
EVERYDAY- LIFE IN CAMP
The Pleasure Hours of the

Trackless Forest.

Economy in Catering, and the Va-
riety it Affords.

\u25a0Jim Messenger and His Soldering iron.
My Old Partner, "Tony," and His

Venison Sausages? A Little
Labor Necessary.

In my last I gave a sketch of a sum-
mer camp in the Blue mountains, where
four of us went out in the hope of
shooting "big horns," or mountain
sheep; and every man in the party suc-
ceeded in doing so but the writer, who
shot neither "big horn," elk nor bear,
but caught three trout to anybody else's'
one. That camp is gone forever, and
the little quartette scat*ered far and
wide; but there is a glow of sunset r»er-1: !i. \u25a0 . ? . r
vadmg its memories which come back to
the writer after a lapse of twelve years
laden with the dewy incense of those
ancestral pines. Back of the camp was
a rugged peak clad with snow, and
when we got through fishing we
used to cut grass and dig snowin which to pack our fish. In this way
7?* rried ba ck to. Canyon Citynearly1500 trout, and delivered them as sweetas a rose. From the top of this peak wehad such a view as one sees about twice
in a lifetime. Far below us to the east-
wara, nae a tbread of gold, the Bnake
river rolled onward to the more majestic
Columbia, but bore away the golden
sandsi of Idaho, Utah and Nevada in itsaluggish course. To the west the tem-pest crowned summits of Hood, Jeffer-son and Adams reared their smokelessnostrils into the zenith as if to say "Nopeople ever lost their liberties wholooked upon our towering forms."

BUT THB OLD CAMP IS GONE,
And with it a thousand lovely recollec-
tions. And in the twilight years ap-
proaching I look back upon these snow-white memories of by-gone days in thetrackless forests, juat as Iused to stand,
in the days loner bei nrp wp hirl on*. »<1io me days long before we had any rail-roads here, upon the summit Of somenigh mountain and watch the white-covered immigrant wagons toiling pa-
tiently upward through the cafionbelow. Ninety and nine out of every
hundred men that you meet, do notseem to comprehend the nature of acamp. It is nature's hospital for theman of overworked brain, and for himwhose lungs have become impaired by
long months of residence in a poorly-
venuiatea nouee. Then there should be
employment of some kind for an hourur two every day, either in Dickimr
"The oodkl ever saw was

fames Messenger, of Walla Walla.
Born on "old Long island's seagirt
shore," he became addicted to

a Bedouin life at 10 year sold, and
at 13 was a cook on a /mack
plying to the codfish banks of New-
foundland. There was nevera restaur-
ant between here and the North Pole
that equalled Jim's camp for cleanliness
of dishes, purity ol tne taDie nnen,auu,

being a firm believer in the old maxira

that
"VABIKTYIS THE SPICK OF LIFE,

he could get up an endless change of his

bill of fare. I had read of "planked
shad," but I never understood how it

-was done until Jim showed me his way

of preparing "shingled trout." Any
man who haß ever bsen in camp knows

that the great trouble is what to do

with the big fish-the little ones are
always delicioua, even wnen iripu w »

crisp. My own way of cooking a big

trout was to stuff him withbread crumbs

and either roast him in a hole in the
around, with several thicknesses of

brown paper wrapped over him, to pull
off with the skin of the fish, or else to

make a court-bouillon out of the Zoro-

aster of the stream, by stuffing him and

laying him in a pan with strips ofbacon
and onions over him. Just as the fish

is cooked. Btir together a wineglass oi

port wine, a tablespoonful ot

Worcestershire sauce (which you
will find in Worcester's diction-
ary) a wineglass full of black coffee
and a salt spoon of cayenne. If you
have a lemon, add the peel of it and

keep the juice for the punch. Jims
way of handling a big trout, however,

was to take a small granite-iron pan,

and cut in a potatoe into small dice.
This he would set over a small bed of

coals, about a foot from the fire. Then

he would whittle the thin end of a shin-
ole down to a point and bore a hole
throtiffh the thick end, into which hole
he would insert a hazel wand about

forty inches in length. With this he
woald elevate the Bhmgle, on which the
irout was baked, so that it would cook
llowly before tbe fire. While the fish

was cooking he would butter it so that
the butter would run down through the
fish into th*pan, and cook the potatoes

all at the same time. Under
jim'b school of cookbby

there was no such meal as luncheon
t«mni«tel. He cooked a big break-

fast and those who went ont to hunt or

fiah took along a snack in their fishing

creels enough to last till dinner time,

which wasi 5 o'clock. He was a man
who new allowed anything to go to
waste. I have seen him come across
The carcass of a *wfro»wWoh toe
hunters had cut the loina and hind legs,

and left the bead and fore quarters to

rot upon the ground; and then fun
would swear like a pirate. He utilized
every bitof the deer'a flesh, and if ven-
iaon became too plenty in camp, out

would come hia soldering ironß and ms
aheare, and he would have a dozen cans
of venison put np before you could caii
upon the late lamented John Robinson.
Hie real object in taking a kitof tools
to camp was to can whortleberries for

winter use; and I never knew a woman
-that could beat him when it came to
putting up fruit. Hiß pride was inhis big

iron Dutch oven that he always carried
with him to camp, and which finished
it. knail aa mall an t.hft dish Of

baked beans which he prepared the last
thing before bedtime, and placed in a
hole in the ground, to cook over night.
In thia vast reeeptaole of cast-iron he
cooked hia "pot-roasts" of venison, with
.ati inns, and bear meet with sweet pota-

toes. To show how much can be done
in the woods by a man who understandscamp cooking, I will just extract frommy diary an example of his cooking in

ONK WMK'S BILL OF FARE,
Monday ? Breakfast: Fried trout,

corn bread, salt venison scrambled with
eggs, whortleberries with cream.

Dinner?Shingled trout, potatoe dice,
Jeer's liver with bacon, wheaten bis-cuit, whortleberry pie and cottage

Tuesday? Breakfast: Fried trout,
baked deer's heart, baked beans andbrown bread, blackberry shortcake.Dinner: Baked trout, roast duck and
rolls

omonß, baked P° tawes, graham

Wednesday?Breakfast: Fried trout
venison ribs stewed with carrots, bakedpotatoes and steamed hard-tack, black-berries with cream. Dinner: Boiledtrout with cream sauce, potatoes and

u
a u? gl' deer '8 hea <* Spanish style,

baked beans with gratsd cheese andbrown bread, rice pudding.
Thurday?Breakfaßt: Shingled trout,potato dice, venison hash with onions,

com bread, whortleberry shortcake.Dinner: Fried trout with dice of ham,
smothered bear with sweet potatoes
boiled onions and cabbage, cranberry

Friday?Breakfast: Fried trout, deer'saver with onions, stewed bear with car-rots, rye bread and baked beans. Din-ner: Venison soup, saddle of venißon
with cranberry sauce, boiled onions,and string beans with bacon, rye toastSaturday? Breakfast: Fried trout,broiled grouse, sliced tomatoes antonions, curry of bear and rice, corncakes and maple syrup. Dinner: Bakedtrout, stewed duck, with olives, bakedpotatoes, graham rolls, stewed tomatoes,wild celery fried and whortleberry pie

Sunday ? Breakfast: Broiled ducks,baked beans and brown bread, stawedpears and cream. Dinner: Bear soup,shingled trout, grouse pie, venison chopswith cranberry sauce, whortleberry om-\u25a0Mwith rum, a la Helen Blazes.Phis billof fare was just a sample ofwhat a good camp cook could do withoutany apparent effort. His venieon soup
consisted of all the neck and the trot-ters, boiled with an onion and two smallpotatoes, a chile pepper, a glass of port
wine and a spoonfal of currant jelly.

THB SOUTUDK OF CAMP LIFE
Never once abated Jim's love of neat-ness in the woods. He kept everything
clean enough for a hospital, and wasalways devising some means of light
employment in order that the routineof camp life might not prove irksome.Some days the whole gang would beout, picking the whortleberries for win-ter; and while the rest were picking inthe afternoon he wouid be fillingandsoldering the cans. His venison soup
he would can for us by the dozen, andit tasted well six months afterwards.He would put up spiced trout in kegs,
such as you could not buy in any ero-cary store in San Francisco for*l'artM-
the wilderness, and what haß become oi

him Idonot know. I did hear that a
relative had died on Long laland and
left Jim aome money. If bo I suppose
he gathers littlechildren at night about
him and telle them oi our gipaying
days in the bleak northwest, varying
the humdrum of his life with occasional
pilgrimages to Jamaica, to plant flowers
on the grave of old Hiram Woodruff, of
whom he was a great admirer.

ANOTHEB GBKATCAMP COOK

Was the country merchant "Tony," to
whomI have bo often alluded in my

camp-fire stories. He is a native of
Germany, and, like Jim Messenger,
does not believe in letting anything be
wasted. "Tony" does not know as
great a variety of camp dishes aB Jim,
but he is a good cook for all that. He
never goes to camp without taking a
hundred yards of sausage skins along
with them (mind, now, I don't say they
sell eaußagea by tbe yard in that wooden
country), and he makee amoatdelicioua
breakfaat eauaage, to be eaten with
fried cabbages and horse-radish. It is

made by chopping two parts of venison
with one part of fat bacon and the

faintest suspicion of garlic. Stnffing

this mixture into the Bkins and tying
them at intervals of ten inches
(the "linked sweetness long
drawn out"), he casta tbem into
a pot of boiling water and boila them
just four minutes. He cooked an elk s
tongue one night for supper, on the
north fork of the John Day, and
I never ate anything to beat
it. At venison he was an ex-
cellent cook, but Messenger could
beat him (or anybody else, for that mat-
ter), when it came down to cooking
bear meat. For the benefit of the un-
initiated reader, let it be mentioned that

there ate beara and bears. The grizzly
bear is never fit to eat, and hiß cinna-

mon congenor only when leas than four
montha old. The black bear, which is

found all the way from Humboldt bay
to Sitka, is quite palatable up to sixteen

months of age. Jim Mesßenger'a plan
was, if the bear had reached

ABOVE SIX MONTHS OLD,

which could easily be determined by his
cub teeth being gone, to bake the meat

in a hole in the ground, well wrapped in
cabbage leavea. All the strong and
gamy odor would go out intoHhe leaves,
which he would then throw away, and
then fry the heart of the cabbage in the
sweet, white fat of the brninical beaßt.
IBhall never forget how he skinned the

tails of two beavera once, at Wallowa
lake, and, after letting them dry out in

the wind for two daya. boiled tbem with
onions and potatoes for a dinner tbat
was the aftermath of a day'B hunt
after an elk, at. which nobody

was able to get a ahot. There wasn't
enough of that dinner left to make a
breakfast for an able-bodied cockroach.
That year Jim put up over 3000 pounds

of "red fish," which Profesßor Jordan
says are identical with the mukilter, or
Bilver-side salmon, of Puget Sound; and
BLuoked over 080. pounds of veniaon,

which he sold for cash witnin three
hours after reaching Walla Walla.

I have given the reader quite a
lengthy aermon on camp life in the
northwest, for the reaaon that there is

much that willcome useful here. TJp
there they have an abundance of ducks,
deer and grouse, but no quail, dovee or
"cotton-tail" rabbits, like you have in

this region. Hence there iB no excuse
for not having a well-kept table here,
especially as the fruit growers are lo-
cated much higher up in the foothills
than they are in Oregon or Idaho. Fruit
ia a great thing in camp, and tbe

cnancesof getting it are better here
than there, although yon can always
obtain whortleberries there, and cran-
berries, too, if the ground is anywise
swampy.

THE GREAT CHARM OF CAMP LIFB
Is to have some trifling duty for each
day and to do that regularly when the
time comes for itto be done. In the
quartette that went out to Olive Lake,Iwag the cook and Charley the groom,
whileDan and Tonyalternated in wash-ing the dishes. In this way each dida little and yet nobody feltoverworked,
iiach man knew just what he had to do,and never shirked it. The invariable
rule was for one of the four to take his
turn, day about, as camp-keeper, which
leu three-quarters of his time for hunt-
ing and fishing. I recommend every
party that goes out camping to adopt

ihe long spells of dry weather which
prevail in the Sierra Madre are a Qod-send to the lover of out-door life. The

W in the Cascade range are de-lightful; but, of a rainy night, it is notpleasant to wake up and find your
blankets all soaking wet, as I have doneon a dozen occasions. This is wherein
boutbern California beats any otherfair land of earth, with its cloudless
skies and its lovely atmosphere, so full
oi ozone. You can have more sport onthe Traak or Umpqua, but you cannever have such delightful camps
there as here. The fine camp
and good weather are what you
are aiter, especially if you areasthmatically inclined, as I am. How1 long to hear the notes of the horn,winding through some sunny glen; andthe deep-mouthed voice of the hounds
answering it, as in that good old English
hunting song:
"For {h^80un<1 ot hl» horn woke me from my

p?il!^?,i"y ? f,hI" hou nds that he always led-eeI
A

S
,

v̂l.tw ,halloft' would awaken the dead,And the fox irom his lair ln the m irnlng."
Hidalgo.

Under Torrid Skies.
[Original.]

Oh, for a home within sight of the sea!
Oh, tor a cot within sound of the wave]

Ob, for the salt wind, so fragrant and free,
Singing of mermaidens, cool in their caret

Ob, for tho open sky, smokeless and fair!
Oh, for the wave sparkles born of its singe!

Oh, for deep breaths of the strong vital air.
Crisp with the freshness ofmile after mile!

Oh, to plunge down in the lifegivingmain.Green and transparent, where sea creaturesroam,
Tbon to be tossed by the billows again

High on their crest like a bubble of foam!
Even Care's self would grow merry and

bright,
Lightsome and youthful and happy ofheart.Washing away, in the liquid delight.
Stain ofthe city and mire of the mart!

When the unpitying dog star is high.
When the parched pavements are hot to the

feet,
When not a cloud shadow softens the sky.

Oh, for a cot within sound ofthe wavel j
Elizabeth Akerb. <

?A Luckless Youth.

A Calcutta clerygyman vouches for

the fact that a young government clerk
in that city has tried three times to

marry the girlofhis choice, but has every

time been hypnotized at the altar. The
last time he tried when he got to his
turn to say "Iwill"he fell down in a
stupor, which lasted several hours; then
he made another attempt, and had an-
other fit. Probably the would be bride
was a snake charmer of India. When
at the altar she thinks of how she will
manage the young man in the years to

come; the magnetism of the thought is

communicated through the hand that
holds hers, and the young man gets a
preliminary idea of how things are going

to be with him.
Possibly some spiritualist might ex-

plain that some one of the other side,

out of compassion for him, is striking

the cup from his lips every time he es-

says to taste it. There is a whole lot in
that spiritualism and hypnotizing busi-
ness which men do not know very much ,
about, but surely that young man, ifhe

is the least bit superstitious, will give

up that particular girl and decide m his
own mind that some good spirit is try-11
ing with all its might to drawhimaway

from what would be liable to make his

life a lively one.?Salt Lake Tribune.

A tens That Has Been Begun. (
The greatest refracting telescopes yet J ]

known are made by Alvan G. Clark, of i
Cambridgeport, Mass. So fine is the i
work required on the lenses of these m
struments that the glassmakers com-
menced work on two disks from which j
a 40-inch lens is to be made four years
ago, and only one has as yet been sent }
to Mr. Clark. Ifthere is the most mi- ,
nute speck of any kind in the glass it is ,
rejected. A disk forty inches in diameter ,
and ten inches thick costs $8,000. After i
Mr. Clark has determined what curve J
to give the glass, an iron easting is made
of the size and shape required. The

disk is revolved upon this and ground J
with steel crushings. ,

Next, eight courses of emery and an (

adjustable tool are used, and at this (

stage measurements are made with an
instrument that measures one thirty- ,
thousandth of an inch. The final shap- \u25a0

ing is made with, beeswax and rouge. I i

and even the bare thumb does it part in i
the polishing. The lens must be so

exact in its curve that every ray striking j
it shall center at a predetermined f
mathematical point.?Public Opinion. ,

Cruel, Cruel !
To its victims is that inexorable, foeto human
peace, that destroyer of rest and jM? nt js <

i minatlon of human ll'e-rheumstism. vie ,
rnsny another physical ills. It is easily reme- .
dUbfe at the outset with rf«%^ r'\S*fSSS 'Bitters, which expels the ftf??'* ThSefrom the blood through the kidneys.

exist, the amplest evidence to Pf0 ?

cases that have resisted other
nermanentBitters has produced thorough and percent

results. But to temporize with this malady is

folly. Attack itat once with the Bitters and it

may be nipped in the bud. When mature HlB

the most obstinate of complaints. Kianev
trouble, dyspepsia, neuralgia, incipient goat,
consUpation. malaria
a hastf retreat when tbe Bitters Is sjmewiel
to the rescue. A wlneglassful three times aaay.

L
W Nursing- Mothers, I

Convalescents and Invalids mAa
S. P. Double Ixtra Brown Stout. !
unrpasses any ot foreign make. |

Adloff, Agent. 1 ,
German funlJ Bdapi *

A DAY AT THE GROUSE.
'An Indiana Sportsman's Fnn in

Stubble Fields.

The Man Who always Wants to Sue
Yon for Damages.

*he Gallinaceous Birds Still Left In the
Older Settled Part* of the Ameri-

can Continent and How
They Ply.

Williamsburg, Ind., July 17.?Among
the mail received this evening was the
forest and Stream, containing DrMorris's "ADay with the Grouse." Asusual, Forest and Stream received thefirst notice, and the doctor's article hap-
pened to be the first one read, and the
last one for today, too, for Ifelt itto bea sufficient feast for one day. So graphic
and so true are his descriptions that onewho has been there felt that he wasthere again, and livingover again one ofthose happy days. Before a fourth ofthe article was read I forgot that I wasonly reading, and became one of tbe
doctor's party, and as full of enjoymentas any of them. When, at last, theday was over, the paper dropped frommy hands, and I sat a while, livingoverthe days when a favorite brother (nowgone to join the silent majority) and I,with strong hmba that laughed at the
Hr£ .getting tired; well traineddogs who only lived to serve
EL. SDd

<
good gun< th »t weknew how to use, tramped the greyfields and the brown carpeted woods!lhere were many of those days, manyofthem, too, that did not bring heavybags, but none that did not bring keen

enjoyment, both at the time and whenremembered. One day in particularwas brought to view by the doctor'sday, and as it is the day of days inmy shooting memories, perhaps it maybe worth relating. *Itwas late inNovember when BrothorDave returned from the west, and wewere reunited after a long parting. Hehad great stories to tell of shooting andhshing in the wildest part of the Rock-
ies "But," said he. "there was noneof it so good as the old times with you,
and Inow suggest that we have just onemore day with the Jay county 'pheas-
ants.' We willgo on this afternoon'stram, have Dick drive us to the west
end of the big woods early in tbe morn-
ing, and then we willhunt back towardtown."

Aforty-mile ride landed us at Bryant,
jUBtat dark. Dick was at the stationand gave us a hearty welcome. m!L*~u
morning at 5 o'clock ne an
nounced that breakfast was read;
and the team harnessed, and in thirtj
minutes more we were on tbe road. A
faint gray tinged the eastern sky. The
dead weeds and grass and the rail
fences were silvered with frost. From a
weed field near by came the
plaintive calls of a covey

Bf quail, scattered during the
night by some owl or mink. Two or
three owls were hooting in the woods,
»nd a belated rabbit hopped across the
road. In the south wae a bank of fog,
and all the air was hazy with amoke
md tinged with the smell of burning
Brush and smoldering loga.

The Bun was just in sight when we
jlimbed the fence into a pasture lot
lotted with clumps of hazel brush and
ittered with logs and piles of brush.
Che dogs jumped over the fence, but did
lot take a step. Both pointed the in-
itantthey struck the ground. "Must
je quail," said Dave. "It isn't likely
pheasants would be out here bo early.

Just then five grouse thundered out
rom the further Bide ofa clump of hazel
>rush. Four shots that woke the echoes
ar and wide?one bird down, another
-oing off hard hit and the other three
mt of sight in the woods; all in a very

ew seconds.
The next performance was by a man

vho mounted a stump a hundred yards
iway and launched at ua a string of ex-
>letives that showed long practive in

hat line. The expletives were sand-
wiched with commandß to "get out of
ihere," threats of prosecution, death to
;he dogs and personal violence to our-
lelves. Dave remarked that "that fel-

ow must be feeling pretty lively, but

nae to talky to do anything else. At

tny rate he willhave to come over here

aefore we pay any attention to him. I

narked the crippled bird, did you mark
»ny of the others?" "Yeß," said I,
'two of them." Dan proposed that we
ret the crippled ona and then hunt tor
'he others. The bird was found with-
>ut any trouble. It was able to

iybut an easy shot finished it. we
aext went to the place the birds flew

from and I got the bearings by which
the two birds had been marked. One ot

them was found after 30 minutes
search, and got away, followed by two

loads of shot. We concluded that the
sther one must have gone into a tree,

indasit ia next to impossible to hno

ane of these birds in a tree, unless the

Bxact tree ie known, we gave it up.

The next -find was four birds tnat

were wallowing in the dast on the sunny

side of a log. They fluahed wild from
me, but one dropped to my second bar-

rel. Dave was forty yards away, but

»ot a shot at one flying past him. v
towered straight up above the
tall trees, but ?°vered and
flew away. We followed and
it got up wild .from the
dogs. A aecond time it rose wild
bnt did not fly bo far. This time the
dogs pointed in an open place, witn
nothing on the ground but dead leaves,

beaten flat by the rains. .
"Now he is our bird," said Dave.

"We will get him sure. The bird is not

twenty feet from old Dick's nose."
Slowly we approached the dogs, every

inch of us on the alert, at every step ex-
pecting the swift flight that would try

our quickness. Step by step, tillwe
reached the dogs. No bird The?
was nothing to hide a hamming bird
much less a grouse. I said I didnt
think there was any bird there. xm,

there is," said Dave; "old Dick don t

do that way for nothing. Catch it,

Dick." Dick walked ten feet further
and stopped. "There itis," said Dave,
u.k?» Lof (mnl Trtak'a nose." It was

dead; lying breast down and wings
outspread, Us plumage harmonizing socloeely with the dead brown leaves that
il8!emed a Part of then>- We foundthat but one shot had hit it, but thatwas in the neck at the base of the bill,breaking no bones, but cutting a veinthat bled it to death.

From here we crossed an open spacegrownup with weeds and bushes, tbedogs flashing one bird that went intotne woods, flyingjalong a place that hadbeen cleared of timber, and a rail fence
pout. As Iwas Borne distance nearerto the fence ttian Dave, I went after thebird, and presently looking back, sawhim following. Forty rods down thefence I walked almost right on the bird.It rose within four feet of me, and flewback between me and a tree, so closethat I struck at it with my gun. Thisdelayed my shooting, and by the timeI
had turned about and was about to pullthe trigger, I remembered that Davewas back there, but immediately notedthat the bird was twelve feet high, andDave would be safe. By this time thebud was under full headway, but the

? i°i j
was

?
a good one - The birdfolded ita wing and fell dead without astruggle. Dave stepped out of a fencecorner and said: "When your gun

pointed this way, I got into that fencecorner pretty quick. Just aa the birdwas opposite me I saw the featheraknocked out of it. Look where it lieaand it waa not over twelve feet high
when it was hit." It waa thirty-fivesteps to where it hit the ground. Itseems incredible that a bird can fly soswiftiy and aafely through such thickbrush, but they do it, and have oftendone it in the night, too.

We next went into a tract of severalhundred acres that had borne many
large white oak trees. They had been
cut down the year before when theleaves were on. The bodies of the treeshad been hauled away, but the leaiy
tops still dotted the ground and wereexcellent cover for the birds. Wildroee berries, black hawks and the seedsof various weeds furnished abundantfood. One of the doga pointed at theedge of a thicket and I saw the birdstanding on a log not ten feet away.

Come over here, Dave," said I,'there's one on that log."
"Why don't you shoot bis head off'"said Dave.

t K U kiU hira with « club," saidh, v^okoutnow! " And I t jsed astick that flushed the bird. We shotthree times at him, but forall I knowhe is a good bird yet.
The next find was in one of the bigoak tops. We stationed ourselves oneon each side and urged the dog to go in,but he did not like to, and stood alterlnateiy lookingat ua and at the leafy top

that hid the bird. After a good deal of
urging he ran to the butt end of thetop ,got on a big limb aix feet above theground, walked out on it till he got di-rectly above the bird, and pointed again

Bitfv
tD

rrbW? troTT danfe fwo *lna'
mighty hurry. There were two shots,
two clouds of feathers floating in the air
and two birds fluttering on the dead
leaves. The dog came ont of the top
and looked as though he had very grave
doubts about that being the proper way
to do it, and wondering whether he

would be switched or praised. He was
patted on the head and told to fetch the
dead birds, and after tbat, was fully
satisfied tbat it was all right, because
we said it was. He had also got the
idea that tbe birds were all in these
tops, and put in the reßt of the day run-
ning from one top to another, always
going on the lee side, generally running

right by if there was nothing there, but

would occasionally atop and take a sniff
or two to make sure he bad not over-
looked a bird, and soon got very willing

to go in and acare the birds out.
At noon we lay on the dead grass in

tbe warm sunshine and ate the lunch
that our host had slipped into our
shooting coata, and afterwarda tried to

take a nap, but our minds were to full

of the sport we bad had and of the sport
to come, and the dog wagged his tail,
and whined, so we were soon afield
again. .

At last the sun got low and the air

chilly, but still we tramped the woods,
and the faithful dog ran from top to top.
and our guns cracked and the birds flew

away or were killed, tillat laßt the dark
came on and tbe woods were left to the
owls and the coons and the foxes. If

the day had been longer the sport

would have lasted longer, but we felt

that we had had enough.
A review of the day'a incidents

ahowed that we had flushed sixty-five
birds, shot at forty-two of them and had
bagged twenty-one. Of course, we did

see sixty-five different birds, as quite a
number were flushed more than once,

and more than fifty shot were fired, as
both of ub frequently shot at the same
W

Did the day'B enjoyment end with
thedav? By no means. It was enjoy-

ment to see the interest of wife and

children ac they unpacked the birds and

counted them, and admired their plum-
age, and asked how they lived and how

we got them. It was enjoyment to sit

down to the luscious feast they made,

to eat them and to see the loved ones
eat them. It was enjoyment to |
lay one nice young bird in the hands

of an invalid friend, and to be

told how he had been longing for just

one pheasant's breast. It was enjoy-

ment to read the letter from a city
friend to whom some of the birds were
sent-a letter that said the birds made
bim emell the autumn leaves and see
the smoky Indian summer, and ended
by complimenting the skill that bagged

so many of auch wary and swift winged

birds. Neither wae all this the end ot

that day'a enjoyment, for the day has

been lived over again in memory a hun-

dred times, and willbe a hundred times
again. And further yet, that day and

others like ithave kept my body strong

and my mind clear from many weary

cares, and made warm friends for me.cares, aim u» q h Hamptoh.

Eve's Daughters.

Marion Hsrland, on paje 103 and 419 of her
pop"kr work "sve's or, \u25a0Common

Seise for Maid, Wifeand Mother, \u25a0\u25a0£»?. ,
"For the aching back-should it he slow in

recovering Its normal strength?an alixock a

Pobotsft."*? is an excellent comforter,
<£>mbir,ine the sensation of the sustained pres
Bure

boS n
a

UsCny,Tarm hand with certain, tonic
qualities developed in the wearing. Itshoul*

be kept over the seat of onea'lness^ tor several
days-in obstinate cases, for perhaps a fort-

n'"For pain in ihe back wear an Allcock's Por-
ous Plaster constantly, renewing ss it wears
off This is an Invaluable support when tbe
weighton theTsmsll ol the back becomes heavy

and the aching Incessant."

TOPICS OF TURF AND RING.
?

A String of Handsome Thor-
oughbreds at Rosemeade.

The Chances In the Coming Battle
at New Orleans.

Sullivan and Corbett Impartially

IJod«-ed-A
Black Horse That

Can Pace a Bine
Streak.

The great Omnibus stakes at Long
Branch the second most valuable3 year-old racing prize in America, wasrun on Tuesday, and won by YorkvilleBelle in 2:36, beating Huron and ThePepper. This race was supposed to bean assured fact for Mr. Marcus Daly's
great chestnut colt, Tammany, son ofIroquois, but from the foregoing hewooIdappear to have paid forfeit. Thesetelegrams are very meager at best. Lastweek we had an account of a mile racecomP»"-ativelyslow track,won by Mr. Bass, with Gold Dollar see!

* 1 ?- N<?, the published ac-counts of the race are at hand, and itseems tha. Mr. Sase, a 4-y ear-old horsecarried 113 pounds, while Gold Dollar*of the same had up 129 pounds!
This looks as ifCalifornia was breedingcome good horses when they can con-
own ?fW B - JP horßße of thei 'own age. The Omnibus stakes wereworth about $20,000 to the winner, andYorkvilleBelle once more regains herascendancy as queen at the east!Whether she can beat Yo Tambien issomething yet to be established.

When little Flor*a Temple trotted in2.19%, men said that there would be aday when a horse would trot in 2:10, butS f^T"10'1 at tfaa' time.JNow that nine horses have beaten 2 10fZ,htr*a "xd lonr- P»ce«.the ouea-tion that suggeeta itself iB, how longshall we have to wait before we see ahorse trot or pace a mile in 2:00. Flvinir£V"&°Za t0 have «one * balf mileTin double harness, in 1:01, which is a2:02 gait and pulled his tiring mate aswell ta the cart to which Captain Grif-
-h

dr.ove
IJ

them. With that in view,"h? should not some game horse pace
in 2:00 inside of the next five years. Hali-ointer yesterday paced against Directskite-record of 2:06 and beat it three-quarters of a second. How far off ia thetwo-minute horae now ?

Oar reporter waa ahown eight head of

Othello (.son ot me riara, wno won un

Sydney cup with 148 pounds up), ont ol
tbe imported msre Phoebe Marks, by
Kingsborougb, who was one of the three
great horses of Australia in 1876. The
other two are fillies, One by Roodee.who
was fall brother to Chester, and the
other is by Dunlop, who won the Mel-
bourne cup of 1887, covering the two
miles in 3:2B}£. ?

.»»
The great trot against tima by Nancy

Hanks, at Chicago, Wednesday, corrob-
orates what Orrin Hickok said about
her a year ago. He said then that she
"could beat any horse in America in a
race, unless it were Palo Alto?he did
not fear anything else; and," he added,
"she willbeat him in another year."
Now that Palo Altois dead, there is no
trotter to match against Nancy Hanks,
for Sunol is not worth her hay and oata
for anything but an exhibition trotter.
She is a peevish, ill-tempered mare, bnt
if she had tbe disposition of Nancy
Hanks, she would not stop ehort of
2:05. There has never been a horse on
earth the equal of Sunol for speed.

\u25a0

* *The pacing horae San Pedro, who
formerly pulled a hearse in this city,
has at last succeeded in his undertak-
ings. He got a record of 2: 13% at the
Northwest Breeder meeting in Chicago
on ThursdayJunder the able pilotage of
George Starr. As a four-legged funeral
sharp this horse was an undoubted fail-
ure, but as a race nag he bids fair to

become one of the topßawyers; and
while he has by no means equalled the
performances of Flying Jib, he haa
proved himself a great horse, neverthe-
less. How many horses do we find
that beat 2:14 in their first season?

»*«
No American horse has yet been able

to win both the Realization and Omni-
buß stakes, except Tournament. The
latter waa inaugurated in 1882, and won
by Harry Gilmore. The former was first
run in 1889, and won by Balvator, but
Longstreet beat him for the Omnibus.
In 1890 Tournament bagged the Realiza-
tion, and put up his weight and won the
Omnibus also. Last year Potomac won
the Realization, but Rey del Rey cap-

tured the Omnibus. Potomac is the
only colt that ever won the Futurity and
the Omnibus.

»*»
The Criterion stakes, at Long Branch,

Tuesday, fell to the lot of Miss Maude,
with Stowaway second, and that ÜBeful
colt, Lovelace, third. Last year thiß
race, which is worth about $6000, was
won by Tammany, with the Uncas-Mimi
colt aecond. In 1890 it waa won by
Reckon, with St. Charlea eecond. Its
other winners since 1882 were Fairfield,
Louiaette, Qoano, Pure Rye, Milton,
Specialty, Sefiorita and Burlington. Thia
distance ib six furlonga.

When Derfargilla beat YorkvilleBelle
with a straw hat on her back, they all
said theBelle's day had gone by. Since
then the unchaste Irish queen's name-
sake has won again and bad to put up
even weights with the Belle, who liter-
ally smothered her. Derfargilla was
"not in it"on Tuesday at Long Branch.

?*»
The gallopers at the Oakland meeting

appear to be a very tart lot pf crabs.
Possibly there willbe a better lot at the
State fair.

«*?
A great horae haa shown up in the vi-

cinity of Santa Barbara, being a son ot
Jim Mulvenna, 2:27. The latter ia a

ison of Nutwood, and embraces in hia
\u25a0
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