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Personal Talk With You.

If you do not read The Observer

e

for the penitentiary. What can 1 doT
All the while the station agent, panle
stricken, rattled oo Sinclalr was look-
ing at his watch, casting It up, charting
it all under his thick, gray, grizzled
wool, fast as thought could compass.
No. 1 headed for Acton, and her pace
was a hudtle every mile of the way—
three, cars of coal bowling down on

Nhy Not?

W e should like ta have you take
it, and we hnow it would be profitable to
to become a subscriber. We sénd It

you .
two years for $2.50; one year $1.50;12%cts |

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
expect that all arrears will be paid belore
such request is made. It s easy 1o ask us
for a statement, which will be cheerfully
rendered at any time

——————— —

Soda ((Iaﬂz_;—
...9al...

By FRANK H. SPLARMAN

LMIW.!»E-—EHM

HEN the great
englne which
we called the
Skyscraper
came out of
the Zanesville
shops, she was
rebullt from

= pllot to tender.

Our master mechanie, Nelghbor, had

an idea, after her terrific collision, that

she could not stand heavy main line
passenger runs, SO he put her on the

Acton cut off. It was what raitrof®y
en call a jerk water run, whatever

her, how fast bhe dared not think, nnd
through it all he was asking himself
what day It Waa. Thursday? Up!
Yes, Georgle, his boy, 'was on the filer
No. 1. It was his day vp. 1f they met
on a curve-

“Uncouple ber!”
in a glant tone.

“What are you golng to dc

“Burns,” thundered Dad to his fire-
man, “give ber steamn, and quick, boy!
Dump in grease, waste, oll, everything!
Are you clear there?” he cried, open-
ing the throttle as he looked back.

The old englne, pulliug clear of her
conches, quivered as ghe gathered her
| self under the steam Bhe leaped ahead

with a swish. The Arivers churned in
| the sand, bit into it with gritting tires
and forged ahead with a suck and a
hiss and a roar Pefore Reynolds had
| talrly gathéred his wits Binclalr, leav-
ing his train on the main track In front
of the depot, was clattering over the
switch after the runaways The wind
was a terror, and they had too good a
start. But the way Soda Water Sal
took the galt when ghe once felt her
feet under her made the wrinkled en-
glneer at her throttle set his mouth
with the grimness of a gnmester. It
meant the Tunaways and eatch them

or the ditch for Boda Water Sal, and
the throbbing old machine seemed to
know It, for her nose bhung to the steel
like the snout of a polnter.

lie was a man of a hundred even
then—Burns—but nobody knew It then.
We hadn't thought much about Burnps
before. He was a tall, Jank Irish boy,
with an open fiMe and a morning
smile. Dad Sinclair took him on be
nuse nobody else would have bim,
Burns was so green that Foley sald

roared Dad Bioclalr

that may be, a little jaunt of ten miles
across the divide connecting the north
ern division with the Denver stemm
It was just about like running a trol
Jey. and the run Was given to Dad
Binclalr, for after that lift at Oxford
his back was never strong enough to
shovel coal, and be had to take an en
gine or quit rallroading.

Thus It happened that after many
years he took the throttle once more
and ran over, twice a day, as he does
yet, from Acton to Willow Creek.

His boy, Georgle Binclair, the kid
englueer, took the run on the fller op
posite Foley just as soon as he got
well.

Georgle, who was never happy un
less he had elght or ten Pullmans be
hind him and the right of way over
everything between Omaha and Den
ver, made great sport of his father's
little smoking car and day coach be
hind the big engine.

Foley made sport of the remodeled
engine. He used to stand by while
the old englnpeer Was olllng and ask
him whether he thought she could
catch a jack rabbit “] mean,"” Foley
would say, *“If the rabbit was feeling
well.”

Dad Sinclair took It all grimly and
quietly. He had rallrohded too long to
eare for anybody's chaff. But one day,
after the skyscraper had got her flues
pretty well chalked up with alkall, Fo-
Jey insisted that she must be renamed.

“] have the only genulne skyscraper
on the West End myself,” declared Fo-
Jey. He did have & new Class H en-
gine, and she was awe Inspiring, In
truth. “I-den’t propose,” he continyed,
*“to have her confused with your old
tub any longer, Dad.”

Dad, olling his old tub affectionately,
answered never a word.

“Rhe's full of soda, isn’'t she, father 7’
asked Georglé, standing by.

“Reckon she s, son.”

“Full of water, 1 suppose?”’

“Try to keep her that way, son."”’

“Sal Boda, isn't it, Dad?’

“Now, | ean't say. As to that I can't
say.
“We'll eall her Bal Boda, Georgla”
suggested Fbley.

“No,” Interposed Georgle “Stop =
bit. I have it. Not Bal SBoda at all,
Make It Boda Water Bal”

Then they laughed uproariously, apd
in the teeth of Dad SInelalr's protests-—-
for he objected at once and vigorougly
—the queer name stuck to the engiue,
and sticks yet

To have seen the great hulking ma
chine you would never have suspected
there could be another story left in her
Yet one there was—a story of the wind
As she stood, too, when old man Bin
clair took her gn the Acton rum, she
was the best {linstration | bave ever
seen of the adage that one can never
tell from the looks of a frog how far
it will jump

Have you evur felt the wind?

seas or on the plains. People every
where think the wind blows, but It
really blows only on the ocean and on
the pralries

The summer that Dad took the Acton
run It blew Jfor a month steadlly-—all
of one August—hot, dry, merciless, the
despalr of the farmer and the terror of
tralnmen

It was om an August evening, with
the gale still aweeping up from the
southwest, that Dad came lumbering
Into Acton with his little trolley train
He had barely pulled up at the plat
form to unioad his passengers when
the station ageut, Morris Reynolds
coatless and hatless, rushed up to the
engine ahead of the hostler and sprang
into the eab. Heynolls was one of
the quietest fellows In the service. To
see him without coat or hat didn’t
count for muoch in sach weather, but
to see him sallow with fright and al
most speechliss was enough to  stir
even old Dad Binclalr,

1t was not Dad’'s habit to ask qnes
tiona, but be Jooked at the man in ques
tioning amazement. Reynolds choked
and canght at his breath as he selzed
the engineer'’s arm and poloted down
the line

“Dad,” he gasped, “three cars of coal
standing over theré on the second spur
blew loose a few juinutes agol”

“Where are they?”

“Where are they! Blown through
the switch and down the line forty
miles an bhour. ™

The ol man grasped the frightened
“What do yom

Talk guick, man!
matter with you?”

“Not five mintites ago. No. 1 is doe
Bere In less than thirty minutes. They'l
go Into her sure. Dad” ecried Ieyn-
aids. all in a fright, “what'll T do?
ven's saka, do something! |
Riverton and tried to catch
she’d passed. 1 was too late.

be a wreck, anl I'm booked

What's the
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Not, k
I think, unless you have lived on the |

you couldn't set his name afire. He
would, so Foley sald, put out a hot box
just by blinking at it.

But every man's turn comes ODCE,
and It had come to Burns, It was Dick
Burns' chance now to show what man-
per of stuff was bred In fils long Irish
It fvas his task to make the
steam—I1f he could—faster than Dad
Sineclale could burn it What use to
grip the throttle and scheme If Burns
didn’t furnish the power, put the Iife
Into her heels as she raced the wind—
the merciless, restless gale sweeping
over the prairie faster than horse could
fly before it?

Working smoothly and swiftly inte a
dizzy whirl, the monstrous drivers took
the steel in leaps and bounds. Dad Sin-
clalr, leaning from the cab window,
glonting'y watrhed thelr gathering
speed, pulled the bar up notch after
noteh, and fed Burns' fire into the old
engine's arteries fast and faster than
she could throw it into her steel hoofs.

That was (he night the West End
knew that a greenhorn had cast his
chrysalls and stood out a man knew
that the honor roll of our frontler dl-
vislon wanted one more DAmME, and
that it was big Dick Burns'. Sinclalr
hung silently despérate to the throttle,
hls eyes straining Into the night ahead,
and the face of the long Irish boy,

bones

streaked with smut and channeled
with sweat, lit every minute with the
glare of the furnace as he fed the

white hot blast that leaped and curled
and foamed under the crown sheet of
Soda Water Sal.

There he stooped and sweat and
swung as she slewed and lurched and
jerked across the fish plates. Carefully,
nursingly, ceaselessly he pushed the
steam pointer higher, higher, higher on
the dial—and that despite the tremen

dous drafts of Dad’s throttle
Never a glance to the right or the
left, to the track or the engineer From

|

| Burns heard the ery. [t nerved him to

the coal to the fire, the lire o the w2
ter, the water to the gauge, the gauge
to the stack and back aguln to the coanl
—that was Burns. Nelther eyesa nor
eArs muscles for | anything but
steam

Bueh w firing s the West-End never
| o till that night; such a firlng as the
| old englne never felt in her choking
flues till that night; such a firing as
Dad Blociatr, king of all West and
East End firemen, lifted his hat to
that was Burne' firing that night om
Soda Water Hal, the night she chased
Ime Acton runaways down the line to
| mve Georgle Binelalr and No. 1

nor

It was a frightful pacw—how fright- |

tul no one ever knew; nelther old man
$lnclair nor Dick Burns ever
Ouly, the crew of a freight, side track
o1 for the approaching fller, saw an
engine flylng light; knew the hunter
and the quarry, fpr they bhad seen the

runaways shoot hy—saw then, a min- |

| ute after, a star and a streak and a
| trall of rotten smoke fly down the
wind, and she had come and passed
| and gone

It was Just east of that siding, w0
Burns nnd Sinclalr always maintain-

11-«1 but measured 10,000 feet east,
that tl *1ught them

A s from Dad brought the drip-
| plog 1 iy up standing, and, looking |
| aboad, he saw In the blaze of thelr

I““ p headlight the string of coalers
| gtanding still abead of them—so It
seemed to him—thelr own speed was
so great, and the runaways were al-

lmt equaling it. They were making

past the paralysed frelght crew.

Without walting for orders— what or-
ders did such a man need? ~without a
word Burns crawled out of his window
with a pin and ran forward on the
footboard, clinging the best he could as
the engine dipped and lurched, climbed
down on the cowcatcher and lifted the
pllot bar to couple. It was & CTasy
thing to attempt. He was much like-
yer to get under the pllot than to suc-
seed, yet he triéd It

Then it was that the fine hand of
Dad Sinclair came loto play. To tem-
per the speed enough, and just enough,
to push her nose just enough and far
enough for Burns to make the draw
bar of the runaway—that was the
nicety of the big geamed hands on the
throttle and on the air, the very magic
of touch which on a slender bat of
steel could push a hundred tons of fly-
{ng metal up and hold it steady In &
play of six inches on the teeth of the
gale that tore down behind him.

Aguin suf agaln Burns tried to
couple and falled. Binclalr, stralning
anxlously ahead, caught sight of the
headlight of No. 1 rounding O'Fallon’s
bluffs.

e ecried to Burnos, and, Incredible
though it seems, the fireman heard.
Above all the infernal din, the tearing
of the flanges and the roaring of the

cared. |

wind Burns heard the cry. It nerved
bim to a supreme effort. He slipped the
eye once more loto the draw and man-
aged to drop his pin. Up went his
band in signal

Choking the steam, Sinclalr threw
the brake shoes flaming agalnst the
blg drivers. The sand poured on the
ralls, and with Burns up on the coalers
setting brakes the three great run-
aways were brought to with a Jerk
that would have astounded the most
reckless scapegraces in the world.

While the plucky fireman crept along
the top of the frelght cars to keep
from being blown bodily through the
alr, Binclalr, with every resource that
prain and nerve and power could ex-
ert, was struggling to overcome the
terrible headway of pursuer and pur-
sued, driving now frightfully Into the
beaming head of No. 1.

With the Johunson bar over and the
drivers dancing a gallop backward;
with the sand striking fire and the rails
burning under It; with the old sky-
scraper shivering agaln In A terrific
struggle and Burns twisting the heads
off the brak® rods; with every trick of
old Binclalr's cunning and his boy du
plicating every one of them In_the
cab of No. 1—still they came together,
It was too fearful a momeéntum to
overcome, when minutes mean miles
and tons are reckoned by thousands.

They came together, but instead of
an appalling wreck, destruction and
death it was only a bump. No, 1 had
the speed when they met, and it was
a car of coal dumped & bit sudden and
A pose on Georgle's engine like a full-
back's after a center rush. The pllot
doubled back Into the ponles, and the
headlight was seoured with nut, pea
and slack, but the stack was hardly
brulsed.

The minute they struck Georgle Bin-
clalr, making fast and leaping from
his eab, ran forward in the dark, pant-
Ing with rage and excitement. Burns,
torch in hand, was himself just jump-
Ing down to get forward. His face
wore its usual grin, even when Geor
gie assalled him with a torrent of
abuse.

“What do you mean, you red headed
fubber?* he ‘shouted, with much the
lungs of his father. “What are you
doing switehing coal here on the maln
line ¥’

In fact, Georgle called the astonished
fireman everything he could think of
until his father, who was blundering
forward on his slde of the engine, hear-
Ing tihre volce, turned and ran around
behind the tender to take a hand him-
self,

“Mean?' he roared above the blow
of his safety. “Mean?’ he bellowed In
the teeth of the wind. “Mean? Why,
you impudent, empty hended, ungrate-
ful rapscallion, what do you mean com-
ing around here to abuse a man that's
saved you and your traln from the
scrap?’

And blg Dick Burns,
with his torch, burst into an Irish
laugh, fairly doubled up before the
nonplused boy and listened with great
relish to the exeltad father and ex-
elted son. It was not hard to under
stand Georgle's amagement and anger
at finding Soda Water 8al behind thrée
ears of coal halfway between statlons
on the main line and on his time and
that the fastest time on the division.
But what smused Burns most was to
see the Imperturbable old Dad pitching
into his boy with as much spirit as the
young man himself showed.

It was becausé bhoth men were aeared
out of thelr wits; scared over thelr
narrow escape from a frightful wreck;
from having each killed the other,
maybe—the son the father, and the fa
ther the son.

For brave men do get scared, Don't
belleve anything else. Brt betweem

standing by

the fright of a coward and the fright
of a brave man there ls this difference
the coward's scare ls apparent before
the danger, that of the brave man after
it has passed, and Burns laughed with
] a tremendous mirth “at th' two o' thim
ajawin’,” as he expressed It
y man on the West End could turn
on lLis pills quicker than Georgie Bin-
clalr, though, If his hastiness misled
bhim. When It all came clear he climb-
ed into the old cab—the eab he himself
Lad once gone agalnst death In—and
with stumbling words tried to thank
the tall Irishman, who still laughed in
the excltement of having won.

Aund when Nelghbor mnext day,
thoughtful and taciturn, heard It all,
we very carefully looked Boda Water
“al nll over agaln.

Imd,” sald he, when the boys got
| through telling It for the last time,
| “she's a Letter machine than I thought

| whe waa.”

| *“There lsn't a better pulling your
conches,” malotalned Dad Sinelalr
stoutly.

“I'll put her on the maln line, Dad,
and give you the 168 for the cut off.
Hmn 7™
| “The 108 will sult me, Nelghbor, A
old tub—eh, Folay 7’ sald Dad, tl.lrnl}:
| to the cheeky engineer, who bad come
up In time to hear most of the talk.
| The old fellow had not forgotten e

ley's sneer at Soda Water Bal when he
| rechristened her. But Foley, too, bad
changed his mind and was ready to
give In.

“That's quite right, Dad” he ac
knowledged. “You can get more out
of any old tub on the division than the
rest of us fegllows can get out of a
Baldwin jdated. 1 mean It too
It's the best thing I ever heard of.
What are you golng to do for Burns,
| :lld.hbwf’ asked Foley, with hia usu-

forty miles an hout when they deshed | 1 wou thighing | wesld gite M

- -
-

Zm_—:
BSoda Water Bal ind put hifi of the
right side of the cab for a frelght run.
I reckon he earmed it last night” l

In a few minutes Foley started off to |
bunt up Burns. ;

“See here, Irish,” sald be In oft
hand way, “next time you '
string of runaways just remember to
climb up the ladder and set
brakes before you couple. It will mave
a good deal of wear and tear the
pllot bar, see? I hear you're to
get a run. Don’t fall out the
when you get over ou the right™

And that's how Burns was an
engineer and how Boda Water was
rescued from the disgrace of remning
on the trolley.

The Deception of Distanes,
“Ip's very deceptive to judge of the
sige or capacity of an object which s
fifty feet or more in the alr,” sald an
architect to the writer as ‘W& Wrere
passing the royal courts of Justice o
few days ago. “Now, look at that
clock,” polnting to the law eourts
clock, which hangs about seventy feet
above the pavement. “It looks yery
small, doesn't it? Hardly big snough
to hold a man Yet a parly of us
breakfasted in the case before the
works were put In" Everybody
knows how  deceptive Is the r-

ance of the Westminster cloek.

tng at the dial from the embankmen t
or from Great George street, It sdens
as If a man of medium sise ‘was
\ly stretch across the dial wi

arms. Yet it would take four of
outstretched arms to cross ity The
minute hand, which looks like AD Or-
dinary walking stick, Is longer than
the two tallest soldlers in the life
guards. The figures on the dial are
bigger than a three-year-old child, and
the second dots are as big as & dinner
plate.—London Graphle.

Fooling a Critle.

What can be mofe ‘mirth provoking
than the naive simplicity with which
a pompous critie, who prides himself
on his lynx eyed acuteness, will some-

times walk lnoto a trap that has been
get for hin®® When Alexander Pope
was translating Homer be read by re-
quest several books of the “Illad” to
Lord Halifax, whom he characterises
as n literary coxcomib, at his house.
During the reading his lordship wsev-
era]l times stopped the poet and sug-
gested that certaln passages might be
improved. Perplexed and irritated by
the advice, the poet withdrew with
Garth, who laughed heartily at the in-
cldent, and told him to leave the verses
just as they were, to call on Halifax
a month later, thank him for his eFit-
lelsms and then read again the verses
to him unaltered. Pope followed this
advice, saying to Hallfax that he hoped
his lordship would now find his objec-

tlons removed, upon which Halifax, de-
lighted, erled out: “Aye, now they are
perfectly right. Nothing ean be better.”
—Willlam Mathews In Buccess Maga-
elne.

Men nand “Love Stories.”™

When a1 man has passed through the
eycle of emotions called love he has
had his adventures; other people’s
ceise to have a personal bearing, and
he auticipates nothing further from
them.

It is not &3 with the young man and
womnn who, ‘ns the proverb says of
the yonng hear. have all thelr troubles
before thenn The world of love, so
Cull ¢f n tory for them, has become
@ the inaturer man transiated Into
the ¢onerete terms of domestie life.
e e relntlons of man and Weman
Comaln of fact that car

nnss to L
he tested Ly experlence,

Yot povelists 4o not seem te wnder
stand syehology of the mature
mun. ang they continne to make the
love story thelr ehlef staple, so -that
they nre read ehlefly by, young mel
and  woien callow as thelr owr
hernes nud heroines.  Pecunin they
are of conrse ecatering for a rger
market. Th mber of the lmmatnre
by nge awd the Dnmatore nature
are alwaye the Inrger '[ull'f man

kind.— Lordon Baturday Review,

“When the preacher preachdd at the
funeral of Turnbull's wife he sald be
had no doubt that she had gone
wiraight to heaven.”

“Yes. 1 heard him.”

u¥et Turnbull keeps right on betug
just as good as possible.” —~Chicago
Record-Herald.

When English capitalists were try-
ing to establish Angora goat raising in
South Africa they pald as much as ",
500 aplece for goats, to induce the
Turkish owners of fine stocks to riak
the severe penalties of the wultan’s
laws forbidding the exportation of An-
goras.

“The word ‘reviver’ spells the samo
backward or forward,” said the teach-
er. “Can you think of another?”

The serious boy scowled up from .
primer

“Tut-tut!” he cried contemptuously,
And the class worked on in sllence~

COMMON SENSE
1telligent people to use only
There

whlch print every Irlﬂt
hem upon the wm

lhmtlﬂlh““‘{

a6d lc
tive forest roots, by exsct processes
original with Dr. Plerce, and without the
use of a drop of aleohol, triple-refined and
chemically pare glycerine being used In-
stead In extracting and preserving the
curative virtues residing in the roots
employed, thess medicines are entirely
free from the objection of dol harm
by creating an appetite for elther al-
eoholle beverages or habit - forming
drugs. Examine the formula on thelr
bottle wrappers—the same as sworn o
Dr. Plerce, and you will find that
sGolden Medical Discovery,” the gres
blood - purifier, stomach tonle and
regulator—the medicine which, while not
recom ded to cure mption in ite
advanced stages (no medicine will do that)
yeot does cure all those catarrhal comdb
tions of head and throat, weak stomach,

torpid llver and bronehial trou weal
Iﬂl\‘;l and ha whm!

lected or badly trea lead up to
finally terminate In consump
Take the "Golden Medical »

in time and 1t Is not lkely to disa
r:m if only you give It & ‘

'alr trial.’ lnn't nmﬂ
won’t do supernatural things. You must
axercise your patience a

use for & reasonable %ﬁ

1[?'19”11 benefits. The |

. Plerce's medicines are w-rﬂ Ma

the ungualifed endorsemen scores

medical leaders —better lha:
lay, or non-prof
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Moro. Oregon.

City Dray

Delivered to any Part of the City
Piano and Furniture Moving.

Trunks and Grips Delivered
Jo and From all Trains.

REED HULSE

Proprietor of

CITY DRAY NO. 2

Draying of all Kinds.
Trunke and Gripe Hauled to and

from all trains

To succeed these days you
must have pleaty of grit, cour-

age,

the children? Are they thin,
pale, delicate? Do not forget
Ayer'’s Sarsaparilla. You
know it makes the blood pure
and rich, and builds up the
general health in every way.

S

O A LITTLE MISSIONARY WORK IN YOUR

idle days by telling your neighbors of the good
qualities of The Observer. If you can’t get their sub-
scriptions, send’ us their addresses and we will send
them sample copies. We - pay for all soliciting you do

NOTICE TO BREEDERS

The Monkiand

Percheren onse Associabion

Announce to the Farmers
of Sherman county that
their Percheron stallion

Colanthe]

Will make season of 1008
the following places and days

Mondays at Brock Bros., :
Tuesdays at Chris. Anderson
Wednesdays at L. L. Peetz
Thursdays at W. A. Woods
Fridays at T. W. Brannon
Saturdays at O.C. Mortensen

Certificate-of Pedigree. Colanthe is recorded by
the American Percheron Horse Breeders and Importers Associa-
tion, his recorded number being 40930. Color and description,
brown, star, small enip. Pedigree, foaled April 11th, 1903. Bred
and owned by H.G. McMillan of Rock Rapids, Iowa. Got by
Calypro 2601 [4457711. by Theudis 25015 [40871), by Befigue

1 }, by Brilliant III 11 116 [2919], by Fenelon 2682 [38). b

rilliant 1271 [755), by Brilliant 1899 [756]), by Coco 1L (714},
by Vieux Chaslin [718], by Coco [712), by Mignon (715}, by
Jean Le Blanc [739).

Dam. Corona 233566, by
2989‘2}, by Phenix 8849 [6983], by
jant 1271 }755]. by Briiliant 1899
Vieax Chaslin [718]), by Coeo [712
Le Blanc [739]. '

2d Dam. Babe 21146, by Plalon 10113 [10321], by Vaillant
‘7404], by Prosper [893], by Decie [892], by Vieux Pierre (894],

y Cooo {712[, by Mignon [716), by Jean Le Blanc [789].

8d Dam. Dimmitt 4450, imported from France in 1882 by

Dillon Bros., of Normal, Illinois.

Sandow 21144, by Clampin 13999
Fenelon 2682 [88], by Bril-
.Gﬁk’by Cooco 11 [714], by
y igp_?_l‘l. |715), by Jean

Terms of Service. BSingle leap $15, payable at time
of service. The season $20, payable at the end of the season.
To insure $25, payable when mare is known to be with foal.
Mare and colt to stand good for services. Care will be taken to
prevent accidents, but will be responsible for none. Trading,
selling, or removing the mare from the neighborhood forfeits the
insurance and money becomes due.

Andy Shearer, Manager

OREGON'’S
OPPORTUNITY

rts of the United Btates and Canada to all
orthwest will be again put into effect by

The Oregon Railroad & Navigation

Company and Southern Pacific Co.
(Lines in Oregon)

March 1, 1908

and will continue dally through-
out Mareh and Apiil.

® From the princl clties of the

middie west the rates will be as follows:

Covoxisr RaTzs from all
parta of Oregon and the

FROM FROM
CHICAQGO...... seseenes 00 COUNCIL BLUFFS. $30.00
BT, JOUIB. . .ooovvunsrnress 00 OMAHA cerenene. 580,00
KANBAS OITY.....oocoone $30.00 BT. PAUL $30.00

> ing vates from all othes Eastern points. Btopovers at
pleasure at all points in Oregon.

The Colonist Rate = mmu of all homebuilders, Oregon-has
unlimited resources and more people who desire homes and larg-
wr

ties.
people can accom plish splendid results by heralding this op-
unity to all the world. Bend Oregon literature .lvlnf good, relia-
laformation about the .uu. far and wide. Call on the above rall-

Ml‘orltlfmj
Fares can be Prepaid

Here at home If desired. Any agent ls anthorized to accept the requir-
od deposit and telegraph tioket to any point. Call on or address
O, M. CADY, AgtO. R. &N, WM. McMURRAY,

Moro, . Gen. Pass. Agt., Portland, Oregon.

MORO PHARMACY

Expert, Experienced, Registered Pharmacists
Megicines Carefully Compounded.

Complete Assortment of Sliverware and Jewelry

FORMALDEHYDE, RUBBER GOODS, PERFUMERY,
BRUSHES, GOMBS, SPONGES, CIGARS,

Any and all Kinds of Patent Medicine Alwavs In Stock

o

o - wt 11
THE DALLES HOSPITAL
A modern bospital
diseaser, sieept fuch as nre ocouts inns,
Rates, from $10.00 to $21.00 per week, nccording to room

Ambulance will meet all traine and boats if bhospital is notified,

for the treatment of all, medienl nnd surgica

For Further Information Addross

Drs. Ferguson and Reuter,

Medical Directors.

it Reading a ﬂélighl Now

]
| thut's why we please our patrons, "“

B | | Hardware, Dry Cooods and

e e

| ":.gmmmﬁ‘.?ﬁ

“It certainly is, and I thank you
{ Mr. Optician for fitting my eyes #o
perfectly. 1 have had glasees of all
kinds, but this last pair I got of you / ¢
beats them all.” y - (

a lopg time before he wonld let us fix his eves o
He said nll glasses were alike and what wis |
the ose. Now you coull pot get him to po | \ |

elsewhere. We are perfeot “eye fitters,” and

‘We coaxed that man r%

F. . Clark, Jeweler, & Optician l_'}«f i

/

THE DALLES, ORLGON

L4 .
When writing for Catalog

JONES CASH STORE

Odfers b maving on = halever

vouw may meed Send lor

Catdlog

The Buyers Guide
Front and Oak St

PORTLAND OR

ad .
Mail Ol'li:r House n
Northwest

the
GROCERIES

|

’ LARGEST CATALOG
|

Supplues of all kinds quoted
o oyt teguine Moathly

Catsleg =

Mention this paper

e r———
el

F o P s ~ i ad 5 e o7 / -
| (@ T TS 2 i S o B e i (11‘11/11rz///."/f/’///’l’t"l’l?)"ﬁ

Moro's BARBER SHOP

Porcelain Bath Tubs.

tverything first Class and Up to date.

Agent for the Best Steam Laundry
Shop in Brick Building next Observer Cffice
EDGAR LEWIS, Proprletor.

MORO =~ - OREGON.

o AT T T B T PP I TS T 0 1 e e T fm:ﬁaw-‘c@-ﬁ

o S ST T AT

[nternational Correspondence 2
|
|

.1 e erE.

SCHOOL

SCRANTON, -

|
| PENNSYLVANIA,

Architecture Bookkeeping Stenography

Commercial Law, Advertising

. l“l\'i! Service, Mechanical Engineering,
Gas Engineering, Mining Engineering, Locomotive Runming,
Plumbing, Heating and Ventilating,

French, German, Spanish, taught with

Edison Phonegraph.

E Chemistry
|
]
Full information furnished free upon request by

Banking and Banking Law,
Show Card Writing
Mechanical Drawing Electrical Engineering
Newspaper Illustrating, Civil Engipeering, Steam Engineering
q

H. V. REED, Representative,

64 1-2 Sixth street, Portland, Ore.
Mw“mmumd

«Everyone Exclaims——
About Our :Lights!”

*THE LAMPS are splend Fveryone exclaims showt the ount
am. lighs
. Reese, Tiflin, Ohio. "My City iriends :'i*l-
ere say they are as good as Gas. In faet, my
ome is now considered the best ligh
in the county, Why, when we go visit our
neighbors of an evening it it hard to hee
e ming about the poor light they haw

The Angla Lamp Is the mew method of burning
common kerosene oil, agd is as different from the
3 ordinary lamps in resw/fs as it i= in afprarence, It

makes common kerosena the best, the chespest
and the most satisfactory of ell lighting methods.
Bafer and more reliable than gascline or moetylens,
yot as convenient to operate as gas or electricity.

The Angle Lamp

1] and extinguished e e, M1 e turned high or low without ndor. Mo smoke P!
i ~h v : hves . . no danger. Filled whily
'o:“ m—lﬁon?“ M‘m Hequ ing but once or twice & wesk. 1t foods & voous wilh e Leautliul, sell, mel
-zl amp scruaily pays for itrelf. For while the ordinary round wick lamp, v ST heaper
of all II,:M.' b5, brgrais bt About b hours on & quart of oll, ‘IL hl:gie I‘.anl,.n:-‘..f:-:u:‘lrl{!:’;T:rrl‘rl-:qr‘;u an
Bt send for ouf catalog * . * explainiag the pew principies employed in this lamp, aod for o 1 -l

ot g o 30 DAYS TRIAL-
Wouldn't ;:. likes to hawe your home nlm?ﬂnﬂ: referred tn by your pelghtc

:r'-—lf .-....n.u‘m would cost 8o syuc b less than your presenm sy -ste
for catalog * | describing The Angle u...,.mf, and ilsting £14 ron
™, NEW Yoo
| A . TS A L DT e W e i e ¥

Lamps may be seen at the Observer office

PIONEER BLUE BARN

MORO, OREGON.
LIVERY, FEED AND SALE STABLES.
J., M. DUNAHOO, Proprietor and Manager.

Te %' ome from The Dalles or Any Sherman sounty points at our expense.
Hervios  furnished to or from Moro to any points.

OUR MOTTO “Please the public.”

EVERYTHING NEW AND UP-TO-DATE,
SPECIAL RATES TO COMMERCIAL TRAVELERS

——

0§ .Hl 8




