? said he, ‘and what do
you want?

“I'm Mary Aherne, father,” she said,
‘from the PPurple Rock road, and I came
to tell you that Annre Dempsey is dying
and wants you to come to her.’

At the very mention of the unfortu-
nate creature’s name the priest flew into
a passion.

* ‘How dare Anne Dempsey send for
me?" he calls out in a terrible rage. ‘Anne
Dempsey lived without the priest,” says
he. -Let her die as she has lived.’

“And with that, withouct another word,
he shut down the window with a great
ciatter and went back to his bed.

“*You may be sure it was with a sor-
rowful heart that the woman brought
back that hard message to the poor dying
creature. No one could ever make out
what come to Father John that night, for
it wasn’t like him to refuse the comforts
of religion to any poor sinful soul. It
might be that he wasn’t himself at the
time, for old Father Murphy was on his
deathbed - them times, and a taydious
deathbed it was, so that the curate was
very hard run, and nearly worn out with
the work he had to do. And I daresay he
never believed the woman was dying at
all. To be sure she had dared him and
defied him, and been a thorn in his side
for many a long day, and there’s no
doubt at all but that he was sorry for
what he had done, for by daylight next
morning he sent for me to yoke up the
mare and drive him down to the Purple
Rock without any delay. But all to no
use, for before we got to the hut Anne
Dempsey was dead.

The priest turned away with a face as
white as a sheet when he heard/the news.
Bqt he was a man of few words, and
said nothing to me nor I to him as we set
out again for home.

‘“The buried her next day in unconse-
crated ground, without wake or funeral,
in a waste spot by the roadside, for
everyy one was afraid to ask his reverence
for a8 much as a corner of the graveyvard
to put her poor body in. Things went
on all right for, a while, and Anne and
her sins might have soon been forgotten
if something very quare and terrible en-
tirely hadn’t happened. One day that
his reverence had been dining with the
priest of the next parish, we drove home,
himself and myself, by way of the Purple
Rock, as that was the shortest road. All
Went well till we came near the spot
where Anne Dempsey lay in her unbless-
ed grave. Just as we were passing it
by, nayther of us saying anything, though
maybe we thought the more, the mare
leaped suddenly out of her standing and
reared up till she near overturned the
car, At the very same minute a black
shadow rose up above the priest and an
ut}_earthly cry broke out on the air.

1t took.me all my time to keep Winnie
from »ﬂn:owing us. I heard his reverence
cry out ‘My God!’ in a terrified way, and
as soon as I got the mare to 80 on again
I turned to look at him. There in the
moonlight I saw his face and throat all
torn and bleeding as though scratched by
the claws of some fierce wild beast. His
clothes were hanging in ribbons on his
back. I sent the mare on with all her
speed, feeling that surely it was the devil
himself that was behind us that night.
But the priest never spoke a word. Then
Just as we got near home, ‘Say nothing of
thfis, T(:rrence,’ he says tu me, quite short
like. So from that day I never spoke a
word of it to mortal soul,-but pretended
:)?iegm’mgnsotasklngl questions that the

> cu o g
st}xglbtling and famng.ough (59 S -

‘But you may be sure that it wa
?(i)sy;l tr%u_le of mind that { took thz g;x:g
la?er. witih his reverence a week or two

**‘Not that road, father,’ ¢ 3
he"‘ tgld mg where to go.er' Tt s

‘Yes, that road,’” he says, uietly. ‘It’s
a case of life and death, an((ll thére’sI;;
time to lose. Knowing how determined
he was I said no more. But I needn’t
have been feard, for sorra thing touched
or f.roubled us, going ¢. coming, which
puzzled me a bit at the time. To be sure,
I knew afterward it was because he was
carrying the Blessed Sacrament with him
(tl%"zithp(i)or ld,\;{mi worinan, and not all the

s in he ogethe 2
pm{{;r"agin that.c T e By

“Well, for months afterward, an
that his reverence passed Anne'syggl"\!g
by and he without the Blessed Sacra-
ment the same thing always happened.
The mare would give a lep, we’d hear the.
same unearthly scream, see the same
bllac.k shadow. and the very next minute
thefe would be his reverence, torn and
bleéding as before. The poor mare dread-
ed the place, and by degrees I found it
nigh impossible to get her to 80 near 1t.
Well, somehow or other the story got out
and the people began to whisper that the
unsfhnven.soul of poor Anpe Dempsey
:l\'oa‘s wakmﬁ] thoiRock road, and would

er give the pries
lald\lxgr ‘Ol restx.) t aise or peace till he

“And at last Father John saw th: r
himself. I wouldn’t say he was nt'rl-;%dfgf
laying the ghost by himself, for I don’t
believe that the man feared anything un-
der Ged. But anyhow he got Canon
Quirke and a young priest from the sem-
inary to come and assist him. One day
the t\\"o priests came over to Kilrothery
and Father John and the two of them.
with meself driving them. set off with
lﬁ;ltl ?ct(l)ktan’d candle to banish the devil

of tha ace : > > DS s
o nt rest.p ind set Anne Dempsey's

“I couldn’t rightly tell you wha ey
done to her, for they left meself .'7?1(]“1‘1;;30‘-
car at the head of the boreen (and I can
tell you that the ould mare and meself
Were glad enough to stay there). But the
three priests walked toward the place
where Anne’s body lay, chanting prayers
out loud. and driving, I suppose, the evil
sperrit before them.” They said prayers
above the grave, too, and blessed it, and
sprinkled- it with hely water; and, glory
L)\?iﬂlr()) t(;ml. everything passed off well
penlln;:l. any trouble or quare things hap-

“On our way back home I hes
Canon say to Father John. ‘It
better, don’t you think,’ savs I}EPm‘lt%hgl{?S
the poor creature out of that God fox-;':o\t-
ten place and lay her to rest with her
own people. Him,’ says he, ‘that forgave
Mary Magdalen her sin has doubtless
go;'glvnn“thxs woman hers.’” And Father
.ao;'r:):dr?u ed his head, but answered never

“‘So the very next dayv the hodv /
Dempsey was taken up in itgdi“o?(gnA;gg
broug}xt‘to‘ Kilrothery, where at last it
got Christian burial "and Father John’s
blessing. Maybe that was all the poor
thing wanted, for from that dav to this
she never troubled nobody. The same
day that they buried her they levelled
down the ould hut and the blasted thorn
tree above it, and set fire to the two of
them; and to-day there is nothing to teil
you where Anne Dempsey lived—nothing
;tt all, (tm;y z:hsquaro. black. burnt look-
ng spo n e grass by the ros i
iown near Purple Rock.” E

PATERSON’S
' COUGH DROPS
Biade by an ol recipe that has cured

coughs ugy colds for" t‘.':lgi-,neuuom.
u.‘ﬂnmw&ua _They please the

three-cornered

fmo Demand the

too.
in the 704 and yeliow box. 2

THEY WILL CURE
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EATON'S JANUARY ANE

A Spécial Sale of Mail Order Bargains

RUARY SALE, 190

}
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2

Ladies’ Night Gown

white

99¢c

1904. Fine Cotton. Mother Hubbard yoke
with two rows Swiss insertion and frills o
embr ‘idery, band of insertion at wrist, frill
of embroidery on neck and sleeves. These

s were anll bought low down

because of the immense order. See catalogue

Ladies’ Skirt

38, 40 and 42 inches long.

s"oo

2303. Fine Cotton, deep umbrells frilt of
muslin, one cluster of fine tucks, two rows
of lace insertion and wide lace, Prench band,

 CATALOGUE
NQ/79 ¢

Good Longcloth

round even thread, very even

Per web

$3.37

startling value.

G2-350. Tull Bleached Enflish Longeloth,

v woven, correct
tinish for needle use, will give satisiactory
service, 36 inches wide, in webs of 40 yards,

SOME HINTS OF PRICES

These items are taken from our January-February Sale
Catalogue, which every person outside Toronto should have.
In it are listed hundreds of articles that you need every day.
Better get a catalogue at once and see the saving prices.

An early order is advisable, as we cannot duplicate the goods
if sold out; though we have bought immense quantities.

Tea Hat

H1-386. A Smooth White Velvet Dress Hat,
with drooping brim, mushroom effect, iarge
collar of velvet ribhon with bow at each end,
bandean deep nt leit side, giving graceful
poise to hat, tulle draped around bandeau
and puffed at back with large double bows of
satin back velvet ribbon, pretty grapes and

Dress Goods

44c

Colored French Cashmeres, all wool, fast
dves, fine quality, light, medium and dark
shades, best plaiting {abrics, suitable for street
dresses or house gowns and blouses, per yard.

shaded foliage arranged at left side; hat in
white with velvet collar, bows, etc.. in pale
blue, pink, reseda, grey or other fashionable
chades with grapesand foliage in harmonizing

colors. 84.35

"Walking Skirt

5291,
Brilliantine, in
nineteen gores s

olors black or navy:

seams are turned
wonderful satisfaction in these skirts.

for catalogue. s 4 : 5 o

Walking Skirt, made of fine qual}:ty
as
hed tight to the hip line
forming voke effect; side pleats open from,
hips down in ginduated effect all around,
making & skirt efsery emceeful outlines. All
und double st.it;eu;d.
Vrite

Bath Towels

G1-850. Heavy FEnglish Striped Turkish
Towels, red stripes, excellent drying quality,
linen finished, size 20 x 38 inches. Don't let
this opportunity pass. When stock is sold
cannot get any more, sn better make sure by
an early order. Per pair

2dc
Taffeta Ribbon

Stylish Waists

¢flect. trimmed with valencienves

er opportunities found
Write for it.

$2.75

Many ot
catalogue.

$099. Waist, made of Japanese&ilk, in colors
black or ivery: front of tine tueking in yloke
f[ee
insertion ; full sleeve with long euff finished
with tucks and lace insertion: back has two
clustets of small tucks and box pleat conceal-
iny the opening, buttoned in back, unlined.
ge in the

C209. A Good Full 5inch Taffeta Stk
Ribbou, excellent weave for Milllnery and
a!l forms of Hair and Neckwear, coiors are
sky, piuk, navy, turquoise, nile, red. rose,
jilae. brown. cardinal. black, eream and
white. 4000 yards to sell at this price to our
mail order customers. You'll be pleased with
the values we offer in ribbons, See catalogue.

Per yard.
i8c

Populaé Petticoat

Astrachan Jacket

one of our

in Furs we offer.

$26.75

F8-4X. Women's Astrachan Jackets. 36
inches iong, bright glossy even eurled skins,
best Astrachan jackets, satin
iining. Justa hint of the immense savings

5671. This pupnlar style of Petticoat is made
of extra quality fine black mercerized sateen,
has deep flounce trimmed with knife pleated
frill and gathered frill around bettom, finish-
«d with five rows of straﬁping: also has deep
underpiece to protect the flounce; made to
fit neat!y round the hips,

$1.20

Write for this Catalogue to-day.

Chiid’s Dress

8667. Child’s Whita Lawn Dress: voke has
four rows of valenciennes lase inseriion, also
clusters of tucks : skirt has tucking at bottom
and friil edged with lace; neck and sleeves
trimmed with lace. Sizes 6 months, 1, 2and
3 years. Only oneof many savings on excel-

1ent goods.
98¢
Handbag

C4-71J. Ladies’ Handbag, walrus grain
leather, 7-inch frame. Vienna handle, moire
lined, with inner purse and welted seams,
colors black and brown.

49c¢C
Musiin Scarfs

GS8-JS50. Fancy Muslin Searfs, in all white
or white and colored, assorted patterns, with
fluted fril§ all aron-d and mat to match, suit-
able for washstand or dresser cover, lined
with pink, blue or yellow cambric. In fancy
goods we have many pretty desires.

44c¢c

Neat Slipper

H2298. ladies’ Four-Strap Sl very
ular, made of fine Dongola kld.m light
exible turn soles, Cuban heels, y
trim and attractive, and @ for hotse
wear, and is consequently piain, neat and in-
expensive. Sizes from 233 t0 7.

$1.25
Gauntlets

G-BHJ&“.B?\’" or Girls’ Imitation Tage the
un ne even curl, on? :

t06. We

the Catalogue

thing for the cold weather. S
give special value in gloves. See

39¢
Boys’ Suits

TJ-307. Extra Heavy S. B. Suits for Boys,
in dark grey mixture with colored
This is made of imported lnflhh tweed,
well and will-'wear well perfect fitting, extra
You'll find illustrations in the

$4.49
Men’s Suits

TJ201. Thisis a heavy tweed in a dark
mixed pattern of all-wool material,
manufacture, isstrongly put together, has the!
Eaton standard linings and perfect
fitting. Sizes 36 to 44-inch chest measure. See
others in the January-February Catalogue.

$6.95

Silk Neckwear

E1-26. Men’s Fine 8ilk Neckwear, four-in-
hand style, new and up-to-date, and of the
most favored gatwma. At the end of each
season we make up 2ll the short ends of silk
in our own factory, that is why we are selling
such good neckwear for =0 little money during
this sate. See January-February Sale Cata-
logue for illustration and others.

16¢c each

well made.
Catalogue.

Linen Handkerchiefs

B4101. Ladies' Pure Irish Iinen Handker-
chiefs, neat eive, hemstitched, medium and
narrow hems. There are others, see Catalogue

6 for 25¢
Toilet Set

OF TEN PIECES

English porcelain body. the decoration con-
sists of beautiful wild roses prettily entwined
with foliage in a neat n color. handsomely
emonorsed and richly clouded with goid. Com-
prises extra large ewer and rolled edge n,
evvered chamber, hot water pitcher,
holder, mug, covered soap dish and drainer.
You'll do well to secure this set, for the value
is unequalled and the pattern is so attractive.

$2.05 per set

Men’s Fur Coats

E2-8X. This handsome coat is extra value for
the price we offer and one that will give much
satisfaction to the wearer. The sheil is black
Beaver Cloth lined with fine selected Marmot,
carefully matched peits. The fur closely re-
sembles mink, is warm and of light weight.
The high storm collar is of Russian Lamo, a
grade between Astrachan end Persian. T.e
coat fastens wih i end ioops, 1850 inches
in length. Altogether you will find this
garment warm, serviceable and dressy.

$34.50
Pretty Embroidery

B18626. Cambrie M’Flng, Sehifti, 7 inches
wide, work 83 inch. Thig number is sure to
please & host of buyers, will you be a fortunate

one. Per yard,
12ic

It is Free
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THE MURDER OF
THOMAS A’BECKET

Continued from Page Eleven.

mon superstition, Becket’s
have grown in his palace across
Channel.

It is related that in the midst of the
zeneral hubbub some one of the bishops,
which one is not known, cried out to
Henry—“As long as Thomas lives, Yyou
will have ncither good days nor peace-
ful kingdom, nor quiet life.”” The sug-
gestion was sufficient. With tremendous
oaths the King burst out: “A fellow that
nas eaten my bread has lifted up his
heel against me—a fellow that I loaded
with benefits dares insult the King and
the whole royal family, and tramples on
the whole kingdom—a fellow that came
to court on a lame sumpter-mule sits
without hindrance on the throne itself.
What sluggard wretches, what cowards
have I brought up in my court, who
care nothing for their alleglance to
their master! Not one will deliver me
from this low-born priest.”

The word was said, the die was cast.

Now, there were present among the
knights attendant upon the King four
gentleman of his bedchamber, named re-
spectively Reginald Fitzurse, Hugh de
Moreville, William de Tracy and Richard
le Bret, and these men, catching fire im-
mediately at the King’s insinuation, im-
mediately fell into whispers and dark
looks of mysterious sayings among them-
selves, after which they set out for
England.

As a side light on the times and on
the position certain factions of the
clergy occupied in the great contest it
may be well to state here that upon com-
ing to Canterbury the knights found
themselves nowhere so welcome as at the
ancient monastery of St. Augustine, a
stone’s throw north of the city wall and
very near the cathedral, whose abbot
Clarembald has placed himself on the
side of the King. Thus was the house-
hold of the church divided against it-
self. Some part of the fabric must fall.

And now we come to the great tragedy.

ears must
the

\

The archiepiscopal palace of Canterbury
is situated diagonally across the square
formed by the cloisters, from the north
door of the cathedral transept. That
is to say, it forms the extreme north-
west angle of the quadrangle, while the
cathedral forms the extreme south-west
angle, and the beautiful covered way of
the cloisters make up the rest of the
square.

tanding at that transept door and
looking toward the palace, I could re-
picture for myself one of the leading
scenes in the fatal history. It needed
only that I should think of twilight in-
stead of sunlight and the stage setting
as it were of the supreme moment was
complete.

The early monastic dinner (they dined
at three in the afternoon) was over, and
Becket had retired to his own apart-
ments, where he sat In conversation
with certain of his brethren.

He had been gloomy all day and de-
pressed, and had given voice to certain
prophetic warnings concerning his ap-
proaching death. “One martyr, 8St.
Alfege, you have already,” he had ex-
claimed; ‘“another, if God will, you will
have soon And now as he® sat his
conversation was melancholy and chas-
tened.

Suddenly word is brought him that
four knights from the King desire aud-
ifence. He draws himself erect, prepared
to meet he knows not what, and the
knights enter.

What followed was full of insolence
and insult, virulence and violence, but
practically a re-hash of the old story—
the King demanded what Becket refused
to comply with.

Repulsed and denied Fitzurse and his
companions left the presence chamber,
and throwing off their traveling cloaks
as they went, appeared in the crowded
courtyard below In full armor, where
crying, “King’'s men! King’s men!
arms! To arms!” he rallied the oppon-
ents of the primate. .

At the first sound of alarm the monk
fled in all directions, leaving the arch-
bishop alone with a few trusty compan-
jfons, and these, as the sounds of the
assault grew louder and louder, urged

1,

To

upon him the necessity of flight. He re-
fused to fly. Finally they told him it
was the hour of vespers, his duty was
in the church, and implored him to come
with them thither before it was too late.
Reluctantly he allowed himself to be
half led, half pushed along that north-
ern, down this western cloister, to the
door of the transept where I stand, the
whole way of his progression being a
scuffle between his desire to preserve his
dignity and the desire of the monks to
gain the sanctuary, and as they went
the twilight swallowed up their retreat-
ing forms.

At length the transept was reached,
and Becket, who it is thought had con-
ceived the intention of making his way
to the Patriarchal Chair at the high
altar where all his predecessors had been
enthroned, had just mounted to the
fourth step of that stairway into the
choir when the knights and their rabble,
having seen the flight of the quarry in-
distinetly through the gloaming, and
followed by the south cloister, burst
violently in.

Always brave at the moment of dan-
ger, Becket turned and faced his shad-
owy assailants. His friends urged him
to take refuge in the crypt, to fly to
the tower, to hide in this or that dark
recess, to go on this way to the choir.
He would listen to nothing, but stood at
bay, gazing down into the confused and
indistinct crowd.

Suddenly a voice out of the darkness
called him “Becket, the Traitor,” but
he answered not. It called him ‘““Arch-
bishop,”” and he descended toward it
crying aloud: “Here I am, but here is no
traitor! What do ye in the house of
God in warlike equipments?”

They crowded around him, they pulled
him roughly this way and that; they
called upon him again to absolve the
bishops. He refused everything,

At that moment Fitzurse struck him,
but the blow was intercepted by a monk,
whose arm it shattered. A second blow
fell, and a third, which beat him to his
knees before the altar of St. Benedict,
where he cried aloud to God to receive
his soul. Then le Breton gave him that

historic blow which severed his scalp
from his skull, and as his body fell for-

»

ward on the pavement Hugh of Hg

a sub-deacon and chaplain to Fitzure;

planted his foot on the neck of the
corpse, thrust his sword into the ghast-.

ly wound, and scattered the brains over .
the pavement. It was finished—the mai} -

tyrdom was complete. What more re--/
mains. The deed accomplished the cen’
spirators’ vanished, while the frightened"
monks and the indignant townspeople
gathered in crowds In the streets and’
ran toward the cathedral. Séelng the

body, men and women began to weep;

they kissed his hands and feet, they

dipped linen in his blood. Even the .
monks who had always doubted the
truth of his consecration, finding on his"
body the hair-shirt and the marks of the:
scourge, cried out that he was a monk,

indeed. The excitement grew. They.
called him “martyr” and ‘saint,” and

though a royal edict was published for-.
bidding anyone to express such an

opinion, popular feeling would have {its

way. Presently they whispered the word .
miracle. The circle of his martyrdom
and his sanctity closed—Becket was en-
rolled in the calendar. FANFAN.

T00 MUCH FOOD.

Every time you eat too fast, cram tog
much food into the stomach, you offend
a law of nature and will probably suffer
headaches, nausea, biliousness, and all
the horrid distresses which are so caused.
Now, if you will assist nature a little in
an agreeable manner with such a pleasant
and efficacious treatment as Hutch, you
need not suffer at all these troubles.

 Hutch will give you instant relief from

these little complaints, and if you give it
a thorough trial you will find that it will
cure you permanently of the causes which
produce them. Hutch is a doctor for tem
cents. 25c and 50c at all drug stores.

-

A wonderful chicken-plucking ma-
chine has been invented by a citizen of
Rouen. In a small air-tight recepucl.'
the dead fowl is placed, and several,

cross-currents of air are set in motion
by electric fans revolving at the rate
5,000 turns a minute, In thirty secom
the bird is as cleanly stripped of feath

as if it had been shaved.




