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SHERAMAN COUNTY OBSERVER
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©F Tvery Description to Order

Quick and Cheap!

ibber Stamps Furnished.
o= lor Typewriters, Typowriter
Bupplies, Ribbons, Eto.
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Rstablished 1887.

Moro, Sherman County, Oregon, ¥

riday, June 18. 1909.

Five Cents
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'Phe Qrain Growers [onveniences

Are not alone ¢onfined to Rural Free Delivery of mail
and the Telephone. There is another convenience whiéh all
farmérs should bave — and many do have — & checking ac-
count with a good bank, ™ “The possessor of such an account
avoids the 'risk of having his money on his per-on or about
his home where it is in danger of fire and thieves.

His bills paid-by check are not only & valid receipt, but
also a convenience 1n his home transactions where very often
the necessary change for coneluding gettlement is not at band

Doa’t stop 1o think this over, bat start an account now with

The [fjasco [fjarehouse Milling Co.
Bank, of ffjoro.
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JOB PRINTING

——
Bring yours to Tue Otp RELIABLE.

O A LITTLE MISSIONARY WORK IN YOUR
idle days by telling your neighbors of the good
h : g you can’t get their sub~
us their addresses and  we will send
them sample copies. We pay for all soliciting you do
B8~ Subscribe for The Observer. Best Weekly published

in the Inland Empire: Everyone reads it.

qualitiés of The Observer.
seriptions, send

Experienced, Registered Pharmacists
Medicines Carefully Compounded.

Complete Qssortment of Sliverware and Jewelry

FORMALDEHYDE, RUBBER GOODS, PERFUMERY,
BRUSHES, COMBS, SPONGES, CICARS,.

Any and all Kinds of Patent Medicine Alwavs In Stock

Expert,

v

A “WANT” adm Tue Moro
Opservir  will reach more

people in. Sherman County than

medium available.
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HoTteEL [VIORO

Nea-est Holel to Burinees Center, Banks and Depot.

Sunday Dinner 35 cents.

Table the Best the Market will Afford

Opposite Post Office

Moro, Oregon.
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n\‘ﬁ STOP where the people stop !
1] -
¢ The Umatilla House
ﬁ» The Dalles, Oregor, 1'
Rtesm Heat, Electrio Lights Eleetric Call Bells, |
|

l HQTEL RATES TO SUIT YOU.
4

'[ @. N. CROFTON, Proprietor.
|

All OR & N Trains Stop at Front Door |

i
} Railway Ticket Office in the Lobby.
|

—

U nto the
Hills.

By OLIVE HARPER.

Copyright, 189, by American Fress
Awssoclation

-

T 1§ useless fo say any more on
the subject, Ezra. My decislon

L
Is taken.”

‘l
“Yery well,” replivd Ezra, with

a sigh, as he looked down at his wife,
who stood before him, with defiance in
every llne of her pretty face. Her
shoulders were thrown back and her
right foot advapneed, while her hands
were clinched as If for a combat.

This ready acceptance of her ex
pressed determination annoyed bher
She had expected opposition and was
prepared for fighting 1t from
standpolnt. Har “argnments had been
carefully prepared to defeat anything
And here he had aceept
e
no appeal

every

he might say

ed her declsion without a word

asked no concesslon, made

It was exusperating

Ezra Robilns was six feet tall and
big -In proportion, Edna was a little
mite of a woman, whom he could car-
ry llke a chlld In his strong arms. He
loved her with a mighty love and
cherished her with an infinite tender

pess, He almost worshiped the girlish
prettiness of her face with Its pink
cheeks, pale blue eyes, ashen blond

halr and weak chin. All these traits
appealed to his large nature as the tep-
dér beauty of a ltile chtld. Nothing
that he conld do for her was too hard
or irksome
+Ezra had recelved to no edu-
ecation, as his family had meved
Callfornia before there were schools
and he had been obliged to work from
almost his babyhood, His father had
dled, leaving him the ranch near the
summit ‘of the beautiful undulating
hill just beyond Pledmont. Here he
bad brought his young bride.

Every comfort that he could obtain
for EdAna was parchased, and he was
very happy In his protecting love and
abounding tenderness, He loved her
#s0 entirely that he did not know or
fee! that her love for him was but a
weak and attenuated sentiment of half
contemptuous toleration.

For Edna Robins had lterary aspi
rations. Bhe subscribed for the story
papers, read Mrs. Braddon, Oulda and
The Duchess, HShe longed to evolve
books like those written by her fa
vorite authors and to people them
with such unreal eharacters as lived
In those books Bhe would sit for
hours in her darkened room trying to
create a plot for a book where all the
suffering heroines should live in sump
ar diamonds and have

next
to

tuons homes, wi
|1.|I17,'1|1||u beanty
|  While she was dreaming hér dreams
of unrealities in her room Ezra would
| wander to a place from which he could
!. look down upon the scene before hlm
the. beautiful fan Francisco bay
| panorama surpassed nowhere on earth
I He always turned his eyes toward the
.Golden Gate as the sun was setting to
watch the last rays as it sank Into the
Pacific. After the

sunsel came
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gorgeous glory  of the gold fringed

“I WILL RETURN

| purple clonds. The last look was glv
en to the Golden Gate Iitself, the
rogged slopes of the broken hearted
mountaln that bhad beem torn asunder
by some pnknown eataclysm of nature
to open the gate to the hordes to come.

Alentraz and Goat island grew dim
as the lights of the city acrows the bay
burned out, and when the evening
star and perhaps a thin slivery cres-
cent hung down low over the Ban
Francisco hills he would heave a sigh
of deep spontent and return to the
ranch with a sweet peace on his face
and humble thankfulness for nll that
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PLUMBING o STEAM FITTING

All kinde of Reservoir and Cistern work in con-

nection with water systems ingtalled in first

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

H. A. Stuart, Moro, Oregon.
Piastening, Bhiox anp (JONGRETE \YoRx

he had and had seen filling his heart
80 tbat his countenance beamed with
the miner Mght of a great soul.

At such thines he was unconsclounsly
a true poet, with grand thoughts ptrug-
gling for utterance and finding no out-
let in words. But the glory and beau-
ty of It all sank deep In his simple
heart.

Ednn wrote a little namby pamby
story of an impossible hero and her
olne. This story she sent to the ed)
tor of the loeal paper,

The editor thought that Edna was a
tool, but he had received many sery-
fees from Bzra when in hard luck, and
what editor does net have hia hours

\d dlemay when every balr stands wp
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to secure in many years, had not the
the exposition that will exploit Alas

after Its gates have closed, a large

tercourse given,

University and the auditorium, one
Btate of Washington more than $3
progress this bullding will be used

of the fair.

straight? Bo he corrected the gram-
attention to fhe orthography, but with
a grim smile refraluned from changlog
the story fitself. Then he printed It
calling attentlon editortally to the new
star in the literary frmamgent

That settled It all Edua felt that
she was a genius—that there was no
field for her In that desclate place.
Once or twice Ezra tried blundgringly
to show her the beauty of her sur
roundings, where natare
more lavish of gracious gifts than in
any other land, but In all that wonder
she saw pothing worthy the attention
of the great writer she was,

All #he lacked was the atmosphere
of a great clty. New York was the
center. There she wished to go, and
alone, She did not wish to harness her
genius to such a plain, lgnorant com-
panion as Ezra. Ne; she must be alone,
and when she had achieved success
and reallzed her ambitlion she would
return—for a visit.

Dreams of honors to be showered
apon her hy the great ones of earth
filled her head. In this lonely place
she was lost, entombed with her gens

has been

| tus. She did not say talent, but gentas,
J Fzra had heard all her eomplalnts
| until he knew them by heart. Dimlp
1
|

he Telt (hat she was throwing away
| the substance for the shadow, but he
| bad no words to volce his thoughts.

With all the obstinacy of a weak and
foollsh woman Fdaoa clung to her idea,
repeating it always In the same words
and In the same monotonous tone,
with her weak chin uplifted, until now
unavaillngly, when Ezra had said:

“Very well,”

Then she went to her room and bes
gan to pack
Ezra went up to his comforting ma-
drona tree and threw himself down
with his gaze fastened upon the Golds
en Gate and the little fleet of ships
that were salling in. His friends, the
| stars, came out w hile the silver moon
| hung low above the horizon and sank
slowly out of sight. He half sobbed:

“Poor little thing! I don’'t blame her,

fBhe I8 too bright and clever and gifted
| for me anyway. I never hnd no chanes
to learn. If she will be happler—why,
1 ought to be too. Poor little mot hep-

less thing!™

Then two bilg tears suddénly sprang

| from his eyes, And a heart wrung sob
| was In his throat as he pictured to
| himself what the ranch wounld be with-
| out Edna

! When he went In she had finished
| packing and was sitting before the

| glass putting her front halr In crimps,
| It was such soft, pretty halr, Esra
ithmlght, He bent elumsily and took

a wisp of 1t Into his broad palm and
NHfted it softly to his lips
| ered this almost an Impertinence nnd
| drew her head away, ‘while Ezra sald
| slowly:
| “Edna, 1 want to say I'll stay
| here on the ranch, and It you
| ever want me you have only to send
me word."

For answer she tossed her head
continued:

“Today 1 drawed all
had banked—a thousand dollars,
it 48, If you need more" I'll 'send It
when the crops are sold.”

“1 ghall not need any mork, And I
will return this out of the profits on
my ‘Little Will o' the Wisp.' 1 only
borrow It.”

“Maybe there won't be no profits,”
hazarded Ezra.

this
and

He

the money I
Here

“Oh, 1 wish you could learn fo
speak English properly,” she replled,
angered by his doubt, Bhe bad no

doubta,

“And,” she continued, “1 may go (o
Burope. 1 have read that “The Bread-
winner’ made a hundred thousand dol-
lars for the auther. And If such a
stlly book could do so well mine ought
to do much better, Why, all the peo-
ple in that book -are just ordinary
folks and don't do anything grand of
herole, and—well, 1 know mine Is much
better.”

Ezra sighed, but smid no more.
took the mouney. t

Neither siept much that aight.

Edna

mar and punctuation and gave some !

Bhe conside]

THE AUDITORIUM,

The Alaska-Yukon-Pacific Exposition at Seattle, occupying 250 acres
of the campus of the University of Washington, will result in benefits for
Washington's seat of learning that the University could not have hoped

great fair of 1909 been planned. Bo

ks, Hawall and the Philippines and
emphasize the importance of the growlng trade with the Orfent will leave

number of permanent structures to

constantly remind the people of the Northwest of “the Alaska-Yukon-
Pacific Exposition and the place it will o¢cupy In the Mistory of the Pacifio
as the medium through which one-half of the world was brought in such
close touch with the other and a tremendous Impetus W0 commercla] in-

Seven bulldings on the exposition grounds will be left for use of the

of the finest of this group, cost the
00,000. While the expoaition Is in
for conventions, congresses and con-

ferences, and its hundreds of seats were in place and the bulldiug turned
over to the expdsition management (hree months before the opening date

A week later Edna stood in New
York. Bhe began her search for a
! publisher. She wrote letters to the
most prominent publishers, hinting of
the great work she was ready to resd
them, for she determined not to leg
bher preclous manuscript out of her
hands. She dressed well, arranged her
rooms—rooms then—and waited for the
publishers to come. B8he hoped they
wou!ld not fight each other. No one
even replied to her letters. But why
tell in detafl the story of her long walt-
ing, her cruel disappointments, the
cold refusals—later and worse, the re-
turn of her books without comment
or regret? Bhe had learned that she
must trust to the publishers, after all

Ehe learned many a Bard lesson dur-
fug the next few years, but with the
gu erlative obstinacy of her nature she
persisted In_ her belief of her own
genius,  Bhe wrote hopeful letters to
her husband and never told of her de-
fent.

Her money was all gone. She mowed
to one little attlc room and peddied
cosmetics for awhile, then addressed
el living, or, rather, existing,
most miserably, . Her garments wers
.ghabby, her shoes distressful and her
hant disreputable.

At Jast even the circulars falled her,
Blhe was cold and hungry, Without
money she had still been hopeful, The
dAny would come when she would ride
fo her carrlage. Did not true genius
always suffer? There were six books
awalting a publisher, all written along
the same lines

But on this day she really did lose
her courage There s nothing MNHke

old and hunger to develop despond-
ency. She thought as the rain-dripped
down ley eold from a leaden sky of
the ranch out in California. How sun-
ny it was! How the trees were bend-
ing now with their welight of fruit]

[ow the grapevines were coversd

unlars,

|

|

“NOW-—THIS MINUTRI" SAID EDNA.
with great purple bunches, lusclove

and sweet! How rich the milk was,
and how thick and yellow the cream,
and how sweet the butter! Bhe had
not tasted butter for a long time, and
a8 she thought she was almost ready
to say, “1 will arise and go to my fa-
ther.”

Suddenly she began to cry—not &
burst of nolsy tears, but a hopeless,
gulet weeping without even a sob.

In her morning’s paper she had read
of a new western author who had
drawn his inspiration from the very
Pledmont hills where her home waa
Phere was an extraet, and this seemed
to speak to her in ber husband's own
volce and say the same things of the
place that she had heard him say so
often. ‘It was a word picture of all
that could be seén from that spot
ander the madrona. Bhe conld
| 0

masses of the golden popples that falr-
ly erowded each other. Bhe could hear
the yellow lnnets, see the wild rabbits
scuttering in the bushes. Bhe saw the
droll Itttle gopbers as they put their
noses out, saw the broad bay—oh, 1t
was too much! She was selzed with a
sudden bomesickness. 8he would
write to Exsra, and he would send her
mordey. But could she live until the
letter could reach her?

Defeat was written all over her. Ten
years had left its Impress on her face,
ber bair, her form. Maybe he would
not care to bave her back! Then more
Lears.

Sbhe began a letter to Hzra when
there was a strange, heavy step on the
rickety stalrs which was yet curiously
familiar, She stood up, listening. She
was very pale. Opening the door in
response to the knock, she stood fac-
ing her husband.

“Exral” she faltered weakly.

“Edua, my dear, 1 couldn’t stand life
without you any longer.”

Bhe fell into his arms to be strained
to his heart while she sobbed:

“Ob, Bera, | am »o vohappy! I am
a fallure. My books are good for noth-
ing. They are not true. 1 was writ-
ing to you to ask you—to go home.”

Then they sat and talked of the dear
old ranch and many other things.
Edna noticed something new, more
alert, deeper and stronger n Ezra's
manner and dimly fancied he used
much better language than before and
chose his words with more discrimina-
tion,

She showéd him the extract in the
paper from the book that had made
her s0 homesick,

“What will you say, Edoa, when I
tell you that I wroté that book?! I
was 80 lonesome after you went that
I thought I'd study some to pass the
time, 1 had a teacher up on the
ranch four years, and then 1 kept on
reading and studying, and suddenly,
almost without knowing bow 1 did it,
I began the book, and here Is your

“Oh, FEzra, 1 was writing only
dreams! 1 see it now, and you have
written truths, Oh, 1 am ashamed!”

“Well, you needn’'t be. You are the
cleverest, ¥weetest and best girl in the
world. When shall we start™

“Now—this minute!” sald Edna.

One Virtus of Art.

The greater number of us are con-
demned by circumstance of income and
the routine of duty to a life restrained
by walls, streets and the more or lenn
fiexible bounds of the community. The
greater world without Is defined by
such impressions as the books and
the newspapers and the chance travel-
ers make upon our imagmations. When
the opportunity of vacation or enforced
travel takes us Into eountry and cities
thus described, we learn how awry
and ecoloriess these Initial impressions
have been.

The life that goes on within our own
walk must ever be parrow in this one
sotine—that the mind ean never recre
ate all of any scene brought to nus by
others. The palinter, as skillfully as
the musician, can eaich movement,
Hght and poetry and can present them,
so far as they may be reproduced, to
the senses of the beholder, His ex-
pertness at this is often welird, un-
eanny, At least a half dozen pletures
ean make one feel as If present in the
scene, a thing Impossible to the photo-
graph or to any other of the graphic
arts, This, we belleve, is a valuable
quality of art. It can bring a rellef
from the dulling rule of duty. It ean
impart a touch of the buoyancy of
travel. It ecan, to employ a hackneyed
but fitting phrase, take one out of one
self.—Toledo Blade,

“Better Dead.”

A Massachusetts farmer sent a large
black hen to his married daughter,
who llves In Springfield and who wish-
od to"keep this present as a pet. Upon
the arrival of the fowl it was immedi-
ately placed In a coop which chanced
to be within sight of the street.

It wasn't long
passing by, said:

“Got a hen, haven't you?”

“Yesa,” sald the new owner.

“Nice black one, lsn't 1t

“Tea”

This neighbor was almost immed}
ately followed by another, who made
the customary observation:

“Why, you have a hen!”

MY“-”

“Just one?

“r“‘ll

“Coal black hen, lsn't 1t

“Y“_l’

An Intermission of a few minutes,
then another nelghbor:

“Well, 1 do declare, you have a"—

“Mary,” called out the lady of the
house, “kill the hen® for dinner!”—Lip-
pincott’s,

An Actor’s Peetic Ideal.

“They have been telling me” sald
John, MeCullough; the tragedian, “that
Walf Whitman is a poet, and they
bave been reading some of the spav.
ined stuff that he has written. It Is &
profanation to talk of such a writer as
a poet.” Then, blasing with emotion,
he lnunched into a panegyric of poetry
and a description of the poetic prov-
ince—(he ministry of beauty, the inter.
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before a nelghbor, |
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GRAND OPENING
RUDOLE'S OPERA HOUSE

ONE NIGHT ONLY

SATURDAY JUNE (9th,

J. P. Morgan's Scenic Production

KIT CARSON

10 PRHOPILE 10
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Prices 25, 35 and 50 Cents
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DEMOSS SPRINGS
MERCRE

WONDERFUL BALLOON ASCENSION
AND
PARACHUTE DECENSION

BY PROF. SMALLEY

Oration by Hon. J. A. Wilson

)
T T T T i i e e T ed

T rTTrTT ey

Beelecl 2 2 3 2 3

e e a m o e e g AL

LI T O T T T T T T T T T 0 T T
v

T

L e e

Chorus Singing, Orchestra, Golden Chimes and
Brass Band Music.

An Old Fashioned " Yankes Bean Bake™ Free For All,

 The Pork and Beans.will be taken from the pit at
noon and will be served warm, gn large tables in
t the grove in Ye Old Pioneer Style. - Come early
* and be sure to bring a well filled lunch basket.

BASK BAIL.L

M. W, KLONDIKE.
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WASCO, A. VS

SPORTS, RACES, MERRY-G0-ROUND ETC.

For information concerning concessions see DE MOSS BROS.
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in Diamond Chick

Food. It is a completely
balapced ratiop, representing 20
years experience M manufacturing for
Pacitlec Northwest poultry growers.

Ask for No, 832 A complete eﬂ.nln&rol

Supplies, Remedies and Foods every
requirement—the one brief, concise
compendium of poultry in-
ormation’ for the
Pacifie N




