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THE LAND OF DREAMS.

BY WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT,

_—

A mighty realm is the land of dreame,

! teeps that b in the twillght #ky, |
S e Tog arean RBA Lailtee bt FAnd then I tried to think how things

{looked from our window, with the wae-

And welloring oceans and tralling sireame,
That geam where the dusky shadows e

But over its shndowy bhorder flow
Swaet pava from the world ofendless morn,
And tha nearor meountninasoateb the glow,
And flowars in the nearor fislds are born.

The sonls of tha happy dead repair
From thelr bowersof (1ght to that border-
land,
And walk In the fainter glory thare,
Wieth the souls of the living, hand in band.

One oalm, swoeet mmile, 1 that shadowy
sphere
From oyes that open on earth no more—
One warning word from & volce oace dear,

How they rise inthe memory o'%r and o'er,

¥ar off from thosa hills that shine with dur,
And fields that bloom In the heavenly

len,
The L!n'd.or Dreams goes strtohing away
To dimmer monuntaios and darker vales,

There lie the chambars of guilty dalight,
There walk the spaoters «f gullty far,
And soft, low voloes that float through the

night
Aro whispering sin In fie hopeless ear,

id, inthy girlhod's opening flow'rs
D st Fow1be love Of ohidien

play;
The tears on whose @80k are but the show'rs
That freshen the arly bloom of May!

1 and over thy brow
Thp...‘“ "3.,‘.,’;.;’&'1'"'.“@“ lﬂ,l'l joyous

gleamn,
thy moving lips, that now
g ST L
fden. oh, heed thy feat!

lnlgl.:t-llﬂw

that beam of paradise fall
Lndol;l dot mtlmamn,nl:ou"
The bisssd

L
ones from its shining walls.
abalt tiou come from the Land of Dreama
bwuh'n‘!pc and peace to this world of atrife;
And the ight which over tt e border streams
Shall ie on the path of thy daily life.

WE TWO.

swiortune brings mn some boats that are
no steered "' —Cymbeline,

ft's a bit of a story, sir, that don't
wund wuch to strangers, but 1'd like

p tell you about it, if you have time to
sten, for they’'ve all forgotten Bobbery
lown here, excest me; they’re poor
plks, you see, and thlnfn drift out of
lks‘ eads when poverty drifts in,
| Bobbery? Yes, sir, that was his
ame, leastways the name we gave
him down here. As toa father or mo-
ther, we never had any, I think; nev-
r had any one in the wild world to be-
Jong to except our two selves—Bobbery
nd me, was the elder, two long

§ older than him; but then I was
ind, you see, so the two years didn’t
punt for much, and Bobbery
ead of me after the time when
DI idl.ya of palin all Into
ights, and shut me out of the

prid; not that I grumble, sir,—I've
ven over that; and Bobbery was al-
s such a Ind to me that per-
1 didn’t miss so much.

1 grew to fancy things, and make be-
pve I saw a great deal, particularly af-
lor Bobborh took to working at his
trade—shoeblack, sir; and sometimes,
hen I became accustomed to being In
ghe dark, 1 went out with Bobbery and
theld the money that he made,
Well, not much, perhaps, but enough
for us two, and the little room we had
t Kingstown, or over against the riv-
@er: only Bobbery was an extravagant
—not in drink, sir, but In eranges,
He made a deal of me, did Bobbery
-- long of being blind, you see—and so
¥ dld the neighbors; but I was riure proud
of him. You don’t know how itls to
‘sit alone in the dark all day, and then,
on a sudden, hear a fellow eall out:
# Here we are agrin! Come down and
feel the sun set, and we'll count the
coppers.” It would make you love any-
one, sir, who had a voice like that, let
alone a fellow like Bobbery.
Perhaps you didn’t happen to be in
Kingstown, sir, last spring when the
8 had risen, and the land was un-
der water for miles uround. Bobber,
had to wade a little going down to h
work, but he rather liked it, he said;
and he used to tuck up his trowsers,
and eall back to me and laugh, as the
water crept around his feet; and he
said folks wouldn't want their boots
blacked, he feared, for the waler would
soon take off the polish,

I used to sit on the window-sill and
feel the sun,and if I listened very
hard I could hear the ripple ripple of
the shallow water at every step that
Bobbery made, and it had a pleasant
sound, and made a kind of comvany
feeling; but when he was out of hear-
ing, and it still came rippling up
against our wallr the company feelin
went away and ‘eft me lonely, an
sometimes I thought the mlor'rmterul
because it for so very long between
me and Bobbery.

Well, once I was sitting alone on the
window-slll, and the dn‘f Was very qui-
et, so quiet that I did not even hear
the little rippling waves; and in tne

uiet I grew frightened at last; and in

e qulet I stretched out my hands
across the sill to feel my way down, 1
felt something that made me shiver,
and draw back out of the sunlighl—
that made my whole dark life fow
suddenly a beautiful and precious thing
—I felt the water Hrpll:s A1most up to
the level of the sill, and I was quite
alone, and Bobbery would never know,

I did not call out or go mad with
fri tiunt lni.!thoiught might do,
on away, in my everlastin
du{uomm the warm sunlight nnz
sat down on the bed where ry
and me slept together, and put my
hands over my ears, to shut out the
roar of the waters.

How long I sat there I don't know,
but I think it must have been hours,

| when he found me some day, where |

for 1 lelt the sunlight slanting on my
face, ann the water rushing around me
before 1 moved agnin, I wasx hungry,
t.0; but when I tried to get down and
reach the cuphoard the water took me
off my feet, and I erept back to bed and
on to the shelves of an dresser, .0 be |
out of the way. I suid my prayers two |
or three times, and I said some for Bob

bery, too, for 1 knew he would be sorry

had died ull alone, and in the dark,

ter sweeping upto tho very sill,and the |

red sunset lyving on [t—an i beyond the
pretty tewn and the steeple with the
clock: and I thought it was betler for |
me (odie than Bobbery, after all, for|
he conld cee, while T—I had no pleas.
ure inmy life. And yet I wanted to
live; T wanted to hear Bobbery's voice
agning I wanted the waters to go down
and somebody to remember me at last
~for I wasafraid. |

Well, sir, God answers our prayers
sometimes In a way that is terribly
Just, It takes us a long time to find out
that everything is very good, but we
come to learn it at last—and learn, too,
to leave our prayers, ns well as the an-
swers to God. Somebody did remem-
ber me at last, and came back—some-
body whose laughing voice across the
wiaters was nearer every minute—some-
body whose hands were on my shoul-
der, whose eyes I felt were on my fce
—somebody who had never forgotten
me-—Bobbery!

““ Bobbery! Bobbery!™ I cried, and
I stretched out my arms to him.

Bobbery said: *'1 came over in a tub
—only think! such a lark! but asl
came In at the window our tub drifted
away, and however we are to get over
I can’t tell.”

“ You must think of something,” I
sald. * Bobbery, it wasa Ion’ day.”

“ Why, of coarse it was,’” Bo
answered, “without me., Come along,
the river's rising like fury.”

“ Isat very wide?’ I asked,

“Oh not more’'n a stretch from
here to the dry land—but deep; over
six feet, I should —and rising.”

“ But the bed, ry,” Isaid, “and
the other things?"

“ Well, we must ','lnt leave them till
it’s all right again.

“ Wil it ever be all rlﬂht?"

“ Why, yes, of course,” sald Bobbery.

He was such a splendld chap, sir,
was Bobbery, and so clever! He took
the two chalrs that were drifting about
the room, and tied them close togeth-
er, and then we waded across to the
window, and stood upon the siil.

“1 think it's jolly good fun,” sald
Bobberp. * If you could only see how

our boat's bobbing up and down here!
et in quick, or I can’t hold her, Here
port her helm, or something! Are you
all ri!btf”

“It’s splendid,” said I, ‘come along.’

But when Bobbery put his foot on
the unsteady raft she went down on
one side with aplunge. ‘Never mind’
he said, “you’ve just got to push your-
self ashore with this l[da as straight
a8 can go, and I'll follow.”

swear to you, sir, I thought that it
was true, or I never would have left
Bobbery. 1 took the pole he gave me,
and went out on the restless waters,
that I felt were blood red where the
setting sun had touched them. People
on the o ite side cheered and cried
and called me, and Bobbery behind
cried out once or twice, **ship ahoy,”
in a shrill voice that I knew and loved
better than anything on earth, and
once I heard him say, fuintly—he
seemed so far away—** In port at last.”

At last !

The people on the shore had ceased
their shouts of excitement and encour-
agement, the light had died utterly
away. Inan awful silence and an aw-
ful darkpess, I jumped to land, and
held out my two hands,

‘ Bobbey ! Bobbery !’ I cried, “I
want to thank you.”

D:)!d l!?’lubbel;’ry hear, s:.rl, do 3";111 Ihln:!?

people hear anything, do e
understand anything nftgr themve
gone away?

I only knew that the awful silence
wis turning me to stone. that the aw-
ful darkness was rising like a wall be-
tween me and Bobbery—and 1 was
ufmid. When I called no one answer-
ed an: I was glad. If his voice was
silent, any other voice would have
maddened me just then, and 1 wanted
nothing more to tell me all the truth.
I learned through the silence on land
and sea how God had answered my
prayer.

ey told me afterward how the
plank he was launching to help him-
#elf to the shore drifted away from his
hand and was out of sight directly,
how they would have saved him, if
they could, and how, when they began
to shout to him directions, he made a
sign for silence, and stood straight up-
on the sill, with the sunset creeping all
about him, and the waters was Itui at
his feet. They wondered why he had
made no effort o reach the shore.with
me—they used to wonder for a long
time after, why he had stood so silent;
with his r eyes and restless feet so
strangely still, [/ knew, of course, but
what right had anyone else to come be-
tween Bobbery and me? It wouldn't
have done anyone any good to know
what I knew—that Bobbery wouldn't
let me lose the fuintest chance; thought
my blind helpless life quite as well
worth saving as his own. I would
have dene a1 much for him, sir, an
day—for, Bohbery and me, we were uiy
ways fond of each other.

@ story’s been longer than 1 thought
sir; but just the evening, and the floods
again, and your wanting to know about
the crosa, t it back to me like
the mll‘t“tu n km?n'!mgd—-tad it's
compan eto of the lad.

And &mhery? he just died, sir; and
the folks thought sich a deal of him
that they collect a bit to se: me up, and
I took half of the money just mrrul up
this little eross by the riverside—for

|

IY |guide to his home on the hill-gide.

I huven't forgotten him—not in these
two years!

That's all, sir—just all about Bobbery,
Harper's Bazar.

The Sage of Yoncalla.

Two weeks ago, the editor of the
Home Cirele, during her summer yaen-
tion, visited the Umpgua valley, and
mide ashort stay at Snowden Springs,
for the porpose of sttending the Toeach.
ors’ Institute at that place, and also of
dreinking in the heaith-giving air und
th+ mineral waters which glve Spow.
den ita reputation as a summer resort,

Yoncalln valley les south of {he
Springs, and is a beautiful region of
country, especially at this season of the
year, when the trees and bushes are
putting aside their robes of green, and
decking themeselves for the Autumn.
Yonealla Hill rises to the west, and is
1640 feet above the valley. This coun-
try was of especial interest to me ns
being the home of Mr. Jesse Apple-
gate and his family, who emigrated to
the then far off Orogon In 1843, and 1i-
nally settled here.

Mr. and Mrs, Applegate having visit-
ed us in Salem, and remembering them
and their family as friends from child-
hood, it was, of course, a great plens-
ure to see them in their own home at
Yoncalla. Mr. A, formerly lived in
the valley, but In his old age has mov-
ed up the hill and made him a howe on
the side of the mountain, near a
spring. We met Mr. Applegate at
Snowdea and bhad his company as

Following the winding path up the
hill to his camp, you are constantly
catehing glimpses, throngh the spread-
ing oaks, of the wvalley beneath, to
which ** distance lends enchantment,"”
and the decpening tints of the hills
far across the valley, and the cottages
nestling In its bosom, add to the beauty
of the landscape; for it takes both na-
ture and art combined to make n truly
beautiful picture.

“Uncle Jesse's " home hangs like an
eagle's nest on the side of the moun-
tain, and its surroundings a*e very pic-
turesque. Near and around it ure m'g-
nificent grovesof onk which outrival the
trees found in the Willamette valley.
He has a vineyard planted close bygs
which affords him employment and
amusement, and which Is to furnish
him occupition in his declining years,
It is to be hoped that he will, llke Na-
both of old, cling to his possessions,
but not, like Naboth, lose his vineyard
through the envy of others,

Mrs. Applegate did the honors of
her home with genulne hospitality,
and after refreshing ourselves at her
bountiful supper table we had the grey
shadows of an August evening to light
us back to Snowden,

Mr. Applegate is justly called the
“Sage of Yoncalln,” a name he de-
serves because his mind partakes of
more solid food than mere gainful spec-
ulations or sordid ambition to accumu-
lute wealth, The editor of the Home
Circle will hereafter connect her mem-
ory of her friend not only with remem-
brance of visits made by him to her
own home, but with the beauty of
Yonealla vale and the mountaln camp,
where he has placed his vineyard upon
A sunny nook surrounded by maje-tic
groves through whose branches gleam
vistas of far off landscapes.

O

Child. Whipping.

The children of Eoverty! My heart
bleeds when I think of them; the chil-
dren simply coverd by a rag; the chil-
dren of fumine and starvation; the chil-
dren of drunkenness and the children
of crime, flotsam and jetsam u the
wild, rude sea of life; the children In
alleys; the children that crouch in cor-
ners when they hear the unsteady ste
of a drunken brute of a father; the t.-hlr-
dren, little babies, with drinking moth-
ers; the children, too, of the rich, that
have no liberty—these little children
that are crushed, that are trampled up-
on, that are frlr'hlenod. I pity them
a'l from the bottom of my heart. What
rlqht have you to tyrannize over a
child ? I have very little respect for a
man that cannot gavern a child without
brute force. Think of whipping chil-
dren! Why, they say that children tell
lies, Yes, cowardlee is the mother of
lies, Tyranny is the father of les,
Suppose & man who is a3 much larger
than you as you are larger than a five-
year-old child, should come at you with
@ pole in his hand: * Who broke that
late ' You would tremble, your
nees would knock together, and you
would swear you never saw the plate,
or that it was cracked when you got it.
Think of a member of the Hoard of
Exchange whippiug one of his children
for 'rrwurlcnllnﬁ. Think of & lawyer
beating hisown flesh and blood because
he evaded the truth, Think ofa dealer
in stocks punishing his child for setting
afloat fulse reports,. What an incon-
sisteney! Think of it! If you should
hereafter whip your child, | wish you
could have a photogm h taken when
tloing so, with your eyebrows corrugu-
ted with anger, vour cheeks red with
wrult;hand the little child shrinking,

we always divide the coppers, sir; and

trem nlfd crouchlng and begging! It

this ch should happen to, die,

—

wouldn’t it be sweet fn the uutumn,
when the maple leaves are turning to
gold, and when the scarlet vines run
like n sad regret out of the earth—

wouldn't it be delightful to go and sit|

on the mound that covered the flesh
you had beaten, and look at the

hoto- |

Home - Made and Hnnd-Mad;

BOOTS.

F YOU WANT A GOOD-FITTING FINE BOOT
¥ou cas beo accommodated by enlling

At Armstrong’s Shop,

graph of yourself inthe act of whipping | (% State 8trect, opposite WILLIS'S BOOK STORK.

that child ?

Now, think of it—think of it; and, if
all T say to-night will save one blow
from the tender flesh of Infancy, I am
motre than paid,

I have known men todrive theirown
children from thelr doors.and then got
down on thelr knees and ask Gid to
wileh over them. Avother

{ There I8 nothing in this world like

being honest with children, Do nbot

]lrl'ii"!ld younre perfection; youire not: |

and if one of them happens to tell a sto-

ry, do not let on as if the whole world |

wis going to burst.  Tell them honestly
you have told thousands of them, —C%/,
Y Bob» Ingersol.

CHOICE RECIPES.

An effectual remedy for inflamed
eyes: A weak solution of borax and wa-
ter applied at intervals will make a cure
without injuring the sight.

ON1ON SAvCE.~Mince two fine white
onfons end cook them; having pressed
the water from them, add to a teacup
of hot milk with three tablespoons of
butter, or if preferred, draw the butter
and afterward add the milk.

Pock ETROOK RoLi&—Take one tea-
cup of yeast, one pint new milk, one
egg well beaten, three hhlospnonl’uls of
sugar, one half cap of lard; flour stiff
enough to roll out; then put in a warm
place to rise. When Ight, roll Into a
sheet, butter as for pastry,double
it over and cut with a round 1'd. Bake
in a moderate oven.

A DeLiciovs Disit.—Take a large
fresh cabbage and cut out the heart,
Fill the place with stuffing made of
cooked chicken or veal, choﬁed very
fine and highly se soned led Into
balls with yolk of egg. Then tle the
cabbage firmly together and boll in a
covered kettle for two hours, It mukes
a very delicipus dish, and is often use-
ful for using small pleces of cold meat,

ToMaTo OMELET.—Peel and chop
five fine tomatoes of good size; season
them with saitand pepper, add tothem
half a teacup of grated bread, Beat
four cggs to a foam and stir into the
tomatoes. IHeat a *“spider” hissing
hot, put in a small piece of butter, turn
in the mixture and stir mnldllv until it
beglos to thicken, Now let It brown
for two or three minutes on the bottom
then lap it half over, slip on to a hot
dish, and serve for breakfust, garnish.
ed with parsiey and slices of hard boil-

ed e It is an appetizing and
also aﬁ‘ndsome dish, oy

BAKED BEANS, —Man o do not
understand how to e nice baked
beans, One of the most serious troubles
is, they don’t give them time onouvito
bake. Bake them slowly all day Batur-
day. and ifconvenient let them stay In
all night, hklugmll twenty-four hou
and our word lor It, your beans wil
come out in the morning smoking,with
a flavor that will make your mouth wa-
ter to taste them, wud your breakfast
will be the best you ever had, We
sometimes see ns who only have
a moderate liking for baked beans, who
invariably bake them three or four
hours, and that Is why they do not like
them any better, A day and a night
is none to much time to bake these es-
culents, having parboiled them only a
fow momaents, until the skins will crack
when the rir comes,— Er,

BREVITIES.

As a man sows, that shall he reap.

Gond thoughts (though God aceept
them) yet towurd men are little better
:hun good dreams, except they be put
n w‘.

Nne are too w Ise to be mistaken, but
few are so wisely Just as to acknowl-
edge and correct their mistakes; and
especlally the mistakes of prejudice,

Do liftle helpful things and n*nak
helpful words whenever you can, They
are better than pearls or diamonds to
strew nlong the roadside of life, The,
will yield a far more valuable harvest,
as you will find after many days,

We cannot conquer fate and necessi-
ty, yet can yleld to them in such a
way asto be greater than If we could,

Mnoy who find the day too long,
think life too short; but short as life is,
some find it long enough to outlive
thelr characters, their constitutions
and estates,

Tue Trurn TELLer.—It is worth
while now and then to have what is eall-
ed the truth told about yourself. Then
are times when such truth-telling Is of

reat and immediate service, But I

ave noticed that persons who plume
themselves upon speaking the truth to
their neighbors are persons who really
have no specinl devotion to truth, but
who have, on the other hand, & passion
for making people uncomlortable,
They do not love thelr neighbors; they
hite them. With them so-called truth-
telling is merely n form of selfindul-
genee, How would [t do, the next time
the village truth-teller comes nround,
for you to tell the truth to him ¥ “*Kind
friend, I thank thee for telling me that
my duaughter’'s manners are rude, and
thut my uncle, the parson, should be
spoken to abont his method of public
prayer, and that my Sunday-best-go-to-
meeting stove-pipu hit i3 two sewsons
oehind the times; but let me reclprocute
thy kindness by informing thee that
thou art a seltish old gossip, withou!
enaugh brains to perceive the whole
truith about any sltuation, but only n sil
Iy half-truth, or o miserable distorted
truth, which, from the best of motives,
I advise thee to Kaep to thyself'
~NSeribner,, 0 T e r— |

| Uata,,

Ui |
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PLUMMER FRUIT DRYERS,

Patented April 1877,

INES AE UNSURPASSED Ny
ey 'ng vr Preserving Fralte nnd
Veget en of a1l khiils, And are ¢

sostructiod ar ur
nished ey ed and

1 totr diflerent «lees, namely:
The Tom Thuub B - ¥ ]
hushel of u.nith'-‘l:‘,r Im"i’r";urt:':wj .’f?. .o.r.,\i
The Small Famlly Dryer ity of 1%
bushels per hour - :rh'n. .‘.' . .F.TJ.‘T.I'.IT)‘:T 1“
The Family Dryer—capacity of 2 bushels
POF BOBP—PPI0O. v oo v uitevriianmmrssnsarsanns
The Factory Dryer-capacity of 6 bushels
POr BOMP = PHCO . e iinriiiann s rnns
Theso Dryers wore awarded the Centennlal Medal
and Diplowa st Philadelphia in 156, Also, the Gold
M- dal ol the State of Oregon for 1870, for excellence
of flavor, color and condition of Frult
All sizas constantly on band and frslehiod on shon -
ont noties,
Farm and Connty Rights for sale.
For farther particnlars and descriptive catal L]
adilrors : W. 8, I'IH’MM KR, i
Patuntee and Mannfacturer,
Jeidui Earst Portland, & regun
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A COMPLETE LINE OF
E A RINESS,

Saddl
e%hipu,
Collars,
Bridl
e
Etc., Bte.
wesAT

DEARBORN’S,
ON COMMERCIAL STREET,

BIN'S BLOUK,
SALEM - " OREGON.

apralt

WHEAT AND OATS

Chopped into Feed,
For On.-:l‘.nth Toll.

Sash, Doors, Blinds,

Turning, Stalr work, .“IIQI‘I.
Bureaus, SMiands, Tubles,

FANNING MILLS,

And all kinds of Farniture,

At BED-ROCK PRICES, 8
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8552 877 7ot s
SALEM FOUNDRY, &
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ALEM, . «  ORBGON

B. F. m_g. Prop’r.
yrpan e, 347 s qtes e

hinery to order, rod at & phort
I e et et
P

MRS, ARl
an b
AHAPERR

ENS and
Maviwt!

WILLAMETTE TRANSPORTATION AND
LOCKS COMPANY.

OTICK - ~THE FOLLOWING RATES O#

Freight on Gmin and Flour huve beon os-

tubilished by this company as the maximum
ratos for one yeur from May Ist, 1877, vie :
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per lon additional,

Thecompany will conlascl with part'os who
desire IL, 1o transport Uralo and Flour ut above
rates for any specified time, not exoseding five

yoam,
8. G. REED, Vies Prosident W.T, & 1.00,
Portinad, April 25, 1477 ™

NOTICE,
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per puhllnl:rd tariffof the Umuplnf under date
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mugimum rales until Muy Sist, 1678, vie :
Par 100 [ha
—
. Trents
0 oents
Al eents

Milwaukie (o Portland
Clrokemas Lo P
Uiregon Uity ™ »e

ook lddand  *

I“IIID[ :: Fr I e 1enia
B B ol o
‘\r.-:'ul:;um ". ...... shiss “ rnu::
£ 1 A .8 ren
B ooks s 1l eenis
nlum :: i :: eonts
roer oo 14 PRNLS
Marioan M SNadda o2 Dents
Iv Marnon R T 1 YT ool cnnis
Miller's 4 I; L
A 1 i
1B oen
" (1]
ﬁ:‘ﬁ,‘ " :::;IES‘.".:‘.E:
widy won AN DODILN
Hurrinburg Lok s rents
Junolon -
i.u Wi e Lo
el A
I’!-nﬂ‘ﬁ o
sorin Oeld u
Chowshis 1 w
irvnawell "
Lothinim M
0 mstoek's " ‘e
Drsin o "t
Yoo lin ey ol
i kKinnd » T T T "
17 g im " R T Meens
I e=vbiurg by D ev iy

No chwurgo for draymze a1t d,
e KOPHERICWice /(0w 1t o,

L hen an Jrion




