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CLARENCE BUTT
Will practice in all the courts of the

state. attention given to pro-
bate work, the wri of mort-
contracts and the drafting of ali

pers. New 0
Orrlc':—Seeond Floor in Union Elock

C. R. CHAPIN
LAWYER

Pneﬁuh‘;ﬂdonl?r?;f;mhte,be?‘d;
lorxcﬂ all legal papeas.
stracts examined.

<«

DR. C. A. ELDRIEDGE
DENTIST

Office over First National
Bank N
Phone White 3-1

DENTIST

Office over Ferguson’'s Drug Stere
PHONE BLACK aT

.

J. C. PRICE
DENTIST

Office over U. S. Natl. Bank
Phone Black 171

Dr. -E. P. Dixon
- DENTIST

Office, White 22; Res. Black 90

Dr. John'S. Rankin

PHYSICIAN and SURGEON

Office over U. S. National Bank
~ Office phone Blue 171

| kept my house, should invite a girl|
| to visit her and then insist that it

Littlefield & Romig

PHYSICIANS
and SURGEONS

Office in First Ngt’l Bank Bidg.
Phone, Black 31

DR. THOS. W. HESTER
Physician and Surgeon

Office in Dixon Building
Phonss: Office White 22, Res. Blue 80

.3;
; NEWBERG - - OREGON
eesereeseses

FREER LS H I NSRS
Hours. 9to12A. M. 2tw0E P. M. &
Others by Appointment

Dr. F, H. Wilson §
ll:ntgupatm’nysician&(lmmﬂm §§
Edwards Bldg. .\'-ewhe.rx. Ore. ||
ta a2 o a 28 0 2 2o 2SS PEeTHE L Lo

:gnn. G. E. STUART &

" Physician and Surgeon

Chronic diseases a specialty. Calls
answered promptly day or might.

Office: Rooms | and 2, Gregory Building
Residence, 107 Main St. Phone Red 96

PRI T A 2 222 2 o

A. E. WILSON
Optician

Eyes examined and glasses made
to fit.
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202 First St.

Phone Blue 38

Watch

This Space

| T selected a walk opposite the birch

LT

Paths Meet

By INA WRIGHT HANSON.

In the birch blossom path I saw
her first, and my mind was full of
annoyance because my sister, who

was my duty to help to entertain.
I would do nothing of the sort, I
was thinking, when a turn in the
white blossomed pathway brought
her to my view.

She was slender and had a great
mass of brownish yellow hair, pin-
ned up with gold pins, one of which
glowed sardonically at me with its
topaz eye. While I was wondering
why she didn’t comb her hair
smoothly she turned, and her eyes,
of a wonderful vivid blue, seemed
to look down into my very soul.

“Stand perfectly still, Mr. An-
gove, and shut your eyes. Is there
anything so sweet in this wide
world as a birch path in spring-
time? Don’t open them, Mr. An-
gove. 1 want you to get the frag-
rance uninterrupted by any othe:
sense.”

Why I should have stood there
with my foolish eyes shut tight I
don’t know, but I did until she gave
me ission to look at the white
feathery sprays and at her. Then
quite sociably we strolled the rest
of the way together. I began to
feel interested in knowing what she
would say when we came to the end
of the path and ahe saw—

“Why, 1 don’t know your name,
T said abruptly.

“At first you are going to ad-
dress me as Miss Britland,” she re-
plied promptly. “Afterward you|
will say Frances, and at the end you
will call me Caprice.” |

“Why in the world should I call
you Caprice?” I asked. !

“J don’t know,” she said. “Don’t;
you ever say things just as if some- |
body inside of you were saying
them with your own tongue?”

My reply to this amazi ues- |
tion was hindered by tm of,
the birch bushes. We stood faci
a little pagoda of white marhle.
looked at the girl. Her hands were
tensely elupegl; her red lips were
quivering. !

“It’s like walking down the path-
way of love and suddenly comi
to the very temple of love itself!
she exclaimed.

I frowned. Why should my sister
prattle to strangers of our ances-
tors’ conceptions? She seemed to
divine my thoughts. -

“Why do you look at me like
that? What is it? What does it
mean ?”

1 showed her the inscription on
the worn threshold — “Temple of
Love”—and with a sudden swift

ce she knelt above the lettering.

hen she sprang up. “Come, Mr.
Angove,” she cried gayly; “l1 will
run you a race!”

So back along the birch lined
path we ran like two children, and
only my sister’s amused smile at
the end of the race reminded me
of my forgotten dignity. 1 spent
the rest of the day among my books |
and alone.

Next morning Miss Britland and

path. This was a straight path
through an avenue of stately pines.
Yesterday the girl had been fanci-
ful or merry; this day she was
neither. She walked sedately by
me, talking quite learnedly of the
future of radium. 1 began to see
why 1 might some time call her
Caprice.

“This is the path of the pines,” I
said when we had exhausted radi-
um. “We should have takem this
one first, for it leads straight and
true as the compass needle to the
temple, while the birch path me-
anders foolishly this way and that
and makes one many unnecessary
steJ)n to reach the same place.”

One welcomes unnecessary stepe
when one walks with the spirit of
the woods,” she answered. “Any-
way, you should not have told me
that this path leads to the same
place. It would have been nicer for
me to discover it for myself.”

“So it would,” 1 answered hum-
bly. “How shall I atone?”

“By telling me of yourself,” she
replied.

“There isn’t much to tell,” T said,
feeling pleased at her interest. We
sat in the pagoda, and for me at
least it was the temple of love. Let
him who will prate of long growing
affection. To me love came as
the sun rises suddenly over the
mountain.

1 told her of my life as a boy in
college, as & man in the business
world till this estate came to me,
peglected and long uninhabited.

Another day I told her about the

% 1
they were easily removed. It

for his fair young wife and her 1o
for him-—one path, quick and true
as the compass neezle, the other
sweet in its shy deflections, But
ending just as surely at the tem
“What was the young fe’s
name?” she usked.
“I don’t know.
of her beauty and sweetness and
accomplishments, but it never men-
tions her name. He had his own
names for her—Sunbeam, Starlight,
Heartsease, Love like that sheould

not die when the bodies of the lov-

ers ure dust,” :

“How do you know that it does?”
she demunded. “How do you know
but their souls are living aguin and
loving just the same?”

She had so many s
thoughts, this little Frances, and
she had so many moods—gay, seri-
ous, learned, chi{dlike. How { loved
her! 1 could not wait much
to tell her so, but I seemed to Jack
the right words, One day in the
temple 1 had been long

saucily. -

“‘l wish that it could speak, for
it looks so very kindly that its
voice must needs be pleasant,’” she
quoted.

“It is going to .. 1 said,
turning suddenly toward her, but
she pointed, laughing, toward the
door. s

Down the path of the pines came
my sister, eager, breathless, waving
a letter,

“A secret drawer in ‘the wall,
back of my wardrobe!” she g:'ped
“And three nights since has
been here has Frances dreamed of
finding letters!”

I saw with a curious feeling the
peculiar chirography of my ances-
tor. I read aloud:

“Look under the threshold of the
temple, thou man of my own blood,
but think not to appropriate to thy-
self what thou sEult find there.
They are for her whom thou lovest
as I loved my own Caprice.”

“Dig, dig!” exclaimed my sister,
dropping on her knees I.IIJ trying
to pry up the step with her bare
hands. “Don’t sit there and stare
at each other, you two. Let’s find
what’s here.”

It was not a hard task, for time
had loosened the marble till

was
an exciting moment when my sis-

' ter’s eager hands dragged to view a

small iron box.
“Open it, brother!” she cried.

“Jewels!” cried the sweet,.ex- |0 anclent gold mohurs.

cited voice of my dear girl.

1 have always admired my sister,
but never more than at that mo-
ment, when her curiosity must have
been well nigh uncontrollable. She
cast one swift look at us two; then
she started up the pine path.

“I know that careless Martha is
letting the bread burn,” she called
back over her dear motherly shoul-
der.

1 took a string of diamonds from
the box and put tirem around my

its quaint setting T pinned at her
white throat, a coronet of pearls 1
placed on ber golden bhair. On her
slender, trembling fingers I put
i rubies, diamonds, emeralds.
On her pretty arms 1 bung brace-
lets of queer design, and then I
fastened her
with a great white opal which broke
into marvelous colors as my sweet-
heart touched it reverently. When
I had finished, she looked like a
sweet barbaric princess. I knelt be-
fore her, kissing her hand.

“All yours, my queen,” 1 whisper-
ed, “for 1 love you as he loved—
Caprice.” .

“Maybe 1 am his Caprice,” she
answered dreamily, “and maybe you
are he.”

“Tell me that you love me, dear,”
J pleaded.

She put her flowerlike face to
mine,

“My first thought of you and my
last are the same, beloved,” she an-
swered. “And the thought is this
—that you ‘have a heart for whose
belated waking queens might keep
?igil.’ »

When the S8un Grows Cold.

Dr. Fridtjof Nansen predicts the
fate of the earth in the far digtant
future, when the sun grows cold.
The simple, low organisms, he says,
will probably live longest, wuntil
even they disappear. Finally, he
says, all water on the earth’s sur-
face will freeze and the oceans will
be transformed into ice to the bot-
tom. Some time later the carbonic
acid of the atmosphere will begin
to fall on the surface of the earth
in the form of show. Some time
after that the temperature on the
surface will have reached about 330
de below zero F. New oceans
wiil then be formed by the atmos-
phere being turned into liquid, and
the atmosphere of that future earth
will be only hydrogen and helium.
The sun will go through the same
process. It will continue on its

temple, how my ancestor had lsid
out these paths to typify his love

way as a dark star through space,
accompanied by the planeta,

His diary is lfnll :

silent, '
though 1 had not realized it till she |
interrupted my thoughts most |

{ war of Baroda, each cootalning 280

sweetheart’s neck. An amethyst in |

irdle—dull gold, set

| _— l
‘India a Glutton In Swallowing Up'
-f the Yellow Metal.

HOARDS IT LIKE A MISER TO0O.

Millions on Millions In Bullion and
Golden Coins Flow Inte That Coun-
try Every Year, Hardly Any of Which
Returns or Is Ever Seen Again,

A steady stream of gold has been |
flowing for centuries into India.
might say streams of gold
theuce, for since India produces com-
barutively little gold berself she laya |
the whole world under tribute. Hardly |
any of this gold returns. It Is as if
earth .of India Bad opefied and
lowed It up. The American tourist
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 tering promise of a thousand
in value than the government
abhtolndmhlmtopvmhm
guaranteed bonds.

l It has been estimated that “the visible
| hoarded wealth of India in temples,
the treasure chests of princes and In
the jewelry of the Indian men and
| Women amounts to $1,800,000,000"—a
. simple portable treasure that would
look like a pretty respeectable pille even
for our day and make the old time
_buccaneers set sall for India in a
burry. Part of this any American
tourist can see for himself in such toys
as the two gold cannon of the gaek-

pounds of pure gold, and from glimpses
caught of temple Images of solid or
thickly plated gold and blaging with
Jjewels. As a speclal favor he may be
permitted to glance within the firon
. bound treasure chests of some high-
! ness and plunge his arm to the elbow

But this would hardly account for
| the greater part of that golden cur
, rent set toward India since the begin-
ning of the record. It Is Into the earth
that current sinks, year after year for
, bundreds of them. to be forgotten or
lost trace of in the viclent soclal up-
, beavals, plagues and famines that have
| swept over the country. Ip India man
| has but to relinquish his fight against
| the jungle growth for a short space
i to result In the tearing down, over-
iwholmhw and utter obliteration of all
this work. Therefore It is scarcely a
| flight of imagination to picture the
black cobra pesting in some hole of
: ruined temple masonry stuffed with
gold and jewels or the tiger seeking
a lair in the dazsling throne room of a
long forgotten dynasty buried In the
jungle.

For the reason of this curious goM
‘problem of India apparently one has
not far to seek. Until the English
went to India the country was swept
repeatedly by invasions and conquests.
Each newcomer was bent chlefly on
plunder, but if he decided to remain |
| he set up a government In which all
life and property were his eole and
undisputed possession. The only rights |
the conquered Hindus possessed were |
those he chose to grant These con-
sisted principally in providing the con-
gueror with splendid paluces, jewels,
gorgeously caparisoned elephants, danc- |
| Ing- girls. & host of swashbuckling re- |
tainers and costly tombs. That Is why

surfeit of palaces. temples and tombs. |
As to the people, they seem to have |
come to the conclusion pretty far back
that it was advisable for them never |
to display signs of overmuch wealth, |
The plundering soldler or tax gatherer
was always at the door, so apparent
poverty was the best shield of defense. |
Besides, ns hasty' flight was recurrent- |
Iy necessary before the ravaging
armies of Tartar, Afghan and Mogul. |
gold and jewels were the easlest forms
of negotiable security to transport or
hide In the earth. In this way Delhi
was sacked and sacked again until f
John Ireland. the New York traveler, |
visiting that city in_the middle of the
"eighteenth century, thought Nadir
Shah must have swept It clean of
treasures In bis last $200.000.000 raid
Delhi looked to him a poverty stricken
place. Yet a century or so afterward,
when the Britlsh troops stormed It in
the mutiny. the Thomas Atkins of
those days was pretty soon seen bar-
tering jewels for drinks and playing
quoits with gold anklets and bangles.
Bince then Delhl has probably ac-
cumulated another hoard of treasure,
for the people's yearning in that respect
geems to be explained by their never
having got over their scare of the In-
vader plundering and squeezing them
for ages or the dread terror of a
plague taking its toll in millions
Something then unchanging in value
to fiy with or bury would appear to be

Dangers

GETTING ON THE STAGE.

That Beset New Egge In the
Vaudeville Basket. ;
The most amazing thing to a theat-

ricul manager Is the utter lack of com-

prebension on the part of applicants
of what professionnl work really means.

When 1 was writing vaudeville
sketches |1 used to get letters from
young fellows in country towns who
wanuted to go into vaudeville. For some
unaccountable resson they figured out
that that was the easlest way to break

into the entertainment business. As a

matter of fact, they were choosing the

very toughest end of it all, In vaude
ville there is no stage manager to tell

care of his baggage, negotiate his own

rallroading and even pack his own
properties. In fact, he has a thousand
and one troubles to divert his mind
from his proper business. It never
seems to dawn upon the aspirant that
1t’s much better to get into a great or-
ganisation, where there’s somebody to
attend to every problem for him and
where bhe has a chance to learn the
detalls of stagecraft.

A clever va
with, must hav

be unknown he

his act to the

ploys an agent he Is at a
because these persons

SCARED THE LION.

Bravery and Daring Displayed by an
African Woman.

In “Hunting the Elephant In Africa”

the author, Captain C. H. Btigand, in

EXAMINE OUR LUMBER

closely and you will understand
why we can truthfully claim
superiority for .it. The smooth
straight grain, the ubsence of
mkm the thorough seas-
th oem‘n aboo}v t:‘hho : tuff.

e omy ng our stuff,
Follow their example and profit
as they do by being customers
of ours.

M. H. PINNEY

308 N. Main St. Newberg, Orse.

C. W. KIENLE

PROFESSIONAL

Piano '['uner

Kienle & 504 First St.

CHASE & LINTON
GRAVEL COMPANY

All kinds of gravel for con- !
crete work, cement blocks,
or wood work furnished on

telling some llon storles, admits that
there |s a vertain thrill in connection
with the king of the jungle. The Bo-

malis say that a llon makes you jump '

three times—first, when you hear him
roar; secondly, when you unexpectedly
meet his spoor, and thirdly, when you
first sight him. They say that even a
bold man Is thus (rightened three
times by a lion. but after the sudden
shock of seeing him is over he is no
longer afraid. And In this connection
he tells us a good story of female hero-
ism:

“At a village pear Fort Mangoche.
also in Nyasuland. a man was xitting
one night at the door of his hut drum-

and smacked the lion In
astonished animal let go.
ged her husband Into the
hastily put up the pules which form
the door. The man died a few min-
utes after. and the woman sat there
with the dead bedy.

repeated several times till it got on the"
woman's nerves. At last she could
stand it no longer, =0 she took another
fagot from the fire. unbarred the door
and fled to the villuge, leaving the
dead man. The lion then walked into
the but and took him.™

How We Got the Gas Jet.

Possibly very few people know that
we owe the ordinary gas jet to the ac-
cidental use of a woman’s thimble
After the dinner of the British Com-
merrial Gas association Professor Viv-
inn Lewes told bow Clegg of Redruth
used to burn the illuminant straight
fromn the open pipe and turn it off by
plugging the pipe with some clay.
Upen one occasion his lomp of clay
was missing. and. picking up bis wife's
thimble. he put this en top of the pipe.
Much to his surprise, the gas escaped
through small holes which had been
worn by the constant use of the needle,

short notice.
. Pelephone White 856
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§ The Newberg &

Transfer Co. §
is prepared to transfer
any place any time. 9

Prices Reasonable

Office phone Black 100, or
residence %thk 123

ores {Red 79
lop

NENBERG WOOD YARD

UNDER NEW MANAGEMENT

small burning jets of gas resulting.

the American tourist in India gets a From this Professor Lewes traced the

evolution of the gas Jet — London

Globe.

Surf Birds.

That birds of the family termed surf
birds in the Hawalian Islands should
leave that paradise of the Pacific to go
and rear their voung in the tundras of
Alaska would seem to many an ex-
traordinary proceeding, yet the turn-
stome and the black bellied plover and

| the Pacific golden plover make the

long journey of about 4,000 miles thith-
er annually.
Classified the Family.

“Everyhody In our family’s some
kind of an animal.” sald Bobby to the
amagzed lady visitor

“What nonsense!” she exclaimed,

“Well,” replied Bobby, “mother's a
dear, my baby sister ls mother's little
Jamb, I'm the kid and dad’'s the goat.”
—~Dundee Advertiser

Bhooting Through Glass.:

A rifie bullet may be fired through a
pane of glass, making a hole the size
of the ball without eracking the glass,
If the glasa be suspended by a thread
it will make no difference, and the
thread will not even vibrate.~London
Telegraph.

Poor Eve. =

Eve (In the garden) - Adam, ['ve got
to have another dress. Adam—Eve,
you're the most resolute woman ['ve
ever knuwn. Yon're always turning
over a new leaf.—Tondon Tatler,

« | Art, Commerce, Fo

| Wood of all kinds. Wood sawing a specialty
E Prompt service. Leave orders at yard or
| at Zumwalt’s Feed Store, First and Main

I PHONE BLUE 191
'E. P. HAMILTON, Prop.

ORGEON AGRICULTURE COLLEGE
WINTER SHORT COURSE

January 5 to 30, 1914

The College has spared no effort to
make this the most complete short
course in its history. A very wide
r:.:re of courses will be offered in Gen-
eral Agriculture, Horticulture, Animal

Husbandry, Dai , Poultry Kee
Mechanic !m.., mmie ampi.ng&
and Music.
Numerous lect and 8 on
FARMERS' CO-OPERATION, at home
and abroad, will be a leading feature.
Make this a pleasant and table
winter outing. No tuition. Aecommo-

dations reasonable. Reduced rates on
all railroads. For information address

H. M. TENNAT, Registar,

Corvallis, Oregon.
Farmers’ Business Courses by Cor-
respondence without tuition.

J. H. GIBSON, Mgr.

The only Abstract Books in
Yamhill County
Yamhill County Abstract Co.
McMINNVILLE, ~ ORBGON




