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We Are
Anxious to
Convince You

That SILK SHIRTS are
a source of gratification,
if laundered by the

Troy Laundry
Distinctive Work

Office 18 East Broadway
Phone Hyland 192

We carry a full line of the world famous

A. JT. f3.ea.clx
Baseball Goods

THE SALT LAKE
HARDWARE CO.

Everything In Hardware I

Visit-Ut- ah's

Greatest
Clothing Store

Where you are
sure to "Suityourself

s ? Hart Schaffner & Marx
Clothes

Knox & Stetson
Hats

Manhattan
Shirts

Hanan
Shoes

Gardner & Adams Co.
K earns Building

Hamilton's I
Smart Shop

Our unremitting attention to detail, H
with every thought and effort H
given to securing the latest exclu-- H
sive fashions in hats, go 'ns, suits H
and coats; carefully stuuying the H
arts of those who create them, H
make this establishment the center jH
of attraction for women who dress jH
well. H

" 216 SOUTH MAIN ST. M

D. H. Cannon J.D. Lewis F.A.McDermld R.S.Lewis H
IF WE PLEASE YOU, TELL OTHERS H
IF NOT, PHONE WASATCH 165-16- 6

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

ALL SIZES OF THE BEST H
STEAM AND DOMESTIC

COALS

Office - 15 Exchange Place
SALT LAKE CITY :: UTAH

Ladies Silk and Fibre I
Sweater Coats I

The new shades in beauti-- I
ful combination of colors in I
fancy and plain designs I

TO st.
1 I

SIR ROGER DE COVERLEY

(In Covent Garden.)

From the papers of the Spectator Club pre-

served at Coverley Hall, in Worcestershire.

Edited by Sir J. G. Frazler.

DE COVERLEY is now in town, and
SIRROGER an evening with us at the club two

days ago. But ho left us before it grew late;
"For," says he, "you know I am a country bird; I

go early to roost." When ho had gone, one of the
company remarked: "I dare say Sir Roger did
not always keep such early hours. They say he
was a gay fellow in his youth. What is that story
about him and a woman of the town?"

"Sir Roger and a woman of the town!" cried
Sir Andrew Freeport hotly, "Nonsense! I do not
believe that he ever spoke to one in his life or
would know one of the poor creatures if he saw
her."

"As to the speaking," interposed Will Honey-

comb, "you are wrong. I was with him when ho
spoke with one, and by Gad I shall remember the
occasion as long as I live." "How was it? Tell
us," we all asked. "I am the less likely to forget
it," answered Will Honeycomb, "because it was
the very first day I ever met Sir Roger, and that
was not yesterday, I can tell you. I was a young

man then that is to say, I I I mean, I was "

"Yes, yes," we interrupted, laughing, "we quite
understand. You were even younger then than
you are now."

"Well, that's true, anyhow," answered Will,

with a rather rueful smile; "but to go on with
my story. A common friend had made us known
to each other at the Rainbow, and we agreed to
go to the play at Covent Garden together. When
we came out of the theatre I offered to conduct
him to his lodgings in St. James street. The night
was dark, and somehow we came to speak of the
Mohocks. They had been out in force two nights

I before, and, having caught a gentleman in a lane
I off Fleet street, they slit his nose from end to
I end, gouged out both his eyes, and left him to
I grope his way home blind, all because, being a

man of spirit, ho had refused to take off his hat
to them. 'Well,' says Sir Roger, 'I hope they
won't catch us. I have no mind to have my nose
slit.' 'No,' says I, 'it's a handsome nose; it would
bo a pity to spoil it. And, for my part, I don't
wish to lose my eyes neither. But I think we are
pretty safe. They have doubled the watch.'

"Just then we turned the corner of a street (1

think it was King street) and perceived at once

that something was wrong. For a crowd had gath-

ered, and we heard screams. Some hackney-coache- s

were drawn up, and the coachmen were
standing on the seats, looking over the heads of
the people, and laughing and pointing at some-

thing. We made up to them and soon saw what
was the matter. It was the Mohocks, and as ugly
a set of them as ever I clapped eyes on, for I no-

ticed Lord Moliun among them, and that black
cut-thro- Captain Macartney. They had got a
woman of the town a common trullion among
them. I don't know what they had been doing to
her, but she was down on the pavement with her
face to the wall, screaming and sobbing. The mo-

ment Sir Roger saw that, ho began to press for-

ward violently. I tried to hold him back, for I
know it was as much as his life and mine were
worth to meddle with these ruffians there must
have been near a score of them; but he shook
mo off, broke through the crowd, planted himself
in front of the woman, with his faco to them all,
and drew his sword. And there ho was, I do as-

sure you, giving point to the whole murderous
gang of them and saying or trying to say, for ho
could hardly speak for passion (it was the only

(Continued on page 13.)


