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Personal Talk With You.

If you do not read The (}boervur'
Why Not? |

We should like to have you take |
it, and we know it would be profitable to |
to become & subscriber. We send tl!

wo years for $2.50; one year $1.50; 125cts |
a month s 2't much. Try it
Postal Card, and pay for it when you can.

At any time when requested to do
#0, the paper will be discontinued. But we
expect that all arrears will be paid hefore |
such request is made. It s casy to ask us

for a statement, which will be cheerfully | he

rendered at any thue.

How It Began.

e

[Original ]
Miss Martha Cumbuton was In the |

mountains during the summer under | pery,
| pbut I've got ye now."”

an assumed name. When one morn
ing she tore the wrapper from her |
daily newspaper she noticed this an
nouncement : |

Bradford Elliott, whose books on birds
are delighting thousands, is pursuing his
studies In the mountalns. |

Miss Cumbuton was one whom Mr. |
Biliott’s books had delighted, and she |
hoped she would meet him. Bhe was |
accnstomed to take long walks, m‘(\tm-i
panied only by a big dog, and one|
morning while in a gorge, through |
which flowed a mountain torrent, she |
suddenly came upon a man sitting on Il!
rock looking up into a tree. As she ap-
proached a bird tew out of the 11‘(-1‘.‘
The man rose and stood uncovered |
while she passed.

“I do believe,” she sald to herself, |
“that's Bradford Ellfott. I'd know him |
anywhere by his printed pictures.”

“As sure as my name is Stevenson,”
said the man, “that’s Evangeline Gray,
the vaudeville queen. I've seen ber
face on posters many a time.”

Miss Cumbuton had mo mind to let
the opportunity pass. Turning, she
asked in her sweetest volce:

“Can you tell me how I will know
the road leading up to the Mountain
House when 1 reach 1t?

“Not very well,” sald Mr. Stevenson
in his own most modulated tones, “but
1 will be happy to show it to yom It
you will permit me. It's not far.”

Miss Cumbuton knew wery well that
the distance was more than a mlle
and that 1t would give her quite a
walk with t‘n great bird fanocler, so
she accepted’ the offer. 8he at once
turned the conyersation on hirds.

“] saw you looking at a bird in a
tree,” she remarked, “ns I approached.
Did you make out lts genus ™

“Bird? What bird? I was oking at
a white flag upon the ledge. It indi-
cates a bear trap.”

“l suppose you don't know; anything
about birds?’ she sald archly.

“Certalnly not.”

“H'm! BSometimes it
to remaln incog.?™

Mr. Stevenson stopped and loo™ed
the lady full in the face. “IHow in the
world did you know that?" he asked.

“Oh, a little bird told me.”

“A little bird up In a tree?”

“Ves.”

“That I'm up a tree?”

Miss Cumbuton chuckled.

“Are yow dolng the mountains In-
cog.T" he asked.

It was Miss Cumbuton’s turn to look
serious. “Why, 1 suppose 1 am,” hesl
tatingly. .

“For what purpose ¥’

“Tell me your purpose
you mine.”

“I? Oh, I'm a blg gvm, and If all
these people about here should know
who I amn they'd overrun me with at
tention. Now for your remson.”

is converdent

and I'll tell

“Oh," I'm—I'm tryilng to escape AD
wmgagement .’

Bhe chuckled again, smd@ so did ber
companion.

“] supposed,” ‘sald Stevenson, “‘that
people of your profession sought en
Eagements.”™

“My profession!
pmion ™

“Treading boards.”

“Treading boards! What's coeat™’

What ls my profes

erver. ¥

Order by | o

captor

The End of
the F_eud.

By Charles Sloan Reld.

Copyright, 1807, by Charles 8. Reld.

ELL, ye've got me, Tom,
hard an’ fast, an' that's a
fact”

It was even difficult for
the man to speek, so completely was
with Beginning at
the ropes, by numerous
bound his arms
and held his

wound ropes
his shoulder,
tightly

fast against

colls,

his body

drawn

feet and legs so close together that his

The man's
the ground,

knee joints worked as one.

sat opposite on

dangling his hands over his knees and
grinning

Eranite

“What do you think my occupation
=T

“Yours?! Why, you are an ornitholo
gist.”

Mr. Btevenson looked at hex Inquir

ingly. “Would you mind ghking me
ghat word again?”
“Ornithologist,” she ropented, de

ighted with his pretense «of ignorance
ie had never heard the werd in his life
“Oh, 1 know—ornithorhymchus, a kind
of monkey. 1 saw one In & UMDAE
®erie once.”
Miss Cumbuton lnughad amd sald to
herself, “Isn’t he dellghtful’™
At that moment the tete-adete wWas
iterrupted by a party from Miss Cum-
uton's hotel, who Aragged her away
ith them—agalnst her will—for a walk
n the falls.
That evening Stevenson sought her
gt her botel, and they passed much of
evening together, continuing their
er. Nelther of them kept the se
et of the other's promimence, and
¥he next day Stevenson was requested
%o give a lecture on birds, while Miss
Oumbuton was urged to give a read-
ing. ,Both declined, and beth simul-
taneonsly left the miountains. They
were astonished to mveet at the station
“Why Aaid you tell people 1 was an
mctress 7’ asked the lady Ind)l gnaen tly
“They won't belleve I'm not and have
@tven me no end of tronble.”
“Why did you tell them that Iwyvas
pn—an ornithorhynch us 7’
*] 4dn't” Bhe la ughed In spites of
Barroe!f
“Oome,” she sald when they wen®
ted In the train, ““let's confess. Why

“Yes,

Joe,

Joe, I've got ye Ye're slp-
slippery as a greased eel,

“It's all on account ¢ them dinged
eat this mornin’. Allers
llke a dead hoss arter

Ing-urns.”

fng-urns 1

wounld sleep
eatin’

“1 reckon so, Joe.

“Didn't think about anybody Wan-
derin’ into this place nohow.”

He looked up and around. They
were sitting at the bottom of a deep
perpendicular walls of
more than a thousand
feet above them, and these walls al-
most - surrounded the littie basin in a
There was only one

orge, W ith

rising

small
narrow outlet 8

“But, ye Bee, 1 been trailin’ ye for
two or three days, like a hungry coy-
ote on the track of a grippled jack rab-
bit.”
*[ reckon 80."
“Hadn't been for that

cOomjpnsEs

don't reckon

| 1'd 'a’ found my way in here for some

never had trled to
come down in heére in all .my born
days bease this place sort o' seemed
on your slde.”

alr ye goln' to do about it
got me?"’

‘pled, but maybe I'll jest
in )\'l' heck an’ let ye peg

time. Somehow

open i
out that Way °

“(mn't ye make)it quickern that? 1
allers done my work clean, Tom, an’ ye
know it, don't ye?"
“So ye did, mighty
pesky good shot, Joe""
The feud was ad old one and had
clalmed many victims_on both sides.
In fact, it had reduced the two fami-
lles to four members, Joe Dunston had
an only son left, and Tom Wylie had
an only daughter. Iardly a gorge or
ravibe there was throughout the moun-
talus that had not séen Hs tragedy,
that did not bear some ghastly legend
of the feud. Over there a young Iman
kneéling to drink at a clear spring had
dyed its waters with his lifeblood ere
he could rise, and down there the

clean. Ye're &

bones of a bReaching skeleton had re-
mained above ground for months be-
fore the trungedy of a missing member
had been learned, and so the epochs of
the family feud had been marked.

Joe Dunston sat at the bottom of the
cursed

gorge and himself for eating

LOOK AROUND, JUE,” HE BALD
onlons opd Tom Wylle grinned over
his victory. He seemed in no hurry to
put an end to the work he had begun.

the

cireumstance,
vietim be

It was an unusual

wpportunity of ecapturing a
fore putting him to death. Usually it
was a qulck shot, a well almed weapon,

A bullet speeding to Its mark, but now
the last of the Dunston tribe but one
sat bound and atterly helpless before
old Wylle the end
which he knew wae jnevitahle

Tom awalting

Oceasons iy ! e1ve to
wander a zigzag course aloug up the
opposite wall of the gorge It might
chance that Jim would come that way,
In which ease he would give a signal to
his son, one that would of course seal
his own doom quiekly, but would also
put Jim on hiz guard, with a chance to

get a speedy revenge. But the broken
top line of the cliff showed no sign of
the prescince of a homan belng

“Joe, vere alippery—powerful slip-
pery. It's n pi*v [ reckon, that A man

like yon hias to
A leer of sinister admiration tralled

you here incog. T’

“That's & woman's way of confess
f=g. What gre you here for?”

“As 1 sald, to escape an engage
goemt. A certaln person wants me to
m hMm, 1 don’t want to do IL”

“That's fonny A certaln woman
::.;‘:’m marry Aer. 1 came to the

to get rid of her.”

~What a hlunder ™
4 ™A double blundert”

' Prhis was the beginuing of it. The

scquaintances, each of whom was | vision of Jim toppling from some high |

ing to get rid of.a lower, seemed to
@esik protection In each other's com-

e

ftem that a bresch of promise

wase against a proménent clubman bad | maid presently,

settied out of conrt. Then a re

from old Tom's eye, but he did Dt
weaken from his purpose

“Yeu, 1 reckon so, Tom, Ding the
hg urns™

Tom grinned “There's jest one

more, Joe, an' the feud 1l be ended
Ha ve ye thought about that since ye
wolke?’

Joa Eulped Jim's big form and
handsm ne face rose in his mind. Jim
was the baby and, had always been

| nearest t¢ ol Joe's heart. All the rest

had gone fi'e way of the fendists. A
oliff with a ballet In his heart passed

through his thovghts, and Joe's chin

After awhilesa neswspaper print- { sank on his breast.
] “Tom, ye're count.n’

purty fast,” he
lifting his head again
“Maybe the bullet will come the-other

paper published another item | way.”

@tagting that Miss Oumbuton had gie-

“Mayhbe Some have come that

e up the mission field to reform | | way in tine.” .

geaninent clubman
dM |

FLORENCE[NORTON.

It was Joe's turn to grin,
“Don't reckon _rﬂ!gu(mﬂj.

want to make afore 1 slit that veln In
ver neck, Joe?™ Tom had drawn &
,Lm.’-- from his pocket and was whet-
| tlng a small blade of it on the leather
| vamp of his shoe.

“No, guess not, Tom, an' if ye're de
termined to do it that way’ there's no
| use wastin' any more time, though It
| aln't the clean thing, Tom, an' ye know
|it. Aln't nary a Dunston before that
{dled any other way than by & long
range bullet. That's all, Tom—all 1
got to say.”
| 0Old Tom chuckled and continued to
| whet the blade of his knife. At length
| he tried the polint of it with his thumb
and was apparently satisfled with its
lkeenm-u. Then he arose and went
| over to Joe, where he knelt by the lat-
| ter's side.

“Look around, Joe,” he sald, “for
where ye see all the sunlight now will
| be midnight to ye in a few minutes.
| Ye're a brave man, an' it's a pity for
ye to die this way, but there ain't no
regulations in the feud, ye know.”

Tom began to feel about Joe's neck
for the veln and presently pressed 1t
outward with his thumb, Joe
| thrown his bhead backward, and
was bending low and looking upward
under his vietim's chin. Presently the
| sting of the knlfe thrust started old
| Joe into madness. His head darted for
ward with the suddenness of
pent’s, and his long, amber hued teeth

snapped down upon the throat of his |

‘Ivuptnr. There was a gurgle in Tom's
| throat: then his windplpe closed, and
| as Joe's lifeblood, gushing from the
‘wnun:l in hig neck, dyed the young Ivy
shoots and the green grass In the bot
itmu of the gorge the death set of his
| jaws sealed the doom of his slayer. In
:a Uttle while every quiver of the flesh
had ceased, and one more tragedy of
| the feud had left Its story more plainly
| peadable than words could make It
The midday sun looked down
the chasin. A pheasant preened herself
in a narrow trall among the
| while a woodcock ran up the tall, limb-

| jess trunk of a dead spruce pine and |

after a shrill call that plerced the deep
sllence of the gorge sent out the long
low roll of his drumming.

L ] L4 L L] L . .

Ruth Wylle stood in the cabin door
way watching the trall that led down
the ravine, winding from one side to
the other as it gought the easler ascent
or descent of the projecting bowlders.
Darkness was stealing slowly up from
the depths of the hollow, and still no
slgn of old Tom gliding along up the
path in his habitually stealthy manner.

“Dad’'s uncommon late tonlght, it
‘pears to me.” The girl took a step
down and sat upon the doorslll Her
cheeks glowed llke red ripe cherries in
the suushine. for she had been bending

| pone and frying the bacon for the
night's meal. Frem the table came the
odor of the meat, It floated out through
the doorway o@ the evening atmos-
phere and was appetizing to the sense.

“If dad could smell the meat I reckon
be'd be comin’ im home without wait-

bewdoin’ anyhow.”

A feellng of uneasiness darted
through her as she thought of the
feud; but, suddeanly rising, as if to es-
cape some burden, she hurled the
thought from her. “'Tain’t that. No,
‘tain’t that,” she declared as she sat
down agaln,

But the twilight deepened into dark
ness, the stars came out, the meat
grew cold on the table, and its odor no
longer told of its savor. Still old Tom
had not come, Ruth peered into the
darkness at every crackling of the
twigs, but nothing materialized to her
longing. It had been years since old
Tom had spent a night away from
bome, not since the night when young
Tom was shot down on the side of Lit
tle Craggy.The girl fell to counting
the stars and saying to herself:

“Before 1 ean count a bundred he
will be here.

800. Then she began and counted
them all over again. Hour after bhour
dragged away, and the moon had
cllmbed to o position in the heavens
whence its light shone down the cabin
chimney. The occasional hoot of an
owl or the cry of a catamount plerced
the silence and fell upon Ruth's ear

|lmt common nolses of the night. Again
and agaln came the thought of the
feud, but just as often as It came,
shuddering, she castTt from her

“It ean't be, It can't be,” ghe Invaria-

bly murmured. “Dad's too quick for |
that.”
T #oon slipped over the roof of

iwe cubin, and Ruth watched the shad

| ow of the house lengthen away from
| the doorstep, and she counted the
points of its serrated edge

Suddenly while thus engaged the
the shrill, ear splitting shriek of a |

mountain eat struck upon her ear with |

terrible distinctness and nearness, and
at the same Instant cnme the flash of
& long, angular body, splitting the
| tnoonlight, from the high branch of an
Iﬂd chestnut oak and terminating in a

| piwsty a few vards away.
lowed one answering squenk from an
mnfortunate plg, and Ruth, springing
| to her feet, ran Inside the cabin and
il]ll.!l'|1ll<'~l the door shut behind her

“I reckon I aln't myself somehow,
fompin’ an’ runnin’ at the scream of a
t thera's one plg less, poor
thing!™

l Bhe threw herself across the bed and
|r'InuN'I her eyes with her hands,

| “Strange 1 ain't sleepy by this time
| an* 1t past midnight, If dad ain’t In
| by daylight 1 reckon I'd better start
|ont after him. If 1 could jest keep
from thinkin' about the feud. 1f there
| was only Jim I'd feel easler about It
| because Jim Is—Jim's about There,
now, If dad only knowed 1 was a-think-
In' that way about it—about one o' the
| Dunstons—1 don't know what would
happen.”

A tall, handsome young mountalneer
same into Ruth's vision, and, forget-
tmg the feud, she fell asleep

At the first peep of dawn among the
hills Ruth Wrlle set off down the ra
| vine. Bhe knew every plg trall or cow
path among the hills, and she now
traversed them, one after another. Bhe
knew hiding place among the
rocks, and she sought In them all

every

cliffs, every polnt of exposure to the
fire of an enemy in ambush, and she
searched at the base of all these rocks.

Tirelessly she pursued her quest all
through the morning and until a late

bour in the afternoon, when she paus
ol and peered over the brink of the
glant of all cliffs overlooking the Hells-
hole chasm. Once ouly bad she ven-
tured to make the perilons descent into
ithat gorge, but now—It was the last
place she conld think of in her search

she lowered herself to the first ledge
of the DAITOW WAY.

The descent was too difficult to be
accomplished in & few minutes, and
the sun bhad already dragged its rays
tar up the side of the cliffs "b.lnﬂ
reached the bed of the chasm. The
long search, the past night's sleepless-
ness and the fears that now had
plete hold of her heart were telling
on her strength, and she was com
led to throw herself upon the grass
a moment of rest before taking up
pearch again.

But the scene of the tragedy of

a ser- |

into |

laurel, |

over the evening fire baking the corn |

fr any louger. 1 wonder what he can |

|
But the hundred grew to 200, then to

| with startling effect, though these were |

There fol- |

She |
knew every dangerous passage of the

fears lay not far from ber, and wi
|hhu came upon it, the awful

lte!lln;: its own terrible story, it struck
| such horror into the girl's heart

she sank to her knees and clasped

| hands in the volceless agony of
|goul. Sitting upon her feet, she »
vacantly before her, contemplating the
fixed contortion of death.

| Time was passing, and still Ruth sat
motionless on the grass. The sun ool
tilnued to drag its rays higher and
'higher up the face of the rocks, butit
was not until the twilight began o
thicken that Ruth arose, still bewlides
ed, but realizing that she must get out
of the gorge before darkness came O

| Bending over, she lald her hand up-
|

“gme, RUTHY, I SEE IT ALL."
on the cold forehead of old Tom, thén
turned away, but she had taken only &
step when she stopped suddenly and
i put out her hand.

“Oh, Jim, you see it all?” Her hand
slipped into cne which silently had
been outstretched toward her,

“Yes, Ruthy, 1 see it all.” Jim Dun-
| ston had drawn nearer. I been stand-
In' here agin this tree ever since Y@
come an' some tiine before. Ye passed
me an’ didn't see me."

“It's awful, Jim.”

“Yes, Iuthy, it'§ awful, un' 1T been
| thinkin’, jes' thinkin’, if ye'd be willln®
|we'd enll that there the end of the
feud. Ye're alone in the world, Ruthy,
|ap’ I'm the only Dunston there Is left
| standin’ I've been lovin' ye across
| the border a long time, but there was
| the feud that had to be fought out, but
It's ended now, Ruthy, if ye'll jes’ say
|ye'll have me, an' there'll be no twe

gldes of another generation raised te

the killin'"

Ruth hypg upon Jim's hands for &
moment:; then she bowed her head up
| on lis breast,

“1t's the end of the feud, Jim,” she

wald.

Hunting Up Statistics.

“That does your father do to earn,
his Nving?’ asked a New York princt-
pal of a pupll who was belng admit-
ted.

“Please, ma'am, he doesn't live with
us. Mamma supports me.”

“Well, then, how does your mother
earn her living?”

“Bhe gets pald for staying away
from papa.” replied the child artlessly.
—~Harper's Weekly

Had Heard It Before.
very young to have a
grown daughter.”

“Yes: she was just telling me”—

“1 know That she was married
when she was just barely ifteen years
old."—Pittsl Po.t

“S8he looks

urg
»

Didn't Affect Him.

Stella—Mrs. Jones wants a new coat
| because Mrs, Smith Jooks so well 1o
| one. Jack—Yes, but Jones won't sign &
check merely because Smith looks so
| pretty when he Is writing one.—Har-

per's Bazar

| It is sometimes advisable to emplay
a night watchman to look after mem
who are as honest as the day is long.—
RBt. Louis Globe-Democrat. |

»|

Cores Woman's 1V eaknesses.

Ve refor to that boon to weak, nervous,
sufls en huown ns Dr. Plerces
Fav cription

1 J Fyi »of the Editorial Staff
of Tng Kenreric MEDICAL REVIEW says
of Unicorn root (Helomins Liodon) which
is one of the chiel ingredients of the *Fa-

vorite Prescription ™
# A rernedy which Invariably acts as a gter-
ine Invigorator * * * makes for normal se-

tivity of the entire reproductive sy .
He continues " in Helonias we haves -
ment which more fully answers the abywe

purposes than any other drug with which | om
aeguainted. In the treatment of diseased pe-
cullar to women It is seldom that s case I8
seen which does not present some indication
for this remedial agent.” Dr. Fyfe fu r
says: “The following are among the ln?&
indications for Helonlas (Unicom root).

or «aching In the back, with s leucorrhors s

atonic (weak) conditiafy of the reproduciive
organs of Women, meént# depression
ritability, ted with) chronic diseases
the reprod ans of women : consiagt
sensaltlon e n the ﬂ?lon of the k%
neys: menprrhagld (Nooding), due 1o & weal

ened congition of[the reproductive syst
retsed or absent mont

1 rumn of accompanying aE,
)} condition of the 1:“:![1' organs
wmic (thin blood ) habit:

s In the extreme lower part

n
more or less of the abg pior
WOIMADL CAD
s _Favoriu
—LALUL

ehts 0 1 is Unlcorn root, or Helon
and the medical properties of whieh
most faithfully represents,

(M Golden Seal root, another prominent
Ingrodient of " Favorite Prescription®
Prof. Finley Bllingwood, M. D., o Bz
pett Madical College, Chicago, says;

"It is an Inportant remedy in m..-rd-u'
| the womb. In all estarrhal conditions *

and general enfeeblement. 1t is useful *

‘rofl. John M. Seudder, M, [l..‘i!l. o
Clocinnatl, says of Golden Seal root ;
In relation w0 its eral effects on
there (o no medicine tn wse abowt
e such peneral unanimity of opinton,
Is universally regarded a8 the tonic usefal

1 "ﬂ‘:’f?"\'i"ﬁl?iﬁ.’fi.‘.; M. D, of Jeferson

andlnl College, says of Golden Seal :
= Valuable in uterine hemorrh menot-
rhagia (fooding) and ﬁmnntl'..s;m

rlvll-n F‘alnru_l rl"‘ nqlr\tl:.:li,m'l.' iosion Sl copy at

r aree's Favor ‘rescr

fully represents all the -hwnplts:lrl'lbo; Tux Onsweres Book ST0RE,

l unuu-de_umthdu-—hr-h: 2771 Moro,; Or
rocommended.

| N.P.Hansén, Manager at Moro

Why Refer

to Doctors

Because we make medicines

about Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral,
and they prescribe It for
coughs, colds, bronchitis, con-
sumption. Theytrustit. Then
you can afford to trust it
Ask your own doctor.

James Stewart

Stock Inspector
Sherman County,
Oregon.

Address: MORO, OREGON,

~wke V. A. Bordon G, :
Daskers aad Crain Dealers.

Moro and Grass Valley.

Receives Deposits, Sell exchauge,
and do a Genernl Banking business

. . Clarke

Practical Watchmaker
and Jeweler.

Particular Attention (;i;en to

Optical Work
THE DALLES, « - OREGON

You (annot Jifford
to take chances

Of course those who are ualinted
with Watkins Liniment would not be
without a full supply at sny time as it
is good both internally snd exlernally
for man and beast, < 4

For Coughs and Colds iry our
Congh Cure, mooey back if not satisfled
Wntkln”umn. is the very best
‘liguid luxstive made, as over ous-
tomers in Sherman county can testify,
it not only scts as & Iaxative but tonle
us well.

Vinton Hotel

GRASS VALLEY, ORE.
iss AND ...

New Entirely.
Convient to Business

PRICES REASONABLE
Conducted on Best Principles

Uomwmercinl Trade Reliclied

Maln =t MORO Orogon

Next door wo Hotel Moro,

Boot and Shoe

REPAIRINGC Moro = Oreg

UNDERTAKING

My Motto Is

Quick PFales and
Hmall Profits,

Live and Let Live,
Call and Examinpe

W Biadk & Uncle S8am uses the UNION GAS

¥URNITURE ENGINE for his field outite in the

W. H. SIMON, and artillery and wireless telegraph
HIDE LINES service. This rough treatment is

before buylng

' 0. W. AXTELL

e e, .

FURNITURE|

2 true practical test of
bility, The UNION GAS ENGINE is con-
structed tn such & superior manner and of
such foe material that it starts easy, works
casy and runs easy under ordinary, every-
day, rough tarm usage. Before you (nvest &
cent in & gas engine write for our free catalog

Union Gas Engine Co.

6266 First 8t., Portland, Oregon

on.

A Speciality.

prices satisfactory. liring in your |
articles for mending while you wait. |

A
A

Moro.

|
Round Pine, $8.00 |}
Split Pine, $5.80 '
Oak, $6.50

-
S All work giaranteed, :nnliu- Bo m".lng.' -

Oregon.

City Dray

cnr Hli OU Sale Delivered to any Part of the City |
|

Express and Freight

Piano and Furniture Moving.

Trunks and Grips Delivered
To and From all Trains, |

¥. P. Kendal!, Sales Agent

is preserved—and produced—by
delightful

Robertine, a8 m .
J;;u the skin md:iulr soft

MOB M, o msswemal| Office Supp
Address
D.W. Hudson, _Mosicr, QOre

REED HULSE

Proprietor of

CITY DRAY NO. 2

Draying of all Kindes.

Trunke and Gripe Hauled to and

from all trains

Phallamont Livery (o

Wasco, Oregon.
Harleigh Glass, Proprietor. |

Every kind of rig to :mlw-.:
and all orders prompt and eatis-|
factory at reasonable prices. f

Farmers teams fed as well as

supplies.

Book~keeping.

Look here for thé

Telephone at our expense. |

Moro, Oregon

We carry a surprisingly large
and complete stock of

Inks for Copying,
Typewriting, and

|Letter and Bill Files,
and Filing Cases.

thing you are needirg.

they are fed at home, if not hetter. Obscrv’cr * BOO“\ * SlorC,

lies.

OREGON
SiORY LINE

ano UNION PACIFIC

3 Trains to The East Daily

office

Through Pullman  standards and
tourist sleeping-cars duily to Omaha,
('hicago, Bpokane; tourist sleeping-car
duily to Kansas City. Heeliniug chalr-
cars (seats free) to the East daily,

PFORTLAND DEPOT, Lv. Dally Ar. Duily.
(_Illl AGD IT“HIIA \-Ii_ £ R
BPECIAL. for the Kast

Yon want to ot yonr wnehing in
to the Barher Shop Moo hie
basket leaves for tha lpnodry ot

We nre hers to do prirs

if vou want some done bring 1

via Huntington H.050 a.m AR powm
s Biggs, (stops) 1215 p.m A pom
BROKANE FLYER 700 p.m, lll}aln.-
next 14 no stop.
FPasses Higes 1. 29p.m .45 a.m
For Esstern Washinglon, Walla Walla, Lewis-
ton, Coeur d'Alenc and Ureat Northern points
ATLANTIC EXPRESS Fi >,
for the East via Homt
inglon 7.0 pm .45 a.m.
s SLOP. flag
. Passes Higgs 1.9 pm 4561 a.m,
I':"Iut,,\.\ll BIGGH s
: 1. AL, for 1] loew
P . I
wing, and - hetween Biggs
t to us or let - ortlan

Lv ’IIIA'“I IlI I m

ol
Arrives al Biggs

FARMERS

READ THE |

OF PORTLAND

: World also for information
‘ how to obfain the
in culfivatin _
Raising, Fruit Growi

(|

elc.

—

_paper by

—_—

Moro, Oregon.

WEEKLY OREGONIAN .

For the general newsof tt:lzaout ,

best resu
the soil, Stock

You can secure this excellent |

Joining Tie Observer Giub

T i . know and we will see yvou Il vou

“ﬂr hour Tuesduy L gt w1 R think we are not extensive enough for

E W L-wis vour considerstion—oh, go 'long. Columbin mud Willametie BIVEF,
. - _ - " For Astorin sl way poluts, con-

necting with steamer for [wseo and
North Beach. Steamer Huassalo, Ash
street dock, Leaves 5.00 p. m, daily,
EX el h_u-u:.n Baturday 1000 p. m.
Arrives O 00 p.om. dully exeept Sunday.

For Dayton, Oregon City and Yam-
hill KHiver pwints, Ash street dock.
Loswvesr 700w m duily exeept Bunday,
Arrives O30 pom dadly except Benday.

For Lewiston, lidtubo, and way points

Ioparin, Wash, Leave Riparia
b 400 rupon arrival trnin No. 4,
Auily exoept Saturday Arrive Riparia
4 pon, duily exeept Friday

or full S tormation call on or addresa

Wm. McMURRAY

vl "asprenger Agent,
Portland, Oregon.

SOUTHER  PACIC €0,

Sunset, Dcean
and

_ Shasta  Route

EAST via SOUTH

Overland Express trains for Salem,
Roseburg, Ashland, Sacramento, Og-
den, Francisco, Buwoekton Los
Angeles, E! Pasn, New Orleans and the
East: Leaves Portland Uplon Depot,

T 9

Man

AMERICA'S GREATEST WEEKLY

The Toledo Blade, 'j‘nlrdn, Ohio.
Best Known Newspaper in
The United Btates.

Popular in every statec  Ciroula-
tion 180,000. In man respects The
Toledo Blade is the most remark-
able weekly newspaper published in
the United States. It is the only
pewspaper specially edited for Na-
tional circulation. It has had the
largest circulation for more years
than any npewspaper printed in
America.  Farthermore, it is the
cheapest newspaper in the world,ae
the news'of the world is so arrang-
od that busy people can more easily
eomprehend, than by reading cum-
persome columns of dailies.  The
only paper published especially for
people who do, or do not read daily
news papers and yet thirst for plain
facte. That this kind of a newepa-
per is popular is proven by the fgct
that the Weekly glld. now has over
180,000 yearly subscribers and cir-
oulates in all parts of the United
States, In addition to the news
the Blade publishes short and serial
stories, and many départments of
matter suited to every member of
the family, #1 per year, sample

1

The Observer Club Rates.

THE NEW YORK Wi

THRICE A WEKK EDIT

Observer Subecriber enves,

| Obgerver 12 monthe ... $1.50
World 12 menthethrice aweek 1.00

| months, for $2.50
4 papers at $1.50.

l",!ll]
$6.00

to be informed. The Thri

Thrice-a-week World 12 mos. . 1.00

Toledo Blade 12 months 1.00 ! . |
- ay, postage paid, serve
Total. .. . $5.00 |
All 4 with Ohscrver 12 montha 3.15 purposes of a daily news)
: with The Obgerver all it
O bserver Subseriber saves . $1.80 |ig $2.50. A news service «

- Hee Heat limton 20 page

(e s s SR SR RN R R S L ]

Commercial Job Printing !
NHI_QM_';.&!!&E
AT THE OBSERVEK OFFICE

Ounr ““ade” attract attention
adwbrtiee. When you get our ad

rangement, constantly ir
and accuracy of reports,pr
in publishing events occur

worth reading about home
Sherman county, make
best combination in‘the st

tial, giving vou facts, not
and wisnes; full market
wnd | standard authors

D. C. Ineraxp & 8¢

vertising, vou get businees bringers. L

Read Wherever the English Lang-
Obwerver 12 months. .. ...... $1.50 e 2 iy,
Blade 12 months ... ... 1.00f  Any paid-up-to-date subseriber
Total : _ ... $2.50|to The Observer will be
Observer and Blade Club.... 1.75|the N Y World three tir

a; | week, and The Observer, each 12

The thrice-a-week World expects

In the course of the 12

Total.............. $2.50 | to be a better paper in 1907-8 than
Observer and World $2.15 | ever before

Obeerver Subscriber saves .35 | months the issues for the next great
Obegerver 12 monthe. . .. $1.5(0 Presidential campaign wi
Oregonian 12 months. ....... 1.50 shadowed, and everybody

World, coming to vou every other

where in the world, and all that i

political news will be found impar-

cartoons and interesting fiction by
All for $2.560.

BASG p. m, Arrives 7.25 a.m., dally.

Morning train eounects at Woodburn
dally except Buopday with trains for
Mt. Angel, Bilverton Browoswille,
Hpringfleld, Wendling aund Natron.
Leaves Portland Union Depot 8.30 a.m.
arrives 5,566 p. m.,

Fugene passenger connects at Wood-
burn with Mt. Angel and Bilverton
loeal. Leaves Portland Union Depot
4.15 p. m., returns 10.35 a.m., dally.

Corvallis passenger leaves Portland
Union Depol 7,80 a.m., arrives5.50 p.m.
Daily.

Bheridan passenger leaves Portland
[Union Depot 4 50 p.m., arrives 8. 25 a.m.
Dadly.

Forest Girove passenger leaves Port-
land Union Depot 10,46 p.m., arrives
1.50 p.m. Dally except Bunday.

)JRLD
ION

furnished
nes every
i1l to any
for *2_5']

11 be fore-
will wirh
ce a-week

PORTLAND OSWEGO BUBURBAN
BERVICE AND YAMHILL
DIVIBION.

s all the Depot, Foot of Jefferson Btreet.
aper, and

Leaves from Jeflerson street depot for
allas and intermediate pointa dally,
4156 pm. Arnive Portland, 10.156 a.m,

The Independence Moonmouth Motor
I.ine operates dally to Monmouth and
Alrlie, conneoting with B, P. Co's
traina st Dallas and Independence.
First-class fare from Portland to
Eacramento and Han Francisco, $20;
berth, $5. Beoond-olass fair, §16;second
rl;m- berth, $2.50
Tickets to Eastern points and Europe
also Japan, Chioa, Honolulu and
Australia

CITY TICKET OFFICE, Corner Third

and Washington. Phone Main 721,
Portland, Or,

C. W, STINOER, Wm. NcMURRAY
City Ticket Oen-Pass. Agt

costs you
f Lthis ar
ereasing,
om plness
ring any-

s, here in
this the
ate. The

opinions
reporta,

IN,

Moro, Or




