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The price of The Observer is $1.50 per

‘year, 75 cents for six months, 50 cents for

tour months—but if naid in edvance we
accept $2.50 in full for 2 years. Shorter
terms than onc year 12% cents per month:

A BlueMark here will answer an in-
query, when entered upon our calendar,
giving the date ol the paper as the date at
which your current subscription expires.

Bits of Byplay

By Luke McLuke

Copyright, 1915, the Cincinnati
Enguirer

Force of Habit.

“See here,” said the owner of the
palut store, “you will have to be more
cureful. We seli our paints by number,
and on ten or a dozen occasions you
have sold No. 6 paint when you were

saed for No. 2 paint. What is the
uiatter with you?” .

It must be furce of h'al)ft.." replied
the ‘new clerk, “You see, I was for-
merly employed In the woman's de-
partment of a shoe stora™

Food For Thought.
1 must have food for thought,” sald he,
“And 1 have a great hunch;
I'il o 1o a free library
And get a nice free Iunch.”

Ouchl

“Are you fond of music?" asked Miss
Oldgin.

“Not very,” replled Mr. Oldbatch,

“but 1 prefer it to popular songs.”

-~

He Should Waorry.
A cheerful cuss is Ezra Fents,
He never chews his pills;
He pays a lot of compliments,
But he won't pay his bills.

Cne Way to Get Subscriptions.

If the young man who was seen Sun-
dny evenlng kissing his best girl while
standing at the front gate will sub
scribe for the Observer before next
press day no further mention will be
made of the matter.—Hartford (Ark.)
Observer.

A Fruitful Topie.
He brags about his ancestry,
1vwes pormupous Mr. Demmon;
Ita p.in Lo me Lis family tree
" Priluced at least one lemon.
—Cipcinnati Enquirer.

Hl!s highbrow boast of ancestry
Ran on in such a rut
"Twas plain Lo see his native tree
Had fruited In a nut.
—Memphis Commercial Appeal

Them Is Hard Words.
As a disseminator of disillusionment
we back Luke McLuke against the
world —Arkansas Democrat.

Kick In.
"Tis the week ore Christmas and all
through and
Friend wife greets friend husband with
wide opened hand.
And Pinked on the Pimple.
The Awmerican Soclety of Phrenolo-
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His Price

His Owna, Not the
Other Man’s.

By CLARISSA MACKIE

LA A L L T YT . ....‘....
V0000000000000 CORNCIOROIOIOROS

Skiff Babcock was agelf made man.
That was lis clilef boast One day
after he had made this assertion one
of the persons who heard it said to the
other:

“Reckon he did make himself., The
Lord never would have made a man
llke him.”

Skiff left school when he was nine
years old.

There were two things that Babcock
coveted. The one was the most ex-
pensive automobile he could buy, and
the flashiest. The other was Celia
Hart, a young milliner. Cella was of
the same sphere in life as Babcock, but

Qlay.

He got the automoblle, and 1t re-
mifined for him to get Celia Hart- if
he could. The only thing in the way
of his getting her so far as he knew
wns Tim Casey. Casey was in Bab-
cock’s employ, and Babcock considered
that he ®wnoed every man he hired. It
gall Im to feel that thils ‘“common
workman,” as he called Casey, should
be in the way of his getting anything
he wanted. But Casey was far before
him in Cella’s affections, and he knew
it But it wasn't natura] that this
should be so, and he thought up a way
to change it—a way that only such a
man as he would choose,

For three succeeding days Skiff Bab.
cock had permitted his brand new red”
touring car to crawl along the street In
the hope of meeting Cella as she wepnt
to or from the milliner's where she
worked., -

Skiff could always pick Cella out of a
crowd by the graceful swing of her
slender, erect figure, but recently she
tiad identified herself beyond all doubt
by perching a coral colored hat on her
abundant black hair.

All at once Bkiff's beady [ittte eyes
discerned her. First the coral hat
came Into view, then Celia’s lovely
laughing face and finally the hulking
form of none other than Mr. Babcock's
bead truck driver, who held Celil's el
bow in one big hand with a mdst offen-
sive air of proprietorship,

Buddenly Skiff Babcock whirled his
machine around and dashed into an-
other street.

An hour later he sat at his desk in
the office of the 8Bkiff Babcock Truck-
Ing company. At the curbstone his
red car panted impatiently. Through
the archway that connected the street
with the stables hehind his office his
employees were passing to and fro.

A haze of tobacco smoke blurred the
lttle room, for Bkiff was smoking cl-
gar after cigar in a dogged, persistent
way, very much ns if he knew that
when he reached the end of a certalo
number of these fragrant smokes he
would find a solution to the problem

glsts at its recent meeting in Philadel- [Mthat troubled him,

phin prepared for general circulation a
list of terms that may be used as syn-
onyms for “hit on the head,” thus con-
ferrlng a great favor on those who are
always looking for something new.
e
Ilere they are: ’
Drubbed on the dome.
Bammed on the bean.
Tapped onfthe conk.
Bumped on the beezer.
Biffed on the coco,
Busted on the craninm.
Whiffed on the skull.
Cracked oun the nut
Nuiled on the nob,
Slugged in she belfry.
Lammed on the peak.
Dinged on the braln box.
Well, This Ought to Start Something.
Dear Luke—There are only two ani-
mals that wear chin whiskers. And
you. can't blame: the poor goat. He
can't bhelp himsellg=C.-W. Chauce.
—_— )
Things to Worry About.
If the sun were a burning lump of
coal it would burn out in 6,000 years.

Names Is Names. y
B. Z. Beé lives at Fleming. O.

~ Our Daily Special.
If you don't keep your own secret it
won't be kept.

Luke McLuke Says:

When you hear a man sighing for
the good old days you can bet that
what be means s the good old nights.

The amateur photographber isn't the
only man who takes the worst views
of everything.

A woman always likes to go out with
another woman who ean't afford to
dress as well as she can.

" Hetter be careful. Bome of those bat-

tling suffragists are liable to lay for the
men who ealled them “old hens.”

The old fashioned boy who wanted to
be president now Lns a son who wants
to be a biz le | r®

Every now uud theo jou vbil meet
the kind of & man who blanmes his luck
of education on the fact that the trudnt
officer didn’t attend to his duties.

When a man acts like a hog when he
ents and sleeps he always attributes it
to his elear consclence.

Some people are kept poor because
they spend so much money pretending
they are not

A man expects {t4rom other men, but
it alv e = fars him wiken he sees a wo-
mwan «pitting,

There are Jots of featherwelghts in
the world who peverhad hoxing gloves
on their hands,

Yon may have noticed that the lad
who s always blowing nbout what he
fs golng to do tomorrow never has a
word to say about what he did yester-
day,

What hns become of the old fash.
femed woman who was glad when the
children canght the measles or whoop-
Ing cough or diphtheria or scarlet fever
b. anse she knew ther had to eatch
thom some time and wouldn’t geét them
a eodond time?

All at once he flung a half finished
cigar through the window and pounded
the desk heavily with one pudgy fist.

“Every man has his price,” he sald
glowly. *“1 wonder what is Casey's
price 7!

Agaln he meditated.

“A° truckman,” he snorted scormful-
ly, “against me, who can turn every
vote in this ward—me, with thgt auty-
mobile, and could dress her in dla-
monds, with a flat in Central- Park
West, iIf she wanted it. The nerve of
Tim Casey!”

He rang a bell sharply.

“Has Casey come back?’ he asked of
the boy who responded.

“No, sir.”

“Send him here when he comes,”
scowled Bkiff, and he lighted another
clgar.

By the time Tim Casey's huge bulk
darkened the office doorway Bkiff Bab-
cock had smoked himself into a fit of
cold anger, tempered only by his favor-
fte maxim that “Every man has his
price.”

That this was true to a degree iIn
Bkiff Babeock's political circle account-
ed for his self-confidence to settle the
case of Tim Casey off hand.

“You wanted me?’ grinned Tim
Casey good naturedly.

Skiff frowned up at the big, hand-
some young Irishman, whose eévery
muscle was tense with strength and
vitality. Tim's blue eyes sparkled and
his white teeth shone. Life was good
sport to the hard working truck driver.

“l saw you on Bixth avenue this
noon,” blurted forth Bkiff. This was
not the way he had intended to open
the subjeet.

“l guess I wasn't breaking no speed
limits,” grinned Tim. “That gray
horse ain’t got the grit to cart heavy
dry goods. He ought to be put on the
ostrich feather route.”

“You wasn't carting that k of
dry goods up the avenue. What d®yeéu

mean by loafing around when Yyou
ought to be on your job, eh?”

Casey's back stiffened and his blue
CLes J..""""".'!"ll‘

“It was noon hour,” he said sharply.

“Where wans the truck?”

“Here in the stable.”

“Seems to me you can get aronnd
pretty fast when you've a mind to,”
growled Bkiff, as he studied the time
card on his desk, which showed the
arrival and departure of the trucks on
their different assignments.

Casey sald nothing.
arms across his chest and looked down

at the fat, disturbed countenance of his
employer. Heretofore they had always
been on good terms—something must
have occurred to turn Babcock's anger
upoi him. The simple fact of his
walking on Bixth avenue or any other
thoroughfare during his nooning could
not account for this inquisition.

Then, all at once he remembered
| Celia Hart had once sald she had met
[ Bkiff Babcock several times, and Uked
| him.
| Casey's face grew cold and hard.

j “I'Ve an Interest in you, Tim.,” said
' Bkiff with a sudden change « ne.

“T'm obliged.” . _ .

she must have bheen made of different

He folded his

the trucking business for yourself 7"

The younger man's face underwent a
brief change,

“Every man looks to betiering him-
self,” he sald warily.

“I'd let you have the old stable on
West street and three teams—I'd give
‘em to you."”

“What for?' demanded Casey bluntly.

Skiff dropped subterfuge -and looked
his driver square in the eye.

“You'll understand when [ tell you
that I've made up my mind to marry
Celia Hart! Look what I can give her
—diamonds, an autymobile, all the
money she wants to spend and a hired
girl to do bher work. What can yon
give her—eh?" His sneer could not
be suppressed. “For the rake of the
girl 1 should think you'd step back,
Casey! B8he's too fine to work herself
to the bone as the wife of a poor truck-
driver. As Mrs” 8kiff Babcock she'd
live llke a lady. You stand off and I'll
set you up In business—you're smart
and can stand where I do ten years
from now. You'll never have anothgr
chance.”

Ashen faced, Casey stared hack at
him.

“I'll not do 1t!” he muttered.

“What is your price then?’ demanded
Skiff {mpatiently. *“Name it and I'll
pay it.”

“Me price?” stammered Casey, And
he seemed to ponder the question

“Yes; your price. Name it and I'll
pay {t.” BSkiff smiled complacently.
Things were coming his way. He nev-
er had known this treatment to fail

Every man has his price.

Buddenly Casey's head went up. “Me
price is this,” he sald heavily—"me
price is this. Send for Cella Hart and
let her choose between us.”

B8kiff's smile faded. “It's no way to
treat a lady. It'll scare her,” he sald
doubhtfully.

“It's me price,” relterated Casey sul-
lenly. “Let her have the say. .J don't
want your job.” '

8kiff Babcock nodded shortly and
pulled the telephone toward him. He
called up the milliner's where Celia
Hart worked and asked that she be
sent at once 'n a taxicab to the office
of the Bkiff Babcock Trucking com-
pany, and then he sat back and walted
nervously for her coming.

Tim Casey leaned agninst the oppo-
site wall, white faced, with miserable
eyes. B

What girl would hesitate at choosing
between the plump, well dressed and
obviously rich proprietor and the shirt
sleeved truck driver? o

He wished that he had knocked Skiff
down when the suggestion was first
made. DBut Cella ought to have a
chance to better berself. Cella was a
lovely, bright creature, and the best
was none too good for her. But was
Skiff Babcock the best?

Celia should decide. -

A halt hour tidked away, and at last
a taxi drew up to the curb, and a glim,
black gowned form crowned with a
coral hat all askew flew into the office
and looked dazedly around.

“What's happened to Timmy?” she
emauaded breathlessly.

Then her eves fell upon Tim Casey.
standing there so grim and silent, and
she ran to him and flung herself on his
breast.

“Ab, Timmy, I thought you was
dead, or something!” she cried. “What
is the matter?”’ )

Skiff Babcock stepped dnto a smal)
adjoining room. >

Tim Casey's great chest hénved, but
he-did not unfold his arms to encircle
her.

“Celia,” he sald hoarsely, “you're
promised to me, and I'm a poor man
But suppose there was another man,
rich and better'n mg. Some one like
Skiff Babcock. Which would you
choose, eh? He's got an autymobile
and diamonds, and his wife could Nve:
ke a lady.”

Cella Hart shook his shoulder vigor.
ously. “Tim Casey, 1 belleve you're
sun struck or something, you act so
queer!”

“Would you, Cella?" -

“Did you ecall me away from trim-
ming my wedding hat—yes, sir, I'm
getting my hat at Mme. Morlarty's,
with the best of 'em, and she set me
to trimming it myself. And you called
me away from that to ask me would |
marry Skiff Bahcock 7"

“Yes.”
~“Well, you can take It from me that |
wouldn't,” declared Miss Hart emphat-
leally, “not if he rode in ten auty-
mobiles at once and was sewed all over
with diamonds. Now, come along with
me and take something for your sun
stroke.” She dragged theé beaming Tim
by one sleeve toward the outer door.

“Wait a minute, Cella”™ and he step
ped to the door of the Inner room
“You heard, Mr. Babcock 7" he nsked
of the still Agure by the window,

Skiff Babcock turned a pale, flabby
face toward him and nodded. *“1
heard,” he said- hoarsely. “Go along
with her. You needn’t stay around.”

“You mean I'm fired ?”

“No. You can come back after—
after the wedding. 1 guess I don't un-
derstand girls very well.”

When he was alone S8kiff Babcock
lighted another clgar and muttered to
himself:

“l guess that's the price I'm payieg
now "

Swans For the Table.
The swan as a dinner dish has been

tively recent times. “Up till a century
or so ago,” according to F. W. Hack-
wood, “swans were prepared for the
table in and around Norwich. The
young birds were put up to fatten In
August, given as much barley as they
would eat, and by November they were
in prime condftion. If kept longer they
began to fall off, losing flesh and fat
and the meat becoming darker in color.
The corporation of Norwich still maln-
talus its anclent swannery at 8t. Hel-
en's swan pit and sells off a few of the
fatted birds every Christmas at 2
guineas each.”—Loudon Chronicle.

Never Had to Replace a Bridge.

“1 suppose you have to go to a great
deal of expense to get thrills?"

“Not always,” said the movie pro-
duter—*“not If you study your audi-
ences.”

“For Instance””

“Well. If the beroine gels grease on a
pair of white gloves the women specta-
tors will become just as exciled as
they would over the blowing up of a

bridge.”—Pittsburgh Post.

w e e e e

“Mave you ever wanted to go Into

seen on English tables within compara- |

., bone, a funny bope and then some.—~

Mr. and Mrs. Harkaway's daughter,
Maria, was the one belng on earth who
absorbed their Interest. All went well
till Maria's affections became centered
on a young man, and the young man
wap so slow in proposing that Mrs,
Harkaway feared some other girl
would steal him away trom her daugh-
ter. The mother kept her fears to
herself as long as possible, then reveal-
ed them to her husband.

“l do thinkK)"” sald Mrs, Harkaway,
“that young fellow. who is coming to
see Maria should elther propose to her
or be told not to come to see her any
more,"

“How do, you know that he hasn't
proposed to her?’ asked her husband,

“Because when I went into the
parior last evening after he had gone
I asked her, and she said he hadn't.”

“Does she want him to propose?”’

“Of course she does, Do you sup-
pose she would let him come and sit
with her twice a week—sometimes
three times —unless she expected that
he would ask her to marry him 7"

“Maria i1s a good girl. Do you know
whether he is a good man?’

“Maria says he 18 as steady as a
clock and has money lald ap.”

“What do you suppose he's waiting
for?"

“Maria says he's a nitural putter off
of things.”

“Well,-I reckon we'll have to find
some way to help her out.”

“What do you mean?” ‘

“Why, don't you remember when we
were engaged how ] was waltiug to
get a certain sum laid up to be mar-
ried on, and your little brother one
day flatly asked me why I didn’'t mar
ry you or take myself off? I know
very well that he had taken the words
from your father's mouth, and it
brought me to the scratch. We must
lay some such plan for this young
lover.” ~

“That's easier sald than done.”

One evening when the usual spark-
Ing was golng on In the parlor ‘there
was a ring at the front door Dbell.
Maria went to the door and reported
that .an Itallan was there with a par-
rot he sald the gentleman had asked
him to bring to bim. The man was
admitted to the Hving room, and Mr.
ITarkaway sald to him:

“You think you have found.a bird
that will talk, eh?* - .

“You betta [ have.”

“What is he worth?;

“Fifty dobla"”" -

“Well, let's hear what he can do.”

The Italian took the parrot from his
cage and by talking to him elicited
many wonderful sayings. When he had
done so Mrs, Harkaway said to him:

“l wish you would let my daughter
hear him talk. Come thig way.”

She 1 him out Into the parior,
where Maria's young man was sitting
beside her.

“Maria,” said the lady, “I wish you
to hear this wonderful parrot. He
says such queer things.”

“Yes'm,"” sald Maria, and her young
man rose and stood in presence of
the mother. The Italian held the
parrot on his forefinger and sald a
number of things to him, which the
bird doubtless understood, for he be-
gan to chatter, Then, suddenly fixing
his attention on .the Jovers, he sald:

“Maria, give me a kiss.”

Maria colored, and her young man
started.

Then followed some rambling talk,
during which the parrot seemed to
have forgotten the lovers. They were
recovering from his pertinept remark
when he broke forth anew:

“Maria, will you marry me?”

By this time Mr. Harkaway had
come through the hall and stood in
the parlor door, evidently desirous of
satisfying bimself that the parrot was
worth the price asked for him. He
was In time to hear the last words.

“Of course 1'll marry yotu,” were the
parrot's last wopds,

Harkaway, pretending that he sup-
posed the proposition and acceptance
to come from the lovers, marched up
to Maria and congratulated ber. Then,
turning to her young man, he sald:

“You've got a mighty good girl, and
she'll make you a mighty good wife.”

The young man, instead of looking
disgruntied, scemed pleased. He was
not much of a talker, and a smile was
his only response to the congratula-
tlons. It 18 quite likely he felt grate-
ful to the bird for relleving him of
making a proposal,

Mrs. Harkaway hung back for a
time, not pretending that she had mis-
taken the parrot’'s volce for that of the
lovers; but, seeing that the young man
was disposed to avall of the
bird's proposal, ghe went to Maria and
offered her congratulations.

The Italian was sent away with his
parrot and a five dollar bill to pay for
his exhibition of ventriloquism, for be
had been hired and coached by Hark-
away to bring about what had oc-
curred.

“What an absurd scene!” remarked
Mrs. Harkaway to her husband. “I
almost gave it all away by laughing.”

“But it was effective.”

“Nothing would have inade it effec-
tive but your unmitigated assurance.”

After that Maria's young man began
to make preparations for the wedding,
Maria being furnished with a troussean
by her mother. The nuptials were
celebrated quietly, though Mr. and
Mrs. Harkaway were present, the for-
mer giving awny the bride.

“The next girl we have with a halky
lover,” sald IMarkaway, “I'll de she
business with a phonograph.” .

One of Many.
“Then you think you won Do, permas-
ment place In her heart?
“I'm just a notch on her parasol han-
dle; that s all."—Louisville Courfer:
Journal. P

v Summed Up-
Enlgker—Of what does a shad com-
sist? Bocker—A backbone, a wish-

New York Timea

no:ﬁndmxﬁm-“:

work, always to work and atil
work."— Leon Gambetta.
ah

Emmet's Presence of Mind.

A story istold of Robert Emmet
which proves his secretive power and
resolution. He was fond of studying
chemistry, and one night late, after
the family had gone to bed, he swal-
lowed a large quantity of corrosive
sublimate jo mistake for some acid
cooling powder. He immediately dis-
covered his mistake and knew that
death must shortly ensue unless he in-
stantly swallowed the pnly antidote,
chalk. Timid men would have torn at
the bell, roused all thé family and sent
for a stomach pump. Emmet calléd no
one, made nv nolse, but, stealing down
stalrs and unlocking the front door,
went into the stable, scraped some
chalk which he knew to be there and
took sufficient doses of it to neutralize
the poison.

Your Tramping Companion.”

He may ‘be all right In the city, a
pleasant chap to lunch with and a good
companion for an evening at the clab,
but beware. taking him along on a
fortnight’s hike through the woods or
a crulse in a twenty-dve footer. Test
him thoroughly hefore you give him
the chance to spoll your vacation. He
may be grouchy before breakfast, or
he may be a plain shirker. Possibly the
thin veneer of civilization conceals the
primordial bog.—Outing

Electric Light. -

The basic discovery of the possibility
of electric light was made by Sir
Humphry Liavy in 1810, but for the
next fiffy years the developments were
solely scientific and no practical use
was made of them. In 1802, however,
an arc light was installed in a light-
bouse at Dungeness, and thi§ is gen-
erally believed to be the first electrie
lamp 1o regular .ervh:.“

Different Route.

“How far-is it to Guildford 7

“Well, sur, as the crow flies, I should
say it be ten molle.”

“But If the crow were riding a bi-
eycle how far would it be?”'—Pall

Mall Gazette

Proof.

“How do you know she's older than |
you are?” ) |
“Why, she admitted it herself. She
sald ‘You and | are just the same age.
dearie.' "—Cleveland lLeader |

Notice to Contractors.

Sealed_tids will be received by the
Board of Directors of School District No.
17, Moro, Oregon, until 7:00 p. m., June
15, 1917, for the erection .and completion
of a Public School building, accord-
ing to plans and specifications pre-
Eared by Charles Burggraf, architect, Al

any, Ore. All bids must be nccomrn-
ied by a certified check payable to School
District No. 17, Moro, Oregon, for the
sum of 3% of the amount of bid, as a
guarantee that the contractor will fiurnish
an approved bond equgl to 50% of the
contract within ten days after the awarding
of the contract. The lowest bidders will
be required to furnish references satisfac-
tory to the board. P |

All bids must be made out on blank pro-
posals for the same. Blanks furnished
upgn application by the clerk or architect.
Plans and specifications may be seen at
Clerk's office, Moro—Record- Abstract of-
fice, Portland, Oregon, or at Architect’s
office.

The school hoard reserves the right 1o
reject any and all bids.

By order of School Board No. 17.

W. C. Bryant, Chairman.
F. E. Fortoer, Clerk.

Notice of Final Settlement.

In the County Court of the State of Ore-
gon for Sherman county.

In the matter of the estate of Luther B.
Hill, deceased.

Notice is hereby given that the under-
signed, administrator de bonis non, under
the will of said deceased, has filed his final
report and account of his administration of
all of said estate remaining after the resig-
nation of his predecessor, and that Mon-
day, the 2d day of July, A. D. 1917, at
the hour of 10 o'clock a.m. thereof, has
been appointed as the time and the county
courtyoom in the county court house at
Moro, in said county and state, as the
place of the hearing and settlement of the
said report and account, the objections
thereto if any, the determination and set-
tlement thereof and of the said estate, and
for such other relief as the court  shall
deem proper.

Dated at Moro, Ore., this 17th day of
May, A. D. 1917.

J. F. Foss, Adwr.,
D. B. N., under the will of said deceased.
Bright & Bryant, Attys. for Admr. m185t

Summons.

In the Circuit Court of the State of Ore-
gon for Sherman county:

Rosalie Belle Bayliss, plaintiff,

vs.
William A. Bayliss, defendant.

To William A Bayliss, above named de-
fendant:

In the name of the State of Oregon:
You are hereby required to appear and
answer the complaint filed against you in
the above entitled court and cause on or
before the 7th day of July,1917; and if you
fail so to appear and apswer, for want
thereof, the plaintiff will apply to the court
for the relief prayed for in her said com-
plaint, to-wit: For a decree that the mar-
ri-s: , contract now existing between the |
said plaintiff and yourself be dissolved, an-
nulled and held for naught.

This summons is published in the Sher-
man County Observer by order of Hon.
D. R. Parker, judge of said Circuit Court,
made, dated and entered in said cause on
the 21st day of May, 1917, and directing
the publication of said summons be made
once a week for six successive weeks.

The date of first publication is May 25,

1917.
J. B. Hosford,
Attorney for Plaintiff.

Notice of Final Settlement.

In the County Court of the State of Ore-
gon for Sherinan-County.

In the matter of the Estate of James M.
DeMoss, deceased.

To all whom it may concern: Notice |
is hereby ‘ﬁiven that the undersigned has |
filed her final report and account in said I'
matter, and that Monday, the 2d day of
July, A. D. 1917, at the hour of 10 o'clock
a. m, of said day, be and the same is here-

appointed as the time and the County

rt room in the County Courthouse, in
Moro, in said county and state, has been
appointed as the place for the hearing of
said report and account, the objections |
thereto, if any, and the settlement of the |
said estate. .

Dated and first published on the 24th |
day of May, A. D. 1917. |

Julia DeMoss Manning,
Administrator of the said Estate,

Bright & Bryant, Attys. for Admrx.

]

| requirments of a good business. We can supply you.

MoRro BARBER SHOP
Porcelain “Bath Fub.
Evc{rvthing First Class and up to date. |

Agent for Model Steam Laundry of The Dalles |
Shop in Brick Building next Obsérver Office |

E W. LEWIS, Proprietor.

DMOXO, ~=-==-Oregon.
SRR cuos o ko 2B a3

“
BUY HARNESS NOW!

- Buy It From Us

You may think you can get along without that new set of harness

E["I: winter, and possibly you can—BUT WILL IT PAY YOU?
e time lost in repairing and tinkering and cussing on old and

broken and unreliable harness will just about pay fof & new one.

And time is money these days.

Then broken harness often cause runaways, and they often result

tatally to the driver or the animals. No, unreliable harness does

NOT pay. Buy a t NOW, and buy i i
i BE;’I’ fiad C;lEAnsE:;T. y it from US, where it

MORO HARNESS SHOP, " jsie

FOSS & CO.ine.

MORO, ORE.
- GARAGE
Blacksmith and Machine Shop

TIRES s |

Gas, Oils, Grease and Accessories
Auto Repairing and Storage

Iron, Steel and Coal, Hardwood Carriage and
Wagon Material.

Firestone

1 AR B

o

HOTEL ALBERT
THE DALLES. ORE. i

Is noted for its comfortable surroundings and the courteous
attention received by the traveling public.

pr” - A
» Rates moderate priced. Rooms equipped with modern
conveniences and newly refurnished throughout.

YOUR PATRONAGE IS SOLICITED

Special Rates
NEW HOTEL PERKINS -

* Fifth and Washington Sts.
PORTLAND, ORE. s

Room with privilege of bath, single,
7S¢ up; double $1.00 up

Room with private bath, single $1.50
up;.double $2.00 up.

Auto Meets Trains. Street cars from
Union Depot pass our doors.
Transfer at Sth and Glisan streets from
North Bank Depot.
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R. H. McKean, Manager, Wasco, Oregon v
DEALERS IN ;(

‘ Lime, Plaster, Cement, Builders ¢

Supplics, Lumber, Wood, Coal,
Cedar Posts, and Hay.

MANUFACTURERS OF

MILL FEE

g _|:d_ep_ndsnt ullr_l_!om B ﬂlilling _[:_9_
5 AND FLOUR.

OO AT O

WHEN YOU TRAVEL

BY AUTO
AND VISIT THE DALLES

STORE YOUR CAR

In the concrete, recently completed, tilly equipped.
roomy garage of Walther-Williams Company. Competent
workman always ready to help you in any way they can at |
teast expense to you. For any service rendered the charge
will always be reasonable.

WALTHER-WILLIAMS GARAGE

THE DALLES, - =  OREGON,

¥

(Good Stationary, nicely printed is one of the first

¢
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