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BINGHAM and GARFIELD

RAILWAY

The Scenic Lino to

BINGHAM
"Where Copper Is King"

Trains leavo "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 Hallway
agent, or

n. W. STOUTENnOROUGII,

Asst. General Passenger Agent,
(i 610 Mclntyre Building

Phonos 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.

'
UV HUNN1NG

HENRY RUDOLF
Great American Tenor

Novelty Entertainers and Fun
Makers

THE TIETJENS
Those Different Athletes

BESSIE LESTER
Character Types In Songs

DELLAR SISTERS
Singing and Dancing Revue

PATIIE CARTOON
LUKE AND THE MERMAIDS

Three Shows Dally 2:45, 7:30, 9.
10c and 20c

Join Our Christmas

Banking Club

Come in and join now. You can

join with 1c, 2c, 5c, 10c, 50c,

$1.00, $5.00 or any amount you

wish.

It costs nothing to join.

We Pay fo Interest

National City Bank
Members of Federal Reserve Dank

JAMES P1NGREE, President
HYRUM PINGREE, Cashier .

ONLY BANK ON STATE STREET
!

SQUIRE COOP
PIANO, VOCAL REPERTOIRE, COACHING
IN ORATORIO, OPERA AND ART SONGS

Will Return to the City September 2nd
New Studio Address, 6th Floor Templeton Bldg.

sassiBtMygBiiaBn'n' -.-nui, ,.,, mtL.j. ,

Loans On .

Real Estate H
We have money to loan on first jH
class and country property at H
terms so low that they will H
prove unusually attractive. H
Our Real Estate Loan Depart- - H
ment receives special attention jH
from our officers, so that you JH
may rest assured that the ser- - H
vice will be courteous, prompt H
and reliable. H

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

I

WE PRINT GOODWIN'S WEEKLY fl

OUR CKVFTSMANSHIP fl
SPEAKS FOR ITSELF 1

Centurp printing I
Company I

W. G. ROMNEY J. Q. RYAN fl

CENTURY. BUILDING i

231 EDISON STREET 1
Phone

Wasatch 1801 H
Printers. Binders, Designers, Linotypers H

'1 :H

WANT TO KNOW I
WHERE TO GO? I

HERMITAGE I
OGDEN CANYON

Trout and Chicken Dinner M

our specialty. M

For Vacationist Fishing, !H
Swimming, Boating, Tennis,
and all Modern Conven- - M

iences. 'fl

Good Auto Road All the ;H
Way from Salt Lake. M

il
RESORT UNDER NEW MANAGEMENT

9

1 BABY IN THE TRENCHES
VON SCHMIDT-PAUL- I, a

6DGAR cavalry officer, who
has been on the western front, has
written for the German newspapers
the following remarkable incident
which he and his men witnessed re-

cently:
"Donnerwetter what a" hellish

noise! Above me shells are bursting
and all around me is the rat-tat-t- of
machine guns.

"It is just before dawn and the fog
is bo thick that one can scarcely see a
yard ahead. All we know is that our
troops during the night stormed and
captured the French village over yon-

der. I want to see how our left wing
is situated, and therefore rido to the
village, where the enemy's bullets are
falling as thick as hailstones during a
heavy thunderstorm. The fog con
tinues thick, but it is not cold.

'I find a shelter where other cav-

alrymen are taking a little rest and at
once proceed to get some needed sleep
myself, ordering the lieutenant to
rouse me in case of necessity.

"Suddenly I am awakened by a pecu-

liar, uncomfortable stillness as is the
case often where a sleeper is awak-

ened either by a sudden noise or the
cessation of noise. As I emerge from
the dugout the lieutenant winks at me
somewhat mischievously and points di-

rectly in front of him. Carefully I
raise my head over the top of the
trench to get a view of things.

"The sun has risen and the fog has
disappeared. In front of us is a mea-

dow, and there, midway between our
trenches and those of the enemy, is
God, it is impossible, it must be a
delusion! a Fata Morgana; but no
there in the middle of the field, crawl-

ing on hands and knees, is a little
child, a baby. It appears perfectly
happy and contented, and seems to be
enjoying itself. Not a sound is to be
heard, not a shot is fired. Every man
has become dumb from amazement.

'"A child has fallen from heaven!'
cries a soldier near me.

"Well, that is about the case, for
where else could that child have come
from?

"Before my weary brain can sum-

mon up any convincing reasons how
that child got out there whether some
poor mother lost it in the panic due
to the battle of the night before a
German soldier jumps out of the
trench and runs to wnere the child is
crawling about. Absolute stillness pre-

vails in the trenches, and only to our
right, from- which this extraordinary

sight is hidden by a clump of trees, is
the sound of gunfire heard.

"And this spot, which all through
the night has been a veritable inferno
of shot and shell ,is now like some
peaceful island or a cool, friendly
oasis in a burning desert.

"Over there in the enemy's trenches
we can see the helmets of the French-
men as they peer over the edges. No
one is any longer thinking of the
enemy or the war or of danger. All
eyes are on the tall soldier and the
child which he is approaching. And
as he picks up that little, frightened,
helpless piece of humanity and fondly
takes it in his arms, a laugh, a low,
friendly laugh, passes along our en-tir- o

column. The laugh is infectious,
and we can feel how it is going along
the ranks over yonder. And suddenly

what, are they going to shoot? no,
on the contrary a great wave of ap-

plause with shouts of 'Bravo!' from
thousands of French throats breaks
the stillness. Then, as the soldier I

jumps back into our trench with the
child safely in his arms, our ranks, too,
burst into a triumphant shout which
passes all along the line.

' Even for some time after not a shot
is fired. It is as if we felt ashamed
of ourselves, and no one touched a
gun while that child was in our midst.

"When the firing did start again it
was rather desultory and indifferent,
and there was nothing dangerous about
it. That little child had worked a
wonderful change in the hearts of both
friend and foe that morning."

HER NAME

(From the French of the Viscount-
ess de Borelli, Societe de Secours aux
Blesses Militaires.)

Upon the battlefield sweet Pity
came ;

She soothed the wounded soldier
with her care.

"Tell me," he murmured, "thy angelic
name,

That I may bless it in my dying
prayer."

A little while in silence she remained;
Then on a band of linen, snowy

white,
Her gentle fingers with his life-bloo- d

stained,
She marked, a cross not knowing

how to write.
Henry Tyrell in The World.


