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LADIES!
You'll enjoy your lunch and

dinner-a- t the

ROTISSERIE INN
"Something Different."

s flThe only Italian and French
Restaurant in the city no
lunch counter.

ffA NEW FEATURE: Our roast
chicken, specially prepared for
our patrons to take home for
a family dinner, may be ob-

tained any evening after (5

o'clock.

fl Individual attention accorded
each guest by RINETTI and
CAPITOLO.

323 SOUTH HAIR STREET

BINGHAM and GARFIELD

RAILWAY

The Scenic Line to

BINGHAM
"Where Copper I KIhb"

Passenger train schedule
now in effect

Leave Salt Lnke City.
No. 109 6:55 a. m.
No. Ill 2:15 p. m.

Arrive Blnglium.
No. 109 8:25 a. m.
No. Ill 3:35 p. m.

Lcnve Dlnghnm.
NO 110 8:45 a. m.
No. 112 4:00 p. m.

i Arrive Suit Lake City.
No. 110 10:05 a. m.

I. No. 112 5:40 p. m.

H. W. STOUTBNDOnOUGH,

Asst. General Passenger Agent,
610 Mclntyro Building

Phone Wasatch 140

Salt Lake City, Utah.

A Supreme Court M
Justice Said M

In appointing a Trust com- - Hjl
pany as of an lm- - flH
portant estate, "Tho practice fl
seems to bo now uniform Hamong men of largo prop- - 91
ertlcs to designate a Trust
company as ono of tholr ox- - 'H
ecutors." 'iH

Tho service of this Trust !H
company Is well adaptod to !H
this important duty. IH

ifl
Salt Lake Security
& Trust Company
32 Up Main Phone Was. 2543 M

WE PRINT GOODWIN'S WEEKLY ill
rf

OUR CRAFTSMANSHIP 11
SPEAKS FOR ITSELF

Century printing ICompany
W G. ROMNEY J.Q.RYAN

CENTURY BUILDING 11231 EDISON STREET

Phone flWasatch 1801

Printer!. Binderi, Deiignen, Linotyperi j

When you are ready to con-- H
sider the selection of a Talk-- H
ing Machine, do not fail to H
hear the M

Victrolas I
Clark's I

We have all the records of jH
the World's Greatest Artists fl
and deal in Victrolas and fl
Records exclusively. Come M
in and let us entertain you, fl

John Elliott Clark Go. I
150 ,S. Main. Phone W. 3275 H

' Jj

THE WIDOW OF LA BASSE
upon a timo when tho

ONCE of the world turned
to the war, and when men

went out to fight on the water and
under the water, on the ground and
under the ground, and up in the air,
where they flew about like birds of
prey, there lived a widow with her
two sons in a little brick house on the
banks of the La Basse canal. When
the war started and 'When France
went out to meet the enemy, tho
widow's eldest son, Henri, wont up to
his mother and said:

"Mother, I must go to the war."
"And leave me!" said the mother,

who loved her children with her
whole heart.

"The call has come," replied Henri.
"All the men are going to the fight-

ing. Even if I could, I would not
shirk a strugle that other hearts are
proud to wage. Pierre will be with
you when I am gone ,and he will
cheer you up when the battle is rag-

ing."
Tho mother kissed her son, sewed a

gold coin in a scapular, tied it around
his neck and sent him out to fight the
battles of Prance. A little while after,
the news came to the red cottage that
Henri, the son of the widow, was
dead. He had died fighting, a brave
soldier, and France was proud of such
men as he.

Shortly after Henri's death, Pierre,
the other son, spoke to his mother.

"I am of age now," he said, "and I
am going to the war."

"You must leave me here, then, all
alone?" said the mother.

"France needs all her sons," said
Pierre. "They must go out and fight
for the land they love."

"And leave the mother who bore
them?"

"There is a greater mother," said
Pierre," and that is France. She calls
to us all. The husbandman must leave
his fields, tho plowman his plow, and
the reaper his sickle. The harvest of
war calls for all willing hearts and
strong arms. Tho girl must give her
lover, the mother her son, for the
harvesters needed are many. (France,
the great mother, wants us all to help
her."

The mother kissed her second and
last soil, sewed a gold coin in a scap-

ular, tied it around the boy's neck
and blessed him as he went to fight

the battles of France.
A little while after ,the news came

to tho Jone widow in tho red cottago
by La Basso canal that two were ly-

ing where one had lain. The great
mother had claimed both the widow's
sons.

"And what purpose has it served?"
tho widow asked herself. "The war
goes on just tho same now. It is
coming nearer my home now and soon
tho enemy will be at the door of my

house, for by day I can see the smoke
of tho guns, and by night I can seo
the lights of war flashing red against
tho sky ... I do not fear it, for
the war can do no further harm to
me. My heart is broken."

But she still kept her little home,

because she had nowhero else to, go,
and daily the war crept nearer and
nearer. One day a shell swept over
her house and dropped in the field be-

hind. The next day another shell
came along and dropped on the road
outside the door. A splinter of tho
shell hit a lad who was standing on
the road and wounded him severely.
The widow ran out and carried him
into her home and placed him on the
bed where once her own sons used
to He. She dressed his wound. Who
was he?

Tho woman did not know. But one
thing she did know tho boy had come
from England, for his khaki dress was
similar to that worn by tho young
Boldiers who had been marching by
for days, singing at the top of their
voices as they made their way up to
the field of war. As she tended the
stricken youth she felt sorry for him
and for the mother he had left so far
away. Her heart was filled with de-

votion and pity for tho poor soldier
lying in pain so far away from his
kin. . . . But still not so far away,
since ho was cared for by a French
mother whose heart was filled with
love for him. He spoke a different
tongue from that of her sons; but
though the tongue was different, the
courage was the same. That night
the boy was taken away by the ambu-

lance. Probaly the woman would
never see him again.

On the next morning the neighbors
were leaving their homes. Tho war
was coming to near and a number of
tho peasants had been killed and
wounded by iho enemy shells. "Come
with us," they said to the widow. '"It's
madness to stay here."

"I'll stay noio," said the widow.
Maybe some will need my help.'

"But you will got killed."
"There are some who may need the

little help that I can give," said the
woman. "You are right in going, for
you have your children and kin to
protect, but I have neither."

So the widow remained behind
when the others went. The British
soldiers who came by that road soon
got to know her. When they halted
outside her door their limbs weary
and their mouths hanging open with
fatigue, she invited them to have a
drink or a bite to eat. When the
stretchers from tho battle lino came
down the road she was always ready,
day and night, to come out and min-

ister to the helpless wounded. In
ministering to tho needs of others she
forgot her own sufferings. Tho widow
who had given her sons to Franco
was now giving her help to a world
at war aaginst cruelty and wrong.
The lone widow by La Basse canal is
France personified. The Town Crier.

"Well, the war brings new align-
ments."

"Yes, yes. Various people view it
in various ways. Heard a lady at the
drug store the other day insisting that
tho druggist cash a Canadian quarter
at face value, on the ground that we ,
aro now allies." Louisville Courier- -


