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ff 100 Western Plains.
Vf 2,500 Monarch Mines.H 100 People's Sugar Com.
Kl P 500 Atlas Crude Oil.

Ici 500 Hcola Wyoming-- .

K ' 1,000 John T. Clark M. I. Tire.H; 1,000 Cottonwood Atlantis.
H 10,000 Novada Silver.

Ii AVI Mi SUIili
1,000 Lynn Big: Six 10c

& 1,000 Western Plains 15c
! Rw. 2,500 Monarch Minos 3c'AT 100 Atlas Crude Oil 35c,f . 1,500 Prudential Elk Basin... 4e

1,500 John T. Clark M. I. Tiro.
, AVo Buy, Sell and Exchango All

B Mining, Oil and Industrial Stocks.
M G llUOKEUAGt:
M COMPANf,
M l 217 AtlHH Illrtg.

PROBATE AND GUARDIANSHIP
NOTICES.

Consult County Clerk or the Respect.
ive Signers for Further Information.

NOTICE TO CREDITORS.

Estate of Louise H. Hartwell, de-

ceased.
Creditors will present claims with

vouchers to the undersigned at 701
Utah Savings & Trust Bldg., Salt Lake
City, Utah, on or before the 10th day
of January, A. D. 1918.

Date of first publication November
3, A. D. 1917.

ROSS E. HARTWELL,
Administrator of the Estate of

LOUISE H. HARTWELL,
Deceased.

J. H. HURD & J. D. HURD,
Attys. for Administrator.

NOTICE.

In the District Court, Probate Divi-
sion, in and for Salt Lake County,
State of Utah.

In the matter of the estate of Mary
E. Pratt, Deceased.

The petition of O. K. Pratt praying
for the issuance to himself of Letters
of Administration in the estate of
Mary E. Pratt, deceased, has been set
for hearing on Friday, the 23rd day
of November, A. D. 1917, at two
o'clock p. m. at the County Court
House, in tho Court Room of said
court in Salt Lake City, Salt Lake
County, Utah.

Witness the Clerk of said Court,
with the seal thereof affixed, this 31st
day of October, A. D. 1917.

THOS. HOMER,
(Clerk.) Clork.
By B. F. Quinn, Deputy Clork.
M. M. Warner, Attorney for Peti-

tioner.

NOTICE TO CREDITORS.

Estate of Alice Cockerlll, deceased.
Creditors will pvesont claims with

vouchers to the undersigned at his
residence in Pleasant Green, Utah, or
to S. P. Armstrong, attorney for ad- -
ministrator, at his office In Continental
National bank building, on or before
the 7th day of February, A. D. 1918.

Date of first publication, Oct. 6, 1917.
JAMES T. COCKERILL,

Administrator of the estate of
ALICE COCKERILL,

Deceased.
S. P. ARMSTRONG,

Atty. for Administrator.

NOTICE TO CREDITORS.
-

Estate of Hannah Maria Decker
Turpin, deceased.

Creditors will present claims with
vouchers to the undersigned at 410
Utah Savings & Trust Building, Salt
Lake City, Utah, on or before the 29th
day of December, A. D. 1917.

JESSE R. TURPIN,
Administrator of Estate of Hannah

Maria Decker Turpin, Deceased.
William M. McCrea, Attorney for

Administrator.
Date of first publication October 20,

A. D. 1917.

NOTICE TO CREDITORS.

Estate of Nannie M. Reel, Deceased.
Creditors will present claims with

t

vouchers to the undersigned at 525
Mclntyre building, Salt Lake City,
Utah, on or before the 29th day of
December, A. D. 1917

ALFRED REEL,.
Administrator of the Estate of

Nannie M. Reel, Deceased. j

Edward McGurrin, W. E. Rydalch, 1

George G. Armstrong, attorneys for j
Administrator. J

Date of first publication October 27, j

A. D. 1917. j

SUMMONS. j

In the City Court of Salt Lake City, j
County of Salt Lake, State of Utah. j

Dr. William Broadbent, Plaintiff, vs. j
J. H. Halleren, Defendant. Summons.
The State of Utah to said Defendant:

You are hereby summoned to appear
within ten days after service of this
summons upon you, if served within i

the county in which this action is
brought ; otherwise within twenty
days after service, and defend the
above entitled action; and in case of
your failure so to do, judgment will be
rendered against you according to tho
demand of the complaint, which within
five days after service of this sum- -

mons upon you, which has been filed
with the clerk of said court.

This action is brought to collect for
dental services performed by the plain-
tiff for the defendant as set forth in
complaint.

J. J. WHITAKER,
Plaintiff's Attorney.

P. O. address, 210 Kearns Bldg., Salt
Lake City, Utah.

NOTICE OF ASSESSMENT.

Big Cottonwood Coalition Mines
Company. Location of principal place
of business, Salt Lake City, Utah.

H usual and unexpected not seeing the
M old blind man, but missing the Green
M Stockings. I became reasonable about
M it one way of Since it
M 1 was late that morning, perhaps the

H ' Stockings had gone off to business. I
m t should surely have seen them had I

Hj taken an earlier train.
H But I never saw the Stockings in

M that window again. I looked for them
1 every morning for several weeks and
m was disappointed afresh every morn- -

H ing. And frequently, even after the
lapse of that time, at moments of in- -

m? trospection I tried to imagine what
M ' had become of the Stockings and

H Flossie. Flossie of the thin, cold, pink
M , ear that goes with red hair. What

H had become of her? Had she died and
M gone to a Green Silk Paradise, or
w eloped with the grocer's boy and grad- -

M uated to a life of intermittent but end- -

f' less darning?

p '
( I was to learn alter. It befell ihat

Mh one day in spring the office sent me
1 to collect a bill. I was out on the
g street before I realized that the place

K where I was sent was only a short dis- -

tance from the Curve-of-th- e Green- -

Hfl Stockings. I got off the elevated train
at the station south of the curve. La--

(H boring up the two steps at the ticket
chopper's box and panting to catch a

Hj train that had just pulled out, I saw a
H stout, square-built- , oldish woman in a
Hi little black bonnet. She carried a bas- -

H( ket over her arm. The other hand
was engaged in holding up her skirt,
and there, before my astonished eyes,

I on her thick legs I saw the Stockings,
unmistakably green, ribbed and darn-

ed. My Flossie how unlike my imag- -

Hi ined one!

Hj't As sne came toward me puffing af--

Hli ter the toil of climbing the stairs, I
looked appraisingly at her face. It

wMg was a large, bony, solid face of the
kind that we haphazardly call Irish, al- -

Hfj though I have seen it on women in
H southern France, and on a man who

H came from somewher'e beydnd the
H Ural mountains and wor.e red" tasseled
H shoes and a sheepskin jacket. It was
H' a face hard, enduring, solid except
H; for a crackly bit around the eyes

If where the whole expression seemed
H' to have gathered into little zones sen- -

H f sitivo areas out of harmony with all
V the rest.

I: I ventured to speak and said some
B'j r' inconsequential word about spring
H I coming.

B I

I It is," she said emphatically. "The
H I " warm is in the air again and the birds
B I 1 are singing in the country, if a body
mi I could only hear them."

H j Then I knew her voice was out of
V i harmony also; it was young, the kind
H r J that never grows old.

I '

But the Stockings; how was I going
to broach that question? If I talked
to her for a little while, perhaps, I
should find an opening that would lead,
not too abruptly, to the subject.

"It is hard work climbing those
stairs, especially if one is in a hurry."

"Oh, .1 don't mind it," she replied,
quite eagerly. "I'm used to it; have
climbed them every day for years."

"You live in the neighborhood,
then?"

"Yes, used to live right up there by
the curve."

She made a transitory, confidential
gesture in the direction of the tene-
ment.

"Rent went up and I had to get out
for a smaller place," she explained.
"Pleasant enough place to live though
when a body gets used to the noise.
James got to like the rumble of the
trains. James is my husband. He's
blind. Odd how the blind likes to lis-

ten for noises."
"I think I saw a blind man sitting

at the wind' en I used to pass," I
said.

"That was L a," she said, with a
peculiar, abrupt tenderness in her
voice.

"Wasn't there always a pair of green
stockings hanging in that window?"

"Mine," she interrupted. "So you
noticed them? Well, now!" There
was a casual pride in her voice, if
pride is ever casual, when she added,
"I have worn green stockings for go-

ing on twenty years." She empha-
sized the word twenty, as if there were
something shabby and doubtful and
disloyal about nineteen.

"Twenty years!" It was an ejacula-
tion that escaped me.

"All of twenty I might say twenty.
It will be twenty years come the mid-
dle of May that James was struck
blind at his work in the quarry ex-

plosion, you know. We had been mar-
ried a month and he had bought mo
a pair of green silk stockings. He had
terrible love for green silk and me."

"And you have worn green silk
stockings since to please him."

She admitted it with slow, solid,
thoughtful nods.

"Didn't you ever find it loo expen-
sive?" I asked. ,

"They are getting dearer all the
time," she replied. But that wasn't
really what I wanted to know.

"Didn't you ever try to to to
make him believe that black stockings
were green, for instance. A shame-
less question, but I couldn't resist ask-
ing it.

"I tried it once," she said.
"And what happened?"
The look she gave me made me feel

as if she had not really looked at me
at all before it was such an amazing-
ly personal look.

"Did you over see a blind man cry?"
It was crushing. She saw the effect
on me and regretted it, I think.

"James is that skilful with his fin-

gers," she said, "the touch is that
light, that he could tell the difference.
He can do anything with his hands."

She took the cover off the basket.
"Just look at these," she invited,

and picked out a toy carved from
wod a goat or a cow, maybe it was

meant to be. There were about a
dozen of them in the basket.

"He makes them," she told me,
"works at them every day regular."

"And you take them out and sell
them, of course. How lovely!"

"I haven't sold five dollars' worth
in five years," and the note of what I
must cause casual pride came again.

"What do you do with them, then?
Can't you sell them?"

"No; not regular enough to live on.
I give them away mostly to children
in the nurseries or schools and in the
Children's hospital. I have given
away more toys this last five years
than all the rich women in the city to-

gether."
"But where do you get the money to

live on'1?"

"Scrubbing, just scrubbing. When
he thinks I'm out selling his work, I'm
scrubbing I bring in my dollar and
a half a day regular."

A mist gathered in my eyes.
"It is too bad that your husband is

blind," I equivocated.
"Not for him it isn't," she replied,

and her eyes became cryptic. "There
is a terrible difference between the
sight of mo now and that spring day
when he saw me last."

I felt sure that the sure feet of love
were guiding her on some path where
the shadows were too deep for me.

"So you are happy?" I stammered.
"Middling happy most of the time.

Sometimes there's a cloud. Like the
other night when I came home there
wasn't a stick of wood In the house,
and I had to put his day's work, as he
calls it, in the stove to get enough
fire to cook his supper with. And him
sitting there by the window talking
proudly about being able to earn our
living and him blind."

The train arrived and she bustled
on board with her basket. I watched
the last car till It was lost around the
curve. My Girl of the Green Stock-
ings was gone gone on her errand of
deception. Town Talk.

We expect the controversy over the
correct pronunciation of Marshal
Joffre's name to end abruptly when
the Russian mission arrives. Brook-
lyn Eagle.


