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$1.50 per Year; 12ic. por Month

Agents for any Magazine or Newspaper
Mhhﬂ“*

COMMIRCIAL 40B-PRINTING

O Tvery Description to Order

PR

Quick and Cheapl

ibber Stamps Furnished.
Typewriters, Typowriter
Bupplies, Ribbons, Ete

Five Cents
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Phe Grain Growers [onveniences

Are not alone confined to Rural Free Dellvery of mail
and the Telephone. There is another convenience which all
farmers should have — and many do have — & cheoking ac-
cotint with a good bank. The possesaor of speh an account
avoids the risk of having hjg money on his person or about
his bome where it is in danger of fire and thieves.

His bills paid by check are not only & valid receipt, but
transactions where very often
ent is not at hand

also a convenience in his home
the necessary change for coneloding seltlem
Doa't stop to think this over, but start an account now with

The [jJasco [[jarehousc Milling Co.
Bank, of ffjoro.

v

[Copyright, 1800, by J. Wells Chashpney.

From a Cgpley print, copyright, W00, by
Curtls & Cameron.)

MORO PHARMACY

Experienced, Registered Pharmacists
I’ledicines_Carctully Compounded.,

Complete dssortment of Silverware and Jewelry

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

and all-Kinds of Patent Medic in Stock

Expert,

Ay ine Alwavs

FURNITURE

.AND ...

UNDERTAKING
0. W. AXTELL

Oregon.

Moro

Continuous

ll.hllm.
MURPHY, GRANT & (0.
Manufactarers

————

ARE |

ovk LETTER HEADS

—

'COME IN AND PLACE YOUR ORDLR
WORK IS RIGHT PRICE 15 RIGHT

HoTeL [VIorRO

Nea=est Hotel to Buriness Center, Banks and Depot.

—_—

Sunday Dinner 35 cents.

Table the Best the Market will Afford

Opposite Post Office

Moro, Oregon.
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i? s T o P where the people stop ]1|
| ¥ The Umatilla House |
|l . The Dmallem, Oregom, “:
"I Ateams Heaf, ~ Klectrio Lights ¢ Eiectilo Call Bella, !
| HOTEL RATES TO SUIT YOU.

| A OR & N Trains Stop at Front Door

j Railway Ticket Office in the Lobby.

| J . . CROFTON, Proprietor.
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A Christmas

[Copyright, 1908, by American Fress Asso-
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miles away,
storms come the waves dash quite
over the two acres of rocks out of
which
There are no blazing rows of streets

| nobody can.

& & Goose

Py CHARLES BARON.

clation.) .
HRISTMAS s just as much
Christmas at the Boon island

lighthouse as it ia any where else
in the world.

And why not?

To be sure, the nearest land is ten
and when the* winter

the sturdy lighthouse rises.
{ned with toyshops there, Do gather-

ing of familles,

down with pres-
ents, nothing to
be seen from the
lighthouse but
the changing wa-
ter and unchang-
Ing rocks—water
on three sides
and on the fourth
side a bluff bar-
rler of rocks,
with the world
hiding behind it
tem miles away.

There are six
children there,
though, and &
mother and fa-
ther, and If they
cannot make a |
Christmas then
Why, Baby Deb alone is
materin]l enough of which to make a
Christmas, and a very rollicking, jolly
sort of Christmas, too, but when to
her you add Tom and Bue and Ann
and lke and SBam—well, the grim old
lighthouse fairly overflows with Christ-
mas every 26th of December

If it is a lonely, old, one eyed light-
house, has it not a chimney? And do

DOT

“1 DES I's NOT
RUFFIN."

pot children there have stockings—
good, long stockings? Indeed, they
have. And does not Christmas eve

see them all temptingly bung, so In-
vitingly !lmp and empty, under the
mantelshelf? And does not Christmas
morning—very early, mind you—see six
gradoated, white robed ghosts per
forming mysterious cerpmonies around |
six bulging stockings?

Ah, then, if you suppose that that

cunning old gentleman Banta Clauns
does not know how to find a chimney,
even when the cold waves are pelting
{t with frozen spray drops ten miles
trom land, you little know what a re- |
markable gift he has that way.
And the Christmas dinners they have
there—the goose, the brown, erisp,
juley, melting roast goose! What
would that dinner be without that
goose? What, Indeed!

But once—they turn pale at that
lighthouse now when they think of it—
they came Vvery near having no goose
for dinner on Christmas day!

It came about in this way. Papa—ah,
if you could only hear Baby Deb tell
about it, it would be worth the jour-
ney, but you cannot, of course, 8o
never mind—Papa Stoughton, the light-
house keeper, you know, had lost all
his money in a savings bank that had

|
1
]
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thoughts of others.
took all her time.

breath and mysterionsly vanizhed into
another

brothers and
which they did almost before they had

falrly sald “Ah!”

[Copyright, 13, by J. Wells Champney
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no Christmas plained how It was they saw It as
trees loaded plainly as he did, and so they made
no more complaint. Only Tom fell

a-thinking, and when the others saw
what he was doing they did the same,
the difference being that Tom was
trylng to think what he could do to
get the goose anyhow and they were
trying to think what he was thinking
about
same—all except Baby Deb, of course,

so that they could think the
who, belng only four years old, gave
herself very little comcern about the
Her own thoughts
Tom finally sald “Ah!"” under his
beckoning his
follow bim,

after
sisters to

room

Baby ° Deb was
there, too, some
what awestruck
at the mystery
about ber, bul
ready to lend the
help of her wis
dom If necessary

“We must have

Froin a Copley print, copyright, 10, by
Curtls & Cameron, Boswon. )

very simple hearted folk, and it seem-
ed to
ehdldren should
to procure the goose for Christmas.

ate?’ asked Papa Stoughton by way

a goose,” sald
Tom.

“0Oh" gasped his
audience, moved
by mingled
amagement and
admiration.

Tom looked
them with grent
firmneas and dig
nity

“Ever since
was born,”
went on,
have had
mas."”

Ever since he was born! It
bave been a hundred years before
trom Tom's tone and manner, and the
andience was tremendously Lmpressed

“And,", econtinuned the orator, “we
must have one now. We will have one

al

DOoOD
BEND US A
poosE!"

|
he
“we
a roast goose for

“om, PLEARE,

LORD,
Christ

might

now!™

They almost stopped breathing.

“] have a plan” They shuddered
and drew pearer. “We all must comn
bine!™

“Oh!" In chorus.

“Do you want goose, Bue?

“Yed, Indeed™

“You, 8am?’

falled early in that December.

A goose is really not a very expen-
sive fowl, but If one has not the
money of course one cannot bny even
% cheap thing. Papa Stoughton could
pot afford a goose. He sald so—anid
so before all the family.

Tke says that the silence that fell
apon that fgmily then was palnful to
hear. They looked at one another with
eyes so0 wide that it's a mercy they
could ever shut them again.

“No goosel” at last cried Tom, who
was the oldest.

“No goose!” ectied the others In
chorus, all except Baby Deb, who was
busy at the time gently admonishing
Secnlgin, her most,troublesome child,
for being so dirty. Baby Deb sald
“No doose!” dfter all the others were
qulet.

That made them all laugh. No doubt
they thought that, after all, so
Baby Deb was thers it

Bo they happy for A moment until
the t t came that roast goose WAs
good on Christoohs even with Baby
non: and then they looked dlsmayed
again. » :

However, when Papa Stoughton e~

“Yes." !
ke T’

“Do 17 Welll”

“Ann?"

“Yes, sir!”

“Me, too,” sald Baby Deb, with

earnestness, for It was clenr to
question of eating
‘.;I

great
her that it was a
and she did not wish to be left «

“()f course you, too, yon deary
plin;,“- sald Tom. “Now, then,
continued when order was rest
“what shill we contribute? '
my new sailboat~ That ought to bring
50 cents.”

His new sailboat! ~Why, he had only
Just made it and had not even tried it
yet. Ob, evidently this was a time of

dum
he
red,

glve

mcrificel Who could hesitate now?

“1'll give my shells,” sald Bue hero-
leally.

“My sea mosses” sighgd Ann

“You may take my shark’s teeth”
maid ke,

“And my whale's tooth,” sald Sam,

The light«

e sacrifice was general.
house wonld yleld up Its treasures
“All right” sald Tom. “Now

tell father.”

And father was teld, and for
reason he pretended to look out
window very suddenly, but
pot. He wiped his eyes, a
Btoughton wiped her spectac
winked very hard and sald:

“Bless thelr

let'n

For, you see, these parents were

affecting that the
such sacrifices

them  very
make

“And what does Baby Deb contrib-

f n Joke,
“1 des I's not dot ouMn,” was Baby
Deb's reply when the matter was ex-
olained to her, * 'cept ‘o0 tate Stulpin.”
(Oh, what a laugh there was then,
tor if ever there was a malmed and
demoralized doll it was Stulpin. But
inby Deb was hugged and kissed as
it she had contributed a lump of gold
instead of a little bundle of rags.
'apa Stoughton and Tom were to
. out to the mainland the Arst clear

to buy the goose: but, alas, a storm
\me on. and they were forced to walt
for 1t to go dow.. It @ld not go down,
It grew worse and worse. The wind
shrivked and moaned and wrestled

ih the lonely tower, and the waves
Lurled themselves at it and washed

or and over the Island, and no bost
.ould have lived at all In such weather.

If n gnose be only a goose, DO matter,
it If It be a Christmas dinner—ah,

Y they had good reason to feel
Atsmal at the lighthouse. It was Do
onder If five noses were fifty times
day flattened despaliringly against
e Hghthouse windows Yes; six
noses, for even Baby Deb was finnlly

.ted. and, though she did not know
1ye least thing about the weather, she,
ton would press her little nose against
the glass In a most alarming way, as
if she thought that pressure Wwas the
ynly effective thing

It took some time for Baby Deb to
~enllze the importance of bhaving a
gzoose for Christmas, but when she bad
grasped the idea she became AN enthu-
on the subject. Bbhe explained
the matter to her dolla and was par-
ticolarly explicit with fAtulpin, with
whom, Indeed, ahe held very elaborate
and almost painful ronversations,

One thing became very certaln.
There was very little prospect of clean
wenther within a week, and It lacked
only three days of Christmas. The
others gloomily gave up hope, but not
a0 did Buby Deb. The truth was she
had a plan. and you know when one
has a plan one has bope too.

Mammn Stounghton bhad only recently
been having a serles of talks with
Baby Deb on the {mportant question
of prayer, and it had occurred to Baby
Deb that the goose Was & good sub-
ject for prayer. It was a very clear
case to her, The
gOOSe WIS Neces-
sary. Why not
ask for it, then?

The great dim-
culty was to find
a mecret place for
her devotions, for
the familly very
well filled the
lighthouse, and
Baby Deb under
stood that pray-
ers ought to be
quietly and wse
cretly made.

The piace was
found, however,
Just In fromwt of
the llghthouse
was A broad
ledge of rocks,
generally washed
by the waves, but

",

sinst

#TEP BY STEP, PAT-
TER, PATTER.

SOme | gyt of walter.
of thet | peen forbidden to go there becauss It
he did | was dungerous, but Do one had thought
pd Mamma | o¢ cnutioning Raby Deb, 8o there she
jes and | went and In ber imperfect way bagged

at Jow tide, even in this bad wenthaer,

The other children had

bard for the goose.

'
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Christmas eve came, and still there
was no goose, Baby Deb was puzzled;
the others were gloomy. B8till Baby
Deb would not give up. It would be
low tide about T o'clock. Bhe knew
that, for she had asked. Bhe would
make her last trial. Bhe had hope
yet, but as the others knew nothing
of her plans they had absolutely no
hope. To them It was certain that
there could be no Christmas goose at
their house that year
Seven o'clock came, and Baby Deb
crept softly from the room and down
stairs. Bhe opened the great door just
a lttle bit and slipped out into the
darkness—really did slip, for it was
very lcy on the rocks, and she sat
down very hard. However, she was
very chubby and did not mind It. Bhe
crawled cautiously around to the big |
rock, the keen wind nipping her round |
cheeks and pelting her with the frozen |
drops of spray. BShe knelt down.
“Oh, please, dood Lord, send us a
doose! We wants a doose awful
Won't you, please, dood Lord 7 |
Thud fell something right alongside
of her.
“Oh, what's dat?' she exclalmed,
putting her hand out. “Why, it's a
doose!” she cried, with a scream of de-
light, as her band came in contact with
a soft, warm, feathery body.
She forgot to give a “thank you" for
the goose, but she was thankful, though
not so very much surprised. She really
had expected It
It was a heavy load for Baby Deb, |
piit she was excited and did not no-
tice it. Bhe made her way Into the
lighthouse, and, step by step, patter,
patter, she went upstalirs and burst, all
breathless, Into the sitting room, cry-
ing exultantly “It's tummed, it's tum- |
med!” as the great goose fell from her |
arms upon the foor.
Well, If you think they were not sur-
prised you know very little about the
Stoughton folks What they sald no-
body kwows. They all talked at once,
but by and by Papa Btoughton bad a
chance to be heard.
«“Where did you get it, Baby Deb ™
he asked.
“Why, 1 p'ayed Dod for it,”” answer-
ol Deb In the most patter of fact way
“Pald Dodl"”
exclnimed Papa
Btoughton,
“Pald Dodl”
chorunsed the
family
‘'"Es,” respond-
ed Baby Deb
convincingly
“Dod—ge dood
Lord. 1 p'ayed
to him. He send
ed It to me dess
now."”
More
ttons and
of Baby Deb’s
explanations re
vealed the whole
story Funny
folks, those
Btoughtons, but
they spent the
next ten minutes
wipling their
eyes and bugging and kissing and
makipg up hew pét Rames for Baby
Deb.
Papa Stoughton did say to Mamma
Stoughton that night as they were go-
ing to bed:
“A wild goose, It was blinded by
the bright light and broke its neck by
fiying agninst the glass. And, after all,
who shall say the good Lord did not
send 17
At all events, not a word of explana
tion was said to Baby Deb, and no
one con{radicted her when she sald at
dinner next day:
“Dod's doose is dood.”

ques |
more

“poD's DOOKE 18
poop.,”’

Charles Dickens on Christmas.

“it 1 a wonderful thing,” wrote
Charles Dickens, “the period, of Christ-
mas! 1 wonder how many hundreds
of thousands of parents have discov-
ered at Christmas time, under the
magic of the season—through some lit-
tle, little thing done by son or daugh-
ter—that those they thought Mtranged
from them, by thoss things which
come between, still loved them with a
more tender than they had
Areamed of.
] wonder how many sons and
daughters, under the magic Influence
of Christmas, have had their hearts
softened 80 a8 to be moved by some
{ittle manifestation of love by father
or mother, which would have
thought little of. desplsed, at
anv sther meason

The captain's fingers rest

CHRISTMAS 01 THE POLLY, |

By FRANK H. SWEET.

Cepyright, 1909, by American Press
Association r
T was the good ship Polly,
she sailed the wintry sea, |
For ships must sail though
fierce the gale, and a pre- |
cious freight had ehe.

and

"Twas the captain’s little daughter

stood beside her father's

chair

And illumined the dingy cabin with

the sunshine of her hair |

With a yo heave ho and & yo heave | .

ho!
For ships must sail
Though fieree the gale ‘

And loud the tempests blow.

»d on the |
pretty, curly head ‘
“Tomorrow will be Chrictmas day,”
the little maiden said I
“Do you suppose that Santa Claus |
will find us on the sea |
And make believe the stovepipe 13 a l
chimney just for mel” I

i Loud laughed the jovial eaptain and :

“By my faith,"” he cried,

“If he should come we'll let him |
know he has a friend inside!" |

And many a rugged sailor cast a
loving look that night

At the stovepipe where a lonely lit- |
tle stocking fluttered white. |

With & yo heave ho and a yo heave |
ho! .
For ships must sail
Though flerce the gale
And loud the tempests blow

BANTA OLAUR

BUPPOARE THAT
WILL FIND US ON THE S8EA 7

“Do IQU

| Are you one of those very literal folk
who have their doubts whether they
ought to let their ehildren cling to the

W
wiottld e

| Claus

| stand
| you look at him the right way.

The Truth About Santa Claus.
I write myself down as one who still
belléeves in Santa Claus. Don't you?

beautiful old myth?
W iagination, without dreams,
it ‘try, this old world of ours
ry wearisome place. Its
road would be steeper than It is—much
over bare ground would
e compared with
over deep, hard packed snow.
myth of the old salnt,
ndeer and his Jingling bells
s bulging pack of toys and bon-
bouns, has charmed a thousand genera-
The stocking-hung by the chim-
Christmas the children
g nwanke until sleep pounced on
them llke & strong man armed, the
presents filling them from top to toe
in the morning, the rush of the bare
feet hurrying fast across the floor, the
merry uproar, the bubbling laughter,
the shouts of joy—the whole of this
family pageant belongs to dear Santa
We owe It to him. Graduoally,
as the golden mists of childhood clear
before the sun and the “tralling clouds
of gl fade, our small men and wo-
men dlgcover that Santa Claus ls not
one, but ten thousand; that-he ls better

thout In
out e

Y

ighing
eHe as
poet b

with his re

ney on eve,

stayin

ry”

than they knew, being just the spirit
of love, good will and beautiful un-
selfishness that makes the world a
peautiful Place to llve in now and
makes It a good starting point for

heaven by and by. For you and me
there is_hope that we may do our duty
in this world lovingly while we keep
the rll'd heart and belleve In Banta.

WAYNE HOLT.

Christmas Family Advice.

To Papa- Hemember the myth of
Ranta Claus, to keep it holy.
To Mamma—Don't worry about the
|asses candy getting on the parlor
rug. Christinas comes but once A year,
and the stores will sell you & parlor
rug any day
To Misa Belle—It I8 not necessary to
upder a bunch of mistletoe ir

iy

To Little Willy—Uon't be envious of
Jones because Santa brought
pon. Next year you may get

ing gun. (It will disappear
ysly whortly after you begin

Jimuny

him a cat

a disapg

mysteri
to muke n nolse with it, and may be
mamima can explain.)

To Baby—Be-good, dear child, and
et who will be clever.

Oid F at Home Remembaered.

A oo ny hundred thousand dol
have beepn shipped home to Europe
through the banks, by
iployed In America. This
because of the high
the banks have been
[ this class of exchange
han us=ual. The bulk of the drafts go
and and lreland Servants send

<11 14
ners «
- proba
1 les

ol y
W e,

with

On the good ship Polly the Christmas
sun shone down

And on a smiling little face beneath
a golden crown.

No happier child he saw that
sea or on the land

day og

| Than the captain's little daughter

with her treasures in her

hand.

For never was a stocking so filled
with curious things.

There were bracelets made of pretty
shells and rosy coral strings,

An elephant carved deftly from a bit
of ivory tusk,

A fan, an alligator tooth and a lit-
tle bag of musk.

Not a tar aboard the Polly but felt
the Christmas cheer,

For the captain’s little daughter was
to every sailor dear.

They heard a Christmas carol in the
shrieking wintry gust,

For a child had touched them by her
simpls, loving trust.

With a yo heave ho and a yo heave

ho!
kY

For ships must sail
Though flerce the gale
And loud the tempests blow.

Carlotta Grisl complained to Nossinl
that Glulla Griel'a Fuccess as a singet
obliged her to fall back upon the dan-
cer's profession

“What would yun more, my chila¥
he replied “Giila has stolen the
nightingale’s volee, but sbhe has left
you its wings.”

“It's awfully fate” 1 remarked to
my friend after an extra loug whist
bout at the cluh “What will you say
to your wife?”

“Oh, I shan't say much, you know,”
was the reply; * ‘Good moruing, dear,’
or something of that sort. She'll say
the test.”

p—

of this money, and none is ap-
arently poor or ragged that he or “
she has not at least the equivalent of
. pound sterling to send home to the
ks

a0

Peacocks For Turkeys.
Peacocks formerly took the place of
irkeys on the Christmas table.

i :

tu

Church and 61e_rgy.

insurance upon St. Paul's ea-
idon, 48 about £05,000, or in
rhood of half a million dol-

The
thedral, Lo
the nelghbx
lars,

The olleginte Duteh Reformed
church of New York city has n-
creased the salary of Rev, Dr. David
B. Burrell, its senlor paster, to $156,000,
with the promise of a pension on re-

tiring
Rev. Rertrand Martin Tipple, for-
merly pastor of Embury Memorial

Methodist Eplscopal chureb, Hartford,
Conn., and for some years pastor of the
Methodist church at Stamford, Conn.,
has been chosen té take charge of the
work of the Methodist church o Rome,
ltaly .

Short Stories.

Bullets were formerly made of stone,
One town In Spailn has one huveh-
back to every thirteen inhabitants,
Eleven years ago about 200 &
biles were made and used In the
od States. Next year, bullders predict,
the number will be 200,000, :
Electric engines will haul the ships
through the Panama eanal when the
big ditch is completed. This will pre-
vent serious aceidents and collinions.
The electric engines will ran on speeial

—_—

Children

FOR FLETCH
CASTO

Cry
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