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A Blue Mark here will answer an in-
query, when entered upon our calendar,
giving the date ol the paper as the date at
which vour currenl nulnn:np[nlll cxpires
No. 216. Report of the Condition of
The Bank of Moro, a Morc e state ol Uregon
at the « iness May 10 /18

Ke
L« ints $213.593 4
On ed p 9% 28
Bor warrants 5,000 00 |
Furs fixt _‘H.~\|
Due k 747 o0
Ca 9,025 4 l
s 261 826 41 )
Liab
( k b i $ 25,000 O
" | 25,000 00
L i fits, less expenses and
. ) 803 93
Dhue banks and bankers 11,892 &9 |
Ind leposits subject to check 105,272 03 |
I .d Savings deposits 11,428 00 |
N and ediscounted 13,086 00 |
B yable for money borrowed 50,000 00 |
Re esl ar taves 678 76 |
Otk is ) 65 00 |
$261,826 41 |
|
g ol Oreg |
E.F cashier of the above named |
y swear thalt the above sialement |
of my knowledge and beliel |
F. E, Fortner, cashier l
ubscribed and sworn to belore me this 23 |
( dag of May, 1918
v M. Parry, Notary Publc
| ) My nmission expires Sept. 29, 1920
L} [ attesl |
L. Baroum. R C. Atwobd Directors
No. 240. Report of the Condition of l
The Farmers' State Bank, st Moro, in the State of
Oregon, st the close of business May 10, 1918
Resources ‘
Loans and discounts S118.647 36
Overdrafts, secured and unsecured 182 02
Bonds and warrants 5829 00
Stocks, securities, judgments, elc 800 00 |
Furniture and fixtures 1,153 &5
Due from approved reserve banks 6,232 62
Checks and other cash items 485 ol
Fichanges lor clearing house 200 00
Cash on hand 6,070 78 |
Expenses 186 25
Other resources 128 40 |
Total $169,915 28 |
Liabilities
Capital stock paid in $ 25,000 00 |
Surplus fund 1,250 00 |
ladividual deposits_subject 1o check 121,255 BN
Demand certificates of deposit 140 00 |
Time and savings deposits 17,607 50 |
Notes and bills rediscounted 4,500 00 |
Other liabllities 161 %0 |
Tota $169,915 28 l
State ol Oregon
County of Sherman | ** !

1, Geo
bank do solemnly swear that the sbove statement
is true 1o the best of my knowledge and beliel |

Geo. B. Bourhill, Cashier |
Subscribed and sworn
| K | day of May 1918
<« L8 John M. Parry, Notary Public
(= ) My commission expires Sept, 29, 1920,
L 9% ect attest
W H. Ragsdale, J C McKean, W. F. Jackson,
Directors
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When a l.adj’s
In ‘the Case

Yacht and Fishing Smack
Race For Love, apd
Both Win.

By DAVID WATSON

Copyright by Frank A. Munsey Co.
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The Daybreak slipped out of muddy
Albemarle canal in tow of her polished
just as an ommnl
Hampton

launch
vorous fog sifted

Commodore

mahogany
in from
Keelson's trim
was the via
from his leafy winter
Fla.. to his cool sum
the

roads

schooner yacht on wWAY

the inside route
home at Ortona,

at on

mer retreat Rivermouth,

Maine coasjy

Needless to say the owner was not

aboard
Captain Martin Gale, her fat llittle
pgalling master, wasu't golng to cry

baby at a little fog. especially as he
was his own boss for the time being
80 he polnted her down the ship chan

“WHAT DO YOU KNOW ABOUT JENNIE HIL-
BEKT?' HE DEMANDED.

pel through a thick weather bedlam of
whistles, horns and bells, into which
her own patent halr ralser boomed its
own doleful contribution.

Off Hampton while the skipper was
debating with the mate whether to an
chor inside O1d Point or to keep on up
two bare spars loomed in the
An Iinstant
later, with two helms rolling valnly
hard over and two anchors rumbling
down "under foot, the yacht had side-
gwiped the stranger with a bump that
made both craft reel.

The funny Yart of it was that Cap-
tain Gale, bellowing an impotent warn-
ing through his megaphone, had in-
stantly recognized in the other vessel a
Gloucester fisherman commanded by

B. Bourhill, cashier of the above named
an old townsman of his, whom he had

not seen since he gave up fish killing
for the lure of blue broadeloth and the

1o before me this 21st | grip of a brass bound wheel.

In fact, the recognition was mutual.
But the greeting of brawny Captain
Andrew Sponson of the White Bea
lacked some of the spontaneous cor-
diality called for by a five years' sep
He looked overside and took
stock of damage, then remarked:

“Wwhat do ye think ye're doin’ T

Bponson’s churlishness should be ex-
plained lest he make enemlies. In the
montb since the White Sea had come
south with a fleet of seiners to convoy
the seething shoals of mackerel on
thelr annual jaunt up the coast from
Hatteras she hadn't made enough to
keep her crew of elghteen in shoelaces.

All this didn't look much llke 8pon
son's getting married In June to the
finest girl In Gloucester, and here he
was with another repair bill on his
hands.

“Sponson was allus as full of sass As
an egg is of meat” Gale assured his
mate loudly as the drifted
apart and swung to thelr anchors.

The peaceably dAsposed Gale later
boarded the fishing schooner in his glg
for a chat with his old shipmate But
fponson, brooding over his lean sea
son and with his crew of huskies dls-
“the White Sea’s lock,”
was not a very cheerful companion

“I'm hoodooed, that's the long and
short of 1t he declared. "I cal'late 1
couldn’'t have found room between
Fort Monroe and Willoughby beach to
git by your hooker.”

“All there 18 to it, Andy,” sald Gale
sympathetically, “you've got to git a
decent vessel. How in S8am ITlI do ye
expect to git around with the rest of
the fleet in a rusty old trap that can't
git out of her own way lat alone no-
body else's?”

“You wouldn't by chance want
to sail that flat bottomed catamaran of
yourn with the White would
ye?" he inquired with elaborate polite-
neas, waving an eleven inch hand to
ward the port hole which franmed the
handsome Daybreak, dim in the fog.

“By golly, T'd ke to oblige ye,” anld
the gold bralded yacht captain, “but

vessels

cussing afresh

no

Sea,

we're takin' things easy this trip.
goin’ up the inside route.”
“All the more reason why ye can

spare a Httle time,” jeered Sponson.
“Think up a better excuse than that
Owner won't let ye, truth was known .

“Well. 1 don't mind givin’ ye a KO
out here in the roads in the mornin’, if
it's clear,” conceded Gale

“Rah!” snorted the misanthrope.

“1 don't mind admittin’ to ye that
there's only one thing I'd llke to do

| mow more than wallop this old box of

yourn, and that 1s"—

“To git enough to cat for oncel” fin
ished Bponson sententiously.

—“and that 1s to drop into Gloshte:
and set down Into that easy chalr Ir
the nor'west corner of Jennle Hilbert's
parior,” eontinved Gale confidentially,
overlooking his host's rudeness,

“What do you know about Jennie
| Hilbert? he demanded, “It jest hap-
pens that me and Jennle Hilbert

Why, man, you jest keep out of Jen-
nie Hilbert's parlor!”

“My poor feller,” sald Gale, “T'm
afrald’ your hard lock’'s gone to your
head. Now, If 1 took ye anyways but

a joke, I could show ye some thin’
dinged If 1 don't!

He tore open his ample blue coat and |

yanked a fragrant wad of pink envel
gpes from a tight breast pocket. A

While a pudgy fist guarded the pre
clous documents Bponson Was allowed
to gage for a brief {nstant at the magic
words:

“Your ownest Jennle.”

“You got anything you want to per-
duce as evidence ag'in’ that?' de-
manded Gale triumphantly.

As if In a daze Bponson drew out
another bundle of letters in {dentical
stationery and Gale stared at the fate

ful lne:

“Always your own Jennle.”

“I don't bite for a cent!” sniffed
Gale. *“The writin's different.”

“The perfumery ain't,” sald Sponson,
with something llke a groan, “and it's
easy enough to change handwritin®.”

“Oh, have it your own way, ye blg
leg and arm factory 1" sald Gale wea

rily. “We won't have to fight ahout it
She'll tell ye where you git off fast

| enough when ye git back to Gloshter.”

1

“You plle out of here or we will be

| ightin’ about It!” shouted Bponson.

“Well, ] must be gittin’ back aboard.
What time do ye cal'late to git out of
here in the mornin’, Sponson—that 1s.
allowin’ It clears?’
veared not to have heard
for a moment. Then he sald absently:

“Oh, not till the tide ebbs—8 o'clock,
[ cal'late, allowin’ it clears.”

“Well, good luck! BSorry we couldn’t
fix up that lttle race,” sald Gale, seem-
ingly anxious to heal the breach.

Sponson apj

As Sponson was ostensibly only go

| ing out to the grounds again to dog the

mackerel there seemed no reason why
her crew have got her under
way so stealthlly when the sllvery
moon rays leaked through the first rift
in the clouds about midnight.

And as Gale was avowedly golog
home leisurely through the canals
there seemed no excuse why he should
have followed the Gloucester man to
sea feverishly when the anchor
watch routed him out and apprised
him of her departure.

The inference 1s that Captain Gale
and Captain Bponson “knew" each oth-
er of old.

should
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Four days later the schooner-yacht
Daybreak bolled in past rocky Mon
tauk Point wing and wing before &
southwesterly gale.

She certainly hadn’'t passed the last
tew days in “dawdling among the Uly
pads.” The planking was gone from
her bulwarks amidships, and the stan-
chions stood up lonely.

Captain Gale regarded the wild sky
dubiously, shook his head, consulted
his barometer again and ordered the
reefed matnsail lowered.

“] hate llke the deuce to go in,” he
sald, “but 1 cal'late the Vineyard will
be plenty gbod enough for us tonight.”
The mate, with an arm in a siing.
agreed promptly.

But as the outer jib was downed off
West Chop preparatory to jolning the
fleet of comfortably anchored shipping
In the capaclous haven Gale uncere
monlouely snatched the canvas cover-

NEARLY

AND WHITR BEA
ABRREAST.

DAYBHEAK

ed spyglass from the mate and squint
ed through It up the harbor.

“By the great hook block,” he fumed,
*4f there aln't that glabsided plug of
Sponson’'s in there to an anchor! Where
In the name of the gods and little flshes

dtd he drop from? Well, this harbor
ain't blg enough to hold us both to
night, that's all! We'll run over tu
Hyannis, and then we'll have a thirty
mile start on him when the wedther
glts stralghtened out agaln!”

L ] L] L] L] L] L] L]

Gale had no right to risk
wrty 8o recklessly, and
Sponson, though he owned the White
Ben, wns hardly within the bounds of
sense In leaving a potential
peason's catch 500 miles behind and
racing madly northward

It all goes to prove once more John
Gay's two-hundred-year 0ld nssertion
“When a lady's in the case you know
111 other things give place .

The contemptuous eye of Captain
Andrew Sponson had seen the maneu
vers of the yacht, which he had be
lHeved hundreds of milesa astern
Though his salls were hardly furled
he got the White Bea onder way again
and deftly ran out of the crowded har
por under headsails In parsuit of his
fleeting rival

Next morning, If the glass of the
marine observer at Highland Light
could have bored the thickness of the
furious easterly storm which larhed
the sands beneath him, it would have
revealed the wallowing schooners Day
break and White SBea, nearly abreast
heading resolutely across Massachu
setts bay under balance reefed lower
salls.

The marine observer, too, hardensd
though he was, would have marveled
at thought of their night's experience
in the wild gale which had raged off
Cape Cod since early in the evening be
fore

The course of ench was laid for East
ern Point and Glouncester, sixty miles
to the north

The yacht's spindling topmast had
finally succumbed, and the last shreds
of a ruined foretopsail flicked straight
out from the masthead, but the loss
of this top hamper was a blessing rath-
er than anything else

Gnle appesred to realize that his
wnas a loaing fight In such weather
the fisherman was at her best, and the

Of course
his owner's prope

cominon

battle ncross the bay would be a long

one

Storm demons seemed to shriek in
the tense rigging. And then, without
warmning. a screaming squall snapped
the White Sea’s main sheet. Bponson
knew that it should have been replac
od long ago, but his schooner was al

filut perfume TMMed the Swoky #ablh.
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ACKIES In the Amert-
can navy are classed
as the best fed body
of men In the world
In the ship's galleys
every éffort is made to
eliminate waste.

In the upper photo
one of the cooks on the
North Dakota is oper-
ating a meat slicer that
cuts bacon with the
least possible wastage,

i¢ fuel for fighters. Bacon I8

badly needed in the allied armies and
pavies. The allied needs in pork prod-
ucts are 150,000,000 pounds monthly,
three times as much as before the War,

Fat

the lower photo.

Anotherwaste eliminator on the North
Dakota s the potato peeler, shown In
Nothing is lost ex-

w«mmz)&wudm-

tatoes in America for greater use In
every home and for all needs of army

speedily whipped {tself into streaming
ribbons. A storm trysall was bént on
the main gaff, but in a few minutes it
went the way of the mainsall.

The skipper bitterly realized that he
was out of the race.
to have expected anything more than

all the spring.
ready to belleve what Gale had saild
of Jennie. At any rate, he Jed a mad
attack on the snarl of thrashing spar
and tortured canvas and as promptly
staggered back and collapsed uncon
sclous on the flooded deck.

Blood vozed from his thick, dark
Halr and stalned the bronze of his
square cut face as they carried him
to his bunk.

“The White Bea's luck,” sald the
crew resignedly.
Then Big Len Gunnel, the seine

heaver, took charge. The wreckage
tied up beyomd further mischief, the
plunging White Sea, her bravado sud
denly wilted, was put broad off before
the gtle.

To windward the Daybreak, igno
rant of a possible tragedy and gather
ing new hope from the fisherman’s mis
fortune, dipped the ragged yacht en

slign at her main peak in heartless
adlen and went on.

Around the knuckle of Cape Cod
foamed the fisherman, and after a

*“80, ANDY, NO—WELL, JusT oNml”

long Leat under Toresall and JIb she
thankfully let go both anchors In
Provincetown hatrbor

A doctor was boated aboard immedl
ately. Back with hlm came Big Len,
bearing a crumpled Gloucester paper
which told joyfully that the missing
mackere]l had “struck” again In great
quantities off the coast of Nova Beotia
The crew started a cheer, which was
promptly squelched.

“Now, shut right up, every mother’s
son of ye!" ordered Blg lL.en. “Bklp
per ain't in no condition to listen to
no sech ki-yiin't The galoot who lets
another yip out of him goes over the
rall, feet, head and stummick! Un’
stand 7’

The crew did.

Early next morning & small boat,
with a comely middled aged Wwoman
and a fluffy halred, brown eyed girl,
eame Alougside, the latter feathering
her oars with the touch of a man-of
war's man and making ber landing un
dismayed by an admiring crew.
“Damation!” grumbled Blg Len.
“Afn't 1 got enotygh om to my mind
a'ready? Here's the Widder Hilbert
from home and that pretty young one
of hern chock om top of us! And
women folks aboard a vessel is Jost
plain nulsance!”

He tried to entice the cook aft to
do the honors. but the cook knew a
thing or two and made hinself scarce
o it was the pergpiring seine heaver
who took thelr tnter and meekly
ushered them below, repeatedly assur
ing them in answer to rrantic inquiries
that the skipper merely
rubbed off.’

“My land, Andy Bpouson,” began the
relleved Mrs. Hilbert, restored to her
housewifely self with a jomp at the
good news, “why fdon’t you tidy thing=
up a Mttle bit™

“Why, Mother Hibert, aren’t you

ready in debt
The great boom &hot off against the
lee rigging llke a catapuit and buckled

llf the edge of Rponson’s bunk,

ashamed 7’ expostulated the girl. who

with eyes shining, Was on her knees
“1f

you aren't nice I'll tell Andy all about

He was a fool |

the beastly luck which had chased him |
Perhaps he was even |

“had the bark |

cept the actual potato skin, | and navy. lat more potatoes, eal
There is a suficlent guantity ot p(r| less wheat.

at the Impaet with a terrfic crack. | nd it ( ! _

The White Bea drove into a trio of l| ,:'::l 1. -I‘. il L -T;.I‘ .“m:.i-':lllr

small Niagaras as she came to reluc- | .o, o )

tantly at Sponson’s more reluctant Blg Ton Guunel. the seine heavef

command, and the crippled mainsall | ooy ¢ of the cabin and went on

deck. where he took long, deep breaths
of the brucing salt air

'DEFECTS IN “CANNED” SONGS

| !
Vocalists Do Not Break Down on Top
Notes and No One Shouts “Amen,”
Comments Countryman.

He was a plain, old-fashloned coup-
tryman “without no frills,” as he often
proudly boasted. He lamented the
passing of the old cottage organ, ear
bobs and coal ofl lamps and fontended
that persgons In doys are
nearly as happy as those of a half cen-
tury ago. The other day he came into
town from his country
relates an exchange, and stopping atl
his son's home was entertained by his
daughter-in-law with music on the
phonograph. Knowing his fondness for
old religious music, the daughter-in-
law put on the records contalning old
time hynms sung by the world's great
artists of song. The old man Was
plainly thrilled and sat in rapt atten
tion as he heard his old favorites sung
with such sympathy and meaning ns
he never had heard them Sung in rea)
[ 1ife. At the conclusion of what shé
called her “sacred concert,” the young
asked, “Well, father, weren't
‘thnm- old hymns sung as beautifully as

you have ever heurd them in the old

these not

home nearby,

woman

| days?"
| “Emmy, they mightn't be so bad,”
he reluctantly conceded, “if that

i Madam Human Shank or whatever you
call her, had only broke down on the
itllp notes like they usged to In church
| most always, and somebody'd only sald
‘Amen’ right out loud when they got

! through singin'.”

| :
TANKS SLAUGHTER GERMANS

| 8mall Type of Machine Used Effec
\ tively By British.

i With the British Army in France.
— The slaughter caused by the small
! British tanks among a concentration

| of the enemy near Cachy appears to

have been even greater than was orig
| inally reported
l A few

| are much faste

little engines, which
r than the ordinary big

of these
| tanks, made the assault 80 quickly on
of the
forming for an attack that

ihaltnlhmn enemy's Iinfantry
which were
| the
| before
uged with mad hine gun bullets

Not that, but
of men were caught beneath the tanks
and ground into the earth

Prisoners estimate that at least two
and probably three
| jes were wiped out in a few minutes

The machines returmed in such hor
| rible condition from the shambles that
| they had to be washed down.

scatter
del

(Germans were unable to

they were being fiercely

only a large number

German compan

Compensations.

No one can do really good work with
| out making money along with it, in this
| day and generation, when good work
men are at a premium. If you are a
| good workman, working for the love of
| your work as well a8 for its money
| value, you may know that you will find
| your compensation in it. And it will
| e more than & money compensation
you may be very sure.

BUILD UP INDUSTRY

L. J. B8impson Belleves this is Oregon's

‘ Problem Now.
Seventy per cent of Oregon’s
| ports could be manufactured here. The
biggest part of the profit usually goes
pot to the man who produces the raw
matarial but to the man who puts it
in shape for the market. Buy Oregor
| made goods whenever possible, and
Simp

im

keep your money at home. L.J
son, who for twenty years has devoted
his energy to advancing real Oregol
industries, believes
Oregon should be our commercial and
business efforf from now The times
following the war make such develop
ment imperative.

that bullding ujg
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“‘MULTNOMAH HOTEL

PORTLAND, OREGON
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Invites the People of Moro
and of Sherman County
to enjoy its facilities
when in Portland

GARAGE OPERATED BY HOTEL

Eric V. Hauser, Owner. H. H. Cloutier, Manager

HOTEL ALBERT

THE DALLES. ORE.

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

Rates moderate priced. Rooms equipped with modern

conveniences and newly refurnished throughout.

YOUR PATRONAGE IS SOLICITED

Special Rates !

NEW HOTEL l’ERKlNSj-r

Fifth and Washington Sts.
PORTLAND, ORE.

Room with privilege ot bath, single,
75¢ 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

I'ransfer at 5th amd Glisan streets from

North Bank Depot
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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. Competent
workman always ready to help you in any way they can at
least expense to you. For any

will always be reasonable

WALTHER-WILLIAMS GARAGE

THE DALLES, OREGON.

service rendered the charge

SRIRDKROC
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Independent [|jarehouse § [ijilling (o

R H McKean, Manager, Wasco, Oregon
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DEALERS IN

LLime, Plaster, Cement, Builders
Supplizs, Lumber, Wood, Coal,
Cedar Posts, and Hay.

MANUFACTURERS OF

g MILL FEED AND FLOUR.
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Moro BARBER SHOP

Bath Tub.
Everything First Class and up to date.

Agent for Model Steam lLaundry of The Dalles
Shop in Brick Building next Observer Office
E W. LEWIS, Proprietor.
Moxro,--~--=-0Oregon.
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A “WANT” ad in Tue Moro

Opserver  will

¢
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I'l’;l(']] more

people 1n Shermar. County than
medium

by any other avatlable.
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