
GOODWIN'S WEEKLY 9 I
LADIES!

You'll enjoy your lunch and
dinner at the

ROTISSERIE INN
"Something Different."

flThe only Italian and French
I 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 he ob-

tained any evening after fi

o'clock.

fl Individual attention accorded
each guest by RINETTI and
CAPITOLO.

323 SOUTH HAIN STREET

BINGHAM and GARFIELD

RAILWAY

The Scenic Line to

BINGHAM
"Whrrf Copper la King"

Passenger train schedule
now in effect

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

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

Leave Bingham.
No". 110 8:45 a. m.
No. 112 4:00 p. m.

Arrive Salt Lake City.
M No. 110 10:05 a. m.
W No. 112 6:40 p. m.

H, W. STOUTENOOROUGH,

Asst. General Passenger Agent,
610 Mclntyre Building

Phone Wasatch 140

Salt Lake City. Utah.

A Supreme Court I
Justice Said I

In appointing1 a Truat com- - M
pany as of an lm- - H
portant estate, "The practice H
sooms to bo now uniform H
among mon of large prop- - M

ortles to doslgnato & Truat
company as one of their ex- - H
ecutoro." H

The servlco of this Trust H
company 1b well adapted to H
this Important duty. H

Salt Lake Security I
& Trust Company I
32 Up Main Phone Was. 2543 I
WE PRINT GOODWIN'S WEEKLY I

OUR CRAFTSMANSHIP ISPEAKS FOR ITSELF ' H

Century printing I
Company I

W. G. ROMNEY J. Q. RYAN I
CENTURY BUILDING I231 EDISON STREET H

Phone H
Wasatch 1801 I

Printers. Binders, Designers, Linotypers H

When you are ready to con-- Isider the selection of a Talk-- Iing Machine, do not fail to Ihear the

Victrolas I
i

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

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

AN INNOCENT By Vincent McNabb f

name was Patrick Glennon.HIS was born within stone-thro-

of Lough Erne, some
five and forty years ago. A part of
his boyhood he spent at school, a part
was spent about the little holding, a
great part was may the Lord forgive
me the word! misspent in the whin-

ny hillocks that here and there paint
patches of shadow on the bosom of
the lake.

He came "across the water" for
work. Let me say that no man has
ever given us even approximate sta-

tistics of the thousands of miles men
travel every year in search of work.
It is not a month since I met a Londo-

n-bred lad of seventeen years, who
had walked from Stepney to Spalding
in the hope of getting a few weeks'
"fruitin' or taterin'." Not being a gen
tleman of independent means, and not
having the stomach of a camel,
which can exist for a week on one
good meal, he had to beg a little food.
He asked for bread and they gave
him two Sveeks' hard. I found him
picking oakum; and doing it very
badly ,as he had never known the
mercy of the law before. This is
called the scientific method of deter-
rent punishment. Dear reader, do you
not find the polysyllables consoling?

I reflected, "A hundred and fifty
miles' walk for work and two weeks'
hard. The lad from Stepney will, no
doubt, find this a fit deterrent from
work. What wonder if his sense of
proportion becomes a little entan-
gled."

Patrick Glennon carried bricks and
mortar, shoveled earth, trundled bar-

rows, and did all that noble hand-
work which villains with brains can
convert into a fat banking account.

Then the romantic strain in him,
which had been growing whilst he
misspent his days on the whinny hil-

locks by Lough Erne, was fired by a
bright-eye- d damsel from Court A,
Granby Gate.

He forswore the God of his native
hills and wed her before the state of-

ficial. It was a small thing in the
eyes of Court A, who did not share
his theological opinions. But Mrs.
Bridget Concannon, who is now a
great grandmother and says her
prayers in Gaelic, as if that tongue
alone was current in heaven ,has been
heard to say: "The poor lad! Shure,
the devil sould him that day for a
mess of porridge." (Her knowledge
of Old Testament history is varied
rather than accurate.) She used to
say that the day of his marriage be-

fore the Registrar began his damna-
tion.

There were ten years of wedded life
with its accompaniment of work, six,
and sometimes seven days a week a
drop of drink now and again as befits
a gentleman, especially at christen-
ings desperate encounters with hun-

ger when he was on short time, and
dally worsening bickerings wtih Mrs.
Glennon, whose bright eyes were but
the sparkle and outward sign visible
oX. an inward flaming temper.

The cause of all the struggles round

the hearth was unveiled when one au-

tumn evening Patrick Glennon came-hom-

to And the Are cold on the
hearth and his wife gone, with a man
from the West End.

That night Patrick Glennon was
brought home to Court A, furiously
drunk, praying prayers to the Holy
Mother of God.

I flrst met him when he was known
as A4, 22, in His Majesty's prison. A.

day or two before he had been up to
his old trick of lying down in frout of
a tram furiously drunk. The police
who tried to arrest him were rather
the worse for his laborer's flBt.

But he was as gentle as a lamb
when he caught sight of mo and what
I was. I had to reflect a little before
1 could reassure myself. Before me
stood a home-bre- d Vulcan. In his
case the lines of life were not lines of
beauty. His limbs swerved and curv-

ed like a warped strut. I had too
much experience to mistake them for
the limbs of weakness. Upon these
warped pedestals rested the heavy
framework of his trunk. His chest
gave me the impression of straining
even the ample width of the prison
clothes. Upon this colossal trunk
rested a bullet of a head, pierced with
the usual human organs none of
which were quite normal. I can im-

agine many a stranger terrified at
flrst sight of this being poised on the
twisted pillars of his limbs. His
mouth was as a rent in sack cloth.
His nose reminded me of nothing so
much as a dirk that had seen service.
His little rabit eyes peered out from
two hedges of hard, black hair that
had become parted from the parent
forests on the chin and head.

But in the grey blue eyes thero was
some light that forbade all fear It
may have been but a stain they had
taken when, as the eyes of a boy,
they looked out from the hillocko of
gorse down into the blue dark waters
of Lough Erne, or into the grey mist-filme- d

sky of his beloved land. Again,
it may have been the light of mystic-
ism or of madness. What befell the
owner of these grey blue eyes later
on leaves these theories unsolved.

iMany a wise thing he said to me in
cell A4, 22, of His Majesty's prison.
He would Bpeak of those who had
sent him to prison, the police and the
Bench.

"Shure, they won't listen to me.
But I forgive them. They're paid for
it.

"They'll say anything agin mo. But
I forgive them. They be to get on.

'.'Them magistrates! I pity them.
They know no better. Shure, I pity
them. I bear them no grudge at all."

Once he said a brilliant thing of his
own land: "St. Patrick druv the sar-pent- s

out of Ireland. I do bo saying
to St. Patrick at times: 'Shure, fat's
the use of driving out the sarpents, if
you lave behind you men tlmt are
worse than sarpents.' "

Once, when ho was In delirium tre-

mens, I saw him in the padded room.

(Continued on page 13.)


