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Personal Talk With You.

If you do not read The Observer, why
not?

Wewould like to have you take it, and
we know it would be profitable to you 1o
become a subscriber. We send it two
years for $2.50; one year $1.50; 12% cs &
moath jsa't much. Tr{ it. Order by
postal card, and pay for it when you can.

Al any time when requested to do o,
the paper will be discontinued. But we
expect that all arrears will be paid belore
such request is made. It is easy to ask us
for a statement, which will be cheerfully
rendered st any time.

THE KNAVE OF
SPADES

By LOUISE B. CUMMINGS

I _—

F Copyright, 110, by American Press
Assoclation

Mary O'Rourke was a typical Irish
giri-light halr with a tinge of red In
it and a complexion like a ripe peach.
Mary lived in stirring times, when the
peoplé were' Ing to be free
from what they deemed the tyranny
of the British sovereign. \

Of one of these adherents she had
heard a great deal, but had never seen
him. Dennis Shea was a young rebel
taking an active part in the efforts to
throw off British supremacy and was
rapldly becoming a leader. The gov-
ernment was watching for some overt
act on his part that would afford an
excuse for his arrest and condemna-
tion for treason, But of this the young
patriot knew nothing. A gifted orator,
bhe continued to speak to his country
men of Ireland’s wrongs.

Mary lived in a house with an Eng-
Msh family who were very bitter
against the Irish patriots. Donald
Trevor, the head of the family, was a
pussy, red faced, rotund man—indeed,
a veritable John Bull, who didn’t con-
ceal his oplnions. One evening when
the mail coach stopped at the town
a passenger alighted and asked for the
home of Donald Trevor. It was polnt-
ed out to him, and, with his traveling
bag, he went to it and knocked. Mary
opened the door, and the stranger sald
that he had been recommended to the
house to stop, since Mr. Trevor was a
stanch supporter of the king. Trevor
took him In, gave him the best cham-
ber in the house.

This especial treatment of the stran-
ger made Mary curious to know who
bhe was. The best way to learn was to
listen when Trevor and he were talk-
ing together. This was not very prac-
ticable, but Mary kept her ears open
when near to fhe two men and knew
they were excitedly talking about
measures to hold the Irish in check
Then she caught the name SBhea. This
indueed her to take the chance of be-
ing discovered eavesdropping by re-
maining behind a screen when she was
supposed to have left the room. The
two men were excitedly discussing the
Irish cause, and she heard the stran-
ger say:

“l have fu my bag the king's war-
rant for his arrest. He will be tried
at the next assizes, and within a
month after that he will swing.”

This was quite epough for Mary.
Bhe went to the stranger’s room, open-
el his bag, took out a parchment,
unfolded it and saw the name Dennis
Shea engrossed In large Jetters. Tuck-
ing It under her apron string, she
closed the bag and, taking the warrant
to her own room, touched a match to
it and burned It

There s in the Irish people a love
for a joke which shows Itself in the
most serious moments. Beelng a pack
of playing cards on a table, Mary took
them up and, placing the knave “of
spades as the top card, she wrote on
it. “I'm diggin’ your grave.” Then she
went back to the stranger’s room and
placed the cards in the bag where she
had found the warrant.

This happened on the morning of the
stranger's departure, and he did oot
open his bag again till he arrived at
the place where he had been told he
would find Shea. The rebel was to
speak that evening In the town square.
and shortly before the meeting the
king's messenger opened his bag to
take out his warrant. In its place was
the kpave of spades leering at him
with the words Mary bad written be
low.

Here was a prefty pass. The Brit-
fsher was obliged to leave the Irish
rebel to talk his “treason” without in
terference. There was no use 1o hunt
for his missing warrant, for he had no
tdea where be had jost it, and be did
pot doubt that some sympathizer with
the Irish cause had destroyed It He
must get another warrant But a joor
ney to England In those days and re
turn was not the simple matter it s
today. One must go to the coast over
muddy roads by the slow coaches of

him across the Irish channel and near-
ly cross England on a similar coach
journey to London. Then be must pass
over the same route in return.

There was
but this long trip. but with true Bug-
lish persistence he started on his gquest.

The next day Dennis Shea received
a call from a young Woman who war
a stranger to hinn She was Mary
0’ Rourke.

“What can 1 do for you?" asked
Bhea .
“o into hidin'."

“Explain.”

Mary told the story of the stranger
who had stopped at the house where
she lived and what sbe had learned
about the warrant. Bhe had got thus
far In ber story when Shea broke in:

“And you have come to warn me?
Noble girl™ .

“Thert’s no hurry for you to be part-
in' with your friends,” she sald

“Why not?

“] stole the warrant. burned it and |

put a pack of cards in its place with
the knave of spades uppermost, so that
when be opened his bag he'd see It
starin’ at him.”

Tins was too much for Bhea. He
sprang for Mary, took ber in his arms
and covered ber face with kisses

Mary made no protest,

When the king's messenger reached
London bhe found that the king had
died ‘during his absence. and the new
sovereign madq a change in the 1rish
policy.
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FOR LOVE OF
ARCANGELO

By MARY E. BURTIS and
KATHERINE ALLEN

Copyright, 1908, by American Press
Assoclation.

IS8 MARION FAIRLEY stood

M in the doorway of room 1 lis
tening to the steady tramp,

tramp, of many feet while
walting for ber own litfle scholars,
She glanced a little regretfully
through one of the open windows. It
was so lovely out of doors. Why was
it tha* vacations flew by so quickly?
Before one realized 1t they were gone.
Her eyes passed over the circle of
tiny chalrs. What sort of little. peo-
ple would occupy them this year?
She was roused from her reverie by :
the arrival of her own scholars They
passed by her to the cloakroom, a poor:
ly dressed, untidy line of little Phll |
dren. Hére and there a last year's
scholar greeted her smilingly with a
cheerful “Good morning, teacher,”
Her first work was the finding out
and writing down of the children's
names. This was no easy matter, s
many of the children in the kinder-
garten were Itallan and could spenk
bat few words of Engilsh. Bhe was
obliged to turn some of her old pu-
plls Into interpreters.
In the midst of her work she was
interrupted by the entrance of two
pew scholars, a little girl of six and a
boy of four.
Miss Fairley's heart went out to the |
little boy at once. His beautiful gold
brown bair curled all over his well
shaped head, His beautiful brown
eyes had such a trusting, happy look
in their depths. The plump little body
was clothed 'n a guaint brown Hnen
blouse, long velveteen trousers and
purple stockings. He clung, half shy-
ly, to his sister's hand.
The little girl was a great contrast,
thin, awkward, with homely little Tace
and unkempt, straggling hair, 'Bhe |
was dressed In & shapeless frock of
faded pluk. Her stockings were tled
up with colored strings.
“This 18 Arcangelo,” she announced,
her black eyes gazing in fascination at
Miss Falrley's face, with Its pretty
gray blue eyes, fair complexion and
wavy blond batr. “He—four,” she con-
tinued, nervously twisting the gay bor-
dered handkerchief attached to her
waist by a huge safety pin. “He come
to school with me, He—my brother.
My name Luncie—Luncie Filandina.
You will like Arcangelo,” with a lov-
ing look at the little boy, who smiled
back at her. “Everybody like Arcan-
gélo. But you no like me,” with pa-
thetie finality. *“Nobody like me.”
Miss Fairley smiled at the little
girl's quaint speech, showed them te
sents and continued the morning’s
work,
But as the days passed Launcle's
prophecy came true. Marion Falrley
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“yOU MUST WEAR THIS ALL DAL"

found berself disliking the iittle girl
more and more without really know-
Ing why, while at the same time she
adored little Arcangelo. Luncle ap
peared to be always doing the wrong
thing without really meaning to and
to be always In trouble. Many a re-
cess found her kneeling on the floor
beside her chalr, her head buried In
her hands, because of Inattention or
forgetfulness of some command.
“Luncle,” sald her teacher at ome of
these times In exasperated tones,
“what makes you act so naughty? You
are by far the worst little girl in my
class.”
Luncle gazid at Ler with the
thetle look of a bomeless: dog. The
look made Marion Fairley feel strange-
ly uncomfortable.
“1 no help it, teacher,” she sald so-
berly. “I try an’ 1 try, but T do be bad.
1 not likke Arcangelo. You love him?"
oarnestly, clasping her hands together.
“Teacher, say you love him, my lttle
Arcangelo™

“Yea, Arcangelo 1s a dear little boy,
Luncle. If you were ounly mote like
him™ she sighed as she turned away
to cal the children in. Bhe could not
see the wistful look of hopeless long-
ing for a little—just a ttie—love on
Luncie's farce,

As spring drew near Miss Farley al-
lowed the children in the eircle to talk

a little while before singing the motn-
ing mongs
Theu Arcangelo was in his element
With outstretched fingers and dancing
curls, he would begin each sentence
with “My fadera he" And Luncie
would gaze raptureusly at him, exult-
| Ing 1n his power to please tho teacher.
One morning the Iittle circle of chi)-
dren were greatly excited. They eould
scarcely walt for Miss Fairley to give
the word which allowed them to talk.
At the signal all broke out at once:
“Teacher, Luncie, she bada girl! Bhe
killa the bird! Bhe"—
“Walt, walt; one at a time,” com-
manded Marion. “Tony, 'you may
speak first”
A fat boy In blue overalls and a red
sweater stralghtened up with impor
tance. “Lunele killa the littie bird on
the way to achool. | sawn her” point-

Mary became Mrs Shea

ing scombully st the Nitle ghl, whe

was sltting Stralght 18 bher Chair, her
tace pale and bands tightly clasped to-
gether.

“Yeb, she (10," interrupted a [Hitle
[tallan girl 1o & blue apron, gesticu-
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YEOU SAVED WIS LIFE TOO0, YOU BEHAVE
L LITTLE GIRL."” '
Jating with her hands, which set the
red mittens secvirely pluned to her

| sleeves for safe ‘keeping to daneing

merrily. “She maka like this,” squees-
tng ber fists together.

“Phat will do, Elvita. Tony was
speaking.”

“An' 1 picked up the bird, an’ here it
1s," cried another boy triumphantly,
producing the dead bird from 'the
pocket of his trousers, which were pre-
eariously held up by ome suspender,
fastened by a safety pin, Safety pins
played a very important and conspicu-
ous part in holding om and up the
clothing of many of Miss Fairley's
scholars.

“Bring the bird here, Vincenzo,” she
sald gravely. “Luncle Fllandina, come
here to me.”

Luncle came slowly forward, ber
face white, and stood before her teach-
or.
“Luncle, did you kill this poor Nttle
bird?’ holding it tenderly In her
hands.

“Yes, teacher,” she answered faintly.
“Luncie, If ever n child desérved a
good whipping you do, and If it were
not agalnst the rule of the school I
would do it too. Nothing makes me an-
grier than to see an animal or hird
cruelly bhurt or killed. What did you
do It for? sternly.

Luncle trembled, but remained sllent.
“Answer me, Yyou naaghty girl!”
shaking her roughly.

“It—was—hurt,” stammered Luncle.
Cries of * "T'waso’t hurt till you and
Arcangelo got to It. 1 seen it fiying.
You tella the big te,” eame from the
excitéd children.

“Hush, children! That will do. Oar-
mina, Dominick, If you can't be guiet
I sbhall send you from the room,” said
Miss Falrley sharply.

“Huch a pretty bird! Arcangelo love
the bird,” cried Luncie's brother, with
a sunny smile. He did not seem to un-
derstand that his sister was in trouble
because of that same bird.

Luncie glanced for a second at her
brother and shut her lips firmly. No,
she would not tell the teacher that it
was Arcangelo who had first hurt the
pretty bird so badly; that she had then
killed it to save it from suffering, for
if she Aid teacher would not love him
any moge. No, it was better for her to
take the Wame, for teacher did not
like her anyway, so it would not mat-
ter s0 much, but Arcangelo—that was
different.

“Lincle, I'm afrald—very much
afrald—you have told me a lje. 1 did
think, with all your faunits, you were

at least truthful.”

“] po lle™ replied the little girl
steadily. “The bird was burt, and 1
kflled 1t."

*That will do,” sternly. “1 shall

have to punish you severely.” 'Bhe
went to her desk, found a string and
tied the dead bird around Luncle's
peck. “You must wear this all day to
teach you not to be so cruel, and yom
eannot sing or take part In any of the
games for several days.” Bhe dismiss-
ol Luncle to her seat, where she be-
came the target for angry glances,

Even Nttle Arcangelo seemed to re
allze that she was In dlagrace and re-
fused to stny with hef at recess, leav
Ing her alone, surrounded by mocking
ehildren, who tormented her all they
dared. Lunele bore it all with ap
parent indifférence, but Imwardly she
was In despalr. She knew now that

| with
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dndl very pretty, mét heér at the door.
She seemed in great distress. |

“Lancie so
[ 8o. The doctor he says she no get
well,” pressing her Apron to her eyes.

Bhe was dressed In a bright green |
waist, purple skirt, navy blue apron
and many coloréd shawl, but this very
gayety of apparel was in sad contrast
to her worried, heartbroken face,

“You come see hér. Bhe call always
for teacher,” leading bher visifor
through the narrow hall, up the stalrs, |
tnto a stuffy litle room flled with
talking, gesticulating Italian women,
with here and there a small child. On
the great iron bed lay Luncie, her face
flushed with fever, her thin Iittle
bands picking ever at the counterpane
its wide handmade edging.
Coarse lace curtains were at the win
dow; a gaudy lamp and mat of artif
clal carnations were on the table. A
smell as of many ancient dinners per
vaded the room.

Miss Fafrley motioned to the other
women to leave the room, and they
obeyed. Bhe opened the window wide
to let in the sweet spring air,

Sitting down by the bedside, she took
the little girl’s hot hand in hers. “Lun
cle, I am so sorry to find you sick,” she
sald gently, a mist gathering in her |
eyes. All ber dislike for the little girl
seemed to have faded away. Lunéle's
straggling halir had been cut short, and
for the first time her teacher realised
what beautiful eyes she had.

Luncie gased wistfully at
“Teather — you —still —jove—Arcap
1t tell—you—sopmething?” she said,
with a great effort. *“You—promise ™

“Yes, dear, | promise,” wonderingly.”

“You—won't—hate—him-—/canse — he!
—a0 little—he—not—understand 7"

“No, dear.”

#He — had—hurt—little bird—so—I-»
killed it I—no—want—it—to suffer=
after — what you — sald-about—the—
birds.™

Tears filled Miss Fairley's eyes and
brimmed over, falling on the thin littie
hand, “Luncie, why didn't you tell me
this at the time? You poor little mar
tyr! 1 shall pever forgive myself™
she cried penitently, “And I thought
you were cruel!”

“1 was—afrald—yoo—ao—more—0ve
—Arcangelo.”

“You saved his life, too, you Lrave
little girl!” the tears rolling unheeded
down her cheeks,

“Yes—I-—save—iis life—my little Aps
eangelo—for me—I was—no good—but
he—so pretty—and you—loved him—l
save him—for you. | saw—the frst—+
day — you—love Arcangelo—but—not—
me.”

Sobbing, Marion Falrley leaned over
and kissed she flushed, wistful litthe
face again and again. “Luncle, listen
to me. I do love you, love you even
more than 1 do any of my scholar, |
more even than Arcangelo. Don't you
belleve me, LuncleT”

A great happiness filled the little
girl's eyes. Bhe feebly clasped her
teacher's hand and brought it to her,
ilps. “I happy—ver'—happy—for—you
—Jove—Arcangelo—and—me.” Faithful

name first.

NOTIOE OF SBHERIFF'S SALE
Tn the QirenitQourt of the Binte of Ore-
gon, for Bherman Cuvamty,

E. W, Lafferty, Plaiosi®®
™,
B 0. Boardman, Deferdant.

Notioe in hereby given that by virtue of
an exeoution dely issaed ont of the Oiseuis
QOoust of the Beate of Oregon for Fherman
Uoanty, dated the 235ih dny of May, 1810, in
» oertain sotion id said Coury « E
W, Laflerty reouvered a 0t Aesiust
B G Boardman for the wam of §i b
and the forsher snm of §120, Attornsy's foes

and oonte and acdruing oosis said
wiit. Baid jodgment being recordsd io
the Ooncty Oierk's office in  Bharman

Ovanty, Oregon, on the #lst day of ay
1910. Nosioe is hereby given shat [ bave
levied upon, and will va
FRIDAY JULY 15th. 1910

At the frons door of the Ovauiy Ovart House |
in v oro, Bherman Coanty, Oregon. at 10 "
v'olook 8. m. on said day sell at’ public
wuosticn 1o the high-st bidder, for oash iu
b nd, all of the right title and interest of the
said ¥, G, Brardman dn and to all of L
Ooe (1), Two (2), Tores (8), Eight (¥
Nine (9), Ten (10), all in blook Kiehd (H)
of the wown of Kent, in Sherman Oobniy
Ovogon, nk the name appears of reoofd 1.
stm Counnty Olerk's offige of said Bhermw o |
C.aniy, Oregon; slso s pottion of L 's|
Beven (7) and Your (4) ns follows: Uoni- |
wenoioy Heventy (70) fest from e Nornih |
west oorner of Lot Bowen (7) in Bioek Eixh
(#) and running Hoavh T scnty (20) foel nud
thenoe East to the Kass line of Los Fiurid
aud shenoe North to the Bonth-east sorrer
of Lot Thres (3) n.d thenoe o rhe place of
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A Dreadful Wound
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HOTEL DALLES

Opened December 15t 1909,

HEAD QUARTERS FOR SHERMAN COUNTY PEOPLE.
——ms——— .
We. solicit your patronage. Assure you most
courteous treatment at reasonable rates.

N. K. CLARK, Manager.

from a kaife, gun, tin can, rusty nail, fire-
works, or of any other nature, demands
prompt treatment with Bucklen's Armica
Salve to prevent blood polson or gang-
rene. lta the quickest; surest hesler for
oIl such wounds as alsd for burns, bolls, | -
wies, skin eruptions, eczema, chapped

1n the Cireunit OCourt of the
In aod for the sounty

Ti Brown, Plaintiff,

to the end, she had placed Arcangelo’'s

) ) You are bereby ired to
hands, corms or piles.  25e Moro £ h IR b Sepese sad Portland, O .
Pharmacy . the above entitled muit, o or before the last Opened Jume, 1
- Eabileatian, to vl om f bfers oo 01h 2a7 Eastern Oregon
_ po to-wit, on of Headquarters.
Pinches All Reund. of July, 1910, and ul.f hll*:t.‘i: ‘:
Ste—My vew gown ls just lovely. | Bear and answer, piioulll will spply to vie m—
Wi's a perfect 0L P " ” Positival
alnt fled baret - yoe N L o ositivaly maost centrall
He—Satistied oo 1hat polat, eb? Faomes Saboivine e Bl & Tty located. Fifth 8t. cars P“!

Bhe—Yes; | know It's a good Ot bes
cause It ploches e »0.
He—Well, It

Catholic Btandard and Tiwes.

now existiog between the pininiff w

yourself, on the grounds of wilful deser-
tlon and for soch osher and further relief
#8 to the court may seem + quitable and juw
| Th sommons is served upon you by pub-
lisation thereof for Lbe pe ol six mooe-s
ive weeks in The Sberman County Observer,

much as nm: pocketbook.—

NEW HOTEL PERKINS

thedoors every few minutes
el

Attractive Cafe and Grill Muosic

European Plan. Rates $1.00 and up

L. Q. SWETLAND, Secy. and

O WO OO WO WY

A “WANT” adin Tue Moro'

Osserver  will reach more
people 1n Sherman County than
by any other medium available.
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R LT - L A weekly ne per of yeveral oirenlntion,
y P acaits won goger of e ioe® V. L
A womap was ordered by the doctor AR srlee » L%
o put some ke in- bag and biod 1t §ulktiade on the i day of Oetdber, 1607
oh the templed of bet sick ‘boy. Om |And the date of the bilention thareot
h“m‘" ‘after Bls *patient 'the ' next isthe 27¢h day of May, 1010
day be was -inf 3 “Oh, Tommy's feasstiye "0 LAUD BI'BQHH.&‘KI%M-) &
better, but the mice are dead!”—Phil . o
adeiphia ‘Inguirer
>
Kept the King st Heme m m.[m H'-
“For the'past'year we havé ‘kept thelSouth- 19 o1  Time Table  [North-
- lorth-
king of all laxatives—Dr. King's New Life | bound i June 12, 1910 |bound
Pills—in our ouse and they have proved | P ol !
# blessing 1o all our family,’’ writes Paul | 8¢ dailylQ&s| STATIONS daily
Mathulks, of Buffalo, N. Y. ‘Essy, but|6.55 pm|70 .. .Shaniko.....| 7.00 am
sure remedy for sll stomaech, liver and |6.15 57 .o Wilcox 1 7.36
kidney troubles. OQnly 28¢ st Moro gg ?5 ...... Kent ...... :g
Phagmacy. . 505 (38 | ..Gress Valley...| 8.20
:g % E;"kim 8.40
I BT lieees oro ......| 8.55
Political Repartes. 4.20 23 .. DeM. coae| 9,08
*The motto of our party s “Turn the | 4,05 19 .McDo:;d . 9.20
rascals out!I"™ 3.50 16 .« SBandon . | 9.35
w rascals than. any other.— ;fg 3 | "g“;‘-‘ 3-55
L I ink. .. 110,10
._1___'." ._;_FI: R ;g L g [ Gibson 110.15
fasi—sr—— 12 85 Lv . Biggs .....'10.40 Ar
CASTORIA 5 | e -
¥ - % 2.38 |4 |....Des tes 110.50
. For Infants and Children. 2% |8 . Celilo [10.58
The Kind Yoo Hove Abways Bought 200 [ | v Dics 11 2
” . |-+ The Dalles....|11.25

b+ gioning, sivaated in Block Eight () o
the said town of Kemt, Bherman Ouwuinv
Biate of Oregon, as the same sppesrs of
regord in the County Clerk’s offies in Moo
Oregon, which property was heretofore

tsobed in snid o nse, Apd in now held Buoder
atinohment to be #rid aoder exsvation . d |
the proceeds applied inm satinlsobion of = i
judgmen: in favor of E W, Leflerr |
agalvst B G Boardiman
Dated at Moro, Bharman Ooanty,
w0, this 14th day »f Joos, 19 0
J, U, Fammm v
Hteriff of Sherman Coonty, Urip n. |
B .je17.jylb2s8)

teacher would never, never love her,
for she would always belleve that she
was eruel and had meant to kill the
bird,

lancle was right. Miss Falrley
treated her with coldness even aftar
the days of punishment were over
Whenever she looked nt the little girl
she seemed to see the dead bird hang
ing around her neck.

fhie felt a mensé of rellef when a few
weeks later Arcangelo came to school
alone. Her Inguiries for Luncle were
answered by a happy smile and some
reference to Luncle's being home,
mixed up with the story of a horse, a
pice man and some mishap to bhim-
wsolf. Marion Fairley gave up trying
to understand the little fellow, decid-
Ing that Luncle was probably sick
with some childish allment. Bhe In
tended to look bher up, but the spring
vacation came In a few days, and she
forgot.

The second day after she had return
o1 to school she met Tony's mother on
the street.

“You know Luncle Fllandina!” cried
that lady excltedly. *“Bhe ver sick—

horse.”

“Lancie hurt!” exclaimed Miss Failr
ley anxiously. “How did it happen?”

“She wsave her brother's life, A hig
bhorse come. He neatly knock him
down, and Luncle, “she jJump—she
snatch him away-—but she slip, and
the horse hurt her. Bhe éry always
now she want teacher. You goT* ques

“Of course 1 will. Poor little girl!
I'l go this very afternoon.”

Miss Falrley burried through dirty
streets and narrow alleys uatll she
penched Mr. Fllandina's saloon, above
which his family [ived. Mrs. Fllan-

‘ahlrd ren Cry
FOR FLETCHER'S

 CASTORIA

she go to dle—«he been run over hy a |

dina scarcely more than a girl hersell
e ———————————————

LA R N R NN E R R NN

$1 10 PORTLAND. §1
Columbia River Seeaery

D. P. & A. N. CO.

REGULATOR" LINE
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Str BAILEY GATZERT

Makes the round trip *
every week day except o
Thursday, leaving The
Dalles at 3 p. m

Str DALLES CITY.

Leaves The Dalles:

Monday, Wednesday
and Friday at 8 a. m,
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FASTEST TINE
CHEAPEST RATES
First Class Accomodations

For Wagons Livestock
and Automebiles.
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W. L GRIGHTON,  Ages
The Datles, Oregon.
2422222020200 "
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Bears the
Biguatare of

For information and rates, -m.)ly 10

F.CRABTREE. Agent,
Morao, (r
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Moro's BARBER SHOP

Porcelain Bath Tubs.

tverything First Class and Up to date.

Agent for the Best Steam Laundry
Shop in Brick Buildiug next Observer Office

EDGAR LEWIS, Proprietor.

MORO OREGON.
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'O OUR READERS!
[ -
By special arrangement we offer you
-
.a great opportunity to read
DMOND'ROST!\.\'[)'.% wonderful * Chantecler” is the dramatic sensation of the world. In it Rostand
proves himself to be one of the greatest drama-
tists of all times. “Chaniecl r” is not only the
reatest play of the century, = itisthe one greatplay of the
st hundreéd years. 1t i; an exquisite story, palpitating
with human sympathy and interest. It warms the blood
—stirs the emotions-—arouses every commendable senti-
ment. . *Chantecler” sparkles with satiric wit—counsels
with wise philosophy - entertains with fascinating' idiom
—while the tones of the hour bell of today, and today’s
problems, are heard through the medium of **Chante
cler's” deliciously up-to-date slang. No language con-
tains sufficient tives to describe it.  Only reading
and study will e you to appreciate it. It has aroused
all France—London gone mad over it.
The Only English Translation
Rostand has chosen HAMPTON'S MAGAZINE as the medium
th which to present “ Chantecler” to the English-reading
world. The publication will be in four instalments, one act to
each instalment, be in the June number. The translator
is the same who he to make “Cyrano de Bergerac " so fasci-
nating to American klovers.
J We baven ments with the publish-
ers of HAMPTON'S by which our ma “Chantecler”
&-m'paur fine features ,.muw i-Mm
. ) our own paper, y cost.
our offer below.
Haurron's MAGAZINE every month contains the most has a new series called “The Adventures of an Insomniac ;"
nt, and most interesting contents ever put James B. Connolly describes in several stories his Trip An:)cut')d
s of a gener Peary’s Own the Wodd with the American Fleet ; Frederick Palmer is con-
0,000 feature, _tributing a series of airship stories of which Danbury Rodd is
. tatdt . N ’*
h since Sherlock Holmes is ed in the second series of
‘ stories about Luther Trant, the psycho detective, writ-
Edward _ ' n-n_ni:.nnc ten by Edwin Balmer and William G. MacHarg. Other Short
: ever published. Mrs. Rheta Childe Dorr’s articles on Stories are by such favorites as O. Henry, Gouverneur Morris,
of the Women's Clubs™ are ‘without an equal in Charles Belmont Davis, Rupert Hughes, Josephine. Daskam
their to women everywhere. Fiction contributors in- Bacon, Harris Merton Lyon and many others,
clude foremost story-tellers of the world: Arthur Stringer
- -
Special Offer to Readers of This Paper
speciat arrangement with HAMPTON'S MAGAZINE, we are able to make the followin kable off
The publishers of Hampron's advise us that the demand for “Chantecler” is tremendous. &cr:z?rrcf:reeagvi: ;?)uor; om
the attached coupon now. The only sure way of getting all of “ Chantecler " is to send today.
The Qbserver by mail six months for . . $ .75 The Ob CUPMTWBOCUPO" POw.
. server, oro, Uregon.
's Magazine with “C » . :
Hampton's M with “Chantecler .etc. 50 Enclosed $2.00 for which send the Observer for
Regular Price $2.25 | six months and Hampton’s Magazine for twelve
: months, in accordance with your special offer.
Both For Only - ~ ~$m00f _
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“Chantecler” is the play so much tglked'abOut when played in Paris.



