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" Quick and Cheap!

——F

Of Every Description to Order

ibber Stamps Furnished.

Established 1887.

Moro, Sherman County, Qx'cguu, Friday, January 22, 1909.
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Five Cents

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.

%o those wishing such relations we heartily extend our servicss.

Wasco WAREHOUSE
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The Lincoln

The Nation's Tribute to
“a Great White Soul,” a
*Humanized Interpreta-
tion of the Golden Rule”

-
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HE hour when a great white
soul comes to earth should be
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held In perpetual memory. The
soil his foot first presses Is
llowed ground. Time and place are
er so sacred as when they mark
the advent of those sent of God to help
men. They form the links that bind
heaven and earth. They lend an added
luster to every time and every place,
just. as one who wears the human form
worthdly confers nobility on all of the
sons of men.

MORO PHARMACY

Expert, Experienced, Registered Pharmacists
Medicines Carefully Compounded.

Complete Assortment of Sllverware and Jewelry

FORMALDEHYDE, RUBBER GOODS, PERFUMERY,

Abraham Lincoln made every one lu
human guisée more preclous. He re
minds us of our better selves. e wasa
symbol of the homellest and common-
est, yet of the highest and rarest hu-

without becoming more loving, more
charitable and more true. There Is not
element in him that does not make

@ better to contemplate. The pure In
heart can read all of his life without a
blush, and the gentlest and most timid
can view his every deed without a
shudder. Lincoln had goodness with
righteousness, spirituality

BRUSHES, GOMBS, SPONGES, CIGARS. without eunt, Intellectuality withou

Any and all Kinds of Patent Medicine Alwavs In {tocln

dogmatism and power without tyran-
ny. He had most of the talents with
none of thelr abuses. There are many

«—«THE DALLES HOSPITALY,

A modern bospital for the treatment of all medical and surgica

diseases, except snch as ure contagious.

Rates, from $10.00 to $21.00 per week, according to room
Ambulance will meet all trains and boats if hospital ie notified.

For Further Information Address

Drs. Ferguson and Reuter,

Medical Directors.

great men we can admire and respect,
but Lincoln we can love,

He was born a hundred years ago
this year. It is fitting, therefore, thai
the land for which he lived and died
should honor the event as It has hom
ored but one other of its sons. We
have not enough of the supreme souls
that we can spare the example of one
It 18 not for their sake that we eanon
fze them, but for the sake of all the
rest. They do not need our pralse, but
we need thelr stimulus. By upliftin
them we uplift ourselves. They act o

man things. We cannot think of him |

Centenary

By James A. Edgerton
Copyright, 1008, by the
American Press Asociation |
L)
BA ARAAANAAS
local committee of the Limeoln Cen-
tennial assoclation are such distin
gulshed men as former Vice President
Adlal E. Stevenson, Chlef Justice Ful-
ler. of the United Btates supreme
| court, Senators Cullom and Hopkins,
Speaker Cannon, Governor Deneen,
General Manager Melville E. Stone of
| the Associated Press and other old or
| new friends of the martyr president
| equally eminent.
i Among those who will participate in
| the ceutenary exercises are the Brit-
| 1sh and French ambassadors, the two
| recent eandidates for the presidency,
ex-Becretary Taft and Mr. Bryan, and
others whose names are household
words in more than one land. Now
that the Springfield program has been
adopted by the educational authorities
of so many of the states this simple
ceremony will become the most widely
observed and impressive memorial
gervice ever glven to a single man on
the American continent If mot in the
world, But this will by no means end
the observation of the. Lincoln cente-
nary. Almost equally notable will be
the celebration at the Lincoln birth-
place farm, which will then be dedl
cated and thrown open to the public
as a natlonal park. At this Kentucky
ceremony President Roosevelt has
promised to be present; also Mark
Twaln, Governor Folk and “others dis-
tinguished In politics, laow and letters
There 1s a generous emulation with
out rivalry between the two commit
tees that have In charge the respective
celebrations at the birthplace and the
tomb, Thus the two ends of Mr. Lin
coln's pathway will be bright with
glory,, while the fame of his life will
stretch ke ' # talnbow befween. But

the chief celebration will be peither at’

fpringfield nor at the Rock 8Spring

HoTeEL [VIORO

Nearest Hotel to Buriness Center, Banks and Depot.

Sunday Dinner 35 cents.

First Class Barber Shop in the Hotel.

Opposite Post Office ‘

Moro, Oregon.
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Osserver  will reach

people in Sherman County than
by any other medium available.
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, STOP

where the people stop

The Dalles, Oregoi,

Bteam Heat. Electrie Lights

HOTEL RATES TO SUIT YOU.
All OR & N Trains Stop at Front Door

T. N. CROFTON, Proprietor.

I e

The Umatilla House H

Eleotric Call Bells,

Railway Ticket Office: in the Lobby.

ABRAHAM LINCOLN

| unconsclously grow like them. No one
can measure the moral force of on¢
Lincoln centenary.

All men are in substantlal agreemen!
as to thelr verdliet concerning him
‘l The only difference is in the degree ol

their praise. There is no sectionalisn
] in his appreciation. The south could

not spare his gentle memosy moOT

than the north. Never was a victo
less llke a conqueror. It 1s as {mpossi
ble to feel resentment toward him as
toward a dead father.

We grow llke what we love. It Is
this fact which lends such a beautifnl
signifigance to the universal regard

for Linceln, that makes so Inspiring

the widespread celebration of the cen
tenary of his birth. A wpation whick

PLUMBING

neclion with water systems

STEAM FITTING

All kinds of Reservoir and Cistern work in con-
installed in first

“class style and all work done guaranteed.
Dynamite and powder work on all kinds of Rock Excavations

Stuart & Miller, Moro, Oregon.

bullds 1itself around "such an idea
will not only have a “mew. birth ol
freedom,” but will have a new birth
of peace, of manhood and of nobility
that will place it in the forefront o
" the nations of all time.

It will be an inspiring spectach
when at the same hour on Feb. 12 as
semblies In 'all parts of the natlor
turn their faces toward the tpmb a
Springfleld. It may well be that this
.| ceremony will become worldwide anc
that Americans in all parts of the
earth  will join the celebrators a

Hpringfield In repeating certaln o
Mr. Lincoln’s utterances .wifh thel

Piastening, [rick aNo (joNCRETE \\ORK

faces toward his place of rest. Ameonf
the eminent Illinolsans who form the

L

February 12, 1809 April 15, 1863
|| spiritual magnets to draw us to thell | garm. It will be In the hearts of tlu
| height. By contemplating them W¢| plain people, who loved him while ou

earth, who love him now and ever wil
love him as their true friend. They
have riot means or time to travel to
distant shrines nor eloquence to volce
thelr appréciation, but by thelr own
firesides and In thelr own hearts they
will tell in slmple words of their falth
| and trust In this plain and pnassum-
| itng man who was one of themselves.
They are the final arbiters of all men's
| fame, gnd he who {8 secure In thelt
|r reg s established for the ages.

Oné of the features of the centensry
at Bpringfield will be the meeting of
those who knew “Old Abe"” and whe
ean glve history first hand. We have

| so- much secomdhand histery In the
| world that this will be an Improve
ment. 1f we could only have a conven-
tion of those who knew Jullus Caesar
or Charlemagne or Oliver Cromwell,
how many errors could be corrected!
An experience meeting of the friends
of Bhakespeare would lkewlse be
worth going miles to attend. We nev-
er appreciate an immortal till he gets
out of reach. While he is on eartiv-we
say, “Oh, yes, old Bo-and-so—everybody
knows him!" But 200 years after ha Is
dend the world discovers that It does
pot know him, but wishes 1t did. Tt i»
fortunate that we have taken this
| great interest in Lincoin while seme
| of those who used to meet him behind
| the grocery stove and argue politics
| and swap stories with him at the
offica are still on earth.
lm be in the same deplorable
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| unhuman and

Jf misinformation we are in concerning
Washington, In whose case we have to
depend on the Bparkses and Weemses
for some historical fairy tales.

Lincoln has not entirely escaped
from these romancers even as It is,
but they started their fiction factories
80 soon that it has been possible to
overtake and brand most of the out-
put. For example, there were a lot
of the oldest inhabitants In several
southern states who felt. It thelr
bounden duty to reflect on his pater-
nity. All of these stories have been
traced to their origin, proved to be
ertoneous and branded. Then some-
body came to the surface who sald
he had heard somebody say that had
heard somebody else say that Mr. Lin-
coln was not born on the birthplace
farm, but In an entirely different part
of Kentucky, He made some - sort of
aMdavit on the ground of this bhear-
say testimony. Now, it ls fortunate
all this happened while there were
reliable, truth loving people on earth
who knew just where Lincoln was
born. Thus the thing could be dem-
onstrated beyond cavil, nalled down
and established for the ages., This
saves posterity a lot of unnecessary
speculation, Investigation and trouble.
Buppose these stories had been sprung
after everybody that knew Lincoln
was dead. All this inaccuracy might
have trickled its way down through
the centuries. A very large portion
of anclent history belongs in the fic-
tion department of our libraries.

We are fortunate in another respect.
Many of thcse who have written lives
of Mr. Linvoln assoclated with him
dally. He was great enough to seem
great to his secretaries and partners.
The telegraph operators at the wai
department, the attendants about the
White House, the common soldiers
who saw thelr commander in chief,
all had some sort of lnner prompting
that this was not just an ordinary
president, but that here was the sort
of man that would Interest the twen-
ty-second century. Bo they made
mental notes and printed them. The
world has grown in 2,000 years so
that now a prophet has honor In his
own country and among those of his
own household. They may not see
all of his greatness, but If they even
measure some angles of It these fur-
nish a bakls for future computations

If Lincoln had ljved back in the days
of Pericles or Augustus I have often
imagined the sort of rich story Plu-
tarch would have made of him. At a
lttle earller period, back In that em-
chanting but uncertain dawn of his-
tory before the shadows had quite lift-

| ed, men would have created of him an

Odin or one of those delightful old
pagan demigods that strangled drag-
ons with their naked hands. But we
have not so much to crow over, for
they almost did that with Washington
in our own day.

I.et us beware of putting Lincoln on
a pedestal. It 18 the sweet and every-
day humanity of the man that is his
chief charm. Tt 18 easy to marvel at a
higher order of beings, but hard to
love them. Lincoln is close enough to
us to love, and we must keep him
go. There are enough little tin del
ties, but we need this man for our
common humanity. He is too big, too
warm and too preclous to set him out
of reach. They have robbed us of
most of our heroes by making 1()em
Impossible, but they
shall not do it with Lincoln. He be-
longs to our man and woman world
and we are golng to keep him for our
own. The far shining greatness of his
soul makes his gnarled hands and
wrinkled face all the more precious to
us. Let us have all the centenaries
of Mm that the passage of the years
will permit, let us have libraries full
of books about him, but never let him
be removed from the plain people that
he loved and that loved him. Almost
anybody can be an aristocrat, but it
takes one of God’'s own great, tender
men to be a perfect democrat. It is
this quality that makes Lincoln mso
alive In the hearts of the mlillions, and
the man that robs him of even &« part
of it will in that far do him to death
Make the birthplace farm as splendid
a park as you llke, but keep the little
old one room ecabin on It as a remind-
er. Retaln enough of the hardships to
show what they were. We men who
have to carve our way in the world,
who have to cling to principles and
choose right from wrong, who have to
pass by temptation and who bave to
keep our hearts sweet through trials
need all of the example of Lincoln te
help usbon--The man who robs us of
even the humblest part of that inspir
ing story is a frend peither to Lincoln
por to us. We want to feel that he
way such a man as we are, or at least
such & man as we may become. He
was ouf big brother, and we see the
way he did things and then know bet-
ter how we may do them. He was
great not because remote, but becanse
80 close. He was so common he be
came the most uncommon man in out
time. He was so human he grew al
most divine. He was so meek he
seems a king of men. He was so poot
he has all the riches of our love.

It is such a man whose centenary
we celebrate. There in scarcely one
in all the broad land who will not
participate In word or deed or
thought. There are no classes in the
appreciation of Lincoln. Labor loves
him because he was a friend of labor
and bimself tolled with his hands.
The black man loves ‘him for free
dom. The north loves him as a lead-
er, the south as a native sgn and a
true friend. Culture appreciates him
for his great intellect, his literary
quality and his high soul. The com-
mon people clierish him as their own
child. The natlon reverences him as
its preserver. The whole race of man
prizes him for his large heart and his
loving kindness. He was a human-
tzed interpretation of the Golden Rale,
an Incarnation of the sermon on the
mount.

o v Y

HAVE often been asked for sto-
ries about the “bad men" of the
west ln the early days, I am go-
Ing to tell now of my first “run in™
with the worst kind of white men that
then Infested the frontier. These were

ET ] J | it w d
ur Wl o Baw that the wan abead,
who was culy a few feet distant, had
beaid tae v and had turned to see
wlhat was the waitter, hls bhand uppn

horse thleves. And horse stealing in | his revolver. We faced each other® at
those days was a crime that came | about the same Instant, but before he
close In ranking with cold blooded | could dre, as be tried to do, 1 shot hilm
murder. dead In his tracks. Then, jumplng on

Once 1 wanted a grizsly bear skin, or, | my borse, [ rode dowu the creck as
rather, oue of my sisters wanted it for fast as possible, through the darkness
a rug. I had promised as soon as 1| and over the ri ugh pround and rocks
should have tlme to get her one, for The other outlaws In the dugout,
even in those times n blg grizaly l-uu|d| having heard the sbot which 1 had
pot be shot 1o one’s dooryard. It meant | ired, knew there was trouble, and
a loug trip through the hills and more | they all came rushing down the ereek

than a litile daner

After shoutleg o Lear and skinnlng
bim | started back, but the guing was
bad. By suuset | saw 1 couldn’t hope

to get back to camp that night. Ba 1
looked about for n goud, sheltered spot
to camp. Just then my horse whin
pled [Ilis eall was awpswered [rom a
bollow Just behind the creek bed along
which 1 was ridlng, | dismouated,
fastened bl nnd, rille In band, went
on to Investigate,

There, biddeu fo u lttle gulch, were
about twenty horses.  They weren’t
guarded. looklug nround 1o the dusk,

1 saw n duguut nbout a bundred yards
up the bill. Lights appeared through
the cracks. 1| ¢lambered up to learn
who wus there

I knocked nt the blanket door. The
volees | had heard as 1 climbed the
glope were hushed all at once. Then |
beard a balf dozen sharp clicks. That
meant the cocking of rifles or revoly
ers. | hegan to wonder what company
I had stumbled Iunto. Before I could
move back some one called:

“Who's there?”

“A friend and a white man”™ I re |

plied.

The door opened, and = blg, ugly
looking fellow stepped forth and sald:

“Come n"

1 accepted the invitatioh with some
degree of fear and hesitation, which I
endeavored to conceal, as I thought it
was too late to back out and that it
would never do to weaken at that
point, whether they were friends or
foes. Upon entering the dugout my
eyes fell ugon elght as rough and vil-
lalnous looking men as 1 ever saw
in uy life. Two of them 1 instantly
recognized as teamsters who had been
driving o Lew Blmpson's traln a fow
months before and had been dis
charged.

They were charged with the murder-
ing and robbing of a ranchman, and,
having stolen his horses, it was sup-
posed that they had left the couniry:
1 gave them no signs of recogulition,
however, deeming It advisable to let
them remain in Ignorance ag to who
1 was. It was a hard crowll, ahd I
concluded the sooner 1 could get away
from them the better it would be for
me. 1 felt confdent that they were a
band of borse thleves.

“Where are you golng, kid, and
who's with you?' asked one eof the
men, who appeared to be the leader of
the gang

“l am entirely alone. [ left Horse
sboe Statiom this morning for a bear
bunt, and, not finding any bears 1
bad determined to camp out for the
nighty and walt till morning,” sald 1,
“and just as | was golng ioto camp a
few hondred yards down the creek I
heard one of your horses whinnying,
and then | came to your camp.”

“Where's your horse 7’ demanded the
boss thief.

“1 left him down at the creek.,” I an
swered

They proposed going after the horse,
but | thought that would never do, as
it would leave me without sny means
of escape, and 1 accordingly sald In
hopes to throw them off the track,
“Captain, I'll leave my gun here and
go down and get my horse and come
back and stay all night.”

But my clever little game did not
work at all, as one of the desperadoes
spoke up and sald:

“Jim and 1 will go down with you
after your horse, and you can leave
your gun here all the same, as you'll
not need It.” )

“All right,” 1 replied. for I could
certainly have done nothing else.

“Come along,” sald one of them, and
together we went down the creek and
soon eame to the spot where my horse
was tled. Ope of the men unhitched
the anfmal and said, “T'll lead the
borse.”

“Very well” sald I. *I've got a cou-
ple of page hens here. Lead on.”

I picked up the sage hens which 1
bad killed & few hours before and
followed the man who was leading the
horse, while his companion brought
up the rear. The nearer we approach-
ed the dugout the more 1 dreaded the
idea of golog back mmong the villain-
ous cutthroats, My first plan of es
cape having falled, 1 new determined
upon another. [ bhad both of my re
volvers with me, the thieves not bav.
ing thought It necessary to search me
It was now quite dark, and [ purpose-
ly dropped one of the sage hens and

! asked the man bebind me to plok it up

While he was bunting for it on the
ground 1 quickly pulled out one of my
Colt's revolvers and struck him a
irevnendous blow on the back of the
head, knogkjug; hjm. senssless to the

S ————————— ——

~

/

“| shot hMim dead in his tracks.™

I suppose by the time they reached
the man whom [ had knocked down
that he had recovered aund hurriedly
told them of what had happened
They did not stay with the man whom
I had shot, but came on In hot pursult
of me. They were not mounted and
were making better time down the
rough mountain than 1 was.

At last they*came so nedr that I saw
that | must abandon my borse |
jumped to the ground and gave him a
hard slap with the butt of one of mjy
pevolvers, which started him on down
the valley, while I scrambled up the
mountaln side. [ had not ascended
more than forty feet when [ heard my
pursuers coming closer and closer. |
quickly hid behind a large pine tree,
and In a few moments they all rushed
by me, being led on by the mttling
footsteps of My horse, which they
heard ahead of them. BSoon they be
gan firlng In the direction of the horse
as they no doubt supposed 1 was seat
ed on his back. As soon as they had
passed me [ climbed farther up the
steep mountaln, and, knowing that 1
had given them the slip and feeling
certaln 1 could keep out of thelr way
[ at once struck out for Horseshoe
Station, which was twenty-five miles
distant. 1 had very hard travellng at
first, but upon reaching lower and bet
ter ground 1 made good headway,
walking all night and getting Into the
statlon just before daylight, footsore,
weary and generally played out

I immediately waked up the men of
the statlon and told them of my ad
venture. Slade himself happened to
be 'there, and he at once organized a
party to go out In pursuit of the horse
thleves.

We had a brisk ride and arrived In
the Immedlate vicinity of-fhe thieves'
rendezvous at about 10 o'clock In the
morning. We approached the dugout
cautiously, but upon getting In close
proximity to It we could discover no
horses In sight. No one was inside,
and the general appearance of every
thing Indleated that the place had
heen deserted; that the birds had flown
Soch fndeed proved to be the case.

Among one of my earllest acquaint-
ances ‘was A young man, older than
myself, who was destined to become
famed In frontier history, while at the
same time legendary gossip has caused
his career to be momewhat misunder-
stood owing to Its varled character
This was James B. Hickok, who, al
though his name was James, will Uve
in song and story as “WHd BuL"
While probably no man In Wwestern
bistory had so many notches on his
gun, it may be sald that no man re-
corded them oftener in defending right.
snforcing law and dealing justice.

In our early youth we were assocl’
ated In many adventures on the plains
in Indlan warfare, wagon tralling.
Hanting and trapping, and we hap-
pened to be on the same slde of the
fence when the clvil war between the
north and the south left the plains al-
most alone to the red man.

“Wiid Bill" soon became one of the
most noted men In the confidence of
the Union generals In the extreme

southwest, He was a magnificent
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pecimen of manbood and one of
the most deadly shots with rifie or
pistol that ever lived. In his en-
thusiasm as a Unigm spy he made a
detour around, down Into Texas and
back w southwest Missouri and jolned
the Texans under an assumed name
and accepted service as a Confederate
§py, consequently giving himself the
double danger of a spy's fate. There-
fore by this means he became of lm-
mense service to the Unlon forces.

For many months he was confiden-
tlal secret service agent for the Con-
federate forces nnder General Price in
an invasion of Kamsas, and in one bat-
tle while among their advance guard
he saw a maneuver of which he
thought the Unlon general should be
Informed. He therefore made a dash
from the rebel to the opposing lines
Hls action was so sudden that the
southerners thought his horse had be-
come unruly. The audacity of his
movements did not dawn on them for
a few-moments, when, with yells, a
squad took wp bhot pursuit. Both ar
mies watched In breathless suspense,;
but, always famed for picking superior
mounts) he quickly distanced all save
one, who followed close up behind him,
firing several shots which whistled
close to his ear. Just when Hickok's
horse was compelled to vault a small
creek he turned in his saddle and with
his unerring alm dropped the gallapt
pursuer from his horse and rode safé-
ly lute the Unlon lines. Here he de-
livered his Information to General
Pleasonton, which turned the tide of
the day.

Probably the most noted event in his
career was his single banded fight
with Jacob McCandles and his gang
of nine men at Rock Creek, western
Kansas, while riding pony express in
1861, This was his first great fight
while covering his route, armed ounly
with two Colt revolvers. He halted
at Rock Creek Btation to find the
stock' tender dead and hls wife excited
by his presence. As he approached
slje exclaimed:

“My heavens, Bfll, McCandles and
his gang are in the nelghborhood, or
were this morning!™

This gang of bandits had been lay-
lng a trap for Hickok to get him out
of the way. Rushing to the door to re-
mount and get back, he saw several
heads pop up out of the grass, and a
bullet struck the door jamb. Jumping
back and telling the lady to escape, he
was fortunate to find a loaded rifie
left by the husband which the Mec-
Candles gang did not think of, as
they saw that Bill was argred Only
with six sheoters, There were some
ralllery and badinage between him and
McCandles of a deflant nature when
McCandles and nine bandits rose and,
with a yell, charged for the door.
They depended on taking the chance
of losing some of thelr men and made
a quick charge. Bill's Instructions
were to me In suoch cases, “WIIl, al-
ways get the leader.” This he did, as
he fired stralght at McCandles, the
bullet catching him full in the heart,
and he dropped instantly. By this
time the desperadoes were close upon
the cabin, Jumping aside, he emptied
the revolvers through the cabln door.
Four men fell dead, besides McCan-
dles, at this stage of the game.

Although wounded with buckshot
and bullet and struck over the head
with a rifle that caused him to bleed
at the mouth and nose, he still “stayed
with 'em.” At this time, as he told
me himself, the cabln was filled with
smoke, and anything he struck or hit
was an enemy, and io the gloom prob-

“Nine bandits charged for the door.”
ably they assisted him in their de-
struction. But with his faithful bowie
knife he never faltered until gll was
quiet, calm and still, for he had strock
savage blows, following the devils up

yelllng untll he feit sure that every
one was down.

Hickok was wounded by three bulk
lets and eleven buckshot and cut In
thirteen places. It was six months be-
fore “Wild BilI" fully recoversd from
the results of what was one of the
most thrilling exploits in border story
—one that s not created by the ro-
mancer, but I well suthentieated—
that “Wild Bill” in single handed
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