
GOODWIN'S WEEKLY 9 H
BINGHAM and GARFIELD

RAILWAY

The Scenic Line to

BINGHAM
"Where Copper In King''

Trains leave "Salt Lake Route"
Union Station every day at 7:00
a. m. and 2:15 p. m.

For further Information call
on any "Salt Lake Route" agent
or Bingham & Garfield Railway
agent, or

II. W. STOUTENnOUOUGII,

Asst. General Passenger Agent,
G10 Mclntyre Building

Phones Wasatch 4120 and 4121
Salt Lake City. Utah.

Bingham & Garfield passenger
train approaching Bingham sta-
tion. Utah Copper Company's
mammoth mine In the back-
ground.

Coolest Theatre In the City.
A big sensation In the

NORRIS BABOON AND ANIMAL
CIRCUS.

Three Ankers, American Navy
Gymnasts; Norton Brothers, Mu-
sical Comedy Favorites; Minstrel
Billy Mann, Burnt Cork Com-
edian; Hawaiian Duo, Musicians,
Singers and Dancers.
Three shows dally 2:4G, 7:30 and

9. 10c and 20c:

Join Our Christmas

Banking Club

Come in and join now. You can

join with Ic, 2c, 5c, 10c, 50c,

$1.00, $5.00 or any amount you

wish.

It costs nothing to join.

f We Pay 4 Interest
r.

National City Bank
Members of Federal Reserve Bank

JAMES PINGREE, President
HYRUM PINGREE, Cashier

ONLY BANK ON STATE STREET

Loans On H
Real Estate H

We have money to loan on first HH
' class and country property at H

terms so low that they will llH
prove unusually attractive. H

Our Real Estate Loan Depart- - jH
ment receives special attention lil
from our officers, so that you lil
may rest assured that the ser- - ill
vice will be courteous, prompt iffl
und reliable. UH

Salt Lake Security m
& Trust Company
32 Up Main Phone Was. 1868 ifl

. M
WE PRINT GOODWIN'S WEEKLY IfflH

OUR CRAFTSMANSHIP VI
SPEAKS FOR ITSELF MII

Century printing ll
Company (

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

Phone HH
Wueatch 1801 HI

Printers. Binders, Designers, Linotypers 131

WANT TO KNOW I
WHERE TO GO? 1

HERMITAGE 1
OGDEN CANYON l

Trout and Chicken Dinner I
our specialty. 11

For Vacationist Fishing, Iral
Swimming, Boating, Tennis, Jul
and all Modern Conven- - rl
ienccs. 'I
Good Auto Road All the II

Way from Salt Lake.

RESORT UNDER NEW MANAGEMENT ifl
I

A SIMPLE STORY
(Translated from Vorwaerts by Richard Perin)

ffc ' HE man of the house, in a rage
ft J reached for his hat and his

" cane. He had an intense desire
to slam the front door. But he didn't,
for his wife had a very sensitive ear
for such noises and would have com-

plained of a headache for a whole
week. And that only made things
worse.

The very devil was to pay already.
For weeks she had been pestering him
with the idea that she must go and
take a course of baths to reduce her
flesh, that she was becoming too fat.
But that was nonsense. For two or
three years she had been just of the
right average figure, and he liked wo-

men who were a little plump. But she
was crazy to be slim. And if she be-to- o

tight for her last year's gowns
lieved that her last year's gowns were
had become too fat, that was a mis-

take. She was getting along toward
that time of life when she could not
stand such tight lacing. But if he
were to tell her that, then there would
be a scene! Was she getting too old
to be pleasing to him, and all that
kind of stuff?

She never yielded, he knew that of
old. And she would not give in this
time. He would really have to send
her to the baths. She will become
slim. That is, she will get thin. Brr!
He shuddered. And the money it will
cost! He shuddered again.

The driver of the taxi at the corner
opened the door of the automobile.
Was the gentleman going to ride down
as usual? He really wanted to, but
the desire to scold somebody got the
beter of him, and so he cried out
roughly:

"No, of course not!"
He went on his way raging, and as

if to justify his ill temper he said to
himself:

"I must be economical now. Those
baths cost so much."

And he kept getting angrier and an-

grier over his wife, over the present
fashionable slimness, over himself
because he was so stupid as not to
have taken the taxi over the crowd;
in short, over everything. As he
reached his office he was in a rage,
and he would have been delighted to
decapitate someone. He hardly no-

ticed the porter's greeting. And usu-

ally he was so responsive, and the
porter often had a good story to tell.

But to the devil with stories today!
He entered the office. A hearty

"Good morning" met him from all
sides. But at that moment he was
thinking to himself:

'She got that stubborn idea of slim-

ness from her cousin Nellie. And she
is like a broomstick."

His only reply to his office force's
greeting was a hiss of contempt.

He sat at his desk and went over
the papers there, reading them al!
more carefully than was his habit. He
read them through a second time. And
he flew into a rage. There was not
the slightest mistake, nothing that
gave him any occasion for reprimand

ing some one. He pushed the papers
petulantly away, rose to his feet and
paced the office excitedly.

"Never anything but trouble. Never
anything but trouble. The whole day
long nothing but trouble."

The office force recognized the
meaning of the sounds coming from
the private office and were more care-

ful than ever. Not a paper or docu-

ment was set before him that could
possibly lead to a discharge of hi3
anger. And so it went on until noon,
and he became more and more angry
over it, for he knew that this very
noon his wife would set about having
her own way.

"Nothing but trouble, nothing but
trouble."

Again a package of documents was
brought to him. He hastened to his
desk and looked them over carefully.
Suddenly his voice roared through the
outer office. It was an angry voice,
and yet there was a joyful note in it.

"Mr. Miller!"
And old employee appeared, and the

storm broke.
'Just look here! How often has It

been plainly ordered that the margin
on such reports as this shall be two
inches at the left? This one is only
one inch wide. What sort of manage-
ment is that?"

Mr. Miller started to make some re-

mark, but he was unsuccessful. The
storm gathered in intensity, and then
came the question:

"Who wrote this?"
"Mr. Fielder."
"Discharge the man!"
"Pardon me, sir but the man

is useful, and he has only been here
a short time. Perhaps in time "

"I wish you would please carry out
my orders without contradicting me."

Mr. Miller disappeared, and the
chief again paced up and down his
office. Everything was quieted now.
Then he called again:

"Mr. Miller!"
The latter appeared at once.
"Have you discharged the man?"
"Yes, sir."
And then he felt much better, much

less angry.
Soon afterward a poorly dressed

man slunk out of the door of the
outer office. His head was bowed and
he breathed with difficulty. He had
thought that for a time now he would
have an opportunity to earn the neces-
sities of life at least, and now he
could not understand why could
not understand did not know.

No, he did not know that his em-

ployer's wife wished to become fash-

ionably slim, but that his employer
himself liked plump women, and yet
had to give in, had to yield, to his
wife's whim. And that always mad"
him angry. And so Town Crier.

In the parlor there were three,
She, the parlor-lamp- , and he;
Two is company, no doubt,
So the little lamp went out!

Yale Record.


