heaven
%%tmt Summer, Autumn’s
And Winter with his aged locks, and
1n mournfal eadences, that come sbroad
Like the far wind-barp’s wild aod touching

i
A meln'::.hol dirge o’er the dead year,
Gone from KL earth forever.

memory and - Within the 4

For and for tears. Within the deep,
Still chambers of the hearl, a8 specter dim,
‘Whose tones are like the wizard voice of

Heard from the tomb of ages, points its cold
And solemn finger to the beautiful

And holy visions that have sed away,
And left no shadow of their loveliness

On the desd wastes of life. That specter

lifts
The coffin-lid of Hope and Joy and Love,
And, bending mournfully above the pale,
Sweet forms, that slumber there, scatlers

dead flowers )
'er what has passed to nothingness.
The year
Has gone, and with it maoy s glorious
throng

Ofbappy dreams. Its mark is on each brow,
1ts shadows in each heart. In its swift course
It waved its scepler o'er the beautiful—

And they are not. It laid its pallid hand

U pon the strong man—and the haughty form
Is fallen, and lﬁr.- flashing eye is dim.

It trod the hall of revelry, where thronged
The bright and’ joyous—and the tearful

wail
Of stricken ones is heard, where erst the song
And reckless shout resounded.

If, [llt-\-l'l! o'er

The battle-plain, where sword and spear and

nhi:-;l‘
Flashed in the light of mid-day—and the

1 strangth

Of serried hosts is shivered, and the grass,
(ireen from the oll of carnage, waves sbove

The erushed and It
Came,

And Mdeds like a wreath of mist at eve;

Yet, ere it melted in the viewless  air,

1t heralded its millions to their bome

In the dim land of dreams.

moldering skeleton.

Remorseless Time!

Fierce spirit of the glass and scythe! what
power
Can stay him in his silent course, or melt

His iron heart to pity? On, still on

He presses, and forever. The proud bird,

The condor of the Andes, that can soar

Through heavens unfathomable depths, or
brave

The fury of the northern hurricane,

And bathe his plumage in the thunder's
home,

Furls his broad wings at nightfall, and sinks
dl'»wn

To rest upon his mountain erag; but Time

Knows not the weight of sleep or weariness,

And night's deep darkness has no chain to
bind

His rushing pinnions.

Revolutions

swWoep
like troubled

)'ar earth, vislons o'er the
breast

Of dreaming sorrow; cilies rize and sink,

Like bubibles on the water; flery isles

Spring blazing from the ocenn, and go back

To their mysterious caver mountains
Fihr

To heaven their | and blackened cliffs,
mnd bow

Their tall heads Lo the plain: new empires
rin',

Gathering the strength of hoary centuries,

And rush down like the Alpine avalanche,

Startling the nations, and the very stars,

Ton bright and burning blazonry of God,

Glitter awhile in their eternal depths,

And, like the Pleind, loveliest of their train,

Shoot from their glorious spheres, and pass
RWAY,

To darkle in the trackless void: yot Time—

Time, the tomb-builder, holds his ferce
CAreer,

Dark, stern, all-pitiless, and panses not

Amid the mighty wrecks that strew his path,

To sit and muse, like other conquerers,

Upon the fearful ruin be has wrought.

—[Gro. D PresTicR,

NEW YEAKR AND OLD YEAR,

New Year, if you were bringing Youth,
As you are bringing Age,
1 would not have it fm- . in sooth:
I have no strength to wage
Lost battles over. Let them be,
Bury your dead, O Memory!
Good bye, since you are gone, old Year,
And my past life, good bye!
1 shed no tear upon your bier,
Forit is well to die.
New Year, vour worst will be my best
What ean an old manwant but rest,
—[R H. Stoppak.

A Night Of Horror.

Written for the Dally STATEAM AN

There fell to me a night in my travels
once, when necessity compelled me to ac-
cept as a stopping place, one of those mod-
¢m abominations known as a railroad hotel
a sort of mongrel affair with ticket offices
and baggage rooms below, and sleeping
apartments above, with side tracks, and
coal yards, gnd freight depots all round.
1 had thought on retiring that ringing
bells, and scpeaming whistles, and rum-
bling car wheels would allow little rest
to a nervous person. Little did T know
of the real horrors that awaited me.

For a time the bells kept up their jin-
gling, but towards midnight, these sounds
censed, and I fell into a slumber. How
long this sleep was undisturbed, I know
not; but I at last became semi-conscious
under the influence of a series of sounds
that were different from anything 1

a_umhnnhnm:thg;:t t.hamapmct.r:‘-i
power—a 80 rythmie rising

m;.uofwwumnmrfhulmahom
—that seemed different from any thing I
had ever heard. 1 suppose it was all
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me, and again I was powerless.
run away from many such fiends in my
time, but this one seemed to realize that
I was in his power, and danced about me
with fiendish delight, never letting his
bow: rest for a moment, wringing from
that poor fiddle snch an eternal cater-
wanling, such a long and mingled string
ol sobs and wails and howls and groans,
as would have unstrung the nerves of a
granite sphinx.

It seemed an age that this torment was
endured, and so mtolerable did it become,
that I longed for s<ome bull of Bashan to
toss me on his playful horn, or some
thundering train to roll over my tortured
frame, its mollifying wheels. At last a
good angel came to my reliel. It was the
night watchman of the hotel, rapping on
the door of a neighboring room to awake
some fellow traveler for an early train.
At the sound of those rattling knuckles,
my fiendish tormentor vanished in the
darkness, and his infernal disconds died
away like a wail of deepair.

I had been reading Dante's Inferno on
the train that day;—so in my vext dream,
1 was falling from infinite hights into the
black Tartarean al:i'n, where ten thous-
and fiends, with red-hot pitchforks held
aloft waited to impale me. The air
seemed to sing a sad requiem about my
ears, a8 I fell down, down, with the speed
of light, and the hissing of the throng be-
low filled me with ten thousand nameless

ga. One instant more, and those red-
1wt thirsty prongs would haye received

me. But in that one instant reliefl came
to me. My éars were snddenly ted
by a long sharp sound that seemed soma-

how familiar to me and in less than a mo-
ment, that Tarterean throng were turned
into smoke, and driven away as before
the march of a tormado. The sound I
had heard was the scream of a locomotive
in the ear yard below.

I now resolved to forego sleep, deem-
ing the risk too great and being fully
awake, I listened to thf wtﬁdn th:utle had
been eausing my trouble. ey evident-
ly ]nl’m‘(\lﬁf from the next room, and for
two mortal hours, I tried to make out
what kind of an animal was there impris-
omned. The sounds were indeseribable.
It was neither howling, nor growling, nor
squealing, nor barking. A dog fight in
the street, or a hundred swine calling for
food,or a eat concert on a back slfed would
have been musical beside the monoto-
nons measures that came to me through
the thin partition that separated that room
from mine,

I thought to esecape at last by burying
my eam in the pillows, and pulling the
quilts over my head. That failing, I put
my fingers in my ears. But down under
quilts and pillows, and finger ends, those
bharrowing sounds dug their way to my
anditory nerve, and would not give me
rest. Only when daylight came did I get
relief. Then activity beganin the ear yard
below. The eclang of bells, the screams
of whistles, the jamming together of
freight cars, and the receding rumble
of the long trains as they pulled out
beneath my window, had a soothing ef-
fect npon my nerves. Soon I fell asleep
as qmetly as an infant in its mothers
Arms, I dreamed for an bhour, mmid
the elang and clatter of moving ears and
engine bells, that [ was pillowed on a bed
of down and being reguled by the songs
of fairyland.

But I watehed the dofir of that room
the next morning to learn, if possible,
what kind of animal was being sabmit-
ted to ernel torture there. The door
opened at last, and it came out. It had
two legs, an immense stomach, and a large
red nose.

The long and short of the matter is
that Ispent that night of horrors within,
perhaps five feet of the champion snorer
of the world.

P. S. Kx1eHT.

Sanem, Orecox. 1586,

{Although the above sketch was wriiten sov
cral years ago, while Mr. Knight was trav-
eling, this ls the first time it was ever given
to the eyes of the reading publie. |

- -
STAIGER BROTHERS,

Dealers in Boots and Bhors—The Successors
to C. Uznfovage.

Among the oldest shoemakers in Salem is
J. F. Staiger. He has had an experience of
twenty yesrs at the bench, and has resided
in Salem for twenty-two years. Hia brother,
Wi, Staiger, has bees i
years, and both bave anexcellent

as business men. Oa January 23, 1
purchased the stock and will of Charles
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olden days of gold, or the golden days of
old, as you please—in a certain miner's
camp on the Yuba river, there lived a

from his fellows, excepting be had a cu-
rious babit of talking to himself. Forthe
simple reason thatJhe departed from
common custom in this one particular, be
was of course voled crazy by the other
miners. To call all persons “erazy™ who
do not follow the customs of the majority,
is a constant babit with men. But, day
after day, Armstrong worked away with
his pick and shovel, caring nothing for
the remarks of his neighbors, and seeming
to wish for no other partner in his toils or
his rest, save the invisible personage
whom he always addressed in the second
person singular, with whom bhe was
almost constantly and in close conversa-
tion. The common drift of his talk while
at work, wounld be about as follows:

“Ratbher tough work, Armstrong —rich
dirt, though—grub a dollar a pounnd—no
time to waste—piteh in, sir—hanged if I
don’t wish I was in the states. This min-
ing's mighty hard work. Nonsense, Arm-
strong: whata fool yon are fo be talking
in that way, with threeonnces a day right
under your feet, and nothing to do but
just to dig it ont.”

His conversation would be duly pane-
tuated with strokes of the pick and lifts
of the loaded shovel. And so the days
would passalong, and Armstrong worked,
and slept, and talked with his invisible
partner. Well, it happened, in due conrse
of time, that the class of human vampires,
commonly called gamblers, made their
appearance at the camp where Armstrong
worked. As he was not above following
the example of his fellows, he paid the
new-comers a visit. It isthe same old
story. After watching the game a while,
he coneluded it was the simplest thing in
the world. So he tried his luck and won
—a hundred dollars! Now, any new ex-
perience would always set Armstrong to
thinking and talking to himself worse
than ever. It was so this time. “Now,
Armstrong,” he said, as he hesitated abont
Rgoing to work next morning, “that is the
easiest hundred dollars you ever made m

rour life. What's the use of going into a

ole in the ground to dig for three onnces
aday? The fact is, Armstrong, you are
sharp. You were not made for this kind
of work. Sng;mme you just throw away
your pick and shovel, leave the mines,

uy a suit of store clothes and dress up
likea born gentleman and go at some bu-
siness that suits your talent.”

Armstrong was not long in putting
these thoughts and sayings into action.
He left the diggings and invested in fine
clothes. He looked like another man,
but he was still the same Armstrong nev-
ertheless. He was not long in finding an
opportunity to try a new profession.

alking forth in his fresh outfit, he had
just concluded a long talk with himsell
about his brnght prospeets, when he halt-
ed in front of a large tent with a sign
on it “Miners’ Rest.” Armstroug went in.
I't did not seem te him that he remained
very long, but it was long enongh to work
a wonderful revolution in his feelings.
When he eame out, he was a changed
man —that is to say, he was a “changeless”
man. He was thunderstruck amazed, bewil-
dered. He had lost his money, lost his new
prospect, lost his self conceit— lost every-
thing but his new clothes and his :3:!
habit of talking to himself. It is useless
to say that he was mad. Armstrong was
very mad. But there was no one to be
mad at but Armstrong himself, so self
number two was in for a rough lecture:

“Now, Armstrong, you are a nice speci-

men—you fool —you bilk—yon dendm
—f‘on inf —." Well, I need not repeat
all the hard things be said. Like King
Richird, “bhe found within himself no
pilﬁ' for himself.”
U But mere words were not sufficient. It
waos & time for action. Bat Armstrong
pever once thought of shooting, drewning
banging, or any other form of suicide.
He was altogether too original as well as
to sensible for that. Yet he was resolved
upon something real and practical in the
way of reformatory punishment. He felt
the need of a self imposed decree of bank-
ruptcy, that should render the present
failure as complete as possible and pre-
vent a mumilar conree of foolishness in the
fature.

So the broken firm of “Armstrong &
Self” went forth in meditation long and
deep. Some of his thoughts were almost too
deep for utterance. But finally he stood
by the dusty road aloug which the great
freighting wagons were hanling supplies
to the mining camps up the Sacramento.
One of these wagons, drawn by mix yoke
of oxen, was just passing. Snap, snap,
snap, in slow, irregnlar succession, came
the keen stingmag reports of the long Mis-
sonri ox-whip. “(i’lang! g'lang! wuimw"'
shouted the tall, dust-begrimed driver,
as he swung his whip and cast a sidelong
glance at the broken firm, wondering
“What in thunder all them store-clothes
was a-doin’ thar.” Now, when Armstrong
saw the long column of white dust rising
behind that n, he was taken with an
idea. So he uted to the driver, to
know if be might be allowed to walk in
the road behind the wagon.

“Gret in and ride,” said the driver.

“No,” said Armstrong; “1 wish to
walk."”

“Then walk, you erazy fool,” was the
sccommodating response, as the driver
swung his whi

Then came
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above his as he the
stream. “No, don't,” answered the
Lead of the “You h&dm
money away af monte, and talk
resting! Now down

£

E-E

went,
store-clothes and all, mto
tain stream. It was lﬂ
remained in the water

ter. He would come to the surface
little while to talk, you understand.
was impossible for te forbear
talking. “Ob, yes,” he would say as b
came up and snuffed the water from his
nose, “yvon'll buck your money away at
three-card monte, will yon? How do
you like the water care?™ His words

g

man who kept
of the Packers’
She, being a kindhearted creature,
besought her lard to go down and *“help
the r crazy man out of the water.”

“ w!" said the ox-driver, “he ain'ta
crazy man; he's afool. He walked be-
hind my wagon and talked to himself all
the way from Serabbletown. ) )

Thereupon arose 8 lengthy discussion
about the difference between a crazy man
and a fool. Bat, after a while, the land-
lord and the ox-driver went down to the
bank and agreed to go Armstrong’s secu-
rity agninst bucking at monte in the fu-
ture, if he wounld come out of the water.
S0 he eame out and went up to the house,

“Will you have & cup of tea or coffeet”
said the woman, kindly.

“Yea, madame,” said Armstrong, “1 will
take both.”

“He is crazy, sunre as can be.” said the
woman, but she brought the two cups as
ordered. “Milk and sugar?” she enquired,
kindly, as before.

“No, madame; mustard and red pepper,”
answered Armstrong.

“]1 do believe he is a fool,” said the wo-
man as she went for the pepper and mus-
tard.

Armstrong, with deliberate coolnes, put
a spoonful of red pepperinto theteaand a
spoonful of mustard into the coffee. Then
he poured the two together into a large
tin cup. Them the old conflict mged
again, and high above the din of rattling
tin cups and pewter spoons, souunded the
stern command, “Armstrong, drink it, sir

drink it down.” A momentary hesita-
tion, a few desperate gulps, and it was
down. *Oh, yes,” said oar hero, as his
throat burnmed, and the tears ran from
of his eyes, “you buck your money away
at three-card monte, do you?”

Now, the Thomsonian dose above des-
scribed very nearly ended the battle with
poor Armstrong. He waa silent for quite
a time, and every body else was t.
After a while, the landlord ventured to
suggest that a bed could be ided if
it was desired. “No,” said Kmtmng
“I'll sleep on the floor.” “You see, strang-
ger,” said he, eyeing the landlord with a
pecnliar expression, “this fool has been
squandering gold dust at monte -three-
card monte— and does pot deserve to

sleep in a bed.”

Bo Amlw ended the day's battle
by going to on the floor. Then came
the dreams. He first dreamed that be
was sleeping with his feet on the North
Pole lis bhead m the tropios, while
all the miners of Yuba were ground-sluic-
ing in his stomach. Next, be dreamed
that he had swallowed Mt Shasta for sup-
per, and that the old mountain had sud-
denly become an sctive voleano and was
vomiting acres and acres of hot lava

Then the scenes were shifted, and bhe
seemed to have found his final abode in a
rlnoe of vile smells and fierce flames, po-

itely called the antipodese of heaven.
And while be writhed and groaned in
sleepless agony, a for ktailed fiend with
his thumb at his nose was saying to him
ina mooking voice “You buck your money
away at three-card monte, do zou hey ¥
But even this troubled sleep had an end
at last, and Armstrong arose. When he
looked at himself in the broken looking-

lass that hung on the wall, he thonght

is face bore traces of wisdom that never
had been there before. 80 bhe said: *I
think yon have learned a lesson, Arm-
streng. Yom ean go back to your mining
now, gir, and let monte alone.” Time
showed that he was right. lesson
was well learned. The miners looked a
little curions when he re-appeared at the
camp, and still ealled him ecrazy. But he
earped a lesson many of them never
learned, poor fellows countinned
their old ways, making mopey fast and

lpmdinm&hly—avm Riving it to
monte Bat the Armstrong
firm was pever broken in that way but
once. Afier that, whenever he saw one

E

:d :*0Oh, ¥y v'e
there; you know all about that;
you don't buek your mc’z awny at
three-card monte—not much
MEDICAL TESTIMONY
100 West 40th STRxer

evihe tn R I !u:‘ Youx, Juxe € 1833,
av n e L pr.ﬂk:e [ > o
unshrll‘; nsed Allcock’s Porous Plasters (o the
mom dhu-e-nnd o::lhm of t.lhe lungy
leara, and alwa sictess, | recom-
menad thelr use in |Mﬂmmmh¢dm.
Summer Catarrh, or Hay Fever e;:ﬂ‘u of Plas-
will afford

ter applled over the throat and
relief from l.h‘wchokln' tiekling In the
roat, wheezing, shortoess of bresth, and
the chest

R. McCommicx, M. D
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PROFESSIONAL CARDS.

TILMON FORD,

ATTORNEY AT LAW,

BALEMA OREGON.

{8 Office In Patton’s building, up stairs

Wm. KAISER,

ATTORNEY AT LAW,

BALEM, OREGON.

Office with Tilmon Ford, In Patton’s bulldine

~ll
il bv ess entrusted 1o care wil
arompq aitention. Collections s specialy

S. T. RICHARDSON,
Attorney and Counselor at
SALEM, OREGON.

- Ofice, Commercial street, over

in all the courts of this Siate.
his

in
recelv.
¥

Law,

Capital

National Bank. WIll practice in all the courts

of Oregon. Collections made,
Iness & specialty.

P. H. D’ARCY,
Attorney and Counselor at
BALEM, OREGON,

an abstract of the records

P-uu:n
on county,

Land office bus-

1avw

of Mar-

peluding & lot and block index of

Balem, he has special facillities for examining

titles 10 real estate.
W. G. PIPER,
Attorney nnd Counselor ot
BALEM, OREGON.
- will

ractice In all the eourts

Laaw

ol the

state. Offoe in Turner's bulldisg, up stairs.

GEO. H. BURNETT,
ATTORNEY AT

BALEM, OREGON.

- Omce over Ladd & Bush’s bank.

J. W, BPRIGGS,

1L.AW,

ATTORNEY AT LAW,

BALEM, OREGON,

Offce in England’s Wlock. Legal bual
all kinds

J.J. BHAW
SHAW & GREGG,

ness of

Also both llfe and fire insurance.
1. T. GREGG

ATTORNEYS AT LAW

SALEM. OREGOX

Office In Patton's block, up stalrs over

Hit's drug store,
H. CARPENTER, M., D.,
Ph ywician

HALEM, OREGON

and Sargeon,

OfMee on State street, over D, W, Matthews

drug store. Residence 26 Church sireet, corner
Ferry. Ofee hours from VW) o 124 m. and 1 to
4p m

B. F. SWICK,
SWICK & SLATTEN,

DENTISTS,
BALEM, OREGOXN.

m()lln over the White Ceorner.
t administered for the painless ex

of

~T. C.SXITH,
DENTIST,

W. T. SLATTEN,

Anws-

traction
1-Sdw-lm

J. C. BYRD,
DENTIST.
SALEM, OREGOR

o tormerty Secipied by e L

for Use painiess
Uom of teech.

T. H. PARKS, M. D,,
PHYSICIAN AND SURGEON
BALEM, OREGON.

Bt s

m
neoting ¢

A. D. RISDON,

HOMEOPATHIC
PHYBICIAN & SURGEON,
BALEM, OREGON.

Office, W bl three doors east
B o3 avirs usa: "Galts I otk ohy ond
sountry will receive prompt sttention.

C. W. JEFFREY,
VETERINARY SURGEON,
BALEM, OREGON.

_ muu Minto Bros.' stable. Communls

should be addressed to Box 26, SaLex,

DR. C. A. BONHAM,

&M Resident Dentist,

SALEM, OREGON.

Office corner Court and Commercial streets,over
Farrar's grocery store. Dentistry In
all Its branches.
Aldl‘

WORK WARRANTED.

Gold fillings & specialty. My local anasthet-
o, as a paln obtunder; has no equal. Whaen ap-

Hed to the gums but 5 minutes, rendern ox-
raction painless. Dentista not In Oregon ean
secure the right to use the medicine from Pbr,
Honham, the discoverer.

———— P
JAR, GODFREY. ROSE E. NOORKS

GODFREY & MOORES

(Suocessors to Mra. A. L. Btinson,)

Job Printers,

—ALL KINDS OF-—

Plain and Fancy Printing

Done to order, om short notioa.

First-class Work, and Reasooable Priees.

—A eomplete line of —

Legal Blanks

s S S S ey o
F. J. CATTERLIN

& Leading Photographer,

Corner Blate and Hich Balem
Oregon. All work dope L '

The LATEST STYLE OF ART.

Good work and satislsction guaranteed,
charge. lr‘.cmm:h in constaui receipt
the latest from the east, and keeps
fully up with the

NORTH SR STORE 4

W. L. WADE
Dr, —-—Gn-hn--

or Do
of

e

Ly

NEW GOQDSL

I. gy

and siways has g
m’-ut. ber |

in the brick A

A. OLIN
_ —




