.

S T, -

-

ﬂﬂ"ﬁ

i

S

-——

R

R e

*

et 5.

v i i ——

-

e SR

——

The Observer.|

MORO, OREGON :

FRIDAY

Personal Talk With You.

If you do not read The Observer

Nhy Not?

We should like to have you take
A, and we hnow it would be profitable to
We send It |
two years for $2.50; one year $1.50; 12%cts |
Order by

you to become a subscriber,

amonth Is 2t much. Try It
Postal Card, and pay far it when you can.

At any time when requested to do
wo, the paper will be discontinued. But we
expect that all arrears will be paid before
It is easy to ask us
for a statement, which will be cheerfully

such request Is made.

rendered al any time.

........... Jan. 10, 1908

“Ihere!” Ile tossed it in the girfs
1ap. “See how long that will amuse
you” As he resumed his paper I
watched the girl across the alsle with
a new interest, coupled with growing
mystification

8he turned the toy over and over,
held it to her cheek and lips, ber face
lastinet with passionate yearning, then
glowly and timidly drew the string

of short, jerky, rasping sounds, which
she gradually tempered and softened.
Finally, tiring of watchjng her, I re-
sumed my pastime of drumming with
my fingers., Instantly she stopped, re-
garded me eagerly, then, sadly shak-
ing her head, dropped her crude play-
thing in her lap.

What was the girl trying to do? A
look into her set, tense face scouted the
idea of anything so trivial as a flirta
tion. When | stopped drumming she

-

The éirl
Across

By E. H. HOUGH.

[Copyright, 1807, by E. H. Hough.]

ETURNING to my car as the
train started, 1 noticed that I

had nelghbors ncross the aisle,

apparently a well dressed, gray |

salred and bearded man, his wife and
their daughter, the'latter so lovely that
1 stared at her until my persistency

provoked a keen, lerce glance from | ¢hen flashed a slgnificant glance to- |
her father, whereupon | withdrew my | w.rq her fathér. Obeylng her un
gaze, and Le resumed his newspaper. spoken Injunction, I busied myself

Immediately the girl across the alsle
glanced around, and | intercepted a
flash from a palr of dark eyes lnstinet
with what seemed like fear or en-
treaty.

But not even the beauty of my falr
wvis-a-vis could successfully divert my
mind from the painful theme upon
which it was dwelling with a con-
sciousness of humillating fallure.

The cashler and confidentidl wan of

a large business house had absconded |

with half a million dollars in cash and

negotiable securities, and simultane- |.y .,

ously the only daughter of the firm's | « y,derstand you. How can I belp
senlor member had eloped with af ... o

worthless suitor She appeared not to notice me, sit-

My firm was not professionally in-
terested In this Lranch of the case.
We were to trace the absconding cash
fer, described as twenty-seven years of
age, tall, slender and dudish, heavy
black mustache, smooth shaven cheeks,
while certaln memoranda evidently for:
gotten and discovered In a secret com-

the task of overtaking him a matter of
little time and ordinary skill

My assignment on the case was 'y
high compliment, and I had been san-
guine of success. But most of the
clews 1 followed ended In.a “pocket;”
my carefully formulated theories and
hypotheses proved frultiess, and while
debating as to what 1 should do next
1 recelved a peremptory telegrmmn dl
recting my lmmediate return to head
qguarters.

While ruminating thus 1 fell to
drumming with my fingers on the arm
of the seat. Instantly the girl across
the alsle ‘looked up, darting a keen, o
quiring glance at me. Her lips moved

as though repeating rome formula, and |

as 1 kept on drumming her excltement
visibly Increased. Just then her fa
ther, looking up from his paper, frown
ed at her and, glancing over at me,
tapped his forehead, waving his other
hand toward the girl

For awhile I kept up my drumming,
and while the girl did not appear to
notice me I could see thht she was
listening Intently; her lips moved, and
her expression varied from one of hope
to the deepest depression For the
want of better occupation I continued
the experiment awhile, finally ceasing
altogether, whereupon she sank back
against the seat, pale and lnert

By and by the cars stopped
and my attention was
boy on the-platform jerking
string through a drum shaped plece of

again,
ctedd to n
a rosined

attr

1 alr

the Aisle. i

partment of his desk seemed to render |

| comes quickly 1 am lost.”

resumed her performance;. when I
drummed she was gulet, listening In-
| tently, but with evident disappoint
ment. Giving up the riddle at last, |
leaned back, with folded arms. Imme-
ldmu-:_\-, with a most inexplicable look
toward ber father and toward me, the
girl across the alsle resumed, with an
of desperate determination, the
same unvarylng iteration
and pauses until the performance be-
came waimost Intolerable. Indeed, It
was getting upon my nerves, and [ was
contemplating an appeal to her father
| when I stumbled into she light. Her
mancuver was making its way not up-
on my nerves alone, but upon an Inner
consclousness, slowly responding to

back and forth, producing a successlon |

past all belp.

walting.

hot for awhlile.
oceaslon, recelving eulogiums from my

of sounds |

the magic code. I began to follow and
analyze that rhythmical succession of
gsounds and pauses until I was able to

recognize, distinguish and translate
them. The girl across the aisle was
communliecating through her crude play

"thing telegraph messages to me!
| Notlng my expression, she stopped, |

with a book, but In A moment she was
at work again, and her message read:

“l am tryidg to speak to you. Do
you understand ¥’

My response was to cast a bewilder-
ed glance at her. Instantly she turned
her face from me toward the window,
but I was on the alert for the next
message

“Dirum with your fingers on the arm
of your seat as you did before. [ can
read that, Don't look at me."”

ITere wag the last link in the riddle.

ting with her hands relaxed, apparent-
Iy lost in reverie.  But another mes-
sage soon followed

“This man who pretends I am crazy
18 not my father nogan old man—only
tweniy-seven. Read agaln.”

I rupped “Yes,” keeping my eyes on
my book. Then ber improvised tele-
graph spoke again. -

“lle robbed my father, abdocted me
and will force to marry him as
goon as he is safe from captore. He
threatens to kill me If 1 try to es-
cape or betray him. His name is Jere-
my Saunders. Iave you understood 7

e

Had 1? If ever I needed nerve it
was then.  On my returm home, de-
feated, bafMed, I found myself by o

freak of fortune hot on the trall. Across
the aisle, so near that 1 could touch
bim, yet so secure In his disguise that
he could mock me to my face, sat my
quarry, while to this girl, his prisoner,
had come the heaven sent Insplration
we both needed.

Steadying my fingers by an effort, 1
l‘l.I||""w!

“Yes. Your name next.
yop with my life.”

“1 am Almo Osgood,” she responded.
“The woman |8 Baunders' slster. We
alight at Rochester, and unless help

win ala

I cousulted my time table. We would
reach Rochester In an hour.

“IDo you fear arrest and temporary
detention ¥ 1 rapped.

“l fear nothing that will free me
from this man,” was the prompt re-
ponse,

“Very good,” 1 replied
power 1 will free you
It is risking too much.”

As | rapped the last words Saunders
flung down his paper

“If in mortal
Say no moWe.

“It¢ doue with that infernal din!” he
exclalmed, “It is past all endurance!” f

cardboard—a sample of the basketful E “Yes!" sald the girl wearlly “The |
he carrled and which he was demon- | tune won't come, and 1'm sleepy!” She |
strating with a geal and volume of | lay hack, with closed eyes

discordant sounds that rivaled pande --'\|,.,|| time™ 1 ..|_;,-_J|:.t,.‘1 --“'||||

moniom, Instantly the girl across the | you have a cilgar with me In the smok |
misle—that was the slde nearest the | er? I'm feellug a bit dotty myself.” |
ptation platform—became violently ex- | “Thynks, no. 1 daré not leave the
| girl his 18 the first onting for three

| weeks, and 1 swear it will be the last.”

“l don't blame yo Well, T'll have

a smoke and dispose of this thing™ 1 I

| took the toy gently from her lap. “So |

BETANTLY THE OTKL ACKOSS THE AlSLE

LOOKED UP
wted.
mod tears to her eyes
Sather's arm, she exclaimed eagerly

“Papa, papa, buy
pretty, nolsy playthings!™

1 tancied 1 detected a sinister gleam

m the man's eye, but he answered agninst me lustantly 1 enught Baun
soughly : ders by the sho ming
“No: that thing is only for boys and | ~Here they ar o all!
shildren'” One off 1 and as
«0h, please, please, papa!” she per- | B8 sister tricd to girl away |
mieted, clasping ber hands, “I1 must | caught b o vund and
Pave it! I want to see if it will sing | I0 & © M Osgood |
for me. Quick, quick, before be jg | Were pri
mone | After 1 hinewt !
AS she would pot be pacified apd | 2D 1 de
pome of the passengers were looking at | 00 1 ! ' bl
ber, her father smiled grimly and * !
thrust one hand into his pocket |
“Anything to please a fool!” he mut L
Sered. Opening the window, bhe bade U J ed It 1
the boy outside toss up one of Lis lo- | o but proved
fernal machines, snatched it from him, :' 1 b a sharp tue
allie tip and 1 h polson

threw out a guarter and shot the win-
-,

- -
-

The blood rushed to her cheeks
Touching her

me one of those

long.'
| I'assing through the train to the
| telegraph operator's car, I sent a code |
message to the Rochester authoritlies

“Arrest man, woman and girl alight- |
ing from Comberland, train 47
Wil signal, 8end man who knows me
Farnham, ™ |

When 1 returned to my section Miss |
Osgood was still sleeping and Baun- |
ders reading, but 1 managed to engnge

Car

him In econver! ) n Pe 1
Rochester Wi e i .
slster, who shook Miss Osgood none

too gently.

“You alight here?™ 1 sald. "“Bo do 1.
We may see more of each other.”

“I think not,” he answered shortly.
“1 stop over but a few hours.”

As his arousing her
charge I rapped one more message,

“Stumble when you reach the sta-
tlon platform. Cough if you under-
stand me"”

A brief sne-

sliter was

then Miss Osgood

sat vp, coughed sharply and shot a
look at me., The woman falrly jerked
her to her feet, and we pvroceeded,

Baunders first, 1 hehind him,

and the |

others following Glancing through
the end window, 1 #pled three men |
scanning the cars Cn the platform

Miss Osgood stumbled, fulllng heavily

prick of that tiny

weakon on the girl's l

SHOT IT OUT TOWAUD MISS 08GOOD.

whom requested me to awalt their ar-
rival. That evening I heard Miss OUs-

| good’s story

“Saunders was my father's confiden
tial man,” she sald, “and a secret suit
or for my hand. 1 disliked and dis
trusted him., The day of the robbery
he selzed me on a Lbystreet, put me in
a carrlage and kept we somewhere,
right in the city, for several days. 1
overheard him when he thought I slept
telling that be had written father that
I had eloped with a man I had long be-
fore dismissed. Ffioally we left Clncin-
patl, and he has passed me off as his
erazy daughter and declared that when
safe from pursuit he would force me to
marry him to prevent father from
prosecuting him."”

“PTell no more If it palns you!"” 1
urged as her lips quivered and her eyes
filled with tears.

“It relleves me,” she replied. “You
were the first friend I found, and by
that time 1 was nearly in dedpair. But
from the moment I looked Into your
face I felt that I could trust you |1
had studied telegraphy as a pastime, so
of course | recogulzed your tappings
fmmediately. How I thanked heaven
for that knowledge!”

“And 1 thank heaven that I fook up
the study when a lad, Intending at
that time to fit myself for an expert
telegrapher,” 1 answered fervently.
“When 1 am thinking deeply 1 fall in-
stinctively Into the bhabit eof keeplng
tally, as It were, with my fingers. But
why did you not try to open comimuni-
catlon with me In the same way ™

“l was afrald to risk it for fear
Saunders would notice me and sus-
pect what 1 was doing.”

“What would he have done in that
case?’ 1 asked.

“Nothing that any one would be llke-

ly to notice. He would simply bave
pressed a tiny needle polnt Into my
arm, and I should have fallen back
dead, while, as he took care to warn
me beforehand, the only verdlct would
be heart disease. But when I caught
slght of that boy with his wares | be-
lleved 1 could find the way, while 1n-
dueing Saunders to belleve that 1 was
temporarily demented—as he evidently
did—to eatch and fix your attention un-
til you discovered what I was really
about.”

“You certalnly kept me guessing a
good while,” 1 said, smiling.

“But It took you so long to guess
right!” she rejolned, with a sigh. “But,
really, the greatest risk was when you
began to reply,” sald Miss Osgood aft-
er n pause. “l feared that one of us
might make some unlucky slip or ges-
ture that would betray us and ruln
all.”

I stayed with Miss Osgood as late as
her hostess I bade
When the various In-

would permit ere

her good night

Uesh and she would have been dead
Handeuffs were finally
snapped on Saunders’ wrists, and we
were all marched off to a vehicle In

Committing Miss Osgood to the eare
of the prison matron, who took her to
her own comfortable home, we kept
telegraph and long distance telephones
I was the hero of the

chiefs and from Mr, Osgood, all of

Her Birthday |
Present. |

By JANE LUDLUM LEE, =

Copyrighted, 1907, by Homer B
CEFTrEriTiy FELLIir oL

Robertson, the jall breaker, ht:
king and magician, was in town, .
posters were everywhere a
his arrival at Peck’s Vaudeville thes-
ter, telling of the wonderful he
would perform. BStanding before one
of these posters was a pale faced,
girl on her way home from the
It was Incredible to think that a
could do the things ad
see a man break out of jall, to un-
lock the dreaded handcuffs before ¥
very eyes! Oh, neo; it was too .
ful to belleve! She had often watshed
a crowd of urchins following'a man
who had been arrested and once had
seen him taken to the lockup, but that
a man could get out of his own free
will—this seemed incredible.

BShe gave a final look at the pleture
of the man on the poster, tucked her
povel tightly under her arm and mov-

ed “slowly toward home. It was her

I WANT TO GO HOME. PLEASE TAKE Me"
birthday, and her mmther had given
her a dollar to buy herself a present
Bhe still bad the dollar, and the thought
occurred to her that she could take a
girl friend to the vaudeville tonight
and see this wonderful man. Then she
recalled that her mother objected to
girls going to the theater alone. After
eating her dinner she decided that she
was too tired. Bhe would stay at
home.

The ringing of the doorbell after din-
per aroused her from her lethargy.
She went to the door and opened it.

“Ilello, Janet!”

“Why, Bllly, won't you come in, or
ghall we sit on the stoop? It's pretty
warm Inside.”

“I came around to see If you would
go with me to Peck's Vaudeville to-
night. The handcuff king is there, you
know, and today is your birthday.”

“Oh, Billy, will you really take me!
I've been longlug to go ever since I
read about him. You sit here on the
stoop, and I'll be ready in a Jiffy.”

Billy sat down to walt, and Janet
was soon in the midst of her tollet.
She donned Ner best brown frock and
flower trimmed hat because she no-
ticed that Billy had put on his best
gray suit and had his eans with him.
They found the theater packed and
were fortunate in securing two balk
cony seats. The nolsy songs and tire
some dialogues whieh came before the
haudeuff king's appearance on the bill
seemed Interminable. No, 7 finally ap-
peared—hls nuinber, He came out—
not the strong, big man she had ple-
tured, but a Mthe, muscular forelgner,
and they chalned him hand and foot,
locked and relocked the leg irons and
bhandcuffs on and left him there te get

out as best he could.

terested parties arrived the following lanet hung over the balcony rall, and
day 1 was lauded to the skles. Mr e

. Billy's eves feastédd on the bright and
Osgood declared 1 bad made him my h“l“"‘ face beside him. The little fel
deltor for life Morning brought the IU\\.I..n the stage began his ll.(‘L Blow-
“*’“‘-l'”l'lf " prisenars had made & |,y ¢ywigting, turning aud writhing,
elmu \.nu-..u,-. and alinost successful at- seemingly in great pain, for several
tempt at suickle, "but they were dis- moments m » no headway
covered In time and subsequently tried, "Hl": | s belng hurt! “"l;.'l" don’t
convicted and sent to long terms of sOme | n sIp him ?* Janet implored.

imprisonment

When 1
two days later as she
with her father her sweet eyes con
firmed his cordial invitation
should be his guest at the first sppor-
tunity, and my chief very kindly made
that opportupity an early one.

Miss Osgood farewell
left Rochester

bade

Men, Woemen and Adjectives.

Certaln adjectives are reserved for
men and others for women. A man 1s
never called “beautiful.” Along with
“nretty” and “lovely” that adjective
] ««ome the property of women and
wlalbads “Handsome” and the
weak “good looking” are the only two
adjectives of the kind common to el-
ther sex. [KEven “belle” has no real
masculine correlative in English, since
“beau” came to signify sofnething oth-
er than personal looks. It is singular
that “handsome’” should have become

the word for a strikingly good looking

person, sloce Its lteral meaning 1s
handy, dexterous., But “pretty” like-
wise comes from the Anglo-S8axon word
meaning “sly.”

Beauty M the Angleworm.

If there is any living thing that seems
| to have poth¥ng to relleve its uglmess

It is the angleworm that erawls slimily
across the sidewalk after a heavy raln.
And yet even that Is beautiful. Put a
bit of its upper skin under the micro-

| scope and your ideas of the poor little

worm will change mightily. It shim-
mers llke the softest satin and spar-

kles with all the colors of the rainbow,
tor It is covered with little fine lines
| crossing each other like the cuttings in

A glass vase,

The Smooth Handle.

Everything has two handles—one by

which It may be borne, dnother by
which It eannot. 1f your brother acts
anjustly, do not lay hold on the affalr
by the handle of his injustice, for by
that it eannot be borne, but rather by

the opposite, that he is your brother, |

that he was brought up with you, and

be borne. — Kpictetns.
- ———

that 1])*

“Of course It hurts hin, but no one
[1e must get out alone.”

“Yes., but that's cruel. Just see the
velns In his arns! Oh, Dilly, T ean't
stand it to see a poor man suffer sol
Look, Dilly! Ilis fuce ls getting red-
der and redder every minute!” she
erled as she hid her face In her hands,

There w leathillke sllence in the
house. You could hear a pin drop I
the awful stillness in which the man
held the audlence. Janet peeked out
between her fingers, but dared not
really look. Blly leaned a little closer
and gave her arm a reassuring pat. It
encournged her to speak. Leaning
close to him, she whispered:

“Billy, I'm ashamed fo tell you, but
! want to go home. Please take me.
I'm so frightened.”

“Why, of course, little girl, but [
thought you wanted to see him get
loose.”

“I—I didn’t know It would hurt him,”
she whispered. .

Out In the street, with a tight hold on
his arm, her fear left her, apd when
Bllly suggested Green's for 4 plate of
foe eream she readlly a Away
froun the atmosphere of the theatsr
and the plcture of that writhing, suf-
fering man she was once more herself.

Suddenly Janet stopped “‘m!'(u
eyes stared straight ahead, an -
stinctively Billy turned to see whe
had attracted her attention. It was
the handeuff king, not a king after all;
just a mortal man thirsting for a dish
of ice cream.

“Oh, Billy, I'm so giad he got out. 1
pever could have slept with the picture
of that poor man In chains.™

“Of course he got out, you silly chidd
He always does. Janet, you wWomen
are a funny lot. You never know what
you want. I came home this afternoon

can help him.

‘s A

4iife before.
4 I'm yours”

and passed you as you were standing
there gazing at the billboard. I thought
you wanted to see this man do thess
wonderful things, and that s why I

thus you will lay hold on it as it is to

took you, Guess you don’t like my
present to you—do you?'

“Lsn't it so, Billy? All my life I have
been planning to do things, and whem
e time comen o 40 hem wy smbk

e ——

s

{lon 1s goné. 1 long for somethlog dif-
ferent—perbaps something I not
to have. Then when I get it I doa't
want it It's just as if [ reached out
and touched a passing bubble, abd, at
my touch, it burst, Yet there s al-
ways that longing in my heart for an
unknown something, and i hirks there
stilL”

“Janet, little girl, my present to you
was not much of a success. 1 wanted
to make you happy, and I only succesd-

present T :

“\Why, I never heard of a girl giving
a present to some one else on her own
birthday. What under the sun do you
mean?™

“1 mean this, dear. 1 want a present
that only you can give me, It's a
precious present. You say you 't
know what you loug for, but L know
what | am reaching for, and that some-
thing is you, Janet. Wil you give
yourself to me, a present to keep al-
ways and to love forever?"

“Blily, that waitress heard every
word you sald. It's not falr to propose
to a girl In an lce oream parior. 1
wouldn't dare say ‘No' if I wanted to.”

“Do you want to say ‘No,’ Janet?’
almost whispered Blily.

“Well, to be perfectly honest, I don't
think I do.. Bllly, maybe, after all, it's
you I'm longing for, maybe it's you
I've been reaching out for all the time.
I guess it must be, Billy, dear, because
I have been happler in these past few
minutes than I've ever been in all my
If you'll take me, Billy,

Deer Bhooting Extraerdinaty.

“The most extraordinary deer shoot-
ing 1 reeall,” sald a hunter, “was up
in Aroostook county, Me., one winter.
I was new to the business them. The
guide posted me behind a cold rock, ¢
very cold rock, near a runway, with in-
structions to shoot the deer that came
my way. He was to take his post
downstream a bit, and If I heard sev-
eral quick shots I was to leave my lalr
and come to his. .
“An hour had passed, the coldest
hour 1 ever spent, with nothing to
break the monotony of white snow and
black trees. Then I heard a shot. I
waited, and then heard another shot
and another. Finally there were 80
many reports that I started for the
guide’s station. Just as I reached him
he fired three times in quick succession
through a lane in the trees.
“iGot anything?” I inguired excited-
ly. ‘Blast him, nol' he answered. I've
fired thirtesn times at the same old
buck, an’' every time I fire he dodges
and comes up agaln ke a dock in a
shooting gallery.’

“We went down to see what was the
explanation of this curious maneuver
of the deer, and—well, you won't be-
lleve me anyway, but when we reach-
el the spot there were thirteen deer
plled up as neatly as a market man
could have done It, every one shot In
the right fore shoulder.

“That lane in the trees opened on &
manway, and the deer happened to be
using it; that's all

“What! You don't belleve It? Well,
neither do 1""—New York Times.

A Cautious Musician.
man entered a music shop one day,

the way corner.

book.

turned the page and played the second.
Then he played the third.

At the end of half an hour he was
still playing on. The shopman them
approached and said civilly:

“Do you think the book will suit you,
sr?

bhave only played half the tunes.”
And he resumed his subdued tooting.
—Pearson's Weekly.

Backed Both Ways.
The race was over, the flag holsted

nlngs.
time, claimed £1.

was standing on a stool.

“] know that,” sald the other, “but
didn't 1 back the horse both ways?”

There was a dull thud on the green-
sward, and an anxious crowd gather
e). The man with the big walst had
fainted. —London Mall

o

There was a careful old man—a clerk
he was—who played the flute. The old

opened a large book of music and laid
it on a shelf before him in an out of

Then he took his flute out of his coat
tall pocket, screwed It together and be-
gan to play softly the first tune in the

When he finished the first tane he

“1 don't know,” sald the old man, “1

and the crowd of fortunates who had
backed the winnar had gathered around
the bookmakers to recelve thelr win-

One vacant looking Individual, who
was evidently “seelng life”’ for the first

“What did you back?' asked the fat
faced man with the blg walst, who

“Stiver Cloud,” replied the vacant
“Why, man alive,” yelled the man

with the satchel, “that horse turned
back and fmished at the starting post!”

“Well,” replled Mr. Growcher, “that’s
better than the custom many violinists
have of practicing at a time when ev-
erything is nice and gulet otherwise,”
—~Washington Star.

Main »¢ MORO Oregon
N xt door w0 Hotel Moro.

Boot and Shoe
REPAIRINC

A Speciality,

The Compromise.

“My bride wanted to go on a week's
wedding tour, and [ wanted to stay at
bome. Well, we compromised by golng
ou a tour around the world I"—Meggen-
dorfer Blatter.

W All work guaranteed, and
prices satisfactory.  lrning in your
articles for mending while you wait,

Gond Wood Sals

Round Pine, $8.00
Split Pine, $5.80

James Stewart

Stock Inspector
Sherman County,
Oregon.

Address: MORO, OREUON,

'611_9' W. A. Gordon Co, Oak, $6.50
Buckers and i Dnlorn, 03, Mo, a0 mensoemt
oro and Grass V"alhy. FEEN

Receives Deporite, Sell-exchange,
and do & Geveral Banking business,

N.P.Hansen, Manager at Moro

F. . Clarke

Practical Watchmaker
and Jeweler.

(-

P

Particular Attention Given to

Optical Work
THE DALLES, - - OREGON

ou (annot Jfford
to take chances

Of course those who are acquainted
with Watkins Liniment would ot be
witbout a full supply at anv time as it
is good both Interually and externally
for man and beast.

For Coughs and Colds try our
Cough Cure, money back If not satlefied

] is the ¥ best
ﬁn‘dkl ns Laxtone is the very be

D.W. Hudson, Mosier, Ore

REED HULSE

Proprietor of

CITY DRAY NO. 2

Draying of all Kinds.

Trunks and Gripe Hauled to and

from all trains

Phallamont Livery Co

Wasco, Oregen.
Harleigh Glass, Proprietor,

Every kind of rig to order,
and all orders prompi and eatis-
factory at reasouable pricee.

Farmers teams fed as well as
they are fed at home, if not better.

Telephone at our expense.

axative made, as over 400 cus-
tomers in Sherman county ecan testifv,
it not only acts as & Iaxative but touic
as well.

Aleg, Boale, A, Do, (rgen

Yon want to get your washing in
to the Bather Shop Monday, ss the
hasicet lenven for the lnoudry at ap
early hour Tuesday without a mise.
E W Lewis

|
Gat That Eats Green Corn. '
o i o s e Vinton Hotel |FURNITURE
KL M BT | anass vALLEY. on,
ocorn from the garden, says the Bpring- i
Seid (Mass) Republicas. Having no- New Entirely. o o
ticed that Y
B e s e UNDERTAKING
&“‘EE.?" a doe .}“‘m Convient to Business X
ne hens or 1l wood- .
ehuck. Moch to his sorprise, be found |  PRICES REASONABLE ket b’ o
‘his pet cat and watched her tear an — Swall Profits,
o 1 he con. The cwt & sad | CONGUCted on Beat Princlples) Liveapd Lok Tam.
have a fondness for tsw potatoes sisa Commercial Trade Sellcited Call and Examine
‘A Word For Nero. it £ :U’BNITU:E
e e o W. H. S8IMON, S

RIDE LINER
lwd re buving

0. W. AXTELL
Moro Oregon.

0. 8. Messinger

Cregon.

City Dray

Express and Freight
Delivered to any Part of the City

Piano and Forniture Moving

Trunks and Grips Delivered
To and From all Trains.

Office Supplies.

We carry a surprisingly large
and complete stock of office
supplies.
Inks for Copying,
Typewriting, and
Book~keeping.
Letter and Bill Files,
and Filing Cases.

Look here for the next
thing you are needing.

Obscrver 3 Book 3¢ Store,

Moro, Oregon.

We ure hers to do printing, and
If you want some done bring It to us or let
us know and we will see you. If you
think we are not extensive enough for
your consideration—oh, go 'long.

“Nn

)
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For the

| paper by

e ——

by scores of the most eminent medical
writers and teachers. Even the untu-

That our American rorests abound in
plants which possess the most valuable
medicinal virtnes |s abundantly attested

tored Indians had discovered the useful- | = v
ness of many native plants before the
advent of the white race. This informa-
t imparted freely to the whites, led
the latter to continue Investigations until
to-day we have s rich sssortmant
valuable Amaerican

of most

FARMERS

READ THE
'WEEKLY OREGONIAN

OF PORTLAND '

general newso
World also for information

how to obtain the b
in cultivating the soil, Stock
Raising, Fruit Growing

You can secu

of the
best resul(s

elc.

e this excellent

| Joining The Observer Ciu

e bsrer b ats.

AMERICA'S GREATEST® WEEKLY |1

The Toledo Blade, Toledo, Ohio.
Best Known Newspaper in

The United States. Observer 12 months. ........$1.50

e ; Blade 12 months ...... . 1.00
opular in every state. Cireula-| Total. . ... ... 0o, $2.50
tion 180,000. In man; respects The | Observer and Blade Club.... 1.75
Toledo Blade is the most remark-| (o = 0 o 1o ibe —n
able weekly newspaper publighed in wacver Bubecriber saves. . 86
the United States. It is the only ”:’””" 12 months. ........ $1.50
newspaper specially edited tor Na- | World 12 monthe,thrice aweek 1.00
tional circulation. It has had the| Total. . .... Y PR AT $2.50
largest circulation for more years|Observer and World ... ... .$2.15
than any newspaper printed in| Obeerver Subscriber saves .36
America, Farthermore, it is the

{ Obrerver 12 montha $1.50

cheapest newspaper in the world,ns
the news of the world is so arrang-
od that busy people can more eagily
comprehend, than by reading cum-
bersome columng of dailies. The
only paper published eepecially for
people who do or do not read daily
hews papers and yet thirst for plain
facte, ‘I hat this kind of A newepa-

is popular is proven by the fact
that the Weekly Blade .ow liss nver!
180,000 yearly subscribers and eir- |
oulates in all parts of the United |
States. In addition to the nnwai

| Oregonian 12 months. .......
Thrice-a-week World 12 mos
Toledo Blade 12 months. . . 1.00

Total. ... .ocv vvvuvrn...$6.00
All 4 with Oligerver 12 months 3.156

Observer Subscriber saves. $1.85
& Hee Beat liat on 2d page. .
L e e ]

Uommercial Job Printing !

1.50
1.00

| Moro, Oregon.

THE NEW YORK WORLD
THRICE A WEEK EDITION

Read Wherever t._hc lulhh Lang-

uage ll_ Spoken.
Any paid-up-to-date subscriber

to The Observer will be furnished
the N Y World three times every
week, and The Observer, each 12
months, for $2.50. Equsl to an

4 papers at $1.50.

$6.00 for $2.50.
he thrice-a-week World expects

to be a better paper in 1907-8 than
ever before. In the course of the 12
months the issues for the next great
Presidential campaign will be fore-
shadowed, and everybody will wish
to be informed. The Thrice-a-week
World, coming to you every other
day, postage
purposes of a daily news r, and
with The Observer all im:u you
is $2.50. A news service of this ar-
rangement, constantly  increasing,
and accuracy of reports,promptness *
in publishing evente occurring any-
where in the world, and all that is
worth reading about home, here in
Sherman county, make this the

id, serves all the

the Blade publishes short and serial
stories, and many departments of|

the family. $1 per year, sample|

copy at |
Tazg Opsvev=g Book SToRE,

217] Moro, Or

Nz _Quecx, wm (Cusar)
matter suited to every member of| AT THE OBSERVER OFFICE

attraot attention and
When you get our ad-
vertising, you get business bringers.

best combination in the state. The
political news will be found impar-
tial, giving you facts, not opinml
and wishes; full market reports,
cartoons and interesting fiction by
standard authors. All for $2.50,
D. C, Ireraxp & Son,

L Moro, Or




