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LADIES!
You'll enjoy your lunch and

dinner at the

ROTISSERIE INN
te' ' "Something Different."

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

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

tained any evening after 6

o'clock.

fl Individual attention accorded
each guest by RINETTI and
CAPITOLO.

323 SOUTH MAIN STREET

BINGHAM and GARFIELD

RAILWAY

The Scenic Llae to

BINGHAM
"Where Copper la Klagr"

Passenger train schedule
now in effect

L.cnve Salt Lake City.
No. 109 6:56 a. m.
No. Ill 2:15 p. m.

Arrive Bingham.
No. 10D 8:25 a. m.
No. Ill 3:35 p. m.

Leave Bingham.
Nor 110 8:45 a. m.
No. 112 4:00 p. m.

Arrive Salt Lalce City.
No. 110 10:05 a. m.

. No. 112 5:40 p. m.

H. W. STOUTENBOROUGH,

Asst. General Passenger Affont,
610 Mclntyre Building

Phone Wasatch 140

Salt Lake City, Utah.

ill
A Supreme Court II

Justice Said 'II
In appointing1 a Trust com- -

pany as of an 1m- - H
portant estate, "The practice j!fl
oooms to bo now uniform "jl
among' men of largo prop- - lortlcs to designate a Trust
company as ono of their ex- - fll
editors." Hl

Tho service of this Trust III
company is woll adapted to Hthis Important duty. ill

I
Salt Lake Security I
& Trust Company I
32 Up Main Phone Was. 2543 I( 1

I I
WE PRINT GOODWIN'S WEEKLY H

B
OUR CRAFTSMANSHIP
SPEAKS FOR ITSELF

Centurp printing LI
Company j I

W G. ROMNEY J.Q.RYAN H
CENTURY BUILDING H
231 EDISON STREET jiH

Phone fH
Waaatcb 1801 jfl

Printer!. Bindeii, Deiigneri, Linotyperi lH

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

Victrolas I
Clark's I

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

John Elliott Glark Go. I
150 .S. Main. Phone W. 3275. I

RED CROSS STORY FROM ITALY f
HE Hed Cross hospital, No. 18, at

V Buttrio, is very beautiful. It is
one of the country villas of the
Countess Fiido, a moBt beautiful
woman of Frieu, though Siclllon by
birth. Buttrio lies in a green garden
of the Friulian Valley, a favored spot
of earth. The hospital was perfectly
equipped, with many gifts from
America.

The hospital ran serenely. The work
went on like the swift little river run-

ning at full tide through the gardens.
At noon the telephone rang from

Ldine with the order to abandon the
hospital at once! Then at the door
suddenly appeared a soldier. HIb toes
were through his socks, his shirt was
in shreds, though a large circle em-

broidered iwith a red cross was perfect
on his breast the shirts had been a
gift from New York.

"Via, via' via!" he cried, balancing
on liis feet like a ballet-gir- l on a rope.

"Where?" whispered out a nurse,
'Where?"

"I don't know, but I TedesclU" the
Germans "are comings the Turk and
the Bulgari!"

He was gone like an apparition,
that hoarse, semi-nud- e figure in his
bare feet.

The wires still trembled with their
message that the director had not yet
had time to transmit further, when
the semi-nud- e figure cried out to the
wards. Can you see every man leap-

ing to his feet, regardless of wounds,
and then ,the crumpling of the grave-

ly wounded!
The two nurses, Donna Bianca, and

Lina Pileri she, who stayed moved
quietly about their work, and swiftly
through, their hands trembled as they
worked bandaged legs into over-tigh- t

trousers and boots, and aided the
wounded onto stretchers. The direc
tor and surgeons were gathering up
papers, seeing to the camions, and giv-

ing orders.
These two women, volunteer Red

Cross nurses, worked very quietly.
Like Florence Nightingale, they were
inspired. God gave them the Supreme
Force, for no ordinary mortal could
have done their work. There were
men to care for, seriously wounded,
who could help themselves very little.
Lieutenant Atrio of Naples lay on the
operating table, with, an immense
hemorrhage swiftly bearing his life
away. Every one, nurse, surgeon, or-

derly, carried men down on stretchers
to the camion; they had but two. The
order had come at noon ,and at 5

o'clock the last addio was given to

the little hospital, with darkness set-
tling rapidly down. At G o'clock the
next morning, Udine was in the ene-

my's possession.
There was only a moment when the

two women paused they kissed each
ether. "We shall stay," they said
softly.

A big greadier overheard them. He
raised his bandaged head from his pil-

low. "Oh, you can't stay, Sister," he
said. "Think or the responsibility for
us to defend you against the bar-

barian!"

Such are the sacrifices of war. A
wounded soldier would defend two
women, while they in turn would de-

fend their wounded. Glorious silent
annals writing themselves down on

the Book of God! How busy the Re-

cording Angel must be these days!
The beds were quivering under the

intense bombardment, the window-pane- s

and doors shuddering under the
hurricane of noise. ,

Suddenly in the door where the
semi-nud- e messenger had appeared, a
tall silhouette stood, filling the door
completely with the dignity of a per-

sonality.
''Donna Bianca," commanded the

duchess, "most of the men are out,
come. SIgnorlna Pileri, take the "

The words were cut short by a ter-

rific noise, as a shell, a 305, burst over
the hospital, crashed through the op-

erating room and harmed no one!
The Duchess of Oosta, the active

head of the Italian Red Cross had
come as she always had to the out-

most post to look after the welfare of
her nurses. Her commands were im-

perative for the nurses to take their ,

places at once in her car. Donna Bi-

anca would have liked to remain, only
she had a small son. Then It was that
Lina Pileri spoke:

"I have no one to depend on me, no
old mother to care for, no children; I
am quite alone. It matters to no one
if anything happens to me I stay. I
cannot leave these gravely wounded
men, you royal highness."

Edith Cavill again the same in-

stincts in this plainlooking Red Cross
nurse.

The duchess and the simple school-
teacher nurse looked like thorough-
breds." You stay, yes, cara, with
these wounded men." Exchange.

THE PEASANT MAW

JfcrfjITHIN a Breton chapel's quiet
vly shade
Crept wistfully a little peasant maid,
And, signing slow a. cross, with mur-

mured plaint
She hung a prayer upon the armored

saint.
For months, each moment that her

tasks could spare,
Her small, cold hands had stitched

with loving care
The letters, brave in gold and blue and

red
"Jeanne d'Arc, protegez mon papa," it

said.
The old priest, pausing on his vesper

round,
Her broidered prayer upon the statue

found.
"Jeanne d'Arc, thou, too, wert once a

peasant maid.
Grant to this little one her plea," he

prayed.
And, glancing up, he started in amaze,
For, gleaming In the sun's last

illck'ring rays,
He saw, with eyes grown wide with

awe and fear,
Fall slowly down the carven face a

tear! - C. B., in Life.


