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POEMS EVERYBODY SHOULD KNOW

cember,

THE GARDEN OF MY SOUL.

I water with my tears each night
The garden of my soul,

And tend with care the flowers white,
I water with my tears each night.
Transplanting from the wrong the right

Transfiguring the whole.
I water with my tears cach night
The garden of my soul,
A B, In Gunter's Magazing for De-

A THANKSGIVING

A tiny little dais

i CONTENTMENT.

VERSE I'OR BOYS AND GIRLS
A litte bird sat on a tree,

And sang this song right merrily:

“I'm glad, as glad as I can be,

That I'm a bird upon a tree.”

A pretty golden butterfly

Amonr the blossoms fluttered by, L
And asked her mate, who wandered nigh:
“Who would not be a butterfiy??

y=flower

Unclosed her cyes when passed the shower,
And smiled to feel the sun's warm power;
“Ig is 80 sweet to be a flower.”

A goentle, playful Summer breeze

Blew o'er the ficlds and stirred the trees,
And whispered to cach one of these;
“pon’t you wish you could be a brecze!”

And Jack, a chubby little hoy,

With romping dog and rattling toy.

Cried out, with shouts of keenest joy,

“It's jolly fine to be a boy.”

—Donald A. I'raser, in the November Delineator

NOTES

Some curiosity has resulted from the
fact that in discussing Mrs, Ward's
latest novel, “The Testing of Dian
DMallory,” the critics are spelling the
hero's name in two different ways,
some writing Marsham  and  others
Aarkham. This discrepancy is easily
accounted for. The spelling used in
the serial in Havper's Magazine was
Markham, and the k was changed to s
at the cabled request of Mrs, Wurd, al-
though not until the reviewers' copies
had reproduced the magazine form.
One is still left to wonder, however,
what were Mrs., Ward's own reasons
for preferring Marsham over Markham.

+ - >

O. Henry, author of “The Jour Mil-
lion,” “The Voice of the City,"” and
"other stories of New York Clty which
the MeClure company publish, has fin-
jshed the play on which he has been
working for some months, and it will
Be produced by Liebler & (o, ‘“The
play will appear in New York soon, and
it ought to be a winner,” said Campbell
MceCullough of the theatrical firm, in
an interview. ‘It is in the well known
Q. Henry vein of humor, trchdy and
philosophy, and it is to be called ‘The
World and the Door.! The play intro-
duces several well known city charac-
1ers drawn to the life, such as the
rounder, the down-and-out bum, the
hustling young reporter, the capltallst,
and the adventuress,”

- - -

The following note will be of inter-
est to prospective playwrights:

“Usually, when plays are sent direct
to managers with no paving of the way
they are turned over to subordinates
for an opinion; and the opinion of read-
ers has sent many a good play to the
scerap-heap, and many 4 bad one to
the stage, then to the storehouse., But
even the producing managers are falli-
ble, as all men are fallible, and fre-
quently they ¢rr when their subordi-
nates might have stumbled into the
light. One of the greatest dramatic
triumphs of decades was refused by a
producing manager who said:

“Phe man who wrote that is crazy!’

“Another manager took the play with
misgivings, holding the author respon-
sible in part for any possible losses.
The critics all went to another opening
with an air of finality which presaged
utter doom for the production-in point,

It was a success—a triumph—a  land-
sllde—a mint for the producers and
apthor! There you are, and make the

most of it.”
v e &

Jack London has been shipwrecked.
We hasten to add that apparently the
consequences were not serjous, though
the experience had its excitement, It
all happened in August in the Solomon
Islands, which are so far from civiliza-
tion that the news has only just ar-

rived., In a letter to a friend in New
York Mrs. London describes the ex-
perience:

“We are on a recruiting trip aroun:l
the cannibal head-hunting island of
Malaita, on an ex-yacht, the Minota,
whose former captain, McKenzle, was
murdered by the savages last Decem-
ber at the bay of Langa Langa, .:mrl
the vessel completely looted, We are
going over the same ground that he
covered, and times are exciting with us.
Of course, we go around ‘armed to the
teeth,” and with the exception of the
misgionary women, who carry no arms,
T am the first white woman, probably,

who hag gone into these dangerous
bays,"”

saturday, Aug. 22, 1008,

*“Since the foregoing, we have bean

properly shipwrecked, the Minota going
on the reef {n a little bay called Malu,
on Malaita, as we were trying to
beat out through the reef-entrance. We
were fortunately in a falvly safe placa,
as regards the savages, who were kept
off the Minota without much trouble.
The sgchooner Kugenie, only a  few
miles away in another bay, sent hoats
to help kedge off, but it looked bad,
and was two day before the Minota
was in deep water again. She is not
seriously  Injured, being built mainly
of teak.”
- - -

The McClure company reports that
no story of Stewart Edward White's
has been in such large demand at the
same time after publication as *'Tha
Riverman,’”” which, though it huas been
out but two months, is already in Its
fourth edition,

BOOKS

Mrs. Wilson Woodrow, author eof
“The Sllver Butterfly,” is not fond of
photographers, and thereby hangs a
tale,

At the famous Mark Twain dinner
two years ago, nearly every literary
c¢elebrity of the country was present,
After the dinper, the guests were as-
sembled and photographed in groups.

Mrs. Wooedrow, who had gone to the
dinner under the eseort of W. J, Lamp-
ton, was in one of thase groups. If oth-
ar photographers had been unjust to
her, this one outdid them. And when
the photograph was printed, as they
all were, Mrs, Woodrow was the vocipi.
ent of dozens of letters, typical of
which came the following, from Life:

“Dear Madam—After seeing your pic-
ture in this week's Harper's Weekly,
we are compelleq to inform you that no
more contributions from your pen are
cven in disorder here. We regret to
take this course, but, under the circum-
stances, no other course is open to us,
In heartfelt sympathy, we beg Lo re-
main, THE EDITORS.”

This was bad enough, but even Mr,
ampton had hig filng in his own char-
acteristic way. He was moved to poe-
sy
« “0 Nancy Wilson Woodrow,

Hear me as I declave,
If you look like that plcture,
1 didn’t take you there.'”
- - -

“The Melling Pot,” the play which
Israel Zangwill came to this country to
produce a few weeka ago, is to he pub-
lished in book form by the Macmillans,
It is dedicated, by special permission,
to President Roosovelt,

L] - .

One of the things that amuses Mrs.
Wilson Woodrow most—and she has @
very actlve sense of humor—ig the as-
sumption on the part of *good guess-
ers' that she ls the wife of Woodrow
Wilson, the president of Princeton uni-
versity, and that she has turned her
name around as a literavy pleasantry
or an evasion of direct responsibility.
Mrs., Woodrow's new story of New
York society, "The Silver Butterfly,”
has gone Into jts third large printing
within a month of publication.

- » »

In the illustrations by Alonzo Kim-
ball for “The Right Man" is usad for
the flrst timme the very elaborate pro-
cess known as color-photogravure, The
effect Is blzarre in the extreme,

- - »

Mrs. Elizabeth M.s Wheelock’
“Stories of the Wagner Operas Told
for Children’” has been adopted for the
public school libraries of Rochester, N.
Y

- - .

Over half a million copies have heen
circulated of Raymond M. Alden's
story, “Why the Chimes Rang.” This
is gencrally regarded as the best kin-
dergarten story ever published.

“Japan averages aboul three carthe-
quake shoeks a day, and the American
visitor to the sensitive little isle, after
experiencing a few mild ‘tremors,’ in-
voluntarily calls to mind the old legend
that the land rests on a big live fish,”
writes IFrederic S. Isham, author of
“The Lady of the Mount.” “The dif-
ferent brands of ‘tremors’ form an in-
tevesting topic of conversation for tho
newcomer to Toklo, and ‘old scttlers'
never weary of expounding thercon."”

It was at the Imperial hotel, just be-
fore tleet week, the novelist first en-
countered a few members of the earth-
nualte club, and experiences were in or-
der “What I'm going to tell you hap-
paed during one of those right-and-
left, or left-and-right quakes,” said a

charter member, as he leaned more
confidingly against the refreshment
counter. “They're the worst sort, most

confusing, for you never know whers
vour ‘are at,” when they're over. In
this case I was sieeping in the east
room of my Japanese villa, and my wife
and children were In the west room, the
sliding sereens or doors being open be-
tween, About midnight came one of
those right-to-left ang left-to-right
ghocks; It disturbed us some, but as it
soon became calm and quiet once more,
we didn't bother, but went to sleep
again,  And now comes the part I'm
leading up to: When I awoke in the
morning, blamed if T wasn't in the west
room, while the wife and kiddies were

in the ¢ast one.”
- L -

The author of “King Spruce,” TFlal
man Day, has written another story

of his favorite Maine woods, this time
for young people. “The Eagle Badge”
takes a young hero into the forest
wilds, in the midst of the lawlessness
which the woods invite by their near-
ness {o the Canadian line, where
smuggling and counterfeiting are op-
posed by the honesty and good-wil}
of the genuine woodsmen. The lad iz
elected “Mayor of the Woads,” which
always means execitement, and has
plenty of adventures in the mixed com-
pany of outlaws and guardians of the
law, powerful drivers of the logs and
gay-hearted French Canadians. 1t ig
a story of outdoor life breathing the
fragrance and mvsterv of the wonds.
full of incident and suspense—a fresh
tale which will no doubt attract an en-
thusiastic train of readers among young
folkk of twelve years or over. (New
York: Harper & Bmlllers..)
- v

Do the dead sgpeak to the living? Is
there a way to find out whether they
162 In “The Shadow World,”
faces such quesgtions, Hamlin
has written a book which s a logical
result of this two-fold experience—as

DESERET EVENING

the gay French capital,
gere, have created i sensation.

AP PR ERARI I,

a serious pyschie investigator, and as o
practised writer’ of  narrative, My,
Garvland for literary puposes has thown
this book Into the form of fletion, cre-
ating a civele of chavacters :\xu[ invent-
ing their dialogue; but it s far froui
being fiction, since it faithliully repro-
duces actuul facts of experience : Be-
vond question, it presents o fi «-mm.-
fng solution of the mediumigtic theory,
and its insistence in “unexplored hu-

man biology' is reasonable and sane.
Phe rveader will rejoice that the book
Is neither an essay nor a tract, but a

story, and a charming onc, concerned
with the most entertaining of men and
womell. Morcover, it pl‘nlll|.~v‘..< to re-
move i good deal of foolish misunderv-
standing on the actions of mediums
and so-called messages from the dead,
Mr, Garland has treated nn.n'lxl‘ sub-
ject in @ new way-—a way whicy 18 nn'..
unlikely Lo interest men of sciencs s
o gerious study. But in any case “The
Shadow World' presents ln':lll.u»lrhu
of reading, full of thrills and \\'nnd"-r.\,
to the ordinary nuin on the strect. (New
York: Harper & Brothers)
" » ”»

Tt was predicted when Mr. Howells
made nhis journey to Rome last Janu-
ary that the fruit of the winter ZL‘I|Id
spi‘lm: months which he spent lhtfl':
wotld be a book on Rome.  Announce-
ment has just been made that :&'uv]l f
book, to he entitled “Roman Holidays,
is now forthcoming. It is to be not &
navel, but a group of gketehes in the
informal essays style which many of
Mr. Howells' readers m'm‘lnim.slm\vs
hig art at itg best.  Blended with the
mellower reflection of the late sojourn
are certain to be the youthful impres-
sions of that first visit to Rome some
torty years ago, hence it is not too
much to expect to find Mr. Howells in
the new book In real holidiy mood.

. % *

A sanguine Inventor was once talking
to a prominent South Amerlean. “My
motor,” he  whispered impressively,
cwill make fifty revolutions o second,”

cophat's nothing,’” retorted the other,
haughtily, “look at my «-«nn_nlr_\'i" m_n
it is no joke to many Americans. We

are commercially interested in stability
of government and a sane, Progressive
development of the natural resources
of South America.  So both the busl-
ness man and the lover of quaint places
and people are naturally interested in
T.atin-American character and condl-
tions. The curious mixture of rares—
the courtlv, warm, cruel aristocratie
Snaniarvd. the lazy, half savage Indian
and half breed, and the recent North
American  immigrant — igs not loss
worthy of the attention than the charm
of the country itself, with its indizo
moonlit seas, and clean cut mountains,
Wverything is strange,  the colors of
flora and faunn heautiful, the Indfan
relice weird with the mvsterv of anti-
auitv, the deadly insects sudden and
torrihle.  All af these geen through the
aves of o genuine-hearted and fancifil
American girl of the most chaviming
tvpe, form the delightful backeround
for a precent book by Mary Roardmnn
Sheldon. The plot is developed {rom
the rivalry of a blue-blooded Spaniard
and n modern New Yorker for the hand
of the heroine. But the vrincipal at-
iractiveness of “Coffae and a T.ove Af-
falr’' (8inkes) nroceads from fthe nn-
conscinus self-revelation of the hernine-
writer, a kind of girl whom every
Ameriean man or woman instinetively
loves, whether she is seen in real life
fintinn

MAGAZINES.

ar in

‘"During the coming year The Cen-
tury will publish a number of papers
in a field unhackneyed in the maga-
zines. Since Bayard Taylor's “Views
Afoot” no prominent series of this
character has appeared. Mr. Schau-
fller, though hig name is German, is
only partly German in heredity. He
writes with a poet's and musician's
sympathy and enthusinsm of Dantzic,
Berlin, Potsdam. Brunswick, Leipsic.
Meissen, Dresden, Hildesheini, and
other German cities. While the de-
seriptions will appeal to all who are
interested in “abroad,” they will have
a apecial attraction for that large
class of our population having Ger-
man antecedents,  The pictures are
by some of the best of the younger
German painters, and form o highly
important part of the publication.
Among the artists are Hans Herrmann,
Alfred Scherres, Charles Vetter, Ger-
trud Wurmb, and Karl O'Lynch von

Town.
iy
Mr. William Bayard Hale, of tha
“New York Times'" staff  whose
vivid account in that paper of the
daily life of President Roosevelt at-

tracted great attention), was particu-
larly fortunate, during the past sum-
mer, in meeting the German emperor
and hearing him  discuss subjects of
current interest,  Mr. Hale visited the
emperor on his wvacht, related to
topics of current public interest, but
was of the frankest and sincerest
sort. An anuthoritative record of much
that was said by the emperor will
appear as a feature of an early num-
ber of The Century and it will be
found to have extraordinary interest,
» - -

Probably the season will not bring a
more exciting romance than “The Gen-
tleman,’” the new book by Alfred Oli-
vant. Here at last he is thoroughly
at home. “The Gentleman” is the story
of a plot that was laid by the French
to capture Lord Nelson on his last
visit to England, only a few weeks be-
fore the battle of Trafalgar. The head
and front of the plot is the Gentleman
himself—by that name he is known to
friends and enemies alike—a handsome

young dare-devil Irishman in the
French service, a poet and a mad
fiehter.  Oppo to i The Gentloman

and his followe are a little group of

MLLE, RENEE DUCLOS, DANSEUSE.
Mile Renee has all Paris at her feet, and is the toast of the artistfe set at
Her new dances, just introduced at the Molies Ber-
Arrang ements are under way whereby she 13
to give her repertoire before King Edw ard of IIngland.
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Joy, the greatest swordsman in ng-
land; Old  Piper, Nelson's one Ui
foretopman; and above all, young Kit
Caryll.  The whole thing is over in
three days, but a lifetime of fighting
and gadventure crowdoed into those days.
Mr. Ollivant deals  with  elemental
things, and deals with them in a big
wiy, The book has gualities that be-
long only to real jiteratuve. It is not
unlikely that *“T'he Gentleman®  will
long be known as one of the hest  ro-
mances of fighting and the sed.

The “Better Treasure,” is a new baok
by Mary Raymond Shipmian Andrews,
Author of *“The  Perfect  Tribute”
With i frontispiece and marginal dec-
orations by H. M. Bunker. The Bobbs-
Merrill company.

“The Perfect Mribute”
Mrs, Andrews (o the American heart,
it crystalized the national feeling for
Lincoln, the sense of the pathos and
nobility: of his life, the abounding ad-
miration of the great heart of  the
greatest Amevican.

It is with an art as perfect, a touch
as sure, o syvmpathy as penetrating and
beanutiful, that she breathes into her
new story. “The Better Treasure,’ the
very essence of the Christmas splrit,
All the immemorial legendary charm
of Christimas eve is about it. Some-
how are imprisoned in these pages, to
be released at any reader's “Open,
Sesame,” the beauty and mystery of
the holy night, the night of children's

has endeared
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joy, of earth's peace, of man's reconcil-
fation and God's great gift,

Out of the simplest eclements (Is jt
not always g0?) is built this story of
almost universal appeal; for hard, in-
deed, must be the heart that remains
untouched by it. The notion of having
lovely children steal out to the stable
on Christmas eve in order to hear the
horses talk according to the old legend,
and of having the degenerate man,
who had intended to commit o erime,
diverted from his purpose by the spell
of theiv innocent faith—that is @ simple
notion, indeed, but it is made one of
the finest things imaginable,  Thero is
not o trace of false, or nawkish, or
overstrained sentiment to mar its good-
ness, truth and heauty.

Mr. Bunker, the ilustrator and dec-
orator, has worked in complete accord
with Mrs, Andrews,  His deawings, at
once simple and symbolie, are print-
e in a soft brown tone, as zatisfying

Altogether an ideal  Christmas gift.
as it is povel.

The new  volume of Nicholas,
which begins with the November num-
ber, offers to its young readers a most
attractive list of serial features, One
of these will be a4 unique and wonder-
fully illustrated series  of humorous

St.

rhymes entitled “When 1
by W. W. Denslow., The series will set
forth In  amusing form °the ‘“day
dreams' of an Ameriean youngster, as
to the wornderful ngs which he will
achieve in his grown up days, as an
admiral, or a soldier, or an orator, or
a hunter, ¢te,, and each “day dream”
will be illustrated, not only with two
full-page pictures in color, but, in ad-
dition to these, with numerous clever
Denstow drawings in black and white.
The text is natural, boyvlike., and amus
ing, and the pietu

Grow Up”

are inhmitabls in

fun and of surpassing merit artistical-
ly.  Of all the artists who have made
Hustirations for young folk, there is
probably no other who coinbines i
equal degree with My, Denslow
of of abounding humor, bold

masterly HEin drawing,
ug for decorative effect.  His fame
long ago cstablished by his drawi
for *'The Wiznrd of 0z, and his

books for children, sueh
Goose,” “The House that
“Humpty Dumpty.' ote,
ries, as he himself declares
the best work that he he
and theretore Justifies the havy expense
Involved, and the great outlay which
the publishers have bestowerd upon it.

and a get

us J
Jack Ruilt,"
But thig se-

It cannot fail to win wide popularity.

Bl B L O
purscs Of London PUbliS}lﬁrS

Special Correspondence,
ONDON, Nov, 12.—Now that tha
Times' Book club war is definite-
Iy settled—to
tion in

nobody's sati=fac-
particular—many

beginning  to
money on advertising their wares, The
latest evidence of this fact is i huge
poster of a book called “John Silence.”
.\1]\'1:1'!i}sing the novel by means of the
'1‘»::"{:4' Is & new departure in England,

bhook

producers  are spoend

the fact that one publisher huas
D.w;.:un it, will have a stimulating ef-
fect on the others. It may not be aj-

:ther correct to deseribe the “post-
128" of novels as an altogether new

ployed Aubrey Beardsley in this cea
‘A-ILA\‘ and MHeinemann ovdered i pogtaep
from Nicholson; but it was a long time

ago, and, apparently, the attempt in
those days wag not i success. How-
ever, the revival hag begun, and s

eral London publishers are thinking

out striking ideas with which to hyp-

notize the public who have money 1o
spend on books.
The “John Silence” poster simply por-

trays o nan standing at @ window
looking out into the night,  His pogi-
tion is somewhat  curious, as  he  is

looking away from the audicnce, as ir
were, and has his back turned to the
public.  The poster is said to have sold
A good many copies of the book. Mao-

thuens are contemplating a pos for
the ook, “The Great Miss Driver,” and
one critic predicts that when the pla-

card appears, London coachmen—think-
ing from the title that the work con-
cerns them—will invest in a book which
does not appel at all to horge-fanciers
in particulay,

BOOIK CLUL

Concerning  the

WATL,

great “Book  Club
War,” enquiry among booksellers re-
veals the fact that they are anvthing
but satisfied at the outcome of the
struggle.  Nor does it secm possible to
deny that they have a very real griev-

ance remaining, Thelr

position {s this:

The publishers have won  a  victory
over the Times in the matter of nett
books, but the case of the six-shilling

or 8150 novel is still going hard againat
the bookseller. There is nothing to pra-
vent the Times Book club, after three
months, from publication of a novel,
putting its coples into the 4c box, if it

wishes to do so. 7This hits the bos
seller, swall, large or medium- y
for the $1.50 novel is one of his grewt

mainstays, In spite of all that 5 saidl
about people not buying books, They
do buy high-priced novels;  and, of

course, they will not pay the bhooksellop

{1.11' which ig the EKnglish cash prico
for o 31,60 book if by walting a littlo

they can purchase from the Times at,
siy, 30 centg or thereabouts, T'ne bonk-
sellers complain' that  the  publishers
hiave been seduced by the book cluh's
enticing promise of a big “first order”
for new works inta agreeing to
tlement which s unjust to the books:
ing community.

INSIDIE

L somewhat peculiar “inshle
of the conclusion of this Timoes

SOMS

The
histor

HISTORY,

l»..ml-; war which throws a slightly lurid
light on  British  diplomacy. It will
he recalled that it was announced ta

the world come time ago that . Arthur
Pearson had bought the Times, This
wis considered one of  the  mreatest
Journalistic coups on record, and Pear-
0N was congratulated on his maenifi-
cent luck in acquiring the “Thundorer,”
It might be said in  passing,  that,
through some unexplainable cause, the
London Times still yvields an enormons
influcnce, dospite its fossilized condi-
tion iand its prohibitive cost of § cents
per copy, Well, among the people most
unctious in their congratulations 1o
Poarson were his great rival the Daily
Mail, with Tord Northeliffe—otherwise
Alfred Harmsworth-——among the
cipal wreath-throwers, As soon ns the
first excitement is  over, however,
Northeliffa himself bows to the publie
as the actual owner of the Times, and

prin-

C. AL P, ig o supposed to o retire soma
distance into the rear and sit down,

As soon as Lord Northeliffe found
himself fully installed in the Times,
he held o conference swith one of the
largest American booksellers-~Brenta-
nos, to b exact—whose diplomacy

brought the book awar to an end, and
restored to the Times the large amount
of publishers' advertisements  whiceh
Hand  becn dost owing to the wasteful
strugeie,  And now the <littie bivd who
sits up aloft.” and oceuapie is tima m
rimmor-catehing, has it that Brentang
und Lord Northeliffe are hatching o

bhig enterprise that will soon be lnunci-
ol in
the

cotimection with the Times and

book publishers in Ameriea.

JOURNALIST'S LUXURY,
Academy, o journal ol
sittide again n
Appenys
Doug s sled
LA § ) P s

many
hands, AL
Lbe owned by

ot peing

e

mervly irted by s osnld that
Sir Charies Tennant, its last proprie-
tor, has made a present of the paper
to Lovd Alfred, sayving: “Herve, take
the wdemy, and here is oma capital

on which to ran it!"" Tha
seldom paid its way, and

Academy has
A5 0 property

: vnesvhat of a fuxu It 18 to be
anticipated thiat the tant editor,;
who is M. W, H. nd of “Un-

speaitable Ser
other fivme, will have o
hand now. He e
In transforming ¢hi

Woman,* and
still more free
Ay succeaded

‘ter of the

it M Lovely

has
the

paper considerably, for t undeor
Lord Alfred Dot & Lole editorship
had decidedly ecelesiastical flavor;

and,
fand

hity

Mp, Cros-
gingulay

rentirked,
biretta with

bhoen

wears the

be safd of

af his ar

Croslan:d,
1tlity, e

of remarkable pers
big fellow,” wi
for the fingn
tture. yather than ths
suppozed to follow thi
pursuit tters.  In o recent inter-
vieav  "with mself’ in one . af “the
1 (130 following passage -
curred:
PrANd now Mo i the
interviewer, with ‘eronice, and

evident awe reputation,

WL vou tell me whom vou consideys
st friends?”

moneyv-ienders,” my

response.t’

1 i= A writer, with
wficent hatred of his enemiles, His
ks have made him hostz of haters

virile

in return ituation in which he posi-
tively glovies,
BOOTC WHICH WIENT ASTRAY.
(- The datest ditevary story here may
{ perhaps be considered to convey a uso-

ful warning to journalists, rank Har-
Pig, o owell known author-editor, who is
ab pesent conducting o socinl weekly,
was lunching with the editor of i
great half-penny morning journal, and,
surprised to find that this editor had
not read any of his books, promised to
send him & volume of his short storjes—
whiceh very good and some yenrs
ago made guite a bit, The volume en-

titled “Flder Conklin,” wuas duly sént
to  the editor's office, but unhappily
went astray into o pfle of books for

review.  One of the half-penny da
“yvoung men' (he was really o voung
maun, for this paper noted for caton-
ing its staff young) roviewed tlhie book
a8 0 now one, praising it with patroniz-
ing moderation and cncouraging  tho
author to continne tha pursuit of litor-
ature,  When the notice appenred, the
authorv-cditor, who is a ficry Celt, was
even more wirestrained in his languago
than is his want
CHARLIES

OGDIINS.

go—in this great

greater they become.

€] Have you ever stopped to consider how far a little money will
rogressive age—and how much real pleasure
and benefit 1t will purchase, if judiciously invested in Books?
The money paid for books is not merely spent, it is invested, and
in no other way will it bring to you such dividends in pleasure
and profit as are to be derived from good books, and these benefits
are not confined to the buyer alone, but are to be shared by his
family and friends, and the more they are shared by others, the
Is there anything else obtamable in ex-
.change for money which will grow in value in proportion to
the extent it is shared by others?
@ King Solomon said “of the making of books there is no end.”
He was a wise man, with a prophetic soul; but he would surely
stand amazed at the wealth of our literature in these 20th Century
days, and especially at the “little prices.”
@ Never before has it been possible to purchase such fine, hand-
some, and really good books for a little money, and if we could
only convey to you some adequate idea of the real value of the
books catalogued on the reverse side of this sheet, it would not
be necessary to invite you to come in and look them over. You
would come without being asked. We could not keep you
away, because we are offering—while the stock holds out—the
greatest assortment of fine high class copyright fiction the world
has ever seen, formerly published at $1.50, for

65 CENTS PER VOLUME
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faithful Enxtlundcrs—;ha fighting Cap-
tain of the Tremendous; Parson Harry

Deseret News BookR Store,

SALT LARKE CITY, UTAH.




