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! THE ONE

SURE WAY

To have money is to save It. The one sure way to save it
is to deposit it with Wasco Warehouse Milling Co, bank.
You will then be exempt from the annoyance of having
it burn holes in your pockets. Aside from the fact that
your money will be safe from theft; the habit of saving
tends to the establishment of thrift, economy, discipline
and a general understanding of business principals essen-
tial to your success, :

To these wishing such relations we heartily extend our services.
Wasco WAREHOUSE

Micuine Co. BANK . moro

Al B s BB B B BT BB L/.mug

HoTeEL [VIORO

Nearest Hotel to Business Center, Banks and Depot.
Sunday Dinner 35 cents.

YIwY. '?‘l_'_'u

First Class Barber Shop in the Hotel.

Opposite Post Office

Moro, Oregon.

Hotel Kent

R. Moslacher,

Iént,
> OPegon.

prop.

Accommodations First Clags. Headquarters for Traveling Men

looms Well Furnighed, Nicely Ventilated, Newly Renovated

The Best of Table Board at Moderate Price.

x| o

['f. S T o F where the people stop

."'J"? p

” The Umatilla House
- ‘Tihye ID;smlleos, (Oregoni,

HBleam Heat. Electric Lights Eleetrie Call Bells,

HOTEL RATES TO SUIT YOW:

' All OR & N Trains Stop at Front Door
[ - Railway Ticket Office in the Lobby.

T. N. CROFTON, Proprietor,

- o

T T T e
[ PLUMBING 1 STEAM FITTING §
i -
class
Dynamite and powder work on all kinds of Rock Excavations

;\“ ki.ln]ﬁ'nf }:-'w-'r\'nil‘ and Cistern work in con
installed firat
H. A. Stuart, Moro, Oregon.
Piastening, Prick anp (JOKCRETE \\ORK
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#
Oregon ‘‘Builders’’

Are you doing what you can to populafe your state?

neclion with water systems in

style and all work done puaranteed.

EERAFFRIFFI IS0 ¥

PEL R cRRE s BEES

:

Hettlera, honest farmers, mechanios,

OREGON NEEDS PEOPLE
ains, strong hands and s willing

merchants, clerks, people with br
heart—ecapital or no capital. :

The Oregen Railroad and Navigation Co.

tons of Oregon literature to the East for distribution
Will you not help the good work
of bullding Oregon by sending us the names and addresses of your
friends who are likely to be interested in this state? We will be
gind to bear the expense of sending them complete information
about OREGON, and Its opportunities, ’ ’

COLONIST TICKETS will be on sale during SBEPTEMBER

and OUTOBER from the East to all points in Oregon. The fures

Is sending
through every available agency,

from a few principal cities are s ' i
Frn[n ]lt"ll\-'!'l'_ . .*:“} 00 Frnm |‘“|lir\'i”l‘ ‘ll T(]
“ - Omaha 30.00 ¢ Cincinnati 42.20
u , Kdanene City 30.00 0« Cleveland 44 756
«  8t. Louis, . . 36.60 ¢ New York 55.00
“  Chicago. ...... 38 .00
Tickets can be Prepaid

If you waut to bring & friend or relative to Oregon, deposit the

proper smount with any of our agents. The ticket will then be
furnished by telegraph. F. CRA BTREE, Loeal Agent, Moro, Or.

Wm. Mecllurray,
Portland, Oregon.

READ THE OBSERVE

General Pagsenger Agent,

ALL the time.

For County news
\

First street, Strong brick, Moro, Ore.

Confectionery
Cigars, Tobaccos

Billiard and Pool Tables

Ice cold drinks aud ice cream in sea-
son. _Soda water, bottled and fountain,
always on hand,

Vinton Hotel

GRASS VALLEY, ORE.
New Entirely.

|Convient to Business

[y 2 LY

PRICES REASONABLE

Conducted on Best Principles

Commercinl Trade Soliclied

When
in
Porvtland h()ﬂ

STOP AT

Hotel Oregon

| Corner 7th and Stark Streets.
It is new and Hs rooms are provided with
running water and long distance tele:
phones. European plan. Rates
$1 per day and upward

Wm. Rudolf |

Highest priced room $3

per nla_-. =

Chas. Wright, President.
M. C. Dickinson, Manager.

Domond Hotel

I\O\Iright—Diclltinson Hotel Co.|

Protland, Oregon.

1
|
| |
1 .

OSCAR

oo T s o ot

ANDERSON MANAGER |

|  Free bus to and from trains
Rates by the day
|60 c, 7Tbc, $1.00, $1.60, $2.

‘ Europeann Plan

|

|A Good Clean Family Hotel

Watkins Remedss

Until further notice I will not|
[carr; with me on my trips over the
county any medicines, salves or
liniments; but a full stock will be
[kept on hand at my store and all
| mail orders will be promptly tiled

;Alaz Huater, Agt, Demoss, (repon

|
|

0. B

| Moro, Oregon,

City Dray

Express and Freight

Piano and Furniture Moving.

Trunks and Grips Delivered
To and From all Trains.

REED HULSE

Proprietor of

CITY DRAY NO. 2

Draying of all Kinda,

Trunke and Gripe Hauled to and

from all trains
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FOLK'S
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\ Ve IMreastory o 1 3
Fown and Village lf Ur n and
Weshingtom, giving & Doescriptive
iketeh of each plece, Locatlon,

Ehipping Facllitios and a Classi-
fisd Directory of each Dusiness
und Profession

K L. MOLK & €0, Ine
sSenttle, Wnsh,

Deliyered to any Part of the City |

Messinger|

STRGET' GREAT FAT

Diamond Star Held on to Bal
Dropped §50 Feet. .

WON ON THIRTEENTH TRIAL.

Plucky Catcher Aoumplilh.“l' Feat
Many Experts Vainly A

ingten Monument, Was Five and
Three-quarter Seconds Falling,

From a little window only a few
feet belaw the top of the Waslhington
monument at the mnational
there dropped the other day a haseball
such as 18 used by the big leagnes.
curved, twisted, squirmed and
with a thud and an lmpact that nearly
knocked the daring reciplent down

landed In the padded hand of Charlie |

Bireet, an American league catcher,

When  that  Insignificant  looking |
brick Sue aud Johnsy hs »
gphere had landed a feat long consid- | Jnh:m e .:\_Jr.“”] [_Ill_j r'l:rui] iy ltugio.
ered Impossible hmd been accomplish- | was (1 ”“- .\Ifll'm--“:r-'- ““;‘:"”;“3- (_'nl.
ed, and Street was heralded as .the | If:h'rmu .n“‘\' h-ll.uu ¢ rl 1rl:“nl ‘":]
. 3 Ac e

first man who had ever caught a ball d'bote of _m' Elghth klrvlt "l.:ln:on.
thre om suc Mghit—550 foet. g Sutdipiiien i intocs sy

irown from such a helgh W € I fco’s” and-found thelr tastes in art

The Impact agalnst the pltcher's mitt

Is estimated at 200 pounds. The ve-
locity in the last second was tre-
mendons,

Street used the ordinary catcher's
glove.

The stirring scene was witnessed by |

only a few men, who had been fovited
to fhe test., There was SBtreet hlmself,
standing slxty feet away Tfrom
of the monument. Around him
clustered I'reston Gibson, newspapér

basa.

proprietor and clubman; Ganoley, left |

fielder of the Washingtons, and Mec-
Bride, shortstop.

Far above this lttle group, In the

tiny window that looked like a dot.on |
maik |

the monument, stood another
He had ten bgseballs with him. He
constructed of two little planks a sort
of runway, down which hé was to roll
the spheres

There was no warning of when the
first ball or the last one was to come
hurtling down to Btreet. He didn't
have the advantage of the usual sig-
nals from the pitcher. All he could do
was to stand there, eyes llke slits,
hands held out, head up, walting.

He knew that before bhim
glants of the dlamond as Buck Ew-
ing, Paul Hines, Charley Bayder and
Malachli Kittredge had stood In that
same spot long ago and made gallant
but futile attempts to capture the base
balls that swistted and sank dow
ward faster than any express traln
wiggling as if they had Bt. Vitus
dance, now belng ewept this way v
the wind, In an Insgant forced In nn
other directlon, always erratle, =»
wnys bafMing.

Street stood on the north side of t
monument. Sudderly Ganley sang ou!
“Here she comes! Btreetr' saw the
ball—a tiny dot against the sky. The
wind whisked 1t to one side.. Btri:i
ghifted his position. It took just
and three-quarter seconds for the p
to hit the earth, thirty feet from hl
Agiain came a whistling, erratie b
It plunged far from the catcher. B

| en other spheres shot downward, s
yet Street might as well have been :

mile away

Ball No. 11 eame closer to the m
below, and he had his gauge. T
twelfth ball hommed almost

Street's hands. It touched the tips
his fingers, and from the lmpact
knew that If one of the missiles |
his head it would be good night f
him

Gritting his teeth at the thought th
unlncky thirteen was coming his w
carrving defeat, the plucky eatche
heard Ganley silng out agaln:

“You've got it!"

-

There was a “bang,” and B8tr
quivered from head to foot, as & ship
would guiver in a collision., He stow!
as still as a wooden Indlan, looking

at the little sphere in his hands. Then
he laughed llke a chlld, only half con
sclous of the fact that he had done
what no man In the world ever b

done before

Street described his experiemce ns
r””li“‘i

“The approach of the ball appeared
to be In wavy lines, and that motion

was made more reallstie by the prevail

Ing winds, I couldn't gauge the line of
flight, and that 1s a condition of the
first Importance in stopping a ball It
was nn unusually windy day

“When 1 touched the twelfth ball |
knew that I wonld succeed, My nerve

came back, and when the thirteenth
ball arrived 1 closed In on It and held

It falrly and squarely
“l ean't say very much more about
t, only that the force was more ter-
Ible than that of any ball | ever
anght In my life, elther batted or
I guess the speed was many

thrown
Imes greater than that of a ball burl
o1 at me hy Pltcher Johnson.”

Training Bank Employees to 8hoot.

As the result of the brime wave that
has swept over Massachusetts, with Its
accompaniment of murders, burglaries,
holdups and robberies, the Bhawmut
Natlonal bdnk, one of the largest In
Boston, has equipped a shooting gal
lery In the basement of its bullding,
and every employee I8 required to take
his twrn at target practice for half an
hour dally. » Automatic guns are fur-
nished every employee, from messen-
gers to bank cashiers, and the em-
ployees are sent off in squads for thelr
practice, which is under the suparvi-
slon of the chlef watchman of the
bank.

Esperante Books For Blind.
The Baperantista have decided to pub-
lish books in Hsperanto for the blind

onael
and to prepare proper exhibits to Elve | Why, that's almest as good & c_ni

Information relative to Kaperanto.

ted. |
Sphere. Dropped From Top of Wash- |

capital |

It |
then |

the !

such |

|and then “elght” and “seven” almost
| togat her

" m— ) 2

By O. HENRY.

right, 1906, by the 8. 8. McClure Ce.)
N a lttle district west of Washing-
ton square the streets have run
crnzy and brokén themselves into
sinall «trips called places. These
pldces make strange angles and curvea.
Oue streel crosses Itself a tlime or two,
An artlst ouce discovered a valuable
possibllity In this street. Buppose a
collector with a bill for palnts, paper
and canvas should In traversing this
ronfe sudidenly mweet himself coming
back without a cent having been pald
on account!

8o to qualot old Greenwich village

the art people, soon came prowling,
hunting for vnorth windows and elght-
| eeuth century guables and Dutch attics
and low reuts. Then they lmported

somwe pewter mugs and a chafing dish
or two from Sixth avenue and became
| & “eolony.”
| At the t

ir of a squatty three story

chicory sulad and  bishop sleeves so
i congenll that the jolut studlo resulted.
| That was 1o May. In November a
| cold, unsecn stranger, whom the doe-
| tors call&dl Poeumonla, stalked about
| the colony, touching one here and there
with Lis ley finger. Over on the east
slde this mvager strode boldly, smit-
Ing his victims by scores, but his feet
trod slowly through the maze of the
narrow and moss grown places,

|  Mr. I'neumonia was not what you
| wounld eall a chivalrie old gentleman.
| A mite of a ltile woman with blood

thinued by Californla zephyrs was hard-

ly falr

game for the red fisted, short
breathed old duffer. But Johnsy be
smote, and she lay, scarcely moving,

on her painted (ron bedstead, looking
through the small Dutch . windowpanes
|a‘ the blank side of the next brick
|, house.

|  One morning the busy doctor invited
| Bue into the bhallway with a shaggy
|g'u_\' eyvebrow.

‘“he has one chance In, let us say,
| ten,”” he sald as he shodk down the
| mereury- in his elinleal thermometer,
“nmdd that chance is for her to want
to live, This way people have of lin-
ing up on the side of the undertaker
| makes the entire pharmacopoeia look
silly. Your little lady has made up
her mind that she's not golng to get
well, Has she anything on her mind 7

“She—she wanted to paint the bay
of Naples some day,” sald Sue,

“Paint? Bosh! Has she anything on
her mind worth thinking about twice—
a man, for instance "

“A man?" said Sve, with a Jewsharp
twang in her volee. “Is A man worth—
Rut, no, doctor, there 18 nothing of the
kind.”

“Well, It 1s the weakness, then,” sald

!

e doctor. 1 will do all that sclence,
go far as it may fAlter through my ef-
forts, can accomplish, But whenever
ny patlient begins to count” the car-

riages In her funeral procession 1 sub-
tract per cent from the curative
power of medicines If you will get
her to ask one question about the new
winter styles In cloak sleeves I will
you one in five chance for
her Instead of one in ten.”

After the doctor had gone Bue went

to the workroom and cried a Japa-
napkin to a pulp, Then she swag-
with her

6o

iromlse

gered Into Jolnsy's Troom

lrawing board, whisting ragtime.
Johngy luy, scarcely making a ripple
nder the bedelothes, with her face to-
vard the window, Sue stopped whis-

. thinking she was asleep.

She arranged ber board and began a
pen and lok drawing to illustrate a
nagazine story. Young artists must
pave thelr way to art by drawing ple-
magazine storles that young
to pave thelr way to

furea for
authors write
Ilterature

As- Sue was sketching a palr of ele-
gant horse show riding trousers and a
monocle on the figure of the hero, an
Idaho cowboy, she heard a low sound
severnl timesa' repeated. She went
Juickly to the bedside,

Johnsy's eyes were open wide. Bhe
wns looking out the window and count-
lug—counting backward,

she sald, and a little later

“Twelve,”
and then “ten” and “nine,”

L
“eleven,”

Bue looked sollcitously out the win-
dow. What was there to count? There
wns only a .bare, dreary yard to be
seen and the blank side of the brick
house twenty feet away., An old, old
Ivy vine gnarled and decayed at the
roots climbed halfway up the brick
wall, The cold breath of autumn had
stricken its leaves from the vine until
Its skeleton branches clung almost
bare to the crumbling bricks.

“What is It, dear?' asked Bue.

“Hlx,” sald Johnsy in almost a whis-
per “They're falling faster now,
Three days ago there were almost a
hupdred. It made my head ache to

count them. But now it's easy. There
goes another one, There are only five
left now."

“Five what, dear?

“Léaves on the lvy vine,
last one falls I must go
known that for three days
doctor tell you?"

“Oh, 1 never heard of such non-
sense,” complained Suve, with mag-
nificent scorn. “What have old Ivy
leaves to do with your getting well?
And you used to love that vine so, you
paughty girl, Dou't be a goosey. Why,
the doctor told me this morning that
your chances for getting well real soon
were—let's see exactly what he sald—
he sald the chances were ten to

Tell your Sudle.”
When the
too. I've
Didn't the

s we have in Nqw Xork when we

on the street cars or walk past a new
bullding. Try to take some broth now
and let Budie go back to her drawing,
80 she can sell the edidor man with it
and buy port wine for her sick child
and pork chops for her greedy self.”

“You peedn't get any more wine”
said Johnsy, keeping her eyea fixed out
the window. “There goes another.
No; 1 don't want any broth. That
leaves just four. I want to see the
last one fall before it gets dark; then
I'll go too."

“Johnsy, dear,” sald Bue, bending
over her, “will you promise me to keep
your eyea closed and not look out the
window until 1 am done working? 1
must hand those drawings in by tomor-
row. I need the light or I would draw
the shade down.”

“Couldn’'t you draw in the other
room 7 asked Johnsy coldly.

“I'd rather be here by you,” sald
Bue. “Besides, 1 don't want you to
keep looking at those silly 1vy leaves.”

“Tell me as soon as you have fin-
Ished,” sald Johnsy, closing her eyes
and lying white and still as a fallen
statue, “because I want to see the last
one fall I'm tired of walting. I'm
tired of thinking. I want to turn loose
my hold on everything and go salling
down, down, just like one of those
poor, tired leaves.”

“Try to sleep,” sald Bue. "1 must
call Behrman up to be my model for
the old hermit miner. I'll not be gone
a minute. Don't try to move till 1
¢ome back."”

0Old Bebhrman was a painter who
lived on the ground floor beneath them.
He was past sixty and had a Michel
angelo's Moses . beard curllng down
from the head of a satyr along the
body of an \mp. Behrman was a fall-
ure In art.  Forty years he had wielded
the brush without getting near enough
to touch the bem of his mistress’ robe.
He had been always about to paint a
masterplece, but had never yet begun
It. For several years he had painted
nothing except now and then a daub
In the line of commerce or advertising.
He earned a Ilittle by serving as a
model to those young artists In the
colony who could not pay the price of
a professional. He drank gin to ex-
cess and still talked of his coming
masterplece, For the rest he was a
flerce little old man, who scoffed terri-
bly at softness in any one and who re-
garded himself as especial mastiff In
waliting to protect the two young art-
ists In the studio above.

Bue found Behrman smelling strong
Iy of juniper berries In his dAimly light-
el den below, In one corner was a
blank canvas on an easel that had been
walting there for twenty-five years to
recelve the first llne of the master
plece. Bhe told him of Johnsy's fancy
and how she feared she would Indeed,
light and fragile as a leaf herself, float
away when her slight hold upon the
world grew weaker.

0ld Bebrman, with his red eyes plain-
Iy streaming, shouted his contempt and
derislon for such idiotic Imaginings.

“Vass!"™ he cried. “Is dere people In
de world mit der foollshness to die be-
cause leafs dey drop off from a con-
fonded vine? 1 haf not beard of such
A thing. No, 1 vill not bose as & model
for your fool hermit dunderhead. Vy
b you allow dot silly pusiness to come
In der prain of her? Ach, dot poor
lettle Miss Johnsy!”

“8hé 18 very Il and weak,” sald Bue,
“and the fever has left her mind mor-
bid and full of strange fancles. | Very
well, Mr. Behrman, If you do not care
to pose for me, you needn't But 1
think you are a horrid old—old flibber
tigibbet.”

“You are just llke a woman!” yelled
Behrman., “Who sald T vill not/ bose?
Go on. | come mit you. For Half an
hour I haf peen trylng to say dot I am
ready to bose. Gott, dis is not any
blace In which one so goot as Miss
Johnsy shall lle sick. Bome day I vill
balnt a masterplece, and ve shall all go
avay. Gott, yes!"”

Oregon State Pair ¢ Exposition

FOR 19038
The Largest and Best of al the Pacific Coast fairs .

Special Railroad Rates

Salem, Oregon, Sept. (4 to 19

Greatest exhibit of anv coast fair

Races ¢ very |].|'\' of the Fair
New buildings all completek

Free evening entertainments
McElroys Band and Orchestra

Prominent men will speak

Walks and grounds the tinest
Free camping for thousands

Johnay was sleeping when they
went upstalrs. Sue pulledithe shade
down to the window slll and motioned
Behrman into the other room. In there
they peered out of the window fear- |
fully at the ivy vine. Then they looked |
at each other for a moment without |
speaking. A persistent eold raln was |
falling, mingled with snow. Behrman,
In his old blue shirt, took his seat as
the hermit miner on an upturned ket-
tle for a rock.

When Bue awoke from an hour's
gleep the next morning she found
Johnsy with dull, wide open eyes star-
Ing at the drawn green shade.

“Pull It up; T want to see,” she or
dered In a whisper.

Wearlly Bue obeyed.

But, lo, after the beating raln and
flerce gusts of wind that had endured
through the livelong night there yet
stood out against the brick wall one Ivy
leaf. Tt wip the last on the vine. Btill
dark green near its stem, but with its
serrated edges tinted with the yellow
of dissolution and decay, It hung brave-
Iy from a branch some twenty feet
above the ground.

“It is the last one,” sald Johnsy. “I
thought it would surely fall during the
pight. 1 heard the wind. It will fall |
today, and I shall die st the same
time.”

“Dear, dear,” sald Sve, leaning her
worn face down to the plllow, “think
of me If you won't think of yourseif!
What would I do?’

But Johnsy did not answer. The
lonesomest thing In all the world is a
soul when It Is making ready to go on
its mysterious far journey. The fancy
seemed to possess her more strongly
as one by one the ties that bound her
to friendship and to earth were loosed.

The day wore Away, and even
through the twilight they ocould see
the lona ivy leaf clinging to its stem
against the wall. And then with the
coming of the night the north wind
was agaln loosed, while the rain still
beat against the windows and pattered
down from the low Dutch savea

When it was light ssongh Johoay,
he eeetiese  sessrmanded that e

e o g e
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Agl‘icuI ural Co'leze hold nfeetings Fanc y stock shown |!al]y v
Reserved Boxes can be had in Advance for Races.
Complete Prggram for Six Days. - - Two Great Shows
Day and Night. - - Something Doing Every Hour

# g -
ks
\
nﬁi {l! wa ard e ol & m
Aotk of ol B oo cod e Tamle, Do
Of the Second Eastern Oregon District
Comprised of the Countles of Wasco,
Hood River, Sherman, Gilliam, Crook,
and Wheeler, will be heid at
Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday, and 8aturday
The Main Attractions are
‘Irrlil' Pavilion in the 1i[_\'
Stock laxhibit Speed Attractions,
School Childrens Exhibit Balloon Ascensions.
Arnolds Amugement Co, who will out do former efforts.
All railroad and boat lines will give reduced rates of fare
Handsome Premiums Offered (or all Exhibits, Races, Ete.
See premium list, which will be furnithed upon application
A great exhibit of our annual regourccs and endless amusements
in enr lots are in store for everybody.
J.L. KE"], prasident.  J. . Patterson, Seeratary.
shade be ralsed “With good nursing you'll win. And
The Ivy leal was s ww | must see another case I have
Johnsy lay for a long time ng | downstalrs. Behrman his name s
at it And then she calldl to Sue, who | Some kind of an artist, I belleve.
was stirring ber chickén broth jqver | Pneumonia too. He is an old, weak
the gas stove, : man, and the attack is acute. ‘There
“I'vé beéen a bad girl, Suwdle,” sald | I8 no hope for him, but he goes to the
| Johnsy. “Something has made that  hospital today to e made more com-
fortable.”
The next day the doctor sald to Bue:
She's out of danger. You've wom
Nutrition and care now—that's all”

And that afternoon Sue came to the
bed where Johnsy lay contentedly knit-
ting v blue and very useless wool-
en shoulder scarf and put one armm
nround her, plllows and all,

I bave something to tell you, white
mouse,” she sald. “Mr. Behrman died
of ppeumonia today in the hospital
ITe was Ul only two days. The janitor
found him on the morning of the frst
day Io his room downstalre belpless
with pain [1is shoes and clothing
were wet through and ley cold Thay
couldn't lmagine where he had been
m such a dreadful night. And them
they found a lantern, still lighted, and
1 ladder that had been dragged from
{its place and some scattered brushes
[and a palette with green and yellow
| colors mixed on it, and—look out the
window, dear, at the last Ivy leaf on
[the wall. Didn’t you wonder why it
never fluttered or moved when the
wind blew? Ah, darling, At's Behe
| man's masterplece. He painted It there
it'm night thiat the last leaf fell*

I Head Down, "
The habit of walking “head down™
Y ; seems to be growing upon ua I cam-

. ! | not help noticing that a vast majority
last lenf stay there — , how | of men are gazing blankly at the pave-
wicked | waa It in to want to | ment as they proceed. Are they M-
die. You may bl + a little broth {-mersed In thought? Are h weak in
now and sowme mil’'c with a little port the neck? Are their hats tdo “'
In It, and—no, biing me a hnod mirror Do they try to avold acquaintamees?
first, and then pack some pitiows abont Are they “‘d‘-‘m to make an im-
me, and | will sit up and watch yon pression that they are m out

K" some giant problem? Is there any-
As boer latér she thing pretty In the pavemeat? Are
“Sudle, some day | hope to palat the thelr shoes attractive? Are they
bay of Napies.” ashamed to lift their eyes, throw out
The doctor came o ¢ ufternson, thelr chests and look the world In the
and Bue had an escuse to go loto the |face? How many men do you know
ballway as he left. who ait :;:“ In a public a
“Even chances,” sald the doctor, Lik.  @Yyes on level, head well &
chances, 0 ack 1 New Yok “Th

e A ""‘"‘"C“.
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