PUBLISHED FRIDAYS.

$1.50 per Year; 124c. per Month

Agents for any Magaszine or Newspaper
printed in the United Btates.

-

ERMAN COUNTY OBSERVER.

———

Of Fvery Description to Order’

Quick and Cheap!

ibber Btampe Furnished.
o for Typewriters, Typowriter
Bupplies, Ribbons, Eto.

_ &
Moro, Sherman County, Omecon, Friday,

e

Dec.

31 1909.

Five Cents

. -

The Grain Growers [onveniences

Are not alone confined to Rural Free Delivery of mail
and the Telephone. . There is another convenienee which all
farmers 8hould have — and many do have — a checking ac-
count with- & good bank. The posseseor of such an account

avolds the risk of bating his money on his per-on or about

his home where it is in danger of fire-wnd thieves.

His bills paid by check are not only a valid receipt, but
also a convenience in his home transactions where very often
the necessary change for concluding settlement is not at hand

Doa’t stop to think this over, but starl an acecount now with

The [ffasco {jarehouse filling Co.
Bank, of ffore.

'MORO PHARMACY

Experienced, Registered Pharmacists
Medicines Carefully Compounded.

Complete Qssortment of 8liverware and Jewelry

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

Any and all Kinds of Patent Medicine Alwavs In Stock

Expert,

FURNITURE

-.AND

UNDERTAKING
0. W. AXTELL

Moro Oregon.
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IN AND PLACE YOUR ORDER
PRICE IS RIGHT

COME
WORK 15 RIGHT

| HoTeEL [VIorO

Nea~est Hotel to Burinesp Center, Banks and Depot.

Sunday Dinner 35 cents.

| Table the Best the Market will Afford

Opposite Post Office

Moro, Oregon.

e = ———s ——

*; | ST O P where the people stop | I
¥V The Umatilla House
‘Tiae Dailes, Oregor,

Electrie Lighta Kleotrio (21 . .

Bteam Heaf.
| HOTEL RATES\TO SUIT YOU. f

| 1l Al OR & N Trains Stop at Front Door
o Railway Ticket Office in the Lobby.

T. N, CROFTON, Proprietor.
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HERE LIETH Y|

ORPHAN HOURS,

DR. DEANE'S
RENUNCIATION.

A Story and a Lesson For the
New Year.

T was the evening of Dec, 31, and
the year waa ending with glorl |
wis winter weather, The ground I

| but not even a |

was hard frozen,
bolly or'an evergreen rustied, and the |
branches of the bare trees were per- |
fectly still
Dr. Deane stood In his doorway
Presently there came a sliding sound,
a beavy fall

“ muttered exelamation,
| He hurried out, to find horse and rider |
gone down on the slUppery rnn(]'wn)'_i
but without serious Injury, for both
were already rising
“Can I do anything
his natural guestion
cumstances
| *“Well—yes; 1
| the stranger, a man whom the
eping reveanled as tall, broad
Iuhuu!dnrn-d. dark and not of prepos
|
|

for you? was

under sach cir

think you can,” said
bright

moon

| sessing appearance. “That 1s,” he add
ed, “if you have a house near at hand,”
and he foot and leg thought
fully

| “Within

| pointed

felt one

I'he
Eate “1

three yards." doctor

toward his garden

“PRANR—JOHN DRANAT" HE REPEATED.

have a spare bedroom; also a wvacant
stall fa the stable. BShall 1 put you
and your horse up for the night

"“You are not afraid to emtertaln a
stranger 1" ’

“Not in the ledst,” the other man
rmiled. “1 am not nervously econsti
lated.”

“Then 1 sccept, with thanks,” was
the reply. “Fvidently 1 dm not Beri-
ously hurt, bot I think my foot fe
sprained,” and, trylng to walk a_ step,

| see to It.
| do yon lean on my arm.

an exclamation escaped him which'
meant paln.
“Fortunately I am a doctor. 1 'I

Le¢t me lead your horse, and
My man s
gone home, but 1 can stable your steed.
1 often do #o for my own If | come In
late, Please walk in and make your-
self as comfortable as you can. 1 will
be with you In ten minutes. The door,
as you see, stands open. The room on
the left hand side has a very good
fire.”

Until the Injured foot had been at-
tended to and bandaged the stranger
kept silence, but his plercing eyes were
studying the countenance Of his host
with an expression of astonishment.

“No,” he exclalmed at last; “you have
no fear of me, though, for all you
know, I might be a robber or a mur-
derer.” May | Jearn your name?’

“Certainly. It is John Deane. And
yours ™

But apparently the question was not

for It was not answered. In-
the doctor could plalnly see that
seemed startled and U at

heard
deed,
his guest
ense,

“Deane—John Deane?’ he repeated.
“It must be fate, bArd and relentless
fate, which brought me to your deor
tonight. then,” said the man at last
“If 1 had known you werg living m
this place 1 should have given you an
exceedingly wide berth, Dr. Joha
Deane.”

“You are speaking In riddles,” sald
the doctor I do wot wish for an ex
planation I will ring for something
In the form of supper and then, with
your permission, light you upstairs to
the room where I you will rest
comfortably for such time as it seems
best for you to be my guest."”

hope

“Well, have it so If you will,” mur
mured the other
The meal, a very simple one, was

eaten ln sllence. As It coneluded Dr,
Deane suggested that a good night's
rest was next to be thought of, but the
guesl shook his bhead.

“An you will,” he sald, with a slight
hesftation, “Only you will, I Am sure,
pardon me If | give myself up to
thinking instead of talking. SBometlmes
the dead past seems revivified It Is
#0 with me on each Dec, 81, and I do
not resist its power.”

The other answered
leanped back In his
thoughtfully lnte the fire,

The Iittl¢ timeplece struck the hours
of 10 and 11, yet still these two men
sat on Iin absolute sllence, each ap
parently absorbed in his own refle
tions,

It must bave been within a haf
bour of midoight when the stranger
rorfsed himsélf as If from a dream
and, sitting erect, exclalmed

“Deane~John Deanel”

The doctor started viclently; It was
po sudden an awnkenlng to the actual
present that his professional com
posure deserted him, and his volce
shook as he responded :

“What—what s It?

“This: 1 can't sit here by your fire
side and keep silence. 1 wonder now
whether 1 could ndt manage to ride
another five pr six miles flrtzy‘."

The strange guest looked odly at
the doctor's face,

“So you are changed by the pass
ing years, are you? Think back a bit
Did you never vow that yon would be
revenged on one who wronged you?”

“Yes—once and only once, If my
memory s true. If there could be any
axcoss it would be that I was & very
young man and basty of lempes, a8

nothing, bnt
chalr, gazing

tLe young often are. That vow of
mine has been repented of long since,
1 would lHke pothing better than to
elosp the bhand of him who Injured
we and tell him 1 bave long sioce
mude renunciation of that first pur
> ! |
“You—would—do—timt?" The words
eame slowly, one by one. “Why?
lecause the past is past, and life
s uot long enough to be burdened with
apger and resentment. Besldes™

But at this point Dr. Deane was in-
terrupted

“I nm Frederick Watson.”

\ strange silence fell opon these
m and It lasted several minoutes,
@uring which the thoughts of both had
truveled back many years, |

came between you and one whom
you loved,” sald the guest then.

The doctor made a sign of asseot
N« rds seemed possible

represented you as gullty of an
aet of which you were inmbcent; con- |

“FIFOSE ME TO THE WORLD.”

sequently you were disinherited—and
In my favor”™
| Agaln that sllent
| hend, .
“Well, you have walted lung. but
here I am, thrown upon your hands by
an sccident. Expose me to the world
If you will., T deserve it.”
i Duat the doctor rose and stood still
| The bells were already ringing In the
ngw year, and a smle came upon his
Iip8 as he listened and then beld out
Lis band
| “Long ago | made renunciation of
that purpose to be revenged,” he saild,
“and Wrenew It now. Frederick Wat-
| sony, Jet us be friends,”and do you make
| the future better than the past.”
| Bome months later It began to be
genernl news that Dr, Deane was a
| ich man. Property which ovglit al
waps to have been his hind been re-
stored to him, but no one knew the de-
| tnll@ of the story. They only know
that m certnin Mr. Watson made fre-
quesl and lengthy vislts to the cot-
tngd, which had so rarely known any
prosemce thau that of Its owuner, and
he alid Dr. Deane appeared to be close

mwovement of the

| be is rich,
| of poverty—it's
| comes back penniless I shall

" and

| with
| unwound himself from several yards of
| woolen muoffler

(risnds - triends of “suid lang syne.”

AFTER FIFTEEN YEARS.
A New Year's Son

By CLARISSA MACKIE.
[Copyright, 1908, by American Press Asso-
alation. ]

T was New Year's eve, and Marcia
Beoty sat stariug into the fire
with unseelug eyes and com-
pressad lpw

“l1 toldd him I'd walt Afteen years
and one longer,” she sighed. “The ff-
teen years are up tonight at 12
o'clock, If he doesn’t appear then with
the fortune he promised | shall start
the new year by marrying Oaptaln
Lada!"

l(mh'l eyes blazed Indignantly as

she made this
declaration. Wif-
teen years ago
Jeremiah Allen
had kissed her

goodby and gone
away to the gold
flelds to seek a
fortune for them
both.

“Ill come back
within two years,
Marcia,” he had
g boasted at the
4 last. “I'll be rich
then, and you'll
B MAITY me, won't
o youl! You'll walt
for me two
years There
ain’'t any money
In farming—

HE TRUDGED AWAY you'll walt for

INTO THE WEST me just two
years, Marcia, won't you?"

“I'll walt Afteen years, Jere,” she
had promised. “That is an awful long
time, and It proves how much—I care!”

Jeremiah had admitted tenderly that
it did prove Marcia’'s love, and so he
bhad trudged away into the west. The
years had dragged by, and Jeremiih
had not made a fortune, but Marcla
was still walting.

Every month her lover had written
A long letter, and these letters became
At last a history of disillusionment and
hard, hard work—a history of digging
underground, of great “strikes” and
disabtrous business deals in which
Jeremiah Allen always came out a
poorer and wiser man than when he
entered. It would seem that with so
much poverty and wisdom thrust upon
bhim Jeremiah might have done better,
but he never did.

His last letter had contained glowing
accounts of & pew camp In the Klon-
dike. He was there now, she thought

“If Jeremiah doesn't come tonight I
shall marry Captain Ladd in a month,”

averred Marcia agaln as she stared
steadlly at the fire,
The clock ticked above the high

mantelshelf, the cat purred noisily In

| the warm corner, and the logs hissed

and spat in the fireplace. Outside It
was snowing softly, and now and then
& large flake touched the window pane
with a maffled rap

“If he doesn’t come tonight,” sha ar

| gued with herself, “he can't expect me

to wait for him any longer. I'm thir
tr-eight now. [ shall marry Captain
Ladd In a month.” Bhe shuddered a
little at the wmight of Captain Ladd’'s
rublcund visage peering at bher around

| the clock on the shelf,

“1 don't w'pose Jere 'd wamt to see
that picture on the shelf,” she mused
a8 she hid it In a drawer. “He used to
be jealous. 1 expect he's an old man
now. He must ba ferty-two. 1 hope
I can’t stand another year
too grinding. If he
arry
OCaptain Ladd anyway!"

With this resolution the door opened,
and in walked the captain, his halr
beard sprinkled with clinging
snowflakes until he looked like a ver

itable Banta Claus

“Thought I'd watch in the new year
you, Marcia,” he puffed as he

“1 thought to myself
that as we was likely to go through the
year together as man pnd wl!! mbbo
it'"d be a good
ldea to watch
the few year In
together, eh 7"
Marcia hesitat-
ed “Well,” she
murmured, wirh
A relunctant
Elance at the
elock, “1 kind of
expected some
one else tonight
—a0ome one who
promised to be
here—but I guess

he—they afin'tg
coming.”
‘*Does that

mean you want
me to stay, Mar
cla?

Marcia nodded
gravely., “If the
right company
bad eome I'd
have sald no,” she explained wistfully,
“You understand I'm not marrying for
love. I'm lopely, and I want compan-
fonship and some one to take care of.”

The captain nodded. “I'm willing to
be took care of,” he sald solemnly.

Marcia knitted calmly, the warm red

“I WANT COMPANION-
s

aince Jeremiah's departure fifteen years
before.

“You can bavé the house repapered
if you want to, Marela,” sdid the good
eaptain after awhile.

“All right,” agreed Marcia in & muf
fled volce.

“T'm golng o Wy & oW anings,
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(roceries
Preferred Stock Brand 1
SPECIAL PRICES ON  }
Salmon, Oysters,
Tomatoes, Corn.
Monkland Cash Store }
CAN|SH Manager.§§

drive to town In
The old buggy 1a all
in tatters.”

too, so's we can
proper fashion

“That will be

nice,” murmured
o Marcia,

“We might get
married on Val
entine’s day
That'll give you |
tilme to get
ready, eh, Mar-
cla? he sald
playfully.

“Very well”
consented Mar

cla mechanieally

The hours wore
on She put re
freshment of
cider and dough

nuts before her

sallor lover, but

she did not touch

WRY. T AN RICH.™ t T.I em herself

’ When the clock
chimed 12 he arose and turned a
merry eye toward ber,  “Here's to
your bealth, Marcla Scott, soon to be
Marcia Ladd. Glve me a kiss, my

dear, to seal the bargaln.”
toward her suggestively
“No, erled Marcia vehemently
“I have made a mistake
you, Captaln Ladd
some one else. Oh,
you—not this year!"
The captain glared angrily at her.
“This yeaur or none, ma'am! You've
been a-putting me off more times than
I want to remember! Shall we begin
this new year together or not?'
“Not!” mald Marcia firmly.
mind’'s made up for good and all.”
"“Good night, and a happy new year
to you, ma'am!” snapped Captain Ladd
as he strode from the house
“l didn't fifteen years, Jere
minh,” whispered Marcia softly to her
solf as she thrust Captain Ladd's pie
tare in the fire “l meant I would
walt always. I've just found it out.”
There was a little contented smile
on her face now as she dreamed be
fore the fire, and so she did not hear
A low tap at the door. Again It sound
od,
with a little frightened cry
The door swung open, and this time
a tall form entered and stamped the
clinglng snow from his feet

He leaned

no!™

I am walting for
I eannot warry |

“My

Inean

“Mareia—little Marcia,” he cried
eagerly, “1 ain't too late? You're walt
Ing for me yet?’

“Yes,” sobbed Marcia iu Jeremiah's |
strong arms

“I aln’'t rich, Marcia. I'm a dead

fatlure at getting rich
to buy a farm and settle down
got Just enough for that. Do you want
me now, Marcia? [ ain't rieh, but
I've got my two hands and you. Why,
]l am rich!” he laughed delightedly

“And 1 am rich, sighed Marcia
happily. *“I have got you!"

The new year had already begun

too,"

Not Bueh a Handicap
Bpratt—Yes, [ know I'm a very ab
sentminded fellow, but I'm always glad

of It on New Year's
Bnaggs—How so?
Bpratt—Why, I ean break all my

New Year's resolutions without cauns
Ing any comment In the famlily

The New Year's Shooter.
Thia is the day when shooters shoot
And then go home and ‘‘resglute’”
That mext Year surdly, come what may
They will Dot | .hon' on New Year's day

10 NIIETEEH TEN.

Child of eternity, uhlld of the si-
lenoe,
Fair New Year,
Wise with the wisdom sages have
left thee,
Bend thine ear,
Lift up the veil that ocovers thy
features,
Strange New Year,
Rainbow a promise over the dark-
ness,
Lest we fear!

Bury our yesterday, foolish and
empty,
Fathoms deep; .

Leave the mound unmarked, un-
tended,
Where they hleep.
Then shall the morrows fnd us val-
iant,
Boorning fear,
Meeting thy glance with glanee un-
daunted,
; Sad Bew Tear!
w -

I ean’t marry |

louder, and she rose to her f»et,[

I've come back |
I've !

-kOA.’l"ORl

THE JOLLIEST SHOW
| IN ALL AMERICA,

1908, by American Press Asso

ation.)

HE

‘ By ROBERTUS LOVE.

[Copyright

most remarka
ble circus in the
world is the one
that is given ev
New Year's
in the New
York Produce
Exchange The
rich members of
the exchange,
who during the
rest of the year
are busy trading
on the floor of
the blg Mllding,
knock off busi
ness for the aft
erncon and give
up the floor to a
cireus  perform
ance for the de-
poor children who llve in

ery
eve

Hght

of the
the lower sectlon of the great clty.

| The Produce Exchange stands close

to the lower end of the island, on
| which the older part of New York city
is bullt. This is not a residential sec

f tion, being the wrea, in which the won
| derful skyscraper sky llne of the eity
appears to the view of people a-sall on
the bay or the rivers. Yet mauny fam-
{lles inhabit the older and shabbler
bulldings in the vicinity. Most of
families are quite poor and the
children numerouns Santa Claus fre
quently forgets to visit them, but the
children have thelr Christmas tree pro

these

vided by the Produce Exchange men
A huge tree trimmed with candles,
| lanterns and all the finery of Santa
Claus Land is lighted up for the chil
dren, while hundreds of baskets of
luxuries and necessities are distrib
uted

Rows of seats arranged in a cirele,
tler upon tler, accommodate the de
| Mghted little In the center Is a
with tanbark on the floor
Last New Year's

ones

real clrcus
1 .
[ same as Barnum's

EDUCATED DMGS,

band of eighty-five
from Roman Catholic Institu-
in the neighborhood Marnished
musie the chlldren wanted and
some of them cared for,
Inasmuch the. tots were there to
yell with delight when the ringmaster,
a member of the exchange, stepped
Into the ring, cracked his long whip
and Introduced the performers.

There were bareback riders, pony
races, tralned horses, trapese perform-
ers, magicians, eduented dogs, jugglers
and—clowns! Of course there were
clowns. What would a circus be with-
out them?

Acte. = In Retirement.

Many mctors have lived long after
retiring from (he stage. Macready, re-
tiring In 1851 at the age of Afty-eight,
passed an honored lelsure till his death
at Cheltenham, England, in 1873, After
Mrs. Siddons’ farewell appearance as
Lady Macbeth In 1812, being then In
her fifty-seventh year, she spent her
remalning score of years In almost un-
broken retirement.

eve a uniformed
pleces
tlons

all the
more than

ns

mous Master Betty, whom, In
'Lnodﬂ accialmed as the Infant
clus. His positively
was made on Aug. 9,
of thirty-two, He

1874, a “rvesting™ of
London Standard.

Ohudr.n ory

FOR FLETCHER'S




