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Personal Talk With Yeu.

If you do not read The Observer
Why Not?

W e shonld like to have you take
i, and we hnow It would be profitable to
roc to become a subscriber. We send It

wo years for $2.50; one year $1.50;12)cte
a month Is 2"t much. Try It. Order by
Postal Card, and pay for it when you can.

At any time when requested to do
0, the paper will be discontinued. But we
axpect that all arrears will be paid before
such request Is made. It iseasy to ask vs
for a statement, which will be cheerfully

rendered at any time,

Sicl;te
...Qlarh

By FRANK H. SPFEARMAN

7, 1008
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HERE goes a fel-
low that walks |
like BSlclone
Olark,"” ex-
claimed DPuck
Middleton,
Duck was sit-
tluginthe train-
muaster's office
with e group of
engingers. He was one of the black
lUsted strikers and rune an engine now
down on the Banta Fo. But at long
Iatervals Duck gets back to revisit the
soenas of his early trinmphs. The men
who surrounded him were once at
deadly odds “with Duck and hls chums,
thongh now the anclent enmities seem
forgotten, and Duck, the once™erocious
Duck, sits occasloually among the new
men and gossips about early days on
the West End. : .

“Do you remember Slclone, Reed?”
asked Duck, calllug to me in the pri
vate office;

“Remember him!™ 1 echoed. *“Did
anybody who ever knew Siclone forget
bhim

“I fired passenger for Siclone twen f
ty years ago,” resumed Duck, “He
walked just llke that fellow, only he |
was quicker. I reckon you fellows
don’t know what a snap you have here |
now,” he continued, addressing the
men around him. “Track fenced, nine-
ty pound ralls, steel bridges, stone cul- |
verts, slag ballast, skyscrapers—no
wonder you get chances to haul such
nobs as Lilluokalani and Schley and
Dewey and cut nlnety mlles, an hour
on tahigents

“When I was firlng for Riclone the
roadbed was just off the scrapers, the
dumps were soft, plle bridges, paper

culverts, fifty-six pound ralls, not a
fence west of Buffalo gap and the
plains black with Texas steers, We
never closed our eylinder cocks. The

hiss of the steam frightened the cattle
worse than the whistle, and we never
knew when we were golug to find. a
bunch of eritters on the track.

“The first winter 1 came out was
great for snow, and I was a tenterfoot,
The cuts made good windbreaks, and
whenever there was a norther they
were chuck full of cattle. Every time
a traln plowed through the snow It
made a path on the track, Whenever
the'steers wanted to move they wWould
take the middle of the track single file
and string out mile after mile, Talk
about rast schedules and ninety milles
an hour. You had to poke along with
your cylinders spitting and just whistle

and yell—sort of blow thewm off“into the
snowdrifts
“One day Biclone and | were golng

west on B9, and we were late. For that

matter, we were always Inte. Simpson,
coming against us on 00, had ecaught a I
bunch of eattle in the rock cut just

west of the Bapple and killed a couple
When we got there, there muoet hove
been a thousand hend of ste I
ing around the dead one S w—he |
used to be a cowhoy
clone rald they were holding a waks
At any rate, they were still
from every direction and as far as yo
could see,

“*Heold on, Siclone, and 17
Rhem out,’ 1 sald

“*That's the stufl M 8
PGet after them aud see what ¥

“He stood out there with a shovel and
kept the whole bunch off me.”
' He looked kind of queer, but I
er thonght anything. 1 plcked up a
k bar and started up the track.
“The first fellow 1 tackled looked
lazy, but he started full quick when I
hit him. Then he turned around to In

| to wove ua

| The y glg left In the

| fath 1n it lhe u

against the boller head. Siclone ctatmy-
&l ] tried to climh the smokestack, but
he was excited. AuyWay, he stood out
there with a shovel and kept the whole
bunch off me. I thought they would
kill Lim. Put 1 pever tried to chase
range steers on foot again,

“In the spring we got the rains—not
like you get now, but cloudbursts. The
section men were good fellows, only
sowetlines we would get into a storm
wies frdm a eéction gang and strike a
place where we.couldn’t see a thing.

“Then Biclone would stop the trainm,
take a bar and get dowu abead and
sound the roadbed. Many and many a
washout he wstruck that way which
would bhave wrecked our traln and
wound up our ball of yarn In a minute.
Often and often Biclone would go Into
his divigion without a dry thread on
him.

“Those were different days,” muosed
the grizzled striker. ““The ald boys are
gcuttered now all over this broad land.
The strike did it, and you fellows have
the snap. But what 1 wonder often
aud often Is whether Biclone 18 really
allve or not.”

lelone Clark was one of the two
cowboys who belped Harvey Reynolds
and Ed Banks save 69 at Griffin the
alght the coal traln ran down from
Ogallala. They were both-taken into
the service. Biclone after awhile went
to wiping.

When Bucks asked his name, Biclone
answered, “8, Clark.”

“What's your full
Bucks,

“8. Clark."”

“Hut what does § stand for!” per-
slated Bucks.

“Stands for Cyclone, I reckon. Don't
It?" retorted the cowboy, with some
Aunoyance

It was not usual In those days on the
plains to press a man too closely about
his name. There might be reasons
why It would not be esteemed cour-
teous,

*1 reckon It do,” replied Bucks, drop-

name?’ asked

plng Into Bleclone’'s grammar. And
without a quiver he reglstered the
new man as Biclone Clark, and his
chpcks always read that way. The
nome beemed to At. He adopted It

without any objection, and after every-
body came to know hlm It fitted so
well that Bucks wis belleved to have
second sight when be named the hare-
brajned Areman. He could get up a
storin quicker than any man on the
divislon and, If he felt po disposed,
stop one qulcker;

In spite of his eccentricities, which
woere wany, and his hendstrong way of
di r sotue things, Siclone Clark was
n ol engluver and deserved a better
fii than the one that befell him,

1 who can tell?—Iit may have
bediy Jnst to his Hking.

he strike was the worst thing that
ecor lappened to Slelone, Tle was one
aof those blg hearted, violent fellows
wio wend into It loaded with enthusi-
Ile had nothing to galn by It—
at least, nothing to speak of. But the
idew that somebody on the East End
needed thelr belp led men llke Blclone
In, and they theught 1t a cinch that
the company weuld bave to take them
nll hmek

e consequence was that, when we
st rered nlong without them, men llke
Mg ! ensily aroused, naturally of
violent passions gnd with no self re-
straint, stopped ot nothing to cripple
the serviee. And they looked on the
men who took their places as entitled
nelthier to llberty nor life.

VWhen our new men began coming
froma the lteading to replace the strik-
er<, everyv one wondered who would
pet Slclone Clark’s engine, the 318, Bi-
had gently sworn to kill the first
who took out the 318, bar no-

ARM

ne,

clone
m-n
bod

Whatever others thought of Siclone’s
vaporings, they counted for a good
denl on the West End. Nobody wanted
troubilte with him,

Even Nelghbor, who feared no man,
sort of let the 313 lie In her stall as
long ns possible after the trouble be-
B,
Nolhmg was enid about tt. - Thteats
counot be taken cognizance of official-
ly. We were bombarded with threats
il the time; they had long since ceased
Yet Biclone's engine stay-
ed in the roundhonse,
after Foley and MeTerza and

Sinclair, eanme Fitzpatrick from the
enst. MrTerza was put on the malls,
and coming down one day on the
White Fller he blew a eylinder head

out of the 4106

Pitzpatrick was walting to take her
stumping in on
iir of drivers, for we were using
then,
was put out.
house was

0| when she eame

Ll

[

e nes worse than horseflesh
I

f eourse the 4160

a y Nelghhor felt the finger of
il hand to go. The
e for the 313. He order

1 t van tl v 1
] ] an s engine

EWOTre

I the man that took her |

gnld Nelghbor, sort of lucldental-
tond by walting for her to
that means me,"” sald
potrick
I suppose It does
“Whose englue s 1t7?
“Blelne Clark's."
Fitzpatrick shifted to the other leg.
“Iid he sny ) oy 1 Paes
while this
Homething in F
mnde

coing

tzpatrick’'s uawnaer
inngh. Other thingw
crowded o und no more was sald

No more was thought, In fact. The
813 rolled ne kindly for Fitzpatrick as
for Hiclone, and the new englneer, a
quiet feiinw llke Foley, otly a good
bit heavier, went on and off her with
never a word for nnybody,

Nelghbor

One dny Fitzpatrick dropped into a
barber shop to get shaved In the
next chalr lay R'elone Clark. ' Bielone

got through Gret and, stepping over to
the table to' get his hat, plcked up
Fitzpatrick’'s by mistake and walked
out with It. He discovered his change
fust. as Fitz got out of his chalr. Bl
clone eame back, replaced the hat on
the table—it had Fitzpatrick’s name
pasted In the crown—took up his own
hat and as itz reacbed for his looked

epect me, and I noticed his horns were
of the broad gauge varlety. While I
whacked another the first one put Lis
Bhead down and began to sport and
paw the ties. Then they all began to
bellow at onece. It looked smoky. |
fropped the jack bar and started for

engine, and about fifty of them |

for me,

“I never had an idea steers could ron
90. You could have played clicckers on
my bheels all the way back. If Biclone
badn't come out and jollled them, 1'd
never got back in the world. | just
Jumped the pllat and went clear over

|

at him
Every one In the shop caught thelr
breaths
“Is your nnme Fitzpatrick?’
“Yea, gir”
f “Miue s Clark.”
Fitzpotrick put on his hat
“Youre junning the 318, 1 belleve?
contintx]l Blelone,
| “Yha =ir”

“Thaot's my engine.™y b

“1 thought It belonged to the com-
pang.”

“Marbe It does, but I've agreed to
kil the wan that tnkes herout before
this trouble |a settled,” sald Biclone
amiably

Fitzpatrick met him steadily “If

you'll let me know when it takes place,
I'll try and be there.”

“l don't jump ou any man without
fair ‘warning, Any of the *boys will
tel! yom that* coantinned Slelone.
“Maybe you didn't know my word was
outT”

Fitzpatrick hesitated. “T'm not look-
Ing for trouble with any man,” he re-
plied guardodly, “but since you're dis-
posed to be fair about notice It's only
fair to you to say that I did know your
word was out.”

“8til you took her?

“It was my orders.”

“My word is out. The boys-knew I\t
Is good. 1 don't jump any man with-
out falr warning. T know you now,
Fitzpatrick, and the next time I wsee
yon, look out.” And without more ado
Biclone walked out of the shop, great-
Iy to the rellef of the barber If not of
Fitz.

Fitzpatrick may have wiped a lttle
swent from his face, but he sald poth-
Ing, only walked down to the round-
house and took out the 313 as usual
for his run,

A week passed before the two men
met agnin. One night Biclone, with a
crowd of the strikers, ran Iinto half a
dozen of the new men, Fitzpatrick |
among them, afnd there was a riot. It |
was Siclone’s time to carry out his in- |
tention, for Fitzpatrick would have |
scorned to try to get away. No tree
ever breasted a tornado more sturdlly
than the Irlsh engineer withstood 8I-

clone, but when Ed Banks got there
with his wrecking crew and straight-
ened things out Fitzpatrick was plcked
np for dead. That night Biclone dis
appeared,

Warrants were got out and search-
ers put after him, yet nobody could or
would apprehend him. It was general
Iy understood that the sudden disap
pearance was one of Siclone's frenks.
If the ex-cowboy had so determined
he would not have hidden to keep out
of anybody's way. I have sometimes
pondered whether shame hadn't some
thing to do with It. [is tremendous
physical strength was fit for so much
better things than beating other men
that maybe he himself sort of realized
It after the storm had passed.

Down east of the depot grounds at
MeCloud stands or stood a great barn
like hotel, built in boom days and long
n favorite resting place for Invalids
and travelers en route to Callfornla by
ensy stages, It was nicknamed the bar-
racks.  Many ratirond men bonrded
there, and the new engineers liked It
because It was close to the round-
house and away from the strikers.

Flitzpatrick, without a whine or a
complaint, was put to bed In the bar
racks. and Holmes Kay, one of the
staff surgeons, was glven charge of the
case; A tralned nurese was provided
besides. Nobody thought the Injured
man would llve, But after every care
wns given bhim we turned our atten
tlon to the troublesome task of opernt
Ing the road

The 813, whether It happened so or
whether Neighbor thought It well to
drop the disputed machine temporarily,

wae not taken out again for three |
weeks, Bhe was looked on as a hoo
doo, and nobody wanted her. Folov re

#1 polut plank one day to take her, |

« ming that he had troubles of hils |
own, Tben one day something hap
pened to Mce'lerza's engline We wore

stranded for a locomotive, and the 313
brougfit out for MeTerza e
didn’t ke it a bit,

nothing hand been seen or

wne

Meantime

heard of Rielone, That, In faet, was
the reason Nelghbor urged for using |
his engine, but It seemed ns If every |
time the 813 went out It brought out |
Slelone, not to speak of worse things |
That morning about 3 o'clock th
Ineky englne was coupled on to )
White Fller. The night boy at the har
racks always got up a hot Innch for the |
Incaning and outgoing crews on the |
mail.run; and that mornlog when he
was through he forgot to turn off the
Inmp under his coffee tank. It over
! the counter, and In a few min
i 1 wk was ablaze. If the
trightened boy had emptied the coffee
on the counter he could have put the
fire out, but instead he ran out to give
the alarma and started upsatalrs to
aromee the gunests.
y were At least ffty people
' he house, traveling and rall-
Pelng a modern bullding, It
K prey, and In an Incredibly
the flawes were leaplug
» #ocond story windows,
I got down men were jumping
lon from the hprning ho
f vilers swarmed aronnd, busy
mes for getting the people
y ne 1s more quick witted In|
froanie. 8hort aa the opportunity I
" Pivre weie many pretty rescues,
nntl he flames, shooting up, cut off
tha «toire nrd left the BElpers nothing
for It but to stand and watch the de-

struoction of the long, rambling build- |
g Ialf a dozen of us looked from |
the dispatchers’ offices In the second |
story of the depot. We had agreed that |
the people were all out, when Foley be- |
low gave a ery and polnted to the
south gable. Away up under the eaves |
at the third story windowk we saw a |
face. It was Fitzpatrick |

Everybody had forgotten Fitzpatrick

and his nurse. Behind, as the flames
| lighted the opening, we could see the
' nurse struggling to get him to the win-
dow. It was plain that the engineer |
was In po condition to belp himself.
| The two men were In deadly peril. A |
great cry went up. T

| he

| lifted by Clark and the nurse over the

| millarily

| way

etid, A dozen s

i ioders, but there were no
Ti ¥ caliel for volunteers to go
er (o two peen, but the stalrg
lorg sinee a furnace. There were
In plenty to take any kind of
however slight, bot no chance

The nurse yjan to and from
dow, seeking a loophole for
Fitzpatrick dragged himself hi
the casement to get out of
which rolled over him In J
bursts and looked down on the
They begged bim to jump—held
thejr arms frantically. The twe
agnin slde by side, waved a d It
looked llke n farewell. There was
calling from them, no appeal,.|
nurse would not desert his charge
and we saw It all. -

Suddenly there was a ecry below
kecuer than the confused shouting of
the crowd, and one running
parted the men at the front and, ’
Ing the fence, jumped Into the yamd
under the burning gable.

iefore people recognized him a
was swinging over his head. If
Biclone Clark. The rope left his s

on

like a slungshot and flew IM-.
Filizpatrick.  Not seeing or confused,
he missed It, and the rope, with a
groan from the crowd, settled baek
The aglle cowboy caught It again inte
p and shot It upward, that time
over Fitzpatrick's head.

“Maoke fast!" roared Biclone. m
patrick shouted back, and the two men
above drew tant. Haod over hand

Biclone Clark crept up, llke a mmla A

bracing his feet against the msmoki
clapwonrds, edging away from the
vomiting windows, swinging on the
single strand of horsehalr nnd fol-
lowed by a hundred prayers nosald.

Men who dido't know what tears
were trled to ery out to keep the
choking from thelr throats. It seem-
ed am nge before he covered the last
five feet and the men above caught
frantleally at his hands.

Drawing blimself over the casement,
was Jost with them a moment
Then from behind a burst of smoke
they saw hlm rigging a maverick sad-
dle on Titzpatrick, saw Fitzpatrick

sill, lowered llke a wooden tie; whirl-
inz and swinging, down Into twenty
nrms below, Before the tralnmen had
got the engineer loose the nurse, fol-
lowing, =lid llke a eat down the Incline,
but not an Instant too soon.
of flame 1t the gable from below and
licked the horsehair up fnto a curling,
frizzling thread, and Siclone stood
nlone In the upper casement.

It seemed for the moment he stood
there the crowd would go mad. The
shock and the shounting seemed to con-
fuse him. It may have been the hot
nir took his breath. They yelled to
hlm to jump, but he swayed uncertain:
ly. Once, an Instant after that, he was
seen to look down; then he drew back
from the casement. [ never saw him
again.

The flames wrapped the bullding In
a yellow fury. By daylight the big
barracks were n smoldering plle of
rulns. ,So little water was thrown that
it was nearly nightfall before we could
get Into the wreck., The tragedy had
blotted out the feud between the strik-
ers hnd the new men. Side by side
they worked, as side by side Biclome
and Fitzpatrick had stood In .the morp-
Ing, striving to uncover the mystery
of the missing man. Next day twice
as many men were in the rulns,

Fitzpatrick while we were searching
ealled coutinually for Siclone Clark.
We didn’t tell him the truth. Indeed,
we dido’t know It, nor do we yet knew
it. Every brace, every beam, every
brick, was taken from the charred pile,
every foot of cinders, every handfdl of
ashes sifted, but of a human being the
searchers fouwinl never a trace,-not &
bone, not a key, not a knife, not a but-
ton. which conld be identified as his
Like the smoke which swallowed him
ap, ne hiad disappeared compiletaly and
forever,

To he altve? 1 eannot tell

But this T know: T

Years afterward Bidney Blalr, hend
of our englueering departmeat,. was
running a line, looking then, as we are
looking yet, for a coast outlet,

e took only a flying eamp with
traveling in the lightest kind of

camping often with the cattle
men bhe ran neross,

One nplght away down In the Pam
hondle they fell In with an outfit dejve

alin,

| Inz n bunch of steers up the Yellow:

Gruss trall. Blalr noted that the fore
m wias a character—a man of few
worls, but of great muscular strength,
and, moreover, frightfully searred.

Ile was silent and Iinclined to be mo-
rose at first, but after he learned Blalr
was from MeCloud he unbent a

tions which Indicated a surprising fa-
with the northern country
and with our road. In particular, this
mnn asked what had become of Budke
aml, when told what a blg rallread

1 grown, asserted, with a
sudden bitterness and without in any
leading up to It, that with Buecks
on the West IKnd there never would
have been n strike

Hltting at thelr eampfire wiitle thelr

Crews ngled, Blair notlced in the
flicker of the binze how seamed the
thront and breast of the eattleman:

were,  I2ven his sinewy forearms wens:
drawn out of shape, He asked, too,
whether Rinir recollected the night the
barracks burned, but Blair at that time
wns enst of the river and so explained,
though le related to the cowboy inel-
dents of the fire which he had heard,
among others the story of Fitzpatrick
and 8Siclone (lark.

“And Fitzpatrick s alive, and 8-
clone 18 dewl™ mald Blair In coneclw-
elon. But the cowboy disputed him.

“You mean Clark ls alive and FMits
patrick ls dend,” sald he. .

“No.” conteaded Ridney, “Fitapat-
rick I8 runuing am engine up there
now, I saw him within three montha.*
But the cowhoy was loath to convie
tion

Next morning thelr tralls forked.
The foreman seemed disinclined to

| part from the surveyors, and while the

bunch was star*'ng he rode a long way
with Blair, talking In a random way.
Then, suddenly wheeling, he waved a
godby with his heavy Stetson and,
galloping hard, was soon lost to the
north In the ruts of the Yellow Grass.

When Elair eame In he told Neighbor
and e about It.  Blalr had never seen
Biclone Clark and so was no jodge as
to his Identity, but Neighbor belleves
yet that Blalr eamped that night way
down In the Panhandle with no other
than the cowboy engineer.

Onee ngaln that only two years ago,
something came back to us.

Holmes Kay, one of gur staff of sur-
geons, the man, in fact, who took care
of Fitspatrick, enlisted In_llinols and

A tongue |

bt
and after a time began asking ques-+-

ever saw Cuba," answered the rough
rider as. well as he eould through his
bandages. The remark directed Kay's
atteation to the condition of his
brenst and geek, which were a mass
of scars.

“Where are you from?' asked
Holmes.

“Everywhere.”

“Where did you get burned that
way

“Out on the plains.™

“How®"

But the poor fellow went off Into &
delirilum and to the surgeon's amase-
ment began repeating train orders.
Kay was parslysed pt the way he
talked our llugo—and a cowboy. When
he left the wounded man for the night
he resolved to question @m more
"closely the next day, but the next day
orders came to rejoin his regiment at
the trenches. The surrender shifted

Nelghbor when be heard the wtory
was only confirmed In his bellef that
‘the rough rider was Biclone Clark. I
glve you the tales as they came to me
‘and for what you may make of them.

I myself belleve that If Biclone Clark
Is still alive he will one day yet come
back to where he was best known and,
in spite of his faults, best liked. They
talk of him out there as they .do of
old man Bankey.
| 1 say I belleve If he lives he will one
day come back. The day he does will
: a great day In MecQloud. On that
jay Fitzpatrick will bave to take down
the little tablet which he placed In
the brick facade of the hotel which
sow stauds on the site of the old bar-
racks, for as that tablet now stands
It Is sacred to the memory of Biclone
Clark.

The Owstrich's Mistake.
A tralned ostrich recently discom-

‘eorted Its exhibitor ‘at a musi¢ hall

by continwally endéavoring to break
away from all restraint and to elimb
over thé Tootlights lnto the orrhestra.

The widely advertised act eame to &
sudden end, mnd the professor emerg-
ed from bebind the curtain and apole-
gized for the actlons of his pet o
dbout these words:

"Lydies and Geatlemea~H! ham
very sorry %o dissppoint yon tids hev-
®ing. We are compelled %o cease our
kengagement ‘untll the management
hengages a new horchestra leader.

*The one at present hemployed ‘ere
84 no ‘alr on top of 'ls ‘sad. and my
M takes It for a Begg.”- Tt Bita

Large Doings.

‘On Long lslaad a hondred and more
years ago there was fox hunting for
three days during the season, and the
blography of Catherine Bchuyler con-
tains the fellowifig apt lines from the
pen of a witty woman . whose name re
mains unknown:

A fox is kifled by 'twenty men.

That fox ad killed & hen.
A gallant aét no doubt s here.
All wioked féRed ought to fear

When twenty dogs and twenty men
Can kill & fox that killed a hen,

1 Ideal Justice.
" "Bammy,” sald a Germantown moth-
or recently to her youngest born, “when
you divided those seven pleces of can-
dy with your brother did youw give him
four?™

“No, ma'sm,” replled Bammy, , “1
knew they wouldn't coine out even, 8o
T ate one before | began to divide."—
Harper's Weekly.

The Poor Villaine.
“Dou’t your heart ache fer the pore
bero an’ heroine, Hitam
“Oh, | duano, Marthy. They allus
come out right an' sassy in the end.
Bometimes 1 can’t help feelin’ sorter
sorry fer the villain an' the villainess.”
~Loulsville Courler-Journal.

Playing and Listening.
+ Muggins — You mustn't mind my
daughter's mistakes. You know she
yes entirely by ear. Buggins—Un-
nately that is miso the way I
Maten.—Philadelphla Record.

His Inferiors.
“Na” sald Xadley, “I1 never associate
with my inferiors. Do you T’
“Really, I can't way,” replied Miss
Cutting. “1 don't think I ever met any
of your inferfors!”

Do You Think i
For Yourself 7

Or. 4q you open your mouth lke a young
L gulp down whatever food or medi~

rou?
- > > L J

ran intelligent thinking woman,
Rl from weakness, nervousness,

e Dr. Plarce’s Favorite Pre-

for the cure of weak. nervous. run-

n debilitated, pain-racked
knowing medicine to be made

up

; has the

stromgest possible Indorsement of the lending
and

g
!

Because we make medicines
for them. We tell them all
about Ayer’s Cherry Pectoral,
and they prescribe it for
coughs, colds, bronchitis, con-
sumption. They trustit. Then
you can afford to trust Ju
Ask your own doctor.

The best kind of & testimonial —
“Bold for over sixty years.”

“m.d. Oa., l.::-‘m.x.u.
9  SARSAP,
Yers i

We have no seoreta! We publish
the formulas of all our medicines.

Ayer's Pills atly ald the Cher
ctoral In breaking up a cold.

James Stewart

Stock Inspector
Sherman County,
Oregon.

1

Address: MORO, OREGON.

~ske . . Bordon Co.
Baskers and (rain Dealos,

Moro and Grass Valley.

Receives Deposits, Bell exchange,
and do a General Banking business

N.P.Hansen, Manager at Moro

F. @. Clarke

Practical Watchmaker
and Jeweler.

Particular At?tention Given ‘to

Optical Work
THE DALLES, - - OREGON

| Vinton Hotel

GRASS VALLEY, ORE.
New Entirely.
Conviént to Business

PRICES REASONABLE

Conducted on Best Principles

Commercinl Trade Sollcited

T

W. H. SIMON,

Maoin St MOIO Oregon
Next door to Hotel Moro.

Boot and Shoe
REPAIRINC
A Speciality,

D& All work guaranteed, and
prices eatisfactory. Bring in your
articles for mending while you wait,

REED HULSE

Proprietor of

GITY DRAY NO. 2

Draying of all Kinds.

Trunks and Gripe Hauled to and

from all trains

Phallamont Livery Co.

Wasco, Oregon.
Harleigh Glass, Proprietor,

FEvery kind of rig to order,
and all orders prompt and eatis-
factory at reasonable prices.

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

Telephone at our expenee,

You want to get your wasrhing in
to the Barber Shop Monday, as the
basket leaves for the lwundry at an
early hour Tuerday without a miss,
E W Lewis.

You [annot Jifford
to take chances

Of course those who are scquainted
with Watkins Liniment would not be
without & full supply at any time as it
in good both Internally and externally
for man and beast,

For Coughs and Colds try our
Cough 0#:, money back if not satisfled

atkl Laxtone s the very best
rqllxkhlntlu made, g8 over 400 eus-
tomers In Sherman county ean testify,

It not only scts as a laxative but tonle
as well.

Aoz, Boster, Ao, Demoss, Orgn

860 YEARS’
EXPERIENCE

rl-m may
Lhear an

ubl
—p ey iurl"revswl‘

Lo roagh Munn roosive
inl noties, wilthout charge, in t

-
“Scientific Fimerican.

A handsomaly lilustrated weekly. largest oir.
| culation of any sclenpilie farnal, Terms, §3 8
var monihe, L. Soid by all newsdealers,

T ——

FURNITURE

s+ AND ...

UNDERTAKING

My Motto Is

Quick Bales and
Bmall Profits.

Live and Let Live.

Call and Examive
My Block of
FURNITURE

and
HIDE LINES
before buying

0. W. AXTELL
Oregon.

0. B. Messinger

Moro, Oregon.
City Dray

Express and Freight
Delivered to any Part of the City

Moro =

Piano and Furniture Moving.

Trunks and Grips Delivered
To and From all Trains.

Office Supplies.

|

large

We carry a surprlsmglr
office

and complete stock o
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 nre here to do printing, and
'f you want some done bring It to us or let
us  know and we will see you. If you
think we are not extenslve enough for

NN & Co.s0terensm. New York

|
II Nracen UMce, @26 F Ht, Washington

your consideration—oh, go 'long.

:

" FARMERS |
READ THE
WEEKLY OPEGQNJAN

OF PORTLAND
' For the general newsof the
World also for information

‘,"i how to obtain the best results

about

| in culfivating the soil, Stock

You can secu

_paper bY
Jining

| ]

—

Raising,Frulf,Growing

Ji

| Vioro,

etc.
re this excellent

Utserver Club

VERKLY |

AMERICA’S GREATESI
The Toledo Elade, "Tulido, Ohlo, l
Best Known Newspaper in !
The United Staies, ll

Popular in every stute. Circula-
tion 180,000. In man repects The
Toledo Blade is the most romark-
able weekly newspaper jubliched in |
the . United States. [t i the only
newspaper wpecially edited for Na- |
tional circulation. It has had the |
largest circulation for more years
than any newspaper printed in
America. Farthermore, it is the|
cheapest newepaper in the world,as
the news of the world is 0 arrang-
ed that busy people can more easily |
comprehend, than by reading cum-
bersome columng of dailies, The
only paper publighed expecially for |
people who do or do not read daily |
news papers and vet thirst for plain |
facte. That this kind of a CWapas
per is popular is proven by the fact
that the Weekly Blade i.ow has over
180,000 yearly subscribers and cir-
culates In all parts of the United
States. In additiob to the news
the Blade publishes ehort and serinl
stories, and many departments of
matter suited to every member of

$1

the family. per year, sample,
copy at

Thrg Opserveg Book STORE,
2771 . Moro, Or

1he Observer Club Rates.

Observer 12 months. .. ...... $1.50
Blade 12 months .. .. 1.00
Total. . e D X.71)
Obeerver and Blade Club... 1.75
Obgerver Subseriber saves.. .85
Observer 12 monthe $L.50

World 12 months,thrice aweeks}.00

Total . . . *'.!..’n(]
Obgerver and World 2.15
Observer Subiceribor saves .35
Observer 12 months $1.50
Oregonian 12 months 1.50
Thrice-a-week World 12 mos 1.00)
Toledo Blade 12 montls 1.00
Total .. ... ... . ....... $5H.00
Al 4 with Observer 12 months 3.15
Obgerver Subseribor paves . §1 85

B Neo Boat lat

PSP APP 208000090040

vommercial Job Printing !
N (o Co
AT THE OBSERVEK OFFICE

-2 pa

Car “'ada attraet attentior T

AT you get our ad
vertising, vou get business hringers,

vdwart e, W hen

Oregon.

THE NEW YORK WORLD
THRICE A WEKK EDITION

Read Wherever the Eunglish Lang-
uage is Spoken.

Any paid-up-to-date subseriber
to The Obgerver will be furnished
the N Y World three times every
week, snd The Obgerver, each 12
months, for $2.50 Equsl to any
4 papers at 81.50. $6.00 for $2.50.

The thrice-a-week World expecls
to be a better paper in 1907-8 than
ever before. In the course of the 12
monthe the issues for the next'great
Presidential enmpaign will be fore-
shadowed, and everyh dy will wish
to be informed. The Thrice a-week
World, coming to you every other
day, postage paid, pervea all the
purpoges of a daily newspaper, and
with The Observer all it costs you
in $2.50. A news service of this ar-
rangeinent, constantly increasing,
and aceuracy of reporie,promptness
in publishing events oceurring any-
where in the world, and all that i~
worth reading about home, bere in
Sherman county, make this the
best combination in the state. The
olitical news will be found impar-
tial, giving you facts, not opinions
and full market reports,
‘artoons and interesting fietion by
standard anthors Al for $2.50.

D. C. IreLaxp & Son,
Moro, Or

Wisheg;



wznpne.il

