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Stumps and
—Stumps
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By ARCHEY CAMERON NEW

1918, by MecClure Newspaper
Syndicate.)

(Copyright,

Jean Ward, dragging two tired and
listless legs up the parrow firon a*alme
case, passed down the tler of dress-

Ing rooms, hot as a jail In the sultry
August alr, and, with a sudden burst
of energy, flung herself into the last
room In the tier and slammed the door,
As she kicked (wo damp slippers from
her slender, tired feet, a nolsy chorus
greeted her from the adjoining room.

“Thanks f'r th' breeze, kid,” shrilled
ofie volce, whom Jean recognized as
Flo Darrett, of the Dancing Darretts,
a fellow act on the Olympla bill. “Be-
in's y've hogged th' only room with a
window, guess y' don't mind leaving
this door open, do y'?" Flo's head
appeared in the doorway between the
two rooms, and with it a cloud of

cigarette smoke. Jean shuddered
slightly, and shook her head. No use
being angry, she thought. After all,

perhaps it was hot in those Inslde
rooms. It was rHone too cool In her
own, opening as it did on the narrow
back alley, with a fifty-foot well be
yond,

“Oh, no, 1 den’t mind,” she an-
swered ‘listlessly, then drew a deep
breath of the thick, tobacco-laden alr.
“Only—please—don't smoke. It's hot
enough already.”

“DI mi!” came the mocking re
sponse, as Jean turned to draw oft
her molst costume, and to escape the
cloud of offensive smoke that came
with It she drew her chair near the
window and fell Into a discontented
reverie,

What was the matter with Bart
Fendall, her dancing partner? she
mused.
ing this three-a-day summer season?

-~

| ran after him.

Why did be Insist on her do- _

She remeinbered his promise, before |

they left Salisbury, te start on thelr
road to fame—he had promised a va-
cation In July.

It would be hot then, I

ing door and pushed her trunk agalnst
it She hurried Into her stage cosy
tume and went downstairs, her face
red with anger.

Meanwhile, in the back alley, Andy
Scobell, the Olympia’s property man,
sprang up from his chalr with a cry
and flung a lighted clgarette stump
from his trousers.

“What th' =" he yelled upward
at the window above, and counted Its
relative position so as to place its oc
cupant. Why, it's J——"

“What's th’' row, Andy?" chimed In
a bass voice and Andy turned and
faced Bart Fendall

“She's smokin’,” gurgled Andy, hot-
ly, gesticulating madly at the wupper
window, “Y'r partuner, and It's against
' ro—"

A bottle fell between them, and
Bart, stooping, picked it up and sniffed
in horror at the contents.

“It's whisky,” he muttered, dazedly,
mnd then turned a horrified glance
above him. “Jean!” he called, but no
head appeared at the window.

“She's havin' a party,” growled
Andy. “Fine U'1 country kid y're
with.”

But Bert, entering the stage door in
a sort of stupor, missed Seobell's
mocking leer. Was this Jean, the
little, happy-hearted, pretty creature
he had promised to look out for? He
walked toward the wings and cume
upon her by surprise.

“Why, Jean, I thought—" he began,
and then as his head bent over her
hat he smelled whisky.

“You thought—what?’ she glanced
up at him apathetically, and caught
his puzzled frown, for he expected to
smell tobacco In her breath, but met
the odor of violets, Worse and worse,
thought he, she was trying to hide
her infamy from him.,

“0Oh, nothing,” he growled In a whis
per, and then they tripped on the

stage.
But the strain and the heat had
taken their toll of her slender

strength, and several times she nearly
tripped him as they whirled around
the stage. He was bhorrorstruck ! She
must be Intoxicated. And then, as
they bowed themselves off the Jeers
of several In the audlence smote 0D
his ears. He hurried toward his
dressing roouw. N

“Bart,” she cried after him, “aren't
you going to take an encore "™

“With youT?' he growled over his
ghoulder as he hastened on. “Never!
I'm through!”

As he disappeared_In the back of
the stage she gave a little ery and
Timidly she opened
the door of dressing room B and then
started back, for a woman's hat and
clothes met her eyes and struck her
with horror.

“S80 that's why?" she gasped to her
self, “I—I'm going—home.”
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An hour later, as Bart Fendall dis

he had told her, and they would need | consolately passed the parlor In the

a rest—back among the shady willows

—away from the white lights—with ,
fresh country vegetables, pure cool | heard he stood transfixed.

milk, and——here they tarried, in a hot,
stuffy theater, with every
back-drop every line of “Down Home,”
the rura) sketch that preceded them
on the bill, fairly shrieking to them
the call of the wild. And Bart had
been growing so different of Inte—so
sllent, so uaresponsive, so different
from the good old friend he had been
down home. Maybe, thought she, he
merely reflected her own mood. She
wns feelng Jjaded, she was leoking
sallow, in fact, so different from
Mabel Woods, the new comedienne on
the bilL Bart had been fawning
around her a lot lately, was the next
discomforting thought. How, won-
dered Jean, could she keep that fresh
appearance, that creamy white com-

plexion? Maybe that was why Bart
was hanging on—and keeping her
working, too, she angrily added to
herself.

She ralsed herself to her feet and
stared In the mirror. Her face was
red from the heat, her eyes a trifle
bleary—samething fell on the dress-
ing table before her, and she picked
it up gingerly and stared at it wrath-
fully, then flung It out the window.

“Please,”
in the next room, “don't throw those

lighted stumps In here. Bomething
might eatch fire.”

“In that case,” came the answer,
with Flo's ecackling laugh, “here’s
something to put it out with.” And
close to Jean's head, with cattish

venom back of It, hurtled a small bot-
tle. landing on her pink hat, and

woodsy |

|

she called to the Darretts, |

spilling a little of its amber fluld on. |

the pink perfumed brim. Jean took
the bottle of liguor and hurled it re-
sentfully out of the window, then
turned and slammed shut the connect-

Garden boarding-house, he heard two
loud volces, and then at what he

“Th' poor simp,” oneé was saying,
and he recognized the volce as Flo
Darrett's, “Th’' ldea of a country
Jane comin’ up here an' grabbin’ all
th' favors. An' then cryin’ about It
in th’ bargaln, She's talkin' about
quittin'—goln’ home tonight.”

“Y' can't please some people,” came
the Indignant answer, “Th’'lucky stiff’s
crabbed jes' 'cause you shot your
clgarette stump In her room, an' DOW
she's yelpin' ’'cause she got some
liguor on her hat. Why, I seen th’
time when I'd 'a’ been tickled stiff t'
get a whiff o' th’' joy-water.”

“Guess she’s a prohibition pilL”
agreed the other, matter-of-factly.
“How'd she grab Bart Fendall, I won-
der? It gets me how these guys Il
fall fer a baby-doll milkmaid.”

Bart had heard enough. With four
bounds he cleared the steps to the sec-
ond floor and flung himself into a
room at the end of the hall. A tired,
disheveled little girl with molst eyes
and drooping figure turned in surprise
to meet him.

“Jean, I'm so sorry,” he gasped,
brokenly. “I didn’t know, I—"

She drew back stifly, but her eyes
had a hurt look.

“Don't apologize—Bart,” she an-
swered In a low tone. “I—I suppose
you like her. I—I don't blame you.
I—I'm such a—frump.”

“Like her?' echoed Bart, puzzled.
“A frump—you? Never! You're the
sweetest, darlingest girl In North
America, Europe, Xsia, Af—"

“Don’'t—Bart,” she protested, as he
leaned toward her eagerly. “I know
aflf 1—I can't blame you. Mabel's an
awfully pretty girl—a—"

“What's all this?" he queried, daz-

edly, “Mabel? Mabel who?

— —
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Bess Gearhart Momson

Bess Genrhart Morrison, who comes to Chautauqua on Band Day, occuples

an énviable position_on the American platform today.

Attractive and abso-

futely free from manuerism; Mrs, Morrison's remarkmble suecess |8 due no less

to her abllity than te her persounality, which is Indefinably

charming. By

aature, training and experience she Is ably @#fted to portray humanity in all its

varigd phases

Possessed of & mind keenly discerning, a heart eapable of the
deepest feeling and the ability to bring life, apparently without effort, to one |

character after another, it is pot surprising that audiences everywhere are

swayed by the magic of her art,

Ehe s undebtedly one of the best entertainers and dramatic readers now

on the platform.
healthful and lnvigorating.

There is an atmosphere sbout her work that is helpfel,

Sergeant Gibbons, author of

“A Quest of the Kalser,” who spent seven

months in German prison camps, 18 coming on the second night of Chautauqua
with probably the most thrilling and absorbingly interesting story of the war
that 1= being told today on the American platform.

He was a member of the first Canadian contingent, a veteran of
war, wounded seriously at Ypres and lay on
captured by the Germans.

edrly fAghting of the
field four days, finally being
experiences in German hospitals and

all the
the battle-
This story of his
prison camps and his release through

felgning insanity is one of the great war classics, And Sergeant Gibbons has

wonderful power in the telling of his
the first minute to the last.

story. He will grip and hold you from

“] saw—for myself,” she asserted
quletly, “I—I was looking for you in
B, and, I saw her things. Then I de
clded to go home—back to Salisbury.”

Bart stared at her dumbly, then his
vision cleared and, leaping toward her,
he drew her into his arms, despite her
weak resistance, and laughed aloud.

“You saw her In B?' he guffawed,
shaking with laughter, “Oh—oh.”
Then he grew serious. “Why, you It
tle dear, they changed dressing rooms
on me tonlght. I gave mine up will
ingly, as I'm golng to take a vaca-
tion. I—I1 thought I'd work a couple
of weeks later—to get a little honey-
moon fund—for you and me, Er—I
got fooled on a stump and you got
stumped on a fool. Why, Mabel can't
hold a ecandle to you—you little
darling. So let's both quit belng fools
and take to th' stumps—th' old moss-
grown stumps down by th' cool Chop-
tank—just you and I—come on—will
,uh’"

And the answer she dreamily whis
pered partlally accoufits for the Danc-
ing Darretts’ present occupancy of the
room over the alley, with a window
through which to shoot their stumps.

FEW MUSICIANS BREAK LAWS

Or If They Do, They Manage in SBome
Way to Keep Out of the
Penlitentiaries.

Does music keep pedple out of jall?
It has often been sald in print that
musiec was brought into the world to
uplift and beautify our humdrum me-
chanical lilves. A public school princi-
pal regrets that his teachers are only
giving one and a half hours a week to
the study of music. He regrets this,
because he says through music and Its
educational value young people become
better citizens, more useful members
of soclety and more effective servants
of the state,

But now a man comes forward and
submits figures to show that musicians
give the jalls a wide berth. Out of
a total of about 150,000 professional
musicians In the United States it Is
sald there ate only about fifteen in
the nine largest peniteptiaries through-
out the republic. This #iakes a good
showing when the corresponding fig-
ures are consi@ered—39 out of onmly
57,000_ bankers in these penitentlaries;
82 out of 115,000 lawyers, 22 out of
150,000 physieians and 6 out of 86,000
painters or artists. It begins to look
as If music keéeps you out of jall, or at
least helps to

“TWO HUNDRED
POUNDS. OF RADIUM

Herbsman Wins That Name in Chau-
tauqua World.

J. C. Herbsman, lecturer on the fifth
night at Chautauqua, has more “pep”
and punch to the square inch than any
other man on the platform. The folks
of the Chnutauqua world call him the

pe | S

“two-hundred-pounds-of-radium man,”
so remarkably does he radiate emthn-
slasm.

He was formérly head of the De-
partment of Public speaking at one of
our great Universities. Bince coming
to the platform he has reached a high
place among American lecturers. He
is an orator and thinkes of the first
rank., His addresses have the red
blooded vim and vigor that appeal to
every American.
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Office on f"im street,

MORO, v,

OREGON

Dr. C. L. Poley

Phylichn and Surgeon.
Moro, Oregon.

Office in residence.

C. ). Brignr,

Attorneys-at-Law
offices at

The Dalles and Moro, Ore.

W, C. BRYANT,

Bright & Bryant ‘

DENTIST
Vogt Bldg.
THE DALLES, -

DR. WALTER W. HART

OREGON

Notice of Bond Sale

July, 1919, by the undemsigned, and im-
mediately thereafter public.y opened b
theCounty Court of Sherman County,Ore-
gon, st the office of said court in the coua-
ty court house in Moro, Oregon, for the
purchase of bonds of said county is;
sued for the building of
roads therein in the sum of $300,000;
each, numbered from 1 upward,

July 1, 1919, and maturi
(without option of prior redemption), said
bonds to bear interest at five per cent(5% )

nuary and July lst,
able in United
ce of the

est p tes gold coin at

the” o

holder. No bid for less than
and accrued interest to date of delivery
will be consigered.

certified check for 10% of the amount

not take up and
ten days from lhcp‘

te of sale.

Teal,

inor of Portland, Ore-

any or all hids. 41j27j18
Mary L. Hoskinson, Clerk.

Secaled bids will be received until the
hour of 4 o’clock p.m. on the 19th day of

permanent
same being in denominations of $1000

dated
July 1, 1939
swr annum, payable semi-annuslly on
a rincipal and inter-
County Treasurer or at
the Fiscal Agency of the State of Oregon
in New York City, at the option of the

value
Said bids must be accompanied bLl
id

and must be unconditional, which check
shall be forfeited to the county as liquidst-

ed damages if the successful bidder does
for the bonds within

The ow-‘pl opinion of Messrs.
infree
d‘on. will be furnished the successful bid-
er

The court reserves the right to reject

%

VETERIEARIAN

Interstale Stoch inspector
Examiner of Stallions for License

WASCO, pouotice hide
lelephone Main 502

Theo.Beletski, D.V.S.

OREGON

Suoccessors to John Dunn

MORO, -

Administrator’s Notice.

for Sherman County.
In the matter of the estate of Wilkam B,
Torey, deceased

signed has been
Court of the State of Or

ing claims against said estate are hereby
notified and required to-present the same,
duly verified and with the proper vouchers
therefore, to theundersigned administrator
at his residence near Moro, or at the law
office of J. B. Hosford, in said city of
Moro, county and state aforesaid, within
six months frotn the dste of the first publi-
cation of this notice.
May, 1919. L. L. PEETZ,
Torey, deceised.
J. B. Hoslord, sttorney for estata,
Date of last publication June 27, 1919.

[ the Gounty Court of the State of Oregon

Notice is hereby ‘!m that the under-
inted bL:be County
Sherman

County administrator of the estate of Will-
iam B. Torey, ¢ , and hes duly
qualified for said trust. Al persons hav-

orily done.

ProvoosT & Son

OREGON

beneral Blacksmithing
and Iron Working

All work promptly and satisfact-

|ndependent (jjarehouse § filling c:

S ———— i ——————— .-

R. H. McKean, Manager, Wasco, Oregon

g
DEALERS IN

Lime, Plaster, Cement, Builders
Supplics, Lumber, Wood, Coal,
Cedar Posts, and Hay.

L

MANUFACTURERS OF
MILL FEED AND FLOUR.

L

d‘

WHEN YOU TRAVEL

BY AUTO
AND VISIT THE DALLES

STORE YOUR CAR

In the concrete, tully equipped, roomy garage of Wal-
th® -Williams Company. Competent,workman always ready
to help you in any way they can at least expense to you.
For any service rendered the charge will always be reasonable.

 WALTHER-WILLIAMS GARAGE

THE DALLES, - - OREGON.

“LiSten!” says the Good Judge—

*‘ And remember it, too.”

The better the quality of your
chew, the more you’ll enjoy it.

You'll get more outof your to-
bacco money, too—you’ll save
part of it for something else.
A small chew of this quality

“tobacco tastes good — and it
lasts and lasts,

THE REAL TOBACCO CHEW

put up in two styles

RIGHT CUT is a chort-cut tobacco

3> Ji 13 alond 1n

-sut tobacco

Date of first publication this 30th day of
Administrator of the estate of William B.

Moro, Oregon

VETERINARIAN

direct by phone at , please ca
& Co."s garage, who

me when | return to town.

DR. SANDERS

To My Patrons: If you cannot R« me
Fom
Il promptly notify

Brighten Up

JAMES STEWART

SHERMAN COUNTY
Address: MORO, ORE.

DEPUTIES

Kent Ore Moro, Ore.
W. H. Hoy-. Wasco.

Vulcanizing

b —

All work guaranteed,

GUY CHAMNESS

STOGK AND BRAND INSPEGTOR

L. Schadewits, Dr.Jos. Seuaders, V.58

Send yourtires and tubes to Wasco
Vulcanizing Station for repairs.

Oregon

tric Lighting Plant on your
place will mean to you:

No dark nights.

1 No gas to explode.

No pressure tank to blow up.
No water to carry.
No lamps to fill.
No matches to burn.

No smoky chimneys to clean.

For Sale By

The Dalles, Oregon,

Western Electric

Farm Lighting Plant

The Farm

This Is what 2 Western Elec-

Turs a Switch anywhere day or night
and get a good strong flood of light.

Walther-Williams Hdw. Co

Agent for Wasco and Sherman Counties

New houses

for old

The up-to-date painter
armed with B-H Paints and |
Varnishes might well pose
asAladdin’s Genieand sound
his call “New Houses for
01d,” for the most apparent
difference between a new
house and an old one is a
coat of good paint—Bass-
Hueter Paint. If you are ne-
gotiating a sale you will re-
alize the truth of this.

But whether you repaint your
home preparatory to selling,
whether your paint job is big or
little, the B-H line will meet
your needs. The highest grade
of materials backed by 60 years

of manufacturing experience
. have made B-H products
S preéminent.

g’

Paints &
oo i b beei i |

A ettt

O A LITTLE MISSIONARY WORK IN YOUR
idle days by telling your neighbors of the good
qualities of The Observer. If you can’t get théir sub-
scriptions, send us their addresses and we will send
them sample copies. We pay for all soliciting you do

§5F" Subseribe for The Observer. Best Weekly published

in the Inland Empire.

Everyone reads it, i
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