,Sahd Gold Watch for $12.50.

: "' Dxamond ng-—-a. perfect stone for $6. 00.

Di_&mond Earmgs-—perfect gems, for $11.00.
] 'pair of Genuine Pearl Ear Drppsfor $4.00.

%5 Dia gxcmd Stud for $15.00.
; Id-filled Watch for $10.00.
sﬂl ﬁrst-class goods
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“be made on the $1 a Week plan.

‘ome in and- make your selections.

Holiday Goods.

Zlaymg amde many selections made for Holiday
Any pur-

R\Y And Other Society Badges

WZ{P HAML[N Prop.

Bliwanger & Barey Bldg,

A Specialty.

$3.00 FOR $2.00
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in Thirty Days, I will make

0axe Dozen $3.00 Cahinet Photo-
graphs for $2 00,
Or 1 Dozen Diamonds for $1,00°

(38 E. Main St.
D. C. FEELY,

Attorney and Counsellor-at-Law,
Treeman, of log 304 Powers Building,.

| Wm, NELSON,

Rochester, N. ¥
Office open Evenings 8 to 10 p.m.
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Sterlmg Stoves,

give the greatest amount of
- heat for the coal they burn.

= F. M. JONES,
l45 West Main St. and Webster, N.Y.

W. A. Wilsor; J. M. Dunn

IS

Rochester Boiler Wnrks,

Boz'ler Mokers and Machinists,
Boilers, Tanks and
Water Pipes,

BUILT AND REPAIRED.

-.Tubes We|ded and Reset,

Féut of River St. Rocheater,N Y.
: '~ TELEPHONE 922 '

- Yiréo g li
'l‘o burn an.bcoveg thegpﬁzr ajn? ti‘afn'mm
Tha spioud dew keeps the moth awake,

Whﬂeheadaotmmla ponpies shake
And%apqdruxged p againstthe

'I'ha't loves to sing
&e.nnd wing,

hostly troes
'I‘hat sow road blomma on the lake,

My soul dreams at-the blood red heart
Of what thou art, of what thou art;
Sad silence whisperssomething rare,

As spirits know
‘When Hlies blow

Beneath sweet heavens, woman fair—
Ghosts' lipa and Hps that speak apart.

My heart is wan as any blgom
The moonlight haunts beside a tomb;
8o weary wasted with a love
No words may speak,
Oh, dear and weak!
Here where your tombstone’s marble dove
Makes all the brightness plaintive gloom.

M. Cawein fn Fetter's Sodthern Magazine.

GOING ON BOARD.

It was g wet, dreary night in that
cheerless part of the great metropolis
known as Wapping. The rain, which
had been falling heavily for hours, still
fell steadily on to the sloppy pavements
and roads, and joining forces in the gut-
ter rushed impetuously to the nearest
gewer. The two or three streets which
had wedged themselves in between the
docks and theriver, and which, as a mat-

ter of fact, really comprise the begin-

ning and end of Wapping, were desert-

-ed, except for a belated van crashing

over the granite roads or the chance
form of a dock laborer plodding dogged-
ly along, with head bent in distaste for
the rain and hands sunk in trousers
pockets.

“Beastly night,” said Captain Bing, as
he rolled out of the private bar of the
Sailor’s Friend, and ignoring the pres-
ence of the step, took & little hurried
run across the pavement. ‘‘Not fit for
& dog to be out in.”

- He kicked, as he spoke, at a shivering
cur which was looking in at the crack
of the bar door, with a hazy view of
calling its attention to the matter, and
then pulling ap the collar of his rough
peajacket stepped boldly out into the

|rain. Three or four minutes’ walk, or

rather roll, brought him to a dark, nar-
row passage, which ran between two
houses to the waterside. By a slight
tack to starboard at a critical moment,
he struck the channel safely, and fol-
lowed it until it ended in a flight of old
stone steps, half of which were under
water, ..

*“Where for?” inquf:red aman, starting
up from a small penthouse formed of
rough pieces of board.

¢Schooner in the tier—Smiling Jane,”
said the captain gruffly, as he stumbled
clumsily into & boat and sat down in the
stern. ‘“Why don’t you have better
seats in this ’ere boat?”

“They're there, if you'll 100k for them,”
said the waterman; ‘‘and you’ll find ’em
eagier sitting than that bucket.”

**Why don’t you put; ’em where a man
can see 'em?”’ inquired the captain rais-
ing his voice a little,

The other opened his mouth to reply,
but realizing that it would only lead to
a long and utterly futile argument, con-
tented himself with asking his fare to
trim the boat better, and pushing off
from the steps, pulled strongly through
the dark, lumpy water. The tide was
strong, so that they made but slow prog-
ress.

“When I was & young manu,” said the
fare with severity, ‘I'd ha’ pulled this
boat across and back afore now.”

*When you was a young man,” said the
man at the oars, who had a local repu-
tation as a wit, ‘‘there wasn’t no boats;
they was all Noah's arks then.”

“Stow your gab,” said the captain,

after a pause of deep thought.
" The other, whose besetting sin was
certainly not loguacity, ‘ejected a thin
stream of tobacco juice over the side,
gpat on his hands, and continued his la-
borions work until a crowd of dark
shapes surmounted.by & network of rig-
ging loomed up before them.

“Now, which is your little barge?” he
inquired, lugging strongly to maintain
his position against the fast flowing tide.

“Smiling Jane,” éaid his fare.

.“Ah,” said the waterman, “Snuhng
J ane, js it? You sit there, cap’en, an
'l row round all their sterns while you
strike matghes and look at the names.
We'll have quite & nice little evening.”

“There she is,” cried the captain, who
was too muddled to notice the sarcasm;

«ethere’s the little beauty. Steady, my

He reached out his ha.nd as.he spoke,

and as the boat jarred violently against
a small schooner seized & ropeé which
hung over the side, and swaying to and
fro fumbled in his pocket for the fare.
“Steady, old boy,” said the waterman
affectionately, He had just received
twopence halfpenny and & ehiding by
mistake for threepence, “Easy up the

“[side. You'sin't such & pretty figger as
you was when your: old woman made

such a bad bargain.® "
The captain pauged in his climb, and
poising himself oone foot, gmgerly felt

 for his tormentor’s head with the other,
Not finding it, he flung his leg ovér the

bulwark and gained the deck of the

v | vessel as the boatswung round with the

j|: | tide and disappesred in-the darkriess.
| Al turned in,* 8aid the captain, gaz-

owlishly at "the deserted’ deck.

g

. ;ﬂWell,:there’p s geod Four ana half
;"'raf weatart*l’ll*nrninfoq.” ©o-
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“Jom,” eaid \eaptmz; gmﬂ

There was n?%eply, and jumpiﬁg to
the conclusion that he was’above ‘the
captain tumbled up the-steps and gained
the deck, which as far as he conld see
was in the same deserted condition-as
when he left it. Anxions to get some
idea of the time ho ataggered to the side
and looked over. The tide was almost
at the turn, and the steady clank, e¢lank
of neighboring windlasses showed that
other craft were just getting wunder
weigh. A barge, its red light turning
the water to blood, with a huge wall of
dark sail, passed noxselesmly by, the in-
distinct figure of & man leaning skill-|
fully upon the tiller.

As these vAricus signs of life and
activity obtruded themselves upon the
skipper of the Smiling Jane his wrath
rose higher and higher as he looked
around the wat, deserted deck of his
own little craft. Then he walked for-
ward and thrust his head down the fore-
castle hatchway.

tain, after ‘a-long -pause, -
Hestopped and swallowed something in |
his ' throat.” “T've been- and -broughti-
away the wrong ship,” he continued, |

As he expected, there was a complete
sleeping chorus below—the deep, satis- .
fied snoring of half a dozen seamen, who
regardless of the tide and their captain’s
feelings, were slumbering sweetly in
blissful ignorance of all that The Lancet
might say upon the twin subjects of
overcrowding and ventilation.

*‘Below there, yon lazy thieves,” roared

the captain; ‘‘tumble up, tamble up.”

The snores stopped. ‘‘Aye, aye,” said
a sleepy voice. ‘“What's the matter,
master?’

“Matter!” repeated the other, choking
violently. “‘Ain’t you going to sail to-
night?? '

“Tonight!” sald another voice, in
surprise. ‘“Why, I thought we wasn't
going to sail till Wen'sday.”

Not trusting himself to reply, so care-
ful was he of the morals of his men, the
skipper went and leaned over the side
and commuaned with the silent water.
In an incredibly short space of. time five
or six dusky figured pattered up on to
the deck, and in a minute or two later
the harsh clank of the windlass echoed
far and wide.

The captain took the wheel. A fat
and very sleepy seaman put up the side
lights, and the schooner, detaching
itself by the aid of boathooks and
fenders from the neighboring craft, !
moved slowly down with the tide. The
men, in response to the captain’s fervent
orders, climbed aloft, and sail after sail
was spread to the gentle breeze.

““H! you there,” oried the captain to
one of the men who stood near him coil-

ing up some loose line.

“Sir?” said the man.

“Where is the mate?” mqmred the
captain.

“Man with red twhiskers and pimply
nose?” said the man interrogatively. |

¢“That's him to a hair,” answered the
other.

“Ain’t seen him since he took me on
at 11,” said the man.

‘“How many new hands are there?”

“I b'lieve we're all fresh,” was the re-
ply. ¢I don’t believe some of ’em have :
ever swelt salt water.”

“The mate’s been at it again,” said the
captain warmly; “‘that’s wha,t he has.
He’s done it afore and got left behind. |
Them what can’t stand drink, my man, '
ghouldn’t take it; remember that.”

¢“He sald he wasn't going to sail till
Wen’sday,” remarked the man, whe
found the captain’s attitude rather try-
ing.

‘g‘He’ll get sacked; that’s what he’ll
get,” said the captain warmly. I shall
report as soon as I get ashore.”

The subject exhausted, the seaman re-
tarned to his work, and the captain con-
tinued steering in moody silence.

Slowly, slowly darkness gave way to
light. The different portions of the
craft, instead of all being blurred intc |
one, took upon themselves shape, and
stood out wet and distinct in the cold
gray of the breaking day. Buf the lighter
it became, the harder the skipper stared
and rubbed his eyes, and looked from
the deck to the flat marshy shore, and
from the shore back to the deck again.

¢““Here, come here,” he cried, beckon-
ing to one of the crew.

“*Yessir,” said the man advancing.

“There’s something in one of my
eyes,” faltered the skipper. “I can't
see straight; everything seems mixed
up. Now, speaking deliberate and with-
out any hurry, which side o’ the ship dc
you say the cook’s galley’s on?”

«Starboard,” said the man promptly,
eying him with astonishment.

“‘Starboard,” repeated the other softly.
«He says starboard, and that’s what it
seems to me. My lad, yesterday morn-
ing it was on the port side.”

The seaman received this astounding
communication with calmness, but as a
slight concession to appearances said
“Lor!”

*“And the water cask,” said the skip
per; “what color is it?”

“Green,” suyid the man.

“Not white?” inquired the skipper,
leaning heavily upon the wheel.

«“Whitish green,” said the man, who
always believed in keepingin with his
superior officers.

The captain swore at him.

By this time two or three of the crew
, Wwho had overheard part of the eonversa-
tion had collected aft, and now stood in '
a small wondering knot before their
strange captai

‘names—I don’t know ’em yet—and Icast
no suspicions, but somebody has been
_ painting up and altering this 'ere craft,
f and twisting things about until & man ;
*gd hardly know her. Now what’s tha

; httle game?”

Them was no answer, and the cap--
-who was aeeing things clearer and
clegrer in the gmwmg hght, got paler
,andpal’er.
{- *I“must be gomg emy’ he mut«

a’ g8 tered, - “Is- tlns the Snnlimg.faue, or aw

“My lads,” said the latter, moistening '
his dry lips with his tengue, “I meanno_

oPew.
“MJ 1ads,” talhmd the agzonilad cu

with an effort; “‘that's what I've done,
I must have been bewitched.®

“Well, who's ha.vmg a- little game
now?” inquired a voice.

“Somebody else’ll be sacked as well as
the mate,” said another, ‘

- “We must take her back,” said the

captain, raising his voice te dz:ownthese ‘
TATl han‘&a ‘stand. ’by to|

mutterings, : AL
shorten sail.”’ LU

The bewildered crew; welit io thexr
posts, the captain gave his orders.in &
voice which had never been so snbdued
and melow since it broke at the age of
fourteen, and the Mary Ann took in sail,
and dropping her anchor waited patiently
for the turning of the tide.

= * . * * * *

. The church bells in Wapping and
Rotherhithe were -just striking the hour
of midday—though they were heard by
few above the noisy din of workers on
wharves and ships—as a short, stout
captain and a mate with red whiskers
and a pimply nose stood up in a water-
man’s boat in the center of the river and
gazed at each other in blank astonish-
ment.

“She’s gone—clean gone,”
the bewildered captain.

“Clean as a whistle,” said the mate,
#The new hands must ha' run away
with her.”

Then the bereaved captain raised his
voice and pronounced a pathetic and
beantiful eulogy on the departed vessel,
somewhat marred by an appendix in
which he consigned the new hands, their
heirs and descendants to every conceiv-
able misery.

“Ahoy!” said the waterman, who was
getting tired of the business, addressing
a grimy looking seaman hanging medi-
tatively over the side of the schooner.
“Where’s the Mary Ann?”’

“Went away at half past 1 this morh-
ing,” was the reply.

¢*Cos here’s the cap’en an the mate,”
gaid the waterman, indicating the for-
lorn couple with a bob of his head.

‘“My eyes!” said the man. I s8’pose
the cook’s in charge then. We were to

murmured

! have gone, too, but our old man hasn’t

tuarned up.”

Quickly the news spread among the
craft in the tier and many and various
were the suggestions shouted to the be-

wildered couple from the different decks.
At last, just as the captain had ordered

the waterman to return to the shore, he
was startled by alound cry from the mate,

‘““Liook there!” he shouted.

The captain looked. Fifty or sixty
yards away a small, shamefaced look-
ing schooner—so it appeared to his ex-
cited imagination—was slowly approach-
ing them. A minute later a shout went
up from the other craft as she took in
sail and bore slowly down upon them.
Then a small boat put off to the buoy,
and the Mary Ann was slowly warped
into the place she had left ten hours be-
fore.

But while all this was going on, she
was boarded by her captain and mate.
They were met by Captain Bing, sup-
ported by his mate, who had hastily
pushed off from the Siniling Jane to the
assistance of his chief, In the two
leading features before mentioned he
was not unlike the mate of the Mary
Ann, and much stress was laid upen
this fact by the unfortunate Bing in his
explanation. So much so, in fact, that
both the mates got restless; the skipper,
who was a plain man, and given to
calling a spade a spade, using the word
“pimply” with what seemed to them
nnecessary iteration.

It is possible that the interview might
have lasted for hours bad not Bing sud-
denly changed his tactics and begun to
throw out dark hints about standing a
dinner ashore, and settling it over &
friendly glass. The face of the Mary
Ann’s captain began to clear, and as
Bing proceeded from generalities to de-

tails a soft smile played over his ex-

pressive features. It was reflected in
the faces of the mates, who by these
means showed clearly that they under-
stood the table was to be laid for four.
At this happy turn of affairs Bing

himself smiled, and. a little while later
a ship’s boat containing four boon com-

. panions put off from the Mary Ann and

made for the shore. Of what afterward
ensued there is no distinct record, be-
yond what may be gleaned from the
fact that the quartet turned up at mid-
night arm in arm and affectionately re-
fused to be separated—even to enter the
ghip’s boat, which was waiting for them.
The sailors were at first rather non-
plussed, but by dint of much coaxing
and argument broke up the party, and
rowing them to their respective vessels
put them carefully to bed.—True Flag.

The Freakishness of Chance.

& queer thing. Chance cannot éver be
counted on, and the chances are that
those who take chances miss the great
chances of life, whichis one of the queer
things about it. As a further evidence
of the pecuhannes of chance, a western
paper narrates & singular instance. A
, wagon loaded with gunpowder, this pa-
per says, moving ¢un a perfectly level
road near Wenachee, Wash., exploded
last week, while in the same week an-
other wagon, loaded with dynamite,
drawn by a four horse team, went over
the gtade not far from the same spot,

and rolled 100 feet without doing a-bit

of damage.
The freakishness of chance was never

more fully illusirated than by this epi-
sode.
defy  explanation, but-which point-a
moral. The moral‘is, don’t take chances.
—-Harper’s Young People.

No& to Be Expected.

you’ate. toq ‘8ol

My Yader |

Chance is a queer word, and chanceis

It is one of those things which -

- mch o smmﬂ‘ahnm;p s!mnt.

. And uﬂed dontho waste s:and
'”More like the ocean than the !mﬁ.
Ayeshal . -

An& my an arnted and va.liant man
Guarded that glittering caravan, -

His turban, siow white in thesun, -
Whers ostris;‘hns and yobras. run.

A troop of Bedoulns with their spean

In the S8ahara quick appears;

And, spurring with sirocco speed,

Ench Moslem strides a fiery stecd.
Ayeshal

A furious charge—a broken line—
Above the sands their orescants shine,

Onward the fierce maranders ﬁh
To clang of hoof and falchion’s™lash.

Ayeshal ~

Her cries inheard, her convoy slain,
The Paynims scouring o’er the plain
Praise Allah for the prize thus sent
A captive to their chieftain's tent.

« Ayesha!

But he, a shiek of stately mien,

8wore by his beard thai ne’er was seen

So fair a maid since Mahmoud's day,

And sent her scathless on her way.
Ayeshal

Upon a courser fleet she rode!
Unconsclous of its lovely load,
With precious gifts of silk and gold,
Her slave the Arab chieftain bold.
Ayeshal
=David Graham Adeo in Washington Star,

' Doing Some Shooting.

It once cost me fifty dollars to shoot
at myself,”said Frank B, Blair to the
Story Tellers’ club that was holding an
informal session on the sidewalk at the
Southern. *I got intoa Baltimore hotel
very late one night and very tired. A
thunderstorm was raging at the time,
and I am as afraid of lightning as a
sweet girl graduate of a mouse, so I
turned off the light, intending to disrobe
in the darkness. 1 had taken my pistol
out of my pocket to place it under my
pillow, when there was a blinding flash
of lightning. I caught sight of a vil-
lainous looking fellow not ten feet dis-
tant with a pistol in his hand. He was
standing in a crouching, expectant atti-
tude, and 1 felt sure that his intention
was to murder and rob me. “Who's
there? 1 called, but got no reply. 1
grasped my pistol irmly and advanced
a step or two. There was another flash
of lightning, and there was the villain,
almost within arm’s length, gun in
hand. I pulled the triggertwice. There
were two stunning reports and a crash-
ing of glass. Then I realized that I had
done it—made an ass of myself, I sat
down on the edge of the bed, ashamed
to turn on the light. It was a full length
mirror, I had shot my own shadow to
smithereens—had mistaken myself for

a cutthroat.”—St. Louis Globe-Demo-
crat.

A Noble Hushand.

The historian Xenophen relates ‘that
when Cyrus, the founder of the Persian
ewpire, had taken captive a young
prince of Armenia, together with his
beautiful and blooming wife, of whom
be was remarkably fond, they were
brought before the tribunal of Cyrus to
receive their sentence. The warrior in-
quired of the prince what he would give
to be reinstated in his kingdom, and he
replied that he valued his crown and his
liberty at a very low rate, but if the
noble conqueror would restore his be-
loved wife to her former dignity and
possessions he would willingly pay his
life for the purchase. The prisoners
were dismissed to enjoy their freedom
and former honors, and each was lavish
in praise of the conquercr. *‘And you,”
said the prince, addressing his wife,
“‘what think you of Cyrus?” ¢I did not
observe him,” she replied. ‘“Not observe
him!” exclaimed her husband. “Upon
whom, then, was your attention fixed?”
“Upon that dear and generous man,” she
mphed ‘“‘who declared his readiness to
purchase my liberty at the expense of
his life,”

Canvass Orators.

Humorous if a trifle unkind, was the
orator, who, when describing the in-
ordinate love of praise which character-
ized an opponent, said, ‘“He is so fond

' of being praised that I really believe he
would be content to give up the ghest if

it were but to look up and read the'
stonecutter’s puff on his tombstone.” |

. Thisisin striking contrast to the graceful

and witty compliment Paid to the beaun-

- tiful Duchess of Devonshire and her

gister, Lady Duncannon, of whom, when
they canvassed the electors of West-
minster on behalf of Fox in 1784, it was
said that “never did two such lovely
portraits appear ou canvas.”—Loadon
Standard.

How One Painter Was Started.

The Pall Mall Gazette tells a story of
a British—or was it an American?—col- ,
lector, who paused before a picture by
the late Belgian artist, Mauve, for the
first time, having been struck by 1ts
beauty. He asked how much it cost,”
and was told $125. “Nonsense,” hesaid,
“it’s too cheap. Make it $500 and Ill
take a dozen more from him at the same
price.,” Thus was Mauve's financial suc-
cess begun. .

Corsican Bapdits.

Corsican bandits have friends in every
village, who supply them with what
they want, and those who have only
taken a life or two out of revenge are
not regarded as criminals,. We have
seen a girl scarcely out of her teens

flash up with anger if anything were.:

said against the vendetta,—London
Saturday Review.

The greatest day’s run of an ocean |
steamship was about 5156 miles. The.,

' steamer in guestion was 562 feet long ang

had previously been known to make 500 ¢
miles per day for threa days in succession,

The number of students of electncal
subjects entered at Cornell university

| has increased from 2B in 1884 0230 in

f - Pghaw!" 'exclmned the professor o 1892, and in many other institutions'the

the a;tudent: who was reheamng lns )
1 ::‘-Ogear two shght cxrcnmstanoes may. -

proporttonate merease is even greater.

the s"ky a. glanons blue. &Wuﬂﬂ
‘started to hunt over the great’ ta’bi%ia _
and Jed our stout horses ‘up the L
tain side by elk trails so bad that %hey
had tg climb like goats. All these &lk
trails have one striking pecuiiamtyw—they
lead through thick timber, bub every
now-and then send off short, well worn
branches to some cliff edge or jiitting
crag commanding a view-far and wide
over the country beneath. - Elk lové fo™
stand on these lookont points and scan
the valleys and mountaing round about.
Blue grouse rose from beside our path;.
Clarke’s. crows flew past us, with a hel-
low, flapping sound, or lighted in the
pine tops, calling and firting their {ails;
the gray clad whisky jacks, with multi-
tudinous cries, hopped and futfered -

near us. Snowshoe rabbits scuttled
away, the great furry feet which give

them their name already turning white;
At last we came out on the great pla-
tean, seamed with deep, narrow ravines.
Reaches of pasture alternated with -
groves and open forests of varying size.
Almost immediately we heard thesbngle
of & bull elk and saw a big band of cows
and calves on the other side of a vzlley.
There were three bulls with them, one
very large, and we tried to creep up on
them, but the wind was baffling- and
spoiled our stalk, so we returned to our
horses, mounted them and rode a miile
farther, toward a large open wood on a
hillside.

V'hen within 200 yards we heard- di-
rectly ahead the bugle of a bull and
pulled up short. In a momentI saw
him walking through an open glade; he
had not secen us. The slight breeze
brought us his scent. Elk have a strong
characteristic smell; it is usually sweet
like that of a herd of Alderney cows,
but in old bulls while rntting it is rank,
pungent and lasting, 'Westood motion-
less till the bull was out of sight, then
stole to the wood, tied our horses and
trotted after him. He was traveling
fast, occasionally calling, wheretntpon
others in the neighborhood would an-
swer. Evidently he had been driven-
out of some herd by the master bull.

He went faster than we did, and while
we were vainly trying to overtake him
we heard another very loud and- sopor-
ous challenge to our left. It came from
a ridge crest at the edge of the woods,
among some scattered clumps of the
| northern nut pine, or pinon, & queer coni-
‘fer growing very high on the moun-
tains, its multiforked trunk and wide
spreading branches giving it the round-
ed top and at a distance the general
look of an oak rather than a pine, We
at cnce walked toward the ridge—up
wind. In a minute or two, to our cha-
grin, we stumbled on an outlying spike
bull, evidently kept on the outsklrts of
the herd by the master bull. I thonght
it would alarm all the rest, but as we
stood motionless it could not see clearly
what we were. It stood, ram, stood
again, gazed at us and trotted slowly off.

We hurried forward as fast as we
dared, and with too little care, for we
sud.denly came in view of two cows. As
they raised their heads to look, Woody
squatted down where he was, to keep
their attention fixed, while 1 cautiously
tried to slip off to one side unobserved.
Favored by the neutral tint of my buck-
gkin hunting shirt, with which my
shoes, leggings and soft hat matched; I .
succeeded. As soon as I was out of
sight T ran hard and came up to a
hillock crested with pinons, behind

which I judged I should find the herd.
As I approached the crest, their strong,
sweet smell smote my nosirils. In an- .
other moment I saw the tips of a pair of -
mighty antlers, and I peered over the
» crest with my rifle at the ready. Thirty
yards off, behind a clump of pinons,
stood a huge bull, his head thrown back
as he rubbed his shoulders with his
horng. There were several cows around
him, and one saw me immediately and
took alarm.

I fired into the bull’s shoulder, inflict-
ing a mortal wound; buf he went off,
and I raced after him a3 top speed, firing
into his flank; thén he stopped, very

sick, and I broke his neck with a fourth
bullet. An elk often hesitates in the
first moments of surprise and fright, -
and does not ‘get really under way for
200 or 800 yards; but when once fairly
started he may go several miles, even
though mortally wounded; therefore the
“hunter, after his first shot, should run
forward as fast as he can, and shoot
again aud again until the quarry drops,
In this way many animals that would °
otherwise belostare obtained, especially
by the man who has a repeating rifle,
Nevertheless the hunter should beware
of being led astray by the ease with
which he can fire half a dozen shots
from his repeater, and he should aim as
carefully with each shot as if it were
his last. No possible rapidity of fire can
. atone for habitmal carelessness of aim
‘with the first shot.

Occupation for an Invalid.

-One of the most complete snd wpique
collections of newspaper clippingy ever
made perbaps was bedly damaged by
fire in this city ebout .a week ago, It
belonged to an invalid who for years
has cut the biographical, political and’
newg matter of different daily journals,
and pasted the clippings so obtained on
sheets for filiug, after the manner.of a
Iibrary ‘eard catalogue. A very rich
~ eollection of accidents, murders, pick-
| pockets, etc., had been amassed, and
! gbituaries, marriages andsudden desths
“appeared by the hundred. The ownper,
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