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"Something Different"
The meeting place of connois-

seurs an ideal place to dino

with friends and family.

f& p ill "' ""' tit" i fH

I A New Year's Resolution to
y acquire the habit of eating with us

would be a good idea.

qSCALLCPS, EASTERN LOB-
STER AND SOLE All sea food
received

J Whale Steak served on meatless
days. Individual attention accord-
ed each guest by RINETTI and
CAPITOLO.

323 SOUTH MAIN STREET

BINGHAM and GARFIELD

RAILWAY

The Scenic Llae to

BINGHAM
"Where Copper la King''

Trains leave "Salt Lake Route"
Union Station every day at 7:45
a. m. and 3:00 p. m.

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

II. W. STOUTENBOROUGH,

Asst. General Passenger Agent,
C10 Mclntyro Building

Phones Wasatch 4120 and 4121
Salt Lake City, Utah.

up

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

A Supreme Court I
Justice Said

In appointing a Trust com- - H
pany as of an im- - H
portant estate, "Tho practice H
seems to bo now uniform M
among men of largo prop- - H
ortlos to designate a Trust H
company as one of their ex- - H
ecutors." M

Tho sorvlco of this Trust H
company Is well adapted to H
this important duty. H

Salt Lake Security I
& Trust Company I32 Up Main Phone Was. 2543 H

WE PRINT GOODWIN'S WEEKLY M

OUR CRAFTSMANSHIP WM
SPEAKS FOR ITSELF H

Centurp printing I
.Company IW. X3. ROMNEY J. Q. RYAN M

CENTURY BUILDING M
231 EDISON STREET H

Phone M

Wasatch 1801 H
Printers. Binders, Designers, Linotypers H

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

Victrolas I
Clark's I

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

John Elliott dark Go. I
150 ,S. Main. Phone W. 3275 H

and after a delightful literary and mu-

sical program a buffet supper was
served.

Mrs. Frank Taft Roberts and chil-

dren of Georgetown, Idaho, are spend-
ing the holidays with Mrs. Roberts'
mother, Mrs. Annette Culmer.

Captain and Mrs. W. E. Buchly ar-

rived the latter part of the week from
Fort Russell to spend ten days with
Mrs. Buchly's parents, Mr. and Mrs.
John C. Hooper, in the Bransford
apartments. Mrs. Buchly was former-
ly Miss Marion Hooper.

Mrs. Frederick L. Oswald is spend-
ing the holidays with Mr. and Mrs.
Robert Butterfleld at their home on
Federal Heights.

Mrs. James Hogle is in New York
for a few weeks and expects to leave
early in January for Florida to spend
a couple of months.

Mrs. S. W. Morrison, accompanied
by her daughter, Mrs. Chauncy P.
Overfield, is spending the holidays in
Tacoma with Lieut S. W. Morrison.

THE GREAT SISTERHOOD

HE chill of early autumn had

J slightly touched with red and
gold the leaves of the few bat-

tered trees left standing after the
great war. Although the day was
near its close and the shadows were
lengthening, the Woman (the only liv-

ing thing in that once populated spot)
remained, her back pressed close to
the ruined wall of her home. She
might have been taken for part of
the wall, so still and granite-lik- e she
stood.

The Wall-Woman- 's face was deathly
gry and without plastic expression.
Her eyes seemed frozen or fixed upon
some paralyzing monster. Her left
arm, outstretched on a level with her
shoulder, seemed nailed to the wall.
Her right arm hung like a dead thing.

Yet she lived, though her heart,
wounded with two cuts in the shape
of a cross, protruded from her body.
Dark red blood, flowing from her
wounds, trickled down over her ragged
clothes and formed a clotted pool up-

on the hard earth.
I was horrified. I wanted to help

this bloody Wall-Woma- yet fear
made me turn from her. I felt my-

self sinking to the ground. My eye-

lids closed and all was dark.
The sweet, cool dew of dawn was

on my face when I opened my eyes.
Faint streaks of light were struggling
up from the east. Had one dark night
passed over me or had many nights
gone by? I remembered the woman

.with the bleeding heart. Had she been
a horrible dream? I ventured to lift
my head and look toward the wall.
There she stood the Wall-Woma- n

dimly outlined through the morning-mis- t.

Looking to the east, beyond the
ruins, I saw the forms of many women
seeming to emerge from tho rays of
the morning sun. As the light in-

creased they came forward, came in
thousands, women of all ages, of all

complexions and from all the nations
of tho earth.

They came toward the Wall-Woma- n

nursing her bleeding heart beside tho
ruins. Her eyes had lost their vacant
stare. Her lips moved as though seek-
ing speech.

Then, as tho women passed by I
saw they, too, had bleeding hearts.
Some had tried to cover them with
pieces of silk, cloth of gold and beau-

tiful jewels. Still the blood oozed
through and belied their brave adorn-
ment.

When the Wall-Woma- n beheld tho
bleeding hearts of the multitude her
awful eyes widened and she motioned
with her now quickened right arm for
them to come to her. With great ef-

fort her lips parted. In a hollow voice
of utter woe she cried out to the many
women:

"Why have you all bleeding hearts?
'Are you visions of my tortured brain?
If you are human, speak, I beseech
you."

They spoke, not clamorously, but
one after another, as if giving testi-
mony. One fair girl said:

"I have lost my beloved in the
Great War."

Another said:
"I have lost a talented brother."
One gray and bent with grief, cried:
"Three! Three! I have lost three

precious sons."
Next came a woman on whose

proud brow was set a golden coronet.
She bent her head and huskily said:

"My son was my all and I have lost
him."

A wife said:
"I have lost the prop of my life, the

father of my children."
Then came another wife, another,

another and another, until there seem-

ed no end of wives; and each woman's
wail was the same:

"My husband gone! Dead! My
children fatherless!"

Other women came, thousands of
them. They had not lost beloved
ones; but they had suffered. They
were broken in health and would
never again be young.

After the women had told of tlielr
sorrows the Wall-Woma- n reached out
trembling hands toward them. She of
the golden coronet met the Wall-Woman- 's

hands. Then I saw that a
curious movement was taking place
among the women. They seemed to
forget that their hearts were still
bleeding, so intent were they on form-

ing a wonderful chain with their
hands. As the Wall-Woma- n and she
of tho golden coronet moved on,
thousands and tens of thousands
pressed forward to join the chain.
Growing and growing the chain made
a living circle around the earth, so
strong that nothing could break it.

From countless lips arose a new
song the Song of the Great Sister-
hood. It rose in mighty waves from
ocean to ocean, heralding to the war-

worn earth a new faith, a new peace.
In joyful listening I heaid that the
strains of the Sisterhood Song were
mingled with the pean of the Brother-
hood Song, voicing man's g

and God's justice from pole to pole.
By Catherine Taylor in Bridgeport
Life.


