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IN OFFERINC

Fairbanks Morse Motors

to the public, we do so with a full appreciation of the good
qualities of other motors on the market, but also with the
knowledge that however satisfactory present equipment
may be, an improved product will find favor with

and discerning buyers, and we offer the Fairbanks-- .
Morse Motors for the investigation of those who want

M1 something better. Send for our catalog, No. 202-- de
scribing our latest d Ring Construction.

Fairbanks-Mors- e & Co.
9 West Second South St. Salt Lake City, Utah

Jensen's
Butters

Are Best
Two packages, one quality.
Superior to all others.

"Blanchard", one print
"Four-in-one- ", four prints.

Jensen Creamery Go.

An
New

is acknowledged
ill lifs the peer of all

Wti fe$l beers. Ask for

.fe.&ISf at the clubs.
ragZSSfil Order it for your
W&V&MIIUrfNk nome :: a none

m&ffi$$n City

IpJI Brewing Co.

For That 1
Sticky Feeling I

There is nothing like a warm balh
and for a warm bath there is nothing H
like a H

Gas Water Heater, I
As all the heat goes into the water H
the room stays cool. H
You come out feeling alive, fresh and H
fit for work. H
Night or day the heater is always Iready for duty. H
Two dollars a month will pay for H
one at the H

Utah Gas & Coke Company I
61 SOUTH MAIN

Phone Exchange 705 J. C. D. CLARK, Gen. Mgr.

D. H. Cannon J.D.Lewis F.A.McDermtd R.S.Leivla M

IF WE PLEASE YOU. TELL OTHERS M
IF NOT. PHONE WASATCH 165-16- 6

Marsh Coal Co. I
SUCCESSORS TO KEMMERER FUEL CO. H

ALL SIZES OF THE BEST fl
STEAM AND DOMESTIC M

COALS M

Office - 15 Exchange Place I
SALT LAKE CITY :: UTAH

"Do it Electrically" I I

You Must be Comfortable to Do Good AVork H
ou (i Hot Day. H

You can work In comfort at about c an j

hour. Electric Fans also Increase tho of- - B
flclency of your offlco force. H

Place an Electric Fan near you and no- - jltlco how easy it Is to apply yourself to your fH
work. The same thins applies to others In tByour office. H

Utah Light and Railway Co. H
"Electricity for Evervthtna ' ' H

HHHHHHHHHHHHMHHBHHHiiHHHHHlM

from nightmare? It was a nightmare only that
the human spirit revealed Its possibilities.

In truth he had a great respect for night-
mare, even in Its milder forms; the respect of
one who felt that it was the only thing which
an ordinary sane man could not achieve in his
waking moments. He so hated the ordinary sane
man, with his extraordinary lack of the appreci-
ative faculty.

In his artistic tastes he was t,

and the painter he had elected to admire,
was one that no one had yet heard of. Ho
meant, however, that they should hear of him
when the moment came. With the arrival of that
one would begin a new era of art, for which in
the past there would bo no parallel, save possibly
one Chinese period long before that of which
the Pundits poor devils so blatantly ble: 'ed.

He was a connoisseur of music, and no uing
gave him greater pain than a tune. Of all the
ancients he recognized Bach alone, and only in
his fugues. Wagner was considerable in places.
Strauss and Debussy, well yes, but now vieux
jeu. There was a Finn. His name? No, let
them wait! That fellow was something. Let
them mark his words, and wait!

It was for this kind of enlightenment of the
world that he most ardently desired his own
arrival, without which he sometimes thought he
could no longer bear things as they were, no
longer go on watching his chariot unhitched to
a star, trailing the mud of this misty, muddled
world, whose ethics even, those paltry wrappings
of the human soul, were uncongenial to him.

Talking of ethics, there was one thing es-

pecially that he absolutely could not bear that
second-han- d creature, a gentleman; the notion
that his own superlative self should be compelled
by some mouldy and incomprehensible tradition
to respect the feelings or see the point of view
of others this was indeed the limit. No, no!
To bound upon the heads and limbs the preju-
dices and convictions of those he came in con-

tact with, especially in print, that was a holy
duty. And, though conscientious to a degree,
there was certainly no one of all his duties
that he performed so conscientiously as this.
No amenities defiled his tongue or pen, nor did
he ever shrink from personalities his spiritual
honesty was terrific. But he never thrust or cut
where it was not deserved; practically the whole
world was open to his scorn, as he well knew,
and he never needed to go out of his way to find
victims for it. Indeed, he made no cult at all
of eccentricity that was for smaller creatures.
His dress, for instance, was of the soberest, save
that now and then he would wear a purple shirt,
grey boots, and a yellow-ochr- e tie. His life and
habits, lost in the future, were, on the whole,
abstemious. He had no children, but set great
store by them, and fully meant, when he had
time, to have quite a number, for this was, he
knew, his duty to a world breeding from mortal
men. Whether they would "arrive" before he
did was a question, since, until then, his cre-

ative attention could hardly be sufficiently dis-

engaged.

At times he scarcely knew himself, so ab-

sorbed was he; but you knew him because he

breathed rather hard, as became a man lost in
creation. In the higher flights of his genius he
paused for nothing, not even for pen and paper;
he touched the clouds indeed and, like the
clouds, height piled on vaporous height, his im-

ages and conceptions hung wreathed, immortal,
evanescent as the very air. It was an annoyance
to him afterwards to find that he had neglected
to take them down. Still, with his intolerance
of all except divinity, and his complete faith that
he must in time achieve it, he was perhaps the
most interesting person to be found in the
purlieus of wherever it might be.


