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The price of The Observer is $1.50 per
car, 75 cents for six months, 50 cents for |
our months=but if naid in advance we

accept $2.50 in full for 2 years. Shorter
terms than one year 124 cents per month. |

A Blue Mark here will answer am in-

query, when entered upon our calendar,
tivi _the date of the paper as the date al

hich your current subscription expires.

Bits of Byplay

By Luke McLuke

Copyright, 1915, the Cincinnati
Enquirer

Cheer Up!
Laugh heartily and don’'t be sour,
Bmile sixty times In every hour,
And you'll ive long in spite of strife,
A long face leads to a short life.
—p——
The Limit.
“The boob Is an awful lazy cuss,
isn't he?’ remarked the old fogy.
“He rure 18" agreed the grouch
“Why, he capn't even reach a ¢onclu-
sion without getting tired.”

Giddap!
“The frog’s a funny beast to me”™
RHemarked old Mr. Fitts,
“For when he runs he fumps, you see,
And when he stands he sits.”

He Was There.

The Fly by Night company was
showing at the opery house in a little
Minnesota town.  Between the acts
one of the performers came out before
the curtain with a message.

“Is Mr. John Jobusou in the house?’
asked the performer “He is wanted
at the telephone iu the box office.”

And every man in the audience arose
and started for the box office.

A Wite Man.
All peaceful men should now encore
The gfan of Ezra Hinks:
He thiiks just what Lie'll say before
He say# just what he thinks

Opening Them,

“Qur preacher certainly opened the
eyes of the congregutiou last Sunday,”
sald Brown.

“That so?” asked Jones.
he say ™"

“He sald, ‘Amen! " replied Brown.

“What did

Shortest Short Stories.
Chapter 1—1l
Chapter [1-PilL
Chapter 1LI—BI11L
. ~{incinnat!i Enquirer,
Chapter |—Beau
Chapter Il—Dough.
Chapter I11-8how.
—Zanesville (O.) Bignal

Chapter |-D. T.'s.
Chapter 11-M. D's
Chapter lll=D. D's
—Boston Advertiser.

Don't Forget the Raw Beef, Jos.
Jos—Thanks. | will be there op time.
Have wmwade arrangements for Black
Ejes.yEdith~Personal in San Fran-
cisco Chronicle.

Huhl
He Is a' warm friend,
I'll agree,
For with his cold cash
He is (ree.

Me For the Tailor Bills.

Dear Luke— Would you rather hold a
corn fed girl on your knee every night
and pay a tullor for pressing your
pants every moruing or would you
rother hold a thin girl on your knee
every night and dodge the tallor bills?
—Anxious, Troy, O.

Here's One More.
“Another thing's certaln,™
Bald cold Mr. lloe
“A corn on the cob
Is worth two on the toe.”
—Reader,

Ooo, Vot a Cannibal!
Dear Luke—Henriette Auntspaugh
Hves in Norfolk, Va.—F, B.-A.

Is That So!

Dear Luke—Thls committee has been
.mdlnted to notify you that you wil
have to quit reprinting the mistakes of
tue Gowntrodden lino operators, Sign-
ed, Etaolu, S8urdlu, Cmfwyp, committee.

Hello!
Dear Luke—Any time you peed a
good pure smoke or chew call me up.—
Alta Backer, 8t. Bernard, O

Names Is Names.

Mr. 1 Will Be Padent lves ut
Broedes, Miss.

Our Daily Special.

Some men never lovsen up until they
are tight

Luke McLuke Says:

The natural walst line Is once mere
the fashion, and bips are once more
hips. Now you will see the thin giris
golng around with one hip higher than
the other.

It I8 easy enough to learn to run A
typewriter unli=e. vou o Le
married to Ler.

There are (oo many bachelors in this
country when you consider how easy
it s for & woman te make a man say
“Uncle” when she wants bim to.

When the children have to take cas-
tor oil poor father is always the goat
He has to stall around and pretend to
sip the stuff and then smack his lips
gud say bow good it tastes. And then
tie 1s given the job of hoiding the chil-
dren’s nofes, so' they will swallow the
dose. And later In life father will
wonder why the children respect moth-
er more than they do bim.

The suffragettes claim that they,are
just as good as the men. And old na-
ture seems to agree with them. “She is
giving some of them ns good a mus-
tache as any man can raise.

There Is nothing In a name. Light
housekeeping often results In mighty
heary food

You may think that you have a kick
coming. but bow about the mar whe
nover took a drink In his 1ife and whe
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For the Honor
Of the Flag

How a Man of Peace Was
Stirred to Deeds of
Daring.

By CLARISSA MACKIE

Luke Fraser twisted his sun bleached
mustache into aggressive points and
fixed his blue eves on the rim of the
desert where the horizon met the low
serrated lines of the Dingus foothills.
When he spoke he did not glance at his
companfon, but apparently addressed
his rerpark to the distant hills,

“] usually tote a gun,” he drawled
smilingly. *“When | meet a coyote—
beast or human—I'm ready for him,
and nine times out of ten when the
coyote sees the gun he's plumb scared
and he thinks to himself: ‘'Tain’t no
use monkeying with that galoot. He's
too darned ready to shoot.””

His companion smiled loftily. “Your
argument doesn’t hold water, Luke.”

“You bet It doesn’'t,”” retorted Mr.
Fraser, facing abont. “There's more
sand in my makeup than there is wa-
ter, Humphrey.”

“I'm a peaceable man,” contended
George Humphrey. “If a man does me
an injury I try to return good for evil
I turn the other cheek to him.”

Luke breathed faster. <

“Belng postmaster at Cactus Branch
I8 kind of a peaceable job; when a man
does you.a bad turn you can hold up
his maH, though it's unlawful and
risky, but it's been done!”

Humphrey's lantern jaws snapped to-
gether. “When did I hold up yqur
mail?' he demanded, but his eyes
shifted from Luke's calm blue gaze.
“Mrs. Fancher was complaining she
didn't get a letter | sent her,” he ac-
cused.

“Maybe you didn't write it,” sneered
Humphrey.

“Maybe I"— Luke stopped abruptly
and strained his eyes toward a couple
of riders slowly approaching the ranch
ibuse,” The man rode with an upright
military bearing, the woman with the
graceful case of one long accustomed
to the saddle. Bhe was young and
pretty, with masses of sof¢ black hair
tucked under the wide brim of her
white felt hat. They drew rein beside
the corral gate where Luke and
Humphrey were lounging.

“Good morning, gentlemen,” smiled
the Widow Fauncher. “This is Captain
Linney, from the Sandy Bluff bgrrackn
—oh, you have met before?” as the
three men exchanged greetings. “You
tell them, captain,” she appealed pret-
tily to her vompanion.

Captain Linney's sunbrowned coun-
tenance wus grave. “l came over to
tell you people that you had better
pack up and come into town for a few
days. There's going to be trouble by
tomorrow night.”

“Pedro at it agnin?" ¢demanded Luke
eagerly.

Linney nodded.

“8orry, but I've got to stay and watch
my stock,” returned the rancher.

“Alone? Linney's brows lifted in
surprise,

“l reckon my men will stop along
and help, and here's Humphrey, spoil-

SUDDENLY HUMPHEEY APPEARED AT AN

UPPER WINDOW,

ing for a scrap. You'll stay, won't you,
old scout 7’

Humphrey cleared his throat “My
duty as postmaster of this here town
demands my presence in Bandy Bluff.,”

“Of course Mr. Humphrey is right,”
observed Mrs. Fancher.

“But he doesn’'t belleve in fighting—
wo've just been arguing over it. Sup-
pise they tore the flag down from the
postoftice—whut would you do, eh?”
Luke demanded of Humphrey.

“They wouldn't touch {it; they
wouldn't ddre,” smiled the postmaster
serenely. “The filag protects itself.”

“It does not,” retorted Luke flercely.
“It's the men who fought and bled and
dled for the honor of that flag that
have made it what it Is. Look at the
coiors—hlue, heaven harn courage; red,

the blooll of heroes; white, unsullied
houor of a mation!” He choked sud-
denly. '

Mrs. Fancher’s black eyes dahced as
she exchanged a glance with Linney.

“Then you won't come Into town and
help us?" asked the sriny man quietly.

“That's anothér =torv,” retorted
Luke.
the boys nx 1 ean spare. We'll ride
over some time between now andeday-
break.”

They shook hands, and Humphrey
mounted his big rawboned sorrel and
accompanied the pair.

bas a brilliant red pose?

Jake watched them out of sight

“I'!l be there with as many of,

[

| mon It shone on Pedro's dead face and
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When Mrs, Fancher turned and waveld
her hand he swung his hat In response,
but the smile was gone from his eyes,
and there was a bitter look nbout his
mouth. Even a “gun toter’” may In-
dulge in a few Leart pangs when the
woman he loves rides away with ah-
other man. And Linney was a good
fellow in every respect, a more suit-
able husband than either Luke Fraser
or George [Ivmphrey, for the two Int-
ter were rivals for the pretiy widow's
hand.

The stars were fading tn the earllest
dawn when Luke amd (ive of his men
rode Into Sandy Bluff. ‘T'he little town
twinkled with lighis, and horsemen
appeared suddenly from unexpected
places and challenged the approach of
the men from Fraser's ranch.

The day passed in silent preparations
agninst the expected attack of Pedro
and his marauding band. In the begin.
ning the half breed had confined his ae-
tivities to cattle rustling; but, embold-
ened by his successes, he had planned
a rald on the thriviug little colony at
Sandy Bluff.

Luke found time to run Into Mary
Fancher's millinery shop and exchange
a few words with the object of his

MARY FANCHEL LINGERED AT THE GATE
WITH HER BOLDIER LOVER.

adoration, but the }ittle widow appear-
ed sad and spiritless and even shiver-
ed when Luke referred to the coming
encounter,

“There wMhl be—killing, I suppose,
Luke,” she quavered ag be was leav
ing.

“Bure thing.” he returned briskly.
“You better get some of the women
folks together and fix a temporary
hospital here—eh?”

Bhe promised to go to work at once,
and Luke lJeft her-and went to the
postoffice for his letters. In the still
alr of the midsummer day the flag
bung limply against its pole.

Luke lifted his bat In salute and en-
tered the untidy general store, where
Humphrey was flying around busily.

“Going to tote a gun tounight, Hum-
phrey?" asked Luke.

“You know my sentiments,” retorted
the postmaster grimly.

“If Pedro or his men harm you—
you'll slap somebody’s wrist, eh 7" grin
ned the rancher.

Humphrey s¢owled and said nothing

Luke bought some tobacco and car-
tridges and went back to his post—to
guard the mouth of Cactus bend, a
waterless bed of a long forgotten |
creek, up which Pedro and his band
could steal unobserved, hidden by the
mesquite bushes on either side.

Night came on, and Luke with his
ecompanions crouched under the stars
and thought eof many things. e
thought of his hopeless love for Mary
Fancher—of his hearty dislike for
George Humphrey—of the flag for
whose honor he was ready to spill
his life blood. There had nlwvs been
fighting blood in the Fraser family.
Frasers had shed blood In every war
of the Unlon from the battle of Bunker
Hill—every emergency had found a
Fraser ready to battle for his country.
Luke Fraser himself had been one of
a company of rough riders who had
charged np S8an Juan hill

But Pedro was a crafty foeman. He
did not approach Sandy Bluff by any
expected route, but came creeping |
around under the adobe outer walls of
the Branch hotel at the edge of the
town where one of his sples admitted
them through a gate. It was not untll
distant shots announced their presence
in the town that Luke and his com:
panions realized that Pedro ha®& out.
witted them.

In an instant they were running
swiftly through the dark streets to-
ward the center of the town. In front |
of the postoffice Pedro's men had
massed themselves and “were firing
recklessly at the bullding, where a
strong guard from the harracks had
been placed.

But It was Humphrey's activity that
astounded the ranchman as he now
and then glimpsed the postmaster’s
huge form through the spitting fire.

One of the ralders had climbed to the
porch roof and had torn the flag from
its pole. Buddenly Humphrey appeared
at an apper window—there was a
crash of glass as he burst into view.
In another moment the ralder hurtied
through the air and struck the ground
and lay still. There was a yell of rage
from below, and a shower of bullets
spattered around Humphrey.

The pestmaster appeared to have lost
his reason. Like a maninc he swung
the flag about his head and defled them.
Others of the band swarmed up to the
roof, and heé flew at them like n wild
man. After the third one had fallen to
the groumnd, broken and groaning.
Humphrey ataggered and, clutching
the flag. half fell into the open win-
dow, where he bung Hmply across the
sl

During the cqpfusion of fighting on
the roof the garrison had completely
encircled the ralders, and when the sun
Hfted a red rim above the eastern horl

the sullen countenances of his men,

wow prisoners.

Mary Fancher's shop, where Dr. Brown
and the volunteer nurses were buay
administering to the wounded. Luke
Fraser, dusty and battle stained. came

toptoeing Inte the room. but Mrs
Fancher waved him out.
“It's so crowded. Luke.” she whis

pered, “and these poor fellows need all
the air possible.”

“All wounded-—none killed?’ he ques-
tioned. -

“Thank God, no. Captain Linney was
slightly wounded, just a scratch on the
shoulder, but poor George Humphrey is
hadly hurt—the doctor isn't sure—ah,
I-am needed!” and she vanished.

Luke came again toward night, and
they told bhim Humphrey was better;
be would live. The postmaster was
iying on a cot In one corner of the lit-
tle shop. His gaunt face looked grim
and forbidding against the white bed
linen. Mary Fancher admitted Luke
and told him the patient was not to be
excited: then she stole outdoors, where
a soldierly form lingered at the gate.

Luke saw. the meeting, swallowed
hard and sat down by Humphrey’'s bed.

“Better?” he asked awkwardly.

“Yep,"” eronked Humphrey feebly.

“Were—were there many dead ones "™

“Oh, a few,” evaded Luke.

Humphrey was silent for a few min-
ates. “1 suppose you think it's queer
the way I acted after I sald what I did
to yon yestérday,” he ventured.

“You're some hero, Humphrey,” Luke
chuckled.

“Oh, pshaw!" deprecated the post-
master. “But you know they touched

the flag, Luke. [ couldn't stand for
that.”

“Sure, you couldn't. You don’t need
to be a gun toter, Humphrey; not with
those bony fists of yours so handy.”

“l didu't know it was in me, Luke,”
groaned the other. “l1 thought I was a
peaceable man., | didn't know it was
In me to kill a man.”

“You don't know what you can do till
you're tried out.,” observed Luke.

“There's something 1 want to say
right here, Luke, and I want you to
believe me,” sald the postmaster ear
nestly.

“Fire away. ['m listening.”

“l never touched any letter you or
any man ever sent through the mail
Belleve that 1™

“I do. It was plumb mean of me to
sty what I did; but, honest Injun,
Humphrey, | was jealous of Mary Fan-

cher= But 1 guess | never had any-

show there.”

“Nelther one of ns had a look in.
Captain Linney's the winper.”

Their hands gripped in silent sympa-
thy.

[Iumphrey broke the silence. *I
didn’t know it was in me, Luke; but, I
guess, it's in every man who loves his
country when the time’s ripe and he's
needed. 1 guess it kind of brenks
loose."

As the twilight deepened Mary Fan-
cher lingered at the gate with her sol-
dier lover. In the dimly lighted room
the digecarded suitors talked in low
tones not of women nor of love nor of
personal disappointments and grudges,
but of broader things—of the country
that was theirs, of the men who had
wrested it from the wilderness, of the
gift of liberty and the heroes who had
died to defend it—and they knew that
when the call eame again that they
would both be ready to fight side by
side for the homor of the flag whose
stars and stripes hung in a dim corner
of the room. . .

PERSIA’S SORROWFUL TREE.

It Blooms Only at Night and Appears
Withered In Daytime,

In faroff I'ersia there grows a shrub
which 1Is called the sorrowfu] tree.
Another nnine for this tree is the night
Jessnmine or the sad tree. The reason
why it Is called the sad or sorrowful
tree Is because It blooms only at night.

When the tirst star appears In the
sky the first bud opens op the won-
derful tree. As the evening advances
the buds open more rapldly until.the
tree fs covered with a delicate bloom
and it appears llke one vast (ower.
The bloom is quite fragrant and the
odor is |ike the perfume of the evening
primrose. As the stars begin to grow
dim and the dawn approaches the
flowers begin to fade, and by the time
the sun has risenp not a flower can be
found ou the tree,

Daring the hours of daylight the tree
appears to be withering as If It had
been Injured in some manner, but in
reality it is stmply regaining strength
in order to put new blossoms on the
following mnight. !

This tree is held In high esteem by
the natives of the country where it
grows and 1s looked upon as a curios-
ity by florists throughout the world
When cut down these trees send up
sprouts from the roots that will mature
into a flowering tree In a very short
time.— Apples of Gold.

The Preblem Selved.

Great Publisher—We find this novel
of yours is twice as long as it should
be. Great Author—But I can't waste
all that material. Great Publisher—
Certainly not. Our idea 18 to cut it ip
balf and make t wo novels of It.—Judge

Weeds.
A Tank growth of weeds becomes an
assct when plowed under before they
make seed.

The First Universities.

To fix precisely the date of the rise
of the first universities is impossible
for the reason that they were not
founded, but grew, They were started
by a few able men who had something
they wished to teach and youths
wished to learn. Gradually the free,
voluntary center of learning became
the organized affalr we know as the
university. —Among - the earliest of
these ('('Q‘tt‘rﬂ of learning were Baler-
no, Naples and Bologna. Italy being
the first land to experience the literary
| revival. We may say that Salerno
university wns fairly established by
the year 1060, the University of Bo-
logna by 1160 apd the University of
Naples by the year 1200. The Uni-
versity of Paris, which owes Its ew-
istence to the genins of Abelard, was
founded about the same time.—New
York Americun,

Commen Celor.

“Say,” sald the landlord to the ten-
ant who was two months shy with his
rent, “when am 1 going to see the color
of your money "

“Can’t say,” replied the party of the
second part. “The color just now is an

Humphrey bhad been carried Inte

invisible green.”"—Indianapolis Star.

OREGON NEWS NOTES
OF GENERAL INTEREST

Principal £vents of the Week
Briefly Sketched for Infor-
mation of Cur Readers.

At a meeting of farmers and fruit-
growers held at Myrtle Creek a grange
was organized. )

The 11th annual convention of the
Oregon Retail Merchants’' association
will be held in Portland February 19
to 21.

Committees have been appointed to
proceed at once with the erection of
a new $25,000 Christian church at
Milton. -

Baker lumber mills were compelled
to close down Yecause of the car short-
age. Nearly 200 men were thrown
out of work

Hundreds of acres of ground are
being prepared this year for the grow
ing of sugar beets for the Grants Pass
sugar factory.

Cheese men of Coos and Curry coun-
ty will make a campaign to stand-
ardize the manufacture of cheese in
the two counties.

Thirteen hundred acres in the sec-
ond unit of the West Umatilla irriga-
tion project will be opened to home-
stead entry March 6.

The Willamette Valley Mint Grow-
ers’ association was permanently or-
ganized at a meeting of the mint grow-
ers of the state at Albany.

Ashland has decided to repeat the
Rogue River roundup and celebration
upon an even larger scale than last
year during the coming July.

Regue river is to have a bridge 30
miles from its mouth. It will be the
only bridge between Grants Pass and
the ocean, more than 100 miles.

Reports sent in from county agints
of Oregon show that numerous farm
loan assoclations are being formed in
accordance with the rural credits law,

A demonstration wool car of the
department of agriculture, which is
touring the United States at present,
will visit Oregon from February 19 to
March 3.

Ernest V. Jensen, of Portland has on
exhibit at the state capitol a concrete
model of the Cecilo canal which he
is desirous to place on exhibit at the
state falir., ' )

Voters of West Linon at a mass
meeting authorized an election on a
$14,000 bond issue for the econstruc-
tion of a modern school bullding In
the district.

At a county meeting recently held
by the Moro County Farmers' union
resolutions were passed favoring the
employment of a county agricultural
agent for that section.

According to the figures of the sem-
ester just closed, the women of Pacil-
ic college and academy at Newberg
are emphatically better from a stand
point of scholarship than the men,

Not willing to be outdone by the
residents of Umatilla, voters of
Canyonville at the regular city elee-
tlon held there Tuesday elected
men to all seats on the city council.

Births in Oregon for the year end-
ing December 31, 1915, reached a total
of 12,232, according to the report of
the state board of health, just issued.
During the same period
6718 deaths and 4983 marriages,

Seventeen young elk, the increase
from the herd now in Wallowa county
brought originally from Jackson Hole
several years ago by the state fish
and game commission, have been sent
to Salem and Crater Lake national
park.

The eastern half of the Christian
Endeavorers of Oregon will convene
at La Grande Friday, Saturday and
Sunday, February 16, 17 and 18. This
is the first Christian Endeavor con
vention ever held In eastern Oregon,
and at least 250 delegates are expect-
ed.

Plans are being laid by the Stan-
field Fruitgrowers' union for the con-
struction of a cold storage and pack
ing plant. The new plant will be
equipped with gravity carriers and the
latest types of grading machines, mak-
ing it the most médern of any in the
northwest.

A large attendance of growers, far-
mers and dealers of the northwest
who are Interested in the question of
federal standardization of grain is ex-
pected at the meeting of the federal
grain standard bureau in Portland on

Lthe

wo-

Lhicre were

Wednesday and Thursday, February
14 and 16.
Governor Withycombe granted a

conditional pardon to Edward B. Deni-
son, indicted as George C. Huff, on a
charge of extortion, tried in Jackson
county, convicted, but released under
bond pending appeal, and again taken
fnto custody on the charge of a surety
company, who alleged that Denison
jumped his bond.

The waters of Klamath river and
Spencer creek within certain boundar-
{es are to be closed to fishermen this
week for a period of four months,
from February 15 to June 15, accord-
ing to the state fish and game com-
mission. The commissien states that
these streams will be closed diiring
that season to protect the trout and
other fish. .

Sure.”

Mrs, Smiley—Here we've been mar-
rled ten years, and my husband stil)
says I'm an angel. Her Friend—-But
does he really mean it, my dear? Mrs,
8.—Perhaps not. But don’t you think
I'm lucky to have a husband who pre
tends to mean~ft 7—Pittsburgh Chronl
cle-Telegraph.

Teeth of a Shark.

A sbark’s teeth are movable at will
and become erect at the mowent the
animal is seising its prey.

SCOTS AS FIGHTERS.

_‘ it—
They Won Fame In Former Days Un-
der Many Different Flags.

It wonld be difficult to find an army
in Europe which did not contain de-
scendants of the Bcottish soldler of
fortune. [d Sweden Gustavus Adol-
phus had four lleutenant generals,
twenty-two colonels and many other
Inferlor officers, all Scotsmen, In his |
service. He owned that his conquests
in Germany were due to the valor of
these gallant solders, .

In Muscovy the Bruces, the Gord
and the Douglases were famous.

Even {n Germany the ublquitous Scot
was to be found, and a General Ogllvy,
whose grandfather was a Bcotsman,
was at one time fleld marshal of the
emplre. -

It was lno France, however, that the
Scot was Fated most highly, and the
old saying ran, “Fidcle comme un Es-
cossals.” Louls had such a respect for
these soldlers that he ordalned that
bis body should be gnarded night and

day by i{wenty-four Seotsmen. “This
Bcots bodyguard was continued under
the reign of nine kings without inter-,
mission for 1560 years.

King Charles VIL raised another com
pany of Scots, called “Gens d'Arms
1'Escosse,” consisting of 100 horses
and 200 archers. This force had pre-
sedence of all the French troops.—
London Chronicle.

Architecture.

A distingulshed philosopher spoke of
architecture as frozen musle, and his
assertion ccused many to shake thelr
heads. We belleve this really beautl-
ful idea could not be better reintro-
duced than by calling architecture si-
lent music.—Goethe, .

His Cholca.

“A bad beginning means n good end-
In‘."

“That may be, but If | can have my
cholce I'll take the fine start every
time."—Detroit Free Press.
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Special Rates
NEW HOTEL PERKINS :

Fifth and Washington Sts. i
PORTLAND, ORE. :

Room with privilege of bath, single,
. 15¢ up; double $1.00 up
Room with private bath, single $1.50
up; double $2.00 up. E
Auto Meets Trains. Street cars from -
Union Depot pass our doors.
Translfer at Sth and Glisan streets from
North Bank Depot.

least expense to you. For any
will always be reasonable.

WHEN YOU TRAVEL

. BY AUTO
AND VISIT THE DALLES

STORE YOUR CAR

In the concrete, recently completed, tully equipped.
roomy garage of Walther-Williams Company.
workman always ready to help you in any way they can at

Competent

service rendered the charge

THE DALLES, -

WALTHER-WILLIAMS GARAGE

- OREGON.

MoRro BARBER SHOP

Porcelain - Bath

LA A "?’.'}_’_"{?'ffim."i

Tub. .

Everything First Class and up to date.

Shop in Brick Building next Observer Office
CHAS. McKINNEY, Proprietor.

5
a Agent for Model Steam Laundry of The Dalles

- DMoro,

VY

-=-=-=-Oregon.
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Notice to Horse Breeders

MY PERCHERON HORSE

TEDDY

Will make the season of 1917 at mv place and at other places

by appointment.
Belgian.

TERMS—$15.0

Teddy is15.-16th Percheron and

1-16th
O TO INSURE

J. M. EDDY, Owner,

MORO, OREGON




