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$1.50 per Yeary 12ic. per Month

Agents for any Magazine or Newspaper
printed in the United Btates.

SHERMAN

COMMRCIAL J0B PRINTING

" Quick and Cheap!

Of Every Description to Order

Rstablished 1887.

Monro,

Sherman County,

on, Friday, Febuary 1,

1907

Five Cents

Wasco Warehouse Milling Co.

Bankers,

CAPITAL, - - - $300,000

Transacts a General Banking Business.
Banlks at Moro and Wasco

Repregentatives at Kent, Grass Valley, Moro,
Wasco, Rufus, Biggs, DesChuutes,
Collections carefully made. Fire and Grain Insurance
Drafts issued on any point in Europe.

Moro Lodge, No. 13,
1.0.0. F. Moro, Oregon.
Meets e Baturday
ning at 7:80 o'clock.
Vhlun' Imunhou are

Y

cordially lovited. Mem-
bers are expected to be
» Wm Rudolf, N. G.

presen
Hecretary,

L.
R. M. Brash,

Lupine Rebeccs Ledge
No. 116,50 0. F.

'  Meet muhu'l{’ every

Friday gveuing. Visiting

fmembérs are cordially

AL in v to meet with us.

’ Fer# Home members are ex-

d to be present. By order of the

dge. Mrs. Neva Johnson, N, Q.

Mrs. Jessle Henrlohs, Becretary.

Eureka Lodge No. I21
2
!\ A. F. & A, M., Moro, Or,

» Meets the first and third
I'bursday evenings of each
month  Visiting members
cordially invited to meet
By order of the W. M.

with us.

HoTeL [VIoroO

Nearest Hotel to Business Center, Banks and Depot.

Sunday Dinner 35 cents.

Opposite Post Office

Moro, Oregon.
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Moro's BARBER SHOP

Porcelain Bath Tubs,

v Byerything First Class and Up to date.

Agent for the Best Steam Laundry
Shop in Moro Hotel Building

EDGAR LEWIS, Proprietor.

MORO - - OREGON.

Y T TP T T T T & P e T LA R e :

HENRY KRAUSE

The Leading Dealer in Shérman County
In First-class “Up-to-Date” ... . . . ..

SADDLES, HARNESS ¢ SUPPLIES

Of Ever Kind In My Line of Goods. wereee WAS0O, OREGON.

Have wow on hand a large stock of Harness and Baddles, OCollars, Bridles,
Whips, Rohes, Brushes, Curry Combe, &c., &o. Any person in nesd of anything
= my line wli.l save money by giving me & e2ll balore purchasing elsewhaere.
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WHEN you have something you

wish to sell, no matter what
it may be, you want to place your
pr()positiun betore as many people
as possible. That creates demand,
and demand naturally creates a
higher price.

WHEN you wish to purchase

anything you want to reach
That

creates competition, and competition

as many pcnplc as possible.

‘reduces prices.

WHEN you wish to make an

exchange you want as large
a variety as possible to. consider,
because then you'll be sure to get
just what you desire, and at a lower

figure, too.

A “WANT” adin Tue Moro

Opsserver  will reach more
people in Sherman County than
by any ‘other medium available.
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’ T.‘_‘ Bethieham Chapter.
NoTs O.E8,

-,
. » Regular communieation
2% each 24 and 4th 1huors
¥ jay evenings monthly.

.k"‘\, F '.;‘,’iﬂ By order W. M.
h\- o > 4

Mrs F.J Mendl, SBecy.

ke W. A Gordon Co.
Bankers oo Gradn Deales,

Moro and Grass Valley,

Receives Depoeite, Bell exchange,
and do a General Banking business.

S.S. Hayes, Manager at Moro.

HARRY LIERE

Practical Watchmaker
and Jeweler.
THE DALLES, - - OREGON
308 Second Street, next door to the
Pacific Express Company.

Mail orders promptly attended. to
All work warranted.

E V. LITTLEFIELD

Attorney at Law.
Main Sr., Moro, OrEGoON,

Elrod’s brick, next door to
8. T. Co’s. Btore.

J.0.

FRANK RLNEFER FRED WiLsoN

MENEFER & WILSOX
Attorneys-At-Law.

YOOT BLOOK. THE PALLEA. oRDGSN

W. H. Ragsdale F. J. Meindl

_—

Ragsdale & Meind|

Attorneys-at Law,
Office in The Ginn Brick
Moro, Oregon.

[)R. 0 J. GOFFIN,
'HYSICIAN & SURGEON.
[DR. MARIE M. GOFFIN.

Diseases of Women & Children a Specialty

Office in The Goffin Bullding, 1st St
Moro, Oregon.

—

James Stewart
Stock Inspector

Sherman County,
Oregon.

Address: MORO, ORE(ION.

J. W. HILL, M. D.

Primeipal.
P, 0. Deawer 1% i

J. M, Parry, &.-crtur:..

“yancing toward her,

. (Original.)
Ivan Bhouvallef, a small
farmer, was one morning hoelng |
little patch of ground when be
Sonla Nichaelovitch come In af
gate and go to his bouse. Ivan
very well what shé was golng o
for. In Russia among certaln

it 48 customary for the girls to

courting. A 1 who wishes a {1
for a goes to his house
begs him marry her. If he

want her and turns her out, her rela-
tives will take revenge upon him for
what Is considered an insult, Ivan was
a bachelor and knew that Sonla wnas
coming to ask him to marry ber. She
saw him working in his feld, but pre-
tended that she did not. Her object
was to get Inmto the house, knowing
that once there she would lave every
advantage, Golng to the door, she
knocked and, recelving mo response,
opened It and went In,

Ivan leaned on his hoe handle and
scratched his head. Ie bellieved all the
ills that fall upon men come from wo-
men. He had had an unecle whose wife
was a shrew and had seen his uncle
pnder the lash of her tongue. Conse-
quently he had not only resolved that
he would never marry, but lived in
dread lest some woman should get him
in spite of his resolve. And now one
bad effected an entrance Into his cita-
del, and he saw defeat staring himn in
the face,

With a sigh he went to the house.
There stood SBonla by the hearth, om
which she had thrown some fresh
wood. Bhe looked up with an embar-
rassed smlile, a color overspreading her
face, :

“What do you wish, Bonla?' Ivan
asked.

“I wish to be your wife, Ivan."

“Do you not know that I have re-
solved never to marry ™

“Yes; I have heard that.”

“Then why do you come here?’

To this question the girl made no
reply.

“There are better men than I want
you. Bome of them have ten times the
land I have, with many cattle bealdes.”

“And there are better girls than 1
want you, girls with much more dowry
than mine.”

“Then why not both choose for our-
selves 7"

“1 have chosen.”

Ivan stoood a plcture of irresolution.
He was like one drawn into a vortex
without power to resist. On the one
hand was the girl, the firelight tingelng
her face, a pair of neat ankles protrud-
ing below her short skirt. On the other
hand was his shrewish aunt, whom he
could nmever banish from his remem
brance.”

“Suppose,” he sald presently, “that I
make your mother a present of my
best cow.”

' 1
Hantway s |

Punishpment

By JOHN J. O'CONNOR

Copyright, 1806, by May McKeon

It was October when Tim came to
school. The family had been visiting
relatives in the west, and he had re
Joiced In the prolonged vacation. It
seamed rather hard to have to go back
to school, and It was with laggard feet
that he headed, with the rest of the
scholars, toward the lttle frame bulld-
Ing where the tender mind of distriet
No. 4 was traloed.

“The new teacher's soft,’” volunteer
ed Tommy Eoglish. *“The other day
Bill Hendricks brought a bean blower
and shot the teacher In the back, and
all- she sald was, ‘Please don't’ 1
guess there's golng to be fun.”

Tim smiled wenkly., It was encour
aging to know that he could practice
his devilments without the risk of a
thrashing. ‘The Inst teacher had been
A man, and Tim had bad good reason
to rémiember him, for of the younger
boys Tim was the ringleadoer, just as
Hendricks was tho leader of the older
boys. That Bill had eventually thrash-
ed the teacher and forced him to re
slgn just before the end of the spring
term was no great consolation to Thm.

The trustees had put In o woman
teacher as an experiment, thinking that |
perhaps feminine appeal might be
more potent than the hickory switch.
Tim rather expected a gaunt old lady,
as a certaln Miss Flint had been, and
when he wmade hls appearance 1o the
schoolroom and presented himself be-
fore the teacher he was shocked to
find so young a woman

Marion Murtha was only nineteen,
and her fresh coloring and the lquid
brown eyes made so deep an lmpres-
stonon him that for the first ten days'
he was one of the model scholars; and
Miss Murtha was beginning to congrat-

| been hired to teach the school, but that

pack to his desk and sat there swing
Ing his feet idly. Ile was determined
that he would not study and wondered
vaguely If the teacher would try to
thrash him for his disobedlence,

Presently the others were gone, and
Miss Murtha went back to ber desk
Another scholar had been kept In to re
write the spelling lesson, and Miss
Murtha walted quietly uuntil the task
was done. At last they two were alone,
and she called to him Not once had
she noticed him before, and Tim went
forward wonderingly

lhﬂ} told me that you were a bad
boy,” she sald, “but I did not think
that you would act so toward a wom-
an."”

“What's the difference?’ he demand-
ed. “You get pald to teach us, don't
you, just llke a man?

Gently sbe explained that she Lad

she could not remaln If she could not
‘handle the puplls. If he and sowe of
the other boys persisted ln belng dis-
obedient, she wpuld have
the school and they
prived her of a ehance to earn a living. |
When she had finlshed, Tim looked up. |

“Say,” he bald penitently,” “I'll let |
you lick me If you want to. I won't|
fight back.”

“I don’t wan{ to whip youn,” she m.'.dl
as sho stooped and kissed bim. “I waut |
you to be a good boy; that's all”

Tommy ‘English was walting for him |
as the subdued Tim went out. *“Did|
she lick you?' he demanded eagerly. |
“I didn’t hear you holler.”

With a how! Tim sprang at him and |
thrashed him as a rellef for his over-
wrought feelings,

“An' I'll do It again If you say any-
thing about Miss Murtha,” be promised !
as he released hjs victim, “an’ I'll lick |
any of you fellers what makes trouble |
for her"”

It took but a week to make that fact |
apparent, and those who had taken ad-
vantage of the fact that Miss Murtha |
did not belleve In physical punishment I_
learned to behave, |

Then came Ren IHanway
scene, and It soon became apparent
that Marion_had fallen in love. The
proposition was almost too much for |
Tim to grasp, but in a vague way he |
realized that the teacher cared a grmtt:
deal ifor Ren. e was not jealous, |
though he reserted the lost walks home
with Mlss Murtha, because now llun|
called for her with his buggy, and Tim |
was left behind.

But the course of true love never did |
run smooth, and one afternoon Tim |
eame back to the schoolroom to find
Mlss Murtha, with her head bowed on |

to give up|
would have de- |

upon the |

“Bhe doea not wish a cow.” |
“And a horse for your father.” |
“He bas already all the stock he can |
use.”

“Is there nothing I can give to fain
fmmunity 7

Bonla mused awhlle before replyiug
Then she looked down Into the fire and
said softly: }

“Yes, Ivan; there is one thing. Give
me that, and 1 will depart.” |

“What s It?" asked Ivan.

“A kiss.”

“Oh, that ls easily given!” And, ad
he slipped his
arm around her walst and, raising her
face, put his lips to hers. He had in
tended to glve her scant measure, but
somehow when his lips had got Into
position he lost power to take them
away. The consequence was that the |
elock on the mantel ticked many sec
onds before the kiss wus finished
Then Bonia sald:

“Now I will go, Ivan.”

Ivan followed her to the door and as
she was about to depart sald:

“A Kkiss Is a little thing to pay you |
for giving me up, a very little thing
If yow wish I will give you another.”

“No, Ivan; you have paid In full. I
will not take another.”

She stood with her hand resting on
the doorknob, Ivan very near her,

“If you will give me back the one I |
have giveny” he said, “I will send the
cow to your mother in exchange”™

“That's a fair bargaln,” she replied.

Again Ivan slipped his arm about
her walst, raised her face and took a
long kiss. ’

Bhe opened the door and was golng
out when he called her back.

“Come to the bearth,” he sald, “and
warm yourself before golng out Inte
the cold.” (

Again she stood by the fire, and Ivan
said:

“For another kiss 1 will send a horse
to your father.”

“I think perhaps father might use
another horse.”

This time the kiss was longer than
any of the others. When It was fin-
lshed Borla asked:

“Why did you bring me back to the
hearth? 1 was not cold.”

“My horse s very valuable. [ wish-
od to be within hearing of the clock to
count its beats and be sure I was gt
ting good measure.” -

“Would youn like your horse and cow
back ™

“How could 1 get them

Bhe looked down into the flame.

“Oh, yes; I will buy each back for &
klss.”

“I do not mean that.”

“What do you meanT?"

“Youn may have them back If you
will marry me.”

Ivan repurchased his horse and his
cow by giving himself for them. For
tunately for him, he dld not get &
shrew, but an excellent wife.

¥. A. MITOHEL,

| GENTLY BHE

| lug her apples an' candy next.

| contemptuously “1

EXPLAINED THAT SHE HAD
BEEN HIRED TO TEACH THE BCHOOL.
ulate herself that the boy ngalnst
whom everybody bad warned her was

not so bad after all,

In vain his fellows looked for some
outbreak, and finally Tommy #unglish
twitted him on his susceptibility

“He wants to marry her when be
grows up,” he jeered. “He'll be bring-
The
alp't afrald; be's just soft, that's all.”

The glbe struck home, for Tim had
a big apple In his desk that he was

ber arms, bher slight form shaken by
sobs, Boftly he stole out of the room |
and made for the village.

Ren would probably be In the office
of the lumber yard, and thither he bent
his steps. Hanway was working at
his desk when the door burst open ‘And
Tim was upon him lke a young cidta-
mount, pummeling and kicking Indis- |
criminately, The attack was so sud- |
den that It was several minutes before
Hanway, could grasp the youngster.

Tears of rage stood In Tim's eyes as
he struggled to get free

“You let me alone!” he shouted. “I've
got to lick you. 1 sald I was golin’ to
llck any feller that made Miss Murtha
ery, an' I licked ‘em all except Billy
Hendricks, an’' I threw stones at him."”

“F dldn't mnke her cry,” laughed
Hanway, though his face went veéry|
whito., “What makes vou think so?"’

“You used to drive her home,” eried
Tim, “an’ now you don't come any
more, an’ I went Into the schoolroom |
this afternoon, an' she was eryin’, with |
her head on the desk, an' I knew It
was yeur fault, an’ I want to lick you "

Hanway's face glowed with pleasure. |
There had been a small quarrel, but so
successfully had she hidden her feel-
Ings that he d1d not think she cared

“I'll hitech up and go right over to
tell her I'm sorry,’” bo-sald, W1l that |
do?

“If she says yes,™

Han-

agreed Tim

thinking of giving Miss Murtha If he

| did not feel tempted to eat It himself |
| terlan social when Miss Murtha

during the mnoon hour
“l aln't a-skeered of her,”
was just
till T could think somethin’ up.”
“Yah,” jeered Tommy. "I dido’t say

he sald

waltin’

you was a-skeered. [ sald you was
| stuck on the teacher.”
The lron entered Tim's soul, and,

with a dark “You wait and see,”" he
raced off to the well

IHe came stamping In when the bell
rang and went to his desk with a swag-
ger that was quite llke bls old time
bearing. The desk next him was emp
ty, and with Infinlte care L twisted
two bita of slate pencil Into a rubber
band and dropped them Into the other
desk. The unwinding band rattled the
pencils around In the ewmpty box with
a crash that stopped the Fourth IReader
class and directed the eyes of the
whole school on him, Tim tried to look
unconcerned, but he could not refrain
from casting a glance of triumph at
Tommy English, and thereln lay his
undoing, for the teacher's eyes were
quick and her intultion keen.

“Tim,” she sald sharply
stay in after school tonight.”

“I ain't done nothin',” he declared
stoutly.

“I did not say tHut you had,” she sald
quietly. “I sald that I wished you to
remaln after school this evening."

“Aw,” crled Tim, “that aln't fair!”

BShe sald nothing, but went on quletly
with the class work. Tiin had expected
ber to answer, that he might talk back
again. He could not understand this
quiet Ignoring of the matter and sat
sllent and uncertain,

During the noou hour Tommy Eng
lish sought to persuade him Into defy-
ing the teacher, but when 4 o'clock
came and he made ns though to go out
with the others a firm hand was lald
upon his shoulder, and Miss Murtha's
qulet volece reminded him that he was |
to stay In.

To stay after school meant to spend
) cortain time in study. Tim scuffied

“You will

wny went out

That evening Tim was at the Presby-
and
Hanway Miss Murtha bent
over and klssed him

“My lttle champlon,” she whispered.
“You have made me so happy.” ”

“Then I won't lick Ren agaln,'” prom-
ised the pleased Tim. “I thought you'd
want me to.”

came In

The Star and Her Publle.

Of course materially the star Is ex
tremely well off. She can, If she has
any Musiness instinct whatever, oaslly
become a rich wotnan. She earns, we
will say, $600 a week and A percentage
of the box office receipts. At that rate
she need not be miserly to accumulate
a tidy fortune in the course of a fow
successful years. A few successful
years! Ah, there's the rub! The publie
18 dear, kind, sympathetic, flattering—
and fickle. Its regard Is Immediate and
perhaps ephemeral. It adores you this
year, flocks to see you, bursts Its gloves
applauding you, warms the cockles of
your heart with Its ready smlles, its
ready sighs, tosses you flowers, sends
you notes, makes you walk upon alr
with gladness, And next year It doesn’t
eare for your play or there ls some one
new, some one bewlitching, enthralling.
Your personal popularity bhas evapo
rated. And you see yourself going the
Inevitable way—the way that greater
actresses and greater favorites than
you have gone before you, to thelr neg- |
lected, half contemptuously pitled old
age—to the drummed up benefits and
the condescendingly bestowed charity,
—Ethel Barrymore in Harper's Dasar. |

Daugerons.

Kind Lady-~My poor man, will you
never keep away from boose?

Rummy Roblnson—Well, mum, dere |
is one hoose 1 keep away from, |

Kind Lady—And what booze is that?

Rummy Robloson—Why, de caboose. |
Dat’'s where de brakemen ride.—Chiea-

£0 News,

' pat down to A game of whist,

s Diplomacy

1

Woman

[Original.]

FProvidence, who manages all things
wisely and wastes Do
talents on man for the management of
WOIman The wisdom of this course la
that man needs no such talent uatll
after wmarriage, and after marriage he
bhas a wifa to manage other women for
him. The economy cousists in the fact
that meun shall warry. ‘A single man
never apprecigtes the sensitiveness of
the opposite sex. Woman hides her
wounds, and man often stamps through
her feelings with seven league boots,

An Incident that occurred to me aft-
er. iy marrlage taught me thls, and
since then 'l have Invariably left the
settlement of my differences with oth-

economically,

er women to my wife. 1 had passed
middle life before marrying. 1 bad
met ladles, as other bachelors meet

thewn, soclally, but club was my

my

home, and I was vever thrown into lo-
timate ussociation with apy woman.
But 1 considered wmyself sutliclently

wild maunered and deferential to the
softer sex for all ordipary soclal pur-
poses. What wounds I had Inflicted I
did not kuow, nor was [ consclous of
having inflicted any.

The honeymoon over, my Wwife took
me o tralnlug, and it socon became ap-
parent that I needed a great deal of

However, In about a year ¥ sup-
posed 1 was thoronghly educated. Oune
day my wife informed me that her
dearest friend, whom she had not seen
glnce we bad been married, was com-
lng to visit her, aud she was especial-
Iy anxious that I should make a good
lmpression. 1 resolved to be on my
guard and put'on my most affable and
deferential manner,

Thé first evening of Mlss Bland's ar-
rival iy wife, my sister and our guest
1 was
of course assigned to play with Mlss
Bland. 1 got on swimmingly., 1 saw
that my partner knew little of the
game, and it gave me an ppportunity
to show my wilfe that 1 could pass
her friend's mistdkes without the
slightest reference to them. 1 would
probably have gone through the even
Ing without trespmssing on my part-
ner's feelings had not she made a
misplay that gave me an opportunity,
as I thought, to make a brilliant strike
In soothing her,

I had a fine long sult, all of which
I coudd make If 1 could draw my op
ponents’ trumps; but, having only four
trumps myself, all depended upon my
partuer husbanding hers. My wife
tedt n mrbal) spude, and I, desiring to
get the lead, put on the king, When
my partner played, the trick was mine.
Bhe trumped it. 1 winced, but sald
nothing. My partner's error gave our
opponents the odd trick.

“1 shouldn't bhave trumped your
trick, should 17" sald Miss Bland, red-
denlng.

My wife explalned to her that to
trump one's partner's trick was not
consldered nlways the best course, but
that In this case It didn't matter since
we were playing for fun,

I didn't seée the fun Im playing that
way, but refralned from comment.

“Now I think of ity" sald Miss Bland,
much mortified, “somebody told me
once that to trump one’s partner’s trick
wns the worst mistake a player ecan
nrrkoe* .

My wife looked at me appealingly to
say something to make my partner feel
easier, and 1t was then 1 tried to soothe
her

“You only trumped my king.
than that,” 1

Therd
s n worse thiug sald
softly

“What s 1t? asked Miss Bland.

“To trump your partner’s ace."

Miss Blod cast a quick glance at
me, and 1 cast a glance at my wife,
expecting to see approval in her face.
I saw. a frown.

There an ominous tremor on
Miss Bl lip, aund presently she
arose, left the table and went upstalrs.

“Now you've done It sald my wife
left the room to follow her

Wins

and's

ag she
friend

I walked up and down the floor curs-
Ing myself for a fool and wondering
it my wife would be able to explaln
matters anud get me out of the scrape.
I also wondered how she would man-
age the diplomatle task
would tell Mlss Bland—what else could
ghe tell her?—that I had intended my
reuark to make her blunder seem less
a blunder But had 1 solely so In-
tended 1t? Women are quick to see a
alight, and perhaps Miss Bland might
have detected a trice of sarcasm In
my volce. “Thank beaven,” 1 mut-
tered, “It's woman agalnst woman.
I'm sure the more 1 excused myself
the worse 1 would make the matter.,"”

My wife returned, but without her
friend.

“Well? 1 nsked eagerly.

“She's coming down presently, after
slie's rid of the appearance of
tears."

“Tears?’

“Of course. Do you suppose her feel-
Ings nre sheet Irou?" Then, seelng the
pain she was Inflicting on me, she add-
ed, “It's all right now.”

“Did you tell her I intended"—
told her nothing of

got

“Nonsense! 1
your Intentions.”

“What did you tell her?”

“Why, | told her that you had been
& bachelor all your Nfe, had Hved at
elubs and all that and hadn't been used
to playlng cards with women—in short,

at"—a

“1 diin't now any better.”

“Yea"

“And

“Yen

“My love,” 1 exclaimed, folding her
In an embrace, “you're a brick.
ean beat me at diplomnacy every time.”

Miss Bland came dJdown,
game proceeded. Bhe and 1
fast Criends.

It made her feel all right?™

"

ALEXANDER ELY,

You | AT THE OBSERVER OFFICE
If you want to keep posted on all
I e

Of course nh.|

and the

- —

Additional Loeal Mention

oning Sasonry, a1 The

Boys, get yourselves a sled apiece
at Axtells.

Begin the New Year right, by sub-
gcribing for The Observer.

Pencils, 10 cents per dozen, rub-
ber-insert, Observer Book Store.

. Home news on every page of The
Obgerver, all printed in Moro.

Pencil bolders, that hold the pen-
cil in any pocket, at The Obeerver
Book Store.

Sample copies of this paper may
j be bad at The Observer business
oflice—5a. per copy.

The Oregon spraying law is held
to be good by the courts. Now, let
us epray generally.

After 1 pm. Wednesday, it is very
difficult for us to handle copy that
calls for cbanges in the form.

Formaldehyde, Gasolene, Liquid
Smoke, Wood Alcobol, ete., at Moro
Pharmacy. Your credit is good.

Our '‘ads” attract attention and
advertise. When you get our ad-
vertising, you get businees bringers.

Type writer oil, the best 8-in-1.
Lubricates, cleans and polishes,
preventa rust. Try it The Observer
Book Store.

Superior round nickel tipped and
rubber top pencile, two-for-5-cents

and some for 10 cts per doz., at the
Observer Book Store.

At The Observer Book Store you
will find an assortment of stationery
and booke, for boys and girls and
older people, a8 nice as anything in
that line in Sherman vounty, and
at prices corresponding with the
times. Call and see.

Buy the genuine imported aven-
erious carbolineum; the imitation
being offered is only-a temporary
remedy if at all. If gemuine one
application Tasts for all time. Ask
to see our sealed packages.
Observer Bobk Store.

Eaton - Hurlbut goods are well
known. There is no other box and
tablet paper so well known to the
best users of stationery. It costs
more than other paper any where
elee but at The Observer Book
We desire to emphasize this
fact, leaving it to the user to judge
whether or not this is not the fact.
When you use it, you have the
satisfuction of knowing that you
are using the best paper made.

Store.

Avenarius Oarbolineum is a germ
destroyer. Decay being a germ, it
destrays the cause of decay in posts
or timber.” The US.Government,
the ORNCo., Multnomah county,
and city of Portland, are making
general use of it on bridge timbers,
ete. It is the best chicken lice de-
stroyer on the market, and will
sweeten and preserve a waler trough,
pig pen, stable, eto., and koep away
flies. It is a guaranteed article.
T'he Observer Book Store is distrib-

ator of the pure article in Sherman
onunty.
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For Lung
Troubles

Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral cer-
tainly cures coughs, colds,
bronchitis, consumption. And
it certainly strengthens weak
throats and weak lungs.
There can be no mistake about
this. You know itistrue. And
your own doctor will say so.

The kind of & testimonial —
“Ml over sizty years."

K
rﬁf-’

Conmercial Job Priig !

and thus hi

Nuar_Quecx, wo (CHpap

The '

pri

- 4

T SR SN e

o




